Good morning Chair Brinkman, Vice Chair Henne, Ranking Member Boccieri, and other committee members:

My name is John Cindric, I’m 47 years old and live at 6241 West Ridgewood Dr. in Parma, Ohio.  This chapter in my life occurred August 29, 2014.  The reason I know this date is simply because my sister has kept of record of my treatment that day afforded her from Fairview General Hospital. 

My whole purpose here is to support the passage of HB440, because if something like this was in place back in 2014, this would never have happened, but it did. .Importantly, my story illustrates how social stigmas combined with public insurance can impact access to health care – in fact, access to “human” care.  You see, I was homeless.  And in case anyone is wondering, I’ve never had issues with either drugs or alcohol.

This started when I was a resident at 2100 Lakeside Avenue in Cleveland, a well known homeless shelter for men.  I was on the bed of a top bunk when I somehow fell off hitting a hard floor.  Suddenly, I couldn’t even help myself up.  I couldn’t walk.  They called 911, an ambulance arrived and I was taken to nearby St. Vincent Charity Hospital.

Immediately, upon my arrival, while they asked for ID and insurance cards, the first thing they recognized was where I resided, meaning I was homeless.  And that’s all that mattered.  They had no interest in whether or not I had Medicaid.  They only assumed, correctly, that I didn’t have private insurance.  So instead of any hospital gown or like protocol, I was quickly ushered into an x-ray, clothing and all.  They took an x-ray plate, stuck it under my butt, and took a picture. 

Their quick diagnosis was that I had a bruised hip.  They then gave me 800 mg of ibuprofen before proceeding to put me into a wheelchair, taking me out to east 22nd Street and dumping me onto the concrete sidewalk, face down where I laid for about an hour, unable to move.  This was about 2 o’clock in the morning.

A security officer from the hospital found me, asked me why I was lying there to which I responded that I couldn’t move.  He told me I had to move because as I was on the sidewalk, I was also on a corner, and he said soon there would be traffic, and I could be hit by a car.  He helped me to the point where I could reach into my pocket for my “Obama” phone and I called 911.  When the ambulance arrived, I asked if I could be taken to either Lutheran or Fairview Park hospitals, but the driver replied that since I was right by St. Vincent Charity Hospital, he’d take me there.  I pleaded saying they would just treat me the same, but he was certain that he could convince them to do better.  The driver specifically said, “I’ll take care of you.”

As soon as I was wheeled back in, the same lady at the front desk stood up and asked, “Why is he back here?”  The ambulance driver replied that since I couldn’t walk, I obviously needed help.  After a few words, he was certain they would treat me right.  

An intern of some kind then wheeled me into a waiting room.  Five minutes later, he returned to tell me that I would have to leave – that they’d done all they could for me.  When I protested that I couldn’t walk, asking at least for crutches, he told me that I was lying, that I could walk, only that I didn’t want to.  I was then taken by wheelchair to a bus stop in front of the hospital and transferred to a seat in the bus stop.  It was now 3:30 am and while I tried calling my sister, as it was the middle of the night, I didn’t reach her until 8:30 am.  

My sister, who works for the Cleveland Clinic, came and, with the help of two men picking me up and placing me in her car, decided to take me to Fairview General Hospital, a Cleveland Clinic facility, where they immediately put me into a hospital gown.  The attending physician could see that I was in pain and immediately gave me a shot of Demerol before taking an x-ray.  Not satisfied with that, figuring that something more was wrong, he followed with an MRI.  He returned with evidence that I had a 7 inch fracture in my pelvis.  

So a liar I was not!  And I really believe that had I not been homeless and, instead, had private insurance, that I would have been treated very, very differently at St. Vincent Charity Hospital.  In fact, I might even have been treated like a human being.

So thank you for this opportunity to share my story about how a lack of money impacted the way I was denied access to health care here in Ohio.  And as mentioned earlier, I’m no longer homeless, and I do now have a job.

Respectfully submitted,

John Cindric

