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Guns in this nation have always been about controlling
black males and protecting white privilege and power.
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suspect that President Obama’s
efforts to enact gun control are
doomed to failure because guns
in the United States have always
been about race. And until we recognize this, we will continue to have
Donald Trump making ludicrous
statements saying the solution to gun
violence is not gun control, but gun
proliferation; that the solution is to
arm people with more guns. “I feel
very strongly,” he said, “that people
in this country, and the world, need
protection….” Apparently, by this argument, if armed civilians had been
in the room at the Inland Regional
Center in San Bernardino, the death
toll would have been fewer than 14.
The image of this nation returning to the 19th-century Wild West is
frightening to most urban citizens of
21st-century America who have come
to believe that it is the purpose of
government to protect its citizens.
It does seem as though we all have
our favorite Constitutional Amendments. For Democrats there is the
first amendment right to free speech;
the right to privacy in your home and
of your papers; the right to Habeas
Corpus; the right not to be tortured;
the right to decent health care.
For Republicans it is the right to
have bad health care; the right to
provide tax relief for the wealthy;
and most especially, the unregulated
second amendment right to carry
handguns and M16s and Uzis in
public.
But that unrestricted right has to
be situated in the historical context
of slavery and the ongoing experience of racial prejudice. Guns in
this nation have always been about
controlling black males and protecting white privilege and power.
From the antebellum slave patrols,
to post-war black lynchings and
chain gang detention; from terrorist
Klan raids, to “stop and frisk;” from
the war on drugs, mass incarceration, and the Black Lives Matter
movement, guns have been used to
terrorize and control black males and
protect the white population from the
perceived threat that black people
pose if they were to do to us what
we have been doing to black people
since the inception of this country.
The fact that gun control is the key
issue in this year’s election and so
precisely divides the red states from
the blue states just underscores the
reality that the scars of the Civil War
and racial prejudice remain after 100
years, as the bleeding, unhealed wound
of the United States of America.

From the antebellum
slave patrols, to postwar black lynchings
and chain gang
detention; from
terrorist Klan raids,
to “stop and frisk;”
and from the war
on drugs, mass
incarceration, and the
Black Lives Matter
movement, guns have
been used to terrorize
and control black
males and protect the
white population from
the perceived threat
that black people pose
if they were to do to
us what we have been
doing to black people
since the inception
of this country.

The “Stand Your Ground” law,
as interpreted in southern states,
amounts to nothing more than a oneman lynch law. If an unarmed black
man makes you feel threatened,
then it is okay to shoot him, just as
George Zimmerman did to Trayvon
Martin in Florida.
The National Rifle Association
(NRA), and its allied gun enthusiasts were not the first to advocate
for “open carry” and “Stand Your
Ground” rights, both of which are
implied guarantees of the Second
Amendment. The most recent previous advocates of gun carry rights,
the 1776 Minute Men notwithstanding, were the Black Panthers.
In 1967, the Black Panthers dressed
in leather jackets and sporting Afro
hairstyles, marched in formation
into the legislative chambers of the
California State Capitol carrying M1
carbines. They believed that they
had a Constitutional right to “open
carry” and to “neighborhood self
defense.”
In the wake of this “anti-white terrorist invasion,” Assemblyman Don
Milford, from Oakland, responded
by initiating a bill to strip California
citizens of the right to “open carry.”
Milford’s bill passed with the support of the NRA, which apparently
believed the whole “good guy with
a gun” thing, did not apply to black
people. Ronald Reagan, who as
California governor and a Republican candidate for president, fervently
supported the Second Amendment,
still signed the ban on open carry
into law.
Recently, when armed white activists invaded Burns, Oregon, protesting federal protection of natural
resources and vowing to “kill or be
killed,” the position of the authorities
was “cautious and restrained.”
In contrast, the response of authorities to the Black Panther “invasion”
was vicious and violent. Within just
a few years of the Sacramento protest, the leadership of the Panthers
had been set up and framed on drug
and murder charges, imprisoned, and
killed in police raids.
Later, when Malcolm X announced
his commitment to equality and dignity “by any means necessary,” he
was assassinated. It appears that the
authorities can tolerate armed white
people, but armed black people
evoke images of “uppity niggers,”
transgressive behavior, and slave
revolts.
Precedent against open carry for
black people was set long ago in
Continued on page 6
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Rick Hampson, a USA Today
national correspondent, volunteers
with Family Promise, a network that
helps homeless working families. The
following article first appeared in the
January 11, 2016 issue of USA Today.

DO YOU KNOW WHO THAT IS?

DOROTHY DAY HAS DIED

By RICK HAMPSON
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There is so much to hear,
laughter, good will,
respect, sadness, anger,
loss, confusion, paranoia,
cynicism, gratitude, a
little craziness. There
are also sirens and air
horns that startle me.

Over the years Day has gone in and out of style, but
last year she was one of four Americans Pope Francis
praised in his speech to Congress, along with Abraham
Lincoln, Martin Luther King, and Thomas Merton.

HEALING
THE FEET
By SAIMA SCOTT

N

ine of us are tucked into
a battered white van each
morning as we drive a few
miles from the Catholic
Worker house in Boyle Heights to the
Hippie Kitchen on Gladys Avenue
and 6th Street on Skid Row. Gladys
Avenue, as other areas in this part of
town, is lined with tents, tarps and
even a few sleeping bodies draped
over piles of blankets and clothes.
It is quiet on the street today; a police car is stopped by an encampment
and the officer is talking with someone as we drive by. The statistics on
the rising number of people becoming
homeless in L.A. County are shocking, yet there is a calm feeling as we
approach the kitchen garden where
more than 1,000 meals are served
three times a week.
We greet the people waiting on the

sidewalk and a few people already
seated on the concrete and ceramic
decorated benches reading, talking
under the newly pruned tress or by
the small fishpond, waiting for the
official opening of the gates at 8
am. It is cold for L.A. and it feels
subdued. It is dry today, but the rain
had made life more difficult for everyone. The kitchen volunteers, we
hear, recently were working in ankle
deep water.
We arrived late Saturday night
and had been getting a warm
welcome from LACW community members, and now from the
kitchen volunteers and some of our
old friends who have been looking
forward to our arrival. It is Tuesday
and our first day to begin soaking
feet in warm, soapy water, cutting
toenails, removing calluses, holding
battered feet as we listen.
There is so much to hear: laughter,
good will, respect, sadness, anger,
loss, confusion, paranoia, cynicism,
gratitude, a little craziness. There
are also sirens and air horns that
startle me. I hear they are being
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Phillip, our wonderful assistant
who is visiting here from Camphill
Community in Ireland, finds her a
clipboard and a pencil and some paper. A few minutes after she walks
off to draw, I realize I may never see
the clipboard again, but about 45
minutes later, there she is all smiles,
with these two drawings. She promises to get better paper and come
back to make a portrait of one of the
members of the LACW community
we had been talking about.
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ne night 35 years ago I was
working on The Associated Press city desk. The
phone rang. A woman
said, “This is the Catholic Worker.
Dorothy Day has died.”
A pause. “Do you know who that
is?”
I did. To many Catholics growing
up in the 1950s and ‘60s, the founder
of the Catholic Worker movement
was, as the critic Dwight MacDonald
observed, “one of those surprises
that makes life life.”
She was an oddball who took the
Gospel at face value; a pacifist who
opposed even war against Hitler; a
rebel who might be a saint. She said
things like, “the object of Christianity is to make the rich poor and the
poor holy.”
As a kid I had mysteriously
received a subscription to her gritty
newspaper The Catholic Worker. It
cost one cent, had no ads or photos,
and no sports. I didn’t see the point.
Over the years Day has gone in
and out of style, but last year she was
one of four Americans Pope Francis
praised in his speech to Congress,
along with Abraham Lincoln, Martin
Luther King, and Thomas Merton,
the writer-monk (who said he could
not have become a Catholic if not for
Day).
I think of her as this city [New
York] faces a political crisis over
its 60,000 homeless people, most in
shelters and several thousand on the
street.
Mayor Bill de Blasio and Gov. Andrew Cuomo, locked in perpetual
feud, differ on what to do for the
homeless, and about them—how to
get them off the street, where they
squat below the many new, evertaller apartment towers designed for
occasional occupation by the international rich.
De Blasio has initiated a scheme
inspired by the CompStat system for
tracking and responding to crime
that would do the same for reports
of street homelessness. He vows the
city will never return to “the bad old
days” of the 1980s.
Dorothy Day had a simple idea
about the poor and homeless: we—
me, you, everyone—should take care
of them. Her model was the “house
of hospitality,” like the first she
started in 1933 on the Lower East
Side, when it was a teeming slum.
Such a house sheltered and fed
the poor, who in Day’s view rated
preferential treatment. She did it
not just for them, but for herself: “I
find God…in His abandoned ones,
as I had not found Him in Christian
churches.”
She believed that if everyone cared
for the poor, their problems—and
many of ours—would be solved. It
was part of what Day, after Saint
Therese of Lisieux, called “the little
way.”
So Day and her followers lived
with people everyone else crossed
the street to avoid: the intoxicated
and the insane, the penniless, the
aged and the broken.
I was able to see this in action.
After Day’s death, for a story about
how the movement was faring, I
spent some time with the Catholic
Workers. I begged and scavenged
for produce at the city market and
worked the soup line.
Continued on page 6

used because people are on their cell
phones and not watching where they
are walking. Cannot imagine that
happening without major complaint
anywhere else.
Gloria came from New Jersey
years ago to follow her dream of
being in show business. Jo came to
be with her sisters who live nearby,
but it did not work out. She, like me,
is from Ohio and we have a bond. I
ask, as I often do of folks who want
to talk, what would you dream of
doing, what would you like to be
doing? “I’m an artist,” she says. “I
do pencil drawing. I illustrated a
book my sister wrote.” She collects
supplies, but since she is in a shelter
now she has lost all her recycled
materials.

Saima at work
I love this place. I love that all
kinds of wonderful things can
happen here. One guy says he has
watched people flailing around
talking to themselves, then come in,
get a plate of food, sit down in the
garden, and calmly, quietly eat their
meal. We daily watch people who
are anxious, tired, cold, and in pain
get up from our chairs and smile,
refreshed and grateful. Their lives
are just a bit easier for a while, and I
am grateful to be a part of this.
Ω
Saima Scott is part of the group of
women from Olympia, Washington
who come to our soup kitchen for
two weeks each year to do intensive
foot care. At home, besides doing
foot care, she works to house the
homeless.
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There was the promise of fighting on the right side with moral
certitude combined with the promise of physical adventure.

PRACTICING BAD THEOLOGY

The man’s bellowing
voice could have blown
down a mountain.

By SARAH FULLER

I

remember distinctly my first
understanding of bad theology.
I was a kid at summer camp,
probably eight years old. We
saw a garter snake. Garter snakes
were the epitome of harmless, as I
knew from many nature walks with
my dad. It was a treat to see them
sunning themselves on rocks and
paths or to hear the distinctive hissing travel sound as they S-curved
through grasses. The other kids,
though, got excited about killing
the snake. They formed a gang and
started chasing it around. “Satan
turned into a snake in the Garden of
Eden,” one of the older kids shouted
authoritatively, “so snakes are the
devil and we have to kill them!”
My view is that these kids wanted
to enjoy killing something, and if the
act had the further frisson of spiritual justification, so much the better.
It was a Bible camp, after all.
This brings me to the topic of army
and terrorist recruitment videos.
There are many beautiful human
yearnings. Among them are the
yearnings to belong to a group, to
have meaning and direction, and to
be a part of something larger than
one’s self. There are longings for
purpose, truth, justice, and clarity.
Once, at a movie theater in my
native Canada, I saw a recruitment
video for the Canadian army. Even
though I am a pacifist from a pacifist
religious tradition, I was emotionally
moved by the beautifully-produced
commercial that appealed to the noblest human sentiments: Fight chaos;
fight fear; fight distress,” say the ads,
over images of soldiers busting drug
smugglers, comforting displaced
people, and driving an impressive
array of vehicles. There was the
promise of fighting on the right side
with moral certitude combined with
the promise of physical adventure.
U.S. Army ads are similarly
inspirational. There are images of
soldiers solving interesting technical and physical problems. Smiling
at children, and rescuing people in
distress. There is a sense of being on
the best team, “a team that makes a
difference,” of having purpose and
meaning and of contributing positively to the world. This is of course
undergirded with nationalism. As
one ad put it, “When it is your job to
protect the world’s greatest nation,
it is your responsibility to solve the
world’s greatest challenges.”
These advertisements do not
focus on the fact that a lot of what
one will be doing is killing human
beings. As my friend, formerly in
the Canadian army, put it, “I realized
one day while we were stabbing
bayonets into sand bags that we were
practicing killing people, and I quit.”
Also, one is required to obey orders
that may go against one’s principles.
Also, they do not mention that the
activities of these forces may include
dominating other world regions for
nefarious power purposes and not for
altruistic reasons.
Nevertheless, the propaganda
(combined with economic necessity for many in the U.S. Army) is
compelling. Such is also true of
the propaganda of ISIS recruitment,
which has been hailed in western
media reports as sophisticated and

ANGER
AND
DEATH
By KARAN BENTON

T

There is a sense of being on the best team,
‘a team that makes a difference,’ of having
purpose and meaning and of contributing
positively to the world. This is of course
undergirded with nationalism. As one
ad put it, ‘When it is your job to protect
the world’s greatest nation, it is your
responsibility to solve the
world’s greatest
challenges.’
compelling, light-years away from
the boring days of Osama Bin
Laden talking directly to the camera
in grainy videos. The Guardian
newspaper describes production
values that draw inspiration from
Hollywood movies and western
video games. U.S. Army recruitment videos are slick and now, so are
those of ISIS.
In addition to production values,
these communications all share
appealing ideological messages that
mask the true state of what participation may entail. Western media
sources say that ISIS propaganda
presents a compelling “utopian idea”
of a good and just society.
However, young people who have
entered ISIS territory under the influence of such hopes find something
quite different. A young French
woman named Sophia Kasiki reports

that she was recruited by friends who
promised a “paradise” but instead
found herself in a situation of dangerous control and scrutiny, living
in a house with other foreign women
and forbidden from leaving.
The idea of the United States, or
any country for that matter, as “the
world’s greatest nation” is also a
utopian idea, one that is belied by our
daily experience at the soup kitchen.
Both groups make the mistake of
putting the locus of salvation in a
state presented as a utopia, thus
turning the idea of that entity into
something to kill or die for.
Both ideas are blasphemous according to the gospels, where the
Kingdom of God is something that
lives in human hearts and is not of
this world.
Nevertheless, all of these things
Continued on page 6

he man’s bellowing voice
could have blown down a
mountain. His rage at my
warning to him about continuing to demand things while I was
attending to another foot care guest
outsized his small though muscular
body. He was good enough to hold
any physical violence in check as he
put on his shoes, but his barrage of
cursings, epithets, threats, and accusations came unfettered and continuous. They echoed down the path to
the front of the garden, to wash over
Jeff, who had charge there that day,
to roll down the street as he walked
past our gate.
There came justifications from the
other workers: he was disturbing
the peace of our foot care in a very
calculating manner. A toughness,
a rule had to be laid down. Many
observers do come and hover and
try out the boundaries of peace with
either loud critiques or unreasonable
demands. I had a number of times
confronted and abolished persons
who threatened to create aggravation
at our foot care.
Yet even with these justifications
and the news that the next day he
had come back apologizing, I was
left uneasy about the incident. It
was not so much guilt. I had worked
professionally for a few years with
families in crises and know to hold
my own. But during the incident a
part of my thinking had dipped into
something that did not feel right.
That something felt wide and vast
and powerful and ancient.
I lay on my bed that evening and
revisited that something. That vast
something lapped at my thought; the
man was carried on it. I theorized
the man’s morning, typical of so
many mornings when you are destitute: woken up by shelter staff or
police after a terrible night’s sleep;
the search for a bathroom or any
place to toilet; long agonizing waits
in line; averted eyes on the street as
you struggle along with your life’s
belongings; and then a long wait
on a standby list to get a turn to
be treated tenderly, to be given the
dignity of clean, healthy feet. There
is the back story on the morning:
the loss of a job; the loss of human
dignity; the loss of attention from
the government meant to serve only
contributors to its commercial interests; the status in a city that strives
to devalue; the status of being an
invisible man.
From me he had experienced a
dominance that headed successive
waves of dominance. The waves that
carried him to me left him already
greatly weakened in power and
voice. The nature and death of these
waves are vast, are continuous, and
Continued on page 6
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He pointed out eloquently that the destruction of the earth is connected to our sin (of greed) and that justice for the earth was directly connected to justice for the poor.

ENCOUNTERING POPE FRANCIS

CHOOSING TO BE PART OF THE HEALING
By DIMITRI KADIEV

Graphic by Rufo Noriega

I

n the summer of 2015, I left
Los Angeles and went on a
pilgrimage to Pennsylvania to
see the Pope, becoming one of
the hundreds of thousands present to
celebrate Eucharist with the Pontiff
in Philadelphia. Pope Francis was
making his first visit to the United
States, and God willing, I was going
to be there.
Pope Francis, as most people
know, took his name in honor of St.
Francis as a statement of solidarity with the poor and with creation.
Since his appointment as leader of
the Catholic Church, he has lived out
that vision.
His encyclical on the environment was one thing that especially
inspired my journey east. As I
traveled across the country I would
find many folks who were on the
same page with him and were trying
to blaze a more harmonious naturefriendly path for themselves and our
descendents.
Leaving L.A., I took a night train
to Albuquerque, New Mexico.
There I visited for two weeks with
friends, local activists, and other
community partners.
Soon enough I was on the road
again, tramping through the Southwest up to Denver, savoring the
beauty of the landscape, taking in a
full breath of freedom.
In Denver I took a bus to Minneapolis where I visited new friends that
I met at the “Wild Goose” (Christian
arts festival) the summer before,
scouting prospective new projects.
I was welcomed by Katherine Parent
at Christ the Redeemer Church. She
had decided to forgo the PhD university path of book learning to become
an intern at this church. There she
started an art studio for kids in the
basement and proceeded to cultivate
experiential knowledge. She gave
me a tour of the church’s massive
community garden in the back, followed by a trip to a well-established
bike shop that also had its origins
from within that congregation. She
seemed happy with her choice.
From the Twin Cities, I walked
and hitchhiked across the lush
summertime Lake Country region,
through Milwaukee and Detroit until
I got to Eerie, Pennsylvania.
In Wisconsin, I visited with some
old friends who not only shared generous hospitality, but also allowed
for the opportunity to drive together
to Madison and hear Bernie Sanders speak. He spoke at a 10,000-seat
sports arena and Bernie packed that
place to the rafters. Bernie spoke
passionately, resolutely, and at times
with wry humor about everything
on the progressive agenda: from
free higher education to training
programs for youth and workers;
from necessary financial regulations
on Wall Street to stimulation of the
green tech industry markets; and
finally he spoke extensively about
climate change, the globally destabilizing effects of environmental
crisis, and what we can do about it.
We continued on to Milwaukee to
visit and take a tour of a renowned
urban farm called Growing Power.
Started by a former pro basketball
player, it was based on the aquaponics
fish-farming model: they sell the fish

4 / FEBRUARY 2016

and use the fish poop as fertilizer
and also to heat the greenhouses in
winter. Will Allen’s aim was to be
self-sustaining, while simultaneously
providing fresh produce in what is
called an urban food desert. In this
innovative way, a regular citizen not
only used his ingenuity to help his
community, but also to set an example
for other city dwellers who have
similar needs.
From there I traveled on to Detroit to visit another old friend from
California who lives in the middle of
an urban farm community located in
an area of the city which used to be
known as Poletown.
Their community seemed to be the
only fully inhabited street (on both
sides) for miles. Blocks and blocks
of grass, bushes and trees stretched
on and on with houses dotted here
and there. They call this an “urban
prairie.”
After the riots of the sixties and
the closure of the factories, most of
the white folks fled to the suburbs.
Masses of houses became derelict,
then were torched by arsonists, and
later demolished by municipal authorities with federal money. This
all left big muddy holes that nature
was more than willing to fill in
with greenery. It is like the Talking
Heads song that says, “This used to
be real estate but now it’s only fields
and trees.”
Some would say it looks like what
post-apocalyptic America would
look like, but after meeting these
humble yet brilliant agriculturists
hashing out a sustainable life in the
middle of the remains of what was
once one of the great U.S. cities,
I have hope. I see potential, not
for condos and tract housing, but
rather for a human, friendly lifestyle.
These folks have a vision for their
city reborn, a city of neighborhoods
connected by large green spaces for
parklands and agriculture—a city
where possibly people could be independent and self-sustaining.
In one of those green spaces,
these folks had built a sizable horno
(outside oven) and on Friday nights
would have community pizza night.
They would bake the dough and
folks would come and bring their
own toppings. What a beautiful way
to celebrate inter-connectedness.
There was a hockey rink on the
back 40 that was made when the circular field froze over in the winter.
There was a beehive they used to
train new beekeepers and also to
pollinate their incredibly bountiful
fruit trees. There was a humble bike
shop (called Yes Farm) that opened
once each week and equipped all the
local folks with bikes to take part in
a weekly city-wide ride (which included thousands from every demographic) called the “Slow Roll.”
Somebody even had a straw bale
pool that they shared with trusted
neighbors.
It was a joy and an honor to paint a
couple of murals for these folks and
share in all the good things they are
doing.
From Detroit, I took a bus (with
my earnings) to Eerie, Pennsylvania
on Lake Eerie, a lake the vastness of
which made it seem more like a sea.
It had been profoundly polluted in
the 1970s, but is now on the path of
recovery due to the efforts of local

energies. I was told that 70% of the
world’s fresh water is held in the
Great Lakes. I believe we would be
wise to care for this global resource
with prudence and compassion.
From Eerie, I continued tramping
on through the lush summertime
countryside of Pennsylvania, sticking to mostly rural roads and small
highways. I found myself on historic
Highway 19, on which George Washington had marched with his troops.
After 20 or so miles, I started to
notice that there were wild apple trees
growing all along the way, of every

shape, size, and age. Some were so
big and gnarly they surely could be
hundreds of years old. Gradually
it dawned on me that this historic
highway could be the same one that
Johnny Appleseed might have trod
back in the day. He was most likely
trekking west, planting fruit-bearing
trees as he went.
Suddenly his great wisdom and
compassion became evident. He
had planted trees along this path,
the fruit of which would feed people
long after he was gone—blessing following generations all the way into

the present moment where a grateful fellow traveler would walk in his
same footsteps and eat those same
apples—for free. This is the continuity of kindness and compassion.
The revolution is alive and revelations continue unfolding.
Finally arriving in Philly, I met
up with a nomadic, anarchist, creative arts troupe that I had worked
with in previous years called “Carnival de Resistance.” A faith-based
theatrical group, they use music,
song, dance, art, and story-telling to
teach the restoration of right relation-

ship with the earth and with indigenous communities.
They were holding two shows over
a weekend in Charlotte, NC, where
we had been invited by a community organizer. There were about
20 members in the troupe this time,
a midway, a big top, and many inspired enthusiastic guests, as always.
(For more on the Carnival see: www.
carnivalderesistance.com) All these
wonderful creative shenanigans
came to a triumphant conclusion just
in time to get back to Philly and be
present at the Pope’s visit.

Before speaking in Philadelphia,
he went to New York City to speak
before the U.N. and then on to Washington, DC where he spoke before
Congress—a speech so impactful
that the Republican Speaker of the
House, John Boehner, actually retired on the spot.
When he finally came to the City
of Brotherly Love, one of the things
he did was to go to a local prison,
inadvertently casting a glaring light
on the vast prison industrial complex, with for-profit prisons that back
in the 1970s held approximately
200,000 people, but now hold over 2
million or one quarter of the world’s
prison population. This is largely
due to the war on drugs.
Shane Claiborne of the Simple
Way community led a march to that
local prison from his Kensington
neighborhood with a couple dozen
young people, to stand in solidarity
with the Pope and with the incarcerated. Later in the afternoon, Shane,
a poet named Charlie O’Connor, and
I rode bikes to the center of the city
to be part of the outside Mass.
We joined with 300,000 others in
taking Holy Communion, blessed by
the Holy Father. “That is the first
time I have celebrated Jesus Christ
with so many people at once in the
same place in my city,” Shane observed in awe. But close to a million
people attended Mass with the Pope
in Brazil.
I had heard or read almost nothing
the Pope had said while in the U.S.,
so it was not until I purchased his encyclical on the environment during a
layover in Chicago on my train trip
back west that his wisdom was taken
in deeply. He pointed out eloquently
that the destruction of the earth is
connected to our sin (of greed) and
that justice for the earth was directly
connected to justice for the poor. He
even warned against the dangers of
technology: “Technology tends to
absorb everything into its ironclad
logic,” and those who are surrounded
by technology, “know full well that
it moves forward in the final analysis
neither for profit nor for well-being
of the human race,” and that, “in the
most radical sense of the term, power
is its motive—lordship over all.”
While enjoying Amtrak’s voyage
across this great land, there was a lot
of time to think and read and ruminate upon all these things.
Back in Los Angeles for a threemonth sojourn, I kept on hearing
news reports about the activities of
this beloved Pope, one of which was
about his journey to Kenya, Uganda,
and the Central African Republic
(CAR), which is caught up in political turmoil and civil war.
When he told his handlers of his
plan to visit CAR, they vehemently
balked at such a notion, claiming
it would be impossible to keep him
safe in an active war zone. His
response to them was this: “Then
you better have a parachute ready
because I am gonna jump.”
Francis went to CAR in hopes
of influencing the Christian majority, who were locked in a death
spiral with Muslim militias, to
lay down their arms and honor a
hard-brokered cease-fire so that fair
elections, which had been stalled by
the violence, might proceed. In fact,
Francis was not only invited but also

beseeched to come to CAR by a
group of Imams (high ranking Muslim clerics) who had visited him at
the Vatican.
This journey was not so different from the one St. Francis took to
Istanbul to visit the Sultan and build
a bridge of peace after the horrors of
the Crusades. But Pope Francis not
only went to CAR, the first pope ever
to enter an active war zone, he went
into the most bullet-ridden, violenceravaged neighborhood in the capital
city to visit a mosque there.
While at the mosque he gave this
message: “Muslims and Christians
are brothers. Stop killing each
other in the name of God. It is a sin
against God.”
Pundits from both sides in U.S.
politics often sound their rallying cry
of “Let’s kill the terrorists.” But in
contrast it seems that St. Francis of
old and Pope Francis anew are setting a different example. They seem
to be setting what appears to be a
Christ-like example of loving your
enemies. Actively they have sought
to build bridges with people said to
be their foes—with different groups
who might have been sure beforehand that they were adversaries and
enemies. But as St. Paul said: “We
struggle not against flesh and blood
but against powers and principalities”
(Ephesians 6:12). Is it possible that
President Obama might have been
inspired and influenced in his international diplomacy by the Pope with
such old adversaries as Cuba and Iran?
All these happenings, globally and
locally, seem to be alerting us to the
reality that this is a pivotal moment
in history, not only seen in the military
conflicts from around the world, but
also because there is a looming common enemy just over the horizon in
the form of the global environmental
crisis, born of the man-made phenomenon of climate change.
Not to get carried away by the foreboding forecasts, let us remember
that Jesus Christ said, “Do not worry, fear not, be not afraid,” 73 times
in the gospels. He was reminding us,
assuring us, encouraging us that God
would walk all the way alongside of
us and help us. God will accompany
us as we engage intimately and profoundly in being part of the world’s
healing (humanity and creation).
We can be sure God will do God’s
part, but will we do ours?
The healing of humanity and of the
earth seem intricately intertwined.
Consider how God, the universe, and
everything seem to be conspiring
to help us make this drastic change,
just in this year alone: The Keystone
XL pipeline has been shut down (at
least for the time being); Shell Oil
Company has stopped drilling in the
Arctic (after seven billion dollars
were lost in explorations); gas prices
have plummeted in some places to
under two dollars per gallon and
the oil market is glutted (expected
to be more glutted due to the Iran
deal), sinking prices ever more; a
new Paris environmental treaty was
signed; and at the same time, prices
of solar technology have dropped
and wind energy has increased to
all-time highs in output and ability to
provide energy to more homes.
Could it be that the Almighty is
telling us that we still have time to
Continued on page 6
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RACISM AND GUN CONTROL
DIETRICH, cont’d from p.1
1859, when John Brown attempted
to give every black person in the
southern states an opportunity to
practice open carry. He was hanged
as a “terrorist” for his efforts.
I believe that the best way for the
United States to enact gun control
is for every black male to join the
NRA and apply for an “open carry”
permit. Then you would suddenly
see every white Republican in the
U.S. running to their representatives
begging for gun control.
Ω
Jeff Dietrich is a Los Angeles
Catholic Worker community member, and editor of the Agitator.
HAMPSON, cont’d from p.2
I cowered when a huge man,
whom I had earlier seen win a street
fight, staggered into the kitchen. He
was confronted by a slight young
female Catholic Worker who said,
“You’ve been drinking, John. You
know the rules. You have to leave.”
He grabbed a chair and slammed
in on the floor next to her. She did
not blink. He backed out the door.
It was a humbling experience, but
it was clear that in serving the needy,
you in some sense find a purpose…a
home.
Although New York City spends
a fortune sheltering and helping
the homeless, most New Yorkers
say the de Blasio administration
is not doing a good job of it. But
the causes of homelessness are
many and complex, and regarding
it purely as a government burden
seems to miss the point.
Helping the poor is a religious obligation for people of faith, an ethical duty for secular humanists, and
a personal opportunity for everyone.
That is because Dorothy Day was
right, and Cain was wrong; we are
our sister and brother’s keeper. Ω
FULLER, cont’d from p.3
use a longing for goodness and
justice to convince people to participate in atrocious acts. But just
as morally dubious undertakings
can be cloaked in noble rhetoric
to appeal to the good in people, so
too can groups appeal to more base
human yearnings—to dominate, control, and have power over others—
and allow noble-sounding ideology
to give them the veneer of sanctity.
For example, the kids in the
story about the snake used a
theological justification appealing
to the struggle between good and
evil to justify their impulse to kill.
So, too, ISIS leaders use particular
interpretations of religious ideology
to justify genocide, slavery, sexual
slavery, and territorial expansion.
People inclined to exploit power
over others are delighted to craft
religious narratives that seem to
legitimize or even require their
inclinations.
The same is also true of Christian
religious defenses of slavery in the
United States and of racist and imperialist ideologies that legitimated
the genocidal policies against native
people in North America. Masters
who wish to extract labor out of
people they hold as slaves, men
who wish to sexually abuse women,
people who wish to kill their inconvenient neighbors or consolidate
their political power over other nations—the smart ones among these
people know that noble ideological window-dressing will confuse
their detractors and make it more
possible for them to continue on
with their evil actions. Calling evil
“good” does not make it so, but it
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does confuse our ability to hold conversations about good and evil when
such misnomers are so pervasive.
So what are people yearning for
meaning, purpose, truth, beauty,
and justice to do? How can one
avoid terminal disillusionment in
the face of so many disparate evils
co-opting the yearning for and love
of the good, such that it is even difficult to determine which is which?
Pursuing truth and goodness
requires walking a constantly
unfolding path of discernment, and
always being able to examine one’s
assumptions with love. One of the
appealing things about both the
military and terrorist recruitment
propaganda is the acknowledgement
that the world is not as it should be
and that it is possible to do something to address that. This piece
of information is a relief to young
people, who have a strong sense of
rightness and justice and who can
feel in their beings that the world
is not as it should be. They are relieved to hear confirmation of their
inner feelings. However, recruitment propaganda goes on to suggest
paths that will not actually achieve
this goal of justice—i.e., join violent
military groups that will serve to
consolidate temporal power.
Instead, we can present young
people with another path that will
truly fulfill this yearning. This is
the path of love and humility; subversive peacemaking possibilities
of loving one’s neighbor, and giving
one’s life freely to everybody; of
valuing women, children, refugees,
and the poor. It is a race to be a servant to all. It is the opposite of the
impulse to dominate and control.
It encompasses the yearning for
adventure, because it is an adventure—an adventure of toiling in
obscurity and working to do good, a
special charism. These are the ideals
of the Gospel and of sharing God’s
radical transformative love with the
world, of rejoicing as the valleys
are raised up and the hills are made
low. This is a life of meaning and
sacrifice.
My uncle Warren was recently
able to meet and talk with one of
his favorite writers, Connie Willis. They had a long discussion
about the nature of good and evil
that encompassed both the Nazi
regime and Sauron in The Lord of
the Rings. She said she believed
that evil regimes would always fail
because they were unable to imagine goodness, and thus were unable
to defend against it. My uncle said
that “she compared Hitler to Sauron.
Sauron could not imagine that
someone would give up the ring to
destroy it, rather than use the power
of the ring, because the paradigm
of evil is intimidation, power, and
control.”
Self-emptying and sacrificial love
are the weeds on the hill and the
yeast in the flour. They change
everything and are hard to get rid
of. Young people should be encouraged to know that they were not
wrong, something is indeed wrong
with the world. But they can dismantle this wrong slowly with the
good news of Christ’s redemption of
the world and the gentle assurance
that evil can be overthrown by good
like a wall being dismantled by the
slow growth of roots. Young people
looking for a worthy vocation are
offered many slickly-packaged options, but they can discern, through
wisdom, observation, and experience,
which paths lead to more domination and injustice and which lead to
true freedom, meaning, and love. Ω
Sarah Fuller is a Los Angeles Catholic Worker community member.

BENTON, cont’d from p.3
involve us all. Before that morning
I was already a part of them.
The theologian William Stringfellow in his book, An Ethic For Christians and Other Aliens in a Strange
Land, aptly describes a modern world
of principalities and powers creating
dominions of obeisance and apathy
toward human life that replace God
and the humanity of the Gospel.
These principalities and powers
are not forces strange to us, but are
touchable, approvable, lawful, and
even at times, beneficial forces we
dance with every day. Yet in our
common sleep, they form currents that touch all humanity with
death—death to the human soul, to
human morality, or to the physical
body. They are systems of defending us, administrating us, educating
us, and providing for us, to name
only a few. Already these few are
systems that conscript us, kill us,
imprison us, falsify us, impoverish
and invalidate us—works of death.
Yet, because we are in a fallen world,
such systems modified or replaced
will fall into the same strategies of
dominance and sleepy obeisance
as its predecessors ending in more
death. Stringfellow goes so far as to
say that a presumption arises with
such a dominion, a presumption of
power to determine the moral significance of everything and everyone.
To me, such a lack of independence
and power and voice natural to a
human being on an urgent quest
for survival and significance is the
tide that creates a world awash with
anger, of which my dear man in the
garden was an important microcosm.
Stringfellow’s illustration of a
principality giving the call for
moral worth through commitment
or surrender was drawn in clear
lines on January 11, through Barak
Obama’s State of the Union speech.
To the acts of ISIS and others
committing terrible violence in
their quest to dominate, the response phrase “take ‘em out” drew
standing ovations in the room. A
call of commitment spoken simplistically and without a stated plan
for protecting human life had been
given and the surrender was done.
Two small words gathered the
waters further through the ancient appeal of competition and
dominance: “American leadership.” Without moral justification,
without the benefit of reason or
even a topical slathering of philosophy or theological enlightenment,
without consideration of the dignity
of all human beings, the phrase
“American leadership” drew standing ovations as it attached itself to
economies, governments, scientific
discovery, and cultures around the
world. Again the moral worth of
commitment to be dominated was
proffered and again the surrender
came about.
We are all sinners in the hands of
an angry world, and our shock at
acts of terrorism, at being confronted with growing recruitments
for violent acts or with outbreaks
of individual violence, needs to
be set aside now for more serious
contemplation and reflection on the
nature of the anger that ignites such
violence. It is not enough to focus
upon an angry act and to attempt
to dominate it while at the same
time doing obeisance to the powers
that crush the human body and soul
until all that is left is anger.
As a nation we are imperialists,
creating new dominions without regard for the global Human Family.
As a society we are exclusionists,
marginalizing and disappearing the
weak, the different, and the desperately poor. As families we are

propagandists, selling competition,
moral compromise, and dominion to
our children.
As humans…? Stringfellow says
that is where there is hope. For in
the midst of all forces, powers, and
principalities set up and filling up
our lives, we can still choose to act
humanly in this fallen world. The
decision to act humanly, to take care
of one another, to do acts of witness
to the Gospel—acts of mercy, acts of
resistance—to do acts of justice and
of non-surrender to injustice erodes
the influence of such powers in our
lives and in the world.
But what of the anger itself?
A dear friend who is a psychotherapist by profession talks about
anger as a structure that needs to be
explored and explored with careful reflection, that the anger we hold forth
and the anger that confronts us have
meaning to us touching more than
the moment. It can grasp us in the
traumatic history of angry encounters
that dwell in our unconscious with
implications for our response or later
implications to our mental health.
I propose further that anger is
an intellectual tool of deconstruction; we are taking down the reality
that confronts us, rejecting it, and
at times growing it into a verbal or
visceral expression if that rejection
seems not enough. Stringfellow
speaks of violence as not compatible
with truth. From the unconscious to
the individual to the social realm to
the global condition, the call to careful
exploration and reflection sounds clear.
Our society, confronting violence
from without and from within noises
its own violent disdain for anger
without self-reflection. Hence, our
leader’s call to “take ‘em all out”
and dominate the world call us. The
lessons of our history have not yet
taught us about sovereignty and
oppression, only about victory and
domination. About being faster and
more muscular. About quick and
blind deconstruction.
My friend in the garden, drenched
with the injustices toward the poor,
came to me as a suffering gift, as an
invitation to self-reflect and to world
reflect. Instead of taking up the call
of the dominion over me, I want to
heed the call of this man—to look at
my own ways of power, my own participation in the quitting of humanity.
I want to go further with reflection, to
step out of the context of what we call
“the real world” and better challenge
the nuances carried in our patriotism,
our systems, and our collective thinking that build responses of desperate
anger and violence. I believe, as a
Christian, it is time to step beyond decrying obvious violence and the sinfulness of an angry world and uncover
the subtle violence of our inhuman
systems, the wearing of heavy dominance that creeps onto our shoulders
as Americans. We need to stop, look
into our own vast deep, or be drowned
in it.
Ω
Karan Benton is a Los Angeles Catholic Worker community member.
KADIEV, cont’d from p.5
change our ways before anything
catastrophic happens? Could it be we
still have a chance and God will help
us navigate these precarious times?
Let us individually and collectively
make a choice to be part of the healing of God’s creation, in whatever
way we may be able. Let us choose
to be part of the healing, the recovery, the redemption, the rejuvenation,
and the rebirth, and in so doing help
bring the Kingdom of God to earth.
Praise God. Amen.
Ω
Dimitri Kadiev is a “traveling artist
for God” and a friend of the LACW.

ON
THE LINE
RESISTANCE UPDATE
Longtime anti-drone and peace activist, and Ithaca, NY Catholic Worker,
and grandmother of three, Mary Anne
Grady Flores, entered the Jamesville
Correctional Facility in Syracuse, N.Y.,
on January 19 to serve a six-month
sentence for merely taking photos of
her sister, Ellen Grady, and seven others
who were participating in a nonviolent
direct action at Hancock Field Air National Guard Base on Ash Wednesday
2013. In a 2014 trial, Grady Flores was
convicted, sentenced to one-year in jail
and fined $1,000. The irony is that the
other eight defendants, including Mary
Anne’s sister, Ellen, were acquitted. She
was released from custody on a $5000
bond pending an appeal. On January
12 she was notified that her appeal was
denied and was told to self-surrender
for a reduced six-month sentence. Her
arrest resulted for violating an “order of
protection,” that the court put in place
to thwart the ongoing anti-drone protests that began in 2010. The protection
order, put in effect in 2012, bars activists from going near group commander
Col. Earl Evans and his workplace—
Hancock.
—democracynow.org
You can write to Mary Anne at:
Mary Anne Grady Flores– #12001966
Jamesville Correctional Facility
P.O. Box 143, Jamesville, NY 13078
LOVE IS WHAT MATTERS
FR. LOUIE VITALE’S BOOK
Longtime peace and justice activist,
and friend of the LACW, Fr. Louie

THE

HOUSE

JOURNAL

Happy New Year from the L.A. Catholic Worker! 2015 was an undeniably
exciting roller coaster, and it will be
interesting to see what gifts life brings
in this new year. We wish all of you a
wonderful year full of joy, peace, and
unexpected blessings.
We had a very blessed Christmas
season. Thanks to everyone who
brought festive treats for us and our
friends downtown.
Before Christmas we had our traditional tree-trimming party. The table
groaned under an amazing variety of
delicious baked goods and also one
very tasteful and healthy fruit bouquet.
We sang Christmas carols, chowed
down and most importantly bedecked
the tree and house with an array of
decorations. We were delighted to have
Alecia, Eddie and indefatigable tree
decorator Hazel here for the celebration, as well as two folks visiting from

Vitale, OFM, recently had a book
published. Love is What Matters
gathers the writings of this dedicated
Franciscan peacemaker. In this series
of short essays written by Fr. Louie
over the course of nearly thirty years
he recounts his nonviolent striving
towards peace and justice to end
war, torture, racism, poverty, climate
destruction and greed in the spirit of
St. Francis of Assisi. As a long-time
social activist, he has engaged in civil
disobedience for nearly four decades
in pursuit of peace and justice, and has
been arrested more than 400 times. For
more info and to order his book visit:
paceebene.org or call 510-268-8765
OBSCENE INEQUALITY

10% enjoyed a 46% increase in that
same time frame. The ultra rich have
placed an estimated $7.6 trillion in
tax shelters, such as in the Cayman Islands, while not paying their fair share
of taxes.
—money.cnn.com
MASSIVE TRANSFER
OF WEALTH
According to an article in the New York
Post, “The years 2008 through 2015
should be known as the Great Fleecing.” It has been a time where the greatest transfer of wealth in world history
has taken place. More than $4.5 trillion
dollars was given to Wall Street banks
through President Obama’s Quantitative Easing program, which solely
benefitted the top 1%, with U.S. taxpayers picking up the tab. The touted
low unemployment rate is erroneous
and the roughly 1.5 million mostly low
wage service-oriented jobs created is
offset by roughly the same amount of
higher-paying manufacturing jobs that
were lost, according to Job Creators
Network. In all of the 3007 U.S. counties, parishes, and territories slightly
more than 50% of the population in
each is on some sort of government assistance.
—nypost.com

According to Oxfam International, the
world’s 62 richest billionaires, more
than 40 of who live in the USA, have
as much wealth as the bottom half of
the world’s population. Back in 2010
it took 388 billionaires to own as
much as the bottom half of the world.
Moreover, the top 1% own more than
everyone else combined. The top 62
saw their net worth increase by more
than half a trillion dollars between 2010
and 2015, while the 3.6 billion people
in the bottom half of the population lost
a trillion dollars. Each group now has
$1.76 trillion. The income gap between
the richest and poorest also is out of
control. The world’s poorest 20%--who
live below the extreme poverty line, living on less than $1.90 per day—barely
saw their incomes increase between
1988 and 2011, while the wealthiest

A National Labor Relations Board
(NLRB) judge recently ruled that
Walmart illegally fired 16 employees
who took part in a 2013 legal strike
outside the company’s headquarters in
Arkansas during a shareholders meet-

the Las Vegas Catholic Worker. We
were saddened, though, that our guest
Berta Torres was not with us, as
tree-trimming was a tradition that she
always enjoyed. May she rest in peace.
We also had the opportunity to
decorate Jeff’s adopted tree on Central
near Gladys, which grows through the
center of a metal signpost in otherwise
grim concrete surroundings. We were
joined by Alice Callaghan and some
of our friends downtown for some
caroling and guerrilla light-stringing
with the aid of a handy stepladder and
a tiny portable power source.
Christmas was another warm time.
We had many special guests visiting
for Christmas. There were presents for
everyone, thanks to the generosity of
some of our volunteers.
We have also been blessed by a
varied menagerie of wonderful visitors
of late here at Hennacy House. Our
dear Irish friend Benny once again
returned to us to help us celebrate the
season and to encourage us to savor
the sacredness of life. We appreciate
his thoughtful and compassionate conversations and contributions to our life
here, and wish him all the best upon
his return to Ireland. He also introduced us to a friend of his, the intrepid
Filip Balaban, who hails from Camphill community in Ireland. He was a
great help to our foot care crew, and
also served as our resident biodynamic
farming and Capoeira expert. We are
also pleased to report the return of
our Palestinian friend, George Abu
Shakur. He has returned to pursue
college studies in Santa Monica. We
are delighted to have him back singing
beautifully, updating us on pop culture
developments, and generally brightening our lives. We were also privileged
to receive a short visit from former
community member Ross Weaver,
who plans to soon be in an EMT

training course.
Then came the legendary Ed Loring
and Murphy Davis from our proud
Protestant Catholic Worker sister
house, the Open Door Community,
in Atlanta, Georgia. They delivered a
rousing culture critique and boosted
our morale with their tenacious moral
commitment and infectious joie de
vivre. We also received a visit from
Catherine’s sister Eileen, from Oregon. Catherine and Eileen took their
traditional tour of the sights of their
hometown of Pasadena. We also had
a visit from our much-loved summer
intern Elliot Martin, who has had a
fruitful sojourn across the nation and
learning from many different communities over the past year.
Some of the L.A. Catholic Workers
have been on the move as well over the
holiday period. Jed visited the New
York Catholic Worker in early January,
learning about the motherhouse and
also participated in an anti-Guantanamo Bay demonstration in Washington,
D.C. with Witness Against Torture.
Karan traveled to see her daughter and grandchildren in Temecula,
California, and I visited my family in
Canada over Christmas.
One of our most exciting and important events of the year, the St. Paul
High School March for Hunger, took
place in early December. Hordes of intrepid students, teachers, parents, and
alumni made the 26+ mile journey on
foot from East L.A. to Santa Monica
Beach in order to raise money for the
Hippie Kitchen. A big THANK YOU
to all who participated. Thanks as well
as to our team of walk representatives, stalwart kitchen volunteers John
Perez, Rufo Noriega, Ben Sullivan,
and Miguel Trejo.
In the realm of culture, the chant
group led by Rufo Noriega sang vespers for Epiphany. Our longtime guest

HUGE WORKERS VICTORY

ing and must reinstate them with full pay
and benefits. The judge also said the
company must hold meetings in 29 stores
to inform employees of their rights to
form a union and vow not to threaten or
retaliate against workers who participate
in strikes.
—commondreams.org
HAMMER OF JUSTICE
On the night of December 27, 2015,
four Catholic peace activists went to the
Northrop-Grumman building in Bellevue, Nebraska, where one of them, former
Des Moines Catholic Worker, Jessica
Reznicek, began a direct disarmament
action by taking a sledgehammer and a
baseball bat to two huge front windows
and glass door of the building. Northrop
Grumman is one of STRATCOM’s
(U.S. Strategic Command - Offutt AFB,
Omaha, NE) primary weapons contractors. Her intent was to get to the computers inside. Jess was arrested by Bellevue
Police and taken to Sarpy County Jail,
where she remains until trial. The other
three, Frank Cordaro, Michele NaarObed, and Mauro Heck, were there for
support and to take photos. They were
arrested later while driving from the site
after Jess began her action. The three
were later released on bond; all four were
charged with felony criminal mischief
and burglary charges. The charges were
dropped at a January 26 court appearance
for the three supporters. Jess is representing herself for her “Hammer of Justice”
nonviolent direct action. To learn more
see: nukeresister.org
On The Line is compiled and
edited by Mike Wisniewski.
Maria Lopez bought us a huge Rosca
de Reyes pastry for the occasion as
well. The Angel City Chorale came
to sing for our guests at the kitchen in
December, and their festive power was
undeniable.
This is also the season during which
we enjoy the company of the “Washington Clippers,” our heroic team of
foot care specialists from Olympia,
Washington. Rev. Kathleen, Saima,
Judy, Maggie, Cheryl, Nancy, and
Jackie all worked tirelessly to bring
joy, health and comfort to the tired and
hard-worn feet of our homeless friends
downtown, and also administered the
foot care sacrament to many of our
community members. They were joined
by our local foot care folks, Mary
Anne and Raquel. Rev. Kathleen
Bellefeulle-Rice, as a Roman Catholic
Woman Priest, also presided at one of
our Wednesday evening liturgies.
In excellent news, former community
member Josephine Burns gave birth
on January 21, to a 7-pound 10-ounce
baby girl, Maria Elsa Squair. Congratulations to Josephine!
Please continue to pray for our community. Members of our community,
and guests, continue to have ongoing
major health issues. We are also continuing to discern how best to do our
work and ministry in light of our reduced numbers. As part of this process
we have decided, for the time being,
to stop serving morning breakfast on
the street on Wednesdays and Fridays,
and to reduce and combine some of
our vigils and community meetings.
We hope to wisely discern how to best
live out our vocation to serve the poor,
witness for justice, and be a sign of
God’s kingdom in a joyful, healthy and
sustainable way.
House Journal is written by
Sarah Fuller.
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CATHOLIC WORKER EVENTS
NOT TO BE MISSED

GOOD FRIDAY ANTI-WAR
STATIONS OF THE CROSS
March 25 • 3:00pm

Please join the LACW for our annual Stations of the Nonviolent Cross.
Meet at the Edward Roybal Federal Building - 255 E. Temple St.

SEDER OF LIBERATION
Sunday, April 3

Please call the LACW at 323-267-8789 in
mid March to get time and location.
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.

2016 SACRED PEACE WALK — MARCH 19 - MARCH 25
You are invited to walk in the footsteps of a long legacy
of peace walkers and spiritual leaders to draw attention
to the nuclear dangers that continue to threaten our
sacred planet and the community of life. Please join
us in transforming fears into compassion, and apathy
into action in Nevada Desert Experience’s 2016 Sacred
Peace Walk from Las Vegas to Nevada Nuclear Test Site.
For registration forms see: nevadadesertexperience.org
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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
AMANI HOUSE - NAIROBI, KENYA, AFRICA
mdavidomondi@gmail.com
BURDOCK HOUSE
2444 Chase St., Anderson, IN 46016
(765) 274-1776 - http://burdockhouse.org

