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IT IS A TIME 
OF 

TRANSITION

THE LACW, OVER THE PAST FIFTY YEARS, HAS HAD STABILITY 
PROVIDED BY THE LEADERSHIP OF CATHERINE AND JEFF. 

FIFTY YEARS LATER
There is much history to process, and many great writers, personalities, activities, 

and events that have been a part of the LACW over the last 50 years.

The Catholic 
Worker vision laid 
out for us by Peter 

Maurin and 
Dorothy Day, based 

in the Catholic 
tradition, is both 

winsome and 
challenging. The 
centering of love, 

respect, and kinship 
with those whom 
we are trained by 

our culture to 
discount is the only 
honorable way of 

relating to and 
serving others, and 

can be a deep 
well of spiritual 

formation.
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By SARAH FULLER

We have been thinking, dis-
cussing, and writing about 
the past quite a bit as we 

have been putting together these ret-
rospective Catholic Agitator anniver-
sary issues. There is much history to 
process, and many great writers, per-
sonalities, activities, and events that 
have been a part of the LACW over 
the last 50 years. There has also been 
plenty of sadness and frustration as 
we have seen the situation for home-
less folks in L.A. not improve but 
worsen, and parts of the city remain 
callous to the plight of their unhoused 
neighbors. There have also been times 
of sadness and difficulty as we have 
realized our own shortcomings as 
people, both to address these issues 
of justice in our city, and also to live 
in community with, understand, and 
take care of each other.
   The Catholic Worker vision laid 
out for us by Peter Maurin and Doro-
thy Day, based in the Catholic tradi-
tion, is both winsome and challeng-
ing. The centering of love, respect, 
and kinship with those whom we are 
trained by our culture to discount is 
the only honorable way of relating to 
and serving others, and can be a deep 
well of spiritual formation. It can 
also be a crucible where we realize 
how deeply our prejudices and blind 
spots run, and how tied we may be 
to whatever baubles of hierarchy and 
privilege our culture may afford us. 
We realize that, while we strive to 
see everyone as God’s children, it is 
real work to see ourselves and others 
in that light, and not as agglomera-
tions of achievements, talents, per-
sonalities or what we “have to offer.”
   All that being said, it is a time of 
transition here at the Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker. Jeff Dietrich and 
Catherine Morris have been the most 
familiar public faces of the LACW 
for the past five decades, even as 
countless others have joined them 
over the years in doing the work for 
varying periods -- from days and 
weeks to decades, as community 
members, kitchen volunteers, activist 
partners, and supporters and donors 
of all kinds. Catherine and Jeff have 
maintained a network of relation-
ships, a history and a stability of 
presence that have been a touchstone 
for many over the years.   
   Now, Jeff has retired, although he 
still comes to the soup kitchen to talk 
with guests. Catherine still works 
full-time, attending community meet-
ings, shopping, providing hospitality 
at the kitchen, and paying the bills, 
although she has been teaching these

responsibilities to other community 
members. They continue to live in 
their beloved third-floor bedroom at 
Hennacy House, and participate in 
the community’s domestic life.
   Community members are often 
asked, “What will happen when 
   Catherine and Jeff are gone?”  
      Pondering mortality seems 
         impolitic and impolite, but it 
         is still a question worth ad-
      dressing if we are to consider 
  the present and future of the L.A. 
Catholic Worker community. It 
was a question I asked myself with 
some urgency when I joined the 
community full-time five years ago, 
after having visited the community 
off and on for the previous seven 
years. It was evident that something, 
sometime, would probably change, 
as none of us are immune to senes-
cence, but how or why, and in what 
direction, were a mystery. Five years 
ago, I spent a lot of time thinking 
and worrying about how the future of 
the LACW could be sustainable, and 
what a loss it would be to have this 
interesting and unusual community 
of people, with their interesting and 
unusual soup kitchen that had served 
the Skid Row community so faith-
fully, and that was by this time such 
a trusted and relied-upon part of that 
community, disappear. I would think 
about the network of unlikely and 
interesting people who had partici-
pated in community life at Hennacy 
House and the soup kitchen, been 
inspired by the vision of the Catholic 
Worker, supported these good works, 
received material solace and sup-
port through the Works of Mercy, or 
believed in the possibility of a differ-
ent way of relating to each other or 
understanding our world through the 
theology, perspective, work, and gos-
pel critique of the Catholic Worker 
tradition, and I would worry about 
the loss of such a beloved place.
   Reluctantly and with much struggle, 
I came to an understanding that it did 
not matter if the Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker continued on into the future or 
not. It had already made a significant 
impact on Skid Row and the wider 
L.A. community. It had served faith-
fully many people in need, and it had 
been a home for a disparate flock of 
people needing one at different times 
in their lives. It had inspired others to 
examine their surroundings in a new 
way and love their neighbors, to value 
peacemaking, to question government
and cultural edicts, and to start new 
related projects, including the network 
of related Catholic Worker houses, the 
Sister House Network, that serves 
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people in need in communities far 
and wide. Some Catholic Worker 
houses, though beautiful, have natural 
lifespans, and it is better to be honest 
about that than to create a zombie 
institution whose raison d’etre is sim-
ply to perpetuate its own existence 
for its own sake (which, as theologian 
William Stringfellow warns us, is the 
natural progression of and danger to 
many human activities).
   However, over the last five years, 
something else interesting has hap-
pened at the LACW. A group of 
people have been committing to the 
life and work in the community here 
for the last number of years, learn-
ing every year and taking seriously 
both the values and traditions of the 
LACW and the Catholic Worker 
movement more generally. We do 
not have the long experience of our 
elders, though we have been learning 
from them how to undertake the re-
sponsibilities of the daily work at the 
soup kitchen and in the community 
house. We do not have the experi-
ence of many decades of decision-
making, though we have been trying 
to be faithful to the Catholic Worker 
vision and to work on our commu-
nication with each other and trusted 
wise community friends and men-
tors as we grow in experience and 
learn from each decision. Catherine 
reminded us recently that, the whole 
time that she and Jeff had been here, 
over all of those years, they com-
mitted, one year at a time, to do the 
work for another year. I don’t know 
what the future will bring for the 
LACW, but I do believe that there is 
a group of people here now willing 
to undertake the responsibilities of 
being here, and of continuing to learn 
and grow, with humility and open-
ness to advice and accountability.  
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FULLER, cont’d from p.1 We are also sustained by a large 
network of people who continue to 
love and support the Hippie Kitchen 
and the community house, who send 
financial donations, and who have 
volunteered for weeks, months, or de-
cades, and by the encouragement and 
kindness of many guests who dine at 
the soup kitchen and take the time to 
tell us that we are doing something 
that is appreciated and worthwhile.
   In the book The Catholic Worker 
After Dorothy, by Dan McKanan, the 
author describes the Catholic Worker 
movement history, the history of 
different community houses, and 
different ways people have sought 
to envision and live out the Catholic 
Worker lay apostolate, especially 
when co-founder Dorothy Day was 
no longer alive to give guidance and 
advice. Some people thought that the 
movement might end with her death, 
he writes, though it has continued to 
flourish in all kinds of unusual and 
interesting ways. He also outlines 
several models of Catholic Worker

leadership that have arisen over the 
years, each with their own flavor and 
style, as communities have sought 
sustainability in what can be difficult 
work and circumstances. 
   Some communities, over the years, 
had opted to become incorporated 
as non-profits, and have a board of 
directors oversee their work, as in a 
more mainstream corporate model. 
This approach was fiercely debated 
in The Catholic Worker newspaper 
over the years, for philosophical, an-
archist reasons, although communi-
ties so organized continue to perform 
the Works of Mercy in faithful and 
creative ways. 
   Some communities, McKanan 
further outlined, sought stability 
through having one or two long-term 
“anchor” people present in the house, 
often a stable presence and provider 
of vision and direction as other par-
ticipants came and went. McKanan 
finds this to be a common way of 
organizing CW houses, and calls it 
the “Abbot” model, though he posits

that a drawback is, such communities 
often end when the anchor people or 
person retire. 
   A third model, he says, is “...a self-
sustaining community of full-time 
Workers who have made a long-term 
commitment. In this model, no one 
individual is indispensable: people 
may come and go quite frequently, 
but enough others remain to keep the 
newcomers connected to the house’s 
identity and tradition” (McKanan, 27). 
This third model, he says, is one that, 
“explicitly or implicitly, most houses 
aspire to forge,” though “however 
sought after, this model of shared 
leadership has rarely been achieved 
in the movement,” though he goes on 
to cite a number of Catholic Worker 
communities that have been organized 
in this tradition since the 1960’s.
   The LACW, over the past fifty 
years, has had stability provided by 
the second of these models, through 
the leadership of Catherine and Jeff. 
With Jeff’s retirement, folks some-
times ask the question, “Who is in 
charge now?” I think people might 
often want to hear one or two names 
in response to that question, as it 
makes sense in terms of our tradi-
tions of leadership. But the answer at 
the moment, which is more compli-
cated than that but which is also in 
keeping with the Catholic Worker 
tradition, is that the group of people 
participating in life at the community 
house and in the daily work of the 
LACW are interested in exploring 
and developing the “explicitly or 
implicitly” envisioned but “rarely...
achieved” model of community lead-
ership by a group of co-responsible 
people, in relationship with a wider 
community of volunteers, support-
ers, guests, mentors and friends. This 
may sound ambitious and idealistic,

Continued on page 14

Joyce Parkhurst circa 2003

Homeless 
Harassed:
PROTECTION? 
OR SERVICE?

By JOYCE PARKHURST
August 1997 (Vol. 27/No. 5)

As we turned the corner onto 
Gladys Avenue, the grey 
dawn suddenly seemed 
more dismal. Spread out 

before us from curb to curb lay the 
ruin and rubble of what had been 
homes and personal belongings. 
Solitary figures and small groups 
with disspirited faces stood about 
the mounds of debris in shock and 
despair, picking pitifully through the 
mess to try to find a lost treasure or a 
useful item still in one piece.
     The scene was silent, surreal, and 
chilling. Those in the trauma of loss 
watched with dulled eyes as we drove 
past, and there was a pall not unlike 
death in the leaden atmosphere. The 
Red Cross was not present serving 
coffee and donuts and giving out 
blankets. No public agency offered 
shelter, showers, or clothing. The 
media did not come to publicize the 
plight of these people who had just 
lost everything they owned. No poli-
tician appeared to promise restitution 
and financial assistance for recovery; 
for these people have no voice, and 
are therefore of no use or interest to 
political figures. The disaster that 
had leveled the homes of this small 
community was not that of the forces 
of nature. No earthquake, fire, flood, 
or tornado caused this devastation. It 
was the result of a wanton, terrorist 
guerilla raid at midnight by the Los

Angeles Police Department. Tents, 
structures made from cardboard, 
rope and tarpaulins, all were de-
molished and torn down around the 
heads of their terrified occupants 
while they slept. Any useful items—
blankets, clothing, shoes, a bucket 
for washing, food, personal items, or 
the gleanings from dumpsters of any-
thing that could be sold in order to 
survive—were tossed into the street 
and destroyed, to be scraped up by a 
City bulldozer later in the morning.
   This tent city of about one hundred 
souls had formed along both sides 
of Gladys Avenue between 6th and 
5th Streets, and had been in place for 
eight months or more… perhaps you, 
our readers, can see why our friends 
gathered near us at the “Hippie 
Kitchen,” and why the destruction of 
their small store of necessities caused 
us to weep with fury and frustration.

Continued on page 14
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Alongside its unique beauty 
as a community of artists 
and small business owners, 
and perhaps as a forma-

tive element of that beauty, a certain 
baseline of panic hums in the streets 
of Skid Row. Without housing, the 
daily quest to meet one’s basic needs 
is enough to test anyone’s inner 
peace. Add to this the global hysteria 
erupting around this pandemic, and 
now imagine trying to keep six feet 
away from all other persons on the 
sidewalk where you live, or while 
waiting in very long lines for food, 
water, or clothing. Our guests face 
these and other difficulties every day 
as more people than ever are now 
without work, losing housing, scram-
bling for their next meal.
   In the last two weeks, because of 
the high demand (less food being 
served on the street and at some of 
the missions), we have more than 
doubled our food output at the Hippie 
Kitchen, setting new records for the 
amounts of beans and salad served 
every serving day (now more than 
1700 servings per day). At the same 
time, the cost of beans and veggies 
for salad have drastically increased. 
In addition, we have lost more than 
half of our volunteers and community 
members to "shelter in place." 
   Our food is healthier than ever, 
with more fresh vegetables and citrus 
fruits boosting our guests’ immune
system. Catholic Workers also wait 
in long lines at all hours of the day 
and into the very late night to get the
beans, bread, and supplies needed to 
keep the food flowing. We are stretch-

HIPPIE KITCHEN 
TODAY

ing and growing, changing our entire 
system around, doing our best to 
ease the suffering of our guests and 
neighbors while also trying not to 
work ourselves into a coma.
   If you are wondering how you can 
help, we have compiled a brief list of 
our needs in order of importance:
     • Prayers for change in the hearts 
and minds of our wealthy ruling elite 
who created the perfect conditions for 
this crisis by refusing to fund public 
health infrastructure, low income 
housing and healthy food access.
     • Prayers for peace, healing, pa-
tience, wisdom, speed, accuracy and 
that we might be sources of love and 
joy for our guests and each other.
     • Healthy volunteers every Mon-
day, Wednesday and Friday from 
10am-1pm for our kitchen prep days. 
If you have volunteered at Hippie 
Kitchen food service before and you 
meet quarantine, PLEASE continue 
to join us any Tuesday, Thursday or 
Saturday from 7:30am until at least 
1pm—we drastically need you.
     • Hand sanitizer
     • Bottled water
     • Backyard citrus (small oranges) 
     • Sliced bread (lots of it)     
     • Money for our increased budget
     • More and more prayers
   A sincere THANK YOU for all 
your love and support. May God’s 
blessings rain down upon each and 
all of us as we find ways to love each 
other when the night is darkest, for 
this, too, shall pass.                         Ω

Kaleb Havens is Los Angeles Catho-
lic Worker community member and 
an editor of the Agitator.
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RESURRECTION CITY
We were all young, long-haired, bearded, would-be hippies; recent refugees from the privileged suburbs of our 
youth. So, the street folks simply called us the “Hippie Kitchen” and the name has stuck throughout the decades.

By JEFF DIETRICH

“This shit stinks,” gri-
maced the masked city 
worker as he held up a 
pair of soiled trousers. 

Next to him the senior police officer 
shouted to his partner, “Let’s get out 
of here, they’re spraying some kind 
of chemical on the sidewalk.”
   It is clean-up day on Skid Row and 
every sidewalk encampment must 
relocate tents and tarps, carts and 
cardboard condos to accommodate 
the city workers. I am threading my 
way through the phalanx of garbage 
trucks, pressure hoses, cop cars and 
barricades trying to make my way to 
the Hippie Kitchen. 
   When the Catholic Worker first 
came to L. A.’s Skid Row 50 years 
ago this Easter, street folk real-
ized that we were not like the many 
evangelical missions and they simply 
did not know what to call us because 
we merely served food and did not 
preach a sermon. We were all young, 
long-haired, bearded, would-be 
hippies; recent refugees from the 
privileged suburbs of our youth. So, 
the street folks simply called us the 
“Hippie Kitchen” and the name has 
stuck throughout the decades.
   But our suburban parents did not 
like the name or our chosen field of 
endeavor: chopping onions, peeling 
garlic, making soup, working on Skid 
Row seemed like a waste of an ex-
pensive education. You are supposed 
to get a job and become a lawyer, or 
a doctor, or a professional and make 
a difference in the world.  You are 
never going to make a difference as 
hippie Catholic Workers making soup 
in a Skid Row soup kitchen. But what 
happened was just the opposite.
   Because we were there and spoke 
with authority of a lived experience, 
Chuck Elsessor of the Legal Aid 
Foundation, and Jim Bonner of Com-
munity Design, sought us out as cli-
ents in their effort to save 5,000 units 
of very low-cost Skid Row housing. 
Because we were there, L.A’s Skid 
Row, unlike every other Skid Row in 
the nation, was saved from the wreck-
ing ball in an historic accord with the 
city and business community.
   Because we were there chopping 
onions and making soup, Nancy 
Minte sought us out and as a young, 
recently-minted UCLA lawyer, 
joined the Catholic Worker com-
munity and founded the InnerCity 
Law Center that still serves the poor 
and homeless to this day. If we had 
not been there, Tanya Tull would not 
have come to Skid Row and opened 
Para Los Niños to serve the children 
of poor immigrants. If we had not 
been there Alice Callaghan might not 
have come to work with Skid Row 
immigrant families and found the 
Skid Row Housing Trust to provide 
low-cost housing for the poor and 
homeless. If we had not been there 
Frank Rice would not have come 
down from his executive tower to hire 
Mollie Lowery to found Los Angeles 
Men’s Place (LAMP), the most pro-
gressive mental health organization in 
the nation. If we had not been there 
to house and encourage John Dillon, 
he would have gone back to business 
school and never founded the Chrysa-
lis Center, which continues to secure 
employment for the homeless and 
unemployed throughout the county.

   Because we were there making
beans and standing up for the home-
less, Carol Sobel of the ACLU came 
down to help us fight for the rights of 
the homeless to sleep on the sidewalk 
without fear of arrest and to “be se-
cure in their person and possessions.”
   If we had not been there none of 
our twelve “Sister Houses” serving 
the poor and homeless throughout the 
country as well as in Haiti, Mexico, 
and Kenya would exist. And count-
less people would have perished. 
   It is a bit like the old 1940’s movie, 
It’s a Wonderful Life, in which Jimmy 
Stewart is saved by an angel when 
he tries to commit suicide because 
he thinks he is a failure. He wanted 
to be a big shot in the big city but 
he had not accomplished the great 
“big shot” things he had hoped to do 
with his life. Then an angel shows 
him what his town would look like if 
he had not been there to oppose the 
capitalist rapaciousness of Mr. Potter. 
   If we had not been there cook-
ing beans, chopping onions, ladling 
soup, Skid Row would look like a 
Yuppie Potterville instead of what it 
is, a refuge for the downtrodden. 
   Though the forces of gentrification 
relentlessly squeeze in on this refuge 
for the homeless, I am convinced that 
the poor, in their suffering mass, will 
be present in the midst of downtown 
splendor. The power of the poor is 
the power of inertia. “The poor you 
will always have with you.” Their 
capacity for suffering is infinite, as is 
the impossibility of their removal in 
this NIMBY city. 
   When Martin Luther King, Jr., 
called for a “Poor People’s March” 
on Washington, D.C., he envisioned 
the rise of an encampment to be 
called Resurrection City, an occupa-
tion of poor people whose unmov-
able presence would stand as a 
permanent indictment of the world’s 
richest nation until justice prevails.
   For most, Skid Row is an eyesore, 
but for me it is Resurrection City, a 
miracle that began on Easter Sun-
day 50 years ago when the Catholic 
Worker served its first meal on Skid 
Row. And to paraphrase our found-
ress Dorothy Day, it all happened 
while we were standing there making 
beans and chopping onions.
   And it continued through the 
years as others joined us in the fight 
against the wrecking ball, the bull-
dozer, the dump truck as we refused 
to allow the poor to be hidden or 
effaced, jailed or “cleaned up” out of 
existence. When I look at Skid Row 
I see a miracle. I see Resurrection 
City, a permanent indictment of city, 
state, and nation until “justice rolls 
down like a river and righteousness 
like a mighty stream” (Amos 5:4). 

Jeff cooking beans circa 2020

THE ONLY SOLUTION IS 
LOVE

The following statement was written 
by the L.A. Catholic Worker Sister 
House Network at our annual retreat 
in response to the September 11, 2001 
attack in New York City.

November 2001 (Vol. 31/No. 7)

Even after all this…

We are Catholic Workers, 
and we are still pacifists. 
We too are heartbroken 
over the events of Sep-

tember 11, 2001. We too grieve the 
horrific and untimely loss of thou-
sands of lives. In further response, 
we turn to the nonviolent roots of 
our founders, Dorothy Day and Peter 
Maurin. We remind ourselves of their 
(and our) commitment to the Christ 
of Peace and to the creation of a new 
social order within the shell of the 
old. It is an order accomplished not 
with bombs, but with mercy; not with 
massive counter-attacks, but with 
restorative justice.  

   We are Catholic Workers, and 
we are still pacifists. Our grief will 
not be short-circuited with cries for 
vengeance nor with acts of retribu-
tion. We will not cooperate with 
incitements to become that which we 
most oppose, namely, perpetrators of 
violence. We will honor the deeper 
levels of grief, acknowledging the 
woundedness inflicted upon us and 
the woundedness that our nation has 
inflicted upon others. 
   We are Catholic Workers, and we 
are still pacifists. We will dare to ask 
the difficult questions: How is it that 
the United States was the focus of 
such an unspeakable attack? Could it 
be possible that most of us, as Ameri-
cans, are ignorant of the injustices 
done to others in our name? Will we 
ever openly repent of misdeeds done 
to the peoples of our own land—Na-
tive Americans, African Americans, 
Japanese Americans, other immi-
grants, the homeless and the poor? 
Can we acknowledge the suffering and 
death we have imposed upon those 
who live in other lands—the citizens 
of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, the poor 
of Central and South America, the 
people of Iraq…and how many others? 
   We are Catholic Workers, and we 
are still pacifists. We too are afraid 
of the possibility of more terrorist 
actions in our own cities. We too are 
afraid for our children and their fu-
tures. We too have helped to bury the 
dead—the impoverished on our streets

LACW Sister House Network circa 2013 Retreat

who die in obscurity, unloved and 
unremembered by society. We 
continue, therefore, even in the wake 
of our own fears and grief, to feed 
the hungry, clothe the naked, shelter 
the homeless, and visit the sick and 
the imprisoned. We hope for the day 
when our nation provides adequate 
funding for these, the forgotten in 
our midst, rather than use our money 
for the proliferation of more and 
more weapons of mass destruction 
upon our earth and into the heavens. 
   We are Catholic Workers, and we 
are still pacifists. We dream impossi-
ble dreams, see unbelievable visions. 
We conjure up such hopeful images 
as US planes dropping not bombs, 
but food bundles, and messages of 
hope to the long-suffering people of 
Afghanistan. We view this para-
doxical moment in history as a pause 
wherein we—every one of us—can 
desire and work for the well-being of 
all. We pray for hearts to change: the

hearts of our leadership, the hearts of 
our opponents, even our own hearts 
when we are tempted to incline to-
ward self-righteousness or despair. 
   We invite you to participate with 
us in all of our wildest dreams and 
visions for peace. For now, we sadly 
know that our affluence, our power, 
our weapons, our possessions cannot 
serve as protection from harm. We 
invite you to clamber off the wheel 
of violence. It is the only worthy 
legacy we can offer to those who 
have died. We invite you to join us as 
we reexamine our consciences, our 
spiritual paths, our concepts of God, 
our commitment to a better world. 
   We are Catholic Workers, and we 
still believe…the only solution is
 love.                                                    Ω

Below are the signatories to this  
statement of conscience:

Los Angeles Catholic Worker, Las 
Vegas Catholic Worker, Santa Ana 
Catholic Worker, Beatitude House 
Catholic Worker, San  Bruno Catho-
lic Worker, Fresno Catholic Worker, 
Peralta Street Catholic Worker, San 
Pedro Catholic Worker, Magdalene 
House Catholic Worker, House of 
Grace Catholic Worker, Norfolk 
Catholic Worker, The Open Door 
Community, Vera Cruz Mexico Cath-
olic Worker, Viva House Catholic 
Worker, Des Moines Catholic Worker.                               
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CONSCIENTIOUS 
OBJECTOR TO 
TECHNOLOGY

By KATE CHATFIELD
June 1996 (Vol. 26/No. 4)

I am becoming a conscientious 
objector to technology. I readily 
admit that this objection is born 
of fear—I am a technophobe, 

though I am “computer literate” (a 
contradiction in terms, for the more 
people use computers, the more 
illiterate they become). So, I am not 
afraid because I do not understand 
this technology, rather I am afraid be-
cause I think I do have an understand-
ing of this technology. I am afraid of 
it as I am afraid of other worldly prin-
cipalities and powers—I see it as a 
dehumanizing force which has people 
serving it rather than serving people. 
Technological progress marches on

Jesse & Martha Lewis, Fr. Steve 
Kelly, S.J., Ann Boden circa 2002 

until that early morning phone call 
from CNN, I had no idea that I was 
actually a member of one of the do-
mestic terrorist groups whose actions 
had provoked government spying.
   I was not shocked that the United 
States Government would spy on 
peace activists. It has happened in 
the past, most notably to Dr. Martin 
Luther King, Jr., and Dan and Philip 
Berrigan, two Catholic priests who 
burned draft files during the Vietnam 
War. And even Dorothy Day, the 
co-founder of the Catholic Worker 
movement, and currently a candidate 
for sainthood, had, before her death 
in 1980, accumulated a 600-page 
FBI file, with agents going so far 
as to volunteer serving soup to the 
homeless just to spy on her. I did not 
think the meager efforts of the L.A. 
Catholic Worker warranted such 
government attention. 
   In his report on us, the unnamed 
FBI agent wrote, “The Catholic 
Workers advocate peace with a 
Chrsitian and semi-communistic 
ideology… they advocate a com-
munity distribution of resources.” He 
got the first part right. But, the part 
about being communistic is true only 
if you think of our soup kitchen as a 
communistric redistribution plan.
   Nevertheless, we are pretty good

at running a soup kitchen, but we are 
terribly inept when it comes to being 
a terrorist cell or a threat to national 
security, something like the guys 
in that old movie, The Gang That 
Couldn’t Shoot Straight. 
   Apparently we were nominated for 
“terrorist status” because of a 2001 
civil disobedience protest against the 
Star Wars Missile Defense Shield at 
Vandenberg Air Force Base. The 
anti-terrorist report implies that we 
had attempted to prevent a test launch 
of that missile. While we did, in fact, 
enter the base through a broken-
down fence and wander around lost 
for a number of hours, our peaceful, 
though admittedly illegal, efforts 
were hardly terrorist in nature, or 
even a threat to the Star Wars project, 
much less national security.
   If they had been decent spies, the 
FBI would have known how com-
pletely inept we were. For twelve 
hours we slogged through the 
trackless wilderness of Vandenberg, 
often in the dark, climbing over 
small mountains, falling into ditches, 
hoping that we would not meet a 
mountain lion or a rattlesnake, all the 
while with only the vaguest idea of 
where we were. Our terrorist tools did 
not include so much as a compass or a 
map, or even food or water. 
   We were hopelessly lost. Finally, 
in desperation, cold and hungry and 
thirsty, we made ourselves known 
to the authorities, hoping for speedy 
deliverance from our wilderness 
peril. We accomplished nothing but a 
sprained ankle and a few deflated egos. 
   While being labeled terrorists and 
communists can have a chilling ef-
fect on the activity of public protest, 
governments often take their desire 
for security too far and produce 
unintended consequences by their 
extreme measures. And in this case, 
these extreme measures of spying 
on U.S. citizens caused the Senate to 
finally stand up to an imperial presi-
dency that has significantly eroded 
the constitutional rights of Ameri-
cans in a misguided effort to preserve 
its security. While the bumbling ef-
forts of soup kitchen subversives like 
us could never interfere with national 
security, or even interfere with the 
launch of a Star Wars missile, we 
are grateful that, thanks to an over-
zealous government, we were able to 
play a small part in helping to stop 
the Patriot Act.                                Ω

Jeff Dietrich is editor emeritus of the 
Agitator, and a scholar-in-residence 
at Loyola Marymount University. 

By JEFF DIETRICH

February 2006 (Vol. 36/No. 1)

The genesis of this February 2006 is-
sue of the Agitator came back in De-
cember when we learned via the New 
York Times that the FBI had been 
spying on the Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker, along with other “domestic 
terrorist” groups like PETA and 
Greenpeace. So we have included in 
this issue, not only information about 
government spying, but the current 
resistance activities of Catholic 
Workers that seem to provoke gov-
ernment attention. We applaud the 
efforts of Catholic Workers who have 
marched to the prison at Guantanamo 
Bay, hammered on missile silos, 
disrupted military recruiting, and 
trespassed at satellite tracking sta-
tions. Keep up the great work!

“Do you have a com-
ment on the fact that 
your organization has 
been under surveil-

lance by the federal government?” 
The call came early in the morning to 
our Skid Row soup kitchen, and the 
journalist from CNN wanted to know 
why I thought the FBI anti-terrorist 
unit was spying on the Catholic 
Worker, a religious organization that 
serves food to the homeless. 
   Like most Americans, I had 
watched closely the unfolding story 
about domestic spying and applauded 
the U.S. Senate’s commendable re-
jection of the onerous Patriot Act. But

SOUP KITCHEN 
SUBVERSIVES

Shopping cart giveaway circa 2012
General Dogon (LA CAN), Jeff, Josephine Burns, Martha  

By JEFF DIETRICH
August 1998 (Vol. 28, No.5)

The caller was outraged, “It is 
criminally irresponsible and 
a pernicious waste of money 
to give shopping carts to the 

homeless,” he said, “and I intend to 
hold you personally responsible if 
one of your carts is used in a theft 
from my business.” 
     It’s okay for the Catholic Worker 
to run a free soup kitchen, but giving 
out one hundred free shopping carts to 
the poor has inspired unprecedented 
anger and even violent reactions 
from the community. The police 
have intimated that we are abetting 
criminal activity; numerous irate and 
sometimes anonymous callers have 
castigated us for “trashing the city,” 
“degrading the homeless,” and wast-
ing resources, while some members of 
the business community have actually 
screamed angry epitaphs at us, saying 
that we are providing the homeless 
with a “license for vagrancy.” 

   On the one hand our action is a 
simple, human response to the anger 
we felt at watching homeless people 
harassed and jailed for up to thirty 
days for the mere crime of possess-
ing a shopping cart. We wanted to 
prevent homeless people from going 
to jail and give them what they 
needed to survive on the streets by 
providing them with shopping carts 
complete with a written statement 
giving our permission to use the cart, 
thereby eliminating all legal impedi-
ments to such use. 
   On the other hand, though, it is a 
provocative action that flies in the 
face of cherished beliefs held by 
most people. Nothing symbolizes 
more graphically the desperation and 
degradation of homeless poverty than 
a shopping cart. To give a shopping 
cart to a homeless person is an act of 
complicity and codependency, if not 
outright criminal conspiracy. Rather 
than reforming the poor or main-
streaming the poor, we are confirming 
the status of their dead-end poverty. 
   However, it is unconscionable for 
any social service agency to con-
tinue fostering the illusion that it is 
still possible for the poor to aspire 
to the American Dream. Over the 
past several decades our nation has 
consistently eliminated lifelines, step 
ladders, and safety nets that histori-
cally have made it possible for the 
poor in a complex industrial society 
to transition out of poverty. Our col-
lective parsimony has precipitated 
the elimination of social programs 
from free higher education to job 
training to low-cost housing. And 
now this month with the elimination 
of 80,000 people from the welfare 
rolls, we have virtually slammed the 
door on the poor, creating a perma-

nent homeless underclass.
   The results of these cuts lead to an 
increase in the homeless population, 
which is aesthetically unpleasant, 
bad for business, and has a chilling 
effect on tourism. It thus becomes 
the responsibility of the police to 
ensure that the public need never 
encounter the odious consequences 
of its own hard-heartedness. 
   In San Francisco it is illegal to 
serve food to homeless people in the 
downtown area. In Seattle it is illegal 
to sit in certain areas of the city. And 
in Orlando, Florida, street beggars 
will be arrested unless they possess a 
city-issued license to beg. 
   Here in Los Angeles, the police 
zealously enforce anti-camping, 
anti-begging, anti-loitering as well as 
anti-shopping cart laws, thus sanitiz-
ing public contact with the poor. 
   The real purpose of our free shop-
ping carts is not simply to help the 
poor or to keep them out of jail, 
though it is definitely that. The real 
purpose is actually to ensure that the  

poor, with the emblem of their pover-
ty and suffering, will not be entirely 
invisible to the community.
   We expect more angry phone calls 
in the coming weeks when we an-
nounce our next distribution of one 
hundred free, street-legal shopping 
carts. But anger and violence are part 
of the process of breaking through 
the veil of public denial to expose 
and heal the wounds of homelessness 
and poverty.                Ω

Jeff Dietrich is editor emeritus of the 
Agitator, and a scholar-in-residence 
at Loyola Marymount University. 
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Elizabeth Griswold, Elizabeth 
Wyrsch circa 2001
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TO DIE AT THE 
CATHOLIC WORKER
By KIERAN PRATHER 
February 1993 (Vol. 23/No. 2)

“It sounds to me like you 
are coming to the Catho-
lic Worker to die.” Jeff’s 
comment was jarring, 

exceptionally blunt, even for the 
bold Dietrich style; besides, that was 
not at all the way I saw it. It was 
September 1991, and I had simply 
been dispensing information to com-
munity members who were con-
sidering my application to join the 
Worker. My positive HIV status was 
no more urgent than the facts that I 
was a recovering alcoholic and that I 
belonged to a writers’ group.
   I mean, I was attracted to the LACW 
because of its work with the poor, its 
resistance to policies and structures I 
found offensive, its sense of commu-
nity. I did not wake up one morning 
and say, “’Bout time for my AIDS to 
kick in, so I’d better go off and join 
the Worker.” My death, if untimely, 
was still a ways down the road.
   Then, in December of last year, 
I was diagnosed with pneumocys-
tic pneumonia (PCP), one of the 
opportunistic diseases that marks 
the crossover from HIV-positive to 
AIDS. All statistics lie, and AIDS 
statistics lie more than most, but a 
working guess is that from the initial 
occurrence of disease, life expectan-
cy is, optimistically, about two years. 
I heard Jeff’s comment in a new way 
while I was in the hospital, and it 
seemed he might have been more on 
target than I had realized.
   In all probability, I had never 
stopped hearing it. For the past year, 
Catherine Morris, another commu-
nity member, and I have volunteered 
at 5P21, the county hospital AIDS 
outpatient clinic, and I have gotten 
to know patients at every stage of the 
disease. With one friend in particular, 
I had the opportunity to walk the 
journey from good health—through 
bouts of pneumonia, tuberculosis, in-
ternal Kaposi’s sarcoma—to his death 
in early January. Whenever I spent 
time with Edvin, the thought crossed 
my mind, This is my future. And so it 
goes with other patients: when Anto-
nia’s shingles spread despite treat-
ment and medication, when Samuel 
gets over diarrhea from one infection 
only to get it again from a different 
infection, I move closer to my own 
death. “Never send to know for whom 
the bell tolls; it tolls for thee.” 
   Eloy, a nine-year-old boy from 
Mexico who lives with us at Henna-
cy House, has sacrificed an arm and 
an eye to bone cancer—that is a trag-
edy. A teenaged homie from Boyle 
Heights takes a bullet in the spine 
and will be paralyzed from the neck 
down for the rest of his life - that is 
a tragedy. That I will die of AIDS in 
the next two years is not a tragedy. 
Tragic stories come out of 5P21, but 
mine is not one of them.
   My experience with AIDS has been 
liberating. I began writing the novel 
I had been planning since I was in 
high school within weeks of getting 
my HIV-positive diagnosis. As time 
passed, I had less interest in career 
and “planning for the future” and 
became more concerned with things 
that captured my interest at the time. 
Casual interest in things political 
moved to direct action protests and 
civil disobedience. Volunteering 
part-time at the Worker soup kitchen 
shared equal importance with my of-
fice job. There is some truth in the 

Kris Kristofferson lyric, “Freedom’s 
just another word for nothing left 
to lose.” Long-term goals lost their 
meaning; each event had to matter at 
once because there was no spare time.
   With the diagnosis of AIDS, that at-
titude is more intense. As John Moore 
notes in his article “Commercializa-
tion and Commodification of Death,” 
“our confrontation and acceptance of 
the inevitability of death decidedly 
heightens our own awareness of the 
value of life.” More than ever, what I 
do with the remaining months of my 
life had better be the most important 
thing I can imagine doing.
   I am staying at the Catholic Worker 
to die.
   John Donne tells us, “No man is an 
island, entire of itself; every man is 
a piece of the continent, a part of the 
main.” In Community and Growth, 
Jean Vanier spells the same idea out 
more clearly: “People need compan-
ions, friends with whom they can 
share their lives, their vision, and 
their ideals.” The Catholic Worker 
was not the original plan, or course; 
at different times, my choice was to 
share my life with a wife, then with 
a monastic community, then with a 
gay lover. (“The road traveled was 
rarely the road planned.”) Nonethe-
less, communal living in the context 
of Gospel service and resistance 
seems to fit my wants/needs today. 
So here I am, confident it is where I 
am called to be.
   Later in his discussion of commu-
nity, Vanier speaks of the gifts a new 
member brings and those that the 
community gives. At first glance, it 
is easy to see gifts in terms of talents 
and opportunities: How can my 
various skills serve the community 
goals? What work can I do?
   However, the true gift is not the 
overlay of abilities but the offering 
of self, a presence, such as it may 
be. In this light, I may have brought 
to the community gifts of a sense of 
humor, flexibility, a willingness to 
try new things, an openness to listen-
ing and to sharing my experiences. 
But in community, as elsewhere, 
circumstances change, and the gifts a 
member offers change.
   Two years ago, some of us spent 
time in the Metropolitan Detention 
Center as a result of demonstrations 
against the massacre euphemized as 
the Persian Gulf War. Our intended 
purpose was to go to jail to register a 
moral protest; but as time passed, we 
began to realize that our true purpose 
was to be a presence to those with 
whom we were imprisoned. The 
importance of the war faded as we 
entered into the lives of the other 
inmates. I see the same kind of

Kieran Prather circa 1993

transition happening in my life 
again. I came to the Worker because 
I planned to share the community’s 
work with the poor and its political 
resistance. But it turns out that my 
job is to withdraw from those activi-
ties and, instead, show the commu-
nity how to die.
   I don’t know how this will be 
played out, and the community 
doesn’t either. At the current time, 
the activity is that the other members 
remind me that I have AIDS when I 
want to carry on as if everything is 
fine. In a sense, we will shape each 
day as it comes. Painful diseases 
loom on the horizon, and I do not 
do pain well; together we will learn 
to bear these things patiently. I have 
internalized our culture’s dictum 
that minimal proof of adulthood is 
independence and the ability to care 
for one’s self, yet I am moving to a 
mode where increasingly I will have 
to depend on others, perhaps even 
for the most basic bodily needs. I 
will probably not do this heroically; 
the community must learn to give 
and I must learn to accept. There 
will be times when my illness might 
force me to back out of an important 
project at the last minute; I will have 
to fight my very human feeling of 
failure and having let others down, 
and the other members will have to 
fight their very human feelings of 
resentment at being cheated and let 
down. The commitment to commu-
nity remains unchanged, but the form 
that commitment takes might change 
very suddenly and dramatically. 
   LACW community member Tina 
Delany is pregnant, and each mem-
ber sees themself as a midwife as 
her time draws near. She is carry-
ing “our” child and all of us would 
be in the delivery room if that were 
possible. In the same way, the com-
munity walks with me on my journey 
towards death, midwifeing me into 
the next stage of existence. It is 
“our” death, and each member of the 
community contributes to it.
   The attitude described in Henri 
Nouwen’s article, “I Know That 
There Is Nothing to Fear and That 
Dying Is The Greatest Act of Love,” 
is one that I hope to adopt for my-
self. I look back over my life and 
see that the choice to join—and to 
leave—a Benedictine monastic com-
munity, the choice to live a lifestyle 
that was positively gay and positively 
Catholic, the choice to come to the 
Catholic Worker were not choices at 
all. They were attempts at a voca-
tion, efforts to answer God’s call as 
it came to me in a specific time and 
place. I do not choose to die of AIDS 
in my mid-forties, but I accept that 
as the call I hear today. In the context 
of my communal living, I want to 
answer Yes.
   John Donne says that another’s 
death diminishes each of us because 
we are involved with humankind, 
and he is right. Yet, from another 
view, Daniel Berrigan captures the 
ideal metaphor with Sorrow Builds 
a Bridge, the title of his book on 
working with people with AIDS. 
Each person’s death can benefit and 
enrich the lives of those who share 
in it. Sorrow at my dying from AIDS 
becomes a bridge linking me with 
the other community members—and 
a bridge connecting them with each 
other—in a deeper way. We will 
become a stronger community as we 
move through the experience. Grace 
is everywhere.               Ω

Kieran Prather was an LACW com-
munity member and an Agitator 
editor from 1992 to early morning 
Christmas Day 1994, when he died 
of AIDS.
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VICTORY 
FOR 

THE HOMELESS
By ALICE CALLAGHAN
May 2006 (Vol. 36/No. 3)

On February 19, 2003, we 
filed a complaint in the 
United States District Court 
of California, seeking a 

permanent injunction against the city 
from enforcing, during the hours of 
9:00 P.M. and 6:30 A.M., Municipal 
Code 41:18(d) that criminalizes the 
status of homelessness in violation of 
the Eighth Amendment that prohibits 
cruel and unusual punishment. Three 
years later, we won the case.
   Now that the city can no longer put 
the homeless in jail simply for being 
homeless, it must begin the task of 
providing shelter. The homeless of 
Skid Row need housing. Every af-
fordable housing unit on Skid Row 
has a waiting list. The homeless 
will continue to sleep in cardboard 
boxes and huddle under blankets 
on hard city sidewalks until the city 
decides to do what is necessary to 
protect Skid Row’s existing afford-
able housing and create new units. 
Homelessness is neither inevitable 
nor accidental. It is caused by indif- 

ference and bad public policy.    
   After the court’s ruling, the mayor 
announced the city will pursue now 
a “more humane policy” known 
as “broken windows,” an order-
maintenance policy that correlates 
tolerating minor infractions such as 
public urination, drinking in public, 
or sleeping on the sidewalk with 
encouraging serious crime. Minor 
transgressions are to be treated as if 
they were serious crimes.
   However, sending an enlarged 
police force out to aggressively 
crack down on minor, quality of life 
infractions is not a viable strategy for 
reducing serious or violent crime. It 
is a strategy for the city to continue 
its effort to remove the homeless and 
poor out of view so that downtown 
can become a Mecca for tourists and 
an upscale residential and shopping 
community for the affluent.
   The Ninth Circuit Court of Appeals 
ruled that it is no longer a criminal 
offense to be out on the street without 
enough money to pay for a night’s 
lodging. If the city wants to improve 
public order on Skid Row, it needs 
to create affordable housing rather 
than continue to treat the homeless as 
potential or virtual criminals.          Ω

Alice Callaghan is a longtime LACW 
friend and Skid Row advocate who 
also founded and operates Las 
Familias del Pueblo, a day care/
educational center in Skid Row for 
garment district workers’ children.

Alice Callaghan circa 2018
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LACW foot care clinic circa 2016 

Karan Benton circa 2013 

FOOT CARE AT THE L.A. CATHOLIC 
WORKER: A GEOGRAPHY OF SUFFERING
By KARAN FOUNDS-BENTON

October 2014 (Vol. 44/No. 5)
     

The water roars out of the tap 
and makes a beat in double-
time on the bottom of the 
plastic tub...This is not a 

meal-serving day at the Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker “Hippie Kitchen,” 
as it is affectionately called on Skid 
Row. The clatter of pots and the tinny 
calls are hushed. This is a garden 
of hospitality day, the opening of 
our garden for sitting, which also 
includes a dental clinic, a short yoga 
class, a giveaway of necessities, and 
a foot care clinic. I stand at a sink 
preparing a soaking tub for foot 
care… I have filled the tub a bit too 
full, the water measuring my clumsy 
steps in heaves over the sides. Such 
will my entrance be into the little half 
circle of people in the garden, some 
half dozing already. I smile to myself: 
it could be a church service we are 
about to begin here. As it is, it is a 
different kind of service. A contrast 
flashes in my mind. The context 
concerns the two women from Luke 
7 and John 12 who cared for Jesus’ 
feet—how for a similar service they

carried so little, made their en-
trance discreet, their beginnings. In 
Nain, the one bent over the feet of 
Christ with merely an overspill of 
precious tears. In Bethany, Mary, 
with her ointment, was anticipating 
Christ’s burial. Both women chose 
the intimacy of their own locks of 
hair to wipe off the grime of Christ’s 
hard life. Present, too, was the same 
silent devotional, a tender liturgy 
both women communicated by kisses 
on the feet. How must time have 
stopped, silent wonder prevailing 
among the onlookers. May it be so 
here, I lecture my heart.
   The streets of Los Angeles are bloat-
ed and blistered. Walk this jagged 
landscape all day in the only shoes 
available to you, shoes too soft-soled, 
shoes too hard-soled, shoes too flat, 
too raised in the arch, too small, too 
tight, too big. Feel the raised corners 
of sidewalk beneath you, the scattered 
unnatural pressures skating up your 
calves through your knees until your 
lumbar is awkwardly shifted and the 
skin on your feet sends out hot angry 
stings. Still, you cannot sit down on 
the curb or on a step, it is not allowed. 
You must move along. 
   I set the plastic basin before my 
guest who has taken his shoes off. He 
curls his toes under, embarrassed, 
and sets his feet quickly into the tub, 
watching me closely. I put a little Dr. 
Bonner’s Peppermint Soap into the 

water and the gentle clouds swirl 
around the feet. They become engulf-
ed and hidden. That is when I see 
my guest resettle into his seat and 
the tension release in his jaw. I set 
out the many foot care tools… The 
tools of my present-day service are 
less expensive but much more cumber-
some, my efforts at kindness much 
more complex. Inside myself I ques-
tion, “Where, in this rite, will we meet, 
these women and I?” for I do want 
these two moments to kiss one another. 
   Keep in mind that as a poor person 
dependent upon services and awk-
ward service hours there is very little 
you can do about all this. This is the 
solid American landscape of mis-
shapen values. Here city money goes 
to defining suspicious activity rather 
than to a public bench. Here aesthet-
ics demand that the moneyed only 
see the moneyed: in their cars, on 
their balconies, at their sidewalk cafe 
tables. Those drained of funds and of 
survival effort, in pain and weariness, 
must move along.
   I place a towel along my knee, the 
one I will dry with. I bend over and 
reach into the water, slowly plac-
ing one hand under the calf of the 
leg and letting the other hand cup 
around the heel. This part is done in 
silence. Of all the patterns involved 
in foot care, this little rite seems to 
require a particular kind of mindful-
ness, perhaps in a reverence for the 
stranger’s trust in me. I think of the 
women again. What did it mean to 
them, to tenderly clasp the heel of the 
One they loved so much?
   It is hard to feel hopeful when ev-
ery step you take assaults you, when 
your feet become the streets them-
selves: hard, cracked, blistered, nails 
overgrown and gnawed at the root. 
With the largest pores on your body, 
your feet fully absorb the streets 
and all that is on them, just as they 
absorb the shocks and heaves of civic 
dictation: get up, get out, get moving, 
move along. 
   I cannot help but believe that when 
each woman curved her hand around 
the heel of Christ, she did so just as 
silently, mindfully, slowly—perhaps 
compelled to touch something Holy, 
preserving in her mind that she 
was touching something Holy and 
yet perceiving something different, 
astonishing. She learns through her 
fingers the landscape of human hard-
ship. I lift the foot out of the water 
and my heart, as almost always, goes 
up into my throat. Here is a geogra-
phy lesson of suffering. 

   To we who awe at block, brick,  
glass, proclaiming the clever way we 
harden the earth: of what are these 
accomplishments when we deny that 
we are flesh and bone? Do we not 
read even in this small and contempt-
ible member of the human body the 
far reaches of our confusion over 
what we should be to one another? 
Where can we acknowledge the 
dignity of the poor so preached about 
in our churches and ethics groups, 
placing the human face before any 
edifice? Where can we admit and 
soothe frail human flesh, proclaiming 
it more valuable than the scowling 
blistering monuments to our clever-
ness? It will not be by creating more 
institutions, making more powerful 
empires, with longer, harder, shinier 
streets to make the poor shuffle hour 
after hour. Yet here is something 
more simple: even though it brings 
us no profit, we could spare a street 
corner or rectangle of shade or 
pocket of green for a bench and dare 
to look upon the poor sitting wearily 
among us. Finding our humanity in 
this sight we will perhaps find our 
human courage to dare a different 
kind of community, one where frailty 
is no shame, one where the wounds 
and diseases of a hard life are all of 
ours to care about. Then, believing 
that if exhaustion ripples through 
the whole of us, so, too, can tender-
ness—we keep opening our spaces to 
everyone and say powerful words of 
inclusion: in the name of humanity 
my friend, sit here awhile. Rest.
   Here then is where the women and 
I finally meet. They saw on Christ’s 
feet more than hard travel. They 
found a vision there of the future 
wounds of hatred, injustice and 
dehumanization. They wept. I lift 
my man’s foot from the water, and I 
see the calluses, blisters and twisted 
nails of civic hatred, injustice, and 
dehumanization. Though Christ 
came to the Cross an Innocent, I 
have but a small space and clumsy 
ways to work that tenderness. As I 
slowly raise each foot from its im-
mersion, I dare repeat in my heart a 
small, simple liturgy in memorial to 
the women and to find solidarity for 
what they dared to do in the midst of 
the societal powers that surrounded 
them: in the name of Christ, my 
friend, sit here awhile. Rest.            Ω

Karán Founds-Benton, a poet, actor, 
writer, and former teacher, was an 
L.A. Catholic Worker community 
member from 2013 to 2018, when she 
died of cancer.

NO PEACE, 
NO 

PRIZE
By DAVID OMONDI 

February 2010 (Vol. 40/No. 1)

At 8:10 am every Wednes-
day morning LACW 
members gather for a 
peace vigil after serving 

oatmeal, eggs, oranges, and coffee 
to Skid Row residents. After prayer, 
we walk in silence around the Los 
Angeles Federal Building, holding 
various signs denouncing all war 
and violence. Stopping at the steps 
of the main entrance to read aloud 
the names of those U.S. soldiers 
killed the previous week in Iraq and 
Afghanistan, and we remember the 
Iraqis, Afghanis, and Pakistanis also 
killed, we are reminded to remain 
conscious of the death that is perva-
sive throughout U.S. imperial author-
ity. In remembering the victims, we 
plead for mercy and forgiveness for 
ourselves, and our nation.
   This weekly vigil provided the 
most suitable occasion for our articu-
lation of disappointment in President 
Barack Obama—to voice protest 
against the escalation in Afghanistan 
and his acceptance of the prestigious 
Nobel Peace Prize.
   We simply cannot fathom how

one can, in good conscience, accept 
such a prize in the wake of sending 
an additional 35,000 U.S. troops to 
Afghanistan and openly directing 
violence in three foreign nations. 
Heralded by many as a new age of 
hope for peaceful co-existence on 
planet earth, especially in contrast 
to the Bush years, Obama’s presi-
dency has brought symbolic attempts 
to mend fences and appeals to the 
greatness of the U.S.A. for inspi-
ration and legitimacy. Yet, while 
hundred of thousands endure without 
basic necessities right here in the 
U.S., and millions more around the 
globe face starvation, endless war, 
and grinding poverty, the world’s 
biggest superpower simply escalates 
its militaristic presence and budget 
for war- and Obama drops bombs on
children at Christmastime. “Freedom,”
“Democracy” and free-market capital- 
ism remain the name of the game—
as does the merciless pursuit of all 
who threaten it. So, in our eyes, little 
has changed save the face of oppres-
sion.
   The intent of the Nobel committee 
notwithstanding, Obama’s accep-
tance of the prize amounts to blatant 
hypocrisy in a new age of heightened 
moral doublespeak, to which we fol-
lowers of Christ must maintain an  

David Omondi and five others were 
arrested at this protest circa 2009
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By ALLISON McGILLIVRAY 
April 2008 (Vol. 38/No. 2)

Outside of Vandenberg Air 
Force Base (VAFB) on 
March 2, over 150 people 
gathered to declare our op-

position to nuclear missiles, 25 years 
after the first organized acts of resis-
tance at the base. The crowd rose up 
in song, color, and hope. Among us 
were plastic bucket wielding drum-
mers, anti-nuclear flags, accents of 
streamers, glistening paper cranes, 
and homemade posters. Above the 
color, music, and energy, a larger-
than-life banner recognized a history 
of Vandenberg resistance, reading 
“Missile Testing - Still Immoral after 
25 years.” The words rested on a 
painting of a rich nature scene con-
trasted by a dead, crumbling city.
   We could not be missed. Our pres-
ence was strong and our message 
clear.
   This demonstration was the climax 
of the Pacific Life Community (PLC) 
retreat that took place the days be-
fore near Santa Barbara, California. 
Participating communities share a 
radical goal to end nuclear weaponry 
through nonviolent direct action.  
   After a 20-year hiatus, Dennis Apel 
and Tensie Hernandez of the Guada-
lupe Catholic Worker, courageously 
stepped forward to organize this 
year’s retreat. The PLC reconvened 
for a weekend to commemorate 25 
years of resistance against nuclear 
missile testing at Vandenberg AFB. 
Fellow faith-based peaceniks came 
from Washington, British Colum-
bia, Utah, Nevada, Arizona, New 
Mexico, and throughout California to 
join in the retreat.              Ω

Allison McGillivray is a former L.A. 
Catholic Worker community member.

LARGEST 
PROTEST IN 
A DECADE

VANDENBERG 
BACKCOUNTRY 

ACTION
On October 20, 2012, LACW Theo 
Kayser and a friend entered Van-
denberg Air Force Base through 
the backcountry. Despite high tech 
security in place, they remained 
undetected for several hours as they 
prayed and hung peace banners at a 
number of different sites.

By THEO KAYSER 
December 2012 (Vol. 42/No. 6)

As we lie in the field, our 
bodies flat against the 
ground in three-foot high 
brush, we wonder why 

they have not thought to look in our 
direction. They are close enough that 
at times their voices can be heard, but 
they are looking the opposite direction.     
   Within half an hour after leaving 
our first banner on the fence of some 
restricted Air Force facility, a security 
patrol spotted the words “Blessed are 
the Peacemakers.” The moon and stars 
that had conveniently illuminated our 
adventures so far disappeared as a 
large number of MPs began to arrive 
on the scene, bringing with them 
vermiform beams of light that imme-
diately began to search the area. These 
military police would look for us, un-
successfully, for the next four hours as 
we moved from our field to the beach 
and eventually up the side of a ravine 
into a crevice where we rested.
   We emerged to find a scene almost 
completely devoid of any sign of the 
search team that was so prevalent 
earlier, aside from the glow of one 
flashlight near the road we had fol-
lowed to the various structures visited 
that night. Making our way towards 
the final building we had planned to 
target, we set up our last banner and 
prayed before parting ways. 
   I would walk towards the solitary 
beam of light in order to prayerfully 
submit myself for arrest while my 
companion would walk with me until 
the Spirit led him away into the dark-
ness where he hoped to escape.
   As I lay face down on the ground 
in handcuffs, they search the area for 
anyone who might have been with 
me. They repeatedly ask me for the 
location of any other “protesters,” 
assuring me that they are concerned 
only for the safety of any other per-
sons illegally on the base. 
   Yet again the Spirit intervened as 
15 or so MPs could not (even with 
the aid of such tools as thermal 
goggles) find my companion who 
had been there moments before. In 
the end, he slipped away as I spent 
the next ten hours in custody. 
   Vandenberg AFB is located on 
90,000 acres of some of California’s 
most beautiful coastline dedicated to 
the ugliest purpose known to human-
ity: preparation for nuclear war.
   We planned our action to coincide 
with the Cuban Missile Crisis’ 50th 
anniversary.
   It is hard for me to comprehend 
how those in power still have not 
learned the lesson of those 13 days 
when the world was brought to the 
edge of destruction. Our hope was 
to disrupt in some small way the 
preparations for war-making that 
take place at Vandenberg AFB and to 
tell those on the base that we are pre-
pared to risk arrest rather than let the 
idea that it is in any way acceptable 
for nuclear weapons to exist and go 
unchecked. Perhaps we were just a 
small annoyance, but I would rather 
be a thorn in the side of the devil than 
to let him continue unscathed.        Ω

Theo Kayser is a former L.A. Catho-
lic Worker community member. 

David Omondi, Theo Kayser, Fr. Louie Vitale, OFM, circa 2012

WE ARE ALL 
PART OF THE 

OCCUPY 
MOVEMENT
By ALECIA STUCHLIK
February 2012 (Vol. 42/No. 1))

Joseph Campbell said in 1985, 
“In the U.S. we have people 
from all kinds of backgrounds, 
all in a cluster, together, and 

consequently law has become very 
important in this country. Lawyers 
and law are what hold us together. 
There is no ethos.”

   This lack of ethos rings clear in 
the face of inequality among the 
classes and of corporate greed. As a 
result, people in the U.S., and others 
around the world, have joined the 
Occupy movement to take a stand 
as a bastion against the efficacy of a 
system that would dehumanize us. In 
standing together we, in effect, allow 
a new ethos to grow, one based in the 
dignity of humanity and not merely 
in law, as the solidarity of the leader-
less 99% cuts across background, 
ethnicity, nationality, and religious af-
filiation. Thus it is not only the surge 
of exhilaration bursting in a moment 
of collective effervescence that binds 
together the Occupy movement, but it 
is the waiting, the watching, and the 
protesting; it is the understanding that 
something is not right with the world 
and change is still something worth 
working towards.

The center of Liberty Park on night 
of Occupy L.A. raid circa 2011

 they actually raided and arrested 
the occupiers and cleared the lawn, 
the police were there, but so were 
thousands of movement supporters 
that far out-numbered the police. 
The finale of that particular night 
culminated with the crowds bursting 
into the streets, reminiscent of an 
early New Year’s celebration. The 
bright face of the clock on the L.A. 
Times building ticked passively into 
the wee hours of Monday morning. 
When it became clear that the police 
tactic for the night was to stand 
guard at the perimeters and warn 
people back if they got too bold, the 
crowd slowly fizzled out.
   “This is the threat to our lives that 
we all face today,” Campbell says. 
“Is the system going to flatten you 
out and deny your humanity, or are 
you going to be able to make use 
of the system to the attainment of 
human purposes? How do you relate 
to the system so that you are not 
compulsively serving it? ... the thing 
to do is learn to live in your period of 
history as a human being.”     
   How are we to live in this period 
of hard economic times with a huge 
chasm between the rich and poor? 
The Occupy movement has found a 
way. So too do the Gospels invite us 
along on Jesus’ journey, all the way 
to the cross, to his conquest over 
death. Turning to the Gospels and 
reading the message of Jesus Christ 
as stories, as truly the Way, is to al-
low ourselves the transformation of 
becoming more human in this world, 
for part of the journey of life is that 
transformation, that going deeper 
into oneself, to find the reflection 
of God both inward and outward. 
It does not take long in reading the 
Gospels to see that Jesus walks with 
the poor, that God has always been 
on the side of the poor…
   We are all a part of the Occupy 
movement, whether we accept it, 
reject it, or ignore it, for we are all 
a part of this world and the struggle 
for life. “Man should not be in the 
service of society, society should 
be in the service of man,” Campbell 
says. “When man is in the service to 
society, you have a monster state.  Ω

Alecia Stuchlik is a former L.A. 
Catholic Worker community member. 

   My brief experience with Occupy 
L.A. offered a mere glimpse of the in-
credible momentum behind the move-
ment, momentum which has allowed 
the movement to keep going and not 
be silenced, despite being ejected 
from their encampments on city hall 
lawns and public parks throughout the 
nation, often with brutal violence.
   The first time the order for the 
encampment in L.A. City Hall Park 
(renamed Liberty Park) to be evacu-
ated was given, though not the time
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JESUS WAS A 
HOMELESS 

ENABLER
By JEFF DIETRICH
June 2011 (Vol. 41/No. 3)

It appeared we were in the midst 
of a terrorist “takedown.” There 
were six black and white patrol 
cars, eight police officers, a 

five-ton stake bed police truck, as 
well as other city officials and their 
vehicles. It turned out, however, that 
this was no terrorist takedown, but a 
“police raid” on the Catholic Worker 
morning breakfast line. Why nine 
nonviolent Catholic Workers serving 
oatmeal and coffee on the public 
sidewalk deserved such a high- pro-
file police presence bewildered me.
    Well, actually it does not bewilder 
me; it is part of the three-year-old, 
so-called Safer Cities Initiative, 
which has spent untold millions 
and made the 50 square blocks of 
Skid Row the most heavily policed 
area outside of the Green Zone in 
Baghdad. For the past year the police 
on Skid Row have been targeting the 
many, largely Christian, groups that 
come downtown in response to the 

Continued on page 11
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THE LOS ANGELES CATHOLIC WORKER 
TIMELINE (1993-2020) AND SISTER HOUSE NETWORK

SISTER HOUSE NETWORKLACW TIMELINE (1993 - 2020)
October 1993 - First in-house Dia de 
los Muertos altar to honor the many 
beloved departed that have touched 
the LACW over the years.

May 1995 - Community members 
Kate Chatfield and Peter Stiehler are 
married.

December 1995 - Drive-by Santa 
program begins with delivery of 
goody-stuffed socks to unhoused on 
Skid Row.

March 1996 - L.A. County slashes 
General Relief by 20%. LACW 
responds with protests. 

October 1996 - Former LACW 
community member Tina Delany and 
longtime volunteer Paul McCudden 
are married. (Tina’s uncle Dan and 
aunt Chris founded the LACW.)

March 1997 - L.A. considers anti- 
panhandling law; Hennacy House 
Band cassette Hard Times goes on sale.

October 1997 - LACW Sister House 
Guadalupe CW founders Tensie Her-
nandez and Dennis Apel are married.

November 1997 - Dorothy Day 
Centenary

November 1997 - LACW protests 
the new cathedral’s groundbreaking 
and blessing ceremony.

August 1998 - LACW begins 
passing out shopping carts to Skid 
Row residents; AIDS hospice care 
continues; Hennacy House area code 
changes from 213 to 323.

November 1998 - Hennacy House 
Band produces new cassette - A 
Weary World Rejoices.

1999 - Los Angeles Community 
Action Network (LA CAN) forms 
to organize the unhoused in L.A. to 
fight for their rights.

March 1999 - Martha Scarbrough 
and Joyce Parkhurst sentenced 
to nine months in jail for cutting 
perimeter fence at Nevada Nuclear 
Test Site.

May 1999 - LACW Jubilee Justice 
2000 calendar available for sale.

November 1999 - Summer intern 
(Sojourner) articles included in 
Agitator for first time.

November 1999 - Hippie Kitchen 
Sunday coffee distribution (and chess 
games) grows. 

January 2000 - Sister House San 
Pedro CW co-founder and former 
areospace engineer turned activist, 
Curt Grove joins the Heavenly Cloud 
of Witnesses at age 68. 

May 2000 - LACWs Eric DeBode 
and Sheena Tseko get involved in 
organizing protests at upcoming 
Democratic National Convention in 
Los Angeles in August. The pri-
mary, and most volatile, being the 
march and direct action in response 
to police brutality, and corruption at 
the Rampart Division, where eight 
people were arrested for blocking the 
entrance to the police station.

August 2000 - LACW prints “Jesus 
was a victim of the death pen-
alty” t-shirts, protests the Star Wars 
program, and adopts baby goats 
(Queenie, Chaka, and Comet).

Martha Scarbrough, Joyce Parkhurst prior to cutting 
perimeter fence at Nevada Nuclear Test Site circa 1998

(Front) Hannah Loring-Davis (Open Door Community), Phil Berrigan, 
Liz McAlister (Jonah House), (Back) Murphy Davis, Ed Loring (Open Door), 

Jeff, Catherine at Sister House Retreat circa 2002

(Far left to right) Martha Scarbrough, Patty Carmody, Eric DeBode, Catherine 
Morris, and friend, at march against police brutality at DNC circa 2000

October 2001 - Afghanistan war and 
occupation begins. LACW begins 
a weekly Wednesday vigil at the 
downtown federal building that has 
continued to today. 

November 2001 - Sister House High 
Desert Catholic Worker founder Toni 
Flynn arrested at Ft. Benning, GA, at 
protest against the U.S. Army School 
of the Americas (SOA) and receives 
six months in jail.

April 2002 - Community member 
Eric DeBode marries Alice Linsmeir; 
they become co-founders of the Sister 
House in Oak View CW.

August 2002 - Longtime anti-nuclear 
activist,  friend, mentor, and part-

time community member Ladon 
Sheats joins the Heavenly Cloud of 
Winesses at age 68.

October 2002 – Elizabeth McAlister 
and Phil Berrigan facilitate annual 
Sister House Retreat. It would be 
Phil’s last public appearance before  
he passed away three weeks later.

October 2002 - Martha Scarbrough 
and Jesse Lewis celebrate their wed-
ding at the anual Sister House Retreat. 

November 2002 – LACW Mike 
Wisniewski is arrested at Ft. Ben-
ning, GA in protest against the SOA. 
Receives three-month sentence in  
federal prison.

December 2002 -  Former Catholic 
priest and longtime anti-war and an-
ti-nuclear activist and LACW mentor 
Philip Berrigan joins the Heavenly 
Cloud of Witnesses at age 79.

February 2003 - LAPD hires Chief 
William Bratton, brings Broken Win-
dows (Safer Cities Initiative) to L.A.; 
in its first year, police write 10,000 
petty citations and make 9,000 arrests, 
only 22 of which are for violent crimes; 
Skid Row becomes most policed area 
in world next to Baghdad, Iraq.

March 2003 - Iraq War II and occu-
pation begins with “Shock and Awe” 
with 1,500 bombs targeting Baghdad 
and other cities. The LACW responds

Dancing at our annual Seder of Liberatiom circa 2002

Dr. Pat Heffron, Clare Bellefeuille-Rice at Central Division police station 
during protest against police harassment of Skid Row homeless circa 2003

sponds with vigils/protests and non-
violent direct action. 

September 2003 - Community mem-
ber Manuel Hernandez creates incred-
ible sunflower tile mosaics throughout 
Hippie Kitchen garden area. 

October 2003 - LACW community 
member Donald Nollar and his long-
time partner Alan Pulner get married.

October 2003 - LACW has a pres-
ence at the opening of the Disney Con-
cert Hall, which cost $274 million, 
while at the same time the folks on 
Skid Row were losing housing by this 
gentrification of the downtown area.

January 2004 - Martha and Catherine 
in jail for protest against Iraq War.

February 2004 - Las Vegas Catholic

Worker opens new hospitality building.

May 2004 - LACW supports protest 
outside Taco Bell headquarters in 
solidarity with tomato harvesters in 
Florida. 

May 2004 - Having boycotted choc-
olate for decades, Catherine Morris 
supports Fair Trade chocolate.

September 2004 - Manuel Hernan-
dez, artist extraordinaire (creator of 
downtown kitchen garden mosaics), 
leaves the community to start a Sister 
House in his home country, Mexico. 

Labor Day 2004 - LACW joins 
protest at the Housing and Urban 
Development (HUD) office with the 
Coalition to Save Section 8.

May 2005 - Clare Bellefeuille-
Rice makes 1,563 peace cranes to 
represent each of the servicemen and 
women who died in Iraq during the 
first year of war. 

June 2005 - LACW publishes a 
website (and a digitalized Agitator), 
thanks to community member David 
Gardner. 

September 2005 - Clean Needles 
Now refurbishes the upstairs clinic in 
order to provide a needle exchange 
harm reduction program for the Skid 
Row community

October 2005 - Catholic Workers Continued on page 10

by JULIA OCHIOGROSSO
 
December 2013 (Vol. 43/No. 6)

I remember clearly the conversa-
tion. My mom was on the tele-
phone with my older sister Rose-
mary. Rosemary was reporting 

to my mother the latest turn of events 
in her adventures in a distant land, 
California. She had worked at this 
clinic for a year and was now on

the phone, explaining to my mother 
that she was leaving her work with 
the farm workers, moving to Los An-
geles to live with a “community” and 
work in a free clinic on Los Angeles’ 
Skid Row.   
   That summer my twin sister and I 
were given a high school graduation 
gift: airline tickets to go to California 
and stay with Rosemary. Until this 
day, I am convinced that we were 
sent to California in the hopes that 
we could bring home to the family 
evidence of Rosemary’s misguided 
pursuits. Instead my eighteen-year-
old enthusiasm was ripe for a sum-
mer’s adventure at the Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker. Indeed, that first 
summer with the LACW community 
set in motion my life commitment to 
the Catholic Worker movement.
   That first year in college I followed 
closely the Catholic Agitator’s up-
dates of Jeff’s sentencing for his civil 
disobedience action at WINCON. 
My heart was stirred by this witness.
   With the help of Catherine Morris’s 
signature postcard communications, 
my twin and I were easily recruited 
to return the next summer to help run 
a playground project for the children 
living in the Skid Row hotels.  
   I tagged along with Mary Smith, a 
nurse in the community and veteran 
Catholic Worker, as we went from 
door to door informing the families 
of the Catholic Worker playground 
project. Moms cautiously cracked the 
doors as Mary conveyed in Spanish 
the cause for our visit. I stood and 
watched the children peering out  

from behind with a dazed curiosity. 
Moved by their vulnerable expres-
sions, my heart knew I was being 
invited to be with the poor. In that 
graced moment I decided to leave 
school and join the Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker.
   In 1986, after four years of living 
with the Los Angeles community, I 
was commissioned to start a Catholic 
Worker in Las Vegas, Nevada. Born 
out of a period of struggles and 
discernment in the community, this 
decision represented the community’s 
new mission of cultivating and prepar-
ing community members toward the 
possibility of starting Catholic Worker 
houses elsewhere. The Las Vegas 

Catholic Worker would be the first of 
12 “Sister Houses” to form out of the 
support and mentoring of Jeff, Cath-
erine, and the Los Angeles community.
   Since 1986, the Las Vegas Catholic 
Worker has evolved from serving ice 
water during the heat of the summer, 
to serving a hardy soup meal four 
mornings each week. In 1986, we 
began providing hospitality in a three-
bedroom tract house. Today we are 
blessed with three hospitality houses. 
   We began our weekly peace vigils 
opposing nuclear weapons testing at 
the Nevada Nuclear Test Site. Today 
our peace vigil persists in proclaim-
ing this message as well as calling for 
an end to the deadly use of drones at 
Creech Air Force Base.  
   Gary Cavalier joined the communi-
ty in 1991. We were married in 1994. 
He too had been a student of the L.A. 
Catholic Worker tutelage. Our shared 
connection to the Los Angeles house 
made for a strong partnership in our 
commitment to each other as well 
as our understanding of the Catholic 
Worker vision. 
   Gary and I have been enriched by 
the many volunteers who brought 
and continue to bring their creativity 
and inspirations. There have been 
carpenters, architects, contractors, 
writers, gardeners, painters, musi-
cians, cooks, scientists, scholars, 
doctors, nurses, teachers, lawyers, 
journalists. Volunteers are young and 
old, from different spiritual paths, 
but bound by a common compassion 
for the poor and the meaning found 
in the Catholic Worker witness. To-

CATHOLIC WORKER
THE GIFT OF 

THE

gether, they nurture the vitality and 
endurance of the Las Vegas Catholic 
Worker.
   What I have learned and inter-
nalized from my Catholic Worker 
introductory years has and continues 
to inform how I convey the Catholic 
Worker witness today. Whether I am 
teaching someone how to cook sixty 
gallons of soup, or explaining the 
principles of non-violence, or greet-
ing volunteers as they emerge from 
the dark dawn for the morning soup 
line, I am grateful for the Grace that 
brought me to the Catholic Worker 
movement and the chance to share 
what I have inherited.                      Ω 
               
Julia Ochiogrosso and Gary Cava-
lier continue to run the Las Vegas 
Catholic Worker and bring great 
vision into the movement.  

The following is (what we believe 
to be) a comprehensive list of the 22 
Sister Houses that have been a part 
of the L.A. Catholic Worker Network. 
Some have continued as Catholic 
Worker houses, others continue doing 
important works without identifying 
as Catholic Workers or Sister Houses, 
and some have closed entirely. 

LAS VEGAS CATHOLIC 
WORKER: St. John the Baptist 
House of Hospitality. Opened in Au-
gust 1986. They continue today.

SANTA ANA CATHOLIC 
WORKER: What began as Imman-
uel House of Hospitality in August 
1987, later become the Isaiah House 
of Hospitality after moving into an-
other house. They continue today.

SAN LUIS OBISPO CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Tzedakah House of 
Hospitality opened in October 1990, 
but closed in May 1991.

NORFOLK CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Sadako Sasaki House of 
Hospitality opened in October 1990. 
They continue today.

PHILADELPHIA CATHOLIC 
WORKER: St. Peter Claver House 
of Hospitality opened in June 1991. 
It stopped being a Sister House in 
June 2013. but continued its work 
until May 2019, when they closed. 

SAN PEDRO CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Peter Maurin House of 
Hospitality opened in May 1993. It 
recently closed in August 2017.

SAN DIEGO CATHOLIC 
WORKER: While San Diego 
has had more than one iteration of 
Catholic Worker communities, Sister 
House Casa Guadalupana opened in 
May 1993, but officially closed in 
September 1995.

SAN BRUNO CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Kieran Prather House of 
Hospitality opened in March 1996. 
They continue today.

GUADALUPE CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Beatitude House opened 
in November 1996. They continue to 
serve a small immigrant farmworker 
community, and resist war-making.

COATEPEC, MEXICO CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Casa de Hospitabilidad 
Fray Bartolomé de las Casas opened 
in March 1997 and served its com-
munity until August 2009.

Continued on page 10

Mid-2006 - Of the 65 single room 
occupancy hotels for Skid Row resi-
dents, roughly 45 of them are set to 
be upgraded, and likely expanded.

August 2007 - Longtime CW dentist 
Rich Meehan is wrongfully arrested 
by mounted police for suspicion of 
buying drugs on Skid Row. Com-
munity members flock to the jail to 
ensure his immediate release.  
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issue a national statement to U.S. Cath-
olic bishops concerning U.S. torture 
policy, urging them to issue a strong 
statement condemning this policy. 

January 2006 - Paul Engler opens 
the Burning Bush Center for the 
Working Poor in L.A. in the Catholic 
Worker tradition. 

May 2006 - LACW Jeff Dietrich 
runs in L.A. Marathon for his 60th
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TIMELINE cont’d from p.9

October 2007 - Catholic Workers 
and others sit-in at Congresswoman 
Loretta Sanchez’s office to get her 
to vote no on an upcoming Iraq war 
appropriations bill. 

June 2008 - LACWs go to court to 
support longtime friend Willie, one 
of thousands of victims of the Safer 
Cities Initiative’s assault on the poor, 
on people struggling with addiction, 
and people working criminalized 
professions. 
 
August 2008 - LACWs confront 
Mayor Villaraigosa on Skid Row for 
criminalization of unhoused.

February 2009 - The Olympia, WA-
based mobile foot care team returns 
to the LACW to tend feet and teach 
community members how to con-
tinue in their absence. 

March 2009 - Catholic Workers 
found guilty of tresspassing at Van-
denerg AFB are not given jail time, 
against the wishes of the prosecutor, 
because judge notes “obviously jail 
is not a deterrent.”

February 2010 - Five LACW com-
munity members and a friend arrested 
in protest of Nobel Peace Prize award 
to President Obama. 

April 2010 - Hennacy House guest 
Arnal Kennedy’s book of poems You 
Woke Me in the Dark is published. 

April 2010 - A kid from St. Louis 
named Theo Kayser joins us for a 
month and contemplates doing the 
summer internship, eventually joins 
the community.

October 2010 – Former community 
member Paul Gross and LACW 
friend Lisa Redmond are married. 

December 2010 - Community mem- 
ber David Omondi sentenced to six 
months in federal prison for protesting 
at SOA;  Dr. Rich Meehan volunteers 
his dental services for the last time
after nearly 20 years of service.

March 2011 – Former community 
member Paul Gross joins the Heav-
enly Cloud of Witnesses at age 59. 

July 2011 – LACW community mem-
ber Dr. Pat Heffron joins the Heavenly 
Cloud of Witnesses at age 65. 

October 2011 - Former community 
members Allison McGillivray and
Sam Yergler are married.

November 2011 - Former community 
member and longtime and current 
Agitator proof reader, Rev. Elizabeth 
Griswold and Rabbi Seth Castleman 
are married. 

November 2011 - Ocuupy Los 
Angeles is raided by LAPD, arrest-
ing 292 activists including LACWs 
Jeff Dietrich, Martha Lewis, Mike 
Wisniewski, Ross Weaver, and future 
community member Jed Poole. 

December 2011 - Longtime LACW 
friend, volunteer, and organizer of 
the largest fundraiser for the LACW, 
the St. Paul High School March for 
Hunger, Dan Jiru, joins the Heavenly 
Cloud of Witnesses at age 73.

June 2012 – LACW participates 
with LA CAN and former Occupy 
L.A. members in a protest against 
Central Cities Association (CCA) 
for their harassment of the homeless. 
Jeff and LACW friend Jeremy K. are 
arrested for blocking the driveway.

July 2012 – Sheba (part German 
Shepherd dog), the “Queen of Skid 
Row” for her full 15 years of life, 
dies of injuries from being hit by a

Disney Concert Hall Protest circa 2003

 Dia de los Muertos (Day of the 
Dead) altar circa 2002

Paul Gross, Lisa Redmond circa 2001

SISTER HOUSES cont’d from p.9

Tensie Hernandez, Ladon Sheats one 
week before Ladon died circa 2002

Stations of the Cross circa 2013

FRESNO CATHOLIC WORKER: 
St. Benedict House of Hospitality 
opened in November 1997. They 
continue today.

HOUSE OF GRACE CATHOLIC 
WORKER:  This is the second Sis-
ter House in Philadelphia. It opened 
in February 1998. They continue 
today.
  
PERALTA STREET CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Peralta Street Catholic
Worker opened in Oakland, CA, Feb-
ruary 1999, but closed in May 2002. 

HIGH DESERT CATHOLIC 
WORKER: First opened in June 
1999 in the High Desert town of 
Valyermo, at St. Andrew’s Abbey. 
Then in 2004 moved to Apple Valley, 
CA, where it remained operational 
until August 2017 when it closed. 

CASA COLIBRÍ CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Another of our inter-
national Sister Houses, Casa Colibri 
opened in Jalisco, Mexico in Decem-
ber 2007. They continue today.

OAK VIEW CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Started in Oak View, 
CA, in June 2009, this “experiment 
with love in action” opened a Food-
Share program in their neighborhood, 
and also offered ESL classes and 
Bible studies at local churches. They 
remained open until August 2011. 

HALF MOON BAY CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Started in October 2011,

A.F.R.O.T.C. on a Catholic campus.

December 2017 - Catholic Work-
ers continue the 30-year tradition of 
protesting for more toilets and wash 
stations on Skid Row by bringing a 
toilet signed by Skid Row friends to 
City Hall.

Lent 2018 - Community member 
Kaleb Havens participates in a 56- 
day hunger strike for housing on 
Skid Row.

November 2018 - Jeff Dietrich 
retires after 48 years of service to the 
L.A. Catholic Worker.

December 2018 - LACW joins 
with Black Lives Matter L.A. and 
other groups to protest against L.A. 
District Attorney Jackie Lacey, who 
has refused to prosecute cops who 
kill unarmed people of color with 
impunity. The weekly vigil has now 
been ongoing for more than a year. 

July 2019 - Longtime LACW friend 
and activist Sr. Pat Krommer, C.S.J., 
joins the Heavenly Cloud of Wit-
nesses at age 87. 

September & December 2019 - 
LACW begins a campaign against 
U.S. policy of family separation and 
torture in immigration concentra-
tion camps by targeting Prudential 
Financial, which holds 4% stock in 
GEO Group, that owns and operates 
the detention camps where children 
and their parents are held. Mike 
Wisniewski and Kaleb Havens are 
arrested for trespass and end up with 
two and three years summary proba-
tion respectively. 

March 2020 - The novel coronavirus/
COVID-19 pandemic causes the 
community to completely change our 
kitchen serving and house procedures. 
We lost most of our volunteers to the 
“shelter in place” and “social distanc-
ing” mandates, but continue serving 
our guests on Skid Row with take-out 
containers, cooking and serving more 
than twice as much food as before the 
pandemic.                                        Ω

Dan Delany joins the Heavenly 
Cloud of Witnesses at age 80.

October 2015 - Pope Francis ap-
pears before the U.S. Congress and 
highlights Dorothy Day’s contribu-
tion to the U.S.

April 2016 - Former community 
member David Gardner marries his 
fianceé Erika Ayon.

April 2016 Longtime anti-war, 
anti-nuclear Plowshares activist, and 
LACW mentor, Fr. Daniel Berrigan, 
S.J., joins the Heavenly Cloud of Wi-
nesses at age 94.

May 2016 - Former community 
member Rebecca Casas marries her 
fiancé Nathan Sheets.

May 2016 - Former community 
member David Omondi and Jeff 
Dietrich are sentenced to 6 months 
in jail for their Hiroshima Day 2015 
protest at Vandenberg AFB.

July 2016 -  Longtime LACW friend 
and Skid Row advocate Mollie Low-
ery, who tirelessly fought for
and provided housing and support for 
homeless people suffering with men-
tal health and medical and substance 
abuse issues, joins the Heavenly-
Cloud of witnesses at age 70. 

November 2017 - The LACW com-
munity goes to Loyola Marymount 
University to protest the presence of 

car. Her ashes are buried in Hippie 
Kitchen garden with a headstone.
August 2012 - Longtime Plowshares 
activist Sr. Anne Montgomery joins 
the Heavenly Cloud of Witnesses at 
age 86.

November 2013 – Sister House 
Guadalupe CW Dennis Apel appears 
before the U.S. Supreme Court to 
appeal decision regarding protests at 
Vandenberg AFB.

February 2014 - Dmitri Kadiev, a 
traveling muralist for God, begins his 
first Hippie Kitchen indoor mural. 

October 2014 - Former LACW com-
munity member and co-founder, along 
with his wife Joyce, of the Peralta Street 
CW in Oakland, CA, Jim Parkhurst, 
joins the Heavenly Cloud of Witnesses.

February 2015 - Jeff’s third book, 
The Good Samaritan, is published.

October 2015 - LACW co-founder Continued on page 14
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needs of the multitude of homeless 
people in the Skid Row area. The 
business community and the new 
“loft dwellers” of downtown are not 
fond of the hundreds of homeless 
and unemployed folks who have his-
torically lived in this Skid Row area.
   We were not really surprised then 
when our troubles began about six 
weeks ago with the presence of 
Senior Lead Officer Jack Richter. 
“Who’s in charge here?” he said 
in an irritated manner. After being 
pointed in my direction, he explained 
that he had “numerous” complaints 
about our presence on Merrick St., 
where we have served on the side-
walk for over ten years. He said he 
could put us in touch with organi-
zations that could help us to serve 
better and more efficiently. 
   He went on to say that it is the pol-
icy of the city and the police depart-
ment that people who serve on the 
street are “enablers.” “We want,” he 
said, “the homeless to go inside where 
they can get services and counseling.” 
   Although it was not surprising that 
the city and police had finally caught 
up with us, what was surprising, 
even revelatory, was that finally a 
city official, officer Jack Richter, had 
clarified what we had assumed to be 
true since the beginning of Safer Cit-
ies in 2008: It is “official policy” that 
people who serve food to homeless 
people on the streets, just because 
they are hungry, are “ENABLERS.” 
The official city policy is to force all 
homeless people into three square 
blocks, which the police have termed 
“institutional Skid Row;” an area 
where the three large Protestant 
missions offer food, shelter, drug 
programs, job readiness programs, 
and employment referrals. 
    I realize that Office Richter’s 
concerns seem genuine. But the 
missions, as large as they are, cannot 
possibly service all of the many thou-
sands of homeless folks who cycle 
through the Skid Row area. And in 
truth, a large portion of the homeless-
population, as desperate as they are, 

Banner Art by Sarah Fuller & Sybilla circa 2011

DIETRICH, cont’d from p.7

of addiction, which is a spiritual [and 
mental health] problem endemic to 
the entire population, from the issue 
of homelessness. Homelessness is an 
economic problem suffered by the 
poorest of the poor. Addiction is a 
problem of our entire culture. It is far 
more comfortable to believe that the 
problem of homelessness is a result 
of individual failure of character or 
morals rather than symptomatic of an 
entire failed system.
   We have to stop blaming the poor 
for the flaws of a deeply broken 
social system that insists upon 
the substitution of manufactured 
experiences through cyberspace 
entertainment and the accumulation 
of consumer goods for the authentic 
experience of human relationships 
and nature. A compulsive, acquisi-
tive society is always going to be a 
compulsive, addicted society.
   Unlike the scores of food serv-
ers who have been shut down over 
the past year in the current police 
“crackdown,” the Catholic Worker 
actually does have a certified prep 
kitchen and serving area that is not 
located on the sidewalk. We do not 
have to serve on the streets and 
sidewalks, but we have chosen to 
continue to do so, despite our legal

jeopardy, because we wish to be 
among the homeless. We have chosen 
to fight the police crackdown because, 
unlike many other wonderful people 
who serve on the streets, we are will-
ing to oppose the authorities with our 
courageous civil rights attorney Bob 
Myers in the courts, as well as with our 
willingness to go to jail if necessary.
   A recent study commissioned by 
the city of San Diego has shown 
what most homeless advocates have 
already known: that the solution to 
homelessness is housing. It sounds 
like the solution of a naive six-year-
old. Nevertheless, the truth is, even 
a naive six-year-old knows what the 
city of Los Angeles and the police de-
partment refuse to acknowledge: that 
supportive housing is far less expen-
sive, far more effective, and far less 
punitive than arresting the homeless.
   It is an archetypal pattern that the 
beneficiaries of a particular system 
almost always attribute their privileged 
status to divine approbation or person-
al excellence rather than to structural 
injustice and racial discrimination.
   We want to remember that when 
Jesus fed 5,000 folks in a presumably 
dirty, unhygienic wilderness area 
(Mark 6:30-44), the Pharisees turned 
up almost immediately, demanding 
to know why his disciples ate with 
unclean people and did not wash their 
hands (Mark 7:1-2). While I under-
stand that first-century Hebrew Purity 
Codes differ from the Health Codes 
enforced in Los Angeles today, they 
both throw up ideological blinders to 
the real issue - 5,000 hungry people 
who need food. We must remember 
that when Jesus “declared all food 
clean” (Mark 7:18-19), he was not 
simply rebuking the purity codes of 
his era, he was saying that the human 
priority is not obedience to the law, 
whether that be religious or civil law. 
Rather, it is a compassionate response 
that takes priority, and the need for 
food is the essential, most elemental 
human need that must be met.     Ω        
                          
Jeff Dietrich is editor emeritus of the 
Agitator, and a scholar-in-residence 
at Loyola Marymount University. 

would rather sleep out in the cold 
and rain than avail themselves of the 
mission’s “institutionalized hospital-
ity” that can seem little different from 
their experience of county jail, the 
only difference being in county jail, 
church services are optional.
   The missions receive funding from 
the city and they have a theology of 
“tough love” that blends rather nicely 
with the city’s policy of “tough law 
enforcement.” We all want to believe 
that the intractable problems of 
houselessness can be solved with this 
tough love therapy and the guidance 
of religious and professional coun-
selors. We all want to believe that if 
we could just get rid of the homeless 
enablers who serve food on the street, 
if we could just get the homeless to 
go inside, if we could get them to 
abandon their deviant lifestyle, if we 
could get them to stop taking drugs, 
if we could get them to abandon their 
addictions, then we could solve the 
problem of homelessness.
   But the truth is there are as many 
addicts among the middle and upper 
classes as there are among the poor 
and homeless; it’s just that their ad-
dictions to alcohol, to prescription 
drugs, to shopping are legal or hid-
den. We need to separate the issue

Fr. Greg Boyle, S.J., Patty Carmody circa 2003

CHILD 
OF 

CHRIST
By PATTY CARMODY
May 1997 (Vol. 27 /No. 4 )

“This is Ricardo, Patty. 
He wants to make his 
first communion.” Thus, 
Oscar, already enrolled 

in the sacramental preparation class, 
and his friend Ricardo join the eight 
minors gathered around the table in 
the sun-flooded day room at Camp 
Scudder, one of fourteen detention 
camps for 16-to-18 year olds in Los 
Angeles County.
   Their close-cropped haircuts, 
camouflage fatigues, and heavy boots 
hardly put you in mind of the typical 
first communion class, a bunch of 
fidgeting seven-year-old cherubs. Yet 
their attitude is attentive, trusting, 
and surprisingly innocent.
   Calendar in hand, I outline re-
quirements of the course: proof of 
baptism, learning the basic prayers, 
understanding of the Eucharist, all 
to be accomplished in a minimum 
of six weeks. With sentences of 
varying duration, there is a revolv-
ing door feeling to the classes. Boys 
are welcomed to begin any Saturday 
morning, and some take longer than 
six weeks to complete preparations. 
If one is about to be discharged from

camp after only four or five weeks 
of class but has shown sincere desire 
to attain communicant status, he is 
allowed to make his first communion 
before departure. Usually boys who 
have already made their first commu-
nion in camp continue coming to the 
weekly class and help others to learn 
their prayers. 
   Opening class asks the question, 
“Who are you?” The customary 
“Child of God” answer seems for-
eign to them, at first. Over the weeks 
as together we explore “Who is 
Jesus?” their facial expressions and 
heart-formed prayers reflect a grow-
ing awareness of God’s care for them.

The litany of personal petitions at the 
end of each session reveals the boys’ 
concerns and their willingness to 
place them in God’s hands. “I want 
to pray for my mom, my homies, 
my brother in Y.A. (California Youth 
Authority), my buddy who was 
killed last month, my crime partner?” 
Occasionally a prayer will be of-
fered for “my enemies,” “the staff at 
camp,” “the judge who put me here.”
   We read the stories of Christ feed-
ing the thousands, his healings and 
exorcisms, his care for the troubled 
and down-trodden. Often I bring 
an olive-wood statue of Christ, his 
crown of thorns and cross clearly

showing that he is Calvary-bound. 
They listen with keen interest about 
his trial, helpless in the clutches of 
the Sanhedrin and the hand-washing 
Romans. Jesus’ forgiveness of his fel-
low prisoner and of those who have 
hung him on the cross provides a 
lesson of immeasurable hope to them.
   The camp staff allows the fami-
lies of first communicants to attend 
the Mass in the gym and stay for a 
special visit afterward. That their 
son has voluntarily chosen to travel 
down this spiritual avenue suggests 
to the parents that gang-banging and 
related activities may be set aside 
after his release.
   The boys eagerly await the visits 
of Fr. Greg Boyle who says Mass 
at Scudder and several other camps 
each month. Overseeing “Jobs for a 
Future,” he spends most of his time 
reaching out to at-risk gang members 
and kids being released from camps 
and jail. The program’s motto, “Jobs, 
Not Jails,” steers them toward a more 
constructive way of living. Scudder 
minors can identify with “Sharky,” 
“Mouser” and “Gordito,” the win-
ners and losers in Greg’s tales of the 
homies he works with. His homilies 
underscore the importance of person-
al choice and the never-ending love 
which God has for all his children.
     On their first communion certifi-
cates the locale of the ceremony is 
identified as St. Clare’s Church, not 
the Camp Scudder gym, underlining
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LIFE AND HOPE     TONOPAH JAILIN

Jesse Lewis and Martha on their 
wedding day circa 2002

By MARTHA SCARBROUGH
August 1999 (Vol. 29/No. 5)

Martha Scarbrough, a member of 
the L.A. Catholic Worker, and Joyce 
Parkhurst of the Peralta Street C.W., 
are serving a nine-month sentence 
for cutting the perimeter fence of the 
Nevada Nuclear Test Site.

1997 - Bombs are falling from 
the sky and exploding on the 
desert floor to my right. Col-
umns of dust hang suspended 

in the still air. Across the highway, 
to my left, I can see Indian Springs 
Prison. Barely discernible in the 
distance, these dirt-colored buildings 
reveal almost nothing about those 
who live there. I imagine the men 
inside watching the missile range. 
My knapsack, carrying a water bottle 
and Bill Wylie-Kellermann’s book 
on public liturgy, bob’s uncomfort-
ably between my shoulder blades. I 
am part of a Holy Week walk from 
Las Vegas to the Nuclear Test Site. I 
am intrigued with the idea of liturgy 
as a public witness of our allegiance 
to God and not to empire, not to the 
power of death in our world. I won-
der if I am being called. My feet are 
very tired as I walk the road toward 
the Test Site, between the prison and 
the missile range. 
   1999- I am now sitting inside the 
Nye County Jail in Tonopah, Nevada, 
about three hours from the Nuclear 
Test Site. We are watching cable TV, 
as we do every evening—a seemingly 
endless parade of mind-numbing, 
R-rated, action-adventure movies. I 
rarely miss the 8:00 show. 
   In here, it seems that nearly every 
movie has a jail scene, and we take 
particular note of that. Apparently, 
the American psyche is obsessed 
with judgement and punishment, in-
nocence and guilt. I am not surprised 
to discover that the United States is 
once again a world leader, keeping a 
higher percentage of its own popu-
lation behind bars than any other 
country in the world. I am reading 
Megan McKenna’s book, Blessings 
and Woes during this grace-filled yet 
difficult period in my life. She quotes 
Walter Brueggemann, “Transforma-
tion is the slow process of inviting 
each other into a counter story about 
God, world, neighbor, and self. This 
slow, steady process has as coun-
terpoint, the subversive process of 
unlearning and disengaging from a 
story we find no longer to be credible 
or adequate.”
   Even a very brief stay in jail 
provides this transformative oppor-
tunity as several foundational myths 
of our justice system are quickly 
toppled. Jails are warehouses for the 
poor; people with money rarely go 
to jail. Public defenders do not do 
an adequate job, and are not easy to 
contact or responsive to phone calls, 
and seem unaware or unconcerned 
with the devastating effects even 
a brief stay in jail can have. Lisa’s 
daughter ran away, she lost her job, 
and her boyfriend sold her motorhome 
without her permission during the 
month she spent with us. She lost 
everything.
   The women I have met here are 
victims, not victimizers. They are 
addicts or “substance abusers” try-
ing very hard to cover up a lifetime 
of hurts and betrayals. But in this 
county jail there are no Alcoholics 
Anonymous or Narcotics Anony-
mous groups, no classes in parenting 
skills or self-esteem. The women 
support one another as best they can, 
but most have trouble sleeping all 
night and don’t know how to cope

with feelings suddenly reawakened 
by new-found, involuntary sobriety. 
   When they are released on proba-
tion or finally set free, we watch 
them go with bated breath. We send 
them on their way with our prayers, 
hoping they can make for themselves 
a better life and avoid the trap of 
despair outside. But we know how 
difficult it is to change ourselves and 
how difficult it is to repair tattered re-
lationships. We have been here long 
enough to see some of our friends 
return. We pray harder. 
   Here, as much as I might like to, 
I cannot demonize the guards. The 
guards in L.A. were contemptuous, 
screamed curses at us, never used our 
names (I was “675”), and routinely 
tore apart our cells. Here I am called 
Miss Scarbrough. The guards are 
usually polite. They like inmates who 
are compliant, who do not demand 
much or ruffle the routine. Their al-
legiance is to order and procedure. 
   The design of the building makes it 
possible to control the inmates with 
a minimum of interaction. Voices 
speak to us via intercom, doors glide 
open and shut at the command of the 
“bubble-tech” who sits in the center 
of the jail, always hidden from view. 
I pray that the scales be removed 
from the guards’ eyes so that all of us 
are seen as human beings.
   The women inmates have strong 
allegiances, too, and a moral code 
I admire. They are fiercely loyal to 
family and friends. Like Jesus, some 
are willing to lay down their lives. 
Lupe took the weapon charge that 
belonged to her uncle because he 
would get 25-to-life, but she will 
only be incarcerated for 5 years.  
   Droopy took all the blame because 
her friend who committed the crime 
with her is pregnant…From an 
early age they knew the police as the 
enemy. They knew they were poor 
and that it is the rich who triumph. 
“Money talks, bullshit walks.” says 
Louise somewhat resignedly when 
speaking of her case.
   The women are unreservedly, even 
foolishly generous. Many times I 
have seen women arrive with almost 
no money but quickly spend all they 
have on candy and unhesitatingly 
share with all of us in the pod. They 
don’t budget it to make it last, they 
don’t spend it on necessities. Joyce 
and I watch and learn and emulate. 
   They value hospitality. Gina was with 
us because she let a man she knew was 
in trouble stay at her house. “I couldn’t 
turn him away,” she explains. “He 
has kids.” He also had some stolen 
goods. She sat for two months here, 
unable to contact her lawyer, while 
her garden and her animals died, 
before finally being released.
   Most of the women are creative in 
some fashion. They draw, write poet-
ry, write long letters. They embark on 
imaginary romances with the men in 
the neighboring pod. At night, in the 
privacy of their own cells, they pray 
for their children, for one another.  
They pray for healing and for forgive-
ness. Sometimes I hear them crying.
   I have received many wonderful let-
ters of support during my stay here. 

I wish I recognized the brave person 
to whom those letters are addressed! 
More than a few folks have alluded 
to the “prison ministry” that I am 
doing now, and I wish I could write 
that I have comforted and healed and 
“ministered” to all the women here. I 
know that to the extent that I can em-
body nonviolence, acceptance, and 
simplicity, I can be a “counter story” 
for them as they are for me. But I 
grow increasingly fatigued here and 
spend many hours alone reading.
   This little jail is a revolving door—
people come and go. Joyce and I are 
the old-timers now and we have not 
seen anyone receive a sentence as long 
as ours. There are a handful, though, 
who have stayed some time, who have 
shared their stories with us, who have 
prayed with us, who have left and con-
tinue to write to us. They are friends.
   Most of the women here are 
sympathetic to our cause and deeply 
suspicious of the government, but, 
though they would never hurt our 
feelings, I am sure many of them 
think we are foolish. We are older 
than most of them and there are 
times when I get very tired of listen-
ing to talk of sex and crack. I am so

SKID ROW POOR 
WIN VICTORY 

AGAINST LAPD
By JEFF DIETRICH 
February 2001 (Vol. 31/No. 1 )

Is it not often that the poor win 
a battle with the police depart-
ment, especially the notorious 
LAPD. But that is exactly what 

happened on December 14, 2000, 
when Federal Judge Lourdes Baird 
granted a temporary injunction to 
homeless individuals seeking relief 
from recently increased police 
harassment on Skid Row. In the last 
several months, under growing pres-
sure from local businesses, Police 
Captain Stuart Maislin has initiated a 
policy in Central Division of enforc-
ing so-called “quality of life” laws. 
First developed in New York under 
Mayor Giuliani to “clean up” Times 
Square, the enforcement of “quality 
of life” laws is a tactic that involves 
meticulous enforcement of every law 
on the books, and some laws that are

grateful for Joyce’s presence with 
me. Without her I think it would be 
much harder to remember who I am 
and who I want to be.
   There is a woman in the jail in  
Pahrump, Darlene, who is a friend 
of ours. She has been fighting a case 
for six years now and is transferred 
to Tonopah Jail periodically for court 
appearances. During these last six 
years she has become a “born again” 
Christian and is in recovery. She 
is a legend in Nye County: We are 
always meeting women who have 
been profoundly touched by her. 
She designs Bible studies for the 
women, reads aloud to her cell-
mates each evening, sings hymns at 
bedtime. She is a non-judgemental 
friend who has known firsthand the 
hard times of the other inmates and 
whose Protestant fundamentalism is 
familiar and comfortable in this part 
of the country where Catholics are 
an exotic minority. Although I do not 
agree with her theology, she is a hero 
of mine for her ability to so con-
sistently give when she is under so 
much stress herself. We pray she will 
be released at the end of this month.
   At the L.A. Catholic Worker, we 
frequently remind ourselves that we 
are just “practicing”—practicing living 
in community, practicing living sim-
ply, practicing serving; all in contrast 
to the values of the dominant culture. 
Here, I know I am “practicing” resis-
tance. I am surprised to find how  
much peace (or at least equilibrium) 

not on the books, in order to “clean 
up the streets!” It essentially unleash-
es the full force of unbridled police 
power on our society’s most vulner-
able population, the homeless poor.
   It has essentially come down to a 
turf battle between the homeless and 
the businesses, which the poor are 
not going to win. But it was satisfy-
ing to sit in federal court to hear 
Judge Baird announce that the U.S. 
Constitution extends its protections 
of civil rights to all citizens, includ-
ing the poor and homeless.
   We had worked for months with 
lawyers from the ACLU gathering 
statements from folks in our soup 
line concerning police harassment. 
We were particularly interested in 
police enforcement of the city’s un-
constitutional loitering code, issues 
of unreasonable search and seizure, 
and requests for identification without 
reasonable suspicion. These, coupled 
with other equally deleterious but 
more difficult to prosecute issues, had 
created a profoundly hostile environ-
ment for the homeless. We did not 
hold out much hope for our suit or 
injunctive relief from the courts, so 
it was a great delight and a surprise 
to be present in the court room for 
Judge Baird’s ruling. Judge Baird 
ordered that the police must imme-
diately refrain from “stopping the 
homeless without reasonable suspi-
cion, demanding production of iden-
tification on threat of arrest, searching 
possessions of those homeless 

Summer Program Liturgy at Guadalupe Catholic Worker
Rebecca Casas, Fr. Louie Vitale, OFM,  Dennis Apel circa 2010

Continued on page 14
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Toni Flynn, Mike Wisniewski after 
both served prison sentences for 
protesting at the SOA circa 2003
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LETTER TO 
CARDINAL MAHONEY
By THE LOS ANGELES CATHO-
LIC WORKER COMMUNITY

March 1995 (Vol. 25/No. 2)

Your Eminence: 
We are writing this letter 
in order to express our 
concern at your plan to 

build a new “Cathedral Complex” 
on its present 2nd and Main site and 
on the adjoining lot, the former site 
of the Union Rescue Mission. We 
believe it is inappropriate for the 
Archdiocese to spend forty-five mil-
lion dollars on a complex that is sit-
tuated just blocks away from Skid

Row, the site of the most desper-
ate poverty in Los Angeles. You 
have stated that, “There is a clear 
rationale for the cathedral to remain 
in the inner city core so that a vis-
ible presence of the Archdiocese 
be maintained.” We fear that this 
“visible presence” will perhaps 
signify more than you wish. This 
new cathedral complex may easily 
be read as the official church’s dis-
regard of the poor, in the cathedral’s 
neighborhood and throughout the 
Archdiocese. 
   Accepting forty-five million dol-
lars in order to build a new cathe-
dral seems inconsistent with the 
moral and spiritual leadership role 
the church should offer on issues 
of simplicity and social justice. 
Such a role should preclude the 
Archdiocese from building a lavish 
new complex during this time of 
economic and political suffering for 
so many of the church’s own mem-
bers. We have been impressed by 
the spiritual leadership offered by 
the church in its defense of the poor 
against Proposition 187. However, 
we are convinced that this new ca-
thedral project presents the church 
as a shelter for the rich.
   In this current project, the church 
seems to be acting as a willing arm 
of the city elite in their effort to 
further concentral the poor into Skid 
Row. Moving Union Rescue Mission 
from its former site adjacent to the

LACW cathedral protest circa 1997

cathedral to Skid Row proper has 
furthered this ghettoizing process. 
Before the Union Rescue Mission’s 
move was complete, the Archdio-
cese purchased this adjacent lot.   
   There is no doubt that the plan for 
a new cathedral complex serves the 
interest of civic and business lead-
ers, but does it serve all people of 
the church? We suggest that, instead 
of acting as just another city agency, 
or as just another downtown prop-
erty owner, the Archdiocese should 
consider extending its services to 
the poor in the area. In this way, the 
Los Angeles Archdiocese would 

send the message to the city and, 
indeed, to the world, that our church 
serves the poor first. The cathedral 
could be placed in St. Vincent’s, 
which would fulfill your sincere 
desire to remain in the inner city 
as well as providing the space you 
deem appropriate for a cathedral. 
    We humbly ask you to call for 
a dialogue among all Catholics in 
the Archdiocese on this issue. The 
people of the church have been 
ignored. All the decisions seem to 
have been made by the wealthy 
directors of foundations. You spoke 
of these wealthy men as modern 
Magi, bearing gifts to the church; 
but it seems to us that the signifi-
cance of the Epiphany does not lie 
in the lavishness of the Magi’s gifts, 
but in the humility and wisdom 
of the three kings who recognized 
the presence of God in the person 
of a tiny homeless child. If these 
contemporary Magi, as you have 
named them, were as humble and 
wise as the original Magi, we would 
indeed have an epiphany with forty-
five million dollars to lavish upon 
the Christ who waits in the person 
of the poor and homeless within the 
downtown area.

Respectfully,

The Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker Community.         Ω         

LISTEN 
TO HIM

figured on the high mountain in the 
company of Moses and Elijah.  This 
is my beloved Son says a voice from 
a cloud to the Apostles who had ac-
companied Jesus. Listen to Him. 
   In this same month, we commem-
orate the blinding and unspeakably 
destructive light of the atomic bomb,  
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By TONI FLYNN

August 2012 (Vol. 42/No. 4)

This is my beloved Son. Listen to 
Him (Mark 9).

I am not really a summer sort 
of person…too many tourists 
crowd my little beach town, the 
temperature rises to ‘hot’ and I 

forget to drink enough water.  How 

ever, by the time July has slipped 
away and August rolls around, there 
is one element I value—that of light.  
Lustrous, luminous, lazy summer 
light.  Everything becomes swathed 
in this light.  People, places and 
things take on a yellow gold glow 
of enchantment.  Things slow down 
and family members listen to each 
other talk while rocking in chairs 
on their porches as the sun takes its 
time, lingering over the long day 
before finally setting.
   And so, it makes sense to me that 
we remember the Light of Christ 
in August—the dazzling robes and 
radiant appearance of Jesus trans-

dropped by U.S. military aircraft per-
sonnel, destroying two Japanese cities 
toward the end of World War II that 
resulted in the deaths of hundreds of 
thousands of men, women, children, 
and babies.  Since the bombing 67 
years ago, the cities of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki have relentlessly pursued 
peace and global disarmament, not 
wishing for any other city to ever 
experience what they experienced. 
   But what of us? Many people 
of faith celebrate the Feast of the 
Transfiguration and many more 
people simply enjoy the days of 
summer light.  Sadly, only a few 
pause to pray, repent, and remem-
ber the horrific light that destroyed 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki.  
   And so it is that citizens, in the 
name of God and country, obey a 
government that continues to light 
up regions of our world with the 
wrong kind of light, with gun-shots 
and bomb explosions that destroy 
and kill our fellow human beings 
and destroy the earth.  
   Even Jesus’ brilliance on the 
mountain was shadowed by a cloud.
His own suffering and death were 
on the horizon. His words were 
not understood at the time and are 
rarely heeded in our own time as 
well.  This is My beloved Son. Lis-
ten to Him. Jesus did not instruct us 
on terror tactics, he never incited an 
army nor did he seek revenge from 
the Cross.  Jesus’ teachings remain 
an open invitation to embrace the 
Light of Christ as it illuminates the 
call to love, compassion, forgive-
ness, and peace rather than to 
worship the instruments of death 
and destruction that, in the name of 
justice and necessity, ignite flames 
of fear, vengeance, pain, suffering, 
and death.
   What is it that keeps us from 
hearing and heeding Jesus?  He 
says so clearly:
Take courage and be not afraid…
love God and love one another as I 
have loved you…remember the little 
children…give what you have to the 
poor and come follow me…refrain 
from judging or condemning…
forgive others seventy times seven 
times…love your enemies…do good 
to those who hate you…pray for 
those who persecute you…do for the 
least of these my sisters and broth-
ers so that you do for me…beware of 
the many false prophets…remember 
I am the Light of the world…make 
certain that the light in you is not 
darkness…do what is true and comes 
into the Light of God...let your body 
be the light that shines for others like 
a lamp…remember, peace is what I 
leave with you, go in peace.          Ω                         

Toni Flynn is a writer and longtime 
friend of the Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker who lives in the Central 
Coast area of California.

By BRENDAN WALSH

August 2016 (Vol. 46/No. 4)

For God’s sake. Tell Pope Fran-
cis. Tell all the Catholic hierar-
chy. The women didn’t run.

   When Jesus was arrested and exe-
cuted by the state, his male disciples 
were terrified.  They went into hid-
ing. They tucked tail and ran. Some 
even denied they knew the victim. 
The so-called male virtues of cour-
age and bravery were nowhere to be 
found. Their guts runneth over. How, 
then, did popes come to restrict the 
role of generations of women in the 
Church? How did males get to be on 
top of a hierarchy that increas-ingly 
has little connection to the Gospel 
of Jesus? 
   Happily, not all the disciples 
deserted Jesus during and after his 
brutal murder. In his book Binding 
the Strong Man:  A Political Read-
ing of Mark’s Story of Jesus, Ched 
Myers highlights a crucial truth. 
He tells us that three women, Mary 
of Magdala and two others, stuck 
with Jesus in his dying and in his 
rising. Their biggest fear was not the 
Roman state, but moving the stone 
from the entrance to Jesus’ tomb.
   For too long Catholics have 
permitted the Vatican to uphold the 
immoral and misguided belief that or-
dination to the priesthood was solely 
the right of males. For too long we 
have permitted those with miters and 
crosiers to step on and over women.
   This sexism should be viewed 
in the same way as we ought to 
view racism. Which is to say it is a 
“God-damned” thing. The church 
hierarchy is actually saying that 
women have some defect, that they 
are outsiders, mere objects. “She’s 
a nobody, just a woman.” Not fit for 
or worthy of ordination. Nothing in 
scripture supports such blasphemy 
against God.
   By not allowing women to share 
equally with men in the celebration 
of the Eucharist, the central event of 
Catholic worship, the hierarchy is 
telling us that God made a creative 
error in bringing women into being.  
   When we know that a group or or-
ganization is openly denying African- 
Americans or Hispanics or Native 
Americans full participation in 
communal life, many decide to boy-
cott, to picket, to demonstrate, that 
is to act creatively and nonviolently 
against such an injustice. Since 
the hierarchy has denied women 
the right to fully share the Lord’s 
Supper, perhaps we should consider 
a moratorium on the institutional 
Eucharist.  We would not sit at an 
all-white table.  Why should we sit 
passively at a table that is all male?
   Many Catholic parishes have 
closed or will be closing. The bish-
ops tell us that the churches have 
to be padlocked because there are 
fewer and fewer parishioners. There 
is a connection here: there are fewer 
parishioners because the people 
(sensus fidelium) see the sham of 
an all-male priesthood. There are 
also fewer priests. Meanwhile, many 
excellent women walk our sidewalks 
and alleys. Eager. Competent. Ener-
getic. And not running away.         Ω  

Brendan Walsh and his wife Willa 
Bickham are the co-founders of Viva 
House Catholic Worker in Baltimore. 

THE 
WOMEN 
DIDN’T RUN



one in need.
Do not add to the troubles of the des-
perate, or delay giving to the needy.
Do not reject a suppliant in distress, 
or turn your face away from the poor.
Do not avert your eye from the 
needy, and give no one reason to 
curse you;
For if in bitterness of soul some 
should curse you, their Creator will 
hear their prayer (Sirach 4:1-6).  Ω  

Joyce Parkhurst is a former LACW 
community member and co-founder, 
along with her late husband Jim, of 
the Peralta Street Catholic Worker in 
Oakland, CA. 
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FULLER, cont’d from p.2
but then, so is the Catholic Worker 
vision.
   In that vein, I think that it is both 
difficult, and yet necessary and help-
ful, to attempt to describe the people 
who are working at this time to sus-
tain the L.A. Catholic Worker. First, 
to attempt to do so may invariably 
leave somebody out. Currently, there 
is a group of people, seven who live 
full-time in the community house, 
and who meet every Wednesday to 
discuss decisions of import regard-
ing kitchen operation, publishing the 
newspaper, activism, and sundry 
other things, but even that group does 
not express anything near the entirety 
of the LACW community. 
   There are also faithful full-time 
workers who live outside of the 
house but participate deeply in 
LACW activities. There are wise 
friends who have known the com-
munity for decades and provide 
invaluable advice. There are guests, 
supporters, and volunteers who 
provide feedback. There is a group of 
trusted people who officially manage 
the land-holding trust that exists to 
hold our soup kitchen and commu-
nity buildings.
   Second, while it may be impor-
tant to introduce people, there is no 
desire to provide the impression that 
this is a personality-driven approach 
to leadership (though... we all have 
great personalities?). People hun-
ger for a personal face, and that is 
human, but there is also the tempta-
tion to identify the faithful work and 
contributions of many with a few 
(there is even the temptation, within 
ourselves, to accept that misdirected 
praise, or conversely for others of us 
to unnecessarily deny the importance 
of our contributions). So, in accor-
dance with the advice of one of our 
most faithful friends and mentors 
over the years, I have proposed to the 
community that we have a series of 
“expanded” House Journal sections 
(our most popular column, we hear) 
over the next several issues of the 
Agitator, which will attempt to intro-
duce more of the people who have 
been sustaining this work over the last 
few years, even though we may not 
do justice to the full breadth of that 
sustaining crew. If folks think it is a 
good idea, we will introduce some 
of the people involved more fully in 
the months to come. And please, feel 
free, if you are reading this, to write 
or e-mail with more advice or insight 
into how to undertake this as we work 
and hope to sustain the vision of the 
LACW into the future.                    Ω                           

Sarah Fuller is a Los Angeles Catho-
lic Worker community member, and 
an artist-in-residence.   

PARKHURST, cont’d from p.2
   For our people “outside” are bereft 
by the ”Black and Whites” that are 
nipping at their heels and barking at 
them when they stop to rest, “Keep 
moving or you will be arrested.”    
Those black and white patrol cars of 
the LAPD have the logo “to pro-
tect and serve” emblazoned on the 
side. As our friends are driven and 
herded even farther from food, water, 
companionship, and safety by the 
architects of the Downtown Renewal, 
the Banking Interests, the Catholic 
Church’s Cathedral Project, and the 
new Sports Complex advocates, one 
wonders which was being provided 
for the poor and marginalized on 
Gladys Avenue on that diabolical 
midnight and every minute of every 
weary day and night since. 

Protection? or Service?
Do not cheat the poor of their living, 
and do not keep needy eyes waiting.
Do not grieve the hungry, or anger

CHATFIELD, cont’d from p.4

and leaves in its wake jobs, human 
interaction, and critical thinking. 
Imagine if the forecasters of this 
new age are right and soon we shall 
all be able to live our lives - work, 
shop, bank, entertain ourselves, and 
interact with people all through our 
personal computer? Will this add 
any dignity to our lives and labor, 
connect us to the rest of the human 
family, or fill us with passion and 
purpose? Human dignity comes 
through labor and personal contacts 

Kate and Peter on their wedding 
day circa 1995
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that positively affect the lives of oth-
ers. One does not achieve this by sit-
ting in front of a machine and having 
the machine mediate one’s work and 
contact with others.                        Ω

Kate Chatfield is a former LACW 
community member and, along with 
her husband Peter Stiehler, founded 
the San Bruno Catholic Worker. Kate 
is also an attorney in the San Fran-
cisco Bay Area.

OMONDI, cont’d from p.6
opposing witness.    
   Ever conscious that Obama and I 
share a Kenyan heritage, further iro-
nies abound. Kenyans in recent times 
have suffered severe drought and 
subsequent flooding brought on by 
climate change, driven in large part, 
by Europe and North America.  
These struggles are compounded 
by political wrangling that has its 
genesis in colonial domination, and 
is sustained by subjugation to the 
global capitalist economy. Yet Obama
has failed to deliver on his promised 
efforts to aggressively tackle climate

CARMODY, cont’d from p.11

the idea that the church is the People 
of God. Betty Beatty, a Eucharis-
tic Minister who provides a prayer 
service one Saturday a month and 
brings communion to the camp, 
always reminds the young men that 
the hosts she brings have been conse-
crated at a Mass at St. Clare’s where 
the people attending joined her in 
praying for all the boys at camp.

Patty Carmody about to be arrested 
at anti-war protest circa 2003

SCARBROUGH, cont’d from p.12

DIETRICH, cont’d from p.3

We must pray for the 
strength and courage to 
meet the challenges that 

are now before us. 
We must pray that God’s 
Spirit is with us as we do 
what now must be done.

change by reducing oil dependency 
and “greening” the U.S. economy. 
   Furthermore, his administration is 
going forward with plans to expand 
AFRICOM (U.S. Central Command 
for Africa) as a military presence, 
ostensibly to promote “democracy,” 
combat terrorism, and deal with the 
continent’s humanitarian crises - but 
more importantly to ensure access to 
natural resources and maintain the 
“free market.”                                 Ω
 
David Omondi is a former LACW 
community member and founder of 
the Kenya Catholic Worker. 

   At every Mass or prayer service 
boys volunteer to lector and read the 
prayers of the faithful. Fr. Ed Rene-
han, pastor of St. Clare’s, always 
compliments the readers and all the 
attendees who willingly give up their 
recreation time to be a part of the 
worship service.
   This spring marks the tenth year of 
my weekly visits to Camp Scudder. 
Would it be preposterous to presume 
that each of those young men who 
journeyed through first communion 
class has become a regular church-
goer and frequent communicant? 
Maybe. But I have faith and hope. It 
has been a rare privilege to share in 
their lives. God willing, I will be at it 
for many moons to come.               Ω

Patty Carmody is a former L.A. 
Catholic Worker community member 
who continues her friendships with 
those incarcerated, including her 
more than 100 penpals.

God has granted me during my stay 
here. I am equally surprised at how 
physically draining this confinement 
away from community and away 
from sun and sky has been. I have 
been frightened sometimes when 
I feel my life in the hands of the 
system. I have been reading Howard 
Zinn’s, A People’s History of the 
United States, which exposes our 
government’s use of long jail sentenc-
es and violence to destroy several 
counter-cultural movements: the 
Wobblies, the Socialists, the Com-
munists, the Black Panthers. I sit in 
jail and read about the persecution of 
Michele Naar-Obed and the Jonah 

   At the moment, despite official 
promises, it remains to be seen 
whether justice and righteousness will 
roll over on the the poor and homeless 
of Skid Row before death and the
coronavirus take their deadly toll. One 
way or another, Los Angeles will have 
solved its homeless problem.         Ω

Jeff Dietrich is editor emeritus of the 
Agitator, and a scholar-in-residence 
at Loyola Marymount University.

House community, and the sentencing 
of Daniel Sicken and Sachio Ko-Yin, 
and I know that the government feels 
increasingly threatened by the Plow-
shares Movement. We are deeply 
challenged by this, but I am frightened 
as well. I know that the small choices 
we make every day determine which 
road we walk, which way we follow. 
I often reflect on the Daniel Berrigan 
quote that hangs on the wall of our 
house: “Because we want the peace 
with half a heart and half a life and 
will, the war, of course, continues, be-
cause the waging of war, by its nature, 
is total—but the waging of peace, by 
our own cow- ardice, is partial.”     Ω

Martha (Scarbrough) Lewis is a for-
mer L.A. Catholic Worker community 
member and editor emeritus of the 
Agitator

DIETRICH, cont’d from p.12

without reasonable suspicion, order- 
ing the homeless to move along.”  
   But she also set back a long-
standing city policy of summarily 
collecting the property of homeless 
people. She told the City Attorney 
that if the city collects the property 
of the homeless, they are required to 
hold it for 90 days before destroying 
it. This last finding provoked the City 
Attorney to protest. A victory for jus-
tice! The city, which has summarily 
collected and destroyed the property 
of homeless people, regarding it as 
trash, must now cease such activities 
or find acres of warehouse space in 
which to store it. Not only have we 
secured property protection for the 
homeless, but we have secured the 
right to walk and even sleep on city 
streets without threat of harassment. Ω                                                                       

Jeff Dietrich is editor emeritus of the 
Agitator, and a scholar-in-residence 
at Loyola Marymount University.

it transitioned into the Abundant 
Grace Coastside Worker post-June 
2015 and continues today.

BURDOCK HOUSE: Started in 
Anderson, Indiana, in August 2013, 
the Burdock House transitioned from 
a Catholic Worker Sister House in 
August 2017 into an intentional com-
munity focused on agriculture, hospi-
tality to artists/musicians, and hosting 
public events. They continue today. 

AMANI HOUSE: Another inter- 
national Catholic Worker, Amani 
House started in Nairobi, Kenya, in 
August 2015 by David Omondiand 
his family. Their vision was to create 
a Catholic Worker farming commu-
nity in Africa and to start by bringing 
water to the drought-parched land of 
the Maasai people who live around 
the land. Their work continues today. 

NEW JERSEY CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Known locally as Broad 
Street Benches, this Elizabeth, New 
Jersey, Catholic Worker opened in 
August 2018 and continues today. 

NEW ORLEANS CATHOLIC 
WORKER: Opened and began its 
work prior to becoming a Sister House 
in June 2019. They continue today. 

VENICE CATHOLIC WORKER:
The most recent of the Sister Houses, 
the Venice house started in December 
2019 and continues to build its work 
and presence in West Los Angeles.   Ω

SISTER HOUSES, cont’d from p.10
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ON
THE LINE

    House Journal is written by
Maria Teresa Kamel.

    On The Line is compiled and 
edited by Mike Wisniewski.

THE

HOUSE
JOURNAL

KINGS BAY PLOWSHARES 7 
UPDATE

   It is impossible to ignore the fact 
that by the time this issue reaches your 
hands, you will probably be stuck in 
your homes—and perhaps have been 
for weeks. It is my sincere hope that 
cabin fever is the worst of your prob-
lems, and that you are healthy, have 
access to toilet paper, and other essen-
tials, and will not bear a severe finan-
cial burden. Know that we are praying 
for your health, for your safety, and for 
the grace to accept whatever this time 
will bring.
   Since the last time you heard from 
us, our regular routine showed few 
signs of interruption. We braced for a 
rainy season in Los Angeles, passing 
out ponchos and tarps to our soaked 
kitchen guests, and setting up umbrel-
las over our picnic tables in the kitchen 
dining garden.
   We went on a field trip to Farmer  

Nick’s farm, filling crates upon 
crates with fresh lemons to distibute 
to our guests downtown. We were 
visited by Jorge Manly-Gil from the 
Guadalupe Catholic Worker, whose 
presence here was brief but filled 
with laughter and stories. Dimitri 
Kadiev, our artist-in-sporadic-
residence floated in and out of our 
house. Before heading east, he kindly 
washed many pots at our kitchen and 
shared his spiritual insights into our 
work and vocation. Juan Antonio 
and Yousef Kamel, (also known as 
Maria Teresa’s brothers) stopped 
by for a week, during which they 
worked at the kitchen, played music 
to anyone willing to listen, and 
hosted impromptu poetry readings, 
making their sister a very happy 
Catholic Worker. 
   Shortly after these shenanigans, 
we felt the need—which at the time 
seemed overly cautious—to set up a 
“virus plan.” We made some practi-
cal changes to our kitchen’s serving 
structure, and made a tentative plan 
for a worst-case scenario. A few days 
later, a near worst-case scenario did 
indeed fall upon us, forcing us out of 
our comfort, assumptions, and tradi-
tions. We split our community into 
two teams: one that would continue a 
completely changed kitchen opera-
tion, and one that would take on the 
domestic responsibilities of our work.
    For the past two weeks,”Team 
Kitchen” has been living on a 
separate part of the Catholic Worker 
Campus, serving take-out meals at 
our kitchen, and doing our shopping. 
Given that groups that once served 
on the street are no longer coming 
down to Skid Row, and that the mis-
sions have had to implement some 
quarantine measures, demand for

beans at the Hippie Kitchen is ex-
tremely high. Unfortunately, volun-
teer numbers are very low—student 
groups discontinued their regular 
service hours at our kitchen, and a 
significant portion of our volunteer 
force is above sixty-five. Nonethe-
less, the work has been getting done! 
We appreciate your prayers, and the 
help from those who are in a position 
to continue serving at the kitchen.
   Although “Team House” is not 
working at the kitchen, we have 
more chores to do around Hennacy 
House during this time. Our main 
goal is to protect the residents of 
our home, as many of them have 
preexisting health conditions. Apart 
from our regular chores, a special at-
tempt has been made to disinfect our 
house twice each day. Since “Team 
Kitchen” is doing our shopping (at 
all hours of the day and very late 
night), we now have time to give 
attention to the more neglected areas 
of our home. Drawers stuffed with 
decades’ worth of broken kitchen 
utensils, cabinets that housed rusted 
pots and pans, corners that have been 
accumulating dust since before we 
even had a “House Journal”—these 
have all been swiftly attacked and 
defeated with the energy that is born 
from long days of self-imposed iso-
lation. Our house has not been this 
clean in years.
   Being at home has also blessed us 
with the opportunity to spend more 
time with the residents of our home, 
so we have implemented a regular 
schedule of optional activities for all 
those living here. Community movie 
nights have been met with varying 
levels of success, with Knives Out 
unanimously agreed upon as a fan 
favorite. Twice a week, our Spanish-

speaking guests and workers enjoy 
“cafecito time,” where we practice 
our Spanish over tea and coffee. 
Alberto, Hennacy House’s artist 
and poet, has hosted several arts 
and crafts workshops during our 
two weeks in quarantine. (As you 
can imagine, outlets for creativity 
have proven highly beneficial to our 
emotional stability.) Some of us have 
tried to begin a daily exercise habit, 
but we have also begun a daily bak-
ing habit, effectively cancelling out 
the benefits of the former. 
   At the kitchen, trying to get the neces-
sities has been a real challenge. Bread 
is in very short supply, as are paper 
products and the 50-lb bags of beans 
and rice we use. Matt and Megan have 
to go to our suppliers at midnight to 
place an order, then return at 2am to 
pay for it, then pick it up a half-hour 
later, otherwise they are sold out.
   However, our living situation is 
better than most. We have no fear 
of losing our home or our jobs, and 
have you, our extended community, 
that supports us spiritually, financial-
ly, and in person. I cannot reiterate 
enough that we hold your intentions 
and your worries in our prayers. (By 
the way, feel free to mail us your 
prayer requests and we will happily 
read them during our nightly prayer 
service.) Uncertainty and suffering 
looms over us at Hennacy House as 
well, as we accept that the security 
of the world we so carefully crafted 
has crumbled under the strain of our 
forgotten mortality. We pray that 
God leads us as we attempt to put 
the pieces back together. Maybe (and 
hopefully) we can do a better job this 
time around.

Because of the novel coronavirus/CO-
VID-19 pandemic, federal courts have 
delayed court hearings. The Kings Bay 
Plowshares activists’ sentencing will 
not occur before May at the earliest.
   Fr. Steve Kelly, S.J., will remain in 
Glynn County Jail until sentencing, while 
his co-defendants remain out on bond, 
subject to travel restrictions and curfews.         
   April 5 will mark two years since 
the seven nuclear abolitionists were 
arrested inside the Kings Bay, Georgia, 
Trident nuclear submarine base. These 
two years, along with the time Steve 
will continue to spend in jail, will count 
towards his eventual prison sentence. 
   At last report, Steve was fine. He 
asks that people please not do anything 
to work for his release in the midst of 
this crisis. He does not want special 
treatment or mercy from the court.
   Please keep Steve, and all people 
in jails and prisons, in your thoughts 
and prayers that they remain safe and 
healthy. 
   For more info and to read the restrict- 
ions for writing Steve visit the Kings 
Bay Plowshares Facebook page or 
their website: kingsbayplowshares7.org

CORRUPTION AT THE TOP

NUCLEAR WEAPONS 
IN COURT

Since 1980 to October 2019 (the Kings 
Bay Plowshares trial), the U.S. court 
system has made it exceedingly clear 
that the undeniable facts about

nuclear weapons systems—their dan-
ger, their violation of international law 
and Geneva Conventions, outlawed 
by the U.N General Assembly, their 
highly poisonous and indiscriminate 
nature, their effects so vast and un-
controllable that threatening their use 
is essentially a criminal conspiracy to 
commit war crimes and crimes against 
humanity—have been silenced under 
a heavy blanket of judicial security 
where the mere mention of their status 
under law is forbidden.    
   Thus far, in all cases of protests 
against nuclear weapons, the govern-
ment has requested and the courts 
have granted a “motion in limine,” 
a gag order, which prevents the ac-
cused the right to present a full and 
complete defense. Moreover, the ju-
ry’s role as a trier of fact is severely 
undermined and nullifies the crucial 
role of the jury as judge of fact.  
—Nukewatch Quarterly – Spring 
2020.   

In the Trump regime, the corruption 
is unmistakable on various levels, but 
in his political appointments it be-
comes glaringly obvious if one pays 
attention: 14 donors to his inaugura-
tion committee were picked to be 
ambassadors, including million-dol-
lar donors U.N. Ambassador Kelly 
Craft and E.U. Ambassador Gordon 
Sonland; 4 Mar-a-Lago members 
were tapped to be ambassadors—two 
declined. Of political appointees 
nominated, only 32% had any foreign 

policy experience. In contrast, 64% 
of Reagan’s political nominees did. 
Traditionally, presidents appoint 
career foreign service officers to 
about 2/3 of ambassadorships. Under 
Trump the number of political ap-
pointees in these positions escalated 
by 44% compared to 26% under Cart-
er. However, Trump has been lacka-
daisical about staffing U.S. embassies 
as more than 25 ambassadorships are 
vacant including Chile, Honduras, 
Qatar, Pakistan, and Ukraine. 
—Mother Jones, March – April 2020

MORE ON NUCLEAR 
WEAPONS 

Under Trump, U.S. taxpayers will 
pay nearly $100,000-a-minute to 
expand the U.S. nuclear arsenal. 
   And also, a new report documents 
formal ties between nearly 50 U.S. 
college and universities and the 
nuclear weapons complex to provide 
human capital for the 40% of the Na-
tional Nuclear Security Administra-
tion’s workforce that will be eligible 
to retire within the next five years. 
   Students and faculty now face a 
choice. They can become the next 
generation of nuclear weapons sci-
entists, or they can refuse to become 
complicit in this scheme, denying 
research partnerships or internships 
at nuclear weapons labs. 
   Currently, universities across 
the nation receive into the billions 
of dollars each to support nuclear 
weapons development. Indeed, some 
universities directly manage nuclear 

weapons labs, pursue research part-
nerships with nuclear weapons scien-
tists, and provide targeted workforce 
development for these facilities.  
—Nukewatch Quarterly – Winter 
2019-2020

Civil rights legend and hero, Rev. 
Joseph Lowery, on March 27, joined 
the Heavenly Cloud of Witnesses at 
age 98.
   Hailed as the "dean" of the Civil 
Rights Movement, Lowery's activism 
extended for decades. His achievements 
included co-founding, along with with 
Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr., the 
Southern Christian Leadership Confer-
ence (SCLC), leading a successful bus 
boycott in Mobile, Alabama, and de-
livering the demands of the Selma-to-
Montgomery March to then-Alabama 
Gov. George Wallace. Lowery also 
fought for environmental justice and 
voting rights, denounced militarism, 
and was a celebrated preacher.
   At age 91, at an event commemo-
rating the 50th anniversary of the 
1963 March on Washington, he said: 
"We ain't going back. We've come 
too far, marched too long, prayed 
too hard, wept too bitterly, bled too 
profusely, and died too young, to let 
anybody turn back the clock on our 
journey to justice." 

Rev. Joseph Lowery–¡PRESENTE!

R.I.P.  
REV. JOSEPH E. LOWERY
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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 – 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
http://neworleanscatholicworker.weebly.com

VENICE CATHOLIC WORKER
http://venicecatholicworker.org

Due to the Novel Coronavirus/COVID-19 Pandemic, 
we have canceled our Annual Good Friday 

Stations of the Cross and Seder of Liberation. Let us pray 
that all will be well enough to resume next year.

PLEASE NOTE

  SAVE THE DATE    
Barring any further crises, the Los Angeles Catholic Worker 

will host our 50th anniversary liturgy and gala celebration on:

SUNDAY, OCTOBER 4, 2020
At Loyola Marymount University

The liturgy celebrant will be Fr. Greg Boyle, S.J.
More details next issue.

A DAY AT THE PARK
WE NEED YOUR FINANCIAL 
ASSISTANCE

During the summer we normally rent buses to take our homeless friends on an 
old-fashioned picnic at Whittier Narrows Park/Legg Lake. If the current crisis 
subsides, we will need your financial assistance to make this enjoyable and fun 

experience a reality.  Please help with a generous donation.  
Thank you. Many blessings.

THE LOS ANGELES CATHOLIC WORKER
The Los Angeles Catholic Worker, founded in 1970, is part of the international Catholic Worker 
Movement, which was founded in 1933 by Dorothy Day and Peter Maurin. We are a resistance 
community that operates a soup kitchen on Skid Row, a house of hospitality in Boyle Heights, 

and publishes this bi-monthly publication – the Catholic Agitator.  Visit our website - 
https://lacatholicworker.org and Los Angeles Catholic Worker on Facebook.
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