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THE PROBLEM OF OUR TIME IS THAT PEOPLE DO NOT WANT COMMUNITY

INTERVIEW WITH JEAN VANIER

CELEBRATING
50 YEARS OF COMPASSION

CHRISTIAN COMMUNITIES SHOULD BE FOUNTAINS

The following interview was con-
ducted in Trosly-Breuil, France, by 
Catholic Agitator editor, Jeff Diet-
rich, and Marymount Institute Press 
publisher, Dr. Theresia de Vroom. 
   The month of April marks the 50th 
anniversary of the L’Arche Inter-
national community.  We proudly 
dedicate this issue of the Catholic 
Agitator to Jean Vanier and the entire 
compassionate L’Arche community.     

Agitator: How has your idea of 
community changed over time?     
Vanier: There have been a number 
of changes here. I would say, to 
begin with, we were a community 
very fixed to the Catholic Church. 
We now have moved into being inter-
religious—ecumenical. 
   What is clear to this community 
is that we are here so that people 
with disabilities can grow. They 
need to grow humanly, and spiritu-
ally. So there has been a slight shift 
in the sense that what has become 
all-important—I do not say more 
important, but all-important—is 
the place of people with disabilities, 
specifically the weakest.  We are 
here so that they may discover they 
are loved. It is not to do things, but 
to be with them. So, the whole thing 
here is a polity of relationships; they 
must discover that they are precious.  
It is not doing for, but rather relating 
with.  
     People come with their faith, 
and hopefully their faith will give 
them the vision about how to 
love. It is not that easy to love. St. 
Paul says to love is to be patient, 
to believe all, to hope all, and to 
excuse all.   So, I would say that 
L’Arche…little by little, we have 
become conscious that it is a school 
of love—a school of love through 
relationships. And a relationship is a 
relationship of friendship—becom-
ing friends with other people; as we 
become friends with people, they, 
and the assistants, are transformed.                                                  
Agitator: How is community imp-
ortant to our humanity?                                
Vanier: I believe the greatest evil 
of our time is individualism. And 
with individualism comes quickly 
competition to prove that I am better 
than you. So, individualism leads to 
all forms of exclusion. Whereas, to 
live together, which is community, 
you touch all your brokenness. 
   When you are in the world of 
individualism, all you want to do is 
prove that you are better than the 
neighbor. Whereas community is 
learning to love. It is a painful opera-
tion because we quickly discover we  
do not know how to love.  Sure, we              
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love those who love us, but to love 
our enemies, to love people we do 
not want to be close with, that is 
tough going. It is a whole road of 
transformation.  
   I personally believe that if we can-
not discover community, there can 
be no real spiritual growth. If people 
are not together. I mean, the whole 
thing with Jesus: “They will know 
you are my disciples by the love you 
have one for another.” So, commu-
nity is a place where we reveal some-
thing. On the opposite, individualism 
is how we are revealing “I want to 
be at the center of the universe.” So, 
community is vital. Yet the problem 
of our time is that people do not want 
community. 
Agitator: What is the relationship 
of community to woundedness?        
Vanier: When we are wounded, we 
can float into loneliness. But, wound-
edness is also the place where we cry 
out for friendship. So, basically, to 
live in community is...we need each 
other. We need each other to grow 
more humanly, we need each other 
to grow spiritually, we need each 
other to live the mission, whatever 
that mission may be, but we do need 
each other. 
   We need each other because of 
our weaknesses. It all begins when 
we were little children. We needed 
mummy. We needed mummy and 
daddy. We needed brothers and sis-
ters. We needed a place of security. 
So, community is a place of security. 
But, it can also become a prison. 
Closed sectarian groups, and so on. 
So, community implies that we are 
learning to love each other, but never 
excluding those outside. It is an 
openness. Whereas sectarian groups 
become prisons, I believe Christian 
communities should be fountains, 
never prisons.                                  
Agitator: How do you work 
toward unity in your community?                       
Vanier: Our strength, and our weak-
ness, is the weakness of our people.                                        
Agitator: Weaknesses of handi-
capped people? 
Vanier: Yes. Now, if some person 
here does not relate well to the weak-
est among us, you are out. We do not 
need you. So, unity comes from a 
desire to give life and betterment—
call it whatever we want—to the 
weakest here. So, everything is 
organized around that. Workshops, 
everything. To help those who are 
the weakest find fulfillment. It could 
be spiritual fulfillment, it could be 
human fulfillment, but they need 
fulfillment.                             

Continued on page 2
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   So, all the assistants here learn to 
love and be attentive to the weak. If 
they are not attentive to the weak, 
then this is not their place. This helps 
create unity. We are also helped by 
spirituality and the gospels. More-
over, good psychiatrists also help us. 
Very good women and men who help 
us to always remain centered on the 
weakest.                        
Agitator: These would be profes-
sional psychiatrists?                                 
Vanier: Yes. 
Agitator:  Would they live in the
communiy?                                   
Vanier:  No. We would prefer they 
not live in the community. Rather, 
we would prefer they live outside 
the community and come to visit; 
because if they lived in community 
they could lose a certain objectivity.      
Agitator: Yes indeed.                               
Vanier: We have always had a very 
good psychiatric tradition. But, we 
believe it best that they live outside. 
Though at times they will eat with us 
to get a better understanding. 
Agitator: Talk about how L’arche 
is a different from an institution that 
cares for mentally handicap people. 
Vanier: I would say what we want to 
be is a community.  A good institu-
tion puts the accent on professional-
ism and working together. We desire, 
in L’arche, to be more than that, 
where each person has a real love for 
one another.  Whereas, with profes-
sionalism, they do not enter into a 
personal relationship with people 
with disabilities. Here, we desire to 
enter into personal relationships.  
   Now, people can criticize that and 
say, “Because you’re entering into 
affectivity, you lose sight of being 
professional.” We say yes and no in 
the sense that you have to always be 
careful of people wanting to have a 
fusional relationship with a handicap 
person. Handicapped people are in 
need of love, and it can awaken in 
assistants a desire to be loved. So, it 
can create a fusion...whereas here, 
the importance is the community. 
It is not just the one-to-one, it is a 
community. 
   In one instance there was an 
assistant here who wanted to be 
closer to someone who was severely 
handicapped, who always wanted 
to give...feed them and so on. We 
saw there was danger and asked that 
person to leave. Again, the important 
thing is community. To prevent any 
of this need from assistants to have a 
unique relationship with people with 
disabilities. We are a community. So 
we must work together for the good 
of each one.                     
Agitator: It is not good for some-
body to think of themselves as 
developing this intense relationship 
with one or two people.
Vanier: That could be a real danger, 
because you find young people in 
need of love. But, that means that 
we have to be continually attentive 
to that. So we have good profession-
als. We have psychologists as well. 
They can pick up very quickly when 
there is this...I now think there is 
this whole tradition here which...
we would pick up very quickly 
when the assistants are seeking too 
much of their own affective needs.                                             
Agitator: You have talked a little  
bit about growth. Please tell us why 
it is so essential to this community 
project.                   
Vanier: People with disabilities 
sometimes come here after years of 
humiliation. When people have been 
humiliated they believe they are not 
good. So there is a whole period 
where we must help them discover— 
“You are more beautiful than you 
dare believe.” Many of them have
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spent long years – like Patrick, who 
was sitting in front of you—he spent 
20 years in a psychotic children’s 
institution, cut off from his family. 
And so, there is a whole period when 
they will discover they are important, 
that they will be listened to. 
   Too many people with disabilities 
are not really listened to; they are 
not seen as important. We live in a 
society where quickly it could be 
seen that they could be aborted and 
that sort of stuff.  So, there has to be 
a whole growth in confidence in self. 
And that takes time. 

   For the assistants, too, they can 
come here wanting to do things. Yet 
they have to discover that what is 
important is relationships—and to 
relate is to become humble. It means 
listening. It means being open to the 
other. Moreover, as I said, to love, in 
the words of St. Paul, it’s patience, 
it’s service, and it’s to believe with 
all hope, and that takes time.                     
   I once asked our psychiatrist, “For 
you, what is the sign of maturity?” 
He answered, without waiting, “It 
is tenderness.” So, tenderness is 
the way we listen to someone, the 
way we touch someone. Obviously, 
here, our people have not developed 
their minds because of their mental 
handicaps. So there is much more 
communication through the body. 
Through touch, through holding. 
And for many here...we have to bathe 
them. Hence, the body is much more 
important than the mind. Because 
many of them cannot speak. We 
have two homes here where all the 
people in those homes neither speak 
nor walk and so on. So they are very 
fragile people. But everything is 
transmitted through the body.     
   So, to touch people with respect, 
touch them tenderly, reveals to them 
that they are important. Our psy-
chiatrist often states that tenderness 
is the opposite of violence. The op-
posite of violence is not nonviolence, 
but rather it is tenderness. A way of 
touching people, a way of listening 
to people without correcting or con-
tradicting them. To listen tenderly, to 
be with tenderly...in a way, children 
teach us tenderness. To be with 
children you have to be tender. If you 
are hard much of time...tenderness is 
a revelation. And it is also security. 
When a mother is holding her child 
tenderly,                                                                                            

that is revelation: It says you are 
important. Yet it is also security. So 
tenderness is to show we have mu-
tual trust. You do not have to protect 
yourself.  If you are in a world where 
tenderness is important, then you 
can break down your own barriers 
of protection. So, it becomes a place 
of protection and revelation through 
tenderness.
Agitator: I think of people who live 
in an institution, and the only people 
that they would see, or have any 
kind of relationship with, would be 
disabled or mentally handicapped.   

They would not have any of those 
relationships.
Vanier: Well, if the staff is a good 
staff, and wants to try, things can 
happen. But, the advantage here 
is that we are small, maybe only 
seven to nine in a home, and the 
people, the assistants...there’s a 
gentle atmosphere. And of course 
what is the most important here 
is to celebrate. Each Wednesday 
night is always a celebration. We 
celebrate  birthdays or other things. 
Everything is a place of celebration. 
Like this coming Saturday, we will 
be celebrating all who have been 10 
years, 20 years, 30 years, or 40 years 
in L’arche.  So there will be a big 
celebration. Whether they are people 
with disabilities or assistants, we 
have many occasions of celebration.                                          
Agitator: Could you talk about the 
importance of prayer in community?     
Vanier: Yes. We have to, little by 
little, discover that prayer is rela-
tionship. It is relating to Jesus. This 
relation to Jesus also is a relationship 
to the weak. So, we would want to 
quickly distinguish prayer as being 
there, and doing so together. Now, 
this having been said, many of the 
assistants who come here today are 
not people of faith. They are like 
most young people. And in France, 
the high majority of young people 
have no faith. So, we would take ev-
ery...sorry, certain evenings, to have 
prayer together. At least we would 
say Grace before meals together. But, 
assistants today are further away 
from prayer than they were 30 years 
ago. So, we have to accentuate more 
on the tenderness of relationship 
than on prayer as being verbalization 
and so on. 
   It can take time for assistants to  
discover what prayer is. And for some                         

of them, to discover what interior-
ization is. I see some young people 
who come here who need noise, 
like many young people today.                            
Agitator: They seem to always have 
earbuds in. 
Vanier: Yes, earbuds and so forth. 
For some assistants, it can take time. 
For some people with disabilities, 
also.  But, on the whole, people with 
disabilities are attracted to Jesus be-
cause Jesus is relationship. And here, 
you would very rarely hear a person 
with disabilities talk about the Lord 
or Christ. They talk about Jesus, and 
they talk about Mary too. Because 
that is relationship. I would say 
people with disabilities are attracted 
to relationship. They are not attracted 
to good ideas. Whereas assistants, 
they gradually have to discover re-
lationship as being a value, and then 
they have to, little by little, discover 
other things, like interiority; they 
need time to be silent, then that could 
lead them to prayer.                              
Agitator: In your early years you 
were very much attracted to and part 
of the Catholic Church. The Eu-
charist was really important to you. 
What is that relationship today?  
Vanier: It is the same. We have the 
Eucharist every day in the chapel. I 
receive the Eucharist every day. The 
Eucharist is sacrifice and commu-
nion. Sacrifice of giving self, and it is 
communion. Many people with dis-
abilities also attend—at least every 
Sunday. The people with disabilities 
who are externs—they come to work 
in our workshops—it is much more 
difficult. They have lived under high 
family influence. 
    For myself, I would say the Eucha-
rist remains vital. There would not 
be a day that I would not receive the 
Eucharist or not be there.  Because 
it is a place of nourishment, of 
communion, essentially. To be in 
communion. But for me it is not the 
only place of prayer. We are very 
fortunate to have the Eucharist every 
day here. Whereas in other com-
munities they will have a priest, but 
he might come only once a month 
or once a week or once a fortnight; 
but the whole community would be 
there. So, the Eucharist certainly is 
important, though, technically, we 
are not Catholic communities. We 
are communities based on Christian 
principles. Yet we are greatly helped 
by bishops and priests and so on.  
Agitator: I was thinking that people 
with handicaps, their woundedness 
is rather blatant. I mean, it is so obvi-
ous. What is the importance of hav-
ing wounded people in community? 
Vanier: First of all, woundedness, 
weakness, attracts friendship. It is 
when somebody is strong, “I don’t 
need you.” But, the weakness, “I 
need help. I need friendship.” Weak-
ness is the ground in which seeds 
of love are born. The weakness of a 
little child, and the love of a child, 
the eyes of the child, the smile of the 
child, means that mummy’s there. 
If a little child walks in here, nearly 
everybody wants to touch the child...
so weakness is attractive. But weak-
ness also can be fearful. Like, if the 
child is autistic, they can be violent. 
We do not see the weakness, we see 
more the violence.
   When the people from the streets 
come in, you do not always see their 
weakness. The assistants, they do not 
always see their weakness. But, the 
assistants too are weak. They carry 
their fragilities, they carry...and I 
would say many of the assistants 
coming today come not because they 
are attracted to a Christian commu-
nity, but they are coming from places 
of loneliness and failure.

Continued on page 6



CATHOLIC AGITATOR / 3

           CELEBRATING 50 YEARS                                      OF COMPASSION

MOTHER   SORROWSOF

My daughter, Shannon, has stage two breast cancer. She is facing her fourth round with this unpredictable, 
vitriolic disease, having already survived cervical, uterine and ovarian cancer. When that seemingly 
endless ordeal is finally over, I have volunteered to be at her bedside after her double mastectomy.

OPEN LETTER     CHURCHTO
THE

By TONI FLYNN

Where is the way to the dwelling of 
light …? – Job 38:19
Life always waits for some crisis to 
occur before revealing itself at its 
most brilliant. – Paulo Coelho
                                                                                                                

My daughter, Shannon, has 
stage two breast cancer. 
She had the misfortune 
of inheriting her grand-

mother’s and her father’s BRACA 
2 genetic mutation. So now, Shan-
non is facing her fourth round with 
this unpredictable, vitriolic disease, 
having already survived cervical, 
uterine and ovarian cancer. I (along 
with her husband, Joe, and sister, 
Heather) serve as her transportation 
team, accompanying her while she 
braves four months of chemotherapy. 
When that seemingly endless ordeal 
is finally over, I have volunteered to 
be at her bedside after her double 
mastectomy, changing her bandages 
and hoping, praying for positive 
outcomes. 
   Meanwhile, my retirement from 
County Mental Health is a year 
away. That means that for twelve 
more months, I will be assisting men 
and women suffering from mental 
illness, drug addiction and alcohol-
ism as they leave jail and try to 
figure out how to reconstruct their 
shattered lives. For over 30 years, 
in one way or another, I have been 
walking with people like the ones I 
accompany now, as they languish on 
the streets or dance the bureaucratic 
boogey in and out of jails, social 
service centers, soup kitchens and 
shelters. I point the way and I walk 
by their side, again praying for posi-
tive outcomes.
   The problem is, I am weary. The 
people at the jail are too damaged – 
or maybe it is that I feel too ex-haust-
ed to hold wounded souls by the 
hand for much longer. My daughter 
is too young to die and I feel too old 
to even consider surviving that sort 
of unthinkable loss as a mother. It is 
a dark time for me right now. And I 
am scared. Even with glasses, I can 
barely see the light of day that Bruce 
Springsteen’s song assures us is just 
around the corner. Of course, life is 
not really an all about me affair, is 
it? I am embarrassed to admit that it 
has taken me decades to rid myself 
of the false perception that when I 
help others it is all about me being 
generous.
   Yes, like I said, I am weary. I am 
tired. And I am scared of the shadow 
of loneliness. In Act I of Samuel 
Beckett’s Waiting For Godot, Estra-
gon proclaims, “I can’t go on.” To 
which Vladimir replies, “That’s 
what you think.” How do I reach that 
place of surrender where I can more 
easily acknowledge that I am part of 
a larger community, part of the fam-
ily of humanity, one of God’s count-
less children? That indeed, it is not 
about me alone, it’s about us. It is not 
only about my struggle with exhaus-
tion, my fear of the dark. It is about 
recognizing the weariness and the 
fear of darkness in everyone around 
me. And, in the end, it is about all of 
us helping each other to go on even 
when we feel the fatigue of self-
defeat. It is about reaching out.
   Last Tuesday morning found me Continued on page 6

Four months before Pope 
Francis became pope, I, after 
serving as a Catholic priest 
for 40 years, was expelled 

from the priesthood because of my 
public support for the ordination of 
women.
   I am among the many in the Cath-
olic Church who have been inspired 
by Pope Francis’ humility, love, and 
compassion.
   Our beloved Pope has said, “I see 
the Church as a field hospital after 
a battle.  The Church must heal the 
wounds.”  Therefore, I respectfully 
ask that we tend to the many women 
and gay people in our Church who 
have been seriously wounded by 
Church teachings that demean and 
discriminate against them.  
   1) Women in the Church:  Our 
Church teaches that men and women 
are created equal.  Catholic priests 
say that the call to priesthood comes 
from God.  However, devout Catho-
lic women who believe God is call-
ing them to be priests are rejected 
because of their gender.  How can 
men say that their call from God is 
authentic, but God’s call to women 
is not?  Let’s face it.  The problem is 
not with God or women, but with an 
all-male clerical culture that views 
women as lesser than men.
   2) Gays in the Church:  In an-
swering a question about persons 
who are gay, Pope Frances said, 
“Who am I to judge?”  While we are 
grateful that the Pope does not judge

people for being gay, our Church 
certainly does.  The official teach-
ing of the Catholic Church states 
that homosexuals are “objectively 
disordered.”  For millions of gay 
people, this teaching instills shame 
and self-hatred.  It has contributed 
to gay people being expelled from 
their families, fired from their jobs, 
and even murdered.  The teaching 
also has contributed to suicides, 
especially among teenagers.  Let’s 
face it.  Being gay is not a problem 
with our all-loving God who created 
everyone of equal worth and dignity.  
The problem is with Church leaders 
who view homosexuals as lesser than 
heterosexuals.
  When there is injustice, silence is 
complicity.  As Catholics, let us stop 
making God our partner in dis-
criminating against women and gay 
people.  I ask that you contact Pope 
Francis and your local bishop and 
priests.  Request that our Catholic 
Church ordain women, accept LGBT 
(lesbian, gay, bisexual, and transgen-
der) people as equals, and recognize 
gay marriage.   
In solidarity,
   Fr. Roy Bourgeois and friends
   P.O. Box 3330 
   Columbus, GA 31903
   706-682-5369

For more information read My 
Journey from Silence to Solidarity, 
available at www.amazon.com and 
www.roybourgeoisjourney.org

reaching out at the local county 
courthouse. One of the women I visit 
at the jail was going to be sentenced. 
What never ceases to surprise me 
when I enter the courtroom is how 
much it resembles a city cathedral. 
The judge’s podium serves as the 
altar. He is the high priest of the day. 
On the wall behind the podium, the 
Great Seal of California hangs in 
lieu of a stained glass window. (In 
actuality, the courtroom is window-
less). And below the Seal, an Ameri-
can flag hangs much like a crucifix 
on a pageant pole. Twenty-two lights, 

patterned in a perfect circle on the 
ceiling, glow in the fluorescent fash-
ion of a fallen angel’s halo.
   We, the people, sit outside the rails, 
in neat rows, some distance from 
the judge. They, the charged and the 
guilty as charged, sit inside the rails, 
to the left of the judge, resembling 
penitent, voiceless choir members in 
handcuffs and ankle chains. Directly 
in front of the judge, sit the law-
yers—much like altar servers. Some 
always seem distracted and unpre-
pared while others I know to be 
sincere and dedicated, their ideals 

intact, their skills honed for the sake 
of those who are otherwise least 
represented. (To be fair, I also know 
a few judges who are as upright and 
compassionate as the tangled web of 
the criminal justice system allows.)
   When I first arrived on this par-
ticular Tuesday, the judge’s seat was 
still empty. Deputies were chatting 
with the court reporter. The public 
defender was in cautious conversa-
tion with the district attorney. Five 
minutes later, the judge walked 
through a door that opens closest 
to his podium. All rose to their feet 
as he entered. A hush fell over the 
entire space as he sat down and—
much in the manner of a demigod—
grabbed his gavel, tapped it and 
proclaimed court to be in session. 
   I took a moment to contemplate 
clothing. The judge was draped in a 
long, black robe, lawyers in expen-
sive grey suits, deputies in starched 
green uniforms, the court recorder 
donned a perfectly fitted navy blue 
silk dress while inmates wore orange 
crumpled cotton jumpsuits. Most of 
the rest of us—the congregation so 
to speak—were garbed in a variety 
of street clothes, guys in faded jeans 
and stained t-shirts, women in sheer 
blouses and skin tight leggings, a few 
of us in dresses or slacks and jackets. 
The clothes in the courtroom on both 
sides of the rail revealed a lot. To my 
mind, they exposed a modern day 
caste system. 
   The day progressed and the 
ceremonials did, oddly, resemble 
a Mass. The Word of the Law was 
proclaimed. Woe-to-you was the 
over-riding theme as one by one, 
the inmates were sentenced for their 
mostly drug-related, nonviolent 
mistakes. Ten days in jail with three 
years’ probation. Three years in jail 
with no probation. Six months in jail 
followed by a mandatory six months 
of residential rehabilitation. Once 
in a while, for some lucky man or 
woman, the judge and the attorneys 
distributed what passed for merciful 
justice. Others were shown very little 
mercy by the court and were forced 
to listen to sermons that stung like 
bullets. Everyone in the room knew 
that there would be no banquet at 
this Mass. It was strictly a sacrificial 
gig. 
   After a break, Jane, the woman I 
was working with, appeared before 
the judge. She stood up, thin, pale 
and powerless. The public defender 
called me to the rail and the judge al-
lowed me to speak on Jane’s behalf. 
“Your Honor, I have secured a bed 
for this young woman” I reported 
in my most professional voice, “at a 
sober house. And I have funding to 
cover the cost. I can pick her up in 
a county car and transport her there 
tomorrow if she is released.” The 
judge paused, scowling. A moment 
later it was clear to me that he was 
in a contrary mood and he sentenced 
Jane back to jail for thirty days. Jane 
just stood there, defeated in the dust 
of his decision, denied Communion 
at the altar. She and I both knew that 
the judge’s decree would result in her 
losing the reserved bed at the sober 
house. I recalled a quote by Robert-
son G. Ingerson: “Wait until the 
chains are broken, until dungeons 
are not regarded as temples … before 
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L’Arche community in Ipswich,. Suffolk, U.K.

Jeff Dietrich and Jean Vanier Farm house in Trosly-Breuil, France
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BUFFALO
LAUGHTER

“Every year the buffalo get 
together like a bunch of old 
actors.  
There are only enough of 
them left to make a movie.  
The head buffalo plans 
something...  
For a couple of hours the 
buffalo laughter is plentiful...”

By Richard Nester
Kelsay Books—88 pages—$16.

By JEFF DIETRICH

I was a little nervous as we 
pulled up in front of the L’Arche 
community in Trosly-Breuil, a 
tiny quaint village just an hour 

train ride from Paris.  But all of that 
vanished as Jean Vanier, the founder 
of L’Arche, came striding out of his 
stone cottage to greet me and my 
publisher Theresia de Vroom with 
warm embraces:  “Jeff, so happy to 
see you.  I just received my Agita-
tor today.”  Jean has been a fan of 
the Agitator for many decades and 
would send periodic messages of 
encouragement and appreciation, 
some of which I proudly display over 
my writing desk, so I was delighted 
to finally meet him.
   Vanier, whose 140 L’Arche com-
munities worldwide will celebrate 
their 50th anniversary this year, 
looks amazingly strong at 85: tall 
and handsome, with a thick head of 
white hair and a prominent French 
nose that denotes strong character.  
Though he is the humblest of men, 
he looks quite patrician.  And in fact 
he is; his father was a General in the 
Canadian army, served with distinc-
tion in World War I, and was Gover-
nor General of Canada.  He later had 
a career as a diplomat.
   When Vanier was a child, his 
father was the Canadian ambassador 
to France.  However, in 1939 the 
family was forced to flee just a few 
steps ahead of the advancing Nazi 
army, escaping on a British warship.  
At age 13, Vanier entered the Royal 
Naval Academy and retired as a na-
val officer at age 20. In 1945, Vanier 
returned to Paris where his father 
was again the Canadian Ambassa-
dor, and he and his mother worked 
with refugees from Nazi death 
camps.  That experience had a deep 
and lasting impact on him.  Eventu-
ally, he studied for his Ph.D. at the 
Institut Catholique de Paris, and 
became a professor of philosophy at 
St. Michael’s College at the Univer-
sity of Toronto. He has published 
over 20 books.
   After further salutary exchanges, 
we walked a few hundred yards to 
the communal dining hall where 
we were joined by six handicapped 
people and six “assistants,” the 
able-bodied, mostly young people 
who come to live in community with 
the handicapped.  Across the table 
Michel, who has lived at L’Arche for 
over forty-years, is in an animated 
conversation with my publisher, 
Theresia. She asked him where he 
was from. When he said, “Amiens” 
she said, “the town with the most 
beautiful cathedral in the world.”  
Michel was thrilled. In the same 
way that some Americans can recite 
the names and play records of every 
NFL football player, Michel could 
recite the name of every cathedral in 
France, and its major attributes.  At 
one point he gleefully jumped up and 
practically ran to his room, returning 
with an enormous coffee table book 
of French cathedrals.  Michel was in 
his glory, and as an aficionado of ca-
thedrals herself, Theresia was quite 
delighted.
   At the same time, directly across 
from me, Patrick was making signs 
in my direction that I did not quite 
understand.  Jean told me, “I think 
he wants to know if you have a ciga-

rette.”  Well, I do not typically have 
cigarettes, but I had wonderful memo-
ries of my youthful time in Paris 
40-years ago, sitting at a French side-
walk café drinking café au lait and 
smoking strong French cigarettes.  
I had given myself the indulgence 
of reliving that experience, so I did 
indeed have on my person a blue 
packet of Gauloises I later gave him, 
much to his delight, two cigarettes.  I 
would have given him the entire pack 
but was not sure if that was allowed.
     After a wonderful home-cooked 
vegetarian meal, Jean helped the 
community dry and put away the 
dishes.  We moved to the living room 
for coffee and casual conversation.  
After a brief time, Jean retired for 
his regular hour-and-a-half nap.  
Theresia and I were then taken on a 
tour of the local L’Arche facility.
   Composed of 140 communities 
and in over 40 countries world-wide, 
with administrative offices located in 
Paris, these humble farm houses at 
Trosly-Breuil are the actual birth-
place of the entire movement, a 
movement based on a singular com-
mitment to compassion and inclusion 
of society’s most marginalized, the 
profoundly mentally and physically 
handicapped.  In 1964, Jean, who 
had been searching for a vocation, 
was invited to Trosly-Breuil by 
his spiritual director, Fr. Thomas 
Philippe, a priest who was living 
with and caring for  mentally handi-
capped men whom he had liberated 
from the local mental hospital.
   When Vanier came, his charis-
matic personality was gradually able 
to gather young folks around him 
to assist with the work.  When Fr. 
Thomas was reassigned by his order, 
Vanier and his nascent community 
carried on the work and took for 
themselves the name L’Arche, the ark 
of compassion and inclusion.  The 
community was founded as a way to 
liberate the mentally and physically 
handicapped from institutionalized 
settings into nurturing communities 
with able-bodied assistants that give 
them love and encouragement to 
grow in independence and maturity.
   Janet, our guide and young assis-
tant, also a student at Victoria Uni-
versity in Canada, was actually born 
in a L’Arche community in Toronto 
that her parents helped found and 
con-tinue to work with.  She has 
been in Trosly-Breuil for the last six 
months working as an assistant, but 
also on assignment from L’Arche 
International to write an account of  
the founding and evolving ideology 
of L’Arche.
   The immediate property is com-
posed of eight 17th-century stone 
farmhouses and their out buildings, a 
dining hall, and two less-than-attrac-
tive occupational therapy buildings.  
Those buildings notwithstanding, it 
has the feel of a quaint, elegant, but 
understated retirement center.  It  has 
a comfortable, secure feel about it.  
It fits well with the name L’Arche, 
meaning ark, a secure place in a 
storm-lashed world.  Composed of 
numerous small dwelling places, each 
house is a small independent com-
munity of L’Arche assistants and an 
equal number of mentally and physi-
cally handicapped members.  
   For Vanier, the presence of and 
care for the most marginalized is the 

very essence of the L’Arche identity.  
The tenderness and vulnerability 
of the handicapped is the strength 
of the community that allows the 
assistants to begin the process of 
dropping their own shell of egoism 
and individualism and growing into 
their own experience of tenderness 
and vulnerability.
   Every local L’Arche community 
has an outside long-term community
member who is the counselor and 
regularly visits each small commu-
nity to assess communal interactions 
and intervene in any situation that 
seems to be going awry, saying to 
the leadership that this issue must be 
addressed, even if it is frightening; 
do not shy away from the darkness, 
even if it is frightening, you must go

opinion is the essential sign of an in-
dividual’s growth toward maturity?”
   He responded, without hesitating, 
“Tenderness.”
   For Vanier, the entire reason for 
the existence of community is for 
individuals to grow.  And for him, 
growth is growth in tenderness, 
vulnerability, loss of egoism, and a 
focus on the most marginalized and 
broken who put us in touch with our 
own brokenness.
     “There is a mystery,” Vanier tells 
us, “in the secret strength of those 
whose bodies are broken, who seem 
to do nothing all day, but who re-
main in the presence of God.  Their 
immobility obliges them to keep 
their minds and hearts fixed on the 
essential, on the source of life itself.  

very uncomfortable technical fumble 
where I had to hold my temper and 
pretend that I was detached from the 
outcome and make small talk with 
Jean while Theresia struggled to the 
meager limits of her tech abilities 
to make the infernal machine bow 
to her will with the correct incanta-
tions.  The beautiful interview that 
you will find beginning on page one 
of this issue is a testimony to her 
tenacity and grit under fire.
   After the formal interview ended 
and Theresia turned off the recorder, 
Jean shared what for me were his 
most memorable reflections:  “I love 
the Catholic Agitator,” he said.  “I 
read every issue and you are a great 
writer.”  At which point my publisher 
jumped into the conversation with 
one of her recurrent themes:  “Yes, 
he is a great writer and I tell him 
constantly that he has to write and 
not go to jail anymore.”
   “Oh no,” replied Jean. “He is a 
constant irritant to the authorities; 
he cannot stay out of jail, it is in his 
bones.”  I wish I could have caught 
that one for the record.  For now, you 
will just have to take my word for 
it.   Ω                                  

Jeff Dietrich is a Los Angeles Catho-
lic Worker community member and 
editor of the Agitator.    

Theresia de Vroom is Publisher 
and Editor of Marymount Institute 
Press/LMU, which published Diet-
rich’s last book, Broken and Shared.          

Barn in Trosly-Breuil, France Jean Vanier and community member Gwen

there. 
   “People in authority,” Vanier writes,
“should always stay close to those for
whom they are responsible, and en-
courage true and simple meetings.  
If they stay aloof, they cannot know 
their people or their needs.  It is 
important for people in authority to 
reveal themselves as they are and to 
share their difficulties and weaknesses.
If they try to hide these, one day peo-
ple will see their faults and become 
angry” (Community and Growth p. 227).
   In addition, every local community 
has periodic visits from outside pro-
fessional psychologists and psychia-
trists who will offer critical advice 
regarding community and personal 
issues.  Vanier recently asked one of 
the psychiatrists, “What in your

Their suffering and agony bears 
fruit; they give life.”  He goes on to 
say, “Look at your own poverty, wel-
come it, cherish it, do not be afraid.  
Share your death, because thus will 
you share your love and your life”  
(Community and Growth p.156).
   After his nap, Theresia and I went 
to interview Jean.  His beautiful 
stone cottage was small, unpre-
tentious, homey.  It had all that 
one might need: a small kitchen, 
bedroom, bathroom, and a comfort-
able office with papers and books 
piled high and hundreds of books on 
shelves, a writing desk, and two cozy 
couches.
   Theresia and I sat on one couch 
and Jean sat facing us on the other.  
Of course, we had that last-minute,

Jean and Patrick dry dishes

By KARAN BENTON

The poems in Richard 
Nester’s newest collection 
of poetry, Buffalo Laugh-
ter, settle on the mind like 

small leaves on the shoulder: simply 
and quietly. While meter swells 
and retreats, an easy dance on the 
tongue, the overall cadence is unhur-
ried, quietly conversational. Coupled 
with everyday words and vivid well 
chosen mixtures of visions, Nester’s 
pace invites a hold on time and a re-
finement of personal contemplation.
   For these are not lyrical pieces nor 
are they broad inspirational strokes.  
They neither rage, nor clamor, nor 
prod, nor light hot fires in the soul.  
Yet these made things on subjects 
such as childhood impressions of 
family or of history that leaks into 
youth, on the experience of a great 
jazz artist or the sudden take-down 
of entropy speak surprises well 
worth keeping.  Often, Nester reveals 
guarded impressions, that I,
as the reader, expect no common 
court with.  Often, Nester sets the 
stage of memory just as if he had vis-
ited my own secret bureau, without 
the abashed romanticism.  Mostly, 
Nester provides fresh language and 
more revelatory description about 
real things and real experiences to 
which we should pay more attention 
than we do.
   The best feature of this collection 
is its lack of sentimentality that cre-
ates a richer beauty than treatments 
of these themes would normally 
invoke.  The collection is the stuff 
of evening front porch conversation, 
where you finally get to know some-
one in truth, where you do not dare 
breathe so as to distract and stop the 
revelation.  Best read in small install-
ments, the poems create a night soul 
whereby the reader can settle and be 
witness safely to more honest things, 
bearing perhaps memories and per-
spectives more easily in lines such as 
Nester’s Considering the Suicide of a 
Distant Friend:

“The woods where you went down,
the very leaves, the bark, began to 
whisper.”   Ω  

Karan Benton is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community member.

Richard Nester is a longtime friend 
of the LACW community.

COMMUNITY      GROWTHAND

The tenderness and vulnerability of the handicapped is the strength of the community that 
allows the assistants to grow into their own experience of tenderness and vulnerability.
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They failed in school, they have not 
found work...there could be many 
reasons that they are attracted to 
L’Arche because of their weak-
nesses.  Then they have to discover, 
and will discover, that it is OK to be 
weak. You do not have to be strong. 
That weakness is the foundational 
stone of coming together. So, the 
big thing about human beings is we 
were born to grow and be strong, 
but we also were born to die. One 
of the most important things here is 
the way we celebrate death. Death 
is a very important moment here. 
When somebody dies, all the com-
munity comes together, everybody, 
and we talk about that person, 
about their fun, their stupidity, 
their laughter, their intelligence. It 
therefore becomes a very important 
moment. And also to accompany 
people as they get weaker.                                               
   Like, the men that you saw—Mi-
chel is now 73. It is quite possible 
that in five years time, intellectu-
ally, he will grow weaker. How then 
to welcome people who are going 
into Alzheimer’s and so on. This is 
the reality, we will all go into weak-
ness, we will all be present to those 
who are weak to make life better.                               
Agitator: Can you talk about how 
you see the future of L’Arche com-
munities after you pass on?                                           
Vanier: I would say I am not 
worried. This is a good organiza-
tion. Very good people as leaders. I 
mean, very good people. The sign 
that L’Arche is no longer L’arche 
is when people no longer eat with 
people with disabilities. That will 
be the sign. I would say I am not 
worried. But, what will L’arche be 
in 20 years time? I don’t know.                                             
I mean, we just have to look at the 
history of the church—to begin 
with, the poor were the center. 
Then, gradually, there was a move-
ment where wealthy people became 
the center because they were giving
money, or whatever. So, if the Church 
has moved, L’arche also can move. 
All we can do is hope that if we 
remain faithful to the weakest, it 
will be OK.  
   But, if for some reason, assistants 
say “It is too tiring” or “We want 
this”...there can be movement. You 
see, we have to live day by day. It is 
the same with the Catholic Worker. 
I mean, who is going to be there 
tomorrow?  These are the questions.  
These are all the questions. Things 
will go well. Like we now have 
140 communities, some are very 
wealthy, some are less  wealthy, but 
all this is part of what it means to 
be human. Things can go well and 
things can go badly, but we must 
not worry about that. What we must 
worry about is that the weakest 
people are always at the heart of our 
community.                                        
Agitator: Can you talk a little 
about what kinds of methods 
and structures you have for deal-
ing with tension in community?                                 
Vanier: There are two different 
types of tension. There is the ten-
sion that comes from people with 
disabilities and their violence, and 
we don’t know what to do with 
that—well we are a bit lost here. I 
mean there can be serious tensions. 
The most difficult tensions are 
much more between two systems.                                                     
Agitator: That is what I was think-
ing. 
Vanier: And how to deal with that 
I cannot give, you know 1, 2, 3, 4, 
5. I mean, what we need are leaders 
who are sensitive to this. A good 
leadership is a leadership which 
enters as quickly as possible into 
places of tension and never runs 
away. In the tenth chapter of St.                                 

John’s Gospel, The Good Shepherd 
talks about those people who run 
away when the wolf is there. So the 
wolf is all the tension. Now, leaders 
may not like tensions, be frightened 
of tensions and not know what to 
do with tensions. So help is what 
is needed there. We need to help 
one another. One of the things we 
have here is the way our five com-
munities have a coordinator. That 
coordinator will visit each com-
munity and pick up on that leader’s 
tensions. And hopefully that 
coordinator will help work on these 
tensions, or at least say to the direc-
tor “you must do something about 
this.” So, tensions will always be 
there, jealousies, fears, will always 
be there. But, we must never run 
away from them, we must pick it up 
and be conscious that they are there 
and then do something about it. So 
never run away from tensions.    
Agitator: There is not much 
hierarchy in the LACW commu-
nity, yet there seems to be some 
in your community. Why is this?                       
Vanier: Quite a strong hierarchy, 
but the hierarchy is to bring people 
to freedom. Hierarchy is to help 
people follow their conscience. Hi-
erarchy means taking time to listen, 
to speak, and to ask where are the 
questions that you have. So author-
ity is not bad. There are certain 
occasions where you have to put 
things straight, and authority arises 
as soon as you see that mission is 
not being attended. What I mean 
is authority should be very quick 
to spot that a weak person is not 
being well-treated. Which means 
you are out.  There is no question 
of any ill treatment. Authority has a 
special role to remember and repeat 
the mission. This having been said, 
essntially we must be there to help 
people to become free, to grow into 
freedom. This is why the hierarchy 
is there; but hopefully, I repeat 
hopefully, it is a hierarchy of support. 
   When I talked about the coordina-
tor, I should add that he does not 
have authority over these people, 
but he has a counseling authority. 
He can say, “I see things are going 
wrong here, you must do something 
about it.” Yet he cannot oblige the 
person to do anything. So it is an 
authority of counseling, of helping 
people to become conscious.   
    The objective is to develop an au-
thority that calls, that leads people 
to freedom. Because if you do not 
have that, then the whole thing will 
break down. You need people to 
feel free. They should feel happy, 
but they also need to know, be told, 
when they are not living the mis-
sion. Authority, then, with regards 
to admonition, happens as soon as 
mission is not being looked after.
Agitator: I observed you this after-
noon drying dishes. Could you talk 
about the importance of meals?                                         
Vanier: Meals are the heart of 
everything; it’s home. Jesus says 
when you give a meal do not invite 
the members of your family, do not 
invite your rich neighbors, do not 
invite your friends. Rather, invite 
the poor, the lame, the disabled, and 
the blind. That is to say the meal 
is a place of coming together with 
those who are different and break-
ing down the barriers. Meals, as 
noted in John’s Gospel, are Eucha-
rist. The meal is breaking bread 
together.   
   Essentially, the meal is some-
where at the heart of everything, 
which is why meals are the place 
of celebration. It is not just being 
fed, but the place of fun, the place 
of conversation and fun. So, food is 
the heart of community. Food that 
nourishes our minds and our hearts. 
Food means being together, cele-  

brating together. So meals are the 
center of everything in our com-
munity because everything is about 
creating home.  Ω   

FLYNN, cont’d from p.3

you write a creed.” And suddenly 
my eyes were pealed and I no longer 
viewed the courtroom as a cathedral.
   With a disappointing Tuesday 
behind me, I took Wednesday off 
work so that I could drive Shannon 
to chemotherapy. She hopped into 
my car wearing a cute, colorful 
“chemo cap” that presented more 
like a stylish turban. Her head 
underneath the cap was completely 
bald and she had no eyebrows 
except for what she penciled on. 
I complemented her on still hav-
ing eyelashes. “They’re fake.” She 
said this matter-of-factly with a 
hint of humor. She confessed that 
it was not pleasant when she talked 
because she had sores in her mouth. 
My lovely daughter! I wished so 
hard that I could trade places with 
her! And I knew that I would have 
whole-heartedly thanked God had 
my Higher Power granted my wish 
on the spot. 
   In contrast to the courtroom 
suggesting a downtown cathedral, 
the cancer center reminded me of 
a large modern parish in an afflu-
ent neighborhood. Situated across 
from a Catholic hospital, the build-
ing complex and the surrounding 
landscape possessed a quality of 
sacredness. I am reluctant to add 
that it is the sort of sacred space that 
only money, lots of money, cre-
ates. The outside walls are painted 
in muted, natural hues. Ferns and 
fruitless olive trees and a variety 
of eco-friendly shrubs offer beauty 
and life. Inside are live green potted 
plants, pastel walls, and smiles on 
the faces of cheerful, mostly young, 
medical staff.
   While in the waiting room, I 
reflected on the profit-making ele-
ments of healing centers and on the 
injustices that abound when people 
get sick and seek treatment. But, I 
soon changed the direction of my 
thoughts because I was landing 
hard on the pinpoint of a personal 
paradox … Shannon needed this 
place! Her life literally depended 
on the doctors and nurses inside the 
facility. So, I consciously chose not 
to include this beautiful center as 
part of a medical/pharmaceutical 
system run amok. In other words, I 
found refuge in denial. Even so, one 
burning question managed to break 
into and enter my head, robbing me 
of peace and quiet in the waiting 
room … Is this a good place or a 
bad place?
     When we entered the actual 
chemo room, it felt as though the 
expensively adorned parish church 
had morphed into a monastery 
where strangers are welcomed like 
Christ, and the sick are tenderly 
tended. The room seemed round 
because of the island in the middle 
that serves as the nurse’s station. 
And the nurses must have all been 
Mother Teresa’s nieces and nephews. 
They were kind and skilled, atten-
tive and uplifting. Situated against 
all four walls were about twenty 
leather lounge chairs, each with an 
intravenous drip catheter hanging 
from a pole with wheels on the base. 
Every lounge chair had a window 
behind it with an outside view. The 
whole place was filled with soft sun-
shine rays like the ones that emanated
from my childhood holy cards.  
   But, shadows and reality soon 
crept into the monastic setting. A 
nurse ‘hooked’ Shannon up and 
the chemo cocktail—a poignantly

necessary poison that kills cancer 
cells, but also destroys healthy cells, 
compromises the immune system 
and wreaks havoc on the body—began 
to flow from the bag and through the 
tubing that connects the catheter to 
the portal inserted near Shannon’s 
shoulder. On it flowed, invading her 
blood-stream, a lesser evil on its way 
to hopefully overcome a greater evil. 
Jesus healed people by touching and 
gazing, with spittle and prayer. He 
never used poison as a cure. Where 
was Jesus now when my daughter 
needed him most? God, please be 
stronger than my doubts and disbe-
lief. God, please be bigger than any 
and all humanly designed systems. 
God, please be kinder than chemo. 
These were my ruminations, my mantras. 
   During the final hour, we sat silently, 
sifting through magazines, Shannon
on her lounge chair and me on a 
wooden chair. “Sit in your cell as 
in Paradise,” advised the Eleventh 
Century monk, St. Romuald. “Sit 
waiting, content with the Grace of 
God.” But, this place was no monk’s 
cell nor was it heaven. How could I 
wait patiently as in Paradise know-
ing that a ticking time bomb called 
cancer was lodged inside my daugh-
ter’s body? And no, I was not able 
to sit content. I knew how nauseated 
Shannon would become, how her 
bones would ache and how every-
thing she would try to eat and drink 
would be tainted a metallic taste. I 
wanted this over. Now! Remarkably, 
it was Shannon who demonstrated 
patience and a grounded sort of calm. 
It was Shannon who smiled in the 
face of fear. Who said thank you 
when the nurse brought her a bottle 
of water. She was for me, a tangible 
sign of the Grace of God. 
   So. Yes. I am weary, tired, exhausted, 
and scared. So, I assume, is Jane. 
So, I know, is Shannon. Suffering 
and accompanying suffering depletes 
us and eventually we begin to sense 
that the whole planet is overwhelmed
with fatigue and may soon be over-
taken altogether by corrupt systems. 
There are antidotes, if not to suffer-
ing then to despair. And the anti-
dotes are these: Faith, hope and love 
…not in the abstract because virtues 
are not intended to remain merely 
noble notions admired from afar like 
expensive vases. We are called to pas-
sionately embrace these virtues, as
living entities, and then release them 
into the world to animate the lives of 
others. 
   It goes like this. Through faith, we
dive headlong into the darkness. 
Through hope, we imagine previously 
unimaginable blessings. Through love, 
we strive to offer our hearts to those 
who cross our paths, to bend down 
and lift up the fallen and slow down 
for those who are hobbling behind 
on worn-out legs; to wrap our aching 
arms around other aching arms; to 
share provisions with those who are 
poor and hungry, to visit the sick and 
the imprisoned, tend the dying and 
honor the dead. We rest when our own
bodies need resting, we pray when our 
own souls need restoring. We forgive 
others and ourselves for messing up. 
We remember how important it is to 
laugh, cry, dance and sing joyfully—
to feel our humanness. We repeat 
these acts again and again and yet 
again until justice kisses mercy and 
jails are emptied and cancer is cured. 
We do this until we become Light. 

Then shall your light break forth 
like the dawn and your healing shall 
spring up speedily; your righteous-
ness shall go before you; the glory 
of the Lord shall accompany you.—
Proverbs 20-27   Ω                 

Longtime LACW friend Toni Flynn 
is an author and activist living on 
the central coast of California.                                        
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PLOWSHARES UPDATE

   In the midst of a mostly mild Cali-
fornia winter, we invited a group of 
our friends from Skid Row over on two 
fun-filled occasions. The first, our ver-
sion of a Super Bowl party, complete 
with Philly cheese steak sandwiches 
and brats, was cozy and cheer-filled at 
the same time. Our guests enjoyed a 
chance to relax and see the game in a 
warm, safe, friendly environment, and 
we loved having them over. The pots 
were barely scrubbed before we began 
planning another “hospitality day” at 
the end of March. This time we invited 
our friends over earlier for breakfast 
and lunch with an eye on strengthen-
ing our ties to the people with whom 
we live and serve. Lately we have been 
reviewing our beliefs and values, and 
been inspired by Jean Vanier’s teach-
ing and work, and as a result we have 
decided to rededicate ourselves to 

building stronger and caring relation-
ships with the beautiful men and 
women that comprise our community. 
After all, what could be more lov-
ing than to actually take the time to 
listen to what someone has to say and 
become interested in their life and 
feelings. This coupled with a deli-
cious midday meal of tasty salmon, 
hotlinks, slow-cooked kale, steaming 
mashed potatoes, and broccoli smoth-
ered in cheese, make a wonderful 
preview of perhaps what the kingdom 
will look like. Quite satisfying; I rec-
ommend it for everyone. 
   Earlier in the month Jeff and Cath-
erine traveled North to snowy Oregon, 
to comfort Catherine’s sister Eileen at 
the passing of her beloved husband 
Joseph. Our condolences and prayers 
are with all of the Slowikowski 
family.  Mike and his bride Bonnie 
travelled to friged and very snowy De-
troit, Michigan, to visit their families. 
Martha and Jesse also hopped a train 
headed for snowy Flagstaff, AZ, to 
enjoy a visit and to catch up with for-
mer community member Lisa Bilek 
and her beau, guitar teacher extraor-
dinaire, Dick Hannigan.  Jeff jetted 
off to London for a quick book talk, 
before tracking down Jean Vanier 
in Paris, France, for an enlightening 
interview. 
   I, myself, had taken a road trip up 
to northern California with Rufo 
Noriega. We were lovingly hosted 
by former community member Ross 
Weaver’s fellow workers at Canticle 
Farm in Oakland. From there, while 
not composting, cooking, meditating, 
or distributing fresh organic veggies, 
we visited former community mem-
bers, John Yvetich and Katie Kelso, 
now at Martin de Porres House in San 
Francisco. We also stopped by the 
original Oakland Catholic Worker

House, visited with Fr. Louie Vitale, 
attended mass at the Redwood City 
Catholic Worker and dropped in on 
former community members Theo and 
Nicole on temporary assignment with 
the Half Moon Bay Catholic Worker, 
where former community member 
Eric DeBode and family reside. 
Whew, despite all the warm welcomes, 
fabulous eats and kind hospitality, I 
needed to go back to work just to catch 
my breath.
   Eric, Alice, and kids returned our 
visit by coming down to our place 
for a talk and a little R& R. Cute 
five-year-old Javier passed from one 
pair of arms to another (que no se 
ensuciaba ni un dedo de pie), and 
Liliana oohed and aahed over pictures 
of Barbara’s grand baby Miles, and 
spent an enjoyable afternoon helping 
Barbara prepare supper. The following 
week it was Theo and Nicole’s turn to 
visit. Just like old times they pitched in 
with chores and reconnected with old 
friends at the kitchen; all sandwiched 
around a trip to Las Vegas where many 
of the faith-based resistance communi-
ties in the western U.S. gathered for 
the Pacific Life Community annual 
Faith and Resistance Retreat. 
   We bid sad farewell to our sweet 
Josephine, who after serving faith-
fully with us these past few years, re-
turned to her family farm in her native 
Canada.  We are ever grateful for all of 
her hard work and most especially her 
cheerfulness. Meanwhile our favorite 
German gal, Elena, took a little time 
out from her studies in Tubingen to 
return to her real life’s work serving 
the poor, here in L.A. And just in time 
for her birthday bash. Speaking of 
which, the event of the season had to 
be baby Hazel’s first birthday party. 
It is hard to believe a year has already 
passed since she was born; but a pack 
of friends, volunteers, and family 

gathered in the apartment to mark this 
auspicious occasion and were not dis-
appointed by a captivating command 
performance by the most charming 
and adorable heart-stealing baby, who 
managed to toddle about the entire 
room greeting nearly everyone with a 
smile and a personal touch. Compara-
tively, Jeff and Catherine’s anniver-
sary passed quietly with not much 
fanfare, but unbeknownst to her, we 
are indeed gearing up for Catherine’s 
80th birthday. 
     Karan enjoyed a writing mini-re-
treat at everyone’s favorite aunt Patty’s 
retreat home; and later treated us to 
a fine culture critique on some of the 
more important Russian Poets of the 
twentieth-century. Kitchen volunteers 
Margaret Golakoff, Rufo Noriega 
and I attended a fascinating ecumeni-
cal conference at LMU on western 
and eastern Christian chant. The 
workshops were very helpful and the 
conferences well performed, enough so 
to inspire us in our latest renditions of 
the Office of the Blessed Virgin Mary, 
and the feast of the Annunciation.
   As the tempestuous spring weather 
(with its wild temperature swings, one 
day it is 52 degrees the next 91), begins 
we look back on the first quarter of the 
year thankful for our blessings, grate-
ful for the challenges, and eager for 
what is to come. 
   We extend a warm invitation to each 
of you to join us at our Wednesday 
evening liturgy and potluck dinner 
beginning at 6 pm. It is a good way to 
spend a mid-week evening with like-
minded fellow travelers on this faith 
journey. May you have a spiritually- 
filled Holy Week and a blessed and 
glorious Easter. Peace and goodwill to 
each and all of our readers.

The “Transform Now Plowshares” 
activists recently were transferred 
to prisons where they most likely 
will serve their time (Megan - 35 
months; Greg - 62 months; Michael - 
62 months). We urge you to write to 
them to show your support. However, 
besides a card or letter, do not place 
any other items (articles, etc) in the en-
velope; otherwise it may be returned. 
Ask each one what can be included 
with future correspondence as each 
facility has different regulations.

Megan Rice #88101-020
MDC Brooklyn
P.O. BOX 329002 
BROOKLYN, NY  11232

Greg Boertje-Obed #08052-016 
USP Leavenworth
P.O. BOX 1000 
LEAVENWORTH, KS  66048

MICHAEL R. WALLI #92108-020
FCI McKean
P.O. BOX  8000 
BRADFORD PA. 16701

REV. JERRY ZAWADA

Longtime peace, justice, and human 
rights activist, Fr. Jerry Zawada, OFM, 
76, has been removed from public 
ministry for concelebrating Mass with 
a woman priest at the SOA Watch 
gathering on November 22, 2011, in 
Columbus, GA. Zawada concelebrated 
with Roman Catholic Womanpriest and 
activist Janice Sevre-Duszynska.

   The Vatican decided to impose “a 
life of prayer and penance to be lived 
within the Queen of Peace Friary in 
Burlington, Wisconsin.” 
   In addition, Zawada cannot present
himself in public as a priest or cel-
ebrate the sacraments publicly; how-
ever, he can concelebrate Mass with 
other friars at the friary and in private.
   Fr. Jerry also suffers from several
serious health issues, which also 
prevents him from leaving the friary. 
Please consider sending him a cheer-
ful note of support or call him.  
 
Jerry Zawada, OFM
Queen of Peace Friary
2281 Brown’s Lake Drive
Burlington, WI 53105
262-763-3241 ext. 127
     —nccronline.org

DEATH PENALTY

Washington Governor Jay Inslee in-
definitely suspended the death penalty 
in his state in order to “join a growing 
national conversation about capital 
punishment.” Recent executions have 
been marred by controversies over 
the effectiveness of the lethal injec-
tion method, which causes inmates to 
suffer cruel and unusual punishment 
prohibited by the Eighth Amendment.
      —TheWeek.com

WAR ON CREDIT

The wars in Iraq and Afghanistan cost 
$1.5 trillion, approximately twice the 
cost of the Vietnam War in inflation-     

adjusted dollars. This has forced 
the Pentagon to find a trillion dol-
lars in spending cuts. The funds for 
the invasions and occupations came 
entirely from borrowing, contributing 
nearly 20 percent to the national debt 
incurred between 2001 and 2012. Yet, 
according to economists Joseph Stig-
litz and Linda Bilmes, when caring for 
the vets and paying down the debt are 
considered, the war’s overall costs will 
surpass $4 trillion.    —Mother Jones 
Magazine (January-February, 2014)

OTHER MILITARY DATA

In 2012, over 4.4 percent of our GDP 
went to the military compared to Chi-
na at 2 percent and Russia at 4 percent. 
During the same year, the Pentagon 
handed $361 billion to contractors for 
items that included: $32.6 billion for 
planes and helicopters; $21.6 bil-
lion for gas and oil; $10.4 billion for 
guided missiles; $5.2 billion for tanks; 
$4 billion for dairy and eggs; $3.9 
billion for amphibious assault ships; 
$3.6 billion for space vehicles; $3.4 
billion for submarines; $2.5 billion for 
nuclear reactors; $2.5 billion for drugs 
and pharmaceuticals; $2.2 billion for 
combat ships and landing vehicles; 
$2.2 billion for drones; $1.5 billion for 
aircraft carriers; $1.2 billion for meat, 
poultry and fish; $1 billion for bombs; 
$978 million for small arms ammuni-
tion; $977 million for destroyers; $834 
million for night vision equipment; 
$783 million for fruit and vegetables; 
$738 million for bakery products; 
$554 million for nonalcoholic bever-

CLIMATE CHANGE

“Nobody on this planet is going to be 
untouched by the impacts of climate 
change,” was the message of the U.N.’s 
Intergovernmental Panel on Climate 
Change (IPCC) in the recently pub-
lished report—Climate Change 2014: 
Impacts, Adaptation, and Vulnerabil-
ity. The effects of climate change are 
already among us from melting sea ice 
to droughts and severe storms. How-
ever, the authors note, with imminent 
threat to global food stocks and human 
security, the worst is yet to come. 
  The report highlights how already 
visible impacts of climate change—
such as killer heat waves in Europe, 
wildfires in Australia, and deadly 
floods in Pakistan—will lead increas-
ingly to humanitarian crises around 
the world.        —commondreams.org 

ages; $547 million for land mines; 
$413 million for small arms; $294 
million for confectionary products; 
$260 million for composite foods; 
$226 million for toothpaste and shav-
ing items; $152 million for footwear; 
$103 million for bulk explosives; $102 
million for live animals; $86 million 
for nuts, bolts, and screws; $85 million 
for soups; $85 million for tobacco 
products; $73 million for coffee, tea, 
and cocoa; $26 million for grenades; 
$18 million for underwear and night-
wear; $16 million for badges; $1 mil-
lion for blood and blood products.
     —Mother Jones Magazine



SISTER HOUSE NETWORK:

LOS ANGELES CATHOLIC WORKER:
http://lacatholicworker.org 
 1.  Ammon Hennacy House of Hospitality
        632 N. Brittania St., Los Angeles, CA 90033-1722
       (323) 267-8789
  2.  Hospitality Kitchen
        821 E. 6th St., Los Angeles, CA 90021
       (213) 614-9615
ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
500 W. VanBuren Ave., Las Vegas, NV 89106
(702) 647-0728
ISAIAH HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
316 S. Cypress Ave., Santa Ana, CA 92701
(714) 835-6304
SADAKO SASAKI HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
1321 W. 38th St., Norfolk, VA 23508
(757) 423-5420
HOUSE OF GRACE CATHOLIC WORKER
1826 E. Lehigh Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19125
(215) 426-0364
PETER MAURIN CATHOLIC WORKER
1149 Crestwood St., San Pedro, CA 90732
(310) 831-3480
KIERAN PRATHER HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
672 2nd Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066
(650) 827-0706
BEATITUDE HOUSE
4575 9th St., Guadalupe, CA 93434
(805) 343-6322
ST. BENEDICT HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
4022 N. Cheryl Ave., Fresno, CA 93705
(559) 229-6410 — lizaOSB@aol.com 
HIGH DESERT CATHOLIC WORKER
P.O. Box 3157,  Apple Valley, CA  92307
(760) 247-5732  -  sbremser@charter.net
CASA COLIBRÌ CATHOLIC WORKER 
http://casacolibrimx.blogspot.com
011-52 - 386-744-5063  -  jmhe76@gmail.com
HALF MOON BAY CATHOLIC WORKER
160 Kelly Ave., Half Moon Bay, CA 94019
(650) 726-6621  -  ericdebode@gmail.com
BURDOCK HOUSE
2444 Chase St., Anderson, IN 46016
(765) 274-1776 - http://burdockhouse.org
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Good Friday Stations of the Cross 
April 18, 2014 — 3pm

Downtown Federal Building — 300 North Los Angeles St. at Temple St.

A DAY AT THE PARK
WE NEED YOUR FINANCIAL 

ASSISTANCE
During the summer we rent buses to take our homeless friends on an old-fashioned picnic. 
However, we need your financial assistance to make this enjoyable experience a reality.  
Please help with a generous donation.  Thank you.  Many blessings.

We are in need of the following items: Vapo-Rub; Anti-fungal cream; Toe 
bandages; Antibiotic ointment; Extra large white mens socks; Diabetic 
socks; Cough drops; Throat lozenges; Asprin; Extra strength Tylenol;  
Maximum strength antacid tablets; Multi-Vitamins; Peroxide; Band-Aids; 
Q-Tips; Medium size pill containers or film canisters; Small sewing kits; 
Safety pins; Canvas patch repair kits; Duct tape; Envelopes - #6 3/4 and 
#10 white; Ballpoint pens; pencils. Please send or bring them to Hennacy 
House.  Thank you.  Many Blessings.

 NEEDS  

SO SORRY! SEDER CANCELLED! 
Due to a loss of venue, we have been forced to 

cancel this year’s annual Passover Seder. 
However, we look forward to seeing you next year.
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