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CHRISTMAS
APPEAL

IT’S LIKE EDEN TO ME

When Catherine asked the tall handsome man why he was wandering aimlessly
around our garden wearing headphones, he replied, “My name is Paul. In the
90’s I ate here. Now I drive a big rig and whenever my route brings me here,
I always come back to this beautiful dining garden. It’s like Eden to me.” As
he began to place his headphones on Catherine’s ears, he said, “Listen, it’s Cat
Stevens:”

Morning has broken, like the first morning… Born of the one light Eden saw play.
If Paul can drive across the continent hoping to get back to our dining garden,
this Christmas can you continue funding the beauty that draws him back and
provides much dignity to those who eat here?
Thank
you. Many blessings.
				
Yours in peace,

Jeff Dietrich, for the Los Angeles Catholic Worker
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KARÁN FOUNDS-BENTON - ¡PRESENTE!

MEET A
GUEST–
VOLUNTEER
By KALEB HAVENS

Karán at our 2016 Good Friday
Anti-war Sations of the Cross

I

t is with great sadness that we
announce that our beloved
LACW community member
Karán Founds-Benton joined
the Heavenly Cloud of Witnesses on
Sunday, November 25, 2018. Karán
recently gave up her three-year battle
with stage four cancer, and with the
approval of her doctors, stopped all
treatment, except for pain medication. In mid-November she moved
out of Hennacy House and went into
hospice care with her family. Karán
died peacefully in her sleep.
When first diagnosed with cancer
she was given approximately six

For Mike Wiz

Karán (center) with her co-defendants at their September 2017 trial for the
Pacific Life Community action at Naval Base Kitsap-Bangor in March 2017.
months to live. Rejecting the usual
chemo therapy and radiation treatments, she chose alternative forms of
treatment and lived far beyond anyone’s
expectations. She had a bucket list that
she was dedicated to completing before
passing, and was able to fulfill nearly
all of her wishes and dreams.
A former teacher, Karán joined the
LACW in 2013 after spending time
at an Iowa Catholic Worker and immediately became active in a variety
of projects including our clothes
distribution, toiletries inventory, and
footcare. She also was a periodic lay
celebrant at our weekly liturgies.

Karán was dedicated to our war,
nuclear weapons, and drone resistance efforts and was arrested several
times up until one month before she
died. Karán was also a poet, actor, and
writer. She recently had a book of her
poetry published and was working on
a novel. Karán also loved singing, listening to symphony music and opera.
Along with the LACW community,
Karán leaves behind a daughter, sonin-law, and two grandchildren.
Thank you, Karán, for the love,
comfort, joy, and happiness you
brought to the many lives you
touched in various ways.
You will be deeply missed. R.I.P. Ω

A LITTLE PROPHECY
Be Named together in the garden.
Someone very young plunges in
her hands to under-mix
the salad and it takes a long
thickened rope of duty to drag
on the will that paddles the dressing.

By KARÁN FOUNDS-BENTON
The hour I die of this cancer
everyone will be downtown
at the soup kitchen.
Theo shreds chicken
into black beans and
paddles the great pot into a cooler
infusion, rescuing its bottom
from flames. The soup line,
sweating life,
grows along the fern-dressed wall and
hands purposely brush the paper-whites
bending there as if drawn
like cats to trembling fingers going past.
Towards the end, my senses will be tired,
no longer able to feel their weight
of loneliness, of hunger, of the naked
rough—blanketed soul.
I will envision the “Hippie Kitchen” fountains
They will tumble but they will be strangely mute,
fragrances will be grey and thick
and salutations will suffocate.
By now I will have tried for a time
to recapture the work, day after day
because love will struggle with life
in my veins to pass all these
mutations and because I will hope
beyond all hope that charity
will be captain
and go down gracefully with the ship.
But in the end
they will still be
one
onioncutterblanketwrapperlinewatcher
short.
And this day, they will bravely try not
to curse me in their subterranean
conscious for it is the day
of Roy and He Who Would Not
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The hour I die of this cancer,
in that hour, I too will come to the kitchen,
the habit being stronger than a morphine drip.
Unseen, surprised by the event and by
the way a broom and a dustpan
and even Martha walk through
my outstretched fascinated hand.
I will enter the festivities refreshed
at last, the cries of the ding
of pots again vivid, the fountain
roaring, the salutations much beloved
will float over my shoulder. It will be then
that a meaning will form more poignant
and personal before my quieted eyes
as I watch Mike ladle up a plate
of black beans and remind the bearer
that, if she’d like another helping,
she must go back again to stand in line.
			
20 May 2017
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hen Dennis Gadson was
born in the U.S. South,
many hospitals did not
admit black patients.
Instead of driving 30-40 miles to the
nearest hospital that would admit her,
Dennis’ mother delivered him at home.
Dennis’s great-grandfather was one
of the fortunate few to receive 40
acres and a mule, as promised after
joining the Union Army and fighting
in the Civil War, but it was all sold
or traded away long before Dennis
reached adulthood.

Photo by Pacific Life Community

CHRISTMAS 2018

Dennis Gadson
Dennis served in the U.S. Army in
the 101st Airborne and 199th Light
Infantry in Vietnam before coming
to Los Angeles in the late 70s. He
was transferring from an aeronautics
school in Tulsa, OK and bringing
more than $1000 worth of tools for
a job he had lined up here. When
he arrived, Dennis discovered that
the school had closed down and his
tools had been stolen. Not wanting to
return to the Bible-belt atmosphere
of Tulsa, with Billy Graham on every
radio station and strict alcohol sale
laws, even though he had friends and
family in Tulsa and Ohio, Dennis
had enough of small towns where
everybody knows everybody’s business. The 1921 Tulsa race riot came
to Dennis’ mind as he described the
life he had left behind there, noting
its importance in understanding the
city and its people.
Dennis found work in an L.A.
County patient care and lab assistance company, so he is very familiar
with the autoclave machine we use
in our sterilization room to clean
tools for our volunteer dentists. He
attended a few universities while
working and considered becoming a
mathematician, and he also worked
downtown at the Union Rescue Mission for a short time.
Dennis first came to the “Hippie
Kitchen” sometime before 1982, and
often accompanied his friend Teddy
Brooks, who always praised the food
and the people. Dennis found food,
volunteerism, and books at the “Hippie Kitchen.” He became involved
with our library program about ten
years ago, and can now be found
most kitchen serving days either at
his usual table by the water fountain
or back in the clinic across from Ann
Boden’s counter, organizing and
stamping donated books with our
name and return address.
Dennis enjoys our summer picnics
and pool parties for the different
atmosphere, but he calls the “Hippie
Kitchen” a haven, almost like Union
Station, compared to life on the
street. There is peace and quiet, and
one of the best things, the police do
not hassle anyone in our garden.
Continued on page 6
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They are more than statistics and generalities, more than diagnoses and stereotypes.
They are incredible lives worthy of our time, respect, and care.
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SKID ROW FRIENDS
By MATT HARPER

T

he L.A. Catholic Worker has
the honor and privilege of
serving an absolutely incredible community of people in
Skid Row. Once the preparation of
food is completed on Tuesday mornings, Eddie (our friend and extended
community member) always asks
me, “Do you mind if I go outside?”
His dedication to helping us prepare
the food does not overshadow his
love of the people who join us.
And each person comes with his,
her, or their own complex story. They
are more than statistics and generalities, more than diagnoses and
stereotypes. They are incredible lives
worthy of our time, respect, and care.
And so I would like to share part of
Demetrius Martin’s story with you.
However, before I do, it is important to recognize the power in storytelling. As Demetrius would tell me
by the end of my conversation with
him, “I appreciated you letting me
get my story out there and off my
chest. This is the first time I have
really sat down and talked about
myself like this and it feels good.”
May we all take the time to hear each
other’s stories this holiday season.
Demetrius was born in Birmingham, Alabama, on October 30, and
raised by his grandmother until she
passed away after his seventh birthday. From there, he spent the next 13
years bouncing from family member
to family member (great aunt/uncle,
grandmother, mother, father) in a
variety of places in New York and
Florida.
Growing up around his family’s
bootleg house, Demetrius spent more
time around older people than kids
his own age, and thus learned to be
comfortable with older folks. This
also exposed him to things that made
him grow up faster than usual.
He also grew up faster because,
in being raised by people he hardly
knew, he preferred to be on his own.
And since school also was not a
place that he felt at home, he ran
away a few times and spent a short
amount of time in juvenile hall. His
street sense grew as he learned selfsufficiency.
However, that does not mean his
early years were not without fond
memories. His grandmother used to
make him a special coconut cake and
host a party for his birthdays. Also,
during elementary school, “where
we lived, if you crossed the town you
would be in the country with pastures

and horses and cows. We used to
skip school and go over there and
ride the horses bareback.”
In his early twenties, he moved
to Ft. Lauderdale to be with his
grandmother and began a series of
jobs. He started by helping his uncle
do laundry for truckers crossing the
country. Then he went back into
construction where he helped with
framing and carpentry before transitioning to roofing. Despite how hot,
hard, and dangerous that work is, he
really came to love it.
It was at this time that Demetrius
began to choose less traditional
avenues of employment. “I got into
a lot of illegal things, a lot of stuff
I am not proud of… I was ruining
people’s lives for the sake of money.
That really tore at me too. Some
people do not have sympathy or feeling for what they are doing and who
they hurt; all they see is the money.
But I did. It really bothered me, seeing people like that.
“One Christmas day, me and a
couple of friends were sitting across
the street from a store where we used
to hang out. We were shooting craps,
drinking beer, and hanging out. That
evening, a guy who we used to deal
to, came out the front door with a
bag full of toys. We already knew
what was up. By him being hooked
on that stuff, he had taken his kids
Christmas toys and sold them. That
really affected me.”
It was during this part of life that
his two daughters and son were born.
As Demetrius reflected, “I wasn’t
a father in any respect. I still think
about this to this day. I was ripping
and riding in the streets and doing all
kinds of unpleasant things. I didn’t
see my kids as much and they didn’t
see me. When I think about it, I am
glad they didn’t see the person I was,
because if they had grown up seeing
that… When kids see stuff like that,
they do not have respect for their
parents anymore. If parents are not
doing what is right, they cannot tell
their kids to do what what is right. I
regret so much of that.”
And the complexity of his choices
really impacted him. “I used to go
home when I would get off work. I
would go into my apartment, shut the
door, would not turn the TV or radio
on. I would just sit there. Sometimes
I would break down and cry. I would
ask God to help me to get through
this because I was tired of waking
up like that. I just kept praying and
praying and praying.”
The inner turmoil one day reached
its zenith and transformed Demetrius’
life: “A good while later I woke up
to a feeling I will never forget. It was
November 22, 1996, and it was the
Friday before Thanksgiving. I woke
up and decided not to go to work. As
I sat around the house, something
dawned on me: it’s time to go. The
voice just hit me in the head. So,
I got up and gathered everything
together that I wanted to take. I left
most of the stuff in my two bedroom
apartment—electronics, appliances,
and clothes. I went to a used car
dealership and sold my nice car for

pretty much nothing. It was at this
point that I knew there was no turning back.”
“An important part of this story is
that from the moment I decided to
leave until now, I have not had another sip of alcohol again.” He decided
his journey west would be about
rediscovering himself. “I am temped
all the time, that is how the devil
works. But I have come too far and I
believe God is supporting me.”
On November 26, before his bus
pulled out of the depot at 12:01, he
told his girlfriend and uncle he was
leaving (and that they could have his
things). And with that, he was on his
way to Los Angeles
“I did not anticipate that I would
be gone this long. I went to cool off
for a little, but not because I was running from anything. In fact, if I was
running from anyone it was from
myself. I was trying to get away
from me—from who I was. I wanted
to get away until I could get my head
right.” Three days after leaving, after
a lot of thinking and praying and
asking God to help him be a better
man, Demetrius arrived in L.A.
His savings quickly dwindled, as
they often do (especially in L.A.),
and so Demetrius made his way
toward downtown. Since that time,
he has been hanging out in the Skid
Row area; although his love for the
beach has taken him all over. Many a
night has ended with Demetrius sitting on a lifeguard stand looking out
over the ocean as the sun sets. As he
reflected, “It’s a great place to clear
my head, to think, and to pray.”
Eventually, Demetrius ventured
down 6th Street and found Gladys
Park, right across the street from
our “Hippie Kitchen.” A group of
guys often played basketball and
Demetrius loved to join them. One
day, he twisted his ankle and spent a
week recovering playing Dominoes
next to the court. That was where
he met former community member
Jesse Lewis. After Jesse moved into
the house and started doing Sunday
coffee, he invited Demetrius to join
him and Demetrius has been helping at the kitchen ever since, doing a
variety of odd jobs and tasks.
I asked Demetrius what the city
should address regarding the current
houseless crisis, and he offered this
reflection: “In order for the world to
be better, the person has to become
better. A lot of people say the world
is screwed up, but I don’t see it that
way. I mean, God created the world
and everything is beautiful: the
ocean, the trees and everything. Even
a simple little thing like an ant, it is
amazing.” And so we are all called to
explore how we each can be and do
better.
When asked what advice he would
give to people, Demetrius offered
this: “Pray and keep the faith.
Temptation will come everyday…
And don’t just pray today and forget
about it. You need to continue to
pray… We need to recognize God in
our lives… And it can’t just be when
you want to.”
When asked about what he thought

was next for him, Demitreus shared,
“I know my time here in L.A. will
be up pretty soon. I think it is time
for me to get back into the world.
I am more focused and am not so
influenced by the material things
anymore, like I was once upon a
time: the best car, the best neighborhood, nice clothes, the finest women,
pockets full of money. Even though
I had a good job, I was not happy,
and I felt empty inside. However, I
now feel very good. Every morning
I wake up, I thank God, even though
this backpack and bag of things are
all I have.”
And how might that future look?
“I want to get married. It is something I have wanted to do. When my
son’s mother used to try to pressure
me into getting married, I was not
ready for that. I did not want to take
her through the things I was into. I
knew I would still be running the
streets doing what I was used to
doing. But since then I have become
a man. I can now handle those responsibilities in an honest way. I am
ready for that. And I want to get back
to Florida soon. I feel it in my heart,
like it’s God’s time, not my time.
“My kids are in Virginia, South
Carolina, and Georgia. I just pray
that some day when I get back home
and this journey is over, that I will be
able to sit down and talk with them. I
don’t expect them to call me ‘Father’
or ‘Dad’ or even to be around me. I
just want the opportunity to explain
the nightmare I was going through
and how I did not want to drag them
along.”
When asked about his dream job,
Demetrius has no trouble selecting
one. “I have always been fascinated
with trains. My grandmother used to
live two blocks from the train tracks.
And back then, there used to be the
old locomotive powered by coal.
When the kids in the neighborhood
and I would hear the train coming,
we would run down to the tracks
just to watch. We would stand on the
tracks and look down at the smoke
coming up. I was fascinated by those
big turning wheels. I would see the
dude shoveling coal into the furnace.
I always wanted to be a train engineer. I am still fascinated.”
So, as we enter the season of
Christmas (or whatever this time of
year may be to you), may we have
the courage to look at ourselves with
the same eyes as Demetrius. May we
find inspiration and joy in the constant reminders of God in our lives.
May we listen to the stories of others
as we also share ourselves and our
stories with them. It is when we listen to and hold another’s story—their
complexities, their pains and fears,
their joys, their similarities and differences to us—that our judgment,
our ego, and whatever it is that keeps
us from seeing them (as beautiful
creations of love) can fade, and compassion, kinship, and belonging can
arise.
Ω
Matt Harper is an LACW community
member and an editor of the Agitator.
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They work tirelessly to support the communities in which they find themselves: from Skid Row, to the Ammon Hennacy House
of Hospitality in Boyle Heights, to the many other smaller and larger communities that exist in and around their lives.

THE WORK THEY DO IS FULFILLING
By MAYER COOK-TONKIN
“We all long for a loving community.
It enhances life’s joy.” - bell hooks
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T

he Los Angeles Catholic
Worker is an intentional
community with a clear
course of action. They work
tirelessly to support the communities
in which they find themselves: from
Skid Row, to the Ammon Hennacy
House of Hospitality in Boyle Heights,
to the many other smaller and larger
communities that exist in and around
their lives.
But what is it about community
life that is so inspiring and lifeaffirming? The book All About Love
by bell hooks reminded me how rare
(yet heartwarming) it is to see people
who are really committed to taking
care of each other. Though intentions are never enough, the Workers
genuinely try. Yet they do more than
try; they have big hearts, incredible
ideas, and an unending will to work.
This willingness is inspiring and
refreshing. In this capitalistic culture
of greed and inequality, where we
see people being selfish and choosing a life of consumption over true
happiness, the Workers are always
doing more. However, more than
just doing, the work they do is fulfilling. I cannot fully describe how
much I enjoyed sharing in the work.
The Workers are always thinking
of new and brilliant ways to do more
for the communities they serve.
They are committed and motivated
by a need for social change, but that
work is grounded in relationships.
Time and time again, I witnessed the
Workers being there for and helping
the people they have come to love.
These acts shine in times like these!
In my time at the LACW, I witnessed bad things happen to good
people. Despite this, the community
always tried to deal with it in a lifeenhancing way. This is due to the
love ethic that the Workers live by.
It provides them with values that set
them and others up for success. This
does not mean things were always
perfect. Sometimes there were conflicts and negative outcomes from
seemingly positive actions.
Nevertheless the motivation of this
work is to care, as opposed to money
or consumption of more and more.
The goal is to heal and help and give
so that others can receive what they
need. We do not live up to this every
day, all day. We all have superficial
and materialistic wants from time to
time. None of us is perfect. But this
is life; living in community is not
simple or easy.
The reality is that we do still live
and participate in this society despite
resisting many aspects with our
purchases and activism. I think it is
very easy to feel frustration and guilt
in a community that works within an
ableist society, one that values people
differently based on their capacity to
work, but it is important to remind
each other that we are more than
the worth of our physical labor or
monetary value. Each worker brings
such unique characteristics, creativity, beauty, and ideas, and this creates
the dynamic community – in the end,
the community would be less without
each and every person present.
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Benny
Mayer

Benny Mattis, Angelica Brown, Romario Quijano, Mayer Cook-Tonkin, Yesenia Vasquez, Matt Harper

Mayer
Many of us I am sure were raised
being told that people are all equal
and that “you should do unto others
as you wish done unto you.” This
is definitely the foundation of my
life to being able to tell right from
wrong - and this community is doing
it right. I highly recommend this experience if you have the opportunity
and seek enlightenment, education
and a sense of community.
Ω
Mayer Cook-Tonkin was a 2018
Summer Intern

ARLINGTON
WEST
MEMORIAL
By BENNY MATTIS

A

s a 2018 Summer Intern
with the Los Angeles
Catholic Worker, one of the
most memorable experiences for me was a trip to help Veterans
for Peace set up their Arlington West
memorial on Santa Monica Beach.
The memorial included a field of
crosses standing upright in the sand;
these grave markers representing
the thousands of soldiers who had
died since the beginning of the Iraq
war. As volunteers for the morning,
some of us helped set the crosses in
the sand, such that they stood in neat
perfect rows and columns across a
section of the beach.
The process of hammering each
cross into the ground was a powerful sensory experience. With every
thud, I dropped another cross into the

dry Pacific sand. The seemingly unending supply of crosses (and each’s
accompanying thud) drove home
the finality of a life sacrificed in
war. Most of the lives counted that
day were my age or younger; many
of them died trying to be virtuous
citizens seeking to defend freedom
from tyranny. Counting these losses
reminded me that the cost—the sacrifice—demanded by the failure to
achieve peaceful justice in this world
is always a human cost.
Thinking of the countless men and
women whose lives have been lost in
war since the dawn of civilization, I
remember William James’ call for a
“moral equivalent of war,” or a way
in which people could cultivate the
virtues found in the military (courage, discipline, etc.) without the
massive human cost (and existential
risk) of modern warfare. Certainly,
the “strenuous life” of the military
functions as a locus for the cultivation of virtue, especially insofar as
such virtue is necessary for a team to
persevere through hardship together
toward a common goal. Is it possible
to cultivate such virtues without the
threat of an invading army?
Today, many young people seek the
sense of cooperative perseverance in
virtual worlds, where they can fight
virtual wars alongside friends playing
all over the world. Certainly, virtual
reality is capable of inspiring degrees
of the goal-directedness and prosociality that have historically been
sought and found in military service.
Moreover, virtual warfare inspires
such dispositions at a very low human cost, compared to that of actual
warfare. However, to the extent that
the virtual is a controlled environment, the virtues that can be cultivated within it are limited. One cannot
exercise courage in an environment
sanitized of real risk; one cannot fully

Benny
practice charity or solidarity with a
“mute” button at one’s fingertips.
In her autobiography, Dorothy
Day quotes James in comparing the
“strenuous life” of the military with
the “strenuous life” of simple living
in solidarity with the poor. Could
such simplicity constitute a more viable alternative for the development
of virtue?
During my stay at the L.A. Catholic Worker this past summer, I
learned that strenuousness is indeed
required at times of those following
in Day’s footsteps—for instance,
when plumbing issues require Catholic Workers to dig holes deep into the
rocky surface of Boyle Heights! The
Ammon Hennacy House of Hospitality’s plumbing issues were just one
example of the element of unpredictability in Catholic Worker life that
could not be simulated in any virtual
world. But is communal living (and
are the virtues necessary for it) real,
or does it constitute a protected bubble that is still ultimately akin to the
artifice of virtual reality? Compared,

Romario
for example, to the “average” 9-to-5 job,
is the Catholic Worker “Real Life?”
As an intern entering his late
(rather than early or mid) twenties,
I had the question of “Real Life” on
my mind as I made my way through
the internship. Was the internship
just one more escapist way for me to
further delay the process of getting
a job, settling down, and raising
children? Or was it an opportunity
to become more “woke” from the
American Dream by learning about
hard realities of injustice in our
country? How was I to frame my
summer plans to friends and family
with established roots in the “Real
World” (i.e., occupations with salaries and benefits)?
Ultimately, what I learned at the
L.A. Catholic Worker is that these
were not the right questions for me to
ask. Reality is not defined by virtue
of its position in some occupation or
another (salaried or otherwise); it is
not something that can be captured in
a particular institutionalized way of

of life. Reality—Real Life—is not
a function of one’s economic role,
but rather a function of how one
interacts with others. As the theologian William Stringfellow warns
us, human institutions are always at
risk of becoming demonic “powers
and principalities,” if they are treated
as substitutes for authentic human
dialogue and truth-seeking.
At the LACW, this healthy skepticism toward human institutions—
even toward the Catholic Worker
movement itself—allows for people
from all kinds of occupations to
work together in making the Hippie
Kitchen and House of Hospitality
possible. My perspective was broadened by the variety of people invested in the maintenance and success of
LACW, and I am grateful to have had
the chance to meet a number of them
at picnics and pool parties over the
course of the internship.
As I bring my LACW experience with me, I hope to remember
to “keep it real” through dialogue
aimed toward truth and justice,
without making any kind of occupation, institution, or ideology into a
false idol. I may not have found a
proven solution to James’ search
for a moral equivalent of war, but I
have a broader understanding now
of what makes life real, good, and
worth living. This new understanding demands not a narrow recipe for
the cultivation of virtue, but rather an
openness to meeting my neighbors
where they are. It leads not to the
universal prescription of some ideal
lifeway or another, but to an immediate concern for justice in the messy
brokenness of the here and now.
Such a concern is manifest among
guests and volunteers at the Hippie
Kitchen, where food and fellowship
provide an avenue for resistance to
the principalities which would keep

Angelica
us divided. Every day, the Hippie
Kitchen’s unhoused guests bear the
cost of a systemic war on the poor,
and this war—like any other—also
demands the sacrifice of human life
irrespective either of virtue or inherent dignity.
Ω
Benny Mattis was a 2018 Summer
Intern.

LEARN TO LOVE
BY SERVING
OTHERS
By ROMARIO QUIJANO

A

nthony van Dyck’s Saint
Ambrose barring Theodosius from Milan Cathedral
was painted in 1618 C.E.
The overall structure consists of
Ambrose standing in gilded vestments, holding a staff, stops Theodosius from entering the Cathedral of
Milan; the military and state officials
stand behind Theodosius (who is on
lower steps and bending himself towards the bishop of Milan) as priests,
parishioners, and altar boys crowd
around St. Ambrose.
For those who may not know, St.
Ambrose refused to give Emperor
Theodosius entry to the cathedral for
ordering the massacre at Thessalonica (390 C.E.) to quell a popular
revolt where approximately 7,000 civilians lost their lives in the ensuing
carnage. And, as word reached Ambrose, Bishop of Milan, he ordered
that Mass not to be celebrated with
Theodosius present until he repented
for the massacre. The emperor eventually repents.
In the current conjuncture, where
climate change, class war, and iden-

tity struggles show little to no sign
of improving, Los Angeles religious
communities are asking a farreaching question: What else can we
do? With the diminishing power of
religious communities today, religious groups look externally, partnering with secular organizations, in
order to begin changing their local
surroundings.
During my stay with the Los
Angeles Catholic Worker this past
summer, I attended a community
dialogue at Dolores Mission Church
where the Jesuits partnered with L.A.
Voice to host a discussion between
the heavily patrolled Boyle Heights
community and new Los Angeles Police Department chief of police.
In attendance were people of faith
and no faith, homeless, immigrants,
former prisoners, children, adults,
Blacks, Hispanics, Whites, police
officers, and journalists. A rabbi,
an imam, and a priest began the
afternoon meeting, and individual
testimonies by attendees described
the abuse communities suffer under
LAPD’s reign. People wailed at
grievances, shouted in agreement
with the abused, and gave ovations at
the end of their testimonies.
The second portion of the event
was given to Police Chief Michel
Moore to respond to the grievances.
As expected, he promised to improve
relationships, recited that any identity-based discrimination was shunned
by the police, and would attempt to
be more responsive with police misuse of force against civilians.
Maybe Saint Ambrose should have
expected Emperor Theodosius to repent without warrant that his orders
were demonic. Emperor Theodosius
did not willingly leave the cathedral
the first time after his orders for repentance. He was forced out by the
bishop and asked to consider how his
sinful actions were offensive to God
and repugnant to the church.
For me, being at the L.A. Catholic Worker was to step into a life of
physical labor in the form of service
rather than pursue a financially beneficial path. It was to learn to love by
serving others, because it is good to
serve our brothers and sisters, as God
intended, and not because it makes
me good.
That being said, what is offensive
to God must also be named. Harassing Muslims, our darker-skinned
brothers and sisters, the drug-addicted, tazing the homeless, and wearing
firearms in front of our saints, our
Blessed Mother, and our beloved
community in church is, I believe,
offensive to God. So, what should
we do? What can be done?
First, where did the meeting at Dolores Mission go wrong? In affirming the positivity and productivity
of the event, the power LAPD holds
over the community is not effaced. It
is naïve to believe police will listen
to the community in any capacity considering the community has
few legal avenues to pursue justice
against cases of police abuse (also a
lack of monetary resources).
With what power does one plan to
hold the police accountable?
The meeting faltered further in
allowing the police chief to establish
himself as a socially aware, openContinued on page 6
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By KALEB HAVENS

I wrote this article about J.C. earlier this year during Lent while I was
on hunger strike, chained to a building next to his spot on 5th Street.
Since then, J.C. had his Cadillac
impounded. I recently reconnected
with him at the Hippie Kitchen.
He is back doing his rounds with a
vigor I respect and envy.

J

.C.’s 1977 Cadillac Coupe
breathes white smoke when it
runs—if it runs. This morning J.C., or “Ice Man” as most
people on Skid Row know him,
needed a new battery and a jump.
He now has the engine purring.
J.C. is my neighbor to the East.
He wants to get a bigger tent to use
as a garage for his merchandise.
J.C. has been in sales for many
years, currently running his own
cold drink, ice and snack delivery
service to folks in the area. He goes
right to their tents and sells items
cheaper than the stores so people do
not have to leave their possessions
unattended to the mercy of thieves
or, more often, city employees who
take people’s unattended possessions.
J.C.’s childhood was split between
substance-dependent family members and foster homes. The only
time in his life that he had his own
place was when his grandmother
died, before the bank seized her
house.
I see the J.C. who took business

classes at L.A. Trade Tech College
every morning as he gets up and
hustles his route long before the
warehouses open for business. He
goes out of his way to make sure
street vendors in MacArthur Park
have change on the weekends, and
he always reminds regular customers when they have stored up credit
either by overpaying or somehow
looking out for him and his business.
He has never used drugs or failed
to work a day in his life when the
opportunity presented itself.
Like everyone else on 5th and
Gladys, J.C. does not own anything
that he cannot move by himself every
two weeks for street sweeping. As if
life out here was not hard enough. Ω
Kaleb Havens is a Los Angles Catholic Worker community member.
HAVENS, cont’d from p.2
Dennis says westerns are the most
popular category at our library, and
historical non-fiction the most rare.
Reading is a chance for Dennis to
relax, to take his mind off the things
around him, and he needs that. To
be able to escape into a book and be
taken somewhere else completely
can be a real blessing. Plus, running
the library lets him meet and talk to
many new people. People he can’t
quite place often recognize him
because of his work at the Hippie
Kitchen library. We are happy to
have Dennis in our lives and blessed
for the service he brings to the
neighborhood.
Ω
Kaleb Havens is a Los Angles Catholic Worker community member.

SPIGOT
By KARÁN FOUNDS-BENTON
What would I feel
coming from my hot red
canvas tent in the dry
hardened morning,
four one gallon jugs in hand,
smoothing out their thinning plastic crush?
The stream of the hungry
is already filling the gate
of the soup kitchen garden
but I find the spigot free,
dripping slow sweet welcomes
onto the foamy residue below.
A woman walks
away and slightly sideways
with her heavy bundle of wet
blouses and skirts, beaten
on the leaf carpet that blocks
the drain below. She is
hugging them to her body,
trickling as clean as her earnest
arms could have twisted them.
There was a couple there once,
the spigot full blast
shamelessly celebrating
on the ringing grate.
Witnessed: he pulls up a bottomless
lawn and leaf bag,
pulls it over her lean body
as she gyrates off her clothes
and shivers.
She bails water into the bag
and over her skin smiling.
Tenderness, his fingers play over
the reluctant plastic edge, like the ferns
nearby that tease the small breezes.
Maybe he thinks of her skin. He, concentrating,
dedicating his hands to the principle of vertical.
Love itself could not have been
more sweetly delicate nor plain.
Did the rush of the little waterfall, like a memory
of abundance, make them feel
like a primal baptism, make them know
no public love more pure than this risky, plaintive act?
What would I feel?
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QUIJANO, cont’d from p.5
minded liberal.
By allowing the community to air
grievances, shout at him, and applaud victims, he allowed the community to believe they had some
form of power. Moreover, it was in
accepting blame that his department
had been racist in the past, which
partially redeemed him (he also
received applause).
It should be noted that there was no
demand made for officers to disarm
before entering the church. Of all
points, this is crucial; it is the site of
a small struggle that reflects a larger
one. Seemingly small instances can
show the reality of a situation or
power dynamic, and this would have
shown the differences in strength that
various organizations have.
When people understand strength
at the institutional level, it opens up
the possibility of strategic organization based on desired goals. If the
parish leadership were to have made
the demand that there be no guns
within church walls, they would
have demonstrated what values
they adhere to and staked a claim
to legitimacy as a moral institution. If the police chief could not
have assured this demand, then it
would have been better to cancel
the meeting due to the police chief’s
insistence on having firearms in a
meeting with nonviolent, unarmed
citizens. With this, the people would
have further evidence of the real
mistrust of the populace, and how
much a farce the event indeed was.

Now I watch a great bulk
Of a man kneel down slowly,
Secretively,
Slowly drawing out his arm
to fill his simple palm cup.
He steadies the single bend
of flesh while a little rivelet
rushes out the copper mouth,
fills his hand with a cool scant
puddle. Folding over his
life-line, he carefully
brings his hand to his mouth.
Does city water taste golden sometimes?
Can city water taste Holy?
Or is it that life
cool and malleable,
must find the senses, tempt the fingers,
trickle down
the pleading throat
as a private benediction.
How would I feel?
embarrassed, I turn
my head away.

Real organization, I believe, can
only happen when people understand
why there can be no real trust of the
police institution, when the reality of
their weakness signals the necessity
of radical organization.
Let us take Saint Ambrose’s rejection of Emperor Theodosius from the
Milan Cathedral as our inspiration
for creating the right divisions. We
have forgotten the power of repentance is also to admit and put into
minds what is a real crime against
humanity, and therefore against God.
At this crux, we have the power to
redefine criminality and expand its
contours to include crimes against
life under 21st-century capitalism.
Repentance, therefore, demands
a giving up of complacency; Saint
Augustine reminds us that evil is the
absence of good. However, what
is to be done with all the energy to
do good, without organization and
strategy?
Some would say simply to expect
change. Spontaneous action cannot
sustain energy long enough to create
changes in the power dynamics that
pain us. Like a child, this anarchy
kicks, hurts, yet can never utilize its
limbs properly to get what it desires.
Unfortunately, one could find after
this meeting, citizens happily taking
photos with the chief of police for
social media. Saint Ambrose, patron
saint of police, please, bar the State’s
hounds from entering our churches. Ω
Romario Quijano is a student at Cal
Poly Pomona and was a 2018 Summer Intern.

I hear the sighs
as big as your sound.
I see the sighs,
the shoulders rise and fall.
I wonder,
When the gate is locked in the Garden
And the sigh is silenced.
What would I feel?
Would I take your sigh
into the night, in the darkest blackness,
try to hold it
close in my chest, knowing
that it will drain out
by morning?
14 January 2018

HIPPIE KITCHEN ELDERS

Spigot,
twisted and opened,
a vein gift, bleeding
for the poor.
Spigot,
twisted and opened,
weeping with freedom.
Spigot,
smacking the hardened
cement
in rebellion. The smacks
gather together, pull at the
sticky sledge in the tight
shaft of drain
Spigot,
Unweaving the mind?
Unknotting the brow?

Front: Maria, Lindell, Ann. Back: Sr. Elizabeth, Catherine
Opening hope?
There is an aphorism that mandates respect for our elders. Here at the LACW
Hospitality Kitchen, we thought it a good idea to recognize individuals (both
Spigot.
community and volunteers) who are 80 years of age and above. The individuals in the above photo are our elders who at times have more energy than us
Sighing.
younger folks. We honor and thank each and all for your continued commitYou sigh.
ment to serve the least among us.
Note: Missing in this photo is Audrey, a longtime Saturday volunteer.
The people sigh with you.

Photo by Matt Harper

J.C.
THE ICEMAN

ON
THE LINE
KINGS BAY PLOWSHARES
UPDATE
The Kings Bay Plowshares evidentiary
hearing regarding the Religious Freedom Restoration Act (RFRA) concluded
after a second day of testimony November 19. Five of the seven defendants
testified at the federal court hearing.
The activists are facing three felony
charges and one misdemeanor charge
with a possible 25-year sentence. They
were arrested April 5 at Naval Station
Kings Bay on the Florida border after
their nonviolent symbolic disarmament
action of Trident submarines and the
D5 nuclear missiles they carry.
The seven Plowshares activists are
asking the court to dismiss or reduce
their charges because the government
failed to offer the least-restrictive
means of resolving the charges against
them. Magistrate Judge Benjamin
Cheesbro is expected to rule on the
motion in several weeks after an additional written argument is submitted. If
he recommends against it, a trial date
will then be set.
The hearing was the conclusion of
two days of testimony regarding the
RFRA. The defendants explained their
“deeply held religious beliefs,” and
how their observance of their religion
has been burdened by the government’s
response to their actions. The RFRA
requires the government to take claims
of sincere religious exercise seriously.
After the testimonies, Judge Cheesbro denied motions from several co-defendants requesting a lessening of their
bond restrictions, including removal of
ankle monitors for the five defendants
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Here at the Los Angeles Catholic
Worker we are being pulled along into
the year-end maelstrom of excitement that is the Holiday Season. One
minute we are innocently putting up
Halloween decorations, and the next
moment we are pushing aside New
Year’s streamers and wondering where
the last few months have gone. To wit,
our recent Halloween and Day of the
Dead celebrations seem like the distant
past; but they were beautiful. Alberto
and I erected the annual Day of the
Dead altar, draping fabric across milk
crates and coffee tables, and setting out
our collection of photographs of family
and friends who have passed away.
We marveled at the beautiful cloud
of witnesses—those who were connected with the house, community, and
kitchen—who have passed on before
us. Catherine Morris led us in a
Wednesday night liturgy where we

who are released on bond. They challenged the government’s contention
that the five are a “danger to community safety.”
In their testimonies throughout the
day several defendants said the real
crime, the real sin present at Naval
Station Kings Bay are the Trident II
D-5 nuclear missiles on the Ohio-class
submarines, for which the base serves
as the home port, and that Trident’s
omnicidal nuclear weapons are the
greatest threat to all of God’s creation.
To learn more about the Kings Bay
Plowshares action and activists, visit
their website —
kingsbayplowshares7.org and Kings
Bay Plowshares facebook page.

the result of migration that is up 49
percent since the turn of the century,
with more than 258 million international migrants in 2017, according to
the United Nations. A growing number
have drowned, died in deserts or fallen
prey to traffickers, leaving their families to wonder what on earth happened
to them. At the same time, anonymous
bodies are filling cemeteries around
the world.
—apnews.com
EXTREME INEQUALITY
ON THE RISE

A recent Associated Press report has
documented at least 56,800 migrants
dead or missing worldwide since
2014—almost double the number
found in the world’s only official
attempt to try to count them, by the
U.N.’s International Organization for
Migration. The IOM toll as of Oct. 1
was more than 28,500. The AP came
up with almost 28,300 additional
dead or missing migrants by compiling
information from other international
groups, requesting forensic records,
missing persons reports and death
records, and sifting through data
from thousands of interviews with
migrants. Moreover, the AP’s tally is
still low as more bodies of migrants
lie undiscovered in desert sands or at
the bottom of the sea.
The deaths and disappearances are

During a year in which so much of
the world faced deep poverty, one
class of individuals raked in more
money in 2017 than any other year
in recorded history: the world’s billionaires.
According to the Swiss bank
UBS’s fifth annual billionaires report
recently published, billionaires across
the globe increased their wealth by
$1.4 trillion last year—an astonishing
20 percent—bringing their combined
wealth to $8.9 trillion.
UBS estimates that the world now
has a total of 2,158 billionaires, with
179 billionaires created last year.
The United States alone is home to
585 billionaires—the most in the
world—up from 563 in 2017.
Meanwhile, according to a June report by U.N. Special Rapporteur on
Extreme Poverty and Human Rights
Philip Alston, 18.5 million people
in the U.S. live in extreme poverty
and “5.3 million live in Third World
conditions of absolute poverty.”
—commondreams.org

remembered many of these family,
friends, and neighbors. Folks contributed photographs, decorations (crocheted calaveras by Megan) and offerings (tequila sponsored by Karán,
bread by Alberto). There were a lot
of stories, sweet and bittersweet, with
music that mused over the hereafter,
followed by a meal together.
Our Halloween pumpkins were
later cut up for soup, and a few brave
community members watched “The
Mummy” starring Boris Karloff.
Later, for Guy Fawkes Day, Kaleb
organized a viewing of revolutionary
favorite “V for Vendetta.”
A brief holiday pause followed,
broken only by faint remembrances
of the ghost of Canadian Thanksgiving. Then, we started to gear up for
the marathon rally of the Thanksgiving-Christmas-New Year combo. We
are currently embroiled in Thanksgiving preparations. Tune in to the
next Agitator to see how things went!
In other festive news, October saw
the canonization of sweet hero, Salvadoran Archbishop Oscar Romero.
Some community members were able
to attend the all-night party and service
at our local parish, Dolores Mission
Church, where the life and convictions
of St. Oscar Romero were celebrated.
Some folks were also able to attend
the annual Los Angeles Poverty Department (LAPD) Skid Row Art Fest,
showcasing the life, love, creativity,
and beauty of the community downtown. The LACW was able to visit
the downtown LAPD space and learn
more about the network of talent and
creativity in the Skid Row community.
We also had a memorable visit to our
kitchen from members of the Urban
Voices Project, a Skid Row choir that
makes beautiful music. They brought
a karaoke machine to encourage
singers to show off their stuff, and
show they did, reminding us once

again of the immeasurable talent of
our wonderful friends.
Other friends from downtown, Skid
Row Coffee, invited us to celebrate
the opening of their permanent store
at the main Los Angeles Public
Library. These folks sell great coffee
to make money to give great coffee
away to the folks downtown. A vanload of us went to buy coffee, party,
and offer caffeinated encouragement.
In other party news, Ann Boden,
Jesse and Martha Lewis of newly
christened “Casa Descanso,” in Santa
Clarita, invited us over for a piratethemed bash. Costumes were mandatory, the pirate songs and sea shanties
grew more full-throated and heartfelt
with every sip of high-seas grog and
flourish of plastic cutlass, and gold-foilwrapped chocolate treasure abounded.
But that’s not all! Another memorable party was thrown for longtime
cherished community member Ann
Mulder, for her 80th birthday. Ann’s
family put on a beautiful event and
many LACW volunteers, community
members, and longtime friends were
able to attend. We are grateful for the
amazing hospitality skills of Ann as
she prepares food but, more importantly, greets her many friends and makes
people feel welcome and at ease.
Community member Matt Harper
also celebrated a birthday in October, and invited the community to
his parents’ house for a great time
eating delicious catered Casa Fina
food, playing the backyard beanbag
target practice game corn-hole (the
Midwesterners made a great showing) and competing to become Matt’s
parents’ favorite LACW community
member (after Matt).
In October, Jeff and Catherine were
able to take a relaxing vacation to a
Ventura seaside inn, where they were
able to enjoy California ocean vistas,
and time with friends in the area.

MIGRANT CATASTROPHE

WAR ON TERROR
The United States’ so-called War on
Terror has killed more than half a
million people in Iraq, Afghanistan,
and Pakistan, according to a new estimate from the Costs of War Project at
Brown University’s Watson Institute.
This new human casulty count signals that, far from diminishing, the
war is only intensifying. The overall
death toll is an increase of more than
113,000 over the last count, issued
just two years ago. —truthout.org
GLOBAL WARMING
Delivering yet another “wake-up call”
after recent studies have shown that
heat stress from anthropogenic global
warming has killed half of the Great
Barrier Reef’s corals since 2016, a new
analysis from U.S. scientists warns that
the entirety of world’s largest coral
system is at risk of bleaching and death
as Australia enters it summer months.
The forecast from U.S. National
Oceanographic and Atmospheric
Administration (NOAA) for November 2018 to February 2019 indicates
that the whole reef has a 60 percent
chance of reaching “alert level one,”
under which bleaching is “likely.” We
could see another global bleaching
event in 2019 that would impact not
only the Great Barrier Reef but also
other coral systems across the globe.
—commondreams.org
On The Line is compiled and
edited by Mike Wisniewski.
In early November, Jeff, Susan,
and Megan traveled to San Diego,
where Jeff gave a talk at the University of San Diego that accompanied
an exhibit of photographs of the life
of Dorothy Day and the Catholic
Worker. After the talk, the LACW
folks were able to meet up with the
intrepid Mary Ann O’Connor,
stellar footcare volunteer and our
Wednesday morning house person.
We were very blessed over this last
while to have two wonderful housemates with us. Regular kitchen volunteer Ken Baldwin stayed with us for
a month, and it was great to have him
with us in a more comprehensive fashion. We were also delighted to have
former summer intern Iris Vazquez
Howard join us for a month, gracing
us with her reflective perspective and
experience. We miss them both!
Our beloved former community member Karán traveled to the
Pacific Northwest to vigil against
nuclear weapons in Washington
State. Her vigil focused on cancer
patients protesting against the cancercausing, death-dealing nuclear arms
and nuclear mining industries. She
planned and undertook the vigil in
the face of her own experience with
cancer, and reported that many of the
workers at the vigil site quietly signaled their support. Longtime friend
Lisa Redmond sewed a beautiful
banner for her to use on the occasion.
Upon returning from her pilgrimage,
Karán decided with her doctors to
forgo further treatment attempts for
her fourth-stage cancer and enter into
hospice care at her daughter’s house
in Temecula. As you may have seen
on page 2 in this issue, on November
25, Karán went home to eternal
happiness. May she rest in peace.
House Journal is written by
Sarah Fuller
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[RAINY
SEASON NEEDS\
With the rainy season upon us, our friends on the street are in need of

inexpensive lightweight disposable rain ponchos to protect themselves, and
tarps to protect their meager possessions. If you can provide either or both,
please send or deliver them to 632 N. Brittania St. L.A. 90033-1722.
We also need adjustable metal canes, and working used (or new) wristwatches (preferably digital).
We, and our friends, would greatly appreciate your generosity. Thank you.
PLAN NOW TO ATTEND:
March 15–18, 2019 Pacific Life Community Faith & Resistance Retreat
at Vallombrosa Retreat Center in Menlo Park, California,
with a nonviolent direct action witness at Lockheed Martin on March 18.
The keynote speaker will be Bruce Gagnon, coordinator of GLOBAL NETWORK
AGAINST WEAPONS AND NUCLEAR POWER IN SPACE.
To Register contact the Redwood City Catholic Worker - 650-366-4415
THE LOS ANGELES CATHOLIC WORKER

The Los Angeles Catholic Worker, founded in 1970, is part of the international Catholic Worker
Movement, which was founded by Dorothy Day and Peter Maurin in 1933. We are a resistance
community that operates a soup kitchen in Skid Row, a house of hospitality in Boyle Heights, and publishes
this bi-monthly publication–the Catholic Agitator. Visit our website - http://lacatholicworker.org.

DECEMBER 2018 Vol. 48/No. 6

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 (aka Hippie 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 http://lvcw.org
ISAIAH HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
316 S. Cypress Ave., Santa Ana, CA 92701
(714) 835-6304 http://occatholicworker.org
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

In these diffulct times, for a mere dollar you can give friends and family a gift with meaning—a one-year subscription to the one and only
subversive Catholic Agitator, along with a card announcing your gift.

KIERAN PRATHER HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
672 2nd Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066
(650) 827-0706
http://catholicworkerhospitalityhouse.org

Recipient Name:

BEATITUDE HOUSE
267 Campodonico Ave., Guadalupe, CA 93434-1501
(805) 343-6322 www.facebook.com/beatitudehouse

Address:
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City/State/Zip:
Donor Name:
Send to: Catholic Agitator, 632 N. Brittania St., L.A., CA 90033-1722

YOUR FRIENDS AND FAMILY
FOR CHRISTMAS

ST. BENEDICT HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
4022 N. Cheryl Ave., Fresno, CA 93705
(559) 229-6410 http://sbcw.org lizaOSB@aol.com
CASA COLIBRÌ CATHOLIC WORKER
Ocampo #2 Hostotipaquillo, Jalisco Mexico C.P. 46440
http://casacolibricw.com
011-52 - 386-744-5063 - casacolibricw@gmail.com
AMANI HOUSE - NAIROBI, KENYA, AFRICA
mdavidomondi@gmail.com
NEW JERSEY CATHOLIC WORKER
aaddesso@riseup.net

