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NEWS  
On November 7, 2013 we altered our memorandum by Special 
Resolution to become a Community Outreach to assist men and 
women in recovery from addictions.

EVENTS

SANTA UNDER THE BRIDGE

Our first project was the making of hand-knitted Diversity 
Scarves which could be donated to persons in recovery. 

These scarves are fashioned from 3 different colors, from odds 



and ends and discarded bundles of wool which, when combined,
become a creation of beauty and warmth. Each scarf is unique 
and can be worn by any gender, from any fellowship, thereby 
symbolizing that although we are each unique, our diversity only
enhances our beauty. 

Winters in Halifax and Dartmouth can be harsh and even more 
so for those who wander the streets seeking shelter from the 
storms. 

A committee of volunteer knitters was formed and managed to 
knit 40 scarves within the months of November and December. 
11 scarves were donated as xmas gifts to Margeurite Center, a 
longterm facility for women in recovery from addictions and 
abuse. 16 scarves were donated to Direction 180, a community 
outreach for methadone clients, 12 scarves were donated to a 
xmas event for members of Alcoholics Anonymous, and the 
remaining scarves were donated to a xmas event for members of 
Narcotics Anonymous. For this last event, we also made some 
junior-sized scarves as gifts for their children. As well, we 
donated 60 pairs of socks to Freedom Foundation of NS, a 
transition home for men in recovery from addictions.

The project was dubbed Santa Under The Bridge and we plan to 
continue it as an annual event.

If you are interested in becoming involved in this or any new 
projects, please drop us an email at 

lasthouseontheblock@outlook.com 



About Us
Last House on the Block Society is a non-profit organization 
that provides community outreach and/or information services 
to men and women in recovery from addictions to alcohol, drugs
and gambling.

By directing persons in recovery to treatment services, self-help 
meetings, life skills, leisure activities, training and employment 
agencies, and by offering them support and encouragement, we 
hope to help them build a positive self-image so that they may 
re-integrate back into society.

Whenever possible, we will donate items of clothing to persons 
in recovery from addictions.

How to Contact Us
Our mailing address is:

38 Trentonian Lane

Woodlawn Village

Dartmouth. NS

B2W 0C4

Check out our website:
http://lasthouseontheblocksociety.weebly.com

Like our facebook page:
www.facebook.com/LastHouseOnTheBlockSociety

http://lasthouseontheblocksociety.weebly.com/
http://www.facebook.com/LastHouseOnTheBlockSociety


or become a member of our facebook group:
www.facebook.com/groups/lasthouseontheblocksociety

Follow us on Twitter  @lasthouseonthebloc

or just send us an email and ask a question:
lasthouseontheblock@outlook.com

Submissions for Under The Bridge should be sent to the Editor, 
either by mail or email to the address above.

How To Get Involved

There are different ways to help with Last House On The Block 
Society.

You can donate money or items (as many of you do). Please visit 
our website for info on how to donate.

You can be one of our knitters (if knitting or crocheting is your 
thing).

You can volunteer for fundraising events by getting on the fund-
raising committee. 

Or if you'd like to be directly involved in the decision-making 
process, you can make application to serve on our voluntary 
board of directors. Its a two-year term. We currently have 6 
board members which is enough to operate the society, although

mailto:lasthouseontheblock@outlook.com
http://www.facebook.com/groups/lasthouseontheblocksociety


our full complement is 11 board members. If you are in recovery 
from an addiction, we would prefer one year clean or sober.

Personal Stories
A Box With A View

I awake at 6 am, feeling only slightly rested. I didn't crawl into 
bed until almost 2. It was cold last night, maybe minus 4. My bed is 
cold. I am cold. I can see my breath. It reminds me of a time, in my 
first marriage, when the furnace oil ran out. Sleeping in the basement
was like sleeping outside. But I am not in that marriage now and I 
am not in that basement. I am in a sleeping bag, in a makeshift lean-
to, under the bridge. It is December and I am cold.

I can hear traffic above me, people leaving their homes, heading
off to their jobs and people who worked all night, heading home to 
their warm beds, unaware that I am here, under the bridge. I need to 
get up, get moving. I don't want to be seen. I say a prayer of thanks 
to my creator for keeping me alive one more night and ask for the 
strength to get through today.

I check my hands and my feet for signs of frostbite. Everything 
seems okay. I get out of the sleeping bag, crawl out of my shelter, 
stand up and walk around a bit. My knapsack was my pillow. I fish 
around inside the front pouch and find half a cigarette. A coffee 
would be nice, too, but maybe later. I roll up my sleeping bag, tie the
laces on it, put it in a garbage bag, and shove it far into the lean-to. I 
cover it with snow and branches, and then I start my day.

It's only 6:30, too early for the AA club to be open, but the 
cleaner gets there at 7:00, and he will have coffee on. I usually give 
him a hand with his chores in exchange for a hot cup. Along the way,
I stop at a coffee shop and check the dumpster out back. There is a 
clear plastic garbage bag filled with half a dozen bagels. I take those 



and put them in my knapsack.
At the clubhouse, the cleaner already has the coffee made. He 

sits outside, smoking, waiting for me. He gives me a coffee. I share 
my bagels with him and we make jokes about eating a continental 
breakfast. Afterward, we clean up the clubhouse. It's not hard work 
and it's warm inside. The cleaner gives me a few smokes, we play a 
game of cards. 

At 9:00 I head down to the public library, to check the job 
boards. I used to work there, before everything changed. I hope to 
get a job there again, but I wonder how I will manage to get shaved 
and showered if I ever get an interview. At least I wouldn't have far 
to walk to get to work. That makes me chuckle and I know I'm not 
beat yet if I can still laugh.

At 11:30 I head over to the soup kitchen to stand in line for a 
hot meal. I always get there early so I can get in, get fed, then jog 
back down to the club for the noon meeting. Sometimes, they have 
donations of breads and pastries. I manage to score two loaves of 
day-old bread. Something to put between the slices would be nice 
but it's only Tuesday and the food bank isn't until Thursday. 

The meeting topic is gratitude. I share that I am grateful to be 
sober and alive so that I can face the challenges of day to day life. 
They know I'm struggling but they don't know I'm sleeping under the
bridge. I don't tell anyone. It's only been a few weeks since I stopped
drinking and although I am hopeful this time, I still am weighed 
down by pride. I think a few know what's going on, because they 
have been where I've been.

The meeting ends at 1:00. I stay to help them clean up. It's 
warm here and there's leftover coffee and donuts. By 2:00 I am back 
on the street. I panhandle for a bit, make a few dollars. I use it to buy
a package of mock chicken at the store. Sandwiches for supper is 
better than no supper at all. 

I wander the streets until 6:00 then I head over to the club. 



There's a meeting at 7:30 so I help them set that up and in return I 
get a hot coffee to go with my sandwiches. The meeting gets over 
around nine, cleanup takes until 9:30. I managed to save two dollars 
from my afternoon of panhandling so I head over the the coffee shop
to see about getting a bowl of soup and a small coffee. I eat and 
drink slowly. A few AA members are there and we chit chat. One of 
them asks me where I'm living these days. For a moment, I think 
about lying again. And then I remember I'm supposed to be honest. 
Under the bridge I say. He lets me crash on his sofa that night.

When I wake up on Wednesday, I'm not cold. For that I am 
grateful.

I lived under the bridge for 6 weeks. After that I was 
fortunate enough to be accepted into a transition home for men 
in recovery from addictions. I later went to work there. Because 
of my own experiences and the work I have done trying to help 
alcoholics and addicts, I decided to form Last House On The 
Block Society. I don't get paid for what I do. I have a regular job 
just like regular people. When I travel across the bridge, on my 
way home to my wife and family, sometimes I think I spot 
someone under the bridge, crawling out of a sleeping bag. Don't 
give up, I think. And don't be afraid to ask for help.
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