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By MATT HARPER

There is a tin of rosaries here 
at the Los Angeles Catho-
lic Worker that hardly gets 
touched. It sits on a shelf in 

our office near assorted knickknacks: 
a box of buttons, our Catholic Work-
er shirts, old lectionaries. Like china 
brought out for special occasions, it 
is only when the death knells toll that 
we break out the beads.
   Shortly after I moved into the Am-
mon Hennacy House of Hospitality, 
I remember walking into Joe’s room 
one morning, as we had not yet seen 
him that day. As the door opened, I 
found Joe face down on the floor. I 
ran to him and checked for a pulse. 
Nothing. I attempted CPR because 
that is all I had learned to do in that 
situation. This being my first time 
face-to-face with death, I did not 
know enough to know there was 
nothing I could do. Joe was gone.
   I imagine I yelled for help, and in 
a house of dozens, many heard and 
support arrived. This was not the first 
time my housemates had encountered 
death. Though the AIDS crisis of 
the 80s and 90s brought a particular 
focus on death, there has never been 
a time when this community has 
not had to be well acquainted with 
dying. We have become wisened to 
the practices of accompaniment and 
gifted in the rituals of mourning. We 
have become death doulas. 
   So when it became clear that Joe 
had passed, a transition began to 
unfold so seamlessly it was like the 
turning of a page deeply creased 
through years of use. These practiced 
elders began their rituals like old 
habits, as easily as if reciting an Our 
Father or Hail Mary. I could not help 
but wonder their roots. 
   Calls were placed not to emer-
gency services or funeral homes but 
to those who knew and loved Joe: 
“People who knew him should hear 
the news directly from us.” Then a 
team of community members went 
to work washing his body, dressing 
him, and placing him back on his 
bed as if he had merely fallen asleep. 
Then the community gathered in his 
small room, candles were lit, and 
the tin of beads was taken off its as-
signed shelf and passed around. 
   Though not every community mem-
ber is Catholic, each pair of hands 
grabbed a set of beads to participate in 
this holy moment, in the responsibil-
ity of this sacred send-off. When you 
choose to bind your life with anoth-
er’s, responsibilities become opportu-
nities, become small acts of love. 
   Nearly two decades as a guest in 

our home, and years of friendship 
from Skid Row before that, we had 
gathered many stories and details 
of Joe’s journey. And so, upon his 
passing, we told his story—as best 
we could—drawing on our Catholic 
tradition of the Rosary, meditating on 
the different mysteries of Joe’s life: the 
Joyful, the Luminous, the Glorious, 
and the Sorrowful. We prayed to honor 
our friend and to gift Joe back to God. 
   We sang songs, we shared memo-
ries, and we broke bread. The full- 
ness of the Mass has never made 
more sense to me. 
   Eventually, we called the coroner, 
to let Joe go into the clumsy, rough 
and impersonal hands of a bureaucra-
cy that simply had a job to do, that 
seemed to forget (or did not have the 
time to honor) the full humanity of 
our beloved friend. We had done our 
best to prepare Joe for his departure; 
our immediate work was finished. 
   In my years at the L.A. Catholic 
Worker, though we have not made 
walking with the dying a primary min-
istry or work, we have lost and con-
tinued to bury many people: to cancer, 
after years of addiction, to the effects 
of Agent Orange, in tent fires, to police 
murder, to homicide, by unpredictable 
accidents, to the complications of hard 
lives, to old age. Though many happen 
outside our home, each person is a part 
of our community and so we find our 
own ways to send them off, to mourn 
their loss, to celebrate their lives. 
   Last December, I sat next to my 
dad as cancer ravaged his body one 
final time. It was complicated, to be 
in the season of hope, of joyful ex-
pectation not for the peace and prom-
ise of holy life as the angelic hosts 
proclaimed, but for the passing of 
my dad. As Christians waited for an 
infant to redeem the world, I cradled 
my dad in my arms and whispered 
my goodbyes. What a juxtaposition 
of holy waitings. 
   Resurrection felt so far away, but 
the promise of his imminent com-
munion with God was a small hope I 
clung to. I have always struggled to 
find solace or inspiration in Eucha-
ristic adoration, but I found myself 
sitting before his sacred body, know-
ing that God was before me.
   As time passed, my family and I 
got fewer and fewer moments with 
the man we knew. For a relationship 
built on conversation, laughter, and 
warmth, we now sat in a foreboding 
silence and waited, together. Punctu-
ated by moments of brief sharing, we 
seized our last chances for touch and 
connection: to feel the warmth of his
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body, blood pumping through muscle 
and dying bone and failing organs. I 
knew the memories of my senses, the 
sounds, smells, and touch of my dad 
would likely be some of the first things 
to fade. So, I savored each morsel.
   It is hard to hear the people you 
love wanting death, and even more 
complicated to know you want the 
same for them. Not for their death 
but for their peace, not for their ab-
sence, but for their return to the care 
of a God who loved them first.  
   Over the weeks I was able to be 
with him—a gift not available to 
enough of us—I watched the grief of 
those who loved him: who saw with 
greater clarity what he meant to them, 
who wondered what will become of 
their hearts after this loss. I watched 
the grief of his peers forced to explore 
their own mortality and the inevitable, 
ensuing deterioration of their own 
bodies. And I watched my dad tire of 
hosting those who hoped to see him, 
to squeeze his hand once more, and 
I wondered how to honor his needs 
with those of his friends awaiting an 
audience. If there is one thing death 
has obliterated, it is the notion of sim-
plistic answers and clear dichotomies. 
Things are not so simple; many things 
are true at the same time. 
   I have spent the last years hon-
ing my knowledge, sharpening my 
understanding, and searching for deep 
truths. But in my father’s dying, he 
invited me to something deeper: “In a 
world seeking certainty, mystery may 
in fact be the only true thing before 
us,” he said. “I wish the Church would 
welcome more mystery,” he added.   
   Mystery assured me closure would 
not come from watching my dad decay 
into a body that I had never known 
him in. That closure would not come 
from waiting until he took his last 
breath. Though death has had a tragi-
cally frequent and proximal place in 
my life, though I have buried far too 
many people, there was a clarity born 
of his final days: there is so much I do 
not yet understand about death.
   Knowing this was a long journey 
that must not be walked alone, and 
recognizing the many people that 
have walked with me over my years, 
I asked my teachers—formal and 
informal—to speak to me of death, 
to share their wisdom, and to accom-
pany me. Though my dad has been 
gone for 10 months, I only now have 
been able to read their insights. I find 
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HOLDING DEATH AS WE GO
By CHRISTIAN YOUNG

I have been fascinated by death 
for a long time. My best friend 
died when we were both around 
five years old. The first real 

Christian I was aware of ever meet-
ing, Jesse Bogue, died my freshman 
year of college while I was taking 
a Tibetan Buddhism class called: 
Death, Dreams, and Visions in Ti-
betan Buddhism. 
   I remember the stories we would 
read about, like the monks who 
went into the jungle to be devoured 
by tigers. I also remember the way 
my memories of the day my cousin 
Memito did not come back from 
the hospital after his failed kidney 
transplant are elongated and are all 
heavily stained with a tinge of blue.
   Then, later in my life, I dealt with 
wanting to be dead in a very real way 
from the ages of 20 to 26. I remem-
ber looking over a several-thousand-
foot drop amidst the fog atop a holy 
mountain in China. I struggled with 
suicidal depression for those six 
years. One day truly out of nowhere,

a terrible stomach ache started that 
has not fully gone away.   
   Tibetan Buddhists believe in this 
49-day liminal period called the 
bardo, between this life and the next, 
and it also connects to how they find 
the next rinponche lama in their sa-
cred millennia-old line of holy men. 
   The bardo is what helped me deal 
with the sudden death of Jesse. He 
was kind to everyone. And looking 
back, he reminds me of a verse early 
on in the Acts of the Apostles where 
the early Church met under the portico 
of Solomon and everyone respected 
them but were afraid to join them.   
   It is scary to stand for some-
thing, and it is even scarier to meet 
someone who stands for something. 
It is like the Tibetan monks encoun-
tering the tiger in the jungle to be 
devoured. All this to say, many years 
after my best friend and little cousin 
died, I met an incoming freshman 
that looked just like him and had 
the same name and I had to pause 
and somehow I was able to let go of 
some of the pain and rage that had 
metastasized when I had lost Memito

begins to go out the window.   
   On this coming All Saints Day, 
I would like to remember all the 
saints, canonized and quotidian, holy 
souls and all the departed that looked 
life and death in the face and carried 
their cross in whatever way they 
could, because to a certain degree 
don’t we all? 
   And all we have are those who 
have gone before us into the great 
unknown. Because whether it was 
Memito with his stool baggie and
inoperable legs when we were chil-
dren, or Jesse Bogue dying in a freak 
accident in the flower of his youth, 
these and others have been my teach-
ers to try to live out a silly but mean-
ingful quote by Hunter S. Thompson 
that a Biology teacher in high school 
shared with me: “Life should not 
be a journey to the grave with the 
intention of arriving safely in a pretty 
and well preserved body, but rather 
to skid in broadside in a cloud of 
smoke, thoroughly used up, totally 
worn out, and loudly proclaiming, 
‘Wow! What a Ride!’”                    Ω 
 
Christian Young was a 2022 Los An-
geles Catholic Worker summer intern.

when I was just a little boy.
   My own bout with suicidal depres-
sion ended when, after years of 
therapy, some repressed memories 
of prolonged sexual trauma during 
childhood came out and instantly the 
suicidal thoughts ended. However, I 
ended up on the streets. I had been 
wanting to die ever since Memito 
died and when I learned of these Ti-
betan monks walking into the jungle 
to be eaten by a tiger, I indulged in 
fantastical thoughts of following them 
into whatever jungle I could find so I 
could get just enough dopamine to get 
through an overwhelming college day.   
   Then I think about Jesse Bogue. 
He must have been dying every day. 
However, most people could not tell 
because like the Apostle Paul wrote, 
he carried the death of our Lord in his 
body. I have never felt more at peace 
with the idea that I will die someday 
as the six weeks I spent living at the 
Ammon Hennacy House as a summer 
intern. With so many things clicking 
into place after years and years of 
chaos and seemingly meaningless 
pain, the possibility to perhaps stand 
for something seems within grasp, 
and the phantom pain of waiting for 
life to start so I would rather die

HARPER cont’d from page 1 myself so grateful for the gifts that 
have been shared by those who know 
the pain of loss intimately or those 
who simply know they love me.
   They shared regrets of questions 
not asked and silences not appreciat-
ed. They shared stories of getting so 
lost in preparing for some imagined 
future they could not know would 
come that they forgot to be with that 
which was immediately before them 
and within them. 
   They reminded me that the coming 
days and loss would hurt, but that 
they would also offer new memories 
and new chances to deepen my un-
derstanding of empathy, compassion, 
and kinship. 
   I was invited to consider the Ha-
waiian practice of “ho’oponopono,” 
the most important words one will 
ever say to someone—I am sorry; 
Please forgive me (I forgive you); 
Thank you; I love you—for this 
sacred time can, sometimes, crack 
doors not always open in families.
   These dear friends reminded me to 
keep breathing, to be compassionate 
with myself (and my grieving pro-
cess), to accept the graces of tender-
ness, empathy, and gratitude that will 
appear and remain just as surely as 
the grief will. I was reminded to take 
care of myself so that I could best 
face the tough times ahead. 
   As I look back on the wisdom they 
shared and the things that transpired, 
I realize now that I had long been 
preparing (unknowingly) for a mo-
ment like this. 
   I have spent years in a men’s group 
trying to face and heal from a life of 
toxic male socialization, to open my- 

self to—among other things—the 
complicated emotional fullness of 
my father’s dwindling time. I had 
learned how to sit in silence, how 
to show up for people I love, how 
to make space for the unknown of 
what was before me. I had begun to 
consider the place of ritual not just as 
a formula to produce miracles or an 
expectation placed on me by ances-
tors, but as part of a wisened tradi-
tion of best practices born of love, 
meant to guide us in hard moments, 
and connect us to those who have 
lived similar moments before us.
  The journey through my dad’s suf-
fering and passing made me part of 
a new community, and invited me to 
consider how I might now support 
others experiencing the same. Like 
so many times in his life, my dad, in 
his passing, gifted me with relationship. 
   What also has become clear in 
these last months is how many peo-
ple know this loss, and know even 
more painful ones. Like love, there 
are very different deaths clumsily 
included and often poorly captured 
by this singular word. I mourn my 
father’s death, yes, but his death is 
different. Without seeking to pass 
judgments or enforce limits for grief, 
there is something different about 
his “natural death” that cannot be 
compared to the “systemic deaths” 
faced by too many.  
   Though it is admittedly hard to 
draw the line on what is natural or 
not—I am not sure that anything is 
“natural” in this world anymore—his 
death was as natural as can be hoped 
for. In a constantly regenerating body 
of complex tissues and organs, cells 

will eventually copy imperfectly. 
This does not erase the pain cancer 
causes nor does it make the suffering 
and loss any less tragic.
   But the frequent suggestion that 
his death was “unfair” seems to 
mask how unfairly privileged his life 
was, seems to ignore how tragic the 
systemic deaths of so many others 
are, and seems to misunderstand how 
God works. 
   Our dear Mike W., channeling 
Blessed Dorothy Day, always talks 
about an “end to this filthy, rotten, 
corrupt, evil system.” And when I 
look at the fruits of this system—
hundreds of thousands exiled to the 
streets, millions destitute and teeter-
ing on the brink of greater ruin, ever-
expanding budgets for control and 
violence with ever-shrinking ones for 
social services and basic rights—I 
find myself wondering how to even 
consider the nature of “systemic 
deaths.” These deaths, which only 
come at the will of (or at least the 
permission of) the systems we toler-
ate and propagate, crush people and 
leave them suffering for the benefit 
of too few. My family’s excess is 
only possible because of the unre-
lenting theft that has happened from 
so many other communities. 
   Our Church often talks about the 
powers of life and death. But death 
itself is not inherently part of either 
of these. Death is inevitable; the 
powers of death need not be. 
   So I mourn the loss of my father 
while also joining the chorus of 
grieving mothers and fathers and 
children who cry out around this 
world because we have fallen short 
of our Christian commitment to the 
“least of these.” I weep at my dad’s 
death while also joining communities 
who lament those killed by things 
that need not kill people anymore: 
poverty, hunger, common illnesses, 
war. And I remember his life while 
joining those who condemn any sys-
tem, organization or policy that does 
not center the sacredness of life.
     In my dad’s final months, many 
invited him, even pleaded with him, 
to gather his friends to pray for a 
miracle, to call for the intercession 
of dead popes to heal his dying body. 
He seemed as uninterested in this as 
he seemed for my suggestion that he 
gather these friends to pray for a sys-
temic miracle: the just distribution of 
all resources. Though petitioning God 

Continued on page 6
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DEATH AND DYING

THE DEATH OF US
By MIKE WISNIEWSKI

Death, as a result of the fall 
of Adam and Eve, is part 
of the reality of what it 
means to live in this world. 

Indeed, death is inevitable for all life 
forms. Death, as taught in the Bible, 
is threefold: spiritual, physical, and 
eternal. Death for humans can be 
tranquil for all who are strong in 
faith and walk in the light of Gospel 
truth, or it can be frightful and excru-
ciating for all who have weak faith or 
have rejected God’s love and God’s 
precepts. Although, it should be 
understood that death is unnatural in 
the origins of humanity in the sense 
that it was not YHWH’s original in-
tent for those made in God’s own im-
age and likeness to experience death; 
but the fall certainly changed that.
   In ancient times there was a Ca-
naanite god of the dead and of the 
powers that opposed life called Mot. 
In later times, the names that were 
given to these powers of death and 
that oppose life include Satan, the 
devil, and the evil one, among others.
   In Greek, the word haîma is the 
standard term for human blood, 
which is used extensively in contexts 
relating to killing and death. An-
other Greek word related to death is 
thanatos, which is related to spiritual 
death—the separation of humans 
from God. It is a consequence of and 
punishment for sin—a rejection of 
God and God’s divine mandates. 
   Often in the Bible thanatos con-
veys the personification of death, the 
opposite of Zoe (life). One illustra-
tion would be, “I have set before you 
life and death, the blessing and the 
curse; choose life then, that you and 
your descendants may live” Deuter-
onomy 30:15-20. (See also Romans 
6:23; 8:6-8.) 
   Another Greek word to consider 
here is the verb mût, which means to 
die, put to death; kill as a result of war 
or some other violent human activity. 
   Yet another Greek verb to add to 
this equation is napal, which trans-
lates into the action of falling; most 
often related in military contexts—to 
fall by the sword. It could also relate 
to supernatural death—the loss of 
eternal life by persisting in a violent 
and sinful life (see Romans 8:13).
   Another Greek word, apothnesko, 
refers to threatened death in the sense 
that one is faced with the prospect 
of death, about to die, facing death. 
And finally, the Greek verb teleutao 
simply means to come to an end.
   I bring these biblical Greek words 
into this discussion to help illustrate 
the point that many people living in 
this nation refuse to believe the real-
ity that the United States of Ameri-
ca’s imperial rule is coming to an end 
geopolitically, militarily, financially, 
economically, socially, morally, spiri-
tually, culturally, and in other ways. 
These people, rather, have chosen to 
live in denial that our nation is facing 
its own imminent death.   
   It is falling (teleutao) as an empire 
precisely because of its unspeakable 
violence (haîma)—toward other 
humans created in God’s image and 
likeness, and God’s creation itself—
and because of its voraciousness and 
ruthlessness, which is palpable in the 
vile capitalist system, and in most of 
its domestic and foreign policies, as

well as its rejection of what serves the 
common good, but most importantly, 
our rejection of biblical justice, failing 
to recognize that loving our neighbor 
is as important as loving God. 
   The United States, since its found-
ing, has undeniably chosen evil and 
death over life and good, the curse 
over the blessing, cruelty over com-
passion, arrogance and domination 
over cooperation, and thus is now 
experiencing both spiritual (thanatos) 
and physical (mût) death, a conse-
quence of our rejection of God and 
God’s divine mandates, remembering 
that those who exalt themselves will 
be humbled. (See Matthew 23:12.) 
   Indeed, we are a nation devoid of 
reason, having no understanding. (See 
Deuteronomy 32:28.) And, as eluci-
dated in Matthew 25:31-46, we are 
being held accountable for our actions 
or lack of action in respect to the poor 
and other victims of injustice. 
   For several generations, we were 
led to believe that the U.S. is the 
greatest and most blessed nation 
on the planet, indeed, the “New 
Jerusalem/Promised Land” as is 
inferred in the Manifest Destiny 
principle of 1845. Yet in the Book of 
Sirach (Ecclesiasticus) 3:18, we are 
reminded, “The greater you are the 
more you must humble yourself, and 
will find grace before God.” Fact: 
This nation has never humbled itself. 
Rather, it has grown and has contin-
ued in arrogance, while believing in 
and exerting its perceived superiority.
   However, the U.S., in many peo-
ple’s eyes around the world, is the 
personification of death (thanatos/ 
haîma) and destruction. This nation 
has been in nearly 400 wars since its 
inception in 1776 to 2019, according 
to the recent study by Bridgewater 
State University, Introducing the 
Military Intervention Project: A New 
Dataset on U.S. Military Interven-
tions 1776-2019. And as a result of 
these military interventions, these 
wars, tens of millions, perhaps more 
than a hundred million human beings 
have died or have suffered long-term 
effects of bombings, chemical and 
radiation poisoning, and devastation 
to their infrastructures, including wa-
ter systems and electrical grids, not 
to forget the psychological damage. 
   Then again, the death and destruc-
tion perpetuated by U.S. imperial 
wars and occupations is only part of 
the equation of this nation’s downfall. 
Another recent study, Missing Ameri-
cans: Early Death in the United 
States, 1933-2021, by Jacob Bor, 
professor of global health and epi-
demiology at Boston University, has 
shed a glaring and scandalous light 
on how our immoral, costly for-profit 
healthcare industry is responsible for 
the untimely and preventable death of 
millions of our own population.
   Researchers have found that the 
big picture of health failings in this 
nation is “far greater and far graver 
than we already knew.” Although the 
U.S. ranks number one in healthcare 
spending per capita, our “people are 
living shorter lives, feeling more de-
pressed, and are more likely to skip 
treatment due to cost than in many 
developed nations.” Our “healthcare 
system ranks dead last, with the worst 
outcomes of any nation studied.” 

   Sadly and disgracefully, the U.S. 
being the wealthiest nation on the 
planet is plummeting further into 
depths of poverty in the ways most 
important for providing a life of good 
health and longevity for the masses. 
We have failed to realize that an effec-
tive and meaningful healthcare system 
is inseparable from human dignity.
   The researchers compared U.S. 
mortality rates during the period 
studied with those of Canada, Japan, 
and 16 Western European nations. 
What they discovered could only be 
described as an abomination. Begin-
ning in 1933 through the 1960s, 
the U.S. was the leader in global 
health, having significant advantage 
in mortality rates over peer coun-
tries studied (except for people of 
color), mostly because of the wars in 
Europe. But beginning in the 1970s, 
everything dramatically changed and 
the U.S. population began dying at 
higher rates, a trend that has only 
worsened with time until the 2000s 
when the numbers skyrocketed be-
yond comprehension. 
   “By the year 2019, the number of 
annual ‘excess deaths’ had reached 
a stunning 656,353.” These were 
people who the U.S. health insur-
ance industry failed, and we as a 
society allowed it to happen. What 
is worse, the 656,353 people who 
died were just in the year 2019 alone, 
before the pandemic hit. “In 2021, 
the number of missing Americans 
swelled to 1,092,293…even worse: 
half of them were under the age of 
65.” Bor continues, “Not only were 
there more Americans dying relative 
to their peers abroad, the deaths were 
becoming younger.”
   What changed from the 1930s was 
the worsening economic inequal-
ity and structural racism that rules 
this nation. There was a short period 
where LBJ’s “War on Poverty” 
and the formation of Medicare and 
Medicaid, along with the racial 
integration of hospitals in 1963, and 
environmental regulations which 
made water and air healthier helped 
in keeping mortality rates down. 
   However, persistent and increasing 
economic inequality (most notably 
within BIPOC communities) split 
this nation in two. “One nation—
around 20% of the total popula-
tion—boasts college educations, 
good jobs, and access to healthcare. 
The other nation, where the 80% 
majority resides, is stuck with low 
wages, insecure jobs, fewer educa-
tion opportunities, and unaffordable 
and inadequate healthcare. These are 
the people who are needlessly get-
ting sicker and dying younger than 
they used to or should be. The U.S. 
economic structure now looks like 
that of a developing nation.” Also 
realizing that cuts to Social Security, 
Medicare, and Medicaid that have 
become a priority in the political 
arena will certainly further jeopar-
dize senior citizen mortality.
   Moreover, the pandemic has il-
lustrated how many people here are 
not simply ignored, but deliberately 
placed in harm’s way—expected 
to sacrifice their lives strictly for 
the benefit of the wealthy. The U.S. 
response to the virus “is well below 
average in the world and among the 
worst among developed and high-
income nations.” This health and

mortality crisis, along with racial and 
economic inequality, is expected to 
worsen with no end in sight.  
   We should, at this point, be 
compelled to consider the multiple 
TRILLIONS of dollars that were and 
continue to be injected into the U.S. 
imperial war machine, specifically 
for the endless wars and additional 
weapons of mass destruction (the 
idols worshipped and to whom human 
lives are willingly sacrificed), that 
have brought us to this point. (Note: 
the U.S. squanders $80,000 every 
minute on nuclear weapons alone—
per the International Campaign to 
Abolish Nuclear Weapons.) In fact, 
the U.S. imperial war machine has be-
come ever less able to win wars, even 
though its weapons sophistication and 
the amount of resources spent is the 
greatest in human history.
     Even more, the Supreme Court has 
attacked and nullified environmental 
regulations, gun control efforts, deliv-
ered a scandalous blow to women’s 
rights, and the health and well-being 
of us all. Hence, the U.S. inherently 
values death over life—not a Chris-
tian value by any stretch. Many (poor) 
people’s lives are also considered 
expendable—not highly valued. Cor-
porate profits (greed) and U.S. global 
hegemony (power/domination) takes 
precedence over the common good, 
in this case a national healthcare plan 
that covers everyone and all medical, 
physical, and psychological issues, as 
well as addressing economic equality, 
housing, and more.
   As one maxim explicitly ar-
ticulates, “What goes up must come 
down.” The U.S. Empire has peaked 
and is now in rapid decline, facing 
its own death (napal, mût, haîma)—
perhaps taking the planet with us. As 
Jesus so eloquently stated, “Every 
nation divided against itself will be 
laid waste, and no town or house 
divided against itself will stand” 
(Matthew 12:25). Unmistakably,
this nation is divided to the point 
that we no longer share a common 
reality. Some people share one vision 
of reality while others share another. 
We are engulfed in a crippling polar-
ization and a moral degeneracy. 
   We tolerate the moral crises of 
poverty, inequality, a failed healthcare 
system, and violence. We also tolerate 
the decline of our own infrastruc-
ture—collapsed bridges, water and 
sewer pipes and dams burst, air and 
road traffic have become ever more 
congested, an archaic and near useless 
rail system, which makes it obvious 
that the U.S. is now faced with the 
prospect of its own death (apoth-
nesko). In truth, however, is it not 
time for the United States to come to 
an end (teleutao) because of who and 
what we are and what we have done? 
This is both biblical and world histori-
cal reality: ALL earthly empires fall.
   The final questions then: When 
will “we the people” wake up, make 
a difference and demand (as our 
faith requires) metanoia (that we turn 
around)? How many more lives—hu-
man and of God’s other creatures—
must be lost, murdered, and offered 
as sacrifices to our national idols 
before we finally, by encouraging 
one another, stand up and cry out, 
STOP!!! ENOUGH!!! as we hit the 
streets in nonviolent rebellion?—

The United States, since its founding, has undeniably chosen evil and death over life and good, the curse over the 
blessing, cruelty over compassion, arrogance and domination over cooperation, and thus is now experiencing both 
spiritual (thanatos) and physical (mût) death, a consequence of our rejection of God and God’s divine mandates.
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DEATH AND DYING

BLESSED ARE THOSE WHO MOURN
The following article is reprinted from 
an earlier Catholic Agitator, Vol. 23/
No.2 February 1993.

Death is the essential human experience. It is the consciousness of our own death that separates the human species from 
all other forms of life. Yet, the effort that is made to remove and sanitize death is possibly the hallmark of our culture.

By JEFF DIETRICH

It was well into late afternoon 
by the time the medical exam-
iners had finished with John's 
body, and the indifferent winter 

sun was already beginning its early 
descent across the cold, gray, Oregon 
sky, pregnant with the promise of 
more snow by nightfall. There is little 
doubt that we made a pretty bizarre-
looking funeral procession as we 
pulled away from the mortuary—no 
hearse, no limousines, no motorcycle 
police to clear the traffic; just a bat-
tered, old pick-up truck with the cof-
fin lashed into the back bed, followed 
in quick succession by a handful of 
non-descript vehicles. Somehow in 
the rush no one had remembered to 
bring the tarp, so anyone who wished 
could easily see that we were trans-
porting the coffin that contained the 
earthly remains of John Slowikowski.
   About half way up the winding 
mountain road we lost sight of the 
pick-up truck. Upon backtracking, 
we finally found it in a convenience 
store parking lot, everyone politely 
ignoring the obtrusive coffin while 
John's brothers dashed into the store 
to purchase a couple cases of beer.
   Death is the essential human expe-
rience. It is the consciousness of our 
own death that separates the human 
species from all other forms of life. 
Yet, the effort that is made to remove 
and sanitize death is possibly the 
hallmark of our culture.
   Perhaps because we live in a 
culture that values only the narrow-
est definition of life, we have a more 
difficult time dealing with death than 
people of other cultures and ages. 
Suffering, pain, and death are simply 
not part of our cultural mythology. 
The mythology of eternal progress
and never-ending economic devel-
opment, of science, medicine, and 
utopia all affirm only that narrow 
range of existence that is lived most 
powerfully in the marketplace and 
the laboratory. The denial of death 
is essential to the maintenance of 
our most important cultural values. 
Because we are distanced from any 
authentic form of life, we thus find 
ourselves distanced from death.
   The pick-up truck had pulled 
over to the side of the road now to 
wait while folks doubled up in the 
four-wheel drive vehicles before 
proceeding the last two miles to 
the gravesite. As we bounced along 
the slush-clogged road deep within 
the silence of the darkening forest, 
bearing John's body and the memory 
and pain of his life and tragic death, 
I began to reflect on the events that 
had brought me to this place.
   It had begun twenty years before 
with the tragic suicide of my own 
brother in 1973. I have always regret-
ted never having said goodbye to my 
brother. But after his suicide I was 
simply unable to bring myself face 
to face with the pain and guilt of his 
death. I just wanted him in the
ground thinking that his burial some-
how would end the pain. Of course, 
the funeral industry was most obliging 
in helping me avoid any contact with 
the experience of my brother's death. 
It is impossible to grieve without the

object of our grief, and it is precisely 
this experience of which the contem-
porary funeral industry robs us. As a 
consequence, I felt like a sleep walker, 
unconsciously going through the mo-
tions. It would take many years before 
I could wake up and experience my 
experience of Joe's death.
   In the meantime, I continued to 
ponder the absurdity of these anemic 
rituals that unconsciously reflected 
the pathology of our commercial 
anti-life culture. They remove death 
from the scene as quickly as possible 
and ensure that all contact with that 
experience takes place under profes-
sional auspices. Ironically, we have 
one set of professionals who remove 
us from the experience of death and 
another set, psychologists, who help 
us to integrate it. This is, of course, 
absurd, but it does help to create 
jobs. In simpler cultures, and even in 
our own not-too-distant past, when 
community and tradition still existed, 
people took care of their own
dead. They had neither the luxury 
nor the perverse desire to pay another 
to do it for them. Death and grieving 
took place at home, not at a mortu-
ary, and like most simpler arrange-
ments, it was also a healthier and 
more integrated experience. But for 
us, those simpler arrangements are 
long gone and we no longer know 
how to deal with death or even how 
to behave in the presence of death. 
   We learned this dramatic lesson 
in our own community when baby 
Maria died. She had lived with us 
for two years, capturing everyone’s 
heart before finally succumbing to 
cancer at age 5. Due to our inherent 
poverty and perverseness, we decided 
to resist convention and propriety and 
do the funeral ourselves. A carpenter 
friend built her coffin and my sister 
bought Maria’s burial dress. Because 
Maria had just missed making her 
first communion, her mother wanted a 
white communion dress. But Maria’s 
cancer-ravaged body was so tiny that 
she had to wear a baptismal gown.
   At five o’clock we drove our old 
Chevy van over to the mortuary and 
picked up baby Maria in her tiny 
homemade coffin. We put her in the 
van, drove her to the house, carried her 
into the living room and placed her on 
our coffee table at the end of the liv-
ing room in the midst of a beautiful 
arrangement of flowers and potted 
plants. But now we had a dead body in 
our house, and we were not quite sure 
what we were supposed to do next.
   Our confusion was quickly 
mitgated by the presence of about 
twenty Latina women from the 
neighborhood, friends of Maria and 
her mother, who had come to “vigil” 
with us. They prayed their rosaries, 
chanted their litanies, and sang about 
a hundred songs. By their very pres-
ence, these women created a sense of 
intimacy and reverence. They were 
familiar with death and unafraid. They 
were from a poorer but simpler and 
healthier culture. In the dining room 
we served food and refreshments, and 
while some ate, others kept quiet vigil.
   The next morning we put Maria 
into the van and drove her to the 
church where we were greeted by a 
score of her little friends from school 
who escorted her down the aisle to 
the altar. After the service, we drove 
her out to the cemetery for the burial.

Catherine Morris with her 50th jubilee shirt

Catherine Morris circa early 1970s

Catherine Morris and Jeff Dietrih with 50th jubilee cake

CELEBRATING CATHERINE MORRIS’ 50th 
ANNIVERSARY AT THE L.A. CATHOLIC WORKER

I am certain that it was the experience 
with baby Maria’s death that gave 
me the courage, four months later 
when my mother died, to suggest that 
we have a home wake for her. But 
I might as well have been demand-
ing that we have a nude funeral, for 
all of the enthusiasm my suggestion 
evoked. It is very difficult, perhaps 
impossible. for any of us, under these 
extreme circumstances, to attempt 
something out of the ordinary. Never-
theless, I still gained an amazing in-
sight about the power of community 
from my mother’s death. My mother 
was very well-liked in her parish and 
had many friends. So as soon as word 
went out that she had died, people 
began arriving at the house with cas-
seroles, cakes, and other culinary

phone call from her sister Eileen: 
“John’s dead. You have to come now. 
I need you.” We drove through the 
night, reaching Oregon before dawn 
the next day.
   John had died at age 29, violently 
and tragically at the hands of another 
while on vacation in Mexico, and the 
pain of that death was compounded 
by lack of information. Due to the 
barriers of language and culture, 
there seemed to be no adequate 
answers to the questions of why and 
how and who was responsible? In 
the meantime, his body was shipped 
back by air freight in just two days. 
I suggested that whatever else they 
did, they should consider bringing 
John back home to the house where 
he had grown up, where they had 
lived together as family.
   The next day, in making inquiries 
about funeral arrangements, I found 
that it was quite a simple matter in 
Oregon to have a burial on your own 
property. I suggested that perhaps 
they would like to bury him at

some pictures of John, and set up his 
prized arrowhead collection. John’s 
body arrived from the funeral home 
at four o’clock, and the family gath-
ered in the back room to greet him. 
In the living room, friends and neigh-
bors had already arrived with food, 
and there was plenty of wine set out 
on the table. People were invited to 
come back to see John. At first, it 
was a little formal, but soon there 
was a large group present and they 
started to talk to John and to each 
other—remembering a party, a camp-
ing trip, a high school experience.
   In the beginning they touched him 
only very tentatively, “Oh, you are so

cold, John.” But quickly it was more 
intimate: “Oh, John, this is the last 
time I will ever kiss you,” said
his girlfriend Mary as she gently 
pressed her lips against his. The 
wake went on into the night, with 
people eating and drinking, laugh-
ing and crying, and saying a final 
goodbye to John.
   John stayed with us throughout the 
night, and in the morning the com-
munity of mourners gathered again 
at the house for a funeral service in 
which a few prayers were said and 
many stories about John were told.

Clare Bellefeuille-Rice, James Brown, Frances Ostensen at the 
Sing-A-Long Sound of Music at the Hollywood Bowl

Matt and Hannah at Vandenberg Space Force Base on 
August 6, the 77th anniversary of the Hiroshima bombing

LACW attends housing protest at City Hall

Mariachi band plays at Catherine’s anniversary liturgy

expressions of their concern.
   At first, I thought this was rather 
intrusive, but gradually I realized that 
as each new person arrived wanting 
all of the details of what had hap-
pened, the pain of mother’s death 
would diminish a tiny bit each time it 
was shared with another.
   Soon the house was filled with 
friends and relatives and it seemed 
like a grand party as people ate and 
drank and told their favorite stories 
about my mother. It made me wish 
all the more that we had had the 
courage to break convention and 
have my mother at home. It would 
have been the most unusual, but the 
most appropriate, thing to do.
   It was late morning when Cath-
erine received the brief but emotional

Greensprings, the family cabin in 
the mountains and a place that John 
particularly loved.
   The response was an enthusiastic 
one, especially from John’s brothers, 
who completed the project that night 
even before official permission had 
been secured. They gathered some
friends, took shovels and picks and 
crow bars, lanterns, and a bottle of 
Jack Daniels. They dug through the 
night, pulling out rocks and stones 
the size of bowling balls. They dug 
it deep—it must have been well over 
seven feet. As they dug, they talked 
about John and they cried and drank 
some Jack Daniels. It was almost dawn 
when they finished. They had worked 
off some of their grief, their anger 
and their guilt in this last gift that 
they would ever give to their brother.
   When Catherine and her sister 
Eileen woke up in the morning they 
began to make preparations for the 
wake. First, they cleared out the back 
bedroom and cleaned it. Then they 
brought in three potted pine trees, 
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DEATH AND DYING

ber, as Fr. Joseph Veneroso, M.M., 
recognized, that we must “do more 
than pray for them, Lord. Help us 
turn our prayers into actions on their 
behalf, knowing what we do for 
them, we do for you.” For the “Son 
of Man” needed more than prayers 
as he faced the brutal death willed 
for him by powerful people and 
dehumanizing systems. 
   Death invites us to touch the body 
of Christ, incarnate before us in raw, 
vulnerable, and often-unexpected 
forms. Let us “pray for the dead 
and fight like hell for the living” as 
Mother Jones reminded a group of 
miners. And maybe in my grieving 
and struggles for justice—parts of 
himself he gifted to me—my dad’s 
memory really will be a blessing.   Ω

Matt Harper is a Los Angeles Cath-
olic Worker community member and 
co-editor of the Agitator.
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BETTER KNOW A VOLUNTEER
CHRIS SOPER

By JED POOLE

Over my years here at the 
Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker I have come across 
more good-hearted, hard-

working, and generous volunteers 
than I could ever even try to count. 
Everyone always seems to have a 
little something about them that 
stands out. Whether it is a specific 
job they might be particularly good 
at or a certain kind of vibe or energy 
they bring to the Hippie Kitchen. 
   But then there is Chris Soper. I can-
not think of an exact job I always see 
him doing (cause he kinda does them 
all) or a certain quirk in his character, 
though I do specifically remember 
seeing him for the first time because 
I noticed he had “Love Supreme” 
tattooed across his forearm in refer-
ence to the beloved John Coltrane. 
Yet there is one thing he brings to the 
table that is worth more than all other 
things. He brings the f’n donuts!
   Chris was born in Worcester (pro-
nounced Wooster) Massachusetts in
1983 to a Catholic family. He is the 
youngest of his 10 siblings, one of 
whom is three decades older than he. 
In Worcester he attended St. John’s 
High School. Playing in various 
bands fueled his decision to pursue 
a degree at the Berklee College of 
Music in Boston. After finishing his 
first year, he followed his developing 
interests in the recording process and 
chose a major in music production.
   After graduating in 2004, he pur-
sued his career path by taking a paid 
internship at Right Track Studios in 
New York City. He was immediately 
given the privilege of picking up fresh 
bagels every morning and running 
various other errands for the bosses, 
who I am sure wished they had time 
to eat before having him pick up more 
bagels later since the others were 
no longer fresh. After a rough year, 
persistence finally paid off and he had 
earned an assistant engineer position. 
   With seven years of loyal ser-
vitude at Right Track, it was time 
to make a next move. He and his 
bandmates had been discussing the 
idea of getting their own space and 
setting up a studio for themselves. 
   Instead of just recording other 
people’s music, they decided to 
take a different approach. The idea 
was to bring in singers and artists 
with ideas and help facilitate them 
with the rest of the tools and skills 
needed to make full songs and ar-
rangements to bring their concepts 
to life. Production grew very slowly 
and organically into a successful, 
yet time-consuming business. Then 
suddenly, Andy Grammer, an artist 
for whom they had done the music 
production, hit the Billboard Top 
40 charts. Immediately a swath of 
fresh young pop artists started seek-
ing their services. This opportunity 
ended up giving them a little more

Chris Soper

discernment and room to breathe in 
regards to their time and clientele.
   Around 2015, Chris decided to 
start volunteering at a place called 
The Meatloaf Kitchen. His job there 
was that of a seating host, although 
the rest of the crew there referred 
to him as the bouncer. Anyone who 
has ever volunteered at the Hippie 
Kitchen and understands the line 
watching position would have a 
grasp of what his position was like.  
   Tragedy seemed to strike in 2018 
when the building their studio was in 
was sold. They received an eviction 
notice that actually turned out to be a 
blessing. With a bit of a nudge from 
friends and colleagues, the decision 
was made to move the studio to Los 
Angeles. Chris’ only hesitation was 
that he had recently started dating 
someone that he was not willing to 
let go. To his good fortune, his new 
love, Charlotte, neither was will-
ing. However, refusing to follow his 
lead, Charlotte was hired as an envi-
ronmental consultant for corporate 
compliance at a company here before 
moving here. Two years later, she ac-
cepted his marriage proposal and they 
were married a little over a year ago.    
   As soon as Chris settled here in 
Los Angeles, he started volunteering 
with us every Saturday. Which only 
lasted about a year before the pan-
demic hit. We were understaffed for 
months at the beginning of the pan-
demic and instead of staying at home 
and hunkering down, Chris showed 
up every serving day at our kitchen. 
We at the L.A. Catholic Worker have 
nothing but respect and gratitude for 
him and the time and dedication he 
has shown not solely to us, but also 
to the people we serve. Even if he is 
a New England Patriots fan. 

Jed Poole is a Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker community member.

is a part of our tradition—a reflec-
tion of faith many might suggest—it 
seemed my dad had little interest in 
using prayer to try and control or re-
direct what was before him: “This is 
not about me,” he often suggested. 
“I choose the mystery.”
   When I think about the rosaries 
that sit on our shelf at home, I admit 
that prayer must be a larger part of 
my personal and my community’s 
shared practice. But I also remem-

which is now an imperative that 
cannot and must not be delayed 
much longer. The stakes are ex-
ceedingly high and time is rapidly 
running out. “Something shocking 
and horrible has happened in the 
land: The prophets prophesy falsely, 
and the priests teach on their own 
authority; yet my people like it that 
way; what will you do when the end

WISNIEWSKI cont’d from p.3

comes?” (Jeremiah 5:30-31).          Ω
               
Mike Wisniewski is a Los Angeles 
Catholic Worker community member 
and co-editor of the Agitator.

   It was almost dark by the time we 
reached the gravesite. The coffin was
heavy and the husky boys carrying 
it slipped a few times before they 
reached the place where lodge pole 
saplings straddled the open grave, 
making a perch for the coffin.
   About thirty people gathered in the 
waning winter light and told more 
stories, opened the coffin for a final 
goodbye, stuffed in a few candy bars 
and the empty bottle of Jack Daniels, 
and then, with a final goodbye, we 
lowered him into the ground. Paul 
passed out the shovels and everyone 
took a turn filling in the grave. “Save 
the stones until last,” he said. “They 
go on top so that the earth can settle 
more evenly.” As the moon came up 
over the Eastern Siskiyou Moun-
tains, we gathered around the grave 
holding hands for a final prayer. 
   I do believe in the resurrection and 
life everlasting. Now, I must confess, 
l do not know very much about 
resurrection. However, I believe that 
most Christians in this nation put far 
too much emphasis upon resurrec-
tion and the after life, and far too 
little upon the crucifixion and death.
   I am reminded that while the disci-
ples were holed up in fear and denial, 
it was the women who took spices and 
ointments to anoint Jesus. And be-
cause of their willingness to touch the 
body of the dead, they were the first to 
see the resurrection. I am convinced 
that eternal life will be ours only if 
we have the courage to embrace the 
experience of death.                       Ω

Jeff Dietrich is the founding editor of 
the Agitator.
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ON
THE LINE

    House Journal is written by
Megan Ramsey.

    On The Line is compiled and 
edited by Mike Wisniewski.

THE

HOUSE
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LEGALIZED BARBARITY
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   “When’s the next picnic?” “Not until 
next July,” I sadly answer our guests at 
the Hippie Kitchen as they ask through-
out August and September. Summer is 
maybe the most wonderful time to be 
a part of the L.A. Cathoic Worker. Our 
summer internship filled our weeks 
with talks given by General Dogon 
from LA CAN, an art workshop led by 
Sarah Fuller, and picnics. Weekend 
pool parties hosted by Mary Nalick, 
Tom and Anne Smet, and Kurt and 
Anne Petersen gave us the opportunity 
to revel with our regular and new vol-
unteers, as well as reconnect with some 
folks we have not seen in a while. 
   Dennis Apel, of the Guadalupe CW, 
came here to brief us on the nuclear 
atrocities commited by the United 
States out of Vandenberg Space Force 
Base. The next day, on the 77th anni-
versary of the bombing of Hiroshima, 
we caravaned to the base on the cen-
tral coast to vigil along Highway 1. At 
the gate, we held signs and prayed for

our nation to repent so that the world 
may never again witness the horrors 
lived by the people of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki or the realities faced by the 
inhabitants of the Marshall Islands 
where we continue to test our nuclear 
missles. Afterward, Tensie and Den-
nis hosted us in their home for a week-
end of prayer, bonfires, delicious food, 
and coastal hikes. It was a delightful 
end to our summer program.
   One after another, we said good-
bye to each of our interns. Mark 
Vinzani’s parents, Debbie and Tim, 
visited us for a week to experience 
a little of what Mark’s life has been 
like for the past year. Over late night 
conversations as he helped to fin-
ish a mountain of dishes, in between 
chants picketing in front of the Chateau 
Marmont, or drenched in ice water as 
he cheerfully passed out bottles to our 
friends downtown; Mark has become 
a dear friend to each of us around 
Hennacy House and Skid Row. As we 
bid our pal farewell, we know he is off 
to make his mark in the new spaces he 
will move through.
   Daughter of the movement Frances 
Ostensen came to visit us to experi-
ence life in a Catholic Worker commu-
nity as her parents had when she was 
young. New to such an urban environ-
ment, we made sure to indulge Frances’ 
love of nature by taking her on our fa-
vorite hikes in the mountains, camping 
in the dessert, and boogie boarding in 
the ocean. We hope she will be back to 
visit our concrete jungle in the future.
   Once again, we found ourselves 
singing “Happy Trails” to community 
member Clare Bellefeuille-Rice. One 
good thing that came from the pan-
demic in 2020 (if I am allowed to find 
a silver lining) was that Clare’s plans to 
return to working with Catholic Work-
ers in Europe were put on hold and 
she was stranded in L.A. with us.  We

were in crisis mode and it was our 
great fortune to have Clare on our 
team. We will miss her wisdom that 
gets us through meetings, her voice 
that carries our liturgy songs to every 
corner of the neighborhood, and her 
exquisite baking that has gone straight 
to our waistlines!
   Sad though it is with each person 
that heads out after touching our lives, 
I take heart thinking of their departure 
as our community expanding. We take 
what we have learned from one anoth-
er, and bring it back to our circles or 
onto the new places where we journey. 
I am also confident this will not be the 
last we see of these remarkable people. 
The LACW seems to have gravitation-
al force that pulls friends back. Each 
in their own orbit, they swing by when 
their trajectories bring them close.
   Someone whose path continues 
to collide with our own is David 
DeCosse. He spent the last couple 
weeks of his summer break serving 
at the Hippie Kitchen, hosting poetry 
nights at the house, and visiting local 
friends. Former L.A. and New Orleans 
Catholic Worker Katie Kelso popped 
in for a night to visit her old stomp-
ing grounds. After more than 30 years 
away, Patty Burns-Lynch came by to 
check out our new dining garden that 
has been built since she was a community 
member in the 80s. Patty brought her 
daughter Beth to show off where her 
Catholic Worker days began, before 
she went to Philadelphia to found the 
Sr. Peter Claver House in Philadelphia.
   On August 28, Catherine Morris 
celebrated 50 years of being a Catho-
lic Worker! She marked the special 
occasion by joining the crew that 
serves coffee on Sunday mornings. 
She and Jeff passed out cake to guests 
who congratulated her and shared their 
earliest or fondest memories of the 
matron of our garden. 

   We had a larger crowd for our 
Wednesday evening liturgy that was 
held in Catherine’s honor. Coinciden-
tally, the readings that week seemed to 
speak to Catherine’s life: in the Gos-
pel Jesus instructs us, when we have 
a banquet, to invite the poor to dine 
with us. Mass was triumphantly ended 
when a mariachi band marched in 
across the lawn singing “De Colores.” 
We were serenaded all throughout the 
feast cooked by our housemate Maria 
Lopez. Gorgeous flower arrange-
ments and the mariachi music, which 
made our simple event spectacular, 
were provided by former house guest, 
Maria de Jesus Lopez.
   There is still much work to be done 
in response to the city expanding 
ordinance 41.18, making it a crime to 
be homeless in more public areas. The 
Skid Row 2040 coalition, to which the 
LACW is connected, is continuing the 
work to protect the boundaries of Skid 
Row to preserve what little place that 
the marginalized are able to call home.
   Besides 50 years of Catherine Mor-
ris, we have much to celebrate. Toes 
are tapping now that our foot care 
clinic has begun again after a two-year 
hiatus. A new contingency manage-
ment program is now working in our 
garden one day a week. They offer to 
counsel folks to encourage them to use 
less stimulant drugs, using positive 
reinforcement for behavioral changes. 
USC is preparing to start a medical 
clinic in our upstairs space, which will 
provide essential access to our un-
derserved neighbors. Please keep this 
community and these projects in your 
prayers. We are grateful to be a part of 
the larger LACW community. Through 
thick and thin, your support, prayers, 
and care is what keeps us going! 

RESISTANCE NEWS

In the United States, over the 16 months 
between George Floyd’s murder in 2020 
through 2021, vehicles rammed into 
groups of protesters at least 139 times, 
according to a Boston Globe analysis. 
Three victims died and at least 100 
were injured. Vehicle ramming is the 
term researchers use to describe inci-
dents in which a car, truck, or motorcy-
cle is turned by its driver into a weapon 
against people protesting on the street. 
   This is an entire new level of barbar-
ity in this nation, thanks to the growing 
toxicity of fascist right-wing politics, 
empowered by its embrace of ever-larg-
er, more menacing and toxic vehicles 
being produced by the auto industry, 
specifically raised up, diesel-powered 4 
wheel drive pickup trucks, many driven 
with ISIS-style giant flags bearing 
slogans like “Trump 2020” and “Don’t 
Tread on Me,” as well as Confederate 
battle flags, and extra large U.S. flags. 
Some with “F*** Biden” flags as well.
    State legislatures have passed laws 
granting drivers criminal and civil im-
munity if they “unintentionally” hit or 
kill a protester while “fleeing from a 
riot,” so long as they say it was neces-
sary to protect themselves. 
                             —tomdispatch.com

the U.N. on August 2, the second day 
of the month-long Non-Proliferation 
Treaty Review Conference. While the 
Non-Proliferation Treaty took effect 
in 1970, the number of countries pos-
sessing nuclear weapons has increased 
from five to nine, and they continue 
to be manufactured, maintained, and 
researched.
   The protesters had six demands: to 
stop the proliferation of nuclear weap-
ons by dismantling nuclear reactors; 
to redirect resources from the military 
to human and environmental needs; 
to end military interventions in other 
countries; that each nuclear-armed 
country must announce an immediate 
and significant step toward disarma-
ment and a plan to dismantle nuclear 
weapons and safely dispose of nuclear 
wastes; to disarm unilaterally, starting 
with nuclear weapons; and the ratifica-
tion of the U.N. Treaty on the Prohibi-
tion of Nuclear Weapons.
                             — indypendent.org

Eleven people were arrested for civil 
disobedience to urge action on nu-
clear non-proliferation as a crowd of 
nearly 200 people gathered outside

the White House.
   The activists had displayed photos 
depicting the destructive consequences 
of the atomic bombing and to pray that 
it never happens again.
   But their annual event promoting 
peace encountered its first interruption 
when the U.S. Secret Service forced 
them to move, saying one of its of-
ficers was physically assaulted but did 
not release details. After the protesters 
moved to Lafayette Park, they were 
again interrupted as officers evacuated 
the park without providing a reason. 
No arrests were made.               
                                 —ncronline.com

FEDERAL HARRASSMENT

On August 9, while commemorat-
ing the 77th anniversary of the U.S. 
atomic bombing of Nagasaki, a group 
of Catholics to promote peace in the 
world was interrupted after what the 
U.S. Secret Service said was an un-
provoked assault on one of its officers.
  Catholic peace activists, including 
the Washington DC Catholic Worker, 
Jonah House, Anne Montgomery 
House, Pax Christi USA and Metro 
DC-Baltimore, among others, had 
gathered outside the fence encircling 

MORE RESISTANCE NEWS

On September 12, Washington DC 
Catholic Worker Kathy Boylan was 
able to block one entrance to the 
Pentagon and get arrested in a protest 
against U.S. wars as a result of the 
events of September 11, 2001. 
   While she was blocking the en-
trance, she read from her statement 
that 9/11 was an inside job. The U.S. 
Air Force did not scramble the planes 
on 9/11 because Mr. Rumsfeld was in 
charge, which is not standard oper-
ating procedure, and he prevented 
NORAD and the Air Force, who are 
in charge of ordering fighter jets to 
scramble, from doing anything. Com-
mander David Wherley of Andrews 
Air Force Base told the Washington 
Post on 9/11 that his pilots were ready 
to go, but due to Rumsfeld, the order 
never came. Kathy has a November 3, 
2022 court date.

IN MEMORIAM

Longtime Catholic Worker Tom 
Cornell, whose actions and writings 
through more than six decades brought 
Christian nonviolence and war resis-
tance to the forefront of Catholic life, 
died peacefully Aug. 1, his two grown 
children at his bedside and wife, Moni-
ca, nearby, at the Peter Maurin Farm in 
Marlboro, New York. He was 88. 
   Tom began his work with the CW 
movement in 1953. Cornell organized 
the first public demonstration against 
U.S. involvement in Vietnam in July 
1963, where 250 people showed up.
   Cornell was also part of the first group 
to burn draft cards in 1965, for which 
he eventually served six months at the 
federal prison in Danbury, Connecticut.

Rev. Carl K. Kabat, OMI, 88, died on 
August 4, 2022,. He was ordained in 
1959 with the Oblates of Mary Im-
maculate in Pass Christian, Miss.      
   Early on in his priestly ministry he 
heard a call to be a prophet against 
the proliferation and potential use 
of nuclear weapons. As a result of 
various actions of civil disobedience, 
including “Plowshares” actions, he 
spent 17 years in federal prisons as a 
way of being a prophet of peace. He 
lived for several years at the Karen 
House Catholic Worker community 
in St. Louis. “To follow Jesus and the 
Gospel," Kabat said, "we must pub-
licly and non-violently resist evil."
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SISTER HOUSE NETWORK:
LOS ANGELES CATHOLIC WORKER:
https://lacatholicworker.org 
 1.  Ammon Hennacy House of Hospitality
        632 N. Brittania St., Los Angeles, CA 90033-1722
       (323) 267-8789
  2.  Hospitality Kitchen (aka Hippie Kitchen)
        821 E. 6th St., Los Angeles, CA 90021
       (213) 614-9615

ST. JOHN THE BAPTIST HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
500 W. VanBuren Ave., Las Vegas, NV 89106
(702) 647-0728    https://lvcw.org

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

SADAKO SASAKI HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY
1321 W. 38th St., Norfolk, VA 23508
(757) 423-5420

HOUSE OF GRACE CATHOLIC WORKER
1826 E. Lehigh Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19125
(215) 426-0364

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

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

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

AMANI HOUSE - NAIROBI, KENYA, AFRICA
mdavidomondi@gmail.com

NEW JERSEY CATHOLIC WORKER
P.O. Box 2203, Elizabeth, NJ 07207
NJCW@riseup.net – (323) 704-9960

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

VENICE CATHOLIC WORKER
https://venicecatholicworker.org

C A T H O L I CCHRISTMAS ON SKID ROW

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

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

• CALENDARS (2023): Our friends downtown appreciate calendars. If you have extras, 
please send them as a New Year’s treat.  

• OTHER NEEDS: Tarps. New or used backpacks. Disposable razors. NEW reading 
glasses with a strength between +1.0 and +3.5, and New or used Sweatshirts—Large, 
Extra Large, and 2X.

LIVE OUT OF THE AREA AND WOULD LIKE TO SAVE ON SHIPPING COSTS?  
Simply write a check payable to the Los Angeles Catholic Worker and place your request 

on the memo line, and we will shop for you.  THANK YOU.  MANY BLESSINGS.

WE NEED CANES, STAMPS, ENGLISH CHRISTMAS CARDS, 
RAZORS, CALENDARS, SWEATSHIRTS, TARPS, AND BACKPACKS

It is a gift to all of us that Murphy Davis—who has walked through the “valley of the shadow 
of death” during her multiple bouts with cancer—can still declare that “surely goodness 
and mercy” accompany her, and that she is able to include that affirmation in the title of 
this book on illness and solidarity. She knows that goodness and mercy have followed her 
and continue to do so. The inspiration in these pages will help each reader to embrace each 
day more courageously, no matter what circumstances are to be navigated. – Dr. Catherine 
Meeks, Executive Director, Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Healing. (From the 
book’s back cover.)

If you would like a free copy of this superb book by a remarkable woman who was a 
co-founder, along with her husband Ed Loring, of the Open Door community in Atlanta, 
GA, and who served the unhoused and poor, and visited and advocated for people on 
Georgia’s death row, while herself struggling with cancer for more than two decades—
passing on October 22, 2020—contact the L.A. Catholic Worker, 632 N. Brittania St., Los 
Angeles, CA 90033-1722, phone 323.267.8789, or e-mail info@lacatholicworker.org 

The LACW is in need of a good and reliable plumber. If you know (or are) a plumber 
who would be open to jobs in Boyle Heights, we would appreciate any references. 

Please contact us by phone: 323.267.8789 or e-mail: info@lacatholicworker.org or 
stop by Hennacy House 632 N. Brittania St. L.A. 90033. Thank you.
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