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WHY THIS ISSUE?

Just as today corporations flee to Brazl, Korea and Taiwan where labor and resources
are cheaper, around the turn of the century they flocked to dtes such as East St Louis and
its surrounding environs. Cheap and plentiful land lured the stockyards and the railway yards
and terminals away from St. Louis to the east side. A cheap coal supply drew the steel
foundaries, the iron and aluminum manufacturers and the packing plants. Of course, the
workers who were to toil in these plants soon followed. East St. Louis’ population jumped
from 15,000 in 1890 to 70,000 in 1912. The communities of Granute City and Madison sprung
up both o house and separate the Bulganan and Macedonian imrnigrants, among others, from
the African-Americans amiving from the South. The influx of the latter group was enormous.
In a single four month period in 1912 the black population of East 5t Louis shot up from
12,000 to 20,000. Many of these laborers had been railroaded into the city fo be used as
strikebreakers This laid the ground for the worse race riot in our country’s history. For 10
days in 1917 white citizens hunted down and bnitally massacred men, women and children
of African descent, laying bare the economic rpots of racism

The communites on the east side of the Mississippi have endured years of economuc
and racial oppression. This issue, however, is not a litany of complaints and struggles, [nstead
it illustrates the truth of 5t. Paul’s words that the suffenngs we endure will teach us patience
and perseverance, that these virtues bring hope and that this hope is not deceptive. His point
was not to glorify suffering, but to redeem it. The articles in this issue reveal that although
the east side 1s economucally poor, it is spiritually very nch, for hope has had fertile ground
in which to grow. ludge Milton Wharton offers his perspective on the roots of crime and the
need for community. Sister Julia Huiskamp Jists the environmentzl abuses which the east side
has had to suffer. High school students at East 5t Louis Senior High voice their concerns
and dreams and tell us not to be afraid of their aity. Joe Angert provides photographs of
the ¢ity, In addibon to our house articles, Bill Miller presents a review of Jonathan Kozol's

We have sent to the east side the industries that were too smelly and too dirty for
St. Louis, the buisnesses which were too immoral and the people who were too poor. This
issue will reveal to vou that in retum, the people on the east side have given us hope.

Front cover drawing -Ellen Rehg
by David Klein
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I WANT THE STIGMA REMOVED...

by

Ellen Rehg

“The paper exaggerates a lot. East St. Louis
isn’t that bad. It’s like, they put it, walking down the
street you might get shot at! They exaggerate a lot.”
I was talking to Kendall Peabody, a 16-year-old junior
at East St. Louis Senior High School, and he was
gently revealing a part of myself to me that I had been
unaware even existed. “They put it like there’s regular
people and then there’s East St. Louis people,” he
continued. “We're just like everybody else!”

It shouldn’t be necessary for a group of people
to have to demonstrate this basic fact of our shared
humanness. Yet I myself had unywittingly accepted the
view that there was something different about those
east-side people which warranted just this type of
interview. Sixteen-year-old Lisa Jackson told me, “I
want the stigma (of being from East St Louis)
removed. I want to say I live in East St. Louis’ and
not have people say, ‘Oh my God, can she read? T
want it to be like, ‘Oh, I'm from Idaho.” Nobody
cares!”

As Lisa’s remark pointed out, I didn’t care
about students from Idaho, or even Kirkwood, for that
matter. I had come to East St. Louis Senior High
School to examine the students there, to put them
under my microscope and discover what they were
like, what life for them was like ‘over there’, as if they
were from another planet.

What I found was a high school very much
Like my own. The students were preparing for their
Prom that Saturday; on Sunday their baseball team
would be playing another high school team at Busch
Stadium. Seniors were studying for their final exams
with that mixture of ease and tension which I knew
so well. A student back from his first year away at
college was visiting his old haunts, laughing casually
with his former teachers as only graduated students
can. The easy cameraderie and shared purpose that
often exists between students and teachers was
evident here as well.

Why should this surprise me? Why should 1
be surprised, for example, to Jearn that East St. Louis
High has a chess team, which defeated Ladue’s high
school team in their last match, and in fact placed
third in the state? “The image of East St. Louis has
been distorted for years,” explained Principal Samuel

Morgan. “You can always accentuate the negatives
and not the positives, and that’s what’s happening
now.”

Carlos Skinner, a soft-spoken, 17-year-old
senior related that “The articles in the paper, they keep
putting us down. One time they’ll write an article
about how dirty it is and how rough East St. Louis
is. Then they’ll come back with an article about our
football team making it to state. [They finished second
in the state.] They’ll make it seem like athletes come
out of real, real, real tough neighborhoods, 50..”

“So that’s why we win,” Jason Ford, a senior
and football player, interjected. “They think, why we
so fast? Because we're running from the police, and
stuff like that. That's not true”” The school’s fooiball
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tearn was the subject of a four-part series in the Post-
Dispatch in April. The series focused heavily on the
material conditions at the school: the lack of
equipment, unheated weight room, bus on the verge
of breakdown, etc. It was as if the poverty of their
surroundings made it impossible for the students to
be normal, let alone successful. As junior Aronda
Spearman pointed out, people “think only bad comes

Ellen Rehg, Karen House community member, with her daughter Myrrah, will work this summer
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from (Fast St. Louis).” But why should we be
surprised that a winning football team can come out
of East St. Louis? Doesn’t the very fact that we can
be surprised that something good can come from the
city reveal a prejudice against the poor? Their winning
team is made into a curiousity, exploited by the media
as a incongruent situation equivalent to a carnival’s
bearded lady. .

[ had to stop and ask myself why I had been
so casily seduced by the media into seeing only the
worst about East 5t. Louis, and into thinking that
somehow poverty made people radically different
from me. “Generally they walk the low man on the
totem pole,” Mr. Morgan said. “We're the low man
on the totem pole. In Chicago they have drug
problems, we have drug problems. OK, but they have
a large tax base with which to eliminate some of those
problems. (Our city) is so small that things become
magnified by the smaliness.” That there are problems

sell these drugs for $2000.00 a day, making more
money than Michael Jordan. When kids been poor all
their life and they grow up, like they don't have a
mother and a father, they just have a mother. Their
father leaves. They want to do things to make them
have money so they can see how they feel. You
walking around with nothing in your pockets, you
can’t have the things that you want, clothes passed
down from big brothers.”

But Carlos Skinner is optimistic. “I think in a
feww years the drug rate will go down, because they’re
seeing what's happening. Their budgies, friends...”
“They're dead!” Ford exclaimed.

Crystal Jones, a junior, transferred to Fast St.
Louis High last year after moving from Memphis.
“When | was preparing to come here, I was told to
look for the worst,” she related. “Look for this to be

happening and that to be happening. When [ got here,
(I found that) all those things they said, some were

nc one denies. Even though, Lisa Jackson told me,
laughing, “T think we should let people know that
everything is not like they saw in National Lampoon's
Vacation where you pass through downtown and
leave with no hubcaps or doors. We have been
stereotyped and people tend to lean into it. They think,
‘Oh well, they think we're all thugs and hoodlums
anyway, let’s do it” But everybody’s not that way.”
Drugs are a real problem, but as Kendall
Peabody points out, “That happens every other place,
not just here. It happens in more abundance here
because it's poor. There are more poor people around
here. It gets back to money. They want money. They're
swatching TV and want the things (they see on TV) so
they think, how am I going to get money now?”
“Yea, the quick money,” Ford agreed. “You go

to MacDonald’ Katembieig3C3ihalin VYasker. 166244003 ptyvw K3

true. Then [ realized to harn and look to the good side
of East St Lows. There are good educational
opportunities here. In Memphis, I was majoring in
child care to become a child psychiairist.” When she
got to East 5t. Louis High she wanted to simply take
mmore child care classes, but was challenged instead to
widen her horizons. “1 had felt there weren’t any
classes T could take since T couldn't take third year
child care classes. Mr. Morgan talked to me (about
taking other classes) such as psychology and general
business.”

Peabody also sees the strengths in  his
community. “East St. Louis is together, you know one
for all. It brings us closer. Somesvhere else, they might
have crime but everyone’s apart, going ditferent ways,
but we're all together here in East St. Louis.”

renhqusge & tHEHRA HooRa Bt twie. MRI6%6foster this spirit.



Skinner replied, “For instance, we're all on the honor
rol). We try to be a role model far the younger kids
in grade school. [ had a lot of scholarship offers in
basketball but 1 was locking at it from different points
of view. T chose St. Lowis University, to go to school
in the area. I'm the first one 10 be recruited ever in
St. Louis U’s history, from the east-side, so that's a
plus. I want to help the other players over here.”

“When he attends 5t. Louis U. theyll look
upon him like he’s nice, he’s a good student. They'll
say, ‘T guess there’s some other people over there just
ke him,” Peabody explained.

Given the struggles of the city, its poverty and
the stgma attached to those who live there, it is not
surprising that “Some students, they would just like
to get out of East St. Louis,” Peabody said. “Other
students, they want to prove the paper wrong. [
myself, I want to graduate from high school and
attend college. 1 want to major in medicine, make
some money, you know! I'll be back, thougk. I won’t
just leave East St. Louis and go off like that, but I'l]
be back.”

Aronda Spearman echoed these sentiments. “I
would like to graduate from high school and then

leave and get my life together and then come back and
try to do something with the city to help it. It's hard
to get your start here because everybody always looks
down on East St. Lows and thinks only bad comes
from it.”

1 feel the same way Aronda does,” [ackson
added, “T want to go out and see more of the world
and bring ideas back to help East St. Louis, because
if we don’t do it, nobody else is geing te. There is
a lot of hope here. We had a very wonderful, flowing
type of city (once). As long as we keep trying, East
St. Louis can be what it was and even better. And
there's a lot of us who are willing to try.”

“You have to prove it to some people because
they say, He’s in the college bound classes but he’s
a great athelete so they passed hirmn through, to make
it seem like he's smart. But T feel like, we?l prove it
to them. 50 they’ll know that we're not just getting
passed through, we are doing our work. We want to
be something,” Ford said.

“Yea,” Skinner replied, voidng a universal
high school experience, “if you pass Miss Mayes
(honors English class), you're doing something!”

BUILD HOMES NOT BOMBS

Tridept-0 Mlasdle

Renovated Pubtic Hoaslog
WHICH DO YOU WANT?
BOMBS OR HOMES
We could bulld 524 more \We could renovate and com-
Thdentll nudear misdles which pletely modernize 13 million
are designed to alkow the US to units of public housmg, creating
strike first in a nuclear war Each thousands of new jobs i housng
misdle has 250 Hmes the destruc- construction and other industnes
tive power of the bomb dropoed that provide malerials and sermvices
on Hioshima in 1845, for homes
A total of 845 Thident-T mussiles
are planned by the Pentzgon
COST: $22 Billion COST $22 Billion
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FIGHTING FOR A CLEAN
ENVIRONMENT

by

Julia Huiskamp,D.C.

Could anything else go wrong in East St
Lowis?

Weary residents say, “Don’t ask, because the
answer is always, yes, yes, ves!”

The latest problem is a massive sewage back
up into people’s homes, into schools, most notoriously,
into a two million gallon sewage lake at the Villa
Griffin Public Housing projects in the Landsdowne
area of East St. Louis.

The sewer problems became so severe on
March 20, 1989, that the enfire Public School system
was shut down because of sewage back-ups in the
schools and school cafeterias following a heavy rain.
East Side High School remained closed for a week
until 4 inches of raw sewage was pumped from the
school basement and boiler motors repaired.

In the meantime, the States Attorney of St.
Clair Co., L., John Baricevic, brought suit against the
City to force repair of six particularly troublesome
sewer breaks cited by the Illinois EPA. Two of the sites
involved failed pumps in the Loisel Hills area of the
City. These failures have sent raw sewage into ditches
in the most expensive and exclusive neighborhoods.
Thus rich and poor were reduced to the same level
of indignity of third world living by the failed sewers.

Feeling that their problems were the most
grievous and dernanded the City’s first attention, the
tenants of the Villa Griffin Housing Projects enlisted
the services of the Land of Lincoln Legal Assistance
Foundation to initate a class acton suit against the
City to force a first prionty cdean up of the sewage
lake in front of their complex.

The Villa Criffin Projects consists of 99 units
of low rise apartments, currently occupied by about
90 families—-approximately 300 persons, including a
large number of children.

Since Christmas, 1988, sewage had been
backing up in the sinks of some apartments. The
“lake,” comprised of run-off rain and backed up
sewage, covers an area of over two acres directly in
front of the development. During the warm February,
the smell from the “lake” became over-bearing. The

East Side Board of Health sent a sample of the “Jake”
to the State lab in Springfield, 11., which confirmed the
presence of fecal material.

Joe Kurre, director of the East Side Health
District, warned the City that residents could be
infected with aliments ranging from severe diarrhea
to hepatiis. He sent Board of Health nurses three
times to the housing complex to operate out-reach
clinics to inoculate the tenants against tetanus and to
give advice on the potential water borne illnesses
which might be contracted from the contaminated
“lake.”

On March 17th, at an acrimonious court
session, Judge O’Brien ordered the lawyers for the
County, the City, and the tenants to try to come to
some agreement. The City did agree to begin by-pass
pumping of the collapsed sewer near the GCriffin
Homes by March 20, and to begin structural repairs
as soon as possible. Within a day the City began the
by-pass pumping—--moving sanitary sewer water into
a near-by storm scwer. While this solubdon was an
improvement over the previous solution tried by the
Housing Authority of pumping the sewer water into
the open “lake,” it may have resulted in sending raw,
untreated sewage into the Mississippi River.

Since no substantial progress had been seen on
repairing the underlying sewer collapse, the Judge has
ordered that the Mayor personally appear in Court
every other Friday to give sewer repair progress
reports.

A delegation of tenants has been at every court
hearing to give testimony and to take reports of the
court proceedings back to the complex. They have also
been interviewed by all local newspapers, TV stations,
by reporters from Chicago, from the New York Times
and Los Angeles Times. Although it is inconvenient
to attend court 15 miles distant and to show off “for
the 20th time” sinks where the raw sewage backs up,
tenants realize that there will be no improvement in
the sewer situation without persistent legal action and
media attention.

Rslerdylia Elviskannds %‘Pﬁéﬁﬂ‘l&%‘zo%/mwnﬁ%%h%?&“Q{MBS%OLQJM fiRCenitpy, a public

housing out post of Catholic Urban Program, East 5
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Ihis citizen’s campalgn s rendmscent of a
sirular campaagn waped between 1982 and 1985 by
Sngter Cecelia and The Concegmed Citigens urpanization
of ‘Hock clubs near 5. Pamok's Satholic Chomen in
Eas: S0 Liouis

in 192, a ruck driver gave Sistar Cecelia, then
principad &t St Patnek's school, a tip thal uranium
heagflounde ard dranmum vellow-cake wuere being
scretly shored 40 n warehouse ab U S0 Clan Ave
g lew biocks from fheschopl,

Sstir Cecelin nobified o ity health imspector
whinral firs| scotfed at the kiea that low level mdiation
urarauny was beng stored near homes and. schools
AHer he mado an indpecbon, howewver, he reporhed
sat ihe idpemation s indesd rorrect

Muclear physioste from Fldlew Co wha
operawd  cshe warshowse, and from the Muclear
Regulamory Commussion in Washonpgton O, called
soan o lel) Sisler Cagefia that (he slored meclear
materials posed no salely threat o the people who
ived nearay,

Meighbinrs  requesled . &  meeling with  the
presideng of the BEdliw Co, Jack Rdlew He senl s
compeapale vige-president apd a2 auglear physicisl 1o
verdy tho safcty of the storage armmangernent,

A physwest loem 51 Lomis consulled ine the
aeighbors. He and the conymuinity group asked for
mpre (iformation and jor possiphe removal of the
stored matenals.

l Thecesnber 19824 (e broke oul | fhe
warshouse It was pariaby desiroyed, Upon invesh-
gouon, ot was lound that the wvareheuse  lwd po
sprskler syatenn and thil a riuember of fire and safery
viclabions existed

At thes point Rev  Huck lopes and his

Fhate by foe Angert

the resideiital wghborhood of these sfored nuclear
rrkatarials.

oter persisienl inzistent protests, mnostiy oo
location, bt also 10 Springficld and with lots of press
coverage, Fadlew Company fmally temoved the stored
miclear matenals from the warehouse ir 1585

Victory was celebrated by the nevghbars wigh
a "yellow-cake” parky. Eofreshoments owers served;
yellow balioons were released.

The fighl agaiusl enarguinental hazards has
harcdly begun  throughouw: the Metro Fast area,
however  Ulher serfous  problems needing Gidzen
atlenton are
1A poidabor ciosed v large part by fartory
emissions inarsas both nurth and sowth of East St
TS
2. Omni-prosent garbage which is pded v heaps in
alleys, m varant buildings, and on vacan? liats There
has been po regalar garbage uck wp an Basl 5. Lows
for over 15 months
1. Toxie wastes dumped bt the Mussissippi River
described ky the regional EVA s " lhe mos) Voxir
wilste WiTer ever medsnred in our region ™ s wealer
is theend product of the Savgel 1. Amencan Boltoms
Waser Treatroent plante
4. Lead saturated soil which has infecied hundreds of
pre-sshoolecs sl Ieed P;’_u*y:_:u_iug
3 Buth military warhesds and nuclear wase fron
Three  Mide [sland are transported Vhrough  and
switchied through the East St Louis rail yards, These
trams repretent o potestal accident wnth ternible
R L e L]

Community dcovisis il have mi: shoriags of
czuses g whirh by adddress themnsolwes ongce the e
prablems are curmecied.
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CRIME & HOPE

by

Judge Milton Wharton

Anyone growing up in East St. Louis in my
era was keenly aware of the segregation. One knew
there were certain areas you could not enter without
risking attack or arrest. Even if you chose not to
confront barriers directly, they hung over you like a
cloud.

As a direct result of segregation there svas
injustice, and as a result of that there was an
awareness of rights and liberties that you didn’t enjoy
at that time. So it was very natural for me to become
interested in the law and to become an attorney.

One of the advantages of segregation, if you
can call it thai, was that there was no lack of local
leadership and role models in the black community.
All kinds of people had to live together. Children of
doctors and professionals grew up next door to
chuldren of quite poor families. You came to realize
that those kids were not really all that different from
you and that you had the same capacity for success
that they did. That is not the case now.

The church gave me the opportunity to get
over the first great hurdie in my life: coming into
formal education with not the best background. I had
been raised by my grandmother who was illiterate,
although a very smart and a very moral person. I came
into school being able fo read but not able to
understand, because the sentence structure was so
different from anything [ had ever known.

I can recall one incident specifically. The line
was “ “See Spot run,” said Jane.” [ stll remember
struggling with that, rying to figure out what “said
Jane” meant. If you aren’t aware of punctuation and
that this is not a continuous senlence, it makes
absolutely no sense. So i was branded a slow kid and
proceeded to fail first grade.

At that time my father, who was a hod carrier,
had gone to Milwaukee to find work during a strike
here in East St. Louis. When he heard about my
problems in school, he sent for me and I was placed
in a little, Catholic, German school called St. Francis.
It was culture shock going from an all black class to
that all white one! | still remember the first nun [
encountered. Her name was Sr. Mary Hildegarde. She
was a very patient, loving and dedicated educator.

Because of being placed there [ got the special
altention that I needed. When I came back to East St.
Louis, I was re- enrolled in a Catholic school and
graduated from eighth grade there with no more
academic problems.

1 think providing quality education to poor
people is the most important thing the church has
done and I hope will continue to do. Yet next year
the Catholic grade schools in East St. Louis will be
consolidated into one. 1 have heard that classes are
already filled and that neighboring schools are not
going to take the overflow. Perhaps the Catholic
church should be less reticent in publicizing what it
is doing in education and health care and ministry for
the poor and be more aggressive in the black
community at seeking the support we need to continue
the work.

One of the duties of the family and of a
religious education is to let a person know the
difference betveen right and wrong and its impor-
tance to the self-worth of the person. Although | have
not always done the right thing, I have never been in
a situation where I did not know what was the nght
thing to do. There may be miligating circumstances
and aggravating circumstances, but we need to know
that even if we “succeed” in getting away with
something there 1s still a cost. There is still guilt. The
person still has to deal with herself or himself.

Milton Wharton is currently a member of St. Joseph Parish and a native of East St. Louis. His law
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I think many times that is the difference
between someone doing something wrong and not
doing it. There has to be that instant where you stop
and think, “Hey, what am I doing?” That's enough.
But many young people today don’t have that concept
of simple right and wrong, dearly defined, that says
to them “What 1I'm going to do right now is wrong
and there’s going to be a consequence to that. It's
wrong and I'll be betraying what my parents taught
me; or I'll end up in the newspaper and disgrace my
family

It's my belief that we all need structure and
discipline in our lives. By learning right from wrong,
tor instance, we have that structure. We know what
choices we should make. We know basically how we
should live our lives. We know how to treat others:
we treat them as children of God who have feelings
like ourselves. We treat them as we would want to
be treated. And so we are spared a lot of stress that
people without that concept of right and wrong have
to endure.

Because you are disciphned, you can go to
school. You can become a success because you can
defer gratification of one thing to get something more
vital. [f there is a lack of that discipline, there 15 also
usually a lack of self-worth. There is a lack of belief
in oneseif. There is a great deal of stress that translates
many fimes into violence. Particularly in poor areas,
where many feel that they have no ability to effectuate
any change in their lives, this stress is internalized.
They endure the things that people who are poor have
to endure and the things that people who are
powerless have to endure — and they explode.

I see that in many of the young men who come
through my court, men who are totally anti-social if
you would look at their records. But if you put them
in the environment of the penitentiary, which is strictly
disciplined, they become model prisoners because then
they have that structure. They’re told when to get up,
when to work, eat, go to bed. And they can live with
that. It may be what they were seeking all along, just
that kind of discipline and structure in their lives.
Upon being released many will revert to the prison
environment. The person has become a success there
and naturally will be more comfortable in that
environment. We like things we can do. We don't like
things we can’t do.

I had a next door neighbor my age who grew
up to be a very competent and very intelligent
individual, but lacking that structure, he wound up in
the penitentiary. He'll get out and say, “I'm not going
back 10 that place.” Maybe for a few months it'll work
but then he’s mght back in. And he's a whiz at
ceramics. Some of the things he sends home from the
penitentiary are fabulous.

I approached him when he was out and [ said,
“Hey, I know you can make a good living selling this
stuff.” He told me, “Well, I don’t have the materials
and an oven.” | told him he could get a Joan and some

help from the Sofaienlosssdsahalid Mer et b8 19992 evww K

said, “No, I can’t do that.” It's that same lack of seif-
worth; that belief that you're like a feather

in the wind and that you have really no control over
things. If you really want that control you almost have
to go back to the prison environment.

Drugs, of course, is another form of a sought-
after discipline. It's something you can make all-
encompassing in your life. You can say, “if I can get
this one thing I am a success. 1 get that feeling that
I want and I can direct all my energies toward
obtaining this one thing” That's another sort of
convoluted, but self-enforced discipline.

[ don’t think we know very well how to help
a person carry that experience of structure and
discipline out of the prison with themn. The only thing
I can say is that when any offender is sentenced to
prison there should be a definite separation between
the violent and the non-violent, and a further
separation between those who have a possibility of
rehabilitation and those who have no possibility. It
may sound very cold, but these are the hard decisions
that we're going to have to make. We have to look
at those people who are a danger to the community
and hope that everything will be done to keep them
incarcerated as long as possible. And for those that
are not, we want to get them out of that system as
quickly as possible.

I talked with a friend of mine who is a warden
at a prison. He explained that some years ago most
of the irunates in prison were neurotic. They had an
understanding of what was right and wrong; they
recogruzed that they deviated from this standard and
on the whole were sorry that they couldn’t make their
behavior conform to it. They had a concept of right
and wrong and guilt.

Today’s inmate is much more psychotic. In

arenhstisecworgrd $84hHogant Stbdesi $10°BI66what makes me



happy.” Forget about the fact that the other person is
a human being with feelings. There is no sense that
by hurting someone there is going to be some kind
of cost to myself. [ do it because [ want to do 1t and
there is nothing wrong with that. If I'm being
penalized right now, that's because society likes to do
their thing and they don’t condone my thing. When
I get out T have the power again to inflict my opinion.

So how do you rehabilitate a person who has
the attitude that when I take drugs, when I rob, when
I rape, that's okay because it's what I want?

There are many, many success stories in East
St. Louis. But there 1s still prevalent here a belief that
you have to leave to become a success. So we have
Kellon Winslow, Jackie Joymer, the former UN.
Ambassador Donald McHenry, Miles Davis. But until
the city can hold those people that we are producing
in Fast S5t Louis it continues to be just a dramn.

Yet, we can look at the accomplishments of the
youth. For instance Lincoin Senior High School, which
15 in a destitute area, has won the state basketball
championship three years in a row. We have a jazz
band there that is number one in the nation. These are
young people from poor backgrounds that have come
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together and dedicated themselves to hard practice
and have been able to excel. It required not only raw

- skill but a great deal of disdpline.

['ve always wanted to go the business schools
of the nearby universities and say, “We have an area
here that everyone recognizes as being one of
tremendous potential because of its location. There is
coal to the south, steel mills to the north, a railway
transit system, the river. Let’s come up with a list of
ten products that can be manufactured here cheaper
and better than anywhere else in the world.”

I'd like to see local people come forward to
provide funding and find funding. I think that if you
can have one or two success stories, pepple could
begin to see it as something ihey could become
involved with. You could begin to let people know
they have the power to lift themselves up, to develop
their own economic base rather that waiting around
for some Industry to come in and create jobs—pie in
the sky. That's not going 1o happen.

The effect of that could be epidemic, Children
would see there are things here that can bring success
to whatever aspirations they have. +
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Notes on the Photographs:

Photographs are deceitful. In the blink of an
eye any phetograph will receive and reflect back years
of prejudice and bias and misconception. Their
meaning is most often the meaning we give them, and
oiten it is far removed from the truth.

[ am suspicous of documentary photographs
for this reason, and so [ approached the task of this
photo essay with grave concerns. What should |
photograph? Should 1 look for images that 1 knew
would illustrate the stories? Should 1 photograph the
people or should [ photograph the place? What can
[ cover with 10 images? What business do I have
taking photos over there? [ don't live there. I hardly
know how to get there.

1 made five trips across the river lo take
photos. [ decided to concentrate on photographing the

e
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Photo by Joe Angert

place. I didn’t feel honest photographing the people
without gelting to know them first. I had advanced
knowledge of the topics of this issue’s arnicles and |
allowed myself to be biased by that information.

So then what meaning is contained in these
photos? They are as superficial as my experience was.
The only truth they contain is directly visual; this is
what the place looks like. In short, if you drive across
the Poplar St. Bridge and get off on any one of the
first three or so exits, you're likely to encounter a scene
just like one of these photos.

I'm not trying to trivialize the photos with this
comment, but T do want to caution you to view them
carefully for they are not representative of the lives
of the people there, and nothing else there is

important.
PO Joe Angent

>athotic-Worker —314:621.4052—www.karenhousecw-org— 1840Hogan St touis, MO 63106
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by Joe Angert
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"RACHEL AND HER

CHILDREN"

by Bill Miller

Rachel and Her Children:
Arnerica

Homeless Families in

by Jonathan Kozol
Crown Publishers, Inc,, New York, 1988, 261 pages

“Bill and Gwen are on a list for public housing
(in New York City). What they do not know is that
200,000 names are on that list ahead of theirs. They
believe that, if they do things right, they will scon be
living in a project. What they do not know is that the
waiting period is 18 years. Driven by economic forces
she cannot control and is not sufficiently informed to
understand, Gwen obeys the rules, fills out the forms,
goes each day to search for an apartment she cannot
afford, diligently combing a diminished housing
market in which munimal rents exceed the limit she’s
permutted by at least $100...” This passage from
Jonathan Kozol’s Rachel and Her Children: Homeless
Families in America gives a sense of the power and
the pain of this book. The quote is an example of how
the author compellingly combines real life experiences
of homeless people with crushing facts and figures
about poverty, housing, and homelessness in America.

Many of the “new homeless” are people who
have worked all their lives. But “when they lose their
jobs, they lose their homes. When they lose their
homes, they start to lose their families t00.” And, for
some people, losing a job has not been difficult during
the last eight years. As proof, Kozol cites statistics
from the AFL-CIO whereby “two million jobs in steel,
textiles, and other industries.... have disappeared each
year since 1979. Nearly half of all new jobs created
from 1979 to 1985 pay poverty-level wages.”

Mr. Kozol hits hard at city governments who,
with a little common sense, could offer decent
opportunities for the homeless. He illustrates hosw

Bill M

handyman, house cleaner and writer
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or hire.
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many government officials view the situation as a
penalty for failure: “In several cities it is a crime to
sleep . public; in some, armrests have been inserted
in the middle of park benches to make it impossible
for homeless people to lie down. In others, trash has
been defined as ‘public property,” making it a felony
to forage in the rotfted food.”

City governments often find themselves doing
crisis management for the homeless and rarely offer
any wise, far-sighted planning. For example, in New
York City, the rental price of two or three rooms in
a pubtic shelter for the homeless would, in three years
time, be equal to the purchase of a new home! And,
sadly, city governments have not been helped by the
federal government in responding to this national
emergency. The author relates that “Federal support
for low-income housing dropped from $28 billion to
$9 billion between 1981 and 1986.”

This Tack of involvernent and concern—Kozol
calls it “distancing”-— happens o many of us, not just
public officials, when we face homeless people. Some
of us try to block them out, others look for ways to

blame the homeless for their plight. Whatever we do,
we often find some way to distance ourselves from
this reality.

The denial, the distancing, the judging and the
blaming—common responses to the homeless—point
to very real moral and ethical questions that public
officials, and all Americans, need to address. As
individuals, we can begin to face the problem by
examining our own attitudes about who is acceptable
in this society, who is not, and why. Mr. Kozol points
out that the cultural emphasis is on those who have
the “night stuff,” that is, those who are “caucasian,
slender and self-reliant.” On the other hand, we ignore
and somebmes unwittingly punish those who have the
“wrong stuff”—people such as an “indigent and
pregnant woman, possible of dark skin, who depends
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cals play fuch an
wome housing, il
ws in mnd whiie
lotal and  tederal
nd olber perks to
1 o dwedhpgs and cammercial office
Erce, A[* the same fitne, hundreds of thomsands of
lwy-income heusing units are losl each year in this
,@hum_ry o condnminium  conversion, abandaenment,
grson, and demolition And 211 the while, median roenls
for people in the lowes! income sector are climinng
{rents went up J0% for this group between 1978 and
1980} and a majority of these people are forced m pay
orie-hidf 1o threefourthy of el hcome for housing
alone! Where 15 the justice in this? Where arg the
leaders swho can affect change and create an ctiucal

il

Fortiverrsore, dr. Eozol louches upon the
moralify ol pouring bilions of dollars and countless
nesourees anto the nulilary while péople go withodd
food or sheller. Whal has happered 20 our capacty
o jodge nght from wrong when, as i 1984, our
rountry pul 3 cenks nto subsidized housing far avery
dolier authnrized 108 mabomal defense?

Chearly, the  author's  heartfelt cuomcem s
especiaily (ot children énd, in the following example,
e highlights the insanity of military spending and
howe siscdi Cheoploes wllomately affect children: “1F the
Delense Secrelary  were Ao give ap just & smele
Fentagon budget tem, thal which pays for him w have
a private dining room, one mithon wancome schoaol
rhileen condd get back thelr mooing snack---a snack
denied themr by administration ouls”

The key 1o sclving this cricis Mreo Bl
belicves, i3 o rreate encugh fow-income howsng Lo
megt the peeds of poor Amerncans A mmulgsbilbon
dollar federal program is necéssary in order o rehab
ar build the milbong of housing anits that i needed.

Finally. this book i5 an imporfant contmixibon
n helping uf lo undersmnd homelessness and il
espacially helps us to see the human taces behind the
hormeless Tabed More toan onything the bock Calls thie
Amencan public to an awareness of this tragedy, That
cilling forth can be summed up in the words of one
horseless mother, Rachel, whom the Bbe of the buok
wid pamed after . How come vou care sp much for
poogie {in other countries) you can 1 sea? Afn'kwe the
wiorld? ARt we a piece of 2 We are so close they
be afraid to see (Give us & shot al sonwthing Ain’l
we soinething? I'm depressed. But we arc something!
Veople in Armetica don't wanl # seg¢™
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FROM LITTLE HOUSE

by Mary Ann McGivern, S.L.

When ihe Mabooal Cathole Beporier assed
Corothy Lay in 1974 how to cefebrate the bicentenmial,
she andwered one word, “Hepenl” One meaps of
repin lance i to da pubbc penance by demonstating,
lealietamy, speaking o the streets, and riskong, arresi
— airood Tessancd Wy our culiure

The Wartkér & a resstondd  comemaniby,
resialing  homelessoess,  wasig of  dood,. domestic
vidlenice, mlevimon, robmrsoy, il the baggmee and
sinhulness of our culbure we can rame Bul bocawse
wir are gurseives parl of i culrarce, it is dafficalr to
gaun sgine distaince; o i|'5||=“h:|:i.i_:,-I Onr oW Ih']llll"l]_:l-ll.'ill'l'l'll,
bo Enow what il iz we should mesist In poblic
demonstrabions, wWhich are ceriginly a penance, we 58a
cur world differently, from & new  perspectuve
Bomelimes we can calch a ghimpse ol coor pwn
womplicity  Fere below are some of the spobs wirkery
have Degn s@nding insinge February

e pold Felw ary Saturday, fim, Virginia, Ellen,
and wyrrah svent wo Rocky Fork Baptist Church, the
AdreeAmencan church bomed down by whites

Virginla There were [ob of peeple, busees foms
arcung the country. We walked half a mile fo ithe
chirred church ruing and a dny comelery thafebeen
mouse 120 years. Very prefy country. We prayeds
sipgr wommitted Gurselees W rebuihding the churgps
It reminded me of walking into some of the vallagy
n Micaragua where ail the hovses have been bamed
The theme was “Here We Stand ™ And then the
Holiday Inminvited us back 1o & recepticn wolh wirm
foal,

Filer: Elow swomcleciul o be actoalls |r|an:'|:|.|r|5. Lt ks
ardd swhiles Wzeiher aghnal rmasm. To hear the sords
proph said was heabng

drme | just rememober the pastor spake. Flewas homest
encugh to be angry Talk of réconcibation s pood but
the peagzle who did this must e brooght to justice.

2. March 11 — Harriette and Teka heiped make “Line
ol Resistance” potures of personal comrmtment fa
sldmd with the people of Ceplral America, for use in
51, Louis demonstrations. Maria leresa Tula who had
been tortured m Salvador gave a very movieg Gl
Charlie King sang and the group walked from Teglee
Hall to the army recrmtng centee un Grandell Squre

1. Commumty members weren't always cryslal clear
in therr memery OF events, Virgtoa, Pal, Mark, apd
Ellen all remember going 1o something dovwntown
about Cenmral Ansenca  thal gol ¢ancelled  elther
becanisa of ool and heavy wind or heavy rain. The
grioup wenr o Ciry Hall and made reports e

Teka; & tounk <! was dMarch 20, [ am sure it was the
duy of the elections in Fl Salvador. and we gathered
1 prafest them. ¥

4 In early Aprl Teks went wy the £d Fost-Cifioe w_l
prodes passage of condra s ab the senasors’ ofAces

a. April 9 — Harnette. T wenf o Washingion, [hL2
o march in fvor of legalired abomicn. 1ns hay beos
g journgy of Footh for me. | work for a societe (hat
would nurniee wonien, pever leave them homeless or
withoul apedigal care But | believe  women most

sary Ann Melivern, § L., has obviously bess busy the et months i Ube usual Cathche Worker
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Dorothy Day: Anti-war demonstration. Rockefeller
Center 1969. Credit: Marquette Univ. Archives

exercise their own full humanness. And besides, 1
think it would be terrible to allow the government into
this choice. The government could as well require
abortions as outlaw them. About the march in
Washington, it was a nice outlet for our pent up
frustrations and made us feel we were expressing
ourselves. 1 feel better, even if I don’t know whether
anyone else learns from it. I really feel women are just
emerging from invisibility and that we are going to
become visible to the general public. People will see
that a woman's life is more than breathing, that it is
as significant as a man’s life and that a woman is a
responsible moral agent. There is such a thing as the
sin of presumption in bringing children into the world
when there is no way to care for them.

6. April 14 — Mark, Pat, Virginia, Harriette, Katrina,
and Teka all went to the Federal Building to mark tax
day.

Pat: We were going to walk into the building and one
by one pick up 1040 forms and burn them but the
police told us that would violate an ordinance against
open burning. It was unfortunate that we expended

a large amount of &REFEYHEEGRNRlGY RN pfiee g ke
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their restrictions. The police response to our presence
became as much of a focus as resistance to spending
our tax dollars on war. I was carrying a sign that said,
“Tax dollars for schools, not for bombs,” and one of
the police said, “Oh, isn’t that clever, and you were
even able to spell it correctly.” He was baiting me and
I didn’t bait him back but I did engage in repartee
and 1 didn’t handle it very well. Later I felt ashamed
because 1 remembered how civil nights demonstrators
were treated, what they endured, often in total silence.
It svas a humbling experience, that even the most
ordinary demonstration requires that we center
ourselves and recall our values and principles.

Katrina: Another woman, Kim, said she felt like we
were talking to the choir of a church, talking to
ourselves. Not a lot of people seemed interested in
listening to us. [ ached in my heart for people 1o hear
and I was discouraged people were walking away. A
handful of people stayed around the steps and that
is better than none. I always have to remember that
success is not in numbers but in the hearts of the
people who stop to listen.

Teka: We focused on Salvador, Guatlemala, Honduras,
the death squad governments.

Mark: Others began to tear their forms up since we
were not allowed to burn them. [ held out in the belief
that we would wear them down. Sure enough, they
did finally relent and [ stepped forward and bumed
mine.

7. May 3 and 5 — Mary Ann stood out in front of
the General Dynamics M-1 tank plant in Sterling
Heights, MI, and outside Orchestra Hall in Minnea-
polis with small bands of demonstrators in very cold
weather (she’d packed and left St. Louis the day it was
95%). Local groups had gathered in both places to
resist the liturgy of profits known as the corporate
annual meeting at G.D. and Honeywell.

Mary Ann: Inside the meeting at G.D. | said in my
speech 1'd been at more of them than anyone there
but David Lewis. 1 didn’t tell the shareholders, but [
find it harder and harder to go. [t's not fun. I feel like
I'm facing evil. The demonstrations outside remind me
what we are about, obeying Ephesians 6 to “stand firm
your ground against the powers and principalities.”

“The contrast between exprenditures on armamenis and ou
development reflects a shift in priorities from meeting

buman needs to promoting ‘national secuvity’ and represents

a massive distortion of resource allocations.”
- "Economic Justice for All: Catholic Social Teaching
and the US. Econorm™ ~ Pastoral Letter of the
US. Catholic Bishops. 1986




8. May 13 — The day before Mothers” Day Mary Ann
joined WILPF outside McDonnell Douglas world
headquarters with preschool children, Kool-Aid,
balloons, and flowers. She came home with a ticket
for illegal assembly without a permut.

9. May 15 — Mark and Ellen and Jim acted as support
to those risking arrest at Union Station. Five people
climbed a platform and unfurled a banner that read,
“Stop US. Aid to Death Squad Government — E}
Salvador.”

Ellen; It really did me good to see the truth being
displayed so clearly. The banner was visible from
Highway 40. [t was a relief to be able to broadcast
it. I had a good talk with some of the security officers
and [ felt it was successful. But 1 did regret that the
captain was so0 tense.

Jm was the spokesperson but the police
captain was so angry he hustled ham off into the police
car and drove it to the end of the parking lot and
detained him, threatening arrest.

Jim: There was a lot of commmunication between people

in the actbon and support people and the police until
the captain came. It surprised me.

June 1 — Mark and Mary Ann distribute “Peace
Dispatch” papers headlining the U.S. war in Salvador
in downtown Post Dispatch coin boxes.

Mark: It was one of the most gratifying actions I've
ever participated in. | do believe for a few hours we
broke through the media monopoly, defied the forces
of thought control, and graphically spoke the truth to
anyone who bothered to glance at a newspaper
vending box.

There is a relief in being able to say no, to
resist with one’s own body. Standing with others who
share our hope renews us, gives us courage. Casting
ourselves out of the mainstream in an act of penance
with the firm purpose to sin no more — even though
in our very acts of resistance we fail to be our best
selves — this act of repentance and call to others to
join us is the fullness of expression of our daily lives
and a source of renewal, enabling us to go back home
and mop the floor or write an article or go with a
guest 1o Malcolm Bliss. +

FROM OUR

Dear Catholic Worker,

Maybe you sometimes feel forsaken and
forgotten but ] want you 1o know 1 am one who

appreciales your efforts among the women who need

love and kindness so badly.
If only there had been such a place for me an
my four children to go, I might not have wasted

twenty-eight years of my life with an abusive husband.

Perhaps under religious supervision I might have

learned not to hate my mate but to have prayed for his

soul. The poor man is dead now and [ never realized
he was abusive because he felt less than a man and

drink made him feel like the king of his household. By

holding me ang the children in fear of him, he could
live with himself. He died at seventy-five by puiling

loose all of his life support system. I now pray that Ged
will be merciful to him at the resurrection. 1 wish I had

prayed more for him while he was living instead of
hating him,

Thanks for listening,
Name witheld

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052 www.karenhou
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FROM KAREN HOUSE

by Virginia Druhe

In some ways one could say there is never
anything new at the Worker. The dynamics of
relationships between guests, supporters, cormmunity,
children and neighbors seem in some ways eternal.
Certain elements of hwman nature are revealed over
and over again: fear and heroism, cheer and
discouragement, blindness and kindness. I sometimes
think there is more instruction on sin, grace and the
Gospel in a Worker house than one soul can bear.
Which is, I suppose, why we live in community.

Nonetheless, at Hmes a certain theme will
catch my attention, seem suddenly to occur over and
over for my benefit. In these last months there are two
moments that keep striking home, calling me to full
attenbon to the grace of the interachon.

One of these motifs began on a late winter
afterncon. 1 was rushing to answer the front door. The
man waiting was middle- aged and had apparently
been an outcast of society for some time. For some
reason when [ opened the door to him I said, “Yes,
sir?” It will be a long time before I forget the look
in his eyes in response, although [ have seen it many
times since. Il was relief, I think, at finally being
addressed with the dignity he sull felt he merited as
a human being.

The circurnstances of his life were far from
dignified. He was obviously struggling to meet each
small necessity of life and =! times failing in the
struggle. He was evidently without food, shelter, a
place to wash, a change of clothes, a place to belong.
Yet his dignity was there, wounded enough by all
those drcumstances, but still intact. In thai brief
moment [ saw just how wounded he was. That
anonymous man taught me how very simple it is to
restore some dignity in the lives of those society rejects
because of their wounds. This man had hzld on to his
humanness through all he had endured. Because of
that, he showed me again the poswer of simply being
with the poor, even when [ am powerless to change
our situations.

The other series of interactions that have
caught my attention and sustained me in the long
months of late winter and early spring are the
generosity and wit and courage of the women who
stay with us. Over and over again I have been awed

by these women, supposedly in straits far more dire
than my own, who have so much left over to give to
others. I am touched by how often one of them will
take the time to spedally greet me or give me a hug
when 1 walk in the door. And how often when they
crowd into the clothes room on Tuesday nights the
conversation turns to giving rather than getting:
“Rhonda, won't this fit your baby?” Or, “Here, this
will look good on you. You take it.”

[ see an amazing raw courage when these
women come home furious after getting the run
around from an agency or a landlord. There is real
beauty in their capacity to honestly own so much
frustration and pain and anger, and not be destroyed
by it. Often enough someone will come in and make

us all laugh, hard, in our anger. Then they go off to
do someone else’s chore, watch someone else’s child,
listen to someone else’s problem. There is heroism in
these women. It astounds, often enough stops me in
my tracks, to see them not orly endure, but to live
with so much grace and humor and generosity. +

__ Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052
Virginia D

ruhe is gardening this summer at Ma

19

Wﬁlfse}rgg Guse and 190N ?J%ln nsgt'tlbc’&% MEPAREerica.



FROM LATIN AMERICA

by Ann Manganaro,S.L.

Dear Friends,

First, I apologize to so many of you—all those
who have written me in the last few months and have
yet to receive a response. For some reason, I have
found it very difficult to write anything to anyone
recently, in this situation which grows increasingly
and ominously more complex and more brutal, and
yet where I encounter a consistent and most amazing
vitality, resiliency and hope. I fear that what I write
will come out sounding grim and that swould be
misleading. My days are anything but grim. [ find that
our health care work in this region is blossoming. I
feel a growing fondness and gratitude for the people
with whom I live and work and whose wonderfui
spirit so marvelously sustains me. I am most grateful
to have Martha, a good friend and also a Sister of
Loretto, here sharing with me in the life of this
community with all its problems and all its joys.

Yet, objectively, things are often grim. There
has been a clear rise in death squad activity since the
elecion of Christiani, the right-wing ARENA party’s
candidate, in the mid-March elections. There have
been absurd accusations made by ultra-right members
of the armed forces, against prominent Church people
and organizations (for example, that the pastor of a
church serving a large poor population was a member
of a group of “urban commandos” [FMLN groups that
operate in the City of San Salvador], that the Jesuit
University was a center for planning “urban terrorist”
achvities, or that the Legal Aid Office of the Catholic
Archdiocese of San Salvador was a front for the
FMLN). There have been raids and arrests at the
offices of several popular organizations, including the
office of an organization which provides services fo
displaced people and refugees and also serves as a
house of hospitality for those who live in re-population
communities when they come into the city. Most of
the approximately 70 people who were arrested in the
latter raid were brutally tortured, including sick
people who had come into the dty for treatment or
family members of people who were hospitalized.

And these grim events take an undeniable toll
in people’s lives. At the clinics in Guarjila and Los
Ranchos we see all too many adults with gastritis,
headaches, and other problems that are clearly stress-
related. We see serious depressions that are often
clearly situational, related to the death or disappear-
ance of family members for example. Just today, a
woman was brought to us by car from a comumunity

to the north of us. She and several other persons had
walked hours to bring news of the invasion of their
town yesterday by troops who subsequently rounded
up eight men form the town, including the woman's
twenty year old son. When the two priests who work
in the town went with the relatives to demand their
release, they iere threatened with tear gas and
automatic rifles. The eight were taken form the town
by the troops; nothing is yet known of their
whereabouts. The woman arrived here exhausted,
barely able to walk and near hysteria from anxiety and
fear for her son. Giving her tranquilizers may help to
calm her temporarily, but will not restore her son to
her. The massive evil that perpetrates such indadents

remains. )
Indeed tragedies abound here, yet somehow

they are not the stuff of our daiy life. Our daily life
is filled with the manner of beauty and goodness. The
beauty of the green hills and the goodness of the corn
growing; the beauty ‘of children leaping and playing
exuberantly in the first rains; the goodness of their
mothers so steadily and patiently doing whatever
needs to be done not only i their homes but
throughout this community to bring it to life; the
beauty and goodness of the people with whom [ live
and work. The very quiet health promoter whose calm
competence helps to hold our health team fogether, the
vivacious young health promoter who is always eager
to learn more, the dear friend and neighbor whose
easy laughter and quick generosity make our lives so
much lighter, the cooks in the communal kitchen
whose kind good humor is as nourishing as the food
they prepare us, the matriarch whose wisdom and
spirit animate all around her.

For all these dear and valiant women with
whom [ now share the daily bread of life itself, and
for dozens more whom I could describe with equal
love, I give thanks continually to God, praying for
their safety and sustenance. And, ] hope and pray that
all of you find it in your hearts to work for the peace
of this land which they so love and which [ too have
come to love so much.

AnnKefampanser6atdic Wodeda pringdiet0skil leas aqpedmbdciando el Hogerests lisuis ke EBSadvador.
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END OF NOVEMBER 1988

Her face is lined with loss and the custom of loss,
With the leaving toa aften of ane more

Loved one, of whom how many have been,

Or will be, destroyed in this deadly place.

How many times, from the midst of tears, sill she dare
Tumn toward her children to begin again

The dailiness that is their bread: the com

To grind, the wood to find for fire, goats

To tend, clothes to mend, to wash, to hang

In the burning sun? And what fire will barn
Away her pain, as that other fire eats

Alive her somn, sister, lover? Long

Years of this life’s death endured have wom

Her siender hopes to the bone. Yet stll hope rises
In her deep eyes, in a love beyond all losses.

Ann Manganaro,5.L.

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052 www.karenhousecw.org 1840 Hogan St. Louis, MO 63106
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A CATHOLIC WORKER PARODY

by Mark Scheu

(sung to the tune “When I Was A Lad” of Gilbert and Sullivan)

When [ was a Jad 1 spent some time

As a volunteer in a city soup line.

i sliced the onions and I split the beans

And | smiled at the guests no matter how mean.
Chorus: And he smuled . . .

I served the soup so graciously

That now I'm in charge of the community.

Chorus: He served the . . .

Of all possessions I set myself free

And aleng with them, responsibility.

I dedlined all meat and drank only tea

And became the very model of simplicty
Chorus: He became the . . .

That simple life so suited me

That now I'm in charge of the community.

Chorus That simple life so suited he . . .

Then came the fime to do CD;

I prepared myself to resist passively.

I denjed my name, declined all bail,

And even refused to acknowledge my mail.
Chorus: He even refused . . .

I became such a pest, they set me free,

To be given charge of the community.

Chorus: He became such . . .

I

1 woke each moming at the stroke of four

And praved the matins behind closed doors;

Fach single verse | seemed to repeat

Though some might claim [ was stll asleep.
Chorus: Though some might , . .

I prayed so quiet, they rewarded me,

And now I'm in charge of the community.

Chorus: And now he’s .

Of saints and martyrs [ acquired such a grip,

Of all such matters [ took leadership.

Peter and Derothy 1 quoted like law,

Like a plous scribe I was beld in awe.
Chorus: Like a pious . . .

I quoted them so obnoxjously,

That T was given charge of the community,

Chorus: He quoted them . . .

Catholic Workers all, whoever you may be,

If you want to rise to the top of the iree;

If your soul isn't feitered to job or school,

Be careful to be guided by this golden rule:
Cherus: Be careful to . . .

Stick clase to the poor, pose nonviolently,

And you all may be in charge of your communities,

Chorus: Stick close to . . .

L RTTR4T ,
i KarenhousEcw org, 1840 098N St. Lquis, MO 63106
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- Rourd  TebBE

by Barb Prosser

I've experienced some changes in my life as
of late. Oh, it’s true I am always in transition to some
degree, but these changes seem awfully close together.

1 have mixed feelings about the changes. Some
I welcome, some seen painful and others seem placed
before me as a remminder of how fluid life is.

[ am not one to change easily. When I image
change within myself, [ see tightly clenched fists, while
knuckles and all, being pried open. | seem to lose sight
of the fact that they are usually being pried open for
a guft of someone or something. It almost seems
involuntary, this clenching. My rational self tres to
reassure Ty mwuscles that it is alright to relax, but the
fists stay closed unti peeled open, almost grudgingly,
by a circumstance that demands an open palm.

Perhaps this becomes an issue with me
because this Peniecost 1 feel called once again to let
go of some of the restrictions that are locked up inside
of me. I am vrepealedly reminded to be more
responsive o the Holy Spint.

But this control [ seem to claim is something
that is tough for me to let go of. [ work too hard to
atain it. And for what? When [ look at how change
occurs around me, in the church, in larger communi-
ties in my life, it has always been at a point where
someone (perhaps myself) has Jet go of some of the
conirol, some of the power, and trusted in what was
happerung in the moment.

I am distracted by the energy 1 use 10 focus
on mainining contrel, and 50 1 miss much of what
is speaking to me in the present moment.

[n my work at the nursing home I will plan
and organize for the next day, the next meeting, the
next year. It is my responsibility o do so0. But if |
choose this work in health care for the elderly as a
life ministry 1 must do more. If T cannot be present
to those I mimster to, where is the gift in my vacation?
If [ do not respond to the needs of a resident requidng
my assistance, what does my planning do for her?

A guest at Cass House once reminded me of
this when she exclaimed, “You are all 50 busy running
around doing things for us, you don’t have time to
listen us.” True it was, for [ am sure we were in the
process of preparing for a meal, getting laundry done,
clearing, or performing a task we deemed necessary
at the ime. 1 had losk sight of what this guest reaily
needed aside from the food, toilet paper or towels:
someone to be present to her, to listen to her.

Stanley reminds me of this at Mary Queen and
Mother Ceunter. At sixty-nvo years old, he 35 black,
male and lucid. He is not the norm as far as residenls
£0. Who would think that at this point in his hfe he
would be living in a nursing home swhere the average
person is an eighty-nine year old female who has Lived
in south St. Louis most of her life? But he ministers
to those around him. He cares for, loves, responds to
the residents, their farnilies and our employees from
his wheelchair. He is present to all whom he comes
into contact with. He is present to me. In this witness
he calls me to da the same.

So I continue to work on achieving a balance
in my life. On the one hand T try to learn from past
experiences by bringing any history with me that can
be life-giving, while on the other 1 try to leave the
rappings and corrosions of falled experiences behind.
I work on the balance of having a vision to follow
while not missing the present moment and the
enjoyment it may bring. [ work on peeling away the
old, dead bark to allow new growth to surface.

[ ask God to continue to urge my closed fists
open so | may move out of what is now changing and
be atientive to this new moment of grace [ am to

expenence. 4

KdBerr bidtepBatHgiriisieecat. 6eASH0 vigWdarantvustpardmer 8amEokan Se BYOBEMO 63106

23



A ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION

"The Church in Peru and Brazil”
by Mev Puleo

in Pern and Brazil visiting local churches,

Friday, August 25 7:30pm, Karen House

Mev Puleo, photographer and graduate student in theology, is spending the summer

We are grateful for the ways you support this work!

We can still use:

B Sandwiches to give out at the door.

m  Extra volunteers during the first two weeks of August to

cook, take house, and live in.

MO. 63106. Donations are gladly accepted to help us continue our work with the poor.
People working on this issue include: Joe Angert, Margaret Boyer, Pat Coy, Virginia

couraged; we'll print as many as space pemits.

The Round Table is the quarterly journal of Catholic Worker life and thought in
5t. Louis. Subscriptions are free. Please svrite to The Round Table, 1840 Hogan, St. Louis,

Druhe, Bill Miller, Barb Prosser, Etten Rehg, and Mark Scheu. Letters to the editor are en-

THE ROUND TABLE

Karen Catholic Worker House
1840 Hogan  St. Louis, MO. 63106
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