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“If you want to follow me first sell what you have and give to the poor...” -Jesus

May God our Creator breathe into you new life and a whole new meaning. May the Spirit of God
breathe into you a new Spirit and a new understanding. May the Wisdom of God breathe into you
new hope and new awareness. And may all who hear the Word of God be blessed forever.
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U.S. Rates of Adult Drug Arrests by Race, per 100,000 residents of each race, 1980-2007

Black Arrests
White Arrests

3 Prison Stocks Poised to Break Out
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Thanks in part to overcrowding, governments are turning to private companies
to build and manage prisons. Here’s how to pick the right time to buy into the trend.
In what might be a revealing commentary on our country’s state of affairs, the
nation’s private prison companies look like solid investments for the next several
years. The three big prison companies — Corrections Corp. of America (CXW), The
Geo Group (GGI) and even the troubled Cornell Cos. (CRN) — have decent growth
prospects for the following reasons...From: MSN Money Central 1/5/2005.....
While the nation’s economy flounders, business is booming for The GEO Group
Inc., a private prison firm that is paid millions by the U.S. government to detain
undocumented immigrants and other federal inmates. In the last year and a half,
GEO announced plans to add a total of at least 3,925 new beds to immigration
lockups in five locations.
GEO reported quarterly earnings of $20 million on February 12,
2009
2009, along with an annual income of $61 million for 2008 – up from $38 million
the year before. But the company’s share value is not the only thing that’s growing.
Behind the financial success and expansion of the for-profit prison firm
firm, there
are increasing charges of negligence, civil rights violations, abuse and even death...
from Erin Rosa at www.corpwatch.org

Brothers Slag
Christopher J. Doucot

At dusk this past Wednesday Brian was
walking through the desolate canyon formed by
would-be sky-scrapers and an asphalt river that
is downtown Hartford after 5 when he saw in
the distance a local can-man at work. His
grocery cart over-laden with garbage
bags of nickels posing as cans and
bottles, this hard working soul
trudged along the concrete banks in
search of his prey. In the neighborhoods cans and bottles are solitary
creatures and an easy catch. Lying
exposed in the open expanse of vacant
lots they are easily picked up. On
Fridays their domesticated cousins fill
blue recycling bins waiting to be
claimed by the first member of the
can-man cadre to hit the street. On
any given day this dedicated band of
free agent maintenance workers will stoop a
thousand times, scrape their forearms too often
on the underside of a chain link fence and rue
the increasing presence of non-deposit water
and wine bottles- worthless fool’s gold
awaiting a simple bit of legislative alchemy.
Gathering the downtown returnable
container poses a different set of challenges.
Their habitat is more dangerous for the
intrepid garbage picker. The downtown bottle
prefers cover and likes to nest in packs.
Reaching into lidded city owned trash cans
these bereft heroes of the environment are
often stung by bees attracted to the backwash
soda that pools in the barrel. Descending into a
restaurant dumpster festering with the table
scraps of the rich a can-man is guaranteed to have
a rat encounter. This is dirty work to be sure.
During his saunter to the pub Brian
witnessed the hunter get hunted. As errant
pages of the Courant drifted by and vacant chip
bags rolled along the gutter like urban
tumbleweed a Hartford cop pulled over the
can-man on the horizon and issued him a
ticket... for littering! Cripes, does this cop pull
over joggers in the park and ticket them for
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loitering?! Can-men are public servants. They
shouldn’t be arrested but paid and protected
for the hard work they do. I wish there was a
penny deposit on every cigarette butt, a dime
on every chip bag, ten dollars on the tires and a
hundred on the junked cars dumped in our

neighborhood. With unemployment nearly as
widespread as litter why not put a lot of people
to work cleaning up America by taxing only
those slobs among us who litter.
By the end of the day, smelling like the
garbage they’ve diverted from the dump, the
can-men will trod the last miles of the day in
tennis shoes with nary a sole to haggle with a
dealer at the Redemption Center. They might
get three and a half cents per container and
leave with half a cart of dented, cracked, dirty
or generic label vessels. Redemption may be a
cheap and messy process but ultimately it’s
available to anyone willing to walk far enough.
The capricious arrest of this man, a poor
man no doubt, is not about littering but about
reminding the poor that they are not welcome
to mingle with the non-poor downtown.
Several years back I was meekly approached by
a beggar downtown. It was night, the sidewalks
were otherwise empty and nearly every
business was closed. I had not yet reached into
my pocket when an unmarked cruiser sprang
from an alley way. Two cops jumped out, cuffed
the man and took him away. Begging is illegal
in Hartford (unless of course you’re ringing a

bell for the Salvation Army). I told the cops I
didn’t want to press charges but my efforts
were futile as one cop snapped back: “we don’t
need you to, these people are a threat to
downtown”.
About a year ago our friend Sedrick was
arrested by HPD for riding his
bicycle at night without lights. Of
course bike riding at night is
dangerous, but for Sedrick so is
hanging out in his sister’s
apartment with their mother.
Sedrick’s mom, who refers to us as
the “f….ing hillbilly Nazi Crackers
on Clark St.” is the meanest
person I’ve ever met. When she
gave birth to Sedrick she had Crack
Cocaine in her system. Aside from
brief strung out moments, during
which she beats Sed with a cast
iron frying pan or throws bleach at him, his
mom always has Crack or alcohol in her system.
Sed can’t even simply sit on the front steps
of the building he lives in without being
threatened with arrest for trespass and
loitering- I’m not kidding. Sedrick is mildly
mentally retarded but since his mother never
got him services, beyond the monthly disability
check she smoked for eighteen years, the
various state agencies that ought to help him
have not. This is not entirely their fault; Sedrick
was socialized on the streets and in prison
rather than in a group home and so as a young
adult he neither fits, nor is welcomed, in that
world. A few years ago he lived with us for a
short while until he frightened one of my kids.
Sedrick has the desire to work. Several times a
week when he asks me for work he will gladly
pick up the litter on our street or help me split
and stack firewood. Sedrick is missing the
attention span to work eight hours a day every
day. He lacks a decent education and the skills
to find work in 21st century America, but the
biggest deficit in Sedrick’s life- by far- is a
loving and caring society that recognizes his
(See Slag , p4)

Slag, cont.
intrinsic sacredness and respects his manifest
dignity as a child of God.
‘Round about the time Jesus was again
escaping from the tomb our friend P.J.
completed a two year bid in prison and came to
live with us. P.J. is twenty-three. He was only
seven when he followed our dog home from
the park and introduced himself. Brian was on
the front porch eating the penultimate pickle
from the jar, P.J. asked for the last pickle. He ate it
with gusto before lifting the jar to down the
vinegar and mustard seeds- his first bitter chaser.
When we met P.J. his dad was a homeless
junkie and his mom lay wasting away on the
floor of their basement apartment which was a
converted storage room . That summer every
downpour caused sewage to back up and flood
their home. Before Thanksgiving PJ was living
in a welfare motel, before he was ten his mom
was dead, before he was a teen his dad was
dead too. His older sister became his motherand his father. P.J. is an affable soul with an
indefatigable spirit. With much love and
support from the Huberts, Petruzzis and
Vendettis of Farmington P.J. graduated high
school on time and was soon working. Not long
thereafter he was also married and a father to
Jo-jo. Defying the odds P.J. had risen above the
demons of his past and had created the family
and stability he never had. But demons are like
dandelions, they are pernicious because even if
you chop off their heads deep roots remain.
P.J. salved the psychic pain of losing his
mother, the existential anxiety of abandonment
caused by childhood homelessness (at one
point he and his younger sisters slept on a
couch abandoned in a park and ate chicken from
a trash can) and the trauma of having a friend
shot in the back and killed by the police,
through smoking pot. He was soon fired from
his job cleaning up hazardous waste because
he skipped a mandatory urine test. In order to
keep smoking, pay the rent and provide for his
family he began selling Crack. When he was
arrested by undercover narc.s he had 30 grams
of Crack on him.
The life he built has collapsed. He’s lost his
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home, his car and his job. His wife left him and
his four year old daughter is just getting to
know him. He’s also lost the public trust.
Convicted felons have a hard time getting work
in a good economy. In this economy Wal-Mart
has refused to hire him. He is currently waiting
on a call back for a third shift warehouse job
that includes a probationary period during
which permanent employment will be offered if
he has moved enough crates per minute. If P.J.
doesn’t get this job he’ll be alright while he
stays with us. But how will he pay child support
if no one will hire him? And what about the
tens of thousands of other, mostly Black, men
leaving our prisons each day? How can they
compete for work with job seekers who may be
better educated, who may be white and who
don’t have criminal records? (see sidebar).
People don’t re-offend because they have a
predisposition to crime but because our
society often leaves them no other option.
Our neighborhood is full of folks with
stories similar to those of Sedrick and P.J.
These young men are in and out of prison their
entire lives. They often die violent deaths at a
young age leaving behind embittered friends
and traumatized children. They are the slag in
our post-Industrial, post-Agricultural America
and yet our salvation is inextricably bound to
their liberation. (Mt 25). Only when we begin
to welcome friends like Sedrick, P.J. and the
anonymous downtown Can-man into our lives
will we live in the “sweet land of liberty” we
yearn to be. If we don’t have room in this vast
land for these men we cannot be America the
Beautiful that Boy Scouts sing about.
When the Holy Spirit descended upon the
first followers of Jesus fifty days after he left
the tomb they were amazed at being able to
understand each other regardless of the
language spoken, (Acts 2:1-13) not immediately realizing that membership in their new
community transcended national allegiance.
Becoming Christian also transformed social
class. “All the believers were together and
had everything in common. Selling their
possessions and goods, they gave to anyone as
he had need... They broke bread in their
homes and ate together with glad and sincere

hearts, praising God and enjoying the favor of
all the people. And the Lord added to their
number daily those who were being saved.”
(Acts 2:44-47). The first Christians welcomed
the stranger, the poor, the convict, the weak,
ill, enemy and infirmed to be a part of their
community because they were strengthened in
their commitment to imitate Christ by the
presence of His Holy Spirit among them.
The Spirit has not abandoned us; nay, She
has taken refuge inside each of us (1Cor 6:19).
We too are called to be apostles sharing all so
that none are in need. I pray that we may be
buoyed by our Divine in-dwelling so that we
too can turn the stranger in our midst to family
under our roof. Ω

Percentage Called Back

Black

White

Source: University of Chicago Press

A Long Time Gone

Seth Tobocman

Kate Powers, Ph.D.

Dear Hartford Catholic Worker,
I am trying to support one of the ideals of
the Catholic Worker by helping a young
prisoner (a former student of mine) and his
family. The situation probably has similarities
to many you’ve encountered. If you have any
advice, I’d appreciate it.
In early December 2007, 16 year old
Alimamy Bangura [from Sierra Leone] and
another student were on a sidewalk outside the
house of a boy who had, with assistance,
brutally beaten a friend of theirs. Their stated
purpose was to frighten the boy. As other
classmates watched, the American, a popular
natural leader, pulled out a gun, cocked it,
handed it to Alimamy and told him to shoot at a
window. Alimamy followed directions. Police
arrived. He told them he had fired the gun.
That was eighteen months ago. He has
been in prison without trial ever since; the boy
who procured the gun and cocked it has been
free all that time.
Alimamy will be tried as an adult, and has
been offered a plea bargain of three years plus
deportation. Alamamy came to the U.S. as the
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three year old son (and namesake) of the Sierra
Leone Ambassador to the United Nations. Two
years later his father returned home for a visit
just as civil war was breaking out. He was taken
political prisoner and has never returned to the
U.S. His wife, Aminata, and three sons, Abdul,
Alimamy, and Suluku, continue to live here in
political asylum. The mother was left with no
income and, despite a Ph.D. in International
Relations from a German university, has been
unable to obtain a green card. For the first
three years raising
the children by
herself, she did
whatever odd jobs
she could find;
when she had to
ask a church for
assistance, she
repaid them with
her time. She
never took a
handout. For the
past several years,
she has had a lowpaying job at the

Bristol Community Center. She has managed
to raise her sons on very little.
Alimamy has no memory of the country of
his birth. Recently it has been plagued by a civil
war horrific enough to warrant sending in U.N.
Peacekeepers [Ishmael Beah’s A Long Way
Gone recounts the story of a Sierra Leone boy
soldier in that war]. The country’s people are
now threatened with starvation. Alimamy does
not know the languages that are spoken there.
Because of the U.S. policy that the native
country be billed the travel costs for a
deportee, he will immediately be high-profiled.
The boy was wrong. He has paid. When a
year was up, he looked forward to a new start,
especially being able to go to school (college
now; he completed a GED in prison). As
months drag on he’s losing hope. He has no
control over his life. His mother has no money
for a lawyer, and he has been passed from one
public defender to another (four, at last count).
Do you know of any way to avert a tragedy
in the making? Is there an organization that
might help? A lawyer in this area that might
consider taking a pro bono case?
Please pray for this boy and his family.
(If any of our readers can help in any way
please contact us. Thank-you.) Ω

The Little Voice of a Big Person
Sarah Karas

It is hard for me to write this and I have
been dreading it for sometime now. After
much discernment and conversations with my
friends and family I have made the very difficult
decision to leave the Hartford Catholic Worker
in June, of this year, and head to New York City
to pursue work in film production. I am so
extremely and deeply grateful for my time here
in Hartford and with the company that
I shared during this leg of the
journey. When I think back on the
past four and a half years I am flooded
with a sense of rich, thick, fullness: of
people’s lives with whom I have
intersected and shared, the level of
intimacy, vulnerability and courage
with which this community of people
proceed in their commitment for right
relationships and social justice: of the
various voices and laughter that have
colored my days from 2:30-5:00PM
and long after.
I would not be honest if I said
that I did not have mixed feelings
about leaving because naturally I do. The
Hartford Catholic Worker is a second family to
me and has been a place where my spirituality
has deepened, my love for humanity, and thus
myself, has grown and for my formation as an
activist working for nonviolent social change
began. Leaving this beautiful community,
especially the youth with whom I have worked
with during my time here (some for eleven
years) and have seen grow-up, has proven to be
much more difficult then I could have imagined.
I will miss them all very much. However, I do
leave with hope and gratitude regarding this
community in Hartford’s Northend and faith
that the incredible work being done here will
influence the lives of all those who have come
through and that the work will carry on in ways
that we cannot even imagine. For me, I see
myself as a Catholic Worker and a filmmaker
and this next step will give me the opportunity
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to further integrate the two. So it is in this spirit
that I go forth onto my next adventure and I know I
will bring my experience with me wherever I go.
I first came to the Catholic Worker as a 15year-old high school student that had a 20 hour
community service requirement to fulfill. I
remember, it was a Saturday and Jackie put me
in front of the sink and I quietly washed the

lunch dishes (I think it was Kraft macaroni and
cheese back then) all the while listening
carefully and absorbing the culture of the
community buzzing around me. I felt immediately at home and at ease. From that point on I
continued to come as much as I could and
continued coming during my summer vacations
from college to help with camp.
It was around the same time as my first
experience with the Catholic Worker that I
became interested in films. My father brought
me to see the film “Little Voice” at Trinity
College’s Cinestudio and I became intrigued by
the art of filmmaking. At the time I was
absorbed in the performing arts, studying
theater, ballet and the tenor saxophone but
there was something about cinema that
captured me. I was drawn into the beauty of
the pictures and the music and the richness of
the stories unfolding before me. Cinema is a
medium by which, in a matter of a few hours,

one is transported into another world and can
experience a variety of realities far beyond our
daily experience. I knew early on that I wanted
to learn how to tell stories on the big screen.
During my time at Ithaca College I studied
film production in addition to learning about
politics and sociology, in an effort to make
some sense of the world around me and how I
fit in it. Being brought up in a Catholic family I
was taught that as Christians we are called
to serve one another with our God given
gifts and that we would find our gifts
through our passions. In fact, we have a
responsibility to share our lives with
others because ultimately what we do
affects us all. It became clear to me that I
wanted to align my work in film with my
work for social justice and peace. However, when I moved home I found myself at
a loss for exactly how to do this.
I found myself missing my college
community and unsure of where my life
was going. During a particularly difficult
week I called one of my wisest and best of
friends, Jackie. After talking with her I
decided to move in for a three month period to
“discern” my next step. That was in the
December of 2004! Although she’ll deny it, I
still think she had some sense of what she was
doing when she asked me to stay (read:
wrangled me in). But don’t get me wrong, my
time here is without regret and I am so grateful
that I ended up with this community. I feel I
have been exactly where I was supposed to be.
I am grateful for the challenges both within
the community and within myself (albeit not
always pleasurable to experience). I have
learned that community is not easy but can be
very rewarding. When I first moved in I had no
intention of staying. There were so many
questions that were going through my head
and I did not feel ready to answer them. I was
strongly opposed to the war but was unsure
about how comfortable I felt resisting the war
to the extent that the Catholic Worker

community had, that is to say completely give
their lives to the struggle. Looking back I think
I was a little afraid of being “too radical” or
coming off as self-righteous by subscribing to
the counter-cultural principles of the Catholic
Worker movement. How would I explain to
people what I was doing without directly
offending them and their life choices especially
when I did not feel that grounded in my
convictions. What will people think of me?
What will I think of myself? However, this
ended up being the perfect place for me to be
and sit with my many questions.
One of my favorite memories is while
walking with Jackie through Keney Park one
afternoon she said to me, “well Sarah, I think
you have to accept that you will never be
’normal’.” Ha! I thought oh great, that’s all I
need! She was right though, my eyes had been
open to oppression and injustice, my conscience had grown in compassion for our
human condition and my heart, informed
by my daily interactions with my neighbors, especially the children that call the
Green House home, had opened. There
was no going back, I could not be blissfully
ignorant, neither could I comfortably
ignore or deny what I knew. We are
called to inform our conscience then act
with integrity and compassion. It was
then that I really saw myself connected to
this community in new way and to my life
as an activist and for that I am deeply
grateful.
It is difficult to summarize all of my
experiences here but this is a quick list of
some of the things I learned: Always be
yourself, walk away and take a few deep
breathes when it gets difficult, how to cook for
large groups of people and to make soup with
the leftovers, do not compost meat and dairy
unless you want rats, there are things such as
“house centipedes” that dwell in the showers
of Hartford and can grow up to three inches in
length, how to properly sweep and mop a floor,
whomever makes dinner does not clean the
dishes, everyone has a different interpretation
of various words including the following; clean /
tidy, clutter, and punctuality. Parrots are very
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beautiful but also very messy. Balance in life is
essential especially when working with youth,
A good sense of humor goes a long way,
humility may not come easily but is essential
for forgiveness of ourselves and others,
patience really is a virtue, snifflize (smell)
anything thing before you eat / drink it cause
you never know how long it’s been sitting,
people love to feel needed and are willing to
help out if only asked, self-examination is key
to working for anti-oppression and equality,
actions speak louder than words, setting
boundaries and self-care are just as important
as giving of yourself generously and wholeheartedly, speak up for what is true to yourself,
speak up and listen well, do something even if
it scares you, share your experience with
others, the divine dwells in others.
Some of my favorite memories that I will
take with me are sitting on the porch with my

friends having a drink and having all the
neighborhood kids join us, dancing with Jackie
and Teri at all the fundraising and family parties
we had, seeing Ammon curled up with Reilly,
our dog, on the couch in front of the wood
stove with a book, Micah playing basketball
with the neighborhood kids in the backyard of
the Green House, Chris’s homemade bread,
Jackie’s crazy bedhead hair in the morning as
we recount our dreams from the past night‘s
sleep, Sasean running to meet me in the
driveway when I come home from a trip, the

older boys fishing off the dam in Voluntown,
listening to Chaka Khan in the kitchen while
making breakfast for the campers with Jackie
and fighting over how to make the bacon and
pancakes, escaping to the ocean after a long
week of running around. Chris’s Underdog
paraphernalia and Brian’s tales from the pub,
Sister Betty tending to her garden and the
McNeil’s homemade sweet potato pie, Edna
telling me “don’t start no trouble” and fresh
made egg rolls. Steve drinking a coffee with
me on a Saturday while the whole house spins
in a frenzy of youthful energy, the look on
people’s faces when they realize we live here,
the excited energy as the kids come from a
long day at school to play at the Green House,
home brew, the fire in the woodstove and fresh
garden vegetables, UCONN football players on
Saturday Arts and Sports Program playing flag
football with the little guys, Morliana’s
impromptu visits and loud belly laughter,
watching our older youth mentoring the
younger ones on the basketball court,
watching the seasons change from the
beautiful tree outside my window, getting
bear hugs from Ammon and getting the
fire scared out of me after Micah has leapt
out from behind his hiding spot, watching
Oprah with Jackie, watching Oprah with
Chris (two very different experiences), The
murals in the backyard when the morning
light hits them, Dwight and Jackie’s
weekly art exhibit, going to the movies
with Brian to see some obscure film that
no one else will see and arriving 45
minutes early, eating Jahm Ske’s ox tail
and gravy in Elizabeth Park with Morliana,
Andrea’s rice beans and pork roast Puerto
Rican style, the Benton Sister’s dietary and
high fashion needs, Christmas parties and
Thanksgiving turkeys, after school karaoke and
trips out to Voluntown. And most of all the
blessings received by the parade of characters
that flow in and out of our home.
Thishais been an amazing run and I thank
you all for such an amazing time! With deepest
gratitude, respect and love I carry this
community with me always in my heart and may
this experience continue to inform my life! Ω

Notes, cont.
for ten years, in the prison where she was
confined for two years for enacting the
prophecy of Isaiah (Is 2:4) on a B52, and here at the Catholic Worker for
the last sixteen years. She has also
experienced grief, too much grief: during
my times in war zones and on the day I
was pistol whipped, in the aftermath of the
murder of our dear friend Paul Laffin
along with the murders of two kids and a
man from the neighborhood whom we
worked with, and during the two weeks she
spent hospitalized after giving birth to
Micah when she very nearly died. Her
mother’s parting gift has enabled her to
finally return to the well, nurture the
Spirit within and replenish her soul. We
miss you Jackie.
With the land reawakening from
underneath Winter’s long, cold grip and
song birds returning from their southern
sojourn Spring seems to be an appropriate
season for sabbatical. Spring is a time of
anticipation. We see the buds form and
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wait interminable weeks
for the leaves to
unfold. Days grow
warmer and we long
for the evening to
follow so we can
listen to the Red Sox
on the radio while
sipping a cold beer on
the front porch. Spring
is all about waiting in
confident hope that the
cycle of life will
surely repeat this year as it has every
year since God clapped Her hands and
the universe sprung from the resounding
Big Bang. We have been likewise full
of anxious anticipation as our community
spins through another cycle and awaits to
be re-born.
Sarah will leave us shortly after
years of loving, living, working and
worrying with us. We will miss her
greatly and look forward to her first
Sundance film premier. We have known
for months that this day was coming and
we have been fretting about what to
do without her. I mean the
Catholic Worker doesn’t exactly
pay well and though our benefits
package is hopefully eternal we
don’t offer health or retirement
insurance- so we were not
confident that a new member would
be joining us anytime soon.
We sure are an unbelieving
lot! Some of our supporters think
we have great faith- I’m not so
sure. I think we may be more like
Thomas needing to touch the
Risen Christ and so God is
constantly manifest around us- not
so much in burning bushes but
perhaps in something as mundane as
a roast beef. Years ago someone
donated a roast beef and Jackie

hooked it up with carrots, potatoes and
onions. The entire house smelled succulent.
As dinner time neared we learned that a
neighborhood friend had passed and so we
gave the meal to the family. I thought
Brian was gonna cry as the roast and
trimmings headed for the door when
without notice a patron arrived with a
roast beef she wanted to donate as a treat
to us.! The roasts passed each other in
the hallway and our doubts that we are
called to love our neighbor as ourselves
were quieted for the time being.
In the weeks leading up to Sarah’s
departure we have had an unprecedented
level of interest in joining our community!
In June two young women from Notre
Dame will be joining us for a summer
internship with the support and facilitation
of Sr. Elaine Betoncourt. We have also
been exchanging emails with a young woman
originally from Manchester, Rachel
Winch. Rachel wrote to us: “I have
spent the past two years working at a
national anti-hunger advocacy organization
that looks at large scale solutions to large
scale issues. I was also sold on this idea
that we must work at the large scale,
national level policy to affect real change,
and was not being challenged to change my
life dramatically. I have been having
discussions about the poor in rooms full

of white, middle class people in suits,
often in fancy DC meeting rooms over
catered meals rather than in communion
with people oppressed by the system.”
Frustrated by this disconnect Rachel is
taking a “taking a Sabbath year. I want
to take time to live for God. To break
free from the cycle of constantly working
only to meet my own needs. To truly
listen to people who are oppressed in our
socio-economic system. To listen to
God.” Rachel will likely be starting her
year with us, inshAllah, she will complete
it with us as well. June will also bring
the return of Ariel Haytas from Ohio
Wesleyan University. Ariel was one of
the OWU students who spent her Spring
Break with us. Ariel, we look forward
to your return.
And wait, there’s still more the t.v
announcer tells me. Yes, for the incredible
low price of living in community in north
Hartford the Salesman in the Sky is
offering as an added one-time bonus for

acting now not one, not two, but three, yes
three more women seeking to experience life
with the Hartford Catholic Worker.
Kathryn L. is a student of mine at
Central CSU who spent last summer
volunteering with Americorps and is hoping
to help with our summer kids program this
year. Christina White is also a student at
CCSU. When we first met Christina she
was a little girl living in Suffield. Her
mom and dad have spent decades teaching
in Hartford Public Schools. (They
also once caught the ire of Dorothy Day
by visiting her at the Catholic Worker
farm in a borrowed r.v.- I love you
Dave and Marisel but I wish I could
have been there to see that encounter!)
Christina traveled with Jackie and Ammon
last Autumn to work with our mutual
friend Fr. Tom Goekler with young men
in Guatemala. Christine is a strong,
confident and compassionate person. She
will be with us from mid-June until
December.

And finally Sarah Webb has begun
to call St. Brigid House home. Sarah
learned about us from some friends who
distribute food with the Middletown
Food Not Bombs affinity group. Look
for an essay of self introduction in our
next issue.
These wonderful women aren’t exactly
roast beefs. But they are messengers from
the God of Jacob and Rachel, angels to
be sure, sent to reassure us that God is
watching and waiting; hoping in anticipation
that we will blossom into our fullest
selves when we leap in faith confident that
many hands are holding on to us.
The Psalmist sings (with help):
Hallelujah! Praise the Lord, my
soul; I shall praise the Lord all my life,
sing praise to my God while I live. I
Put no trust in princes, in mere mortals
powerless to save. When they breathe
their last, they return to the earth; that
day all their planning comes to nothing.
Happy those whose help is Jacob’s God,
whose hope is in the Lord, their
God, The maker of heaven and
earth, the seas and all that is in
them, Who keeps faith forever,
secures justice for the oppressed,
Amberain Witherspoon
gives food to the hungry. The Lord
I am a sophomore at Weaver High in
sets prisoners free; the Lord gives
Hartford. I’ve recently attended the Historically
sight to the blind. The Lord raises
Black College Tour. There I traveled with
up those who are bowed down; the
thirty-two other students to visit Black
Lord loves the righteous. The Lord
colleges down South. We traveled to such
protects the stranger, sustains the
places as Baltimore, Virginia, North Carolina,
orphan and the widow, but thwarts
D.C., and Atlanta looking at colleges such as Howard, Morgan St., North Carolina AT and T,
the way of the wicked. The Lord
Tuskegee and others.
roots for the Red Sox and despises
This trip allowed me to grow as a young lady and experience the college life- not to mention
steroids. Yes, the Lord is a mighty
the awesome people I got to meet. I met students from the inner-city and even from Southington.
God who has shown favor to Boston
Not being a traveling person, I enjoyed seeing different aspects of life. I noticed that the vibe
down South is warm and welcoming and because of that I plan on applying to Howard University in
(though he could spare some for
D.C., and North Carolina to study Broadcast Journalism with a minor in performing arts.
Hartford). The Lord shall reign
This trip is very recommended in my eyes for many high school students. It not only allows
forever, your God, Zion, through all
them to explore their options but helps them to grow up too. In conclusion I would like to give a
generations! Hallelujah! (Psalm
special thanks to The Hartford Catholic Worker House, Octo, and Jeanne for all their support and
146) Praise the Lord. Ω
help. God bless you for your kind hearts.

The H.B.C.T. and Me
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Notes From De Porres House
Christopher J. Doucot
Just as the seventh day is the Sabbath- a day for the faithful to be
devoted to God, so too every seventh year
is a Sabbatical year . In ancient Israel
the Hebrew people let the land lay
fallow every seven years in observance of
the Sabbatical. According to one Jewish
encyclopedia “the law provides that one
may cultivate his field and vineyard six
years, but “in the seventh year shall be. . .

debts forgiven, foreclosed property returned
and thus Right Relationship, Shalom, with
the our God is also restored.
I propose the creation of a Sabbatical
Fund paid for by inheritance taxes levied
on the richest one percent of Americans,
and by increased taxes on other forms of
unearned wealth (dividends, sale of stocks
etc). With this fund everyone living in
America would be entitled to a Sabbati-

across small town America to fish in the
best local holes and catch minor league
baseball games in intimate stadia with
young players unspoiled by multi-million
dollar contracts... I would like to spend
my sixty-third year boating and fishing
from the St. Lawrence River through the
Great Lakes finishing up by camping on
Isle Royale in the middle of Lake
Superior. Hmmm.

a Sabbath for the Lord, during which one
shall neither sow nor reap as hitherto for
his private gain, but all members of the
community—the owner, his servants, and
strangers—as well as domestic and wild
animals, shall share in consuming the
natural or spontaneous yield of the soil .”
The sabbatical year was/(could be
again?) a time of restoration: fields were
re-nourished, field hands were rested,
slaves and indentured servants were freed,

cal year every seven years upon graduation
from high school. Aside from the positive
impact this would have on unemployment
rates imagine spending your nineteenth year
hiking the Appalachian trail, devoting your
twenty-sixth year to your children and
your thirty-fifth year to your spouse,
spending you forty-second year with your
parents as they begin to decline and your
forty-ninth year with your first grandchild, and your fifty-sixth year biking

Jackie has been been on a four week
sabbatical in Italy for three weeks now.
With a small sum left to her by her mom
she is spending time across the land of my
grandmother staying at largely vacant
convents and monasteries. She is spending
this time mourning her mom, praying,
fasting and painting landscapes. Over the
past thirty years Jackie has seen a lot of
suffering at the shelter where she worked
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(Please see: Notes, p8)

