
M
y name is Chippetria. I am 18 years
old and was born in Miami. I have two
brothers, two sisters and a mother
with a drug problem. And no dad.

Before I was 10, I had been sexually abused twice
by visitors to our house. Neither instance was ever
reported.

In June of last year, I graduated from a local high
school with honors. I almost made valedictorian,
but not quite. I must have attended five or six 
different elementary schools. Likewise, I was no
stranger to the homeless syndrome.  Through these
growing-up years, there were many meals at
Camillus House, Mother Teresa’s and others whose
names I cannot remember.

I have heard that every-
one thinks they could write
a book about their upbring-
ing and I am no exception.
Mine would include tales of
more than my share of cor-
poral punishment, constant
ridicule and harsh criticism. 
I guess I probably deserved 
a lot of it, but not all the time.

There were plenty of nega-
tive feelings swirling around
inside me, but the paradox is
that I desperately wanted my
mother to attend my high
school graduation. When she
refused, I lost it. I went through
the graduation ceremony, but
five days later, after partying and
roaming the streets nonstop, 
I found myself at the CPHI 
center in Homestead.

There is no doubt in my mind
that CPHI is just what it says it is:

a way for homeless people to get back
on their feet with strict rules and 
regulations. It is also a place of love,
care, support and encouragement.

I imagine it must be something like
the military. There is a dormitory for
women and another for men. All have
bunk beds. A bell rings everyday at 
5 a.m. The period from 5 a.m. to 8 a.m.
is for breakfast, cleanup, chores of every
kind and getting the children, if any, off
to school. The dormitories close from 8 a.m.
to 4 p.m. and no one is admitted without a special
pass. Hence, there is no malingering. There are

many other daily activities but
I am running out of space.

My life has been turned
around and, while I am a 
little afraid of the word
“happy,” I can say that I have
found at CPHI in this very
short time a peace of mind 
I never experienced before.

I am excited (and scared)
beyond belief right now
because I have been admit-
ted as a first-year student
to Penn State University
on a full scholarship. I
hope to study journalism
or law, maybe both.

To CPHI and all of
those who made, and
continue to make, all this
possible, I can only say
as loud as I can:   
THANK YOU!!
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Success Story: Center Resident
Heads to Penn State

Donald James, Assistant Fire Chief, and 
Alvah Chapman join residents to celebrate 

the holidays. (See backcover.)
Story compiled by Earl Barber.


