- "...a path from where we are to where we should be." --Peter Maurin




Why This Issue?

This winter, for the first time, we heated our bome using a wood stove. And that, in 2 nutshell, is how this issue came about.
My husband Bill was [ess than enthusiastic about our entry into 18% -and back - century heating, and for good reason. He knows
that the old adage, “Man proposes, woman disposes,” is often turned around in our household- He also pointed out, correctly,
thatwe have far 100 much oo our plates already with our and our three children’s busy lives, to take on all the work a wood stove
entails. The ouly practical value of the stove would be in our (greatly) reduced heating bills.

Andyet, the draw of getting one was irresistible to me. Even after Sharon McMullen Orlet, despire cucouraging me to get
one, could not give me one good solid reason for doing so. “Ts it hard getting wood all the tie?*’ | asked her. “Yeah,” she replied.
“It's areal drag™. But then she added something about how it was about lifestyle, and isn’t heating your home with wood tovely?

Itislovely. As I tell everyone, it’s only been one vear, so my tune raay change, but Thave loved every aspect of having one.
I'loved heading out in my car or a friend’s truck with Bill to pick up wood from a friendly donor. (Tt tugrns out there are people out
there rying to get 1id of wood.) I loved having this uninterrupted, mostly childless ime with my busband. I loved leaming that
the insides of trees look different depending on the tree, and that each tree also bas a distinctive aroma. I loved having little
wsights, like, so that s why Cinderella was so dirty, as | swept (aud swept and swept) our hearth. And one day, as [ bent to put
alog on the fire, I realized, this is somehow saving me. Something deep within my soul i< getiing nurtured through this practice.

And so, we thought to pose the question to a vanety of people from Catholic Worker Houses across the country: what are
some practices that are sources of joy and hope for you? We have published their responses in the following pages. The answers
are varied, but all express the joy which comes from responding to a need or call deep within one’s soul.

Additiopally, we have our Karen House arucle and From Abroad, and in a historic departime for us, we bring a farewell to our
dear friend and fetlow worker, Mary Ann McGiverp. She bas beep here at the St. Louis Catholic Worker since its founding, and
we will greatly miss her cheerful and wise presence. May she find new saving practices that bring her hape and joy.

—EllenRehg
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Brcan “Jerrnell

Strangers and Guests Catholic Worker Farm
Maloy, lowa

When I was a young man proofreading copy for 77e Catho-
lic Worker in the office at Maryhouse in New York City, Dor-
othy Day walked by the door, paused, and cocked her ear fo
catch the lyrics of the song I was listening to on the radio. It
was a sappy and septimental pop song big at the time, about
someone who formerly brooded angd worried over the state of
the world angd human suffering but who, afier falling in love
with the right person, has cheered up considerably. “I haven’t
got time for the pain,” this song went, “not since I’ve known
you.” Dorothy, who in any case preferred opera, stiffened and
shook her cane atme and said, “we must ALWAYS have time
for the pain!” then shuffled away shaking her head in disgust
with me and my generation.

Dorothy also iosisted that there is for us a “dury of de-
light.”” To find delight in this world yet having time for the pain
is a tremendous exercise in balance. The poet Wendell Berry
addressed this paradox: “It is the ume’s discipline 10 think of
the death of all living vet live.” It is a duty and a discipline to
live and find delight even in this most difficult and perilous of
times, not to surtender ourselves to despair and to the reign of
violence and ignorance gathening around us. At the same time
we cannot allow whatever joys we can find to anesthetize us to
the pain of others or 10 our own responsibilities to strugsle for
a better world, however dim the prospects.

The section of our local Sunday newspaper in Jowa that
covers travel and food, thatreviews movies, books, music, and
plays used 10 be titled “Diversions!” This implies that the only
reasop to open a book, eat a meal, listen 1o an album, go 1o a
movig, a play, a concert, or to take a trip to another place isto be
enteriained and diverted from the bloody mess we have made
of the world. While there is a real danger that these pastimes
can divert us, books, movies, plays, music, art, travel, and such
can also serve to open our minds and hearts to the pain of
ourseives and others even as they refresh and renew us. They
can feed our imaginaaons and give hope, inspiration, and en-
couragement for the struggle. Relationships, love of spouse
and children, meals with good friends, laughter, the beaucy of
nature, satisfaction of good work, even hiurgv and devotion to
God are also potentally dangerous as opiates if we use them as
excuses and alibis rather than as sources of strength to deal
with the world as it is.

A life of integrity and wholeness in a urne such as ours is
an act of baJance and I must admit that at present my own life is
not as balanced as I would have it. Hearing that 1 am asked to
write on “‘daily practices of joy and hope,” my wife Betsy and 1
laughed and wondered if yelling at the radio counts, as that
does seem to be a daily practice for me these days. Ineedto
take responsibility for my part of this imbalance but I do resent
being continually intruded upon by the stupid and brutal people
in power. The daily rising death toll in the occupation of [raq
robs me of the satisfaction that should be there for planting the
potatoes just in time for the rain; the pleasure of feeling and
smelling the soil in the garden, richer and finer each year from
our working it and applications of manure, is mitigated by the
knowledge ofthose many in the world deprived of their land
and the remembrance of those who starve. All too often my
work aad my plans are interrupted by news of another atrocity,
word of another lie that needs to be answered. Can we find, or
dare we seek, peace and joy for ourselves when so many live in
fear?

The activities that make me most tired are also those that
giveme joy and hope, another paradox! As the prophet Jeremiah
found the word of God burning as fire in Jiis beart, imprisoned
in his body as he wearied beyond endurance for holding it in
and could find no relief without crying out, proclaiming vio-
lence and destruction, so I bave lately found peace (such as I
find it) not in church or field or forest but in the street, court-
room, and jail. Leafleting, vigiling, writing in protest, perform-
ing liturgy and theater in the street are hard work, but silence is
even harder, so hard as to be almost impossible. That so many
good people are acting and speaking is a source of great joy,
t0o. “Itis not hope that gets people engaged in struggle,” say
Comel West and Roberto Unger, “itis being engaged in stuggle
that gives people hope..”

‘We rejoice and hope, sometimes, simply becausc we must
even when it is most difficult. Another poet, Jack Gilbert, sug-
gests:

‘We must risk delight. We can do without pleasure,
Butnot delight. Not enjoyment. We must have

the stubbomness to accept our gladness in the ruthless
furnace of'this world.



Genny “Tnaaxr

Karen Catholic Worker House
Saint Louis, Missouri

Practices of joy are so much easier to think about than
praclices of hope, aren’t they? Joyful pracdces that come to
mind include couversing over crayous and coftee with five-
year-olds at Kacen House, spending tine with my significant
other and working on my pathetic two-flower garder. My per-
sonality type (a9 on the Enneagram) could be described like
this: “Why stand when you can sit, and \wwhy sit if you can lie
down.” So, ajoyful practice is seeking a healthy daily balance
between the stapdmg and the lying down. Most of the tirpe, it's
out of whack one way or another (usually towards the lying
down end of the spectrum).

Practices that bring me hope are another matier. ‘“Be the
change that you want to see” is one of my favorite
phrases from Gandhi, one that deeply brings me hope.
My “‘paying job” is in organizing for social justice.
I’ve worked on such issues as women's ordination,
stopping the war on Iraq, and promoting Fair Trade
coffee. Thejustice we seek--the end of militarism,
sustainable relationships, gender equality, etc.—is
often strucnira) in nature, and the slowwness of change
can suck the hope right out of you (and me). I'm
granted hope when I get to parnicipate in building
alternanves to these exploitative structures, which
are peace-seeking, equitable, and sustainable.

Orne example 1s trying to develop skills in con-
sensus decision-making. The Karen House comurmmu-
nity uses consensus, a radical and profound deci-
sion-making model that seeks to grant everyone a
voice, diminish power-over, and engender full par-
ticipation. Because it’s used by hurnans, it’s as flawed
aswe are. On the other hand, conserisus decision-
making does model the values of mclusiveness, other-
centeredness, and cooperation. When making deci-
sions n groups, it can be exhausting to wade thcough
dynamics of personality. Using consensus, rather
thzn apother model like voting, \we try apd work fo-
wards a common solution and lisien well, rather than
wip each other over. Although we as a community sometimes
(or often) fail in our interactions, decisions, and practice of
nopnviolence using consensus, it does give me hope that at
least ['m struggling in a model that enacts these values.

Another source of hope for me is in the struggle to live
miore sustainably. I'm finally starting 10 realize that most of the
world’s injustices stem from the over-consumption by devel-

Viclor, Jenny, and Walter

oped nations, and especially the United States. The so-called
“"“War on Terror, ” the dozens of U.S. military interventions since
the 1950s, and the ocean of inequity between rich and poor can
all be waced, at jeast in part, 10 the way we over-process, over-
market, and over-consume our planét’s natural resources. As
I’ve realized this, 1"ve been wornderfully challenged by the ex-
amples of several community members in changing my habits
of lifestyle. Ileamned that the word “dumpster" can be used as
both a noun and a verb. Some of Karen House’s best furniture,
food, sharupoo, and soap have been rooted frorn durnpsters at
coliege move-out time in the spring. Other practces along
these lines include shopping ar second~hand and/or locally-
owned stores, nding my bike
instead of driving, sharing a
car with others, and Trying to
spend less money on myself.
These are basijc practices de-
rived from the Cathalic Worker
philosopby.

IU’sreally depressing tome
that we in this countay throw
away literal mountains of per-
fectly usable products, and
that individualism has become
such a primary value. This
path will oaly lead to destruc-
tion—of our planet, our fami-
Jies, and society. One of my
favorite Ani DiFranco songs
describes this element of our
society: ““We’re led by demial,
like lambs 1o the slaughter,
serving empires of style and
carponated sugar-water and
the old farm road’s a four-lane
that leads to the ma)l and our
dreams are all guillotines wait-
ingto fall...” So forme it’s a hopeful exercise to challenge my
own perceptions of what I need versus what [ want. Maybe
this brand of shampoo that [ found in the durnpster will do just
fine. Maybe I can keep checking at the thrift store for a pair of
work shoes, rather than heading straighit to the matl.

People who are economicalty poor can provide 2 wonder-
ful example of this practice. They bave 10 make things work



with what resowrces they have. They give each other ndes
even when it is inconvenient, provide space because of neces-
sity, and share resources better than most people of privilege 1
know (including myself).

For me, practices that elicit hope aren’t necessarily the
practices that are easiest (the aforementioned standing rather
than lying down). Sometimes, they even seem to embody the

“harsh and dreadful love” described by Dostoyevsky and
quoted by Dorothy Day. They bring me hope because when I,
we as a communsty, and ‘“we,” in the much larger sense, craft
such practices into lifestyles, we are truly “being the change
we want to see.” And that change brings me both hope and
joy!

+

Ratty Relly

Voices in the Wilderness
Baghdad, iraq
Chicago, lllinois

The Shock and Awe bombing of Baghdad had been going
on for at least ten days. At the Al Fanar hotel, an eight-story,
family-owned hotel across from the Tigns River, the Muslirm
owner had invited his own extended family to take rooms in the
botel and also the extended family
of the Christians who lived across
the street from him ip his own neigh-
borhood. These famuilies, several
hote) workers and their families,
plus about two dozen Iraq Peace
Team members had formed an uo-
usual community while the Shock
and Awe artacks raged. Toward
nightfall, or during extended day-
time bombing raids, elderly people,
mothers, and small chjldren would
descend a short sct of stairs and
take shelter in the basement. The
only shelter the basement pro-
vided, realistically, was a slight
muflling of tite eac-splitting blasts or sickening thuds as bombs
smashed ivto buildings and streets, sometimes very close 1o
our hotel.

Oneaftemnoon, I bappened 1o go 1o the bomb shelier unex-
pectedly, looking for one of our peace tean1 members. As my
eyes adjvsied 10 the dark room. I spotted an endearing scene,
Two husky Arab men, perbaps in their thirties, lay side by side
on cots with their heads in the Japs of their mothers, who sat
cross-legged, stroking the curly heads of their beloved sons.
The sons saw roe staring, a bit embarrassed at first, angd burst
out laughing. The mothers began to laugh, as did I, and soon
we were all near tears.

Ina city where security was so elusive for adults, how
wonderful to be big children again, lying i their mama'’s laps.
In a setung where the world’s largest arsenal could literally
puree your very own son with bombs that caused gut-wrench-

ing explosions morning, noon, and might, how wonderful o
juxuriate in the safety of one’s beloved son lying in one’s lap.

Iz the first floor tea room, e rearranged the furniwre so
that people could cluster around small wables, over candlelight,
and chat with one another face to face.
An intimacy developed as we grew to
krow one another and, on the part of the
westerners, sort ouf who belonged to
which family.

When the bombing ended, we were re-
lieved that all of us in the little hotel had
survived. Yei allawailed, anxiously, news
about relatives and friends of the Traqi
families with whomwe'd been bving,

Predictably, when we were no longer
cooped inside the hotel, our routines
changed and we spent much less time talk-
ing by candlelight over tea. Tavo days
afier tbe Occupation began, the botel
owner was able to hook up a satellite dish
ontherooftop. Swiflly, the 1ables were urned so that most of
the people in the lobby could watch a tefevision sceeen. Iraqi
fniends beamed with pride and happiness. “This equipment, it
is, for us, freedom,” said Fadi, the son of the Christan neigh-
bor. “We have waited a tong time, believe me.”

But Iraq Peace Team members quietly groaned as the tele-
vision occupied the tea room and conversations dwindled.

What continues to provide happiness angd hope in a war-
wearyworld? Icherish the images, so real, uopredictable, and
incalculably nournishing, that occusted in an unexpected be-
loved community. Is it possible, I wonder, to hold in one’s heart
the Pieta and my bascmept bomb shelter seene, and year for
hope?

The wanderment suffices.

+



Mary's House Catholic Worker
Birmingham, Alabama

It’s hard to know exactly when joy will break into my life.
There are many things [ enjoy, but joy itself comes unexpect-
edly, welling up from some hidden spring—sometimes when the
task is drab, the moment dull. When does joy come?

Joy is likely tocome in the early morning, when I sitout on
the from porch in the cool of the day and read the Psalms of.
morning prayer. So mapy of the Psalms are songs of joy that
they often evoke what they name. I love to sit and notice how
much the leaves have greened since the day before, or wbat
tree is now in bloom, or 10 watch the birds go about their early
moming business. In that calm quiet ime it’s easy to give thanks
for all that is before me. 1 marvel, too, at how nature builds
around and amid humnan wreckage, 5o that the old rees in the
abandoned lot across the strect become nestng sites, and the
vacaot lot next door, always overgrown, provides a havea and
a foraging place far flocks of birds.

Joy comes often on Sunday moming. Jim and Tusually go
to carly Mass, and as sleepy people siraggle in, our pastor
often reminds us that we gather together as one Holy Family
(our parish) and tells us 10 welcorne each other home. When
our little group of nwenty or so regulars takes 10 the aisles to
greet and hug each other, we really are a family. That s joy.

Joy wells up when ] ron into a former guest and we recog-
nize and greet each other with love. Sometimes they’re doing
well, and that makes me happy; sometimes they’re not, and that
makes me sad-but joy comes from the relanonship, the love
connecting us. Joy comes when Kenny, \wwho is two and a half;
comes back to visit and runs up to the door with his artas wide
to be picked tp and held.

Some days are days of drudgery, lots of cleaning and javn-
dry, gnbby and mucky. They aren’t very inspiring days, but
sorpetimes they are lit by a flash of joy as I wonder forwhom ’'m
preparing: What holy family will be using these rooms in the
nextdays and weeks? Afier 11 years there’s still anticipation
to see who’s coming next, and what experiences, hopes, and
dreams they’l]l bring.

Some days are days of sorrow, days when someone dies,
days when the war or neighborhood violence or sickness or
drug use seern extra close. and my quiet tyues are filled with
mowring. Evenin those imes [ can have an awareness af joy

in the background: ata life well-lived, at soraeone’s anger at
injustice, ata hand reaching out to help.

Happiness is predicteble. My friends aod farily bring
happiness—-a visit, g call, a note, word of 2 new baby or a new
idea, a cup of coffee, a long phone call. A good book, a new
author, something new Jearned well—these things make me
happy. Butjoy~that's something more mysterious. Somme days
standing on the vigil line with a sign is1edious and dull. Other
days, in the midst of the tedium or over someone s hostility,
there is a flash of light and hope: joy! Why some days and not
others? Why with some early raornings, and not others?

If I knew the answer, of course, joy would also be predict-
able. [ think jt has something to do with congrueace: Joy is
bom when, even for a moment, what I’m doing and thinking
and being fulfilis my beliefs aad my calling, and [’m a whole
person, 2s [’m meant to be. [t doesn’t Jast long because |
always fall away from that congruence. But it happens: It
happens often enough that life here at Mary’s House is litup
and made possible. Joy comes in the moming, but also the
aflemoon, evening, and night, as gifi and reasure, not eamed

but rised.
surp +

Andrew Wunmer



Gotin Roarick

Catholic Worker Farm
Sheep Ranch, California

I often walk my soft pvgmy goats, Holly and Rhonda,
and that makes me really happy. A farm cat will follow
the goats and me, and the pig will run around his pep,
wanting to join the parade. The nrkeys wil] gobble and
laugh at us. And white the whote dam scene is like a
Disney movie, all of the animal camacaderie brings me
joy.

My goats and I go up and down the dirt road and the grass
path; we have pretty much covered this Catholic Worker Farm’s
eighty acres. Itis a lot of fimn 10 have two small goats folow me.
I fee) irnporiani when Tam with them, like an older brother with
younger siblings.

Holly and Rhonda relish in walking acound outside their
pasture and almost ahways stay nearme. However, if they clioab
up on the front deck of the volunteers’ house, they won’t come
down when [ walk away. ] usually have to pick up Holly froma
picnic table and walk down tbe trail with her in my arms. Rhonda
witt follow us, for goats are herd animats. :

Holly doesn’t mund if T carry her like a housecat. In fact, for
awhile she was a house-goat. Holly’s twin sister was still bom
so Holly’s morm thought she was too and her former owner
brought the tiny pygmy inside. Holly spent her first four weeks
with Chibuabua puppies. I continued to bortle feed her after X
adopted ber. She siayed in a2 doggy bed at my place for about a
month.

Holly cries and cries if nobody 1s with her and she loves to
pee oo couches. When my small friend was two months old she
was banned from the refreat house, where [ spend a lot of time.
Soladopted Rhonda 10 befriend her. The two became room-
mates in a small pasture near my horne.

1 take themout of their pasture a lot. Here and (here we go,

They are the size of dogs. Holly is abaut the size of a
beagle and Rhonda is about the size of'a collie. Rhonda does
not want people to pet her. However, she likes the company of
hwnaovs. Holly enjoys a belly scratch or a bead rub and she
sometimes escapes her pen to find an avajlable masseuse. If
Holly does climb under a Joose pan of the wire fence, Rhonda
will screarn. They Like to be close to each ather.

We have a pig here too, and he likes to be visited by people.
Floyd the pig oinks and runs around his yard when someone

approaches him. He is joyful. My fiancée, Sara, and 1
laugh that when a mountain lion ¢limbs the pigpen fence
to eat the pig, the pig will greet it with a smile on his
snout and a wag of his tail. A mountain lion was near the
pig’s place about a month ago. It was walking in the
meadow, by the seasnna) pond and singing tree frogs,
when Sara noticed it. So many deer, like thirty or so, are
in our meadow each evening it does not surprise me the
big cat was near.

The deer are around here in the colder months, and about
the time they head back up in the mountains, the dragonflies~
blue ones, and red oges, and black striped ones—arrive. Those
colorful creatures zip over the pond all surnmer. It is so fantastic
and surreal o see them.

All of the creatures here, I haven’t even mentioned the
chickens orrattlesnakes, create a pleasant fecling in me, and
with that feeling I am joyful and with my joy [ am hopeful. T
don’t know exactly why they make me feel so good.

J.am going back 10 school soon and Twill deave the farm 1o
do so. T am lucky, though. | got a job at a pemng zoo.



Swe Franktel-Strect

Little Flower
Catholic Worker Farm
Trevilians, Virginia

This moming, aflera somewhat intense communal discus-
sionon raoney. [ sat down on my 12-year-old son’s bed. My
scven-year-old daughter, just awakened, came and saton my

“How'd that discussion go, Mom?" asked my son. As I sat
holding Gaby, talking to Isaac, and listening to his stories, I felt
a surprising sense of joy. It came from our de¢p connection
manifested in a few moments of honest, loving communicatgon

That moment will get me through the day—and not just
that; the sense of communion I felt in those moments helps me
10 seek out communion with others in my community. For I
know that for me, hope and joy come from right relationship
and communijon with others—other people, aniraals, and the
earth.

Our life is stressful—sometimes becavse of circumsiances
(broken phunbing, lack of cash, cold weather), soruetimes, most

of the time, because of our hu-
manness (our baggage, our
fears, our wuet needs). So any-
ime [ experjence a moment of
simple communion-—standing in
the chicken yard, being heard in
a meeting, holding a ¢hild--I am
filled with hope and joy.

As for practices ... [ am
not very good at practices; that's
my parmer Bill’s domain. Hanging
laundry, daily meditation, even
cooking meals three times a day~
these practices, which I know give
Bill joy, are stifling to me. On the
otherband, I am always grateful for
an unexpectedly abundant
duropster haul that leads to a spon-
tapeous comumnunal fest, a last-
minute tip 1o the ocean, a stolen
hour 10 lie in e sun, a play created
i the afternoon ... these creative,
uoplanped actions always make me
happy.

And anytime we gather
with a graup, targe or small, to pub-
licly proclaim our Yes! to justice, our No! to violence--
these acts of resistance sustain me. For there is a joy and
sense of hope in being part of a larger community of vi-
sionaries, people with a vision of a just, loving, and cre-
ative society, people who are willing to work and sacri-
fice to get there.

Then, 100, drinking a good cup of coffee, makiog love,
playing guitar, making a puppet, reading with kids, weeding the
garden, even going to meetings sometimes give me hope, when
we really hear each other and create, together, a better plan
than any of us could have come up with on our own.

Creating loving relationships, acting together on a shared
vision, and maintaining an atttude of graticude: 1 suppose these
are the “practices” that bring me hope and joy in my daily lifeas
amember of my family, comraunity, and world. 4

Andeew Wimmer



Pedal People
Northampton, Massachusetts

I’ve had the good circumnstance to be ablc to create a live-
lihood that brings me hope and joy. I live in a town
(Northamptor, MA) where the city does not pick up trash ordo
recycling, so shortly after [ moved here a couple of years ago,
my pariner Alex Jarrettand I started a trash/recycling and gen-
eral hauling business usjng bicycles and trailers. So every day
[ do something related to Pedal People, whether it’s actually
riding around town hauling tiings, or 1alking with people infer-
ested in whai we're doing, or doing something 10 get the word
ovut about the power of bikes. 1 am able 1o do something every
day that 1feel conimbutes to making my community a litle more
peaccful, and this is enriched with personal interactions 1 have
with peaple I meet onthe street who generally share my excite-
ment about 1is rare-in-the-US use of human power.

Preity much al] things bike-related bring me hope and joy:
1 think of the H.G. Wells quotation, “When T see an adulton a
bicyele, 1 do not despaiy for the future of the human race.”

Every Saturday, in the basement of a friend who opened her
house to us, a Pedal People pacmer and [ have The Bike Lab
(*where vou don’t have to be a scientist to be mad””). People
come and e have tools and help them fix theirbikes. Helping
people learn a skill they can use for nonviolent transpartation
is rewarding to me.

One more entical practice for ry hope and joy s PLAY-~
ING!1) 1especially love 1o play Uhimate Frisbee and basketball.
Anything where I can chase fiiends and nun and leap and throw
things and catch things and laugh all the while. When I make
eye contact with someone I’m playing with, and smie mischie-
vously, fake, make dramatic sounds, all that, it’s a way of show-
ng love, and combined with the physical high, in that moment
I geta pleasure rivaled by little else in this world, and when ]
feel that joy 10 be alive, despite the sorrows of the world, that
sheer pleasure, at least once a week;, 1s enough to live for!

+




boudy Sawsen

Loaves & Fishes Catholic Worker,
Duluth, Minnesota

Recently, I read an article in the March/April Orion maga-
zine entitled “Fishing Lessons,” by Cynthia Myron. In the
article, Ms. MyTon reminisces about going fisbing with ber
father, his fijend, “The Old Man,” and his daughter Kathi. These
fishing expeditions were times of fun, friendship, and bonding.
Years Jater, ip talking with her father, Ms. Myroo leams of the
tragedies—death and broken relationships—that had fallen oo
“The Old Man's” family. The article concluded with the ““Jes-
son”: “There are no perfect worlds, only perfect moments ..
Moments that could reveal the majesty angd mercy of God if 1
paid real good attendon.”

True, we do not live in a perfect world. Wars are being
fought all around the globe with millions of innocent vicbms;
narural disasters, like the recent tsunami, result in death and
devastation for thousands of people; children are starving from
drought and other conditions of poverty; dysfunctional fami-
lies lead to abuse, broken bodies and spirits; people are suffer-
ing frorm addictions and nesses of all kinds. The listcould go
on and on. Butifwe focus oaiy on the brokenness and suffer-
ing, how do we continue to choose life?

Perhaps the fishing lesson really poinis to a profound truth:
“There are ouly perfectmoments.” As I waswalking this morn-
ing and reflecting on that statement, [
began 10 enumerate sorne of the *‘per-
fect ooments”’ nmy days: ames of deep
and loving connecuon with a friend; a
sky so blue it takes my breath away; a
baby"s smile; the sum rising out of Lake
Superiocamid flaming dawn colors; an
insight mto a perplexing problem; com-
ing upon an act of kindness; being ab-
sorbed in a piece of music; a book that
transports me into anothec world;
prayer thatlifts me 10 a new understand-
ing of the Sacred; looking out ob a
snow-laden tree in the yard; a canoe
trip down a gentle, clear river. The list
could go onand on. ] treasure and
becomie aware of these moments as
gifts, as surprises, as breaking into my
consciousness and holding me in a
moment of joy and contentmept. Tam
able to say, “Itis good to be here, just
here, for now.” Thich Nhat Hanh talks
about mindfulness—being iv the mo-
ruent, aware of the “now.”” For me, prac-
tcing this mindfulgess and awareness
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can open up my spirit to the “‘perfect moments”—the tmes of
ovenvhelming goodness and joy.

Beyond these very persooal and intimate momeats, I find
hope in reading about or hearing stones of other peoples’ faith-
fulness and perseverance through struggles and hardships. A
recent article in the paper told of a worman who faced with a man
intent on probably raping and even killing her, talked him out of
his crime. Through her gentle kindness and her eatrnent of
the man as a vaJuable human being, she was able to reach the
goodness within him and prevent him from harning both her
and himself. The movie Hotel Rwanda tells a violent and brutal
story of the genocide in that A frican couuntry, but also porrays
the courage and goodness of one man who sacrificed himself
to save many of his country’s people.

In an arficle in the January/February Fellowship magazine,
anumber ofactuvists, in light of the election results, wrote
short responses 10 the question, “Where do we go trom here?”’
They spoke of 1he need to keep acting in faith, 10 continue
searching for wruth, to care, to hope, to show compassion. One
writer, Angela Boatright, an Episcopal priest in New York, talked
of “subversive joy —choosing on the side of faith, goodness,
and love. She points to the small acts of love she finds all
around her and how they confirm her in the strength and power
of goodness. Like Ms. Boatright, [too observe love and caring
among people: guests in our house who are willing (o share
expenences that ruay be helpful to another person; friends who
conuibute meals, clothing, blankets, time, money, ¢t¢. to our
houses; librariaps, clerks, bus drivers who often show much
palience in trying to help a person with a disability or someone
who needs exira assistance. 1 am involved on a corunittee to

solve homelessness in our city. Isec dedicated people on the
comumittee trying to formulate plans and work out solugons to
provide housing for everyone. All of this caring ¢cap indeed
lead 1o “subversive joy.” My bousemates in the Catholic Worker
community where 1 live also inspire me as we pray, discuss,
search, support, and care about each other in our daily lives
and io the resistance work that we carry out. Although 1 have
not been arrested for civil disobedience, I have participated in
many vigils, prolests, and marches. We realize that we may be
only planting a seed as we stand on a corer with a peace sign,
yet joining with others in voicing our cornrmitmaent, and receiv-
ing affirrnatons from passers-by bring hope that one day peace
will spread and prevail in the world.

Most of my days begin early with a one-and-one-halfto
two-hour walk along Lake Superior—a time for reflecting, sing-
ing, clarifying, thanking, and greeting other walkers and the
sun. Living by the lake isan incredible, mind-expanding bless-
ing. Spending time by the water beckons me to awe, calmuess,
wonder, and sommetines excitement on stormy days~truly spiri-
tual experences. Following my walk, I try to spend 20-30 min-
utes in prayer, reflection, ang spiritual reading at home. This
time was originally designated for community prayer. but my
housemates are usually still in bed at 7:30 a.mm., so this has
become my own prayer time.

In conclusion, 1 think thar, for me, joy and hope come from
both the outside and the inside, from my practices of walking,
praying, reading, observing, and from my inner awareness, mmd-
fulness, and spirit. Joy and hope are all around us. Sometiynes
we just need a nudge 1o help us open our eyes and hearts to the
beauty and goodness of life.

+

your hope today?"

improper]y inhuman.

Daniel Berrigan, excerpt from Ten Cornmandments for The Long Haul

[People] also ask frequently: "Where does your hope come from, how do you keep
going?" Which seems to me a serious question, but composed out of insufficient
evidence, a gquestion having about it a certain immodest aura, which I'm being in-
vited to stand under. (Should one stand under a light he did not kindle?) | like [my
brother] Philip's typically laconic answer: "Your hope is where your ass is.”

As in the case, [ judge, of those whao sit in. Or, in another version: "Your hope is
where your feet are” (as in the case of those who march). But hardly ever, in my
experience, is one's hope where his head is. Passing strange, to think of it, that
those whose heads are presumably screwed on straight, should ask me, "Where is

Passing strange, and strangely true. Hope dwells in the posterior, or in the hands
and feet. But hardly ever in that noblest of human members, whose functions, we
are told, are to speculate and ponder and envision and calculate and predict and do
all those things named by us, properly human. But in fact, so tragically and often:
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]t is mass action PcoP]c_ think of these dags. Tlncg lose sight

of the sacrament of the Prescnt moment, of the little way...

Dorothg Day

dumpstering
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cooking
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taura and jerry '
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recreating

shametra, melissa, shannon, amaura

IN ST. LOVIS

...some tl-noughts and images on Practiccs o{:joy and
hopc from Dorotlng, Fctcr, and the St |ouis
Catholic Worker C ommu nity.
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strumming

celebrating

becky, shannon, ¢eka

To give and not to take,

That is what makes us human.

| o serve and rot rule,

T}'nat is what makes us human.

To hdp and not to crush,
That is what makes us human.

T o nourish and not devour,

Thatis what makes us human.

And if need be,

T o die and not to live,

Thatis what makes us human.

Fctcr Maurin




ictiael Latoct

Loaves & Fishes Catholic Worker
Duluth, Minnesota

I’m starding in the snow ia front of the house, yelling atno
ane in particular and casting my mittens down onto the side-
walk. Jt has not been a good day. Maybe a pipe blew up, or
maybe a guest came back drunk and [ kicked him out. Whatever
the cause, [ am far from joyful, and i desperste nced af an
atbnide adjustment

Joy is the fuel of the Catholic Worker Movernent Tryang to
grit your way through the works of mercy out of any other
motivaton, be it a sense of dury or apything else, is a sure way
1o annoy your co-\Workers and your guests. Nobody likes to be
around a grum servant.

So vou have 1o do the work--and if you're gong to snck at
it for long, you have 10 enjoy it, 100. Now that’s a tall order,
Taking a hint from Dorothy Day’s gravestone inscription (“Deo
Granas™), I suspect that the key 1o achieving his joy is thank-
fulness, and in parucular thankfulness to God.

Being thankfuil is, of course, no small feat either. It's always
astrggle 10 give thanks (o God 1n this world. When things are
bad—when illness, destition, and violence both interpersonal
and national break out all around—there seems little to give
thanks for. And when things are good there’s the ¢ver-present
temptation to leave God out of the loop entirely and see suc-
cess as purely the result of our own efforts. It’s this duality in
the modern world that the French Personalist Emmanuel Mounier
was referring to when he commented that whether the bour-
geois world has frowned or smiled on a person, it has made it
difficult for her to contemnplate the truth and beauty of God.

Geung out of this duality requires the practice of a prac-
fice. In tny experience the foundation of this practice is sacra-
meatal, big “S” and lictle “’s” alike. There’s the central Catholic
Sacrament of the Eucharist, which includes giving thanks to
God for our creation and our redemption. There’s the sacrament
of waking up in darkness or in light and realizing that you are
alive. There’s the sacrarment of giving and receiving from each
other and from the Earth in which we realize that we are all
connected in the mystical body of Christ and io the unity of
creation. All of these, and many others, ace potential occasions
of grace 1n which we can gjve thanks foc the unconditional love
of God.

[n addiuon, I've found that a practice of voluntary poverty
butiresses the sacraments, it by no other means than by adding
some degree of ratenal unprediclability to my life. When 1Jack,
J give thanks for what L have, and when ] receive, I am prone to
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some very real thanksgiving. What natural serendipity and su-
pernatural thankfulness to find coffee beans in the dumpster,
new pants in the clothes closet, and only slightly out-of-date
chocolate bars at another Catholic Worker house (shout out to
everyone at St Francis in Chicago).

1t goes without saying that this is all far from foolproof.
God knows I may well be casting down my miftens io Duluth
nextwinter—but God willing I’1l be able 1o pick them up and give
thanks for having them in spite of whatever difficulty 1 face. <

Ode to thanks
--Pablo Neruda

Thanks to the word
That says thanks!
Thanks to thanks,
Word

that mells

iron and snowl

The world is a threatening place

Until

thanks

Makes the rounds

From one pair of lips to another,

Soft as a bright

Feather

And swee! as a petal of sugar,

Filling the mouth with its sound

Or else a mumbled

Whisper.

Life becomes human again:

It's no longer an open window:

A bit of brightness

Strikes into the forest,

And we can sing again beneath the [eaves.
Thanks, you're the medicine we itake

To save us from

The bite of scom.

Your Jight brightens the altar of harshess.




Saint Jude Catholic Worker
Champaign, Illinois

As spring comes to bloom, I cannot help but meditate on
whatthe medieval sainy, Hildegard of Bingen, called viriditas.
This term loosely mranslates as green power or greening, mean-
ing God’s creative energy active in all of life. This sublime act
of creation is adminedly easier to discem on beautifvl spring
days when everything is flowering, but it is there always, even
when it (s s0 dim as to seem absent. [write this fully conscious
of the vast misery and destruction (hat exists in the world.
Living within a Catholic Worker House | have seen the exploita-
tion of the poor and their exploitation of each other. Still, [
remam fimdamenlally joyful and hopefud.

My own spirifual journey has been a growth into paradox:
aprofound experience of the absolute fullness and depth of life
with an equal sense of its vastempiiness. These, inmy experi-
ence, don’t exist dialectically but bofh at the same time.

Withdrawing to the margins of society and living as a
Catholic Workerhave acutely brought these two expetiences
into one, strange whole. Creation, unity. stillness, and bar-
mony coexist with chaos, commouon, resistance, and pain. The
process of reconciling fully these seeming opposites is the
path to profound joy and hope. Thatjourney is borme outofa
distinctve practice. This practice must not be understood as a
“technique” used to manrpulate the joyful presence of the tran-
scendent. Rather, the practice is merely a positioning in such a
way so as to be increasingly open to the reception of gift. That
practice, forme, bas found fruiton within the setting ofa house
ofbiospitality for the poor and homeless.

At the fount of the practice of the Catholic Worker is what
has traditionally been dubbed *“valuntary poverty,” though I
prefer the term “sirople living,” which more accurately reflects
my own existential situation. Within our eapitalist society af~
fluence and security have becormie victually the sine grea non of
being human. This, in my view, is utterly pernicious—spiritu-~
ally, ethically and environmentally. Our society bas become
astute at having and has almost totally forgotten the vitaf um-
portance of being. We've become 100 busy to know joy. Simple
living is resistance to that tide and has belped wme regain a
sense of dignity. If we pause to consider how much time we
spend working—in most cases, renfing owsselves out to an etn-
ployer until weekends and taking the two-week annual vaca-
tion~-I think we would soon see that we are [iving irrationally.
Simply asking myself, ‘Do I really need this?” is an important
step. The gradual shift away from the religion of consumerism
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has allowed me space to thunk, read, and pray—ia short, to be.

Upon arrival in the Catholic Worker a few years ago the
commuunity made the conscious decision to cancel our sub-
scription to cable TV. We realized that we were vulnerable (o
the insidious infleence of that machine and decided that, no
matter how appealing, we knew that we could easily be pacified
wato living through the images of TV instead of living directly.
The sheer deluge of images that it provides—technological,
sexual, militaristic, etc.—has created a false perception, forreal
percepton consists in seeing the hidden fecundity permeating
everythmg. Moreover, the virual ormbpipresence of images has
created a topical, even one~-dimensional culture.

Liviog i a house where a soup kitchen feeds the hungry
every day, and in which several womep and children live, makes
itimperative to create a personal space—one of silence and
solitude. Balancing the communal work of the house with soli-
tary withdrawal has given me a clearer perception, ope that on
good days brings me closer to invisible unity that lies behind
everything,

The expernience of commumity within 1he Catholic Worker
House has perhaps been the most moving aspect of my own
pilgrirnage. In an increasingly atomized sociery, the wtentional-
ity of living and working with others becomes deeply radical
and opens new possibilites for that type of profound relation-
ship forwhich we all yearo: communion. Certainly this revela-
tion is not always palpable. But if we shut off each other ffom
that possibility, we are cormmittiog something akin to spiritual
suicide. Comumumal living is the clearest expression of our fum-
damental intercoanectedness. In living with others from a dif-
ferept background—race, class, gender, erc.~I have becn ex-
posed to wholly different worlds of experience. Crossing barri-
ers that have long divided people, as Jesus quite clearly did
during his subversive ministry, has been a joyful learning pro-
cess while, at tmes, sressful and painful. We taust, however,
be willing to take risks in order to move closer to a sacramental
solidanty with the least of these.

The context of the Catholic Worker has become for me the
most pointed way to live out all of the paradoxes and mysteries
of life: fullness, emptiness, percepbon, blindpess, copviviality,
silence, creation, chaos, exile, homecoming: It’s all there in the
inexplicable mystery oflife. Andifweengage itdeeply enough
we can accept the invitaton: “Come dervishes: this is the water
of life. Dance init.” [Thomas Merion] +



Hane Samonac

Maryhouse Catholic Worker
New York, New York

Aswe watch the burgeoning growth industry of small
mindedness, particularly as it’s been promoted since Septem-
ber 11,2001, the spirit sags and the utterly wasteful sense of
despair rears its ugly head. The reader, the viewer, just has to
imbibe the news of the day to know that a certain part of the
ruling segment of this country has been able to convince a
Jarger number of Amencans that fear rules aud new feacs need
to be created--just to keep us on our toes. There are several
methods that aid this process, including subtle and not so subtle
curbs on dissent, casting a wider net over non-citizen resi-
dents, or foreign nationals deemed suspect--all done in the
name of National Security. One cites the case of a writer from
Nicaragua, now somewhere in her fonties, who was denied a
visa to guest lecture at a leadiag university. [t seems she was
with the Revolution as a Sandinista when she as in her twen-
tes. One has to wonder if in the intervening years she spoke
unfavorably about the U.S. government, or if she might have
said something supportve about someone
we don’t like~you know: the enemy of ry
epemy ismy friend, but watch out if you're
a friend of someone on our enemies” list!
Unarguably, the fear factor is lucrative busi-
ness, making security firmns, along with the
usual suspect, defense corporanons, big-
ger bucks thon ever. Fear has been given
performance-enhancing drugs, and the
king-pins are laughing all the way 1o the
bank.

The quesuon is posed: Whatpractice
can counter this new order of false secu-
tity, and the notion that terror lurks behind
every door, embedded with each nook and
cranny? How cap one find hope and joy in
this “fear of the week™ ambience, full of
peaing 200 bacteriae, identity theft, and
electronic spying? That credit card you just
slipped through the machine at checkout
tells Someone, Somewhere Else all about
your buying habits, and, if you believe in
God, sooner than you can \vatch your
canned goods lumber down the conveyor
beltand into your awailing grocery bags.

“Resistance”’--any nonviolent act,
small or large, the practice of rying 1o steer
clear of those thoughts, \words aod deeds
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that would paralyze us—this is what gives me hope in these
times of immeasurable anxiety. For those of us in the rather
large, often diaphanous tent known as the anti-war movement,
works of resistance encourage us. But what are these acts? Are
they only ones which draw the public observer, such as block-
ing the doors of the evil corporation, or the “business as usual”
recruiting center? 1 would say no, although some would ques-
tion the relevance of anything less than those of the grander
scale variety. This is where the thoughts of Dorothy Day or the
Liwle Way of the Little Flower kick in. Itis the frequently te-
dious work of *house justice and peace,”’ living and working
armong those closest 1o our muck-abowt daily lives, which both
wears me out, but spurs me on, paradoxically enough. Ina
Catholic Worker house of haspitality, we are among those who
don thold many things in common, from our faith to our poli-
tics, not to m¢ntion our varied tastes in music, or personal
abhorrences, from bare midrifTs, 1o purple hair and black nail
polish.

Of course, this is neither the first,
noris it the most brilliant treatise oo the
Jjoysofthe BIG IMPRESSIVEACT ver-
sus the small and seeouingly insignifi-
cant encouriters that attempt to hold the
world together—these acts of the 36
Just Ones, in Talmudic literature, bind-
ng the wounds of the world, keeping it
from the potential 1o be desiroyed
through bumanicy's sins. To be part of
this sort of resistance is akin to those
“random acts of kindness,” of vears
gone by, except in today s 2005 resis-
tance, the state will vieww some acts as
anything but kind, and, at times, even
dangerous.

On second glaace, this new order
of false security isn'tnovel at all, al-
though its packaging might be, forwe
hear the words from biblical texts, over
and over again: “Do not be afraid.”
“Why are you afraid?”* Fearno.” Be-
ing spooked is an old saw dressed up
in hi-tech hante conture.

Withjn the ambit of this post 9/1 1
practice of resistiance, the most attrac-
tive direct action to my eyes is that of

Andrew Wimmer




welcoming the stranger. This work of mercy, so essential to our
life in the Catholic Worker, so demanding in its discipline of
1aking risks, runs counter fo the cant of “always watch your
back.”

Here in New York, where the bumnt flesh and pulverzed
bones of almost 3,000 people, along with the collapse of the
World Trade Center, is noted in the media every single day up
to the present, there are public service announcegaents on bus
and subway thatread: “If you see something, say something.”
I’s easy enough to understand why this sentment is still dis-
played, given the scale of destruction that was dooe here. Added
10 this, it's ludicrous 1o think anymore that another event like &/

[ 1 could never happen again. But public service messages ask-
ing people to constantly be alert runs the risk of rendering each
ofus stolid, or making everyone dis-eased in public venues,
encouraging unrelenting anxiety toward anyong fittiing a ste-
reotypical description of what a person beni on barin Jooks or
acts like. Beyond the obvious commonsense understanding of
what constitutes threatening behaviors (yes, if 1 “see some-
thing” like a weapon, [ pray to “'say something” in hopes of
disarming the potential wrongdoer), we have to resist manufac-
nuriog suspicions that can spill over jnto our houses as well.
The welcome of a stranger acts to equalize the relatonship
benveen ourselves and this person who does not know us as
we do not know himv/her. The wound of being unknown must be
miBgated by the welcome that turns a stranger into a potental
friend or ally, becoming one who now belongs, and has some
identty-no matter the duraon ofhis/her encounter among us.
Buta priori toreject the sranger, citing our inability “these
days” 1o distingnish peculiarities from perversions in that un-
known person is to succunb to the credo of disoust and cli-
mate of fear foisted upon the stranger, even the one considered
1o be the least threatening.

How much easier to foom our potential bonds of solidanty
with those whon we think e trust, whom we already know: the
neal, the clean, (he well dressed, the oue with all those lavely
white teeth, etc. After all, many of us in our highly commercial-
ized world have been taught that affect is everything, and this,
longbefore 9/11, Orwho more descrving of a warm welcome
than the person who's been tipped by someone we already
know as intellectually atractive, someone who thinks like we
do. Then, there's our family (except for those we are on the outs
with). In Scripture we listen to the instruction of Jesus, against
the amtude ofwelcoming only those who come from our own
blood line, or village, tribe, and nadon: the “Us versus Them™
syndrome. Ye1 we have to face it: eating with those who spirimu-
ally nourish me, while at the same ime abjuring all others who
seemuingly don’t enhance the small world wherein I dwell, is
quite ternpting. Granted, the stranger among us might not be a
potential terrorist, but she makes demands of my time, stretches
my level of comfort.

Let’s go back to the sacred texts, where we are exhorted to
make friends as well among the poor, the ultimate stranger aropg
us in so many ways, no matier their place of origin. Despite ber
dajly trek 10 our doors for basic sustepance, we may never be
pavy o the life of the poor person whase often unbearable
griefacts to disguise and protect her from our sometimes less
than noble reasoas for getting acquainted.

Probably the most difficult task in a movement like ours is
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tbe welcome 1o that stranger who is not down on her luck, who
is well beyond the pale of the downtrodder. Although solidar-
ity with the poor is a benchmark within our ranks. we have great
potential for imitanpg Christ with our greeting to those display-
ing wealth and well-being. Yet here is where our judgmental
atticudes come to the fore. “Why can’t ‘they’ be more Like us?”
we mubter under our breath. Does this sound silly? I've done it
myself, and [’ ve seen it done. O arrogance can be our undo-
ing in such situatiops, but I firmly believe that if we especially
welcome the poor, the disenfranchised, those whom society
deems as wiproductive and less than scintillating, then that
genuine welcome will be extended to all. ¥ may evenleadto a
deeper campretiension of each person’s digaity: that being-in-
the-world is not confined to one social class, a particular gen-
der or specific frontier. The joy of welcommg others while mind-
ful of this, might lead to our own conversions, to become more
like the poor, who don’t choose, as we do, to rely on the good-
ness of others and the providence of God. But if the stranger
remains just thal~a stranger without owr intervention to aid \n
the grace of establishing parity~we will be stuck in & place of
false security and profit-making insularity.

We remember the description that Thomas Merton offers
on leaving Gethsemane for a few hours, tbe famons “Fourth
and Walput” narrative: “In Louisville, at the comer of Fourth
and Walnut, in the centre of the shopping district, I was sud-
denly overwhelmed with the realizanon that I loved all those
people, that they were mine zod I theirs, that we could not be
alien to one another even though we were total strangers.”

‘We can be snide about that passage, so maay years after
his death, and yet the reader is invited 10 share in this eptphany.
Like Thomas Meron, we have the potenual to love those whom
we do not yet know, but who we are already spirinnally dis-
posed 10 receive into our lives.

And so we want to go forward in our resistance, refusing
10 be lulled into a state of fear aad revulsion toward those wha
are deemed the stranger, considered least in the world’s schema.
Our hope is to grow and inspire mutual aid, the praxis of anar-
chist theory, ever mindful of our first responsibility to the
stranger whom we are warned against the Muslim, the undocu-
mented, the frail of body and mind, the poor on our sireets and
at our doors, longing to be strangers no more. But recent mes
legislate against such nascent respect; the ones who often
craft the policies which keep so many in this position ofbeing
unkoown, say they do it as Christ-followers, who believe in
charity and “faith-based" initiatives, yes, but ones well pro-
tecled by an even stronger defense and expanding Yists of would-
be enemies. One recalls the words of French social thinker,
Charles Péguy. Fierce in his loyalties, he spoke a language that
brings us full circle back to our own adherences:

“Twill have none of a Christiaa charity which would mean
the constant capitulation [of the spiritual] before temporal pow-
ers. ] will have none of a Christian charity which would be
constapi capitulation before princes and rich men, before the
powers of money. I will have none ofa Christan charty which
would be a constant abandon of the poor and the oppressed. 1
recognize one Chrsban charity only and it is that which comes
directly from Jesus: it is the spiritual, temporal aud copstant
commurnion with the poar, the weak and the oppressed.” (from
Péguy, Basic Verities) +



Frant (Cordare

Phil Berrigan Catholic Wotrker House
Des Moines, lowa

I remember reading somesvhere that, towards the end of
her life, Dorothy Day f{elt that the health and well-being of the
planet were worse than when she started the Catholic Worker
Mavement in 1933, Dorothy saw that the wars were biggerand
more deadly, the numbers of people living in poverty and in
oppression were far greater, the gap between the rich and the
poor was wider and the over- all health of the life forces of the
planetwere greally diminished. What I cannot remember was
what Dorothy’s response was to this otherwise bleak assess-
ment of the human-planetary condition afier nearly 50 years of
her struggle for justice and her service to the poor.

Afier 30 years of my own investment in the Catholic Worker
Movement, I find myself considering and reconsidering my
own response 1o {hat same bleak assessment.

When | joined the Movement, | was 24 years old. Filled
with the Holy Spirit and the energy and spunk of youth, I was
ready to take on the world with a crusader’s vigor. In those
days, joy and hope came gasily to me. | embraced the voluntary
poverty, comrmunal life and the pacifist, nonviolent resistance
ways of the Catholic Worker with a convert’s zeal. No doubt
about it, God's saving ways were working through me, as was
my very Jarge ego. I was very much filled with myself.

Through the years, life has taken its toll on my youthful
spirit and outrageous ego. Carrying the scars of communal Liv-
ing, falling in and out of love, becoming a priest on the re-
bound, fighting the good fight with both the world and the
Chureh, suffering a life-threatening heart attack and resigning
priestly life afier 18 years, has taken jts toll on ray spint. {now
find myselfliterally in the same place [ was when we first started
the Des Moines Catholic Workerback in 1976.

Our newest Catholic Worker House in Des Moines is the
Phil Bermrigan House. Tt was the original Catholic Worker House
inwhich we staned our community. A couple of vears ago we
bought itback frorn a Mexican family we gave itto 15 years ago.
[am cuwrrently living in the same bedroom that Joe DaViaand [
shared when we first opened our house.

Over the last 30 years a lot of good things have happened
1o and for me. And I have had my share of heartaches and
failuces. I have no doubt that the Catholic Workerpath I em-
braced over 30 years ago is the path God wanted me to travel.
And, mercifully, my outrageaus youthful ego bas greatly di-
minished and is much more manageable.
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Receatly, I have recognized a more cynical and negative
spirit in my every day life, a dark spirnt that did not exist wheo
first embraced the Cathotic Worker Moverment However, none
of my core values or beliefs has changed; at its core, Christian-
ity is a very hopeful and positive faith tradition. Yet, in my
every day life a dark spirit had taken hold. I suspectitreflects a
measure of what we call * Bum Out.”

[ didn’treally know how cynical and negative ] had be-
come undl it was pointad out to me by my fiiend Elaiae, the love
inmy life. Elaine is one of those people in the world whoisa
natural healer and light-bearer, She left organized religions long
ago and has embraced the ruth found in all traditions. She has
a bedrock opdmism about the future of the planet and the hu-
manrace. [t's not a Pollyanna opurmism. Her positive spiritand
outiook is akin to the joy and hope that we Christians claim
from the Cross.

The first thing she did for me was to give me two ¢ats. As
a child I used to threaten to torture cats! She thought they
would be a good vehicle to get me in touch with my own heart.
Inamed them Daniel and Philip. Next, she challenged e to stant
practicing in my daily life, the joy and hope I claimed in my
Chrisvan beliefs. I have taken her challenge to heart

Forus Catholic Workers, the practices of joy and hope are
found in the way we do the works of mercy. We call it Hospilal-
ity. It is a mystical dynamic in which we believe we are the host
to the Christs in our midst. We Christians call ourselves God’s
Kingdom's people, whose realm is claimed, not in the bleak big
picture realities of the human and global situation butin the
mustard seed personal acts of love and forgiveness that take |
place from one person to the next.

These days ] am making a coascious effort to live in the |
uow. And when [ am on duty at Dingman House, I am paying
more attention 1o our guests than to the endless tasks and
worTries that come with operating a bospitality house. In the
process, [ am rediscovering the joys and hopes that corie with
doing the works of mercy.

.f.




Irwas the day Mary Ann McGivern would leave St. Louis
after about 30 years (almost 28 spent at the Catholic Worker).
As [ gotup to say goodbye, I suddenly started to tear up, not
Just in sadness over her leaving, but also because I was sud-
denly touched, thinking of her life all these years at the Little
House. [t was then [ decided that I had to write this public
“thank you" to her,

If people’s dogs tend 10 mirror their people, it is probably
even muer that their gardens do. Mary Ann’s garden was full, 1o
say the leasy; wildly expressive, full of color and with all kinds
ofunexpected finds. It appeared 10 this unimaginative obsetver
that just about anything was allowed to come and visit and
expressitselfin its own manner without too much hindrance.
But Mary Ann seemed to recognize the treasures that she had
and gave them space to grow. And, most importantly, she was
out there tending to them day after day.

Of course, after all of these years at the Catholic Worcker,
there are many stories to tell about Mary Agn, butI’'m ata
disadvanizge becavse she's our bestsioryteller and cenainly
one of our bestwnters. One of my favori(e stories abount Mary
Ann, though, is how she virtually, single-bandedly changed
the opening date of Karen House, accepting a young family a
full week orso before the house was due to open. Now, Mary
Ann will always protest with a certain amownt of mock inno-
cence that St. Ann Manganaro was also involved i this deci-
sion. but since Ann is not here to defend herseSfit bacdly seems
fair to blame her, Wherever the actual truth lay, though, I thiak
itis pretty clear that Mary Ann is willing to throw out a fesw
rules in favor of the person standing there before ber. Butone
would be mistaken not to see a certain amount of deliberation in
her actions and, cenainly, determination.

1f anyone ¢cver doubted Mary Ann’s determination, they
would only need 1o attend a meeting with her or take pote of her
years of work with the Economic Coanversion Project (later, the
Peace Economy Project), or attend one of the million stock-
holders’ meetings at which she spoke. Her intelligence 1s daunt-
ing. Her understanding of economiic issues ob the grand scale
or school board issues on the Jocal level bas always amazed me.

Mary Ann has added colar to our lives and great fun. And

Farewell to MaryAnn

by Teka Childress

she reminds us how one person can change the world and how
she will do it like no one else can. We could never express well
enough our love or gratitude to her, We wish her continued joy
in her work in New York, and hape for great things. But if she
daesn’t like the Big Apple, maybe she will remember there’s
always room hece for a (re)ranspiant from New York, even if
she shows up a week before expected. +

Mary Ann, circa (984

Teka Childress is now a)so the name of Annjie and Jenny's future abode and house of hospiality.
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From Abroad

by Christen Parker &
Rodney Yarnal

We recenty returned from 10weeks in southern Haiti. We
stayed in a small town outside of Les Cayes, the 3™ largest city
i Haiu. Fulfilling his final months of medical school, Rodney
worked at several clinies and a binhing center, Maison de
Naissance (MIN) —an Episcopal mission. Christen helped the
clinics as a make-shifi pharmacist and translator, did surveys
for MN, and taught English classes.

The “Mobile Clinics” we did were a full day of seeing pa-
aents (ages 25 10 45) out of a schoolroom, a church, ora even a
tent. There were no labs or tests, and rarely any follow-up. At
first these ¢linics were exciting. The need was wemendous in
some areas, as you’d guess. Healih care in Hait is a luxury, and
even therelatively wealthy find ita struggle to afford the coun-
sel of a physician and medications. We saw severe malnutri-
tion; unchecked upper respuratory and skin infections in chil-
dren; and tuberculosis, malaria, and high blood pressure in
adults.

Over time our excitement abount these clinics waned, though,
as we realized how impotent our efforts were in the face of
Haiti’s soldfying poverty. The lack of labs made diagnosis a
guessing game—-<cetainly a slap in the face of *‘do no harm.”
Even when fairly secure with a diagnosis, we realized that pa-
tients often misunderstood or disregarded prescriptions. Fi-
nally, on many occasions, paticnts came with pangs of hunger.
How could you tell the hungry to eat more?

Doing the women’s health surveys allowed us fo enter into |
people’s homes and glimpse daily life. Homes were usually
thaiched woaod with sgaw roofs and a packed dirt or cement |
floor. Fancier houses had tin roofs and cinderblock walls. Ev-
ery bouse was sparsely fumished, overcrowded, and immacu- [
lately clean. People would pull chairs out into the front yard for |
us 1o sit on—jntent on providing goed hospitality. '

During those visits we surveyed women’s knowledge of '
pre- and postnatal health, assessing education peeds as well as

Christen Parker and Roduey Yarnal will celebrate their commiunent to each other, withi the comumuntty th atien-
dance and dancing, this May.
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gathering stafisucs about infant and matemnal mortality, Deaths
were reported with stoicism-—it was was just all too commorn.
In addidon. we treated children with a dose of Vitarin A and
an anu-worm treatment. We saw a lotof big bellies and red-
tinted hair—indicators of worms and malontrition. We wera
able to band out prenatal and children’s vitamins, but only a
few weeks supply, and only unti) our own supply ran out.

The elementary schoo} Christen taught at seemed prewy
typical—barren classtooms with no electmicity. Chalkboards
were painted plywood in various states of repair. Students sat
in benches or small desks. No school is free; uniforms and
books must be purchased. By the end about a fourth of the
students had been kicked out for Jack of twition (about $6 a
year). Corporal punishment and recitation illustrate the tragic
lack of educational advancement. Students are expecied (o
leara in Freoch, while the language at home is Haitian Kreyol.
What will be in store for even the brightest smdeots when
lack of opporumity is the norm?

Adult classes were really exciting, Word of moub brought
people who really wanted to learn and provided motivation to
prepare good lessons and stay animated. Most of the stu-
dents would bave loved 10 continue English education in the
city, but again the cosis are prohibitive.

One of the most rewarding experiences was our involve-
roent with a mather and twins we roet at MN. Litle baby Sandy,
one of twins born eight weeks premature, came to her one-
month check-up weighing three pounds, chronically dehy-
drated, and almost lifeless. In the U.S., this paaent would’ve
been admitted 1o the 1.C.U.; in Haiti, the pubfic hospital re~
fused her. We decided (o bring her 1o our home to inteasively
feed and care for her, and her mother agreed. We later discov-
ered that she believed she was giving her child up —a misun-
dersitanding we regretted but that pointed 1o this mother’s
courage and love forher chuld. After two weeks, Sandy had
gained a pound and some, and she renrned kome. By the end
of our stay, Sandy reached 6.6 pounds! A near miracle.

Through these trials we came to know the family well. In
their sall thatched hut live six people, includiag a grand~
mother with dementia. Even with a weekly stipend they
struggled to obtain enough to eat. We asked why this should
happeu while many live in opulence in the U.S. Reappropriat-
ing resources would have a gaod chance of saving lives, or at
leastsharply changing thexo. This is sobering and calls for
restructuring our lives to serve those most in need with all the
tools atour disposal. Haiti asks us to align ourselves with the
poor, to live in and among their suffering, and 1o effect the
kind of change for them that we would wish for ourselves, if
the tables were turned.

Reruming to Karea Hause, we’ve found a deeper appre-
ciation for the philosophy and work of the Worker, a place
where opting for the poor is commonp)ace and not extraordi-

atall
nary +
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Poems by Christen Parker

Precarious -

Machetes in small hands
Bare feet on rocky roads
Bathing in a dirty river
Drinking from a tire well
Life here, like a goat,

Is often tethered

With a coarse rope.

In Haiti

It is safer

for a woman to carry
something on her nead
than in her wompb.

Our still life images

Of poverty and suffering
Now walk around

In our memories

Real, Breathing, Speaking to us

Confessing for us
The crimes of humanity

And then sitting to peel vegetables

And offer us mangoes.




From Karen House

by Becky Hassler

While [ was on house yesterday, 1 started browsing through
some of the back issues of 77ie Rowund Table that we keep in the
cubbies of the Quiet Room. No one would ever know, butin the
room that we use for our “emergency couch’ for someope 10
spend the night when we are otherwise full (and they have
nowhere else to go) are the tucked-away treasures of voices
fror previous years. All the volumes of The Round Table,
daring back to the late 70’s are there, so full of wisdom and
passion, history and compassion, knowledge and love. Voices
from fonmer community and dear fiends of Karen House. Most
have moved on and some have died —ouar dear Ann, Mev, and
Mark. They, this community of saints (though many would
shun this thought as did Dorothy) surround, on any given
rught, perhaps the most desperate and vuloerable gues! in our
house. -

As I'was looking through maay of these treasured pieces,
our newest community reember, Lawra Ragan, whose energy
and enthusiasm has been a lovely addigon here, began looking
through some of them asking questions about many faces of
former community she did not recognize. Itwas delightful to
tell her stories of who

they were and what -
they brought to =

Karen House or (V

abowt some aspect of |\~ .

their personality that

Was $O unique or ern-
deaning or funay. [
showed Tony an ar- ate
ticle written by Pat
Coyina 1994 edigon
on fiaw the Worker
still influences his
life. There were ar-
ticles from Virginia,
Ann, Mary Ann, Sue,
Joe, Zach, Tim,
Mitch, Mary Duich,

q
/)
\-“\J

Mark, Ellen, Mev, Bill, Jim and Katrma. . .and so many maore. It

gave me such a sense of history —a history of such goodpess
and Jove and passion for life—a sense of peace and justice and
personalism.

AsTread ibese articles and marveled at the young faces of
yesteryear (including roy owa!), I'd get “interrupted” by the

doorbell as someone came for sandwiches. I’dinvite themin

the dining room for lefiovers from lunch and, of course, bread
and other donations for them 10 1ake “home’ with themn. There,

on the wall of the dining room, is the quotation from Dorothy
Day on community, the one about. .. haw we know each other |

in the breaking of bread and e are not alone anymore...”

As [ pondered yesterday that though so many of these

amazing folks have moved on from Karen House and how oth-

ers, just as amazing, have come to take their places, { realized

yet again how each and every person thar comes through the

doors of Karen House, (o s1ay for a short while or a very loag |

tume, aftects the lives of our commuritty and those of our guests.
Each has made a difference inwhat is sti)l going on here today.

Chuisten, Laurg, and I were talking about how it would be 50
cool 1o put the names of everyone who stayed in each room on
the third floor on the doors. Depending on when one of us
came 10 the communjty, we call the rooms by different names.
Teka’'s room, for so many, was Elizabeth’s room 10 others; Aan
and Virginia’s room was Dan and Jason’s room; Jim and
Katrina’s room was my room and is now Annjie and Jenny’s
room.
One of my favorite pieces from Dorothy is her postscriptin
The Long Loneliness: \"We werc just sitting there talking when
lines of people began 10 form. . . and it is still going ontoday...”
People still coming for sandwiches, still coming to spend the
night and feel welcomed when they bave been rurned away
everywhere else.

So thank you all from the bottom of my heart for your prece
of history here at Karen House. May your lives be blessed as
you contiaue fo strive to build a new society in the shell of the
old, wherever that may be. Your labors and love have been

blessed and continue to bless so many of us—even the woman.

staying on the emergency couch tomghr

Becky Hassler enjoys watching the children in her home, Grace House, as they grow and play.
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http:Mayyourlivesbeblessed.as

From L.ittle House

by Mary Ann McGivern, SL

Dateline New York City
Dear Camholic Worker Community,

[have accepted a job with Women's Intemational League
for Peace and Freedom. WILPF is an accredited non-govern-
mental organizaton at the United Nations. In short, [ am the
director of WILPF’s NGO UN office.

I live in an abandoped counvent (13 bedrooms for me, the
grade school principal, my twa cats, and assorted guests). My
cats roam the whole house, claiming possession if not outright
ownershjp.

Andrew Wimmer

Still faithful, 2004

The WILPF office runs nvo projects. Our web site for our
aoti-ruke work i, reachingerifcalwill.org. We coordmate NGO
efforts, report on the governments, publish an analysis of the
13 steps to disarmament, and publish an inventory of nuclear
boldings, country by country.

Peacewomen.org tracks and promotes Security Council
resoluton 1325. (Everybody here lives by resolution numbers

and initials.) 1325 calls for significant pwmbers of women at
every level of peace-keeping—at ticaty negotiations, directing
peace kegpers, standing against rape and piltage, and so on.
1325 is a remarkable document and the peacexvomen website
documients its effectiveness and highlights the needs for inter-
vention.

I'm a director. 50 as plamorous as working at the United
Nations sounds, my job is to raise money for the three staff
who manage these projects and to start WILPE UN projects on
financing for development and the right to water. I’d say that all
this work keeps me off the streets except that [ didn’t bring a car
to New York, so I walk the streeis a lot.

The move was a great simplification of my life. Any taik
about living close to the bone is belied by ready access 1o
Catholic Worker donations of clothes, microwave oven, futon,
coffee maker, etceters, etcetera, etcetern. [ gave away at least
400 books, plus plaots, my garden, my car, and my house. Of
course, none of this stuff was really mine o start with—and T
ook alotwith me.

Twenty Catholic Workers came over Wednesday night.
April 14, to pack my U-Haul cruck. Elijah directed the loading
and Mike ded it all ip tight. What was left has been sold off to
benefit Downtown Teens. And then we all had pizza and beer.

Thursday, just past Terra Haute, a right front wheel bearing
blew out. I was lucky, got over to the side of the road easily. But
the tow truck driver biad to tip the U-Haul way back to remove
the drive shaft before he could tow it to Indianapolis. There
they gave me a different truck. When the men opened the rear
door, none of the boxes had shifted. Nothing broke. Thanks,
Eljjah. Thanks, Mike.

Teka and Mike are the Little House proprietors now and
New Roots Urban Farm, operated by Trish, Joe, and Ay, owos
the gardea. Sometimes my thoughts drift to what’s in bloom:
lilies by the time you read this, hibiscus, hyacinth, ripe straw-
berries, and apricots. Making a list of plants is less painful,
though, than imagining bow Tevon likes surnmer camp or how
big Finn has grown. As much as I like my job, as busy as I am,
Imissyouall. +

Mary Ann, we have known you in the breaking of the bread. You will never be away from our hearts.
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| - Have Dreams
Ei MW to Prkdin Prison
; - Kathy Kelly

Now available from
www.counterpunch.org

MEV

MARK CHMI1EL

Now available from
www.xlibris.com

Karen House needs: Money {(see enclosed letter), Laundry Detergent, 100% Fruit Juice, Cereal,

and Fair Trade Coffee.

space permits.

The Round Table is the quanerly journal of Catholic Worker life and thougbt in St. Louis. Subscriptions are free.
Please write 10 The Round Table, 1840 Hogan, St. Louis, MO. 63106. Donatioos are gladly accepted to help us continue our
work with the poor. People working on this issue include: Joe Angert, Melissa Brickey. Teka Childress, Mark Chmiel, Carol
Leshe, Bill Miller, Barb Prosser, Ellen Rehg, and Jenny Truax. Lerers 1o the editor are encouraged: we'll print as many as
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