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WHY (NOT) THIS ISSUE?

Apother “*Huomor’” issue? Why not? After all, there is pain and despair in countries like Somalia
and Bosnia-Herzegovnia, a $4 trillion deficit, and visible collapse of our cities. We suffered through a
presidential ¢lection. In addition, we {aced Advent and Christmas in a society that was relieved by an
increase in commercial spending.

Are these events to laugh about?

No.

Laughter, a sense of bumor, and wit are basic gifts we are given to help us reveal ourselves. Like
many gifls, if they are used sith an intent of violence, they will destroy. If they are used with a sense of
vulnerability and love, they will create joy.

Are we funny? Risking this issue has been rather like diving into a pool. The dive may be great,
it may have gotten the diver in the >96¢ Games. But, imagine coming to the surface only to realize the
swimsuit is gone. The situation is embarrassing, because after all that careful work and practice, the dive
has left the diver exposed and vuluerable to a scrutiny by others that one never intended And, of course,
they laughed.

The first dive into this 1ssue was made by Ellen Rehg, and her not-so-typical review of the Bible.
The review is followed by (although ot necessarily in order), a witty song parody written with joy by Mark
Scheu. Phil Runkel adds a personal historical perspective of the Catholic Worker Archives. Barb Prosser
and Phil Heagney contribute a national agenda that may be warm and familiar to some. For a nice break,
you may want to browse through the photos of Karen House’s 15th Anniversary—the best dam barbe-
cue Hogan Street has seen. The mystedous Ann-Arch offers some mannerly advice to help one out of those
stucky Worker situations. Larry Willard takes on a more serious note with the coming of the Messiah ip
the guise of the poor. Mary Ann McGivern recalls some very special (asd humorous) moments. Maniyn
Lorenz-Weinkauff offers a wonderful review of the events in El Salvador. Last, bul not Jeast, Becky
Hassler discusses the simple joys of Sunday nights at Karen house. Not all of these articles were written
with the mtenton of being humorous. They arc nevertheless, poignant and revealing. We let ourselves go
and would hope that you do t00. When e cease to laugh, we give in to what 15 evil.

If yon ger bored, 1 suggest you invite a few friends over for Monopoly.
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Book Review:

THE BIBLE

by Ellen Rehg

Althoughb the Bible has been in circulation for
some ume, it has never, to our knowledge, been ad-
-equately reviewed. This is perhaps due to the fact that,
speaking for Catholics, it bas so rarely been read. The
Bible is one of those classical works of literature, like
the collected works of Shakespeare, that people know
certain quotes from without having actually read ot all
the way through, The task of a good review is to
mmtroduce the conterit of 2 book to ils teaders and
comynrent upon its strengths and weaknesses. This then,
will be the focus of this review.

A fust warning to the prospective reader: the
. Bible is actually two works, or ‘‘testaments’’: the origi-
nal story and the sequel, which we ight title, respective-
ly, ““God’ and “‘Son of God’’. These works are suffi-
cienly distinct from one another to warrant separate
commeut.

The frst testarnent suffers from. many problems
that will prove a trial to the reader, not the least of which
is, as Woody Allen said, ‘*a tolally unbelievable maip
character.”” Secondly, the very nature of the work is ip
doubt. Is it fiction, non-fiction, science-fiction, or vet
another of the plethora of how-to manuals that are
presentty flooding tbe market? Perhaps this kind of
cogfusion is inevitable when a series of authors puts
together a wark, which seerns to have been the case here.
At any rate, the main author or editor has never sur-
faced, leaving these questions to the discretion of the
reader.

Unfarumately, the title of the entire opus pro-
vides no clue as to its nature. ‘“Bible’ is Greek for

“‘book’’. Imagine a movie entitled ‘“Movie” or a play
called “‘Play’’. The authors either suffered from a de-
plorable lack of imagination or an equally deplorable
sense of prelentiousness.

The general theme of the first testament is the
struggle for recognition by the main character, God.
This character has many nicknames, “*Yabweh’’, *‘I
Am'", ““Wonder Counselor™, ‘‘Prince of Peace’”, ete. It
may be that his various appellations contribute to the
confusion surrounding his identity. Actually, even the
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gender of this character changes periodically, as when
God is given a female nickuarne. It is no wonder then
that the other characters in the book have trouble recog-
nizing this God-person.

This difficulty in being recognized seems to
stern from a unique disability of God’s. In an interesting
nwist on the theme of blindness, n is not that God cannot
see, but that God cannot bg secen by others except in
some metaphorical form. The tribal family she ap-
proaches and attempts 1o build a relationship \ith some-
times experiences ber as a voice, sometimes a cloud or
at -other umes as a burning bush. Ske makes a great
effonn fo communicate with others despite her visibility

in developing their characters. Their fatal flaw is a lack
of integrity - they tend to blame others for their own
faults. This foreshadows problems in their marriage
which bear fruit in a domestic tragedy in which one sou
naurders the other. This ‘“‘Dynasty’’- like story line is
abruptly dropped, however, and Adam and Eve’s family
is linerally washed away in an all-100- convenient literary
device that wipes all traces of them from the story.
The story line that follows bears a slight resem-
blance to The Wizard of Oz, in that it consisis of
repeated attempts on the part of the nomadic family to
return home. Their home js a piece of real estate
bordering the Mediterranean Sea which God had asked

Presenting Jesus' life
from four perspectives

gives the second part

a kind of post-modern
favor...

disability. Indeed the reader comes to have great sympa-
thy for God in her often futile and poignant atternpts to
be recognized and loved.

Of course, the way God keeps switching the
type of relationship be/she seems 1o desire of the clao, it
is no wonder 1hat 1hey are confused. At times God acls
very parental, other times God expresses her jealousy
like a wounded lover. The possibility of a romance
between God and her people is hinted at —~ then God
comes on like a social worker, (or should 1 say, Catholic
Worker) promising to care for all the poor and outeast
of the community. This God character never misses a
wick, aod is consequently very hard to keep up with. But
all along, he laments that all he really wants is t0 be
loved. God’s hopes for a meaningful relationship are
usually dashed, however, as his prospective lovers forget
the promises they made 1o God when they needed his
help and begin 10 stray as soon as they no longer seem
10 nmeed that help. Another obstacle staadiag in the wvay
of a relationship is the monality of God’s lovers. God
keeps outliving them. (1 believe this may be why, in the
sequel, God finally wises up and finds a lover with the
abjlity to live as Jong as God does.)

This general theme is developed unevenly through
a complex narrative involving, as Cecil B. De Mille’s
films used to say, ‘‘a cast of thousands’™. The furst
mortal characters, Adam and Eve, are introduced ia
somc detail in the (irst few pages. A beginning is made
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the people to move to. Incredibly, God often fails to
provide accurate directions to this land. Furthermore, the
Jand in question is mostly arid and desert- like despite
God’s portrayal of it as “‘flowing with milk and honey’”.
Jt is apparently such poor land that they are constantly
experieacing droughts and famincs. Here God comes
across like one of those salespeople who try to sell you
lake froot property in Florida that actually lies n the
middle of a swamp. This could explain why the people
inevitably leave the area again several generations after
they have torturously made their way there.

Part 1 ends witb the clan defending their Jand
agaiasi foreign invaders and bermoaning ““ithe way we
were’’ in their relationship with God. The sequel focuses
much more specifically on one character, Jesus, who
claims to be the son of God. Jesus is fully versed in the
trials of God’s relationship with the clan but neverthe-
less also attempis to build a relanonship with tbem.
Needless to say, he ts no more successful than his
parent. Today we might diagnose Jesus and God as
suffering from a kind of co-dcpendency. They seem to
choosc the wrong people to get involved with. By the end
of Pam II, Jesus widens the field of his prospective
lovers and friends from the members of a single clan to
inciude the entire buman race, Whether or not this
maneuver will be successful remains to be seen.

[n closing, I can readily recommend this work,
although I advise the readcr to skim the batte scenes in



the chapter entitled Joshua, stnce they become tedious. [
might also point out that for some reason, Part 1}
contains four accounts of roughly the same story, the life
of Jesus. It can be reasouably inferred that there is meaot
to be, however, ouly one aud pot four scparate charac-
ters named Jesus. Presenung Jesus® life from four per-
spectives gjves the second part a kind of posi- modem

flavor, like those French novels that play around with

perspective, 1f you really enjoy this work and are sorry
to turn the last page, do mot despair. The last few pages
set the stage for yet another sequel, ““Returu of God.™
Apparendy all the loose ends of the story will be
wrapped up then, +
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cut on the dotted line

KEEP THE DREAM ALIVE!!

There’s not much time left before the thousand points of light kindly and gently fade from
view. Many stalwart believers fear that these inspiring signs of our national character may never be

seen again,

But, we’re determined not to let the legacy of the last {2 years be pushed aside, and we know
we’re not alone. Help us send a message to our Nation’s Capitol by checking each box below that
describes your commitment to keep THE DREAM alive:

[3 I will lobby the Post Office to issue a set of stamps
honoring the great savings and loan executives of
the 20th century.

[ I will spend a year of my life selling Dog Millie’s
awtobiography door-to-door to raisc money for the
national vice-presidential archives and research li-
brary.

(0 T will spend at least one hour a day thioking of
pames for the new St. Louis entry into the National
Football League.

[ 7 will remain out of the loop and will only shop at
the Galleria.

I may smoke, but I will never inhale.
I will remain steadfastty convinced that only roen

. bear a closc physical resemblance to the person of
Christ.

O 0

{1 I will contribute $5.00 per mouth from my earnings

10 keep the Star Wars program fully funded.

[ I will make sure that the bathroom faucet at my

workplace is always dripping as a daily reminder of
how God intended economics to work.

[ I will never wear a spotted owl costume at Hallow-
ecn.

{1 1 will use only old growth timber in my fireplace.

] 1 will write to my represantative in Congress at least
once a month demanding that Panama give our capal
back.

[0 I will continue to believe that the Evil Empire is

alive and remaims committed to the goal of burying
capitalism through the sinister introduction of flvo-~
nde imo America’s patural water supply.

Barbara Prosser and Phil Heagney, who co-direct the DREAM ALIVE movergent, are script \vriters for the
nationally syndicated NPR program, “*Car Talk’’. When oot on tour, they live in St. Louis.

The Rouad Table



The

@]

nonicles®

"... a path from where we are

GREETINGS—
L BE YOUR

HOST FOR THE
NEXT SiX PANELS ¥
FOR A TOoUR OF

len
%US@

ALMOST MAZABRE: P
A GUIMPSE OF HOW

KAREN HOUSE
MIEHT BE € wWE

to where we'll never be..." Peter's Mom

THE MEDICAL DVSPENSORY 1S ~Beep
ofBEN AT OBOO rlouRS ON OPD-ORTED Y JEWO -NOU'VE REACHED
TUESPAYS. . . = F’x‘ KAREN CATHOUC WORKER. .
LAUNDRY ZOA@ (_:Q) D © IF You'RE CAUNG FRSM A
GWERN on BvE|| [, ¢y [ Do Town - TONE PASIE FoR SMELTER,,
OAYS... F TS BUT 1JUST|\m  PRBSSL™ IF YOU'RE FAXING ,,
PISPOSABLE WANT A A ROUMNOTABLE " ARTICLE, PRj‘SQ..-

DiarERs You || CRAYeN !
WANT, YouLL HAVETD J
CLME BACX e
TOMORROWY . - ) ” [

WELL TRAINED HOUSE-TAXERS FUNCTMONING IN AL
TEGNOLOG|CALLY LOMPETITIVE ENVIRONMENT , 4 o

= "':\.'1 =

EXQUISITE. DININ
MATCY

q (NST TO MENTION
ING SILVERWARE )¢ »

_ [ VARIGHING  NARMEN . -, | FASHION OQUTLET !

THANKS FOR JOIN-
ING ME ON THIS

_HYPOTHETICAL  JOURNEY.
TS NICE HOWEVER TO BE BACK

CLOTHWNG
ROCM

13

(1T

ANP A TOP-OF-THE LINE

RANY RESEMBLANCE TO ACTUAL CHARACTERS OR SITUATIONS

1S5 PURELY INTENTIONAL .



INQUIRIES ON THE
ART OF LIVING

by Ann-Arch

Dear Ann-Arcl,

I live at a Catholic Worker shelter and we
consider hospitality one of the most important virfues,
vet ] amm often in a quandary as to the most hospitable
way (o proceed (n tese less than regular circumstances.

For example, somehow we often come vp shon
on ooe or other of the vita) vtensils for serving meals. if
we run out of coffee cups, for instance, is it best o
resoct ta a sugac bowl]? Or perhaps a cereal bowl? Or a
plastic glass? 1 would hate to feel 1 was doing the wrong
thing.

Concemed

Dear Persop,

The solulion 1o your problem will requirc some
quick thinking and value judgements each time this
situation arises. That is unfortunate but graciousness is
Doi automatc.

What you must do in each case is deilesmine
what is most important to the comfort of your guest.
With regard to coffee cups, for instance, the highest
valve js a brim that will prevent dribbling. A sugar bow)
that has a lip where its cover can rest will not be
appropriate. There was a time in the 1930°s version of
modernism when sugar bowls were quite streamlined,
and many of these will sujt your purpose well, though
they do tend 10 be painted some unnatural color on the
inside.

The other vital factor in coffee cups is protec-
ion to prevent buming ope's fingertips. Ov this matier
there are two options: handles on the vtensil, or failing
that, one may wrap the cup in a small cocktail napkin
that will insulate the visitor’s touch. I suppose you will

respodd that you have no cockuail napkias... In which
case the whole process begins again. Since the issue bere
remains your guest’s comfort, you want something pli-
able, yet not so large as to be bulky. A folded paper
towel or napkin will da. If you da not have these, Ann-
Arch docs not want 10 know apout it

Your last resort, if there simply are not enough
substitutes, 1s to cheerfully inform your guests that what
is available will be used in tum aod properly cleaned
benween uses. This is presented as somcthing fun. a
party game, in kecping with the most fundamental rule
of hospitality: one provides one’s best without apology.

Dear Ann-Arch,

Why do you not use uitles in referring to your-
self or others? Isn’t this a major rupture with the geeat
traditions of your trade? )

Stariled

Dear Person,

Yes, my practice o avoiding titles ts a major
rupture with the long history of mainstream etiquetle. As
an anarchist, | do not hallow from mainsiteam tradi-
tions. 1 am, nonetheless, following the centuries old
tradition of our dear friends. the Quakers. (Please par-
don the pun, it must be the stress of writng my first
column.) Im this tradition the lack of title does not
indicate lack of respect, but rather emphasizes the pro-
found equality of all persons. Respecl is maintained by
use of both first and last names, This, you will note, is
still a far ery from the current practice of taking very
little care to learn both names that idemify a fellow
human being. Anarchism is not sloppy.

Augn-Arch lives in the heart of each one of us.

Thbe Round Table



A THELPUS-IN-FITS-OF -TEMPER:.

Ada Bethume

Dear Ann-Arch,

My problem is perhaps beyord the bounds of
eliguetle — it is a liturgical issue with important philosop-
hical ramifications. t bas to do with roaches at Mass.

In our sunple but elegant chapel, we pray siting
on the carpet. From ume to time a roach will stroll out
of the woodwork and make its way across the room. The
comfort of others seems to require sonmie respouse on my
part, yet to kill a roach — and duning Mass — seems
quite unsetiling for all iovolved and a violaton of

Gandhi's understanding of nonviolence. I am ajso con-

cerned it could leave an unsightly reminder of the event
crushed into the carpet.
What do we do?

Anxious

Dear Person,

Ann-Arch is hurt that you feel etiquette is some-
how divorced from these deeply human liturgical and
philosophical questions. Without its roots in that rich
soil etiquette would be nothing more than rules wielded
in an exercise of elitist power.

Obviously, crushing the roach juto the carpet is
not an acceptable solution for the reasons you so clearly
name. The alternative that meets the delicacy of the
situation is to have a tissue of some sort ¢lose at hand.
‘When the roach appears one must pick it up with a great
show of delicacy and feeling and wrap it inside the
tissue. Making a show of sealing the tissue carefully will
preveat the suspense of everyone wondering when and
where the roach might re-appear.

Once your band and the tissue are out of sight
and mind, you must nonetheless, crush the roach firmly
and quickly. You may then discreetly put the tissue in
your pocket. This may seem a violent and heartless
response, but il is necessary to preveat the fusther and

The Round Tazble

worse ontcome of the roach crawling down your sleeve
or up your chin. If roaches were not so small and sneaky
this would not be necessary. Ann-Arch cannot change
the nature of roaches.

Dear Ann-Arch,

As a good anarchist and pacifist | participate in
actions of nonviolent civil disobedience from time to
ume. T am always careful in these situations to uphold
the highest standards of ctiquetie.

A problem arose for me recently when the week
after an action I was introduced to my arresting officer
at my godchild’s First Communion. We were both
startled to be facing each other socially. She mumbled
something inaudible and turmed away fairly quickly.

What could I have done to make this situation
more comfortable for both of us? Is it proper to refer to
our previous acquaintance? Isn’t that equivalent to talk-
Ing about business at a social occasion? Yet to deny
having met seems even more rude.

Obedient

Dear Person,

You are correct that the worst outcome is for
two people to deny knowing each other. As soon as you
noticed your partner’s discomfort you should have
warmly extended your hand, smiled without a trace of
irony and said, ““Yes, I believe we bave metl.”” Then you
need 10 quickly and firmly change the subject so that
neither of you is forced lo explaia wiere or how. If
someone is so persistent as to inquire, you may smile
vaguely and not answer. Or you may give an inane
response that accomplishes the same purpose. ‘1 believe
it was several weeks ago. [ don™t quite remember,”
should be obscure enough.




Dear Ann-Arch,
Your great collaborator. Miss Manners, has
said that the only word that may be spoken through a
bathroom door is “‘Firel’’ I appreciate the sensitivity of
that general guideline. The problem is thal for some
rcason at our house of hospitality one often rushes in
and is seated and, um, occupied, before realizing there is
no toilet paper. 1 don’t know why there is so often no
paper, but it happens a lot. We have tried everything 10
prevent the problem but we are defcated. s it not okay
then, to call through the door to ask for assistance in
getting paper?
Waiting

Dear Person,

You are trying hard to win Ann-Arch’s sympa-
thy but in vain. Sympathy does got cover a multitude of
sins. No, you may not call out from the bathroom short
of serious jlluess. The solution to your problem requires
a change of habit but 1t is not difficult. You must carry
some tissue in your pocket or sleeve so that you are
always prepared. Ann-Arch prefers the small pocket

packs of kleenex because they are easy to carry and stay
clean. This solution is practiced by missionaries the
world over.

Dear Ann-Arch,

[ admit that [ am a relativc nesvcomer to anars-
chy, but 1 fiod anarchy and etiquette to be rather
opposite endeavors. How do you explain your passion
for both?

Confused

Dear Person,

Oh my dearl

If you think about it for just a moment your
confusijon will clear. Try substituting *‘personalistu’™ for
““anarchism.’’ It is obvious. Both etiquette and anar-
chism are based on a fundamena! belief in the absolute
value apd dignity of each hurnan being and on the
profound responsibility of each person to carry society
forward as she can where sbe is. One wag has said that
anything the Bible does not cover, etiquette does. That
has been my blessed experience.

([ JeSuS WhS A CATHOLIC. WORNWER.
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BENEATH THE DISGUISE

by Larry Willard

You answer a knock at the door.

“Who is it?* you ask

“‘Jessie,”” he angwers.

You pause a few seconds before asking, “*Jacksorn
or Helms?>

Then what is perbaps the scarest thought of all
enters your mind: What differcnce does it make?

My wife, Kathy Lass, . and I volunteer as
bousetakers about once every proverbial blue moon. If
we’ve learned nothing else from our occasional contact
with Karen House, we've learned that there’s virtually
nothing “‘funny”’ about anything associated with it. Call
us crazy, but secing hungry people forced to ask for
sandwiches of American cheese on three-day-old Won-
der bread ain’t a real knmee-slapper in our book; and
something tells us that watching women who are about
as ready 10 be parenis as most of us are 1o be thermo-
nuclear physicists, siruggle (or seemingly not even try)
to raise children. won’t exactly pack ‘em in The Comedy
Store. So if there’s a sure-fire giggle-getier at Karen, it
is well disguised. Very well disguised.

Which is not to say there’s never a light mo-
ment. I know for a certainty that Teka, Mark and Pat
each bas at Jeast one genuinely funmy and “strange bul
true’” story they that would be glad to share with any
interested party. Bui since 1 have no such accounting, 1
want 1o tell you about a dream ] had a couple of years
ago.

I had been skimming a nifty little book om
mysticism I’d recently bought at a garage sale when I
ran across a story on the Xabballah, or Jewish mysti-
cism. The story contained more misinformation than
fact, which hardly surprised me since the story was
written by a non-Jew who. to his credit, prefaced his
explanation with a disclaimer. As a matter of fact, the
writer probably did a better job than I, a marginally
praciicing Jew, could have done. But e had some thiogs
right. :

Both Jewish legend and mysucism (rot Torah)
tell us that the world will be perfected when The
Messiab comes to earth from Heaven. S/He will come
when and only when, the prophet Elijah precedes Her/
Him with a report indicagng thal humanity is in facl
ready to be redeemed. In a nutshell, Jews believe that
our task is to help insure a favorable report. We don’t
weed to do anything extraordinary really, just observe as
many of the 613 positive commandments as e cap.
Piece of cake, right? Well, when enough Jews do thai,
and “‘enough’ is a matier of considerable dispule®,
Elijah will descend in the guise of a poor person, 1e51 the
waters, compile a report and return to Heaven on a
magnificent whie horse.

The Dream: My wife, our cat and 1 arc sitting
comfortably in our decidedly middle class apariment in
our middle class neighborhood waiching our newly-
purchased remoiely-controlled 1elevision when a knock
on the door grabs our atntention. We open the door.

Larry Willard, racomeur. heroically volunteers to 1ake house for us on many major holidays.

The Round Table
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[Mustration by AMINAH BRENDA
LYNN ROBINSON, from Elijal’s Angel,
by Michael [. Rosen

““Good evening, folks,”" the gaptoothed black
man says. The cat begins to act more strangely than
usual, as if she were a four-month-old wstead of a four-
year-old.

““‘Hello,”" my wife says. (She’s the {nendly onc.)

“‘Lookie here. | ain’t meanin® to ‘sturb y’ali, but
could ) stay wit” y*all jus™ for tonight?”’ He is pointing
to the mezzuah op our doorpost with an arthritic finger.
My wife and [ only starc at each other. After several
seconds, I blurt oul a respouse that reveals both my
intelligence and my approach to life: ““Huh?*"

The man smiles now. ““Don’t be put off, folks.
See, it’s like dis here. 1 had me a job a real good job up
Gl a few months ago, but, you know, things happeoed.
Ya umnerstan’ what I'm saying?’’

My wife and 1 are still processing the man’s
introduction to our Jives. He, on the other dirty hand,
appears to be telling a tale be has told many times.

“1 kmow what yer thinkin’,”* our visitor says
softly, “‘you think ’m jus’ hustlin’, you koow, runnin’
some game, But Jookie here, alls 1 wam is some place to
rest des agin’ bones ... jus’ for tonight. Come da
momin’, I’m gone.”” After what seems like a very long
pause he adds almost sotto voce, ““Please folks?”

Somsething about his plea strikes us.

“Excuse us for a couple of minutes. ok?”” my
wife asks.

11

‘“‘Whalever you say,”” he says with a smile.
We close the door and search each other’s face for an
answer. After what feels like an hour but is actually just
a few seconds, we both stan 10 speak at the same time.

““Whal do we do?”’ my wife asks.

““I don’t know,”” 1 say with a shrug.

We go into the kitchen and begin to prepare a
“Karen House lunch* of a Swiss cheese sandwich,
apple, pickle, sorne peanuts and a carrol. After putting
the food in a brown bag, we look at each other in
silence.

““How do we know...,
cut her short.

“‘We don’t.”’

““At Jeast we do know we’re not hurting some-
ong,”’ she says sofily. But we both know that is not why
we are Jews; not hurting another person is the very least
of our mandates.

We return to the door, bag in hand and refusal
of this stranger’s request on our lips. Upon opening 1he
door \we observe his absence..

We hurry down the stairs hoping 10 catch him.
As we ¢xit our building, we see no hint of the man and
begin to return when we are startled by the sound of
clipclopping on pavement. Our eyes follow our ears and
we see a split second’s worth of simply exquisite white
lail disappear around the comner.

For better or for worse, [ have not had this
drcam recur. [ do, however, have a recurring dream ...
but it involves a specific Suaday afiemoon at the old
balipark on Grand and Dodier ju the early 1950's. 1’1l
bet a Kabballist could have a lot of fun with that one.

+

* This is by no means anything more than a thumbnail
nro to Jewish mysticism. For more info, please re-
search Kabballah, mysticism or works on the 1opic by
people Jike Tom Merton and I.B. Singer. But consider
vourself wamed it isn’t casy or comfortable reading,
Good luck!

s

my wife begins, but |

We close the door

and search each

other's fuce for an

answer.
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"Heaven is a banquet and life is
a banquet too, even with a crust,
where there is companionship."
D. Day
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The Catholic Worker Archives:

'THE MEMORY OF THE
MOVEMENT

by Phil Runkel

[This article is edited from Phil's remarks at the 15th Aymiversary of the St. Louis Catholic Worker.]

On March 5, 1957, the recently appointed direc-
tor of libraries at Marquette University, William Ready,
informed the Library Board of “‘the possible culmipation
of negotiations to bring certain collections to the Univer-
sity,”” which someliow had survived for seventry-five
ycars without an archives. To Ready, possessor of a
dipfoma in Archives and Paleography from the Univer-
sity of Wales, this state of affairs clearly called for
redress at the earliest possible momemt, Among the
potential donors he solicited was Dorothy Day, whom he
had met when she spoke at Stanford University during
his tcoure there, Ready rccalled in his autobiography
that, *‘She made a disciple of me, and the more I saw her
as the years went by the more [ became sure that I was
in the company of a saint.”

For her part. Darothy had reasoans other than the
presence of an admiring librarian 1o be favorably dis-
posed toward Marquente. The dean of the College of
Journalism had provided moral and material support to

the Worker movement in fts carly days, and several of
his students had been active in the Mihwaukee Catholic
Worker community before the Second World War; one
of them (Nina Poleyn Moore) remained onc of Dorothy’s
closest friends. The unjversity’s Jesuit ies did not hun
cither, as she thought highly of that order. Marquette
also benefited, given Dorowby’s inclination to behave
impulsively at times, from being the first archival suitor;
whea more prestigious institutions came calling over the
next decade, they found that they were 100 late.
Haowever ‘the decision was reached, Dorothy
readily agreed to send her papers and the records of the
New York Catholic Worker community to Marquette,
and the first shipment arrived in March, 1962.
Dorothy's principal contact at the University
was assumed by William D. Miller of the History
Department, who as a young academic some 10 years
before had been introduced to the movement through
discussion meetings at the Mempbhis Catholic Worker.
Recognizing the significance of the Worker papers and
the peed for a scbolarly history of the movement, Miller
bhad written Dorothy as soon as he learmed of the
records’ arrival to request permission to use therm, which
was prompuy granted. A Jengthy correspondence and
close friendship ensued. Consequently, when Miller left
ibe vniversity in 1968, Dorothy started scnding her
papers directly to him, for transfer 1o the Archives afier
he had examined them. Although tlis arrangement pro-
duced some rather awkiward morments, it enabled the
Archives 10 obtain material which Dorothy might other-
wise have discarded. The historian also aided the Ar-
chives by urging Dorothy and her colleagues to regularly
transfer office records to the repository without a prior
culling of the material. This the Workers faithfully

Phil Runkel, Jovingly maintains the Catholic Worker archives at Marquette University.
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proceeded 1o do though Dorothy expressed some quaims
in a Christmas, 1973 pote 10 Father Harnilton:

Dr. Miller kept telling me to seud “‘everything’
to the Archives and as we answered mail we just
buadled up the mail and sent it on. 1 have been
thinking. We have put you to a great deal of
unnecessary work. We should have eliminated a
fot of uscless material ourselves. But I was
blind{y following Dr. Miller’s advice. Aod now
I repent and apologize.... From now on 'l use
discredon and lighten the load.

Before she had ttme to act on hier good imtentions, the
archivist hastened 1o assure her that the burden was a
welcome one.

When Father Hamilton retired in 1973 at the age
of eighty, he was succeeded or an interim basis by Pavl
Gratke. Although a Protestant, Gratke was much closer
10 the Catholic Worker in his poliical and social views
than his predecessor, and he adopted a more activist
stance where jts records were concerned. Specifically, be
sought to negotiate a mew contract with Dorothy Day
opening non-coafidential materials to general use, and 10
expand the collection 10 incorporate records of other
Catholic Worker comwuunities (of which there were
approximately forty by the mid-1970s), letters from
Dorothy that were still held by their recipients, and oral
history interviews focusing on Dorotby’s pre-Catholic
Worker years, for which documentation was lacking in
the Acchives.

Paul Gratke broached the contractual matter to
Dorothy when he visited her in the spring of 1974 and
apparently obtained her verbal consent to the removal of
restrictions from all but ber private and family corre-
spoadence (her journals and diaries had yet to be turned
over to the Archives). He also discussed the records
project ai this meeling and during a second visit with
Dorothy the next vear, and mentioned it several (imes in
writing as well, at first to no response. By January,
1976, however, she had become fully aware of the
project’s Rogkefeller conpection, prompting the omly
display of Dorothy’s usually controlled but formidable
temper in her Jong associaton with the Archives. She
wrote Gratke that, rather that accept any foundation
support, the Catholic Workers would keep their papers
from then on. During a phone call which the archivist
placed upon receiving the letter, Dorothy repeatedly
interrupted his reading from a prepared statement, reit-
erating that she didn’t “‘want anyone connected with the
Catholic Worker 10 1ouch any Rockefeller raoney.”” Two
weeks later, Gratke informed her that the application had
been withdrawn. (Several months before, Dorothy had
written Dr. Miller, ““Sometirnes I wish 1 had wever
started this archives business. 1 feel at times as though

15
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I were being skinned alive, flayed. 1 suppose I deserve
it.”” She then apologized for her *‘petulance,’” the result
of a ““cold in the head.’’) Whatever hopes may have
remained for a new coutract vaaished with the receipt of
Dorothy’s statement of November 23, 1976, giving as
her ‘‘said wish that... all such papers and materials
koown as the Dorothy Day-Catholic Worker Archives
be closed until 25 years afler her death."

The statement proved 1o be Dorothy’s last word
on the subject; she died four years later without haviag
responded 10 Gratke’s plea for a clarification of her
intent. Fostunately, the Archives soon found a friend in
her newly-appointed literary executor, Stauley
Vishnewskd. A member of the New York Cathotic Worker
community since 1934, Stanley had become by virtue of
his fong tepure and personal inclination the movement’s
“‘archivist and historian in residence.” While kecnly
aware that the misuse of sensitive documents in the
Worker papers could produce a distorted picture of the
movement and bring harm to the individuals whose
confidences were betrayed, he came to see that sizeable
portions of the collection could be opened and 1o trust
e archivists’ discretion in making these decisions.

This informal understanding was strengthened
by Paul Gratke’s successor, Charles Elston, and by
yours truly, \who assumed responsibility for the Catholic
Worker Archives in 1978, and it formed the basis for the
present relanonship with the New York community
following Stanley’s death in 1979.

Joe Angerl

Now I will direct mry remarks toward some
continuing challenges and concerns relating to the acqui-
sition of records, the quality of documentation, use of
the Archives and my own involvement as a self-de-
scribed “‘fellow traveler’’ in the movement.

The Rouad Table

16

«all of these papers
might be more useful

in the fireplace or for
mulching the garden.

... A member of one of the west coast comnu-
nities reported ‘“disagreement’’ arnong his associates
““as to the worth of being, so 10 speak, etched io stope.”
And more than a few Workers could probably identfy
with the veteran Worker archivist who wrote that he had
“‘feelings that all of these papers might be more useful
in the freplace or for mulching the garden.”

Also to be reckomed with is the nature of the
Catholic Worker as a ‘‘movement,’” not an organization
with *‘beadquarters’ aod “‘branch offices.’” This char-
acteristic has been more in evideoce, perhaps, since
Dorothy’s death. As the Catholic Worker is not a
‘“‘franchise operation,”’ 1 am guided. in my recruitiment
work by how the commugpities define themselves. If a
community siguifies its desire to be considered a part of
the Catholic Worker family, that is enough for me. What
complicates things a bit is the reluctance of some groups
to decfare themsclves ope way or the other, owing in
some cases to lhe attitudes of members towards the
institutional church. Also there is the matter of change in
a commurity’s identity over time, whether eotering the
Catholic Worker family or leaving it. A group with one
or reore members with Catholic Worker ties may start as
a Catholic Worker community or declare itself such later
on, but drift away, if not formally disassociate tself
vwpon its departure. Others may take the “‘Catholic
Worker™” out of their name because of some urarthodox
practice, such as claiming tax-exempt staus.

Another concemn js the quality of the documen-
tation that bas survived and found its way to the
Archives. If the planned or inadvertent destruction of
records poses a challenge to the archivist, so 100 does
the antipathy of most Worker commurities to the cre-
ation of cenain types of records in the first place such
as the mermoranda, mioutes, and case files which are
routinely produced by more bureaucratized social agen-
cies. In a paper in 1939, Sister Gita observed, ‘“The
spirit of the Catholic Worker seems to be hostile to the
keeping of any accounts of note.”” As a result, while the



" Worker’s involvement ip anti-war protests is reasonably
well documented in the files (for example), as are the
respooses of those readers of the Catholic Worker news-
paper who were sufficiently motivated by agrezment o
disagreement to write a “‘lefter to the edftor,”” much less
can be gleancd from the Archives conceming everyday
life in a house of hospitality. Most Workers, it scems,
are simply far too busy trying to do the works of mercy
to spend much time telling posterity how they are doing
them. However admirable this may be, it certainly makes
the task of a Worker historiap all the more diffcult.
Indeed. some Workers seem to believe that the essence
of the movement lies forever beyond the outsider’s
grasp. Those scholars who have attempted studies of the
Catholic Worker have been charged by their Worker
judges with failure 10 bring the Worker past, and past
Workers, to full-blown life, or with giving undue atten-
tion to certain Workers whose prominence in the
newspapes's backfiles gid not accurately reflect their
contributions 10 the movement, while ignoring or slight-
ing those more deserving of recognition.

Fortunately, a number of communities are keep-
ing “*Jog books,”” which will provide valuable informa-
tion on the interaction of Workers and guests, and
Workers® perceptions of guests’ problems and needs.
Apother potential means of documenting the Catholic
Worker is through the private journals of community
members. (Although one wonders how many possess
Dorothy Day’s diligence in this regard.) Oral histories,
such as those recorded by Diane Mowrer and by R.
Troester for her forthcoming book, Voices from the
Catholic Worker, are also important, especially for

preserving the stories and reflections of those not given
to ““writing it all down.'’ But the guests™ perspective is
missing from the files, for the most part.

Use of the Archives is also a concern. Actually,
the Catholic Worker Archives has been one of the most

heavily used collections during the past 15 years. At

" least 17 books and unpublished dissertauons based on

archival research have been produced during this time.
Several more are in .progress. The collection has also
been consulted for documentary, theater and movie
projects concernipg Dorothy Day, and there is increasing
use of our holdings of videotapes of television programs
on Dorothy and the Catholic Worker, which may be
borrowed aud in some cases purchased at cost.

Finally, there is the mattcr of the archivist
himself. 1 have gradually become more and more in-
volved as a ““fellow traveler’” of the Catholic Worker,
attending mectings and demonstrations, forming friend-
shups with Workers. I reccognize potential risks of such
involvemsent, to irpartially (in dealing with users, and in
cases of intramural disputes involving Catholic Worker
communities) and perhaps to my idennoty and even
sanity, as well. But these are outweighed, in my opinior,
by its benefits 10 the archival program and, more impor-
tantly, by \what it has meant 10 me as a person. [ need
only think back 10 October. 1977, years ago. By then ]
had been rejected for employment by vpwards of 200
librasies, archives, and lustorical societics, and there
wasn'l anything promising m sight least of all a tempo-
rary CETA positon in-the Marquette University Ax-
chives. | applied, though, and wopder of wonders, man-
aged to get the job, which eventvally became permanent.
As a result, I’ve crossed Unes at the Nevada Tcest Site
and SAC headquaners, conspired with Peace Planters in
Missouni, distributed the Catholic Worker at Union
Square on May Day. and wasbed dishes and chopped
vegetables at some of the best soup kitchens in the
United States. { have also met some of the finest people
one cowld ever bope 10 know. As ihe song goes. ‘“Who
could ask for anything more?™ +
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FROM LITTLE HOUSE

by Mary Ann McGivern, S.L.

We Jaugh a lot at the Worker, although much of the
bumor is difficu)t to explain. Often there’s iromy, like
when a womnan tells us oo the phone she has absolutely
no other resources, is given a room at Karen House,
stays an hour, and then decides she does have other
resources. Or if a mentally il woman makes an acnie
observation, we laugh ai the ironic juxtaposition of
sound reason with irrational behavior.

Incopgruity is funny: the case of imitation caviar
we got from the food pantry; a hundred pounds of fresh
shrimp when an industrial freezer failed; and silk dresses
that came to the clothing room (we may laugh, but we
like these things). Repetition js funny,too,even the
second floor toilet that flooded the food storage room
regularly for years. An oft repeated joke by any who has
poured sour milk on their cereal or in their coffez more
than once is how hard it is to remember at other homes
that jt is Tude to spiff the milk.

Our laughbter in the midst of bizarre suffering
has the quality of mild hysteria, not denial of the
suffering or a failure of compassion but momentary
refuge from horror like the little boy who savy the picture
of St. Francis as a man kicking birds, that same little
boy who later died from child abuse. Virginia once
described life at Karen House as severe chropic stimulus
overload, an ironic juxtaposition if there ever was one.

I spent an evening remembering things that have
made us [augh and have tried to write them truthfulty,
with respect for all those who have lived at the Worker.
But 1 don’t know if the reader will find these stories
funny. -
I remember that an old woman named Barbara
threw hot soapy water with bleach om another old
woman named Elinor,oaly Barbara missed Elinor and
the water landed on BIJ, who was helping Elinor get
dressed. Thea Barbara tried to throw Elinor down the
stairs; but other guests came running from all directions
and pulled themn apart, the guests proud of themselves
for the intervention. The guest consensus was that Elinor
deserved what she got because she was a difficult
woman and that Barbara had spuok but was crazy;
meanwhile BJ kept saying, ““‘Elinor dida’t get it, I got

it.”” When it was all over, everybody laughed (except
Barbara and Elinor) and retold the story for months.
Another old waman, Margaret, was a real
charmer, a clear thinker, and troly spunky. She walked
out of a mursing home in Kentucky with a ten thousand
dollar cashier’s check pinned 10 her bra and cavght the
Greyhound to St. Louis because the staff of the nursing
home treated her like a child. By the time she got here
she bad walking poeumonia and was confused. The
police brought her to Karen House and we put her in a
large room with three other women. (We didn't learn
about the money for weeks.) The next moming onc of
the volunteers (ook her to the clinic. Margaret was hard

Our laughter in the
midst of bizarre suffer-

ing has the quality of
mild hysteria...

of hearing and spoke in a loud voice. In the waiting room
at the clinic sbe explained, and the whole room listened
breathlessly, how one of the women in the bedroom used
a electric stimulator for sexual arousal. ““It looked just
like a hair dryer,”” Margaret said. “'[ thought I’d seen
everythiag in my lifetime. Dida’t think there were any
surprises for me. Bt this was.”

The second year of Karen House I took house on
Christmas night and one of the guests, Judy, tried to kil
herself or said-she had taken enough pills to kill herself.
I called the ambulance and she refused to go to the
hospital so the medics called the police who handcuffed
ber. When Virginia came home (the rest of the commu-

Mary Ann McGivern, SL, still provides graceful commentary on KWMU, 90.7 FM, Monday aftemoons at 5:30 PM.
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nity must have been out of town) I told her about it and
then together we focked up the house, discussing guests
and Christmas and things to do tomorrow. We were
going upstairs and Virginia said, ““‘I’'m so tired [ could
kil myself,”* and T said, without missing a beat, “‘Go
right ahead, dearie.”” Virginia said, ‘“You’re tuming in
your badge?’’ and we both began to laugh uncontrolia-
bly. We collapsed on the stairs laughing and all the
tension and fear for Judy and horror of the night eased
and ] went to bed and slept.

Just two years ago the Little House was plagued
with a series of burglaries, Pat, Karen, Ellen and 1 met
to devise a security plan. To get discussion started, I
suggested we list ideas and strategies without consider-
ing cost. Ellen said promptly, *“Well, if cost isn’t an
issue, how about implementing full employment and
adequatc housing.’”

Many homeless people spend their days at the
public library. Sometimes, when [ go there, former
guests greet me warmly and loudly and librarians glare
as If I'm the cause of the disruptions. I find that funny.
But last winter I saw Pat, a very disturbed woman, at
Walgreen's. Ste was bundled in a coat and I was a litle
confused myself and thought she was another, equally
disturbed woman. I grected her and asked about her
children. “*“Why, Sister Mary,”” she said verv loudly.
**How could you lie like that? You know I don’t have
children.”” And she trailed me through Walgreen’s while
I gathered aspirin and deodorant and batteries, ignoring
my apologies, and repeating (loudly, of course), *“Sister
Mary, I didn’t know you lied. How could you tell a lie
like that?”’ Even as it happened and people stared, I
knew it would make a good story.

Last and sweetest is my memory of Don, an
alcoholic my own age who had little capacity for self-
preservation aod was as mild as a kitten excepl when he

was mad. That aficrnoon Don had been put out of Karen'

House for swearing aud shouting. He was sitting on the
back steps. I drove into the yard with Dean and the dog
Fleetwood 10 pick up Sharon and BJ who had done the
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house laundry. Don asked if he could come over to the
Little House.

1 said, “*Don, you can’t come over to our house
to escape when vou’ve done something bad here and
then expect me to give you a sandwich.”

“‘I know,™ he said, ‘*but its cold out here. 1
could sit on your front steps in the sun.”” So [ said okay.
get in the car, with Dean, Fleetwood, BJ, Sharon, all the
house laundry, and me, the driver. Don sat behind mc as
we drove the two blocks home. We slipped across
Mullanphy Street and as I looked in the mirror before 1
opened the car door, ] saw police lights.

*‘Everyone stay here,” I said and got out and
said, ““What’s the problem, officer?*’ I knew 1 had just
run the stop sign on Mullanphy and that I didn’t have a
rear license plate.

The man said, ‘“You don’t have license plates.™”

““Oh,”’ 1 said, let me look. (PAUSE) Well, I
know there’s a plate in the front.””

He came around and looked at the plate on the
front. ‘‘Let me see your license, Ma’am.”’

“I’s in the house.” 1 pointed to the Littde
House. At that moment discipline broke and everyone
began piling out of the car. Don got out on the driver's
side, between me and the officer. 1 prayed, Don. don’t
get angry.

Don said very slowly, *“Sister Mary, would you
do me a favor?™

I thought, Don, I'm going to make you two huge
bologna sandwiches, and I said, “‘Don, if you go over
and sit on the steps, I’ll make you a sandwich’ and Bl
and Sharon ard Dean and Fleetwood trooped by with all
the laundry.

The policeman looked at us all. He asked me,
Do you really live here?”” I nodded. ““Do you have a
driver's license?”’ I nodded. ““Do you promise you’ll
write Jefferson City and get a new license plate?”’

“*Yes,”” I said, and he got in his car and drove
off, never mentioning the stop sign I'd run. +
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WITH A LITTLE BIT
OF LUCK:

A Catholic Worker Parody
by Mark Scheu

The Lord above made us to help our neighbor,

To share our food and clothing without moan,

The Lord above made us to help our neighbot,

But! With a little bit of Inck, with a little bit of Juck.
When they come around you won’t be home!

The Lord above made us to help the needy,

To give them shelter, sure and quick asd soon,

The Lord above made us to help the needy,

But! With a litule bit of luck, with a liftle bit of luck,
‘When they need a home there’ll be no room!

With donations we have sweels in plenty,

So we could share, \vith those who ask for some,
With donations we have sweets in plenty,

Buat! With a little bit of luck, with a Little bit of luck,
You can eat your fill before they comel

They're always asking for som¢ more,
But with a litle bit of luck you’ll say “‘tough Juck!™

The Lord above gave us the works of mercy,

So one could think, of those besides omneself,

The Lord above gave us the works of mercy,

But! With a little bit of tuck, with a litle bijt of uck,
You can leave that work for someone else!

Your fellow Workers are always very loving,

As you're in anguish, they’re saying: ‘‘Have a nice
day,”

Your fellow Workers are always very loving,

But! With a litde bit of luck, with a little bit of luck,
As they belp you out you’ll slip away!

They’re always throwing goodness at yon,
But with 2 liite bit of Juck you learn 10 duck!

The Lord above gave us Dorotby and Peler,

Whom like scripture, everyone will quote,

The Lord above gave us Dorothy and Peter,

But! With a litile bit of luck, with a lmtle bit of luck,
You’lf be absent as the others dote!

The Catholic Worker’s made of saints and martyrs,
And the martyrs must endure the saints,

The Catholic Worker’s made of saints and martyrs,
But! With a littte bit of luck, with a little bit of luck,
I’'m prepared to say a saint [ ain't!

With a little bit of luck, with a Lttle bt of luck,

“With a Iittle bit of luck he aint no saint!

With a lictle bit of bloomin® luck! +

Mark Scheu longs for tbe time he spent in the Beartooth Wilderness this summer with Ann Kinsey.
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FROM LATIN AMERICA

by Marilyn Lorenz-Weinkauff

It was a powerful thing to be in El Salvador for
the quincentenary rejaembrance. The Indians, those en
Dios, have struggled for five hundred years for land, a
safe environment, economic and social justice, human
rights— truly, for their very existence. The struggle, la
lucha, as we all know so well, has cost dearly in lives
and ecological disaster. 1 recently read that E) Salvador
rivals Haiti for the worst ecological conditions in the
hemisphere. And this is coupled with a population den-
sity (250 persons per km?*) equalled in the world only by
Rwanda, Africa. One can see and smell the facts of these
statistics.

On October 8, 1992, Carol Giles, Mary Jane
Schutzius, Toni Tempontt and [ disembarked in San
Salvador to begin a bit of a pilgrimage to familiar and
unfamiliar sights trying 1o sce if ““things were differ-
ent.”” Ip many ways, Yes, but..

The young soldiers with M-16’s are gone from
the airport and the roads; the roads (such as they are
with potholes and debris) are open for travel; the graffiti
reflects the diversity which always existed under the pall
of repression; the laborers for jusuce work with more
freedom but the fear is not completely forgotten. Posters
proclaim commitment to the Peace Process aad call each
side to compliance Martyrs are remembered, but the
daily strugsgle to survive is the overwhelming REALITY
one canpot ignore.

We were able to sce Ann Manganaro and her
work with the health promoters in Guarjila and
Chalatenango. She seemed so much more relaxed and is
s0 foved! Ita Ford’s niece, Miriam, a nurse practitioner,
has come 1o live and work in Guarjila with her husband.
The people of Guarjila were so gracious in their wel-
come and their care for us. We found ‘‘Maria and
Julio” who lived a1 Immanuel Lutheran Sanctuary in
1984. They now are proud parents of three sons and are
working with Lutheran and Episcopal church agencies.
We discussed the enviropment with Ricardo Navarro
who lived in St. Louis in the early 80°s and helped found
the solidarity movement here. We shared the work of
women struggling for life and dignity in so mawy differ-
ent ways.

As 1his is being writien, the final days for
completion of the agreements draw to an end. Will the
forces be demobilized and given land or employment?
Will the perpetrators of the massacres and human rights
violations be named and removed from paositions of
powcr and influence? Will the goals of economic and
social justice, for which the war was fonght, become
national prioriies? Will environmental recuperation move
into the center of consciousness? Will the NEW EL
SALVADOR remain a possibility?

1 am only cautiously hopeful when I look at El

“he haWesT
of Aushice is SOWN
in peace

by ‘“\059.
who make peece

o~ Sevmas 17

Salvador from the point of view of the US. The Third
World is not really *‘on the agenda > Perhaps well-placed
acts of humanitarian aid or service will be offered, but I am
not convinced that there is the will to support or encourage
the kinds of real changes needed. Our associations are with
the same people who ted the years of oppression and
repression. How can we expext change?

Marilyn Lorenz-Weinkauff 1eaches music and 1heclogy at Nerinx Hall, is the mother of two, and is a long-tume

Central America activist.
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The 1VA (value-added tax) which was passed ip
September increased the cost of living 20% with the
potential price increase on many products of 35-40%.
The Internationaf Court of Justice ruled that 112 of the
168 square miles of territory involved in the Honduras-
Salvador border dispuie be awarded to Honduras, a
sparsely populated country. Many wonder if the political
considerations (these areas are considered *‘guesrilia ter-
mitory””) overrode the long-term consequences for El
Salvador. Representatives of the Military were on the
news while we were there, trying t0 ‘‘put a spin”” on
what was bejpg uncovered in El Mozote, the scene of a
brutal massacre of over 1,000 civilians in 1981. These
all seem to reflect the dying effort of the old regime to

FROM KAREN HOUSE

by Becky Hassler

Oune of my favorite commugity 1imes here at
Karen House is Sunday night — ordinary time. It's just
what the name implies — ordinary time -- together. Qur
lives as individuals and commuunity are filled with busy-
pess (you kmow, living the Works of Mercy and being
about building the Reigp of Geod do not Iend themselves
to “‘normal’’ working hours!). J find great comfort in
knowing that in addition to meeting each-other cormiag
and going throughout the week, Tuesday night liturgy,
and Wednesday night community meetings, there will be
a few hours on Sunday night that 1 can count on as
ordinary, as time to relax and “‘waste’” dme together.

Cormmunity life, for me, is esseutial to living at
the House. Finding support, encouragement, faith, and
ordinariness in thc midst of complexity, snffering and
seemingly never ¢nding neexs is so sustaining.

There are 0o rules or protocol for ordinary time.
Sometimes there are just a handful of us who sit and talk
about whatever is on our minds at the moment. Some-
times we are joined by friends and former community
members and we may share stories about the ‘‘old
days’’ or former gucsts. Or, as was the case last night,
we may be thoroughly entertained by Ben, Jim and
Kaurina’s two year-old. Ben cerfainly has a way of
bringing out the child in each of us. He can completely
delight us by articulating our uames as oaly a two year-
old can. He’ll go to each of us one by one, playirg, uatil
he’s bored or we’ve exhausted all of our creativity.
Finally, he becomes sleepy enough to find an available,

block efforts 1o bring aboul the _|usL1ce which will bring
true freedom and peace.

Our work here is not over, even though it often
feels like it. People are still being taken and killed (there
were three incidents during the weekend we were there);
the personal costs of government decisions are tremen-
dously high; the trauma remaining from the years of war
cannot be measured. We must nol abandon the AC-
COMPANIMENT we comumnitted ourselves to ten years
ago. This is truly the long-haul... f feel challenged and
troubled by my words. I don’t know how to raanage the
reality, but ] KNOW TOGETHER WE MUST. These
are the AMERICAS of which we are a part—our body
and soul.... +

ipviting lap to nestie in and fall asleep. We ‘‘adulis’
thben go on visiting as we take tums holding Abraham,
Katrina and Jim’s mewborn, and our newest miracle in
community.

It’s so simple, this ordinary 1ime, that ove could
easily overlook its sacredness. But it’s there, often
disguised in the feeling of cozy-at-homeness. There are
no plaas drawa up, a0 decisions made, na house rules
changed- but something essential happens during those
few hours together. Something that may go unnamed,
but certainly not unooticed. +
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Becky Hassler, newvest member of the Karen House community, is aiso a nurse at Regional Hospital's emergency

700,
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by Janet Grey McKennis

"*I'm 12king the year off,”” I said, when I learned we wete
moving back to St. Louis for a year. The past seven years of teaching
had been rewarding, but I was ready to think about doing something
else. My hours had been cut 1o hall-time that year too, and I had
been frustrated to discover that T feit more ambivalent than ever
about juggling parenting and (eaching respoasibilities. Working
fewer bours made me fee) as if T were cheating my students as well
as my family. Though pant of me was profoundly sad at leaving
Ancona School behind, | also looked (orward to summer when I
would have more time.

As 1 pedaled o work, dodging pedestrians and pointing out
flowers to our daughter Kate, [ made menial lists of the things 10 do
beforc we moved These were fwo months for saying good-byes and
visiting all the places T had learned 10 love, And packing; 1 anuci-
pated it with the relish [ afways have for new peojects.

Dugng the summer, Kate and | had a wonderful fme
while Mike put the finishing touches on his dissertation and wrote
lectures for fall classes. We bicycled atong the lakefront fo swim and
build sandcastles, or just to get 2 glimpse of the sun playing on the
waves before rerurning fiome (0 pack. We went 1o one of the 200s
or musenms weekly. We polished off the neighborhood stores’
supply of clean and sturdy boxes with the efficiency of vulnves
sinpping bones. And ftiends came

Stacks of full boxes grew wller alongside the towers of
empty boxes that crashed about us when we brushed against them.
Time was rupning out, though, and it was impossible 10 go 10 all the
places on my meptal Jist or visit with all the people [ would miss.
In the bectic days just before the move, I coulda’t wait for the day
afler moving day, when we would be able 10 unpack, 10 organize our
new space and our pew life.

Thanks to our family and friends (two dozen on (he
Chicago end!), our moving days went well. Mike and | spent a week
moving furniture and unpacking and tending to Xate. There seemed
(o be more boxes than [ remembered packing. I looked forward (o
tre tme when we would be all unpacked, Kale would be happily
ensconced in a half-irae pre-school, and I waulg have time for the
projects f had in mind. School began for Kate and Mike, and | kept
unpacking. The boxes mulbplied while I slept. 1 decided to begin my
new rouline and take care of the boxes as time permitted.

Not long into the new routine, | realized that Xate's new
school was not going to work oul Afier J 100k time out from my
new projects to look for another new school, 1 found a wonderful

place for her, Neighborhood Pre-School. The neighbor who recom-
mended it to me agreed to baby-sit on the aflemoons Kate wasn't in
school, Kale enjoyed her son and made the adjustment casily. We
were ready for a new and improved routine.

It was a gresl plag, and things went like clock wark for a
few weeks. T 100k my um assisting at the school, and T helped on
3 field ip. I looked forward 10 having a clear week of afternoons.
The next week I got sick. The following week the sun went on
vacagon and Kate go! sick. Afier four siraight days of lisiening 10 the
whinc of 2 child too energetic for bed, and too lethargic for anything
¢lse, with rain as background noise, my attemots at cheer(ulness and
calm had an hysterical edge even (0 my own ¢ars. Then the baby-
sifter’s son got sick. Her other son got sick. And J finally realized
that I was not in control of my time, Rot even a few measty hours
2 week. (This is oot news to most; I'm obtuse, T admit i1 )

At the same time, T was reading Kasl Barth’s counier to
Augustine’s and Heidegger's concepts of ume w Church Dogmatics.
(Karl Barth, Church Dogrmatics. vol. 1, chapter 2, part 2, 14.)) 'm
sure that I have no more than a skeleta) understanding of Barth’s
intricate dissection or revelation time, but I've found it increasingly
helpful. Banth outlines three kinds of time. ume created by God
before the fall, which is opaque to us time as we experience i,
impossible to possess; and revelation time, ““which rises and has it
place because God reveals Himself (sic), because He is free fot us,
because His is with us and amongst us, because in shorl. without
ceasing 1o be what He is, He also becomes what we are.”” (K. Barth,
C.D. wans. G.T. Thomson and Harold Knight, Edinburgh: T&T,
Clark, 1970, vol. ong, second half-volume, p.49.) Barth explains thal
Christ, Lord or Time, experienced our time while transforming it
(ibid p.51)

As T write e the first week of Advent. ] find this really
comforting. I face the usval decisions that we make this time of year
about how we spend these few weeks before Christmas. [ can ey the
gfass hal-empty/half-{ull exercise and remind my self 10 appreciate
how much T do bave time to do, but that nngs fase right away. ]
consistently rebel against my fmiteness and lack of controf; { really
wanl (0 be God in my life. What 2 relief that the Light tha( will
break/breaksthas broken into my darkmess, 1o which I cling so
fiercely, illuminales and so transforms time as { know 1. “*I'm
ihinking about etemity, sofe kind of ecsiasy’s got a hold on me,”™
Cockburn sings. And so § say agaip this year, *‘Come quickly, Losd

I}’
Jesus! +

Japet Grey McKennis, formerly of the Cass House community, returned to St. Louis this fall with Mike Mclntyre

and their daughter Kate.
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ALL THAT 1 AM: @‘9%

. e .
Six Women From Church History ‘b‘v in Concert
' Preforming Arts Ministry of Call to Action C‘» .
‘ Saturday, March 6
Saturday, February 27 8 pm
8 pm A
$7.00 in advance $8.00 af the door
$5ish at the door Tegeler Hall
Tegeler Hall St. Louis University
St. Louis University : 3550 Lindell
3550 Lindell
Sponsored by:
Benefit for St. Louis Ecommic Conversion Project
St. Louis Catholic Bill Ramsey's War Tax Resistance Defense Fund

Worker Community Sound by Jim Ford

PLEASE' ’ We need blankets at Karen

House. Can you help?
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