






IN FRONT OF
OUR FACES

Story by Sephora Dorvilus



Roberto was a Dominican homeless man that met my father at the
soup kitchen down here in Norwich. He struggled with an alcohol

addiction and lived in our garage. When I first met Roberto in eighth
grade I never had a second thought that a random man was living in

our garage. However the more I dwell on those thoughts, I soon
came to a realization that the problem of homelessness and lack of

affordable housing was right in front of us. 



My father owns a property maintenance business called All Nation, a business that
reflects that no matter where you are from or what you look like, everyone deserves

help. My father displayed this message of his business by not only taking Roberto
under his care, but giving him a job to work for him. Even though he was technically

employed it did not mean it was easy for Roberto to find a home. It is unfortunate to
say that the rising prices of homes makes it even harder for many individuals like

Roberto to find places to sleep. Roberto was a more fortunate man than most, as he
was able to have a place to rest his head at night, a family that bought him hygiene

supplies and essentials, and had food cooked for him everyday.



 Roberto soon left our garage due to him being able to rekindle a connection with his
family. Roberto's story is a reminder of the many homeless individuals who are

presently experiencing the same thing Roberto went through before he met my father;
with many of these individuals being acknowledged by a few. The lack of affordable

housing affects more people than you think, this problem is right in front of our faces
and a problem that we need to acknowledge.



Dear Sir or Madam, 
My name is Jessica Andino, and I am writing to formally express my deep dissatisfaction 
with the process and experience I encountered while seeking housing assistance for my 
family, particularly my disabled son. 
To provide context, my family and I relocated from New York City in 2016 in hopes of 
building a better life for our children. In 2020, I became a widow when my husband passed 
away at home, leaving me to care for our four young children, who were then ages 2, 4, 7, 
and 8. Two years later, my youngest son, Prince, was diagnosed with Duchenne muscular 
dystrophy (DMD), a severe condition that progressively weakens the muscles. As his 
condition advanced, he lost the ability to walk and now requires significant physical 
assistance, as he will soon depend on a wheelchair. 
For years, I carried my son up and down the stairs of our apartment, even as he grew 
heavier and his mobility declined. After he began crawling due to loss of strength, I sought 
housing assistance, as our living situation was no longer safe or appropriate for his needs. 
Throughout the application process, I was repeatedly asked to provide documentation, all 
of which I submitted promptly. Despite my cooperation, my initial application was denied. I 
then sought assistance from staff at Moriarty School, where Ms. Cindy was incredibly 
supportive and guided me through the process. With her help, I reapplied, again submitting 
every requested document—including, unnecessarily, my late husband’s death certificate, 
even though he was not listed on my application. 
After nearly a year and a half of effort, I was informed that there were no wheelchair-
accessible housing options available. This meant that for an additional year, I continued 
carrying my now 130-pound son up the stairs daily so he could access basic necessities 
such as the bathroom and shower. 
Ultimately, I was denied a second time. When I received the final decision, the interaction 
was disheartening. The representative who contacted me was dismissive and 
unempathetic, simply stating that my family could not be accommodated. This experience 
was not only frustrating but deeply hurtful, especially given my son’s medical condition and 
the urgency of our situation. 
I would like to express my sincere gratitude to Moriarty School and Ms. Cindy, who 
supported me every step of the way. Their compassion and dedication made a significant 
difference during an incredibly difficult time. 
Unfortunately, due to these circumstances, my family was forced to relocate to another 
town, disrupting my son’s access to a school and medical team that understood and 
supported his rare condition. 
I respectfully urge your organization to reconsider how situations like mine are handled in 
the future. If housing accommodations are unavailable, applicants should be informed 
earlier in the process and, where possible, provided with alternative resources or guidance. 



Families caring for individuals with disabilities should not have to endure prolonged 
hardship only to be denied without meaningful support or direction. 
Thank you for your time and attention to this matter. I sincerely hope that improvements 
can be made to better support families in need. 
Sincerely, Jessica Andino 
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