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PEOPLE OF COLOR
THE WAR ON

The Movement for Black Lives has articulated a deep 
truth,⎯there is a very literal (not metaphorical) war 
going on in the United States against black people.
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NO REAL ACCOUNTABILITY FOR THOSE IN POWER

Over the last two decades, there has been a huge increase in military training 
of police departments to learn how to use military force, military tactics.

THE WAR ON

PEOPLE OF COLOR

The Movement 
for Black Lives 

has articulated a 
deep truth—there 

is a very literal 
(not metaphorical) 

war going on in 
the United States 

against black 
people.  The 

reality of violence 
gets worse when 

someone is 
low-income or 

houseless, female 
or gender 

nonconforming, 
trans, disabled, 

and/or an 
immigrant.

THOSE WHO CONTROL INFORMATION CONTROL PEOPLE

By MATT HARPER

On September 11 of this 
year, I turned a corner just 
a handful of blocks from 
Hennacy House, the home 

of the L.A. Catholic Worker in Boyle 
Heights, where I now live.  A street 
side memorial immediately grabbed 
my attention.  The assorted religious 
candles and flowers scattered around 
the telephone pole were not part of 
a 9/11 memorial.  These were left to 
pay tribute to a person killed on this 
stretch of pavement.  Written above the 
memorial was a name, “Jesse Romero.”
   Jesse Romero was a 14-year-old 
Latino boy shot to death by LAPD 
officers under very dubious circum-
stances:  contradicting stories from 
eyewitnesses; a possible misrepresen-
tation of the facts by police officers; 
and a lack of transparency with video 
footage.  Regardless of the circum-
stances, it was a child who was killed; 
my depths wrench in compassion.
   Growing up in La Canada Flint-
ridge—a wealthy, predominantly 
white enclave—I never witnessed 
a memorial like this because local 
law enforcement did not kill people.  
There were no police shootings in 
my suburb, though I knew many kids 
who ran from police like Jesse did.  
   There were no SWAT raids in 
those million dollar homes—as 
there had been the morning of 
Jesse’s death in the adjacent housing 
units—though there was no short-
age of drug use and drug sales in my 
neighborhood.  There was little legal 
accountability for the frequent under-
age drinking parties or for those who 
walked across the street to get high 
in the park during breaks at the local 
public high school.  
   There were never police check-
points in my city, though many kids 
my age drank and drove, only a 
small portion of those ever getting 
caught.  There were hardly ever any 
serious legal repercussions; even for 
those I knew who vandalized proper-
ty.  In a sense, children were allowed 
to “be children;” they were not 
over-policed nor were they defined 
by or criminalized because of their 
rebellious, rule-breaking actions.
   While the criminalization of 
non-violent offenses and our unques-
tioned cultural acceptance of and 
reliance on policing needs to be seri-
ously discussed, what is not debat-
able is the difference of responses by 
the police to rich, white kids in La 
Canada versus lower-income black, 
Latino, and indigenous kids in urban 
Los Angeles.  Wealth and race privi-
leges cover most white lives from the 

true harshness of police brutality and 
the (in)justice system.
    We see this reality internationally 
as well; our use of military strength 
abroad only targets the “crime” of 
developing countries with people of 
color.
   In thinking back, the reason I 
never witnessed such a memorial for 
a dead teen in La Canada was be-
cause the police have not waged war 
on rich, white people.  The Move-
ment for Black Lives has articulated 
a deep truth—there is a very literal 
(not metaphorical) war going on 
in the United States against black 
people.  The reality of violence gets 
worse when someone is low-income 
or houseless, female or gender non-
conforming, trans, disabled, and/or 
an immigrant.  Knowing that this as-
sertion is likely to provoke assorted 
reactions, let us explore it.
   First, in order for there to be a 
war there must be distinct groups.  
Though intersecting systems and per-
sonal complicity affect the neatness 
of identifying definitive groups, it is 
not impossible.  There are those who 
make the decisions and those whose 
wealth control national policy, who 
worry about “safety,” economic in-
terests, and property.  Then there are 
those who carry out the violence on 
the domestic front—police, sheriff’s 
deputies, etc. Then there are those 
who permit the violence, ranging 
from the “fully supportive” to those 
“opposed but unwilling to act.”
   Most whites are not in those high-
est spaces of power, but many of us 
accept the privileges that come from 
a system that increases white oppor-
tunity and decreases opportunity for 
communities of color, and we do so 
without using those privileges to dis-
mantle systemic oppression.  These 
folks are usually unwilling or unable 
to see or admit the intricacies of the 
subtle (to white experience) manifes-
tations of racism.  
   Many of those same folks, my-
self included, also often perpetuate 
racism interpersonally because we 
have been socialized into the cultural 
narrative that communities of color 
are, among other inaccurate stereo-
types, dangerous, lazy, and culturally 
lesser. Even communities of color 
are taught to believe these things 
about themselves and each other.  
Yet, at the end of the day, it is those 
communities of color who are the 
targeted group.
     Second, for there to be a war, 
there must be violence and it must be 
committed by some nationally recog-
nized armed force.  Since this 
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nation’s founding, there has been 
frequent and undeniable violence 
committed on communities of colors 
by actors of the state.  Small steps 
forward have been made but any gen-
erational sentiment that “racism does 
not really exist anymore” is wrong.  
   The daily stories, names and hash 
tags of people of color killed by 
the police, force us to acknowledge 
that there is serious violence taking 
place; and this violence is dispro-
portionate.  Given that there is no 
racial propensity to crime, police 
violence should be proportionate to 
populations. Whites make up roughly 
62% of the population but only 49% 
of those murdered by the police.  
African Americans make up only 
13% of the population but 24% of 
those murdered by the police.  White 
communities are definitely vulnerable 
to the abuse of power by police, as we 
learned with the recent shooting of 
William Bowers, but they are clearly 
not the targeted victims.
   Third, war utilizes specialized 
strategy and technology.  Over the 
last two decades, there has been a 
huge increase in the military training 
of police departments to learn how 
to use military force, military tac-
tics, as well as counter-terrorism and 
counter-insurgency programs.  Secret 
joint training missions between sher-
iffs’ departments and the U.S. Army 
Special Forces is well documented.
   As for technology, two years ago 
the Los Angeles Unified School 
District Police was the beneficiary 
of a new program designed to send 
military surplus to local cops.  They 
received three M79 grenade launch-
ers, 61 fully automatic rifles, and a 
steel-plated, mine resistant and ambush 
proof (MRAP) vehicle made for bat-
tling insurgents on the streets of Iraq.
   Additionally, North Dakota legal-
ized the use of armed police drones 
this month and is in the process now 
of acquiring them.  These items 
barely scratch the surface on how 
police are being militarized.
   Fourth, war requires intelligence 
gathering.  In the U.S., Congress 
passed laws to limit citizens’ consti-
tutional rights (the Patriot Act).  
When that was not enough, they 
acquired information illegally and 
lied about it.  Though many see the 
revelations of governmental spying 
by whistleblower Edward Snowden 
as affecting ALL people—which 
it does—in Los Angeles, people of 
color are the primary targets of other 
LAPD supported/initiated programs:  
the National Suspicious Activity Re-
porting Initiative (SAR); iWATCH; 
and Predictive Policing.
   Additionally, programs, software, 
and processes have been and are still 
being utilized by the LAPD to con-
tinue their infiltration of organiza-
tions, to gain specific information on 
organizational tactics, to incite vio-
lence during actions, as well as to 
find ways to discredit leaders of lib-
eration and political organizations. 
The Anti-Terrorism Intelligence Sec-
tion-Intelligence Gathering Guide-
lines approved further intelligence 
gathering on political groups, includ-
ing using informants and infiltrators.  
Digital Receiver Technology (“dirt 
boxes”) and High Definition Cam-
eras are specific tools used to gather 
information on activists as well as a 
means to jam their personal devices.  
The FBI’s historic spying on Martin 
Luther King Jr., Malcolm X, Cesar 
Chavez, and the Black Panthers re-
minds us this strategy is not new for 
people of color.
   And not only do local police col-
lect information, they also tamper 
with it or simply withhold it.  In 
April 2014, it was revealed that

LAPD officers sabotaged voice re-
cording and video equipment inside 
patrol cars installed to monitor offi-
cer conduct.  L.A. Police Chief Char-
lie Beck has also stated that he will 
not release any video footage unless 
ordered by a court to do so, despite 
the pleas of families who have lost 
loved ones and have received no 
clarifying information.
   Those who control information 
control what people hear, see, know 
and believe.  Why is it that the larg-
est prison strike in this nation’s his-
tory against the legalized slave labor 
of prisoners, which has been ongoing 
for weeks now, has received no ma-
jor U.S. media coverage?
   Fifth, war must be legislatively, 
politically, and socially acceptable.  
Michelle Alexander, author of The 
New Jim Crow provided a surplus of 
evidence to illustrate how the state 
has legalized harassment, targeting, 
sentencing, and killing in communi-
ties of color.  On the individual level, 
much of our society tolerates the 
killings of people of color.  In addi-
tion to apathy and desensitization, 
many even use blame and victimiza-
tion to criminalize the actions of 
people of color and establish guilt 
before all facts are known.
   There has been outcry from some 
individuals, but institutionally there 
is no condemnation of the violence.  
Even politicians skirt around the 
issue, often acknowledging aspects 
of the violence while simultaneously 
using coded language that elicits 
racialized fears and stereotypes:  
“inner city;” “welfare/food stamps,” 
for example.   
   And it is not just police violence 
against people of color that has been 
accepted or ignored; there are also 
unequal education systems, a lack of 
access to affordable housing, inade-
quate health care, serious employ-
ment discrimination, and more.  
Though occasional lawsuits provide 
some reprieve and acknowledge-
ment, the problems continue.
   Sixth, war must be profitable (or 
its debt somehow justifiable).  Many 
companies make a lot of money from 
the fear we are taught to have and the 
danger we are conditioned to feel. In 
Iraq and Afghanistan, corporations 
like Raytheon, Halliburton, Black-
water/XE, and many more have 
reaped incredible profits from the 
sale of aircrafts, electronics, weap-
ons, private security personnel, oil, 
and infrastructure development.
   Back home, we see the mass incar-
ceration of communities of color 
paired with the privatization of pris-
ons and schools bringing incredible 
profits to Corrections Corporation of 
America, Global Tel-Link, Corizon, 
bail companies, News America Inc., 
and more.  Additionally, surveil-
lance, spying, and infiltration 
programs have been a major source 
of corporate profit making for 
companies like Taser International, 
Lockheed Martin, Northrop Grum-
man, and all video surveillance 
companies.  Big money has interests 
in the continuation of domestic war, 
but things change when they are no 
longer profitable.
   Finally, there are no real channels 
of accountability or oversight for 
those who wield power.  Unlike the 
Nuremberg trials, there were never 
any accountability courts for the 
U.S.’s dropping of atomic bombs.  
Neither the International Court of 
Justice nor the U.N. can truly hold 
the U.S. accountable.  Guantanamo 
Bay, My Lai, Abu Ghraib, and 
hundreds of civilian drone-deaths 
illustrate this.
   The same lack of accountability 
exists with the police.  Police 

By JEFF DIETRICH

‘Bleeding Hearts’ is most 
often a term of deroga-
tion hurled by some 
political conservatives at 

their liberal opponents. While Toni 
Flynn’s radical (meaning deeply 
rooted) nonviolent spirituality does 
not fit the narrow confines of liberal 
politics, her view of the world is in 
truth that of a ‘bleeding heart’. Toni 
is a ‘bleeding heart’ because as a 
spiritual seeker, she writes from her 
own woundedness, about the wound-
edness of others, the broken sys-
tems, the hard heartedness of most 
of its acolytes, and the unexpected, 
serendipitous wonder of discovering 
a “pearl of great price” amidst the 
detritus of human existence.
   Toni’s vision of justice and com-
passion is formed by the Scriptures 
and inspired by the Catholic Worker 
Movement of Dorothy Day and 
Peter Maurin. Through her stories, 
she indicates to us how in her often 
seemingly insignificant, ineffectual 
efforts to be an angel to others, she 
does not seek success but rather, as 
Mother Teresa often remarked, she 
seeks faithfulness. “Catholic Work-
ers do not aspire to be successful.” 
she writes, “It is all about faithful-
ness.   Perhaps we are fools trying to 
do what the rich man in the Gospel 
story could not do when Jesus invited 
him to leave all that was familiar, get 
rid of unnecessary possessions, give 
to the poor and follow . . .” 
   Following Jesus, going to the 
places of cultural darkness and 
brokenness, Toni inevitably takes 
us through troubling and trouble-
some terrain—the desert, homeless 
encampments, jails and prisons and 
seedy hotels like the Maryland in 
the roughest area of downtown San 
Pedro where “Cockroaches and mice 
were a nuisance but the rent was 
cheap and it beat sleeping on the 
sidewalks.”
   In the misery of that hotel, Toni 
meets Tiffany who had dropped out 
of college to care for her incarcerated 
sister’s three young children, seeing 
that they had a roof over their head, 
clothes to wear, schooling, enough 
to eat and a place to sleep even if 
that meant standing in the San Pedro 
Catholic Worker food line for their 
evening meal and sleeping on the 
floor at night so that the boys could 
sleep on the only bed.
   In Tiffany’s self–sacrificing devo-
tion to her nephews, Toni perceived a 
holy vision of Mary. “I tried to ex-

plain to Tiffany that because of her 
‘yes’ to love, nurture, and provide for 
her sister’s children, she was a true 
descendent of Mary. I did my best to 
assure her that an angel of God rus-
tled protective wings over her each 
night as she lay down on the floor 
of her room and whispered into her 
ear while she slept: “You are full of 
grace and the Lord is with you.” 
   Toni’s continued journey of 
compassion and justice takes us to 
the dreary, dangerous jail cells of 
Georgia where, as a prisoner of con-
science, she avoids despair because 
of caring preacher women, suppor-
tive visitors, inspiring letters from 
all over the world, and the miracle of 
being housed next door to her friend 
and SOA co–conspirator, Franciscan 
priest, Jerry Zawada. Though separat-
ed by a thick concrete wall, Jerry and 
Toni were able to communicate with 
each other through a vent located 
near the ceiling that could only be 
accessed by standing on their respec-
tive toilets. Thus their conversations 
came to be called “toilet talks!”
   Not only did Toni serve time in jail 
but also, in a most unlikely scenario, 
was sometime later hired by San 
Luis Obispo County Jail’s Psychiat-
ric Services under the direction of 
the Sheriff, to work primarily with 
incarcerated women. She writes 
how she was initially shocked to be 
given the position thinking that her 
own arrest record and incarceration 
would be a detriment. However, the 
hiring board that included a female 
custody lieutenant seemed to think 
that Toni’s history was an asset for 
understanding the needs of inmates.      
   Toni writes about one particular 
inmate she worked with at the jail, 
who wanted, not medication or re-
lease assistance, but just to talk and 
be heard. “I learned that the best way 
to lighten her burden was to let her 
‘be’—be sad, be scared, be remorse-
ful, be resentful, be resigned, be 
strong, be hopeful, be at peace. And 
then she stopped coming . . . ” Toni 
took it a little personally when she 
first learned that the woman decided 
to join a Bible study group during 
the time slot previously set aside for 
meetings with Toni. However Toni 
worked it through and before her re-
lease, the woman returned, offering 
her a “Jesus People” flyer from the 
Bible class. When Toni read the flyer, 
she was struck by the sentence, “We 
simply argue that the Cross be raised 
again in the jailhouse and at the 
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JUSTICE BETRAYED

HAPRPER, cont’d from p.2

By THEO KAYSER  

It was front-page news recently 
when Georgetown University 
announced the steps they plan 
to take to address the Univer-

sity’s historical participation in and 
profiting from slavery.  Georgetown 
drew from recommendations of 
their “Working Group on Slav-
ery, Memory, and Reconciliation” 
convened in September 2015.  At 
the heart of this effort was the sale 
of 272 enslaved persons in 1838, a 
sale that helped the university pay its 
debts and pre-vented it from falling 
into financial ruin.  
   The university announced it will 
rename two buildings that previously 
bore the names of Jesuit priests who 
were involved in the sale of this partic-
ular group of slaves, build a memorial 
to the enslaved people whom George-
town exploited, create an “Institute for 
the Study of Slavery and Its Legacies,” 
and offer preferential admissions to 
descendants of the 272 people sold.
   Some have praised these moves 
as progress, asserting that a major 
institution admitting it benefited from 
slavery (let alone making steps to 
atone for it) is a rare and laudable step.  
Others have called it little more than 
“white guilt repackaged as justice.”  
Whichever it is, it is not enough.
   It is important to note that the 
working group was flawed from the 
beginning, as University President 
John J. DeGioia was reminded of 
almost immediately after his speech 
announcing the school’s plan for 
reconciliation.  During the time al-
lotted to public questions, a descen-
dant of one of the persons sold by 
the Jesuits in Maryland named Joe 
Stewart stood up to remind DeGioia 
that neither himself nor any other de-
scendant of the 272 enslaved persons 
were invited to be a part of the work-
ing group which was comprised of 
faculty, students, alumni, and staff.
   Stewart asserted, “Our attitude 
is, nothing about us without us.”  
Other descendants of the 272 were 
in attendance with him, including 
Karen Harper Royal, who read aloud 
a statement prepared by the group 
GU272 that reminded the University 
that their 272 ancestors did not “per-
ish without so much as a trace,” and 
that from that group of 272, there are 
more than 10,000 descendants all 
around the world today (estimates 
are as high as 12,000-15,000).
   Many consider that making 
amends for this historical wrong 
pivots on the compensation of these 
descendants.  Georgetown’s offer of 
preferential treatment during admis-
sions means the school will view 
applications from descendants of the 
272 enslaved persons with the same 
consideration awarded to the child of 
an alum or faculty member.  At the 
heart of Georgetown’s plan is the idea 
that you can repay stolen labor with 
the “opportunity” to attend the school.
   Georgetown benefited immensely 
from slavery.  Not only was its 
financial future secured by the sale 
of 272 people, some of the buildings 
that the university still uses today 
were built by enslaved people.  In 
fact, it can and has been argued that 
Georgetown owes its entire existence 
to the institution of slavery.
   So, can preferential admissions 
treatment make up for the fact that

Georgetown’s infrastructure and 
financial well-being are beholden to 
those 272 people and other enslaved 
people that the Jesuits held?  Even 
with this preferred admission status, 
descendants would have to overcome 
barriers not faced by the average leg-
acy student.  No special scholarship 
or tuition alleviation opportunities 
will be offered to descendant stu-
dents (despite the recommendation of 
the working group and others). 
   Georgetown’s website informs the 
reader that the estimated cost of atten-
dance for one year is about $70,000.  
This is an increasingly prohibitive 
cost for any young person, especially 
for African Americans who live be-
low the poverty line twice as often as 
white Americans and whose average 
household wealth of $11,000 pales in 
comparison to the $141,900 of whites.  
   Not only does Georgetown’s plan 
not account for this financial disen-
franchisement, it also ignores the dis-
parity in access to education that exists 
before applying to college.  Statistics 
repeatedly show that black students 
have fewer licensed teachers, fewer 
class options in math and science, and 
fewer college preparation resources.  
   Even after graduation, recent stud-
ies show that for black people, having 
a college degree means less in terms 
of employability and income earn-
ing potential than it does for white 
people.  Black college graduates are 
more than twice as likely to be unem-
ployed than the average and earn less 
than white non-college graduates.
   This increased “opportunity” to 
attend Georgetown under these cir-
cumstances will do little to help most 
of the people who would qualify 
for them and makes the university’s 
attempt at reconciliation more like a 
photo opportunity where real steps 
toward justice are missing but the 
feeling of movement still exists.
   While Georgetown is not unique in

the fact that it exists today because 
of slavery, it should, as a Catholic 
Christian institution, feel the need 
to do more.  There is frequently a 
Catholic washing-of-hands when 
American slavery is discussed.  Our 
narrative is often that many Catho-
lics did not immigrate here until af-
ter slavery was ended, and besides, at 
certain times in our history we were 
persecuted by Anglo-Protestants be-
cause of our ethnicities and faith, yet 
we turned out all right.  
   Not only is this narrative flawed 
in its understanding of the scope of 
anti-blackness in U.S. society, it falls 
apart in the face of a concrete exam-
ple of a Catholic institution profiting 
from slavery.  
   If anything, the history of dis-
crimination Catholics have felt 
should make us all the more open 
to concrete restitution.  We read 
in Deuteronomy: “If a member of 
your community, whether a Hebrew 
man or a Hebrew woman is sold to 
you and works for you six years, in 
the seventh year you shall set that 
person free.  And when you send 
a male slave out from you a free 
person, you shall not send him out 
empty-handed.  Provide liberally out 
of your flock, your threshing floor, 
and your wine press, thus giving to 
him some of the bounty with which 
the Lord your God has blessed you.  
Remember that you were a slave in 
the land of Egypt, and the Lord your 
God redeemed you; for this reason 
I lay this command upon you today 
(Deuteronomy 15:12-15). The oft-
repeated refrain from Hebrew Scrip-
tures to remember Egypt implores us 
not to replicate the injustices we have 
endured in the past.
   Elsewhere, the Gospel of Luke 
gives us the example of Zacchaeus 
the tax collector, who, after meeting 
Jesus, climbs down from the tree he 
is in and says, “If I have defrauded 

anyone of anything, I will pay back 
four times as much.”
   If Georgetown and the Jesuits 
would follow Jesus of Nazareth, they 
would set an example of what justice 
could really look like and make 
significant reparations.  There have 
been different suggestions of how 
this could be done.  Some have sug-
gested Georgetown set aside part or 
all of its endowment and make direct 
payments to descendants of slaves.  
Others have suggested guaranteed 
admission, free tuition, and student 
stipends, all guaranteed regardless of 
income or felony status.  
   Even if such a program were to be 
implemented, there would still be 
difficulties.  What of the slaves the 
Jesuits exploited at other times in their 
history?  What about the lack of ge-
nealogical information during times of 
slavery?  What about the impact that 
the embrace of slavery by the Jesuits 
had on perpetuating the institution 
itself?  These would all be difficult 
questions that would have to be ad-
dressed, but to let practicalities stand 
in the way of reparations would betray 
justice and the ethics of the Bible.   Ω

Theo Kayser is a Los Angeles Catho-
lic Worker community member.

Commissions have no legal recourse 
when they find shootings out of 
policy and, more often than not, 
serve as nothing more than rubber 
stamps.  District Attorneys often 
refuse to prosecute police found out 
of policy and grand juries seldom 
indict violent officers.  In 1,356 
race-based complaints against itself, 
the LAPD concluded that none were 
accurate.  Two Police Commissioners 
recognized the impossibility of this 
finding, but they hold no power.
  And historically this lack of account-
ability and oversight for domestic, 
state-sponsored violence is nothing 
new; no actions were taken to account 
for the police’s role in the burning 
of Tulsa’s “Black Wall Street” or the 
military’s role in the Trail of Tears 
or the Japanese internment camps or 
the killing of thousands of Mexican-
Americans by the Texas Rangers in 
the early 20th century.
   As this devastating domestic war is 
on going, those of faith have guid-
ance to follow and a responsibility to 
live up to.  We must not forget how 
Jesus reached out to the Samaritan 
woman.  She, a social and cultural 
outcast, forced to struggle for water 
at the hottest hours of the day, was 
still brought into Jesus’ fold.
   We must never forget that Jesus 
was sought out and killed by state-
sponsored law enforcement for stand-
ing against the system that deemed 
some lives less valuable than others.  
During Jesus time, people were sen-
tenced to crucifixion for a variety of 
offences, but the social status of a 
person was a much bigger factor than 
the nature of the crime when decid-
ing whether or not someone would 
be killed by crucifixion.  Things have 
not changed.  “The poor you will al-
ways have with you,” Jesus said, and 
if that is the case, then so will their 
specific plights, the harsh realities of 
their lives, be forever with us. 

Continued on page 6

Georgetown benefited immensely from slavery.  Not only was its financial future secured by the sale 
of 272 people, some of the buildings that the university still uses today were built by enslaved people. 
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WE MUST SHOW UP, BE PRESENT AND VISIBLE
I cannot remember most of what I learned in 8th grade, but I think the value of showing up was perhaps one of the most important.  This is the beauty of the Catholic Worker 
movement.  It is a community of members who have taken time, some many years of their lives, to show up, be present, and do something small.  And that is a beautiful thing.       

    Christmas Special

See Page 6

Jeff’s Book

Shawn Rodine

Jeffery Harrel, Gregory Fister, Emily Guerra, Isaiah Ritzmann, Shawn Rodine

Jeffery Harrel

Isaiah Ritzmann leads Wednesday morning peace vigil

Gregory Fister

Emily Guerra
Jeffery, Kelsey, Emily

Each year the LACW hosts a summer 
internship program in which four to 
six folks join us for an intense Catholic 
Worker experience of serving the poor, 
resistance, prayer, study, and fun.  
This year’s highlights included sum-
mer speakers (Larry Holben, Ched 
Myers, General Dogan, Donald Nol-
lar, Sam Yergler, Seth Castleman and 
Elizabeth Griswold, and Ron Kaye), 
picnics, a civil disobedience action, 
pool parties, beach trips, and of 
course, lots of basic work at the soup 
kitchen and hospitality house.  If you 
are interested in the summer program 
please visit our website:  lacatholic-
worker.org. We hope you enjoy the 
essays written by this year’s interns.

By SHAWN RODINE

“You know, it is really 
important in life that 
you even just show up.  
You guys show up, 

so I want to commend you for that.”  
Those were the words (more or 
less) of my 8th grade Earth Science 
teacher.  It was my first lecture on 
the importance of showing up.  I did 
not think much of it, as I had heard 
the old adage before then.  I mean, 
who cares if you are a body taking 
up space in a chair?  You have to 
at least do something when you get 
there, right?  Simply showing up just 
seemed so…small.
   One of the toughest things about 
being a Catholic Worker is that the 
world’s problems can seem so large, 
and, in comparison, our actions are 
small.  It is easy to think, “I am only 
chopping lettuce: or “it is just mop-
ping the floor.  Does it matter that 
much?”  
   Ask any kitchen organizer and you 
will find the answer is a certain yes.  
Every week, three days each week, 
a group of people come together 
to clean a garden, prepare, and 
serve a meal.  The volunteers come 
from various walks of life.  Some 
are longtime community members 
who have been integral parts of the 
kitchen.  Others are first timers who 
may live in the area or perhaps are 
just passing through town. 
   By the end of the day, something 
truly amazing has been accom-
plished.  People, some complete 
strangers, have come together to 
serve a meal to society’s most forgot-
ten members.  We have shared with 
our guests beautiful, safe refuge 
from the power of the California sun, 
the harsh hand of law enforcement, 
and the myriad troubles that hang 
over Skid Row.  Even if it is just for a 
few hours a day, a few days a week, 
a common space where people share 
stories, troubles, and laughs has been 
provided all because a small group 
of people decided to show up and do 
something small.
   We cannot forget that it is also small 
actions, as well as inactions, that al-
low the evils of the world to prevail.  
War, racism, sexism, poverty, oppres-
sion, and countless other ills are the 
result of a collective complicity—an 
aggregate agreement by citizens to al-
low them to continue.  “War is Over” 
in big letters read the John Lennon 
and Yoko Ono sign protesting the 
Vietnam War.  Those words were only 
to be followed by small text below 
that read, “If you want it.” 
   Of course, most of us can say we  

want peace; but how many of us are 
willing to sacrifice our time and en-
ergy to be a public display of such a 
desire?  How many of us are willing 
to bear occasional verbal harass-
ment, gestures of obscenity, and 
public judgment for a cause that most 
of the time seems so overwhelm-
ing?  Will we say, “Henani” which, 
as Rabbi Seth explained to us means, 
“here I am?”  Will we proclaim our 
presence with a “¡Presenté!” as did the 
late Daniel Berrigan?   Do we want it?  
Our small actions must say so.
   We cannot forget this when we 
walk around the federal build-
ing, when we greet our neighbors, 
commuters, bus drivers off of the 
freeway, when we protest weapons 
that ensure our collective doom, and 
when we gather in unity at Vanden-
berg AFB.  For if there is no one on 
the corner, no one on the sidewalk, 
the freeway, or the highway, the soft, 
patient voice of peace, of offering a 
better, more humane way of dealing 
with conflict disappears from the 
public consciousness.  It is drowned 
out by the cantankerous cacophony 
of capitalism.  It is otherwise smoth-
ered by the pestilent punditry of 
mainstream media, speaking in 
largely half-truths and bold face lies.  
   The public forgets that, while war 
hawks fabricate this generation’s new 
boogieman, these are simply shad-
ows on the wall of the cave.  It is our 
duty to collectively lift our candles 
to bring light and truth, exposing 
such charlatans and their deceitful, 
destructive game.  We must show up, 
be present, and visible.

I cannot remember most of what I 
learned in 8th grade, but I think the 
value of showing up was perhaps 
one of the most important.  This is 
the beauty of the Catholic Worker 
movement.  It is a community of 
members who have taken time, some 
many years of their lives, to show up, 
be present, and do something small.  
And that is a beautiful thing.          Ω

Shawn Rodine was an LACW intern 
during the summer of 2016.  He is 
living in Eugene, Oregon and work-
ing on his Master’s in Community 
Regional Planning and Environ-
mental Studies.

BECOMING THE 
STUFF LEGEND
By JEFFERY HARREL

Hennacy House is built upon 
stories.  The history of the 
L.A. Catholic Worker lives 
in the house alongside its 

guests and community members.  
Pictures, artwork, old books are scat-
tered around the aging three-story

house, each containing another piece 
of Catholic Worker lore.  Yet, the 
bulk of the LACW’s stories are not 
found in the house itself, but in the 
collective memories of its inhabi-
tants.  In my brief six weeks at the 
Worker, I had the privilege to tap the 
surface of this deep well of narratives.  
Initially detached small-talk, more 
often than not, spontaneously morphed 
into a lengthy retelling of a past act of 
civil disobedience, an old romance, 
or perhaps a wistful recollection of the 
now-fallen “Catholic Worker Empire.”
   The oral history of the LACW is 
unlike anything I have experienced.  
A great wealth of knowledge and ex-
perience can be plumbed in this com-
munity; however, it cannot be found 
codified in reference books.  The most 
thorough researcher will find that 
conversations around the chopping 
block or over a cup of coffee will yield 
greater results than any formal search. 
   This alternative way of sharing and 
recording the stories of the LACW 
beautifully realizes so much of the 
core philosophy of the Catholic Work-
er movement.  The stories of each 
member of the community become

inextricably linked, as they only exist 
as they are shared.  The relationships 
amongst community members become 
the curators of the vast collection of 
histories, and the habitual retelling of 
stories strength-ens these relationships 
as it recalls their foundations and wel-
comes new-comers into the fold.
   This curious way of archiving 
stories seems also to match the sim-
plicity of the Catholic Worker.  So 
often, the old-fashioned way—the more 
labor-intensive way of doing things—
brings rewards that cannot be measured 
in efficiency.  During my time at the 
Hippie Kitchen, I was told that once 
the Workers were offered pre-shredded 
lettuce in lieu of the unchopped heads 
they receive to this day.  However, the 
community turned this offer down, opt-
ing for inefficiency, a move that would 
certainly baffle any operation mired 
in the search for profit and efficiency.  
What the Workers saw was that the 
lack of work to do would leave a void 
in the kitchen, and the rewards of 
bonding that take place around the 
chopping block would be lost with-
out the need for volunteers.  This, I 
think, beautifully captures the sub-

subversive and sometimes baffling 
nature of a predominantly oral his-
tory in an age where information 
can be codified and distributed with 
near-perfect efficiency.  In a world 
centered around tabloid journal-
ism, and impersonal, abbreviated 
interactions, the Worker stands (as 
it so often does) against the tide of 
mainstream culture.
   And perhaps this is the greatest 
story kept alive by the LACW; an 
authentically Christian, collective 
story, bolstered by relationships, that 
stands against the collective myths 
of our culture.  Where the world tells 
of rule by force, the Worker tells of 
love.  Where law and property are 
idealized, the Worker lifts up those 
with few possessions and even less 
power.  Where the world acquiesces 
to the horror of war and violence, the 
Worker stands firmly and stubbornly 
for peace.  The opposite of war is 
not peace, but creation, and by the 
communal weaving of this new story 
rooted in Christian love, the LACW 
brings healing to the darkest and most 
easily forgotten corners of our society.
   On a hot Friday afternoon in Hen-
nacy House, the community gathered 
to listen to Donald give a culture cri-
tique presentation.  Windows and doors 
were ajar, to alleviate as much of the 
suffocating heat, and we listened in-
tently over the buzzing of flies and the 
clinking of ice water in mugs.  Donald 
was discussing the role of music and
song in the Catholic Worker, and he 
likened the passing on of musical 
traditions to playing with a balloon.  

Continued on page 6 Continued on page 6 Continued on page 6

SOMETHING 
LIKE 

HOME
By GREGORY FISTER

About six months ago, I was filling 
out an application for a summer in-
ternship at the Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker, and one part of the applica-
tion made me pause—I was asked to 
write about my “faith journey.”  This 
sounded a lot like a high school The-
ology assignment, which did not ex-
cite me whatsoever.  As far as I was 
concerned, my faith journey ended 
right after I graduated from high 
school and decided I did not want to 
be part of organized Christianity.  Yet 
there I found myself, a non-Catholic 
Catholic Worker, struggling to think 
of what I could write.
   Of course, the term “faith journey” 
is so wonderfully vague, so I simply 
wrote about how I came to the Catho-
lic Worker Movement.  The faith of 
my family has always been important 
and influential to me.  In high school, 
when I was at my most convention-
ally “Catholic,” I was drawn to the 
Church’s social justice teachings, 
the morals of Jesus, and importance 
of religious faith in more recent 
activists and social justice heroes like 
King and Gandhi.  I always struggled 
with—or completely ignored—the 
external aspects of being Catholic, like 
attending Mass, going to confession, 
praying daily, etc., but I always deeply 
believed that the politics of Jesus was 
something I wanted to emulate.
   When I was seventeen, however, 
I realized that outside of the social 
realm of my Catholic high school, I 
did not want to continue my relation-
ship with the Church.  I had never 
felt any close relationship with God 
and was excited to incorporate the 
hastily chosen marker “atheist” into 
my identity.  I was also just beginning 
to accept and come to terms with my 
bisexuality, which was something that 
I had to work on for myself completely 
outside the Catholic world.  And so I 
went away to college, a happy, hopeful, 
queer kid who never went to church.
   Through conversations I have had 
with friends and mentors, I have 
learned that each person has to find 
their own personal truth, meaning, 
and place.  I searched for mine when

GREAT 
FIREFLY

DANCE
OF THE

By EMILY GUERRA 

We are gathered around 
the chopping block, new 
and familiar faces, kith 
and kin; we are praying 

together, hand in hand. I love when 
our hands touch.  I relish that moment 
where openness to hand-holding, hug-
ging, and smiling at each other is em-
braced.  As we are standing together 
in prayer, my thoughts wander to the 
garden where my friends, mostly eco-
nomic refugees, patiently await us.
   As I step through the threshold of 
the kitchen door and become a part 
of the upbeat rhythm of the garden 
life, I look to the person next to me 
and try to see with transparency.
   Can I look into your eyes to the 
place far beyond what your clothes 
look or smell like; to the place be-
neath your beautiful flesh coated 
with the dirt of Gladys, San Pedro, or 
San Julian Streets, and see the firefly 
which dances in the depths of your 
human body and reveals itself in the 
glistening of your gentle and yielding 
eyes, and especially in your honest 
laugh that comes more painfully than 
my privileged life could ever know?  
   Could we soar and whirl, even just 
for a moment?  The both of us are 
melting and joining in the dance of 
the Great Firefly as I wipe the grease 
from the tires of your well-traveled 
bicycle off your tired hands with my 
table-wiping cloth, or when your holy 
tears water my neck and hair as I hug 
you; when you strum music from 
the first guitar my dad bought me 
and name your new income source 
after me, whom you have called your 
friend or street-daughter even; when 
you screamed because something I 
said reminded you of your daughter 
whom you had lost along your life 
journey, or when we held hands and 
sang along to Christmas carols one 
time and then cried together because 
we both love the coming of winter 
and singing, or when you let me inter-
rupt your nap, crouch on one knee 
and hand you your second plate of 
food, or even when you shared with 
me the story of how you felt you were 
an outcast because the security guard 
outside a Starbucks coffee shop told 
you to move your home-cart and I 
could feel a spark in my heart of how 
you must have felt, or even when 
you demanded I play checkers with 
you because oftentimes people do not 
want to play with you or be near you.
   When I feel hampered in my ability 
to love, I look to the flowers that grace 
our beautiful garden, and up to the 
viridescent leaves of the tipu and coral 
trees whose outstretched arms create 
a dome of love and protection over 
the eating area.  How I wish I could 
perfectly embody their tentativeness 
and open hearts.  On a day when my 
cup feels almost full, I stop to notice 
the fluidity of my breathing, and as I 
learned to do at a Black Lives Matter 
protest, I say salutations to the rich 
life that dwells to the north, south, 
east, and west of me.  I am fueled by

P
ho

to
s 

by
 M

ik
e 

W
is

ni
ew

sk
i



6 / OCTOBER 2016

DIETRICH, cont’d from p.2

WAR ON PEOPLE OF COLOR

center of the market place as well 
as on the steeple of the church.” 
realizing that the young woman was 
encouraging her to continue minis-
tering to others in the jail.   
   While working on this book, Toni 
began feeling doubts about herself 
as a writer. She sent me a letter say-
ing, “Even though the stories I’ve 
written are my honest reflections 
about people who have touched 
my life, in some ways I feel like a 
fraud. People may read the book 
and conclude that I’m on a path to 
holiness when I know that I’m more 
adept at contra-diction than I am at 
being holy.”
   Toni goes on to say, “It’s true that 
I am sadly aware of the shadow 
dimensions of my church and dis-
turbed by my country’s obvious hy-
pocrisies, becoming more and more 
outraged by U.S. military decisions 
and actions. Yet, I remain a practic-
ing Catholic and still retain my U.S. 
citizenship. I am not an agnostic nor 
am I an anarchist. I attend Mass. 
I vote. I get a lump in my throat 
whenever I hear someone sing Ave 
Maria or This Land Is Your Land.” 
   During any period of her life, 
Toni Flynn could have resorted to a 
superficial lifestyle, or succumbed 
to cynicism and despair. However, 
she repeatedly gives herself over 
to a deeper power of the Spirit that 
has imparted to her the creative 
wisdom and ability to raise four 
children, welcome seven grandchil-
dren, accept personal losses, seek 
out the lost and lonely among us, 
do time as a prisoner of conscience, 
and write this brilliant book. As you 
will see, she fearlessly exposes her 
flaws while forging a conduit of 
compassion that connects her to the 
wounded human condition and al-
lows her to hope for a better world. 
   This is indeed a book that will in-
vite the stony hearted to crack open 
and inspire ‘bleeding hearts’ every-
where to carry on because, like all 
exceptional books of great depth, 
this one is written in blood.           Ω

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

HARPER, cont’d from p.3

Nevertheless we are called to mani-
fest the kingdom of God here and 
now.  Great work is needed.
   People of faith are called to see how 
the state places heavy yokes on the 
shoulders of specific groups of people, 
and to live in a way that lifts those 
burdens.  Jesus not only affirmed 
those who were poor, outcast, and 
despised by society, but he gave stern 
warning to those with wealth, those 
who received the benefits of Empire.  
Jesus saw the oppressive laws used to 
victimize people and reminded us that 
the Sabbath was made for humans, not 
humans for the Sabbath. 

   There has always been a crucified 
people, and we are called not only to
share the burden of their cross but, 
as the Jesuit Ignacio Ellacuria wrote 
before he was killed by U.S.-trained 
troops in El Salvador, we must take 
crucified people down from their crosses.
   Whether you choose the word “war” 
to describe what is happening to com-
munities of color or not is ultimately 
not my concern.  What matters is that 
we see what is happening to these
communities, see the myriad ways 
that violence and oppression are their 
daily experience, see the ways we 
might turn a blind eye because the 
implications of such dehumanization 
are so complicated, and do something 
to dismantle crosses.  Our humanity 
is tied to their humanity, for we are 
all one in the body of Christ.  As we 
work to turn the guns, drones, and
armored vehicles of state law enforce-
ment into plowshares, let us remember
Jesus’ affirmation, “Blessed are the
peacemakers.”                                Ω
                                          
Matt Harper is exploring life at the 
Los Angeles Catholic Worker.

CHRISTMAS SPECIAL
AN EXCELLENT GIFT IDEA

Catholic Agitator Editor Jeff Dietrich’s latest book, 
THE GOOD SAMARITAN : 

Stories from the Los Angeles Catholic Worker on Skid Row,  
is available directly from the publisher for $15 plus $5 shipping.

Please Contact: 
Theresia deVroom at 310-422-0810  or 

e-mail – tdevroom@lmu.edu

HARREL, cont’d from p.5

As children, we all played this game 
together:  hit the balloon into the 
air over and over again, not letting 
it touch the ground.  Donald told us 
that each generation must do its part, 
hitting the balloon again and again, 
until it is time for the next generation 
to take its turn.  And if no one is left 
to keep hitting it, the balloon falls to 
the ground and pops, gone forever.
   The same is true of the oral history 
of the Worker.  A new generation of 
Workers must be ready to receive 
these stories and to tell them over 
and over again.  Although this may 
seem a bit unsettling, especially to 
those who have worked so long to 
keep the balloon afloat, I find it ex-
hilarating.  I see it as a call to add my 
arms and my voice to the fray, keep-
ing the balloon from disappearing, 
and continuing to curate the memory 
of the Worker’s mission.  
   Even in my short sojourn at the 
LACW, I already added myself to the 
community in some small way—both 
hearing and retelling existing yarns, 
and creating new stories with my 
fellow interns and community mem-
bers.  New books were added to the 
shelves, new photos and posters hung 
on the walls, and new relationships 
forged.  The people I have met here 
will undoubtedly be those heralded 
in great tales of love and resistance.    
   History is more accessible than 
we give it credit, and the grandeur 
of those great ones of the past is 
more mundane than we realize.  We 
simply must choose to act within 
this counter-narrative and our lives 
become the stuff of legend.           Ω

Jeffery Harrel was an LACW intern 
in the summer of 2016.  He is a stu-
dent at the University of Washington.

FISTER, cont’d from p.5

I was at school, but felt hopelessly 
lost far too often. Being Catholic was 
safe and it often was comfortable, but 
life beyond my Catholic Saint Louis 
bubble was confusing, frustrating, 
and seemed overall directionless.   
   The college I went to was in a 
small town that was mostly white 
and definitely catered to the white, 
middle-class, out-of-town college 
student demographic.  While there 
I struggled with some anxiety and 
depression, along with many other 
growing pains that come with being a 
teenager living in a dorm away from 
your family for the first time.  I was 
part of many social justice-oriented 
groups and stayed very active on 
campus for our causes—though often 
it seemed like it was just my friends 
and I who were trying to care about 
the world outside of our GPA’s.
   The first time I really felt strongly 
that I was not where I should be came 
in October of 2014, when I visited 
Saint Louis to join in the Ferguson 
Uprising’s weekend of resistance.  
At a protest action on the South Side 
protesting STLMPD’s killing of 
VonDerritt Meyers, a close friend from 
school and I were forcibly arrested and 
detained for sixteen hours with over a 
dozen other youth activists from across 
the country.  It felt very empowering to 
take a stand for Black Lives and share 
and grow with my new activist friends 
in jail, and also to bring back our story 
and tactics of resistance to my college 
campus.  However, as I settled back 
into school life and justice continued to 
be delayed in Ferguson, I felt a malaise 
and discomfort, which had been grow-
ing in recent years, come to a head.  
My heart was breaking over what was 
going on in my city.
   After getting arrested and sharing 
so much with the brave activists I 
had met in Saint Louis, I could no 
longer ignore the fact that Black peo-
ple in my hometown were suffering 
at the hands of the police, and that 
white culture in Saint Louis was the 
main factor upholding that oppres-
sion.  I wanted to be home—to see if 
I could do anything to challenge that 
unequal power structure, or at least 
to simply learn more about racism.  
And so, after two years of struggling 
with classes and grades and rent 
and work and all of the other things 
you are expected to stay on top of 
in college, I moved back in with my 
family in south Saint Louis.
   Though I do not think I realized
it at the time, one of my main reasons
for moving back home was that I 
would get to spend time at Karen 
House (The St. Louis Catholic 
Worker).  Through bonds I had made 
from volunteering in high school and 
protesting in college, I found myself 
spending more and more time at Karen 
House and growing more deeply ap-
preciative of its presence with every 
visit.  The Catholic Worker turned
out to be the perfect place for a clue-
less yet well-meaning white person 

like me to learn more about systemic 
oppression and lively resistance, 
while also helping the community I 
grew up in and forming meaningful 
human relationships.
   Through my Catholic Worker 
education and other experiences, a 
personal philosophy has taken hold 
in my heart:  that philosophy, which 
feels intrinsic to my very existence, 
is that our greatest resource as 
human beings—perhaps even our 
ONLY resource—is each other.  That 
never-ending, constantly renewable 
re-source manifests itself as love, as 
sharing, as compassion, as under-
standing, as the struggle to meet with 
another human on level ground, and 
a million other ways.  All of these 
moments affirm our identity as living 
things and human beings, and con-
nect us with something greater than 
our own singular identities.  I am 
not sure what exactly I believe about 
God—I know that the top-down, 
authoritarian God of Roman Catholi-
cism is not who I believe in, and I 
also found that living pure atheism 
with no thought towards a higher 
moral obligation does nothing for 
me.  Yet I know that when we show 
love, God smiles.  And so, I try to 
live my life humbly, keeping in mind 
that as privileged as I am, I know 
very little about how systemic op-
pression operates and affects people 
in the world.  I try to constantly real-
ize that I had so much to learn about 
how to make the world a better place, 
but while I am learning how to do 
that, it is my mission to grow in love 
and companionship with the people I 
come into contact with every day.
   And so now, when I tell my friends 
what I am up to and mention the 
Catholic Worker, I can sometimes 
see the surprise or confusion at the 
world “Catholic.”  Most of my peers 
know me as someone who challenges 
authority, queer phobia, and misogy-
ny—three things that I am sure many 
Catholic Workers would be happy 
to explain that the Catholic Church 
helps to perpetuate worldwide.  But 
despite my opposition to all things 
“organized Christianity,” I have 
found something very much like a 
home in the Catholic Worker move-
ment, and there is no other place I 
would rather be.                              Ω                               

Gregory Fister was an LACW intern 
in the summer of 2016.  He has also 
been a faithful volunteer at Karen 
House, a Catholic Worker in St. 
Louis, Missouri.  This article also 
appeared in the Roundtable, a publi-
cation of Karen House.

GUERRA, cont’d from p.5

the answers I am finding to the ques-
tion regarding what our neighbors, the 
people of Skid Row, have to do with 
the rest of the world, whose glaciers 
are dissolving, water levels rising, trees 
are tumbling down, and people are 
drenched in the blood of war.  When I 
think of that pressing question, I recall 
a poem that Pat read to us one day:  
 later that night
   i held an atlas in my lap
   ran my fingers across the whole 
world and whispered
   where does it hurt?

   it answered
   everywhere  
   everywhere
   everywhere   by Warsan Shire   
I feel dancing with fireflies is all we 
are meant to do in this life, and this 
internship has taught me that only 
through dancing can we mop of the 
messes of hurt.                                Ω

Emily Guerra was an LACW intern 
during the summer of 2016.  She is 
currently a senior in high school.
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ON
THE LINE

    House Journal is written by
Sarah Fuller.

    On The Line is compiled and 
edited by Mike Wisniewski.

THE

HOUSE
JOURNAL

NATIONWIDE PRISON STRIKE

   Welcome to Autumn. In Los Angeles 
this season bears a strong resemblance 
to all the other ones, but that is ok. 
   Here at Hennacy House we have 
kicked this autumnal period into gear 
with a variety of events and comings 
and goings. The most exciting news 
is that Jeff was released from prison 
in late August and has been back with 
us for the past month. Promptly upon 
being released from prison, he checked 
things out at the Hippie Kitchen and 
then was off for a well-earned voyage 
with Catherine to the verdant coast 
of Oregon. They returned to take 
their accustomed places at the Hippie 
Kitchen and welcoming people in the 
mysterious economy where the last 
shall be first. 
   We have had many other exciting 
comings and goings of late. We wel-
comed intrepid German volunteers 

Imre Balzer and Carolina Schwarz 
for two weeks, as they spent their post-
university graduation celebration trip 
working with us. Thank you! We wish 
them well on the rest of their North 
American adventure.
   We also welcomed back our fabu-
lous former volunteer Alexandria 
Adesso, from the exotic antipode of 
New Jersey. We are glad to have her 
hard-working, thoughtful, and friendly 
energy back at the house. She and 
Catherine share the same starting-
off point on this planet, the town of 
Elizabeth, and we are glad to have her 
thoughts and perspective contribute to 
our house discussions and our ability 
to serve our guests downtown. 
   We also welcomed two new folks 
here to experience more of life and 
service at the LACW. Matt Harper 
joins us from Pasadena, via several 
adventures including years spent 
teaching in Belize. He found us as a 
high school volunteer many moons 
ago at the Hippie Kitchen, and has 
rejoined us to hone his street-sweep-
ing, salad-chopping, guest-greeting 
skills and to enrich our lives with his 
energetic presence. Maereg Tesfaye 
joins us from his home in Ethiopia via 
Worcester, MA, where he earned a 
degree in mechanical engineering. He 
is also honing his serving and kitchen-
running skills while contributing his 
kind and thoughtful presence to our 
kitchen and community life. We thank 
both of these new folks for coming to 
share our life and work of service with 
us at this time and we hope to better 
know them as time goes on. 
   Our long-term volunteer and house 
denizen Kelsey Chalmers left us at 
the end of September for the more ver-
durous, beautiful, and cultured climes 
of San Francisco, continuing in her

desire to explore new sites and modes 
of social justice service and living. She 
will be serving at Martin de Porres 
House of Hospitality, a community 
that runs a beautiful soup kitchen 
there. We are grateful to Kelsey for all 
that she did for us while she was with 
us and we wish her all the best as she 
serves in San Francisco and continues 
on in her travels and exploration. 
   Our former volunteer and Hennacy 
co-inhabitant Pierre Jauretche will 
also be moving on to the Martin de 
Porres House of Hospitality in San 
Francisco, where he also looks for-
ward to serving in their soup kitchen. 
Pierre has been on a multi-pronged 
adventure of late that has involved tuba 
playing, coffee roasting, long distance 
bike travel and time spent hanging out 
with Zen-friendly Cistercian monks. 
We thank him for all that he did for us 
and wish him the best in the Bay area. 
   In wonderful celebratory news, 
many of the folks at the Hennacy 
House were able to attend the festivi-
ties for longtime community member 
Mike and Bonnie Wisniewski’s 
50th  wedding anniversary. The day 
started with a beautiful Mass and vow 
renewal ceremony at Dolores Mission 
Church (see above photo) and contin-
ued on with a classic pasta fest at the 
Old Spaghetti Factory, organized by 
Mike and Bonnie’s daughters. Guests 
enjoyed toasting the couple of honor 
while browsing through old family 
photographs (family camping trips, 
Mike and Bonnie hanging out together 
as teenagers), and also while eating 
bowls of delicious pasta and admiring 
custom-made baked goods featuring 
photos of the couple. Con-gratulations 
to Mike and Bonnie on their relation-
ship and commitment and on the 
blessing that they are to their family, 
community, and friends! It was

truly an inspiring day.
   Some folks enjoyed another fun 
movie night at former community 
members’ and longtime community 
friends’ Tina and Paul’s house. Folks 
watched the Native American produced
film “Smoke Signals,” inspired by 
clips of the film shown in a Culture 
Critique documentary that explored the 
representations and history of Native 
Americans in North American film. 
   Down at the kitchen, legendary vol-
unteer Ted Von der Ahe captained a 
grassroots movement to raise funds for 
the most important ingredient for one 
of the most popular dishes at the Hip-
pie Kitchen, Tuna Noodle Casserole. 
The tuna reserves had worn thin and 
this dish, sadly, had been put on hold 
for a long while, but the Tuna Com-
mittee raised funds through the classic 
gamblingesque methodology of a good 
old-fashioned raffle. The big raffle 
winner has yet to be revealed but in 
the end we were all winners, as many 
volunteers contributed to their tuna 
can supply in heaven by donating to 
the tuna cause, and the guests enjoyed 
a good meal. Thanks to everyone who 
made that happen. 
 The LACW community is getting 
revved up for the prospect of the 
Catholic Worker International Gath-
ering, taking place in Las Vegas on 
October 7, 8 and 9. Plans are unfold-
ing, folding up again and re-folding as 
we organize the trip and look for-ward 
to seeing old and new friends from all 
over the Catholic-Worker-type world. 
We can only hypothesize at this point 
as to how events will unfold but we 
hope to have a full, juicy, gossip-laden 
report for you on this topic in the next 
edition of the House Journal.

A nationwide prison strike against 
slave labor has, as of this writing, 
entered its third week with no real 
mainstream media coverage nor with 
an end in sight. The strike began on 
September 9, coinciding with the an-
niversary of the 1971 Attica prison up-
rising. More than 24,000 inmates in at 
least 40 prisons from over two-dozen 
states have thus far joined the protest 
by refusing to follow orders, failing to 
report for work, and causing prisons 
to go on lockdown. It is becoming the 
largest prison strike in U.S. history. 
While the mainstream media is not 
covering the strikes, there are many 
grassroots organizations working 
inside and outside on the major goal to 
reform prison conditions and strive for 
a prisoners’ union. According to inside 
sources inmates have been threatened 
with retaliation in the form of long-
term solitary confinement, and inmates 
have been threatened with dogs, rub-
ber bullets and pepper spray. There has 
been a decrease in food quality to the 
prisoners and there have been reports 
of maggots in the food.       
                          —democracynow.org

REFUGEE CRISIS

Bonnie & Mike Wisniewski renew 
their vows for their 50th wedding an-
niversary surrounded by their family.

Photo by D
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According to a report by Doctors 
Without Borders, (Médecins Sans 
Frontières) there are now more than 
65.3 million people who have been 
forced from their home globally. Near-
ly a third of these people are refugees

who were driven out of their coun-
tries by war, privation, persecution 
or some other factor, and who cannot 
return. Nearly all the rest are “in-
ternally displaced people,” who are 
seeking sanctuary somewhere within 
their own borders. In 2015, approxi-
mately 12.4 million people were newly 
displaced—mostly from Iraq, Syria, 
South Sudan, Nigeria, and DR Congo. 
This amounts to 34,000 men, women, 
and children fleeing their homes 
under profound duress every day. The 
majority of refugees are from Syria, 
Afghanistan, or Somalia, nations 
where the U.S. has conducted wars.
—Doctors Without Borders Fall 
2016 newsletter—ALERT.

INTERESTING FACTS

Year in which the Defense Department 
will stop using floppy disks as part of 
its nuclear-weapons program: 2017
Percentage of Republicans who said 
they prioritized gun control over gun 
rights in 1999: 53  In 2015: 26
Minimum number of U.S. politicians 
who have distributed AR-15 assault 
rifles at campaign events this year: 3
Number of statewide elected offices in 
Texas that are held by Democrats: 1
Number of times the state of Texas has 
sued the federal government during 
the Obama Administration: 44
Number of federal prisoners who 
were mistakenly held longer than they 
should have been between 2009 and 
2014: 152
Who were released earlier than they 
should have been: 5
Number of electronic surveillance 
requests made to the U.S. Foreign 
Intelligence Surveillance Court last 
year: 1,457   
Number that were denied: 0
Minimum number of U.S. colleges that 
have agreed to open food pantries for 
students and staff: 311
Minimum number of U.S. colleges that

have agreed to open food pantries for 
students and staff: 311
Amount of aid Connecticut agreed in 
May to provide Bridgewater Associ-
ates, the world’s largest hedge fund: 
$22,000,000
Amount the New York Federal Reserve 
Bank accidentally transferred this 
year to scammers in the Philippines: 
$81,000,000
Percentage of global refugees who are 
hosted by developing nations: 86
Number of refugees in Germany who 
are seeking work: 322,000
Who have been hired by one of Ger-
many’s thirty largest companies: 54
 —Harpers Index, September 2016

OCEAN TEMPERATURE CRISIS

According to a recent comprehensive 
study by the International Union for 
Conservation of Nature, the soar-
ing temperature of the oceans is the 
“greatest hidden challenge of our gen-
eration” that is altering the make-up 
of marine species, shrinking fishing 
areas, and starting to spread disease to 
humans. According to Dan Laffoley, 
IUCN marine advisor, “We perhaps 
have not realized the gross effect we 
are having on the oceans, we do not 
appreciate what they do for us. What 
we are now seeing is running well 
ahead of what we can cope with. The 
overall outlook is pretty gloomy.”  The 
oceans have absorbed more than 90% 
of the extra heat created by human 
activity. If the same amount of heat 
that has been buried in the upper 2km 
of the ocean had gone into the atmos-

phere, the Earth’s surface would have 
warmed by a devastating 36C rather 
than 1C, over the past century. At some 
point warming waters could unlock 
billions of tons of frozen methane gas 
from the seabed and cook the surface 
of the planet.       —the guardian.com
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CHRISTMAS ON SKID ROW
WE NEED CHRISTMAS CARDS, STAMPS, SOCKS,

CALENDARS, RAIN PONCHOS, AND READING GLASSES
• CHRISTMAS CARDS: We are in need of SPANISH Christmas cards ONLY.

• STAMPS: Please send 47-cent and $1.10 stamps for our annual Christmas card project.  

• SOCKS: Our downtown guests are forced to walk a great deal each day. This creates a 
great need for socks. Our foot care ministry is in need of NEW men’s medium and large 
both WHITE and BLACK full size socks.

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

• OTHER NEEDS: NEW reading glasses with a strength between +1.0 and +3.5 and
      Inexpensive lightweight disposable rain ponchos     

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

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

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

they met the same fate as thousands of unnamed 
poor of El Salvador who were killed or disappeared. 
 Join us in commemorating their 36th anniversary.

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

10 Chester Place,  L.A., 90007

CHRISTMAS 
SPECIAL

THE GOOD 
SAMARITAN: 
Stories from the Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker on Skid Row,  
is available directly from 
the publisher for $15 plus 
$5 shipping.

Please Contact: 
Theresia deVroom at 

310-422-0810  or 
e-mail – tdevroom@

lmu.edu

Catholic Agitator Editor
Jeff Dietrich’s latest book– 
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