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Thus says the Most High:
“I will pour out my spirit 

on all flesh;
your sons and your 

daughters  shall prophesy,
the old shall dream dreams,
and the young shall see 

visions.”
Joel 2:28

Brian Kavanagh



2The Hartford Catholic Worker
Established November 3, 1993

Volume 21 Number 2
     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 seek, or accept, state or federal 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, Christina Napolitano, 
Jacqueline, Christopher, Micah and Ammon Allen-Doucot.

We’ve Got a Nun on the Bus
Our blessings and prayers are with our board 

secretary, Sr. Elaine Betoncourt, who is crossing 
America with the Nuns on the Bus to raise awareness 
about the plight of immigrants in our midst. To learn 
more please go to http://www.networklobby.org/bus

Speaking of Nuns
Please pray for Sr. Megan Rice , Greg Boertje-

Obed, and Michael Walli of the Transform Now 
Plowshares as they await sentencing for their 
nonviolent re-enactment of the Isaiah prophecy 
to beat swords into plowshares at the Oak Ridge 
Y-12 Nuclear facility before dawn on July 28, 
2012. To learn more about America’s nuclear 
arsenal, about their action and ways to support 
them go to: http://transformnowplowshares.
wordpress.com/

Hartford Catholic Worker 20th Anniversary Bash!!
Saturday September 14, St. Isaac Jogues Parish Hall, 1 Community St, E. Htd 

Come dance the night away and help us celebrate 20 years of Love, Joy and Community in the North End of 
Hartford. Tim Shriver, C.E.O. of the Special Olympics and all-around nice guy will be our M.C. There will be great 
food, a D.J. and a host of surprises!! Save the date!!! For tickets and information please contact: Elaine Beton-
court CSJ, 73 Cannon Rd East Hartford, CT 06108. 860-291-8998

“To say that you can kill in the name of 
God is blasphemy.”

Pope Francis

http://www.networklobby.org/bus
http://www.networklobby.org/bus
http://transformnowplowshares.wordpress.com/
http://transformnowplowshares.wordpress.com/
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Rex Fowler
The giant steel door behind us 

slides shut, then a different one 
opens in front of us as the guard 
allows another group of family & 
friends to enter into the visiting 
room at the Cheshire Correctional 
Institution (CCI). We had come 
as guests of our friend  –call him 
Nate – who has been in prison for 
the past 25 months. We know Nate 
from our neighborhood in Hart-
ford’s northend. He is 20 now, and, 
barring a miracle of God - which 
we continue to pray & act for - he 
will be here until he is 60 (his 
public defender tells us that parole 
isn’t an option in his case). Nate 
has invited us to be present for his 
graduation ceremony. He and 14 of 
his fellow inmates have passed the 
exam for the General Education 
Development (GED) high school 
equivalency diploma (Nate scored 
the highest of anyone on the math 
portion of the exam). Another 
group of about 15 are receiving di-
plomas for completing vocational 
education programs at CCI.

The visitation room looks 
different than usual. The wide 
laminated tables that usually ser-
pentine the room in a horseshoe 
formation, separating inmates and 
their visiting guests on other more 
‘normal’ days, have been pushed to 
the side & stacked one on another. 
In their place, several rows of plastic 
chairs have been set out for us, 
behind a section of metal folding 
chairs near the front of the room, 
which we speculate will be filled in 
time by the graduating men. It is 
also a weekday morning & I realize 
I have never visited Nate during the 
daylight hours. There are windows 
in the room with sunlight streaming 
through today. Small children and 
elderly family members file into the 
room in clusters, emerging through 
the metal double doors - black, 
white, Latino - along with a number 

of wives or girlfriends.  Many of us 
have dressed up for the ceremony.  
Another difference I detect: there 
seems to be a palpable sense of hope 
and excitement in the air that has 
been absent from the room when 
I’ve been here before.

I can tell that for some, including 
the woman sitting next to me, this is 
an emotional occasion. My neighbor 
appears to be in her 50’s. She tells 
me her name is Cathy. Her son An-

drew is 29 and is also among those 
receiving a GED diploma today.  
Sitting on the other side of Cathy is 
her mother, who Cathy tells me is 
in her late 80’s. She is clearly frail, 
bent over somewhat in the oversized 
plastic chair, but she looks beauti-
ful today. Cathy says that this will 
be the first time Andrew has seen 
his grandmother since he came into 
prison 14 months earlier. Andrew 
and his grandmother have always 
been very close, Cathy says, and so 
the experience of seeing her grand-
son in prison makes this an especial-
ly emotional visit for her mother.  

Music interrupts our conversa-
tion, and I’m surprised to recognize 

a recording of ‘Pomp and Circum-
stance’ being played over a portable 
sound system that’s been set up for 
the event.  The Corrections Of-
ficer at the front of the room asks 
us to stand. As we rise, we turn to 
the back of the room to see about 
30 men beginning to enter, almost 
all between the ages of 20 and 40.  
They are our friends, our brothers, 
our sons, our fathers. For the event 
at hand, the shapeless tan jumpsuits 

worn by the men during other 
visits have been covered with 
actual graduation gowns, and 
the traditional mortarboards & 
tassels sit poised on each head. 
The audience begins to spontane-
ously applaud & random shouts 
of greeting & praise are offered to 
the graduates as they march in. I 
catch Nate’s eyes as he’s entering 
the room, he flashes a huge grin, 
and I notice he’s walking more 
erect than I’ve seen in a long 
time.

I turn around to catch a 
glimpse of the 40 or so other visi-
tors in the audience and catch an 
explosion of smiles. Followed by 
tears. I notice Andrew’s grand-
mother wiping her cheek with a 
tissue as she looks tenderly at her 
grandson, who is smiling back 

at her as he strides proudly in his 
cap and gown. Cathy puts an arm 
around her.  

The ceremony itself lasts 25 
minutes, tops. The CCI staff mem-
bers (who I tend to be critical & 
judgmental of far too often) are 
gracious and encouraging of each of 
the young men and seem sincerely 
proud of their accomplishments.  
The men visibly radiate as their 
names are called and they receive 
their diplomas. I shout out a ‘Yeah 
Buddy!’ when Nate’s name is an-
nounced & then throw in a ‘whoop’ 
for Andrew a few minutes later. His 
mom sits next to me, clapping & 

It Feels Like Easter

(Please See: Easter, p8)
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Christina Napolitano
It seems to me that almost every 

day there is another news story 
reporting on death and destruction, 
each more horrific than the last.  I 
can’t remember a time in the past 
where I felt so inundated 
with sadness and despair.  
Maybe these incidents 
are happening at a higher 
rate, or maybe I’m just 
paying more attention to 
the world around me.  I’m 
inclined to believe the lat-
ter makes more sense, but 
either way I’m feeling over-
whelmed and frustrated.  It 
seems I have just enough 
time to process one trag-
edy when the next one hits 
without warning, taking 
over my emotions yet again.  I feel 
constantly guilty for not having time 
to give each victim the mourning 
period I feel they deserve and for 
being helpless in preventing the next 
episode.  The past six months have 
been especially difficult for me.  

On the heels of the shooting in 
Newtown I packed my bags and 
headed to Ghana for two months.  
I worked at a school in a village 
outside of Cape Coast.  I spent the 
majority of each day teaching a 
classroom of forty-two, but I was 
also supposed to give my “Western 
influence” and voice my opinion on 
how to make the school better as 
a whole. In a way it was the blind 
leading the blind.  I had no formal 
training as an educator (and neither 
did the rest of the staff) but they 
nonetheless assumed I had all the 
answers.  I was determined to use 
my common sense and experiences 
in the American school system to 
try and make some positive changes.  
Most of my ideas were received with 
raging enthusiasm and the other 
teachers were more than willing to 
help improve the school’s sanita-
tion, plan out their lessons more 
thoroughly, and take their jobs as 

educators more seriously instead of 
spending the school day talking to 
each other or sleeping at their desks.  

The only suggestion of mine that 
the Ghanaian staff did not share my 
gusto for was my wish to eliminate 

caning as a form of punishment.  I 
knew coming into the school that 
caning was a normal technique, but 
I wasn’t prepared for the extent to 
which they relied on violence to 
keep the children in order.  Anyone 
who didn’t do their homework, lost 
their pencil, talked during class, 
was late, didn’t keep their clothes 
clean, or got a question wrong could 
be subjected to two or three long 
lashes.  If you were lucky you would 
take the hits on your non-dominant 
hand.  The not so lucky ones were 
hit on their behinds or backs of their 
thighs, which made sitting almost 
impossible.  I even saw a nine year 
old get three lashes to the top of his 
head. 

I tried my best to explain that 
hitting, caning, shouting, and threat-
ening the students wasn’t the most 
efficient way to control a classroom.  
I spent hours researching and 
presenting alternative methods of 
discipline, only to be told that the 
staff would humor me until I left, 
and then return to their old ways.  I 
ended up leaving Ghana happy that 
I had the experience to travel, teach, 
and learn, but angry and disappoint-
ed that I left countless children in a 

situation that only conditioned them 
to condone violence as acceptable 
discipline.  

Not long after I returned to 
Hartford there was shooting just 
down the street from the CW 

houses.  Two young 
men died, and I was 
immediately thrust 
back into the problems 
of this neighborhood.  
Instead of worrying 
about how I could try 
and change Ghana, I 
began to think more 
about gun violence, 
rampant poverty, and 
the lack of satisfactory 
education in my own 
city.  I was quickly 
reminded why there is 

such a dire need for Catholic Worker 
(or similar) communities; without 
efforts to seriously change our soci-
ety’s economic, social, and political 
systems there isn’t much hope for a 
better future.    

Just four days later I participated 
for the first time in our annual 
Stations of the Cross down at the 
submarine base in Groton.  At first 
I didn’t quite understand why we 
were integrating politics and cur-
rent events with what most consider 
the most solemn day in the Catholic 
calendar.  It seemed odd at first that 
each station was paired not only 
with an appropriate Bible verse but 
also with some issue, tragedy, or 
incident that goes against our paci-
fist values.  I also didn’t originally 
understand why the sub base of all 
places was chosen (at first it seemed 
to be an unnecessary provocation).   
Jackie explained to me that we are 
showing all the ways that Christ is 
still being killed today and then it all 
made much more sense.  We were 
grieving not only over his death, but 
also over the fact that two thou-
sand years later we still aren’t loving 

Skipping Stones of Hope

(Please See: Skipping p7 )
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Christopher J. Doucot
It was June of ’93 when we 

bought the abandoned building that 
became St. Martin De Porres House. 
I was 25 and married for just over 
a year. Jackie and I, along with our 
newborn son Micah, were living 
with her mom at the time. Twenty 
years ago I thought I was bril-
liant, undefeatable, and invin-
cible. I had the confidence of 
the gods. Jackie’s mom told me 
that I was full of “piss and vin-
egar”- I took it as a compliment. 
Oh was I insufferable!; stop your 
snickering- I know I still am. 

At 45 I’ve been informed 
by a number of people close 
to me that I complain a lot, so 
much so that I’m beginning to 
resemble the late, not-so-great, 
Andy Rooney- bushy eye-brows 
and all. Apparently I even 
complain in silence, betrayed by 
the contortions of my face that 
would overpower in an instant 
the botox required to make Joan 
Rivers smile for a week. I will 
never have a career in poker. 
People assume that I’m a pes-
simist relentlessly pointing out 
that the glass is half empty when 
in reality I’m just a frustrated 
utopian. While some swim in 
a seemingly full glass that is noth-
ing more than a mirage, and others 
drown under a torrent of promise 
for future fullenss that is likely a 
hoax,  I see a glass full of the pos-
sibilites of redemption if we would 
only reach for it together- my naked 
frustration is that we don’t.

I am tired, in a funk and a bit 
uncertain about our next twenty 
years. In the first 18 months of our 
relationship Jackie and I got mar-
ried, we moved three times, I left 
a decent job, we had a car blown 
up by a gang, we were broadsided 
and rolled over at 35 m.p.h., we 
had a baby, Jackie very nearly died 
from complications, we bought an 
abandoned building and formed 

the Hartford Catholic Worker with 
Brian, and I spent a couple of weeks 
in the middle of the war in Bosnia. 
The pace never really let up over 
the next nineteen years. There have 
been dozens of trips by us to Iraq, 
Sudan, Cuba, Haiti, Chiapas, Pales-
tine, Afghanistan and Guatemala to 

deliver aid, bear witness to suffering, 
and wipe the face of Christ dis-
guised while seeking his forgiveness. 

Jackie and I had another son and 
our community has been adopted 
by a clan of kids from the neighbor-
hood- some of whom now bring 
their kids to the Green House. Our 
bodies have been broken and mend-
ed: a leaky heart valve replaced, torn 
tendons and ligaments reattached, 
and a finger tip- well, it was never 
found. I was even knocked out cold 
with the butt of a gun by a would-
be assassin seeking to kill Mark, a 
peripatetic everyman who battled 
needles and demons in his quest to 
make sense of his world. Meanwhile 
our spirits have waxed and waned, 
at times bedeviled by our pettiness 

or burdened by the heartbreak of a 
neighbor who has lost a child but 
more often buoyed by the commu-
nity that has gathered around us. 

 Dozens of people have shared 
our home and our work, some of 
them have been gentle, diligent, 
fun and prophetic, others were so 

eccentric that they made the 
characters on Saturday Night 
Live look like the Brady Bunch. 
We’ve been arrested for non-
violent political acts so often 
that one cop calls us at home 
to check in on us. Each of us 
has spent a few night in jail. 
We’ve been visited by the FBI, 
the IRS, more than one thief in 
the night, the Holy Spirit, two 
unidentified men in suits going 
through our rubbish, and a wide 
array of angels. And last year we 
begrudginlgy accepted nonprof-
it status from the IRS after a 5 
year long process initiated by a 
letter from the IRS asking why 
our “business” was not filing 
tax returns. 

Once we got the IRS mon-
key off our back last year I 
began to exhale. I did not 
know I was holding my breath 
and I don’t know when I will 

gasp again, for now I think I’m just 
catching my breath. Or maybe I’m 
just more aware of my breathing 
today? Thirty years and sixty pounds 
ago, when  I was a runner I panted 
unaware when I ran the 1000 but I 
was quite deliberate with my breath-
ing when I ran a 10k. I guess as a 
middle-aged man with grown kids 
I’ve finally figured out that cliché 
about life being a marathon.

I don’t have much piss and 
vinegar left in me and so maybe the 
funk I feel is a bit of mourning for 
the young man I no longer am. At 
45 I’m still a curmudgeon but hope-
fully I’m no longer an arrogant one; 
I’ve become wise enough to know 

Breathing Under the Influence of God’s Whisper

(Please See: Breathing p8 )
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James Conway
In recent years there has been 

considerable interest in the Con-
necticut and federal governments 
in funding services to children of 
incarcerated parents. At the federal 
level this has meant large amounts 
of money for programs providing 
mentors to children with a parent 
in jail or prison. I am 
familiar with this is-
sue because I have been 
working on Connecticut’s 
children-of-incarcerated-
parents initiative through 
the Institute for Munici-
pal and Regional Policy 
(housed at Central Con-
necticut State University) 
– and because I have 
come to know a number 
of kids at the Hartford 
Catholic Worker’s Green 
House who have had a 
parent locked up. While 
it is great that people in 
power are recognizing 
this marginalized group, 
the way the issue has been 
presented to the public is troubling.

A mentoring organization called 
Amachi Texas ran an ad which il-
lustrates the problem. The ad shows 
mug shots of R. Williamson (an 
older man), B. Williamson (a younger 
man), and J. Williamson (a child), 
with the caption “Prison is no place for 
a family reunion…Break the chain – be a 
mentor”. This ad may appeal to people 
of good will who sympathize with 
children of incarcerated parents. 
But, it also reflects misconceptions 
that are harmful to the children and 
implies acceptance of a mass incar-
ceration system that offends human 
dignity, preys on low-income people 
of color, and ensures that a large 
number of children will have an 
incarcerated parent.

The Amachi Texas ad feeds the 
assumption that children are likely 
to follow in the parent’s footsteps. 

The ad includes a widely cited but 
incorrect “fact” - that 70% of the 
children will follow their parent 
to prison. Reviews of the research 
literature have found no evidence to 
support this claim. While the “sta-
tistic” draws attention to children’s 
situation and encourages sympathy, 
it stigmatizes the children by essen-

tially labeling them future criminals 
– a dangerous perception when held 
by law enforcement officers. It also 
amounts to further demonization 
of the incarcerated adult by imply-
ing harm to the child. At least some 
children say they are hurt by this 
characterization of their parent, 
whom they often love in spite of the 
incarceration.

An “informal review” of our 
Green House kids (those who are 
now young adults, the prime age 
for incarceration) is consistent with 
the scholarly research – most who 
have had an incarcerated parent 
have not been involved with the 
criminal justice system. Some have 
had their troubles. For example, one 
who graduated from high school a 
couple of years ago has struggled 
with community college and with 
finding steady employment. But two 

others are doing well at four-year 
colleges (take that, Amachi Texas!). 
However, there is also a young man 
who recently spent significant time 
locked up for a felony conviction. 
Both of his parents have been in 
jail, though it is not clear that their 
incarceration is the cause of his 
behavior. He also has mental health 

and learning problems, 
not to mention the lack 
of a high school diploma. 
And he lives in a commu-
nity in which poverty and 
its effects are pervasive; 
later I discuss how mass 
incarceration takes the 
form of imprisoning large 
numbers of people from 
places like the north end 
of Hartford.

Back to the “solution” 
of mentoring children of 
incarcerated parents. A 
problematic assumption 
is that the child needs 
an outside adult to be 
a replacement for (and 
save the child from) the 

deficient parent. Ann Adalist-Estrin, 
and expert on children of incarcer-
ated parents and founder of the 
Family and Corrections Network 
has argued mentoring may not be 
what children need. Every child and 
family is different so it is difficult to 
generalize, but it may be that what 
many children need is a stronger 
relationship with the incarcerated 
parent. For what it’s worth, I can 
tell you that our young man with 
the felony, while he was recently 
incarcerated, was very hurt that he 
did not hear from his father. On a 
larger scale, affected families need 
a change in the general public’s as-
sumptions (e.g., that the child will 
follow in the parent’s footsteps), 
which makes families feel the need 
to hide the incarceration from oth-
ers, and sometimes even from the 

Prison is No Place for a Family Reunion

(Please See: Family p7 )

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PD9LoTS4GXc&feature=related
http://fcnetwork.org/
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one another, but instead persecut-
ing each other over religion, over 
sexuality, over race, out of fear, and 
for our own economic benefit.  In 
the end I found the experience to be 
powerful and thought provoking, es-
pecially since many passersby jeered 
at us, a nosy journalist interrupted 
the veneration of the cross to ask 
me my name (I must have caught his 
interest because I carried the cross) 
and the demonstration helped me to 
see more clearly some injustices of 
world.  

Soon after the news of the bomb-
ings at the Boston Marathon we 
welcomed peace activist Kathy Kelly 
to stay with us for a few days.  She 
was giving a talk at a nearby church 
about her time in the Middle East 
and her organization Voices for Cre-
ative Nonviolence.  Her words were 
moving and her courage and faith 
were astounding to me.  Afterwards 

I felt pulled in two directions.  
I couldn’t help but worry about 
American problems and deaths 
because of the panic in Bos-

ton, but I also felt that there were 
so many other atrocities that needed 
attention.  

After each one of these events 
I’ve tried to make connections, to 
make sense of everything I had seen 
or heard, and to figure out how to 
not only move on, but also move 
forward.  I normally end up frustrat-
ed, confused, and sad.  I’ve noticed 
striking similarities across the world 
that transcend economic groups, 
ages, and nationalities.  The harsh 
ways of punishing kids in Ghana 

reminds me of some of the more 
aggressive tendencies I see from 
parents and siblings in this 
neighborhood.  The faces of 
grieving families in Newtown 
and Boston eerily mirrored 
those of maimed Iraqi children 
and their grieving parents.  

For whatever reason I feel 
personally responsible for each 

of these situations and also a duty 
to try my hardest to make a differ-
ence.  However, I also think if I 
had six lifetimes to dedicate to each 
cause it still wouldn’t be enough 
to satisfy my insatiable quest for 
change.  My greatest challenge at 
this point in my life is forcing myself 
to start small and not feel 
pressured to go everywhere 
and do everything and save 
everyone.  Being at the 
Catholic Worker is a good 
place for me to start.  I get to work 
with people every day and make 

tangible changes.  
I also have the 
opportunity to 
listen to the more 

experienced and learned individu-
als around me who open my mind 
to other perspectives and circum-
stances across the world I may have 
never otherwise known.  And when 
I feel that I’m pushing myself in too 
many directions I think of one on 
my favorite quotes – “I alone can-
not change the world, but I can cast 
a stone across the waters to create 
many ripples.”  This quote has been 
attributed to Blessed Teresa of Cal-
cutta, although some staunchly deny 
that she spoke those words first.  
Either way, I feel it’s a both inspiring 
and comforting quote, one that stirs 
a fire within my soul and encourages 
me to keep going.W   

Skipping Stones, cont. 

children themselves. Keeping secrets 
is not a healthy thing.

Better yet, let’s address the mass 
incarceration problem which is a 
blight on our nation’s soul. Michelle 
Alexander’s book, “The New Jim 
Crow: Mass Incarceration in the 
Age of Colorblindness” describes 
the dramatic rise in the U.S. prison 
population since the 1970’s (Con-
necticut statistics mirror the national 
trend) and links the increase to the 
war on drugs. The “war” seems on 
the face of it like a good idea , but 
in practice it means racial profil-
ing (e.g., African American youths 
get stopped frequently by police)

Family, cont. and sky-high incarceration rates for 
African-Americans in communities 
like Hartford’s north end. It turns 
children into children of prisoners 
and makes their parents virtually 
unemployable. This system does not 
benefit low-income communities or 
our society as a whole - but there are 
powerful people who promote it.

The profit motive for increasing 
the prison population is explored in 
Tara Herivel and Paul Wright’s book 
“Prison Profiteers: Who Makes 
Money from Mass Incarceration.” 
The book describes the interests that 
profit from prisons, ranging from 
companies who run private prisons 
to those who provide medical, tele-
phone, and other services to those 

prisons. There are powerful forces 
with an interest in high incarceration 
levels (see this story about high 
profits for private prison opera-
tors). But a more sane incarceration 
policy – one that reflects a concern 
for people rather than for money 
– will lower the prison population, 
especially in low-income neighbor-
hoods, reduce the number of chil-
dren with an incarcerated parent, 
and provide the Green House kids 
with a more stable environment 
in which to grow up.W  ( Jim is our 
stalwart Friday guy at the Green House. 
He is also co-chair of the Department of 
Psychological Science at CCSU)

http://newjimcrow.com/
http://newjimcrow.com/
http://newjimcrow.com/
http://www.amazon.com/Prison-Profiteers-Makes-Money-Incarceration/dp/1595581677
http://www.amazon.com/Prison-Profiteers-Makes-Money-Incarceration/dp/1595581677
http://thinkprogress.org/justice/2013/05/09/1990331/private-prison-profits-skyrocket-as-executives-assure-investors-of-growing-offender-population/?mobile=nc
http://thinkprogress.org/justice/2013/05/09/1990331/private-prison-profits-skyrocket-as-executives-assure-investors-of-growing-offender-population/?mobile=nc
http://thinkprogress.org/justice/2013/05/09/1990331/private-prison-profits-skyrocket-as-executives-assure-investors-of-growing-offender-population/?mobile=nc


8agreement. With a spirit of broken-
ness-give-birth-to-wisdom, John ex-
presses his gratitude for being where 
he is in his life, and for the love of 
his family and his God. For the 
three full minutes this young man 
speaks you could have heard a pin 
drop in that concrete-walled room.

The ceremony ends (a woman 
in front of me, sniffling & dab-
bing her eyes, turns to her neighbor 
& says ‘they should let that boy John 
outta here right now so he can run for 
President” ).  The CCI staff has hired 
a photographer for the day who 
snaps pictures of the graduates in 
their caps and gowns, holding their 
diplomas. Those with family or 
friends present are given permission 
to include them in the photos too, 
and long, tearful hugs are shared.  
While the photographer clicks away, 
the teaching staff of CCI mingles 
among family & friends, bragging 
about how smart, how positive, how 
compassionate our respective loved 
ones in the prison have been (Cathy 
and I are told that both Nate and 
Andrew apparently now volunteer to 
tutor other young men studying for 
their GED). The smiles in the room 
continue and seem to have grown 
in magnitude throughout the morn-
ing. I silently wonder if a room filled 
with family and friends of Harvard 
graduates could exude as much pride.    

Once all the photos 
were taken, the graduates 
are escorted from the room in one 
direction, family & friends led out in 
another. Back in the waiting room 
we collect our keys and phones and 
other belongings we’ve stored in the 
small metal lockers and exit down 
the concrete steps of the massive 
fortress and into the bright morning 
sunshine, away from the barbed wire 
fencing and toward the parking lot.  

Everything looks and feels so dif-
ferent. Was it just because I’d never 
been on the prison grounds before 
during the daytime, never noticed 
the trees and the grass, which were 
now starting to bud for spring? Was 
it because the cold wind of the long 
New England winter seemed to have 
suddenly and finally disappeared, al-
most overnight? I remembered today 
was a Thursday and I needed to get 
to my job. Thursday.  In three days it 
would be Easter.  The celebration of 
resurrection.  

Funny, I thought as I pulled out 
of the parking lot. It feels like Easter 
already. W 

(Rex is an old friend and one time 
community member. He is the founder of 
the Vine Christion community and execu-
tive director of the Hartford Commu-
nity Loan Fund.)                         

beaming & crying.
After the presentation of the 

diplomas, John, one of the gradu-
ates, is introduced by the school 
principal as a student speaker for 
the event. John looks to be in his 
late 20’s. As he walks to the podium 
he appears nervous (who wouldn’t 
be?), but then proceeds to give a 
three minute graduation speech that 
would have gone viral on YouTube if 
any of us would have been allowed 
to bring smartphones into the room 
& record the ceremony. He speaks, 
quietly but clearly, about how he had 
once been one of ‘us’ in the room, 
a visitor, coming as a young boy to 
see his father in the same institution.  
At the time he had vowed he would 
never wind up there himself. But 
here he was.  

He shares with us what he had 
learned about himself in prison, 
and how he now realizes that true 
change and the hope that accom-
panies it are both achievable, even 
if your freedoms have been taken 
away. And sometimes, he added, only 
if they are taken away. I notice mor-
tarboards and tassels bobbing, as 
John’s classmates nod their heads in 

Easter, cont. 

I’m typically not the smartest bloke 
in the room. I’ve learned that inde-
fatagibility is more often the fruit of 
community than an innate gift from 
God. Perhaps most importantly 
I’ve realized that invincibility is the 
posture of fools. We are fragile be-
ings. It doesn’t take much to tear our 
flesh, puncture our pride or sully our 
spirit, especially when we are alone- 
by choice or sentence. Accepting our 
vulnerability is our best hope for 
peace and peace of mind.

  I am not running pillar to post 
these days. After earning a degree 
from Yale in 2007 I was invited to 
teach part time at CCSU and later 
also at UH.  I enjoy teaching. I love 
learning new ideas, meeting curi-

Breathing, cont. ous students and I seem to have 
a knack for translating the world 
around us to my  students in a way 
that they too can see the possibilities 
for redemption and the probabilites 
of justice if we would just trust one 
another enough to share and coop-
erate. I hope I am empowering and 
encouraging them to do 
so.

On our best days our 
community has become 
a crossroads oasis, 
an antidote for those 
with vision clouded by 
mirage, and an elixer 
for those hoaxed by the 
system. A steady stream 
of pilgrims from the 
land of privilege meets 
up here with wayfar-

ers from the margins, both gently 
led here by God’s endless exhale 
which blows from all directions but 
always toward goodness. In these 
beat up old buildings broken people 
heal each other. May God’s breath 
continue to fill our sails and whisper 
in our ears.W

http://www.hartfordloans.org/
http://www.hartfordloans.org/
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teacher) while we offer some support that 
will allow them to finish school and get 
settled with jobs and a new community. 
In between these two groups we have also 
agreed to take on an intern referred to us 
by our Catholic Worker cousins in Mexico. 
Juan will be coming to help at Camp and 
the Hartford summer program on July 3rd.  

We have, as always, so much to be 
thankful for here on Clark Street. A 
wonderful non-profit called “Room With A 
New View” redid our kitchen and first floor 
bathroom. On Earth Day lots of folks came 
to help put up new murals, clean up the 
‘hood and enjoy fellowship and barbeque. 
The McKennas brought us wonderful 
seeds to get the gardens started. Denise 
Weeks and her pal Kiwi Petway have been 
selling gorgeous handmade quilts (check out 
Quilting for Causes on FaceBook https://www.
facebook.com/QuiltingForCauses ) and giving 
the proceeds to the Green House programs. In 
May Lily’s Dad Stan bought me a ticket to St. 
Lucia to be with Mo and the girls for the family 
reunion of the century. We had a grand time 
and it was glorious to swim in the ocean with 
my newest family members. (ed. note: Jackie 
also saved a boy from drowning while there.)

Our biggest gratitude of all is to the 
Guardian Angels who have the full time job 
of watching over Micah. On Monday May 20th 
I got that dreaded phone call at my art class. 

“Your son has had an accident, can you come 
to St Francis hospital?” It turned out Micah 
tripped and fell at Northwest Park. After an 
afternoon of fishing and swimming he was 
running with his pole and backpack to catch 
up to his buddies and fell into a plate glass 
window along one of the trails. He put his 
hand out to keep his face from hitting the 
glass and the large sheet of glass almost cut 
his arm off. After eight hours of surgery, over 
400 stitches and a nerve graft the doctors 
were preparing us for the worst. Ten days later 
I am filled with joy to report that Micah is 
healing well. He has to keep the cast on for an-
other four weeks and will need a lot of physical 
therapy, but the hand is healing well. We 

are so thank-
ful to Teri 
Allen-Karas 
for the nurs-
ing, bandage 
changes and 
REIKI. Also 
many thanks 
to Bill the 
chaplain at St. 
Francis who 
recognized Mi-
cah from mass 
at the Worker 
and sat with 
him until Teri 
and I could get 
to the hospital. 
There were 
also 2 nurses 

who were walking in the woods and arrived 
on the scene to apply the tourniquet that 
probably saved Micah’s life. Poor Chris was in 
Indiana picking up Ammon from college. As 
soon as Ammon’s last exam ended he drove 
pretty much straight home! After 3 days in the 
hospital Micah was itching to get home. The 
nurses at St. Francis (especially Ashanti and 
Abby) did a great job of getting Micah ready 
to come home. Many thanks to Nancy Boone 
and Jen O’Neill for helping us out with tasty 
dinners, and to Christina for once again mak-
ing the Green House run worry free.

As June arrives, we are trying to keep the 
kids busy while we juggle losing UConn until 
July and make do without any tutors from 
East and Northwest Catholic and CCSU. If 
you have any time and energy we sure could 
use it. Miss Edna has decided to take a break 
from the Green House for health reasons and 
so if anyone wants to help cook a meal on 
Saturdays we would be VERY HAPPY to buy 
the ingredients (not you Princess Di- you are 
already doing a ton of good). Other than that 
we are gearing up for Camp Ahimsa and mak-
ing plans for our 20th anniversary celebration 
on Sept. 14th at St. Isaac Jogues parish hall in 
East Hartford. Hope you can join us.

I leave you with a Leonard Cohen quote 
that I thought of frequently while Micah was 
in the hospital...

 “ring the bells that still can ring 
forget your perfect offering 

there is a crack in everything 
that’s how the light gets in...” W 

De Porres House kitchen
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(Please see: Notes, p9)

Jacqueline Allen-Doucot
For, see, the winter is past, the rain 

is over and gone; the flowers appear 
on the earth; the time of the singing 
of birds is come, and the voice of the 
turtledove is heard in our land; the fig 
tree puts forth her green figs, and the 
vines with the tender grape give a good 
smell. 

Song of Solomon 2:11-12

Last night we had some incredible 
thunder and lightning storms. Today 
everything outside appears to be bring-
ing the Song of Solomon to life. It is 
cool and damp, but I know by the time 
school gets out it will be 90* and humid 
making it very hard to keep the kids in 
homework mode. Our numbers have 
dropped off during the week, though 
on Saturdays the regulars, plus odd 
cousins and friends, show up. When we ask 
the kids why they have not been coming they 
say they are bored...or playing basketball at 
Parker or the Salvation Army. It always gets 
like this by June. 

One day we know for sure all the kids will 
show up will be the day of our annual gradu-
ation party. which is June 21st this year. Bran-
don, Daylon, Josh, Khari, Catherine, and Dave, 
will be graduating from high school. Jovely 
and Jose will be completing 8th grade! All are 
welcome to join us...just bring a side dish and 
let us know how many. It may be the first time 
some of you get to meet Justin and Danielle’s 
(our fearless Husky Sports coordinators) new 
baby Max! We will also have a bouncy house....
so bring your kids. 

This Sunday Brian and Ammon leave 
for Ireland for 3 weeks. Brian is Ammon’s 
godfather and has been saving for the trip for 
18 years now. They will fly into Dublin then 
head up to the North and cross the country 
to visit Kerry Brennan in Cork and finish off 
in Dingle. I hope there is enough Guinness 
for the both of them. Ammon deserves a nice 
break after pulling almost straight A’s (drat 
you Spanish class) during his first year at 
Goshen College.

For me one of the hardest things about 
Catholic Worker life is saying goodbye to 
people. The way it works after 20 years is real-
izing that God puts people in our life and then 
calls them away. Many times they are called to 
amazing things! Andy Piefer just celebrated 
the birth of his 3rd son with his wife Sarah. 
They are opening a place in West Philly called 

Cedar Works...a community centered 
artist and meeting residence made from 
the bones of an abandoned warehouse. 
Sarah Karas is in New York city where 
she is currently the production secre-
tary for the new film version of Annie. 
Jerry and Molly founded a Catholic 
Worker community in Kalamazoo and 
Kirstie will be leaving in August for 
Fulbright scholarship to Luxembourg. I 
still miss Kirstie, Andy, Jerry, Molly and 
Sarah every day and now we are getting 
ready to say goodbye  to Matt Friedrichs 
and his beautiful children Bernadette 
and Isaiah. For over 3 years they have 
hardly missed a Saturday at the Green 
House. Matt has been our barbeque and 
fix it guy. He helps to run our website. 
He takes great photos and he has that 
Midwestern twosome of great humor 
and mellow as jello personality (ed. note: 

that she wishes the editor had!). I am going to 
try to convince him to leave Bernadette here 
with me- they have another cute daughter. As 
Theresa of Avila said, “Everything changes....
only God is changeless.” July 16th we will be 
losing our beloved “ITALIAN LADIES” when 
Gerri and Paola return to Italy. We are hoping 
that Gerri will be back next fall to be a part 
of the community and pursue her nursing 
degree at Capitol Community College. 

Lest we forget that although the Lord 
taketh away he also giveth....A few weeks after 
they leave we will be welcoming Tresor and 
Hannah ( formerly of the New York Catho-
lic Worker). They will be bringing a brand 
new baby and helping hands (a nurse and a 

Jacqueline Allen-Doucot


