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SLOW
BUT STEADY
“Slow but steady, slow but steady,” This is what Frank tells me whenever I ask
		
him how is he doing.
				
Slow but steady is who we are. What we do does
					
not happen fast and is not particularly			
				
spectacular. It is slow but steady. The results
						
of our work take time to manifest themselves;
						
oftentimes we never see the results of our
						 work.
						
Our work is pretty mundane: cooking 		
					
beans, cleaning pots, wiping tables; but 		
					
we are a presence to the poor in a very 		
					
dark place. We listen to their stories, stand		
				
up for them in court, and protest the 			
				
injustices against them. I cannot tell you how
					
many times someone has come up to me and
					
said, “You saved my life when I was down.”
						
We may be slow but steady, but our bank
					
account moves at a rapidly diminishing 		
				
pace. So this Christmas if you think that 		
					
slow but steady is worth funding, then 		
						quickly send us a check.
THE RESULTS OF OUR WORK TAKE TIME
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SLOW

BUT STEADY
“Slow but steady, slow but steady.” This is what Frank tells
me whenever I ask him how is he doing.
Slow but steady is who we are. What we do does not
happen fast and is not particularly spectacular. It is slow
but steady. The results of our work take time to manifest
themselves; oftentimes we never see the results of our work.
Our work is pretty mundane: cooking beans, cleaning
pots, wiping tables; but we are a
presence to the poor in a
very dark place. We
listen to their stories,
stand up for them in
court, and protest the
injustices against
them. I cannot tell
you how many times
someone has come
up to me and said,
“You saved my life
when I was down.”
We may be slow but
steady, but our bank
account moves at a
rapidly diminishing
pace. So this
Christmas if you think
that slow but steady is
worth funding, then
quickly send us a check.

THE RESULTS OF OUR WORK TAKE TIME
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RENEWING SKID ROW TOILET CAMPAIGN

BETTER KNOW
A VOLUNTEER
STEVE HAN

FIGHTING FOR
SKID ROW
TOILETS
A
MATTER
OF DIGNITY

Photos by Mike Wisniewski and Theo Kayser

By MATT HARPER

B

uilding on its tradition of
resistance, the LACW and
others took to City Hall
on October 25, 2017, to
demand that the city provide 164
toilets and wash stations for Skid
Row. Two Skid Row resident/activists, Suzette Shaw and Ruben Martin
Garcia, began the press conference
by speaking of their personal experiences living on the Row in a city that
has shown little concern for their
health and humanity.
Dr. Ricky Blumenthal, a USC
Keck School of Medicine researcher,
highlighted the connection between
Hepatitis A and exposure to fecal
matter. General Dogan, longtime
friend of the community and organizer with the Los Angeles Community
Action Network, spoke of LA CAN’s
Dirty Divide report, which discusses
the city’s refusal to listen to the
county’s health recommendations
for Skid Row, as well as the city’s
unequal investment in the communities straddling Main Street.
Black Lives Matter’s Greg Akili
spoke both about the reality that a
disproportionate number of Skid
Row residents are Black as well as
the inherent contradictions in city
officials who profess liberal politics
while refusing to provide for the
needs of the houseless. Tom Grode
and Stephany Campos spoke about
the recently released No Place to Go
report which states that Skid Row
needs an additional 164 toilets in
order for residents to have the same
access to toilets as Syrian refugees in
U.N. refugee camps.
Finally, L.A. Catholic Worker
Catherine Morris spoke about the
city’s history of neglecting the needs
of the residents of Skid Row as
manifested in the community’s 30
years of campaigns to get toilets to
Skid Row.
During the press conference,
twelve LACW community members
and Hippie Kitchen volunteers made
their way to the fourth floor of City
Hall, which serves as the office space
for most city council members. For
four and a half hours, they occupied
toilets in the different bathrooms on
the floor and asked bathroom goers
to consider what it might be like
to be inconvenienced when needing to go to the restroom. In order
to increase the inconvenience, the
activists brought extra pants and
shoes in to some of the stalls to make
it appear as if all toilets were full.
They left the “legs” and posted signs
behind when the vigil ended; weeks
later some of those signs remained.
At the end of the press conference,
participants attempted to take two
toilets signed by residents of Skid
Row into City Hall. Unsure of what
to do, the police officers called their
supervisor. Ultimately, they said
that no glass containers are allowed
in the building and porcelain toilets
fell into that category. The protestors
promised to return soon with a gift
for Mayor Garcetti.
The participants celebrated the success of the day with some lemonade
and brownies outside City Hall as
police put up barriers around the
building. The action, which was
picked up by a variety of media, has
led the LACW into dialogue with
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Ruben Martin Garcia speaks at news conference at City Hall

TO
LETTER THE
EDITOR

RACISM
AND
THE LOST
CAUSE
By RICHARD NESTER

W

Martha Lewis and Jeff Dietrich
and support of many activists and
organizations that have been fighting
for the rights of Skid Row residents.
The most notable accomplishment
of the community’s efforts is the
construction of a temporary hygiene
center on Skid Row, which is set to
offer 16 bathrooms and 9 showers
when it is opened late December.
The LACW is excited to continue its
work in prioritizing the rights and
humanity of Skid Row residents as
the city has plenty of people fighting
for the rights of business and property owners.
W
Matt Harper is an LACW community
member.

hite House Chief of
Staff John Kelly’s recent interview remarks
defending Robert E.
Lee’s Civil War choice to defend
state rather than nation epitomize the
“lost cause” philosophy that Jeff Dietrich outlined in the October, 2017
issue of the Agitator in his article
“Racism and the Lost Cause.” Kelly
defended Lee as an “honorable man”
as if personal honor was the key
issue. However, could not personal
honor have led him to honor his
pledge to nation when he served as
an officer in the U.S. Army?
No, says Kelly, because in those
days loyalty to state trumped loyalty
to country. By this equivocation, believers in the “lost cause” doctrine
slide easily into a grievous moral
error, a slide that seems convincing
unless one looks at it much more
closely, allowing for the full historical picture.
In Kelly’s analysis the slaves just
disappear. Where did they go? Put
the weight of their chains into the
equation (not to mention the weight
of their bodies and personalities,
their children and families), and we
can better understand how we as a
nation are chained to our past. The
war was not a war of states versus
a nation. If it were, it never would
have happened because no state
would have seceded simply to defend
an abstract principle like states’
rights, and without secession no
individual would have had to choose
between nation and state.
The Southern states seceded in order to defend the right to own slaves,
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Every day here at the Hippie Kitchen,
we anticipate the arrival of various
regular volunteers on their accustomed
days of the week. An excellent addition to our roster of regular Thursday volunteers is Steve Han. Steve
has become our regular Thursday
vegetable washer, food flow facilitator, and end-of-day stove cleaner,
executing each duty with grace and
efficiency while maintaining an
unflagging air of gracious bonhomie.
When not volunteering with us, Steve
spends time looking after his Rhodesian Ridgeback rescue dog, and also
enjoys hiking and climbing. He works
as an importer/exporter. Steve’s favorite TV show is The Wire, he likes
electronic music, and his favorite
bean that we cook at the kitchen is
split peas. Steve tells us that if he had
a million dollars to donate, he would
split it between us and an animal
charity.
W
Better Know A Volunteer is written by
Sarah Fuller and Theo Kayser.
an enormously valuable commodity
in those days, a commodity essential
to an economic system that depended
on human labor maintained by whatever means necessary, including the
crudest kinds of physical and mental
torture that sucked a culture into its
moral black hole. This profound
money interest gave birth to passions
so intense that any sacrifice of that
interest sparked a fear as great then
as our fear of terrorism is today. It
sparked blatant misreadings of scripture to support an obvious immorality and stirred a terror of slave revolt
that echoes today in police shootings
of black men whose threat is often
taken for granted.
Make no mistake, white fear is old
and widespread in spite of our most
reasoned impulses. White supremacists actually see themselves as
embattled and in danger of extinction, a hardly possible vision but one
of ancient origin going back to the
first importation of slaves into the
U.S. To let down white guard is to
see a black enemy at the gates and at
our throats.
Kelly’s analysis imagines a moral
equivalency that never existed and
that only seems to exist if the vast
sufferings of slavery are ignored.
The Civil War was moral right
against moral wrong, and any other
analysis is corrupt. Until the U.S.A.
faces that wrong, openly and honestly, we will continue to bow down
to statues, to idols of justification,
and have no chance to begin anew or
heal our core divisions.
W
Poet Richard Nester is a longtime
friend of the LACW. He has lived in
California for decades, but was born
and raised in Floyd, Virginia.

PART OF NATIONWIDE CATHOLIC WORKER PROTEST
In front of University Hall, we highlighted that our goal was not to protest the humanity
of soldiers, but rather the support of the U.S. military by a Catholic institution.

PROTEST AIR FORCE ROTC PROGRAM

AT LOYOLA MARYMOUNT UNIVERSITY, L.A. CATHOLIC WORKERS

CATHOLIC WORKER
FOOTCARE

Photos by Mike Wisniewski

Bobby and Theo at ROTC Office
By MATT HARPER

N

ovember 16 marked the
28th anniversary of the
martyrdom of six Jesuits
and two women by U.S.trained forces in El Salvador. On
this year’s anniversary, a national
protest took place at nine of the
seventeen Jesuit colleges and universities that train through the ROTC
programs. At Loyola Marymount
University Los Angeles, Catholic
Workers arrived to challenge the Air
Force ROTC program. We began
with a rosary in front of Sacred Heart
Chapel. Alexandria Addesso connected each of the sorrowful mysteries to the sorrowful realities of war.
LMU President Timothy Snyder and
the Jesuit community of LMU were
invited to join the event, but when the
vigil moved to the front of University
Hall, the school chose instead to send
a variety of administrators to observe
us from a short distance. Additionally, a number of student organizations
were invited to support the protest,
but only one student chose to participate, while a small group of counterprotesters did show up: members of
the school’s Young Americans for
Freedom chapter as well as a number
of student veterans. Their presence
added important context and ultimately led to some valuable student
engagement that might not otherwise
have occurred.
In front of University Hall, we
highlighted that our goal was not to
protest the humanity of soldiers, but
rather the support of the U.S. military
by a Catholic institution. I then spoke
about war profiteer Raytheon Corporation (who owned the building before LMU purchased it), which makes
billions each year from electronics
and missile sales, and the Howard
Hughes empire (the original owner
of the compound), part of which had
become the military’s single largest
supplier of weapons systems.
I then highlighted the hypocrisy of
supporting DACA students against
President Trump while simultaneously feeding immigrant students
into a military controlled by him.
The school was asked to offer full
scholarships to any student interested
in leaving the military so that they
did not feel trapped by the expense
of an LMU education. Community
member Mike Wisniewski then
spoke about the incompatibility of
Catholicism and war before others
articulated the strong belief that the

Outside chapel, Alexandria leads the Rosary, Kaleb holds up the sword.
training and structure of the Armed
Forces do not permit Jesuit values to
“liberalize” the military.
The group then proceeded to the
AFROTC office inside University
Hall where speakers highlighted the
role of U.S. economic and political
interests in creating and sustaining
military conflict. I then highlighted
the historical role of the U.S. in
overthrowing democratically elected
leaders that refuse to serve U.S.
interests and install leaders who do.
Jan and Megan at ROTC Office
I went on to highlight the cost of war
to U.S. taxpayers, the social services
military plays in the militarization
left under-funded because of military
of police forces, which are used prespending, the lack of support veterdominantly on low-income commuans receive when they return home,
nities of color and those protesting
and the number of retiring threeagainst the state. I spoke of the resisand four-star generals who then go
tance at Standing Rock, Black Lives
to work as consultants or defense
Matter Los Angeles, mine-resistant
executives. Alexandria Addesso then
armored vehicles going to public
spoke about the ways she has seen
elementary schools, and more.
the military exploit poor and working
The Special Assistant was then
class whites and people of color.
given a symbolic sword and asked
Then, to focus specifically on the
to pass it along to President Snyder
Air Force, speakers highlighted
with the message that whenever he
the specific atrocities of the Air
was ready to follow in St. Ignatius’
Force—dropping atomic bombs on
footsteps, he too could lay down his
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, dropping
weapons at the foot of the Madonna
napalm in Vietnam, and committing
and relinquish his participation in
international drone murders—before
violence. He promised to pass the
specifically focusing on the history
message and sword along.
of U.S. ICBM testing in the Marshall
Our group then walked to the
Island’s, highlighting the health, ecobridge of University Hall where the
logical, cultural, and social impacts
Veterans Memorial Wall is located.
that has had on the islands residents.
Listed on this memorial are the
Specific attention was paid to the
names of all alumni who have died
U.S.’ recent launch of missiles from
in all U.S. wars. The group, seeing
Vandenberg Air Force Base on Calithese soldiers as victims as much as
fornia’s central coast, into the atolls
those they were instructed to kill,
of the Marshall Islands in response to
chose to honor the moment by invitNorth Korean launches.
ing all (including counter protesters)
Participants were then asked to close
to sing, “All the Weary Mothers”
their eyes as roughly 6,800 BBs (repby Joan Baez. The event ended in a
resenting the 6,800 nuclear weapons
brief prayer before individuals chose
in the U.S. arsenal that each carry an
to engage in conversations.
explosive power far greater than those
It is impossible to know what
bombs dropped on Japan) fell with a
a reasonable goal is for such an
pang into a coffee can. It seemed as if
event. That said, this seemed to be
the sound would never end.
a very successful endeavor. There
As the group prepared to continue
to the President’s office, it was clear
were many valuable conversations
the curiosity of a number of students
between students and Catholic Workwas piqued. Our large group continers, both groups maintained a general
ued on to President Snyder’s where
respectfulness, and we Catholic
we were met by the Special Assistant
Workers were able to take a stand for
to the President. Linus Shentu, a
the clearly unpopular views we have.
friend of the LACW, talked about
The LACW promised to return in
how hard it was to get information as
the future and hopefully this can be
to the nature of the relationship besomething that students and staff are
tween LMU and the U.S. military, but
given greater opportunity to explore,
that the little information gained sugas it seemed new to many of them. W
gested economic incentives for LMU
to accept the AFROTC program.
Matt Harper is an LACW community
I then talked about the role the U.S.
member.

Tyrone Taylor with granddaughter
By MARY ANN O’CONNOR

C

aring for feet burdened with
life on L.A.’s Skid Row is a
privilege. When life spirals
into what seems a dead
end—landing in the darkest part of
a city that glitters, the toll is starkly
evident in one’s feet. Feet that are
cracked, calloused, bent in unnatural
ways…feet that press the concrete
with nowhere to rest and nowhere to
go are placed in my lap with great
trust and humility and “offered”
for some measure of healing. This
is a sacred experience for me, and
never so much so as when I cared
for Tyrone’s feet, while he taught me
something of love.
Tyrone is now in his mid-60s. He
lives with little means, but is no longer “on the street.” He has a room
at the west end of Skid Row and
engages daily with the people of the
street he knows and lived with for
more than 22 years.
Those years of darkness were preceded by job loss in the steel industry in Pennsylvania. A marriage that
included three children did little to
keep him from descent into alcohol
and drugs as a way to palliate his despondency. He “worked” his way to
Los Angeles during this descent, and
as he described to me, “lived in the
L.A. riverbed, in the worst possible
way…with rats crawling over me.”
While in that condition, Tyrone’s
children were growing up on the
other side of the country, without a
father they could barely remember.
Tyrone tells me that over ten years
ago his youngest daughter decided
to fly to Los Angeles and look for
her father, offering money to those
on the street who would find Tyrone
and take her to him. When she found
him, she told him who she was and
embraced him. He cringed and told
her he was “dirty,” and not to come
near him.
Tyrone tells me that his daughter’s
love changed him. She returned
home having no more than found
him. Shortly after, he says he “made
a decision knowing that I was loved
and knowing what I had to do.” Tyrone says, “You know, Mary Ann,
most of these people out here don’t
Continued on page 6
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A MOTLEY GANG OF HOLY DAREDEVILS
THE DEMANDS
OF
SKID ROW

By Marc Gulaya

Photos by Mike Wisniewski

T

he Los Angeles Catholic
Worker Summer Program
was a wholesome experience that I was blessed to
have been a part of. I arrived at the
LACW with hopes of finding a gospel-based community that loved and
served poor and downtrodden folks
in the spirit of Christ. What I ended
up discovering during my stay here,
while nothing far from my expectation, was a full-on immersion in the
communal rites and counter-cultural
activity that make up the LACW,
which give it the characteristics of
what I would describe as an “urban tribe.” Throughout my seven
weeks, not only did I meet new
people through this community, I
also learned a great deal about where
we serve and the people we serve as
well. I also learned a lot more about
what it means to care for the “least of
these” as if caring for Christ.
The folks at the Los Angeles Catholic Worker appear to be a motley
gang of holy daredevils and hardcore
activists, something that stands out
in today’s age of so-called ‘slacktivism,’ or supposedly engaging various
causes through social media as well
as doing everything behind a screen.
Instead, these people boldly go out
to the streets and make themselves
heard, on occasion risking trouble
with the authorities and intentionally
breaking some rules.
Everyone in the community lives
together in a longstanding Victorian
house in the Boyle Heights neighborhood of L.A., reminiscent of The
Munsters’ domiciles. The community members that I hung out with
came from diverse backgrounds
and walks of life, all of which were
interesting and many with whom
I enjoyed colorful conversations
and thought-provoking discussions.
There were also many memorable,
fun moments from the time spent
together, including our Jeopardy
viewing ritual every evening, rocking out to music during dishes after
dinner which would sometimes lead
to dancing, as well as breaking into
song while prepping meals in our
kitchen downtown.
In addition, through the course
of my stay I was able to meet many
of the community’s friends, former
community members, and supporters, which make up the LACW’s “extended family.” If my anthropological
training taught me anything, this is all
part of an elaborate kinship network
that connects us all and through which
we encounter a sense of belonging.
Another major aspect of the
internship was the greater added
knowledge I gained regarding Skid
Row and homelessness. This is a
place and term that many, including myself, have heard plenty about
and is associated in many people’s
minds with many things, more often
than not negative. As is known by
anthropologists, places, aside from
being physical and geographic locations, are imbued with meaning,
and Skid Row is a fine example of
how meaning and societal attitudes
shape spaces. Specifically, Skid Row
appears to be laden with feelings of
pain, suffering, and marginalization
as well as with individuals’ own stories and struggles.
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By LILIAN VASQUEZ

S
Iris Vazquez Howard

Kaleb Havens

A WAY TO BALANCE

FAITH
AND JUSTICE
By IRIS VAZQUEZ HOWARD

Iris, Marc, Lilian, Kaleb, Karan (bottom right) along with Veterans For Peace after setting up at Arlington West

AS JESUS DID

PRACTICING
COMPASSION
By KALEB HAVENS

I

Kaleb Havens and Lilian Vasquez
After having spent three days each
week serving there and learning
about it from talks and presentations by people like General Dogon,
from the Los Angeles Community
Action Network, I believe I am now
more familiar with and have a better
understanding of Skid Row, which
makes it less daunting and strange
to me than before. I was also made
aware of misconceptions that I previously had which have now been shattered, most notably the idea that only
homeless people live on Skid Row.
While this was not my first time
interacting with and serving homeless folks, I have learned more about
them through this summer internship. No longer will the homeless
be like strangers to me whenever I
see them on the streets, for I know
that they are real people with names
and stories. Indeed, as time went on
I had the opportunity to meet and
personally know (to some degree)
some of our guests who regularly
frequent our kitchen and was able to
greet them by name, especially guys
like Khalid and ‘White Boy.’
As expected, spirituality is a major
component of life at the L.A. Catholic

Lilian Vasquez
Worker. Quite surprisingly, however,
community members exhibited a
varying range of expressions of faith,
not all being Catholic, or even decidedly Christian. This made it easy for
this cradle-Catholic, partial Hinduturned evangelical Christian-turned
radical disciple of Jesus to fit right
in, and belonging/participating in
community life was not an issue.
In fact, while there I was able to
taste another form of ‘church.’ Each
Wednesday, our community holds an
evening liturgy to which everyone is
welcome and the community’s “extended family members” frequently
drop by to attend. Following liturgy,

all present are invited to gather
for a special dinner. These gettogethers for me captured the spirit
of the early Christians and how they
shared life and meals communally
as a church at the Lord’s Table. For
them, “church” was not just going
to a designated location once each
week or something that happened
each Sunday for an hour or two and
dispersing afterwards. The church in
Acts not only worshipped together,
but lived and ate meals together, all
while enjoying fellowship with one
another. This was church as God
intended it. Moreover, the act of
feeding the poor at our soup kitchen

Marc Gulaya
could be seen as a kind of sacrament.
If it is to be believed that the food we
serve to our guests is being served to
Jesus himself, this activity can draw
one closer to God.
What I ultimately ended up experiencing during my sojourn at the Los
Angeles Catholic Worker was a totally radically different way to live
life. Living here might seem like
an alternative to going out into the
world and getting an actual job, but
make no mistake, this is no slack-off,
Continued on page 6

thought because I had been a
once-a-week Saturday volunteer at our kitchen off and on
for years prior to my summer
internship that I knew a thing or two
about service to the poor. I thought
because I had washed dishes and
served main dish and changed the
water in the goldfish pond and swept
and mopped and drank PBR at happy
hour a few times that I knew what it
took to be a Catholic Worker. I did
not know how much I did not know.
First of all, no matter how clever
we are or how far we stretch it, there
is never enough money to fulfill the
mission. We can feed many guests
but we cannot find stable work so
guests have an alternative to life on
the street. We can saw off ingrown
toenails but we cannot afford the podiatrist who could fix the underlying
problem that makes walking a unique
form of torture. We can plaster the
cracks in the wall, but we cannot
reset the wall joints that groan under
the decades-old roof. We can top off
or change the fluids in the minivan,
but we cannot replace the transmission that could die on any given day
or mount the engine to keep it from
crashing through to the ground on
our way to the kitchen. We can pray
for these things, and we do, and we
hope you do too, but we constantly
Continued on page 6

B

efore arriving in Los
Angeles this summer, my
experience with the Catholic
Worker movement was one
of surrender and heartbreak, a frustrating condition of being blessed
with ambition but without the heart
or courage to muster a practical application of faith in action. When I
applied to be an intern at the LACW,
it was in hopes of restoring my conviction that there is a way to balance
faith, community, and social justice
in everyday life, to have a transformative and healing example of how
and why the movement is not only
possible, but necessary. Within my
first week at Hennacy House, my
faith was restored and I found myself
newly energized and affirmed in my
belief that there are people doing the
true and real work of furthering the
Kingdom of God on earth.
My favorite thing about the people
I met in the LACW is that they were
so human and susceptible to all the
mortal shortcomings of will and ego.
Not a single community member
struck me as saint-like or incapable
of recognizing the challenges that
prevent them from most living in the
image of God. There ran the spectrum of arrogance and humility, joy
and despair, diligence and distraction, stubbornness and compromise
in each and every person.
Yet without fail, the work continued to get done; beans cooked, meals
served, kitchen cleaned, smiles
shared, witness bared, bathrooms
scrubbed, thanks given, prayers
prayed, and so on, every day without
fail. That is the legacy and crux of the
movement—to maintain momentum,
but at what rate and in what direction?
Continued on page 6

kid Row is a charming black
man. When you first meet
him, he sports a gray-haired
beard, carries a sly smile, and
adorns himself in discolored baseball
caps. He seems shabby in appearance, but once you get to talkin’
with him, you will see he is the most
captivating man roaming the city of
Los Angeles. At first, however, he
will make you feel uneasy. He will
make you feel uneasy because of how
impressionable he seems to be—and
not because of the notoriously bad
reputation he has assumed. When
Skid Row walks confidently into a
room, he does not ask politely for
your attention but demands attention.
He is not afraid to ask you when his
beans will be ready, if he can have
a second plate, or to wipe his table
down. Skid Row, to put in bluntly, is
a man to be reckoned with.
When I first encountered Skid Row,
it was early in the morning and I had
just arrived at the Hippie Kitchen.
He was the first to kindly embrace
me when I came to prepare his
meals. He would sit outside, waiting
patiently—coffee in one hand and
backpack in the other—as I prepared
salad and buttered bread. I, on the
other hand, was not patient. I would
easily get tired of repeatedly chopping heads of lettuce and tediously
slicing loaves of bread. Despite my
dislike for the monotonous nature of
meal preparation, Skid Row’s charm
never failed to make me and my
work feel meaningful. Skid Row had
ways of making me feel warm and
safe in the comfort of sweet nothings. He would call me “darling,”
“cutie,” and “baby doll.” He would
tell me to keep smiling because my
smile had made his day. And every
now and then, he would joke around
and tell me to marry him because I
would “make a great wife.”
And while Skid Row had a way
with words that woud melt anyone’s
heart, Skid Row, as I came to discover, could only, and I mean only,
keep you comfortable with sweet
nothings. Skid Row had a dark past.
He would often get involved with
the kind of drugs that would give
someone a famished look after longterm use. He would get involved
with gangs, local police officers, and
every bad thing in between. Skid
Row, needless to say, had some issues. And because of this, I learned
to be extra careful around him.
When it came to talking with him, I
had to make sure I asked about how
his day was going, how his plate of
beans tasted, and if he needed a refill
of water. I learned to look out for
him and—learned to meet his needs
first, regardless of his life’s circumstances. He too, whenever it seemed
appropriate, took care of me. This,
of course, surprised me the most.
It seemed out of character to want
to take care of someone like me. I
seemed to be well-off. And yet, Skid
Row would offer me random selections of body soap, potato chips
Continued on page 6
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know they are loved, and without
that, they have nothing emotionally
to pull them up. Without the Catholic Workers feeding me, keeping me
alive for 22 years, I would not have
seen that day my daughter convinced me that I was loved.”
Dorothy Day often quoted Dostoevsky from Brothers Karamazov, “Love in action is a harsh and
dreadful thing compared to love in
dreams.” Tyrone would say that
that courageous, though “harsh and
dreadful” act of a daughter for her
father compelled him to choose love
for himself.
As I finish caring for Tyrone’s
feet and hand him a new pair of
socks, he holds my attention with
an angelic grin and eyes that dance
with peaceful assurance, and affirms
as Dorothy would, “The only solution is love.”
(To see Tyrone Taylor’s reunion
with his family profiled in The New
York Times ten years ago, go to
“Housing Agency and Family Lift
Man From Life in the Street.”)
W
Mary Ann O’Connor is a retired RN
and an LACW extended community
member. She is a regular volunteer
at the Hippie Kitchen foot care
clinic and helps out at our house.
GULAYA, cont’d from p.5
freeloader lifestyle. Rather, this life
involves hard work, and my seven
weeks were anything but “summer
vacation.” From food prep at the
kitchen, mopping floors, scrubbing walls on the patio, to “house
day” chores, the Catholic Worker
life demands a full commitment to
labor, which at times can provide
a much needed dose of humility,
which brings to mind the Benedictine ethos of Ora et Labora (pray
and work).
Lastly, I am more than grateful
to have wandered into the arms of
this welcoming, loving community.
After being in the midst of such folk
for quite some time, I began to feel
like being adopted by the family, to
have a place amongst the community’s extensive web of friends and
supporters. I sincerely hope to return soon and visit in the near future
and will attempt to keep in touch
with everyone there.
W
Marc Gulaya, a recent graduate of
U.C. Irvine, was a 2017 Summer Intern. He has continued to volunteer
with us at the Hippie Kitchen.
HAVENS, cont’d from p.5
walk the razor’s edge in providing for
the now and planning for the future.
The precarity of any Catholic
Worker, always lurching from one
season of donations to the next,
begs the comparison to Jesus’ birds
of the air and lilies of the field in
Matthew’s Gospel. Not sowing,
reaping, toiling, or spinning and
yet the birds and the lilies want for
nothing. Does not leave much margin for error or “cushion” for lean
times, but giving everything away to
those who need it more and keeping
only what we need to live simply is
practicing compassion as Jesus did.
The Latin root for the word compassion is compati, meaning ‘suffer
with,’ as explained by a fictitious
but eloquent priest in the wonderful
new film The Good Catholic. To
live as Jesus did, we have to offer
more than pity or sympathy or a sad
emoji via text. We must suffer with
our least fortunate neighbors, just
like the Son of Man, who said in
Luke that he has no place to lay his
head. Makes me feel a little guilty
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for having a roof and a bed, but our
loaves and fishes inventory remains
finite no matter how many times we
bless it and a good night’s sleep helps
us do the work of stretching what we
do have and serving it with a smile.
Too often what we call compassion becomes theater; it becomes
a glossy centerfold in a corporate
ad or a political campaign, or
even a Facebook photo of that one
time I volunteered for that thing
where they told me I was helping
somehow. Too often what we call
compassion is really just jumping
up and down, arms waving, insisting that the world stop and bear
witness to the monuments we have
erected celebrating our big hearts
that feel, like, so much. That is
what I wanted when I first started
volunteering—to be noticed as compassionate. I am now wiser to the
hypocrisy of that sentiment, but that
is not the same as being free from it.
It is hard to live with true compassion in any city where there are so
many thousands suffering, so we
numb ourselves to it, blind ourselves so we do not see our brothers and sisters sleeping at the bus
stop or on the courthouse steps. Or
when we do see them, we call them
scourges for leaving trash in our
neighborhoods or having the gall
to make their mental handicaps or
addictions or trauma our problem
while we are on our way to work or
running errands. It can be tempting to harden our hearts, to protect
ourselves so that we do not see or
feel their pain.
But the survival instincts that built
these walls to protect us, instincts
that kept us safe from predators, are
not our highest faculties. Compassion is. Compassion is what separates us from animals; it is why we
care for our sick and wounded and
young and old; it is why we choose
to suffer with people who are not
from our family or tribe but who are
members of the human family, those
the Greeks called the ambassadors of
the gods, people whose living situations and societal status we are all
just one bad day away from sharing.
This summer I learned to be compassionate even though it hurts; if
it does not hurt, you are not doing
it right. Being comfortable with
precarity and simple living is one
of the disciplines that keep the fires
of compassion burning. There are
others, as our many donors and
volunteers know. I have decided to
stay on with the community to tear
down my barriers to practicing compassion, and if you are reading this I
hope you will practice with me. W
Kaleb Havens is an LACW community member. He was a 2017 Summer Intern.

APPEAL
HOWARD, cont’d from p.5
It was easy to feel active and
accomplished after a day at the
Hippie Kitchen or to be optimistic
and instilled with perseverance surrounded by songs of resistance and
unconditional love at liturgy; and to
take comfort in these triumphs of
spirit and risk a bit of pride for the
community would not be indulgent. For in its most traditional and
sustainable iteration, the Catholic
Worker simply needs to perform the
works of mercy and live in accordance with the aims of justice. To
maintain the movement, to keep
older generations of donors happy,
to continue to live under God’s law,
not man’s, is really all the Catholic
Worker “has” to do. Which is why
I was so impressed that the Los
Angeles Catholic Worker did not
seem satisfied to rest easy by “just”
serving meals or gathering in theological discussion.
The first lecture of the summer was
given to us by Rev. Larry Holben,
who set the tone by sharing a history
of the Catholic Worker, but also challenging us to consider the ways in
which “all things are in right relation
to each other,” which I understood
as an invitation to view the Catholic
Worker as evolving, pivoting in more
current directions. Holben spoke
to us about the ways in which the
lenient and anti-hierarchical ways
of the movement have often led to
vague interpretations of justice or, on
the other hand, how narrowing in on
a definition can eclipse the breath of
its vision and possibility.
If the Kingdom of God is a “divinely ordered and balanced whole,”
as Holben stated, where does the
Catholic Worker find harmony in the
tension of the present world? Can
they embrace changing social and
economic politics or theories and
advocate for changes in law? Does
that mean collaborating with an oppressive government and a relinquishing of ethics? Can they reject
the Catholic Church as a human
institution and question infallible
tradition? I witnessed in beauty and
grace the LACW struggle with these
questions and be open to adaptability, the truest substance of longevity.
More than anything what I most
appreciated about this summer was
the undeniable humanity of the L.A.
Catholic Worker and the trials of
living in community and in complicated times. I found myself anxious
at first that my beliefs would be too
radical and my faith too scattered,
but almost immediately I felt at
home in this weird and diverse family. I was relieved to watch them
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take time to relax and laugh, to take
pleasure in simple things, to quarrel
and disagree but still love each other.
Beyond that, I was delighted to
learn of their support of Black Lives
Matter, their work alongside local
organizations on Skid Row, their
commitment to interfaith dialogue,
and respected their ability to reflect
on their own actions and ideals as
perhaps dated and ineffective. There
is true courage and faith in feeling and acting on a call to follow a
newer expanded truth, to know and
understand that there is always more
of God’s will to be revealed, and to
have the humility to receive it.
I had an incredible summer in Los
Angeles, and I look forward to staying in contact with the wonderful
people I met both in the house and
on Skid Row, and continuing to be a
part of the movement as it grows and
strengthens to meet all its obstacles,
big and small, with unconditional
love and open-mindedness.
W
Iris Vazquez Howard, a student at
Evergreen State College in Olympia,
Washington, was a 2017 Summer
Intern.
VASQUEZ, cont’d from p.5
(of the Frito-Lay variety), and most
importantly, he would offer me bits
of kooky advice. Skid Row never
failed to impress me.
Now that I have left him, it will
be months before I get to see him
again. I can only come to visit every
once in a while, as I have other
much more “busy” things to do.
People like me, and like you, can
never seem to stick around too long.
We only seem to enjoy Skid Row’s
company whenever it conveniences
our lives. We think to ourselves,
“Maybe I will pay a visit Thanksgiving Day or maybe Christmas Eve.”
I wonder if this offends Skid Row?
Will he get mad if I can only pay him
visits? Do I upset him when I leave
for long periods of time? Does he
think he is easily forgotten? I wonder
about Skid Row. I wonder if my time
spent with him was meaningful to
him, as it was for me?
W
Lilian Vasquez is currently a student
at University of California, Berkeley,
and was a 2017 Summer Intern.

POPE FRANCIS
CONDEMNS
POSSESSION
OF NUCLEAR
WEAPONS

D

uring a November 10 Vatican conference on nuclear
disarmament, Pope Francis
openly denounced the continuing possession of nuclear weapons
by various world governments.
Francis told the conference participants that humanity cannot fail “to
be genuinely concerned by the catastrophic humanitarian and environmental effects of any employment of
nuclear devices.”
“If we also take into account the
risk of an accidental detonation as a
result of error of any kind, the threat
of their use, as well as their very
possession, is to be firmly condemned,” he said.
“International relations cannot be
held captive to military force, mutual intimidation, and the parading
of stockpiles of arms,” the pope continued. “Weapons of mass destruction, particularly nuclear weapons,
create nothing but a false sense of
security.”
W

ON
THE LINE
RESISTANCE UPDATE

WORLD HUNGER

An update to the situation reported in
this column in the October Agitator
regarding Jessica Reznicek and Ruby
Montoya of the Des Moines Catholic
Worker. A letter was recently sent to
Attorney General Jeff Sessions signed
by 84 members of Congress, who said
that, “maintaining safe and reliable
energy infrastructure is a matter of
national security.” They alluded to the
national protests sparked by the fourstate Dakota Access Pipeline, which
crosses 18 Iowa counties. “While
we are strong advocates for the First
Amendment, violence toward individuals and destruction of property are
both illegal and potentially fatal,” the
letter stated. The pressure continues
to mount on Sessions to file domestic
terrorism charges against Reznicek
and Montoya (and others) who oppose
pipeline construction projects and their
operation.
—demoinesregister.com

According to a recent U.N. report,
the number people who suffer from
hunger in the world increased in 2016
after steadily declining for more than a
decade. Eleven percent of the world’s
population—more than 815 million
people—go hungry every day, a five
percent increase over the last two
years. The report lists three reasons:
climate change, economic downturns
in nations heavily dependent on commodity trading, and an increase in
violent conflict around the world.
—ncronline.org

OREO COOKIES
In 2016, Mondelez Global, LLC,
Nabisco parent company, laid off 600
Chicago-based bakers and moved
those jobs to Mexico where workers
are paid approximately one dollar an
hour. There is a call for a boycott of
all Mexican made Nabisco products.
Check the label before you buy, it
states where that product is made
under the ingredients.
—Interfaith Worker Justice Fall
2017 Newsletter.

THE

HOUSE

JOURNAL

Well, the leaves are turning red and
falling from the trees, there is a bite of
frost in the air, and the first snowflakes
have begun to settle gently on... JUST
KIDDING! It is still as hot as ever here
in sunny southern California, with palm
fronds waving in warm breezes and
blossom-laden shrubs attracting coteries
of iridescent hummingbirds. Ah, autumn.
The cavalcade of experiences that
constitute life at the LACW continues to unfold apace. To prepare for
Thanksgiving, we had a community
movie viewing of LACW favorite
Babette’s Feast. We hope to someday
become gracious artists of hospitality
like Babette.
Thanksgiving dinner was attended by
old and new friends, family, neighbors,
community members, guests from
downtown, and many combinations
thereof. We even had a little dog in attendance, Muumuu, who displayed a

DEVASTATED PUERTO RICO

has received more than one million
applications for assistance with only
about 251,000 approved as of the end
of November; FEMA has distributed
$230 million thus far; more than
2.7 million cubic yards of trash and
debris still awaits removal by the
U.S. Army Corps of Engineers; more
than 900 bodies have been cremated
since the storm hit without being
physically examined by a government medical officer to determine if
they should have been included in
the official death toll of 51; children
are largest casualty group, many suffering with long-term psychological
trauma; many people suffer with a
fungus on their skin from sleeping in
moldy conditions.
NOTE: This list, although certainly
not comprehensive, was compiled
from various news sources.

Hurricane Maria’s devastation in
Puerto Rico, a U.S. territory with 3.4
million U.S. citizens: Estimated damage - $95 billion; more than 200,000
people have fled to Florida alone; an
estimated 300,000 more could leave
within the next two years, this is on
top of the half million exodus over the
last decade of economic crisis; professionals are leaving at an alarming
rate; only 66 percent of the island’s
electrical generation capacity has been
restored as of the end of November
with roughly 70 percent of the population still without power; about 2,400
people remain in temporary shelters;
15 percent of the population still do
not have running water, but those
with water are under a boil only rule,
though most do not have electricity or
cooking gas to get that done; FEMA

New research from the University of
Kansas and West Virginia University
links the Flint, Michigan water crisis
to “horrifying large” increases in fetal
death rates and a decrease in fertility rates. Following the change in the
water source, women in Flint aged 1549 had a general fertility rate decease
of 12 percent. Fetal death rates for
the group increased by 58 percent—a
magnitude the researchers describe
as “horrifyingly large.” “Either Flint
residents were unable to conceive
children, or women were having more
miscarriages during this time.”
If water switch had not occurred, the
researchers estimate that between No-

marked predilection for turkey. We
watched football outside under the
trees, ate snacks, and then had a giant
Thanksgiving feast of nine turkeys,
two kinds of stuffing, candied yams,
green bean casserole, mashed potatoes
with gravy, squash, salad, pie, apple
crisp and, if you can believe it, SIX
different kinds of cranberry sauces.
The Martinelli’s sparkling cider
flowed freely as we spent time with
our friends and enjoyed a lovely day
together. People loaded up leftovers
in donated takeaway containers and
contentedly hauled them home. Several denizens of Hennacy House also
had pie for breakfast the next day.
We (or whoever those particular
morning-dessert-consuming indulgers may have been) needed the
energy, because the next day saw a
marathon stretch of stamping and
labeling related to our once-a-year
mailing of our Christmas Appeal letter. A convivial atmosphere reigned
in the dining room as we diligently
applied ourselves, and several good
friends also came over to help. Several community members were also
able to travel to visit their families
over the Thanksgiving season.
In honor of Dia dé los Muertos on
November 2, we set up our community altar in the solarium/newspaper
room. The altar grows with each
year, as more folks we know cross
over to join the Great Cloud of Witnesses. Photos on the memorial altar
include friends and family members,
resistance role models, neighbors,
the young and old. One addition to
the altar this year was in memorium
of a neighbor of the soup kitchen, a
young man known as Dirtbike, who
was shot and killed on Gladys street
this year. Another memorial was for
a young man, Jesse Romero, who
was killed by police in Boyle Heights

this year. Our house guests Maria
bought beautiful marigolds to decorate
the altar, and Alberto made a beautiful
artistic display related to the day about
a lost pet poster that also expressed
grief at the passing of a grandmother.
The Gregorian Chant group held
vespers by the altar on All Souls’ Day,
as well.
We received an unusual and delicious
food donation this fall: two whole
roasted pigs. They were accompanied
by a huge assortment of other leftover
party foods like fancy olives, sauces,
and bags of rice. The whole pigs were
quite a topic for conversation, what
with their striking appearance. We were
able to serve them along with our beans
to lots of hungry folks downtown.
We were blessed with an influx of
lovely visitors recently. Longtime community friend Tina Delany came and
stayed with us as she awaited the birth
of her first grandchild. Her grandchild
Daniella arrived to happy parents Chris
and Adi, formerly of the Casa Colibrí
Catholic Worker, and cuteness abounded.
We were delighted to spend time with
Tina at this festive juncture, and happy to
see her as she now lives in adventurous
beautiful Steamboat Springs, CO, where
she recently saw a moose and its baby
cavorting in her neighborhood.
John Sanders Jones of Ventura
arrived to stay and volunteer with us
for two weeks, as he has done for the
last few years. It was great to have his
reliable help at the soup kitchen and
in our house. We also had a delegation
of Chinese activists stay with us in
November, on their way to the School
of the Americas protest now along the
southern border. Also, community
member Maria Teresa had some family members from Texas visit with us,
her father Amir and brother Alphonso.
They came and worked at the soup
kitchen, and also enjoyed some L.A.

FLINT WATER CRISIS UPDATE

vember 2013 and March 2015 between
198 and 276 more children would have
been born.
—commondreams.org
ALT RIGHT MEDIA GIANT
Sinclair Broadcast Group, owned by
David Smith and his siblings, is rapidly
taking over local television stations
across the nation and turning them into
alt right “Trump TV.” Sinclair has a
193-station empire, reaching 2 out of
every 5 homes in the U.S., the largest of
all U.S broadcasters. After starting with
a single station in Baltimore in1971, the
ultra-conservative broadcasting goliath
is in more than 80 markets across the
nation, primarily in midsize markets
such as Tulsa, Flint, and Boise. Smith
has open access to the Oval Office
and often has lunch with Trump. With
Trump appointees in the FCC settled in,
Sinclair announced a $3.9 billion deal
to acquire Tribune Media’s 42 TV stations, which would give Smith access to
the three largest markets in the nation—
New York, Los Angeles, and Chicago.
If the deal is approved, Sinclair will
operate in 46 states reaching 72 percent
of all households. Sinclair would operate in 7 of the top 10 markets and 39 of
the top 50 markets. Sinclair-owned TV
stations are very political in their news
and talk-show formats and each heavily
backed Trump in the elections. The
FCC is also considering further deregulation of its duopoly rule and ownership
cap while in process of weighing the
Sinclair-Tribune deal. Do the math.
—Mother Jones Magazine
On The Line is compiled and
edited by Mike Wisniewski.
sights. We also had a visit from Cath
Robson of Australia for a few days,
and it was great to reconnect with her
after many years of friendship.
In early November we were delighted to have Alecia Stuchlik and Eddie
Pillola come to the house for the
baptism of their two amazing children,
Hazel and Jesse, by longtime LACW
friend and regular Wednesday night
presider Fr. Chris Ponnet. There was
special music by Alecia, and Martha
and Jesse Lewis are the Godparents.
Several community members organized
a special festive dinner to recognize the
invaluable ongoing contributions of our
longtime house guests to the work and
community of Hennacy House. The dinner involved colorful decorations, goodie
bags, speeches, and a feast of El Pollo
Loco chicken, that was enjoyed by all.
Our community spirits were stretched
and lifted over these past months by a
number of resistance initiatives, including work around advocating for more
toilets on Skid Row, an idea so old it
seems new again, and resistance at the
Air Force ROTC on the LMU campus.
Planning meetings, sign painting parties and strategy discussions have got
our synapses firing as we think more
about how to serve our community
and honor our spiritual and ideological
commitments through these actions.
We were honored to have General
Dogon of LA CAN come speak at
Culture Critique in order to update us
on some of the work and research they
have done around improving services
for people on Skid Row.
Some dear folks in our house continue to experience health problems,
and we value your ongoing prayers for
them, and also for all of our friends
downtown.
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 either send or deliver them to
632 N. Brittania St. L.A. 90033-1722, we, and our friends,
would greatly appreciate your generosity. Thank you. Many blessings.

+ OTHER NEEDS +

Our foot care clinic is in need of diabetic socks and NEW men’s
LARGE white full-size socks for our friends downtown.
Please send or bring them to Hennacy House. Thank you.

JOIN US

You are cordially invited to celebrate this Advent season
in preparation for a Spirit-filled and joyous Christmas by
attending our weekly ecumenical home liturgy followed by
a potluck dinner on Wednesdays at 6pm at Hennacy House.
SAVE THE DATE:
March 2-4, Pacific Life Community Faith & Resistance Retreat in Las Vegas
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.

Recipient Name:
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City/State/Zip:

AGITATE

Donor Name:
Send to: Catholic Agitator, 632 N. Brittania St., L.A., CA 90033-1722
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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 (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
KIERAN PRATHER HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
672 2nd Ave., San Bruno, CA 94066
(650) 827-0706
http://catholicworkerhospitalityhouse.org
BEATITUDE HOUSE
267 Campodonico Ave., Guadalupe, CA 93434-1501
(805) 343-6322 www.facebook.com/beatitudehouse
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 - jmhe76@gmail.com
AMANI HOUSE - NAIROBI, KENYA, AFRICA
mdavidomondi@gmail.com

