Of Ramen Noodle Days and Hot Chocolate Nights

When Jake approached me and asked if I might consider writing something of my personal experience here at the FamilyWorks Resource Center and Food Bank, I gave an enthusiastic yes. 
So, here I am, figuratively, putting pen to paper and find that I should have been more introspective, for, in telling my experience with Family Works, its staff and volunteers, I must truthfully share some of my personal life as well and, that this group of dedicated people quite literally saved my life and resurrected my soul.

There are not many people who know some of this, and, although it is part of my history, for those of you who hear this for the first time, I beg you judge me by who I am today and not by my past.

Without going in to the gruesome details, after many years of drunken and drugged out debauchery, I found myself with no job, no family, no self esteem, no dog, no car, no food, no rent… “I ain’t got no cigarettes,” ba da dum dum,  Come on, sing it, you know the song.

It came to the point a couple of three years ago that I found myself in the unenviable situation of not having regular meals over a number of months.  I took to surviving by pilfering fruit and vegetables from neighborhood yards, spending my days in the library down in Fremont to stay warm and cooking what meals I could on a camp stove and an old cast iron skillet.  I got my water from a tap at the local pea patch.  I was fortunate enough to have a place to sleep inside through the largess of a friend but, with no utilities it was trying at best:  cold, dirty and hungry.  No excuses, but it was what it was and, I was not being responsible with my irresponsibility’s.

It was sometime during this period, (you must realize that time and space were VERY fluid for me then, ‘doo-dah-doo-dah’), that I found my self sitting in the hall outside the food bank.  I am not quite sure who it was but, someone gave me a sandwich and offered to help me get some food.  Thus began my first tentative relationship with the food bank.

I started using the services on a regular basis and came to know the staff and volunteers on a more personal and first name level.  They called me “Mr. Tate”.  I don’t know if it was eating regular meals or just getting up with a purpose in mind, like going to the food bank but, I slowly began to wake up and realized that I was not so alone in this world and it might be time for me to start taking some responsibility for my life.

I began to volunteer at the food bank and slowly found a purpose in life, in fact, I was telling Ava just the other day:  “This place gives me a reason to get out of bed.”  It felt good to be giving something back for a change, and I began to remember the long forgotten ability to care for someone else besides myself.

This story is not all goodness and light, I still have my “BAD” days and have to monitor myself closely but, things do not seem so unmanageable as they once were.  Anyway, I now have lights, hot and cold running water and know the simple pleasures of waking up in a warm bed, of having a cup of coffee and a hot shower:  the peace of mind that I know from where my next meal is coming.  I still owe for some wrongs committed but, I am doing my best to repay what I can and ask forgiveness for that which I cannot.  Oh, by the way, I still have the cast iron skillet;  I use it almost every day.  Believe it, or not, it helps keep me grounded.  It’s funny the things to which we sometimes get attached.

Which brings me full circle to this organization saving my life.  The directors, staff and volunteers are some of the best people I have ever worked with.  They go out of their way to ensure everyone feels a sense of self worth and dignity.  On a personal level, I wish to extend my heart felt thanks to each one of you for your kindness and service.  Know that I will never take anyone of you for granted.  I live and survive, no, thrive, because of your dedication and, I know that I am not alone or singular in this;  I see it happen in others every day.  For that thang y’all do, and more, you give me hope.

Love,

David Tate
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