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Our intern is not unique. Most North Americans, myself included, are ignorant about the details of the 
violence leading up to the Civil War.  Yet such ignorance is dangerous, especially around election time.

In 1859 Brown led the ill-fated raid on Harpers Ferry. He and his comrades 
intended to commandeer the weapons stored in the U.S. arsenal in that town.

TERRORIST OR PATRIOT?

JOHN BROWN

My contention is that, 
as a nation, we have 

failed to come to terms 
with the events of the 

Civil War and we have 
failed to come to terms 

with John Brown. 
Was he a prophet, a 
revolutionary, a mad 
man, or a terrorist? 
Was he like Joan of 

Arc, who was burned 
at the stake for being a 

witch because she heard 
the voice of God telling 
her to put on armor and 

lead armed troops to 
free France from 

English rule?  How 
you answer these 

questions determines a 
great deal about your 
political sensibilities 

and how you will 
vote in the fall.

By JEFF DIETRICH

Our summer intern from 
Kansas City was en- 
thusiastic for her home-
town team, the Jay-

hawks. When I asked her the 
meaning of the name she said:  “It’s 
a bird.” It is a bird, but the root of the 
name and its significance was com-
pletely unknown to her. “It is some 
kind of bird,” she said. I did not 
actually know what it meant myself, 
but I told her that I thought it had 
something to do with the Civil War.
     It turns out I was right. The Kan-
sas Jayhawks were indeed named af-
ter the “jayhawkers,” a band of Civil 
War militia lead by the infamous 
abolitionist John Brown, who immi-
grated from his home in the East to 
support his sons and other “Kansas 
Free-Staters” in their violent struggle 
with the “bushwhackers” from the 
slave state of Missouri, led by the 
equally infamous Jessie James and 
William Clarke Quantrill.
     Our intern is not unique. Most 
North Americans, myself included, 
are ignorant about the details of 
the violence leading up to the Civil 
War.  Yet such ignorance is danger-
ous, especially around election time, 
when it seems that the split between 
red and blue states runs for the most 
part right along the Mason-Dixon 
line. It seems that every election year 
we fight the Civil War all over again. 
The wounds are deep and our igno-
rance and amnesia remains a barrier 
to insight, if not healing.
     I was born in Virginia, the capital 
of the Confederacy, and home of 
George Washington and Thomas 
Jefferson. I lived just across the river 
from where Nat Turner led a slave 
rebellion in August 1831, and where 
John Brown also led a failed slave 
revolt when West Virginia was still 
part of Virginia.
     The Catholic church and Catholic 
school I attended were segregated, 
and occasionally, when my parents 
would take me to the much closer 
black church, the nuns would repri-
mand me. As a child, I visited civil 
war battlefields and monuments.  
My grandmother had a maid, and 
though we lived in low-cost hous-
ing, even my mother had a maid. My 
father could not wait to get out of the 
South and move to California, but 
my mother suffered a bit from that 
peculiar Southern malaise nostalgia 
for the “lost cause.”
     Despite all of this background, or 
maybe because of it, I was shocked 
as I researched the jayhawkers, John 
Brown, and bushwhackers like

           Jessie James and William  
           Quantrill, and the violent 
            nature of the political lands     
            cape of 1850 -1860, which 
            makes Donald Trump look 
like Mister Rogers.  Bleeding 
Kansas, hangings, kidnappings, the 
destruction of abolitionist presses, 
the carrying of weapons into con-
gressional debates, the beating of 
Senator Charles Sumner in the Sen-
ate chamber by a U.S. Congressman 
was shocking.
     In 1820, the Missouri Compro-
mise ruled that Missouri would enter 
as a slave state while Maine would 
enter the Union as a free state, and 
slavery would not be allowed above 
the 36th parallel, thus preserving 
parity between slave and free states.
     But in 1854, the Kansas-Nebraska 
Act nullified the Missouri Compro-
mise, allowing the citizens of each 
new state to vote on whether they 
would be a free state or a slave state, 
thus precipitating the violent border 
wars between Kansas and Missouri. 
     Abolitionists began to sponsor 
settlers, sending them to Kansas so 
that they could vote for a Kansas free 
state. The southern slave states began 
to do the same, inciting a border war 
between the Missouri slave state 
“bushwhackers” and the Kansas free 
state jayhawkers. Many historians 
describe this 1858 border war as the 
opening shots of the Civil War.   
     What I found fascinating was that 
the leader of the Kansas jayhawkers 
was John Brown, a passionate aboli-
tionist, but not a pacifist. Brown be-
lieved that violence alone would end 
slavery. The violence in Kansas was 
beyond the control of local authori-
ties or even the federal government. 
Vendettas, kidnappings, lynching, 
and gun battles made it clear that the 
civil war had already begun; and it 
was clear that Brown was intent on 
pressing it further.
     In 1859 Brown led the ill-fated 
raid on Harpers Ferry. He and his 
comrades intended to comman-
deer the weapons stored in the U.S. 
arsenal in that town. His plan was 
based on the successful Haitian slave 
revolt that ousted the French from 
their island country. When escaped 
Haitian slaves armed themselves and 
fled to the mountains, they formed 
communities and made periodic 
guerilla raids into French-held terri-
tory, ultimately repulsing the French 
in 1803.
     Brown hoped to emulate their 
success by recruiting escaped slaves, 
arming them, and establishing com-
munities of black resistance in the

Continued on page 2
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BLACK LIVES MATTER

THE 
KINGDOM OF GOD 
IS HERE

By MANUEL HERNANDEZ

It is 10pm, I am sitting at my 
desk, and the busy day is finally 
over. It is Wednesday, a normal 
weekday. Today’s weather was 

very cool, and as usual, we had the 
kids at the house. It reminded me a 
little bit of being at the LACW soup 
kitchen—a very busy and packed 
day. Kids swarming around, playing, 
screaming, jumping, and making all 
the noisy things kids like to do. The 
kitchen also was very busy with food 
prep and cooking. Our new volunteer 
Marta is definitely our savior and the 
queen of the kitchen. She recently 
began volunteering to help prepare 
and cook meals for the kids; she is 
now our official full time chef. She 
is retired, yet has decided to use her 
time for a good cause and help cook 
for the kids. It also helps that she 
lives just two blocks from our house, 
and for these things we are thankful.
     Linda, our German volunteer, 
harvested some green tomatoes and 
cilantro from our garden to prepare 
the salsa, and some carrots and 
lettuce for a salad. She is the one 
who keeps our garden looking green 
and presentable. Thanks to her, our 
plants are still alive and producing 
abundantly. It is awesome that she 
came for an entire year all the way 
from Weingarten, Germany.  
     We are also blessed to have Edgar 
with us. He originally came for a 
three-month period, yet at the end 
of this month he will have com-
pleted a total of six months. He is a 
psychologist and has been working 
hard offering parenting classes as 
well as individual therapy for both, 
the moms and the kids. He loves and 
enjoys it so much that he is planning 
to stay with us a little longer.
     Evelyn, also a psychologist, was a 
volunteer last year, and although she 
no longer lives with us, she continues 
to promote our community and get 
people involved in our projects. 

things have happened since Casa
Colibrí’s beginning, and it would not 
be possible for our community to be 
here without the help and guidance 
of the LACW and our supporters in 
L.A. There are not enough words to 
express my gratitude for all the years 
of love, support, and encouragement. 
On behalf of every child, mom, fam-
ily, volunteer, community member, 
and friends who make Casa Colibrí a 
reality, thank you very much!
     Today was a long and tiring day; 
beginning with breakfast at 7:30am, 
then watering and tending the gar-
den, feeding our chickens, our com-
munity check-in meeting, organizing 
and planning the class for the kids, 
preparing the meal for 40 children 
and community members, then clean 
up afterwards, the parenting class 
in the afternoon, the soap-making 
workshop with the teenagers, and 
then, finally, be able to sit here at my 
desk with the challenge to organize 
my thoughts and calm my always 
agitated mind. 
     I am not a good writer. Writing 
has always intimidated me. But as 
we were chopping tomatoes and 
lettuce, and stirring the beans on 
the stove, for an instant, right there, 
surrounded by the noise and sounds 
of the kids, the kitchen pots, and 
the laughter, I experienced a deep 
feeling of gratefulness for being part 
of something greater and being able 
to share from one’s heart. For that 
tiny fraction of time I understood it 
all. As Peter Maurin once said: ¨…
to create a world where it is easier 
for people to be good,̈  and my mind 
was at peace. The Kingdom of God 
is here in the breaking and sharing 
of bread.                         Ω

Manuel Hernandez is a former 
LACW community member who 
went on to found the Casa Colibrí 
Catholic Worker in Hostotipaquillo, 
Jalisco, Mexico.  Check out their 9th 
anniversary video at: 
https://youtu.be/nZrO_FcMFTc

more on Casa Colibrí’s future. It was 
very difficult to make the decision 
to become a non-profit, and once 
the decision was made, it was a long 
and tedious process. I thank Chris 
Gorman and Adriana for all their 
support during that time. We really 
hope to bring in more long-term 
volunteers and people to support 
our projects so that we can enhance 
our services to the needy families of 
Hostotipaquillo.
     I am also extremely grateful for 
our extended community member 
Mauricio, who has supported us in 
many ways; he is constantly promot-
ing us as well as running errands for 
us in Guadalajara. Recently he of-
fered his house to host our volunteers 
who want to travel to Guadalajara 
for a weekend get-away. It is great 
to have friends like him around. 
Thanks, Mauricio!
     Last August we celebrated our 
ninth anniversary. A lot of amazing 

     Magui, our newest volunteer, 
is from Guadalajara; she is taking 
a sabbatical year and was look-
ing to get out of the city.  Eighteen 
years ago she founded a non-profit 
and thought it was now time to 
take a break, but at the same time, 
wanted to continue doing something 
meaningful, continue serving oth-
ers, which is how she came to Casa 
Colibrí. We are unsure how long she 
will stay with us in the community, 
but because we recently became a 
non-profit, we are taking advantage 
of her experience and expertise. She 
has been really helpful and fun to 
work and be with.
     The end of last year and the be-
ginning of this year has been a very 
challenging time for us; not only did 
we say goodbye to long-term com-
munity members Chris and Adriana, 
and a few other volunteers, but I also 
had some minor health issues that 
made me pause and reflect a little 
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Appalachian Mountains with the 
intent of fomenting a fiery black 
rebellion throughout the entire 
South. Brown believed that peaceful 
resistance to slavery was shown to be 
ineffective and that the only way to 
defeat the oppressive system of slav-
ery was through violent insurrection. 
He believed that he was the instru-
ment of God’s wrath in punishing 
men for the sin of owning slaves.
     The raid failed and Brown was 
hanged. Unfortunately, this nation’s 
history has never come to terms with 
his legacy. For Southerners, he was 
a terrorist, insurrectionist. For the 
North, especially for the abolition-
ists, he was a saint, martyr, and a 
bold prophet.
     My contention is that, as a nation, 
we have failed to come to terms with 
the events of the Civil War and we 
have failed to come to terms with 
John Brown. Was he a prophet, a 
revolutionary, a mad man, or a ter-
rorist? Was he like Joan of Arc, who 
was burned at the stake for being a 
witch because she heard the voice 
of God telling her to put on armor 
and lead armed troops to free France 
from English rule? How you answer 
these questions determines a great 
deal about your political sensibilities 
and how you will vote in the fall.
     When the French finally defeated 
the English, they made Joan of Arc 
a saint and erected statues of her 
throughout France. Since the North 
won the war and freed the slaves, 
why then is John Brown, this so-
called  “armed terrorist,” and slave 
liberator, not vindicated and declared

a saint? Why is there no statue of 
him on the Capitol Mall next to the 
Lincoln Memorial? Because in truth, 
the Civil War was not actually won 
by the North, but rather was won by 
the South.
     Beginning with the 1866 publica-
tion of Edward A. Pollard’s The Lost 
Cause: A New Southern History of 
the War of the Confederates, a process 
began which insured that, in the South 
for sure, and to a remarkable degree 
in other regions as well, the win-
ners would not be the one’s to write 
the history books. By the end of the 
19th century, histories, biographies, 
popular novels, plays, and patriotic art 
celebrating the “lost cause” were big 
business. Chivalric portraits of Robert 
E. Lee far outsold those of any other 
military figure from the Civil War.
     “This perverse sense of history is 
nowhere more prevalent than the

film industry. “When watching Civil 
War films,” says film critic Eileen 
Jones, “it is a pleasant shock every 
time a soldier in a Yankee uniform is 
not presented as a part of an undif-
ferentiated horde of unworthy victors 
or hated occupiers, or as a villain 
steeling food out of the mouths of the 
poor, or about to set fire to a planta-
tion and possibly rape the southern 
belle hiding behind a pillar….The 
‘lost cause’ is clearly bollocks, but 
trying to recover an unequivocally 
pro-Union, pro Emancipation, pro 
Northern view of the (Civil War) 
may be a lost cause” (Jacobin, issue 
18, summer 2015).
     It turns out that my mother was 
correct; the civil war was about seces-
sion, states rights, and the economy. 
But none of those issues would have 
ever been a problem if it were not for 
the fact that the entire economy of the

the South was based on cotton and 
slavery. These issues are still with 
us today; the issue of states’ rights, 
and the desire of the Tea Party to 
dismantle the federal government. 
     This is the Civil War conflict 
played out in our era. It is the conflict 
between local autonomy and the 
“grasping control” of “Big Govern-
ment.” It is the right to deny health-
care, the right to deny welfare, the 
right to deny a decent education, and 
the right to deny a living wage. It is 
also about the right to be racist; be-
cause although these Federal aid pro-
grams would benefit all poor people, 
the majority of poor people in this 
country are African American.
     A recent article in The Nation 
magazine put it more succinctly: 
“Today’s right wing agenda, they 
say, succeeds by converting white 
anxiety into a distrust of anything 
public…the result is not just poli-
cies that harm people of color, but a 
hamstrung government unable to as-
sist most families” (Heather Mcghee 
and Ian Hanley-Lopez, Feb 21, 2016 
p.17).
     When John Brown was sentenced 
to death he read this statement to 
the court:  “…Now, if it is deemed 
necessary that I should forfeit my 
life in the furtherance of the ends of 
justice and mingle my blood further 
with the blood of my children and 
with the blood of millions in this 
slave county whose rights are disre-
garded by wicked, cruel, and unjust 
enactments, I submit; so let it be 
done!”  For John Brown, black lives 
mattered.

Continued on page 6
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PACIFIC LIFE COMMUNITY FAITH & RESISTANCE RETREAT AT VANDENBERG AFB

NUCLEAR SAVAGE
Nonviolent direct action at Vandenberg Air Force Base—non-arrest for me because of my 

cancer. By the end of the weekend my commitment to nuclear disarmament was heightened.
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Karan Benton (third from left) was one of seven PLC 
members arrested on March 6 at Vandenberg AFB

March down Highway 1 to main gate Crossing the line

By KARAN BENTON

We all seek wholeness. 
For most of us it is a 
highly personal jour-
ney, one between our 

God, our therapist, or the breath 
where of we learn to be mindful, 
and ourselves. Wholeness is synony-
mous with healing, with harmony 
and inner peace. In peace rhetoric, 
wholeness is a powerful term imbued 
with a vision of a unified world: one 
human family, one Global Heart. 
     I thought about Global Whole-
ness as I sat on the Amtrak Pacific 
Surfliner, contemplating the relent-
less sand caress of the Pacific Ocean 
a hundred feet outside my window. I 
was on my way to the annual Pacific 
Life Community (PLC) Faith & Re-
sistance Retreat, held this year from 
March 4 - 6 at LaCasa de Maria 
Retreat Center near Santa Barbara. 
     Looking forward to reconnecting 
with nuclear disarmament activists 
from the western part of the country 
whom I had come to know and love, 
my anticipation of the weekend had 
settled into well known expectations 
and decisions: meals together, songs, 
prayer, education, discussion, plan-
ning, and nonviolent direct action at 
Vandenberg Air Force Base (non-
arrest for me because of my can-
cer). By the end of the weekend my 
commitment to nuclear disarmament 
was heightened, underlined, and 
refreshed by a particular refinement 
in my peace education.
     Friday evening at the gathering 
provided an opportunity to review 
the year in actions and camaraderie.  
Lockheed Martin, Livermore Labs, 
and Kitsap (Trident Submarine) 
Navel Base were names among the 
narratives, representing the interlock 
of manufacturing, brutish science, 
and war mongering in our military-
industrial complex. Thinking of their 
reality bludgeoning the landscape of 
our world, that edged out any soften-
ing of the boundaries between our 
interests and the hopes of the rest of 
the world, a layer of my assumptions 
about how to work for Global Unity 
or Wholeness seemed to curl up and 
fall to the floor.  
     A moment was taken, to honor 
those activists now gone from us, 
¡Presente!: Father Bill “Bix” Bichsel, 
Lynne Greenwald, Anne Montgomery, 
Jackie Hudson, Corbin Harney, and 
Peter Ediger. They stood for this quest, 
urged us by remembrance to remain 
committed, to remain communal. 
     On Saturday, Filmmaker Adam 
Jonas Horowitz shared how his now 
thirty-year relationship with the 
people of the Marshall Islands, and 
their struggles, began.
     We were sitting about an hour’s 
drive away from the source of their 
pain and displacement. Vandenberg 
Air Force Base is where test mis-
siles, whose heads were filled with 
uranium (publicly reassured as 
“depleted uranium”) were launched, 
then received 20 minutes later by 
the ”catcher’s mitt” of the Pacific, 
the once pristine lagoon around the 
crescent shaped gathering of the 
Marshall Islands. If counter missiles 
launched from the Ronald Reagan 
Test Site—located on eight islands 
throughout the Kwajalein Atoll—do 
not intercept them, they go into the 
drink hole to sit, decay, and slowly

release their toxins.  If the two make 
contact, the missiles rain down in 
pieces, depleted uranium and beryl-
lium becoming part of the swift 
splash of contamination. 
     Horowitz told of a heroic occupa-
tion of the Ronald Reagan Test Site 
on Kwajalein by displaced families 
during a lease lapse in the 1980s.  
He told of the persistent and coura-
geous pursuit of a voice among the 
louder nations of the world that seek 
to draw attention to the plight of the 
Marshallese people, talk by del-
egations to the United Nations, the 
Hague, and U.S. Congress, the needs 
of an indigenous people on a string 
of quiet unspoiled atolls falling back 
before a wall of technical predatory 
might.  
     Our concept of the Marshallese 
people suffering from the insertion 
of U.S. interests on their islands was 
given real time human countenance. 
Marshall Islanders Julian Riklon, 
his wife Sholla, and his daughter El-
lenora joined in the discussion. They 
had been a part of the heroic occupa-
tion of the Reagan Test Site; Julian 
had been among those seeking jus-
tice at the UN, The Hague, and U.S. 
Congress. Julian’s brother had been 
a victim of nuclear bomb testing on 
the islands, including the Bikini Is-
land incident in 1954.  Julian and his 
wife quietly spoke of the struggles of 
confronting our nation with the real-
ity and validity of the Marshallese as 
a people, of sometimes meeting with 
violence, but more often than not 
meeting with blank, apathetic faces. 

     About 16,000 relocated Marshal-
lese live in squalor on the Island of 
Ebeye, which is no bigger than five 
football fields.  A great number of 
Marshallese hold low paying service 
jobs on their former homeland, and 
Kwajalein is now commandeered as 
a comfortable military base commu-
nity. Barely a thought is given to the 
distressed community on Ebeye, cre-
ated by the U.S. evacuation during 
the 1954 nuclear blast testing and re-
sulting contamination. Another layer 
of my assumptions about attaining 
Global Wholeness was pierced. Here 
was the fragmentation of human 
regard, the reordering of priorities 
of U.S. interests over simple human 
need, and fragility of earth emerging 
in sharp relief.
    However, it was Adam Horowitz’s 
film, Nuclear Savage, that presented 
the clearest picture of how swift 
and insidious human regard for the 
Marshallese was shattered, and how 
much humanity still remains buried 
under the wreckage of the Cold War. 
Taking us back through the history 
of white Euro and U.S. exploration of 
the Pacific, and attitudes romanticizing 
and demonizing the “noble savage” 
who dwelt on the atolls. The film set 
the stage for the incident of the Bikini 
Island Nuclear Test blast where 12 
islands of Marshallese people were 
evacuated forever from their homes in 
preparation, while others, such as those 
on Rongelap Atoll were accidentally 
(according to official U.S. reports) 
massively irradiated by fallout in a 
wind shift. Horrific results to their 

bodies, and the bodies of succeeding 
generations still continue to this day. 
     Evidence suggests that the sudden 
seizing of scientific opportunity to 
study the effects of radiation on the 
human body is not, in fact, a true 
seizing opportunity at all.  Evidence 
also suggests that the concept of this 
opportunity circulated in memos 
days to months prior and that there 
was a warning about the blast and 
the potential for the wind to shift.  
     The film proceeded to sort 
through comments and old news 
footage about the test blast.  The film 
also spoke about the islands’ popula-
tion, justification by scientists who 
were tired of studying mice, testi-
monies of those who were told only 
three years later that Rongelap Atoll 
was safe to return to while their 
food and water supplies remained 
contaminated, and who having failed 
to win the ear of the United States 
about their sufferings, had to be 
rescued in 1986 by Greenpeace.  
     Ambassador Greta Morris stood 
on the screen before generations of a 
mutilated, cancer ridden, and grief-
inflicted crowd at an anniversary 
of the Bravo and 4.1 Projects and 
thanked the Marshallese people for 
their contributions to science, which 
had begun in 1946 with the words 
to the Chieftain, “for the good of 
all mankind.”  Another layer of my 
assumptions about attaining Global 
Unity floated to the floor. A root 
disease was exposed.  
     We incubate an age-old afflic-
tion of mental habit: the rhetorical 
viruses of designation and hierarchy, 
the use of the terms “Third World,” 
“Developing World” and other lan-
guage fractals learned in childhood 
to separate us from them.
     Thich Naht Han wrote that 
violence begins as mental pedagogy. 
Imagine trainee soldiers running at 
a sandbag with a bayonet time after 
time for hours and days. Into their 
habits of mind comes an autonomic 
response of killing that overrides 
humane hesitation.  
     Our systematic violence and 
justification of violence on the Mar-
shallese people is accomplished with 
overlays of friendship, ceremony and 
sentiments such as “the good of all 
mankind,” while our habits of mind 
are gilded with artificial terms. We 
categorize other nations and cultures 
based upon a relationship with our 
own needs and interests. “Third 
World” is a term that once indicated 
nations neither for us nor against us, 
but now sits in the average U.S. mind 
as a subspecies of nation, a sorry 
other world of poverty, hunger, dis-
ease, and a-technical or not globally 
market savvy. 
     A “Developing Country” is a 
country needing our assistance 
to catch up politically, culturally, 
economically, health wise, or techni-
cally. It sits in the average U.S. mind 
as ignorant, culturally backward and 
resource dismissive, a threat to itself, 
to global trade and to the resource 
needs of our society.     
     “Global South” is a term that 
compares nations by economy, the 
artificial system of money which we, 
far removed from the history of its 
advent, believe is holy, as much a 
part of Original Creation as the 

Continued on page 6
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BLACK LIVES MATTER

LYNCHING IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

CONFRONTING THE LEGACY OF RACIAL TERROR
TRIUMPH OF 
FAILURE

Toni Flynn and Martha Hennessy at JeJu Island Naval Base 

Abolitionist John Brown

Lynching in America:  Confronting 
the Legacy of Racial Terror
Published by the Equal Justice Initiative

By SANDI HUCKABY

Eric Garner—dead.  Tray-
von Martin—dead.  Tamir 
Rice—dead.  Michael 
Brown—dead.  Walter 

Scott—dead.  Freddie Gray—dead.  
Sandra Bland—dead.  And this is 
only a fraction of the total number 
of black people who almost certainly 
would be alive today if they were 
white.  This is what modern-day 
lynching looks like.  The terrorizing 
of black communities, the reminder 
that black lives have no value−one 
does not need a rope and a noose to 
accomplish this; it can be done with 
a choke hold, a bullet from a police 
officer’s gun or a “rough ride” in 
the back of a police van.  Often the 
officers involved face no charges 
whatsoever.  And as for civilians—
”Stand your ground” is just another 
way of saying, “Go ahead and kill a 
black person, you won’t go to jail.”  
“Open carry” means any white 
person can carry an AR-15 anywhere 
they want; but if a black man tries it, 
the police will be called and “justice 
will be served.”  
     A new book was recently pub-
lished by the Equal Justice Initiative, 
Lynching in America: Confronting 
the Legacy of Racial Terror.  It 
follows their previous book (2013), 
Slavery in America.  The folks at 
EJI have documented nearly 4,000 
lynchings that took place between 
the end of the Civil War and WWII.  
Many of these lynchings were de-
signed to instill terror in black com-
munities and had nothing to do with 
whether the person had committed 
a crime.  Those who carried out the 
lynchings were never punished.  In-
deed, sheriffs, judges, and police of-
ficers often attended and saw nothing 
wrong with the absence of any legal 
proceedings−−no habeas corpus, no 
trial, no jury; but a guilty “verdict” 
was always present. Guilty of what?  
being born black.  
     Often the lynching would take 
place on the courthouse lawn in 
broad daylight and attended by 
hundreds, if not thousands of 
white people.  They often involved 
extreme torture, castration, burning 
the victim alive, dismemberment, 
taking fingers, toes, ears, teeth, 
pieces of skin and bone as souvenirs.  
Little white kids would gather more 
kindling to put on the fire.  Photogra-
phers would make postcards for sale 
to commemorate the festive event; 
families would bring a picnic lunch 
to these “celebratory acts of racial 
control and domination.”   
     Today as textbooks are being 
purged of any mention of Jim Crow, 
much less these terror lynchings, 
we choose to look away and forget 
that these atrocities ever happened.  
There are certainly no historic 
plaques to mark the spot where 
they occurred (something the EJI is 
trying to change).  But even worse 
is how their legacy lives on in our 
compromised criminal justice sys-
tem.  The authors point out, “Mass 
incarceration, excessive penal pun-
ishment, disproportionate sentencing 
of racial minorities, and police abuse 
of people of color reveal problems in 

American society that were framed 
in the terror era.  The narrative 
of racial difference that lynching 
dramatized continues to haunt us.  
Avoiding honest conversation about 
this history has undermined our 
ability to build a nation where racial 
justice can be achieved.”
     Once societies adopted the lie that 
blacks were inferior to whites and 
therefore could be sold into slavery, 
this notion of racial inequality could 
continue even after slavery was abol-
ished.  Lynching black people was 
a powerful tool to reinforce this lie.  
Even with the enormous achieve-
ments of the Civil Rights movement, 
the issue of racism in the entire 
criminal justice system has never 
been adequately addressed−−the 
disproportionate numbers of blacks 
in prison and on death row; the at-
titudes of “otherness,” “inferiority,” 
“propensity to criminal behavior” 
are still alive and well in police 

officers, judges, lawyers, juries, 
prison guards and wardens.  Black 
celebrities in sports, the entertain-
ment industry, and even in the White 
House do not prove we are in a post-
racial society—far from it.  They 
actually mask the truth that, over 
all, black people still are not treated 
equally in employment, the criminal 
justice system, housing, education−−
or even at the Oscars, for crying out 
loud!
     The book goes through the entire 
history of Reconstruction following 
the end of the Civil War.  Because 
black people were refused credit, few 
were able to own their own farms.  
Thus sharecropping replaced slavery 
as a primary source of Southern 
agricultural labor.  Under President 
Hayes, federal troops were with-
drawn, Reconstruction came to an 
inglorious end, and a kind of “second 
slavery” took over for the next cen-
tury.  Immediately, local, and state 

governments throughout the South 
“set to work altering their constitu-
tions to disenfranchise black citizens 
and codify segregation.”
     State legislatures also passed 
“black codes” which created new 
laws against “vagrancy” and “loiter-
ing,” resulting in mass incarceration 
of blacks.  Then, exploiting a line 
in the Thirteenth Amendment that 
prohibits slavery and involuntary 
servitude “except as punishment for 
crime,” the all-white state govern-
ments began extracting black labor 
in private lease contracts, resulting 
in black convicts being sold into 
forced labor for the profit of the 
state.  Whereas white convicts were 
routinely assigned to penitentiaries, 
blacks were not, and instead faced 
brutal treatment and would often 
“die under conditions far worse than 
anything they had ever experienced 
under slavery.”   Convict leasing 
demonstrated the way in which 
“the criminal justice system would 
become the central institution for 
sustaining racial domination and hi-
erarchy in America.”  It legitimized 
excessive punishment and abuse of

blacks, many of whom had commit-
ted the most minor of “crimes,” such 
as loitering.
     Jim Crow laws created a racial 
caste system that penetrated every 
aspect of life.  These laws functioned 
not just to keep the races separate, 
but more importantly as remind-
ers that blacks were subordinate to 
whites in every way.  No matter how 
educated, wealthy or respectable a 
black person may be, he still was not 
equal to the meanest and poorest of 
whites.  Any perceived violation of 
the racial order was met with brutal 
violence, and “lynching was the 
weapon of choice.”
     The book goes on to list some 
examples:  In 1940, Jesse Thornton 
was lynched for referring to a white 
police officer by his name without 
the title of “mister.”  In 1919, a 
white mob lynched William Little, 
a soldier returning from World War 
I, for refusing to take off his Army 
uniform.  White men lynched Jeff 
Brown in 1916 for accidently

bumping into a white girl while run-
ning to catch a train.
     Northern states and the federal 
government mostly turned a blind 
eye to these atrocities.  Whites in 
the South were not the only ones to 
harbor racial attitudes against blacks.  
Feeble attempts to pass anti-lynching 
laws in Congress were met with cries 
of foul for interfering in the South’s 
“local affairs.”  The Southern states 
would pass their own anti-lynching 
laws, but then never enforce them.
      With little recourse, the black 
population turned to grassroots ac-
tivism—they would call for boycotts 
of businesses whose owners partici-
pated in a lynching.  They organized 
sentinels to guard prisoners from 
lynch mobs.  They harnessed the 
growing power of the black press 
and they launched public education 
campaigns.  Ida B. Wells for forty 
years was the nation’s foremost anti-
lynching crusader.  She worked with 

Continued on page 6

By TONI FLYNN

You cannot kill a breeze, a wind, a 
fragrance; you cannot kill a dream.          
                              —Michel Onfray

What I remember most 
about my visit to 
Gangjeong Village on 
JeJu Island in South Ko-

rea are the tastes and smells. Months 
after my departure, I can still easily 
evoke the tangy taste of tangerines 
from backyard trees, breathe in 
the seductive scent of lilies seep-
ing through hothouses, bathe in the 
aroma of clean salty sea air, and 
recall the energetic essence of winter 
winds and wet downpours.   

     I remember also and poignantly, 
the substance of a courageous 
people – the priests, nuns, women 
organizers, peace activists, island-
ers, supporters from the mainland of 
South Korea, and others who, like 
myself, arrive at intervals to support 
the protest of military imposition in 
Gangjeong Village at the southern 
most tip of JeJu Island. Seven years 
ago, protestors hoped to prevent the 
construction of a naval base. By the 
time I arrived along with Martha 
Hennessy, in December 2015, it was 
to join hands with protestors in the 
face of defeat. There was no sweet 
smell of success, only the fragrance 
of faithfulness.
     Gangjeong Village was once 
considered a holy destination on JeJu 
because of Gureombi Rock, a sacred 
formation unlike any other on the is-
land. People would come to Gureom-
bi to climb, play, pray, share, sing, 
celebrate, and marvel at the beauty 
of nature and the sea. A few years 
ago, Gureombi was blasted into dust 
to make way for a war base meant 
to project U.S. and South Korean 
military power over North Korea and 
China. The small fishing village 

has since become victim to – under 
passionate and persistent non-violent 
protest−−the construction and facili-
tation of a massive naval base. 
     The tangerine groves and lily 
hothouses are giving way to military 
housing; submarines and warships 
are crushing the coral beneath the 
sea. All of this is done with bit-
ter disregard for a community of 
peaceful citizens, once united, now 
sadly divided, some hoping the base 
will bring employment and security, 
others believing that it will bring 
violence and suffering near and far 
as well as the death of village life.
    Long before the notion of building 
a military base in Gangjeong began, 

Continued on page 6

grief already lingered over the whole 
of JeJu Island. Occupied by Japan 
for decades before the end of World 
War II, the U.S. assumed trusteeship 
of the island as part of South Korea 
after the war. A terrible campaign 
of suppression, overseen by South 
Korea’s U.S. Army Military Govern-
ment shortly thereafter, resulted in 
the massacre of 30,000 men, women, 
children, and babies on JeJu. The 
reasons are a tangled sham, the 
excuses manufactured, and to make 
the already unbearable even less 
bearable, the truth of this horrendous 
deed was suppressed until 2006. 
If the smell of tragic decay was 
discernible from under the paved 
runways at JeJu’s airport where lie 
mass graves, the whole of the area 
would weep and wail.
    Marcel Proust once wrote, “When 
nothing else subsists from the past, 
after the things are broken and 
scattered, the smell and taste of 
things remain poised a long time, 
like souls bearing resiliently, on 
tiny and almost impalpable drops of 
their essence, the immense edifice of 
memory.” In the Gospel stories of the
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DIETRICH, cont’d from p.2

BLACK LIVES MATTER

 In the words of the Union march-
ing song: 
John Brown’s body lies a moldering 
in the grave
John Brown’s body lies a moldering 
in the grave
John Brown’s body lies a moldering 
in the grave
But his truth goes marching on. A 
truth that divides the country to this 
day.               Ω

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

BENTON, cont’d from p.3

gathering up of the seas. Moreover, 
it pools our rhetoric along and be-
low the Southern Hemisphere.  
     These labels and others help 
us draw in and exploit nations, 
even whole continents, innocently, 
benevolently to extend our own 
national wants. They have been 
with us since our young school 
days. They are a mind violence 
often played out with tenderness. 
The story of the Marshallese people 
screams to our toddler-like ego 
centrism, our environmental rac-
ism, and our diseased perspectives. 
Global Wholeness is in the desires 
of peace activists, but so too does it 
appear in the rhetoric of politicians, 
military leaders, and economists. 
My assumption of achievement was 
that there was simply a diversion 
of paths between the two spoken de-
sires.  I have awakened to a harder 
deeper task we share on all sides: 
resist an ingrained rhetoric that 
taints my perspective.  
     Global Wholeness is not an end 
product, the result of our various 
ventures into promoting worldwide 
democracy, obtaining resources, 
making mergers, selling arms and 
advancing our brand of science; nor 
is it the relative peace that comes 
from our invasions be they subtle or 
overt. Neither is it the final vision of 
a Peace Movement.  
     Global wholeness is a start place 
in the mind.  It is the deconstruction 

of hierarchies, the creative acknowl-
edgement of human variety.  It is 
the understanding that the way a
group of people respond to the 
environment in which they live, the 
ways they survive it, the ways they 
thrive justly and humanely does 
not bear the artificiality of label-
ing and qualification.   Wholeness 
is the man or woman who dresses 
differently, speaks differently, who 
cares for grasses and trees of no 
immediate use to me, who builds a 
home and tenderly cares for land in 
a way that disqualifies it from my 
exploitation, who is more interested 
in navigating the currents of a sea 
than navigating the internet for 
global market trends, who ventures 
to feed his or her family on his or 
her own saved seed. It is the man 
or woman who may own a quarter 
of what I own, who values time and 
goods I would readily throw away, 
but still stands in my mind a man 
or a woman, equal to me in knowl-
edge, understanding, competency 
and importance. It is the valuing of 
that man or woman, as they stand 
separate from my wants, a man or a 
woman understood as alone vital to 
the world and me. 
     Julian was watching from the 
small mound of grass next to the 
road. So I carried this commitment 
of thought in my chest as I walked 
over the painted green line on the 
pavement, down the long road to 
the cluster of soldiers standing close 
woven near the base main gate; 
tense, I took on the handcuffs. I 
wanted to tell Julian and his people 
that I no longer wanted to be frag-
mented by rhetoric justifying the 
differences between his experiences 
of suffering and displacement and 
mine of privilege. Even in this small 
symbolic step of solidarity I felt 
my own part in working for Global 
Wholeness had truly begun.          Ω

Karan Benton is a Los Angeles Cath-
olic Worker community member.   

HUCKABY, cont’d from p.5

NAACP.
     Meanwhile, between 1910 and 
1970, six million African Americans 
fled the South and migrated to the 
North and West seeking opportunity 
and security.  Many had gone through 
a near-lynching experience and it was 
no longer safe to stay in their homes.  
As black departures rose, the number 
of lynchings declined, until in 1952 
there were none that year for the first 
time since the Tuskegee Institute 
began tabulating records in 1882.
   But although the era of lynching 
had come to a close, the era of ter-
ror and violence had not.  The Civil 
Rights years are one long litany 
of death threats, beatings, bomb-
ings, arson, fire hoses, police dogs, 
police batons, snipers.  Rather than 
protecting black lives, police often 
acted as facilitators in extra judicial 
murders.  In 1964, civil rights work-
ers Goodman, Chaney, and Schwer-
ner were detained by police for an 
alleged traffic violation,  Knowing 
the Klan had gathered outside the 
police station, they delivered the 
three young men over to the mob 
who seized and murdered them.  
Every one of these acts of violence 
was defended in the same words 
used for defending lynching, “It 
was necessary to maintain law and 
order.”
   The criminal justice system 
remains to this day the institution 
that is the least affected by the civil 
rights era (it was never addressed in 
the Civil Rights Act of 1964).  This 
has contributed to the mass incar-
ceration of blacks. Racial profil-
ing, incompetent lawyers, biased 
judges, all-white juries have meant 
that capital punishment serves the 
same function that lynches used to. 
A black prisoner is four times more 
likely to receive the death penalty 
than a white prisoner.  African 
Americans make up less than 13 
percent of the population, but nearly 
42 percent of those on death row.
     The Vietnam War memorial has 
led to much reflection and healing 
of a terrible period in our history.  
But there is no Victims of Lynching 
Memorial do address the issues of 
racial injustice and its victims.  This  

FLYNN cont’d from p.5

Last Supper, Jesus Christ says, “Do 
this in memory of me.” And in the 
village of Gangjeong, the fragrant 
breath of the Holy Spirit has been 
mingling for over seven years with 
the distinct courage of those who 
join together every day at the gates 
of the naval base to block the en-
trance, resist injustice, and celebrate 
the Eucharist, remembering things 
that need to be remembered. This is 
My Body, broken and shared. This 
is My Blood, shed for you and for 
many.
     In the midst of defeat, this amaz-
ing community continues to re-
member the past martyrs, saints and 
prophets of JeJu (even as they them-
selves are today’s martyrs, saints 
and prophets) breaking spiritual jars 
of perfumed hope over the feet of Je-
sus, catching the blood of his pierced 
side in the blessing cup of faithful-
ness. I will never forget the people 
of Gangjeong Village. I continue to 
pray for their beloved community. 
I hold the taste of tangerines, the 
smell of lilies in my heart’s memory 
as I would a communion wafer on 
my tongue.                                      Ω

Longtime LACW friend, Toni Flynn,
along with Dorothy Day’s grand-
daughter, Martha Hennessy, visited 
Gangjeong Village throughout 
Advent and Christmas of 2015.  
   Teams of Catholic Workers have 
gone to JeJu, and another team just 
returned. If anyone is interested in 
making a trip to JeJu Island to sup-
port the protests and peace efforts, 
contact Frank Cordaro at: 
frank.cordaro@gmail.com

book, however, provides a power-
ful tool for confronting the painful 
truths of what’s been happening in 
this country for a very long time.  
This knowledge is essential in help-
ing to reform the criminal justice 
system and ending mass incarcera-
tion in the U.S. once and for all.     Ω

Sandi Huckaby is a former LACW 
community member and was co-
editor of the Agitator.                  

Frederick Douglass and W.E.B. Du 
Bois and she helped to found the

TRUTH, 
GOD, AND 
HUMILITY
By KELSEY CHALMERS

“Joy comes not out of affliction 
of pain on others, but out of pain 
voluntarily borne by oneself”
     —Matthew 8:17

I think that when people’s per-
ceptions’ of themselves become 
high, they lose importance. 
We all want to be important; 

it is a natural, primitive instinct. 
Think about it, if we were not 
somehow contributing positively 
to our community, why would our 
community love, protect, and sup-
port us? However, it is two entirely 
different entities to “feel important” 
versus “be important.” Some people 
have huge egos and feel superbly 
important, whereas others are so 
humble that they do not realize 
their extraordinary-ness. All of life 
is a balancing act. It is necessary 
that you feel important because of 
the important work you do (and 
because you are made in the image 
and likeness of God), but also that 
you do not feel too mighty to help 
“the least of these.” 
     We must be valued enough to 
love and respect ourselves while

simultaneously aware of our faults 
and imperfections. We are often 
most critical of ourselves. We real-
ize that there is always room for im-
provement; an end-game is nonexis-
tent for self-improvement, truth, and 
humility because we are constantly 
striving for perfection, even though 
we know that, as humans, we can 
never achieve perfection.
     Furthermore, Mother Teresa 
says, “Knowledge of God gives love 
and knowledge of self gives humil-
ity. Humility is nothing but truth.” 
At first, Gandhi claimed that, “God 
is Truth” until he realized that 
“Truth is God.” In order to know 
who God is, we must humble our-
selves before the Truth. We do not 
have the luxury to be discouraged 
by the truth—who benefits from 
ignorance of world issues? Certain-
ly the 5.5% of unemployed people 
nationwide are not benefitting from 
people telling them to “get a job.” 
The one in four women in the U.S. 
who will be sexually assaulted in 
their lifetime are not benefitting 
from this culture of ignorance. 
     We do not have the luxury to 
pick and choose which truths we 
decide to believe and/or act upon; 
we must be a witness to the truth 
wherever and whatever it may be. 
Gandhi stated that, “joy comes not 
out of affliction of pain on others, 
but out of pain voluntarily borne by 
oneself.” God has told us many dif-
ferent ways that “in giving we rec- 

eive;” discovering the truth is the 
first step to giving ourselves to the 
work of Jesus.
     Catherine Morris once told me, 
“Why would I write about my life 
in the Catholic Worker? Who would 
want to read it?” (Hence, why does 
it matter?) When I told Martha at 
the kitchen one day that everyone 
loved her split pea soup, she said 
“except the people that didn’t.” 
     True humility is realizing that 
others’ perceptions of you do not re-
ally count. What truly counts in life 
is humbling yourself to the point 
that others’ perceptions are not 
relevant because you have emptied 
yourself completely of pride, vanity, 
and selfishness in order to allow 
God to work through you. Humility 
is truth and God is truth so that we 
may do the work of God via no for-
mal recognition but through Jesus. 
     Mother Teresa said that many 
people are willing to do the “big 
work” but not many are willing 
to do the “small work” of God. I 
believe she’s right. Maybe people 
are able and willing to do the “big 
work” because God wills it and 
because many people need to be 
capitalized on profit and greed 
before they even consider the “small 
work.” The small work includes do-
ing the dishes (Dorothy Day always 
said that everyone wants a revolu-
tion but no one wants to do the 
dishes), helping the homeless (who 
are often out of jobs through no

fault of their own), helping minori-
ties and refugees, helping the shrink-
ing middle-class and expanding 
low-wage working class achieve the 
“American Dream,” which has been 
decreasing as the decades progress.
     Labels do not represent anything; 
a word gives no hint to its meaning. 
So why are we so stubborn to label 
helping the poor as communism or 
socialism? In the previous decades, 
our government officials have 
crippled and underfunded many 
public education systems, social 
services, causing millions to suffer. 
Thus, we do not have to go all the 
way to socialism to find something 
that works for all upper-, middle-, 
and working-class citizens. There is 
always room for improvement. 
     Therefore, it is vital to our hap-
piness and satisfaction in life that 
we empty ourselves of selfishness, 
vanity, etc. so that God can encom-
pass us in His unconditional love. 
We may be small but with God, our 
successes will be as numerous as the 
stars. God granted us free choice so 
that we could experience true love 
because He genuinely wants us to be 
happy but we will all be overjoyed 
and experience true freedom when 
we discover how to be at one with 
Truth, God, and Humility.             Ω

Kelsey Chalmers was one of our 
summer interns last year and has 
returned to spend an unspecified 
amount of time with us. 
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   Welcome to March! We have had 
eventful times here at the beloved rag-
gedy Victorian mothership since the 
last time we updated you in January.
     February kicked off, so to speak, 
with a traditional Super Bowl celebra-
tion. The tables groaned under gallons 
of delicious food, including a lake of 
the finest guacamole for our friends. 
Our crowd was smaller than in some 
years but of fine and excellent quality, 
with friends from Skid Row, volun-
teers, guests, and Catholic Workers 
joining in the event. We drank a lot of 
soda, ate ice cream, and imbibed of the 
sporting and cultural offerings. One 
special guest was Warren McFaul, 
my uncle visiting from Canada on an 
epic international road trip.
      We have enjoyed some wonderful 
Culture Critiques in the past couple of 
months as well. One of our downtown 
kitchen guests, Lisa, graciously agreed

to join us and to give us insights into 
her life and experience.  Elena Kle, 
our close friend and regular visitor 
from Germany recently returned and 
shared her most recent work with a 
team of gang interventionists in Los 
Angeles, which came about after her 
introduction to their work through a 
book recommended by Catherine 
Morris.  Karan Founds-Benton 
shared about her time at the Pacific 
Life Community Faith and Resistance 
Retreat. Our longtime friend, former 
community member, and rabbi, Mar-
garet Holub, also gave a theologi-
cal presentation on the meaning of a 
scriptural aspect of God, “KAVOD,” in 
the Jewish tradition. 
   Margaret has been joining us at the 
kitchen during her sabbatical from 
work as a rabbi in Mendocino in 
Northern California, and also made 
us a delicious Sunday dinner, and pre-
sided at a recent liturgy that included 
rounds of beautiful Hebrew chanting. 
Thanks, Margaret!
   In other chant news, in February 
the Gregorian chant group offered 
vespers for the Little Office of the 
Blessed Virgin Mary. In attendance 
were regular devotees as well as a 
group of eight high school girls on an 
immersion trip to Los Angeles from 
Notre Dame High School in Belmont, 
CA. The chant was followed by a talk 
and tour for the students by our own 
returning summer intern and now 
house resident, Kelsey Chalmers, 
from Kansas City. 
   In the world of visitors, traveling 
musician, Monica Laytham, who 
contributed beautiful piano playing 
and haunting spiritual melodies to 
our Wednesday evening liturgy, also 
graced us with her presence. We also 
enjoyed a sojourn with Kimberly 
Hunter, a wonderful person from Reba 
Place in Chicago, who has been lately

wandering and learning across the 
country, and who had most recently 
participated in a Borderlands delega-
tion with Christian Peacemaker Teams 
in Texas and Mexico. March Break 
saw a colorful and delightful flock of 
young people alight on our bedraggled 
mansion and bless us with their pres-
ence. We had returning summer intern 
Maria Teresa Kamel from Texas, 
along with her brother Juan Antonio, 
intrepidly preparing food and serving 
guests in our kitchen. We also saw 
returning visitor Julia Fortuna from 
Pennsylvania, who chose to spend her 
break from a busy master’s program 
to again serve the poor with us here 
in L.A.  She brought along her dry 
humor, enthusiasm for fun, and sense 
of love and service. My friend from 
Canada, Katie Wood, was also able to 
come on her March break from work 
as a farmer and schoolteacher. She 
brightened up our house and garden 
with her smile, outgoing conversation-
alism and sense of fun and adventure. 
Elena shepherded this young flock 
to an outing at Homeboy Industries, 
where she introduced them to all her 
Homeboy friends and explained what 
work is performed there. We then 
formed an unusually long and youthful-
ly fashionable line as we twined around 
the downtown Federal complex for our 
weekly Wednesday anti-war vigil. 
   We are also happy to have three new 
people living at the house and working 
with us for a while. Regular kitchen 
volunteer Megan Ramsey has taken 
up residence in our most elaborately 
decorated but also tiny room, “the 
Closet.” We are happy to have her 
cheerful, kind, smart and capable 
presence with us. Our kind, thoughtful 
kitchen volunteer Pierre Jauretche 
is also taking some time from his 
Zen Buddhist pursuits to alight in the 
branches of the “back house,” where

he prepares excellent coffee and helps 
us immeasurably with the chores and 
duties of our daily life. A native Cali-
fornian of Basque heritage, he brings a 
certain joie de vivre and je ne sais quoi 
to our life. Also, Jeff’s sister, Susan 
Dietrich, has come to join us for a 
while from Philadelphia, and we are 
delighted and grateful for all her hard 
work and enthusiasm.
   Our friend George Abu Shakur 
has begun his studies at Santa Monica 
College, and has also begun cooking 
for us—and for about a thousand of our 
friends each week at the soup kitchen. 
His beans are a hit, and he also cooked 
a delicious Middle Eastern meal for 
us on the occasion of our February 29 
Leap Year celebration. He made sure to 
pull out all the stops and treated us to 
lamb, stuffed peppers, and tabbouleh 
(an Arabic vegetarian dish). He and 
Kelsey are mystifying the older folks 
here with such innovations as Snapchat 
filters, and staying up past 11pm.
   Karan, in addition to her usual foot 
care ministry, music leading, and many 
other contributions, also presided at a 
Wednesday liturgy for us. She recently 
took a trip to her daughter’s house to 
visit with her grandkids and rest after 
a procedure related to her cancer treat-
ment. She then traveled up the coast to 
the Pacific Life Community gather-
ing and decided to join six others in a 
nonviolent direct action at Vandenberg 
AFB (see her article on page 3).
   Our intrepid Jeff Dietrich, look-
ing, if possible, even more intelligent 
and stylish than usual in his new eye 
glasses, recently celebrated his 70th 
birthday with an especially festive 
Friday happy hour. The festivities were 
fun, fabulous, and inter-generational. 
We look forward to much more of his 
Piscean charm in the years to come. 

L.A. Catholic Workers Mike Wisniewski 
and Jeff Dietrich, along with Guadal-
upe Catholic Worker Dennis Apel, ap-
peared for sentencing in Santa Barbara 
Federal Court for their August 8, 2015, 
nonviolent direct action at Vandenberg 
Air Force Base commemorating the 
70th anniversary of the Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki atomic bombings. All six ar-
rested were charged with trespass. 
   U.S. Magistrate Judge Louise 
LaMonthe, who is somewhat sympa-
thetic to our cause and does not want 
to impose jail time, sentenced Mike to 
one-year supervised probation and $35 
in court assessments (not a fine). Jeff 
and Dennis received six months super-
vised probation, 200 hours of commu-
nity service (not related in any way to 
the Catholic Worker), and $35 in court 
assessments. Jeff and Dennis openly 
stated to the court that they would not 
cooperate nor comply with the sen-
tence.  An April 21 “progress hearing” 
was set, at which time both Jeff and 
Dennis will most likely receive some 
jail time.  Mike has chosen to abide 
by the imposed restrictions—at least 
for now. Former LACW community 
member David Omondi will appear for 
sentencing on April 28.

Longtime anti-nuclear peace activist, 
Concepcion Picciotto was a Spanish-
born, United States-based peace activist. 
She lived in Lafayette Square, Wash-
ington, D.C. on the 1600 block of 
Pennsylvania Avenue, in a peace camp 
across from the White House from 
August 1, 1981, until her death, at age 
80, on January 25, 2016.  Picciotto’s 
thirty-four year peace vigil is con-
sidered the longest continuous act of 
political protest in the United States.  
She was quoted in 2013 as saying 
she protested to “stop the world from 
being destroyed.” Perhaps it was her 
love, dedication, stamina, and faithful-
ness to peace that kept thermonuclear 
weapons from being used. We certain-
ly need more people like her to carry 
on the resistance.
¡Concepcion Picciotto, PRESENTE!

HAMMER OF JUSTICE UPDATE

“Hammer of Justice” activist Jessica 
Reznicek appeared in Sarpy County 
Court on March 7 asking Sarpy 
County District Judge Merrit to let her

out of jail on her own recognizance to 
enable Jessica to defend herself. In a 
show of going the extra mile, Jes-
sica asked Judge Merrit to consider 
giving her a special cash bond, which 
would enable Jessica to recover all her 
money, with nothing going to the state.  
To the surprise of all—and against the 
recommendation of the prosecutor—
Judge Merrit set an “all returned” 
$1,000 bond for Jess. The judge then 
went the extra mile and expedited the 
process of paying bail to ensure Jess 
would not have to spend another night 
in jail.  Future Court Dates:
May 16 Pretrial - May 24 Trial.
   —nukeresister.org
See February 2016 Agitator for back-
ground of Jess’ action in Nebraska.

CONCEPCION PICCIOTTO – R.I.P.

MARY ANNE GRADY FLORES 
UPDATE

On on March 7, a New York court 
ordered that grandmother and drone 
resister Mary Anne Grady Flores be 
released on $5,000 cash bail from the 
Onondaga County Correctional Facil-
ity in Jamesville, New York, pending 
the New York State Court of Appeals 
decision on whether it will consider 
her case. That decision could take up 
to two months. Should the court de-
cide to take the case, it could be a long 
time before it is heard.
   Grady Flores’ appeal, which was 
submitted on February 19, hinges on 
the validity of the order of protection 
granted to Colonel Evans of the Han-
cock Air National Guard Base 174th 
Attack Wing (Syracuse) by a judge. 

Orders of protection are generally is-
sued to protect vulnerable people from 
domestic violence.
   Grady Flores was arrested for 
ostensibly violating this order while 
standing in the road outside the base to 
photograph peaceful drone protesters.
   She was sentenced to six months and 
began serving the time on January 19. 
She has now completed 49 days in jail. 
She will have to return to serve the 
remaining 65 days if the Court of Ap-
peals decides not to hear the case.
    —nukeresister.org

NSA EXPANSION

The Obama administration recently 
authorized new draft rules that would 
allow the National Security Agency 
(NSA) to share more of its private 
intercepted communications of U.S. 
citizens, and foreigners, with other 
U.S. intelligence agencies without 
expanding privacy protections.  The 
change would loosen restrictions on 
access to communications that are 
collected in mass data sweeps, includ-
ing e-mails and phone calls. The new 
rules would give intelligence agen-
cies access not just to phone calls and 
e-mails, but also to bulk collection 
of satellite transmissions that are to, 
from, or about U.S. citizens.  
                        —commondreams.org

RETURN TO IRAQ IN DROVES

The number of private contractors 
working for the U.S. War Department 
in Iraq grew eight-fold over the past

year, a rate that far outpaces the grow-
ing number of U.S. troops also return-
ing to Iraq. As of January, more than 
2000 military contractors were in Iraq, 
up from just 250 one year ago. There 
are another 5,800 State Department 
contractors in Iraq, plus an unknown 
number of U.S. personnel working as 
trainers and repairpeople who are em-
ployed directly by U.S. weapons manu-
facturers. That equates to 7,828 known 
U.S. government contractors with their 
boots on the ground in Iraq, working 
alongside the 3,700 (and growing) U.S. 
troops now there.         —antiwar.com
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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
www.casacolibricw.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

A DAY AT THE PARK
WE NEED YOUR FINANCIAL 

ASSISTANCE
During the summer we rent buses to take our homeless friends on an old-fashioned 

picnic at Whittier Narrows Park/Legg Lake. However, we need your financial 
assistance to make this enjoyable and fun experience a reality.  Please help with 

a generous donation.  Thank you.  Many blessings.

ARTS & CRAFTS DINNER FIESTA
Manuel Hernandez, former LACW community member and founder of Casa 
Colibrì Catholic Worker, in Hostotipaquillo, Jalisco Mexico, will have an 
arts and crafts fair, including a full dinner, on Saturday, June 18 (time to be 
determined), hosted by Tina Delany and Paul McCudden at Casa Del-Cudden, 
5206 Eagle Rock Blvd., Los Angeles, 90041. Former Casa Colibrì community 
members Chris Gorman and Adriana Saavedra will be the dinner chefs.  Items 
available will include hand made note cards, pottery, papel picado, among 
other items, and featuring hand made herbal soap made by the older students 
in Manuel’s art and craft class. There will also be a raffle for a specially made 
craft and a short video presentation on Casa Colibrì’s recent progress. For 
dinner reservations and pricing details please contact Chris Gorman at: 
Gorman.CHRISTOPHER@gmail.com

SAVE THE DATE
➠

➠

GREGORIAN CHANT VESPERS
You are invited to join the LACW Chant group on Sunday, May 1 

to sing Vespers on the feast of St. Joseph the Worker,
We will begin at 7pm at Hennacy House, 632 N. Brittania St., L.A. 90033
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