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This book is dedicated to the many homeless that have 

sought refuge through our doors. 

 

 

 

“Who are we as human beings if we ignore the 

suffering of others?” 

Anonymous  

 

 

 

  



 

Forward 

Homelessness!  Homelessness can happen to anyone at any time in any level of society, 

often through no fault of anybody.   It is a soul searing, heart breaking place to be.   Thank 

you to those who bravely decided to share these poignant memories, to dig down and 

bare their souls so others can appreciate and understand their journey.  And hopefully 

learn. 

 

I, for one do appreciate and can empathise with all.  I am so pleased and proud of your 

efforts to overcome all and any adversity flung in your path, something that you can work 

through and become whole again. 

 

Keep up your efforts, seek help if needed and most importantly, believe in yourself. 

 

I salute you. 

Helen Kindt 

Board Director  

Mareeba Community Housing Company 
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Preface 

This book aims to shine a light on the indignity and dislocation felt by the homeless. 

Homelessness is something we sometimes see, but rarely have cause for close 

dealings. It is not until meeting and talking with a homeless person on a more 

personal level that you will fully understand the stark truth of their reality.  

Homelessness for some can be a short-lived experience, and they may only 

experience this once in their lifetime.  For others, however, it can be a life-long lived 

experience punctuated by short periods of respite.  It is in part, Mareeba Community 

Housing Company's "Street to Home – Building Futures" programs vision, to change 

public perception of people experiencing homelessness within our community.   

 

So often they are viewed as a lower order of being than human and are subject to the 

bigotry of others that see their dislocation as untouchable.  Through our photographs 

and their stories, Mareeba Community Housing Company aims to humanise those 

from our community experiencing homelessness.  To place once again the displaced 

back into our community, and to help the greater community see homelessness for 

what it is, an unfortunate set of circumstances in which these people have found 

themselves. Hopefully, programs like Mareeba Community Housing Company's 

Street to Home program can start increasing the awareness around some of the issues 

impacting the homeless and can continue to find innovative ways to support our 

homeless community. 

 

Mareeba Community Housing Company acknowledges that each of its clients lived 

experience is different, and as such, so too must the support provided to help end this 

lived experience.  People do not become homeless when they run out of money, at 

least not at first; they become homeless when they run out of relationships.  Strangely 

enough, I believe this is why so many of the homeless people I've supported over the  

 

  



 

years have a dog.  They build a relationship with a dog, firstly because they know 

the dog will not leave them, then secondly because there is no risk of this relationship 

breaking down.  A solution to homelessness, therefore, involves the reestablishment 

of relationships within the community.  Something Mareeba Community Housing 

Company strives to achieve each day and hopes this book in some small way will 

build on that effort. 

 

For many people, homelessness is neither a choice nor a situation they believed they 

would be in, but rather through a series of personal setbacks they find themselves 

homeless.  The factors relating to homelessness are very complex.  And although we 

can find similarities that sometimes intersect, each person's story is different.  The 

primary cause most notably, perhaps, is a lack of suitable and affordable housing.  

There is simply not enough rental properties that are affordable to the homeless.  

Affordability, however, is closely linked to the second factor, which is 

unemployment and, in most cases, long-term unemployment.  Unemployment 

subsequently leads to poverty which many homeless people find themselves living 

in.  For the homeless, having to survive in this manner is problematic.  Poor physical 

and mental health, not to mention the risk of violence associated with living on the 

streets and the potential misuse of drugs and alcohol can also add to the complexity 

and risks associated with being homeless.  But then, should we judge someone for 

their use of alcohol or drugs, for many, it is merely a means to cope and escape the 

hardships of their lives. 

 

Ironically, for some, homelessness is a means to escape.  There are some regions 

throughout Australia, where domestic and family violence is the primary cause of 

homelessness.  The Council to Homeless Person Organisation reported that more 

than one-third of the women accessing homelessness services in Australia do so 

because they are fleeing domestic and family violence.  Statistics highlight 55% of  

 

  



 

all women, with children, who accessed specialist homelessness services reported 

escaping violence as the main reason for seeking support.  Compounding this was 

that of this number, 32% were also experiencing poverty and financial hardship, 

making securing safe housing even more difficult.  What makes the issue of 

homelessness even more problematic is that it is not one factor. Instead, multiple 

combinations of factors that can contribute to a person finding themselves homeless.  

And, because homelessness is such a complex issue, it is wrong to stereotype all 

homeless people with the same label.  Ironically from my experience, deprived of 

possessions, rejected by society, people with a lived experience of homelessness are 

in most cases, so very humble and grateful for any act of kindness bestowed upon 

them. 

 

There are numerous myths associated with homelessness, such as "Homelessness is 

a choice", "Homeless people sleep on the streets", "Homeless people are middle-aged 

men", "Homelessness will never happen to me", and "Homeless people just need to 

get a job".  Before working with the homeless, I too bought into these myths. Still, 

nothing could be further from the truth.  Of those people with a lived experience of 

homelessness we met with for this book, a common theme started to become 

apparent.  Homelessness was not a choice made by them.  They found themselves in 

this position not by choice but by extenuating circumstances, such as in the case of 

Owen, a young father trying to do the best he can for himself and his son.  

 

Owen, whom you will meet later in this book, left what appeared to the outside world 

to be the comfort of his rented house, because of domestic violence, and NO, he was 

not the perpetrator he and his four-year-old son were both victims of domestic 

violence. Owen is one of the lucky ones as he had a very supportive family, sadly 

though, for some, family support can only last so long and stretch so far, and when 

this happens, they find themselves with no place to call home and no place to go. 

 

  



 

Another one of the great myths, "homeless people sleep on the streets", and whilst 

this may be partly true in your cities and larger metropolitan towns it is not always 

the case in our community.  Not all homeless people sleep on the streets; statistics 

show that roughly only 7% of Australia's homeless sleep rough while the other 

ninety-odd per cent of homelessness remains hidden.  This hidden homelessness 

accounts for those in shelters, crisis accommodation, sleeping in their cars, or on 

couches.  

 

In our community homelessness primarily remains hidden, kept in the dark, so to 

speak, with many spending their time moving between family and friends!  A term 

we call "Couch Surfing". 

The third myth that needs demystifying is, "Homeless people are all middle-aged 

men", again incorrect.  During my past eight years of contact and support provided 

to the homeless in our community by the Street to Home program, more than half 

were women.  And in more cases than not, these women are mothers, with children. 

 

Throughout my tenure working and supporting the homeless, I cannot tell you how 

many times I heard community members openly proclaim, "homeless people just 

need to get a job", myth number four.  Let us think about this for a minute.  Try to 

imagine yourself in the shoes of a homeless person, you either spent last night 

sleeping rough or have called in a favour from family or friends and managed to get 

a mattress on their floor.  There is no guarantee you can stay with them tonight, and 

if you spent last night sleeping rough your main focus today is to find some food, 

public amenities and considering where you will sleep tonight.  How many of us, if 

in the same situation, would even consider looking for work if we were not sure 

where we would sleep tonight, or even if we were going to be able to feed ourselves 

that day. 

 

 

 



One of the first men I supported through their lived experience of homelessness was 

continually having their government allowance suspended.  Because his employment  

agency continued to fail to take into consideration his homelessness, he was 

continually penalised for failing to attend a government-sanctioned work for the dole 

program.  I found myself repeatedly having to advocate and negotiate, his allowance 

be reinstated, allowing him to survive this meagre existence of a life he was living. 

 

Eventually, he and I secured sustainable housing within the private sector.  He was a 

model tenant and went over and above his responsibilities to the point of maintaining 

the complex lawns and gardens.  His property management team were happy to resign 

him once his lease ran out, at which point he said to me "I have my house; I now need 

a job.  Do you think you could help me?".  We set about applying for work, and within 

a week, he had a job.  Such employment he maintained for many years until ill health 

took him by surprise and forced him out of the workforce.  He is, however, in a new 

tenancy and going well.  

 

The last myth I would like to discuss is "homelessness will never happen to me".  We 

are all only one or two personal predicaments away from homelessness, 2020's 

Covid-19 pandemic is an excellent example.  Many of our fellow community 

members have never been unemployed until this year, from circumstance beyond 

their control. Unemployment can put a strain on a relationship, especially if your 

property manager is chasing the rent or your bank is about to foreclose on your 

mortgage.  The stress of all this can lead to partners fighting, your relationship breaks 

down, or you have fallen into rent arrears.  In the blink of an eye, you're sleeping in 

places you never thought possible.  Your car, at a friends' or in a motel, or even worse 

a park or a local creek bank.  None of which are sustainable. 

 

 

  



 

Sixteenth-century Cleric John Bradford, whilst witnessing the horrific punishments 

carried out on a group of downcast criminals, proclaimed, "There but for the grace of 

God go I"!  Maybe John Bradford understood the fragility of one's life and how, at 

any moment, life can take a turn for the unexpected.  Not long after he too was 

arrested, by today's standards, for a very trivial charge of "trying to stir up a mob".  

He was found guilty of this charge and committed to the Tower of London.  Two 

years after being found guilty, John Bradford was burned alive at the stake.  "There 

but for the grace of God go I", this is a phrase we all need to remind ourselves of the 

next time we catch ourselves casting upon others our judgement.  

 

 

Robert Larkin 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 
  



 

  

It has the power to change lives in 

ways you may never know 

Do not underestimate 

a moment of 

KINDNESS 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Darren 

Darren and I have known each other for about fifteen years. I first met Darren when I 

was working for an employment agency, and he came in asking me to help him find a 

job. Darren would come to see me daily, and every day he asked me the same 

thing, “Rob, can you help me get a job”. Each day my response was the same, still 

working on this Darren but as soon as I find something, I will let you know. About two 

weeks into this routine, I found something, and Darren was very keen to apply. We 

sent in his application along with three other candidates, all much more experienced 

in this type of work, however, low and behold Darren secured employment.  

 

About 18 months later and it is approximately 7.30 pm, I am walking to my car with 

my wife, and in the distance, I notice this large gentleman running towards me.  Being 

dark and not knowing who this was or what was going on, I asked my wife to get in the 

car and sit tight.  As this figure got a little closer to me and I am bracing for something, 

not sure what, but something, I hear “Rob’ Rob”.   

My heartbeat starts to slow and out of the darkness comes Darren, and he is just so 

excited to tell me he is still working for the brickworks and he and his wife have just 

welcomed their second son. 

 

Fast forward thirteen years and a new housing referral cross my desk, I noticed the 

name, and it was a name I knew very well.  Thus commencing the professional 

relationship, I have with Darren for the second time. Darren has come into Mareeba 

Community Housing because he has found himself homeless. Darren lets me know 

that he and his wife have now separated, she has kicked him and their youngest son out 

of the home they all shared. Darren finds himself sleeping in an old tobacco drying  

  



 

barn on the property his nephew is renting, “he let me stay with him, but it was no 

good hey, my son and I had to sleep in the old tobacco drying room, and there was 

asbestos all through this place.” Darren approached numerous Real Estates trying to 

find a suitable property for him to rent, but each time he was told he did not have 

enough income. I asked Darren how long it had been since he had held a fulltime 

permanent job, he said: “it was the brickworks, the job you help me get”. Darren went 

on to tell me the only reason he was not still there is that they closed the brickworks 

down, “we all got laid off”.  That was in 2013, Darren worked for five and a half years 

at the brickworks, and since then he has only been able to find casual employment 

on local farms.  

 

Today Darren has his youngest son in his care, and is trying to get his eldest son also, 

but at this stage, he is in the care of his mother.   After working with Mareeba 

Community Housing officer Brett, Darren has secured a two-bedroom unit very close 

to the Mareeba State High School where his son attends and is trying to make every 

post a winner.   

 

I asked Darren where to from here, he replied: “I need to keep moving forward, my 

sons need me, and I need to be a positive role model for them. I want to get my 

licence as I have never had one before”. I questioned Darren on this, and he told me 

that he never wanted the responsibility of having another person’s life in his hands, “I 

was scared”.  When asked what has changed, he told me “I need to be responsible 

for my two boys, still scared, but my responsibility to them must come first”.   Darren 

then informed me, “once I have a licence and a car, I would once again like fulltime 

work.”   

 

Today, Darren and his son are enjoying the comforts of their own rental unit.   Darren 

put his COVID stimulus payments to good use, he purchased a mower and lawn  

trimmer to help him maintain the yard around his unit.   

 

  



 

Darren has also agreed to maintain the complex lawns and gardens, which has been 

gratefully received by his next door neighbour who as a single mother of two small 

children often struggled to find the time to keep up to this.   The transition for Darren, 

from homelessness to signing his lease and being housed, has been huge.  He, and 

his son, are growing each day.  Darren’s said, “there are still challenges, getting my 

son to school and to participate in classes has been just another challenge I am getting 

on top of.  But we are getting there.”  Darren has now started focusing on the next 

chapter of his life, finding stable full-time employment.  He and his housing officer 

along with Mareeba Community Housing Company’s Intensive Placement Support 

officer Sharon, have started identifying local employers that Darren can apply for 

work and by the time this book has been published I believe Darren would have yet 

again, achieved another goal.   At the time of completing Darren’s story for this book 

his IPS officer advised Darren had secured part-time work with a local organization.   

 

Darren (below) relaxing at home with the newspaper.  

  



 

 

  



 

Linda  
One of the myths many people have about homelessness is that it only affects middle-

aged men.   Let me introduce to you Linda, a 65-year-old woman from a culturally and 

linguistically diverse background. She is a mother and was married for over two 

decades.  Linda is a very quietly spoken woman with such a warm and gentle manner. 

This is Linda’s story, and her recollection of her lived experiences with homelessness.  

“I found myself homeless the moment I stepped out of my marriage, here I am 55-

year-old women of cultural diversity, and I left with absolutely nothing.  It took a lot of 

courage to leave this marriage, but I did feel like I was no longer my authentic self.  

Once I left, I had to start looking for somewhere to live, and it took a lot of haggling 

with real estates until finally, I would find a room somewhere.  These types of 

arrangements would only be short-term, and I would find myself having to do it again 

and again.   

I travelled from South Australia to Western Australia, from there to New South Wales.  

I finally found a place with a lady in Tasmania.  At first, the community was so loving, 

warm, and welcoming, but then, when they realised, I would not do what they wanted, 

oh my gosh, it became so ugly so very quickly.  I went back to New South Wales and 

eventually to Cairns Queensland for a short time, from Cairns to Mareeba.”   

 

 

 

 

Throughout our conversation, I ask Linda just how long she was homeless for, she 

responded: “Ten years, from the moment I left my husband.  And people treated me 

so differently, my friends, our friends. Thinking back on it, as soon as I stepped away 

from my marriage, the friends we had, looked at me differently.”   

  

“and as soon as I stepped away from my marriage 

the friends we had, looked at me differently”. 



 

Since 2010 Linda has been homeless, she has travelled from one end of Australia to 

the other, from West Coast to East Coast and Southern Australia to Far North 

Queensland.  I asked Linda how she had recently found a place to live, “because of 

you guys”, she said. Us guys, I responded.  “Yes, that’s right, you guys always guided 

me, remember?   I met you first Rob and the advice you gave helped me to make the 

decisions I needed to get where I am now.    

 

My Housing Support Worker Bernie helped me with housing applications and gave 

me such invaluable advice.  She advocated on my behalf, and without this support, I 

would be exactly where I was before I came to speak with Mareeba Community 

Housing, homeless!” 

 

Thank you, Mareeba Community Housing Company! 
 

  



 

 

Today Linda (above) enjoys the comfort of her one bedroom unit, managed by the 

Mareeba Shire Council and is making friends with her neighbours.  Linda has always 

greeted us with a smile, however today that smile is brilliant.  

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

  



 

Owen 

Owen’s a single dad trying to do his best.  He and his son found themselves in a tough 

spot, fleeing domestic violence where both were victims of this abuse, and was forced 

to lean heavily on his family for support.  Owen is one of the lucky ones, as his family 

are very supportive, still to this day; however, he took his responsibilities of being a dad 

very seriously.     Owen knew that to give his son the best chance in life, they needed 

to find a place to rent.   We first met Owen in 2015, when he had been forced to 

relocate from Cape York.  He had a previous rental history which we found was good, 

however, because he and his son needed to leave quickly, he was without any ID, and 

as any of us knows, if you are trying to find a property to rent you will struggle without 

ID.    

 

Perhaps because Owen was struggling to find a place over time, we lost contact with 

him.     Fortunately, he would reconnect and eventually with Mareeba Community 

Housing’s support; he found a place to call home. 

 

 

 

 

 

Owen and his son have now been renting in Mareeba for some time.   And no, it has 

not been easy as both Owen and his son are living on a minimal government income.  

He is proud, though, his son does not miss a day of school, and by Owens’ own account 

is doing ok.  The relationship we have built with Owen did not stop once he was 

housed.   Today he is one of the familiar faces that can be seen restoring donated 

bicycles with other members of the Mareeba Community Housing’s 2020 ‘Men’s 

Group’.  Mareeba Community Housing and the men in this group aim to present these 

restored bicycles to underprivileged children.   Owen has also been working very hard 

and meticulously repairing a bicycle for his son. 

  

“fleeing domestic violence, I took my son to the 

local police to report the incident”. 



 

 

 

  



 

Irene 
Irene comes from a large family, she is the Eleventh child of Thirteen, and she made 

her dying mother a promise. She promised she would always take care of the family, 

and her siblings. It is a promise that broke her, both financially and emotionally.   

Amazingly though, it is a promise she tries to keep even to this day, even after it took 

everything from her.   Her mother’s words still ring loudly in her ears and her heart, 

“Please forgive” and she did and continues to do so today.   

 

“My mother knew that when I promised her to look after the family, I would do it, 

she knew I was a responsible person. I remember getting the phone calls, the calls for 

help, and immediately making my way to those that needed me. Right from a young 

age I had worked and had savings accounts with a lot of money in them, but eventually 

family ended up with it all, and they did not just ask for little amounts they would ask 

for hundreds.  

 

 

They emptied my accounts, next thing I knew, I was broke! That was so hard for me, 

and as soon as I had no money left, they told me to leave. Turfed onto the streets, 

and you know, I made that promise to my mum. But I had to end up breaking it, and 

it made me feel so guttered, knowing I could not keep that promise to my mum. You 

know! My family took my dignity and stole my pride. Mum’s voice, though, hey! 

Keeps ringing in my ears, ‘Please Forgive’, and I did, and even today, I find myself 

taking care of my family. It is in my heart; I cannot be untrue to my nature or my 

mum”.   

 

Irene recalls how she was at work, working on a beautiful resort Island and was 

injured. That was the start of 16 years of pain, both physical and emotional.  Once 

her employer realised she could no longer work they let her go, and at the time she  

 

  

“my family took my dignity and stole my pride.” 



 

was living with family, and once they realised she could not pay her way they also let 

her go, "that is such a hard thing to come to terms with, I struggle with the thought, 

“I’m not enough, that I don’t matter to anyone”.    Even with 13 siblings, Irene found 

herself sleeping places she never thought possible, sleeping in her car on many 

occasions, yet thankful she never had to sleep rough, "and it was terrifying, so I ended 

up getting a little dog CJ".  CJ has seen and been through a lot with Irene, and she 

treats and speaks to him like a loved one like he is her child. "If I did not have him, 

he keeps me motivated to keep my faith and positivity, I do not know where I would 

be or what would have become of me".  

 

"We as children were all bought up, well Christian ways, and I always lived life 

believing 'love thy neighbour', treat people well, and it will all come back to you, but 

it just was not my time, not until I met my lovely housing support worker, Flore. I was 

so sorry for calling upon her all the time, and some of the appointments we had I 

thought would only be quick, but it could be hours later when we finished, and I would 

worry she would get in trouble with her employer. I grew to trust her, and MCHC, 

and if I ask, 'will you be able to help?' she will try".  

 

"You guys never put me in the 'too hard box' you have gone right out of your way, and 

I never thought there were people like that in the world, and it's proved me wrong. I 

have tried to find help, gone to places where I was told I could get help and they have 

said. No, we can't help you, if you had children we could help you, if you were a guy 

we could help you, if you are fleeing domestic violence we could help. I said, but I 

am homeless, I am on a pension, and they said we cannot help you.  And then when 

I did get some help, they said you have got to get rid of your dog, and I said no way! 

I said you keep your help; I would rather stay homeless with my dog; he is the one 

keeping me above ground; it is not an option. He never leaves my side when I start 

getting sick; he sits by my side; he is my family".  Would they ask another person to 

get rid of a family member, I think not! 

 

  



 

Irene has once again started to enjoy life.  She says, “I am happy again, thank you so 

much Flore for everything you have done to support and help me find a home and 

get back on my feet”.  

 

Irene (Below) has settled into a one-bedroom unit managed by the Mareeba Shire 

Council and continues to seek new relationships within the community through 

various services. 

 

  



 

 

  

 
 

 

 

 



 

Emanuel (Manny) 
The first time I met Manny was late November 2012 when he and his partner came in 

looking for support with housing.  At this time, they had been advised by the 

Department of Child Safety, to find suitable accommodation within seven days, or they 

would have their children removed.  You can only imagine the enormous amount of 

stress this place on them, the fear of losing their children when they were already in a 

place of turmoil just trying to find somewhere to rent, leaning on family members or 

friends to help them for the night whilst they looked for housing.  Over the years 

Manny has sought support with housing a few times at different periods of his life.   

 

Manny explains the first time he realised he was homeless was due to the breakdown 

of this relationship.  At this time, he also found himself incarcerated for the first time.   

He was up for parole, which was granted, and he was released back into the community 

with strict reporting obligations.  “Being released from Jail was hard, yeah and I didn’t 

really have anywhere to go, I do have family, but you end up just ‘Couch Surfing’, and 

that’s just shit, I hate couch surfing”.   

Manny has been on a bit of a merry go round.  In and out of jail a few times over the 

past eight years.  He was last sentenced for four years, and he served his entire sentence.  

He also made a promise to himself that this was the last time, and whilst in prison, he 

worked and learnt new skills, skills that he hoped to transfer into employment on the 

outside.   Needing to understand the complexities for someone exiting an adult 

correctional centre after serving their full sentence, I ask Manny to explain what takes 

place.  

 

  

“I believe that housing is a good service, but I 
reckon it needs to expand a bit especially coming 
out jail doing full time cause you don’t get any help 
at all”. 



 

“Once they tell you that you are being released, given you a date, you can start calling 

family and friends on the outside.  You can only ring listed numbers, numbers that the 

prison have approved.    They call the numbers and ask the people if it’s ok for you to 

call”.   

 

Manny explained that an inmate who serves their full sentence is usually bought back 

into Mareeba and dropped off somewhere along the main street, “for me, it was in 

front of KFC”, and for many, this is where the trouble starts again.    Manny continues, 

“you don’t always have a place to go once you are released.  Corrections only need an 

address to send your mail, but that doesn’t mean you are going to live there, so you are 

really placed on the streets with no money unless you have been given a job while in 

jail and managed to save, and this is a difficult position to be in.   Just released from 

jail, broke and homeless.  There’s a gap in services here, services like Mareeba 

Community Housing who support the homeless should be allowed into the jails to 

assist those inmates who are due for release after serving their full term to start planning 

for their release and help in securing suitable housing”. 

 

Manny says his last stint in prison was his last, he served four years and will not return.  

His time in prison was spent learning new skills.   He worked in the metal shop for 

three years and obtained a Certificate II in Engineering, and his goals now are to secure 

employment in metal fabrication.    

 

Since being released in April 2020, Manny has had to continually move from place to 

place as he has not been able to find somewhere to rent.  He has applied for numerous 

properties, and he says each time he applies he always leaves feeling very negative, and 

he believes his rental rejections has a lot to do with his past.   At the time of print 

Manny was happy to let us know he had secured full time employment and he felt his 

life had started to turn around.  He was making better decisions and was optimistic his 

future would be bright.  

 

  



 

 

Today, Manny (above) is working full time, and with this new employment also comes 

with accommodation.  

 

 

  



 

 

 

  



 

Paul 
Paul was bought to our attention by the local police; he had been rough sleeping on 

the banks of the Barron River.  The day I met Paul, I was met with the warmest of 

smiles, a smile you come to expect from an old friend.  We chatted for a while, and 

after some time, I asked Paul where he was from. 

Paul hails from Western Australia, and in his words grew up in an average loving 

family. He is one of three children and fondly remembers his early life there, camping 

and enjoying an outdoor lifestyle. I asked Paul how he managed to get from one side 

of Australia to the other, only to find himself sleeping rough and homeless. Paul said 

he considered his life in Western Australia as a failure, a failed life.  

To help me understand, I asked him to tell me what he meant by a failed life. 

"Everyone was going to Uni or starting their careers for their lives, and I started a Diesel 

Mechanic apprenticeship. Did three years of an apprenticeship and then couldn't keep 

up with the TAFE, found it hard and I didn't even know it was because of my eye, sort 

of thing, I didn't focus on that". I questioned Paul, your eye. What does that mean?  

 

 

 

Paul explained although he wasn't the best student, his marks showed progressive 

improvement. Then one day he and a friend were walking to the canteen when Paul 

was hit in the eye with a small object.   He thought it could have been a small pebble 

or a peanut, "I think it was fired out of a slingshot." 

 

 

  

“just when I got older it was harder to keep what 

it was supposed to be.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
After visiting the school nurse and discussing going home for the day, Paul was given 

pain medication and decided to stay at school. However, about three months later, 

Paul describes how his eye went black, like a curtain or a line was coming down, and 

he was losing vision from this eye. Paul saw a specialist and was scheduled for 

immediate surgery. When he came out of surgery, he claimed his eyesight was never 

any good. Today Paul thinks the reason he failed TAFE was because of this incident 

and the injury to his eye. "Because it didn't get bad for like three months after the 

school thing, I didn't tell my parents on the day it happened, I had forgotten about the 

school thing".   

 

I asked Paul to think about himself back when he was at school and to try and explain 

how he thought his life would have been as an adult. Paul believed he would have a 

great life, partner and children, a typical family eventually, but not now. "After my eye 

incident, I just went on as normal because that's what I thought I was expected to do, 

but things changed for me after the eye incident".  "Doctors have said that I was 

experiencing depression." We talked about how he felt other people treated him whilst 

he was homeless, "after a while I began avoiding people, it's easier to just stay by 

yourself, as long as I had some food and water, I knew I would be ok because we 

camped a lot when I was young".   

 

Paul has found a nice little van to rent, he has planted a garden in the front of it and 

has been regularly complimented for the way this looks.   He still struggles from time 

to time, possibly because he is isolated and so far from his family.   His Street to Home 

Housing Support Worker still catches up with him and together they are always 

looking for community inclusion.  

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Paul (Above) at home tending to his garden, Paul says the time he spends in his garden 

is invaluable to him.     

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

  



 

Margaret 
 

I met Margaret for the first time in 2020. Her story is not too different from other 

women searching for support to escape homelessness. Margaret tells it like it is. "I was 

kicked out of my place over in Atherton, due to stupid or silly decisions I made at the 

time. It is on me, I made them, and it led me to a place I never thought I would be, a 

mother of one, on the street without a home for us."  Originally from Mackay, 

Margaret was forced to leave because of domestic violence.  The domestic violence 

forced her to find emergency accommodation at a women's shelter where she and her 

son spent about three months. "There was some domestic violence between myself 

and my sons' father, there have been court appearances, and special conditions and 

terms imposed, just not a nice place to be really."   "I was homeless for five months, 

desperation had started to seep in, and eventually I ended up getting a caravan at a 

local van park, but it was not suitable for a young child, and I really could not afford 

it. However, it was all I could get." And with all this going on, although I did not know 

it at the time, I was pregnant with my second child." 

 

 

 

I asked Margaret to describe this time in her life, she said.  “It was hard, just so hard, 

you know!  You have a child, and you have nowhere to live, I went to the caravan 

park, the last resort and I could not even afford to stay here. I was paying $350 a week 

to stay here, and then there was electricity on top of this”.  Margaret has been working 

with Flore, a Mareeba Community Housing officer, and together they have managed 

to find Margaret, and her two children a small unit.   It is affordable on Margaret’s 

income, close to town and a local park where her eldest son can run and play when 

she takes the family for some time outdoors. Margaret’s final comments were, “I never 

thought this would happen to me, but it did. And it can happen to anyone, at any 

time”. 

  

“a mother of one, on the street without a home” 



 

  



 

Matthew 

I met Matthew and his partner early in 2020. At the time we met, they were sharing a 

room in a friend's house, along with their four sons, whose ages ranged from 11yrs 

down to their 19-month-old.    Just looking at Matthew, you can see this bloke has 

done it tough, he has a scar that runs right across the top of his head.   The scare 

occurred when he was attacked by two men, in his words, "Paid to give me a flogging, 

and I had been in fights before but never beaten up to this extent.   I walked to a place 

that had a phone, called an ambulance, and the next thing I remember is waking up 

in the Townsville hospital two months later.   I'd been in a coma the whole time."   

I asked him if he reported this, and as he puts it.   "Because I had lived my life the way 

I did, I had always had the code that you don't rat anyone out to the police".   Matthew 

was asked if he had seen these guys again, and he says yes.   As soon as I got back to 

Cairns, I had a couple of panic attacks that kind of weirded me out. And I kept hearing 

rumours that these two guys were going to have a second crack at me to finish the job.   

I was not going to hide, and I was quite anxious and unsure of myself, so I got a hold 

of a phone number and rang the person that paid these guys.   And said do you want 

to have another go; I will come to you right now and we will sort this out once and for 

all. I did nothing to you except stand by you, and you treated me like 'shit', so I was 

going to step away, and you did not like that. I owe you nothing, I thought we were 

friends, how could you do what you did, you nearly killed me. I had to learn to walk, 

to talk, I had to learn how to function all over again. I've been in hospital nearly a year, 

how do you justify what you did?"  

 

One thing you noticed when talking with Matthew, he is an excellent communicator.   

He recalled his time spent in jail. "I entered prison with a preconceived notion of what 

prison was going to be like, but it did not measure up to what I thought." Matthew used 

his prison experience to change his life once and for all.   

 

  



 

"I did every course or program I could to help this experience be a positive one. Prison 

made me take a long hard look at myself and forced me to deal with past issues I had 

always wanted to ignore.   I think it was the best thing that happened in my adult life, 

at that time, for my personal growth and overall life path. I learnt a lot about myself, 

faced a hell of a lot of demons that I just had not dealt with. I had spent my entire 

adult life blaming everyone else for my life, the problems I had, and perhaps I would 

never have dealt with these if I remained on the outside of jail. I saw an old man 

standing in that line and thought by-geezers; I'm not ever going to let myself land there".  

 

"Some of these men do not know how to exist in society; they get out, and they drink 

or do something silly and find themselves back into prison. But to see this old man, I 

don't know if he had Parkinson or something, but he had tremors. Standing in line 

with these eighteen-year-old idiots jumping in and out of the line carrying on like fools. 

Swearing at this old bloke, treating him like he was nothing, and he clearly needed his 

medication he was not well. I got to know this bloke a little bit down the track, he's got 

nothing, no family, he's got kids, but his kids won't speak to him or have anything to 

do with him, he's basically an eighty-year-old man that's lived the life he has lived, made 

the choices he has and got caught up in the system.   

 

Matthew's life is quite different today; he credits this to the lady he met upon his 

release. "My son being born has also help me to stay positive and to make better 

choices for myself because it's not just me now. It was also my partner, her three boys 

and now our little boy also". 

 

Matthew, Nicole and the boys are settled today comfortable in their four-bedroom 

rental property.  You can see that Matthew has taken such pride and care with the 

lawn and gardens here.   

  



 

He has spent hours working on his front yard, made endless trips to the local land fill 

getting rid of all the yard waste he has cleared.   Matthew was asked if he had any last 

words.  “I would like to thank everyone at Mareeba Community Housing Company, 

but a very big special thanks to Bernie.  She’s been our biggest supporter and advocate 

and without her we would have been lost.  Who knows, maybe forever!” 

Matthew (Above right), Nicole and the boys enjoying some quality family time.  Matt 

and Nicole both stated that the boys are much more settled since moving into their 

new rental.   

 

  



 

  



 

Tegan 
Tegan grew up in Innisfail, and she explains that at the age of 17 years she ran away from 

home and after five days on the run she ended up in South Australia.  Within only a matter 

of days, Tegan found work.  Things were challenging at the time, but she decided that while 

she was working, she would also try to finish her senior year of high school.  Unfortunately, 

being so far from home, family and friends, schoolwork started to interfere with her work, so 

Tegan chose to work.  The following year she and her boyfriend were involved in a motor 

vehicle accident, they hit a tree head-on at high speed. Tegan's boyfriend was driving, and 

miraculously he walked away relatively injury-free, Tegan was not so lucky.   Tegan sustained 

five fractures to her head, a broken neck, her hip was displaced, crushed, and broken in five 

places, and she ended up in the brain injury unit where she slowly recovered.  Tegan had no 

memory of the accident, but once back on her feet, her partner confessed to her that he had 

driven into the tree on purpose.   

 

 

 

Tegan left her boyfriend and after calling her bosses was given a place to live, rent-free, until 

she was able to return to work back at the hotel.  Working in the hotel did have its downside 

as she found she was drinking more and more alcohol, which eventually led to her losing her 

job.  After losing her employment Tegan moved to Adelaide, staying with friends until she 

found new employment and a place to rent on her own.  It was in Adelaide where Tegan 

formed a new relationship, she and her partner relocated to the Gold Coast as he had family 

here.    

 

They moved in with her partners' parents, but it soon became apparent that her partners' 

mother was an alcoholic and not long after moving in his mother, in an intoxicated state, 

attacked her leaving her face bruised and lacerated.   The next day Tegan, her partner and 

their 1year old son were kicked out, being left on the streets of the Gold Coast homeless and 

penniless.  Tegan owned a few personal items, some jewellery, a camera, and printing dock 

which she put into hock to get some money that would help her find a place to stay.  

 

  

“After the birth of our second child the abuse 

got worse.” 



 

Tegan walked, pushing pram and suite case in tow, from resort to motel along the Gold Coast 

strip with no luck, eventually at the last place to say no she fell to pieces.  Crying uncontrollably, 

"today of all days, my son's first birthday", it all became too heavy a load for her to carry.   She 

says she is lucky the person in charge showed her some compassion and gave her a King Suite 

for the week, using the rest of her money on food. At the end of the week, she and her son 

were forced to seek solace in a woman's shelter, with her partner returning to his mothers' 

home.  

 

Tegan describes her then partner as “an alcoholic who continually forced the family to move 

from house to house, town to town” and as such her rental history was also not good.  “I was 

forced to buy food as soon as the money was in my account as he would force me to take my 

money out so he could drink, and if I didn’t give him the money, he threatened to set me up 

with drugs so my children would be taken away from me”.  She says he finally agreed to move 

up to Herberton, “my mother lived here”, and because he really was a great chef, he found it 

very easy to find work.  

 

Unfortunately finding work didn’t prove to be the problem, the problem was keeping a job, 

“He only ever lasted about two weeks in any job and then he would either quit because he 

couldn’t drink as much or lose his job because he was drinking too much”.   

 

“After the birth of our second child, the abuse got worse.   He would not let me sleep when 

she was sleeping, and if I did manage to get to sleep, he would wake the baby up, so I had to 

get up and tend to her.   Eventually, this took its toll on me, and I had a nervous breakdown, 

after many sleepless nights, and his continual abuse, I picked up a knife looked him in the 

eyes and said, “is this what you want, you want to see me hurt myself”, and I began cutting my 

arms.  I never cut anywhere truly dangerous, mostly the tops of my forearms, and not deep 

enough to do much damage. But it was enough of an incident for my mum to call the 

ambulance, “I took off, running out of the house and I remember hiding in the bushes 

watching the ambulance officers trying to find me.  Eventually, I came out and received 

treatment, but the event and my actions saw me admitted into the mental health ward for three 

days.  In those three days, I never muttered a word, and the doctors would not release me 

until I spoke.  The doctors put together a mental health plan for me which included 

counselling sessions.  

  



 

However, my partner insisted on sitting in on these sessions, and the medical staff could see 

the influence he was having on these sessions, and they deemed them a waste of time.   Not 

long after they stopped making me more sessions.  

 

Tegan describes her experiences with domestic violence as one "having my identity stolen, he 

stole the real me, from my family, my friends, my children, he stole it from me", "he had me 

believing I was worthless, I was a nobody worth nothing to anybody.   Then one night he 

passed out from his drinking and I quietly and slowly packed up, bundled my two children 

into a car and took off to my mothers' place, and my mum took my kids and me to Innisfail 

to stay with my dad. He eventually returned to South Australia and sadly about 18 months 

after I left him, he took his own life.  There was a time where I was just so mad at him, for 

doing what he did and not thinking about his children and how his actions would impact them.  

But we have photos, and the kids look at photos of their dad from time to time, and we talk 

about him, in a nice way.  They have questions, and I try to make sure they know how much 

he loved them, and that he will always be with them". 

 

Tegan also told me that she has experienced depression since she was a teenager.  I asked her 

to tell me if she could remember the age she was when she first felt this way, she said "fifteen, 

I started to feel this way because of what happened to me, I was a brilliant student too.  All 

A's and B's and then in year 11 my grades dropped to D's".  I asked her if she felt comfortable 

to explain to me what happened.  Tegan explained "I was sexually assaulted, after this I isolated 

myself from everyone, just hid and did not talk to anyone. I had one best friend, and she was 

just so good to me; in fact, we are still good friends today". "After an event like this, even with 

her and her family trying to help, you feel totally alone like nobody understands and nobody 

can help you".   "Thinking back on it now, that assault has affected so much of my life, the 

depression, the relationships I had with men, the men I've chosen, right down to the 

relationship I had with myself.  I hated myself, felt absolutely hopeless at times, one day I even 

took a heap of Prozac tablets all at once, turns out they were the non-drowsy type, they left 

me wide awake and very sick. But I made myself a promise, no more medication of this sort.  

My depression drove me to alcohol, I used alcohol to mask the pain I was feeling, but all it 

really did was made me feel much worse, and after a while, it bought out my anger. Today I 

have not touched alcohol for four years".  

 

  



 
Life has never been easy.  Tegan has since had another child through another relationship, 

and sadly this relationship also has not worked.  She is currently going through issues with two 

of her children not living with her but rather, in out of home care. Although she feels they will 

be in her custody soon.   She says she still has bouts of depression, but she is looking for the  

positive things in life to help her cope and is planning on having all her children live with her 

to start again. 

  



 

  

  



 

Heather 
Homelessness does not discriminate, and oddly enough it can happen at a time in our lives 

when we think our lives are on track, where maybe one period is drawing close to an end and 

another, such as retiring, draws closer.   Yet for many women, that are in their mid to late 

fifties, life as they know it can take an about-turn.   They then find themselves, unemployed, 

homeless, and alone.  I would like you to meet Heather. 

 

“Many people have the misconception that the homeless are either Indigenous or young men. 

I think they would be quite surprised if they realized how many women with no children, that 

are over 50, that have left a broken marriage, or their partners died, and the banks have taken 

their home.   Which happens a lot.   Are sleeping in their cars or sleeping on the streets.  

People think it is mental health, and it is not always mental health.  So many children are 

raised in unstable homes and do not know what it is like to live in one place.   So tell me, how 

are you supposed to do this as an adult, know how to keep a roof over your head if as a child 

you are never taught”. 

 

 

 

 

"After my parents separated, I lived in a home with my abusive mum and her partners, which 

were numerous. I ran away at the age of 10, living on the streets of Adelaide.  I was into crime 

and locked up by the time I was twelve and thirteen years old.  It was about this age I started 

getting myself tattooed.  Living on the streets could be dangerous, and I thought if I had tattoos 

people would stay away from me, the tattoos were my shield of defence.  But it was safer for 

me to be on the streets then to stay home.  I had a small group of friends that were in a similar 

situation, and we were tight, we were known as the Rat Pack, by the police.  The Adelaide 

police knew us all by sight, first names, they knew every one of us street kids, and if one of us 

weren't around for a couple of days they would start asking questions, where is she, why haven't 

you seen her.   

 

 

 

  

“and I was a little girl, just a little girl that was 

lost”. 



 

Ok everyone, keep your eyes open because she is always around.  It happened to me twice, 

and both times I was in the hospital".  "Back in those days, the police were more approachable, 

they saw us as children, they did not see us as naughty juvenile delinquents, and they knew we 

were there (on the streets) for a reason.  

 

I remember being taken home by the police, and my mother was drunk, and she looked at 

the officer and said, 'I don't want her here', and he just looked at me and went, 'get back in the 

car, I'm not leaving you here, I don't think you'd be safe". 

 

"Because I kept running away from my mum, and when picked up by the police, I kept saying 

I wanted to live with my dad; they requested he come and get me. He picked me up from 

South Australia Youth Remand Centre (SAYRC) and drove me to Victoria.   The next 

morning, after his wife left to go to work he was lying in bed, called me in and goes, 'come in 

and give your dad a hug', so I did.  It felt very uncomfortable, because of the way he was 

holding me and cuddling me, so I ran away.   I had been in Victoria, eight hours".    

 

"Thirteen years of age, a runaway in a strange city.   All I remember was running, just running, 

and I am going down streets and following tram tracks, and then somehow, I found myself in 

St Kilda, I was at the ocean.  This is where the police found me. They took my name, wanted 

to return me to my dad's, but I refused to go back there.  I kept saying, 'send me home, send 

me home'. They said, 'if we send you back home, you're going to prison' (youth detention 

centre), and I said, 'send me back, send me back'.  In my little mind, I thought, at least I knew 

everyone that worked there, and I had friends in there.   

 

Even though it was a punishment, it was safe.  The only place other than the streets where I 

truly felt safe.   How sad is that?  For a little girl to feel that way"?  “Back there, they used my 

first name. I may have been locked up, but they treated you like a human.  Like I mattered!  

If it was our birthday, they would bring us a birthday cake, which I never got from my family 

(parents).   

 

 

 

 

  



 

Inside I was treated with respect, treated as a human, treated with some dignity!  And I was a 

little girl, just a little girl that was lost.   A couple of them even said to me. ‘You have not had 

any visitors, and you have been in here a year and a half, and nobody has come to see you.  

Where is your family?’ And I went, ‘they don’t want me’, and they were like, ‘we want you to 

know that you are not worthless’.  So, they started taking me out, and I was allowed out with 

them, then that little bit of freedom turned into ‘well you can go out by yourself’, and then first 

chance I got I took off, bolted.    I still to this day do not know why I bolted, I think it was just 

that I was so used to running away that once I saw my chance, I took it.   Just ran away”. 

 

“I think when I ran away from them, it was because I had never had that trust and stuff before.   

They would say, ‘You know, we trust you to come back’. And I would think.  ‘No, you don’t!   

Nobody has ever trusted me before; I am not coming back’.    Then I think I was on the run 

for about three months, went and got some more tattoos, trying to hide, tried to disguise myself 

a bit more thinking the police were a bit stupid and wouldn’t look for new tattoos.  Went to 

Queensland and then to Victoria, hitchhiking everywhere.  By myself to, mind you, all at the 

age of thirteen.   And I had some nasty experiences too. I got raped by a couple of truck 

drivers, and you never reported it then because no one believed you anyway and you were just 

a runaway, why are they going to believe you. You are a street kid; no one believes you 

regardless.  But I had some good experiences too.  I remember being picked up by, yet 

another truck driver, and once we got to Sydney he said.   ‘I am heading to my house, I have 

a daughter about your age, no way! No way can I let you go out on the streets.  Come daylight 

I will give you some money, put on a train to anywhere you want to go’, so he paid for my 

ticket to Brisbane.  I got to Brisbane, and after some time, I ended up working as a prostitute 

in Alexander Heads, I was fifteen when I started supporting myself like this.  Then I got 

arrested, and the police found out I had a warrant in South Australia, that I was a runaway and 

they put on a plane, with an escort, back to Adelaide.” 

 

“So, I am the last person on the plane, hostie would not let me off, and then two police officers 

came on board to pick me up, and one of them ended up being my Uncle.  His first worlds 

to me were ‘Heather, you know where you are going’, and I replied with ‘yeah, well you know’.   

 

  



 

Actually, my Uncle who was married to mum’s sister was quite nice, he always kept an eye 

out, and if I ran away, he would make sure people were aware and instructed them to keep an 

eye out for me and to let him know I was ok if they saw me. He would then let my family 

know I was alive and ok.  I was at about 17 years of age he said to me, ‘Heather, I have only 

just realised that your mother, your blood family, do not give a “Fuck” about you’.  He said, 

‘every time I bring your name up it is like their skin crawls, so I have just stopped raising your 

name, but for my own satisfaction I know you are ok’.”   

 

“In 1977 child safety took me home to my mother and I got abused.  There were all these 

court cases, and by the time I was fifteen, a magistrate told me I would amount to nothing and 

be dead in the gutter by the time I was eighteen and that they were going to remove my tattoos 

forcibly.  At which point I was arrested and taken into custody, I was taken to the Royal 

Adelaide Hospital, handcuffed to a hospital bed. They took me to surgery and removed my 

tattoos.  

 

The next day my mother walked in, and she noticed a couple of tattoos that the doctors were 

not aware of and demanded that the doctor take me back to the theatre and remove them.  

This doctor, that I happen to know and still remember to this day, is the only person I 

remember ever standing up to my mother, in public.  And he said to her, ‘there is the door, 

get the Fuck away from this child, or I will have security remove you. Have you not done 

enough damage to her already? And he had her removed, he had her removed the next day, 

and the day after and he said to me, ‘if you do not want her here, I will have a security guard 

place at your door all the time, and she will never come in and abuse you again’.   

 

And I looked at him, and I asked, ‘why are you doing this?’  He said, ‘I cannot imagine what 

is going through your head, right now’, and I said, ‘well I hate you all’, and he said, ‘I do not 

blame you’.  Six months later I was back in court with new tattoos and I looked at this 

magistrate and said, ‘you can keep cutting them off and I will keep getting new ones’, I said, 

‘she hates my guts’, and the doctor came to court and testified, ‘I had her removed from the 

hospital on numerous occasions because of the abuse she threw at this child. And this is a 

child’. This magistrate put his head down, and said ‘Ok, we are not doing this anymore’”.  

 

 

  



 

“Then at seventeen, I found out I was pregnant, so I decided to try and reconcile with my 

mother.  The father was a convicted rapist, did thirty plus years in an Adelaide prison. Yep, 

so I had his child, and she has a great relationship with her father, does not speak to me 

though.  I abandoned her, and two other children.  But I had abandonment issues myself, and 

I did not know.  By my parents not showing me love, I learnt not to show love.  And I really 

thought that having kids at a young age would fix that, but it did not.  It was very selfish of me, 

and it was not until I had my seventh child that I thought, now I can try to be a mum, and I 

still was not a very good mum.   It was about this age I met the love of my life, and everyone 

told me to stay away from him, but the more people told me to stay away the more I said to 

myself, ‘No Way!’.  And the more time I spent with him, the more I got to know him, not the 

persona he portrayed to the public, but the real person.  And we all had these personas.   I 

had one too.  Covered myself in tattoos, a chip on my shoulder, I had an attitude and a sailor’s 

mouth.  And when I went off it was like a Gatlin gun.  That was the persona I put on to be 

safe.   I wanted people to fear me.   

 

“Once I turned eighteen that was it, no system, it was just me.  I am very proud though because 

I never ended up in jail, even with all the bad shit that I did.  And believe me!   I came close.  

In my day, Heroin was the drug of choice.  And I chose it.   I wanted to be numb.   I did not 

want to feel anything.   If I felt something I hurt!   I had to deal with all the pain I was feeling.  

My mum, my dad, no one wanting me.  I did not want to face reality.   I carried all that rejection 

through most of my life, and you do not want to face reality.  Why face reality, the truth hurts!  

It makes you cry, it makes you sad, you are alone, you have no family, you have got no friends, 

and those that you think are your friends are not really your friends. Because when your down 

and out, and really in trouble, where are they then, they are not there”. 

 

“I was still breaking the law into my thirties.   I was a heroin addict after my son died.  My life 

was a mess.  I was living in chaos.   And I was not a good parent, I have owned that.  But my 

children have forgiven me for that.    Then something clicked inside my head, that this life 

was not ok.  One morning I woke up and went, I am getting myself clean I am leaving this 

bullshit behind me, and I am going to settle down.    

 

 

  



 

I think you reach a point in your life and you know in yourself if you do not do something 

now, that is it, you are dead.  I moved to Cairns, and I think roughly two years after this, about 

twelve years ago, my daughter and I moved to Mareeba. Ironically it was one of my children 

that forged the path that I am now on, she settled into her life with more stability, and I saw 

this and thought I am going to do the same thing”.   

 

“Mareeba is now my home, I have roots here, I have so many friends, and I feel like I am a 

part of the community.      AND!   I feel like I am actually wanted.   I absolutely feel like I am 

part of the community.   I am proud of what I have achieved, especially in the past two years.   

I have gone from having nowhere to live, and be staying with friends, ‘Couch Surfing’.  Yet, I 

managed to get a job even though I was couch surfing, I had an income.  This allowed me to 

get financially stable, I bought myself a car and with the help of Brett, Housing Support Officer 

for Mareeba Community Housing, have now found a unit and secure a new job, and I have 

found a new lease on life”.   

 

“Today, I have contact with two of my children every day, and I am really close to my 

grandchildren, two of whom lived with me for a very long time.  I love my grandchildren, and 

I think something inside me clicked when I became a grandparent.  These were my children’s 

children.”   “The light at the end of the tunnel finally came, and it was not the freight train they 

said it would be. If you find yourself going through homelessness, do not be ashamed to ask 

for help.  It is there, just ask.”   

 

JUST ASK!   

 

  



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Today Heather (Above) is working full time in your local Kuranda Foodworks store.  

She is enjoying her work and is again loving life.  

  

  



 

Conclusion 
 

Since I commenced working in this sector, I have been asked do you ever wonder if you are 

making a difference, and I keep remembering a story I was once told.   

 

“There was an old man who used to go to the oceanside to inspire his writing.  He had a habit 

of walking on the beach every morning before he began his work.  Early one morning, he was 

walking along the shore after a big storm had passed and found the vast beach littered with 

starfish as far as the eye could see, stretching in both directions.  

 

Off in the distance, the old man noticed a small boy approaching.  As the boy walked, he 

paused every so often and as he grew closer, the man could see that he was occasionally 

bending down to pick up an object and throw it into the sea.  The boy came closer still and 

the man called out, “Good morning! May I asked what it is you are doing?”  

 

The young boy paused, looked up, and replied “Throwing starfish into the ocean. The tide 

has washed them up onto the beach and they cannot return to the sea by themselves. When 

the sun gets high, they will die, unless I throw them back into the water.” 

 

The old man replied, “But there must be tens of thousands of starfish on this beach.  I’m 

afraid you won’t really be able to make much of a difference.” 

 

The boy bent down, picked up yet another starfish and threw it as far as he could into the 

ocean.  Then he turned, smiled, and said, “It made a difference to that one!”  

 

Albert Einstein once wrote, “The world is a dangerous place, not because of those who do 

evil, but because of those who look on and do nothing”.   Positive change only comes about 

when WE decide to create it.   We are all very busy with life and you are most likely thinking, 

‘being that positive change in someone else’s life will just ensure I am even busier’, which is 

most likely true.  However, the next time you find yourself thinking this way, try to remember 

the little boy, on a beach covered in starfish, you may not be able to change the entire world, 

but you could change someone else’s entire world.   You could be the one that makes a world 

of difference.  

 



Mareeba Community Housing Company 
 

Mareeba Community Housing Company is a not-for-profit Company providing social and 

affordable housing and housing support services to the community. The company was 

established in 1997 under the Association Incorporations Act and in 2013 transitioned to 

Company limited by guarantee to develop and progress growth opportunities.  

 

The company is registered under the National Regulatory System as Tier 3 provider, 

registered with the Australian Securities and Investment Commission, endorsed by the 

Australian Charities and Not-for-profits Commission and is a Deductible Gift Recipient.  

 

Housing and housing support services provided to the Mareeba and Tablelands community 

provide access to social and affordable housing, tenancy support to sustain tenancies and 

pathways to housing as Specialist Homelessness Service.  

 

In 2016 we launched social enterprise Affordable Real Estate business to increase affordable 

housing stock independent of Government Funding while still providing a return on 

investment for property owners. 

 

We pride ourselves on building professional partnerships with property owners, real estate 

agents, Queensland State and local government, community agencies and supporting local 

business. Our services are based upon the principles of: 

1. Commitment to Quality Service 

2. Accountability 

3. Fair and Equal Access 

4. Courtesy and Respect 

5. Confidentiality 
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