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About the Hidden Voices Project
The Hidden Voices project all began at a service user meeting
in 2009. We were approached by Gary Staniforth, an
ex-service user who, whilst spending time in homeless hostels,
had become frustrated by the problems of the group often
known as the ‘hidden homeless’. These are the people who
due to circumstances are not classed as ‘priority’ and therefore
experience great difficulty in finding support. Gary himself had
used creative writing as a form of expression, and noticed that
others used it as an outlet for their feelings too.
Artworks Creative Communities agreed to set up and run a
number of creative writing workshops in hostels across the
District. Gary and Artworks then launched a poetry competition
inviting further submissions and Artworks were awarded further
funding to run a number of rap and photography workshops.
Out of this work “Forgotten”, a collection of poetry and images,
was produced and launched to great success. It was so well
received and we got such good feedback from service users
and providers that we applied to the Media Trust to do a year
long project involving digital image, writing, film, projections and
the production of a book documenting the process. We were
especially lucky as our application was picked as one of the top
six out of over eight hundred applications.
The project ran between June 2010 and May 2011. Its aims
were to:
• Give a voice to the homeless community of Bradford through
digital and other media
• Raise awareness of homelessness issues

The project was run by Artworks Creative Communities and the
Hidden Voices Steering group which was made up of members
of Bradford’s homeless community. The work of the steering
group was phenomenal and all of its members have seen positive
changes in their lives as a result of their involvement.
We’ve also been really lucky in developing some excellent
partnerships with other organisations. These include Bradford
College, who provided training and knowledge in digital imaging,
Primesight who provided free advertising space and Horton
Housing who provided meeting space and delicious lunches.
We have also been working with Bradford Metropolitan District
Council, The National Media Museum, Supporting People and
Bradford Alliance for Community Care.
Sadly, despite the huge amount of good work going in to tackling
homelessness, at the time of writing figures have just been
release showing an 80% rise in homelessness in Bradford
District over the last year. This figure comes after many years
of decreasing rates of homelessness and a belief that solutions
were beginning to work. This project has given hope and brought
changes to the lives of some, however there are many more
people out there who haven’t had the support to make changes.
Hidden Voices has been a key project for Artworks Creative
Communities and we hope to continue developing work with the
steering group members and the wider homeless community to
change things for the better.
A huge thanks to all those who have been involved

• Challenge stereotypes around homelessness
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Artworks Creative Communities

Introduction by Gary Staniforth

Artworks Creative Communities began in 1998 on a Bradford
housing estate and has grown to become a regional organisation
which represents excellence in using creativity as a force for
change. We work across all artforms, with people of all ages,
abilities and cultures, focusing on projects which promote
health and wellbeing, reduce disadvantage and promote
positive community cohesion.

I remember wandering round the town centre on New Year’s Eve
feeling isolated, alone, desperate and like life was over for me.
The pain of being separated from my kids was unbearable at
times. I was angry and frustrated but tired and weak with it all,
ready to just give up with nowhere and nobody to turn to.

Working with professional artists and in partnership with
organisations across all sectors, we develop and deliver effective
projects that use participation in the arts as a tool to engage,
connect and inspire.
Artworks’ mission is to use creativity as a catalyst for change,
harnessing and celebrating the creativity of people and places,
whilst ensuring that participation in the arts plays a central role
in regeneration and renewal.
We’ve been working with the homeless community for a number
of years and have a wealth of experience in using creative
techniques to empower individuals to move on in their lives. We
were highly commended at the Charity Awards 2010 for this work.

My petition and my protest to the council started the day I arrived
in the Salvation Army Hostel for single men. I began writing
about the people I met in there, and my situation, but the more
I listened to the others’ stories, the more I realised I could be
stuck here for months and months as their stories were the same
as mine, a relationship breakdown and loss of job. It all ended
the same, with us hidden away in silence waiting to be re-housed.
Some of them had been waiting 18 months, but I had kids I loved
and missed, I was not going to sit in silence and wait a year or
two before I regained a relationship with my kids again. So I got
myself some cardboard, wrote out some slogans and stood on
the city hall steps in quiet protest in the rain snow and sleet on
my own for two days, and then a couple more from the hostel
joined me, and for three weeks every day we sat on the City Hall
steps collecting signatures and talking to people. We handed the
petition in and I set about writing a speech for the day I put the
petition to the council.
With the impetus created by the petition I became involved
in the service user involvement group and since then, my life
and my state of mind have changed. The group has given me
a place to air frustrations, put forward my ideas for change,
and given me back a feeling of belonging. My self esteem has
returned, my confidence is up and I feel I have a place in life
again. Just by being involved I have learned so much, I’m not
as angry or frustrated, I’ve learned to be more sympathetic to
others’ troubles, and I’m making a difference for others who find
themselves in the same situation.
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I’ve worked with Artworks to run the Hidden Voices project and
produce this book, started a magazine called Hidden Voices and
have a lot more stability in my own life.
I am also the founder of a group called the Hidden Homeless
Foundation which campaigns for the homeless people who are
‘non-priority’ and are not sleeping rough but nevertheless have
real needs and face real dangers to their physical and mental
health and are at risk of developing alcohol and drug problems.
The name ‘Hidden Homeless’ is not one we chose for our selves,
as I’m sure you are aware, this is a name given to us by the
media, the government and institutional structures. This name
alone describes the way we feel about our situation, and the
way we are hidden as homeless, in privately run, or church run
hostels and then labelled as ‘non-priority’ homeless because we
are in a safe and secure environment. But if we were in a bail
hostel or any other government run hostel we would be classified
as priority homeless automatically.

This book has some amazing pieces of writing in it from a wide
range of people all of whom have experienced homelessness. I
hope it adds to the growing group of people who understand and
are campaigning on homeless issues.
As I have said and will say again, for me homelessness has not
been the end of the road, but the beginning of one and I hope
this publication inspires all those who read it to get involved and
support homeless people in moving on in their lives. It can and
does happen to anybody and it is only through giving us a voice
and listening to that voice that we can solve homelessness.

We want equal rights for housing for everyone in our situation, we
want a new headcount to include all hostels, we want anyone in a
hostel to be classified as homeless and given priority, as a hostel
or a shelter is not a home. All the issues I have talked about
result from homeless legislation we believe is flawed and must be
changed to support everyone.
The people I speak for feel desperate and lost, these people are
giving up and will soon become future alcoholics and drug addicts,
this system is creating the people that belong to the government
schemes and costing a fortune in rehabilitation costs.
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Hidden Voices Group billboard design and photos of billboards

Hidden Voices Group poster design

FORGOTTEN

UNTITLED

Cast out by the affluent, into the city streets.
The poor and the hurting, the broken and the beat.
Left to roam the dark alleys dying in their shame,
With nowhere left to go to escape their pain.
The food is so scarce, they’re malnourished and they’re cold.
The drugs rob their minds, while their broken bodies grow old.
Tears run down their cheeks as the days do slowly pass.
The day they drop down dead, will be the day they’re free at last.
They know a life of poverty, they know nothing but fear and death.
They know a life of drugs, Heroin, Crack and Meth.
You can sometimes hear them crying, crying out to God above.
While they’re begging for your spare change, they’re longing just for love.
These are the FORGOTTEN people whose lives are governed by dope.
These are the FORGOTTEN people who’ve given up all hope.

Walking streets with no shoes
Head or tails, win or lose
Homelessness takes its toll
Lace-less shoes with no soles
Can’t catch my dreams
With pocket-less jeans
Finger-less gloves
Blaggers and bluffs
A roof over my head
With a pillow and a bed
Not whole, just a shell
Let me sleep where I fell
Cold and damp
Muscle cramp
Clouds I have blown
Longing for a home
One secure room
An Egyptian tomb
Sand on the floor
A lock on the door
No windows for me
Pure privacy
I will confess, it’s a real mess
Nothing worse than homelessness
I walk this road, with no fixed abode
So illness and poverty walk hand in hand
The water is ours and so IS THE LAND

Martin Sasbry

Roger Laycock
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POOLS MAN
Billy was a lonely child, just looking for attention,
Mum and Dad too busy, and the beating we won’t mention.
So out to play at nine years old, up and down the street,
Sunshine wind or rain, even snow or sleet,
Anything to keep him, from under mothers feet.
He’d look around for things to do, and people he could meet,
He even did some chores for the pools man down the street.
He asked Billy to wash his car, and help him on his round,
He paid him well, for washing his car; Billy thought nice one, sound.
He was old and wrinkly; he came across so nice,
Giving Billy money and all that yummy spice.
Billy took him home to mummy, and she let Billy help him more,
As he was the local pools man, who used knock upon her door.
But little did they realise, this man wanted more.
The weeks went on and the friendship grew,
So did all the gifts, walkie talkies, CD radio, then a brand new bike.
Anything he wanted, anything he liked.
Trust had now been given, to the pools man down the road,
He’d done his job and groomed this child, and even fooled his mum.
Football matches, rugby games, a trip to London town,
Everything was fun!
Only nine years old and roaming London town,
Big Ben clock and London bridge, until the sun went down.
Night time now in London town, the pools man hatched his plan,
All the trust and all those treats, this is not the same old man.
They looked around for hotel rooms, up side streets and back alleys,
A mucky old place is where they stayed, a place they call O’Malley’s.
Listen, Billy, the pools man said, it’s times to pay me back,
So be a good boy and get undressed and lay on your back.
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Shaking and quite scared, still only nine years old,
No one there to help him, so he did as he was told,
Not a word was said that night, as he lay upon that bed,
Thoughts of calling mummy running through his head,
A cold fear ran deep that night, a warm tear ran down upon his cheek.
No crying now, the deed was done; don’t show that man your weak,
Innocence lost and guilt now carried, no longer nine years old,
From boy to man in one foul swoop now severed from his fold.
Anon
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COULD YOU IMAGINE?

A NIGHT...!

Could you imagine how it felt?
Being cold and alone,
No friends and no home.
Could you imagine how it felt?
Sleeping on the floor,
No money and being poor.
Could you imagine how it felt?
Spending years in old shoes,
Living off scraps and booze.
Could you imagine being one of us?
Lost on your path with no route back.
Could you imagine being me?
Scared, cold, forgotten and lonely.
You couldn’t imagine...

As I walk down the dark and winding street
No food in my stomach and big holes in my feet
The people walk past and look to the sky
I don’t exist, the truth they deny
Lonely I walk through time and space
Even though I’m hurting I put a smile in its place
The wind blows and batters my face
In its eerily cold and harsh embrace
As the sun starts to rise
And the warmth covers me
I start it all again and see what today will be!
J. Yeadon

Group poem by residents at the Assisi House Project
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UNTITLED

OPTIMISM

Used too walk down this road only me all alone, so cold like the snow
its no ones fault but my own, its the path I have chosen to go, love
and respect so hard to find, hatred and depression dwell in my mind.
I reach out my hand please give me a chance, I’m a human being, I
have feelings and also a heart.
I’m broken and hurt no place left to hide, god has forsaken me, it’s like
a rollercoaster ride to hell, please set me free, I just want to be my old
normal self so happy and care free.
Give me one more chance for hope and affection, I know life is not
perfect and is full of deception, so here is my cry, I just need only one
more chance, I just hope too win over someone’s heart.
Broken and beaten my life has folded but never again will my life be
fouled, so here is a story, just remember its read and that it was me
that wrote it.

Optimism is a great waterfall so tall and grand like
Parting of waves to make space for where the truth lies
Time always ticking always moving and unstoppable yet
Intimate and personal to our own views any goals in life
Menstrual an eternal cycle never ending until the days of full maturity,
hope and truth and to kindle new opportunities and fortes
Instigate for new days of love hope and compassion for the heart
needs these to beat for eternity
Smoke only light but always dimming our chances and opportunities,
and never being able to see too far, frustration and anger dwells on the
inside like a rage ready too unleash
Murky water feeling our way but never really knowing and only going by
our natural senses

Peter Sturrock

Peter Sellwood

HAVING A HOME IS...
Peaceful
Happiness
Warm
Comfort
Healthy Eating
Having TV
Friends Around
Gary Ramsden
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EDUCATED FOOLS
Educated fools, with swimming pools,
Fleet streets financial elite,
Have no idea what it’s like on the street.
Silver spoons loving cocoons living in your plastic balloons.
Looking down your upper class noses,
Way up high on beds of roses.
Bigoted opinions of us fair minions,
While living off the family’s millions.
Wined and dined so refined,
Here now waiter be so kind.
Wake up call here it comes,
Life for me it starts like this,
Beatings off a dad that’s pissed,
First the belt then a fist,
There you go, get the gist.
Social workers here and there,
Send him away off to care,
A school for delinquents a school of hard knocks,
The place we learn life’s building blocks.
Unrefined, anger defined, insecure minds,
Unloved, Mistreated and misunderstood,
These are designs of a lost neighbourhood.
I visited your fair city of plastic and learned so very much,
I saw the way you treat my friends,
But now I’m back in touch.
Gary Staniforth
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Comic art by Sheridan King
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Hidden Voices Group billboard design

HOMELESS PEOPLE
Drunks
Bums
Beggars
Dossers
Junkies
With hearts and minds and souls
Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group

HOMELESS PEOPLE
Are dregs of society
Without any money warmth or security
Home’s a place for coming from with dreams of going to which with
any luck will never come true
Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group

Uneducated, smelly, lazy, tramps, black sheep of the family with no
silver spoon.
Someone’s mother, brother, sister, father and somebody you once knew.
Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group

HOMELESS PEOPLE ARE
Scroungers, disease on society, talented criminals.
With hidden talents and a wealth of creativity.
With no stability, no love, no choices.
Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group
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HOMELESS PEOPLE ARE

ROUGH SLEEPING
1 in 2 rough sleepers with a physical
health problem related to sleeping
rough are not receiving treatment.

The 6th largest concentration of rough
sleepers in England is in Bradford.

‘Sick of Suffering’ St Mungo’s (2006)

Rough sleepers between 45 and 62
have a death rate 25 times that of
people aged between 42 and 65 from
the general population.

Rough sleepers are 13 times more likely
to experience crime and 47 times more
likely to be a victim of theft than the
general public.
‘Models and Approaches to Street Outreach’ Homeless Link (2008)

The autumn 2011 total of rough
sleeping counts and estimates in
England (outside of London) was 2,181.
This is a 23% increase of the 2010
figure of 1,768.

‘Rough Sleeping England – Autumn 2011’ DCLG (2011)

‘Sick of Suffering’ St Mungo’s (2006)

The average life expectancy of rough
sleepers is 42 years compared to the
national average of 79 years.
‘Sick of Suffering’ St Mungo’s (2006)

Life Expectancy in England (Years)

‘Rough Sleeping England – Autumn 2011’ DCLG (2011)

NATIONAL AVERAGE

In London, nearly 4,000 people were
reported sleeping rough during 2010/11.

ROUGH SLEEPERS

‘CHAIN Street to Home Annual Report 2010/11’ Broadway (2011)

0
28 Hidden Voices

10

20

30

40

50

60

70

80

Hidden Talent 29

WHAT IT’S LIKE TO BE HOMELESS

DISCARDED

Shameful
Embarrassing
Degrading
Lonely
Depressing
Unloved
Not wanted
No security
Freedom / No ties
Low self esteem
Hard to survive
Angry
Old
Frightened
Hungry

Distant prints of travelled paths
I travel alone in tortured nightmares
Seeking home in distant hills
Comforts of warmth, friendship await me there
A kind word still unspoken
Remains of a life I left behind
Driving on to shared dreams of tomorrow
Ever searching for the new beginning
Downing roots at the journeys end I smile

Alison Sturrock

Gary Staniforth

Shaun Bennett

UNTITLED
Having a home is what I long for most, having a home is a dream of
long cosy nights cuddled up on the sofa with my son as he sleeps after
day of play and laughter.

HOPE
Hope needs to be with me all the time
Or I am unable to move forward
Prayers are answered and gods will become clear
Even when the future is sometimes uncertain
Alison Sturrock
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UNTOLD

UNTITLED

I’ll wait and waste,
Just waste away.
I’ll Stand and watch,
but what to say?
Just say nothing,
or say it all.
Or stand and watch,
but say nothing at all.

That never ending infinite line,
the perfect picture that flawless design.
The perfect couple or silent re-treat,
that feeling you feel, when you first meet.
I’d take the risk, I’d take the chance,
I’ll leave it all to circumstance.
And if you gave it all tonight,
I’d be the one who brought you light!

Liam Innes

Liam Innes

UNTITLED

UNTITLED

I prayed that you’d notice
and wished that you’d see.
But just like a ghost,
you stared through me.
I wished it would stop
and accepted defeat.
Then realised you make me complete.
You’re the reason I breath
and the reason I stay.
You’re the reason my heart beats this way.

Weeping Clouds of thunder
Over whelming sadness
River deep and mountain high
Trance like stare to space
Heavenly silence unfolds
Longing to belong
Eternal flame now dwindling
Suffering in silence
Socially excluded from a life I used to be!
Gary Staniforth

Liam Innes
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MY UNREAL DREAM OF ME

HIDDEN VOICES

1. I was feeling totally alone and scared
No other situation could ever of compared
I felt like I did not feel at all at home
As I was made to always move ont’ roam

H
I
D
D
E
N

homeless, hiding, happiness
identity
dreams
daring, decisions
excitement
never, negative

V
O
I
C
E
S

victory, victimisation
opportunity, optimism
insecure
confidence, comfort, choices
escape
sunshine, smiles, safety

2. At night I covered my self from harm
And tried at all time to remain relaxed, peaceful and calm
I missed my family and my friends
And did not know where my story ends
3. The nights were lonely and cold
I felt like I was getting very old
My heart was skipping a true fast and pounding beat
I really needed to get back on my feet
4. When I woke up in the morning
My mind was pounding and soaring
I had thoughts all in my head
As to where I would lay my bed

Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group

5. At night I walked for hours on end
And tried to find a way to defend
The way I have ended up on the streets and founded
And how much I missed the life I dreamed of that I grounded
6. The time soon came for me to move on up in life
And settle down to a life of no strife
My heart stopped pounding fast
And my life was heading up at long last!
Paul Teece
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HOUSING TIMES

UNTITLED

I was the man
I wanted to become
Just lead a normal life
No Mum, cigarette smoke in my lungs, I wanted to be right
Because I was still young, living out on the streets, sleeping in cold nights
Not knowing this dark tunnel could ever produce light
People look at me like a piece of dirt
It hurt, but I learnt
It’s not just me praying for help in this church
Give me warmth, give me a chance
A man with big ambitions, enhance what I already am
I know that I can
Lord give me a chance
Cos I’m sick and tired of holding my head in my hands
Two weeks on these streets
It looks bleak
Lord get me back on my feet
I want a decent meal to eat
I wanna make beats
Brush my teeth
Turn over a new leaf
And start again
Cos the pain in my heart is making me insane

I am homeless. Doesn’t anybody care? I am cold and hungry. Curled up
in a shop doorway. I have no money. Left in absolute poverty, waiting
on those persons who pity the poor and needy. People pass me by.
They just look and stare. I am homeless says my stare. I find myself in
a situation that’s unfair. I was withheld my place in an orphanage. I am
a minor only eight years old. Look at me with love for I too can love and
love to share. I am homeless, please won’t you care. I am homeless. All
I can do is stare. Thank you?

Then the day came
There is light at the end of the tunnel
Cos the streets were like a jungle
Thank you Lord for another chance

Jeff Dawkins and Gladstone Henry

THE LONE STRANGER
(A.K.A. THE WANDERER)
ON THE STREETS AND OPTIMISTIC
What did I do?
Where did it all go wrong?
It used to be so simple when I was young.
A sofa, a floor, I don’t need much more...
“Please mate, come on, don’t put me outdoors.”
The cold, the dark, my stomach so empty and stark,
I don’t think I could handle another night in that park.
Yes things are rough but you know it could be worse,
Nobody said it’d be easy,
It’s all just a learning curve.
So chin up lad keep your glass half full.
And one thing about this life is there’s always something around the
corner and life is never dull...
Daniel Hill (A.K.A. Little Danny)

Ryan Bell
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THE KEY
Close the door and lock it. Bring the key, pull up a chair by the fire.
Comfy?
Now let’s look at the key you used and think about all that it
represents to you.
Warm by the fire isn’t it?
You have just locked the door on the outside world. Safe in your own
home. You can do anything you want now, within the law of course.
Friends round for dinner, watch telly, a soaking hot bath, read a good
book. The choices are pretty endless.

The stars that brightly twinkled from the bedroom window now look
bleak and icy.
If only this had happened or that was different. You wouldn’t be in this
position would you?
Getting hungry? Fancy a bath?
You remember seeing a group of dishevelled looking guys round the
back of the stadium by a fire, maybe they can help?
They seem ok. Not like you’d imagined at all. They had families,
brothers, sisters and children. All gone.

Sure you may argue with family, have to wash the dishes, do a bit of
ironing, pay some bills but in general things are ok.

You share an out of date sandwich one of them had salvaged from the
supermarket tip. Illegally, he tells you.

Now think hard. Close your eyes and concentrate. You know what a
panic you get in when you lose the key for a few minutes.

All the hostels are full they tell you. Maybe tomorrow.

What would it feel like if for some reason that key, and all it represents,
was suddenly taken away from you? Permanently.
Suddenly, almost without warning, you no longer have a door to lock.
Redundancy, fleeing from violence, thrown out, partnership breakup,
mental breakdown, the wrong decision at the wrong time.
It’s starting to look dark isn’t it?
Where do you go? Who do you ring? Oh sorry you can’t ring, you no
longer have a phone anymore. You don’t have anything anymore. You
have no idea what to do. This sort of thing only happens to drunks,
druggies and tramps don’t it?
Starting to get cold yet?
You world is collapsing around you and you are helpless.
You wander aimlessly. Dazed. You’ve heard of hostels but there not for
you are they? You have more dignity, more pride.
The night is getting darker. Maybe just curl up somewhere for the night
and it will all be ok in the morning. No hot coco tonight.
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You fumble in your pocket for a cigarette and feel the door key there.
But you can’t use it anymore.
You’re homeless.
Suddenly those arguments were a bit pointless, there wasn’t that
much washing up and the ironing pile wasn’t that big was it?
You share your last cigarette with the guy that gave you some of his
sandwich. He seemed a decent bloke. What the hell was he doing here?
You have no money in your pocket. Nothing.
It is getting very lonely isn’t it?
That’s the worst. No one to argue with. Why do you suddenly miss the
arguments?
Still this could never happen to you could it?
You still have the door key don’t you?
I didn’t think so either.
Jonathan Ashley
Hidden Talent 39

Lucy Wileman poster design

A DAUGHTER’S STORY
I didn’t quite know what was happening at the time. Mum told me dad
was ill and we couldn’t stay where we were. They had been arguing
a lot and dad had become more and more different somehow. It was
since he had lost his job. Redundancy or something. I had heard them
when I was in bed. He kept saying we would have to move, that we
couldn’t afford to stay where we were anymore.
It was my home. We had moved there a few years ago when dad had got
a promotion. We were all happy then. I loved my new school. Only small
but great teachers and I soon met new friends. Our house was lovely.
“Just what we’ve worked all our lives for” said mum. “We’ll retire here.”
Why did it suddenly all have to change?
I remember being bundled into the car and just seeing dad sat on the
steps crying.
It was a long time before I would see him again.

I always thought it was only tramps and beggars’ that ended up there.
Not my dad. Some sort of “breakdown” what ever that is. Anyway he
got some help.
He’s got his own flat now and we all go and stay at weekends. He is a
lot better now and mum and he have stopped arguing (mostly).
I know they love each other. You can just tell.
Things are working out ok now.
Some people cared. Dad says not everyone is so lucky.
I don’t want to put my real name. Dad says it might go in a book. If it
does just put by George Daniel, Dad says its a pseudonym, someone
else’s name.
It can be mine and dads little secret.
George Daniel

I cried in bed that night. Seeing my dad like that. Had he done
something terribly wrong? He was still my dad. Mum wouldn’t tell me
where he was going or what was happening. I guess she didn’t know
herself at the time, just that we had to get on without him and our
home for a while. She can be strong like that. With her children. I could
tell she was trying not to cry.
It nearly killed me not knowing if he was ok. I shouldn’t have to worry
about dad. He had always looked after me. Taking me for walks and
picnic. Sharing my laughter and my tears. We stayed at my big sisters
house. She is ok but has her own life and it wasn’t like our own home.
My dad has told me since what happened. What he could remember.
I still don’t quite understand it.
He sat in a park and his friends found him. He was holding a photo album
of his and mums wedding and me and my younger brother growing up.
They took him to a hostel. I think that’s where people who haven’t got
a home go. “The lucky ones” dad said.
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CRY OF HOPE AND SALVATION

DARK PAST

The unforgiving darkness of solitude points the way to a twisted
memory of shattered dreams.
Ever yearning for new hope and inspiration in a mind of feelings no one
can understand.
Heart pounding, hands shaking, thoughts twisting around and around,
ever waiting to be re-born!
These barren dark soulless eyes, waiting for escape from an ever bleak
lonely existence.
Is there hope and happiness? I hope and desire, willing for the light so
I can once again be free.
For now I lie in wait calling for my cries and needs to be answered!
This I shall do... alone but unafraid for my salvation to awaken me from
this unforgiving nightmare.

My world is a dark and strange place. There is no smile upon my
face. I often wonder if there is a point to my life with all my problems,
fears and strife.
Can I sleep for many years to hide all my pain and my tears?
How could I make the mistakes I made, release me from my prison,
go away.
No one wants me in my dark world, only the truth of my life cannot
be told.
I wish I could rewind my life clock, instead my fears and dreams
have all gone and run amok.
This day for me will soon come to an end. I will die alone with no one,
not even a friend.
So for now my time has come.
Just remember me as a friend and not as a bum...

Mark Annetts

ENDLESS ROAD
I have seen many streets, many doors and many roads in my short life.
The walking I have done to places unknown has given me no hope
but strife.
Faces of empty souls lost in this unforgiving world trying to search for
answers that are never there.
Knowing the torment and hatred of evil, unjustified is just waiting for
those who do not care.
Endless pain, weak feeble minds who rip apart your life force not
bothering how or why they hurt you everyday.
Keeping strong trying to ignore these demons will never keep them at bay.
Forget them all, let God judge all your temptations and lust. The end of
life, the end of the means.

Mark Annetts

UNTITLED
A lone tree stands tired and weary upon a barren hill.
The call of wanting cries desperate for wanting, needful, lonely
branches in need of company.
It’s bark so dry, brittle, moisture forbidden. Dies day after day. Sun
blazing unforgiven, scorches the ground.
Exposed roots, thirsty, old, helpless, crippled among nothingness,
sparse and hungry for moisture.
Time to give up, petrified against mother earth’s never ending seasons.
Autumn is here. Farewell beautiful self destructing land!
Mark Annetts

Mark Annetts
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Lucy Wileman billboard design

Poeyan Chan billboard design

Matt Lamont poster designs

CAUSES OF HOMELESSNESS
A study commissioned by Shelter found
that the reasons most frequently given
for being on the streets were:

Being asked to leave the family home: 28%

Relationship breakdown: 41%
Leaving prison: 25%

Drug problems: 31%
Mental health problems: 19%

Alcohol problems: 28%

Other common causes include eviction and problems with benefits
payments. Respondents were allowed to give more than one reason
in response to the question.
‘Reaching Out – a consultation with street homeless people 10
years after the launch of the Rough Sleepers Unit’ Shelter (2007)
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ANGEL
She’s walking the beat
Got brown on the brain
Soul down the drain
It’s no surprise that they’d met
She barely sixteen years old
But then he was insane
He hitched a ride with the devil
He believed she could level
A need no money should buy
He flipped the world on its head
They’d be strangers in the night
If she needed a reason why
To fly like an angel
To fly in sweet innocence
Fly away
She looked into his dark eyes
A world soaked in pain
A route to her veins
Her looks laid the price
Her lips faked a name
Her need feared no shame
She never thought he could hurt her
Young enough to be his daughter
A new born butterfly
He grabbed her hair as she ran
With the money in her hand
In the alleys the dogs all cried
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Fly angel
Fly sweet innocence
Fly away
Now in the street old and grey
You’ll see her today
One look you’ll see fierce pride
Working for no pay
For the fallen on the way
No man would she let inside
You may ask how I know this
Well see I was the witness
I was the unwilling spy
With no power to stop her
No new road to offer
But a dream that
Could only die
Oh fly angel
Bevin Sangster
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SLUG AND SNAIL
On the corner of a busy street
Slug and snail do chance to meet
Slug says I got no clothes I got no shoes
Care to buy a copy of the Big Issue
Snail says wots that to me
I got a home can’t you see
It makes no difference wots on your feet
I’m never gonna see you down my street
I care not wots on your back
Because from me you’re getting jack
Andrew King

‘Slug and Snail’ animation frames

Comic art by Sheridan King

Hidden Voices Group billboard design

ALONE IN THE CITY
Here I am
Suitcase in my hand
No hat on my head
And it’s raining
Which way to go
I don’t know
But I can’t see no use
In complaining
Because I’m running away
This time to stay
And where I’m gonna lay
Ain’t so pretty
Gonna start again
Make a whole new group of friends
I don’t want to be alone
In the city
London is so bright
It never sleeps at night
Always on the go
In a hurry
It’s time to forget
Cause I’m not beaten yet
And I aint gonna fret
Ain’t gonna worry
Cause I’m running away
This time to stay
And where I’m gonna lay
Ain’t so pretty
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Gonna start again
Make a whole new group of friends
I don’t want to be alone
In the city
Shopping malls and bus queues
Classy girls in high heeled shoes
Faces and places I’m hoping to
Deliver me, deliver me
Hide the shame
Of a past I cannot name
We neither was to blame
No one was guilty
But the tears can’t be wrong
So I’ll be moving on
Now the times have gone
Until I find me
Cause I’m running away
This time to stay
And where I’m gonna lay
Ain’t so pretty
Gonna start again
Make a whole new group of friends
I don’t want to be alone
In the city
Bevin Sangster
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DON’T DROWN THE SINGER
Don’t drown the singer
He’s not a swimmer
And he’s got a long long way to go
Many many rivers to cross
Before he can see the boss
He looks to the midnight sky
Praying to him so high
Oh won’t you step inside his shoes
War n’ violence in the news
Every day is getting hard to live
His song is all he has to give

Music comes to rock your soul
Gives you strength to take control
Hits you when you walk the street
Feel the vibe of the reggae beat
Now every man every man
Let the music help you make a stand
Stand for right you cant go wrong
Let the singer sing his song
Please...
Bevin Sangster

Don’t drown the singer
He’s not a swimmer
And he’s got a long long way to go
How he wishes upon a star
While he sings and plays guitar
A song that sounds so sweet
One and all get on their feet
Because if you stand up for you rights
You don’t need no gun to fight
Read the book and spread the news
He is so tired of the war time blues
Don’t drown the singer
He’s not a swimmer
And he’s got a long long way to go
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TELEGRAPH & ARGUS ARTICLE

ONLINE COMMENTS ABOUT THE ARTICLE

While putting up posters created by the Hidden Voices Group and
Bradford College students in the Bradford Urban Garden (BUG)
somebody, presumably thinking we were putting the posters up
without permission, reported us for flyposting. Unknown to us we were
photographed and the Telegraph & Argus must have been contacted.
After researching what was happening, and realising this was not a
case of flyposting, the Telegraph & Argus published the article below
about the posters and the work we were doing on the 12th of April
2011. This led to a series of comments being posted on the Telegraph
& Argus website in response to the article and the issues covered.

Moon on a stick, Bradford says...
9:02am Tue 12 Apr 11
If photos of an issue actually have a positive benefit to tackle a root
cause, please can we have a digital media display of all the empty
shop units in Bradford to “challenge the recession excuse and allow
retailers to get their experiences heard” – I’m just putting ideas out
there, planting seeds.
Joedavid, Leeds City Region. says...
11:14am Tue 12 Apr 11
Why not erect some tents, or better on the grass for them to camp in?
cooperlane, says...
1:16pm Tue 12 Apr 11
A bit sick that most of the people viewing these will be the homeless
themselves as not many others go into the urban garden.
ilivehereok, haworth says...
1:17pm Tue 12 Apr 11
I don’t know what all the fuss is about – how can there be
homelessness, poverty and social injustice?
The government has promised, after all, that ‘we are all in this together’.
Except them of course.
Waterloo1815, Bradford says...
1:31pm Tue 12 Apr 11
I wish people would stop referring to the hole in our city as an urban
garden. Just because it’s got a few planters and some turf around the
edge does not make it a garden. It’s like calling a tampon a jumbo jet
just because it’s got wings.
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tea 4 two, bradford says...
4:53pm Tue 12 Apr 11
How do people stereotype homeless people one wonders?
Are they the drop out drug addict / alcoholics layabout criminal types /
prison rejects – who don’t fit or belong in respectable society anyway?
Why do hard-working decent people want to hear the sob stories /
excuses for their criminal negative behaviour. Admittedly there are a
few victims who become homeless – usually they are ex army guys
who have no skills in living outside the army barracks or guys with real
mental health issues.
As for prison fodder drug dealers which the wife chucked out on the
streets to protect their kids from abuse / drugs / domestic violence etc
– who the hell wants to hear about their seedy lives?
They are where they belong!! The gutters.
I for one don’t want these wasters shoving in my face on posters if I
walk through the city centre. Another reason to avoid the third world
****hole called Bradford town centre!!
It is a shame money isn’t spent on the people who work hard stay on
right side of the law and study hard at the same time of working their
butts off making something of themselves – despite coming from a
less than perfect upbringing!!
andmy, baildon says...
6:01pm Tue 12 Apr 11
I hope the service user doesn’t have any more crack pot ideas.
There are real homeless on every street in this lovely town – why
would we wish to see posters of them too? Empty derelict buildings,
no decent shops, beggers, druggies, gangs, hundreds of empty shops,
poundshops, homeless in doorways, a large soggy hole instead of
shopping centre – I mean garden and now we even have pictures of the
homeless too. Such very bright ideas. They ought to put wanted posters
up instead – maybe we could help clean up this third world cess pit!!!
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Number Nine, says...
6:42pm Tue 12 Apr 11
tea 4 two wrote:
How do people stereotype homeless people one wonders?
Are they the drop out drug addict / alcoholics layabout criminal
types / prison rejects – who don’t fit or belong in respectable
society anyway? Why do hard-working decent people want to hear
the sob stories / excuses for their criminal negative behaviour.
Admittedly there are a few victims who become homeless – usually
they are ex army guys who have no skills in living outside the army
barracks or guys with real mental health issues.
As for prison fodder drug dealers which the wife chucked out on the
streets to protect their kids from abuse / drugs / domestic violence
etc – who the hell wants to hear about their seedy lives?
They are where they belong!! The gutters.
I for one don’t want these wasters shoving in my face on posters
if I walk through the city centre. Another reason to avoid the third
world ****hole called Bradford town centre!!
It is a shame money isn’t spent on the people who work hard stay
on right side of the law and study hard at the same time of working
their butts off making something of themselves – despite coming
from a less than perfect upbringing!!
Anyone can make a mistake; to err is human, to forgive divine. And
so ANYONE can end up homeless, even YOU! So put a sock in it, we
the decent people of Bradford don’t want to hear your reactionary
right-wing bile.
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Hit the North, Bradford says...
7:39pm Tue 12 Apr 11
I propose that Artworks should work with the humourless population of
Bradford. Those who seek refuge in the bile-filled gutters of the press.
Visible only by the crazed placards they scrawl under T&A multi-stories.
But then someone is bound to complain...
tea 4 two, bradford says...
7:47pm Tue 12 Apr 11
You are right anyone can make a mistake but not repeatedly for
year after year after year!!! Once is a mistake any more means a
BLATANT CRIMINAL.
Some people can’t ever be forgiven – for example drug dealers who
deal to kids or child abusers etc.
Another sky fairy believer I see. This god man you all use don’t half
take some stick with the likes of the local born again god botherers!!
Don’t make us laugh please most of the decent people of Bradford
have all moved out!!
I can’t wait till my contract from hell is up and I will follow them too.
Bradford is the public toilet of the UK now – everyone and anyone with
any issues ends up here. You are welcome to it oh wonderful one. By
the way I am right wing am I? You are so wrong but neither am I a fool
who listens to untrue sob stories.

Patrick Bateman, says...
4:38am Wed 13 Apr 11
Waterloo1815 wrote:
I wish people would stop referring to the hole in our city as an
urban garden. Just because it’s got a few planters and some turf
around the edge does not make it a garden. It’s like calling a
tampon a jumbo jet just because it’s got wings.
Just a point of clarification: ‘tampons’ do not have ‘wings’ (unlike, say
‘panty liners’). Doesn’t work so well now does it? ;)
albion, west riding says...
6:33am Wed 13 Apr 11
Waterloo1815 wrote:
I wish people would stop referring to the hole in our city as an
urban garden. Just because it’s got a few planters and some turf
around the edge does not make it a garden. It’s like calling a
tampon a jumbo jet just because it’s got wings.
Patrick Bateman wrote:
Just a point of clarification: ‘tampons’ do not have ‘wings’ (unlike,
say ‘panty liners’). Doesn’t work so well now does it? ;)
Yoyo’s and strings would have worked.

likethis, Bradford says...
10:02pm Tue 12 Apr 11
This does not highlight the plight of the homeless. Nothing can. As
someone who has experienced homelessness, I think it is completely
inappropriate and it will not do any good for the homeless except make
all you lot feel more cozy at home. .....**** an party an **** an party
an **** an party.....says biggie....
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SEARCH 4 ZION – ALPHA GROUP POEM

HAVING A HOME

Amazing and agonising sleeping in alleyways
Bedless
Cold and uncomfortable
Discarded and excluded and forgotten by a world I once knew
Grieving for a past now lost
With hope as my friend I will get through
Isolation and judgement
Kindness comes from an unmet stranger
Loneliness subsides, masks fall away, myself now revealed
Open minded and optimistic, my future awaits
Questioning the world of how this came to be
Restless in my search, with thoughts of my new life
Unknown and untravelled roads lay ahead
Wondering and wishing for clarity of what the future holds
Exponentially yearning for Zion

Having a home is security for you
Having a home is where you are at your most comfortable
Having a home is where your family and friends can visit you or maybe
live with you, it is a place you keep warm and safe and shut the door
on the world if you want

Phillip Baines, David Cresswell and Gary Staniforth

Phillip Baines

Phillip Baines

AIMS
My goals are dark and black because I am not sure of them
My goals are at the bottom of the deep blue sea
My goals are in my head scattered everywhere like a fuzzy TV screen
My goals are like a deer running from its predator
My goals are like a thick fog that just does not move
My goals are like a groan of pain not knowing why
My goals are like a black sheep with no family

HOMELESS
Desperation and destruction of daily life
An inevitability for a few
Vast and wide it affects the world
Desperation and destruction to the end of their life
David Cresswell
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HOPELESSNESS

OPTIMISM HORIZONS

Hopelessness is black and very dark
It lives with me all the time like a scarf around my neck
It lives in my heart
If it was the weather it would be a dark, rainy and thundery day
with constant howling of the wind
If it was an animal it would be like a deer being chased by a lion
with no escape
The outcome is inevitable
It moves like a fog swirling around me, enveloping me all the time
It makes a low moaning sound filled with despair all the time and
smells like burning
Only Hopelessness is like a person drowning, unable to breathe
and survive

Agonising nights in alleys I sleep, bedless, no quilt for warmth
or shelter, cold and uncomfortable, I sleep on the park bench.
Discarded as an empty bottle, unknown excluded and forgotten.
Grieving for both past and future, hope is in my heart and dreams,
isolation remains in my heart a companion. Judged by some, yet
kindness shown from an unmet stranger, loneliness is longing for
a home to share. Mistreats misunderstood never got there.
Open the door yet optimistic
Positive future arouses me
Questions always unanswered
Restless nights, motivation dies
Secure home belongs to someone else, I feel time ticks away
under starless understood by a few valued by some, wanting
warming wandering aimlessly. Expedition to find my future.
Yearning to reach my zenith.

Alison Sturrock

HOPE – FREE TO ALL

Shaun Bennett, Emma Bye, Charlotte Morris and Gary Ramsden

Hope
If hope was a colour it would be yellow like the rising sun
Hope lives in my heart, spurring me on
Hope is like a foal trying to stand for the first time
Hope moves slowly and surely around me, keeping me focused and
looking forward
Hope is like a bird singing in the early morning light
Hope is like a bright new day, like the first day of spring
Alison Sturrock
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AT ONE TIME
“At one time in my life I was a high flying sales executive selling
prestige cars to surgeons, bankers and executives and earning in
excess of £40,000.”
“At one time in my life I was managing a 50 bedroom four star hotel
catering for the elite of society, the rich and famous who spent more
money for a bed for one night than I now receive in one month.”
“At one time in my life I had my own hardscaping business and a
photographic and laughing gas business that I took around clubs
across the country. I was earning over £100,000 and was on the
A-list for all the major clubs in Britain.”
“At one time in my life I was addicted to cocaine, clubbing every day
and every night, alcoholic and homeless.”
“At one time in my life I found myself sat on a park bench with only a
suitcase not knowing what I was going to do next.”
“At one time in my life I found myself in a derelict shed on a disused
allotment burning the floor in a terracotta pot to stay warm because
there was two foot of snow outside. I was so desperate that I was
considering doing something that would get me locked up because
that would have been easier than dealing with life.”
“Now, through supporting people and their ongoing support, I have an
NVQ Level 3 in housing, I am back in touch with my children, clean and
sober, developing a social enterprise and I’ve never been more content.”

‘At One Time’ video frames

“Now I’m rebuilding my life and relationships with my family and
I’m involved in as many influential decision making committees as
possible. I see the world with different values.”
“Now, through getting involved with service user groups and activities,
I’ve just left a homeless hostel to live in my own flat and I’ve probably
got more stability and purpose than I’ve ever had in my life.”
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UNTITLED

UNTITLED

My Dearest Gary,
I arrived at our cabin by the lake. It was so quite after the bustle of the
city. I am sat by the lake on the jetty as I write, the lake is like a mirror,
so still. The tops of the trees swaying gently in a warm breeze. I can
hear the woodpecker that lives in the oak tree tapping in the distance,
the smell of pine is so strong with a tinge of lavender, how I wish
you were here to share this day. The fish are jumping and topping all
around the lake. Come soon and catch us some fish for supper and I’ll
prepare the cabin for when arrive. Can you imagine, the candle dimly
lights the room, the roaring log fire warms the bear skin rug, a glass of
red or two as we come in from a swim in the lake.
I miss you and I love you
I’m waiting

Dear Mr King,
After an extensive search we have found the perfect property for you
and it most definitely ticks all the boxes. It is situated on the Avon
just outside Evesham in a very idyllic setting with plenty of wildlife.
The property itself is a converted 19th Century Norwegian Barge. The
galley is original with the original; pot bellied stove. The hold has been
converted into a spacious living area with a nice pot bellied wood
burner. The sleeping cabins are original.

Gary Staniforth

LAKE DE CHATEAUX
Dear Bob,
I wish to invite you to a beautiful 20 acre fishing lake in France, with
a tranquil and spacious scenery. Many fishing spots but two spots are
mine so you ain’t fishing in them, the fish go up to 70lb and average
40lb so you might need to work out at the gym because it would be a
hectic week.
The cabin is beautiful with a large open fire and huge wooden oak
beams, with my very own whisky bar too just don’t tell the wife, can’t
deal with her nagging.
A large TV too. 70” plasma so can watch all your favourite films in
peace. The bedroom is a king size double room with your own bath
shower sink and 40” plasma for when you want your own privacy.
I hope to see you soon or hear from you in the near future.
Yours sincerely

Andrew King

UNTITLED
Dear Alison,
I hope that you are keeping well. I am looking forward to seeing you
soon. During my trip I have been up to all sorts, the weather has been
very kind to me it has been lovely and warm.
Today I went to visit peaceful. This is such a tranquil place which is very
close to spirituality. In the way I stopped at happy and looked at calm
which is very similar to when we went to peace of mind. Tomorrow I
hope to visit doing the right thing. My friend god is going to come with
me. We hope to have a spiritual awakening on the way along with a nice
lunch. I went shopping the other day and I bought a new freedom and
happiness, I look forward to showing you this when I see you.
I must sign off now I have to reach out to help others.
Love from
Serenity
Alison Sturrock

Pete Sturrock
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FEAR

FEAR = UNKNOWN

The colour of fear is red.
Fear lives around everyone.
Fear our lives in the air.
If fear was the weather it would be windy.
If fear was an animal it would be a cat.
Fear moves slow to me.
Fear sound fear makes is.
Fear smells of fire.
Fear is a fire.

What colour? Red
Where does it live? In a dark place
If it lived in your body were about? Pit of my stomach
What weather? Heavy rain
If it was an animal? A sly crocodile
How does it move? Lurking in the dirty water
What sound does it make? Flowing water
What does it smell of?
My fear is like a nasty dream, my fear is like a sly crocodile, it’s the
unknown that fears

Emma Bye

UNTITLED

Charlotte Morris

To be homeless is bad, people call you names e.g. smelly.
They treat you as though you aren’t there and it makes you feel
unwanted and down, and you don’t want to go out to do anything
because some people are scared what is going to happen to them.
Emma Bye

UNTITLED
Emotion went through my head as I thought it was the end. Mad was
what I felt. Meaningless. Alone.
Today I feel cold, tired...
Emma Bye
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OPTIMISM

OPTIMISM

Optimism is a thing I cherish
Placed in my heart safe from blemish
Trying to always see the best
Interested only in a happy end
My life is now turning the bend
Initiating new ideas and plans
Sure in my thoughts I can do this
Many things have come to pass
Better than sitting on my ass

Blue like the turning of the night sky to dawn
On the highest point of a mountain out of reach but not entirely out of
reach or destiny
Deep in my heart beating eternally as there is always hope for a future
An eagle floating around on its migratory route taking so long to reach
out its destination but always hopes to make it.
Slowly and sneakily as if finding a way to sneak and hide so not to be
found
An eerie silence never to be heard and unexplainably hard to find

Andrew King

Peter Sellwood

UNTITLED
My optimism is almost opaque
It hides in my heart holding it together
It darts about like a squirrel on the 1st day of spring
Because when it wakes I feel the warm rumble start to sing
Andrew King
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UNTITLED

UNTITLED

Very Humbling, grateful for any positive help. Felt stereotyped and
categorised, others saw my position of homeless rather than me a
person. Others made various unfound assumptions about me. Made
me reflect on myself and flaws rather than those of others. A positive
if undeliberate experience. A greater understanding of barriers and
change in values. In some ways strengthened in others demoralised.
Determined to make a difference rather than go through the motions.
Felt let others down. How would friends and family now view me?
Lost pride.

Having a home is...
Warming the log fire burning whilst snowflakes settle on the window
sills outside,
A table set to share a warming dinner,
The joyful laughter of children, the warmth of friends and family,
an invited occasional stranger,
Home is a place to return to.
A place of chaotic peace and safety
to read, to talk, to plan, to share dreams and sadness.
Home is where all things are mended.

Shaun Bennett

UNTITLED
I belong with friends selected long time friends. We have taken many
journeys together travelled far apart.
I long to tread fields that I once lived by, sadly they are no longer there
for my children.
I have taken many paths and journeyed together with many people.
Some I have returned to. The pathways through the fields, sometimes
clear, sometimes covered with brambles. The walk sometimes quickly
sometimes slowly, occasionally resting a while to take in the views
of the valleys and the hills. Drinking in the moment then onwards
to pastures new. Taking care to place in my heart the experience,
not always learning till much much later the value of the time spent.
Journeys can change with seasons.

Shaun Bennett

DISCARDED
The flames of a fire, the reds, yellows, oranges burning in an open and
unvisited glade. The heat burns every corner of my soul, as lightning, a
cracking flash never to be seen again. As the dying runt I lay unnoticed.
Moving slowly I crawl to the nearest place of hidden refuge, away from
the eyes of preying on lookers, and unheard cry remains within. Afraid
to be noticed a reek of staleness fills the air. Burnt out, discarded, the
once bright Christmas paper is tossed to remain in the confines of the
waste bin. Crumpled.
Shaun Bennett

Shaun Bennett
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SLOGANS: SOUNDBITES
Never say never, Happiness is achievable, Make your dreams come true
Anyone can overcome adversity
Confidence creates opportunities
Making decisions to make dreams come true
Hiding from opportunities won’t lead to happiness
They felt a door opening with things emerging would be a good logo
I feel safe and secure now
Acknowledge that not all situations are through choice
I just need loving and a new home
Today is the day you have been allocated a HOME
Recovery from the person I once was
I have a good understanding of life now
Doesn’t matter how big your house is, we all poo from our bum, so we
all deserve respect
Respect is what I need
I’m not that bad – honest
Why do you look at me the way you do?
Think positive to stay positive
Understanding opens minds
We are all made outta skin, blood and bones!!
Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group
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Lucy Wileman poster design

Hidden Voices Group poster designs
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YOUNG HOMELESS
80,000 young people experience
homelessness in a year in the UK, about
1 in every 100 young people
Centrepoint/Homeless Link (2011)

Homeless children are more likely to
show signs of behavioural problems
such as aggression, hyperactivity
and impulsivity.

The number of children in England who
suffer due to a national shortage of
decent and affordable homes is shocking.
Children who live in housing that is
overcrowded, temporary, run-down, damp
or dangerous number 1.6 million.

Shelter (2006)

Shelter (2006)

Homeless Link (2011)

Children living in overcrowded housing
are up to 10 times more likely to contract
meningitis, three times more likely to
be hit by a car and miss school more
frequently due to illnesses and infections.

New statistics released in 2012 show
that in 2011 the number of homeless
young people in England rose by 15 per
cent – the largest year-on-year increase
since comparable records began.

Shelter (2006)

Centrepoint (2012)
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Many young people experience hidden
homelessness, staying on the floors
of friends and relatives, living in
overcrowded or squalid housing, or
staying in violent relationships.
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A RESPECTFUL RAP
I was down in the gutter and a guy sneered ‘nutter’,
When all I wanted was some bread and butter.
A lass passed by and gave a few quid
Saying “Use it wisely, don’t do what I did,
Spent mine on booze and daily blow
Never thought I could sink so low.”
Respect – didn’t get – had nights on the street, always wet
People can have such a narrow-mind,
Walk around with eyes closed blind
To the pain and sorrow of vulnerable folk
Gobbing at, harassing them, it’s their joke.
They don’t see with their eyes closed blind
Being homeless can happen to any kind.
Broken home, no love, redundancy
It’s something that can happen to you and me.
Respect – didn’t get – had nights on the street, sometimes wet
We like you have blood, skin and tears
And we’d like you to open your ears –
Listen to what we want from you
It’s not an onerous thing to do
Being open-minded, showing some care
Remember one day, you could be there.
Have some time to understand our plight
And when we meet don’t take fright.
Respect – take a bet – stop nights on the street, be a friend well met
With some loving and giving and a helping hand
You can help us make a bright new land
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Acknowledge our progress and our fight to be free
And we can make a full recovery.
She reached down and gave me a hug
And I felt a smile curl around my mug.
I felt optimistic that I could make it through
With help and understanding from ALL OF YOU.
Hidden Voices Creative Writing Group

Hidden Talent 91

UNTITLED

UNTITLED

never say never
don’t hide your dreams
make choices, make decisions
do make your dreams come true
never say never

Today I am feeling
Lost
Alone
Cut off
Tired
Non-existent
Awkward
Irrelevant
Never-ending
Tension
Hurt

Anon

UNTITLED
When I wake up every morning I feel tired and hurt with a yearning to
have stability in my life, which makes me feel cut off from society.
Some people make hurtful comments which cause me tension and
makes me feel tearful and sometimes angry.
This results in me being cold and prone to tantrums. When I complain,
nobody listens which makes me feel like yelling.
Cathy

UNTITLED
What do I want?
Respect is what I want – loving from family and friends is what I need
Understanding, open-mind acknowledging, optimistic but I don’t have
the time as I’m recovering to be the person I once was.
Emma Bye and Paula Phelan

Anon

UNTITLED
Well, you think that you don’t have the time
Because you think you’re in your prime
Oh, what a loving and caring person you really are!
Not to worry, because you’re not open-minded
You are so blinded
So I’ll spend my recovery
Being bubbly,
With caring and sharing people.
Bye
Anon
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UNTITLED

SHIBDEN VALLEY

Nobody gave me any respect. I was oblivious to everything and didn’t
give a toss.
Some people weren’t as open minded because I didn’t get recovery
as they did and it didn’t make me feel optimistic and had no time for
others as they had no time for me, people were only understanding
when I was prepared to talk otherwise I’d shut down,
Until I had an acknowledgement of what I doing to myself and others
and decided enough was enough and look at me now, eh!

As the shadows of the night embrace me
And my fire begins to fade
I hear their taunts within the wind
I’m reminded of their coldness as the rain begins to fall
But as I lie amongst the trees I look up to see the stars
And I pray they guide me to a better existence.

Helen

HOMELESS
Feeling the day go by sleeping on a lonely street
Waking up to a dirty pavement
Feeling my clothes smell and waking up to the sunshine of a
lonely street
Many days I have wondered how to feed my hunger for a peaceful
bed of my own
Chasing those dreams where I could sit at a coffee table having a
decent coffee
A hunger for a family life of my own in the streets
They say dogs bark in a lonely dark passageway
But that is my homelessness
The streets alone are barking to dream of a home of my own
And time keeps ticking of my loneliness
Just a heart’s cries

Adam Broadbent

VOICE OF THE NIGHT
As I sit here tonight
I look up at the moon so yellow and bright
I’m all alone with just the cold as a friend
Why can’t God just show me the end?
I imagine a fire in a warm cosy house
But am soon interrupted by a scuttling mouse
“Why can’t I have a family to love?” I ask the heavens above
The town clock gives a steady tick-tock
But the sound interfering is a scavenger fox
So I will curl up again
My humble young friend
And to my bottle of cider I shall tend
Sarah McTasney

Daniel Connell
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BLENHEIM
So many reasons for homelessness.
Drugs. Alcohol. Domestic violence. Sometimes even loneliness.
Maybe circumstances beyond anyone’s control,
Lives thrown into total turmoil.

Eventually we got the house we deserve and need,
A bit of support and patience to succeed.
Referred to Floating Support when you leave,
For two years or more if you need.

No friends or family, where do you turn?
Finding housing advice, bidding on houses you soon learn.
Number two on the list for two houses,
Rejected and no reply, not like you’re after penthouses.

Every Tuesday, ex-residents day,
Use the washer, the phone and kids under four go to crèche to play.
It’s been five years since I left,
I still say their support is the best.

Offer you a hostel but you’d rather not,
Heard bad news and events about a lot,
Mainly drugs and prostitution, what more can you say,
No thank you, I’ll keep my kids away.

Unforeseen circumstances I’ve had to return,
Many lessons have been learnt.
You don’t have to live alone and in despair,
There are people who care and always there!!

While in the office a young lass stopped me and said,
The Blenheim Project, in Manningham but a roof over your head.
Crèche for the children so you have time to de-stress,
Resettled, me and mine, I’d say it’s the best.

Donna White

I gave them a ring, a family room was free.
Swallowed my pride and asked them to help me.
Childcare was amazing, also support from the staff,
Rebuilt our confidence, nice to see my children laugh.
Few weeks later we was offered a flat,
Resettlement worker understood why I didn’t accept that.
Emotional support after feeling quite low,
Realised I wasn’t quite alone.
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ME A HOMELESS PERSON
In one singular moment my world fell apart,
As my footsteps trod a well familiar path,
All that I knew and loved were lost,
As the empty streets became my new home,
My eyes looked heavenward to see the grey sky,
This was my life my way now,
It was a moment of great transition,
From one state to the next,
I was homeless.
From comfort and warmth,
Then coldness and desire now was my lot,
I instantly became invisible to eyes,
I was no-one, a nobody unseen,
For me it was harsh reality,
The end of all my dreams.

For I am no longer of the world,
No I am just as you say a homeless person,
A forgotten member, that was a part of society once,
But now my voice has been lost.
Into the streets where many voices are still,
And many more will follow,
And in the end this is where we call home,
This is our final resting place,
Of being a homeless person living on the streets,
Of being me.
Heather J. Carrington

For on this night would I sleep?
Would I feel fear in my soul?
As the coldness of darkness would creep,
To fill me with fears and doubts,
Then the cold night air would chill me to the bone.
As the illusion of sleep would ensue,
Then I would feel hunger and warmth,
As I wrapped the only thing I could have around me,
This is what my life would be now,
As I cannot contemplate nothing more than food,
And shelter that is a luxury I can ill maintain.

98 Hidden Voices

Hidden Talent 99

Victoria Foggin poster designs

Lucy Wileman poster designs

Rachel Morris poster designs

MOVING ON

DOING IT FOR YOURSELF

Fourteen months ago my life was such a drag
Everything I owned fit in a carrier bag
Homeless, suicidal, alcohol helped me cope
Then Rob from the Elmfield gave me some hope.

“I’ll do what I want, when I want”
More “what I can when I can”

He told me of DISC and how they help people like me
I couldn’t believe it, this I had to see
I went and met Rachel, she offered me a place
She said she’d be my Key Worker and handle my case.

“I’ll do it my way”
“I don’t care what you say”
Yet what you said to me was what I needed to hear.
So I walked out.
I went my own way.

Within a week I had a roof over my head
A flat fully furnished and a brand new bed
Things should have been perfect, but the drink still had hold
And I’d fall off the wagon quite regularly I’m told.

I moved out,
Finding places to stay.

But my Key Worker was there and she helped me to see
That the only one able to beat the booze was me
So I stopped drinking, decided enough was enough
I won’t pretend it was easy, it was really bloody tough!

Why didn’t I listen?

I’m in a council house now, dry and drink free
It’s all down to DISC who are always there for me
It’s all furnished nicely and everything I own
It won’t fit in that carrier bag now
DISC helped me make a home.

Lost my Mum, lost my Dad
Lost everything I had.

Time went by until I found my feet.
I had direction.
I had help.
I had hope.
She helped me to cope.
I was doing it for myself.
Bethan Thompson

Tony Kemp
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TELL ME IT’S NOT THAT HARD TO FIND
Terrorised, Confused, Blagged mind
Tell me it’s not that hard to find
Hiya again, back on the ball
Am setting off with naff all
Dim Lights, frightened nights equal what?
Yes I’m back on the hot spot with not a lot
But let’s see what’s going on
Is there a place that I belong?
Is there someone I can call a friend
That will stand with me till the very end
It’s like this again
But I found it in the end
Out there
Strength from somewhere

I was only four
When I hit the floor
In tears
After twenty years
Here goes
Who knows?
I have treasurable memories of my mum
And how my life begun
But she passed away
Just wish I could see her every day
Robert Davison

It takes me back,
When I was a little boy
Before my life became destroyed
It was an ultimatum, in the conversation
That said I had to show demonstration
Of me inside and out
Big shout full of doubt
But no one cares, personal blame
Suffering shame
It was a roll of the dice
I was making my own device
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UNTITLED

UNTITLED

I am very happy that I won victory, sunshine all day. Smiles everywhere
now I know my identity. All my dreams are coming true. My confidence is
blooming. I’ve escaped the dark wet nights. I feel daring and excitement.

Clear blue sky stands above feisty water
splashing against the rocks.
Along the path long tall shadows display
happy content faces.
Their rose petal perfumes travel with
loud deep laughter across the clean air.

Anon

UNTITLED
Sometimes I suffer with snappiness
Which won’t lead to happiness
However if I do smile
This can lead to identity
Which will bring excitement and escape
Anon

UNTITLED
Being a victim of loneliness you never think it will happen to you.
I long for sunshine and dream of dreams to come true.
One day not so far away I’ll come out of hiding
I’ll come from escapism and see the smiles I’m finding
Decisions and identity are all to come
Fear and hunger are very long gone
Anon

On the other side children play in the park
amongst freshly mowed grass.
Packed lunches with round green apples and
fresh baked bread.
The tick tock of the clock changes the
breezy wind into a slow formation
of tasteful snow.
Tracey Duffy

MY GARDEN ON A FINE DAY
Clean and smelling of silky roses
on a sunny day.
People sing, whistle happily
in a beautiful garden with flowers that smell sweet.
Taste the fresh air,
the clean fresh water
and the feel of clean clothes
when I take them off the washing-line
and touch the silky roses.
Andrea Mulheron
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OUT ON THE STREETS

NEWHALL PRISON 2009

Out on the streets
Now that’s my home
With alcohol taking away the pain
Looking for some shelter to lean on
Listening to the peaceful rain
Taking away the pain
With tears of joy in the rain
I love sleeping out in the rain
Here comes the thunder
Here comes the lightening
Here comes the rain
Taking away the pain
Who wants to be a millionaire
All I want is the air
We breathe and are born to be free
Ant society anti chemical free
Fun boy three
Born to be free
Born to be me

I never thought it would end like this,
Sat here all alone.
Why do I do such embarrassing things,
Just wish I could come home.
Doors Banging, Keys clanging,
Is this the life I lead?
Locked behind metal doors
I’m gonna take all the help I need.
Drunken fights and reckless nights.
How did I end up here??
Newhall Prison 2009…
All because of crime, drugs and beer!
2010, I’m gonna start again!
A chance, a new clean slate
No more disgrace, a smile on my face
As I walk out the prison gate!
Jodie Conlan
I Love You Mum!

Karl Johnson

112 Hidden Voices

Hidden Talent 113

MISSIONS: A GOOD NIGHTS SLEEP

RAP 1

I’m Here, there on a mission to nowhere
A tortured soul somewhere to call home a goal
Tough city streets my dear friend
A concrete man made jungle
Each day a new quest
Then at night amidst the darkness I’ll make a nest
As day becomes night then begins my plight
The hidden homeless kept from sight
On a cold bed of concrete I lay my head
Will the reaper come calling it’s this I dread
Alone and abandoned in constant pain
Am I cursed is it fair to suffer such shame
To feel such loss will I ever be found
Spare change sir
How kind he gave me a pound
What doesn’t kill makes one stronger
Dear lord must I suffer much longer
A house, flat even a room
Would free my spirit from this doom
Tonight in your warm bed spare me a thought
Pray I survive one more day in this hell my souls caught

I left home when I was 15 years young
Drinking and taking drugs thought I was the big one
I’m homeless now got ma self in trouble I’ll tell you how
Dint get on with the step mum she’s a stupid cow
So I start to think what I’m gunna do now
What where yet when and how
Get a job get a life have kids get a wife
Looking forward to the future no more strife!!!!

Ray Thompson

Get Your Pen Out Rap Group

RAP 2
Society differs all over our nation
What will come of the next generation
There’s those with knifes that cause us scars
And the academic type getting A Stars
In human dreams we think of world peace
But will the violence we see ever come to a cease
If only we could change what’s already been done
We would influence what people become
Society can come to seem strange
But there’s room for us all too some way change
People say that it’s a free country
Opening doors to every refugee
England as an island holds so many cultures
Scavenging around like little flocks of vultures
So we need to tell our next generation
How to save our world our nation
Get Your Pen Out Rap Group
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RAP 3

RAP 5

I live in Bradford it’s a mixed race city
Living here can be a bit shitty
Now lets get down to the nitty gritty
Cause the next thing I did really wasn’t very witty
I bought ma sen a gun one day
Ma bruv found out he say throw it away
I knew what I was doing was wrong
That’s why I’m writing this song
Now’s the time to sort myself out
Get off the beer yeah, stop being a lout
I’m sure the end is near
Pick ma self up and get a career

Back to the times when I was at school
Messing around always acting a fool
Alone in my lessons no-one to turn to
At the end of the day go home feeling blue
Try to understand what this life’s all about
Just need a bit of time to figure it out
Loads of thoughts running loose around my head
Running wild while I’m laying in my bed
Finally I get myself to sleep
Start to dream about the girls I could meet
Wake up in the morning feeling fresh
To find another day’s challenging tests
Battling on got to face the day
Living my life in my very own way
Taking things for granted and wanting more
Thinking my life can be a bit of a bore

Get Your Pen Out Rap Group

RAP 4
Down where I live kids all seem to be smack rats
Sitting in their rooms listening to black raps
Politicians don’t care they’re a bunch of fat cats
Old folks down the pub with their dogs and their flat caps
No point in looking down its not all doom and gloom
Sitting all alone in a dim dark room
We can all make it better if we work a little harder
Then we can all look forward to a Bentley not a Lada

Get Your Pen Out Rap Group

Get Your Pen Out Rap Group
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THE HOUSING CRISIS
More than two million people find their
rent or mortgage a constant struggle or
are falling behind with payments.
‘Breaking Point Report’ Shelter (2008)

Over 1.8 million households are
currently waiting for social housing.
‘Housing Strategy Statistical Appendix Data 2011’ DCLG (2011)

1.4 million children in England live in
bad housing.
‘Against the Odds Report’ Shelter (2006)

In 2009/10, 655,000 households in
England were overcrowded.
‘Survey of English Housing Preliminary Results 2009/10’
DCLG (2010)

5.9 million homes in England fail to
meet the Government’s Decent
Homes Standard.

In 2011 the number of repossessions
rose to 36,200 from 25,900 in 2007,
and it is predicted that repossessions
will remain high in the coming years.
Council of Mortgage Lenders (2012)

In 2011, 76,270 households were found
to be homeless by local authorities – a
12% rise on 2010.
‘Statutory Homelessness Statistics’ DCLG (2012)

At the end of December 2011, 48,920
households were living in temporary
accommodation arranged by local
authorities. More than 36,000 of these
households had dependent children.
‘Statutory Homelessness Statistics’ DCLG (2012)

‘English House Condition Survey 2009/10, Headline Report’
DCLG (2012)
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The Hidden Voices Magazine
The Hidden Homeless Foundation was set up by one of our
service users, Gary Staniforth, Since its beginning in 2009 and
through the work Gary has done with us, he has gone on to set
up the Hidden Voices Magazine, a magazine for the homeless
community of Bradford District and further afield.
The magazine is now on Issue 5 and has attracted huge interest
from a wide range of people as well as enabling Gary to start his
own business to produce and run it.
As Gary says:
“Hidden Voices is a magazine written and produced by homeless
and ex-homeless people. We hope to break down the barriers
between those who need support, those who give it and those
that need to hear about it to understand the impact that
homelessness is having within today’s society and communities.
Our readership covers service users, service providers, support
providers on all levels including mental health, drug and alcohol
support teams and homeless projects and charity’s as well as
the general public. Anybody needing support, advice, a chance
to change their current circumstances and issue’s through
experiencing hardship will benefit from our workshops, drop in
centre and networking opportunities through this publication and
their involvement.
The team that work together on this magazine have all
experienced discrimination, hardship and closed doors when
trying so desperately to find help and they are deeply passionate
and driven to ensure that changes are made and voices are
heard to benefit society on a whole and ensure that we have
made a difference and that our personal experiences have been
put to a higher purpose.”

120 Hidden Voices

Hidden Talent 121

The Square One Game
The ‘Square One’ game is the brainchild of Andrew King, an
ex-homeless man with whom we have worked on previous
homeless projects. He developed the game in response to the
local council’s Tenancy Ready strategy as a fun and enjoyable
way to pass on messages which would increase the chances
of tenancy sustainment. As an ex-homeless man himself and
current mentor to many homeless people he has an acute
understanding of the barriers to tenancy sustainment and
how these can be overcome. His personal experience of
homelessness and his involvement with high level decision
making processes including membership of the Supporting
People Service User Involvement Group give him a unique view
of the issues involved which make the game truly exceptional.
The game combines Andrew’s humour and deep understanding
of homelessness with the creative skills he discovered through
the Hidden Voices project. Organisations from across the country
have shown huge interest in the game and Andrew is currently
developing and adapting it to make it applicable across a number
of areas including substance misuse, mental health and many
others. The game is participatory and encourages conversations
between service users and staff to unpick problems which
may be barriers to sustaining tenancies in more permanent
accommodation and moving on from homelessness.
He has also recently found full time work for a homeless
organisation and so, two years on from his initial contact with
us, has ticked off all the items on his wish list.
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Launching the Billboard Campaign
The Hidden Voices billboard campaign was launched on the 6th
December 2010 at a billboard situated near the Forster Square
Train Station in Bradford. The event included a live posting of
the first of a series of billboards produced by the Hidden Voices
group and students from Bradford College.
The launch was filmed by the Media Trust for a programme
they were making about the project and was attended by the
participants of the Hidden Voices project and representatives
from Homeless Organisations, Bradford Council, the National
Lottery, Arts Council and partner organisations.
The thick snow on the day was a poignant reminder of how
extreme the conditions can be for those that are homeless. The
article on the page opposite is from the Telegraph & Argus who
reported on the event.
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Horton Housing Training Centre:
Why We Got Involved

A Typical Day in the Life of
a Support Worker

We had strong positive feedback from our service users who took
part in the Forgotten Project so we were excited to hear about the
innovative (and ambitious) Hidden Voices project.

A support worker called Horton Housing Training Centre to make
a referral. She had a client that was very eager to attend some
training. After taking the referral and monitoring information
over the phone, I invited them in for an assessment. However,
the support worker called to cancel the assessment on the day.
This was because the client had been evicted from his property
because they had not been paying their rent.

We regularly see the expressive talents of the homeless people
that we work with, so were really eager for the wider community
to see them too, and we really liked the ethos of putting the
contributors at the centre of planning the project.
People tell us they enjoy creative writing and digital imaging, and
we have seen how writing about difficult experiences can help
people to move forward, so we wanted to help however we could.
Horton Housing Training Centre is a good environment for
homeless people to work and learn, so we offered the project some
space and the centre’s support to facilitate sessions. Everyone
involved is right to be proud of the (literally) huge end project.
Jamie Glencross (Horton Housing)

I arranged another assessment for the clients four weeks later.
On this occasion, the client attended with the support worker.
We had a 3-way meeting about the client’s work experience,
skills, qualifications and their aspirations. The client had run his
own business, and was very highly skilled in practical work. I was
amazed at how a client of his calibre found himself on the streets
with very serious alcohol issues.
The more we spoke, the more I was able to break down common
misconceptions I held about homeless people. This particular
client had relationship issues, and this had deeply affected his
self-esteem. As a direct consequence, he lost his confidence in
managing money, paying rent and keeping his accommodation
clean and tidy. This led to his eviction, as a result of which, he
resorted to alcohol. I began asking myself, “what came first: the
bottle or the bench?”
I was able to offer this client a place on the money management
course, and sourced some external training so he could build his
confidence. This particular client has gone on to find voluntary
work and is now successfully managing his tenancy.
Jamie Glencross (Horton Housing)
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Bradford College
Bradford College’s commitment to social inclusion and
determination to ensure our graduates are not just
commercially aware but socially aware and ready to make
a difference, has been underlined by robust support of the
Hidden Voices campaign.
The School of Arts & Media was a key contributor, supplying
facilities plus ten weeks of teaching, allowing two groups of
learners five weeks of Photoshop training and work on Apple
Macs so that they could transform their ideas into potent
images. As well as specially devised classes led by lecturers
Paul Holmes and Lefteris Heretakis, we also provided crucial
support from student volunteers.
Four students on the BA (Hons) Graphic Design, Illustration
and Digital Media course: Poeyan Chan, Victoria Foggin, Matt
Lamont and Lucy Wileman, attended every evening session.
They mentored, helped the project learners use the software,
assisted them with design ideas, supported their work and
befriended them. The students also produced their own images
in response to the issues which featured on billboards in the
city and in the Urban Garden.

As we all gathered to watch the first billboard being posted and
listened to the speeches, the freezing conditions highlighted
how desperate it would be to be living on the streets and how
much the homeless need our compassion and support.
Technically the additional consideration of producing work for
billboards as well as the approval of the steering group was
professionally useful. The project learners have acquired the
skills to express their ideas, gained confidence, recognised their
potential and that they will be made very welcome at Bradford
College if we can play a part in helping them build a brighter
future. Our BA (Hons) Art & Design Year Zero programme has
been particularly successful in enabling numerous students to
express difficult issues artistically, empowering and equipping
them with the skills to progress to the degree programme.
Hidden Voices has been a mutually beneficial exchange of
experiences and a privilege to be involved in.
Shelagh Ward (Bradford College)

During this period, our students also worked on issue
based briefs for campaigns on alcohol and drug awareness
and working with Hidden Voices highlighted the potential
consequences of these problems in a very powerful way.
The issues were never abstract as getting to know the project
learners and their courage with which they shared their stories
added urgency to the desire to spread the message. For their
research four students had walked around the streets together,
looking for likely places where they might shelter if they had
nowhere to go and their own posters reflected the honesty of
this encounter. Each milestone was an emotional moment.
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Bradford Alliance on Community
Care (BACC)

City of Bradford Metropolitan
District Council (CBMDC)

Bradford Alliance on Community Care (BACC) is an inclusion and
community development project that has worked in the district
since 1989. BACC aims to ensure people and groups who face
disadvantage and discrimination are able to have their voices
heard in the improvement and development of the services that
they use. We work with disabled and older people and a wide
range of people who use housing related support services.

City of Bradford Metropolitan District Council are committed
to supporting those who find themselves in situations of
homelessness or vulnerability and work hard to find ways to avoid
homelessness becoming an issue in the first place.

We have worked with Gary Staniforth who had the idea for
‘Forgotten’ and started the Hidden Voices project in January
2009, immediately following his protest around services and
support for single homeless people outside Bradford City
Hall. The support BACC has been able to provide has included
paid work experience for Gary, obtaining funding from the
Transformation Fund, holding an event to promote the publication
of ‘Forgotten’ and a member of staff joining the board of the
social enterprise established to further develop Hidden Voices.
This has been an exciting project and partnership to be involved
in which has really developed in a short time. The creative
work that Hidden Voices encourages is not only potentially
life changing for the individuals who get involved, and helps
raise public awareness of some of the complex issues around
homelessness but BACC also believes the creative work produced
contains important information and ideas that can help service
providers and commissioners deliver high quality services that
meet the needs of vulnerable people.

We are proud to have supported the Hidden Voices project which
we see as an innovative and exciting way to help pave the way
to more stable and content lives for those involved. It has been
an exciting partnership project which has included some of the
major players in homelessness and, we feel, been potentially life
changing for those involved.
Using the arts to impact upon the lives of the vulnerable is
something we very much support but seldom have the resources
to deliver. Being involved in projects such as Hidden Voices gives
us the opportunity to support work of this kind and offer our
expertise and knowledge where the can be of use.
We look forward to being involved in similar projects in the future.
Access To Housing, Department of Regeneration and Culture,
Bradford Council (CBMDC)

Neil Heard (BACC)
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Media Trust
Community Voices aims to inspire, engage and empower
communities who feel disadvantaged or isolated with the
confidence, skills, and access to resources and funding that
will enable them to find their voice and make it heard, using
digital media.

After taking part in some digital imaging training at Bradford
College in order to create the billboards, Toni, one of the young
Mums from the group said: “It just makes me realize that if
you do want to do something it can be done”. She has now
expressed a desire to go to college and further her learning.

The project was set up in 2009 with funding from the
Department for Communities and Local Government (DCLG)
and Business, Innovation and Skills (BIS). In 2010 we
supported 25 communities across the country and one of
these was Hidden Homeless.

Four people from the group got jobs after taking part in the
project. Andrew said: “Last year was a remarkable one for
me. I started the year homeless, with nothing but a bag full of
desperation and a few clothes in a rucksack, and now I’ve got
so many projects going on. It’s just all about the journey really.”

One of the most important elements we look for in groups that
we are to support is community drive. We believe that when
communities take control of their own circumstances and act to
make a difference to their own lives the result can be incredibly
powerful. The story of the Hidden Homeless Foundation is
testament to that.

After the first billboard was put up in Bradford city centre Gary
said “I wanted a voice, I’m gaining a voice, and now I’m going
to be launching my own street paper in Bradford to carry on
airing the hidden voices”. Since the project he was successful in
getting funding from UnLtd to set up a street paper that would
be written by homeless people for homeless people.

Gary Staniforth told us about how he had organized a three week
protest with fellow homeless people on the steps of City Hall in
Bradford against the lack of support available, and how since
then he had set up the Hidden Homeless Foundation. He said
the group wanted to create and put up billboards across the city,
produce a film, and a book of poetry about homelessness to help
people get their voices heard. It was an incredibly inspiring story
and a great idea and so we agreed to support the project with
funding, mentoring and outreach support.

The impact on the people who took part has been huge, and the
project was a great success. It challenged stereotypes about
homelessness, brought homeless people together and helped
to tackle isolation, helped them learn new skills, and gave them
confidence and a sense of achievement.

The following nine months were a whirlwind of creativity
and excitement. Community meetings were held, local
partnerships were formed, training sessions were organized,
and lives were changed.
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But the best part about the project was that the members ran
it; yes they had support from other organisations, but ultimately
they were in control of the destiny of the project and it was their
creativity and talent that made it work so well. All that remains
is for us to say congratulations to them and to wish them all the
best of luck for the future.
Kim Townsend (Media Trust)
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Student Biographies
Poeyan Chan

Lucy Wileman

My own ideas were created using mainly photography. I took
pictures of deserted, abandoned and empty places throughout
the location in Bradford. I added typography to the photographs
to give them a greater meaning. It was rewarding to work with
the people from artworks helping them to create their billboard
posters. I learnt about the people who were involved and the
background about the people. The people who was involved with
the projects were very keen, which made it a pleasure to work
with them as well as help teach people I also developed my own
skills in the software used. It was a great pleasure to be working
with them and to be part of this project and I hope to be working
with other charities in the future.

My designs used a combination of digital photography and
typography, I shot images on location in Bradford and captured
stereotypical places associated with homelessness such as
benches and boxes. I used typography to voice comments that
would challenge the viewers associations of homelessness and
make them question their own stereotypes. I am very pleased
the group chose my designs. The project enabled me to build
great relationships and understand the struggles associated
with homelessness, this helped me to convey the group’s
messages through design. I feel very proud to be a part of the
success the campaign. I am very pleased I could be a part of
the whole process and will always offer my help to all involved
and wish them all luck.

Yoko31heart@hotmail.com

Rachel Morris

www.lucemw.com
info@lucemw.com

I enjoyed the hidden homeless project, it was a great experience
and I really appreciated being a part of it. To produce the
posters for this project I took a series of digital photographs
that I could use with several phrases in mind, such as ‘anyone
could be homeless’ or ‘you don’t know who is homeless’, this
was to show that anyone could be or become homeless despite
many people’s stereotypes or preconceptions. I used a bright
and bold type and border around the edge to contrast with the
black and white photography. I really enjoy photography and the
use of bright and bold colours and so this project really inspired
me further in my design work.
www.rachelmadethis.com
info@rachelmadethis.com
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A Space For You...
For many people it is difficult to talk about their innermost
thoughts and feelings. Creative writing offers a way of
expressing these thoughts and feelings from a different
point of view, helping writers to remain detached from
the issues they face and giving them confidence to write
openly about personal subjects. We invite you, the reader,
to use these four blank pages to write about homelessness,
or anything else you want to, and to make this book an
expression of your thoughts and feelings too. You could
write poetry, prose or just jot down your thoughts, or if
writing isn’t your thing use the space to draw, doodle and
make this book personal to you.
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And homeless near a thousand homes I stood
And near a thousand tables pined and wanted food
William Wordsworth

Comic art by Sheridan King

The views expressed in this publication are those of the authors and
do not necessarily reflect those of Artworks Creative Communities.
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Thanks to all the organisations, hostels and funders that have
supported the Hidden Voices project:
Adult Services (CBMDC)
Assisi House
Bradford Alliance on Community Care
Bradford Community Broadcasting
Fabric
Horton Housing Training Centre
Inn Churches
National Media Museum
Posterscope
Primesight
Salvation Army
The Bradford Foyer
The Cooperative Fund
Together Women
Vizeum
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Artworks Creative Communities
Working in partnership with professional artists, we deliver
creative projects that inspire, engage and enable communities
and organisations. We use creativity as a force for positive and
effective social change.
Address:
Delius Arts and Cultural Centre, 29 Great Horton Road,
Bradford, BD7 1AA
Tel:
01274 256 919
Fax:
01274 256 920
Email:
info@artworkscreative.org.uk
Website:
www.artworkscreative.org.uk
The Hidden Voices project was supported by:

Artworks Creative Communities is a Company Limited by Guarantee Registered
in England and Wales No. 4137321 Registered Charity No. 1095583
Designed by Toby Thomas
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