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Christ is present in this world.Christ is present in this world.Christ is present in this world.Christ is present in this world.Christ is present in this world.
He is mysteriously presentHe is mysteriously presentHe is mysteriously presentHe is mysteriously presentHe is mysteriously present
in those for whomin those for whomin those for whomin those for whomin those for whom

There seems to be nothingThere seems to be nothingThere seems to be nothingThere seems to be nothingThere seems to be nothing
But the world at its worst.But the world at its worst.But the world at its worst.But the world at its worst.But the world at its worst.

-Thomas Merton
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St. Martin’s CalendarSt. Martin’s CalendarSt. Martin’s CalendarSt. Martin’s CalendarSt. Martin’s Calendar
!!!!! Please join us on TuesdayTuesdayTuesdayTuesdayTuesday, February 5, March 4 and AprilFebruary 5, March 4 and AprilFebruary 5, March 4 and AprilFebruary 5, March 4 and AprilFebruary 5, March 4 and April

8 at 7:30 PM8 at 7:30 PM8 at 7:30 PM8 at 7:30 PM8 at 7:30 PM for the celebration of Mass at St. Brigid House,
18 Clark St., Hartford. Refreshments and conversation follow
Mass.

!!!!! Our vigil for an end to war continues on Friday’s from 11:30-Friday’s from 11:30-Friday’s from 11:30-Friday’s from 11:30-Friday’s from 11:30-
12:30 12:30 12:30 12:30 12:30 outside the Federal Building on Main St. in Hartford.
Please bring a sign and join our call for an end to the American
military occupation of Iraq.

The Hartford Catholic Worker is published bimonthly by the St. Martin De Porres
Catholic Worker community. We are a lay community of Catholics, and like minded
friends, living in the north end of Hartford, working and praying for an end to violence and
poverty. We are not a “tax-exempt” agency. We do not accept government funding. Our
ability to house the homeless, feed the hungry, and work with the children depends on
contributions from our readers. We are not paid. We can be reached at: 18 Clark St.,

Hartford CT 06120; (860) 724-7066, doucot@sbcglobal.net  and www.hartfordcatholicworker.org  We are: Brian Kavanagh,
Sarah Karas, Jacqueline, Christopher, Micah and Ammon  Allen-Doucot.

FFFFFriends, please forgive us for the
tardiness of this newsletter and please note
that this is both the Advent and Christmas

issues. With Jackie
caring for her mom
and Chris in school
we were pressed for
time. This issue is
dedicated in loving
memory of Jackie’s
mom, Genevieve
“Mickey” Allen who
passed away on
January 3. With her
passing and Chris

entering his final semester at Yale we hope
to resume publishing this humble newsletter
every eight weeks. Peace.

I Am Anne FrankI Am Anne FrankI Am Anne FrankI Am Anne FrankI Am Anne Frank
by Keyanna Pettwayby Keyanna Pettwayby Keyanna Pettwayby Keyanna Pettwayby Keyanna Pettway

I am smart and strong
I wonder if anyone knows who I am.
I hear the Nazis try to find us.
I see my family crying.
I want the war to stop.
I am smart and strong.

I pretend that everything is alright.
I feel the pain in my family’s eyes.
I touch my friend and say we’re going to make it.
I worry about the people that died.
I cry when I see people I know die.
I am smart and strong.

I understand the world is harmful.
I say please stop the killing.
I dream about the good things in life.
I try to keep those good thoughts in my head.
I hope one day the world can unite as one.
I am smart and strong.
(Keyanna attends our afterschool program and is a

counselor at Camp Ahimsa.)
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reviewed by Tim Quinnreviewed by Tim Quinnreviewed by Tim Quinnreviewed by Tim Quinnreviewed by Tim Quinn
Mickey Allen has written a story about her

experiences as a young World War II Army
nurse in North Africa and Italy and as a peace
activist more recently. In the spirit of Joseph
Heller’s Catch 22 and Kurt Vonnegut’s
Slaughterhouse Five, A Chip on My
Shoulder  is a touching, often hilarious, and
always page turning memoir about the
absurdities of war and the conflicts that
arise when individual conscience rubs
against the grain of military thinking and
bureaucracy.

The title, A Chip on My Shoulder is
really a metaphor for the thread that runs
through the book and the writer’s life: the
inability to just go along and get along and
stay quiet in the face of injustice. Whether
being threatened with demotion for
refusing to put a General’s request ahead of
a more in need of care enlisted man or
being threatened with arrest for refusing to
move at a nuclear weapons protest, the
writer speaks out and takes a stand
regardless of the consequences.

And like all good memoirs, it is a story
that transcends the storyteller. While this
well paced story, filled with one liners that
would make Oscar Wilde laugh out loud, is
ostensibly O’Reilly’s personal story about her
experiences in the war and the peace move-
ment, it is much more than that. It is really the

story of one of the best aspects of the human
spirit , the conscience that speaks out, the
voice that won’t be quieted, the dissenter that
cries foul, and dares to point out that the
Emperor has no clothes.

The book chronicles the three years
O’Reilly spent caring for wounded soldiers
during the war and the considerable trouble
she found herself in for transgressions as small
as refusing to salute a superior officer, and as

Book Review: Book Review: Book Review: Book Review: Book Review: A Chip On My ShoulderA Chip On My ShoulderA Chip On My ShoulderA Chip On My ShoulderA Chip On My Shoulder
by G.I. “Mickey” Allen O’Reillyby G.I. “Mickey” Allen O’Reillyby G.I. “Mickey” Allen O’Reillyby G.I. “Mickey” Allen O’Reillyby G.I. “Mickey” Allen O’Reilly

big as telling a General he could wait his turn
for chow after she was through feeding the
wounded men. As an exceptionally driven
and talented nurse who cared deeply for
the men in her charge, O’Reilly’s seeming

inability to go by the book and act
like regular Army was often over-
looked by superiors who understood
her value to the men. Never the one
to suffer fools gladly, O’Reilly writes
about the four General’s she met,
often with disastrous results.

After raising a family of nine
children that chip on O’Reilly’s
shoulder returns with a vengeance.
Her years in the peace movement,
innumerable arrests, and moving
accounts of jail time are told with wit
and insight and humor. I can’t even
count the number of times I laughed
out loud while reading this book.
The only flaw in an otherwise
exceptional book is the writer leaves
the reader wanting more! O’Reilly
started out writing a story about one
army nurses experience during the
war and ended up writing something

much bigger, a story about speaking truth
to power, a story about that which is
perhaps one of the best parts of what it
means to be human.ΩΩΩΩΩ

I still believe that peopleI still believe that peopleI still believe that peopleI still believe that peopleI still believe that people
are really good at heart.are really good at heart.are really good at heart.are really good at heart.are really good at heart. I
simply can’t build up my hopes
on a foundation consisting of
confusion, misery and death. I
see the world gradually being
turned into a wilderness, I hear
the ever approaching thunder,

which will destroy us too. I can feel the sufferings of millions and yet, if
I look up into the heavens, I think
it will all come right, that this
cruelty too will end, and that
peace and tranquility will return
again. Ω Ω Ω Ω Ω

-----Anne FrankAnne FrankAnne FrankAnne FrankAnne Frank
July 1944July 1944July 1944July 1944July 1944
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by Christopher Allen-Doucotby Christopher Allen-Doucotby Christopher Allen-Doucotby Christopher Allen-Doucotby Christopher Allen-Doucot
On January 3rd I celebrated my fortieth

birthday with 7 of my 8 sisters in law and
my brother in law (it was also his birthday)
gathered around the bed of their wonderful
mother Mickey.  At times we
were joined by several of
Mickey’s grandchildren and some
of her other sons-in-law. By the
time she drew her last breath
nearly twenty of us were crowded
around her bed holding her
hands, rubbing her feet and
caressing her head. Like family
gathered in the waiting room at
the maternity ward our vigil was
full of hope in anticipation of the
joys awaiting her. January 3rd,
2008 turned out to be her
birthday as well.

The wall facing grandma’s
bed was completely covered by a
collage of photos decades in the
making. There were but a few
faded sepia photos of her
ancestors enveloped by dozens
of pictures of her children and
grandchildren. Canvassing the
wall were baby photos, high
school portraits, and a progres-
sion of school photos on top of
which were wedding photos. And
then next to wedding photos were another
generation of baby photos as the grandchil-
dren had children of their own. As Mickey
lay laboring to be born again the wall
opposite her was like a mirror reflecting her
gathered clan back and forth through time.
The tight web of family gathered around
Mickey had assembled that morning not to
ensnare her in this world like prey in a
spider’s web but to buoy her upwards into

the heavens like the safety net taut and
secure beneath a flying trapeze artist.

On the eve of Mickey’s rebirth she was
adamant that she had been “pronounced”.
She pulled me near to ask me why she was

still here. A little while later she extended
her arms while calling for her brothers Jack
and Harry to take her from her bed to go
dancing. With death near her ability to see
us diminished in tandem with the increasing
clarity of her brothers and the angels.   I
couldn’t think quick enough to tell her that
though the breaking of the water pro-
nounces the coming of the baby, the birth

of a child is not announced until first gasp
of breath. With her “pronouncement”, the
water breaking in her heavenly womb, Jack
and Harry had joined us at Mickey’s side
as we waited for her rebirth to be announce

with her last breath.
In many ways the scene in

Mickey’s room that morning was
a well worn movement. The
gathering of family has always
been an oft-practiced ritual for
Mickey and her tribe. With 9
children and their spouses,
dozens of grandchildren and their
spouses, and ten great grandchil-
dren every week held at least one
occasion- a birthday, anniversary,
or baby shower- to gather. In
depictions of saints, artists
include totems which signify the
charisms of the saint. For
example St. Martin De Porres is
always depicted with a broom
which is meant to symbolize his
commitment to providing clean
hospitality to the stranger or
traveler. Mickey’s totem is a
chair. She had dozens of them;
rickety ones, worn ones, ones she
reupholstered, a couple pur-
loined from the curb, and her
trusty recliner. When Jackie and I
lived with Mickey during the first

year of our marriage I made the mistake of
moving many of these chairs to the
basement while Mickey was out one day.
She was livid when she returned. Despite
the eight or nine chairs, and couch, I left in
place, Mickey wanted to know where
everybody was going to sit when she had
visitors.

When I was growing up our family
didn’t often host company so I thought a

Genevieve “Mickey” Allen, Aug 12, 1919- January 3, 2008Genevieve “Mickey” Allen, Aug 12, 1919- January 3, 2008Genevieve “Mickey” Allen, Aug 12, 1919- January 3, 2008Genevieve “Mickey” Allen, Aug 12, 1919- January 3, 2008Genevieve “Mickey” Allen, Aug 12, 1919- January 3, 2008

Our Patron of Mothers, War Resisters, and Care-GiversOur Patron of Mothers, War Resisters, and Care-GiversOur Patron of Mothers, War Resisters, and Care-GiversOur Patron of Mothers, War Resisters, and Care-GiversOur Patron of Mothers, War Resisters, and Care-Givers

Frans Masereel
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couch and a love seat were more than
enough to provide a place for guests to
park their rears. Mickey believed herself to
be a poor host if there were not enough
chairs for every guest- a typical gathering at
Mickey’s involved twenty or more family
members and guests. Two nights before she
died she was again hosting a throng. When I
arrived there were no chairs left so when I
leaned over to kiss her she tried to convince
me to take her seat. Mickey insisted that
there be a chair for as many family, friends
and strangers who crossed her
threshold because she simply
assumed their visit would not
be fleeting and superficial. She
was right. A visit with Grandma
was always meaningful and
seldom quick.

Mickey’s real name was
Genevieve. She took the
moniker “Mickey” while
attending nursing school. As
the only Irish person among a
school of Norwegian nursing
candidates she became known
as “the Mick”. Mickey turned
this derision around by
embracing her new name.
Genevieve is a beautiful name
but it can come across as
formal and thus act as a
barrier. The casual sobriquet
“Mickey” perfectly fit Mickey’s
easy going openness to new relationships. It
was effortless for anyone to approach her.

January 3rd is St. Genevieve Day on the
church’s calendar. Genevieve was a nun
living in Paris during the fifth century. In
451 Attila the Hun’s attempt to sack Paris
failed when Genevieve organized Parisians
to fast and pray for his failure. In 486 when
Paris was under siege by King Childeric of
the Franks, Genevieve saved the people
from starvation by slipping past the Franks
on a boat in the river Seine. She returned
with eleven boatloads of food. After the
siege Childeric had Genevieve brought to

him and asked her, in deference to her
courage, what he could do for her. Per
Genevieve’s wish Childeric released all
those Parisians captured during their
defense of the city. Clovis, the successor
to Childeric, was baptized and became the
first Christian king of the Franks. Under
Genevieve’s influence he too paroled many
prisoners. Genevieve made many pilgrim-
ages to the shrine of St. Martin of Tours.
Martin was a member of the Roman legion
who became a pacifist when he converted

to Christianity.
Genevieve is sometimes referred to as

the patron saint of women who served in
the armed forces. God doesn’t commit
coincidence. The way I see it St.
Genevieve must have been standing
alongside Jack and Harry as they were
reaching for our blessed Genevieve. When
Mickey finished nursing school she
immediately enrolled in the army and was
shipped off to the war (WWII) in Europe
where she met her late husband, Lt. Col.
James Allen.

Grandma was always devout. From

childhood, through the army and until three
nights before her death Grandma knelt
beside her bed to pray. Her prayers took
on added urgency when she began to care
for civilians who had been injured. She had
no doubt that they were broken pieces of
the Mystical Body. As a child Mickey’s
father would visit the Catholic Worker in
New York. Her parents practiced hospital-
ity by opening their home to a man in need
that Mickey just assumed was an uncle.
Mickey embraced the Christian values that

the Catholic Worker tries to practice.
During the war she would ask wounded
soldiers what was the “second best”
thing she could do for them. Universally
the response was a request for a hair
wash. Mickey graciously washed their
hair, even the hair of black men despite
orders not to.

 After her husband’s early death
Mickey joined Pax Christi and began
actively resisting war. Every year she
would lead our Good Friday procession
as we prayed the Stations of the Cross
at the Naval Submarine Base in
Groton. For nearly twenty years she
ended those prayers by blocking the
entrance to the Base with her body and
eventually her wheel chair too. Last year
the Groton Police had called us on
Holy Thursday asking if Mickey was
going to do civil disobedience since
they wanted to have an ambulance

ready if she did. Thank God we were able
to convince her not to. If the police had
ever tried to put Mickey in an ambulance
she would have had the extra charge of
assaulting an officer tacked on to her
warrant. Still, after I was in custody the
Captain brought me over to her to beg her
to keep her promise by returning to the
rest of the prayer group on the sidewalk.

I was privileged to engage in divine
obedience/civil disobedience with Mickey
on many occasions but my fondest

(Please see: Mick p6)(Please see: Mick p6)(Please see: Mick p6)(Please see: Mick p6)(Please see: Mick p6)
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memories center on our action during
President Clinton’s first inauguration. The
United States bombed Iraq on the first
president Bush’s last day in office. On the
following day, President Clinton’s first in
office, we again bombed Iraq. So during
Mr. Clinton’s inauguration, Grandma, in
her Vets for Peace sweatshirt, and I,
wrapped chains around the
doors to the Federal
Building downtown and then
stood in front of the doors
with a sign that said
“Inaugurate Peace”. We
were soon arrested by
Hartford Police who were
colleagues of her son Jimmy,
a former Hartford cop, and
high school classmates of
Jackie. We were brought to
the old Morgan St. jail and
put in cells across from each
other. While we awaited
processing cops passing by
her cell kept bumping into
each other as they were
brought up short when it
registered that the hands on
the bars belonged to an
elderly woman. Finally one
of them mustered the
courage to query: “Ma’am
what are you doing here?”
Without skipping a beat
Mickey put one hand on her
hip and in her best Brooklyn voice re-
sponded: “Solicitation, what’s it to ya?” I
thought the walls would collapse we all
laughed so hard.

On the day of our trial Mickey, Jackie
(who was very pregnant with Micah at the
time) and I were the last people remaining
in the courtroom. We kept waiting for our
case to be called; I guess it wasn’t initially

called because the judge and bailiff
couldn’t believe we were the defendants.
Finally, Grandma asked the judge if he was
going to call our case. Bemused, he did
so. We were charged with “Creating a
Public Disturbance”. I took the stand and
explained what we had done and that we
had done so as Christians opposed to
killing. When Mickey took the stand her
testimony left us all in tears.

She began by telling the judge that she

meant no disrespect to him but that soon
enough she would be testifying before a
Judge of a much higher authority who
would want to know what she had done
while His children were being bombed. She
then explained to the judge the grief of an
Italian woman whose baby had been killed
in a bombing. Mickey had cared for the
child and informed the mother that the
child had died. With her voice quivering

Mick cont.Mick cont.Mick cont.Mick cont.Mick cont. Grandma told the judge that since that day
she could never be quiet while other
mother’s children were being bombed.

After our testimony the judge took a
breath. He then gave a wonderful soliloquy
placing our act in the American tradition of
the Boston Tea Party, Henry David
Thoreau,  and Martin Luther King. He said
that “at times like these the public needs
to be disturbed”, and since we had clearly
disturbed the public we were guilty. He

confessed that there was no way he
was sending a WWII hero to jail
before muttering: “I don’t imagine
you people pay fines?” Grandma
was quick to tell him no. Befuddled
he asked us what we would have
him do. Mickey said, “Judge, we’ve
been sitting here all day; how ‘bout
sentencing us to time served.” With
that the gavel fell and we walked.

 When the gavel of Genevieve’s
final judgment fell the testimony of
her life freed her to walk with her
brothers into the arms of our
Saviour- convicted a final time for
being a Christian.

 When our younger boy Ammon
was just a toddler he used to tell us
stories of his time with the angels
before he was born onto earth. I
wonder if the angels miss us while
we are here? I know we will miss
Mickey; still the angels rejoice in her
return.Ω.Ω.Ω.Ω.Ω

Frans Masereel

While shepherds watchedWhile shepherds watchedWhile shepherds watchedWhile shepherds watchedWhile shepherds watched
their flocks by night,their flocks by night,their flocks by night,their flocks by night,their flocks by night,

All seated on the ground,All seated on the ground,All seated on the ground,All seated on the ground,All seated on the ground,
The angel of the LordThe angel of the LordThe angel of the LordThe angel of the LordThe angel of the Lord

came down,came down,came down,came down,came down,
And glory shone around.And glory shone around.And glory shone around.And glory shone around.And glory shone around.

-Nahum Tate-Nahum Tate-Nahum Tate-Nahum Tate-Nahum Tate
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Dozens of 13- and 14-year-old children
in the United States have been sentenced
to life imprisonment with no possibility of
parole after being prosecuted as adults.
While the United States Supreme Court
recently declared in Roper v. Simmons that
death by execution is unconstitutional for
juveniles, young children continue to be
sentenced to imprisonment until death with
very little scrutiny or
review.

A study by the Equal
Justice Initiative (EJI) has
documented 73 cases73 cases73 cases73 cases73 cases
where children 13 and
14 years of age have
been condemned to
death in prison. Almost
all of these kids currently
lack legal representation
and in most of these
cases the propriety and
constitutionality of their
extreme sentences have
never been reviewed. Most of the
sentences imposed on these children
were mandatory: the court could not
give any consideration to the child’s
age or life history. Some of the children
were charged with crimes that do not
involve homicide or even injury; many
were convicted for offenses where older
teenagers or adults were involved and
primarily responsible for the crime;
nearly two-thirds are children of color.

Unlike older teenagers, 14-year-
olds in most states cannot get married
without permission or obtain a driver’s
license. The law mandates that they
must attend school and limits the hours
they can work in after-school jobs. The
law treats young adolescents differently
because they are different. Adoles-
cents’ brains are anatomically undevel-

Life Imprisonment and Only 13-Years-OldLife Imprisonment and Only 13-Years-OldLife Imprisonment and Only 13-Years-OldLife Imprisonment and Only 13-Years-OldLife Imprisonment and Only 13-Years-Old

Over 2225 juveniles (age 17 or younger) in the United States have
been sentenced to life imprisonment without parole. All of these cases
raise important legal, penological, and moral issues. However, EJI believes
that such a harsh sentence for the youngest offenders – children who are
13 and 14 – is cruel and unusual in violation of the Eighth Amendment to
the United States Constitution. These children should be re-sentenced to
parole-eligible sentences as soon as possible. Sentences of life imprison-
ment with no parole also violate international law and the Convention on
the Rights of the Child, which has been ratified by every country in the
world except the United States and Somalia.

oped in parts of the cerebrum associated
with  impulse control, regulation of
emotions, risk assessment, and moral
reasoning. As a result, young teens
experience widely fluctuating emotions and
vulnerability to stress and peer pressure
without the adult ability to resist impulses
and risk-taking behavior or the adult
capacity to control their emotions. At the

same time, because a child’s character is
not yet fully formed, he will change and
reform as he grows up.

 Most of the children who have been
sentenced to die in prison for crimes at 13
or 14 come from violent and dysfunctional
backgrounds. They have been physically
and sexually abused, neglected, and
abandoned; their parents are prostitutes,

drug addicts,
alcoholics, and
crack dealers;
they grew up in
lethally violent,
extremely poor
areas where
health and safety
were luxuries
their families
could not afford.

Children
overwhelmed by
dysfunction and
without re-

sources to flee or seek help are not
provided treatment or safe haven.
Instead, in the adult criminal justice
system, they are subjected to
mandatory sentencing that ignores
the child’s circumstances and those
of the offense in imposing the
harshest available sentence.

Juveniles placed in adult prisons
are at heightened risk of physical and
sexual assault by older, more mature
prisoners. Many adolescents suffer
horrific abuse for years when
sentenced to die in prison. Children
are five times more likely to be
sexually assaulted in adult prisons
than in juvenile facilities.

Of the 73 children sentenced to

(please see: Child(please see: Child(please see: Child(please see: Child(please see: Child
Prisoners, p8)Prisoners, p8)Prisoners, p8)Prisoners, p8)Prisoners, p8)
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by Paul Hewsonby Paul Hewsonby Paul Hewsonby Paul Hewsonby Paul Hewson
I went out walking

Through streets paved with gold
Lifted some stones
Saw the skin
and bones
Of a city
without a soul

I went out
walking
Under an
atomic sky
Where the
ground won’t turn
And the rain it burns
Like the tears when I said goodbye

Yeah I went with nothing
Nothing but the thought of you
I went wandering

I went drifting
Through the capitals of tin
Where men can’t walk

Or freely talk
And sons turn their fathers in

I stopped outside a church house
Where the citizens like to sit
They say they want the kingdom
But they don’t want God in it

I went out riding
Down that old eight lane
I passed by a thousand signs
Looking for my own name

I went with nothing
But the thought you’d be there too
Looking for you

I went out there
In search of experi-
ence
To taste and to
touch
And to feel as much
As a man can
Before he repents

The WandererThe WandererThe WandererThe WandererThe Wanderer
I went out searching
Looking for one good man
A spirit who would not bend or break
Who would sit at his father’s right
hand

I went out walking
With a bible and a gun
The word of God lay heavy on my
heart
I was sure I was the one

Now Jesus, don’t you wait up
Jesus, I’ll be home soon
Yeah I went out for the papers
Told her I’d be back by noon

Yeah I left with nothing
But the thought you’d be
there too
Looking for you

Yeah I left with nothing
Nothing but the thought of
you

I went wanderingΩΩΩΩΩ

Child Prisoner, cont.Child Prisoner, cont.Child Prisoner, cont.Child Prisoner, cont.Child Prisoner, cont.

die in prison nationwide, seven were
sentenced to die in prison for crimes in
which no one was killed. All of theseAll of theseAll of theseAll of theseAll of these
kids are children of color. kids are children of color. kids are children of color. kids are children of color. kids are children of color. In one of
these cases, a 14- year-old Latino boy was
sentenced to life without parole in Califor-
nia for an offense in which no one wasno one wasno one wasno one wasno one was
injuredinjuredinjuredinjuredinjured. In another, a mentally handi-
capped 13-year-old boy was sentenced to
die in prison after he was blamed by an
older c o -defendant for a sexual battery
and his father dropped him off at police
headquarters to face questioning alone.

EJI believes that condemning 13 and

14-year-olds to die in prison is
cruel and unusual in violation of the Eighth
Amendment to the United States Constitu-
tion. These sentences clearly violate
international law. We have launched a
litigation campaign to challenge death in
prison sentences imposed on young
children. Increased public awareness,
coupled with informed activity by advocacy
groups, will be necessary to reform policies
that reflect a lack of perspective and hope
for young children.ΩΩΩΩΩ

(for more info. www.eji.org)
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Dominic CulpepperDominic CulpepperDominic CulpepperDominic CulpepperDominic Culpepper

Joe Sullivan is one of only two people in the nation
known to have been sentenced to die in prison for a non-
homicide offense at age 13. A severely mentally disabled
boy, Joe was blamed by an older co-defendant for a sexual
battery that was allegedly committed when they broke into a
home together. Despite Joe’s young age and disabilities, his
father dropped him off at police headquarters to face
questioning alone after hearing about the allegations. At
trial, Joe was represented by an attorney who has since been
suspended from the practice of law. Joe, who continues to
assert his innocence, is 31 and confined to a wheelchair.
(www.eji.org)

Dominic Culpepper suffered constant emotional and physical abuse from his
mother, who beat him severely and told him she wished he was dead. Dominic’s
parents divorced and his father moved out, leaving him with his unstable and
violent mother. Dominic was befriended by older men in the neighborhood who
used him to deal drugs for them. When he was 14, a drug dealer who had
threatened and stolen from Dominic came into his home. Dominic attacked him
with a baseball bat. Afraid and confused, 14-year-old Dominic moved the
injured drug dealer out of the house and contacted emergency services. Emer-
gency services personnel were unable to save the young man’s life and Dominic
was arrested for murder. Although Dominic was only 14 and had used the bat
against an intruder in his own home, the State of Florida sentenced him to die in
prison. (www.eji.org)

Joe SullivanJoe SullivanJoe SullivanJoe SullivanJoe Sullivan

Brian Kavanagh
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Place Label Here, Please

By Genevieve AllenBy Genevieve AllenBy Genevieve AllenBy Genevieve AllenBy Genevieve Allen
(ed. Note: the following was prepared

by Mickey Allen in advance of her final
court appearance following her civil
disobedience at the US Naval Subma-
rine Base in Groton, CT in 2006.)

My name is Genvieve Allen. I am
86 years old and I served in the
Army Nurse Corps for three years
during WWII. About three years ago
my granddaughter asked me if she
could interview me for a college
history paper she was doing. The title
of the paper was: “WWII- The Good
War”. When I asked her where she
came up with that title she said that
it was a new name historians were
giving to that war. Evidently the
historians never served in WWII. I
found it extremely confusing to
consider WWII “the Good War”.
All I could remember about that time
of my life spent in North Africa and
Italy was being up to my navel in
amputees and gun wounds. There was
nothing good in it.

Then I read about the atrocities
that were committed against our
Prisoners of War in Iraq [ie Iraqi’s held
prisoner by American forces]- we held
them prisoner locked up without... ANY
charges, stripped them naked and
paraded them in front of our female
soldiers (knowing this was the worst

possible offense that a Muslim could
commit to his God), the soldiers painted
the prisoners’ naked bodies with feces and
made them parade around like circus
animals- entertaining the troops,
humiliated, hungry and cold. When I

was in Italy I had several German
Prisoners of War under my care. They
slept in the ward tents with the Ameri-
can soldiers. They received American
medicine and I changed bandages and
dressings with U.S materials. The

American boys shared their cigarettes
and candy ration with them while they
played cards together.

On Christmas Eve we took them to
midnight Mass with us and listened as
they sang “Silent Night” to us in their

native language. I looked all around
and through tears in my own eyes I
saw tears in everybody else’s. When I
compared this to Iraq I realized yes,
indeed, WWII was the good war.

My war was sixty years ago but I
am sure that army regulations have
not changed much in that time. I know
for certain that army privates and
noncom.s could never do to prisoners
what is being done to the Iraqis
without orders from up the line of
command. I can’t believe that it only
took us sixty years to fall from the
respect of the whole world to be a
nation despised and feared by the
world.

My first arrest for peace was
twenty three years ago and I have been
here to court twenty one times. It never
did any good, but my grandchildren
can tell all the great grandkids that at

least I tried.
I got a promotion and an honorable

discharge from the “Good War”. If I
served today in Iraq I would probably be
in the stockade. ΩΩΩΩΩ
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