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The following interview is with
Catholic Worker co-founder Dorothy
Day’s granddaughter, Kate Hennessy,
and is based on her new book. A
review of her book is on page 4.
Agitator: This is a beautiful book
that you have written about Dorothy. However, it is a little painful for
some who believe in the mythology
and the hagiography of Dorothy Day.
Could you comment?
Hennessy: Well, two things come to
mind. One is, I think a lot of people
have actually been greatly comforted
by the fact that I have written about
her, as you say, warts and all. I told
the story as truthfully as I could,
and certainly with a great sense of
responsibility to get this story right.
To me, it is a true story and it is an
incredible testimony/testament to
love, certainly between my mother
and my grandmother.
And, you know my grandmother
would not have stood for it if I had
written a book that did not do this as
best I could, as honestly as I could.
She had no patience for the hagiography. This is the book I had to write
as my grandmother Dorothy Day’s
granddaughter and my mother’s
daughter.
Agitator: I know you spent a lot of
time writing this book. What was it
that compelled you to do it?
Hennessy: It was my mother. Not
that she wanted me to write the
story; she actually did not. My
mother died in 2008, after she and I
had been speaking of her mother and
their relationship and of the Catholic
Worker for quite some time. When
my mother died, I realized that if I
did not write this book, an incredibly important part of Dorothy Day’s
story would be lost. And that is the
story of her as a mother. You know,
the birth of my mother was a huge
event for my grandmother, incredibly
important to her life. So I knew I
had to do it.
Agitator: As you pointed out, this is
really a book about a mother-daughter
relationship. Were you ever angry
with Dorothy for being such a difficult mother to your mother, Tamar?
Hennessy: Of course not. I was
twenty when Dorothy died, so I
knew her as a child, a teenager, and
as a young adult. She was who she
was. My mother was who she was.
Yet they had an incredibly loving relationship. I really cannot stress this
point enough; they were very close.
They spent a lot of time together and
my grandmother spent a lot of time
with us.
And, as a child, there was a lot I

BACKGROUND
Kate’s book is about the
relationship between
Dorothy Day, co-founder
of the Catholic Worker
movement, and Dorothy’s
daughter Tamar. Other
featured characters include
Forster Batterham,
Dorothy’s common-law
partner, Tamar’s father, and
Kate Hennessy’s
grandfather. Also, David
Hennessy, Tamar’s tortured
husband and father of
Tamar’s children, including
Kate, the youngest of nine.
There is another fear, which
I am slowly letting go of, that
is shared by many Catholic
Workers—which is she will be
simplified, watered-down, her
radicalism will be erased, and
she will become a one-topic
saint...She had a lot to say
on many, many levels and we
have to listen to all of that.
We are not truly listening to
her if we put her into that
small, narrow, safe mold.

did not know. It was only much later
that my mother started speaking
about their whole history. But even
then, mothers and daughters certainly have their misunderstandings. I
certainly was impatient with both of
them at certain times. However, this
is life, the human condition, making
mistakes.
Agitator: It does seem to me as I
read the book that Tamar felt intellectually disparaged by Dorothy, who
insisted that she busy herself with the
home arts and weaving, etc.
Hennessy: My mother was slow to
talk and write as a child and I think
people did not quite understand that
she was incredibly intelligent; it
was just that she learned differently.
Learning difficulties at that time
were not recognized. Therefore it
was hard; schools at that time did not
have the wherewithal to attend to her
needs, and my grandmother just did
not understand either.
And also, it is a little complicated
by the fact that my mother really
loved the crafts, she loved weaving.
So, she was not only pushed in that
direction, she also leaned that way.
Agitator: I have a great deal of
sympathy. I am dyslexic myself. I
did not come into my own until I
came to the Catholic Worker.
I was very moved by your writing
about your father David Hennessy
and the early years of their marriage,
when they moved from place to place
and lived in a great deal of poverty.
David was not really capable of taking care of a family.
Hennessy: I think you are absolutely correct. He really was not
meant to have a family. It is a very
complicated situation. Up until I was
a teenager, we lived in poverty and
it was quite difficult. My father was
incredibly intelligent, self-educated,
a deep reader and deep thinker, but
he had his demons: he was an alcoholic and he was gay. And he was a
devout Catholic, absolutely devout.
He fought a lot of interior battles.
Having a large family was a burden
that he could not sustain.
Agitator: As an aside, how many
children did David and Tamar have?
Hennessy: Nine. I am the youngest.
Agitator: The youngest and the
family historian. It fell to you to
do the work, and God bless you for
it. David and Tamar eventually divorced. Was that a bitter relationship
or a bitter divorce?
Hennessy: Actually, they never divorced. They were legally separated.
In terms of bitterness, no, there was
Continued on page 6
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SURGERY WAS IMPOSSIBLE

BREAST
CANCER

BETTER KNOW A VOLUNTEER
KEN BALDWIN

Kay Lasante (House of Health) is a
health care project in Port au Prince,
Haiti. Kay Lasante was founded by
the St. Claire Parish community in
Haiti and the House of Grace Catholic
Worker in Philadelphia, PA, together
with Bishop Tom Gumbleton, from Detroit, Michigan. Johanna Berrigan is
the co-founder of the House of Grace,
a Los Angeles Catholic Worker sister
house. More information can be
found at kaylasante.org
By JOHANNA BERRIGAN
“…So I can Wake up And so the door
of my heart can be left one, The door
of compassion.” Thich Nhat Hahn

I

n late October, we received an
e-mail from Mr. Donahue Jabouin, administrator of the Kay
Lasante clinic in Port Au Prince.
His terse subject line read: “Shocking pictures, do not open if you are a
sensitve person…a patient with breast
cancer at Kay Lasante in need.”
The photos were beyond imagination. Her left breast had become a
painful, grotesque tumor; her left
arm swollen way beyond normal,
making it painful and difficult to
move. She and her family did not
know where to turn. Then a neighbor told them about Kay Lasante.
So our journey with Ms. Florida began. Deeply moved by her suffering,
the staff of Kay Lasante cared for her
in every possible way. She was immediately seen by the doctor, followed by
the nurse, Ms. Menard, for dressings
to protect the wound, and for comfort,
medications, supplies for home, and a
referral and transportation to Partners
in Health in Mirebalais—the largest
and best known center for cancer
patients in Haiti. Partners in Health,
more than two hours away by tap-tap
(Haitian taxi) and burdened with the
needs of so many, would not be able
to see her for two months.
In the interim, she came to Kay
Lasante for follow-up appointments.
During one such appointment for a
dressing change, Miriam Ford and I
were able to meet and visit with Ms.
Florida. I can still see her sitting so
dignified in her crisp white blouse
and simple, plain skirt. We were
struck by how gentle and patient both
she and her son were during that visit.
The heat was oppressive, and the pain
intense, but she did not complain. All
we could do was be present, show
heartfelt compassion, and promise
that she was in good hands with the
staff at Kay Lasante. We were truly
impressed with how well the staff
knew her—even the administrator—
and how lovingly she was cared for.
The clinic at Partners in Health
treated her with oral chemotherapy
and pain medication, but she was told
that there was little to be done at this
late stage. Surgery was impossible.
She continued coming to Kay Lasante for follow-up care. She became
part of the clinic family in a sense,
even showing up for the HIV prevention seminar on World Aids Day,
December 1. Over the next couple of
months, we were kept informed via
e-mail of her condition and how the
staff was supporting her. We prayed
for her often.
It seems wildly improbable that
we would have ever had the opportunity to meet this beautiful, humble
woman, and yet meeting her has had
a profound effect on us. To touch
someone, however briefly, however
gently, with this level of suffering,
raises deep questions. How are we
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The August Agitator volunteer
spotlight focuses on the indefatigable
Ken Baldwin. Ken thought that volunteering at a soup kitchen would be
a good thing to do and found, to his
surprise, that he really liked it! Now
Ken is our reliable water flow worker
and also performs many key cleanup
jobs at day’s end. Ken is also part
of our Gregorian Chant group, along
with Rufo Noriega and Margaret Golakoff, who regularly conduct chant
at the LACW House.
Ken’s favorite job at the Kitchen is

what we refer to as “water flow,” as
“water is life,” and he makes sure
the water is refreshingly ice-cold for
our guests’ enjoyment. Ken is an
avid skier due to time spent living
in Colorado, and his favorite book is
The Brothers Karamazov by Fyodor
Dostoevsky. A California native,
Ken was childhood friends with Jerry
Lewis’s son. We are delighted to
have Ken as a part of our team at the
Hippie Kitchen.
Ω
Better Know a Volunteer is written
by Sarah Fuller and Theo Kayser.

LETTERS TO THE EDITOR
To Jeff and the Editors,
Only partly recovered from re-reading your discouraging and, frankly,
uninformed article, “Bring Back the
Draft.” I wanted to address Jeff’s
confusion about the relationship between the draft and the Vietnam War.
Although your discussion of the
U.S.’s second disastrous intervention, that is, the further destabilization of the Middle East, has merit,
the discussion of Vietnam is filled
with false assumptions and in conflict
with a vast amount of scholarship and
commentary that has been provided
for us over the past forty years. They
included skillful, informed books by
Nick Terse and Andrew Bacevich,
among many others, not to mention
the biographies of Henry Kissinger
and the Nixon administration. These
books also raised serious questions
about your saying, “Secretary of State
Henry Kissinger is looking better all
the time.” Although Kissinger may
have some knowledge about Russia,
he is a war criminal, banned by some
foreign nations or threatened with
arrest if he goes there.
And how can you possibly make
the absurd statement about wanting to
“bring back the draft as a counter to
the mindless and dangerous U.S. foreign policy”? The draft was a major
factor in prolonging the Vietnam War,
from 1962 to 1975. John Kennedy
sent military hardware, advisers, and

CIA to support the French in their effort to maintain their imperial hold on
Vietnam, until they were defeated at
Dien Bihn Fu. It also enabled Johnson
and others to call up 100,000 draftees
until there were 500,000 American
troops in Vietnam, leading also to
Kissinger’s Christmas 1974 bombing
and destabilization of Laos and Cambodia. In the end, 60,000 Americans
died, with massive wounded, while an
estimated 3,000,000 Vietnamese died,
not to mention Australians and others
who joined the American forces.
How can you make light of that
war, dismissing it as a “quagmire”
when it was a disaster of enormous
proportions, with support from the
public generally until about 1970?
It has haunted the U.S. ever since,
including those who have waged
later wars and interventions, perpetuating the arrogance and ignorance of
Americans. Now the Trump administration is removing some of the restraints to lessen the danger of future
wars. Because of our imperial policies, including an arms budget larger
than many countries in the world
combined and enough weapons to
blow up the world several times, we
must do everything possible to halt
the arms race and to deny the administration free reign to call up draftees.
As a draft counselor for over five
years, I witnessed the pernicious
Continued on page 6
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to accompany one another compassionately during deep suffering?
Why such suffering? What hope can
we bring to each other? These are
Lenten questions, and they stay with
us throughout the year.
They highlight the important work
being done at Kay Lasante. The
experience raises the haunting question: How will we continue to serve
others in her situation?
The feeling of helplessness in the
face of her suffering was a confusing, painful burden. To realize that
there was no hope for her was sad;
but worse, deeply agonizing, was the
realization that we had no hospice or
palliative care treatment program to
make her dying more comfortable.
All we could do was pray for mercy.
Bishop Tom Gumbleton and I
returned to Haiti in February. While
we were visiting the clinic, Ms.
Florida’s son called to say that she
had become too weak to get to the
clinic. We naively decided to make
a “home visit.” Not only were we a
conspicuous group, we were totally
unprepared for the trek. Ms. Florida’s
home was quite a distance straight up
a dry, dusty hill. There was a moment
where we looked up the steep slope,
covered with tents, and wondered if
we could actually do it, but with the
help of our friends, we journeyed
on. There was nothing to grab onto
except a twig here and there, and the
edges of torn tents that people are
still living in on this steep grade. It
did not seem as though there was
even one quarter of an inch between
each tent. It was startling. How is
living here even possible? How did
she ever make it to the clinic?
At the very top of the hill was a
two-room concrete structure; we had
reached Ms. Florida’s house. The
visit was transformative. We were
shown gracious hospitality. There
were two chairs brought in for us,
wobbly on the uneven dirt floor. The
only other furniture was the bed in
the corner, covered with brightly
colored sheets, on which Ms. Florida
sat. There were a couple of colored
basins hanging on the wall, used for
laundry and dishes. The opening in
the concrete where a window might
be was covered by a beautiful white
lace curtain. There was no electricity
and no water. Ms. Florida was being
lovingly tended to by her daughter,
who smiled shyly to acknowledge
us, but then proceeded to braid her
mother’s hair—just as her mother
most assuredly once braided hers.
It was a beautiful time of sharing
and prayer. After months of praying for her from a distance, it was
an honor to pray with her in person.
She understood—even accepted—
that there was little else we could do.
She spoke with us about how Donahue, our administrator, cared for her
like a son would, and inquired about
“her daughter” Ms. Menard, our
nurse, who had taken such good care
of her. As we took our leave, she
was smiling. Shrugging and speaking softly, with a touch of resignation
in her eyes, she said she was sorry
she did not have anything to give
us, but she knew we would receive
blessings for coming to visit her.
Three weeks after our visit, Ms
Florida died, her family around her.
It was much sooner than any of us
had anticipated. We believe God
heard our prayer for mercy upon her.
Her suffering did not last too long.
The trek up that steep, dusty hill
has become a symbol we carry with
us. Ms. Florida walked the solitary
way of the cross, and Jesus walked
with her. Through faith we believe
she has now been transformed and
resurrected to new life. In his last
e-mail, Donahue shared a simple
benediction: “…no more pain for
her, rest in peace for her.”
Ω

MIDWEST CATHOLIC WORKER FAITH AND RESISTANCE RETREAT
The Aims and Means of the Catholic Worker Movement...makes only one passing mention
of race while spending a majority of its time addressing capitalism and militarism.

CONFRONTING RACISM
Photo by Matt Harper

By MATT HARPER AND THEO
KAYSER

T

his past May, Matt and Theo
made the trek to Chicago
to participate in the Midwest Catholic Worker Faith
and Resistance Retreat. We were
graciously hosted by the communities of Su Casa and Emmaus
House Catholic Workers and led in
discussion and discernment by their
friends at the #LetUsBreathe Collective. For the third year in a row,
the focus of the retreat was racism.
Never in its history has this annual
gathering repeatedly focused itself
on a specific topic in this way. One
participant, recognizing work the
Movement needs to do to continue
exploring the complexities of racism,
put it well when they said, “We have
a lot of lost time to make up for.”
The Catholic Worker movement
has long been honored for its commitment to the Works of Mercy and
often receives notoriety for our dedication to external resistance. From
soup kitchens and houses of hospitality to opposing state violence locally
and internationally, the Catholic
Worker has long prided itself for
directly confronting injustice. But
the Aims and Means of the Catholic
Worker Movement, a document published every second year in the New
York Catholic Worker newspaper,
makes only one passing mention of
race while spending a majority of its
time addressing capitalism and militarism. Catholic Worker thought has,
for decades, prioritized this focus on
some forms of injustice over others.
In fact, for years, a person could go
to Catholic Worker gatherings and
not find a single round table (what
we CWs call organized conversations focused on specific topics) on
racism, let alone a whole gathering
dedicated to discussing it.
As a result, for three years now
the Midwest Catholic Workers have
gathered to ask themselves: “What
is racism?” This is no easy question
for the predominantly (one could say
almost exclusively) white Catholic
Worker movement and so it has been
largely ignored. As we address systems of oppression such as war or
capitalism that disproportionately affect people of color both locally and
globally, we must recognize that a
solid critique of racism is necessary.
This critique must stem from an exploration of the complex realities of
race outside communities, but also
must consider how racism manifests
itself in our internal communities.
Institutions like the Catholic Worker
do not become predominantly white
by coincidence.
Therefore, how do we as Catholic
Workers address racism? While
a key part of our Catholic Worker
identity is non-cooperation with
unjust systems and structures, what
does this look like when addressing
racism? I can refuse to pay taxes in
order to try and resist militarism, and
I can refuse to work for pay to try
and avoid the exploitation of capitalism, neither of which definitively
remove our culpability, but can I as
a white person in a predominantly
white movement in a racist society

Participants in the Midwest Catholic Worker Faith and Resistance Retreat
avoid participating in racism?
This forced us to reflect on some of
the tenents and cultural values of the
Worker movement, for example, the
traditional Catholic Worker value of
nonviolence. Our facilitators from
the #LetUsBreathe Collective posed
this challenging thought: There is
no such thing as a nonviolent life in
an inherently violent system. When
everything we touch is a result of
a violent world—from the clothes
we wear to the food we eat to the
inherited wealth passed down to
us—to think that we can choose to
live outside or independent of these
systems/structures would be a hasty,
privileged assumption and one that is
wrong. At best we can work towards
being “anti-violent,” accepting the
inevitability of our participation with
and benefiting from violence, but doing what we can to slow the gears of
oppression and injustice.
And to what level are we Catholic
Workers really able to de-privilege
ourselves anyway? Many Catholic
Workers in recent years have ditched
talking about “voluntary poverty”
to pick up the concept of “simple
living.” While we play at or work
towards a life with less, we must acknowledge that our backgrounds (for
most in the Movement) of middle
class white families give us a safety
net that those we serve (and others in
our communities) do not have.
Additionally our access to white
spaces and money is unique to us
as Catholic Workers. We joke that
white liberal Catholics think we walk
on water but the sentiment is often
not far from the truth. We are at
times applauded for not having a job
or for our minimalist lifestyle while
others who did not “choose” such a
life are chastised for the very same
reasons. We, with our association
with middle-class whiteness, are considered holy for attempting to live a
life that has been forced onto others.
So, what are we to do? At the end
of these gatherings it often seems that
there are as many questions as there
are answers, but our teachers from
the #LetUsBreathe Collective gave
us some ideas to take home. One
problem with our current system is
that it would like to pretend that the
possibility of a healthy and satisfying
human life exists for all people. This
is in spite of obvious racial disparities in access to everything from

education to housing to healthcare
to employment. And so, in a society
that criminalizes black and brown
skin, heaping incredible hardships
onto communities of color, we must
seriously consider how we punish
people for trying to get access to the
resources they need to survive and
thrive. Our society dictates what
communities’ expressions of pain
should look like and further criminalizes their responses to our unjust
system. We need a world where that
opportunity for full life is probable.
This societal transformation will
require many different changes but
one item discussed was the abolition of the police. The police, with
their origins as slave patrols, are an
institution created for and rooted in
violence. Their ultimate authority
has always been the threat of state legitimized violence. And not only do
the police in cities like Los Angeles
perpetuate daily violence, they also
receive half the city budget to enact
violence, while bearing no financial
responsibility for the (few) times that
misbehavior is punished. In the last
five years, for example, the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Department has
seen payments for abuse and unjustified force jump from approximately
$5.6 million to more than $50 million.
We can and must do better than
this. Communities know far better
than police what is needed in their
neighborhoods. We cannot police
our way to justice and equality. We
need to allow communities to identify the work that must be accomplished on the local level to wean
people off the false notion that the
police are an indispensable public
service. If we resist this false notion
and choose to divest the money from
policing, we could then let communities reinvest money into housing
people, and providing mental health
care, conflict mediation, drug addiction treatment, quality education,
employment development, and more.
By putting money into non-reformist reform (taking money away
from the police) rather than reformist
reform (body cameras etc.), communities would be able to create new
practices and supports that better
meet the people’s needs. If Catholic
Worker communities claim to be antiracist and anti-military (something
many in the Movement profess), then
we must also be anti-police.

In addition to working towards a
world without police on a macro
level we can practice abolition in our
daily lives. There are those, including many Catholic Workers, who
have adopted practices such as not
calling the police or refusing to pay
fines that will go toward supporting
our current injustice system. Involving the police in situations with any
marginalized population always
brings the chance of loss of life. The
case of Charleena Lyles, among others, shows how even an individual
calling for help for themselves can
end up dead. Rather, we should find
alternatives to dialing 911 to resolve
the many challenges we may encounter rather than passing off the responsibility to an institution/structure that
has never served all people equally.
Moreover, in Catholic Worker
houses, where we aim to live in community with a diversity of people,
we must also consider the nature of
our “normative” culture. We must
reflect on our communication styles,
support structures, opportunities for
leadership, valuing of different types
of work, and more to ensure that we
are creating a space where diverse
communities want to draw closer.
We cannot force people to join us,
but hopefully we create spaces that
make all feel heard, welcomed, and
valuable. This will draw even more
people who have much to offer this
Movement. We must also consider
how to ensure our homes are not just
spaces for people of privilege to drop
out, but rather are spaces where the
people most oppressed by this capitalist system are really benefiting the
most.
Additionally, there is room for all
folks to consider how we redistribute financial resources and how we
challenge the complex but unjust
nature of owning property stolen
from indigenous communities and
paid for by wealth extracted from
communities of color. We must also
find ways to be consistently accountable for our work and this will come
by building a diverse set of sincere,
mutual (non-transactional) relationships with people and organizations
of impacted communities. This involves us striving to be accomplices,
where we really take risks and give
up much for justice.
These are only a small portion of
the deeper conversations we must
have as we go forward into the future
if the Catholic Worker movement
wants to continually earn the honor
of being seen as an anti-racist movement. We cannot be satisfied to
rest on our laurels when it comes to
racism. “We are ‘radical Christians,”
the thinking goes, “we could not be
racist.” Instead, let us dig deeper and
deeper, even when it hurts, to ensure
that we take the problem of our racist
culture and the power imbalances
that exit therein seriously. We have
much work ahead of us if we are to
remove this heresy from our world,
from this Movement, and from ourselves.
Ω
Matt Harper and Theo Kayser are
Los Angeles Catholic Worker community members.

CATHOLIC AGITATOR / 3

AN INTIMATE PORTRAIT OF MY GRANDMOTHER DOROTHY DAY

THE WORLD WILL BE SAVED BYCOMMUNITY
BEAUTY
GUESTS
Hennessy does justice to their story as she unfolds and relates the humanity of Dorothy’s trials and tribulations as a mother, activist, writer, and caretaker of the poor.

Reviewed By TINA DELANY

Dorothy Day: The World Will Be
Saved by Beauty: An Intimate Portrait of my Grandmother
By Kate Hennessy
Scribner, January 2017
384 pages – $27.99

Photos by Vivian Cherry

T

he relationship between a
mother and her daughter is
very complicated. Expectations, hopes, dreams, and
disappointments shape the intimate
relationships mothers and daughters
share. Kate Hennessy’s book, Dorothy Day: The World will be saved by
Beauty: An Intimate Portrait of my
Grandmother, portrays the flawed,
human relationship between Hennessy’s grandmother, Dorothy Day,
and her own mother Tamar. Hennessy does justice to their story as
she unfolds and relates the humanity
of Dorothy’s trials and tribulations as
a mother, activist, writer, and caretaker of the poor. Hennessy captures
the ongoing struggles of Dorothy’s
full life and the implications they
had—both good and bad—on her
relationship with Tamar. The book
delves into the breadth of the evolving mother/daughter relationship
exemplified by two strong women
with very different attributes who
both believe love and beauty will
solve the world’s problems.
From an early age Dorothy was
never afraid of forging her own path.
Hennessy writes, “Dorothy found
work with the New York Call, a paper
of socialists, Industrial Workers of
the World (IWW) members, trade
unionists, and anarchists. When she
got the job, faced with her father’s
belief that it was a woman’s role to
stay home and be beautiful, as Tamar
described it, she left her family’s
place in Brooklyn and, with not
much more than her phonograph,
moved into a room on Cherry Street
in Manhattan” (p.5).
Tamar, on the other hand, strongwilled like her mother, did not have
the same desire to write and engage
in social issues of the day. Tamar’s
talents lay in introspection and
science, much like her father. Her
ability to grow her own food, weave
her own cloth, and live off the land
was in stark contrast to her outgoing,
articulate, urbanized mother. Hennessy, without judgment, portrays
Dorothy as a mother, who given
the circumstances, did the best she
could. Dorothy consistently attempted to make the best choices for
her daughter as she grew up in and
around the Catholic Worker.
Expectations of the other are most
difficult in intimate relationships, especially in parent-child relationships.
Hennessy writes of the many special
mother-daughter times Dorothy and
Tamar had toiling around in New
York City, taking long quiet walks
on the shore, and visiting the farm to
help Tamar with the children.
She is unfailing when describing
Dorothy and Tamar’s strained times
as well. When Tamar complained of
the direness of daily life in West Virginia, Dorothy wrote an accusatory
letter to her that cut deeply. Hennessy bares its contents like an open
wound, “…the one in which she
blamed Tamar for letting herself and
the West Virginia farm go, for being
the one who wanted to move, for
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always complaining and criticizing. For being ungrateful and needy,
and taking from the Worker without
a thank you. For not loving her
husband enough and not supporting his good qualities. And most
unfairly, for accusing Dorothy of
neglecting her as a child. Grit your
teeth and bear it, she told Tamar, and
she was not going to write anymore
until Tamar made the best of things,
did her share in the marriage, and
quite complaining” (p.177). Dorothy
freely admitted she had an affinity for the “hard up and struggling”
and most likely wanted Tamar to
endure the same without demanding
too much. Hennessy gives insight
into Dorothy’s struggle to maintain
her responsibilities to the Catholic
Worker and to a daughter in desperate need of help.
What I found especially worthwhile in the book was Hennessy’s
description of Dorothy and Tamar’s
vision of life. “Dorothy’s ability to
make anything sound beautiful sometimes irked Tamar because Dorothy
either took license with the details
or has what seemed to be a loose
grasp of some of the facts” (p.171).
Tamar wryly surmised her own idea
of the dream, “…having a bunch
of children, living on the land, and
in poverty” (p.175). while Dorothy
pointed the finger at Tamar’s inability to achieve the dream. “One of the
troubles with love, Dorothy writes,
is that it gets buried in the debris of
life, the hardships of child-bearing,
the drain and drag of children on the
mother is such that she is apt to neglect her husband and lose that love
of body and soul so that she had to
explore and search in her depths and
seek it and pray for it, wooing it and
caressing it again into life” (p.175).
While many related to Dorothy’s
take on motherhood, the passage
seems to talk directly to Tamar.
Hennessy’s love for her grandmother and mother shines when she
describes their complicated motherdaughter relationship. She reveals
the misunderstandings, competition,
and animosity between the two with
awe and grace. Hennessy reminds
us that in order to maintain longstanding relationships we need to
forgive and learn how to overlook
minor flaws and transgressions in our
loved one. We learn that love and
steadfastness conquers in the end.
Relationships like these compel us
to expand our ability to wholly love
another.
Hennessy’s willingness to expose
the failings of her grandmother gives
Dorothy a human quality that is often
overlooked in books on her. The
advantage of having a bird’s eye
view and access to both Dorothy and
Tamar’s diaries served Hennessy
well, as she is able to bring their
relationship to light in ways not seen
before. Hennessy also gives new and
refreshing insights on Tamar’s father,
Forster Batterham, and the on-going
symbiotic relationship Tamar and
Forster enjoyed.
The book tenderly confronts Dorothy’s failings in her relationship with
Tamar and seeks to create an understanding of the complicated, intense,
difficult love they shared. The book
also explains difficult topics related
to Dorothy such as Father Hugo and
Easton farm. Hennessy gives not only
the facts but also a front row view of
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Hennessy’s love for her
grandmother and mother
shines when she
describes their
complicated motherdaughter relationship.
She reveals the
misunderstandings,
competition, and
animosity between the
two with awe and grace.
just how much anguish these situations caused for Dorothy and Tamar.
The book is a feast for Catholic
Worker insiders, as well as anyone
who has had a mother or daughter—
in other words all of us. It is refreshing to read a book about Dorothy that
makes her relatable and human and
not a saint on a pedestal.
Ω
Longtime LACW friend, Tina Delany,
is a former Los Angeles Catholic
Worker community member. The
LACW was founded by Tina’s aunt
and uncle, Chris and Dan Delany.

hen I first visited the
Los Angeles Catholic
Worker, I noticed a
lovely orange tree growing in their yard. I was particularly
excited because, not being from
California, an orange tree struck
me as incredibly exotic and magical. My friend and I quickly picked
some bright ripe fruit. Some people
from the house saw what we were
doing and warned us that the oranges
were not good to eat, that in fact they
were terrible and bitter. My friend
and I thought that must be some sort
of California exaggeration, spoiled
as they were by an abundance of
oranges. We cut the fruit, ate it
and—indeed, it was more bitter and
disgusting than I could have ever
imagined.
For a long time I thought about that
particular orange tree in terms of the
parables that Jesus told about trees
with good fruit and bad fruit. Here
was a tree that looked good but when
you tasted from it—aha! Bitter! Yet
a conversation I had with one of our
guests at Hennacy House recently
made me think about the tree differently.
At the Los Angeles Catholic
Worker, as at many Catholic Worker
houses of hospitality, we have two
main categories of people. We have
“Catholic Workers,” who get room
and board and also work full-time
in the community’s projects. There
are also “guests,” generally formerly
homeless people who get room and
board at the hospitality house. Markers of difference between Catholic
Workers and guests include: Catholic Workers go to planning meetings,
guests do not; Catholic Workers
discuss household and project decisions, guests do not; Catholic Workers are expected to work full-time
for the Catholic Worker, guests help
out if and when they can, as their
abilities and interests allow. Catholic
Workers are often people who have
voluntarily chosen to live a simpler
communal lifestyle, while guests
often found themselves in a difficult
situation and were offered a place to
live.
A much sought after Catholic
Worker vision is the ideal that both
guests and Catholic Workers could
live together in the same household,
sharing life and the human dignity
that is the common birthright of all
people, in such a way that the distinctions between guest and worker
are minimal. The phrase, “I can’t
tell who is a guest in your house
and who is a Catholic Worker!” is a
compliment in Catholic Worker communities. The vision includes living
together, raising the valleys and lowering the mountains, and renouncing
the trappings of wealth and privilege
that differentiate one from and prevent solidarity with the poor.
And yet, notwithstanding radical
ideals of Catholic Worker houses, the
human craving for hierarchy and dif-

ferentiation crops up like new heads
on a hydra. Chop off the monstrous
head of, say, “we wear better clothes
than you and are thus more important,” or some other such mainstream hierarchical error, and the
human heart seeks to replace it with
some new signifier that conforms to
the logic to which the heart is accustomed, the logic of identity and
self-understanding based on rank. I
am not saying that evil or exceptionally misguided people do this; I am
saying that this is a tendency of all
but the most spectacularly humble of
human beings. Catholic Workers do
not want to be thought of as guests.
Our lifestyle decision is a special
sacrifice infused with mystique;
guests just need a place to stay. We
are hard workers; guests rely on
God’s grace. We are responsible and
capable; guests help where they can.
When an identity is built on erroneous foundations of any kind (that
is, in Christian thought, anything other than the fact that one is God’s creation and therefore, simply, valuable)
a change in circumstance provokes
not just the need to deal with the
difficulties inherent in the circumstance but also a crisis of identity. If
I believe I am valuable because I am
a hard worker, that is, harder working than some other group or person,
my sense of identity is assaulted by
any physical impairment or illness.
If I believe I am superior to some
others because I possess the ability to
choose between various life options,
my identity is in question when I find
myself facing only one option. If I
think I am superior to others because
I am no trouble to them, or indeed
am of service to them, my identity
falters when I find myself reliant on
their and God’s grace.
The only antidote to this human
tendency to separate and elevate
out one’s self, whatever the circumstances, is for Christians, extreme
humility and having one’s identity
firmly rooted in the triune God and
nowhere else. For most of us, this is
bitter medicine.
People in our house told me that
the oranges from the tree were bad.
Maybe the tree did not get enough
light, the soil was tired, or the tree
seed was defective. One longtime
guest, who knows about medicinal
herbs and plants, told me that the
oranges were, in fact, excellent medicine, and could be prepared as a tea
to combat stomach ailments. She
has a different view of what is good
and bad, useful and useless, desirable
and undesirable. She has some smart
knowledge and sees goodness and
healing where other people see failure
and impracticality. We are poor adjudicators of value and, indeed, require
the humble to teach us truth.
Ω
Sarah Fuller is Los Angeles Catholic
Worker community member. She is
also an artist whose artwork is frequently featured on the cover of the
Agitator.
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THE WORLD WILL BE SAVED BY BEAUTY
HENNESSY, cont’d from p.1
no bitterness whatsoever. And that
was a real conscious effort on my
mother’s part. She did not want us
to grow up angry with him. She
was very careful. She was amazing,
on many levels, as she was basically
left with nine children to raise.
It was her decision to bring an
end to the marriage and she did it
because of him. He needed it for
his mental health. He needed to be
freed of this responsibility. He was
a very difficult man, but she really
understood what was going on with
him and had great compassion for
him. She said to me, “I did not
want you kids growing up feeling
angry towards him.”
Agitator: And how old were you
when they separated?
Hennessy: One and a half years old.
Agitator: Did you have an ongoing
relationship with David, your father?
Hennessy: We saw each other very
rarely. I probably only saw him
maybe a dozen times in my life.
We had correspondence—letter
correspondence. It was not a close
relationship, but we kept in contact.
Agitator. What did your sisters and
brothers think about you writing
this book?
Hennessy: I have had nothing but
tremendous support from them.
When I first announced that I was
going to write this book, they said,
“Yes, yes. You have to do this!”
They helped me as much as they
could, and they were my first readers.
It was really essential for me that
they read the manuscript and comment on it. If they had wanted me
to leave anything out, then I would
have. It was so essential for me to
have their support, and I do have it.
Agitator: There are many historical
elements to the book that you clearly
were not privy to. What materials
did you use to write this book?
Hennessy: I certainly had my
mother’s memories. I tried to keep
notes over the years as we spoke. Of
course, you know my grandmother
was a prolific writer, so I read all of
her writings, including her unedited
diaries and her unedited letters. I am
very fortunate that our family is full
of writers. I had my father’s diaries
and my mother also kept a diary,
particularly around the time of my
grandmother’s death. Lots of family
letters and lots of family photographs.
I believe I am very fortunate to have
such a well-documented family.
Agitator: That does help, does
is not? For me, one of the great
revelations of the book was that
after your grandfather’s death,
Tamar found numerous love letters
between Dorothy and Forster. What
was the effect of that discovery?
Hennessy: It was extraordinary,
especially for my mother. She was
so grateful to find them because she
could finally see and feel the love
that was between them. Family to
her was very important. She was an
only child; her father was not there
most of the time. She did have a
good relationship with Forster, but
she was with her mother most of the
time. To hear of her mother’s love
for her father in such an intimate
way was hugely revealing for her.
Agitator: Sometimes it is said that
people who have a great vocation
and a gift to give the world are not
the best parents. I am thinking of
Gandhi and his kids here as well as
Dorothy and Tamar. Do you have
any reflections on that?
Hennessy: My mother learned
from an early age that she would
have to share her mother with many
other people. And I think to any
child that was less wise than my
mother… I really cannot stress how
extraordinary my mother was. How
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strong she was. She sacrificed a great
deal and there were difficulties and
some anger, but she understood and
she loved the Catholic Worker. That
was her life for many years and those
years were treasured memories for her.
I think families do make a sacrifice when you have a person such
as my grandmother. However, that
sacrifice is not always understood by
others. For example, many people
believe that because my grandmother was so active she did not have
any role in family life. The fact is
that she had an incredible role in our
family life; she was always there
for the most important events in our
lives. She was up in Vermont every
three months. She was on the phone
with my mother practically every
day. She helped all of us grandchildren at one time or other, either with
school or travel. My mother always
said that Dorothy was much more
heroic when it came to family than
were many other people.
Agitator: I want to turn for a
moment to Dorothy. I was really
touched by all the turmoil of the
early farm, Easton Farm, and all the
anger that was focused on Dorothy
as a leadership figure. You say in
the book that she would often just
kick off and go on a speaking tour
when things became too difficult.
Hennessy: That is absolutely true.
When things got too hot at the Worker,
she would head out. Stanley Vishnewski always had this quip: “Dorothy lives on buses; she created the
Catholic Worker for the rest of us.”
She never talked about it, but I
know part of the difficulty was that
she was a woman and many of the
guys did not accept her as a leader. I
know during the early years and during Easton that she believed herself in
physical danger from several people.
And I think, aside from that, leaders
often get it in the neck. They make
mistakes, and certainly my grandmother made mistakes, but as you know,
being a lifelong Catholic Worker
yourself, a lot of trouble happens. And
she was the one who was blamed.
Agitator: I do understand! I knew
Dorothy when she was 70 years old.
Or pretty close to 70. She was sort
of the grandmother and storyteller
of the movement. But do you have
a sense of whether there was a particular point in which Dorothy came
into her own in the leadership of the
Worker? Or did that never happen
and is just part of the hagiography.
Hennessy: That is an interesting
question. She was a natural leader
and she drew people to her from the
very first moment. She drew people
to her when she was a teenager. She
was just that kind of charismatic
person. In terms of coming into her
own, that is hard to define. She was
always uncomfortable as leader, but
I would say during the years I knew
her, in the 1960s and 70s, she had a
great deal of strength and wisdom
that I suspect was very hard earned.
Agitator: Did you ever have a
relationship with your grandfather
Forster?
Hennessy: I would occasionally
visit him in New York City, but we
were both really quiet. Dorothy
was the talker in our family. I cannot say I knew him well, but I did
know him.
Agitator: At the time of Dorothy’s
passing, it seemed as though Forster
was there and having a pretty hard
time with it. I believe I read that. Is
that correct?
Hennessy: No, he was not there,
but he would have been except my
mother told him not to come. He
had been coming over practically
every day for the last couple of
weeks of my grandmother’s life.
They had been in quite close contact

for a while as they were both aging
and struggling with illness; they
would talk to each other daily by
phone. The last time he came over
to Mary House was probably about
three or four days before she died.
Agitator: Just moving on to a little
more distant relationship—could
you reflect on the impact, for better
or worse, of Ammon Hennacy on
Dorothy Day?
Hennessy: There was some good
there. I believe it was Ammon who
got everyone to protest the air raid
drills, and he brought energy to the
Catholic Worker at a time when my
grandmother had been at it for a
long time and she was tired. But he
did not have a long-term influence
on my grandmother. She understood
him and knew that his flirtation
with Catholicism was not real, even
though she was highly disappointed
when he left the church. He was a
real character. We grew up with a
lot of Ammon Hennacy stories.
Agitator: I am sure of that. You
know, all of us who are Catholic Workers are “converts” in a sense. But you,
to make an analogy, were a “cradle”
Catholic Worker. You grew up from
birth as a Catholic Worker. How do
you relate to the CW these days?
Hennessy: I absolutely love it. You
know, as a child we would spend
as much time as we could at Tivoli
Farm, and then when I became a
teenager I would travel down to
Mary House and St. Joe’s in Manhattan. From the very beginning I
absolutely loved it and I certainly
believe it is my second family. But
while I have always been attracted
to living at a Catholic Worker, I have
not been quite able to do it. Maybe
it is because I am the youngest of
nine, but I have this great desire for
privacy, personal space, and quiet.
Agitator: Now you and your
husband Gary Jones are living at
Canticle Farm in Oakland. Is it a
Catholic Worker?
Hennessy: It is an urban farm in
Oakland and it is definitely CW
connected and inspired. It is not a
house of hospitality and there is no
community kitchen, though this is
not to say it will not happen in the
future. However, right now it is
mainly focused on issues of ecology
and restorative justice.
Agitator: I understand that your
editor said that your original manuscript was too long and you ended up
cutting your personal story out of the
book. I believe there is a bit of a lack
there. Would you be open to giving
us a couple of highlights of your personal story? Did you go to college?
Did you travel around the world?
Hennessy: Yes and yes. I actually did a lot of world traveling and
worked in various places. I worked
as a teacher in Guatemala and as an
English teacher in India for Tibetan
refugees. I have done a lot of traveling around Africa, Asia, and Tibet:
I am actually quite a restless person.
At university I studied community
development, though I have never
actually used that degree.
Agitator: What is your response
to Dorothy’s current canonization
process?
Hennessy: Mixed. I do not really
know much of what makes a person an
official “saint,” but there is no doubt in
my mind that she was and is here with
us for a very important reason. However, the canonization process is a very
bureaucratic, canonical, set process. I
cannot wrap my head around taking
someone like my grandmother, who
was so complex and full of paradox
and complicated and putting her in
this framework that is very rigid. The
process of canonization is written up
by a bunch of lawyers, as far as I can
figure out, and there is such a disconnect in that for me.

And of course there is another
fear, which I am slowly letting go
of, that is shared by many Catholic
Workers—that she will be simplified, watered-down, her radicalism
will be erased, and she will become
a one-topic saint. Like, for example,
becoming the anti-abortion saint.
Agitator: That was going to be my
next question.
Hennessy: I think the danger is lessening. There are enough people saying: “No you cannot simplify her that
way.” She had a lot to say on many,
many levels and we have to listen to
all of that. We are not truly listening
to her if we put her into that small,
narrow, safe mold. In a way, it is a
kind of cheap grace when you look at
everything she is asking us to do.
Agitator: I just received another
book by you and photographer Vivian
Cherry: Dorothy Day and the Catholic
Worker: The Miracle of our Continuance. How did that come about?
Hennessy: The Vivian Cherry
book came out first, in May 2016.
It was a fabulous project and a total
surprise too. To give a little background—she is a photographer, still
alive and about to turn 97. She was
invited by the Catholic magazine
Jubilee in 1955 to go to the CW and
do a photo essay. She spent quite
some time at the Catholic Worker on
Christie Street and at the two Worker
farms in existence at the time: Peter
Maurin Farm on Staten Island and
Mary Farm in upstate New York, and
she did this incredible photo essay of
the Worker at that time. Many of her
photographs are iconic.
She and I became friends and I believe in 2015 she told me she wanted
to publish a book of photographs
she had taken during the 1960s of
my grandmother and the Catholic
Worker. So we sat down together
and brainstormed and came up with
the idea of using excerpts from my
grandmother’s columns to go alongside the photographs. It is sort of a
blueprint for Catholic Workers. That
project certainly was a real joy.
Agitator: Thank you for your time,
Kate, and your great books.
Ω
LETTERS, cont’d from p.2
effect of the draft, including errors
in judgment even at the state level of
the Selective Service. I tried to help
young men to make informed decisions about military service, since the
laws governing it were seldom made
public. Draft Board members sometimes told draftees that they could not
be conscientious objectors, because
they were Catholics, and made other
judgments in violation of their own
laws and regulations.
How can you say that today we
have no “skin in the game,” when
Americans are now dying in Iraq
and Afghanistan? The poor bear the
brunt of all wars, including when we
had a draft. You somehow believe
that a draft would make the rich and
powerful bear more responsibility for
war-making, when they have access
to knowledge and power enabling
them to obtain deferments either way.
My plea is that you gain more precise knowledge of the Vietnam War
and the major factors that prolonged
it, and how the draft contributed
to American interventionism for
decades, as it would again if it were
brought back.
Michael True, Worcester, MA
Dear Jeff,
I have written in Hospitality
newspaper a call for the Draft as
well. Charles Rangel has introduced
legislation in Congress for a draft.
The legislation will not go anywhere
because an uneducated and poor
military is more gung-ho and obedient. At least that is my take.
Love, Ed [Loring], Baltimore, MD

ON
THE LINE
FR. JERRY ZAWADA, OFM – R.I.P.

Longtime friends Toni Flynn and Fr.
Jerry Zawada, OFM, both served a sixmonth sentence at the same time in the
Crisp County Jail in Georgia for crossing the line at Ft. Benning, GA in 2001.
It is with great sadness that we mourn
the passing of our longtime friend, Fr.
Jerry Zawada, OFM – nuclear resister,
peace and justice activist, Franciscan
Friar. Jerry joined the Heavenly Cloud
of Witnesses on July 25, at the age 80.
Jerry served his early years as a
Franciscan priest in the Philippines,
and later worked with the homeless,
war refugees, and survivors of torture
in Chicago, Milwaukee, Mexico, Las
Vegas, Tucson and elsewhere. Jerry
was imprisoned for two years in the
late 1980s for repeated trespass at
nuclear missile silos in the Midwest;
served three six-month prison sentences (2001, 2003, 2005) for trespass at
the U.S. Army School of the Americas
(renamed the Western Hemisphere
Institute for Security Cooperation –
WHINSEC) at Fort Benning, Georgia,
and two months in prison in 2007 after
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As a wise soap opera once put it,
“Like sands through the hourglass, so
are the days of our lives.” The inexorable trickle of time forward continues
as we consider the mounting grains
of memory and experience in this
month’s House Journal.
Our most noteworthy news is that our
2017 Summer Intern Program is well
underway. This year, we have a quartet
of delightful young people joining us.
Lilian Vasquez, a Californian from
Los Angeles, comes to us via Berkeley,
where she has been studying Social
Welfare, participating in campus
demonstrations and blogging about the
nexus of Catholic faith and social justice on her blog, “The Catholic Think
Tank.” Lilian enjoys serving on the food
line at the soup kitchen, talking with
our guests and observing and pondering
the conundrums of life and service.
Moving on in our fine bouquet of

crossing the line to protest torture
training at Fort Huachuca, Arizona.
Jerry was also arrested several times
at Creech AFB in Nevada, protesting
against U.S. drone policy, and at Vandenberg AFB in California, protesting
against U.S. nuclear missile testing. In addition, a few years ago, his
advocacy for and celebration of Mass
with Catholic women priests earned a
disciplinary letter from the Vatican.
Jerry did not stop standing up and
speaking out for a peaceful, just, and
nuclear-free world, even when in recent years he physically slowed down
and was not quite sure how far his legs
would carry him. His life will remain
an example to many: those who knew
and loved him, and those who never had
an opportunity to meet him, but know
of his legacy. Thank you, Jerry, for your
faithful witness. You will be dearly
missed. Jerry Zawada - ¡PRESENTE!

social reform in the United States.
The Institute uncovered the truth in
the Karen Silkwood case, contributed to
exposing the Iran-Contra scandal in Nicaragua, and represented victims of the
Three Mile Island disaster, among many
other wide-ranging achievements. Bill
was also a board member of Office of
the Americas, yet another social justicecentered organization that has a weekly
radio program on KPFK in Los Angeles.
Bill is survived by his wife Kendra and
other family members and friends.
Bill Davis - ¡PRESENTE!

KEVIN MICHAEL KEY – R.I.P.

Bill Davis, a longtime friend, supporter,
and volunteer at our soup kitchen died
recently after a long illness.
Bill was a former Jesuit priest who
is credited with being the founder
(more than 50 years ago) of the Jesuit
Volunteer Corps (JVC)–the largest lay
Catholic full-time volunteer program
in the world centered on social justice,
Ignation spirituality, and serving in poor
areas around the world. Bill also cofounded, in 1980, the Christic Institute,
a public interest law firm that combined
investigation, litigation, education, and
organizing into a unique model for

A onetime criminal defense attorney
who lost his career to a crack addiction, Kevin Michael Key found both
ruin and redemption on L.A.’s Skid
Row, a neighborhood he came to
embody as one of its loudest and most
persistent organizers/activists.
Until his death July 19 from cancer,
Kevin was involved with virtually
every outreach, self-help or activist
group that had its hands in skid row—
even acting with L.A. Poverty Department, a theater group that provides
purpose and camaraderie to people
who have lost both.
Kevin was also an unrelenting advocate for the neighborhood, a place he
viewed with hope, and as home.
Kevin also began a dialogue with the
LACW to use wall space in our clinic
to display art work by skid row artists.
He will be missed by all who knew
him.
Kevin Michael Key–¡PRESENTE!

summer interns, Iris Vazquez-Howard
joins us from New York City via Olympia, Washington, where she is a student
at Evergreen State College, majoring in
English. Iris comes to us with experience in Catholic Worker life from her
time spent working with the Olympia
Catholic Worker. She heard about us
through all-star fellow Olympian Kathleen Bellefeuille-Rice, of foot care and
“Clare’s Mom” fame. Iris contributes
her fun and thoughtful presence to the
community. She rekindled her love of
chess through games with guests at our
summer picnics and has been giving
community member Jesse Lewis a run
for his money playing Backgammon.
Summer intern Marc Gulaya hails
from Irvine, in the enchanted land of
Orange County. Marc has recently
graduated with a degree in Anthropology from UCLA, and has abiding interests in theology, spirituality, Shane
Claiborne’s writings and Catholic
Worker newsletters. Marc has, under
the influence of house tradition, turned
out to be an avid and formidable force
in our nightly house Jeopardy! competitions, slaying especially hard in
categories such as history, geography
and opera. Marc has been regularly
handing out bread and serving water to
thirsty folks in the downtown garden.
Intern Kaleb Havens originally
hails from zealously named Zionsville,
Indiana, although he has been living
in Los Angeles for a few years now,
and has been volunteering with us at
the soup kitchen for a while. Kaleb is
a recently anointed Master Gardener,
a writer, and a font of information on
all things cinema-related. Kaleb has
approached LACW tasks with gusto,
cleaning our bathrooms, sinks and appliances to a high shine and is a highenergy downtown kitchen dishwasher
who accompanies his sudsy pursuits
with a fine repertoire of nineties pop
music and Disney songs.

We have also been joined by many
old friends for special presentations and
Bible Studies during the course of the
summer program. These include presentations and a tour of Skid Row by
our incredibly wise friend, activist, and
organizer, General Dogon of the Los
Angeles Community Action Network;
presentations by community friend and
writer Larry Holben on the history and
theology of the Catholic Worker movement; and presentations by Summer
Internship alumnus and now managing
editor of the New York Catholic Worker
newspaper, JoAnne Kennedy.
We also had Rabbi Seth Castleman, Rev. Elizabeth Griswold and
their daughter Lilah visit from Davis,
CA to deliver us some rousing Biblical insights. In addition, we enjoyed
presentations by Melina Abdullah and
Cat Brooks, local representatives from
the Black Lives Matter movement; and
anti-nuclear activist Dan Hirsch told us
about nuclear weapons and strategies of
resistance. Theologian, author, and activist Ched Myers will conduct a Bible
study as well. All to say, it has been a
very educational and inspiring summer.
The weekend before July 4, community member Karan Founds-Benton
took the interns to Santa Monica to
participate in setting up the Arlington
West Memorial, a series of crosses and
memorabilia in the sand next to the
pier commemorating military personnel
killed in U.S. wars in Iraq and Afghanistan and encouraging an end to U.S.
imperial war and aggression.
Longtime Catholic Worker friends
Mary Nalick and Anne and Tom
Smett hosted refreshing and fun pool/
beach parties for the interns, community, volunteers, and friends.
Our interns invaluably helped in
hosting our three traditional summer
picnics, where we take busloads of
guests from downtown to Whittier
Narrows Park/Legg Lake for a relaxing

BILL DAVIS – R.I.P.

RESISTANCE UPDATE
LACW Megan Ramsey had a July 10
court date in Las Vegas for trespassing at Creech AFB outside Las Vegas
during the Lenten Sacred Peace Walk
with the Nevada Desert Experience.
She pleaded no contest to the charge
and was told to stay out of trouble for
six months by the judge.
Also, LACWs Karan Benton and
Alexandria Addesso had arraignment
court dates in early June for trespass at
Kitsap-Bangor Naval Base near Seattle,
WA during the Pacific Life Community
Faith and Resistance Retreat back in
early March. Each pleaded not guilty
and will return to court in September.
INTERESTING FACTS
Per capita income in Palestine : $3,090
Minimum number of animal species that
are not officially extinct but have not
been observed for at least ten years : 857
For at least one hundred years : 104
Number of endangered mammal species whose primary threats include
being hunted by humans for food : 301
Number of countries in which U.S.
Special Operations Forces were operating in March : 102
Estimated amount the L.A. County
Sheriff’s Department is spending to
switch from silver- to gold-colored belt
buckles : $100,000 —Harper’s Index
On The Line is compiled and
edited by Mike Wisniewski.
day of eating picnic foods, playing
cards and sitting under cool shady trees
watching birds float by in the lake.
The interns also worked hard deepcleaning our kitchen during our kitchen
cleaning day, where we were also joined
by volunteers including kitchen cleaning
master Ted von der Ahe and Thursday
volunteer extraordinaire Steve, who
brought us fresh Porto’s pastries. The
kitchen again is looking great.
Also, one of our guests, Alberto, created and hosted a collage workshop for
the interns and all interested Hennacy
House denizens where folks created
artful collages, which are now adorning our first floor piano and tables.
We should also mention that house
hero and former community member Clare Bellefeuille-Rice spent
some time with us at the beginning
of the summer, before her choir trip
to Europe. She was a treat to have at
the house and the kitchen, doing lots
of ambitious gardening and solving
problems with ease. She traveled on
to Europe from our house where we
are proud to say that her Long Beach
college-based choir won first place in
their choir competition!
Longtime house friends Tina, Paul
and Kieran are in the process of moving from Eagle Rock for a year-long
adventure living in the picturesque,
photogenic and Instagrammable town
of Steamboat Springs, Colorado. We
are sad to see them leave but hope that
they have all kinds of amazing good
things happen in their new home.
In very sad news, our longtime
friend Pat Meehan, wife of Dr. Rich
Meehan, passed away. Dr. Rich is a
longtime supporter and former dentist
in our clinic. Community members
attended the special rosary and the
funeral on July 21 and 22. Please keep
the Meehan family in your prayers.
House Journal is written by
Sarah Fuller.
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THANK YOU

Your generous donations made our annual summer picnics a rousing
success. We rented buses and took 150 of our friends from Skid Row on
picnics at Whittier Narrows Park/Legg Lake, where we served them hot
dogs and burgers, chili, chips, potato salad, watermelon, cookies, lemonade, and ice cream. They played chess, dominoes, cards, tossed a frisbee,
football, and soccer ball, or just relaxed beside the lake. All had a wonderful time and expressed their deepest gratitude. See photos on our website
under the link in the Summer Program post. Many blessings.

+ SPECIAL NEEDS +

New men’s large white sizes 10–15 or tube socks.
Diabetic large socks sizes 10–15.
Please send or bring them to Hennacy House. Thank you.
For local readers: We are in dire need of canes. Our friends downtown
are always asking us for a cane. Please bring them to Hennacy House.

SHARE YOUR EXCESS BACKYARD FRUIT

If you have fruit trees on your property and have excess fruit,
our kitchen guests would certainly enjoy whatever you will not use.
Please consider donating it. Thank you.

GREGORIAN CHANT VESPERS
You are invited to join the LACW Chant group on Tuesday,
September 15, for Vespers on the feast of Our Lady of Sorrows.
We will begin at 7pm at Hennacy House.
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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@verizon.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
317-652-6109 - burdockhouse@gmail.com

