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OVID-19 has changed a lot
about the LACW’s daily life
and work patterns, as it has
changed so much for everyone over these past months.
We have a soup kitchen on Skid
Row, and we also provide hospitality
to (mostly elderly) long-term guests
at our community house. To continue
running the kitchen while also providing a safer environment for our
guests, we decided to temporarily
split into two work “teams.”
One team is living in-house with
the guests and continuing to run that
household in a more isolated way.
Another team is living in separate
parts of our buildings/household,
and daily continues to go back and
forth to the soup kitchen. This new
household set-up is, happily, accommodated by our buildings, but also
facilitated by some creativity, for
example, one community member
now enters and exits his bedroom via
a ladder at his window to leave the
rest of that building safer for the use
of his elderly housemate.
The soup kitchen has been busier
than ever, serving vastly increased
quantities of food, and doing all this
with a fraction of the usual number
of workers and volunteers. To learn
more about the kitchen updates, read
Kaleb Havens’ article, “Still Serving,
Pandemic Or Not” and Sarah Fuller's
article, “Work Update At Hennacy
House” (both on page 2). And Jeff
Dietrich’s article, “Anointing Skid
Row” on page 3.
We are currently limiting our
movements and contact with people
in order to protect the vulnerable
people with whom we live, in order
to stay healthy ourselves that we
can keep providing our services for
as long as possible, and, crucially,
in order to do our part as much as
possible to protect people in the Skid
Row community (for more on this,
read Iris Vazquez-Howard's article,
“Harm Reduction Is Public Health”
on page 4). There are many political, moral, and social implications
of this virus-precipitated lockdown,
and many previously present unjust
dynamics of the City of Angels are
more starkly evident in this situation
(read Matt Harper's article, “Hoping
For A New Normal” on page 3 for
further discussion on this).
We have experienced having to
make many difficult decisions along
with much anxiety and sadness over
the changing situation, and not doing
everything we would like to do, and
concern over the new dangers people
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are facing.
We have also experienced much
support during this time, from our
volunteers, extended community, donors, and friends. Many people have
called us to see how we were doing,
and offered various resources to help
with the work, including encouragement. Thank you!
Many people now find themselves
with different life assignments during this crisis as they discern how to
participate in the work of caring for
others. Some people have the assignment of taking care of their partners,
children, neighbors, and loved ones
(read Mike Wisniewski’s article,
“Catholic Worker Senior Citizen and
COVID-19” on page 4). Some have
the assignment of taking care of their
own mental and physical health.
Some are working in hospitals and
grocery stores, or supporting health
and just wages for people who do.
A Sikh temple in Riverside, CA,
the United Sikh Mission, has been
serving thousands of meals, seven
days a week to anyone in need of
food during the lockdown. Members
of a Toronto, Ontario, Muslim youth
group, the Ahmadiyya Muslim Youth
Association, have organized to volunteer to shop and deliver groceries
for vulnerable and elderly people in
response to COVID-19. Irish citizens
have donated money to the Navajo
and Hopi nations as they work to
combat COVID-19, in memory and
gratitude for the relief money that
the Chocktaw nation sent to them
in 1847 during the potato famine,
despite their own hardships.
There is death and uncertainty,
there are grifters and profiteers (even
at the highest level of government),
but there are also countless good
people discerning their path with
humility and in a prayerful way.
We are working to find a balance
between a sober understanding of
the situation and an outlook that still
allows for creativity and joy. We are
working to understand what activism,
spirituality, courage, and compassion mean and look like during this
dreadful time. And we have begun
thinking about how to re-open at the
right time, and, when we do, how
to integrate the insights and lessons
of this experience. Please pray for
us and contact us if you have any
advice. Many blessings.
Ω
The L.A. Catholic Worker community.
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STILL SERVING,
PANDEMIC OR
NOT
By KALEB HAVENS

I

t all starts with the cook. We had
to change nearly everything about
the way we serve our guests during this crisis, but we still make
enough food for as many people that
can join us before noon every Tuesday,
Thursday, and Saturday.
Whether it is Matt, Kaleb, Jed or
Clare, someone has to get up early
(now 4 am) and flip the burners on, add
ingredients, and bring those beautiful
creamy concoctions to a boil, while
also running big electric kettles to prep
for the next pass of fast-cooked beans
after the first wave of 110 gallons of
slow-cooked beans are complete.
Of course, Jan Meli arrives early to
tend to the garden, keeping it beautiful
for the day when our guests can return
for dine-in service, all while being lovingly attentive to the personal needs of
our guests. Ken Baldwin sets up our
water and fruit giveaway with subtle,
stoic wit that I hope our volunteers
appreciate as much as I do. Demetrius
Martin takes care of our bird aviary
and cat (and the rest of us in ways
we are only sometimes aware of), and
Ann Bowden readies her arsenal of
free toiletries and mail service so our
guests can still live their lives in the
face of the apocalypse.
Our driver, Jed, gets the rest of us
to the kitchen in the big van by 6:45,
and out pops Maggie to organize our

WORK UPDATE
AT HENNACY
HOUSE
By SARAH FULLER

D

uring normal times, folks
in the community sign up
for shifts here at the Hennacy House, doing cooking,
cleaning, and various other kinds of
work on behalf of our house guests
and ourselves in the community. So,
for example, during the course of a
normal week, one might sign up for
an evening house shift, committing to
making dinner for the household of
twenty to twenty-five people, as well
as cleaning the kitchen; making sure
the dishes get done; answering the
telephone; receiving visitors, donations, and deliveries; and generally
being available and accessible in case
any kind of question or crisis arises—
before locking up the house at 9 pm.
Or, one might sign up for a day
house shift, which involves making
breakfast; cleaning the six bathrooms,
and the common areas in our dilapidated—yet lovable—Victorian mansion; doing the household's laundry;
answering phones and the front door;
sorting the mail; and, again, generally
being around and accessible to deal
with any of the sundry unforeseen situations that might arise on any given
day. We have someone staffing the
community house in this way from 7
am to 9 pm, seven days a week.
At our community meeting on
March 17, we decided to divide up
the LACW labor, as described in the
page one article, “COVID-19 and
its Effect on the LACW,” in order
to continue, with the best of our understanding of the situation, with the
work of both the downtown kitchen
and our house. As a voluntary work
collective, folks chose their desired
assignments—either the kitchen or
the house team—and the resulting

2 /JUNE 2020

bread and salad flow, maybe receive
a special bread delivery from her dad
Chris, thanks to the coordination and
generosity of their frinds Barb and
Bill, and other friends from American Martyrs parish.
Importantly, Clare helps everyone
remember what six feet looks like
outside while we pass out masks and
sanitizer and set up our mobile dualsink hand-washing station. Donald
arrives with 50-lb bags of beans, rice,
and kind words that make the day
less scary. However, there remains
a lot to do, so you can imagine our
relief when Max, Jeff, Gavin, Ben,
Chris, Bryce, Kathy, Taleen, Sara,
and others bike, walk, or drive in to
lend their hands to the herculean effort of pre-packing food.
We prepare between 1,400-1,800
to-go containers with beans, salad,
and bread every serving day. We
form an assembly line and crank
out at least 200 before we can open.
From then on, it is a mad dash trying
to make enough trays to keep up with
the line outside and keep it moving at
a fast pace so people are not standing
next to each other risking exposure
while waiting for our food.
We try to give each other breaks.
We also try to keep up with dishes
and even resort to pressure washing
our pots, but with a skeleton crew it
is hard not to empty the water tank fast.
There is no way we could do any
of this at the kitchen without help
from all of you. At the beginning of
this crisis, Anne, Megan, Kristina,
Helen, Jen, Joan, and Bob coordinated the making and delivery of
Continued on page 6
lists of responsible folks seemed
pretty well split. The team of folks
looking after the house is comprised
of Megan, Susan, Maria Teresa,
Josh, and me. Iris also helped us
for many weeks before needing to
return to Olympia, WA, and Jed was
initially a house team member before
transferring over to the kitchen team
for work-team balance recalibration purposes. (We miss them both!)
Catherine is also at the house, getting
stronger and feeling better after a
lengthy hospital stay, and back doing
administrative work.
So, we have continued with providing a home base for our guests and
the community, cooking for ourselves
and Team Kitchen, receiving the
sundry donations many have been
generously sending our way, and
spending time with the people living
in our house, many of whom are elderly and/or have pre-existing health
conditions. We have been encouraging people to stay close to home, and
staying close to home ourselves.
We wave to the kitchen crew across
the six-foot divide, and send supplies
back and forth, carefully, but miss
Continued on page 6

MARGARET
GOLAKOFF-R.I.P.
By RUFO NORIEGA

M

argaret Golakoff, longtime volunteer and friend
of the LACW, passed
away peacefully in her
sleep on Sunday, April 19, at age 95.
Until a few years ago, she was still
volunteering every Thursday at the
Hippie Kitchen, driving herself three
hours round-trip from her home.
She was born Margaret Hartmann
on December 26, 1924, in Rheinland Pfalz, Germany. The eldest of
eight children, she grew up helping
her mother raise her siblings and
participating in activities at her local
church. Her father, a railroad conductor, was devoted to his family, his
Catholic faith, and the local politics
of their town. Margaret was 15 when
WWII broke out, and she learned
about sacrificing to help others, and
living out one’s convictions despite
the horrors and hardships of war. As
a member of an opposition party, her
father was jailed during the war for
refusing to support the Nazis, while
she and her banned Catholic youth

STEPHEN
FISCHER-R.I.P.

S

tephen Fischer, husband, father, “Opa,” brother and son,
died on Saturday, April 4, following a 26-year-long battle
with colon cancer. He is survived by
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group would meet in secret. Margaret, forever proud of her family’s
legacy during the war, was proud to
be one of the “good” Germans.
After the war, in the late 50s, she
left Germany for work and adventure, first to Canada and eventually to
the United States, where she met and
married Atanas Golakoff, a Bulgarian engineer who later worked on the
Apollo moon project.
After her husband passed away in
1994, Margaret began her twentyplus years involvement with the
Catholic Worker, attending Wednesday evening liturgies, working at
the kitchen, and participating in
community activities like Friday
cultural critiques and annual Seders
of Liberation. For more than a decade
Margaret sang in the LACW Gregorian Chant choir that would sing at
Hennacy House on special feast days.
She frequently opened her seaside
residence to community members,
a place where they could stay for a
brief vacation, or a time to just get
away from the daily routine. She
loved to make a meal, offer wine,
and have deep and intense discussions. She also loved opera and classical music.
Margaret was our Oma. I will miss
her swearing in German after singing
a wrong note, then declaring “We
sound so dilettante!” I will miss her
saying a prayer in German before
each meal then reaching over to
squeeze my hand and saying “Guten
Appetit!” Because of her I learned to
say Grace in German; it is the grace
that she taught me, and it is her grace
I will always remember.
Ω
MARGARET GOLAKOFF ¡PRESENTE!
Rufo Noriega is a longtime LACW
friend and former graphic artist for
the Agitator.
his wife of 38 years, Rosemary Occhiogrosso, and two sons, Damian
and Jesse, daughters-in-law Savitri
and Hanna, and their families.
Steve and Rosemary both were
LACW community members during
the early years where they met and
later married. While at the LACW,
Steve was arrested multiple times
for Criminal Trespass while nonviolently protesting the activities of the
military-industrial complex.
Steve had a love and reverence for
the natural world, fought constantly
for the most vulnerable among us,
was an advocate for nonviolence,
was blessed with humility, wisdom,
and quiet leadership strengths. He
valued the importance of fostering
native ecology, and held particular
reverence for birds, for whom he
created a beautiful habitat on his
family’s property. He possessed a
huge smile and an infectious laugh.
His spiritual mentors included, Thich
Nhat Hanh, Thomas Merton, Dorothy
Day, and Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.
Before his death, Stephen wrote:
“Death can be, if you let it, the great
motivator. John Donne said ‘...ask
not for whom the bell tolls, it tolls
for thee.’ Look at my body now. Ashes to ashes. I have gone full circle
- the circle of life. I was shown my
end many times and am so glad I was
- each time I learned more about the
preciousness of my life and all life.
You, go out from here facing your
own end - as its time will come - and
live ‘the examined life’ to its fullest.
Fear limits no longer but understand
that they are a part of being human.
And remember, you didn’t lose me.
You did not lose me. You don’t have
a loss for others to be sorry about.
Continued on page 6
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As I sit on my stool masked and gloved, anointing the most vulnerable victims of our
city, of our society, I remember that Christ is not just the surname of Jesus. Rather, it
means that He is the “Anointed One.” And I anoint his presence in each one we serve.

ANOINTING SKID ROW
HOPING FOR A NEW
NORMAL

By JEFF DIETRICH

O

ur Catholic Worker food
line stretches down the
block. We are serving twice
the number of our usual
meals since the lockdown. Many of
the larger Skid Row missions are on
quarantine and all smaller “street
servers” have disappeared.
Today, I am on the line offering
hand sanitizer to everyone. Clare’s
job has become “social distancing
queen,” trying to keep everyone six
feet apart, it is not an easy job because
folks on Skid Row are used to the
“bums rush” rationale; first in line gets
everything; last in line gets nothing.
So they tend to crowd at the front.
Instead of the usual thud, thud
bass of rap music, someone is playing over the loud speaker on the
sidewalk the slow sixties’ Smokey
Robinson and Barry White sound of
Black jazz and R & B. Across the
street in Gladys Park, the evangelical preachers are broadcasting their
usual “Come to Jesus” sermon. Our
soup kitchen dining garden, with
trees and shade, fountains, and flowers, with its casual convivial atmosphere is closed.
Gone is the usual comradery and
our smiling service that enhanced
our otherwise simple meal of beans,
salad, and buttered bread. Instead, I
am masked and gloved as are most
folks in line, and if they do not have
a mask, Clare gives them one and in
her most friendly imperious voice,
insists that they put it on while in line.
All comply, though some, reluctantly.
It is impersonal animus, impossible
to smile through my face garb.
Although I prefer Smokey Robinson, I am forced to listen to the
louder, more insistent “Come to
Jesus” sermon: “He will heal you, he
cured the leper, he cured the lame, he
raised the dead, he will cure you of
all your bad habits, drugs or alcohol,
it doesn’t matter, he will cure you.”
As I sit here holding out my bottle
of hand sanitizer, I watch our guests
shuffling past me with their hands
out to receive cleansing; dirty hands,
clean pink hands, some caked with
unwashed grime soaked into the
pores, creases, and cuts, hands open
palms as if begging to be sanitized.
Some with long curled finger nails,
unmanicured yellow old man’s nails
only garden clippers could cut. I
anoint each of the supplicating hands
with sanitizer. Kings, bishops, and
priests are anointed with holy oil. I
anoint the supplicating hands with
sanitizer, making them clean. In our
current situation it is the closest one
can come to a personal encounter.
“Hey Jeff, remember when we
were marching with all those shopping carts and Channel 5 was there,
I was with you then! We OGs gotta
stick together,” says Charlie as he
wheels past me, the stump of his
right leg covered in a dirty sock, cut
off above the knee years ago.
“I do, it was a great demonstration,” I shout, turning my attention
towards Alex skimming down his
skate board shot as he passes me
saying, “hero to the needy,” recalling the time I threw my body under
the wheels of an enormous dump
truck to prevent city workers from
confiscating the possessions of the
homeless.

By MATT HARPER

I
Jeff distributing hand sanitizer
More hands open palms as if in
Muslim prayer, open palms as if in
supplication, like the Jewish ritual on
Shabbat, like the priest before the offertory, like a full emersion baptism,
like the Israelites crossing the Jordan
River into the promised land, like
Jesus immersed in the same river.
A battered pick-up truck pulls up
to the curb and Jan rushes over to
bring its occupant two containers of
food; later a VW van pulls up and
she delivers four more meals. Yes,
we do provide curb-side service.
Then a newer model Porsche slips
in to the open curb and hands Jan a
small baggie. A zip lock bag containing a single hundred dollar bill, Jan
says, “She said she volunteered with
us yesterday and wanted to drop this
off.” Yes, this crisis does bring out
the best in most folks who constantly
drop off cases of bottled water, bags
of bread, backyard fruit, and sometimes, homemade chocolate chip
cookies for the volunteers.
Walking past me with three containers of food, one of our guests shouts
out, “You Hippies are the best, especially since the lockdown started. All
the food from the streets disappeared,
and some of the missions closed, but
you hippies are like the Pony Express,
you always come through.”
The preacher intrudes again, “Just
accept Jesus, Jesus will heal you.”
I keep thinking that most of Jesus’
healings involved touch. He touched
the leper, He touched the lame, He
touched the man born blind, spat on
the ground and touched the blind man
with mud. Jesus touched the beggar
and the outcast violating the religious sanctions of the day, and made
them whole and complete, reunited
with their community, no longer an
outcast. But in this time of social distancing, sadly, there is no touching.
I officially retired last year, but
have returned to “active service”
with the advent of this virus after I
reread Albert Camus’ The Plague.
Dr. Rieux, the novel’s protagonist,
already on the front lines himself,
organized a civilian medical corps to
care for the victims of the plague. He
wrote: “All I maintain is that on this
earth there are pestilences and there
are victims, and it’s up to us, so far
as possible, not to join forces with
the pestilences.”
Camus, the atheist, once called
upon Christians to: “Speak out loud
and clear…in such a way that never
a doubt, never the slightest doubt,
could rise in the heart of the simplest
man” (Resistance, Rebellion, and
Death). Camus believed that we
should strive to be human, to serve
the victims of the plague.
As I sit on my stool masked and
Continued on page 6

could spot an L.A. County Jail
jumpsuit from a mile away. Its
glossy, black plastic looks like
someone took a dollar store
tablecloth and sloppily cut it three
sizes too big. When Jack walked
up to our Skid Row soup kitchen
last Monday asking for food, I was
caught off guard: we do not usually see people so quickly after their
release from jail.
Jack was one of 1,700 people
released from L.A. jails last week to
lessen the risk of COVID-19 spreading throughout the jail population (an
action worth celebrating), but was
released to no wrap-around services,
no programs of support, nothing.
Unfortunately, this was the wrong
week to look for anything on Skid
Row, even food.
Even before the “stay at home”
order went into effect, church
groups and community food-service
programs began disappearing from
Skid Row. While the end of March
usually has us serving 80 gallons
of beans a meal, March 31, had us
serving roughly 180 gallons (and
the amount keeps increasing). And
since the availability of dry beans has
also close to evaporated—thanks to
hoarders and Idaho storms—I have
to wake up every Sunday at midnight
in order to get the beans we need to
make 5,000 plates of food each week.
It has been exhausting trying to
rise to the immensity of this moment.
It has been heartbreaking, both to
watch people with even more worry
and fear in their eyes than usual, and
to stand with adults literally aching
from hunger. It has been infuriating,
to again see how badly Los Angeles’
systems have failed us.
Yet small things are happening,
little things, that make me wonder
if our branches of local government
might actually be committed to helping the most vulnerable (and thus
helping all of us).
After 50 years of hygiene-centered
protests (including presenting Mayor
Garcetti with a toilet signed by Skid
Row residents), our kitchen’s lone
handwashing station is no longer so
lonely. Approximately 300 handwashing stations and 120 mobile
restrooms popped up throughout the
city overnight. Unsurprisingly, politicians did not prioritize Skid Row,
where the ratio of people to need is
most dire, nor did they commit to actually keeping the units stocked with
soap, water, and toilet paper.
In less than two weeks, Mayor
Garcetti has also found a way to open,
staff, and coordinate transportation,
storage, and three daily meals for 42
shelters to support 6,565 people. The
expediency of this (unfunded) task
makes me further question why he
could not produce the 10,000 units of
Measure HHH housing from the $1.2
billion taxpayers gave him three-plus
years ago. These new shelter spaces
could save lives, yes, but they also
could have been the entry point into
permanent, supportive housing. Un-

fortunately, L.A. politicians intentionally abandoned their commitments to get them built.
The City has also suspended
daytime tent-down enforcement,
lessened some parking restrictions,
and halted the towing of all RVs and
vehicle dwellings. These are huge
protections for the already unhoused,
protections given to Angelenos at risk
of losing their housing in this crisis.
Surprisingly, even the judicial
branch is playing a role. In addition
to the county jails’ release of people,
L.A. County Sheriff Alex Villanueva, whose jail population is 30%
unhoused people, has reduced the
bookings by 80% (from 300 a day to
60). Even the District Attorney has
stepped in: raising cite and release
policy up to $50,000 and pausing the
filing of many criminal cases, keeping people with their communities.
And while all this has happened,
L.A.’s social fabric has not crumbled
into disarray nor slipped into chaos.
This leads me to one conclusion: the
laws I was taught were necessary, the
practices I was taught were integral
to our “collective safety,” the things
I was told were unavoidable because
of political bureaucracy and expense,
were simply not true.
So, what changed?
People in power decided we were
in crisis, and the facade came down.
“[COVID-19] will kill a lot more
people than we are used to dying
around us,” Garcetti told Business
Insider. Well, we on Skid Row are
pretty used to people dying around
us, given three unhoused Angelenos
died every day before the risk of this
virus entered the equation. Maybe
what the Mayor meant was, “[COVID-19] will kill more people close
to me than I am comfortable dying.”
So, what happens when this crisis
is over? Will city officials and their
cronies of back-scratching developers and never-big-enough businesses
and institutions resume their assault
on the poor, on workers, on the precariously housed? Will unnecessary
bureaucracy, meaningless rules, and
ineffective harmful policies continue
to be the excuse for tolerating the
worst harms to our communities?
These sorts of “emergency responses”—radical social safety nets,
worker protections, accessible health
infrastructure, decriminalization and
decarceration—could be our norm,
permanently. This crisis moment
could be L.A.’s turning point.
And now that Skid Row has its
first documented case of COVID-19,
the question leaves the abstract and
becomes real. Very real. If this virus
continues to spread, it will wreak
unfathomable havoc with a speed that
is truly terrifying. I care about what
our city will do in the long haul, and I
care about what we can still do today.
Normal in L.A. has become more
than 60,000 people living without
stable housing, and dying at a rate of
three per day. Normal has become
the largest jail population in the
world. Normal has become workers
Continued on page 6
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For a person who has been part of the LACW as a part-time community member for 30 years, working at the soup kitchen nearly every serving day (when I am not putting
the Agitator together or sick), and participating in most other community functions, the decision to “stay-at-home” has been extremely difficult for a number of reasons.

CATHOLIC WORKER SENIOR CITIZEN AND COVID-19
By MIKE WISNIEWSKI

F

or a person who has been part
of the LACW as a part-time
community member for 30
years, working at the soup
kitchen nearly every serving day
(when I am not putting the Agitator
together or sick), and participating in
most other community functions, the
decision to “stay-at-home” has been
extremely difficult for a number of
reasons.
At the outset, allow me to clarify
why this decision was made, why I
did not continue working with other
community members during this crisis,
which has placed a tremendous amount
of pressure on them as the number of
people we serve swelled far beyond
comprehension, yet the number of
volunteers dwindled to a skeleton crew.
It is for this reason I felt torn inside.
My wife (Bonnie) of 53-plus years has
preexisting medical conditions, which
places her in the high-risk category.
Besides both of us being 71 years
old, Bonnie suffers from diabetes,
severe asthma and other lung/breathing related issues, and a somewhat
compromised immune system.
When news of the novel coronavirus first broke, like most people, we
discussed our “normal” daily routine
and the necessary steps needed to
remain safe and healthy. We made
the decision that I would continue
working at the kitchen until the virus
began spreading on the Row, when
I then would step away until it was
again safe to return.
During the third week of March,
when it was learned that a person at
the Union Rescue Mission became
infected, we checked with Bonnie’s
doctor, and decided that I should
no longer go downtown since,
although I am healthy, I could be an
asymptomatic carrier, if not become
infected myself. Hence, as I write
this, it has now been six weeks that I
have been unable to be at the kitchen,
which has been very painful. I deeply
miss being with my community and
serving our guests, specifically the
ones with whom I am close, and I
know they too miss me.
During this time at home, however,
I have definitely kept busy with a
number of household chores, projects,
and activities. It has not been a time
of complete leisureliness—although I
have spent time catching up on reading, both books and various articles
in magazines, newspapers, and online;
and watched some good movies that
we have been meaning to watch but
never made the time to do so. And,
since we have an orange tree in our
backyard, I have continually kept a
supply of fresh OJ in our refrigerator,
as well as delivering several boxes of
oranges to the kitchen for our guests.
After the second week of the “stayat-home” mandate, the community
asked me if I could do the weekly
shopping for both the kitchen and
house, which I agreed to do, as it is
the least I could do to stay connected.
This has been the most challenging
chore of all. It has never failed that
one store would not have everything
on the lists. I would end up traveling
to two, sometimes three stores, to get
the needed items. Even then there
were times I had to settle for not finding a few items. Also on these
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shopping days, I would set out to do
our household shopping as well, something I rarely did prior to COVID-19.
Bonnie and I have had some good
conversations over breakfast and
dinner, which we both prepare, along
with sharing our meals with a neighbor who was struggling with the
virus for a month. And most importantly, I have strengthened my prayer
and spiritual life in a contemplative
manner. This has been the greatest
benefit of this time away. Prayer, for
me, is essential, more so now than at
any time in recent history; intercessory prayer in particular, specifically
with the many injustices present,
and the endless suffering and death
all around us, the vast number of
people forced to live in close contact
with others on the street, all frontline
workers who risk their lives, and the
safety of loved ones, to help keep
us healthy and alive—in most cases.
This is an abbreviated list.
In essence, these weeks have
kept me busier than I was prior to
this pandemic crisis. I cannot say,
however, that I want, or am eager for,
things to get back to “normal.” I say
this as a Catholic Worker working
on Skid Row, someone who has seen
and knows that “normal” means more
than 60,000 human beings living on
the streets of Los Angeles County,
and more than 40% of this nation’s
population living at or below the poverty level, that six individuals in this
nation have more wealth than the bottom 90% combined (obviously, prior
to COVID-19), just to name a few of
hundreds such immoral statistics.
I know for certain that what was
termed “normal” a few months ago,
was an absolute failure. This entire
“filthy rotten system” was and is an
utter failure. We the people cannot
and must not allow matters to get
back to the ruling elite’s definition
of “normal,” no matter how hard the
oligarchs (and their blind followers)
push to open up the economy and
return to “normalcy” (profits over
people and environment).
Now must be the time that we the
people, specifically people of faith,
stand up and demand justice. Demand a new economy, a new society
founded on love for one another,
one that serves the common good. A
society that rejects the immoral and
disgraceful plight of homelessness.
Demand an economy with equality
and equity; an end to perpetual war;
the elimination of all nuclear weapons, and drone terror; a rejection of
U.S. quest for global hegemony—at
all costs; an end to our nation being
the greatest purveyor of violence in
human history; instituting a national
health care system without for-profit
insurance and pharmaceutical companies; a better educational system
at all levels, including the elimination of crippling student loans that
are nothing short of life-long slavery
to debt holders; an end to fossil fuel
usage and furthering and strengthening
renewable energy, to again name just a
few matters of justice that peace may
prevail and God’s children and creation can rejoice and enjoy the dignity
and respect needed and deserved.
I suggest, and plead, we begin to
organize and build community, and
form solidarity with one another, then
move forward to plan and carry out

THE CONTINUED CRUCIFIXION
OF CHRIST DURING CRISIS

repeated general strikes and other
nonviolent direct actions to again
paralyze this system as COVID-19
has done. Now is the ideal time, as
Catholic Worker movement cofounder Peter Maurin advocated, for
“creating a new society in the shell
of the old.” There may not be another
opportunity like this again in our
lifetime. No, this is not utopian, it is
Biblical! It is a time for healing, a
time for love, and a time for renewal.
Let us not fear, ignore, and waste it. Ω

By MATT HARPER

O

Mike Wisniewski is a Los Angeles
Catholic Worker community member,
and an editor of the Agitator.

Preparing carryout trays before serving - Pictured are: Chris (back left) Rasheed
(back right), Demitrius (center), Ken (lower right), Sr. Elizabeth (lower center.

Donated crates of lemons

Donated boxes of oranges

HARM
REDUCTION IS
PUBLIC HEALTH
By IRIS VAZQUEZ–HOWARD

I

n mid-March this year, I witnessed and was part of what
seemed like a historic edition
of the weekly Tuesday business
meetings here at the Los Angeles
Catholic Worker. As a former intern
and repeat visitor to the Ammon
Hennacy House of Hospitality, I was
familiar with these gatherings, but
this one was singular in its undertaking: a call to address how the community would respond to the novel
coronavirus pandemic.
We crammed into the meeting
space—current live-in community
members were joined by a few of
our most steadfast and committed extended community members,
either in person or via speaker phone
and spirit. Trying to maintain our
distance, hiding our non-COVID-19
related coughs, and tamping down
our anxieties, we began in prayer
asking God to guide us toward
making the best decisions for those
bound to be most impacted. As the
Mystical Body of Christ, we knew
that the suffering of some means the
suffering of us all.
As we made the decision to split
into two groups to continue our work
on Skid Row as well as maintain our
regular domestic responsibilities to
the guests whom we live with (and
each other), one phrase continuously
rung out to me: harm reduction. Most
commonly associated with public
health alternatives to curb impacts of
drug use on communities (eg. needle
exchange programs), harm reduction
is a sometimes controversial theory
that acknowledges poverty, class,

Donated bag luches
racism, trauma, gender-based
discrimination, etc. as factors of
inequality that create barriers which
limit a person’s capacity to mitigate
suffering. It asks us to sacrifice our
comfort and assumptions for the
benefit of others. This philosophy
is not new to the Catholic Worker
movement, which for many years
has fought against the harm caused
by neglect, which leads people to go
hungry, live unhoused, and experience discrimination. The Los Angeles Catholic Worker is no stranger to
being labeled enablers, yet the ideology of harm reduction as it relates to
COVID-19 is making all of us into
harm reductionists.
One unique aspect of this novel
coronavirus was the initial reporting
that those who had recently been
traveling by air or cruise ship were
most likely to be infected. We also
saw prominent politicians and celebrities among the first media confirmed cases worldwide. Eventually
came the reports of widespread contamination at worship services and
in religious communities. It seemed
that people of certain statuses were
at the epicenter of the spread—those
continuing to travel despite warnings,
churchgoers who believed them-

Donated bottled water
selves immune solely by their faith,
young carefree people who only
considered their chances of survival
and not how many vulnerable people
they could come into contact with.
Then we saw the way our essential
workers were treated, those who
could not stay home but instead had
to venture into unsafe work environments risking their lives and others
so we could be fed or cared for. By
now the world knows, as we should
already have known, about the racial
and class-based health disparities
being illuminated by this novel coronavirus pandemic.
At the Los Angeles Catholic Worker, we continuously asked ourselves
how we could reduce harm. We had
to consider, despite our best intentions and the necessity of our work,
that we could bring the virus to Skid
Row or infect one of our vulnerable
elder guests at the house. How many
of us in our respective class networks
had traveled recently or been in contact with someone who had? Who of
us regularly attended social gatherings, theme parks, or frequented
supermarkets? What really were the
odds that any of us had it? But how
great was the risk of casually assuming we did not? Our guests and

Matt cooking 15 gallons of beans
residents of Skid Row were far less
likely to have attended a concert,
gone to the beach, visited Disneyland, or been in an airport in the early
weeks the novel coronavirus spread.
They were also less likely to have the
means to constantly be updated on
developments in the news, and understandably far less likely to trust a
government and media that regularly
neglected or disparaged them.
Therefore, what could we do to
protect them from us, but not abandon them at this most pivotal time?
Here at Hennacy House we found
ourselves in near-constant conversation about how to reduce harm;
vowing not to go anywhere except
for masked walks, to wash our hands
until our skin cracked, to repeatedly
sanitize all high-touch surfaces, and
to refrain from seeing loved ones and
friends. We regularly met to weigh
our options when a new stressful
situation would arise and inevitably
always reached the conclusion that
we could not control anyone but ourselves. In the Twelve-Step world we
use the Serenity Prayer as a gauge of
what we can and cannot do in a crisis. In short: acceptance about what
we cannot change (instant undoing
of all systems of inequity, other
people’s lack of awareness/care),
courage to change what we can (our
position and impact on others—how
we can minimize contact and contamination), and the wisdom
Continued on page 6

f all the traditions in the
Catholic lexicon, the Stations of the Cross is one of
my favorites. From start to
finish, it is a political education in
the practices of Empire (incarceration, execution), interwoven with a
reminder of the importance of Jesus’
actions seeking liberation for all,
punctuated by models of courage and
compassion in defiance of Empire
(Veronica, the women, Simon, Joseph). How rich!
Therefore, when the COVID-19
crisis threatened to upend this Los
Angeles Catholic Worker tradition,
our community considered what we
could do. We recognized that Statesponsored-death knows not the limits
of pandemics, but also that this crisis
moment is a unique opportunity for a
new world.
Come Good Friday, I found myself
standing in front of the Los Angeles
Police Department headquarters.
Unlike our decades of Stations of the
Cross before, I stood alone, with my
cell phone in hand, live-streaming our
remembrance. (I imagine past and
present Workers of a more luddite persuasion were left rolling their eyes.)
Unlike prior Anti-War Stations
of the Cross, this year’s Via Crucis
centered the carceral cross, Jesus
the prisoner, who was incarcerated, dragged through courts and
courtyards and jails, tried, tortured,
and condemned to die in a way that
reflects L.A.’s past and present-day
carceral practices.
Despite the incredible work of activists who have gotten thousands released from L.A. County jails in the
past weeks, thousands more (14,00022,000) are still trapped in cages.
We remembered them because their
incarceration does not ultimately
make us safer or them transformed,
it simply puts them at risk of further
harm and even death (should the virus enter and rapidly spread through
the jails). All this, while also stripping our communities of resources
they so desperately need.
As a result, with the help of Kelly
Lytle Hernandez’s beautifully poignant and painfully revealing book
City of Inmates: Conquest, Rebellion, and the Rise of Human Caging
in Los Angeles 1771-1965, we tried
to accurately retell the story of caging in Los Angeles alongside Jesus’
story as prisoner. (You are invited
to watch the two videos of our Via
Crucis posted on our Facebook page
or download the entire script from
our website.)
Station one reminded us that, just
as a simple carpenter from a nowhere
town was sentenced to death, hundreds of Angelenos from forgotten
places walk through our courts each
day awaiting their own crucifixion.
Station two reminded us that
just as the soldiers and high priests
tortured Christ, and the Sanhedrin
falsified evidence against Him, and
Pontius Pilate gave legal permissibility to their actions, L.A.’s law en-

forcement officers, prosecutors,
district attorneys, and judges have
continued to mirror these practices.
Station three remembered the first
incarcerated and tortured community in El Pueblo de Nuestra Señora
la Reina de Los Angeles del Rio
Porciúncula: the Tongva-Gabrielino
women. And we remember that it was
Catholic priests who first brought the
practice of caging to this region.
Station four centered all the mothers and family members who, like
Mary, stand with and support their
loved ones as they navigate the barbaric system of incarceration in L.A.
Station five reminded us of L.A.’s
long history of criminalizing poverty,
alternative community structures,
and housing instability while also
profiteering off of forced and incarcerated labor, as the Romans did
with Simon.
Station six helped us remember
the many liberation fighters and
service providers who, like Veronica,
have shown compassion and struggled with and for the criminalized
and incarcerated.
Station seven reminded us of
the criminalization of the diverse
Latino/a community and their relegation to jails and immigrant detention
(concentration) camps.
Station eight centered the criminalization of other diverse immigrant
communities: the detainment and deportation of “undocumented” Chinese
immigrants, the internment of the
Japanese-Americans, and many others.
Station nine reminded us of L.A.’s
long and complex history of stereotyping, criminalizing and seeking the
extermination of its black community.
Station ten reminded us of the
many ways major media outlets
serve as bullhorns for narratives that
justify incarceration and criminalization, rather than being a reliable ally
that strips away the lies of Empire.
Station eleven reminded us of the
exhaustive list of protestors, dissenters, artists, revolutionaries, labor
unions, and other freedom-guided organizations who have fought for and
were criminalized for dreaming of a
new society in the shell of the old.
Station twelve identified the varied
impacts of incarceration (economic,
political, etc) and highlighted the
scale and barbarism of law enforcement violence in L.A.
Station thirteen invited participants to consider the many ways we
can help take people down from their
crosses today.
Station fourteen reminded us that
while waiting is an inevitable part
of change, it must involve reflection,
prayer, choice, and action.
Walking through an eerily empty
city, I found myself reflecting on the
complexity of this moment. At a time
when people are forced to remain indoors, many are criminalized for not
having spaces with doors to close. At
a time when “inside” is deemed safer
than “outside,” many are trapped
inside metal cages that have or are at
Continued on page 6

CATHOLIC AGITATOR / 5

COVID-19 AND ITS EFFECT ON THE LACW

GET TO KNOW THE
LACW COMMUNITY
By SARAH FULLER

A

s mentioned in the last
edition of the Catholic
Agitator, we will spend
some time introducing
you to some of the people who are
currently working to realize the
projects and vision of the Los Angeles Catholic Worker. The LACW
is a community of individuals, some
living full-time in community, some
devoted workers living in other
households, and many supporters,
volunteers, and friends, who hold
the work of the LACW close to their
heart. In this issue we will introduce
one community member who works
full-time with the LACW, Megan
Ramsey.
Megan has been working full-time
at the LACW for the last four years,
although she had previously volunteered at the LACW for a while.
Megan moved to Los Angeles in
2011 with her partner, Josh, as they
were both looking for jobs in the entertainment industry after graduating
from Drexel University’s film program in Philadelphia. Josh worked
in editing, which he still does, and
Megan, for over five years, worked
her way from Production Assistant
to Post-Production Supervisor (aka,
a boss and Project Manager). After
working in this field for a number
of years, Megan began sensing that
there was something else that she
wanted to do with her life. Thinking
about this a lot, she prayed for some
direction, and when she went to
church the next day, the sermon was
on Jesus calling the disciples, who
left their normal jobs to follow him.
Megan was interested in joining
the LACW, but since she was also a
part of a household with her partner,
she thought it not feasible unless she
could also find a way to contribute
a certain amount of money to that
household each year. Shortly after
deciding this, her car was wrecked
FISCHER, cont’d from p.2
I leave you with one more quote
from Jonathan Swift: ‘May you live
all the days of your life.’”
Ω
If you care to support two causes
dear to Stephen’s heart:
Center for Biological Diversity –
biologicaldiversity.org
And, Thich Nhat Hanh Foundation
– thichnathanhfoundation.org
STEPHEN FISCHER ¡PRESENTE!
FULLER, cont’d from p.2
being in the same domestic unit
with them. We have “crafternoons,”
do administrative work, play board
games with our guests, clean extra
times per day to reduce the risk of
infection, have awkward conversations with each other about what personal responsibility looks like in this
era, and have also been doing some
painting and home improvements.
It is definitely a different pattern
of life than our normal schedule.
And where during a normal preCOVID-19 week we would normally see hundreds of people as we
travel back and forth to the kitchen,
we now only regularly see the faces
of maybe 20-25 people—which is
still a lot more than many others are
experiencing at this time!
House friend and invaluable medical consultant, Mary Ann O’Connor,
has been a frequent, socially-dis-
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in an accident, and the insurance
company gave her a check for
the exact same amount of money
needed. Still hesitant, she put the
money in the bank, thinking she
would need it soon to buy another
car. While cleaning out her wrecked
car, she found a number of uncashed checks that also added up to
the same amount of money needed.
After some thought, she decided
to take this as a sign that it might
be all right to investigate living
and working at the LACW. Megan
started working full-time at the
LACW in 2016. Her organizational
skills, warmth and compassion,
sense of fun, and ability to stay cool
under pressure, have all been great
assets to our work. Megan is regularly one of our organizers at the
soup kitchen, making sure that the
serving day runs smoothly and all
the tasks get completed as needed.
She also does a lot of service and
organizing in our foot care clinic,
helps with the website, organizes
our Summer Picnics, and does many
thankless, private tasks to ensure the
smooth running of our work here.
She is a great backgammon player,
often challenging various guests in
our Hospitality House, and a great
cook. She continues to work a few
contracts a year with her former employer in order to contribute financially to her household with Josh.
When cleaning out the attic of her
apartment last year, Megan came
across a bundle of Christmas cards
received, decades ago, by a previous tenant. One of the Christmas
cards bore a “The Only Solution is
Love” LACW dove, the same design as on our T-shirts, designed by
Christa Occhiogrosso. This seemed
to be one more sign that, although
Megan moved here to L.A. for other
reasons, her connection with the
LACW made sense. We are very
pleased to have Megan as a part of
our community.
Ω
tanced visitor, dispensing advice and
compassion from a little beyond our
front porch. Various volunteers from
the kitchen also have stopped by to
wave across the driveway and deliver needed supplies. A local bakery
has been donating day-old items.
We miss everyone, but at the
same time it has been an interesting opportunity to see our work
in a new way, and have a different
kind of life and schedule—though
neither chosen nor foreseen!—for a
while. We have time to consider the
cultural valences of domestic labor.
A group has been meeting to pray at
10 am, and another group of house
folks meet many nights on the front
porch to pray the rosary, while
another group meets to watch an
episode of The Sopranos with some
of our guests at the same time.
We are grateful that folks here
have been generally healthy and
that we have so much—beauty,
company, food, shelter, etc. And we
are grateful for the many ways that
folks have been supporting us here
as we continue on with this part of
the community work.
Ω
Sarah Fuller is a Los Angeles Catholic Worker community member, and
editor of the Agitator.
HAVENS, cont’d from p.2
bagged lunches that we handed out.
Unfortunately, however, we had to

stop the bag lunches, but many of
these good people continue to bring
us much-needed supplies.
Mike Wiz, Carol Taunton, Ben
Sullivan, Anna, Julia, and others,
have been helping us shop to reduce
our exposure.
Aimee, Ricca, Lindsey, Sarah,
Vivian, Paris, Rowena, Syd, Sarah,
Eileen, Ronald, Alecia Bobby,
Daryl, Umons brothers, Shelter
Partnership, the Dolores Mission
Jesuit community, and others, have
brought citrus fruits, supplies, and
donations that help us continue to
serve the people of Skid Row (a
special thanks to Ben Sullivan, and
Ground Game L.A. for the thousands of bottles of water).
Steve Supowitz donated thousands
of facemasks before a donation from
Joe and Julissa’s employer allowed
us to purchase santizer and masks
from his distributor. We now are
able to distribute masks and hand
sanitizer to whomever needs them.
There are many people I know I
have left out who are doing absolutely incredible things for us and
our friends and neighbors on the
Row.
Between mixing salad bins, Pawel
Chmielewski told me it is busier now
than he has seen it in decades, and
there is no way we could maintain
the level of service were it not for
the work of everyone reading this.
Once testing becomes more widely available, we eagerly await the
day when some of you will again
be able to volunteer with us. Until
then, please keep in touch on social
media to get the most up-to-date
info on our needs between Agitator issues, and most importantly,
when you finish reading this copy,
PLEASE give it to a friend. The
number of subscriptions and financial supporters have been drastically
dwindling for a few years now. So if
you know some folks stuck at home
with extra time to read, put this
copy in their hands, or better yet,
contact us for extra copies to hand
out, and see what happens.
This has been a time for people
stepping up to serve in ways outside
their comfort zones, and it really is
beautiful when I get a moment to
breathe and appreciate it.
Ω
Kaleb Havens is a Los Angeles
Catholic Worker community member and an Agitator editor.
DIETRICH, cont’d from p.3
gloved, anointing the most vulnerable victims of our city, of our society, I remember that Christ is not
just the surname of Jesus. Rather,
it means that He is the “Anointed
One.” And I anoint his presence in
each one we serve.
Ω
Jeff Dietrich is editor emeritus of
the Catholic Agitator, and Scholarin-Residence, Affiliate Professor at
Loyola Marymount University.
HARPER, cont’d from p.3
who make obscene profits for businesses that don’t pay them enough
to survive.
Let us make this moment one
where things never go back to normal
again. And while we work towards
that, please know, as we told Jack,
“If you are hungry tomorrow, come
on back and we will feed you.”
Ω
Matt Harper is a Los Angeles Catholic Worker community member,
and an editor of the Agitator. This
article was originally published
digitally on April 4, 2020, by L.A.
Progressive (laprogressive.com).

HOWARD, cont’d from p.5
to know the difference (surrender
and humility in the face of change,
grief, and overwhelming systemic
oppression).
Harm reduction is about recognizing power, privilege, and access to
resources, and making strategic decisions to reduce the amount of suffering for those least protected and most
impacted by an already unjust and
unbalanced world. When it comes to
material and physical needs, the radical and charitable thing to do is tend
continuously and without question to
injury where we see it. We can step
back and see a greater picture of injustice and not blame the individual,
but instead a system that facilitates
violence and abandonment, a system
born of white supremacy and fed by
capitalism that if not actively fighting we are complicit in. The novel
coronavirus pandemic gave us a new
challenge: How do we reduce harm
when we could be the ones ignorantly inflicting it? What are we willing
to sacrifice to minimize risk for
others? We may never personally feel
tangible results of social distancing,
constant sanitization, and missing
our comforts and wants, but the point
is that not seeing results means it
worked. If we do see results—more
contamination, sickness, and death—
it will be known that it is from a lack
of care, and that is simply too high of
a risk to be complacent.
Ω
Iris Vazquez-Howard is a sometime
part-time Los Angeles Catholic
Worker community member.
HARPER, cont’d from p.5
imminent risk of becoming cauldrons of sickness and death. Many
of us have, knowingly or unknowingly, once again, abandoned
neighbors in our fear and the desire
to protect “our own.”
As I walked and paused before
each station, I was reminded that
abandoning marginalized communities is nothing new. Los Angeles and
her residents have a long history of
disposing of people. And though it
is all around us, without the lens to
see or hearts to believe, we abandon
truth for ignorance and comfort.
As I followed Jesus down his road,
I stumbled upon the incarnated Jesus,
resting on a bench surrounded by
two private security guards and two
LAPD officers. As he sat across the
street from a Catholic church, the
officers harassed him for his refusal
to leave. The bench in the community
plaza was considered private property, they informed him, and he would
have to leave. “To where?” he asked
calmly. “To the other side [of the
street]” one officer said, as if it would
not be loitering there. “Or to jail,” the
second chimed in, as his partner took
out her taser. A small jail cell without
the possibility of physical distancing
was all they could offer this man in
clear need of support.
Another crucifixion receiving the
silent permission of the bystanders.
Jesus may have looked down and
granted his compassion and forgiveness to all the people who put him
up on the cross, recognizing that
they did not really know what they
were doing, but it was only to the
incarcerated and crucified victims
on his left and right that he made the
promise, “Truly I tell you, today you
will be with me in paradise.” So we
must ask ourselves, do we desire forgiveness or do we desire paradise?
#FreeThemAll
Ω
Matt Harper is a Los Angeles Catholic Worker community member, and
an editor of the Agitator.

ON
THE LINE
KINGS BAY PLOWSHARES 7
UPDATE

Photo courtesy of Sabina’s Facebook page

U.S. District Judge Lisa Godbey Wood
had set May 28 and 29 as sentencing
dates for the seven Kings Bay Plowshares activists in Brunswick, Georgia
Federal Court; each defendant was
scheduled to have a separate time slot
for their sentencing. Fr. Steve Kelly’s
sentencing was scheduled for May 29.
Steve was the only one who remained
incarcerated for more than two years
since their disarmament action.
Many details about the sentencing
remained unclear prior to going to press.
For more info visit the Kings Bay
Plowshares Facebook page or their
website: kingsbayplowshares7.org

movement, the fight for open housing
and against all forms of segregation
and racism, support for Palestinian
rights, Southern African and CentralAmerican liberation movements, and
friendship with the Cuban Revolution.
Throughout her life, Sabina always
held a special concern for those
ensnared in the prison system, and
victims of poverty in general. In recent
years, Sabina devoted most of her
time, energy, and political skills to
organizing and fighting climate change
and global warming. Sabina succumbed to pancreatic cancer after an
eight-month struggle. She died peacefully at home with her dear partner of
27 years, Kwazi Nkrumah, at her side.
SABINA VIRGO - ¡PRESENTE!

SABINA VIRGO - R.I.P.

COVID-19
IN FEDERAL PRISONS

Sabina Virgo, May 3, 1943–March
29, 2020, was a writer, activist, and a
leader in the movement for justice and
peace beginning in 1962. Throughout
the years she was deeply involved in
the civil rights movement, the student
movement, Vietnam War resistance,
labor movement, anti-death penalty

The Federal Bureau of Prisons has
122 prisons located throughout the
nation with a total population of
more than 146,000 prisoners.
More than 2,000 inmates and 356
prison staff have thus far tested
positive for COVID-19. This is more
than 70% of the total that have been
tested. The most are located in the
Terminal Island Prison near Los
Angeles, where more than 60% of
all inmates incarcerated there have
tested positive, with six deaths as of
May 5. In all other federal prisons
the death toll stands at 40.
One of the deaths, the first woman
to die, a 30-year-old pregnant inmate
from Eagle Butte, SD, gave birth by
cesarean section while on a ventila-

THE

HOUSE

JOURNAL

Dear House Journal readers,
As I look back on what we have been
up to for the past few months, I think
of what our community has learned
during this time, and how it might be
a smaller reflection of what you, dear
readers, may also have gathered along
the way: There are only so many times
a week, for example, that you can eat
brownies and cookies with every meal
before they cease to bring joy. Perhaps “Tiger King” is not the mindless
fun we thought it would be when we
first hit play. All this family time has
perhaps demonstrated that you are not
as patient and virtuous as you thought
you were (or maybe that’s just me).
We also learned that we are more
than capable of running this house, and
running it better than we had previously thought we could (or had previously
attempted to). As it turns out, the walls
of our very old home need a coat of

paint. Seeing as no one else could
do it for us, we took this endeavor
upon ourselves. We began in our
community room, where we conduct
most meetings and other gatherings.
One could have easily slapped a coat
of paint over the walls as they are,
but there is something to be said
for doing a job well. It took almost
three days to scrape off tape residue
and decades worth of old gunk from
the walls. But then, we found that
the walls were in need of significant spackling. Next we discovered
that previous Catholic Workers had
already begun this endeavor but left
it unfinished, so, we sanded, spackled, and sanded again over their
unfinished work. During this process,
we realized that some walls were
crumbling to the touch. We thought
more spackling and sanding would
suffice, but then accepted the reality
that no amount of plaster and mesh
can change the fact that they need
to be replaced. Moreover, it dawned
on us that the walls may only be a
reflection of some other serious structural issues—rotting and damage on
the house’s interior. At this point, we
believe prayer is necessary to keep
our living space together. Please join
with us.
In similar news, one of our longtime guests seems to be reaching
the end of a fruitful and loving life.
Boots, one of our cats, has begun
crying for no apparent reason, with
no apparent solutions, and often at
five in the morning. He sleeps most
of the day, has lost his sense of direction, and has mistaken our dining
room for his litterbox. Attempts to
curb this latter issue are underway,
spearheaded by resident cat lady,
Megan Ramsey. Hopes of success
are low, but Megan’s optimism makes
up for our weak faith.

tor, and died a few weeks later at
Federal Medical Center Carswell in
Texas. She had entered prison in late
January to serve 26 months for selling $850 worth of methamphetamine
(to an informant) at her home on the
Cheyenne River Reservation.
—latimes.com
U.S. BLOCKS U.N. SECURITY
COUNCIL RESOLUTION
The U.S., on May 7, blocked a U.N.
Security Council resolution that
called for cessation of all hostilities
in conflict zones around the world
during the COVID-19 pandemic in
order for governments to focus on
dealing with the pandemic. The U.S.
took the position because the Trump
regime objected to an indirect reference in the resolution to the World
Health Organization termed “specialist health agencies.”
The Security Council worked for
more than six weeks putting the resolution together, which was intended
to demonstrate global support for a
ceasefire amid the pandemic. The
U.S. was the lone voice in opposition.
—theguardian.com
COVID-19
AND DEPORTATIONS
According to an analysis by the Center for Economic Policy Research
(CEPR), the United States deported
people to eleven countries in Latin
America and the Caribbean between
Feb. 3 and April 24 of this year.
When not taking care of senile cats
or repairing crumbling structures, we
tend to our tired, but still hopeful,
spirits, and artist in residence, Alberto, has graciously led us in many
art workshops. Some of these were
COVID-themed—decorating masks,
and building a corona piñata—
which reminded us of the world beyond pandemic: building paper birds,
weaving Eyes of God. Alberto has
also joined our poetry meetings, accompanied by Josh Flaugher, Rudy
Robinson, Arnal Kennedy, and
whomever else is feeling inspired
that day. Together, we share poetry
that has moved us, or verses that we
ourselves have written.
Our community has found other
ways to bond as well. Sarah Fuller
has found delightful walking routes
in our neighborhood (since parks
were closed until very recently),
generously inviting all of us to join
her on her daily strolls. Some of us
continue our adventures in baking,
and other community members,
such as Josh, have spent extra time
making us more elaborate homemade
dinners. Our guest, Maria Lopez,
continues to prepare dinner for us
almost weekly, serving us delicious
chicken soup, beans, tacos, tortas,
and nopalitos salad fresh from our
very own cactus plant. On that note,
please let us know if you have any
recipes you would like to share. We
certainly have time on our hands to
experiment.
On Friday evenings, our two
“teams” gather on opposite sides of
the back porch and share soda and
chips, an alternative to our longstanding Happy Hour tradition. I am
pleased to report that we can all get
along and still get to bed before 9
pm. On other weeknights, after dinner dishes are washed, some of our

Deportations in the first three months
of 2020 totaled 20,833.
The hostility of the neo-fascist
Trump regime toward immigrants and
asylum seekers from the poorer countries has long been notorious. But now,
with the COVID-19 pandemic raging,
the health and lives of potentially
millions of people in the countries to
which deportees are sent are put at risk
because of the unsanitary conditions in
the concentration camps in which immigration detainees are kept that have
become incubators for COVID-19 and
many other dangerous diseases.
—peoplesworld.org
EMISSIONS DECLINE
A new study published in the journal
Nature Climate Change found that as
nations closed down for the COVID-19 pandemic, planet-heating CO2
emissions dropped to levels not seen
since 2006. In individual nations,
emissions decreased by an average of
26%. In April, the average worldwide
drop averaged an unprecedented 17%.
Emissions from cars accounted for
43% of the decrease, and emissions
from industry and power collectively
accounted for another 43%. The
aviation sector amounts to only about
a 10% decrease in carbon emissions.
Experts say these are temporary,
and only “fundamental structural
change” can save humanity’s future.
—commondreams.org
On The Line is compiled and
edited by Mike Wisniewski.
community members and guests
gather nightly to watch The Sopranos, while a smaller group spends
that time praying the Rosary for a
variety of intentions.
We remember that Easter was just a
month ago, and that we pulled all the
stops to celebrate this most sacred
of holidays. Some of us woke up
early to watch Mass being celebrated
at our local parish, Dolores Mission. Meanwhile, Megan and Josh
prepared a delightful brunch that we
enjoyed in a dining room decked
out in our holiday finest. On the day
before, our guests helped us prepare
by painting hard-boiled eggs and
decorating egg-shaped sugar cookies,
reminding us that ours is one creative
group. We spent the rest of the day
celebrating the Resurrection by consuming ungodly amounts of chocolate and other candy collected for us
by Ann Bowden. Thank you, Ann!
And thank you to all our supporters
who continue to demonstrate your
undying solidarity during this time.
We know everyone’s budgets have
taken a hard hit, and yet some of you
still send us checks, or buy us dinner.
It is very gratifying that, although
everyone is trying to stay home and
take care of their families, yet some
still venture out to give us fresh
oranges and lemons. We know that
during this crisis everyone is adjusting to a new way of living, yet many
remain thoughtful enough to send us
masks, gloves, and hand sanitizer.
Thank you, thank you, and thank
you! You have been good to us, and
God has continually had our backs.
For this, and many other blessings,
we at the L.A. Catholic Worker are
most grateful.
House Journal is written by
Maria Teresa Kamel.
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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.
Although it still remains uncertain, we continue
to hope, and pray, this gala event will happen.
Please check back next issue.

NEEDED ITEMS +
+
We are in need of men’s NEW large and extra large (sizes 10 - 17) white socks,
or tube socks. Also, CANES–preferably adjustable metal canes, used or new.
And, lots of BOTTLED WATER. Thank you. Many blessings.

SHARE YOUR EXCESS BACKYARD FRUIT

If you have fruit trees, specifically citrus fruits, on your property
and have an excess, our kitchen guests would certainly appreciate
whatever you will not use, especially during this pandemic.
Citrus fruits help strengthen the immune system.
Please consider donating. 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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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

