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            POORNESS AND SIMPLICITY                      ARE THE KEY TO LIFE

CHRISTMAS
APPEAL

THE POOR DEPEND ON YOU 
FOR THEIR DAILY SUSTENANCE

DO NOT FORGET THE POOR AMONG US

Dear Friends:                        Christmas, 2014

“More and more I have come to believe that poorness and simplicity are the secret 
to life. We don’t have anything, but we have everything we need,” says Antonio, who 
sleeps on the streets every night and comes to our coffee line on Wednesdays and 
Fridays for eggs, oatmeal, oranges, and instant coffee with plenty of creamer and sugar.

Most of the time he uses his day pass to ride the bus to Torrance or Hermosa Beach, 
sleeping in a hidden alcove, waking before the town rises, then returning to Skid 
Row for food, hygiene needs, and minimal recycling work. “There are lots of people 
out there who have everything,” he says. “The mansion, the job, and the fancy car, 
but they are not happy.”

This Christmas, we ask that you not forget the ones who are forced by circumstances 
to embrace “poorness and simplicity,” and who depend upon you for their daily 
sustenance.               Thank you.  Many blessings.

         Yours in peace,

         Jeff Dietrich  
For the 

Los Angeles
Catholic Worker
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PRESENTE!
REMEMBERING THE VICTIMS OF 
THE SCHOOL OF THE AMERICAS

C AT H O L I C DECEMBER 2014 Vol. 44/No.6

By KARAN BENTON

While sheets of rain slid 
down my hat and coat, 
I wept. It was unex-
pected. It seemed too 

sentimental, too dramatic—even 
a soggy effect upon the solemn 
significance of the moment. I was 
embarrassed about it and processed a 
little far to the side of the others. My 
cracked voice struggled out the word 
“Presente!” as the ceremony con-
tinued.  I had broken only after the 
third name, yet there were hundreds 
to go.  It was not that I was familiar 
with these names. I had no faces 
to step easily into my memory.  It 
was not about tender age. That third 
name was seventy-one-years old.  
Yet each name proclaimed seemed 
surrounded by the sense of a corpo-
real life enlivening the consonants 
and vowels, the lilt and stress of their 
clusters. Each corporeal life called 
out by name seemed infused with 
vulnerability and bewilderment as 
it witnessed to last moments at the 
hands of soldiers and police trained 
here. 
   We had come together at Ft. Ben-
ning, in Georgia, to enact a twenty-
five-year-old ritual: to call for an 
end to the infamous School of the 
Americas or WHINSEC (Western 
Hemisphere Institute for Security 
Cooperation) as it has been renamed. 
In this part, a mourning ceremony 
for the dead who seem to be only 
collateral in the military mind, we 
acknowledged their lives and the 
loss of their lives in the continuing 
heresy to the ideals of protecting 
democracy: the military training of 
soldiers and police from the Ameri-
cas south of our border. This is our 
“how-to” contribution to oppression 
and exploitation of South America in 
waves of terror that are still called by 
many—“The Dirty Wars.”  In hind-
sight, I realize that this overwhelm-
ing moment of grief had been shaped 
by a weekend full of transubstantia-
tion of something I had understood 
historically and on general principle. 
It was now something becoming 
flesh to me, something I could feel.
   I came to Georgia on Thursday 
evening, expecting to learn much 
of the history of the SOA, expect-
ing to solidify my ideas of its evil, 
expecting to be energetic and as 
hard hitting in my actions as I could 
reasonably be (short of leaving our 
community without my help at the 
soup kitchen for a six-month prison 
sentence). When I arrived, I was 
glad to see the familiar kind face 
of “Hippie Kitchen” volunteer Pat 
Bonner, whose work for Witness For 
Peace would have him at a table for 
the weekend informing about his 
delegation trip to Colombia, The Co-
lombia Peace Project, and to gather 
signatures demanding a stop to 
corporate exploitation and sponsored 
terror by the Coca-Cola, Banacol 
and Turbana companies. 
   The aged grace of the South, both 
in the shadowy shapes of old build-
ings and in the accent of our young 
waitress, brought back beloved mem-
ories of years of travel in Georgia to 
me.  At dinner I listened to Pat talk 
about his project and his collective 
years of experiences at the protest.  
As we talked of these things, Atlanta 
seemed to quietly fold in upon itself.  
Its elder architecture had already 
absorbed an oppressive history and it 
simply lit its amber elegances quietly 
through its windows.  Its new gener-
ation snapped on lights and twinkled 
brightly, boasting of its corporate 
energy and centrality.  Atlanta was 
three hours driving time from our 
considerations; but it was not its own 
removed world.  The loose thread of

its livelihood intersects with the 
common interests of corporate 
America everywhere and is knotted 
to the history of the School of the 
Americas. 
   Established in 1946 in Panama, 
where U.S. trade and shipping 
would have greatly suffered under 
the control of unfriendly govern-
ments, the school’s relocation to 
unlikely Columbus, Georgia, in the 
1980’s was spearheaded locally by 
the Cuban-born, exiled-grown and 
now wealthy owners of AFLAC 
Insurance, a commercial power-
house central to the Columbus area 
economy.  Competing for the School 
was not simply an ideological move 
motivated by a bitter family history 
of exile under Castro, but a belief 
that new additions to Fort Benning 
boosted Columbus’ local economy, a 
microcosm of the U.S. belief in their 
own economic messianic identity 
around the world.  
   One of the campaign arguments 
for moving the School to Colum-
bus, Georgia, was so that the South 
American soldiers that trained there 
could experience “the democratic 
system in action,” or the real Ameri-
cana of a quaint upright citizen town.  
By then, Columbus’ Main Street was 
cleansed of the blood shed in the 
brutal police attacks of the 1960’s 
Civil Rights Movement, had some 
time distance between its strong 
racial apartheid of the 1930’s. It was 
now being styled as the quintessen-
tial town of the American Dream: 
white, middle class, and English 
speaking. However this pattern could 
be replicated in a South American 
expression was to be taken up by the 
new soldier-trainees who were indoc-
trinated far from their native cultures 
and their non soldier fellows.  
   Seeing the United States beyond 
its borders, understanding its epithet, 
“the new conquistadors” was my 
beginning task.  Here, little by little 
the imperialist agenda of the United 
States toward South America would 
be constructed powerfully real for 
me throughout the weekend.
   On Friday I took up a country in 
point. I met a traveling companion 
Javier Barrera Santa.  Javier was 
from Colombia, an organizer with 
the Association of Families of the 
Detained and Disappeared. His 
own brother was “disappeared” 
then found dead years later. Now he 
was under threat of death.  Only his 
devotion to the welfare of his family 
has been keeping him from seeking 
permanent asylum here. He was sur-
prisingly young, with an open face 
full of gentle warmth and a continu-
ous laughing chatter of Spanish. He 

was continually surprised that I had 
to have his translator/guide Mary 
Beth translate for me.  After a drive 
to Columbus, we helped set up Pat’s 
table then joined the late afternoon 
panel on Colombia.  
   The Civil Society Panel consisted of 
three Colombian activists who work 
on different aspects of Colombian 
oppression and U.S. intervention. 
Colombia, which has been strug-
gling with six decades of conflict, 
now has the heaviest U.S. military 
presence in South America and 17 
separate armed military groups ap-
plying their own pressures. For Blas 
Noriega, Colombian Co-Coordinator 
for the Service for Peace and Justice 
in Latin America, the call is for a 
certain kind of peace in Colombia. 
Mass killings, punitive justice and a 
life of terror have been fed by a two- 
fold system of capitalist imperialism 
and militarization, which he sees 
as motivated by greed in the first 
case and fear in the second. Thus, 
the peace he works for is from a 
change of consciousness, one that 
humanizes both the violent and their 
victims, resulting in a peace carrying 
social justice and human rights.  To 
him the work to restore humanity in 
Colombia should be sprung from the 
community and churches rather than 
from militaristic or political inter-
vention. “No army defends peace in 
any part of the world,” he asserts.   
   Marylen Serna Salinas, leader 
of the Movimiento Campesino de 
Colombia and spokesperson for 
Congreso de los Pueblos, spoke for 
the small farmers and the indigenous 
people, giving us a picture of a crisis 
of the natural order in Colombia.  
Sixty percent of the natural resources 
are being extracted, without right of 
consultation of indigenous peoples, 
to feed the coffers of national and 
international corporate wealth.  Al-
ternatives to this dominant model are 
being ground away under corporate 
pressure and battalions of soldiers 
are increasingly called in to be a part 
of the  emerging dominant model:  
corporate militarization. Her work 
and her outcry is to “reformulate the 
natural order” in Colombia.
   Javier Barrera Santa spoke about 
the disappeared, the numbers now 
reaching over 30,000.  Ninety-five 
percent are actions of the military.  
In the 1990’s anybody who thought 
differently from the dominant power 
was at risk. Disappearing someone 
was not declared officially a crime 
until the year 2000. His work of 
forcing the government both to 
negotiate with guerillas to find the 
disappeared and to address its own 
corruption is coupled with finding

space for seeking the disappeared.  
His own experience echoes the wit-
ness of others in his Association of 
Families of the Detained and Disap-
peared with the compelling very 
personalized statement, “We have 
formed as a struggle based on love.”
   To take away these pictures of one 
single country with the knowledge 
that Colombia is the third largest 
recipient of foreign aid in the world, 
that to give aid to the military in 
Colombia is to also give aid to the 
paramilitary, that guerillas and drug 
cartels are often partners, and that 
multinational corporations are actors 
in the perpetuation of poverty and 
unemployment in Colombia was to 
pit my consciousness also against the 
scene that was to follow the next day.
   On Saturday morning, I marched 
with close to a thousand others sing-
ing and chanting in the nearby town 
of Stewart, Georgia. Here, the two-
mile quiet road of forest and rural 
houses wound down and lifted again 
until we could see the welcome sign 
of the detention center painted on the 
water tower. Here, under the pro-
found hypocrisy of its tower, stood 
the private, for-profit, immigrant de-
tention center—the largest detention 
center in the United States…so far.  
   Over 1700 men were detained 
there that weekend, though hidden 
far from our view.  Our chants and 
songs condemned the caging of 
immigrants, many refugees from 
the fruits of U.S. policy in South 
America. We condemned indefinite 
detention, without charges, often 
with denial of visits from families 
and the recorded inhumane prac-
tices at the prison. We chanted and 
sang against the leaving of released 
detainees by a bus station, with no 
money, no knowledge of where they 
were and with inadequate garments 
for the weather, many times in the 
middle of the night. It became most 
poignant the next day, when it was 
announced that the same number

Continued on page 6

JIM PARKHURST
REST IN PEACE
Swimmer, sailor, lifeguard, 
fisherman, aerospace engineer, 
and conservative Republican 
who, late in life, turned pacifist 
Catholic Worker, and with his 
wife Joyce, left their beautiful 
mountainside retirement ranch 
to live and work with the L.A. 
Catholic Worker in the hard-
scrabble neighborhoods of East 
L.A. and Skid Row. 
   Jim was the first community 
member to travel to Ft. Benning, 
in 1996, to protest against the 
SOA.
   He and Joyce subsequently 
left L.A. to found a sister house 
Catholic Worker in Oakland, 
California, where they were so 
harassed by the civic authorities 
that they had to close down and 
move back to Los Angeles.    
   Plagued by health difficulties 
since a 2007 “botched” opera-
tion on his sinuses, he suffered 
from cardiovascular issues and 
had a stroke on the way to his 
doctor’s appointment.
   Jim is survived by his wife 
Joyce, their children: Jim, Jeff,
Jocelyn (Torres), Jennifer (Hel-
lerud), and Jill (Walsh), and 
eight grandchildren and three 
great-grandchildren. 
    Our prayers and condolences 
go out to Joyce and family, and 
we rejoice in his life-long wit-
ness for peace and justice.

Jim Parkhurst—PRESENTE!
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CATHOLIC WORKER SISTER HOUSES AS A PATCHWORK QUILT FAMILY
CHRISTMAS APPEAL ISSUE

THE PATCHWORK FAMILY

LACW Sister House Community Members Tensie and Rozella - Guadalupe

Lisa, Martha (rear), Manuel (Mexico), Mary Beth (Philadelphia) Art Laffin (Retreat Facilitator), Dennis (Guadalupe)

Liturgy Altar
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By JEFF DIETRICH

When my wife, Catherine 
Morris, turned 80 this 
year, Lisa Redmond 
organized the LACW 

sister houses, friends, supporters, 
and volunteers to create a quilt as a 
birthday present for her. Lisa sent out 
five-inch squares of white fabric to 
all sister houses and asked them to 
write a note of appreciation for Cath-
erine on the square.  Then, she and 
local CW women worked the squares 
into a memory quilt for Catherine, 
not unlike the ones that went to 
Washington, D.C. to remember the 
AIDS victims. The patches were 
interspersed with strips of colorful 
floral patterned sheets from our linen 
closet and even an old L.A. Catholic 
Worker t-shirt with a white peace 
dove and Dorothy Day’s motto, “The 
only solution is love.” 
   However, the most touching ele-
ments are the scores and scores of 
white patches, some with eloquent 
artwork, but all with heartfelt 
appreciation for Catherine’s life 
and commitment, expressing such 
thoughts as: “All the best, you are 
the heart of our life,” Ted.  “Cath-
erine you are Dorothy to us,” Ched 
and Elaine. “80 years is but a drop in 
the bucket compared to the impact 
you have had on my life; the life of 
the LACW, the CW movement, the 
lives of folks on L.A.’s Skid Row, 
and countless others. Many thanks 
and blessings, much love,” Jorge. 
“From now on you get breakfast in 
bed, and you can sleep till noon,” 
Sandi and Pat. “Catherine, thank you 
for being an Easter person in a Good 
Friday world,” Susan. “Catherine, 
Happy Birthday to our dear Catholic 
Worker mother. Love and hugs from 
Canada,” Josephine.  “Catherine we 
celebrate you and we are blessed to 
call you our sister,” Tom and Ann.  
   We sleep every night warmed by 
our beautiful, artful quilt, and the 
loving sentiments of community, 
friends, family, and volunteers. It is 
a stunning tribute to Catherine’s life 
and commitment.
   We brought the quilt to our annual 
sister house retreat this past August, 
a gathering of all of the communi-
ties founded by young people who 
left our house with knowledge of 
how unstructured communities like 
ours might work, equipped with 
a background in theology and the 
Catholic Worker movement, as well 
as some financial support from our 
house to found their own Catholic 
Worker houses. Now and in all, there 
are twelve sister houses, with most of 
them in California and Nevada, two 
on the East Coast, one in the Mid-
west, one in Mexico, and a new sister 
house starting up in Kenya. Many of 
our houses have either celebrated or 
are about to celebrate their 25th year.          
   Though the houses have no “corpo-
rate connection” to each other, there 
is a profound desire to come back 
and reconnect to a “place of origin” 
as Catholic Workers.
   Do please keep in mind that our 
twelve sister houses represent only a 
small portion of the nearly 300 Cath-
olic Worker communities throughout 
the world.
   Our retreat facilitator this year was 
Art Laffin, longtime Catholic Worker, 
resister, and author from Dorothy

Day House in Washington, D.C. 
   Art, and his wife Colleen, serve 
the poor of D.C., and organize pro-
tests against war, nuclear weapons, 
and torture. Art has written numer-
ous books and traveled worldwide 
speaking out against war, and the 
death penalty. “Though the world 
seems more saturated with war, 
death and destruction,” said Art, “I 
have chosen the theme of hope for 
the retreat this year.”
   Art began our retreat with a time 
of sharing stories of hope and grace. 
He started by telling his own story:  
Big, tall 6’ 3’’ Art Laffin was a jock, 
and he had the dream job of a life-
time coaching a basketball team in 
Europe. It does not get much better 
than that. But he had begun getting 
“re-in touch” with his faith, which 
can be a dangerous activity. He 
heard Mother Teresa and Dom Hel-
der Camara speak at the Eucharistic 
Congress in Philadelphia in 1976, 
met some Catholic Workers, went to 
a Catholic Peace Fellowship meet-
ing, spent a week with the spiritual-
ity community in Taize, France, and 
“saw the light” as he was coming up 
for a “slam dunk.”  After that amaz-
ing “slam dunk” he came back to the 
U.S. to “assume a life of nonviolence 
and peacemaking.” 
   Art’s personal story-sharing very 
quickly began to open up the stories 
of how all of us are connected in the 
same story of the Catholic Worker.
   Liza, from the Fresno Catholic 
Worker, told the story of hearing 
Dan Delany, the co-founder of the 
L.A. Catholic Worker, on the radio 
in 1970, talking about his work with 
the homeless. She was still in high 
school when she first came down 
to volunteer and then, later in life, 
she and her husband Brian opened 
their Fresno home to the homeless, 
serving food to men released from 
county jail. She talked about the 
captain of the jail bringing her bags 
of beans and bread to serve at her 
nightly meals and telling us that he 
spent the last months of his life in 
hospice care at the Catholic Worker. 
It was a bit of a shock for me because 
I had always thought I was the first 
LACW community member, but 
Liza actually preceded me. This is 
how the weekend proceeded, lots of 
shocks and unexpected connections.
   Gary told about his conservative, 
Republican father, choosing to move 
from beautiful Santa Barbara to Las 
Vegas, the sweaty Babylon of the 
southwest, so that he could die at 
the Catholic Worker in the comfort 
of his radical son and his even more 
radical daughter-in-law, Julia. At his 
death he gave thanks for the compas-
sion and comfort that his children 
give to all who suffer.
   Catherine told the story of when 
she was a Sister of the Holy Child 
of Jesus and received an invitation 
to speak at the 500th anniversary of 
St  Ignatius at the University of San 
Francisco. Rather than go to the big 
Ignatian Feast Day celebration, she 
and some radical Jesuits went from 
San Fransisco to Fresno to get ar-
rested with the United Farmworkers, 
who were protesting an injunction 
against picketing.
   “We got there,” she said, “and the 
Jesuits asked  ‘What can we do to 
help?’ And Rev. Chris Hartmire 
said,  ‘You can get arrested with the

Farmworkers.’”  Clearly not all of the 
priests and nuns were ready for that 
kind of helping. So they celebrated a 
3 am liturgy, and rather quickly, Rev. 
Chris stood by the makeshift altar 
and said, “It’s 4 am, we have to be 

out on the picket line. Those who 
stand for justice and will risk arrest 
go to my right. Everyone else go over 
there.” Catherine looked at her two 
Jesuit friends and said, “Oh fuck.”  
   Catherine, along with the Farm-

workers, spent the next two weeks in 
jail. The day after Catherine’s arrest 
Dorothy Day also was arrested, and 
Catherine spent the next two weeks 
visiting with Dorothy, Joan Baez, 
Daniel Ellsberg, and many others 
who came to visit Dorothy. 
   Jed, one of the newest members of 
the LACW, recalled his experience 
of being arrested in 2011 with 300 
Occupy L.A. protesters. While in jail 
he met Mossimo, from the Santa Ana 
Catholic Worker, who “recruited” 
him into the movement. Jed had been 
sitting in a “bundle” of about 100 
folks at the center of the arrest ac-
tion, and remembered hearing some 
“old guy” saying to the police, “I 
can’t move my legs, you are going to 
have to carry me.” At the retreat he 
realized that the “old guy” was me.
   Dennis Apel, from the Guadalupe 
House, told of how he “prayed to be 
a part of a community like this even 
before I knew what I was praying 
for.”
   Manuel, founder of our Mexico 
sister house two hours west of Gua-
dalajara, in the small town of

Hostotipaquillo, works with young 
children. His house is situated in the 
epicenter of Mexico’s “drug wars,” 
where territorial warfare between 
competing drug cartels has resulted 
in kidnappings as well as the murder 
of the local police chief.  Recently 
Manuel took a group of ten boys and 
girls for a hot dog lunch in the local 
park. He thought he heard sounds 
like a car backfiring, but quickly re-
alized that he and the children were 
in the middle of a drug war shoot- 
out. He panicked and told the kids to 
“RUN!” In the midst of the confu-
sion and panic one little girl yelled, 
“STOP, we forgot the catsup!” It was 
a startling thing to say in the midst 
of a very dangerous situation, but, 
like a splash of cold water in the 
face, it made Manuel stop panicking 
and lead the children to safety.
   Of course I had to tell my two 
favorite stories: the first one about 
Julia Occhiogrosso, who was sent to 
us by her parents with her twin sister 
Christa, immediately after high school

Continued on page 6

(A Reflection Interwoven with St. 
Bernard’s Fourth Sermon on Mary)
By TONI FLYNN

Mary, you have been told 
that you shall conceive 
and bear a Son: you 
have heard that this shall 

be not by human means, but through 
the intervention of the Holy Spirit. 
Behold, the Angel now awaits your 
answer. We also, O Lady, await from 
your lips the sentence of mercy and 
compassion, we who are groaning 
under the sentence of our wounded-
ness. For lo! The price of our salva-
tion is now offered to you: if you will 
only consent, we shall at once be set 
at liberty. We have been created by 
the eternal Word of God, and behold 
we die: by your momentary word we 
shall be renewed and restored to life.
   Some years ago, while volunteer-
ing with the San Pedro Catholic 
Worker, I discovered that everyone 
who was poor in the area knew about 
the Maryland Hotel. Perhaps things 
are different now but back in those 
days the stairs were steep, the car-
pets worn and stained, and the rooms 
small. You had to fry your eggs in a 
common kitchen and walk down a 
long dreary hallway to use the com-
munal bathroom. Cockroaches and 
mice were a nuisance but the rent 
was cheap and it beat sleeping on the 
sidewalks.
   The upstairs room at the farthest 
end of the Maryland Hotel belonged 
to Tiffany and her three young 
nephews. The year that I befriended 
her, she made the difficult and 
painful decision to drop out of her 
classes at a local community college, 
where she was a straight ‘A’ student 
in Graphic Design, and become the 
full time caretaker of the three boys. 
Theirs was a crowded, stuffy living 
space yet Tiffany used her creativity 
to make the most of it. Since there 
was only one double bed in the tiny 
room, the kids slept in it while Tif-
fany slept on the floor with a pillow 
and blanket.
   O Virgin! Most loving, Adam and 
Eve, now exiled from Paradise with 
all of their offspring, implore this 
favor of you. For this does Abraham 
entreat, for this David, for this all 
the other holy fathers and mothers, 
your own ancestors, who are now 
dwelling in the region of the shadow 
of death. See, the whole world, 
prostrate at your feet, awaits your 
answer. And not without cause. For 
on your word depend the consola-
tion of the miserable, the redemption 
of the captives, the pardon of the 
condemned, the salvation of all the 
children of Adam and Eve, of the 
entire human race. O Virgin, delay 
not to answer …
   Tiffany’s sister, Carrie,—the moth-
er of the three little boys—was at 
that time serving out a jail sentence 
in Los Angeles. Her history read like 
a roller coaster ride. It seemed that 
most of her ups and downs involved 
drugs, rough men, unplanned preg-
nancies and a forgetfulness to pay 
cashiers on her way out of stores 

after shopping sprees. She was due 
to give birth while in custody to two 
more children—twins. 
   Each child in Carrie’s life had a 
different father. Some were in prison, 
some homeless, uneducated and 
broke. At the beginning of the school 
year, one father managed to sober up 
long enough to earn cash and buy his 
son a set of school clothes. The other 
boys went to school in patched up 
hand-me-downs. 
   Tiffany told me that she held no 
grudge against any of the fathers 
nor did she condemn her sister’s 
promiscuity. Yet it was Tiffany, not 
the children’s parents, who embraced 
responsibility for the little boys. She 
herself was fragile, yet she managed 
to sustain enough emotional strength 
and enough generosity of heart to 
hold it all together.
   Make haste, therefore, to answer 
the Angel, or rather to answer the 
Lord through the Angel. Say the 
word and receive the Word. Utter 
your human word and conceive the 
divine Word. Pronounce the transi-
tory word and embrace the Word 
everlasting. Why do you hesitate? 
Wherefore do you fear? Believe, 
consent, and receive into your womb 
the Word of the Father. Let your hu-
mility take courage, let your modesty 
be confident. It is in no wise expedi-
ent now that your virginal simplicity 
should be forgetful of prudence. O 
Virgin most prudent, in this matter 
alone you may put aside all fear of 
presumption, because although mod-
esty pleases by its silence, yet more 
necessary for us now is the charity 
of your YES.
   Tiffany, humbling herself, some-
times asked charity organizations 
for things like jackets and shoes for 
the boys. She never asked for clothes 
for herself although she confided in 
me that she felt embarrassed about 
her weight, and her large dress size. 
From my point of view, she radiated 
beauty through the softness of her 
face, the grace of her posture, the 
gentleness of her voice.
   The boys required her full atten-
tion. She walked the older ones to 
and from school, took them to the 
public library to do their homework, 
kept the youngest one close to her 
side and in the evenings they all went 
to the Catholic Worker soup line at 
the park for a hot meal. At the soup 
line, the boys always had groomed 
hair, smiling faces and clean hands. 
As long as Tiffany loved and con-
sented to care for them, the boys 
knew that they would not have to be 
separated and placed in foster care.
   O happy Virgin, open your heart to 
faith, open your lips to consent, open 
your bosom to your Creator. Behold 
the Desired of all nations is standing 
outside and knocking at your door. 
So tragic if He should pass on while 
you delay to open, and you should 
have to begin once more to seek 
with sorrow ‘Him whom your soul 
loves!’Arise, therefore, and make 
haste to open to Him. Arise by faith,  

Continued on page 6
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that the same number as the number 
of these detainees just graduated 
from the SOA/WHINSEC, becom-
ing a symmetry of United States 
imperialism in South America—
those to do the “dirty work” of 
U.S. self-interests and those to be 
disdained while fleeing such work. 
All in the name of “freedom.”  
   That evening, a long liturgy was 
celebrated by both men and women 
priests. The beginning procession 
set the theme of the liturgy: a sign 
calling for human dignity for im-
migrants with a field laborer’s hat 
that stood for the Cross. It called to 
mind the Mercy of the Word that 
followed the hat.  
   On Sunday morning I stood in 
a small thunderstorm with two 
white crosses in front of the Ft. 
Benning main gate. On one cross 
is written “child, age seven.”  On 
the other, “Julia, age 35.” I found 
comfort looking up into the heavy 
grey cloud cover over me. After 
awhile, my broken voice returned 
and my Presente! was stronger.  I 
imagined inviting these two whose 
names I grasped now into the arms 
of my memory.  I thought about the 
defeat of those who would wipe 
human memory from the earth by 
the sheer commitment of those who 
would continue to remember and 
humanize them.  Six Jesuit priests, 
their housekeeper and her daughter 
overcame the intention of their mur-
derers, graduates of the SOA, by the 
perpetuation of this action on their 
behalf for the next 25 years. Neither 
have the killers of Archbishop 
Oscar Romero, whose famous name 
modestly resides among the R sec-
tion of the spoken list each year and 
proclaimed Presente!, triumphed.   
   I reached my destination, a small 
section of chain link fence. I kissed 
my crosses for tenderness, and set 
them into the spaces of the fence. I 
moved away and again joined the 
procession.
   As I recently came upon a raised 
plaque honoring the military base 
and its programs for its contribution 
to the city of Columbus, I came also 
to the grief that the School of the 
Americas is more than anything a 
state of mind.  Distance and com-
fort and disappearance behind lines 
of old plantation trees perpetuate 
the myth of the protective hero and 
of the false sanctity of democratic 
ideals over human lives.  Raising up 
the notion that all earth flows into 
our delusions or is not properly of 
our world, we have set ourselves up, 
if not as a god, at least as the Grand 
Opponent of life and liberty.  With 
this witness our lust for domina-
tion and resources can no longer be 
dressed up in the altruistic slogans: 
“service of democracy” or “war 
against drugs” or “humanitarian 
aid.”   The results clarify all in the 
poverty and terror that continues 
with our training and our demands 
in Central and South America, in 
the bodies of the innocent murdered 
or tortured perpetually by graduates 
of the SOA/WHINSEC and in the 
disappeared whose families lead the 
mourners march at the gates of Fort 
Benning.  
   The slogan of the SOA/WHINSEC 
surrounds the school’s crest, the 
galleon with which Christopher 
Columbus oppressed and enslaved 
the Caribbean: “One for all and all 
for One.” Here is a subtle sell of 
this state of mind. We are the One, 
and devoid of love of any humanity 
except our own kind, we march to 
our beloved institutions and try to 
shackle all to serve them.
   At the Friday panel, looking for-
ward, Blas Noriega called for a 

different kind of journey toward 
justice and humanization, “trans-
form pain into struggle into love.”  
For that achievement, I am will-
ing to go every year to the gates of 
Fort Benning and hear the victims’ 
names and feel the hard rain and 
weep.  

NOTE: Seven people were arrested 
this year, five on Saturday at Stew-
art Detention Center, and two on 
Sunday at the gates of Ft. Benning 
See soaw.org for further info.    Ω  

Karan Benton is a Los Angeles Cath-
olic Worker community member.
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graduation because they were 
concerned that their older sister 
Rosemary, who had recently come 
to the L.A. Catholic Worker from 
the United Farmworkers, may have 
joined a “cult.” Julia left college 
after her freshman year, and spent 
five years with us here in L.A.  She 
left to found the first sister house 
community in Las Vegas, where 
she and her husband Gary recently 
celebrated the 25th anniversary of 
that community.
   I also felt compelled to tell the 
story of how Tensie Hernandez, of 
the Guadalupe House, first came 
to the LACW.  It was Good Fri-
day 1986, Tensie was a senior at 
Ramona Convent High School and 
her religion class had baked bread 
for the poor. Against her mother’s 
wishes, Tensie drove into downtown 
Los Angeles to distribute the bread 
to the poor.
   When she exited the freeway at 
Los Angeles St., she saw a gather-
ing of about 200 people standing in 
front of the U.S. Federal Building 
with a large wooden cross and a 
banner saying “Good Friday: We 
mourn the Victims of War” and 
thought she had found the right 
place. However, by the time she 
parked and returned, no one was 
there but a scruffy 60-year-old, 
one-armed homeless man named 
Eugene. She asked him where all 
the people were. Eugene replied, 
“Oh, you mean the Catholic Work-
ers? Well, I can take you to them.
   So, 17-year-old Tensie Hernan-
dez, in her starched white blouse 
and way-too-short pleated Catholic 
school girl jumper, followed the 
disheveled one-armed man to the 
Catholic Worker through the heart 
of Skid Row for 14 blocks, ignoring 
quizzical stares and lewd remarks 
from the guys on the streets.
   When they knocked, Julia Oc-
chiogrosso opened the door and

invited Tensie to dinner.  Over din-
ner, she told Tensie about our new 
summer program. Tensie became 
the first applicant to our first sum-
mer program. She subsequently met 
her future husband, Dennis Apel, 
and they ultimately founded the 
Guadalupe Catholic Worker, which 
not long ago celebrated their 20th 
anniversary.
   Mark, from the Las Vegas house, 
said of the retreat: “This story-shar-
ing is like the hospitality that we 
give to our friends from the streets. 
But this is different. This is hospi-
tality that we give to each other.”
   “I’m a born again Catholic Work-
er! shouted Christopher Gorman, 
about his experience at the retreat. 
“I have known you guys since I was 
a kid, but I didn’t know all the con-
nections.” Chris was in third grade 
when he came to live at the Catholic 
Worker with his recently divorced 
mother, Tina Delany (Gorman).
   Tina’s aunt Chris and uncle Dan 
Delany founded the L.A. Worker 
and, at somewhat loose ends in her 
life, she came to volunteer and was 
quickly recruited for the sum-
mer intern program, subsequently 
spending the next five years with 
the community. When she met her 
future husband, Paul McCudden, 
a Saturday kitchen volunteer, they 
eventually moved in together and 
ultimately had one of the best of 
many fun-filled Catholic Worker 
weddings we ever celebrated. 
   In the meantime, Christopher 
grew up at the Catholic Worker. 
In many ways it was something of 
an idyllic childhood. He and his 
best friend Eloy, one of our guests 
along with his mother Josefina, 
ran through our extensive yard, up 
and down the many stairways of 
the rambling old house, hiding and 
seeking, fighting make-believe wars 
and sharing secrets.
   When he was 10-years-old, 
Christopher moved out of the back 
house bedroom he shared with his 
mom into the tiny closet bedroom 
on the third floor of the “big house,” 
feeling safe and secure with all his 
Catholic Worker “surrogate par-
ents” close by.  
   “I never knew all the stuff about 
my aunt and uncle and all the con-
nections with the Catholic Worker 
and my own family. My mother 
met my step-father at the Catho-
lic Worker and now I am at the 
Catholic Worker in Mexico, where I 
met my wife. That’s why I feel like 
a ‘born again’ Catholic Worker…It 
really is crazy, it’s really crazy.”
   Yes, it is crazy, it is like a crazy 
quilt, like a crazy patchwork quilt 
stitched together from old sheets

and 
discarded 
shirts and 
heartfelt 
sentiments of 
lifetime longings 
and humble efforts to 
make something beauti-
ful. Sometimes it takes a 
patchwork family to create 
something beautiful out of our 
shredded and tattered world.  Like 
the patchwork quilt, it is perfect, 
but not seamless, it is colorful, but 
contrasting.  It is all connected but it 
is “patched” together, made up of ev-
eryone’s gifts sewn into a beautiful, 
artful, integrated whole.  Ω

Jeff Dietrich is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community member 
and editor of the Agitator.
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make haste by devotion, open by 
consent. 
   Relief from the poverty of the 
Maryland Hotel was not immediate-
ly at hand for Tiffany and the boys. 
The local agencies funded to help 
families were restricted by regula-
tions that did not include provid-
ing assistance to an aunt trying to 
keep her sister’s children together 
as a family. Nonetheless, Tiffany 
persisted in seeking ways of moving 
them into decent housing. 
   Sometimes, when I would look 
for a moment into her eyes, I could 
perceive the gray fog of depression 
descending upon the landscape of 
her brave spirit, her weary soul. Yet 
when I would observe her for any 
length of time, I clearly saw her 
quiet persistent strength and her 
commitment to the future of these 
little ones who so needed her protec-
tion.
   One day, she declared to me that 
she was making efforts to bring the 
twins to the Maryland Hotel room 
after their birth. She was praying for 
a miracle because she didn’t want 
the new babies to be adopted out to 
strangers. 
   “And Mary said, Behold the hand-
maiden of the Lord, be it done unto 
me according to your word.”
   I moved on from San Pedro to 
the High Desert Catholic Worker 
before I learned the fate of the twins. 
During my last visit to the Mary-
land Hotel, I brought the boys some 
clothes and toys and tried to explain 
to Tiffany that because of her ‘YES’ 
to life she was a true descendant of 
Mary. I assured her that an angel 
of God no doubt rustled its wings 
over her each night as she slept on 
the floor of her room and resounded 
“you are full of grace and the Lord 
is with you.”  Ω

Longtime friend of the LACW, Toni 
Flynn is an author and activist 
living on California’s central coast.

THE WORKS OF MERCY: 
Feed the hungry; Clothe 
the naked; Give drink 
to the thirsty; Shelter 
the homeless; Visit the 
imprisoned; Care for the 
sick; Bury the dead.
THE WORKS OF WAR: 
Destroy crops; Seize food 
supplies; Contaminate 
water; Destroy homes; 
Scatter families; 
Imprison dissenters; 
Inflict wounds and 
burns; Kill the living.
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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

EDWARD SNOWDEN WINS 
HUMAN RIGHTS AWARD

Whistleblower Edward Snowden 
received several standing ovations in 
the Swedish parliament after being 
awarded the Right Livelihood Award 
for his state surveillance revelations. 
Snowden addressed the parliament 
via video from Russia, where he is in 
exile.  Although his father was in the 
chamber, no one accepted the award 
on his behalf in the hope that one day 
in the near future he will be free to 
travel and receive it in person.
                —theguardian.com

DRONE MURDERS

Analysis conducted by the human 
rights group Reprieve, emphasizes 
the inaccuracy of U.S. drone strikes, 
which are nothing less than appall-
ing. What the Obama administration 
calls “precise” and “targeted kill-
ing” campaigns by the CIA and Air 
Force, are anything but: “…even when 
operators target specific individuals, 
they kill vastly more people than the 
intended targets, often needing to 
strike multiple times.” Attempts to kill 
41 men have resulted in the slaughter 
of at least 1,147 people, many of them 
women and children. As an example, 
“Some 24 men specifically targeted 
in Pakistan resulted in the death of 
874 people…In Yemen 17 named men 
were targeted multiple times. Strikes 
on them killed 273 people, at least

seven of them children. At least 
four of the intended targets are still 
alive.”               — theguardian.com

RISING PLUTOCRACY

Throughout the nation millions of 
people cannot afford decent housing, 
and as a result many fall into home-
lessness or living in vehicles.  Yet the 
scourge of economic inequality that 
is destroying our nation has become 
more blatant than ever before. The 
astronomical luxury of new residential 
buildings being built in many cities, 
specifically New York City, has sky-
rocketed. In Manhattan the physical 
embodiment of how money and power 
impact the lives of common people 
can be viewed in the soaring apart-
ment towers being built at the south 
end of Central Park where prices 
range from $30 million to $90 mil-
lion. The ultra-rich (many of whom 
are from other countries) purchasing 
these apartments often pay little or no 
city income or property taxes because 
of political clout of real estate devel-
opers.                       —billmoyers.com

ABYSMAL U.S. RECORD 
OF ABUSE

According to the findings of a new 
report by the United Nations Com-
mittee Against Torture, the U.S. rates 
poorly because of its modern legacy of 
torture, indefinite detention, excessive 
force, rampant use of solitary confine-
ment, and systematic discrimination

and mistreatment.  This is shameful in 
itself, but for a nation that flaunts itself 
as a leader in human rights, this is a 
glaring example of its hypocrisy and 
fraudulency.  In addition to calling for 
full accountability for the worst torture 
practices under the Chaney/Bush 
regime, the committee also demanded 
the Obama administration end the con-
tinued harsh treatment of detainees at 
Guantanamo Bay, and its mistreatment 
of immigrants in onshore detention 
centers.            —commondreams.org

CRONY CAPITALISM

Fifteen years ago the Cystic Fibrosis 
Foundation (CF) invested $150 million 
in the biotechnology company Vertex 
Pharmaceuticals to develop a drug 
for this serious lung disease. Recently 
the Foundation reported a $3.3 billion 
return from that investment. Kalydeco, 
the drug developed with that invest-
ment, is being sold to patients (who 
can afford it) for $300,000 per year per 
patient. The drug industry claims that 
the cost of developing new prescrip-
tion medicine is about $2.558 billion, 
much higher than the $802 million it 
claimed in 2003. Many government 
subsidies to drug companies are not 
taken into account when these costs 
are sighted. In fact drug companies 
spend more on marketing than on 
R&D.  Actual cost for development 
can range from as low as $50 million, 
up to $186 million if failure is taken 
into account. Taxpayers not only pay 
a majority of R&D costs, but also pay 
double because of the high cost of the 
medicine itself.    —counterpunch.org

HOMELESS CHILDREN

A new study by the National Center 
on Family Homelessness has found 
that child homelessness in the U.S. 
has reached epidemic proportions 
with one in 30 children now homeless, 
while nearly 25 percent of homeless 
pre-school children and 40 percent 
school-age children suffer with mental 
health issues that require evaluation 
and therapy.  The “America’s Young-
est Outcasts” study found that over 
2.5 million children now live without 
a home.  The major causes of child 
homelessness include increasing pov-
erty; a lack of affordable housing; ra-
cial disparities, and domestic violence. 
California has the most with more than 
500,000 homeless children.        
                             —theguardian.com

POLAR BEARS THREATENED

According to the U.S. Geologic Sur-
vey, Environment Canada, and other 
groups, global warming has placed 
Alaska’s polar bears in a deadly down-
ward spiral.  The study published in 
Ecological Applications, states the po-
lar bear population in eastern Alaska 
and western Canada has declined by 
approximately 40 percent in recent 
years. The Southern Beaufort Sea 
polar bear population (one of two U.S. 
polar bear populations) has dropped 
to just 900 bears compared to 1500 in 
2006.               —commondreams.org

   As the holiday season fast approaches, 
we have already received such blessed 
gifts in the presence of a house full of 
wonderful young, enthusiastic worker-
guests, the truest treasures, hailing 
from all over God’s beautiful world.  
First the German contingent, headed by
everybody’s favorite gal, Elena Klett, 
who returns with her newly-minted
Master’s degree from the Universitat 
extraordinaire in Tubingen. Then 
Berliner, Clinton Chapman, arrived at 
our home after a ten-year stint teach-
ing German in China. He trailed Lydia 
and Tobias Goedde, a cool punk couple 
from Northern Germany interested in 
learning about community living after 
having started a progressive cafe in 
Germany. Not to forget new kitchen 
volunteer Tommy, a former military 
helicopter pilot turned cooking enthu-
siast. Yes, if they were not so fluent in 
English we would have to give some

thought to conducting meetings and 
prayer in German to accommodate 
them (wink).
   Also joining us for a time was 
George Abu-Shkara, from the lovely 
city of Haifa, in Palestine, fresh off 
his triumphal season on “Hakokhav 
Haba’a,” the original version of Ris-
ing Star, which originated in Israel. 
George is a member of the Roman 
Catholic Greek Orthodox Eastern 
Rites Church where he sometimes 
leads the ethereal a cappella Arabic 
chant. A world traveler with friends 
and family in Berlin, Spain, Italy, 
Switzerland, the USA, and Egypt, his 
voice is welcomed everywhere. We 
have been blessed to have his voice at 
our Wednesday liturgy, and recently 
he sung an aching heartfelt rendition 
of John Lennon’s Imagine.  Fluent 
in English, Arabic, Alfosha, Hebrew 
and a surprising amount of Spanish, 
George is looking forward to either 
attending a university or becoming a 
mega pop star. 
    Andrew Schulman comes to us 
from Hartford County, Connecticut, 
via the Colorado trail, which he hiked 
over a period of a month, averaging 
20 grueling miles each day across 
some of the most gorgeous mountain 
ranges, stunning vistas, and glorious 
wild unspoiled land. Another master 
linguist, Andrew has studied ancient 
Greek, Latin, and French, at St. John’s 
College in Annapolis, Maryland, after 
beginning his studies at the sister 
campus in New Mexico. He loves 
shredding carrots, chopping lettuce, 
schlepping huge vats of tasty beans to 
the serving line, and talking with our 
guests while serving ice-cold water. 
A percussionist, bassist, guitarist, and 
pianist, he enjoys many kinds of mu-
sic, especially Bossa Nova, Gregorian 
chant, and contemporary classics. He 
is here for a time to investigate living

in community.
   Young Anthony Scheip (aka AJ), 
from Florida, was over for a quick 
visit where he duly impressed every-
one with his strong work ethic and his 
willingness to learn. We are looking 
forward to a longer return visit, per-
haps this summer, if all goes well. In 
the meantime we wish him well in his 
college studies. 
    Finally, Dimitri Kadiev, traveling 
artist for God, rounds out our stellar 
collection of talented worker-guests. 
After finishing his beautiful mural at 
our kitchen, Dimitri went to Quere-
taro, Mexico, where he participated in 
the gathering of many talented artists 
at a massive graffiti art festival, which 
involved painting 91 murals in four 
weeks. Unbeknownst to us, he had al-
ready painted a spectacular mural de-
tailing the narrative family history of 
Elaine Enns, at the Bartimeus Institute 
headquarters in Oakview, CA.  Dimitri 
left an unfinished masterpiece in New 
Orleans and traded collages for food 
and cash till he scored a job paint-
ing a ten-foot tall satellite dish with a 
California Beach scene. His hitchhik-
ing journey continued through Philly 
where he visited Shane Clayborne’s 
Simple Way community.  He landed at 
the New York Catholic Worker where 
he painted yet another mural of a one 
righteous people’s movement proces-
sion. Originally an L.A. native, he was 
greatly influenced by Diego Rivera, 
Van Gogh, and street artists and ancient 
cave paintings. By the grace of God, 
he has painted murals throughout the 
world, including Berlin, Palestine, India, 
Peru, and many cities within the U.S. 
    Our recent Friday afternoon culture 
critiques have been quite enlightening 
as well as fun-filled. Besides Dimitri 
detailing his adventures, we also had 
longtime volunteer Margaret Golakoff 
relate her wartime childhood experiences

in the Rhineland. Only by God’s grace 
did she survive Hitler’s regime and the 
U.S. invasion to celebrate yet another 
birthday.  Former community member
Sandi Huckaby wowed us with exciting 
tales of her recent travel to Louisville, 
Kentucky, the site of the fifty-year an-
niversary of the famous peacemakers 
retreat at Merton’s Gethsemani Abbey 
attended by Dan and Phil Berrigan, 
A.J. Muste, among others. 
    October ended with a fantastic hos-
pitality day; it is always a great idea to 
have our friends from downtown over 
for a nice meal and a chance to hone 
our interactive skills as warm up for 
the much larger Thanksgiving celebra-
tion. With regular kitchen volunteers 
Ruth and Ken from Santa Monica, 
and new Deutsche Junge Tommy, we 
were able to joyfully whip up quite 
a feast featuring barbecued angus 
beef cheese burgers (thanks to grill 
master Mike “Wiz”), mashed pota-
toes, cheesy broccoli, and ice cream 
sundaes. All ate and were satisfied, 
though none were surprised when the 
Thanksgiving Feast turned out even 
better. Over four score guests joined 
us in a truly marvelous event where 
God’s love and bounty were evidenced 
in heaping platters of steaming turkey, 
green bean casserole, tasty kale, mac 
and cheese, scrumptious sweet pota-
toes, hearty salads, overflowing dishes 
of cranberries, salsa, and guacamole, 
and a bountiful dessert table groan-
ing under apple, cherry, peach, and 
pumpkin pies, and all manner of sweet 
confections. Special thanks to former 
community member Tina Delany, and 
longtime supporter Lisa Redmond, 
whose fabulous table dressings were 
oohed and ahhed by all. We hope that 
your holiday get-togethers will be as 
joyous as ours thus far have been. 
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RAINY SEASON NEEDS
With the rainy season rapidly approaching, our friends on the street are in need of 

inexpensive rain ponchos and tarps to protect themselves and their meager belongings.  
If you can either send or deliver them to 632 N. Brittania St. L.A. 90033-1722, 

we, and our friends, would greatly appreciate your generosity.  Thank you. 

AGITATE YOUR FRIENDS AND FAMILY 
FOR CHRISTMAS

In these hard times, for a mere dollar you can give friends and 
family the perfect gift, a one-year subscription to the one and 

only Catholic Agitator, along with a card announcing your gift.

Recipient Name:

Address:

City/State/Zip:

Donor Name:
Send to: Catholic Agitator, 632 N. Brittania St.,  L.A., CA 90033-1722

WE HONOR 
THE WASHINGTON CLIPPERS

Each January for the past eight years, five fabulous, caring
women from Olympia, Washington—Kathleen, Maggie, Saima, 
Judy, and Nancy—travel down to the LACW and spend two 
weeks caring for the feet of our friends on Skid Row six days 
each week. They soak and bath feet, cut toenails, do cuticle 
care, foot massages, and other treatment as needed. Our 
guests greatly appreciate the tender-loving care these great 
women provide. We cannot thank them enough for their 
extraordinary ministry.  Included in the care they provide 
are new white socks, which are in short supply at this time. 
If you could either send or deliver them (medium & large) to 
Hennacy House, it would be greatly appreciated. Thank you. 
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