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What does God require but to do justice, and to love kindness and to walk humbly... Micah 6:8
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praise you, O God
We praise you with sounding cymbals.
praise you with trumpet sound.
We praise you with clashing cymbals.
praise you with lute and harp.
Let everything that breathes give praise to you, O God.
praise you with strings and pipe.
Psalm 150
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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, Angela Thomas, Jacqueline, Christopher, Micah and Ammon Allen-Doucot.

St. Martin’s Wish List
When our community was first founded in 1993 we received a warm call
from an area doctor who offered to care for us. Recently this caring soul has
encountered health problems of her own and has been forced into early
retirement. We are praying for her as she enters this new stage in her journey.
With her resignation we are now searching for a primary care physician for the
adults of our community. As a part of our voluntary poverty we do not have
health insurance. If you are a doctor who is interested/able to treat us in return
for our prayers and in recognition of our work in the community we would be
very grateful. Contact us at: 26 Clark St., Hartford 06120

Notice! Notice! Notice!
Friends, in honor of the 14th anniversarry of the Hartford Catholic
Worker, the most reverend Bishop Peter Rosazza will celebrate Mass at
St. Brigid House, 18 Clark St, on Wed. November 7 at 7:30. Please
join us. We will not have Mass on Tues. November 6.
Ade Bethune

Ade Bethune

St. Martin’s Calendar
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 Please join us on Tuesday
Tuesday, October 2 and December 4 at 7:30 PM for
the celebration of Mass at St. Brigid House, 18 Clark St., Hartford. Refresh
ments and conversation follow Mass.
 Our vigil for an end to war continues on Friday’s from 11:30-12:30
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.
Please join us on Tuesday, October 23, at 7 PM at St. Martin House
for the film Ghosts of Abu Ghraib. For details call Jackie at 724-7066.

Camp Ahimsa 2007
Jacqueline Allen and Sarah Karas children in the community to be mentors to who are discriminated again due to the
Every Friday of Labor day weekend, the
we return to Voluntown just days after
clearing Camp Ahimsa of over 5 weeks
worth of kids, food and gear. We join
Catholic Worker and peace communities
from all over the East Coast who gather to
retreat and reflect on what is happening in
the world and how to
respond as people of
faith.
On Monday when
we returned from the
Atlantic Life
Community’s (ALC)
retreat we were met by
our eleven-year-old
neighborhood,
Sayshawn, shouting
greetings from his front
yard one block away.
We turned the corner
and parked the van as a
steady flow of neighborhood children parked
their bikes and came to
help us unload the
vehicle. As we unpacked and put away
food, sleeping bags and supplies, the kids
sat on the front porch catching up with
Micah and Ammon about the weekend.
Seeing them sitting around laughing and
talking crystallized for us why summer
camp this year seemed so much more
satisfying than it has in many years. The
youth were family to one another in a way
where it was evident that they all felt
welcomed and loved. This reminded us of
a great quote from St Theresa of Avila,
“The important thing is not to think much
but to love much . And so do that which
best stirs you to love.”
Last year we began a counselor in
training program. We invited the older
3

color of their skin, their ethnic heritage, the
way they speak, their score on an IQ test or
CMT (Connecticut Mastery Test); violence
in the way the space is utilized or rather
not utilized in the city of Hartford where
parks and social gathering spaces are taken
away or monitored by the police, where
abandoned buildings stand unattended to
for years and continue
to stand, where healthy
affordable food and
good work are scarce.
That night we felt a
mandate was set. The
residents of Hartford
were challenged, that
night, to address the
question of what do
we, as a community,
really have to offer our
children.
Thus our peer
mentorship and
counselor training
initiative was formed as
part of not only a
summer employment gig for our high
include peer mentoring and developing
school children but to be part of a
leadership amongst the children in our
community. During a memorial service, at continuum that works throughout the year
the place of his murder, a young man from and in school, at home, and with one
the neighborhood addressed the crowd. Up another on the streets.
That first year was difficult. It was
until that point the scene was comprised of
friends and family bearing candles, pictures tough for the kids to move away from their
regular camp experience where they could
and flowers, neighbors and community
just play and goof off for the whole week.
church leaders. Over and over again we
heard adults preaching about finding Jesus It seemed that they were fighting with the
other campers instead of helping them. By
and saving our souls from the evil that
dwells within us. Then this young man took the end of the summer they were just
the megaphone and turned the whole scene beginning to get the idea of a separate
around from its state of personal psychosis identity. This year our counselors Floyd,
Bubba, Josh, Khari, Micah and Keyanna
to social malady. He talked of violence;
returned for their second year. In addition
violence of the state to those living
impoverished in the richest nation (argu(Please see: Camp, p4)
ably); violence to those living in Hartford
the younger children to develop a leadership role within the community (while
getting paid to do so). When we first
decided to incorporate a counselor training
program we were not sure where this would
lead us, however it became clear to us,
after the shooting death of Herberto
Carrasquillo (Herbie) that our work had to

Camp, cont.

we had two new counselors as Latiqua and
David join the group. We started camp by
having a four day counselor retreat.
During this time they were in charge of
preparing the space for camp. They
spread wood chips on the paths and over
the poison ivy, they primed the wood for
the murals, unloaded and sorted the food,
art supplies and toys on the shelves,
organized the beach toys, washed the
kayaks, and set up the tents. In addition
to the physical preparation, we had training
sessions where we talked about mentoring
and behavior while with the campers, as
well as roles and responsibilities. We
emphasized that they would take on a
greater role within the community and that
their responsibilities would go beyond
chores and making sure things ran
smoothly. They would also be responsible
for leading the campers through the
Monday afternoon orientation and were
expected to help mediate conflict resolution throughout the week. As the weeks
went on it became evident that they were
taking ownership of their community. They
would divide the weekly chore sheet
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amongst themselves (as opposed to us
filling it in for them) and would
hold each other accountable for
fulfilling their obligations
without involving us
(Jackie, Sarah, Chris).
Another example
would be one morning
we heard the children
wake up and by the time
we had dragged ourselves out of bed and
downstairs one of the
counselors had already
prepared the breakfast
table and was contently
eating with the children.
We also had a good
laugh when the AllenDoucot family returned
from their five days in Maine (thanks
Murphy’s) as the van pulled up and a
couple of the counselors began unloading
the supplies, emptying the recycling and
carrying the coolers just as if they were still
at camp!!!
We are beginning to recognize that a
big part of our work here in Hartford is
helping the kids grow into their role in the
beloved community. Not only that their
needs are met but they they are responsible
for making sure the needs of others are

also met. We noticed the joy and fellowship amongst the campers and the counselors as a result of them taking this experience and making it their own. While we
can feel good that we have given them work
experience and tools for self esteem
building they are creating the world that
they want to live in. It is a better world
where we feel accepted ,valued and loved.
The role that we play (Jackie,Chris and
Sarah) at camp Ahimsa is one of accompaniment as we support our youth in their
formation. It is not for us to define what
their work will be or how they will shape
their own destiny. It is our work to help
them clarify not only what their skills and
talents are, but to give them the support
to also face their weaknesses and shortcomings. We also want them to be able to
define themselves in the context of the
violent racist and materialistic culture that
seems to steal so many of their futures. In
love we can grow together as we attempt
to find ourselves in a more just and loving
world and create the Beloved Community.
In the end, we find ourselves going
back to camp year after year. Sometimes it
feels exhilarating, sometimes frustrating and
always exhausting, but there is great joy.
We think it is because the children are
“that which stirs us to love.”Ω

Yes! Yes!
Christopher J. Doucot
It has been years since an enormous flower
pot sponsored by the Knox Park Foundation has
sat on the desolate traffic island on Jennings Rd
in north Hartford. This asphalt cay with its
solitary dull gray light pole and rusted street
sign is surrounded on all sides by four lane
moats teeming with steel land sharks. Great
effort has made this inhospitable spit of “land”
sterile; great neglect has made it ugly. The
nearest patch of exposed earth is a hundred
yards away. Yet, remarkably, life resists all our
attempts to sequester it. Bursting from a
crack in the pavement at the base of the steel
tree are a dozen petunia blooms of various
lavender hues; the progeny of refugees which
jumped ship from the long gone life raft of
fauna whose moorings have since been
relocated downtown. Beauty endures. These
intrepid interlopers of grace are no mere
distraction to the motorist waiting for a green
arrow; they are the visible fruit of God’s
breath reminding us that the Spirit is
everpresent even in the most unlikely places.
Everybody in the neighborhood has a
street name or two. For example our friend
Willie is alternately known as “Snack Pack” or
“Dollar Bill.” Sometimes folks are just given
names that fit and nobody remembers, or even
knows, their birth names. We sometimes refer
to the “Crazy Sisters,” or “Scary Junkie,” who
later became “Scary Gary” when we learned his
name and then simply Gary when we were no
longer afraid of him. Everyone calls Linus
Chalon “Yes, Yes, Yes,” (though we also
sometimes call him “Oui, Oui, Oui” or “Si, Si,
Si”) because of his melodic greeting. Occasionally a cop passing by in a cruiser will give Linus
a “shout out” over the car’s p.a system; the
amplified call of “Yes, Yes, Yes” multiplying as
the echo bounces off the brick walls of bodegas
and liquor stores.
Linus grew up in a fishing town on the small
Caribbean island of St. Lucia. His dad was a cop
and his brother Primus spent two years fighting
for the Americans in the jungles of Viet Nam. In
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Yes!

1968 Primus came to the U.S bringing Linus
with him. During his first weeks in Hartford
Linus was stunned as he witnessed the riots
outside of the former Brackett-Northeast
school. The reality of urban poverty and anger
was (is) a far cry from the mythical America of
golden streets.
Linus has salt and pepper curly hair, he

photo by Sarah Karas

speaks with a melodic lilt, and he is quick to
giggle. Deep lines crease his face exaggerating
high cheek bones. Crows feet have been
chiseled next to his blue eyes by a lifetime of
laughing and always a flower adorns his left
ear. I’ve seen him with dandelions, daisies,
purple clover, turquoise chickory, and an
occasional zinnia or marigold from someone’s
garden.
In ’71 “Yes, Yes, Yes” actually did strike
gold, not by gouging a mountainside with a
pick but by scratching a ticket with a coin. The
ten grand was like a million dollars to him.
Maybe our streets weren’t lined with gold, but
striking it rich didn’t seem that hard- at first.
Alas, Linus’ shot at the American Dream of
easy livin’ was as fleeting as a desert mirage.
He spent much of the 70’s working the
tobacco fields in East Windsor. He next spent
a couple of years doing temporary work, mostly

for a bulk mailer. By 1990 “Yes, Yes, Yes” had
settled into a stable life. He was living in
Hartford and working for the town of Manchester Parks Department. He hopped onto a 5:50
A.M bus every morning to arrive in Manchester
in time for work. Despite a proclivity for late
nights, women and wine Linus was able to hold
onto this job until 2005. If one has a car
getting up a bit late is not that big a deal,
but if one depends on catching a bus and
making a connection to another bus there is
no such thing as being a few minutes late.
Linus may have been five or ten minutes
late for the bus; but too often he was an
hour or more late for work.
It wasn’t long after losing his job that
things really began to fall apart for Linus.
His plan to live off of his $1000 of
savings while looking for a new job didn’t
work out after his live-in girlfriend,
Michelle, took his ATM card while he was
asleep. She cleaned out his account but he
never called the police recalling how
Michelle had slashed the tires on her
daughter’s car after her daughter refused to
lend her money. With only a ninth grade
education it had become more difficult for
Linus to find work and soon he was homeless.
At first he stayed with different friends and he
lived in a couple of basements. For several
months he lived with a friend in a van. They
moved out when the van was sold.
In 2005 Linus had a brief respite from
homelessness with the help of state assistance;
though once again he was blinded by love (or
lust?). He lost his apartment after a new
girlfriend stole the rent money. Life on the
streets is hard; exposure to the elements can
be the least of one’s difficulties. Once Linus
was rousted from a nap under some bushes in a
vacant lot by some young thugs looking to steal
his pocket change. By the time a squad car
arrived the muggers had fled and Linus was left
dazed and bloody. The police burst from their

(please see: Yes , p7)

Pacifism: Reflections Inspired by an Old Book
David Cruz-Uribe.

Unfortunately, he neither explores nor
justifies the distinction between legitimate
and illegitimate uses of force. Since

At one extreme lie the heirs of the
Christian quietist tradition, often derided as
Recently, I read an old defense of
passivists.
They take literally the
pacifism by the Scottish theologian G.H.C.
injunction in the Sermon on the Mount to
Macgregor. The book consisted of two
“offer no resistance to the wicked” (Mt
lengthy essays, The New Testament Basis
5:39). Critics of pacifism ridicule this
of Pacifism, written in 1936 and revised in
position as naïve and assert that it proves
1952, and The Relevance of an Impossible
the illegitimacy of pacifism in general.
Ideal: An Answer to the Views of Reinhold
However, the experience of those few
Niebuhr, written in 1941 and revised in
groups that practice this form of pacifism
1959. I don’t know where I got it—it has
needs to be taken seriously. The
been on my shelves for more than a decade
behaviour of the Old Amish during and
and before a recent trip I threw it into my
after the school shooting last year in
suitcase on a whim.
Pennsylvania—in which the older children
I found the book fascinating. First, I
attempted to die in place of their younger
was impressed that anyone in Great
peers, and the grieving families reached out
(sic)Britain would defend pacifism during
to the widow of the killer—is exemplary of
the dark period of 1940-41: the “Good
Brian Kavanagh
the Christian ideal.
War” bitterly divided the Catholic Worker
Lying between the passivists and the
movement in the U.S. which was not facing
Macgregor
is
specifically
concerned
with
definition given by Macgregor are those I
the same existential threat as Great Britain.
the
question
of
war,
and
in
particular
the
refer to as absolute pacifists. Like the
The arguments themselves are good,
th
bloody
reality
of
total
war
that
was
the
20
quietists they take the injunctions of the
particularly in the first essay, which is an
century’s
“contribution”
to
this
subject,
I
Sermon on the Mount literally, but seek
exhaustive analysis of the foundations of the
think
he
may
be
excused
for
not
pressing
it
ways to actively engage evil in the world.
non-violent ethic of Jesus and a careful
further.
They interpret the injunction to not resist
rejoinder to the anti-pacifist arguments of
But
in
making
this
distinction,
even
evildoers as prohibiting only a violent
the day. This part remains timely since
though
it
is
never
pursued,
Macgregor
response to evil.
the typical arguments against pacifism have
touches
on
a
very
important
point
that
is
They follow St. Paul’s injunction, “Do
not changed. The response to Niebuhr is
(in
my
experience)
often
overlooked:
there
not be mastered by evil, but master evil
less successful: Macgregor lays a good
does
not
seem
to
be
a
single,
generally
with good” (Rm 12:21) Violence directed
foundation, but a full response to this
accepted
definition
of
pacifism.
Certainly,
against another person is anathema, since it
powerful thinker must be found elsewhere.
the
opponents
of
pacifism
have
a
ready
is violence directed against Christ himself.
But to me the most important point in
definition
at
hand,
but
it
is
generally
a
Within this group there is, however, some
the text is the question that is raised on the
straw
man
that
few
pacifists
accept.
(But
disagreement on the role of destruction of
very first page: what is pacifism?
see
below.)
Among
pacifists
themselves
property, with some seeing it as a proMacgregor’s answer is nuanced: “the
and
their
allies,
several
mutually
inconsisphetic statement, but others questioning
Christian pacifist position must rest...on
tent
definitions
seem
to
be
in
circulation.
whether it is still violence, albeit indirect,
the affirmation that when called to the bar
By
ordering
them
along
the
axis
of
(roughly)
against persons.
of the New Testament ethic, whatever
the
acceptable
responses
to
evil,
we
create
Further along the spectrum are the
may be said of certain exercises of
a
spectrum
that
allows
for
endless
shades
pacifists that I call pragmatic pacifists
force
force, war at least is seen to be under a
of
gray,
but
which
still
might
fall
under
the
who accept the potential legitimacy of
final prohibition.” (Emphasis mine) By
heading
of
pacifist.
This
is
a
useful
force. (This position has been dubbed
implication, Macgregor is suggesting that,
exercise
since
it
helps
to
clarify
where
we
practical
pacifism by the philosopher
in principle, one may be a pacifist yet still
and
our
friends
stand.
Andrew Fiala). Often but not always
accept the use of force in some situations.
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secular in worldview, pragmatic pacifists
reject (or are very uncomfortable with)
moral absolutes. They believe that,
ordinarily, violence is unacceptable, but
leave open the possibility that in some
extreme circumstances, it might be
necessary. Their position is weaker than
Macgregor’s since this exception is
especially reserved for war, though restricted to wars of survival: in an “ultimate
emergency” war might be necessary to
preserve the very liberal ideals that otherwise reject it.
Finally, at the opposite end of the
spectrum from the passivists lie those I call
the anti-militarists
anti-militarists. Similar to the
pragmatic pacifists, they reject war. But
their opposition is not to war itself but
rather to the practitioners of war. When
confronting the actions of the United

States, for example, their rejection of
violence is categorical. But given different
protagonists, it becomes more ambiguous,
or disappears entirely: force is acceptable
when used to further “the revolution” or
when used by some marginalized or
oppressed
group.
While
common on
the secular
left, it is
present
among
Christians
as well.
Dorothy Day herself was uncertain in her
response to the Cuban revolution, not
wanting to approve of its violent means but
unwilling to reject the good ends it

achieved. Three decades later, a religious
sister attached to my parish gave a slide
show about her work in El Salvador. A
surprisingly large portion of it was devoted
to photos of rebel soldiers, accompanied
by paeans to the “People’s Army.”
As I said at the beginning of this essay,
I laid out this spectrum as an exercise in
clarification of thought: as a mathematician I have a fundamental need to define
my terms. In fairness to the reader I want
to close by declaring where I stand.
Writing for the Catholic Worker I almost
feel obliged to identify myself an absolute
pacifist, but in good conscience I cannot.
The best I can say is that after much
prayer and reflection I believe there are
things worth dying for, but I grow increasingly skeptical that there is anything worth
killing for. Ω

Yes!, cont.

earn five dollars and a fish sandwich from
Johnson’s Fish Market in return for a particularly malodorous service. Every two weeks the
floor drain-traps in the market basement get
clogged with fish guts and scales and so Linus
is called on to wade into this chowder, get
down on his hands and knees to clean out the
drain. His hands are calloused and sometimes
swollen twice over from infection. By the time
the job is done a pride of feral cats follows
Linus around wondering where the feast is.
These days Linus is again sleeping on a
different couch every night after he lost his
most recent basement crashpad in a friend’s
rundown Victorian. This formerly stately manse
has been foreclosed- though it should have
long ago been condemned. The oak floors have
decades of grease, dirt and linoleum hiding
their beauty. The kitchen ceiling has collapsed
and the walls are speckled with a dozen
colonies of mildew. Linus learned that he was
homeless on his sixtieth birthday when he
returned home to find sheets of plywood
covering every first floor door and window.
Sarah spent a fruitless week seeking help from
the city so Linus could retrieve his stuff. Linus’
normally genial disposition gave way to
aggravated frustration when the worker sent to

help never showed up.
At this point we took matters into our own
hands. Armed with a cordless screw gun Linus
and I took down the plywood and Linus went in
to get his possessions. After a half a dozen
trips down the cellar stairs Linus had recovered
most of his wealth: a paint spattered radio, six
plastic grocery bags full of canned goods, cereal
and rotten bananas, some bedding, a teddy
bear and a nasty ghetto Barbie doll. His Barbie
is not to be confused with her chic suburban
cousin of television commercial fame. Her
outfit is woefully out of fashion, her pale plastic
skin smudged with grease like that of an auto
mechanic, and her formerly long golden locks
are spiked like a forlorn rock diva from the 80’s.
After his final ascent from the darkness Linus
introduced me to “Titanic”; a ten speed bicycle
we had given him months earlier. The entirety
of his worldly wealth fit in a few sacks hanging
from the handlebars of Titanic.
When I see “Yes, Yes, Yes” cruising down
Capen St. I am reminded of Thoreau’s plea for
us to “simplify, simplify, simplify.” As a society
we have a tendency to assign the worthiness of
a person’s life in relation to what they do and
how much “good” stuff they accumulate. A

cruiser screaming at Linus to “put [his] goddam
hands on [his] head.” They summoned an
ambulance when it became obvious that “Yes,
Yes, Yes” was the victim. On another occasion
Linus was beaten by a Sunday paper bootlegger
who accused him of stealing his stash of Hot
Courants.
“Yes, Yes, Yes” doesn’t hustle or steal from
hustlers; he earns his money through creative
diligence. A week of collecting cans, which
involves walking a ten mile route searching for
cans and cashing them in at the closest
redemption center, yields about twenty bucks.
When he does not have the stamina to trek
hither and yon cashing in society’s litter
(imagine how clean our streets would be if
every piece of litter was worth a nickel!) Linus
can earn four dollars, a half-pint of liquor and a
forty ounce beer in return for cleaning the
gutter and sidewalk in front of the package
store on the corner of Capen and Garden
streets. The bodegas in the area will pay a
similar rate for this service which Linus and a
few other neighborhood characters compete
for. When this work is unavailable Linus can
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(please see: Yes! p8)

FOOL FOR CHRIST
A ONE-WOMAN PLAY PORTRAYING
THE LIFE OF DOROTHY DAY
with Sarah Melici as Dorothy Day (and others)

Thursday, September 27th, 2007
7:30-8:30 pm
Unitarian Society of Hartford,50 Bloomfield Ave, Hartford, CT
For over 50 years of her life, Dorothy Day served the poor in New York City. With Peter
Maurin, she founded The Catholic Worker Newspaper, out of which grew The Catholic
Worker Movement that challenged its members to work for peace and justice while
standing in solidarity with the poor. When Dorothy Day died in 1980 at the age of 83, it
was observed, “she was the most influential, interesting, significant figure in the history of
American Catholicism.”
Please join us in celebrating her life, her message of love, and her vision of a just and
equitable world.
About Sarah Melici:
Sarah Melici is a veteran actress who has appeared with The New York Shakespeare
Festival in Vaclav Havel’s Temptation. She toured in the production of Driving Miss Daisy,
under the direction of Charles Nelson Reilly. Her regional theater credits include Agnes of
God, Morning of Seven, Steel Magnolias, and Songs from Distant Lands. Ms. Melici’s television credits include Law and Order and the
CBS mini-series The Golden Years. See www.foolforchrist.com for more information about Sarah Melici and Dorothy Day.
Doors open at 6:45pm. Light refreshments in Fellowship Hall following show.
There will be a free will donation taken at the door to benefit the work of several area social justice organizations. Please bring one non-perishable item of food.

Yes!, cont.
doctor is more valued than the dog catcher, a teacher is more
valued than a janitor. In the eyes of the world just about
anyone would be seen as more important than Linus, but in
the eye of God no one is. So maybe “Yes, Yes, Yes” is not
worthy, valued or important to any of us, and his obituary will
not cite what college he attended, what awards hung on his
office wall, nor what corporation he toiled for, but I hope it
does mention that he always had a wildflower tucked behind
his ear.
Linus doesn’t know why he greets everyone with his
signature refrain but I suspect it is the movement of the Spirit
inviting us to say “Yes” to hidden beauty, “Yes” to simple
living and “Yes” to Christ in disguise. Ω
Brian Kavanagh
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Notes cont.

And a huge thank-you goes to Stevie “the
Overseer” who covers our Saturday

campers fishing and for boat rides down
there. Micah is a counselor at camp this
year. He has been the fishing counselor,
helping the kids put worms on the hooks
and taking fish off them! He’s been giving
Chris lessons on “catching” as opposed to
“fishing.” With bittersweet anticipation
Ammon counted the days until the final
Harry Potter book arrived in the mail. He
stayed up ‘til four in the morning two
nights in a row to finish it! He has since
moved on to several novels by Isabella
Allende.
I need to send out a big thank you to
Kate, Marilyn and Jeanne who have hosted
our pool parties up here. Meanwhile Brian
has covered every Sat. program this
summer- God Love our little aging gent.

program. We have once again received a
share from Holcomb farm. On Wednesdays
we are busy handing out veggies to our
neighbors. We’ve been blessed to receive
numerous bike donations. The kids have
loved it. It’s been a joy to see them riding
around and also taking the occasional bike
trip with them.
Now for the update on Henry. Henry
has gotten his prosthetic leg and is walking
around with a cane.
He’s upbeat and happy to be without
crutches. Much to the chagrin of some of
us Henry has also taken to riding bikes with
the kids!! Arriving at the Catholic Worker at
the same time, Lisa and Henry became
great friends. She has been sorely missed
by her compadre.
That’s it from me at the Green House.
Peace and Love - XOXO Ω

Maybe They Were Upset About Michael Vick?
Over the years our community has had
numerous encounters with wildlife. When
we first bought St. Martin House we found
homes for a homely little dog and a stray
cat which were living in the house. Once
we were invaded by humungous hornets.
These beasts descended down the third
floor stairs like they were miniature military
helicopters. When the exterminator crawled
into the attic he quickly came back out
pale as a ghost. He nearly ran out of the
house only to return later with his boss who
donned what appeared to be a space suit
discarded by NASA. After a few deep
breaths the boss went in. After a short
battle he reappeared with a pulsating hive
the size of a watermelon. A good decade
ago we had a brief encounter with a few
rats- they freaked us all out. Last year the
mouse population around here exploded
and we’ve been doing our best to find
them new accommodations. Every so often
we are also visited by bats which com9

pletely freak Chris out. Poor Brian, his
fearlessness of these flying mice has led to
his being the go to guy in the middle of the
night while Chris hides beneath his sheets.
Our most merciful encounter with the
animal world came about after Jackie
noticed an awful stench emanating from
under our porch. Again poor Brian was
called. Due to his inability to smell he went
under the porch and dragged out a
festering dead opossum. He was about to
bury it when Jackie noticed that a dozen
babies were suckling from the dead mom.
Jackie plucked the little ones off and was
able to find someone to raise them! We
figured that our mostly merciful interaction
with these critters (less so with the rats and
the pigeons whose guano burned a hole in
our gas line!), in line with the example of
our patron St. Martin De Porres, would
have granted us some sort of immunity with
the animal world. Well, Angela wasn’t so
lucky. Last week while returning from her

morning walk at Keney Park Angela came
across an elderly woman being mauled by
two dogs. Without pause Angela pulled
over and ripped the dogs off the woman
who was taken to the hospital by ambulance. Angela returned home with a torn
and bloody shirt in need of a couple of
stitches and a tetanus shot. Thankfully the
dogs were not rabid. Ange- you’re a brave
soul. We love you! Ω

Notes From De Porres House
Angela Thomas

18 Clark St.
Hartford, CT 06120
(860) 724-7066

Hello from Hartford... Wow what a
summer! (It’s not over yet while I’m writing
this.) We had a summer intern, Lisa
Ballard, here for 2 months. She has
returned to Iowa where she goes to Loras
College. Hopefully she’ll get some R and R
before she returns to school, because she
didn’t get much here. :-) She was a great
help. I’ll miss her.
Well it’s been a quiet summer here
without the bird and dog. They’ve been
down in Voluntown with the summer
campers. (HeeHee) But from what I’ve
heard Jackie and Sarah had more trouble
getting the campers to be quiet and go to
sleep. God love them for being able to
deal with 10-15 North End kids on 3 hours
of sleep per day. I humbly bow at their
feet.
Brian and I have been in the North End
holding down the fort. I must say it’s so
much more fun to hang out with the kids
without nagging them about homework. I
love summer time. Except for the occasional, “get a book and read for twenty
minutes” there’s been pool parties, slip
and slide fun, trips to the air-conditioned
library, and just fun hang-out time. I’m
grateful for this time to bond with the kids,
so the Fall crack-down on homework might
be a little less painful for all involved.
Please keep our kids in your prayers.
We heard a disturbing story about our
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Gentle Giant Big Anthony. Anthony is a
little boy living in the body of a very large
man- think Forrest Gump. I’ve never seen
Big Anthony get into a fight with any other
kids, besides the common bickering.
Around the Fourth of July he was lighting

off firecrackers when two cops pepper
sprayed him and beat him. Some of our
other kids witnessed this and tried to
explain to the police that Anthony was
“slow” (their words) but the police only
came to this realization after the beating.
Please pray for his healing.
Brian is doing okay with a twinge of the
arthritis setting in. If anyone knows any
good arthritis remedy please call and let

him know (not that he’ll actually do any of
them). I’m just getting worried about him.
He’s hanging in there though. God Love
‘im.
Jackie’s been trying to fit in quality time
with her Mom whenever she can. Her whole
family is trying to spend as much time with
Grandma Mick as she comes to the end of
her life. We love you Micki!
Jackie and Dwight, a 19 year old artist
from the neighborhood, finished a mural for
the Hartford City Mission. The mural was a
group of kids with trees and flowers
surrounding them. In the middle was a
scripture quote. Without realizing it, Jackie
painted one of the kids to look like Herbie,
who died last year from a gun shot. The
Spirit moves in mysterious ways.
Jackie, Chris and Sarah have been
running Camp Ahimsa for about ten years
now. So, camp is a finely tuned, well oiled
machine. They crank out the fun with trips
to the ocean, swimming at the lake, campfire stories, mural paintings, and ice-cream.
Sarah is still plugging away at her
documentary. She recently attended a
Tribeca film debut of the film called “The
Gateway.” Sarah helped film the movie.
She was down in NYC walking the Tribeca
Film Festival red carpet in “Karazie” style.
Chris has been traveling back and forth
between the house and camp. He splits his
time between talks, maintenance, and
administrative stuff up here and taking the
(See Notes P.9)
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