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THE GOOD SAMARITAN

BLIND 
TO THE
VICTIM

WHO IS MY NEIGHBOR
In this new collection of essays, Jeff 
Dietrich looks back over more than 
forty years as a Los Angeles Catho-
lic Worker community member
serving the poor on L.A.’s Skid Row. 
By exploring the theme of what it 
means to be a “Good Samaritan,” 
he asks: “Who is my neighbor?” 
“How do I keep the courage of my 
convictions?” “Am I my brother’s 
keeper?” “How do we attend to the 
dying, the living, and the newborn?” 
and finally, “What does it mean 
to spend a lifetime as a Catholic 
Worker?”  The book is illustrated by 
the artist Rufo Noriega and photog-
rapher Madeline Wilson. It will be 
available for sale on December 1, 
2014, in hard ($25.) and paperback 
($15.) formats from Marymount In-
stitute Press, or tsehaipublishers.com

By JEFF DIETRICH

When Mother Teresa came 
to visit our soup kitchen 
in 1977, she and a com-
panion walked the ten 

blocks between the St. Vincent Cen-
ter and the Catholic Worker. Much 
to her companion’s horror, Mother 
Teresa stopped to check on the well- 
being of every drunk sleeping on the 
sidewalks of Skid Row.
   Unlike the vast majority of urban 
dwellers, myself included, Mother 
Teresa had not grown callous to the 
sight of poor people sleeping on the 
streets. Like the Good Samaritan in 
Luke’s Gospel, she still had eyes that 
could see.
   Of course we all know Jesus is 
being “tested” when a scholar of the 
law asks him,  “What must I do to 
inherit eternal life?” And Jesus, be-
ing an Atticus Finch, country lawyer- 
type, turns the question back upon 
his interlocutor and asks, “What is 
written in the law. How do you read 
it?” (Lk. 10:26b NAB)
   The scholar responds: “You shall 
love the Lord your God with your 
whole Heart, your whole mind…And
your neighbor as yourself” (Lk.10:27).
   “You have answered correctly, “Je-
sus says. “Do this and you will live.”
   And the scholar, wishing to justify 
himself, asks, “Who is my neigh-
bor?” (Lk. 10:29)
   Again, rather than answering 
the question directly, Jesus tells 
what amounts to a shrewd country 
lawyer’s yarn with a trick question at 
the end that “hoists the questioner on 
his own petard.” In the story of the 
Good Samaritan, both a priest and a 
Levite, the most pure and righteous 
members of Jewish society, pass by a 
bloody, battered victim by the side of 
the road.  Finally, the most reviled, 

marginated individual in Jewish 
society, a Samaritan, stops, bandages 
the victims wounds, takes him to an 
inn, cares for him, and pays the inn-
keeper to give further care to the    
    victim.
       A contemporary parallel to this 
      story might go something like  
      this: A man lies beaten and bat-
    tered on the sidewalks of Skid  
   Row. First a priest and then a 
businessman step over the victim, 
assuming that he is just sleeping it 
off. Finally, a petty drug dealer stops 
and carries him over to the Catholic 
Worker soup kitchen where Ann 
Boden cleans him up, bandages his 
wounds, and calls the paramedics. 
In both these stories we are forced 
to admit that the very paragons of 
our culture are blind to the victim, 
beaten and battered by the side of 
the road, while the most socially 
marginated and reviled individual 
has the ability to see the victim and 
act in compassion. Along with the 
scholar of the law, we are forced to 
admit that the neighbor to the victim 
is “...The one who treated him with 
mercy” (Lk. 10:37).
    In most gospel stories, as with the 
story of the Good Samaritan, it is 
the oppressed and marginated who 
can see: children, lepers, women, 
the blind, and the lame; while the 
paragons of the social economy, the 
priests, Levites, Pharisees, Dives, 
and the rich young man cannot. In 
Ireland, the American Cherokee na-
tion is still remembered to this day, 
almost two hundred years later, for 
their compassion and assistance dur-
ing the Great Potato Famine, while 
the British are still reviled for their 
stubborn insistence on allowing the 
“forces of the market” rather than 
the intervention of compassion to as-
sist the starving masses of Ireland.
    All societies practice a form of 
deliberate cultural blindness by con-
veniently adopting an ideology that 
justifies the exclusion of the poor and 
thus the practice of unjust resource 
distribution. Whether it is the purity 
codes that separate the clean from 
the unclean, or the “unseen hand” of 
unregulated markets, or the thinly 
veiled racism of the “prison-industri-
al complex,” and the so-called “war 
on drugs,” it makes no difference; 
it is an effective means of providing 
a barrier of blindness that hides the 
victims from our eyes.
   Jesus is of course the ultimate 
“victim beaten and abandoned by the 
side of the road.” In just a few more 
chapters, after the story of the Good 
Samaritan, Jesus will himself travel 
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NEW BOOK BY JEFF DIETRICH

ROBBING THE POOR
The distributions we have–and settle for–are always a function of 
the institutions we create, the laws we pass, the ways we choose 
to create either cultures of hospitality or cultures of contempt. 

By DAVID DECOSSE

The distance is short, but 
the economic gap is vast 
between the Catholic Worker 
“Hippie Kitchen” on Skid 

Row and the gleaming skyscrap-
ers of downtown Los Angeles.  The 
men, women, and children who 
dine in the Kitchen’s garden almost 
uniformly have less income, less 
wealth, worse health, worse shelter 
(if any), and less education than mil-
lions of others in Los Angeles and 
throughout the country.  They also 
are commonly the targets of insidi-
ous and dismissive judgments of our 
radically unequal country: that they 
are losers.  Of course, there has 
always been economic inequality, in 
the United States and elsewhere.  Yet  
how have we come to our current 
state of things, where in the United 
States the old extremes seem to be 
getting more extreme and to be rend-
ing even more whatever remains of a 
common life?
   Here French economist Thomas 
Piketty’s much noted recent book 
proves a very valuable tool for under-
standing the economic inequality 
increasing in many countries in the 
world and reaching shocking levels 
in the United States. Piketty stands 
squarely in the progressive tradition 
of democratic capitalism.  As such, 
he offers a less radical critique of 
contemporary inequality than may 
be desired by readers of the Catholic 
Agitator. But his exhaustive book is

not fundamentally a work of criticism 
anyhow.  It is a compelling and sur-
prisingly readable work of economic 
history.  He is very good at explain-
ing in plain English (well, French 
translated into English) the meaning 
of huge swaths of data.  And he uses 
very user-friendly categories (e.g., 
centiles and deciles of income recipi-
ents) and tables to explain himself.  
   Moreover, beyond his powerful 
empirical findings, there is much 
from a Catholic Worker perspective 
to appreciate in his approach to the 
problem.  Chiefly, he insists through-
out the book on the inescapable roles 
for freedom and responsibility in the 
creation of economic inequalities.  
The distributions we have–and settle 
for–are always a function of the insti-
tutions we create, the laws we pass, 
the ways we choose to create either 
cultures of hospitality or cultures of 
contempt.  Economic fate has noth-
ing to do with this.
   At the heart of Piketty’s portrait of 
inequality is the economic equation, 
r>g (fear not; he discusses this equa-
tion in clear, non-technical prose).  
Thus he argues that capitalism over 
time tends toward ever-greater 

inequality because it is almost 
always the case that “r” (the rate of 
increase in value of capital invest-
ments of all kinds) will exceed “g” 
(the rate of economic growth and 
thus the way by which people gener-
ally receive an income from work).    
   On the one hand, Piketty notes that 
having capital investments already 
usually allows for a relatively rapid 
increase in value through such prac-
tices as compounding interest or the 
ability to hire a financial adviser.  On 
the other hand, we are in a prolonged 
period of low economic growth.  
Both tendencies—”r” getting rela-
tively bigger, “g” slowing down—
contribute to a value for “r” that is 
disproportionately moving higher 
than the value for “g.”  With this 
argument, Piketty directly disputes 
the long-standing assumption among 
many top economists that capitalism 
in the long run tends toward equality.  
   In fact, for Piketty the world is now 
experiencing a return of the power 
of r>g made manifest in the increas-
ing inequality within rich and poor 
countries alike (one note: despite the 
evident and stark inequalities across 
the globe, economic inequality across 

the world is actually diminishing; 
within countries, however, it is a dif-
ferent story).  I say “return” because 
Piketty argues that from the time of 
1914 to the 1970s, the dynamic of 
r>g diminished in influence and, as 
a result, a time of greater economic 
equality ensued.  However, the factor 
that made this possible was war.  The 
massive physical destruction of both 
World War I and World War II led 
to a loss of capital on which to earn 
a return.  
   Moreover, practices common to 
the times of both world wars, like 
bankruptcies, wage freezes, and 
nationalizations, led to a dimin-
ishment of capital stock or to the 
decline in value of monetary returns 
related to such stock.  Also, the 
extensive government spending in a 
war economy led to higher rates of 
economic growth.  Piketty does not 
pursue causal questions about the 
relationship of capitalism and war;  
but he tragically argues that it was 
only on account of the catastrophe of 
two global conflicts that the middle 
of the 20th century was a period of 
greater economic equality.
   Nevertheless that time of greater 
equality is now over.  Thus in France 
the role of capital in the form of in-
heritance grows in determining one’s 
standing on the economic ladder.  In 
the United States, the dynamic is dif-
ferent.  To be sure, the rate of return 
on capital like inheritances has con-
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down this same fateful stretch of 
road between Jericho and Jerusalem 
to meet his end on the cross as the 
ultimate victim in all of history.
   The protestant theologian William 
Stringfellow wrote of the phenom-
enon that he called “surrogate vic-
tims” that are created by every cul-
ture including our own.  He argues 
that all of humanity is the victim of 
the “principalities and powers,” ei-
ther as “acolytes,” that is servants, or 
as victims of the powers.  He writes, 
“It is the same issue...discerned 
by a few persons, including some 
Christians during the Nazi regime’s 
extermination of Jews, when those 
persons apprehended that all human 
beings had become victims of the 
Nazi principality and that the Jews 
who were the immediate and literal 
victims were so as representatives of 
all humanity” (An Ethic for Chris-
tians and Other Aliens in a Strange 
Land, p. 86).
   We all love Jesus because we 
believe that Jesus “had to die in 
order to please, to appease the angry 
Father-God and open the gates of 
heaven,” but that is exactly the oppo-
site of the loving God: the Mommy/
Abba/Father-God that only wants to 
love and accept all of the marginal 
victims that are made by all cultures.  
Jesus had to die because he confront-
ed the scribes and Pharisees, who 
made of Jewish law an ideology; who 
perverted the law into a system that 
blinded the culture to its own imper-
fections. In addition, the entire purity 
code that distinguished between 
those who were clean and those who 
were unclean was a perversion of the 
original egalitarian culture founded 
by the escaped slaves from Egypt. 
    In his book The Bad Samaritans, 
the political journalist Paul Vallely 
writes, “Far from being the Good 
Samaritan, the rich world has devel-
oped a new role. Today we are the 
Bad Samaritans. We do not simply 
pass by on the other side, as did the 
priest and the Levite in the parable.  
We cross over and announce our 
intention to help. We take the injured   

man to the inn; but we do not ac-
knowledge that he has been injured 
and robbed by men who work for us. 
The silver we pay for his convales-
cence is only a small portion of what 
our agents have stolen from him. We
have created a new dimension to the
parable. We are not just blind to his
needs, as were those men in the par-
able in the original story. We are blind 
to an even greater injustice. We are 
blind to our own role in the proceed-
ings” (The Bad Samaritans, p. 5).
   The Pharisee asks, “Who is my 
neighbor?” Jesus does not answer 
him, but instead poses another ques-
tion, “Who then is the neighbor?”  
Valley says, “So long as I define my 
neighbor as the person next door... 
my world will remain the same  
(but)...if I define my neighbor as the 
one I must go out to look for, on the 
highways and the byways, in the fac-
tories and slums, on the farms and in 
the mines, then my world changes” 
(p. 249).
   The well-known French literary 
critic and anthropologist René Gi-
rard has provided us with the means 
of recognizing and understanding 
the “scapegoat mechanism” that is 
the key to understanding how social 
cohesion comes about through the 
“making of victims.”
    Though it is hidden from us in the 
larger “adult” culture, it is easily

visible in the “sibling rivalry of 
young children who do not desire a 
particular object until their sibling 
displays interest in it.”  What Girard 
calls “mimetic desire” also is found 
in biblical stories such as Cain and 
Able, Jacob and Esau, or David 
and Absalom. “Mimetic desire” 
also is the driving force of our own 
consumer capitalist culture, eas-
ily discernable in the fashion/porn 
magazines at every super market 
checkout counter, TV ads, and the 
Hollywood star idolatry. Our culture 
is hysterically driven by the mimetic 
desire for BMWs, Botox beauty, and 
bags from Gucci.  In sophisticated 
modern cultures such desires are 
held in check by courts and criminal 
justice systems, but in primitive cul-
tures, lacking such systems, it is held 
in check by religious ritual—spe-
cifically “sacrificial ritual.”  Girard 
posits that, “What is hidden since 
the foundation of the world is the in-
nocent victim upon whom the entire 
community projects all of its social 
animosity and collectively stones 
him, thus diminishing mimetic 
desire and creating cultural cohesion. 
The victim subsequently becomes a 
god and the heap of stones becomes 
his altar, or pyramid, the ‘foundation 
of the culture.’ Quite literally, an-
cient people used to sacrifice human 
victims and place their bodies in the

foundations of the city wall as in the 
biblical story in the Book of Kings 
when the King of Jericho, who killed 
his own son, buried his body in the 
walls of that city.  
   We find these stories throughout 
all cultures, but we are most familiar 
with the mythology of the ancient 
Near East and Mediterranean cul-
tures. For example, the story of the 
young Egyptian king, Osiris, who is 
sacrificed and dismembered so that 
his body and blood might be spread 
throughout the land to produce 
fertility and abundance. All of Greek 
tragedy, as well, has its roots in 
similar Dionysian chthonic fertility 
rituals. The sacrifice of Iphigenia 
initiates the entire Oresteian cycle of 
tragic murders.
   In our own era, we can gain an 
insight into the social cohesion pro-
duced by “scapegoat mechanism” in 
the murder of black males by south-
ern lynch mobs, or even more power-
fully, by the mass genocide of Jews 
in Nazi Germany. Social tension is 
diminished and social cohesion is 
initiated by the unanimous murder of 
victims presumed to be evil.
   Even in contemporary Christian-
ity, the theology of “blood redemp-
tion,” teaching that “Jesus had to die 
in order to appease an angry father 
God and open the gates of heaven to 
‘fallen’ humanity” predominates.
      In his book, Things Hidden 
Since the Foundation of the World, 
Girard tells us that the Christian 
sacrificial mentality was formulated 
by the “medieval theologians, and 
it amounts to the statement that the 
Father himself insisted upon the sac-
rifice. Efforts to explain this sacrifi-
cial pact only result in absurdities” 
(p.182). Girard goes on to explain 
that in the Gospels there is “the 
essential theme repeated time and 
time again of Jesus preaching rec-
onciliation with God can take place 
unreservedly and with no sacrificial 
intermediary through the rules of the 
kingdom. This reconciliation allows 
God to reveal himself as he is, for 
the first time in human history. 

Continued on page 6
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I lift the foot out of the water and my heart goes to my throat.

                    FOOT CARE AT THE L.A. CATHOLIC WORKER

By KARAN BENTON
 

T           he water roars out of the 
tap and makes a beat in 
double-time on the bottom of 
the plastic tub. I caress the 

water with my fingertips, testing the 
temperature and twisting alternately 
the hot and the cold to correct it, 
then to correct it again. This is not a 
meal-serving day at the Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker “Hippie Kitchen,” 
as it is affectionately called on Skid 
Row.  The clatter of pots and the 
tinny calls are hushed.  This is a 
garden hospitality day, the open-
ing of our garden for sitting, which 
also includes a dental clinic, a short 
yoga class, a giveaway of necessi-
ties and a foot care clinic. I stand at 
a sink preparing a soaking tub for 
foot care.  The cave-like darkness of 
the dish washing alcove makes the 
morning light coming in from the 
garden a blinding bright rectangle  
of mystery.
   These days, even the act of sitting 
in public has become a moneyed 
privilege.  The lazy herds of bistro 
tables, gazelle-legged chairs, fat 
squatting lunch tables and broad 
benches are “For Customers Only.” 
Human beings too poor to buy a latte 
are not to stop here. Unlike this fur-
niture, they block the sidewalk; they 
loiter and generally interfere with 
the faux–Bohemian charm meant for 
potential spenders.  To sit honestly 
weary in public is to engage in lazi-
ness, predation and plotting.  Produc-
tive citizenship is synonymous with 
frenetic phone or laptop activity.  
Those who sit simply exhausted from 
the act of survival—they do not raise 
profits. Therefore they must move 
along...move along...move along.
    I have filled the tub a bit too full, 
the water measuring my clumsy 
steps in heaves over the sides.  Such 
will my entrance be into the little 
half circle of people in the garden, 
some half dozing already. I smile to 
myself: it could be a church service 
we are about to begin here.  As it 
is, it is a different kind of service.  
A contrast flashes in my mind. The 
context concerns the two women 
from Luke 7 and John 12 who 
cared for the feet of Jesus—how for 
a similar service they carried so 
little, made their entrances dis-
creet, their beginnings simple.  In 
Nain, the one bent over the feet of 
Christ with merely an overspill of 
precious tears. In Bethany, Mary, 
with her ointment, was anticipating 
Christ’s burial. Both women chose 
the intimacy of their own locks of 
hair to wipe off the grime of Christ’s 
hard life. Present, too, was the same 
silent devotional, a tender liturgy 
both women communicated by kisses 
on the feet. How must time have 
stopped, silent wonder prevailing 
among the onlookers.  May it be so 
here, I lecture my heart.   
   The streets of Los Angeles are 
bloated and blistered.  Walk this 
jagged landscape all day in the only 
shoes available to you, shoes too 
soft-soled, shoes too hard-soled, 
shoes too flat, too raised in the arch, 
too small, too tight, too big. Feel the 
raised corners of sidewalk beneath 
you, the scattered unnatural pressures

skating up your calves through your 
knees until your lumbar is awk-
wardly shifted and the skin on your 
feet sends out hot angry stings.  Still, 
you cannot sit down on the curb or 
on a step, it is not allowed. You must 
move along.
   I set the plastic basin before my 
guest who has taken his shoes off.  
He curls his toes under, embar-
rassed, and sets his feet quickly into 
the tub, watching me closely.  I put a 
little Dr. Bonner’s Peppermint Soap 
into the water and the gentle clouds 
swirl around the feet.  They become 
engulfed and hidden. That is when 
I see my guest resettle into his seat 
and the tension release in his jaw. I 
set out the many foot care tools: im-
plements less intimate, implements 
less tender. The tools of my present- 
day service are less expensive but 
much more cumbersome, my efforts 
at kindness much more complex.   
Inside myself I question, “Where, in 
this rite, will we meet, these women 
and I?” for I do want these two mo-
ments to kiss one another.
   Keep in mind that as a poor person 
dependant upon services and awkward
service hours there is very little you 
can do about all this. This is the 
solid American landscape of mis-
shapen values. Here city money goes 
to defining suspicious activity rather 
than to a public bench. Here aesthet-
ics demand that the moneyed only

see the moneyed: in their cars, on 
their balconies, at their sidewalk café 
tables.  Those drained of funds and 
of survival effort, in pain and weari-
ness, must move along.
   Ten minutes have passed and all 
is ready.  I place a towel on an over- 
turned milk crate; sit on it, then place
a small towel along my knee, the 
one I will dry with. I bend over and 
reach into the water, slowly plac-
ing one hand under the calf of the 
leg and letting the other hand cup 
around the heel.  This part is done in 
silence. Of all the patterns involved 
in foot care, this little rite seems to 
require a particular kind of mindful-
ness, perhaps in a reverence for the 
stranger’s trust in me.  I think of the 
women again. What did it mean to 
them, to tenderly clasp the heel of 
the One they loved so much?
     It is hard to feel hopeful when ev-
ery step you take assaults you, when 
your feet become the streets them-
selves: hard, cracked, blistered, nails 
overgrown and gnawed at the root. 
With the largest pores on your body, 
your feet fully absorb the streets 
and all that is on them, just as they 
absorb the shocks and heaves of civic 
dictation: get up, get out, get moving, 
move along.  
   I cannot help but believe that 
when each woman curved her hand 
around the heel of Christ, she did so 
just as silently, mindfully, slowly—

perhaps compelled to touch some-
thing Holy, preserving in her mind 
that she was touching something 
Holy and yet perceiving something 
different, astonishing. She learns 
through her fingers the landscape of 
human hardship. I lift the foot out of 
the water and my heart, as almost 
always, goes up into my throat. Here 
is a geography lesson of suffering.  
   To we who awe at block, brick, 
glass, proclaiming the clever way 
we harden the earth: of what are 
these accomplishments when we 
deny that we are flesh and bone?  Do 
we not read even in this small and 
contemptible member of the human 
body the far reaches of our confusion 
over what we should be to one another?
Where can we acknowledge the 
dignity of the poor so preached 
about in our churches and ethics 
groups, placing the human face 
before any edifice? Where can we 
admit and soothe frail human flesh, 
proclaiming it more valuable than 
the scowling blistering monuments 
to our cleverness?  It will not be by 
creating more institutions, making 
more powerful empires, with longer, 
harder, shinier streets to make the 
poor shuffle hour after hour. Yet 
here is something more simple: 
even though it brings us no profit, 
we could spare a street corner or 
rectangle of shade or pocket of green 
for a bench and dare to look upon 
the poor sitting wearily among us.  
Finding our humanity in this little 
sight we will perhaps find our human 
courage to dare a different kind of 
community, one where frailty is no 
shame, one where the wounds and 
diseases of a hard life are all of ours 
to care about. Then, believing that if 
exhaustion ripples through the whole 
of us, so, too, can tenderness—we 
keep opening our spaces to everyone 
and say powerful words of inclusion:  
in the name of humanity my friend, 
sit here awhile. Rest.          
   Here then is where the women and 
I finally meet.   They saw on Christ’s 
feet more than hard travel. They 
found a vision there of the future 
wounds of hatred, injustice and 
dehumanization.  They wept. I lift 
my man’s foot from the water, and I 
see the calluses, blisters and twisted 
nails of civic hatred, injustice and 
dehumanization. Though Christ 
came to the Cross an Innocent, I 
know that the sins I witness here are 
sins from which I am not exempt. 
My silence is a kind of weeping, 
too.  Seeking forgiveness, the women 
wrought a kind of sorrowful beauty 
in their loving tenderness.  I, too, 
wish that in my ministrations of 
tenderness there were a statement of 
beauty and recognition of sorrow.  
In this tiny corner of the empire, I 
have but a small space and clumsy 
ways to work that tenderness.  As I 
slowly raise each foot from its im-
mersion, I dare repeat in my heart a 
small, simple liturgy in memorial to 
the women and to find solidarity for 
what they dared do in the midst of 
the societal powers that surrounded 
them: in the name of Christ, my 
friend, sit here awhile. Rest.          Ω

Karan Benton is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community member.
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HE SAID, SEE YOU NEXT YEAR
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Those arrested include: Karan Benton, Mike Wisniewski, Jeff Dietrich (L.A.C.W.), Mark Kelso (Las Vegas CW), Steve Kelly, SJ. (Oakland).Martha

David and Lindsey Sawada (from Fukushima, Japan)

By JEFF DIETRICH

Vandenberg Air Force Base 
is bigger than the state of 
Connecticut, more beauti-
ful than the rugged west 

coast of Ireland, and contains more 
secret surfing spots than Oahu, 
Hawaii. When you take the Amtrak 
train through the base you can see 
deer, coyote, hawks, eagles, and, 
yes, though I have never seen them, 
mountain lions, and an occasional 
California brown bear. 
   Just an hour north of Santa Barbara 
and two hours south of Big Sur, 
at the middle of the base is Point 
Conception, a place sacred to the 
aboriginal Chumash people, who 
called it the “portal of the Gods.” 
It was where the spirits of the dead 
ascended to their heavenly resting 
place.
   This huge expanse of untainted 
wilderness is a nature preserve 
teeming with beautiful wild-life. 
Yet ironically this place that works 
so hard to preserve the habitat of 
the snowy plover (a rare bird) works 
even harder at the destruction of the 
entire planetary habitat. It is the soli-
tary testing place of the U.S. nuclear 
arsenal, periodically launching the 
Minuteman III Missile, the most 
destructive long-range missile in 
our nuclear arsenal, sending it 5,000 
miles down range to Kwajalein Atoll, 
part of the Republic of the Marshall 
Islands in the South Pacific. 
   Each year we go to Vandenberg on 
or around August 6, Hiroshima Day; 
the date the United States dropped 
the first atomic bomb on the un-
armed, non-militarized population of 
Hiroshima. We go because all U.S. 
intelligence satellites, specifically the 
ones that control the U.S. drone-kill-
ing project, are launched from and 
monitored at Vandenberg, and Van-
denberg also is part of the “missile 
defense” (Star Wars) program, which 
most reputable scientists proclaim to 
be impossible in its attempt to shoot 
down an intercontinental ballistic 
missile with another missile.
  Dennis Apel, and his wife Tensie, 
have held monthly vigils at Van-
denberg for the past 18 years. Prior 
to the first invasion of Iraq, Den-
nis poured blood on the stone sign 
outside the base, making a dramatic 
statement about the many deaths that 
would ensue from the war and oc-
cupation. He spent several months in 
prison for that “crime.”
   At least once each year we go 
there to remember the victims of the 
nuclear holocaust and the executive-
ordered drone murders, as well as 
the money wasted on missile tests 
that have essentially destroyed the 
Kwajalein Atoll and devastated the 
lives of the native islanders. 
   We understand that, as Dan Ber-
rigan has said, our puny efforts are 
like “shooting a pea shooter at an 
elephant.” Our peas are not going to 
stop it. Even so, we are not going to 
stop shooting our peas. We are not 
going to stop “crossing the line” at 
places like Vandenberg and placing 
our feeble bodies in the breech. 
   Having been arrested numerous 
times in my 45 years of protesting, I 
have the kind of savvy intelligence 
of a “top chef” restaurant reviewer 
when it comes to jails and police en-
forcement. Not bragging, mind you,

but I am a kind of Zagat reviewer 
of jails and police enforcements 
in terms of the consumer of those 
services. 
   The Orange County Jail being the 
worst, where guards lack nuance and 
allow inmates too much control, and 
where they keep the inside tempera-
ture at frigid conditions, a violation 
of international law.
   The L.A. County Jail is a little bet-
ter with more inmate control, reason-
able inside temperature, and thanks 
to the ACLU, they no longer spray 
you with DDT, and you no longer 
have to “lift your nuts for inspection” 
and “bend over and crack a smile” 
for visual drug inspection.
   Yet the best places are federal jails. 
The Feds, unlike local law enforce-
ment, pride themselves on their com-
mitment to preserving inmates’ civil 
rights guaranteed by the Constitu-
tion to all U.S. citizens, even those 
incarcerated.
   This year was even more differ-
ent than most. The Federal police 
always differ from the L.A.P.D. or 
the county sheriff, who are gruff 
and rough. The U.S. Marshals, and 
the U.S. Military, almost always are 
gentler. Indeed, this year the Air 
Force police were so gentle that I 
believed we were having the experi-
ence of a “concierge arrest.”  Asking 
questions like, “Are those cuffs too 
tight? Do you need some water? Just 
sit down here. Do you need to go 
to the bathroom?” “I need to blow 
my nose.” “Someone will get you a 
paper towel.” Or saying, “Be careful, 
we are going over a curb.” and “I am 
now going to take your cuffs off.” 
   Hmm, I am thinking, what is going 
on here? Then I remembered that last 
November, Dennis Apel, from our 
sister house in Guadalupe, CA, who, 

with supporters, vigils at the base 
each month, had appeared before the 
U.S. Supreme Court with his lawyer 
Erwin Chemerinsky, the famous 
Constitutional lawyer, to argue that 
he should not be arrested every time 
he came to vigil simply because the 
base commander had issued a “ban 
and bar” letter to him, which bans 
him from the area without written 
consent. He and his “famous lawyer” 
argued that where he stood, and 
where all vigilers stand to protest 
along California Highway 1 is public 
property. The Justices ruled in favor 
of the base commander and in favor 
of national security. However, they 
also suggested that the case should 
be re-filed as a “First Amendment” 
issue in the Ninth Circuit Court of 
Appeals.
   Therefore, though Dennis and his 
“famous lawyer” lost, the case is 
still pending and he will go back to 
the Ninth Circuit Court and perhaps 
back to the Supreme Court as well. 
Just thinking that the base com-
mander is thinking the same thing 
that I am.  

know what the L.A. Catholic Worker 
is up to. 
   I guess it is possible that “spies” 
can occasionally be converted by the 
people they are spying on. However, 
I am not counting on that. One thing 
for certain, he at least knows that we 
do not just protest, we also practice. 
We practice justice and compassion 
in our daily lives of hospitality and 
service to the poor and homeless. I 
also am thinking that the Sergeant 
will actually read this essay, which 
is a little scary, but also fascinating 
to communicate in this clandestine 
manner with our “spy” and our “en-
emy” at the same time.
   The nice Sergeant called each indi-
vidual forward to his desk as he

filled out our citation, at the end of 
which he told us that, in addition 
to receiving a court date, we also 
would receive a “ban and bar” from 
the base commander, “which means 
that you may drive the 20 miles 
of California Highway 1 through 
Vandenberg Air Force Base, how-
ever, you may not stop, and further, 
you may not stand with signs in the 
‘designated protest area,’ and if you 
do, you will again be arrested.” 
   When he finished processing each 
of us he said: “See you next year.”   Ω

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

   There were five of us arrested that 
day, all of whom were white people 
committing “crimes of nonviolent 
stupidity,” so they took our handcuffs 
off, letting us sit in air-conditioned 
comfort as 14 Air Force Police stood 
silently watching us ever ready to 
escort us to the bathroom or get us 
tissues to blow our nose.
    One of the first things the lead of-
ficer said prior to our arrest was that 
he really enjoyed reading the L.A. 
Catholic Worker web site because 
he found it very informative. At first 
I believed it a compliment. Wow, a 
U.S. Air Force officer likes our web-
site. Then it occurred to me that Air 
Force Intelligence officers want to 

Bobby and Joel

We also would receive a “ban and bar” from the base commander, “which means that you may drive the 20 miles of California Highway 1 through Vandenberg 
Air Force Base, however, you may not stop, and further, you may not stand with signs in the ‘designated protest area,’ and if you do, you will again be arrested.”

THE CHILDREN 
AT THE BORDER
By FAUSTINO CRUZ

What should we make of 
the recent doings at our 
southern border?  At 
the heart of this “crisis” 

are two laws, the first being the 
Refugee Act of 1980 (remember the 
boat people?) passed by congress, 
but administered by the President 
who directs the courts and Attorney 
General to decide which persons are 
worthy of protected status—sounds 
like a process ripe for political 
machinations.  The second law, the 
William Wilberforce Trafficking 
Victims Protection Reauthorization 
Act, passed in 2008, which requires 
a full asylum hearing for many of the 
children now fleeing, was intended 
to combat human trafficking, but is 
in its essence also about protecting 
vulnerable adults and children from 
being exploited, abused, killed, or 
forced into prostitution.
   Over the past 35 years, the U.S. has 
welcomed nearly 2 million official 
asylum-seekers and refugees.  From 
Afghanistan, Haiti, Iraq, Iran (yep, 
compliments of the Shah and failed 
U.S. policy, to date we have over 
1.1 million Iranian-Americans, the 
descendants of the original families 
granted succor), Vietnam, Laos, 
Cambodia, Nicaragua, Cuba, Guate-
mala, Mexico, El Salvador, the list 
goes on and on—the wreckage of 
the folly of countless failed military 
adventures the U.S. has foisted upon 
a hapless world.  Now, for the present 
discussion, the difference between 
an asylum seeker and a refugee is 
the difference between wet backs 
(err wet feet) vs. dry feet; you are an 
asylum seeker if you have somehow 
already made it into the country; you 
are a refugee if you are still killing 
time in some god-forsaken camp 
out-side of the U.S. waiting for your 
status to be adjudicated.
   As of early August this fiscal 
year, some 63,000 unaccompanied 
migrant minors have been arrested 
(yes, that is the actual procedure in-
flicted on these pint-sized lawbreak-
ers, invaders of the sanctified soil 
of these God-bless-America states).  
These youngsters have primarily 
been detained in the Rio Grande 
Valley of Texas.  The majority of the 
unaccompanied children are from El 
Salvador, Guatemala, and Honduras.  
57,000 were released to the office of 
refugee resettlement, and of these, 
49,000 (about 85%) have been re-
leased to sponsors or close family 
members, often parents already in 
the U.S.A. who are joyfully reunited 
with their children after having been 
approved by social workers and 
subjected to criminal-background 
checks, and promising to make sure 
the child appears for the required 
immigration court appearances. Ten 
percent of those detained have been 
sent to long-term shelters or foster 
homes, and the rest still face pro-
cessing, some in hastily established 
temporary detention centers in New 
Mexico, Texas, California, and a few 
other states.
   This does not take into account the 

tens of thousands still in the pipe-
line, nor those husbanding funds and 
resources, hunkered down in their 
tiny ghetto tin and cardboard shacks, 
dodging bullets and the ire of ram-
pant drug lieutenants. 
   And what of the nominal leaders 
of these countries?  President Juan 
Orlando Hernandez of Honduras, 
the most recent beneficiary of a 
U.S.-backed coup, could not resist 
the urge to extend the beggar’s bowl:  
“Washington must understand that 
if you have a Central America with 
violence because of the drug traffic 
crime, a Central America without 
opportunities, without growth in the 
economy, it is going to always be a 
problem for the United States.” 
   Whoa, wait a minute.  The U.S. 
has shipped tens of millions of dol-
lars, boatloads of attack helicopters, 
high-tech weaponry, advisors, and 
you have the nerve to ask for more?  
Sure he does.  After all, he spent 
the cash feeding the corruption and 
graft on his buddies and throttling 
his political enemies.  Ditto for the 
weaponry; you never know where 
those commies, left-leaning pinkos, 
and terrorists might rear their ugly 
heads.  Better to arrest, torture, and 
kill them now, and hey, oppressing 
your people is expensive—think of 
the tear gas bills.  Riot gear does not 
come cheap, you know.  
   Meanwhile, El Salvador and Gua-
temala (with the fourth worst record 
for child malnutrition in the world) 
have yet to recover from decades 
of U.S.-backed strongmen govern-
ments intent on murdering tens of 
thousands of potential rebels.  You 
never know, that kid might grow up 
to be a gun-toting lefty; best to kill 
him now.
   Life has been too cheap in these 
places for too long.  When your own 
government (naturally subsidized 
and armed by the good ole U.S. of 
A.) ruthlessly kills untold numbers 
of your fellow citizens, what kind 
of callousness does that breed into 
the supposedly even worse crimi-
nal element?  Which is to say that 
huge portions of these countries are 
basically unlivable, toxic nightmares 
for anybody, let alone the innocent 
children so unfortunate to have been 
born there.
    The question begs to be asked, 
where are the parents?  Well…it is 
complicated of course.  When your 
own country is a basket-case ravaged 
by gangs and drug lords, with no 
economic opportunity, you do what 
needs to be done, pay whatever the 
cost, mortgage your future, accept 
slave-wage labor and second-class 
citizenry in el Norte, even if it 
means the most horrible of horrible 
choices…leaving your child behind.
   Who can understand the suffering 
of these parted families?  Remittance
checks sent home to grannies doing
the best they can to take care of these
children simply does not cut it for 
kids who have that all too human 
need to see, hold, and hug their 
mother and father.  And so this pent-

Continued on page 6
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THE GOOD SAMARITAN

Thus mankind no longer has to base 
harmonious relationships on bloody 
sacrifices, ridiculous fables of a 
violent deity, and the whole range of 
mythological cultural formations” 
(p. 183, Things Hidden).
    For Girard, the entire gospel 
story is a singular repudiation of 
sacrificial violence, social scape-
goating, and cultural exclusion 
of the poor, the deaf, the blind, 
the lame, the drug addict, and the 
drug-addicted prostitute whether 
by purity laws or drug wars, penal 
systems or death penalties. 
   As the fundamentalists are fond 
of reminding us: “Jesus is the way, 
the truth, and the light” (Jn. 14:6). 
Yes, but it is  “The way, the truth, 
and the light” leading to the dif-
ficult, almost impossible vision of a 
human culture based upon forgive-
ness rather than scapegoats and 
sacrificial victims. 
   According to Girard, we must 
recognize the Crucifixion not as 
a “blood sacrifice,” but rather for 
what it actually was, an unveiling 
of the sinister alliance of brutal 
Roman repression and righteous 
religious hypocrites hiding behind 
“purity codes.”  It was straight-up 
murder by the political and reli-
gious elite threatened by a man 
not unlike Martin Luther King and 
Gandhi, who cared for the “victims 
by the side of the road,” untouch-
ables and black trash collectors that 
threatened the social elite. Like 
Mother Teresa and Jesus, they were 
not blind, they had eyes to see the 
victim by the side of the road.       Ω
                                     
Jeff Dietrich is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community mem-
ber and editor of the Agitator.

CRUZ, cont’d from page 5

scaled. But can the treacherous 
terrain of cold, unfeeling hearts be 
transformed into recognizing the 
essential humanity of our wee way-
faring neighbors?  Early results are 
generally good, aside from the usual 
“’Merica must defend itself against 
the law-breaking invading horde” 
hype of the hyper right-wing pols 
and, more sadly, Obama’s “Oh gosh, 
these kids are seriously screwing up 
my grandiose plans to unveil a new 
comprehensive immigration solu-
tion by presidential fiat.”  
   Imagine the perplexed visage of 
your garden-variety Border Patrol 
guard accustomed to dealing with 
the endless waves of working-age 
men and women, inured to hand-
cuffing, hog-tying, and throwing 
grown men and women into the 
backs of countless ICE vehicles.  
Clearly not averse to the occasional 
baton strike, tasing, or gun-play 
aimed at minimally uncooperative, 
desperate folks, they find them-
selves now baffled when confronted 
by a cute, smiling 11-year-old boy.  
“Uh, Bill, you have any extra-small 
handcuffs?”
   Next stop, the child is shipped 
off to be dealt with by cold-hearted 
central detention processing guards 
who do not have it any easier.  Gov-
ernment-approved procedures and 
business-as-usual policies bordering 
on abuse of adults do not play well 
when dealing with precocious pre-
adolescents.  This coupled with the 
earlier beginnings of much-needed 
immigration detention center 
reform (a process still very much 
incomplete, mind you) which meant 
to remove children from these sites 
drew attention to these places with 
their overflowing toilets, filthy 
living quarters, and questionable 
rough handling of crying ten-year- 
olds. Fortunately though, a quick 
self-investigation, not surprisingly, 
found no violations or problems at 
this time, but…just to be on the safe 
side, we better move these kids on 
and out ASAP. 
     Hello Refugee Resettlement 
Agency.  Bingo.  Per the previously 
mentioned 1980 act of congress 
with an assist from the recent 2008 
anti-human trafficking legislation, 
these kids are now your problem.  
Furthermore, that is how little Jesus 
Jr. traveled those thousands of miles 
in the most grueling of journeys to 
finally find his way back into the 
arms of mama.  Heartwarming re-
ally, notwithstanding the potential 
setback of a looming court date.
   Whew, now let’s just speculate a 
little about what will happen when 
these cases, most recently ordered 
expedited, finally wind their way to 
the forefront.  Obama and his crew 
are pretty sure most of these kids 
have no standing, and if they were 
to receive the usual glad-handing 
care of those infamous border 
courtroom’s 300 convictions, sen-
tencing, and deportations or so in 
30 minutes, well, they would have 
no chance whatsoever.  Ah, but if 
the kids lawyer-up, even a cursory 
examination of these relevant laws 
would seem to indicate that, barring 
further legislation, unlikely from 
our present-day know-nothing, 
do-nothing congress, a good lawyer 
can make a very credible case.  
“Non-refoulement,” a concept and 
principle of international law, says 
it is wrong to force people to return 
to a place where they face persecu-
tion, abuse, torture, imprisonment, 
or death.  And with a mighty bang 
of the gavel, you are now an official 
asylum-seeker, with all the rights 
and privileges and responsibilities, 
etc. thereby attached.
   However, this is counter-balanced 
by the fact that the way on the 

DECOSSE, cont’d from page 2

tributed to growing inequality.  So, 
too, has the combined phenomenon 
of a growing wage premium for 
college graduates relative to high 
school graduates and a declining 
rate of young Americans going to 
college.  
   However, the most significant 
cause of U.S. economic inequality 
today is the phenomenon of out-
landish salaries and earnings (from 
stock options, bonuses, etc.) paid to 
corporate executives.  Piketty con-
firms:  “The empirical assumptions 
behind the criticism of “the one 
percent” are right on target.  The 
share of national income earned by 
the top one percent rose from nine 
percent in the 1970s to 20 percent 
by 2010.  This has helped return the 
United States to levels of income 
inequality last seen in the U.S. a 
century ago.  
   Moreover, between 2000 and 
2010, U.S. income inequality was 
greater than income inequality in 
India and in South Africa.  Piketty 
is a scholar school, a man given 
to serious number-crunching and 
carefully qualified statements.  That 
scholarly reticence makes it even 
more remarkable to read his blunt 
assessment of current U.S. inequal-
ity of income derived from work, 
which he says is “probably higher 
than in any other society at any 
time in the past, anywhere in the 
world, including societies in which 
skill disparities were extremely 
large” (p. 265).
   Piketty also offers a stinging 
critique of the standard economic 
logic by which such super-sized 
executive pay packages are justified.  
In such logic, the wage of a worker 
should be equal to the additional 
productivity a worker brings to an 
enterprise.  In turn, reality is then 

made to fit into this theory.  Thus, 
in this way of seeing things, what 
may appear to be the outlandish 
compensation paid to a CEO is, in 
fact, surely reflective of the added 
productivity he or she brings to a 
company.  However, Piketty dis-
misses such explanations as ideol-
ogy.  On the one hand, he argues, 
it is not even empirically possible 
to determine the precise additional 
productivity made by a person 
with a highly differentiated job in 
a complex organization.  On the 
other hand, executive pay has usu-
ally reached very high levels when 
profits of companies have risen 
primarily due to factors outside of 
executives’ control (this is called 
“pay for luck”).  
   The far better explanations for 
the astronomical levels of executive 
pay, Piketty argues, are the un-
checked power of corporate boards 
to assign such pay, the far lower tax 
rates on high incomes than pre-
vailed during the mid-20th century 
heyday of greater equality, and the 
development of distorted norms of 
effort, virtue and desert in our cur-
rent “winner-take-all” culture.
   Here I think it is important 
to return to the Hippie Kitchen 
and consider Pope Francis’ now-
famous tweet, “Inequality is the 
root of social evil.”  In saying this, 
the pope was not so much speak-
ing specifically about economics 
(although conservative commen-
tators criticized the tweet for its 
supposedly simplistic or Marxist 
economics).  Nor was he speaking 
specifically of the well-documented 
effects of inequality: the way, for 
instance, a high degree of economic 
inequality makes more difficult the 
achievement of a broad prosperity.  
Instead, I think Francis was trying 
to bring the inequality issue back to 
its roots:  to the question of how we 
choose as individuals and as societ-
ies that certain persons really are of 
less inherent value and therefore are 
unequal.  
   Piketty’s outstanding book does 
not probe to such depths.  Yet it pro-
vides a disturbing portrait of where 
the United States, among other 
countries, is now in the distribu-
tion of income and wealth.  Thus it 
forces us back to the question raised 
by the pope’s tweet:  how have we 
chosen in this time of rising in-
equality to allow income and wealth 
to determine the inherent value of 
persons?  One tragic, evident choice 
is to have made money all but the 
default measure of everything—
even the human soul:  we see this 
choice every day in all its false 
glory and failed promise.  
   Yet other choices are possible on 
behalf of the inherent equality of 
all: more labor organizing, better 
K-12 and higher education, taxes 
on absurdly high incomes.  More-
over, there is the choice cultivated 
in the garden of the Hippie Kitchen 
among many boundless spirits and 
broken lives:  the choice for the 
egalitarian solution of love.           Ω

David DeCosse is a professor at
Santa Clara University.  He recently 
spent some time sharing in the life 
of the LACW community.

up, very real human emotion, 
this God-given expression of love 
between parent and child, this 
“someday I will see you again,” has 
unleashed a tide of juvenile im-
migrants, a modern-day children’s 
crusade, if you will.
   Seas can be sailed, mountains 
and endless deserts traversed, rivers 
crossed, razor wire fences can be 

ground is not clearly delineated.  
The Attorney General and the 
President have a lot to say about how 
these court cases will be handled, 
but ultimately, with the prodding 
of conscientious lawyers, it is the 
judges who will have to decide. 
   Now these same judges, or judges 
like them, have previously shown 
themselves not to be averse to tear-
ing undocumented parents away 
from the loving embrace of U.S.-
born children.  Yet judges are people 
too, mothers and fathers able to 
see beyond the sea of brown faces 
and sad eyes and connect with the 
humanity of a child, long separated 
from parents by countries ravished 
by war, economic turmoil, rampant 
narcotics operations, and the ac-
companying gang and government 
corruption.  How will they feel about 
looking down at the tiny precious 
wondrous gifts of God that these 
children are and make the decision 
to send them away from their loved 
ones back into a hell hole, which 
in many ways was created by U.S. 
policy?  Especially when the law, 
as written, very well might support 
them staying here?  
   It is anyone’s guess as to what will 
actually happen, but for my part, I 
believe that biblically and morally, 
in light of the fact that this country 
has participated by providing the 
money, means, justification, and 
weapons to raze thousands of villag-
es in far-off lands, it is time to take 
these children and hand them back 
over to their loving, hopeful par-
ents.  And I hope you will join me in 
praying that the God who hears the 
cry of the poor, lost immigrant may 
make it so.                                      Ω

Faustino Cruz is a  Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community member.

Dear Catherine and Jeff,
   
   Enclosed find funds to help 
with the Picnics.
   As a kid, we went to picnics at 
the Police Academy, as my dad 
was a cop.  Parents were John 
Birchers, dad was in National 
Guard before joining the Army 
Reserve; thus my first vote was 
for Barry Goldwater.  I have to 
say I was merely a product of 
their upbringing until I hit age 
30, when I realized as a single 
mom that being like them did 
nothing for me and my son, 
and I became a person with 
an expanded awareness of the 
Universe and the obligation to 
share the many blessings we 
have received.  Jeff (my son) and 
I lived hand-to-mouth for many 
years, but I found that if I gave 
away $2 and kept $3 that within 
days, more money would come 
my way…every time I gave, it 
came back…maybe not tenfold, 
but there always was something 
good around the next corner.  
Every time I was kind to some-
one or shared a smile, my life 
was made more abundant.
   Thanks for sending me the 
Catholic Agitator; I have yet to 
read through the June issue, as I 
want to savor each article.
   Hope everyone enjoys the 
picnics.
   
Sincerely,

Pam Eva n s

A LETTER 
FROM 

A READER
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ON
THE LINE

    House Journal is written by
Faustino Cruz.

    On The Line is compiled and 
edited by Mike Wisniewski.

THE

HOUSE
JOURNAL
   Famed expert iceman, Texas cowboy
Albert Wingate, rode his faithful horse 
Wildfire into town for a two-and-a-half 
-week stay with us during the hottest 
part of the summer, assuring that all 
of our friends at the kitchen were well 
hydrated. Albert, an ordained minister 
from the Unity Church, presided over 
a lovely Wednesday liturgy complete 
with the requisite singing of “Let 
There Be Peace On Earth.” 
   Our newest house guest, Benjamin 
Yeboah, hails from the city of Tema, a 
suburb of Accar, the capitol of Ghana, 
famed for its tremendous harbor and 
industrial prowess. A proud 6’ 2” 
Ghanian-American of royal blood, his 
father being a local chieftain, Ben-
jamin recently graduated from Iowa 
State, but has been sidelined by a back 
ailment. While waiting for a surgery 
date to repair his spine, he dazzled us 
with his tasty akokor mnkwene (super 

spicy chicken soup) and a fine brodia 
(a dish of prepared plantains.) We ask 
for your prayers for a quick healing for 
Benjamin.
   We welcomed Professor David De-
cosse from Santa Clara, who decided 
to add a little praxis to his scholarship 
by spending a week working with us. 
His diligent efforts were surely appre-
ciated by our friends downtown. 
   We cleared out the last remnants of 
the Summer Program—bidding a fond 
farewell to Kurt, Joel, and Rebecca, 
though Rebecca continues to juggle 
her job and many other commitments 
to work with us as much as possible, 
and for that we are grateful. We also 
welcomed Lindsey Turse, a summer 
intern who had to drop out when she 
learned she had been accepted into a 
prestigious graduate program. Hope-
fully we have not seen the last of her. 
   Arnal and Joel swung by Beyond
Baroque to catch featured poet 
Richard Nester. We were amazed by 
the prodigious National Poetry Slam 
Champ, Matt Sedillo, who dropped 
by for a Friday culture critique and 
wowed us with his deeply mov-
ing work on the need for a desper-
ate reform of the present-day social 
structures, chiefly rampant godless 
capitalism and its rapacious brethren: 
empire-building, war, and racism.  
   Karan, with Jed’s help, has been 
diligently working on the No Drones 
in L.A. campaign. She recently attend-
ed an organizing conference at L.A. 
CAN, culminating in a demonstra-
tion at City Hall, where the matter of 
LAPD drone use has yet to be settled.
   On a more domestic note, Karan’s 
precocious granddaughter Maya and 
grandson London joined her for a 
wonderful luncheon at Hennacy House.
It was nice to have kids underfoot 
again. Speaking of which, community 
member Bobby Hicks was overjoyed 

at the chance to spend some quality 
time with his son and cute grand-
baby, Jace, up in the Central Valley. 
David Hays was able to get away for 
a few days of mountain air at Tuesday 
volunteer Carol Taunton’s Lake Ar-
rowhead cabin. Meanwhile, Jeff and 
Catherine spent a few well-deserved 
days’ rest in Long Beach. 
   The family that tattoos together 
stays together. A couple of us recently 
traveled a block down the street to 
our neighborhood tattoo shop to add 
a few significant pieces of body art to 
our already beautiful bodies. Rebecca 
Casas got a delicate shell behind her 
right ear to symbolize the mysteri-
ous and potent power of womanhood.  
Alecia got a beautiful hummingbird 
in flight on her right shoulder, which 
our dear Hazel cannot resist pointing 
at and tracing (yes, it is official, your 
mom is one bad-ass radical). David 
got an anarchist/socialist motto: omnia 
sunt communia (All Property in Com-
mon) illustrated with a mop and shovel 
crossing. And I, preferring script from 
either dead languages or words that 
got you killed, had imprinted a quote 
from the White Rose: Wir Sind Euer 
böse Gewissen; Wir lassen euch keine 
Ruhe! (We are your bad conscience; 
we will never stop hounding you.) 
Much thanks to Rufo for the exquisite 
lettering and for being our generous patron.
   Manuel Hernandez, with his freshly
minted citizenship papers, was down 
for our annual retreat. It seems like 
only yesterday that we sent him off 
to establish Casa Colibri, in Jalisco, 
Mexico, but it has been 10 years since 
his farewell bash. He continues to do 
great work supporting the rural poor 
children of Hostotipaquillo, as he 
recently spent every available wak-
ing hour feverishly sewing, painting, 
creating gorgeous ceramics and papel 
picado preparing for a hopefully suc-

cessful fund-raiser in Guadalajara.
   Also arriving for the retreat was 
Josh Medlin, the newest member of 
our sister community in Anderson, In-
diana, Burdock House. Josh, a biking 
enthusiast and a master of the shiatsu 
tradition, plans to start a massage 
practice. which makes him extremely 
popular among friends and family and 
the resistance community. He works 
with Kurt Morrow at the Hopewell 
center, which serves mentally chal-
lenged persons. Josh really enjoyed 
the diversity of the interesting people 
in our garden as he wiped tables and 
bussed plates.
   Another retreat attendee, Jim Haber, 
long-time Catholic Worker and friend, 
currently floating between homes, 
has been devoting more time to Jew-
ish Voice for Peace (JVP) and World 
Beyond War, a much-needed effort to 
unify people against all militarism, not 
just particular weapons or conflicts. 
Locally, he pointed out that JVP-Los 
Angeles is bringing interfaith partners 
together and demonstrating powerfully 
against military aid to Israel. We look 
forward to this year’s retreat facilita-
tor, long-time Catholic Worker and 
Plowshares activist, Art Laffin, from 
the Dorothy Day House in Washing-
ton D.C., for what promises to be a 
spectacular retreat at La Casa de Maria 
near lovely Santa Barbara.
   Finally, happy 80th birthday to Dr. 
Rich Meehan, longtime supporter 
and faithful dentist to the poor of Skid 
Row, and happy 75th to his lovely wife 
Patricia, and happy 50th to their son 
Mike. Congratulations to a fine family, 
whose lives of love and service were 
feted with a wonderful multi-gener-
ational celebration at the Bellflower 
Knights of Columbus Hall. 

CLIMATE CRISIS RESPONSE

Nearly 400,000 people participated in 
the People’s Climate March in New 
York City on Sunday, September 21. 
Hundreds of thousands more partici-
pated in marches and rallies in 166 
nations around the world. It was the 
largest environmental-related protest 
in history. People gathered to call for 
immediate action on global warm-
ing. However, there were no specific 
demands or targets or naming of major 
polluters and those who finance them. 
   On Monday, September 22, over 
3,000 people assembled at Battery 
Park for a rally and participate in the 
Flood Wall Street direct action cam-
paign to confront corporate polluters 
and climate profiteers in a non-permit-
ted march in the financial district that 
ended on Broadway by the large Wall 
Street charging bull. Police barriers 
prevented protesters from going to Wall

WARMEST SUMMER EVER

According to data released by the 
National Oceanic and Atmospheric 
Administration and NASA’s God-
dard Institute for Space, August 2014 
was the warmest month since records 
began in 1880. The global land and 
ocean temperature was 1.26 degrees F 
warmer than the average temperature 
from the baseline period 1951-1980.  
Overall, global temperatures reached 
an all-time high for the June-August 
period, making this summer one of the 
warmest ever.   —commondreams.org

Street itself. Protesters staged a mass 
sit-in to make the statement that 
capitalism itself is at the root of the 
climate crisis. Over eight hours later, 
police moved in with pepper spray 
and arrested more than 100 people.         
                        —democracynow.org

A-10 WARTHOG GUNSHIPS 
TO MIDDLE EAST

The Pentagon has announced that 12
A-10 Warthog gunships from the 122nd 
Fighter Wing will be deployed to an
unspecified Middle East location for 
use against the Islamic State (IS) 
fighters.  The decision to deploy the 
A-10 has raised fears of further use 
of depleted uranium (DU) in Iraq 
and Syria. The A-10 aircraft can fire 
30mm PGU-14 armor-piercing incen-
diary DU munitions from a cannon 
fitted beneath the cockpit. The A-10 is 
responsible for more DU contamina-
tion than any other platform. Depleted 
uranium (a misnomer) has caused 
severe genetic defects in babies and 
devastating cancer rates where used 
(specifically Fallujah and Basra, Iraq). 
                —bandepleteduranium.org

EDWARD SNOWDEN AWARDED

Whistleblower Edward Snowden was 
awarded the Right Livelihood Award 
(the Alternative Nobel Prize) for his 
“courage and skill in revealing the 
unprecedented extent of state sur-
veillance violating basic democratic 
processes and constitutional rights.” 
He was among a group of five people 

honored for their tireless and coura-
geous efforts in “stemming the tide of 
the most dangerous global trends.” The 
awards will be presented December 1 
at the Swedish Parliament.
                        —commondreams.org

CHELSEA MANNING UPDATE

Pvt. Chelsea Manning filed a federal 
lawsuit against Defense Secretary 
Chuck Hagel and other officials for 
“failure to provide necessary medical 
treatment for her gender dysphoria, a 
condition with which she was origi-
nally diagnosed by Army officers more 
than four years ago,” according to the 
American Civil Liberties Union, which 
has taken on the case. Such clear 
disregard of well-established medical 
protocols constitutes cruel and unusual 
punishment, according to Chase Stran-
gio, ACLU attorney and co-counsel on 
Manning’s case. Manning is serving a 
35-year prison sentence at Fort Leav-
enworth, KS for leaking military docu-
ments to whistleblower organization 
WikiLeaks. She came out as trans-
gender one day after her sentencing. 
Hagel approved gender reassignment 
treatments earlier this year that would 
include hormone therapy among other 
necessities, but treatments have yet to 
begin.             —commondreams.org

U.S. SURVEILLANCE

According to the Center for Democ-
racy & Technology (CDT), there are 
five government surveillance programs 
that undermine global human rights. 
Be aware!
• DISHFIRE, an initiative through 
which the U.S. collects hundreds 
of millions of private text messages 
worldwide every day;
• CO-TRAVELER, through which 
the US captures billions of location up-
dates daily from mobile phones around 
the world;
• MUSCULAR, which entails the U.S.’ 
interception of all data transmitted 
between certain data centers operated 
by Yahoo! and Google outside of U.S. 
territory;
• MYSTIC, a US program that collects 
all telephone call details in five sov-
ereign countries other than the U.S., 
as well as the full content of all phone 
calls in two of those countries; and
• QUANTUM, a U.S. program that 
listens in real-time to traffic on the 
Internet’s most fundamental infra-
structure and can respond based on 
certain triggering information with 
active attacks, including the delivery 
of malicious software to the end-user’s 
device.                                  —cdt.org

Hundreds of sheriffs and police from
across the U.S. have received so-called
counterterrorism training in Israel.

Police in U.S. cities also have been 
using the same tear gas, stun grenades, 
and long-range noise devices that send 
out high-pitched sounds as Israeli mili-
tary.                   — democracynow.org

U.S. POLICE TRAIN IN ISRAEL



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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CHRISTMAS ON SKID ROW
WE NEED CHRISTMAS CARDS, STAMPS,

CALENDARS, AND SOCKS
• CHRISTMAS CARDS: We are in need of both, ENGLISH and SPANISH Christmas 
cards.

• STAMPS: Please send 46-cent and $1.10 stamps for our annual Christmas card project.  

• CALENDARS: Our friends downtown appreciate calendars. If you have extras, please 
send them as a New Year’s treat.  

• SOCKS: Our guests are forced to walk a great deal each day. This creates a great need 
for socks. Please send men’s medium & large WHITE socks, as well as regular and large 
size DIABETIC socks.

• OTHER NEEDS: Large and small bottles of shampoo, lotion, and liquid soap. Large 
and small bars of soap. 

LIVE OUT OF THE AREA AND WOULD LIKE TO SAVE ON SHIPPING COSTS?  
Simply write a check payable to the Los Angeles Catholic Worker and place your request 
on the memo line and we will shop for you.  THANK YOU.  MANY BLESSINGS.

On December 2, 1980, four U.S. churchwomen 
working with the poor in El Salvador – Maryknoll 
Sisters Maura Clarke and Ita Ford, Ursuline Sister 
Dorothy Kazel, and lay missioner Jean Donovan – 

were kidnapped, raped, and murdered by the 
U.S.-backed military of El Salvador.  In the end 

they met the same fate as thousands of unnamed 
poor of El Salvador who were killed or disappeared. 
 Join us in commemorating their 34th anniversary.

Tuesday, December 2 at 7:00 PM 
at Mt. Saint Mary’s College - Doheny Campus  

10 Chester Place,  L.A., 90007
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