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Catholic Workers are notori-
ously good at looking at the 
world around us through 
a hypercritical lens. We 

see the stark disparities and brutal 
realities and focus on anything “not 
good enough” for a world striving 
to reflect God’s kin-dom. In this 
particular moment, it is imperative 
that we similarly do not overlook or 
minimize the challenges coming to 
the surface around us in the U.S.A: 
• More than 7 million people have 
   contracted COVID-19 and more    
   than 200,000 have died from it. 
• 28-40 million people are facing 
        imminent eviction 
• 4 out of every 10 people receiving 
       charitable food assistance today 
       have never done so before. 
• A political system (and spectrum of 
      “leaders”) has exacerbated 
      these challenges, aided excessive  
      corporate profiteering, and refused   
      to address how its very structure 
      assures this will continue unabated. 
   And while we must identify, face, 
challenge, and resist the systems and 
practices that create these, so too 
must we find the “Good News” that 
surrounds us, the hope and potential 
in our world. 
   But more than just celebrating and 
emulating these other ways of being, 
we must join the efforts to dream 
of a different way forward. We are 
called to reimagine altogether, to cre-
ate what we yearn for out of what we 
have, to articulate the world that we 
demand for ourselves and others.
   This envisioning requires honesty, 
community, inspiration, commitment, 
transformation, healing, patience, 
and hard work; but oh how won-
derful that world will be! Despite 
our understandable exhaustion and 
overwhelmedness, we must remain 
focused and steadfast if we desire to 
manifest better, more sustainable, and 
more beautiful fruit in the future. 
   In truth, moments of crisis often 
reveal our individual and societal 
capacity for transformation. Some-
times, these moments really show the 
best of our shared strivings. 
   So, what do we need to cultivate? 
What do we want to bring along? 
   As our cover graphic demonstrates, 
we get to write a new story together, 
one that looks to the joys, the reasons 
for hope—no matter how small—that 

we see around us. A new story is being 
written from the ashes and flames. 
The city, people, mountains, trees, 
and plants stretch from the earth, 
the fishes and the birds rising: the 
Gospel’s Good News of liberation, 
of change, continuously enfleshed 
around us.
   We take our daily bread, harvested 
and baked by many hands, as our 
nourishment for the journey, and 
hold each other—lovingly, compas-
sionately, and in accountability—as 
we seek to resist anything that inhib-
its liberation. 
   The needle and thread under the 
skyline represent the culture that is 
being woven. The artists, weavers, 
potters, and musicians, the young 
and the old, who are creating nonvio-
lent revolution, and putting love into 
action, and dancing along the way. 
Sometimes it seems hard to maintain 
hope when we feel crushed by all of 
the devastation, but hope is utterly 
necessary for our survival. We keep 
rising despite the storms. 
   At one of our recent poetry nights 
at Hennacy House, Maya Angelou 
reminded us: “You may trod me in 
the very dirt/But still, like dust, I’ll 
rise.” Though our nation and others 
around the world continue to harm 
vast amounts of people, we un-
equivocally affirm the many truths 
of our faith: the poor will inherit the 
earth, the last shall most certainly be 
first, Black lives matter! We deeply 
believe the arc of the moral universe 
does in fact bend towards justice, 
if we make it, claim it, live it. And 
thanks to those who are courageous-
ly building the better world for all 
of us, one brick at a time, we shall 
overcome.                                        Ω     

WE WILL 
RISE

This envisioning requires honesty, community, inspiration, commitment, transformation, 
healing, patience, and hard work; but oh how wonderful that world will be!

  As our 
cover graphic 

demonstrates, we 
get to write 
a new story 

together, one 
that looks 
to the joys, 

the reasons for 
hope—no matter 
how small—that 
we see around us. 

A new story is 
being written 

from the 
ashes and 

flames.

WE SEEK TO RESIST ANYTHING THAT INHIBITS LIBERATION

Becky McIntyre 
is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker 
community 
member and the 
creative artist of 
our cover graphic 

Matt Harper is 
a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker 
community 
member and 
an editor of the 
Agitator. 

WE KEEP RISING DESPITE THE STORMS



2 /OCTOBER 2020

Publisher: Catherine Morris
Editors: Mike Wisniewski, Matt Harper, and Sarah Fuller

Editors Emeritus: Jeff Dietrich and Martha Lewis
Managing Editor: Donald Nollar

Staff: Rev. Elizabeth Griswold, Susan Dietrich, and Becky McIntyre
The Catholic Agitator (ISSN-0045-5970) is published bi-monthly

February, April, June, August, October, and December for $1 per year by the 
Los Angeles Catholic Worker,  632 N. Brittania St., Los Angeles, CA 90033-1722

• • • • • •
Periodical Postage paid at Los Angeles, CA
POSTMASTER: Send address changes to:

The Catholic Agitator, 632 N. Brittania St., Los Angeles, CA 90033-1722
The LACW is not a 501(c).(3) non-profit organization and donations to the LACW are not 

tax-exempt. Editorial communications, new subscriptions, and address changes to: 
632 N. Brittania St., Los Angeles, CA  90033-1722

323-267-8789  •  https://lacatholicworker.org • info@lacatholicworker.org

OCTOBER 2020  Vol. 50 No.5C AT H O L I C

IN SEARCH OF GOOD NEWS

“BAYANIHAN” 
IN TRUE 

COMMUNITY
By BECKY McINTYRE
 

This past year seems like it 
has been one hardship after 
another: transitions before 
I could find closure, losses 

and the subsequent grief, uprisings 
and the ensuing challenging conver-
sations, struggles to find roots and 
springs of joy. However, when I take 
time to zoom in under the surface of 
these, I find many moments teeming 
with beauty and gifts beyond mea-
sure. One of the many places I was 
able to see this was during the eight 
months I spent in the Philippines 
with the Peace Corps. 
   Before my time abroad ended 
suddenly with my evacuation in 
March, I was able to live among a 
truly incredible Filipino community. 
I met some of the most generous, 
loving, joyful, and resilient people. 
I felt privileged to be allowed into 
their homes and their lives; to laugh, 
cry, dance, sweat, eat, and play with 
them. It was a gift to be welcomed so 
wholly into a community that taught 
me so much about hope.
   The time I spent with my commu-
nity in Lipa City and SOS Children’s 
Village, a home for children who 
have been abandoned or neglected 
where I worked, was an experience 
of the full, enveloping, surrounding 
essence of community that Filipinos 
are known for. 
   My experience with this commu-
nity ran deep, and sometimes our 
interactions were not at all based on 
language. But the young peoples’ 
creativity and communication 
through movement, music, color, 
food, and touch was abounding. It 
was a new form of communication 
for me: through action and move-
ment rather than words. I learned to 
love, be loved, in new ways.
  I was completely at home with my 
host family. My host Mama (a 70- 
year-old social butterfly) had family 
and friends throughout the whole 
neighborhood, so anytime I walked 
anywhere I always ran into people 
inviting me in. 
   I also lived next to SOS’s youth 
boys’ facility, where 24 youth lived 
with my assigned counterpart, Uncle 
Wawen, and his family. The Village 
had about 70 children, 20 mothers, 
and my 15 coworkers, and I truly felt 
surrounded. 
   Filipinos have a term for this, baya-
nihan, which refers to the experience 
of being in a community, “the spirit 
of communal unity, work, and coop-
eration to achieve a particular goal.” 
Bayanihan means living and working 
and celebrating together to spread 
hope, share presence, and value the 
worth of another. This was a wel-
come change to the goal of “produc-
tion” that so pervades U.S. culture.
    But during my time in Lipa, we 
experienced a volcano eruption near 
my site and I struggled with some 
resulting decisions made by the Peace 
Corps, which forced me to leave Lipa. 
I was angered by and stuck in Peace 
Corp’s bureaucracy, fearful of a next 
eruption, yet experienced a strong 
connection with the youth in Lipa. 
   As I sat and shared with Uncle 
Wawen, he cried with me, and he 
was angry, frustrated, and confused 
with the Peace Corps along with 
me, he was also joyful with me, he 
laughed with me, and he sat with me. 
It was clear that these decisions hurt 
both of us deeply. 
   We shared about our love and care 
for the boys and we resigned our-
selves to make this work because we

had to. He was so genuine and 
heartfelt and showed me the human 
connection that so often is lacking in 
bureaucratic exchanges. And the boys 
also surrounded me with much love. 
   The experience with Uncle Wawen 
and the boys was a testament to the 
community that we built together, a 
community where I was surrounded 
with generosity and love. The Philip-
pines really opened me up to some-
thing new that I had shut myself off 
from: a wealth of emotional vulner-
ability. Experiencing all of that does 
not make me weak; rather, it has 
made me stronger and more alive.
   

Continued on page 6

FROM GREEN 
LINING TO 

GREEN 
REVOLUTION
By MAGGIE MILLER     

During the dark times of 
this pandemic, I have been 
living for the silver linings. 
Any time I hear the phrase 

“on the bright side,” I perk up with 
delight, anticipating any small nugget 
of good news. Friends have told me 
about new skills they have learned, 
new appreciation for time spent with 
their families, and of course (for 
those of us in Los Angeles) we have 
all enjoyed the decrease in traffic. 
   But I have noticed something 
else as well, and it’s in my parents’ 
backyard: new raised beds complete 
with lettuce, carrots, squash, pep-
pers, cucumbers, and eggplant. It 
is incredible to sit on the deck on a 
warm summer night eating a salad 
forty feet from where it was grown. 
I am calling it a green lining to this 
pandemic, and I am excited about it. 
   My parents are not alone in their 
recent garden expansions. Seed 
companies and gardening stores have 
seen record sales around the world 
as people have taken up this hobby 
for some, necessity for others. For 
some, gardening is a way to pass the 
time that used to be filled with social 
engagements and other pre-COVID 
activities. For others, it is a way 
to avoid grocery stores or combat 
the food insecurity that comes with 
a global crisis. Regardless of the 
reasons, more backyard produce can 
benefit us as individuals, neighbors, 
and even an entire planet. 
   Eating “local” is more than just a 
buzzword touted by fancy restaurants 
to increase their prices. There are 
health and nutritional benefits from 
eating food sooner after it is picked, 
not to mention the superior taste 
of fresher produce. But I think one 
of the greatest benefits of growing 
our own food is reestablishing our 
connection with the Earth. No matter 
how far removed we become from the 
processing of our food, we can never 
be fully separate from it. Best said by 
novelist Andrew Nelson Lytle, “Igno-
rance does not release [urban dwell-
ers] from a final dependence upon the 
farm.”  We depend on the land and the 
people who cultivate our food. And 
in experiencing the challenges and 
rewards first hand in our backyards, 
windowsills, or community gardens, 
we can more fully appreciate the 
people and resources that sustain us. 
   Growing crops in the backyard 
can also be a tool to combat human-
caused climate disruption. Simply 
by being picked in the garden, that 
morsel of food has saved all of the 
fuel that would have been used to 

Continued on page 6

harvest, package, ship and store it 
as a grocery store item. Beyond fuel 
saving, backyard gardens have the 
power to be regenerative. Non-profit 
Green America is trying to promote 
just that with its campaign for Cli-
mate Victory Gardens. 
   During WWI and WWII, food 
shortages were a reality in the United 
States. An intentional effort of 20 
million people to plant Victory 
Gardens resulted in the production of 
40% of the fruits and vegetables that 
were consumed in the United States. 
People in the U.S. and their gardens 
have risen to the occasion before and 
we can do it again in the face of this 
climate crisis. 
   But the power of plants is more 
than all of this. Plants pull carbon 
dioxide out of the air where it is heat-
ing our planet and sequester it in our 
soils where it nurtures biodiversity. 
Plants retain rainwater so that it does 
not simply run off with our topsoil 
into sewers and drains. Plants can 
even use our food waste (compost) to 
further reduce greenhouse gas emis-
sions. The beautiful thing about vic-
tory gardens is that they are not just 
about harm reduction or quick fixes, 
but actually about giving back and 
restoring balance to the environment. 

   My experience in the Philippines 
has taught me the value of resiliency, 
in letting myself feel, uninhibited, 
all the emotions of what is happen-
ing—from fear to joy. We each share 
these conflicting feelings, but we 
share them together, as a community, 
and we acknowledge those feelings 
and emotions for what they are. And 
then, with gratitude, humility, and 
acceptance, we realize that we will 
make this work because we have to.    
   The difference is hope, radical 
hope. The difference is the ability 
to lean on each other for strength in 
our despair, taking the time to grieve 
but never to lose hope. New life is 
formed from decay, from ashes, and 
the circle of life continues to move 
on and we pick ourselves up and 
more forward, rebuilding together.
   In this time of fear, pain, despair, 
and heartbreak, we watch COVID-19 
exacerbate capitalism’s unhealthy 
values, destroying the lives of more 
than 200,000 people in the U.S. due 
to the virus. We see, many of us for 
the first time, the way that millions of 
lives are devastated over and over by 
the structural, systemic, and interper-
sonal racism and white supremacy 
that plague our country, and the deep 
divisions intensified by the current 
administration. We watch those strug-
gling with loneliness and despair in 
these isolating times and those whose 
homes have been consumed by tropi-
cal storms and wildfires.
   But as we do, let us not forget that 
new growth comes from charred soil. 
I hope that as a nation we can chan-
nel a little bit of that Filipino

Becky and Uncle Wawen

   Although I am thrilled about the 
vegetable medley in my parents’ 
backyard, I cannot forget that it is 
another sign of privileges I have that 
others do not. My family has land 
on which to farm, resources to invest 
into hobbies like these, and the time 
to weed, water, and harvest our back-
yard bounty. And as families like 
mine are tending to their gardens, so 
many more are literally starving. The 
pandemic has highlighted a broken 
food system. Global hunger is surg-
ing despite surpluses of food around 
the world. This is a result of upended 
supply chains and unemployment. 
   Times of crises are great opportuni-
ties for change. There is no debate 
that COVID-19 meets the criteria 
for a crisis. And even in the midst of 
dealing with a pandemic, we are still 
facing a climate crisis. I do see back-
yard gardens as a part of the answer 
to both of these massive questions. 
But I think Peter Maurin, co-founder 
of the Catholic Worker movement, 
had an even better idea. Peter’s vi-
sion for the future, his Green Revolu-
tion, promoted houses of hospitality, 
round table discussions, and agro-
nomic universities. He wrote about 
agronomic universities or farming 
communes as a means to achieve self-
sufficiency, revalue labor, rediscover 
a connection to the land, and build 
community. Peter dreamed of space 
where “scholars become workers and 
workers become scholars.” A place 
where unemployed people could 
come to employ themselves, live rent 
free, and eat straight from the land.
   I envision a commune with the en-
vironmental benefits of regenerative 
agriculture and the cultural benefits 
of alleviating inequality and hunger. 
Thus far, agronomic universities

Miller family garden

Photo by M
aggie M

iller
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WISDOM IN THE GARDEN
By JEFF DIETRICH

He was shot in the back eight 
times and lived. I did not 
know this about Alvin. In 
fact, I did not even know Al-

vin until he gave me his “testimony.”
   I was sitting in our garden writing 
when a frail, older black gentleman 
from the hotel next door came over 
and asked if I had a cigarette. I did 
but it was my last one. I hesitated for 
a heartbeat, then gave him my last 
cigarette. 
   He sat down beside me and pro-
ceeded to talk about his philosophies 
of life, as if he had read my mind. “I 
met this man a year ago,” he says, 
“and he asked me for some money 
to buy a soda. I said that I only had 
$1.35 in my pocket, but I gave him a 
dollar. He wanted to ask why I gave 
him my last dollar. I told him because 
you were thirsty and needed a soda.”
   “I grew up in Louisiana and my 
daddy always told me I should 
give to all who ask and the bless-
ing will always come back to you. 
I bless everyone I meet in the day. I 
say, ‘God bless you, have a blessed 
day.’  They don’t always respond but 
most folks return the blessing. I was 
raised a Baptist. I believe that God 
is in charge of the universe so every 
morning I give thanks to God when 
I wake up. I give thanks for this gar-
den. I give thanks for my life. I give 
thanks for just being able to walk.”	
   “Le’ me tell you something. I had 
a wakeup call when I was a young 
man. I got shot eight times in the 

   “My cousin stayed but we all ran 
back to auntie. Then we heard a cry 
of help from my cousin. We looked 
back and an alligator had him by the 
shoulder and pulled him under the 
water. We never found his body or 
any part of him. After that I always 
listened to my auntie.” 
   I started to wonder whether Alvin 
thought his auntie was a stand-in 
for God, but he continued and I was 
pulled back into his story. “When 
I was six years old me and my two 
uncles were out after dark on the 
wrong side of the tracks when we  
were grabbed by a bunch of Klans-
men. They tied my uncles to a tree, 
covered them in pitch and burned 
them alive. One of the Klansman 
held my head and made me watch. 
After that I hated all white people.” 
   “It wasn’t until after I rose from the 
dead and walked out of that hospital 
that I was able to forgive the white 
race. I testified at the trial of the two 
men who shot me and told the jury that 
I forgive the men who shot me. I just 
forgave everyone, there’s no reason to 
hang onto anger and hate--it destroys 
the soul. That was my wakeup call.” 
     As we move into an uncertain and 
unstable future, we could do worse 
than recall Alvin’s philosophy of life: 
blessings, forgiveness, and gratitude. 
Those would be a “wakeup call” 
indeed.                                             Ω

back while I was sleeping on the 
couch in my own home. I had left my 
front door open for the breeze. Two 
guys were pursuing someone who 
they thought had shot their cousin. 
The man they were pursuing had run 
in my open door, but had slipped out 
the back window. They thought I was 
him and they shot me eight times in 
the back with 8mm Glock pistols. 
   “I was pronounced dead and was 
in a body bag when my mother 
came to the morgue to identify my 
body.   She was praying the whole 
time. When they unzipped the bag 
she took hold of my wrist and said 
she felt a pulse. The doctors felt it 
as well and they rushed me to the 
hospital. After six surgeries I was in 
a coma for forty days. They didn’t 
think I would make it. When I finally 
did wake up the doctors told me that 
I would never walk again. 
  “But I had had a dream that I was 
at the gates of hell. I could feel the 
heat. I was so close and then I heard 
a voice to my right and I turned. It 
was Jesus and next to him was a 
bright, shining light; I think it was 
God. Jesus told me I would live and 
that I would walk because I had to 
tell people about this miracle.
   “After several months in the hos-
pital a nurse accidently stuck me in 
the leg with a needle and I screamed. 
That is how they discovered that I 
had feeling in my legs. After two 
years I was able to walk out of that 
hospital on my own power. I give 
thanks to God every day for my life.
   “I still have a little pain in my hips 

when I walk from the two bullets still 
in my spine. But I don’t complain. 
Here let me show you sumptin.” And 
as if I were Doubting Thomas, he 
swiftly pulled up his shirt and showed 
me the exit wound. I resisted the urge 
to put my fingers in his wounds but, 
having seen a few gunshot wounds 
among the folks who eat at the 
kitchen, knew Alvin’s were authen-
tic. He then lifted his shirt higher 
and showed me a gnarly, ragged scar 
where the surgeons had cracked open 
his chest to restart his lungs.
  “I sometimes show folks my birth 
certificate,” he went on. “Says I am
‘colored’ and they say, ‘Man, but you 
are black.’ They don’t know what it 
means to grow up “colored” in the 
South. It means that you are black. 
We were still segregated back then.  
When I was five I picked cotton. You 
had to be on the road in the early 
morning when the man picked you 
up. You got this long sack over your 
shoulder and you drag it along and 
you pick cotton all day and you fill 
up that sack. I got a dollar a day for 
pickin’ cotton. But there’s snakes in 
the cotton fields, and there’s snakes 
in the strawberry patch and snakes in 
the blueberry patch. 
   “My auntie told me not to go fish-
in’ after it rains because that’s when 
the snakes come up. But me and my 
cousins went fishing anyway. We 
went out fishing, me and my cousins, 
there were lots of fishin’ holes and 
pools near the swamp.
   “One day while we were out I 
heard my auntie callin’ and I wanted 
to know what she wanted, so I said, 
‘Let’s go.’ But my cousin said, ‘I got 
a bite!’ I told him to let it go, ‘We 
have to see what auntie wants.’

By SARAH FULLER

The idea of this Agitator issue 
is to present some of the 
“good news” that shows, like 
a little candle, in a dark time. 

It is hard to do this as the pandemic 
still rages, the conditions of racial in-
equality that provoked mass protests 
in the past months are still in place, 
California temperatures soar to re-
cord highs as the climate emergency 
becomes more tangible and irrevers-
ible, and, relatedly, unprecedented 
fires burn in Washington, Oregon, 
and California, clouding the air in 
Los Angeles with smoke that stings 
my eyes as I write this. 
   The assignment is to look for the 
“good news,” and my thought was to 
look at that through art. Images on 
canvas and paper can seem foolish in 
a world on fire, and yet I will under-
take the assignment.
   It is truly not the best of times. 
And, as a co-worker reminded me 
yesterday as she handed out face 
masks and hand sanitizer to home-
less people on Skid Row, times are 
worse for some than others.
   I have been thinking about an artist 
who dined with us regularly at the 
Hippie Kitchen before COVID-19. 
He tried to sleep at night on an out-
of-the-way patch of sidewalk and he 
carried all of his belongings around 
with him during the day in a wire 
laundry cart. He had a plastic enve-
lope full of beautiful colored pencil 
drawings that he would display, if 
asked. His most recent project that 
I know about was a depiction of the 
Annunciation, with a young Virgin 
Mary being visited by the angel 
Gabriel—shown in the illustration in 
wild, biblical fashion, in the style of 
Ezekiel's vision. He described his

work process, which involved carting 
all of his possessions to the Central 
Public Library, setting out his art 
materials on a desk, and laboriously 
packing everything up every time 
he needed to use the restroom or do 
something else, so that none of his 
belongings would get stolen. Now, 
the Central Library has been closed 
for six months due to COVID-19 
safety concerns, as has our dining 
garden and many other places. I have 
not seen this artist in months, and I 
often wonder how he is doing. 
   In Mike Davis and Jon Wiener’s 
new book, Set the Night on Fire: 
L.A. In the Sixties, the authors devote 
a chapter to artist Corita Kent, her 
art, her community, the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary Sisters, and their 
struggle to engage positively and po-
litically in society in the face of con-
servative backlash from local church 
hierarchy. Corita Kent was “L.A.’s 
most famous artist in the 1960’s,” say 
the authors. Corita’s work became 
increasingly political as she com-
mitted to engaging with the tumultu-
ous events of the sixties—the Watts 
Rebellion, the Vietnam War, the 
Civil Rights Movement, and Rev. Dr. 
Martin Luther King’s assassination. 
Eventually, her order’s commitment 
to implementing Vatican II reforms 
led to a break with the religious hier-
archy under Cardinal McIntyre and 
the formation of a new community, 
the Immaculate Heart Community. 
Corita Kent left the order in 1968, 
and continued her work as an artist.
   The LACW has been gifted with 
art over the years. The soup kitchen 
is something of a jewel-box, with 
murals by artists including Dimitri 
Kadiev (inside), and former commu-
nity member Gary Palmatier (out-
side), colorful mosaics and tiles by 

former community member Manuel 
Hernandez, the beauty of which can 
be enjoyed by the hundreds of folks 
who come by to dine (during normal 
times!) on the premises. In the com-
munity house, there is a print made by 
Corita Kent in 1959. It is a serigraph 
printed in two colors: a black dynamic 
shape, reminiscent of a powerful rush 
of water, interacts with red-printed 
text. The text reads, “who cleft the red 
sea asunder for his mercy is everlast-
ing.” The text is a quote from Psalm 
136, in which the psalmist remembers 
all of the ways God has rescued God’s 
people from their enemies, and has 
created and cared for the world. The 
refrain in the psalm is, “His love/
mercy endures forever.”
   Art seems like a feeble ally in a 
world of such suffering, and a moment 
of crisis—something found in the 
thinner section of Maslow’s famous 
pyramid. And yet, when so many of 
our current problems--compounded by 
our multifarious reactions to them—
arise from human ideological troubles, 
art’s unique pastoral qualities are not 
without merit. The poetry, insight and 
honesty of the Psalms are a comfort, 
a promise and a warning. 
   The beautiful, sincere, socially 
and spiritually conscious works of 
John August Swanson are also to be 
found here at Hennacy House, portals 
and reminders of the stories and 
values that undergird the work—his 
image of St. Francis on the com-
munity house’s wall, among others. 
The dove that spreads its wings on 
the LACW t-shirts, an image made 
by artist Christa Occhiogrosso, and 
in continuous use for decades, is 
expansive, active and gentle, a fit-
ting accompaniment to the Dorothy 
Day quote that, “The Only Solution 
is Love.” Ade Bethune, one of the 
original artists of the Catholic Worker 
movement, though characterized as a 
person of “extreme shyness” (in John 
Loughery and Blythe Randolph’s

biography, Dorothy 
Day, found a way to 
communicate her spiritual and social 
sensibility to readers of the New York 
Worker newspaper through her dignified 
woodcuts of saints and workers (and, 
often, saints as workers). And today, 
statues symbolizing hatred and control 
are covered in exuberant graffiti de-
nouncing their origins and assumptions.
   New York in the 1930s, Los An-
geles in the 1960s and in the current 
moment, all are sites of great trouble 
and upheaval. Polarization, violence, 
fear, hatred of the poor, resentment of 
the downtrodden and discriminated 
against working honestly and openly 
to address injustice, malicious lies, 
powerful people looking after their 
own interests—these are ancient 
problems, yet ever new and urgent. 
   A beauty of “art as honesty” is that 
it can slip past defenses—assump-
tions people have about each other, 
an invitation to consider an officially-
held but unofficially-ignored value 
(religious, personal) in a new way, a 
reminder of the world of meaning, 
myth and history that creates our 
concrete actions, a reminder of the 
shared humanity of people we are ma-
nipulated to fear. In a world built on 
alienating polemics, and concomitant 
defenses, art comes at you sideways.
   I hope that the artist I met at the 
soup kitchen is doing all right, in 
the face of the heat, fires, smoke, 
pandemic, lack of affordable housing 
and increased homelessness in L.A., 
and the callousness and violence of 
many housed Angelenos towards 
the unhoused. I hope that God, who 
cleft the Red Sea asunder to deliver 
his people in trouble, delivers those 
in trouble soon. I hope I remember 
St. Joseph as an essential worker, in 
construction, and St. Francis looking 
to be a good sibling towards, and not 
to dominate, creation. I hope for a 
time when we will accept each other’s

Jeff Dietrich is 
editor emeritus of 
the Catholic Agita-
tor, and Scholar-in-
Residence, Affiliate
Professor at Loyola 
Marymount Uni-
versity.
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LAMENTATIONS: AN INTERVIEW WITH DR. KATHLEEN O'CONNOR
In her scholarship, Dr. Kathleen O’Connor connects the Book of Lamentations to modern-day tragedy, trauma, and oppression to form a theology of witness that encourages us not to 

 turn from our own suffering or that of others. She argues that we can find hope and love in God's silence; that we can locate, in a world awash with sadness and pain, a way forward. 

By BEN BORDEN

The Book of Lamentations 
recounts the pain of the 
ancient community of Israel 
under siege. Voices cry out 

to God in grief and anger only to be 
met with silence. Lamentations is a 
challenging read, seemingly devoid 
of hope. In her scholarship, Dr. Kath-
leen O’Connor connects the Book of 
Lamentations to modern-day tragedy, 
trauma, and oppression to form a the-
ology of witness that encourages us 
not to turn from our own suffering or 
that of others. She argues that we can 
find hope and love in God's silence; 
that we can locate, in a world awash 
with sadness and pain, a way forward. 
   Dr. O'Connor is the William Mar-
cellus McPheeters Professor Emerita 
at Columbia School of Theology, and 
the author of several books, includ-
ing Lamentations and the Tears of 
the World as well as a forthcoming 
book on Genesis.

Borden: Could you speak to the 
presence of hope in Lamentations?
O’Connor: There are only two lines 
of explicit hope in the entire book of 
Lamentations, yet my argument is 
that the very fact that the suffering of 
the people is portrayed in a variety of 
voices honors suffering. By honoring 
suffering it brings hope, healing, and 
attention. There are different speak-
ers in the five poems, all of them, all 
of those poetic voices are asking God 
to pay attention, to look at them, to 
see them in their suffering. 
Borden: One of the features you 
name as unique or essential to Lam-
entations is the missing voice of God, 
something you refer to as “narrative 
collapse.” How does this silence form 
our understanding of God?
O’Connor: In the book of Lam-
entations, God’s silence matters a 
lot because it allows space for the 
laments, the complaints, the cries of 
“how long?” and “why are you doing 
this to us?” [We hear] the voice of 
the city of Jerusalem, like an aban-
doned widow on a hill. She is crying 
out for God to hear her in Chapters 
One and Two. The captured Soldier 
in Chapter Three asks for the same 
thing. The community asks for it in 
Chapter Four. By the time you get to 
Chapter Five you expect maybe God 
will show up, but God never shows 
up in person as a character in the 
book. That silence and space honors 
the voices of suffering. I think that in 
places of suffering there is difficulty 
in understanding and interpreting 
God’s relationship to that suffering. 
The value of the Book of Lamenta-
tions is precisely that there is no 
answer to the question of God’s 
relationship to suffering. There is no 
answer but there is seeing and there 
is witness. Ultimately, I don’t think 
we can conceptually pin down where 
and how God is in all that. I believe 
that God is beyond all language. I 
believe that a mature encounter with 
God is best described as an experi-
ence of unknowing. I want to believe 
and long for the hope that we might 
still experience God in our suffer-
ing and have some kind of inner and 
outer encounter that transcends our 
doubt and our terrors that somehow 
enables us to go through and maybe 
come out the other side.
Borden: What is the political and  

social role of the witness and how 
can we be better witnesses to the 
struggles and pain of others?
O’Connor: People do not require 
rescue so much as the need to be 
seen. From this I conclude that what 
we all need is to be loved and seen 
the way we are in our suffering. I 
don’t think we can connect to the suf-
fering of others until we connect with 
our own suffering. America is in the 
throws of so much suffering. It is not 
to be trivialized; it is to be witnessed. 
Why is it hard for white people to re-
ceive the suffering of Black people? 
It is partly because we do not receive 
our own suffering and humiliation.
Borden: We harden ourselves. When 
you frame pain and suffering as of-
fensive, when you are constantly de-
fending yourself from it, it is really 
easy to see the pain and suffering 
of others as attacks on your person, 
attempts to breach your shield. That 
said, it sometimes seems like in order 
to be in the world and not spiral into 
depression we are constantly dulling 
our empathic responses. There is a line 
in a poem by Alex Chaves, “the things 
needed to make it right are drown-
ing me,” which to me sums up the 
condition of being overloaded with the 
suffering and injustice of our world.  
O’Connor: That is why we have to 
let it rip, let ourselves experience 
pain, suffering and helplessness. 
Beginning with the recognition 
that we cannot individually fix it. 
Seething with that powerlessness 
opens up space within us to receive 
strength from community, to see 
beauty in our own suffering and the 
suffering of those around us. That is 
the hope, it is the Balm of Gilead to 
be seen in your suffering. I have an 
example: I teach in a seminary where 
some students will go on to become 
chaplains, and as they go for the first 
time into the room of someone who 
is dying, they don’t know what to 
say or what to do. They do not know 
how to be there because they are 
suddenly terrified and tongue-tied, 
completely terrified of their own pain 
and their own suffering. It is like life 
provides opportunities to begin to 
be open to the pain inside ourselves, 
which is not to say it is the same pain 
as someone who is on the street or 
who was traumatized by war or all 
the brutal things that happen in our 
world. It’s not. But it is the point at 
which humanity touches humanity.
Borden: It seems like we are con-
stantly inundated with the statistics 
of tragedy: death counts, infection 
rates, number of shots fired. What 
do you make of our need to quantify 
and rank suffering?
O’Connor: There is a line in Lamen-
tations “my suffering is vaster than a 
sea,” which of course if you were to 
say that now, everybody would think 
you were being ridiculous and hyper-
bolic. It is not the same, of course, 
to lose a child and to lose your job, 
there are degrees of tragedy. But for 
people who become attentive to their 
own pain, if it is your pain and you 
own your pain that kind of language 
may not be inappropriate because it 
is you who is living with it and fac-
ing it. Think of the suffering experi-
enced by a child who has lost their 
toy. For a moment, for that child, the 
loss of that toy, that was their whole

Matt, Rudy, Maria, Becky picking oranges

Becky (bottom row second from right) and Filipino host family

Black Lives Matter protest in Boyle Heights

Black Lives Matter protest at L.A. Mayor Garcetti’s house

THE TENACIOUS 
SOLIDARITY OF GOD 

Continued on page 6

By LIZA APPER, Obl OSB

A task of ministry [during this 
time of the virus] is to be 
witnesses to the abiding te-
nacious solidarity of God... 

that persists amid pestilence.—Wal-
ter Brueggemann

   The telephone’s persistent ring-
ing that morning carried with it a 
wordless indication of urgency. I 
finally reached the phone. “Hello,” I 
said, “St. Benedict Catholic Worker.” 
The caller responded, “Liza, this is 
Anne. I was a Fresno County Sheriff. 
I used to volunteer on your soup line 
in front of Fresno County Jail.” She 
continued with apparent difficulty, 
“I need your help. My daughter, her 
husband, and their four daughters, 
my grandbabies, have COVID-19. 
They are struggling financially and 
are in desperate need of food. They 
can’t go, and won’t go, into a grocery 
store because they tested positive.”
   Anne, a retired Fresno County 
Sheriff, also shared that, as a cancer 
patient in treatment, she is sheltering 
in place as she cannot risk exposure 
to the virus. Through unseen tears, I 
hear her voice breaking as she told 
me, “I cannot visit or hug my grand-
babies.” This former Fresno County 
Sheriff--someone part of an institu-
tion of harm, but someone who I 
have also witnessed personally help-
ing others--admitted how powerless 
she felt in not being able to help her 
own family overcome the effects of 
COVID-19. “I feel helpless, totally 

alone, abandoned.”
   “Anne, we can help,” I assured 
her. Then she and I went about put-
ting together a list of needs for her 
daughter’s family, which, in addi-
tion to food, included some personal 
items like menstrual products for her 
daughter and teen granddaughters. 
We finalized the list of food items, 
likes and dislikes, and Anne con-
fessed that she would be grateful for 
anything that we could give them.  
“My daughter and her family,” Anne 
responded, with tension-relieving 
laughter, “are not picky eaters!” 
   I then scheduled an appointment 
time for her daughter so that she 
could do a “no contact pickup” of 
her boxed items placed on the St. 
Benedict Catholic Worker porch. 
Easy peasy, I thought to myself. 
   After Anne’s phone call, I began 
working on the list of items and my 
heart sank. Our Catholic Worker 
pantry did not have a lot of the items 
that this family needed. I wondered if 
we would be able to fill those boxes. 
And when Anne’s daughter came for 
the “no contact pickup” of her items, 
would we be able to greet her with 
the grace of hospitality?  Or would 
we hide behind a closed entry door 
waiting for her to “take the things 
and leave” for fear of the possibility 
we could contract the virus?
   Walter Brueggemann, in his recent 
book, Virus as a Summons to Faith: 
Biblical Reflections in a Time of 
Loss, Grief and Uncertainty, defines 
the task of our ministry during COVID 

time. Our work is to be “witnesses 
to the abiding tenacious solidarity of 
God. A solidarity, loving presence, 
that persists amid pestilence.”
   We, as a people, live in an anxious
time, a time of profound loss and 
grief. We face death, economic inse-
curity, food insecurity, the difficulty 
of maintaining social relationships, 
and more, as we look towards an un-
certain future. It can seem at times, as 
Anne herself shared with me, that we 
have been abandoned…even by God.  
   How then do we witness, as people 
of faith, to the abiding tenacious 
solidarity of God, God’s steadfast 
loving presence, during times like 
these? Brueggemann writes that it is 
“in the acts performed by neighborly 
gesture in a time of fear, by neigh-
borly generosity and hospitality in a 
time of self-preoccupation.” In other 
words, in performing the corpo-
ral and spiritual works of mercy. 
Brueggemann goes on to write that, 
“The work of ministry is to render 
the virus as penultimate, to see that 
even its lethal force is outflanked by 
the goodness of God.”
   Brueggemann points to the Old 
Testament prophet Jeremiah who 
lived, much like we are living now, 
in a land falling into ruin, “a place 
of waste, disaster and devastation.” 
Jeremiah’s response? To be a witness 
to these acts, the loving presence of 
God. A God who is with us in our 
pain, our sorrow, our grief, and our 

suffering. Jeremiah comes to experi-
ence hope in hard times, the revela-
tion that “in the midst of abandon-
ment, God has not abandoned.”
   We, like Jeremiah, are made aware 
of what God reveals, I have loved 
you with an everlasting love and so 
I still maintain my faithful love for 
you (Jeremiah 31:3). That is the tena-
cious solidarity of God--a faithful 
and everlasting loving presence that 
never abandons, and “persists amid 
pestilence.”  Jeremiah’s witness to 
that everlasting love and care of God, 
by acts performed, reveals God’s 
loving presence that restores a weary 
people to whom God intended them 
to be (Jeremiah 31:4). 
   Over the next few days we at 
the St. Benedict Catholic Worker 
gathered from our pantry some 
of the necessary items for Anne’s 
daughter’s family. We prayed for 
more--and more we received. People 
dropped food items on our porch 
and sent e-deliveries from across the 
country. People joined us in witness-
ing, through their acts, to the tena-
cious solidarity of God.  
   Anne’s daughter came for her no 
contact pick-up appointment. I could 
see her and her two younger daugh-
ters, from our kitchen window. They 
were all wearing masks, a visible 
sign of love and care for others. I de-
cided to venture out and greet them. 
The mom, holding an overflowing 
box of food that was not past the ex-

piration dates, looked down at it and 
said, “This is all good food. Thank 
you so much!” As they were loading 
the boxes into their car, one of the 
young girls asked, “Mama, how are 
we gonna get all these boxes into our 
car?” Her mother replied, “We’ll get 
them in. One box will have to go on 
your lap” she laughed. The tenacious 
solidarity of God. Amen!                Ω

INFECTION 
COVID-19

By LUIS D. PEREZ: 

The trees are not indifferent, 
they can’t be contaminated, 
but from the roots, the
trees think like being chopped
to become the walls of someone’s 
house or being burned in the stove.

We think different when death
is close. Slowly the poison
of the Coronavirus while the
roots of nature have been
diverged from nature’s
first green and gold to the
darkest evening of the year. 

The contamination can’t infect
my sovereign spirit. 
I got caught between the 
heaves of storm and
surviving the death force.

Rivers of human souls
opened the coffins and
set them all free by faith.
Life and hope come as in tears,
while the country is crying waiting
for the midnight rain of love to fall.

I can’t breath, neither
can I be touched by 
the fresh air or the sun.
Serving my life now so
that I can die later.

One million sick people 
and thousands already dead
while cold cell door is
trapping me in the dark.

It is my personal message
from the leaf of the tree.
I am writing in blood and 
coughing my breath.   Ω                     

A MOMENT 
IN THE 

MOVEMENT
By MATT HARPER 

When I first dipped my 
toes into organizing as 
an undergraduate at the 
College of Holy Cross, 

attempting to keep the school from 
arming their public safety officers in 
2010, I expected every faithful effort 
to move mountains. Those early 
struggles, though, felt more like the 
glacially slow erosion of bedrock by 
trickling streams. Now, with a de-
cade of organizing under my belt and 
new lenses through which to view 
the work, I’ll be damned if we have 
not made mountains dance. 
   But whirlwind moments like what 
we have recently witnessed after the 
death of George Floyd are often be-
yond our control. It took the perfect 
combination of conditions—quaran-
tine frustrations, economic precarity, 
unrelenting state violence, inescap-
able social media, the barbarism of 
the Trump regime—for the tinderbox 
we were unknowingly sitting on to 
explode.
   And though we control very few 
ingredients in these recipes, organiz-
ers have spent the last years building 
the infrastructure needed to capitalize 
on the millions of activated people. 
So, what have their efforts created the 
space for? What are the thirty, sixty, 
and one hundred fold that have come 
from seeds falling on fertile ground? 
Where can we find the “Good News?”
   On June 6 alone, an estimated half 
a million people turned out for Black 
lives in 550 places across the United 
States (NY Times). This catalyst mo-
ment led to floods of direct actions and 
sustained protests around the globe.
   Many of these newly mobilized 
individuals joined local organiza-
tions that refined their structures for 
educating, training, and mobilizing 
these droves of new people. 
   These individuals then brought their 
learnings and newly fashioned skills 
back into their social spheres, their 
places of work and worship, and into 
their neighborhoods. They pushed 
bosses and leaders of faith to sharpen 
their language, to organize internally, 
and to match their bold stances with 
a commitment of resources. People 
who had never before volunteered to 
be on a committee stepped up to be a 
part of answering the question, “How 
can our community make Black lives 
matter in this moment and beyond?”
   In each realm, these individuals 
confronted outdated structures, toxic 
cultures, and harmful practices. 
Fortunately, some have chosen to 
sit with these difficult questions, to 
engage these deep conversations, and 
to begin to craft new structures of 
accountability and equity.
   Recognizing that resources long 
pillaged from Black, Indigneous, 
People of Color (BIPOC) communi-
ties have made their way into white 
communities, newly activated people 
also began to redistribute hundreds 
of millions of dollars into organizing 
collectives, bail funds, mutual aid 
projects, and educational resources. 

Continued on page 6
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Luis D. Perez 
is a longtime 
Agitator reader 
and currently 
petitioning for 
his commutation 
after 47 years in 

prison. For more information on 
how you can support, please email 
info@lacatholicworker.org 

Liza Apper is a 
longtime friend 
of the Los An-
geles Catholic 
Worker and 

co-founder, along with her husband 
Bryan, of the St. Benedict Catholic 
Worker in Fresno, CA. 
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IN SEARCH OF GOOD NEWS

resiliency—the permission to act 
more honestly and to lean on each 
other as a community. I hope that as 
we re-envision and rebuild, we do 
it together. I sincerely hope we take 
this opportunity to change some of 
our harmful “American ways” that 
have taught us to throw away so 
many incredible people.
   It has been a time of exhaustion, 
yes, but also of re-imagination and 
creativity. As much despair as I have 
felt this year, I have also been able 
to lean into transformation, and as 
I commit more time to living again 
with the L.A. Catholic Worker, I am 
reminded constantly that (within us 
and our communities) this is not an 
easy feat. Yet the call is to make the 
commitment to the work of repair 
and healing each and every day. 
   Of course we will always have 
our differences. But finding ways 
to leave space for those differences 
and conflicts, learning to build 
bridges over them, all while cel-
ebrating and rejoicing in all that we 
can learn from one another precise-
ly because those differences exist, 
that is where we can reclaim hope. 
We cannot go back to “normal,” yet 
we do need to move forward, but we 
do not necessarily need to move on 
just yet. It is time to sit in this, with 
all our imperfections, and figure out 
how to better show up for ourselves, 
each other, and the world. I believe 
we can all learn a bit from Filipino 
resilience, this deeply shared hope 
to build together so that everyone, 
in all our brokenness, belongs.      Ω

Becky McIntyre is a 
Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker community 
member.

By SARAH FULLER 

Welcome to this install-
ment of “Get to know 
an L.A. Catholic Work-
er.” In this edition, you 

will get to know our beloved Jed 
Poole. Jed arrived in the summer of 
2013 and has been working at the 
LACW for the last seven years.
   Originally a desert person, Jed 
grew up in Palm Springs and 
worked as an electrician, truck 
driver, and the owner/operator of an 
electronics distribution warehouse 
and a medical marijuana dispensary.
   Jed first heard about the Catholic 
Worker movement in 2011. He had 
moved to Orange County and was 
involved both in homeless advocacy 
as well as in the Occupy movement 
(there and in L.A.). Dwight Smith, 
from the Orange County Catholic 
Worker, would bring cocoa and 
coffee to the local encampment. 
Later, when Jed and many others 
were arrested at the Occupy L.A. 
encampment raid, his cellmate was 
Mossimo from the OCCW. 
   Jed was interested in the Occupy 
movement because it was the first 
time he had seen large numbers of 
people getting together to advocate 
for social justice reforms. He then 
became interested in the Catholic 
Worker as it offered a chance to do 
concrete justice work on the ground, 
and it “gives me the opportunity 
to make the most of my time and 
efforts to do something that I truly 
believe in.” Jed says working at the 
Catholic Worker helps him sleep 
better at night because he can do

work in line with his values.
  At the LACW, Jed enjoys cook-
ing, making the salad dressing, and 
distributing and making repairs on 
the shopping carts we giveaway. 
He also repairs any cart, carriage, 
walker or buggy that anyone brings 
to the Hippie Kitchen. He is the 
kind of person who has evident joy 
in finding an item or making a re-
pair for someone who needs it, and 
is unfailingly gallant towards people 
from all walks of life. Jed is not a 
person who walks around talking 
loudly about his beliefs, but they are 
evident in his actions. He is patient 
and accepting towards others, and 
is most assuredly a peacemaker. 
In our community life, we benefit 
from Jed's diplomacy and his ability 
to not hold our various faults and 
weaknesses against us.
   Jed is famous for his passion for 
pizza, and is a faithful subscriber to 
PMQ Pizza Magazine. He always 
knows where to find the best and 
most interesting examples of this 
culinary delight, and is generous 
with his knowledge. 
   He is also interested in food and 
craft beer in all its forms, particu-
larly the creations of his friends at 
Boomtown Brewery near downtown 
L.A. He is also our resident tech and 
IT person, and also enjoys creat-
ing, listening to, and helping others 
record music. He grew up attending 
and organizing outdoor desert music 
gatherings in the surrounding Palm 
Springs area, and also maintains 
connections in that community. 
   Jed is a gift to our community.   Ω

have been the least attained tenet of 
Peter’s Green Revolution. However, 
I think they are more imperative 
now than ever before and have 
the greatest potential for positive 
impact.  Food, both in the way it 
is grown and how it is distributed, 
holds a powerful point of overlap 
between environmental justice and 
social justice. 
   Personally, I love celebrating 
the little victories like backyard 
gardens, but I also know that the 
Catholic Worker movement is about 
radical action. So, if we really want 
to create a “new society in the shell 
of the old,” we will obviously need 
much deeper change. But maybe, 
just maybe, these little gardens can 
inspire us to get our hands dirty, can 
show us what we are capable of, 
and can give us some sustenance for 
the long journey ahead.                 Ω

humanity and right to live and flour-
ish at face value all the time, and 
won't need to create reminders of 
our values and our shared humanity 
and stories, but will do so anyways, 
in celebration.                                Ω
                                 	
 

world. When I was teaching at 
Maryknoll School of Theology in 
the late 80s/early 90s, it was a hot-
bed of liberation theology. [Priest 
and theologian] Jon Sobrino gave 
a talk at the school. This was right 
after six Jesuits, a woman and her 
daughter were assassinated at the 
Jesuit residence in El Salvador. So-
brino was the target, but he was out 
of town at the time. A lot of our stu-
dents were white middle-class youth 
who were really interested in justice 
and peace. These students had a lot 
of guilt about the fact that they had 
such great lives, saying things like, 
“Look at life in Central America. 
Look at how hard that is and look at 
us, we have suffering in the United 
States, but it is nothing compared to 
what was happening in El Salvador 
with the death squads etc.” Sobrino’s 
response to this was simply to say, 
“Suffering is suffering, and all suf-
fering is sacred.”                             Ω   
          	

BORDEN cont’d from p.4

Ben Borden is 
a faithful Los 
Angeles Catholic 
Worker volunteer.

HARPER cont’d from p.5

Oh the power these organizations 
can have when they are funded from 
the grassroots! 
   Some courageous activists, desir-
ing more concrete participation, 
have supported the reclaiming of 
empty county-owned houses for 
those without stable housing. Others 
have shown up as part of eviction 
defense networks to both stand with 
families facing immediate evictions 
and to block landlords from entering 
eviction courts. Others are building 
local alternatives to police networks.
   At the same time, local movement 
leaders have also recognized that to 
abandon the legislative and electoral 
avenues would only make it easier 
for those hellbent on criminalizing, 
displacing, and killing poor people 
and BIPOC communities to wield 
these avenues against vulnerable 
communities. Recognizing they 
do not have the same luxury or 
privilege to prioritize their political 
purity, many commit to the complex 
balance of abolitionist principles 
with political engagement; “survival 
pending revolution” as the Black 
Panther Party articulated. 
   In Los Angeles, this work led 
to the Police Department losing 
$150 million from the city budget 
and $25 million from L.A. Unified 
School District’s. In L.A. County, 
the Board of Supervisors committed 
to closing down Men’s Central Jail, 
to redirecting money from a new 
jail into mental health treatment 
centers, and has given voters the 
chance to redirect even more money 
into much needed services and pro-
grams such as affordable housing 
and mental health (Measure J).
   Angelenos also have the the op-
portunity this November to: remove 
district attorney Jackie Lacey who 
refuses to hold law enforcement 
accountable for their more than 600 
murders in her eight-year tenure, 
direct more money into schools 
and neighborhoods, allow people 
on parole to vote, stop an effort to 
increase jail time for nonviolent of-
fenses, and establish rent control. 
   This moment has also provided 
some much needed opportunities for 
existing movements to consider how 
inaccessible their spaces are to both

poor and working class people (be-
cause of economic constraints) and 
to folks with diverse body needs and 
abilities (who cannot engage in the 
prioritized work given the limited 
ways we have generally offered them). 
This time has forced organizations to 
get creative with how they connect 
people to action and to each other and 
what sorts of work they value.
   But as we celebrate all of this indi-
vidual and collective “Good News,” 
we will face facts that SEEM prom-
ising (as if a systemic leaf was in the 
process of turning), but are not. 
   Over 70 U.S. cities have painted 
“BLACK LIVES MATTER” on their 
streets and many corporations have 
crafted campaigns and advertise-
ments to suggest they operate with 
“Black lives matter” as a core tenet, 
but this is not change—far from it. 
   More cautious people liken these 
performative acts to marriage vows—
declarations of commitments to be 
held over time. But others see the 
power, potential, and platforms these 
institutions have to make tangible 
differences and are forced to admit 
that these stunts are hollow gestures. 
These acts do nothing to alter the 
lived conditions of BIPOC lives. 
   When L.A.’s Metro Transit Au-
thority transitioned from putting 
#BlackLivesMatter on their vehicles’ 
scrolling marquees to proposing real 
policy change, they began to live 
into the potential they had. They 
began exploring both how to make 
L.A.’s buses and rails the largest 
fare-free public transit system in the 
nation and how to remove all armed 
security (LAPD and LASD) from 
their routes and locations.
   I have little idea where the next 
weeks, months, and years will take 
us, but I am sure that our systems are 
not done harming communities. So 
we hold this reality and allow it to 
co-exist with our celebration. As we 
simultaneously mourn and praise, we 
are continually called deeper—into 
deeper reflection and deeper action. 
   Each of us is asked to consider 
what our zones of influence are, our 
platforms from which we can speak 
and be heard. No matter how small 
they may seem, it is crucial that we 
use them and to their fullest, for we 
have a responsibility to maximize 
our impact and to demand the same 
from the institutions around us. Let 
these celebrations be fuel that give 
us hope for the journey, to keep 
resisting, agitating, organizing, edu-
cating, activating, and changing. 
   And as we do this work together, 
know that the L.A. Catholic Worker is 
here if you need a place to get support, 
find ideas, or build community.       Ω	                                        

Matt Harper is 
a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker 
community 
member and 
an editor of the 
Agitator. 
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On July 13, Lilah Castleman (cen-
ter), daughter of Rev. Elizabeth 
Griswold and Seth Castleman, had 
a lemonade stand and raised $350 
for the LACW. 
Thank you, Lilah and friends! 
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MORE RESISTANCE NEWS

KINGS BAY PLOWSHARES 7 
UPDATE

The six Kings Bay Plowshares defen-
dants still awaiting sentencing, includ-
ing Fr. Steve Kelly, SJ, who remains 
in Glynn County Jail in Brunswick, 
Georgia, have been granted yet another 
continuance by the court. October 15 
and 16 are the new sentencing dates. 
For further updates visit Kings Bay 
Plowshares Facebook page, or their 
website: kingsbayplowshares7.org

September 9 marked the 40th anni-
versary of the first Plowshares action, 
the Plowshares Eight, at the General 
Electric Re-entry Division in King 
of Prussia, PA. Since then, there 
have been more than 100 plowshares 
actions around the world, the latest be-
ing the Kings Bay Plowshares, at the 
Kings Bay Naval Submarine Base, St. 
Mary’s, GA, on April 4, 2018. 
   It is vital that we recognize Molly 
Rush, Dean Hammer, Fr. Carl Ka-
bat, OMI, John Schuchardt, and Fr. 
Daniel Berrigan, SJ, Elmer Maas, Sr. 
Anne Montgomery, RSCJ, and Philip 
Berrigan, for their prophetic courage, 
conviction, vision, faith, and action.  
   NOTE: The Plowshares movement 
is a Christian pacifist anti-nuclear 
movement that advocates active non-
violent resistance to war carried out 
with direct actions at nuclear weapons 
facilities. Its basis is the biblical man-
date listed in Isaiah 2:4 and Micah 4:3

to “Beat swords into plowshares and 
spears into pruning hooks.”  
	                  —nukeresister.org 

YEMEN CRISIS
MADE IN THE USA

The current catastrophic crisis (geno-
cide) in Yemen began in 2002 under 
the G.W. Bush regime that sent about 
100 Special Operations Forces to 
Yemen and used a few drone strikes 
against a suspected Al-Qaeda network 
in the Arabian Peninsula.   
   However, under the Obama regime, 
U.S. intervention significantly esca-
lated as he began launching several 
cruise missile strikes and dramatically 
increasibng routine drone attacks, and 
utilizing fighter jets to attack suspected 
terrorists, which have continued under 
Trump. The U.S. has used and continues 
to use both missile-equipped drones 
and fighter jets in its ongoing attacks. 
   In 2015, a Saudi-led coalition 
entered the conflict, then a short time 
later the conflict escalated into a civil 
war, using U.S.-supplied drones to 
target Houthi rebels. 
   The U.S. has and continues to sup-
ply all coalition members with fighter 
jets, drones, along with weapons and 
munitions for their ground forces. The 
result:
24 million people in need of humani-
tarian assistance. 3.3 million people 
have been internally displaced. 17.8 
million people are in need of water 
and sanitation. 20.1 million people 
are food insecure. 19.7 million people 
need basic healthcare. 3 million

children are acutely malnourished. 3 
million pregnant and lactating women 
are malnourished. 10,000 people are 
registered as dead resulting from the 
conflict. 60,000 people are registered 
as injured resulting from the conflict, 
but the toll is certainly much higher.                                
                                            —vcnv.org

KEVIN ZEESE - R.I.P.

Longtime peace, justice, and anti-impe-
rialist activist Kevin Zeese, 64, joined 
the heavenly cloud of witnesses on 
September 6. Kevin died in his sleep.
   Kevin’s work in activism spanned 
more than 40 years, including protest-
ing the Vietnam War and involvement in 
the civil rights movement. He interned 
and later became legal councel at the 
National Organization for the Reform 
of Marijuana Laws (NORML), which 
gave him a deep understanding of the 
destructive impact the War on Drugs has 
on people and their families. Kevin sued 
the Drug Enforcement Agency three 
times over the reclassification of medi-
cal marijuana and won, but each time 
the decision was overturned on appeal.
   Kevin and his partner, Margaret 
Flowers, co-founded and directed the 
influential website Popular Resistance, 
one of the main sources of truly anti-
imperialist information and analysis 
on the internet; and he also hosted the 
notable podcast Clearing the Fog.
   He had a deep knowledge of his-
tory and the issues. In 2004, he wrote 
policy briefs for the Nader campaign 
with a “PhD in public policy.” Kevin 
understood how political power works.

   Throughout these years, we have ben-
efited from Kevin’s profound knowl-
edge, wisdom, and anti-imperialist 
commitment and vision. His absence 
will be deeply felt in the coming 
months and years. However, his com-
radely presence will be with us forever. 

KEVIN ZEESE – ¡PRESENTE!

JUSTICE RUTH BADER 
GINSBURG - MAY HER 

MEMORY BE A BLESSING

Legal, cultural, and feminist icon, a 
champion of gender equality, and a 
person who stood for authentic justice, 
passed away on September 18, at age 
87, from pancreatic cancer complica-
tions.
   RBG was a leader and a prominent, 
progressive voice on the U.S. Su-
preme Court for 27 years. She was a 
justice of historic stature.  
   In her long career she was respon-
sible for many changes giving women 
a voice, legal rights, and equality in 
this nation. Her passing will have pro-
found and severe consequences for the 
court and this nation, and perhaps be-
yond. The foremost progressive voice, 
a voice for justice for all, is now gone. 
The conservatives may now have a 
6-to-3 majority to prevail over major 
cases coming before the court—now 
and decades in the future. Ginsburg’s 
passing is yet another tragedy in an 
already tragic year.   

RBG – ¡PRESENTE!

   As I prepared to write this edition 
of House Journal, I wondered what 
is there really to tell you, because 
our life at Hennacy House seems like 
an endless loop of the 1993 movie 
Groundhog Day (where Bill Murray 
relives one day in his life over, and 
over, and over again). Here at Hen-
nacy House, we wake up, we cook 
breakfast and eat breakfast, we do the 
dishes, sweep and mop the floors, we 
pray, we sometimes sing, we scrub the 
bathrooms, we take someone to the 
doctor, we make lunch and eat lunch, 
we do the dishes, we pick someone up 
from the doctor, we sort the mail, we 
put the downtown mail in the garage, 
we hand the mail to our guests, we 
sanitize the common areas, we make 
dinner and eat dinner, we do the dish-
es, we pray, we go to bed. We wake 
up and do it ALL over again the next 
day…and the next day... However, the

more I thought about it, I realized that 
we are doing a little more than just 
cooking, eating, cleaning, and sorting.
   When COVID-19 reared its ugly head 
in March, we closed our house to pro-
tect the many older and vulnerable folks 
who live here. And that meant no more 
Wednesday evening liturgies, which I 
have missed terribly. It took us a while, 
but now we again have liturgy every 
other Wednesday through the magic 
of Zoom (yay!) It is a joy to see our 
friends and celebrate Mass with them 
over Zoom, even though we cannot 
physically be together.  Thank you to 
all of our presiders: Fr. Chris Ponnet, 
Fr. Frank Buckley, SJ, Rev. Kathleen 
Bellefeuille-Rice, Becky McIntyre, 
Katie Mock, and L. Christopher Bird 
of California Jedi Path Academy.
   In addition to getting our spiritual 
fill during these dark times, many have 
also helped us get our stomachs filled. 
Thanks to all who have gifted us with 
El Pollo Loco chicken, Catch 21 sea 
food, Casa Fina tacos, pizza, Chi-
nese food, pupusas, roasted chicken, 
brisket, chicken salad, homemade 
Irish soda bread, and more. Thank you 
Carol and George, Anne and Tom 
Smet, Rosemary Occhiogrosso, Al-
bert and Linda Wingate, Arnal Ken-
nedy, Maria Lopez, Josh Flaugher, 
and all other assorted food donors.
   As well as the fabulous meals 
brought to our door, we have a few 
friends who raised our spirits by tak-
ing special requests from each person 
in our house. We thank you Mary Ann 
and Dolores for your great kindness to 
all. I personally enjoyed the La Brea 
Bakery breads, juicy nectarines and 
sweet Häagen-Dazs Dolce de Leche 
ice cream—just to mention a few of 
the delectable treats we received.
   Team Kitchen had another COVID 
scare when Maggie Miller came down 
with a fever and other symptoms 

for a week, but thanks be to God, she 
tested negative for COVID-19!  Since 
we were not sure at the time, Team 
Kitchen quarantined as a precaution, 
but our intrepid volunteers, led by 
Donald Nollar, Ken Baldwin, and 
Jan Meli, with support by Allan, 
Bryce, Catie, Margaret, and Jan L. 
kept the kitchen going with a limited 
menu to serve our dear ones in need 
on the Row. We are extremely grateful 
to them. 
   We are often reminded that we could 
not do this work without our faith-
ful cadre of volunteers and regular 
contributors/supporters. Thank you 
to ALL who have continued to share 
varied resources with us through this 
time. We thank each of you for your 
prayers, donations, and—like the 
sanitizer Ruben and Herma gave 
us—those other items that support the 
many we serve. 
    In case you are one of several 
people who have access to food that 
would have gone to the L.A. Uni-
fied School District—huge blocks of 
American cheese and frozen pork pat-
ties—we now have enough of those in 
our freezers to survive the apocalypse, 
and we have exhausted our ways to 
use them creatively. But thanks!
   We know many people, and we meet 
many people in the work we do, so 
there are always individuals who come 
to us, and individuals who leave us—
these comings and goings are happy 
and bittersweet, but it is all part of 
life. I am happy to say that a dear one 
has returned to us for a time. Becky 
McIntyre was just who we needed 
now!  She flew in from Philly at the 
end of July, and we are very fortunate 
to have her with us.  Bex is game for 
anything! She can play dominoes and 
backgammon with house guest Rudy; 
she makes delicious dinners she had in 
the Philippines; she organizes Poetry 

Nights and Movie Nights…oh, and 
Karaoke Nights too! We are grateful 
for her joyful presence! She is the exact 
person we needed at Hennacy House 
at this time. She and Matt recently 
organized an orange picking day 
through Ann Boden’s cousin Car-
olynn. House guests Rudy and Maria 
also went. They picked three boxes 
of oranges and when they returned, 
Maria made a gallon of fresh squeezed 
orange juice, and we had oranges to 
eat for days.
     Now for the bittersweet leavings. 
Our dear friend and volunteer Max 
has left Los Angeles to continue her il-
lustrious career back East. We believe 
even more great things await her in the 
future, but we will surely miss her.
   We also sent community member 
Kaleb Havens off as he decided to 
move on to other adventures. Kaleb 
has contributed a lot to the LACW in 
his years volunteering and living with 
us, and we are thankful for all of the 
blood, sweat, and tears he has given 
to us. We are certain he will go on to 
other great things—he has already 
submitted an application to learn how 
to build affordable housing. Again, 
thank you Kaleb, and happy trails to 
you, until we meet again! 
   And finally, we also said a fond 
farewell to Maria Teresa Kamel, who 
has been in the community on and 
off for the last few years, who also 
decided to move on to pursue other 
creative and inspiring endeavors. We 
look forward to seeing her as she stays 
local with our longtime friend and for-
mer community member David Hays, 
and plans to periodically volunteer.
   Until next time, be safe, stay 
healthy, and may you enjoy many 
blessings.
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SISTER HOUSE NETWORK:
LOS ANGELES CATHOLIC WORKER:
https://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    https://lvcw.org

ISAIAH HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
316 S. Cypress Ave., Santa Ana, CA 92701
(714) 835-6304    https://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     
https://catholicworkerhospitalityhouse.org

BEATITUDE HOUSE
267 Campodonico Ave., Guadalupe, CA 93434-1501
(805) 343-6322  

ST. BENEDICT HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
4022 N. Cheryl Ave., Fresno, CA 93705
(559) 229-6410  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
9 Caldwell Pl. #3, Elizabeth, NJ 07201
NJCW@riseup.net – (323) 704-9960

NEW ORLEANS CATHOLIC WORKER
1910 Constance St., New Orleans, LA 70130
(504) 457-8062 – nocw@yahoo.com
https://neworleanscatholicworker.weebly.com

VENICE CATHOLIC WORKER
https://venicecatholicworker.org

CHRISTMAS ON SKID ROW

• CANES: Our kitchen guests constantly ask us for canes. Please help us fill their need by 
donating (new or used) adjustable metal canes.

• STAMPS: Please send “Forever” and “Global Forever” stamps for our annual Christmas 
card project. And, we need only ENGLISH Christmas cards this year.

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

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

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

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

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

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

they met the same fate as thousands of unnamed 
poor of El Salvador who were killed or disappeared. 

 Join us virtually in commemorating their 40th anniversary.
Wednesday, December 2 

Please check the LACW website in late 
November for time and Zoom link info.

WE NEED CANES, STAMPS, SOCKS, RAZORS, CALENDARS, 
RAIN PONCHOS, AND NEW READING GLASSES

C A T H O L I C
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