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

T

h e shadows fall. The stars appear. The birds begin to sleep.

Night embraces the silent half of the
earth. A vagrant, a destitute

wanderer with dusty feet, finds his way
down a new road. A
homeless God, lost in the night, without
papers, without
identifications, without even a number,
a frail expendable exile
lies down in desolation under the sweet
stars of the world and
entrusts Himself to sleep.
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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 a 501c3 tax exempt organization. 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 can be reached at: 18 Clark St., Hartford CT
06120; (860) 724-7066, doucot@sbcglobal.net and www.hartfordcatholicworker.org We are: Brian Kavanagh, Kirstie Dodd, Jacqueline, Christopher, Micah and Ammon Allen-Doucot.

Dear Friends, Readers and Supporters,
On October 23, 2011 The Hartford Catholic Worker’s status as a charity serving children and
their families in north Hartford was recognized by the IRS which has conferred tax exempt
status to the Hartford Catholic Worker. As a recognized 501c3 charity contributions to the Hartford Catholic Worker, including donations made earlier this year, can be deducted from your
federal income taxes.
Let us all pray and work for a time when those taxes are only used to foster good will and
uphold the dignity of all persons.

YOUR GOOD WILL

For nearly twenty years the Hartford Catholic Worker has been building community in our north Hartford
neighborhood by performing the Works of Mercy on a daily basis and in a personal manner. Our community
has become a beautiful reflection of Christ in our midst. Whenever our community gathers the boundaries of
race and class, gender, generation and geography are transcended- as are we.
Everyone who comes to our community comes bearing gifts. The children from our neighborhood bring us
the gifts of joy and innocence and the retired folks from beyond Hartford bring patience and wisdom. Meanwhile, a few hundred of you send your financial gifts to keep the lights on and the hearth warm. Without the
gifts of many the Hartford Catholic Worker would not exist. If you are in the position to gift a bequest or other
estate designation such as life insurance or retirement plan to the Hartford Catholic Worker you can help ensure
that we are able to welcome yet another generation to our beloved community.
If you are interested in pursuing this please take this to your attorney when having your will prepared or
updated. We should be named as follows:
The Hartford Catholic Worker, a nonprofit Connecticut corporation in Hartford, Connecticut (Fed. Tax ID#261223920)
For more information or assistance, please contact us at (860) 724-7066 or doucot@sbcglobal.net. Thank
you for considering the Hartford Catholic Worker in your estate plans!
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We Honor Jesus With our Presence

Matthew Friedrichs

My son Isaiah arrived at the
Green House for the first time more
than a year ago with a name that
had already been taken. Fortunately,
G-Baby, the resident Isaiah, had
a nickname and didn’t mind the
youthful competition.
Kids are less suspicious of a
toddling 2-year-old than an adult.
A 2-year-old is a challenge, not a
threat. A 2-year-old, with coaxing,
might shout out their names or give
them a high-five or laugh at their
jokes. A 1-year-old (Isaiah has a
sister, Bernadette) is someone they
can hold and practice their own
nurturing instinct. Anybody
under 3 who’s within arm’s
length is probably paying
attention, no matter
how the older child
did in school that
week or whether
they’re in a good
mood or even
if they’re not
wearing the right
clothes, carrying
the right phone,
or friends with
the right people.
Now I have
a couple of nicknames, too: “Isaiah’s
dad” or “Bernadette’s
dad.”
Kids know when we’re
paying attention. And
they expect both more and
less from adults because of their
experiences. So on Saturdays I’m
always asking for names and then
asking the same questions. Paula, how
was your week? Tatiana, how is school?
Michael, how are you?
These are frequently queries that
they don’t want to answer, that they
mumble around or ignore. But they
know Steve, Kirstie, Chris, Jackie,
Justin, Danielle, Edna and so many
others are paying attention because

we're asking about what is important, and we're consistent in our
interest, and adults who are paying
attention know their names. Adults
who are paying attention remember
something kids told them. Kids may
be surprised when that happens, but
they latch onto those moments.
A name is a tag, a very important
one, on the outside of these bundles
of energy and life. When kids finally
respond to that tug and unwrap a bit
of themselves, if just for a moment,
there can be a real connection.

And
kids have questions of their own:
Where’s Isaiah? Where’s Isaiah’s mom?
Can you give me a push? Want to play oneon-one?
I get to respond their little tugs
with answers of my own. And so the
conversation goes.
Some days our exchanges are
words. Most days the interactions
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are a blur of activity because Green
House kids like to play. They like
to swing, run, build, draw and play
Uno.
And they love basketball. If
you’re bigger than them, it’s a badge
of honor to challenge you. The
greater the gap in age and height,
the more likely the trash talk. If
you’re the same height, it’s assumed
they can beat you, and you can catch
their attention by showing more skill
than they imagined you had.
Without our trips to the Green
House, I would not have had the following conversation when I turned
on Game 4 of the NBA Finals
this year. Isaiah: “Where's Josh?
Where's Josh? Is he playing
basketball?” Me: “Do you
see Floyd?” Isaiah: “Gotta
get Floyd. He's a good
shooter.”
To a youngster,
now 3, a year of
observation of that
little court in the
North End is all he
needs to know that
the best basketball players in the
world must be from
Hartford. And it
hasn't taken him long
to pick up the names
of some of his favorite
Saturday people.
So as we approach
Christmas, there are the
inevitable questions about what
the children want for Christmas
and the pressure to consume. Everywhere in our society is a crush of
stuff. We live in a world and time in
which anything we imagine can be
fabricated and at price points and
with cheap materials and labor to fit
any budget.
But the stuff, while it looms large
in commercials and the imaginations

(Please see: Honor, P.7)

A Holy, Occupied Womb

Christopher J. Doucot

Why are we are called human beings rather than human doings?
I’ve been mulling over this lately
as a close relationship has become
strained. How do I love the human
being in question while confronting
some worrisome human doing?
Who we are has become so over
identified with what we do
that when we ask each other
how we are doing we typically respond by listing what
we are doing. As of late I’ve
been doing the mundane and
boring, and I worry that the
mindless manner in which I
engage the ordinary tasks of
life unwittingly undermine
the more exciting moments
when I am mindfully engaged in works of justice
and peacemaking. Whereas
Descartes declared, “I think,
therefore I am,” today we
seem to live by the notion
“I do, therefore I am.” This
dangerously utilitarian notion underpins an ideology
whereby only “productive”
or “useful” members of society are valued; whither the
old or ill, the very young, the
imprisoned, or just the odd
outsider?
Ruminating over Descartes it occurs to me that a
better axiom for life might
be “I was created, therefore I
am.” But even this notion
seems flawed by incompleteness. Surely I was created by God
but it seems obvious that without
the active cooperation of my parents
I would not be despite God’s having
created me. I was created therefore I am;
I am loved, therefore I continue to be. This
notion brings back into question
the role of doing in our being. It turns
out it is not our doing that is fundamental to our being but rather the
doings of all those who have loved
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tiation that effectively consecrates
our relationships and inscribes the
mundane with a seal of sanctity.
If we would recognize our sanctified reality we could transform our
society. To limit our imagination of
sacred space as no place other than a
mosque, temple or church imprisons
God and limits our expectations of
when, where and
how we engage in
holy behavior. God
collects the cans
from our recycling
bin, She walks her
grandchildren past
our house to school
every morning, and
He toils in anonymity downtown
mopping floors and
cleaning toilets.
God eats dinner
with us every night.
She also makes $9/
hr changing diapers
at a day care center
and $9.50 to do the
same at a convalescent home. God
waits on our corner
to catch the bus to
Capital Community College, and He
waits in lockup in
Lafayette Street on
a steel bed in a padded room for peeing
Brian Kavanagh outside because He
couldn’t hold it until
the shelter re-opens.
We are surrounded by the Divine
In legal parlance a conspiracy is
underway when two or more people Presence which does not get weary
gather to commit a crime. In Chris- despite our oblivious disregard for
the sanctity of ordinary encounters
tian parlance when two or more
with each other.
people gather to imitate Christ,
I am grateful for the hearty souls
ie love, Incarnation is underway
of the various “Occupy” encamp(Mt 18:20). This holy conspiracy
ments who have carved out a space
is an invitation from God to join
in the public discourse to chalin perpetuating the Incarnation.
lenge the increasing concentration
This ability to bring forth Christ in
of wealth to a shrinking sliver of
our midst is a form of transubstan-

and cared for us that maintains our
being: “I still am, because I am loved.”
That is: I exist because I am fed
and housed, healed and comforted,
visited and liberated, taught, clothed,
prayed for, forgiven and put up with.
Thus even using I as the starting point is inadequate. We still are,
because we are loved.

Americans. The Occupy movement has also shed light on the legal
“personhood” of corporations; a
phenomenon too few Americans
were previously aware of. Ponder
the tragic irony of an America that
grants personhood to private forprofit prison
corporations
and then fills
their cages with
people stripped
of their personhood and
deemed aliens
because they
came to America for the same
reasons that our
grandparents
did but only
after our grandparents changed
the rules.
Bearing in
mind Stephen
Biko’s observation that the
“most powerful
weapon of the
oppressor is
the mind of the
oppressed” I
suggest that the
next step taken
by the Occupy
movement must
be a call for us
to free our minds currently preoccupied with the cult of celebrity
and idolatry of wealth: symbiotic
pathologies that feed off each other.
When we put Hollywood actors and
stadium athletes on pedestals we
are actually putting our neighbors
and selves down by substituting
meaningful and caring relationships
in our neighborhoods with vicarious relationships on our screens. If
we can occupy our minds with the
notion that the dignity is a universal
birthright rather than a commodity
bought or a privilege conferred we
will naturally seek to build a community where that dignity is nurtured

and guarded.
It takes minds preoccupied with
the values of this world, greed,
competition, violence, rugged individualism, and selfishness to deny
our intrinsic sacred nature, diminish
the beloved community and delay

born is a “temple of the Holy
5
Spirit” who reflects the image
of God, magnifies the presence of
God in our midst and infuses this
ordinary world with sacred overtones.
God’s in-breaking to this world
is not an isolated historic event of
two millennia past but an audacious, ongoing risk on God’s part.
God dares to continually enter this
world, in the form of tiny babes, in
the indefatigable hope that we will
eventually see Her Holy Reflection
in everyone at all times.
When Jesus occupied Mary’s
womb he occupied all of us with
the Holy Spirit. This is the meaning of Christmas to me. God is
still with us; perhaps we ought to
welcome Him more warmly?W

But God’s
Own Descent

Eleanor Mill

the full reign of God’s justice. It will
be minds occupied by the values of
the Kingdom, cooperation, nonviolence, community, and radical
sharing that will reveal God’s mercy
in our midst.
God may have burst into this
world when Mary’s water broke but
Jesus was able to survive in this
world because he was surrounded
by a family that nurtured him and
a community that cared for him.
The Incarnation is complete but not
finite, full but not over. God is not
dead but still being born, not distant
but next door. This still unfolding
Incarnation, wherein every child

But God’s own descent
Into flesh was meant
As a demonstration
That the supreme merit
Lay in risking spirit
In substantiation.
Spirit enters flesh
And for all it’s worth
Charges into earth
In birth after birth
Ever fresh and fresh.
We may take the view
That its derring-do
Thought of in the large
Is one might charge
On our human part
Of the soul’s ethereal
Into the material.

Robert Frost.

Kirstie Dodd

Christmas Crèches

I don’t care for most outdoor
Christmas decorations. The animatronic reindeers and wall-to-wall
lights blazing by mid-November
strike me as energy-wasters. And my
family jokingly refers to the 8’ inflatable snowmen and Santas people use
to festoon their lawns as “Christmas
dirigibles”. My mother is to blame
for this sentiment. She loves
to take all of the tacky or
otherwise unattractive ornaments that don’t meet her
stringent criteria and shove
them at the back of the tree
when no one’s looking. She’s
also the queen of taking the
tree down on the 26th of December because, in her words,
the needles get “too messy”.
We always had a crèche,
though. The one we have
in my house is one that my
grandfather made. It has a
set of beautiful resin figures
that go with it. Mary, Joseph,
the Magi, and the shepherds
are in raptures at the sight
of baby Jesus, whose arms
are outstretched in benediction. When I was a kid, I’d
insist that I could set up the
crèche alone. (Then I’d spend
the next one or two impious
hours making up storylines in which
Jesus was riding swaddled on the
back of a camel or Mary and Joseph
were making out.)
In Italy, crèches are central in
the home at Christmas because the
first crèche originated in the town
of Grecchio in 1223. According to
the story, St. Francis was preparing
to say a Christmas Eve Mass in the
town’s Franciscan hermitage, but too

P

many townspeople showed up to fit
inside. So, like Mary and Joseph, he
improvised. He found a large cave
and brought a hay-filled manger
to it, as well as an ox and a donkey
to provide the townspeople with
a visual of the night the Babe of
Bethlehem was born. St. Bonaventure’s account states that people saw
images of Christ in the manger, and

the hay used that night cured many
maladies.
I like the Italian tradition of
setting up the crèche within the
liturgical rhythm: it typically goes
up on December 8th, the Feast of
the Immaculate Conception, and is
taken down at the end of Epiphany
on January 6th. Interestingly, December 8th is also a significant date
in Catholic Worker history, for it was
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that date in 1932 Dorothy Day went
to pray at the Shrine of the Immaculate Conception in Washington D.C.
that she be shown a way to use her
gifts for aid to the poor. The next
day, back in her NYC apartment, a
knock on the door heralded Peter
Maurin. What followed has gone
down in the annals of the Catholic
Worker movement.
Here at the house, we
have our own Christmas
crèche curated by Brian
Kavanagh. When I look at it,
I realized it’s not that accurate to what really happened;
I’m sure everyone was a lot
dirtier, Mary was exhausted
from being in labor, Joseph
weary from worry, and the
stable was cramped with animals and stunk like manure.
Still, though, for a child’s
early memories of Christmas, it’s a powerful image
of the Incarnation of our
Lord. Brian warmly speaks
of memories observing the
kids throughout the years
when they come in contact
with the crèche—it seems so
much like a toy, and yet there
is a different, otherworldly
quality about it that makes
them stop and marvel. I still
stop and marvel, too, for now as
an adult I understand the powerful
reality of God behind such a sacramental.
The crèche is a reminder to us
that we need to spend more time
this Christmas season with the ones
we love—especially our little ones—
in wonderment of the Nativity of
God. W

lease join us for the celebration of Mass on the first Tuesday of every month (except for July
and August). We celebrate at 7:30PM at St. Brigid House, 18 Clark St.

Whites Swim in Racial Preference

Tim Wise
(The following originally appeared on
AlterNet in 2003. A couple of references are
dated but not the main point.)
Ask a fish what water is and you'll
get no answer. Even if fish were
capable of speech, they would likely
have no explanation for the element
they swim in every minute of every
day of their lives. Water simply is. Fish
take it for granted.
So too with this thing we hear
so much about, "racial preference."
While many
whites seem to
think the notion originated
with affirmative action programs, intended
to expand
opportunities
for historically
marginalized
people of color,
racial preference has actually had a long
and very white
history.
Affirmative action for
whites was embodied in the
abolition of European indentured servitude,
which left black
(and occasionally indigenous) slaves as
the only unfree labor in the colonies
that would become the U.S.

Affirmative action for whites was
the essence of the 1790 Naturalization Act, which allowed virtually any
European immigrant to become a full
citizen, even while blacks, Asians and
American Indians could not.
Affirmative action for whites was
the guiding principle of segregation,
Asian exclusion laws, and the theft of
half of Mexico for the fulfillment of
Manifest Destiny.
In recent history, affirmative
action for whites motivated racially

restrictive housing policies that
helped 15 million white families
procure homes with FHA loans from

at times. We’ll ask for
We Honor Jesus, cont. tempers
forgiveness.

of children, is the least important
part of our lives and this season.
What my wife, Marian, and I will
continue to give our kids, and the
kids we meet at the Green House is
our time and attention. We’ll try be
the best example we can of parenting and love. We’ll fail and lose our

We’ll accidentally knock
over youngsters while running and
playing with them. We’ll win at
games. We’ll lose and be surprised at
how much these people have grown
in such a short time.
We’ll try to remember the names
that go with the faces that flash past
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the 1930s to the '60s, while people of
color were mostly excluded from the
same programs.
In other words, it is hardly an exaggeration to say that white America
is the biggest collective recipient of
racial preference in the history of
the cosmos. It has skewed our laws,
shaped our public policy and helped
create the glaring inequalities with
which we still live.
White families, on average, have
a net worth that is 11 times the net
worth of black
families, according
to a recent study;
and this gap remains
substantial even
when only comparing families of like
size, composition,
education and income status.
A full-time
black male worker
in 2003 makes less
in real dollar terms
than similar white
men were earning
in 1967. Such realities are not merely
indicative of the
disadvantages faced
by blacks, but indeed
are evidence of the
preferences afforded
whites -- a demarcation of privilege that
is the necessary flipside of discrimination.

(Please see: Whites ,p8)
in the back yard, that sit across the
table from us at lunch. We’ll recall,
when a name such as Jose or Caden
or Nanjelly doesn’t immediately trip
of our tongues, that the Wise Men in
the New Testament didn’t know the
name of the king they sought, but
they traveled a great distance anyway. They honored Jesus with their
presence.W

Whites Swim, cont.

like water to the fish: invisible precisely because we cannot imagine
life without it.
It is that context that best explains
the duplicity of the President's recent
criticisms of affirmative action at the
University of Michigan. President
Bush, himself a lifelong recipient of
affirmative action -- the kind set aside
for the mediocre rich -- recently proclaimed that the school's policies were
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tus (in other words poor blacks
don't get 40 points), in effect this
is a preference for poor whites.
Indeed, the value of preferences
Then Michigan awards 16 points
to whites over the years is so enorto
students
who hail from the Upper
mous that the current baby-boomer
Peninsula
of
the state: a rural, largely
generation of whites is currently in
isolated, and almost completely white
the process of inheriting between
area.
$7-10 trillion in assets from their
Of course both preferences are
parents and grandparents -- property
fair, based as they are on the rechanded down by those who were able
ognition that economic status and
to accumulate aseven geography (as
sets at a time when
this is for your own
puff! puff! with race) can have a
oof!
people of color by
good...
profound effect on the
and large could not.
quality of K-12 schoolTo place this in the
Get
ing that one receives,
proper perspecOff
Hey!
and that no one should
Not!
tive, we should note
Me!
be punished for things
that this amount of
that are beyond their
money is more than
control. But note
all the outstanding
that such preferences
mortgage debt, all the
Swell, give
I’m sorry about
phew!
-- though disproporcredit card debt, all
me a hand
being racist
up,
willya?
tionately awarded
before. I know
the savings account
to whites -- remain
better now.
assets, all the money
Of course not.
uncriticized, while
in IRAs and 401k
Enough’s
That would be
Enough!
preferences for people
retirement plans, all
reverse racism!
I’m getting
of color become the
Hey,
I
got
here
the annual profits for
up!
myself,
why
target for reactionary
U.S. manufacturers,
can’t you?
anger. Once again,
and our entire merwhite preference rechandise trade deficit
mains hidden because
combined.
examples of unfair racial preference.
it is more subtle, more ingrained, and
Yet few whites have ever thought
Yet in doing so he not only showed a
isn't called white preference, even if
of our position as resulting from
profound ignorance of the Michigan
that's the effect.
racial preferences. Indeed, we pride
policy,
but
made
clear
the
inability
of
But that's not all. Ten points are
ourselves on our hard work and ambiyet
another
white
person
to
grasp
the
awarded
to students who attended
tion, as if somehow we invented the
magnitude
of
white
privilege
still
in
top-notch
high schools, and another
concepts.
operation.
eight
points
are given to students who
As if we have worked harder than
The
President
attacked
Michigan's
took an especially demanding AP and
the folks who were forced to pick cotpolicy of awarding 20 points (on a
honors curriculum.
ton and build levies for free; harder
150-point evaluation scale) to underAs with points for those from the
than the Latino immigrants who
graduate applicants who are members Upper Peninsula, these preferences
spend 10 hours a day in fields pickof underrepresented minorities (which may be race-neutral in theory, but in
ing strawberries or tomatoes; harder
practice they are anything but. Bethan the (mostly) women of color who at U of M means blacks, Latinos and
American
Indians).
To
many
whites
cause of intense racial isolation (and
clean hotel rooms or change bedpans
such
a
"preference"
is
blatantly
disMichigan's schools are the most segrein hospitals, or the (mostly) men of
criminatory.
gated in America for blacks, accordcolor who collect our garbage.
Bush failed to mention that greater ing to research by the Harvard Civil
We strike the pose of self-suffinumbers of points are awarded for
Rights Project), students of color will
ciency while ignoring the advantages
rarely attend the "best" schools, and
we have been afforded in every realm other things that amount to preferences
for
whites
to
the
exclusion
of
on average, schools serving mostly
of activity: housing, education, empeople
of
color.
black and Latino students offer only a
ployment, criminal justice, politics,
For
example,
Michigan
awards
20
third as many AP and honors courses
banking and business. We ignore the
points
to
any
student
from
a
lowas schools serving mostly whites.
fact that at almost every turn, our
income
background,
regardless
of
So even truly talented students of
hard work has been met with access
color will be unable to access those
to an opportunity structure denied to race. Since these points cannot be
combined with those for minority sta- extra points simply because of where
millions of others. Privilege, to us, is

they live, their economic status and
ultimately their race, which is intertwined with both.
Four more points are awarded to
students who have a parent who attended the U of M: a kind of affirmative action with which the President is
intimately familiar, and which almost
exclusively goes to whites. Ironically,
while alumni preference could work
toward the interest of diversity if
combined with aggressive race-based
affirmative action (by creating a larger
number of black and brown alums),
the rollback of the latter, combined
with the almost guaranteed retention of the former, will only further
perpetuate white preference.
So the U of M offers 20 "extra"
points to the typical black, Latino or
indigenous applicant, while offering
various combinations worth up to
58 extra points for students who will
almost all be white. But while the first
of these are seen as examples of racial
preferences, the second are not, hid-

den as they are behind the structure
of social inequities that limit where
people live, where they go to school,
and the kinds of opportunities they
have been afforded. White preferences, the result of the normal workings of a racist society, can remain out
of sight and out of mind, while the
power of the state is turned against
the paltry preferences meant to offset
them.
Very telling is the oft-heard comment by whites, "If I had only been
black I would have gotten into my
first-choice college."
Such a statement not only ignores
the fact that whites are more likely
than members of any other group -even with affirmative action in place
-- to get into their first-choice school,
but it also presumes, as anti-racist
activist Paul Marcus explains, "that
if these whites were black, everything else about their life would have
remained the same." In other words,
that it would have made no negative

Notes, cont.

a bit more painting in the Green House.
Uncle Bob has recently moved in and
is always ready to help and has been doing
repairs, I know Farmer McFly is happy about
that. With the arrival of Kobe we have a full
home and someone who can speak French
with Kirstie while everyone else who comes
through the house glares at them while assuming they’re being spoken about.
Writing this article on Thanksgiving of
my senior year (yes senioritis has caused me
to put off writing this for a while.)(ed. note:
No kidding!) I have a kind of melancholy
about all of this. For the past 17 years I’ve lived
through the same traditions, the Halloween
party, the turkey scramble, the sea of Christmas toys. Sure the cast of characters has
changed over the years but it has kind of been
the same pattern every winter for as long as I
can remember.
I just got my school to send my transcripts
to Goshen College for early action, I might
be in college 12 hours away from my friends
and family when this all comes around again
next year. That’s scary, because as much as I
am independent and as much as I want to go
away to college and live on my own, so much
of me is going to miss what we have here.
The Hartford Catholic Worker is not always

As I write this article Momdukes and
Kirstie are in the kitchen cooking not one,
not two, but three turkeys, two for us and our
crowded Thanksgiving table and one for the
firefighters at the end of Clark St. (ed. note:
Farmer McFly actually cooked the firemen’s
turkey!). Dear Lord I can smell the food now
*drools*.
As soon as Thanksgiving ends we get into
December and Christmas and all of the work
that goes along with it, but we’re not worried
because we have some of the best volunteers in
the world. We have students from Northwest
Catholic, East Catholic, Trinity College, Central Connecticut State University and UConn
coming to help every day and we need them.
Laurie Janecko is driving into Hartford every
morning so that Saesean can get a ride into
East Catholic. Pops and I see her every time
we drive down Capen on the way to school in
the morning. We’re very thankful for her ride,
having Saesean, myself, my friends Shak and
Nate and Pops in the car every morning would
be a rather cramped affair. Pete the bike guy
is steadfastly fixing bikes on the front porch
even as the temperature plummets. And Gary
DeMichelle has captained a crew of folks to do
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difference as to where they went
to school, what their family
income was, or anything else.
The ability to believe that being
black would have made no difference
(other than a beneficial one when it
came time for college), and that being
white has made no positive difference, is rooted in privilege itself: the
privilege that allows one to not have
to think about race on a daily basis; to
not have one's intelligence questioned
by best-selling books; to not have to
worry about being viewed as a "out of
place" when driving, shopping, buying a home, or for that matter, attending the University of Michigan.
So long as those privileges remain
firmly in place and the preferential
treatment that flows from those
privileges continues to work to the
benefit of whites, all talk of ending
affirmative action is not only premature but a slap in the face to those
who have fought, and died, for equal
opportunity.W

Ne w York Graphic Society

blessed with tons of money, and it’s not always
blessed with the best of luck, but something
we are never short on is community. Whether
it’s people actually living with us, or people
driving in to give our neighborhood kids rides
to out of town things; whether it’s students
coming to help tutor, or Pete standing on the
front porch fixing bikes; whether it’s children
running up to help shovel or it’s everyone
sitting down for Thanksgiving, we always have
community. For someone who has grown up
with community all around them all the time,
college and independence is mildly terrifying. As it is though, I’m going to finish this
article and send it to Editor in Chief Farmer
McFly so I can go enjoy said community…and
stuffing.W
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Notes From De Porres House
Ammon Allen-Doucot

Hello friends, we would like you to know
that we survived snowpocalypse 2011. I was
in fact having a brolloween party (that is, a
Halloween party for my bros) when the first
flakes began to fall. We were doing the dishes
from that night’s meal when we heard the
crack that signaled the death of our beloved
flowering pear tree. There were two more
cracks that night, when another section of
the pear tree collapsed, and then as one of the
larger branches in the back yard came crashing down. Needless to say I should not have
stayed up until three in the morning watching
movies knowing the workload that would be
waiting for me, but it was brolloween what
can I say?
Anyway Farmer McFly (that’s
my beloved father/editor’s
new name) woke me up at 9
AM sharp and we trooped
outside to work. We
cleared branches from
the McNeil’s, from in
front of the Purple
House, from in back of
the Purple House, and
then we started shoveling. There was a lot of
work to do, and as a senior in high school I am
extremely allergic to work. In fact I was just
about to begin that famous teenage muttering under my breath schtick, when ‘round
the corner came 6 or 7 children, the tallest of
which was about 4 feet tall. The cavalry had
arrived and it wanted shovels. Farmer McFLy’s
constant mantra of “many hands make light
work” never meant so much to me.
After the Purple House was dug out my

power and came to the house because they
lost power through the storm. Between them,
neighborhood children and, our already bustling community our house began to feel like
more a of refugee camp than usual during the
week. I had a week and a half off from school
because of the storm and in that time
Dad and Mark Laganga bought a
wood chipper and we took care
of the carcass of our pear tree
in our front yard (on that note,
said wood chipper is available to
rent).
the kids were so
The busiest months at the
sweet, offerHartford Catholic Worker
ing to do all the
shoveling
start in October. We have
the Halloween party, this
year we had about 60
munchkins runand it must
be really cold
ning around in
out, they keep
ill fitting, often
running inside!
hilarious costumes.
Momdukes’ (ed
note: I guess this is
what Ammon is calling his
mom these days) hands probably will
never be the same after the countless
faces she painted. Then on the tail of October
about a foot of snow. There were trees in the
power lines; on the corner of Clark and Elmer comes November with Thanksgiving where we
received so many turkeys it was insane. We
the tree was actually smoldering from its
basically became the Oprah of Turkeys, “AND
entanglement. It seemed Hartford had been
hit pretty badly.
A TURKEY FOR YOU! AND A TURKEY FOR
Then I got home and got on the internet
YOU TOO! RANDOM PERSON? TURKEY
and saw people updating their Facebook staFOR YOU!” It was insane. We finally gave
tuses from phones and internet cafes because out the last turkey yesterday, the day before
they had no power in their houses. We have
Thanksgiving.
a fireplace and didn’t lose power so we were
doing very well. Morliana and her family lost
(Please see: Notes, p9)
friend Nathan and I went to his house a block
over to make sure everything there was alright. The streets, sidewalks and yards on the
way there were covered
with branches
and of
course

