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They’re back!

SPECIAL EDITION

Jackie and Joseph are back from rehab, drug-free, married, and with a drug-free baby named Steven. But you already knew that. 

We wanted to give you their story, as written by Nanci in this Special Edition, written as Nanci watched it unfold. 

They have read it, and there isn’t anything about it they would change – Including using their real names. Jackie’s only comment was “It made me laugh, and it made me cry. Don’t change anything.”

So settle back and enjoy the story of...

JACKIE & JOSEPH 

By Nanci Stevens

     Down “Crack Alley” in one of the seediest parts of Puerto Viejo, Jacqueline’s mother, user and maker of crack, carries out her ruined existence. The broken down shack is strangely quiet during the daytime, now. All of the minor children had been taken by child welfare and had been placed in foster care facilities and orphanages. Jackie was no longer a minor. When she wasn’t at home, she was living under a plastic bag on the beach with Joseph. 

     In the earlier years of Puerto Viejo, the tiny town used to be called Old Harbor. There was prosperity and hope among the black immigrants who settled all along the Caribbean Shores. Jackie’s family made a name for themselves with a prosperous coconut business.

   As drugs were introduced into the area, Jackie’s family succumbed to the lure of its deadly attractions and the coconut business was exchanged for quick cash, a quick fix and the turn of a quick trick. 

     When we met Jackie, she was twenty-three and starving. By the time she was only twelve, she’d already had a child with a runaway boyfriend, and then had had another two or three more by her stepfather. Two of her four were also living at the make shift orphanage in town with the rest of the minor children in her family. Her stepfather had finally been corralled, and was serving 43 years hard time. Jackie had been kicked out of the house for having ‘finked on daddy’.

     From out of the foulest of swamps come the most beautiful of lilies. Inside this wreaked and wracked body of abuse and disregard are still seeds of the God child she’s meant to be.

God reached in his hand and deposited into her life a man named Joseph; gentle, tall, skinny, religious, complicated and also hooked on crack. The dread-locked ‘Lancelot’ showed up just in time to prod the police from their lethargy and get her stepfather thrown in jail.

     As we know, the blind do not well lead the blind. Our night in shining armor, having his own set of dramas, barely kept his own head above water.

     They first came to us filthy, broken, dangerously starved and terribly hooked. The Bridge soup kitchen became the place they could come and experience acceptance. In town they were just two more of the lost ones; two more to avoid; two more to label ‘unclean’. As yoyo’s do and addicts, they’d go from strong and hopeful to broken and damned and back again and again

     And he asked of Jesus. “Master how often must I forgive this man? Seven times?” and the master replied, “No, seventy times seven.” We saw only the purity beneath the tortured face of this young child. “Jackie, “ I would tell her, “I only see God when I see you. There is a place in you that has never been violated or abused. In my eyes you are whole, perfect and complete.” They both gobbled up books from the Spiritual section of our library, and bedded down at night in the tall grasses with their own true favorites. There’s always hope. 

     “How can you keep letting them in after you do so much and still they slide. You’re enabling them, “ doomsayers would volunteer. But I have been asked to ‘feed the poor, love my brother, and turn the other cheek.’ Never did I hear, ‘Except in cases of. . . ‘ Whether down and out or hopeful and strong, The Bridge serves hugs and unconditional acceptance along with soup. 

     After a particularly bad backslide, Jackie’s body began to give up and for the second time in a year, she needed six pints of blood to keep her alive. It was a few weeks before they showed their faces at The Bridge. They silently entered and quietly sat down out of sight at a table behind the trees. They were stone cold sober and terribly sad. She had just lost his baby, the only one created from love. It appeared they had finally discovered bottom. Silently I slipped in behind her and wrapped my arms around her. “ Jackie,” I said again, “There is a place in you that has never been touched, has never been hurt, is pure as the day God gave you life. You are the daughter of God, beloved and loved. I see only the Christ in you. Let yourself find that place “

      The Bridge is gifted with wonderful things from all over the world. Just that morning we had received a nice donation of crayons and coloring books. Barry had said he wanted ‘to talk to those two’, so I asked Joseph and Jackie to come in and I sat three of the new books and a box of crayons down in front of her thinking she might be more comfortable if she had something to do with her hands. After rejecting two of them, she leafed through the third and settled on a puzzle that matched letters to numbers to create a phrase. Bear sat down with the two of them and lovingly began his fatherly, “you just gotta get off drugs” talk’.     

     Not much time went by when Jackie’s eyes got wide, and with a loud squeak of surprise, lifted up the page she’d been working on. The half finished puzzle read, “SAY NO TO DRUGS”.  Barry quietly got up saying, “Jackie, you’ve just heard the voice of God, I can’t add a thing to that. And he went back into the house. And what was written on the second half of the puzzle? “MAKE THE RIGHT CHOICE.”

     Our lives at The Bridge are very often magical and wonderful. But when it hit me what the Universe had to have gone through in order for this phenomenon  to occur on our front porch at this exact time, I began to wonder at the magnitude of the hidden support system that is ever ready to come to our assistance. God had indeed parted the Red Sea – again. 

      Within two weeks, our now even more determined young couple had taken the leap. Early one morning we hugged them good by, and off they went to start thirteen months of voluntary separation and lock-up. As the bus pulled away, we were filled with tears, prayers and hope that this time spent away would be everything that they would need.

     Fifteen months later: Joseph and Jackie are again on the streets of Puerto. This time, living and working with the people of the town. The differences are striking. They are legally married and the two are now three.  They have with them the proof of a crack free life. A delightful happy little baby they somehow had the opportunity to conceive. And an all consuming zeal and passion to bring their new found faith in God and themselves to the still troubled addicts of their own town. Jackie can now apply to get some of her other children and minor sisters back from the orphanages. Successful and fat with food and happiness, they are determined to bring their experiences, their new-found wisdom, and a new crack free love child to share and be a strong proponent for good.  Hallelujah!
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IF YOU HAVE TROUBLE SEEING THE PICTURES

...go to www.elpuente-thebridge.org/weekly and download the file with the date of this issue.

Go to The Bridge Website by CLICKING HERE 

Go to The Bridge Online Store by CLICKING HERE
Download a Powerpoint presentation by CLICKING HERE
Download brochures in Spanish or English by CLICKING HERE
Go to the newsletter archive by CLICKING HERE
See some Video clips showing activities at The Bridge by CLICKING HERE 
CONTACT INFORMATION

Barry’s email:  barrystevens@earthlink.net
Nanci’s email: nanci.stevens@gmail.com
Our toll-free number from the US is 1-866-462-7585













