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It was such an emotional experience to be 
in the presence of Julian Assange and 

Jean Vanier in the space of a few hours. 
TRANSFORM NOW PLOWSHARES RELEASED FROM PRISON - p.5
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I AM FORMED BY EACH OF THESE MEN

SAINTS
SINNERS & PROPHETS

JULIAN ASSANGE
AND

JEAN VANIER

THESE TWO MEN ARE ICONS AND ANCHORS FOR MY LIFE

I am struck by how much 
my life is formed and 

conformed by the witness 
of each man.  One is a 

prophet and truth-teller 
who rips the mask of 
rectitude off of our 
leaders and receives 
condemnation and 
incarceration; the 
other, not unlike 

Mother Theresa, is a 
saint who receives 

awards for his good 
works, reminding us that 
we must always reach out 

and be available to the 
socially marginated:  the 

poor, the dying, the 
hungry, the refugees, the 
mentally and physically 
disabled, and all people 
that we despise and are, 

frankly, sometimes 
despicable, and 

unruly.

By JEFF DIETRICH 

It was a typical gray, drizzly 
London morning as we left 
Paddington Station for Soho to 
drop our luggage off at a friend’s 

house.  We were early for my 3pm 
interview with Julian Assange, so 
we stopped in Chinatown for lunch.  
My publisher, Theresia de Vroom, 
had been kind enough to arrange a 
British book tour to coincide with 
the interview, as well as an invitation 
from Jean Vanier to attend his recep-
tion of the Templeton Prize.
   There were at least 30 London 
Bobbies in front of the Ecuador-
ian embassy—but London Bobbies, 
wearing quaint hats and without pis-
tols, are much less threatening than 
the LAPD.  Theresia accompanied 
me into the lobby, but I was the only 
one admitted.  My belt buckle and 
my Mary medal set off the electronic 
wand.  No computers, no recorders, 
no metal objects allowed.  Jose es-
corted me into the conference room 
and brought me tea with milk and 
sugar.  As I sat at an enormous con-
ference table nervously awaiting my 
interview, I reflected on the irony of 
the Catholic Agitator and not CNN 
gaining entry to the tightly sealed 
Ecuadorian embassy—but Julian’s 
best friends are Catholic Workers, 
which is wonderful for me. Though 
if Catholic Workers are your best 
friends, you are in deep trouble.
   I was there to interview Julian, 
but when he walked in, he started 
immediately interviewing me: “How 
are things at the L.A. Catholic 
Worker?” he asked.  I was a little 
taken aback.  Here is a man whose 
life is in constant peril, surrounded 
by 35 police every day, all day, 
subjected to intense surveillance, in 
trouble with most of the major world 
powers, locked up for three years 
in the Ecuadorian Embassy without 
ever seeing the sun, and he wants to 
know how things are with the L.A. 
Catholic Worker?  “Not good,” I 
said.  “Lots of illness and old age, 
not enough people with strong backs 
to lift the soup pots.  Lots of trouble 
with city officials and the police.”  I 
tried to keep my monologue brief, 
but I think it went on for ten minutes.
   I would not describe Julian as the 
warm and affectionate type; his per-
sonality is more rational, logical, and 
cerebral—but if you are his friend 
then there is a profound sense of 
concern and connection on his part.  
For me it was very personal and 
deeply touching.
   Julian’s interview with me contin-
ued: “Did you see our article in the 

morning paper?” Yes, I had seen 
the article about the Navy seaman 
aboard one of Britain’s Trident Nu-
clear submarines blowing the whistle 
on his superiors for lack of security.  
The seaman, William McNeilly, 
quipped that: “It is easier to get onto 
a Trident submarine than it is to 
get in to most London nightclubs.”  
He went on to say that the nuclear 
missile room had been turned into 
a gym, and further, that it would be 
an easy matter for a terrorist to gain 
entry to the sub, leave a small bomb 
in the missile room, and vaporize the 
entire city.  The Times of London, in 
its redaction of McNeilly’s 16-page 
statement, neglected to mention that 
the document was leaked by Wikileaks.
   We spoke of how easy it had been 
for 82-year-old nun Megan Rice, 
armed with a compass, wire cutters, 
and a flashlight, to break into the 
largest nuclear facility in the U.S. at 
Oak Ridge, Tennessee.  Julian said, 
“Every system collapses unless it 
meets opposition.  It is difficult to 
maintain a high degree of vigilance 
over a period of decades.  People 
grow tired of responding to so many 
false alarms.  And finally, they no 
longer respond and just grow lax.”  
He went on to say: “Everyone is so 
concerned with internal security and 
computer leaks that they just ignore 
physical security.”
   “Speaking of security,” I asked, 
finally getting in an interview 
question, “what is happening with 
your security?”  Over the last three 
years, the U.K. has spent 15 million 
pounds on police presence and the 
surveillance of Julian Assange and 
the Ecuadorian Embassy.  Recently, 
a listening device was found in the 
Ambassador’s office.  And a constant 
concern is that a low-level employee 
will be tempted by a generous remu-
neration to install bugs or to violate 
security procedures that make Julian 
vulnerable to capture.  In addition to 
the intense police presence, the U.K. 
has made a deal with Harrods De-
partment store, just across from the 
Embassy, to install a 24/7 surveil-
lance project with infrared cameras, 
listening devices, and state security 
agents.
   On his legal status…I had heard 
that the Swedish prosecutor was fi-
nally willing to come to the Embassy 
to depose him.  Julian told me that 
the situation happened in the wake of 
a pending Supreme Court case that 
looked dicey to the prosecutor.  Once 
the court ruled in favor of the prose-
cution, he has declined to come to 

Continued on page 2
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England.  Yet apparently, it makes 
no difference.  Even if the Swedish 
charges are dropped, the U.K. has 
vowed to arrest Julian for “jumping 
bail.”  But, he explained to me that 
every citizen of the European Union 
has the right to apply for political 
asylum if they believe their life is in 
danger—a right that is upheld by the 
United Nations as well.  Still, in the 
meantime, there has been no deposi-
tion, there have been no charges, and 
his passport continues to be held.
   I asked how his health is after 
three years of lock-up and no sun-
light.  “It requires diligent exercise,” 
he says, “and as much social interac-
tion as possible.”  I doubt that his 
relatively pale skin ever sported an 
Australian beach tan, but he looks, 
all things considered, very healthy.
   Then Julian launched into a 
monologue about his legal situation.  
There is a major U.S. investigation 
of Julian Assange and WikiLeaks by 
12 U.S. Federal government agen-
cies, including the CIA, NSA, the 
State Department, the FBI, and the 
Justice Department, coordinated by 
a Pentagon “War Room” with a staff 
of 120 people working around the 
clock.  And there is a Grand Jury 
impaneled in Alexandria, Virginia 
seeking evidence that WikiLeaks has 
violated the U.S. espionage act.
   The Grand Jury has issued 100 
subpoenas, to various individuals, 
including several WikiLeaks editors.  
In the wake of the massive criminal 
pursuits of WikiLeaks by numerous 
nations, including the U.S., WikiLe-
aks has gone on the offensive with 
the support of 150 mostly volunteer 
lawyers who have brought civil and 
criminal cases, including the recent 
case that went to the Supreme Court 
in Sweden.
   Then Julian mentioned the case of 
a U.S.-paid informant spying on him 
in Denmark.  Sigunder Thordarson, 
an Icelandic citizen, was convicted 
of libel, fraud, and child molestation.  
Ironically, according to Julian, “He 
was the best witness they had, and he 
is in jail convicted of child molesta-
tion. Meanwhile, none of the many 
investigations against WikiLeaks 
have produced a single charge.” 
   The case before the U.S. 4th Cir-
cuit Court of Appeals was particular-
ly egregious…  WikiLeaks lawyers 
filed a Freedom of Information Act 
(FOIA) Request to see the 42,000 
pages of documents compiled in the 
indictment.  Prosecutors argued that 
to re-veal that information would 
compromise not only their case 
against WikiLeaks, but national 
security as well.  The defense asked, 
“Could we not see a few para-
graphs?”  No.  “Perhaps we could 
see a few sentences?”  No.  “Could 
the Judge look at the documents?”  
No.  “Could an independent entity 
view the documents?”  No.  The 
judge ruled in favor of the prosecu-
tion, saying that national security 
is the prerogative of the executive 
branch.  “So much for the separation 
of powers,” said Julian.
   “Is there any chance you will ever 
walk out of here a free man?” I 
asked.  “Well, when we began releas-
ing this information, I just assumed 
it would take five to seven years 
before it would be disentangled; it 
has already been five years.”  The 
implication being that he thought 
that it might all be disentangled in 
the next two years.  I wish I were as 
optimistic.
   A young radical admirer of Julian 
requested that I ask him about 
resistance: “When and what do we 
resist?”
   “I cannot speak for everyone,” he 
said.  “But some people cannot stand 

to see injustice.  If we do nothing 
about it, then we lose the ability to 
protect the ones we love, and finally 
we lose the ability to protect our-
selves.”
   I mentioned to Julian that he was 
on our prayer altar, and we daily 
prayed for him.  I sensed that Jesus 
and praying were definitely not his 
thing.  But I also sensed that he ap-
preciated our desire to be present in 
solidarity to his witness and to his 
suffering in confinement, which is, I 
think, the essence of prayer.   
   Julian wanted to keep talking, but I 
was under strict orders from my pub-
lisher to leave within an hour, and it 
had already been an hour and a half, 
because we had to travel across town 
to the St. Martin in the Fields Church 
where my friend Jean Vanier was 
to receive the Templeton Prize.  My 
publisher had left instructions with 
one of the police officers guarding 
Julian Assange, so that I would not 
get lost. He kindly directed me to 
the café just across the street where 
Theresia waited.  I think that I actu-
ally could have found it by myself, 
but I appreciated the kindness of the 
London Bobby, not always present in 
the LAPD.
   Jean Vanier, founder of L’Arche 
communities for the intellectually 
disabled, has been a reader of the 
Catholic Agitator for many years.  
I visited him in France last year 
with my publisher, and he was kind 
enough to invite us to the award cer-
emony.  We were very privileged to

sit in the front rows with L’Arche 
volunteers and residents.
   The Templeton Prize was estab-
lished by Sir John Templeton, a 
U.S.-born British citizen who was 
a wealthy banker and investor.  As 
their website states: “In 1972, he 
established the world’s largest an-
nual award given to an individual, 
the Templeton Prize, which honors 
a living person who has made a 
contribution to affirming life’s spiri-
tual dimension.  Its monetary value, 
currently 1,100,00 pounds, always 
exceeds that of the Nobel Prizes, 
which was Templeton’s way of un-
derscoring his belief that advances in 
the spiritual domain are no less im-
portant than those in other areas of 
human endeavor.”  Former awardees 
include Mother Theresa, Desmond 
Tutu, and Brother Roger, the founder 
of the Taize community.
   It was a beautiful ceremony; I had 
tears in my eyes when the choir sang 
“There is a balm in Gilead to heal 
the sin sick soul; there is a balm in 
Gilead to make the sinner whole.”  
When Jean spoke, he reminded us 
that the “balm in Gilead” is in fact, 
“people with mental disabilities who 

Continued on page 6

SORROW, TEARS 
AND BLOOD

By DIMITRI KADIEV

Recently, while up in San 
Francisco painting a vol-
unteer mural for Martin de 
Porres soup kitchen, I had 

the great good fortune of being able 
to attend the Ai Wei Wei exhibit on 
Alcatraz island.
   Ai Wei Wei is an internationally 
renowned artist and political activist 
from China whose wide-ranging cri-
tiques of the repressive Chinese re-
gime have garnered him a significant 
amount of negative attention from 
that government.  He was arrested 
and held in secret detention for 82 
days on the flimsiest of charges.  
When they finally did release him, it 
was without his passport, which pro-
hibited him from leaving the country.
   Soon after his release, though, a 
fortuitous opportunity appeared in 
the form of a woman from the U.S. 
named Cheryl Haines.  Haines is a 
gallerist from San Francisco and the 
executive director of the For-Site 
Foundation.  She came to visit Ai to 
offer her aid.
   They proceeded to conspire on 
a plan for bringing Ai’s artwork to 
a wider audience, in this case by 
exhibiting in a former U.S. prison.  
They chose Alcatraz and found the 
Federal Park Service accommo-
dating due to their own interest in 
attracting more tourists.  
   The exhibit would ultimately be 
called @Large Ai Wei Wei on Alca-
traz.  Maybe its intent was best ex-
pressed through one of Ai’s quotes 
emblazoned on billboards stationed 
around Pier 33 where the ferry to the 
island picks up its passengers:  “The 
misconception of totalitarianism 
is that freedom can be imprisoned.  
This is not the case.  When you 
constrain freedom, freedom will take 
flight and land (high up) on a win-
dow sill.”
   This is Ai Wei Wei’s masterstroke— 
putting on full display for all to 
see how this is actually done.  For in-
stance, how was he able to manage to 
get all of this politically subversive 
contraband art out of China, where 
he constructed it with his team?  The 
sly fox figured out a way.
   The weather was sunny and warm 
for the bay crossing from Pier 33 to 
the island, and I was in the excellent 
company of Georgette, an elder ac-
tivist from New Mexico.  Georgette 
had done political street theater in 
the 1970s and 1980s in Albuquer-
que, and had most recently returned 
from a Peace Corps stint in Ecuador.  
Being new to the Martin de Porres 
Community and fresh to the city, 
she, as an artist, was excited to see 
the exhibition.
     On the boat’s arrival to the island, 
we were both surprised by the brash 
graffiti we found scrawled above 
the official prison information sign.  
In bright red paint it said “Indians 
Welcome.”   This turned out to be 
just one indicator of a conspicu-
ously unheralded part of Alcatraz’s 
infamous history.  Soon we would 
learn that the indigenous people of 
North America actually took over 
the island is 1969 and held it as a 
sovereign land for 19 months.  
   Thousands of native folks transited 
through that space during that time.  
This piece of history connects to a 
much older story:  in the late 1800s 
the island was still a military base.  
A large group of male elders from 
the Hopi tribe were incarcerated 
there for their act of resistance in the 
taking of their children, who were

Continued on page 6
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BALTIMORE BURNED: NOT JUST IN 
FLAMES, BUT WITH RIGHTEOUS ANGER

BALTIMORE IS THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA—GROSS DISPARITIES EXIST

By FRIDA BERRIGAN

The following article first appeared 
on Saturday, May 2, 2015 on 
commondreams.org.

“If You Let Us Know Justice, 
We Will Let You Know 
Peace,” reads a sign at a 
Washington DC march in 

solidarity with Baltimore.
   Baltimore is my hometown—the 
birthplace of Jonah House, a Chris-
tian nonviolent resistance commu-
nity founded by my parents, Phil 
Berrigan and Elizabeth McAlister.  
Those places that the whole world is 
seeing “going crazy” on the news?  
They are my geography, my history, 
who I am.  Baltimore is many things 
to many people and I feel like I am 
right there even though I am far 
away right now.
   North and Pennsylvania, where 
police cars burned, is the site of one 
of my many bike accidents.  Going 
too fast on wet pavement, my bicycle 
skidded out from under me and I fell 
in front of a crowd of people wait-
ing for the bus.  Someone laughed 
dramatically.  I waved, bowed, and 
got back on my bike, skinned knees 
stinging.  
   The shopping center on McMechen 
Street—where people broke windows 
and thieved as neighbors photographed 
license plates and called for peace—
was on my way home from school.  
My brother and I went there all the 
time to buy eggs and milk for our 
mom, or Pall Mall cigarettes for a 
neighbor.  If we had money left over, 
we would order wings at the fried 
chicken shop and the owner would 
throw in a fourth so that we could 
each have two for our one dollar.
   Mondawmin Mall—where police 
shot tear gas at kids to protect 
Target, Shoppers, and Marshalls—
was part of my route home in high 
school.  My friend Sonni and I would 
go into the mall, pool our coins for 
an order of Western Fries, and wait 
for each other’s buses.
   New Shiloh Baptist Church—where 
Freddie Gray was eulogized and 
mourned, where police violence and 
murder was condemned, and where 
justice was demanded in voices 
wracked with tears—is just a few 
blocks from Saint Peter’s Cemetery.  
This odd and beautiful expanse of 
green grass, white marble head-
stones, and furrowed garden rows is 
where my mom and the Jonah House 
community live.  These are the 
streets my mom travels every day, of-
ten pushing her one-and-a-half-year-
old friend Eli in a stroller and saying 
“hello” to everyone she meets.  She 
has never seen another white person 
walking in her community.
   Baltimore is diverse, in all the 
meanings of that word—enough to 
be home to film auteur John Waters 
and the late rap icon Tupac Shakur, 
prolific novelist Anne Tyler and jazz 
great Billie Holiday.  All these dif-
ferent strands came together at the 
intersection of Monroe Street and 
North Avenue on Monday, when—in 
the midst of tense standoffs between 
grieving community members and 
riot police armed to the teeth—a 
shirtless black man in a studded 
leather jacket moonwalked in the 
middle of the street to Michael Jack-
son’s “Beat It.”

   Baltimore is a funny place.  They 
call it Charm City.  They tried “The 
City That Reads,” but it was at the 
height of our run as the city with the 
highest rate of teen pregnancy in the 
nation.  So, people guerrilla-edited 
the signs to read “The City That 
Breeds,” which promptly ended that 
rebranding campaign (while also 
highlighting our collective illiteracy 
because the signs all said “The City 
That Breads”).
   Baltimore is also the kind of place 
where an ex-nun can convince the lo-
cal Catholic hierarchy to hand over 
an abandoned cemetery to a resis-
tance community so they can raise 
guinea fowl and goats, while mentor-
ing a new generation of nonviolent 
activists and developing deep and 
mutual relationships with a battered, 
impoverished neighborhood.  It is a 
place where an educational pro-
gram—designed to help young black 
children learn math—can become a 
radical institution of youth teaching 
youth and transforming their com-
munities.
   Of course, it saddens and grieves 
me to see my city burning and 
raging.  But, what does it mean?  It 
means there is power and energy.  
Where there is rage, there is hope.  
Where there is anger, there is the 
passion to make the future different, 
better, more equitable, more just.  
Where things have been torn down, 
they can be built up again.
   The eyes of the world are on Bal-
timore.  They are seeing cars on fire, 
kids throwing rocks, police behaving 
badly, and baseball being played to 
an empty stadium.  But they are also 
seeing classical music concerts in the 
streets, football players joshing with 

kids, a thousand brooms and 10,000 
good ideas for what needs to change 
to make Baltimore a livable city for 
its poorest and most marginalized 
members.
   The question after the brutal death 
of Freddie Gray in police custody 
should not be “Why are people riot-
ing?” but rather, “Why doesn’t this 
happen every single day?  And why 
are we (white citizens) surprised, 
shocked, and tantalized by what we 
see?”
    An analysis of Gray’s neighbor-
hood by the Justice Policy Institute 
found that just over half the commu-
nity is unemployed and just under 
half is chronically absent from 
school.  A third of the houses are va-
cant.  And Baltimore taxpayers spent 
nearly $17 million last year incarcer-
ating 458 people from that commu-
nity—that is money that could be 
spent on jobs creation, shoring up 
failing schools, and ensuring that 
residents live in safe homes.
   Robert Wilson, a college student 
who went to high school in Baltimore, 
told a New York Times reporter near 
the burned out CVS store on North 
Avenue, that he had seen someone 
on television say, “This doesn’t feel 
like America.”  In response to them 
he said, “This is America…they just 
don’t want you to know!”
   Baltimore is the United States of 
America—gross disparity between 
black and white, rich and poor, ring 
suburb and inner city.  It is filled 
with decades of economic policy and 
promises of growth based on play-
grounds for the wealthy—Camden 
Yards for the Orioles, M&T Bank 
Stadium for the Ravens, the Inner 
Harbor complex of upscale shops, 

restaurants, festivals for tall ships, 
the Baltimore Aquarium, and now 
horse racing and gaming.  Besides 
all this entertainment-based econ-
omy, any other economic activity 
in Baltimore is now “Eds, Meds, 
and Feds”—meaning educational 
institutions like the University of 
Maryland, medical facilities like 
Johns Hopkins Hospital, and federal 
government outposts meant to extend 
the District of Columbia’s reach deep 
into Maryland.
   It was not always like this.  When 
I was little, we would smell vanilla, 
cinnamon, and black pepper waft-
ing up from McCormick Spices’ 
warehouses and processing facilities 
downtown.  People worked there.  
Bethlehem Steel sat on the other side 
of the harbor, employing upwards 
of 15,000 people at its height.  Beth 
Steel was the draw that brought 
many black families to Baltimore, 
where even that dirty, dangerous 
work was better than living under 
Jim Crow in the South.  Stieff Silver 
perched above the Jones Falls Ex-
pressway and anchored the neighbor-
hood that became Hampden.
   Those industries are now gone.  
Baltimore is a third world city in 
a first world nation and the kids 
throwing rocks at police cocooned in 
riot gear know that intuitively, even 
if they are not putting it into words.  
They see the glistening towers of 
Johns Hopkins Hospital looming 
above the moldering blocks of brick 
row-houses; the boarded-up vacant 
homes outnumbering those that 
are inhabited on block after block.  
They see workers bused in from the 
suburbs, protected by armed security 
guards.  They see white sports fans 
getting rowdy and drunk before the 
big games downtown—some of 
whom chanted, “We don’t care” at 
the protesters marching by the row 
of bars near the stadium last weekend.
   These young people see their 
friends and family members getting
murdered by police—and not just 
Freddie Gray.  In a survey of “justifi-
able homicides” by police, the FBI 
found that Baltimore police officers 
killed 127 people over two decades 
ending in 2012.  In other similar 
cities that reported to the survey 
each year, including Oklahoma City, 
Memphis, and Seattle—where the 
Justice Department found a “pattern 
and practice of excessive force” in 
2011—none reported more than half 
the number of “justifiable homicides” 
as Baltimore.
   I am heartbroken.  It is all so wrong:
that Freddie Gray is dead; that anoth-
er family and community mourns; 
that angry kids are met by police 
hidden inside thousands of dollars of 
Kevlar and Plexiglas gear; and that 
destruction even seems like a viable 
form of resistance.
   The mainstream media has decided 
to focus on the rioting, violence, and 
wounding of police officers.  This is 
the kind of spectacle that TV was in-
vented to cover: the breathless brush 
with danger; the shaky zoom in on 
the fire down the street; the silent 
satellite images of people running 
through deserted streets.  I watched 
all this in horror too, of course.
   White citizens looked because of 
the violence, but now that Baltimore 

Continued on page 6
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LIVING YOUR DEATH AT THE CATHOLIC WORKER
Deep inside, I am dwarfed by the enormity of this effort...Some days I want to find solitude, where I roll up into the palm of God.  Other days I want to be 
recognized in all my feelings of un-beauty, to have a loving human hand lock onto my wrist, pull me out of this pool of physical and grief-driven turmoil

Karan Benton

Sr. Megan Rice in front of the United Nations

Plowshares Activists - Greg Boertje-Obed, Sr. Megan Rice, Michael Walli

SAINTS, SINNERS & PROPHETS

By KARAN BENTON

I arrived home and stood by the 
back steps feeling with pleasure 
the small breeze that cut the 
unusual warmth of the March 

afternoon. I had spent the week in 
a hospital isolation room, where 
oxygen had been pumped in. A thick 
solid door communicated with an al-
cove meant to create a pocket of se-
curity before the dense outer barrier 
yielded to the outer hall.  Doctors 
were concerned I had a communica-
ble lung disease such as tuberculosis 
or a kind of inflammation delicate to 
outside infections.  By Wednesday 
evening a nervous young resident 
came in and told me it was neither, it 
was latter-stage cancer.  
   I listened strangely calm as he 
told me my options so far as they 
knew.  After more tests they could 
determine the type and the stage.  
If it were stage three there would 
be heavy radiation, followed by 
heavy chemotherapy, followed by 
surgery to take the shrunken tumor 
out of my lungs and any others in 
the region that needed it. I flashed 
back to my mother’s experience with 
ovarian cancer, found at stage three; 
I remembered her many weaken-
ing rounds of chemotherapy, her 
loss of memory that disabled her to 
do what she loved most—commu-
nity theatre, her growing isolation 
from her rounds of friends and her 
barely- able-to-speak supplication 
after three paralyzing years: permis-
sion to stop the therapy and to let her 
go.   If it were stage four they would 
go to palliative care, doing things 
to make me comfortable until, over 
time, the disease took my life. There 
was also the option of experimental 
care, if I qualified.  Very risky with 
still-to-be-determined side effects. 
We established a first rapport; our 
navigation style would be friendly, 
business-like and positive.  I was to 
learn later that I am in stage four.
   When Dr. In left the room, the very 
air and silence were different for me.  
Life had grown suddenly lighter in 
weight, it was easier to breathe then 
it had been since I first came in.   I 
did not welcome death nor did I rel-
ish this change that I recognized as 
a change for the rest of my life, an 
added task that would often eclipse 
the vision of how I was to spend my 
retired years.  It wasn’t that deep 
grief was not to come, especially as 
it applied to my daughter, my grand-
children, and the community I live in 
and love so dearly.  Yet I was clear 

in my mind, sharply cognizant of 
what was statistically to come.  
    I took in air, as if it were a sacred 
wordless hymn. I drank in the 
silence, as if it were a fine libation. 
I let them work in me.  Minutes 
later wonder washed over me.  It 
overwhelmed me with a joy slightly 
off-center. The wonder was locked 
between an appreciation of life’s 
mystery, of the body that we so un-
consciously inhabit and the coming 
and goings of life on this planet—
how over time the tenor of life must 
change to new music, new voices, 
new generations—and memory: my 
whole life, my pursuit of Christ’s 
teachings, dreams both large and 
small.  I had realized so many of 
them or I have had the freedom to 
pursue them with vigor.  What re-
mains for me? Only gratitude.  
   I cried a little, a good clean set of 
tears, sweet and without bitterness. 
I whispered thank-yous to the air 
and to my Creator. I realized that for 
facing this opponent, for giving the 
first embrace of this challenge I need 
no other emotional tool but a sense 
of Grace.
   People who do not know me well 
often tell me I am a fighter. I think 
this comforts them and I will not 
take that comfort away. People who 
do know me well tell me they want 
me to be a fighter. I understand their 
need to believe this and I will not 
take that need away either.  But I 
prefer to see myself as Bonhoeffer so 
wisely did in his poem, “Who Am I?”
Deep inside, I am dwarfed by the 
enormity of this effort, like a sow 
bug lying in the palm of my grand-
daughter that rolls up and hopes its 
paper-thin armor will protect its 
soft inner parts.  Some days I want 
to find solitude, where I roll up into 
the palm of God.  Other days I want 
to be recognized in all my feelings 
of un-beauty, to have a loving hu-
man hand lock onto my wrist, pull 
me out of this pool of physical and 
grief-driven turmoil.  But in all days, 
trying to untangle my reality and its 
possible outcomes with thickened 
fingers, I find that Grace resides 
here, resides in holy breath and in 
silence. 
   As I stood at the steps, with my 
good friend Barbara at my side, I 
eyed the small Memorial Garden we 
have at Hennacy House where many 
of our hospice patients are buried.  It 
needed water. I asked Barbara, did 
she mind if I did not come into the 
house just yet.  She hugged me and 
answered, “Of course.” 
   I walked over to the succulents and 
hibiscus struggling to bloom.  I bent 
down and ran my hand across the 
thin sandy soil. I scratched a little 
up and held the tiny pool of dirt in 
my hand.  I thought about nurturing, 
as I had done so much in the rich 
black soil of Iowa.  I thought that, 
hopefully by Grace and with grace, 
here would be my home someday; I 
should learn its contours, its affin-
ity with my body. I should converse 
and befriend it.   At that moment I 
fully embraced my opponent and 
understood that by doing so I fully 
embraced all: life in my friends and 
family, life in humanity, and the 
complete, whole life of myself.       Ω                           
 
Karan Benton is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community member.

23 May 2015

Dear Much Loved All,
   
   It has been one week of this almost 
surreal journey.  I hope for you it has 
been a peaceful, easy week.  For me, 
whether I have understood and can 
stir in the suggestions, principles, 
and insights remains to be seen, but I 
do find to my relief that I am able to 
see my poetry anew and to accept a 
great deal of the wisdom at the table.
   There is not a poet here whose 
work contradicts the name.  All are 
serious and skilled writers who obvi-
ously have insight into their craft.
   Our leader, James Galvin, commu-
nicates both gently and propheti-
cally—how each poem succeeds 
and where new techniques can be 
applied.  His mission is believ-
ability, it seems to me, and so each 
poem shapes up to be clearer, more 
sensual, and less contrived even if it 
is myth.
   It is a great joy when he reads from 
Wallace Stevens and William Carlos 
Williams to stress planning of lines.  
It brings home the ability of well-
crafted poetry to be easily felt and a 
phenomenon of magic even for the poet.
   I am staying with longtime activist 
and photographer for CW mid-
west events, Mauro Heck.  He and 
his wife Carmen have a wonderful 
eco-conscious house about one mile 
from campus.  He is planting a huge 
garden and chopping wood this 
week to keep the house warm.  Even 
though it is late spring the nights 
have been in the single digits and the 
days rainy and cold.  Their daughter 
Elise is a musician, playing piano 
and cello.  Alas, I was not home last 
night to hear her practice.  Carmen 
is a beautiful and kind woman who 
works with the disabled and bakes an 
awesome 18-hour fermented bread.  
The walk from home to campus is 
so beautiful I don’t take the bus even 
though I have a bus pass.
   The Writers’ Workshop has its own 
space on the edge of campus.  Along 
with paths for walking it has a big 
library/workroom with plate windows 
for a view of trees and Zen gardens.  
We meet here, work for hours in the 
library (devoted to helps and IWW 
graduates who have gone on to 
publish), and fuss about with several 
pots for making coffee (sometimes 
we even nap on the tables).  No 
talking, no clocks dominate the rules 
here.  I spent a good six hours here 
yesterday, starting six poems I hope 
to complete before the end.
   Iowa City is all about the Univer-
sity and Medical School.  There-
fore, at Professor Galvin’s urging, 
everyone in the workshop gathers for 
evening events (readings, etc.) and 
beer at the local student pubs.  I am 
the senior member of the small group 
of 13, but the others have taken me in 

KARAN’S LETTER 
FROM IOWA

Continued on page 6

The following letter was written while 
Karan attended a week-long poetry 
workshop in Iowa City, Iowa.  One of 
Karan’s desires before she dies was 
to attend this workshop that she may 
improve her poetry writing and have 
a book of poems published. The poem 
that  follows this letter also was writ-
ten while attending the workshop.

Psalm
The fir wood floor of the old house
Must bear us one day longer

As in the silence of half sleep
Limbs swing onto groaning boards

A metronome shuffle, a brush
Of fingers sweeping a robe

These shudder along the thin stretch
Of her roughened striations

Muted by hesitation and dust
                                                Selah.

The fir wood floor of the old house
Is rough hewn amenable

Wears a sheen of smoke tinted sun
Her once taut grain creaks open

Each ragged wound a fate story
Memory dripped into splints

Small slivers become a painful

Part of us, as our own shavings

 Of skin and tears weds us to wood
                                                 Selah. 

The fir wood floor of the old house
Will bear us one day longer

A dance, a death, a blind tirade
Tremors of hard caresses

A fall, a heat, an overspill
Of heart, knees dropping to pray

A widening pool of muddied time
Grinds our mutual density

Sweats us, bleeds us altogether 
                                                 Selah.

The fir wood floor of the old house 
must bear us, must bear us all,                           
                 
 bear us for one more day  
                                                 Selah.

Karan Benton, 27 May, 2015

Continued on page 6

enthusiastically, and it is great for 
me to hear of their studies, their 
search for directions in life, and 
their new discoveries as writers.  In 
turn, they are fascinated by the life 
and work I am immersed in and, of 
course, about L.A.  Many states are 
represented here, and two are from 
Canada.
   I spent the weekend in Des 
Moines, got in the way a bit at the

first serving session at the CW until 
I remembered my way around about 
a half an hour later.  I enjoyed such a 
wonderful reunion with Aaron, Julie, 
Eddie, Norman, Gil, and Brian, and 
got caught up with each of them.  I 
met new interns Pat and Josh, and 
was happy to learn some of the 
guests still remembered me.  I plan 
to go back the next weekend and lend

TRANSFORM NOW 
PLOWSHARES: 
AUTHENTIC HEROES
By MIKE WISNIEWSKI

In the pre-dawn hours of July 28, 
2012, three Christian pacifist 
peace activists (Sr. Megan Rice, 
82; Michael Walli, 63; Greg 

Boertje-Obed, 57), calling them-
selves the Transform Now Plow-
shares, cut through four fences as 
they penetrated the highly-secured 
complex known as the Y-12 National 
Security Complex, in Oakridge, 
Tennessee.  Y-12 is the home to 
enough highly-enriched uranium to 
build multiple thousands of nuclear 
bombs; it is known as the “Fort 
Knox of Uranium.” 
   The resisters’/activists’ purpose 
was to fulfill the mandate of the 
prophets Micah (4:3) and Isaiah 
(2:4) to “beat swords into plowshares 
and spears into pruning hooks.” as 
they began a symbolic transforma-
tion of the Y-12 facility. 
   They spent over two hours string-
ing crime scene tape, hanging 
banners, pouring baby bottles filled 
with their own blood, spray-painting 
“Woe to an Empire of Blood,” and 
other peace messages on walls and 
on a side of the building housing the 
enriched uranium, and with house-
hold hammers hammered on the cor-
nerstone of the newly built building. 
As they began celebrating a liturgy 
they were confronted by security—at 
which point they offered the guards 
bread as a peace offering before be-
ing arrested. 
   Their nonviolent disarmament 
action created an enormous reaction 
by the federal government. Because 
of the security breach at the Y-12 
complex that allowed the activists 
to get in and carry out their action, 
the Department of Energy (which 
runs Y-12) temporarily closed every 
nuclear facility in the nation for a 
complete review of security mea-
sures, with major changes instituted. 
It was several weeks before any were 
reopened and again operational. 
   While out on bond there was a 
congressional hearing where the 
three activists were invited to appear 
to discuss their peaceful action. Dur-
ing the hearing Texas Republican 
Congressman Joe Barton praised the 
activists for revealing major security 
problems, stating, “…that young lady 
(Sr. Megan) brought a Holy Bible. 
If she had been a terrorist, the Lord 
only knows what could have hap-
pened.”  The New York Times labeled 
their act of nonviolent civil disobedi-
ence as “the biggest security breach 
in the history of the nation’s atomic 
complex.”
   In May 2013, after a sham trial 
where the defendants were not al-
lowed to present their defense or 
present collaborating witnesses, the 
zealous prosecutor easily secured 
guilty verdicts against the defendants 
for felony Sabotage and Vandal-
ism, for which they faced up to 35 
years in prison. Several weeks later 
all three were sentenced: Sr. Megan 
Rice – 35 months for each conviction 

to be served concurrently; Michael 
Walli and Greg Boertje-Obed both 
sentenced to 62 months on each 
conviction also to be served concur-
rently.  
   An appeal on the Sabotage convic-
tion was entered in December 2013, 
and on May 15, 2015, in an amaz-
ing turn of events, the Sixth Circuit 
Court of Appeals overturned the 
Sabotage conviction and ordered 
the immediate release of Sr. Me-
gan Rice, Michael Walli, and Greg 
Boertje-Obed, whose 60th birthday 
would be in a few days. 
   At issue in the appeal was whether 
the Sabotage Act applies to non-
violent peace protesters who do not 
damage weapons. The government 
insisted that the defendants had 
“interfered with national defense” 
and therefore the conviction should 
stand. Circuit Judge Raymond Keth-
ledge asked the prosecutor, “With a 
loaf of bread?”    
   The Court ridiculed the govern-
ment’s notion that nonviolent peace 
protesters were saboteurs, implying, 
“It is not enough for the government 
to speak in terms of cut fences…” 
The government must prove that the 
defendants’ actions were “conscious-
ly meant or practically certain to” in-
terfere with “the nation’s capacity to 
wage war or defend against attack.” 
Megan, Michael, and Greg, the court 
said, “did nothing of the sort,” thus, 
“the government did not prove the 
defendants guilty of sabotage.” Say-
ing further, “No rational jury could 
find the defendants had that intent 
when they cut the fences.” 
   The Court also found another 
reason to overturn the Sabotage 
conviction: The Supreme Court’s 
legal definition of “national defense” 
is unclear and imprecise, “a generic 
concept of broad connotations…” 
The Court said it needed “a more 
concrete” definition because “vague 
platitudes about a facility’s ‘crucial 
role in national defense’ are not 
enough to convict a defendant of 
sabotage. And that is all the govern-
ment offers here.” The definition was 
so general and vague, the Court said, 
that it barely applies to the Sabotage 
Act, since, “It is hard to determine 
what amounts to ‘interference with’ a 
‘generic concept.’”
   After their release from prison, 
in an interview with Amy Good-
man on Democracy Now!, Amy 
asked Sr. Megan why they chose to 
call themselves the Transform Now 
Plowshares. Sr. Megan unreservedly 
answered, “Why have we spent $10 
trillion in 70 years, when that money 
could have been used to transform 
not just the United States, but the 
world, into life-enhancing alterna-
tives? Instead, we make something 
that can never be used, should never 
be used, and probably will not be 
used, unless we want to destroy the 
planet.” 
   The three Plowshares activists now 
await a lower court’s decision on 

Continued on page 6

NO FAVORITISM!
By SARAH FULLER

Two thousand years ago, 
the writer of the Epistle 
of James knew about the 
human tendency to ascribe 

worth and value to people, and to 
their thoughts, feelings, and spiritual-
ity, based on how much money they 
had.  James wrote, “My brothers and 
sisters, believers in our glorious Lord 
Jesus Christ must not show favorit-
ism.  Suppose a man comes into your 
meeting wearing a gold ring and fine 
clothes, and a poor man in filthy old 
clothes also comes in.  If you show 
special attention to the man wear-
ing fine clothes and say, ‘Here’s a 
good seat for you,’ but say to the 
poor man, ‘You stand here’ or ‘Sit on 
the floor by my feet,’ have you not 
discriminated among yourselves and 
become judges with evil thoughts?” 
(James 2:1-4).
   Viewing people as more or less 
noteworthy and valuable based on 
their wealth is a persistent human 
problem.  This extends to the prob-
lem of viewing rich people as teach-
ers and leaders, linking their material 
wealth with the assumption that they 
must also naturally have a storehouse 
of rich spiritual treasures.  Rich peo-
ple may indeed be blessed with such 
spiritual riches, as God can have 
mercy upon whomever God wishes.  
But, the one state is not a credential 
that verifies the other.
   James goes on to say, “Listen, my 
dear brothers and sisters: Has not 
God chosen those who are poor in 
the eyes of the world to be rich in 
faith and to inherit the kingdom he 
promised those who love him?  But 
you have dishonored the poor.  Is 
it not the rich who are exploiting 
you?  Are they not the ones who are 
dragging you into court?  Are they 
not the ones who are blaspheming 
the noble name of him to whom you 
belong?  If you really keep the royal 
law found in Scripture, ‘Love your 
neighbor as yourself,’ you are doing 
it right.  But if you show favoritism, 
you sin and are convicted by the law 
as lawbreakers” (James 2:5-9).
   Has not God chosen those who 
are poor in the eyes of the world 
to be rich in faith and to inherit the 
kingdom he promised to those who 
love him?  As I helped serve morn-
ing coffee and oatmeal on the street 
out of our truck and van with the 
LACW community recently, I asked 
“How are you doing?” to an elderly 
man laying next to his shopping cart 
on a blue tarp and sipping a cup of 
our instant coffee.  “Every day is 
a blessing,” he said to me, with a 
kind smile.  Should I be a teacher 
to a man like that or should I be a 
student?
   Every day we meet people down-
town who are confronted by trials 
like in the book of Job and who 
refuse to curse God.  They bless us.  
I am not saying that it is a nonstop 
communion of saints downtown at 
the Hippie Kitchen, just that it is a 
communion of people.  We commu-
nicate with each other with our actions,
demeanor, and words, and we pray 
that God opens all of our eyes and 
ears to hear the conversation.
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SAINTS, SINNERS & PROPHETS

have been among the most op-
pressed and humiliated.  They were 
called idiots.  But they are beauti-
ful people.  People of heart.  It is 
beautiful to be together…We live in 
a world where there is a tyranny of 
normality.  People all have to be the 
same; they have to be on the upward 
road where there are winners and 
losers…The strong need the weak to 
become more compassionate, more 
understanding, more human…It is 
to them this prize will be given, so 
that many more people with intel-
lectual disabilities throughout the 
world may grow in greater freedom, 
discover their fundamental value as 
human beings and children of God.  
They in turn will be able to help 
many so-called ‘normal’ people, 
imprisoned by our culture’s orienta-
tion towards power, winning, and 
individual success, to discover what 
it means to be human.”
   It was such an emotional experi-
ence to be in the presence of Julian 
Assange and Jean Vanier in the 
space of a few hours.  As I write 
this, weeks later in reflection, I 
am struck by how much my life is 
formed and conformed by the wit-
ness of each man.  One is a prophet 
and truth-teller who rips the mask 
of rectitude off of our leaders and 
receives condemnation and in-
carceration. The other, not unlike 
Mother Theresa, is a saint who 
receives awards for his good works, 
reminding us that we must always 
reach out and be available to the 
socially marginated:  the poor, the 
dying, the hungry, the refugees, the 
mentally and physically disabled, 
and all people that we despise and 
are, frankly, sometimes despicable, 
and unruly.
   These two men are icons and 
anchors of my life. I wept that night 
after my encounters with them, 
fraught with the emotion and angst 
that the challenge of their lives 
brought to me.  A prophet and a 
saint; a truth-teller and a caregiver.  
These paths are essential for me, 
intellectually and existentially. They 
are, for me, resolved in the Gospel 
manifestation of Jesus, the Human 
One.                                               Ω                                   

Jeff Dietrich is a Los Angeles Cath-
olic Worker community member 
and editor of the Catholic Agitator.

KADIEV, cont’d from page 2

forced into acculturation camps 
called “boarding schools.”
   Another group of people also held 
at Alcatraz for an act of resistance 
were conscientious objectors during 
World War I.  
   As we walked deeper into the 
island towards the “New Industries” 
building where three of Ai’s instal-
lations were held, we were again 
transfixed by the graffiti we saw.  
This time scrawled high upon the 
tall water tower, again in red paint, 
“Peace and Freedom.  Welcome to 
Indian Lands.  Home of the Free.”  
To the National Park’s credit, they 
did not whitewash the signs of this 
chapter of Alcatraz’s storied past.
   Clearly we both sensed that we 
were traversing hallowed grounds.  
As we entered the buildings where 
Ai’s work was housed, we were 
met by the giant colorful head of a 
dragon, made from thin kite mate-
rial hanging from the ceiling.  Its 
colorful segmented body extended 
all the way through the first big 
room.  The segments were brightly 
illuminated by natural light and 
some segments held quotes, like:  
“Our march to freedom is irrevers-
ible.”—Nelson Mandela.

   Entering the next large room, we 
found an extensive gallery of color-
ful portraits on the ground, made 
from what turned out to be Legos.  
Ai had collaborated with Amnesty 
International to amass a collection 
of 176 incarcerated dissidents from 
around the world, most of them cur-
rently incarcerated, but including 
some historic figures like Martin 
Luther King, Jr. and Nelson Man-
dela.  Two U.S citizens portrayed 
were Chelsea Manning and Edward 
Snowden.
     After the list of dissidents was 
compiled, a team of young artists 
at Ai’s studio had their portraits 
pixilated with a computer program 
and then reproduced them with the 
youthful, even playful, Lego build-
ing blocks.  Ai Wei Wei said he did 
this to keep the exhibition cheerful 
and light despite the grave subject 
matter. As I passed through this vi-
brant collection, it gave the undeni-
able sensation of moving through a 
gathering of holy people, a cloud of 
witnesses for freedom.
   The third piece in this building 
was a giant wing made of spent so-
lar panels used by Tibetans to make 
their tea.  Here Ai gives a shout-out 
to alternative forms of energy while 
allying this exhibit with the exiled 
peoples of Tibet.
   From there we walked to the sec-
tion of the prison that was used for 
housing inmates.  On cell block A, 
words and music were pumping out 
of each cell.  The first cell had the 
music of Fela Kuti, the great Nige-
rian musician and singer, who had 
been incarcerated over 200 times 
for his activism and truth-telling.  
His voice was never silenced and he 
had a prolific and productive career 
over three decades.  The song play-
ing here was “Sorrow, Tears, and 
Blood” about the bloody riots in 
Soweto, South Africa.
   Another musician featured was 
Victor Hara, from Chile, whose 
courageous stand against the U.S.-
backed dictator Pinochet cost him 
his life.  They brought Hara into 
a large arena full of people, then 
cut off all his fingers and told him, 
“Now play a song.”  But you cannot 
keep the human spirit down, and 
Victor Hara, because he could not 
play his guitar, began to sing.  He 
sang and sang, filling the arena with 
his voice, so that everyone there 
could hear him.  The fascists could 
not endure it so they shot him dead.  
Their bullets could not silence 
Hara’s voice, which still rings today.
   The final act that got my attention 
in this installation was the Russian 
girl punk band, Pussy Riot.  Here 
are some of the words from their 
famous song “A Punk Rock Prayer 
for Freedom,” which they sang on 
the steps of the central Orthodox 
church in Moscow:  “Patriarch 
Gundyaev believes in Putin.  Bitch 
better believe in God instead!  The 
belt of the Virgin can’t replace mass 
meetings.  Mercy Mother of God is 
with us in protest!  Virgin Mother 
of God put Putin away.  Put Putin 
away.  Put Putin away!”
   The final piece to this history-
making exhibit was an action that 
completed the circle.  Since Ai Wei 
Wei had collaborated with Amnesty 
International for the Lego portraits, 
he took the next step and embraced 
their strategy of letter writing to 
those imprisoned.  Each person rep-
resented had postcards with a bird 
or a flower from their home country 
on front.  This allowed the visitors 
an opportunity to reach out, letting 
those behind bars in various coun-
tries know they are not forgotten, 
while simultaneously reminding 
governments that detain dissidents 
that the world is watching.  Over

75,000 postcards have since been 
sent.  
   Georgette and I took the boat ride, 
with hundreds of other sightseers, 
back to Pier 33.  We shared a sense 
of awe at the beauty and truth-tell-
ing power we had witnessed—the 
miraculous and transcendent power 
of art to overcome every obstacle of 
repression.
   As the boat traversed the waves on 
that bright and sunny day, she began 
to sing me a song, a song about 
Victor Hara, written by Holly Near, 
a folksinger from the Bay Area:  “It 
Could Have Been Me.”
   In this moment, I realized Ai 
Wei Wei had done it, and the holy 
universe had conspired to help him 
do it.  He showed us once again that 
the divine human spirit was able to 
slip from the chains of this world’s 
bondage.  
   This exhibition served to connect 
us with the people empowerment 
movement of history, at the same 
time passing the torch to the next 
generation.  It was clear that the 
freedom fighters who had been im-
prisoned and killed throughout his-
tory are here with us.  Like Victor 
Hara they are 
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Traveling artist Dimitri Kadiev is a 
friend of the Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker.
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has our attention, we cannot look 
away.  We must look through the 
flames, through the broken glass, to 
see a righteous anger that we have 
ignored for too long—even though 
we have seen it all too often as of 
late in New York, Cleveland, Fergu-
son, and so many communities.
   What are we going to do?  Build, 
rebuild, and build again.  Connect, 
reconnect, heal, and repair, and do 
it again.
   Mahatma Gandhi’s contribution to 
thought and action on nonviolence 
was resistance to empire, noncoop-
eration with the occupying power, 
and constructive programming to 
supplant and subvert what the impe-
rial power requires the occupied, 
oppressed population to endure.  
Constructive programming—that is 
the next step in Baltimore.  And it is 
already well under way.  There are 
a host of groups and organizations 
that have been doing that work for 
years.  Groups like BUILD, which 
is assembling community power 
for broad-based social and political 
change and The No Boundaries Co-
alition, which among other efforts, 
is trying to broaden the definition 
of public safety and ensure that the 
community has a strong voice in po-
licing.  The aptly named Leaders of 
a Beautiful Struggle, is a Baltimore-
based people’s think tank, writing 
on race, power, and politics, and 
putting forward concrete changes to 
Maryland law that will make polic-
ing more accountable. 
   The “riots” are not the last word 
on Baltimore.  In fact, they are 
barely the first, thanks to these and 
other organizations that have been 
doing constructive programming 
for decades.  There is so much to 
celebrate in the streets of Baltimore: 
the discipline and leadership com-
ing from black churches and the Na-
tion of Islam; the brave and creative 
people who turned the media spot-
light from the outbreaks of violence 
to the true heart of Baltimore; the 
many community members who 
stood up to looters and opportunists.  
There is also the brave broom bri-
gades who are helping to clean up in 
the aftermath of destruction, as well 
as all of the people who are build-

ing for a better tomorrow in Balti-
more—one where justice for police 
murder is swift and transparent, 
the benefits of economic develop-
ment are manifest throughout the 
city, people take care of one another 
in their communities, and young 
people of all races can learn, play, 
and thrive in a city that values and 
respects them.                                 Ω

Frida Berrigan is an activist and 
regular columnist for Waging Non-
violence. Her recent book, It Runs 
in the Family:  On Being Raised by 
Radicals and Growing Into Rebel-
lious Motherhood is available from 
OR Books.  

BENTON, cont’d from page 4

a hand.  Julie and I will also take a 
one-day visit to Coon Rapids and go 
out to Mustard Seed in Ames to lend 
a hand.
   As most of you know, I flew into 
Chicago then took a bus out to Des 
Moines the next day.  Iowa uncoiled 
itself as I crossed the Mississippi, a 
calico of canary grass, Indian grass, 
bridal veil wreath, and prairie flower 
all along the way.  The red-winged 
black birds chased other birds from 
the trees as well as each other. and 
their act of dislodge also loosened 
my memories of the whole feel of 
Iowa for me:  breathing, breath-
ing and breathing.  Its sky remains 
dominant; its clouds in grand pas-
ture so that all that is human-made 
is dwarfed and uninteresting.
   Some of you may wonder how my 
health is.  I have some challenging 
hours, some great exhaustion waves 
and moments that remind me it has 
been too long between pain pills.  
But I also have long periods of feel-
ing clear and strong, as well as some 
times when my medication has worn 
off but I can still feel almost no pain.  
I believe the five sessions of radia-
tion did help me a lot.
        My love to you all.       Ω

WISNIEWSKI, cont’d from page 5

whether or not they should continue 
serving time for the lesser charge of 
destruction of government property. 
As of this writing no date has been 
set for resentencing. Speculation is 
that they will remain free with time 
served. 
  As a closing note, in the Amy 
Goodman interview, Sr. Megan 
also stated, “As long as there is one 
nuclear weapon existing, nobody is 
free.”                                               Ω                                            

Mike Wisniewski is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community mem-
ber and an editor of the Agitator.  

FULLER, cont’d from page 5

   Across the United States, the rich 
are taking street servers to court 
over sharing resources with the poor.  
They are taking the poor to court 
and putting them in jail over vices 
that the rich can afford to hide or 
dignify in their own lives.  They are 
taking the meager possessions of the 
poor in order to increase the prices 
of their own properties.  These 
things contradict the “royal law,” 
love your neighbors as yourselves.  
To address these problems with love 
and sacrifice, we will have to rely 
on our deepest spiritual resources, 
which means learning how to be 
students of those who are rich in 
faith.                                                Ω

Sarah Fuller is a Los Angeles Cath-
olic Worker community member.
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VATICAN AIDS HOMELESS

   The resumption of our 40-year 
tradition of hosting a Liberation Seder 
was met with enthusiastic approval 
by the nearly one hundred guests who 
attended. After a week working at 
our kitchen and breakfast lines young 
Rozella Apel-Hernandez and her father 
Dennis Apel proved to be fine readers. 
And former community member Tina 
Delany and her beau Paul McCud-
den rounded out the head table, while 
son Jackson provided the thundering 
trumpet solos to back up the Hennacy 
House Band’s repertoire of liberation 
songs to accompany the beautiful, 
ever-poignant, ever-relevant ancient 
text. Fine food, wine, dancing, and 
fellowship flowed throughout. Many 
thanks to all who helped make the 
celebration memorable. 
   Jeff was off to famed Oxford Univer-
sity for a second book tour over in

Europe with stops at the Ecuadorian 
Embassy to chat with Julian Assange 
in London and also to attend the 
Templeton Prize ceremony as a guest 
of Jean Vanier. Longtime friend Ernie 
Savage gave two eye-opening Culture 
Critiques on the warped processes 
and history of capitalism and its 
many victims. Kathy Kelly popped in 
for a short stay, as she was the main 
speaker at the Pax Christi confer-
ence at LMU and somehow escaped 
without giving us a full update of the 
myriad of peace projects across the 
country and world she continues to 
fund and direct. We look forward to 
her next visit and talk. 
   Our Skid Row neighbors and com-
munity partners LA CAN (Los Ange-
les Community Action Network) have 
faithfully engaged in the Black Lives 
Matter movement to hold the police 
accountable for the murder of several 
Skid Row residents. We joined them at 
a rally outside the CCA (Central City 
Association) offices near downtown 
to protest a proposal to facilitate the 
multi-million dollar continued funding 
and metamorphosis of the costly and 
disastrous Safer Cities Initiative (SCI). 
The city of Los Angeles’ policy of 
criminalization of the poor, homeless, 
and mentally ill has ruined countless 
lives at an astronomical cost without 
making anyone safer.
   Karan Benton attended the Iowa 
Writers’ Workshop, the same work-
shop from whence former California 
Poet Laureate and now national poet 
laureate Juan Felipe Herrera hails. She 
had a delightful time of fellowship 
and time to work on her poetry (which 
she quite naturally, shared with us in 
a Culture Critique.)  Karan received 
warm hospitality provided by the 
Des Moines Catholic Worker, and the 
Heck family. Karan continues with her

battle with lung cancer.   
   We attended former community 
member Clare Bellefeuille-Rice’s 
world-renowned Bob Cole Long Beach 
State Choir performance of Mozart’s 
Mass in C minor.  A fantastic show-
case of wonderful classical chorale 
music ensued, and later the same 
month Clare and Co. traveled south 
to San Diego’s Qualcomm Stadium 
to sing with the Rolling Stones before 
77,000 delirious fans. Alas our comp 
tickets never arrived. Nevertheless, 
congrats to rising song- bird Clare. Not 
to be totally outdone Martha’s Pasa-
dena Community Choir joined world-
class tenor Eduardo Villa in a fantastic 
program of musical scenes from the 
many works based on Shakespeare’s 
plays and poems. Yes, we are becom-
ing quite cultured here at the L.A. 
Catholic Worker.
   Former community member David 
Omondi, now of Amani House, our 
sister house in Kenya, has returned to 
visit and work with us for a time. Situ-
ated just outside Nairobi, 40 minutes 
southwest from the capitol of Kenya, 
David, after much toil, tears, and trial, 
has gotten the borehole project to its 
final test phase and now only awaits 
the final installation of government 
electricity to be fully operational. The 
thousands of liters of water that have 
already poured forth have been well-
received and put to good use by the 
local Masai community. (Stay tuned 
for coming article.) 
   After a multi-year hiatus in which 
she traveled the earth looking for as 
cool a place as ours, Sarah Fuller has 
made it back to us to rejoin the com-
munity for at least another year. We 
immediately put her to work scrubbing 
away, driving to make the many pick-
ups of vital foodstuffs, helping out 
with the foot care clinic, singing, as

well as presiding over Wednesday 
evening liturgy, Bible study, whip-
ping up tasty meals, baking Sacred 
Heart-shaped cookies, training worker 
guests, and keeping the peace in our 
downtown garden. Basically she can 
do it all and for that we are ever so 
thankful.
     Our liebling freund Elena also has 
returned for her annual visit from the 
beautiful Rhine wine country. Back in 
Germany she now teaches German to 
refugee students from Africa and the 
Middle East. Elena has been catching 
up with her many fans at our kitchen 
garden, among our volunteers, and the 
Homeboy community.
   Short timer J.V. Townsend, who 
attends school in Prescott, Arizona, 
is spending the first month of his sum-
mer break with us, before embarking 
on further visits to communities and 
projects providing sanctuary or an 
oasis to marginalized populations. He 
has worked his way into our hearts 
with a quick smile and a steady stream 
of fresh baked goods. Another short 
timer, Rich Neapolitan, has returned 
for a reprise of a brief stint he did with 
us a dozen or so years ago. He has 
provided a steady grill presence for us 
down at the kitchen. 
   As the days lengthen and warm, 
announcing the approach of summer 
and all its delights, we pause a mo-
ment to reflect on all the many things, 
great and small, we are thankful for: 
our lush garden complete with an 
active hummingbird nest, bright-eyed 
dedicated kitchen volunteers and sup-
porters, good cheer and song, grate-
ful smiling guests, home, work, life, 
family, purpose, and you dear readers. 
Salaam – Shalom – Peace. 

The homeless population in Rome 
recently received some much-needed 
amenities from the Vatican.  St. Peter’s 
Square now has free public restrooms 
with showers and a free barbershop 
for the city’s neediest. Each “homeless 
pilgrim” receives a kit that includes a 
towel, change of underwear, soap, de-
odorant, toothpaste, razor and shaving 
cream. Haircuts are available only on 
Mondays. Barbers and beauty school 
students volunteer on their day off 
(Rome’s barbershops are closed Mon-
days). The program is funded by dona-
tions and sales of papal parchments. 
The outreach is part of Pope Francis’ 
insistence that the church care for the 
poorest among us. The Vatican also 
distributed 400 sleeping bags to the 
homeless over the Christmas holidays, 
1600 phone cards to newly arrived im-
migrants, and more than 300 umbrel-
las that had been left behind at the 
Vatican Museums to homeless people.                        
                                 —bigstory.ap.org

THE PENTAGON AND 
CLIMATE CHANGE

Before leaving office late last year, 
former Defense Secretary Chuck 
Hagel issued a policy for the military 
to confront climate change, noting that 
rising sea levels, destructive storms, 
and other threats could impair military 
operations and “sow seeds of insta-
bility…from the spread of infectious 
diseases to spurring armed conflicts.”  
Hagel said the Defense Department

and other military services must begin 
creating plans to deal with the effects 
of climate change on more than 700 
bases and facilities around the world. 
Climate change, according to Navy 
Admiral Samuel J. Locklear III, will 
be the biggest threat to our national 
security in coming years.
—Space Alert Newsletter–Spring 2015

GUN VIOLENCE 

In the United States the toll and 
cost of gun violence is staggering. 
Each year 33,000 people are killed 
with guns and another 80,000 suffer 
injuries. The total annual cost of gun 
violence is $229 billion.  This equates 
to $700 per year for each taxpayer. We 
spend more on gun violence than we 
do obesity at $224 billion and slightly 
less than on Medicaid at $251 bil-
lion. Each gun death averages about 
$6 million in total costs. Each gun 
injury requiring hospitalization costs 
about $583,000. Guns are used in 70% 
of homicides and more than 50% of 
suicides. 57% of gun homicide victims 
are black, while 93% of gun suicide 
victims are white. 84% of gun homi-
cide victims and 86% of gun suicide 
victims are men.        —Mother Jones 
Magazine – May-June 2015

SOA WATCH ACTIVISTS 

The two human rights activists who 
“crossed the line” onto Fort Benning, 
in Columbus, GA during the annual 
protest to close the SOA/WHINSEC 
received their sentences on January                  

29: Eve Tetaz, 83, who plead not 
guilty, was fined $5000, and Nashua 
Chantel, 62, received five years proba-
tion. This was Nashua’s third time 
crossing the line and he asked the 
court to “go down a different path” 
rather than again sentence him to 
another six months in federal prison.    
                 —soaw.org

NATO WAR CRIMES IN LIBYA

A recently released report on the 
July 2011 bombing and invasion of 
Libya reveals that NATO deliberately 
targeted the civilian infrastructure, 
specifically the national water supply. 
This is a war crime under international 
law and the Geneva Conventions.  
NATO debilitated Libya’s water supply 
by targeting critical state-owned water 
installations, including water facilities 
in Sirte, and a water-pipe factory in 
Brega. The factory manufactured pre-
stressed concrete cylinder pipes for the 
Great Manmade River (GMR) project, 
a vast irrigation system that transports 
water from aquifers beneath Libya’a 
southern desert to approximately 70% 
of the population. Today the GMR 
is struggling to keep reservoirs at a 
level that can provide a sustainable 
supply.  UNICEF has warned that 
Libya faces an unprecedented health 
epidemic without the resumption of 
water supplies soon. The disruption 
has left more than four million Liby-
ans without potable water, according 
to UNICEF.  
       —informationclearinghouse.info 

MARÍA GUARDADO 1934 – 2015

María Guardado was an activist for 
justice who protested against the U.S.– 
supported military regime in El Salvador
during the 1970s and early 1980s. On 
June 12, 1980, she was kidnapped 
blindfolded, bound, and driven to a 
secret location by graduates of the 
School of the Americas (SOA). Her 
captors offered her a bribe to name 
names, which she would not do. Guards-
men then beat her, applied electrical
wires to her breasts and genitals, raped 
and then sodomized her with a wooden 
rod, leaving her in a pool of blood.
   “I thought I had died,” she later said. 
Guardsmen revived Guardado only to 
continue torturing and interrogating, 
breaking multiple bones, and burn-
ing her across her body. Three days 
later, her naked body was dumped on 
a city street. In 1983 she was granted 
political asylum in the U.S., where she 
continued her activism, protesting the 
U.S. government’s support of Salva-
dorian regime. She had been present 
each November at the SOA protest at 
Ft. Benning. She died on May 16 after 
a long battle with cancer. 

¡María Guardado, PRESENTE!

 La
Lucha 
Sigue! 
The 
Struggle 
Continues!

!
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A DAY AT THE PARK
WE NEED YOUR FINANCIAL 

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

GREGORIAN CHANT VESPERS

SHARE YOUR EXCESS BACKYARD FRUIT
If you have fruit trees on your property and have excess fruit, 

our kitchen guests would certainly enjoy whatever you will not use. 
Please consider donating it. Thank you.

You are invited to join us for Gregorian Chant Vespers on the feast 
of St. Mary Magdalen, on Tuesday, July 21.  We will begin at 7pm at 
the Catholic Worker House, 632 N. Brittania St., L.A., 90033

JOIN US 
FOR OUR WEDNESDAY EVENING LITURGY
If you are not aware, or aware but never seriously thought about it, or have not attended 
in awhile, we invite and welcome you to join us for our ecumenical home liturgy every 
Wednesday, 6pm at Hennacy House, followed by a potluck dinner. Our liturgies vary from 
having ordained ministers/priests presiding or a lay presider depending on availability of 
our ordained friends. Our homilies/sermons are shared participation, which means 
everyone is welcome (but not obligated) to briefly share their thoughts and insights on the 
scripture passages used.  After liturgy we socialize over dinner.  It is a pleasant and 
rewarding evening. A good way to spend Wednesday evenings this summer...and beyond.

632 N. Brittania St., Los Angeles, 90033 • Phone 323-267-8789

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
267 Campodonico Ave., Guadalupe, CA 93434-1501
(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
21020 Standing Rock Ave. Apple Valley, CA  92307
(760) 247-5732  -  sbremser@charter.net
CASA COLIBRÌ CATHOLIC WORKER 
Ocampo #2 Hostotipaquillo, Jalisco Mexico C.P. 46440
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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