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“Fear is useless, what is needed is trust.”  -Jesus
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St. Peter and the Angel
Delivered out of raw continual pain,
smell of darkness, groans of those others
to whom he was chained-

unchained, and led
past the sleepers,
door after door silently opening-
out!
 And along a long street’s
majestic emptiness under the moon:

one hand on the angel ’s shoulder, one
feeling the air before him,
eyes open but fixed...

And not till he saw the angel had left him,
alone and free to resume
the ecstatic, dangerous, wearisome roads of
what he had still to do,
not till then did he recognize
this was no dream. More frightening
than arrest, than being chained to his warders:
he could hear his own footsteps suddenly.
Had the angel ’s feet
made any sound? He could not recall.
No one had missed him, no one was in pursuit.
He himself must be
the key, now, to the next door,
the next terrors of freedom and joy.

-Denise Levertov
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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,  
Jacqueline, Christopher, Micah and Ammon Allen-Douçot.

Feeding the Poor 
by Peter Maurin, co-
founder of the Catholic 
Worker movement
In the first centuries
of Christianity
the hungry were fed
at a personal sacrifice,
the naked were clothed
at a personal sacrifice,
the homeless were sheltered
at a personal sacrifice.
And because the poor were fed,
clothed and sheltered
at a personal sacrifice,
the pagans used to say
about the Christians
“See how they love each other.”
In our own day
the poor are no longer fed, clothed, and 
sheltered
at a personal sacrifice,
but at the expense of the taxpayers.
And because the poor are no longer
fed, clothed and sheltered
at a personal sacrifice,
the pagans say about the Christians
“See how they pass the buck.”W

D         ear Reader,
Please consider sending a contribution in support of 

our work. Since our last issue your support has enabled us to 
house the homeless by welcoming into our home a high school 
girl and a young man in a vocational program. Because of your 
generosity we were also able to: welcome dozens of children after 
school for fresh snacks, help with their homework and a safe 
place to be; welcome dozens more kids and adults on Saturdays 
for art, sports and a family style lunch; pay Dwight to fix hun-
dreds of bikes; share food with many families; host our gradua-
tion party and provide the graduates with gifts; and help a few 
folks keep their lights on. All of our work is at the mercy of your 
generosity. We don’t have a NPR tote bag to send you but we will 
remember you in our prayers! Thank-You for your prayers, your 
work, and your financial support. W

W Please join us on Tuesday September 2 and October 7 for 
the celebration of Eucharist. We gather at 7:30 at St. Brigid House, 18 
Clark St. Our celebration is preceded by dinner at St. Martin House, 
If you would like to join us for dinner a heads up email is requested, 
but not required. We will not gather in August. 
W   Please join Brian in his vigil for an end to war and torture. 

You can find him every Friday standing outside the Federal Build-
ing on Main St. in Hartford. Bring an appropriate sign and an appro-
priate spirit. 
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by Christopher J. Douçot
On Good Friday we again gath-

ered with friends to pray the Stations 
of the Cross alongside the perimeter 
fence of the U.S. Naval Submarine 
Base in Groton. A community of 
believers has prayed there for an 
end of the relentless crucifixion of 
the Mystical Body via war, poverty 
and torture for decades. Our son 
Ammon excitedly sent a note home 
from school when he came across 
a photo in his studies of Henri 
Nouwen praying there. Our prayers 
are simple and solemn; we remem-
ber the steps Jesus took on the Via 
Dolorosa by calling attention 
to the ways in which we cru-
cify today. We read an excerpt 
from a news story about a 
drone attack, testimony from a 
wounded veteran, and a poem 
from a Guantanamo detainee- 
all of whom are being held 
without charge, many of whom 
our government admits are not 
guilty. (For those now scoffing 
click this link to a Fox News 
(sic) story).

In between stations we 
sang Ubi Caritas. Appropri-
ate contemporary images of 
a disguised Christ suffering 
were tied to the Sub Base fence 
marking each station. The Sub 
Base is an odd place; the truck 
entrance on Crystal Street 
warns drivers that “Explosives 
are prohibited on the base”, 
meanwhile Los Angeles and 
Virginia class submarines laden 
with Tomahawk cruise missiles 
float between the docks on the 
Thames.

I kept my head down while 
I walked to avoid eye contact 
with the angry motorists who 
swore at us as they revved their 
engines. When I gaze at the horizon 
my mind wanders to an unreal, un-
populated place of unsullied natural 
beauty. My gaze at the ground was 
a focused meditation on the present 
and the pedestrian, but not necessar-

ily the profane. Before we reached 
the Sub Base entrance we processed 
two by two behind a steel guard rail 
along Rte. 12 as four lanes of pickup 
trucks with gun racks, Mustangs 
and minivans raced between traffic 
lights. A smashed windshield spar-
kled on the sidewalk like a blanket 
of cubic zirconia; the noise and 
asphalt enveloped the natural world 
in relentless assault. Brilliant yel-
lows dandelions, despised as invad-
ers by the suburban lawn hegemon, 
stood defiant; they held their ground 
undaunted, flaunting their unrecog-
nized beauty. 

Along Crystal Street thousands of 
acorns cracked underfoot, turning 
the sidewalk into a virtual bowl of 
shelled nuts. Gleeful squirrels filled 
their cheeks. Interspersed with this 
feast were nearly as many cigarette 
butts and quite a few lottery ticket 

stubs. Outside the main gate a single 
severed sparrow wing lay in the 
grass and chicory in the strip be-
tween the street and the sidewalk. I 
was pushing Lil’ Lily in her stroller 
and she too studied the ground. I 
am grateful she did not notice the 
wing. 

The acorns, butts and stubs 
are like the dots in a “pointillist” 
painting.  With my eyes focused 
on the details my mind zoomed 
out to imagine the full scene.  My 
canvas was abruptly torn by the 
sound of a woman sobbing. She was 
young, maybe 25 and was dressed 

in a spandex running outfit. In 
between sobs she panted. Dur-
ing her run she had been praying 
for God to send her a sign about 
where to go and what to do with 
her life. Then she saw us. She wept 
in the embrace of Jackie, Rev. 
Allie Perry and a couple of other 
women and then for the next hour 
she prayed the remaining Stations 
with us. While we prayed we were 
shadowed in a cordial way by the 
Groton Police Department and, 
in a creepy way, by plain clothes 
agents armed with long lensed 
cameras (I think they were with 
the state affiliate of the Depart-
ment of Homeland Security.) I 
wonder what they thought when 
this woman entered their view 
and then dramatically changed 
course. Over lunch Jackie likened 
the experience to an encounter the 
great Frances Crowe had during 
the Vietnam War when her vigil-
ing outside the gates of Westover 
Air Force base led to a bomber 
pilot, who was serving as a guard 
on base in between tours, becom-
ing the first conscientious objector 
in the Air Force. (Read Frances’ 

recounting of the story on p5 “A 
Bomber No More” ). 

In her stroller Lily kept a grip 
on a plastic Easter egg the entire 
morning. Even before she could 

Contemplating Easter Eggs on Good Friday

(Please see: Easter Eggs p7)

http://www.thesocialedge.com/archives/other/3artsandculture-feb2006.shtml 
http://www.thesocialedge.com/archives/other/3artsandculture-feb2006.shtml 
http://www.foxnews.com/politics/2009/03/19/ex-bush-official-guantanamo-bay-innocent/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pointillism#mediaviewer/File:VanGogh_1887_Selbstbildnis.jpg  
http://www.americanswhotellthetruth.org/portraits/frances-crowe
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 by Maya Angelou

We, this people, on a small and lonely 
planet 
Traveling through casual space  
Past aloof stars, across the way of 
indifferent suns  
To a destination where all signs tell us  
It is possible and imperative that we 
learn  
A brave and startling truth  
 
And when we come to it  
To the day of peacemaking  
When we release our fingers  
From fists of hostility  
And allow the pure air to cool our 
palms  
 
When we come to it  
When the curtain falls on the minstrel 
show of hate  
And faces sooted with scorn are 
scrubbed clean  
When battlefields and coliseum  
No longer rake our unique and par-
ticular sons and daughters  
Up with the bruised and bloody grass  
To lie in identical plots in foreign soil  
 
When the rapacious storming of the 
churches  
The screaming racket in the temples 
have ceased  
When the pennants are waving gaily  
When the banners of the world tremble  
Stoutly in the good, clean breeze  
 
When we come to it  
When we let the rifles fall from our 
shoulders  
And children dress their dolls in flags 
of truce  
When land mines of death have been 
removed  
And the aged can walk into evenings 
of peace  
When religious ritual is not perfumed  
By the incense of burning flesh  
And childhood dreams are not kicked 
awake  
By nightmares of abuse  
 
When we come to it  
Then we will confess that not the 
Pyramids  

With their stones set in myste-
rious perfection  
Nor the Gardens of Babylon  
Hanging as eternal beauty  
In our collective memory  
Not the Grand Canyon  
Kindled into delicious color  
By Western sunsets  
 
Nor the Danube, flowing its 
blue soul into Europe  
Not the sacred peak of Mount 
Fuji  
Stretching to the Rising Sun  
Neither Father Amazon 
nor Mother Mississippi who, 
without favor,  
Nurture all creatures in the 
depths and on the shores  
These are not the only won-
ders of the world  
 
When we come to it  
We, this people, on this mi-
nuscule and kithless globe  
Who reach daily for the bomb, the 
blade and the dagger  
Yet who petition in the dark for tokens 
of peace  
We, this people on this mote of matter  
In whose mouths abide cankerous 
words  
Which challenge our very existence  
Yet out of those same mouths  
Come songs of such exquisite sweetness  
That the heart falters in its labor  
And the body is quieted into awe  
 
We, this people, on this small and 
drifting planet  
Whose hands can strike with such 
abandon  
That in a twinkling, life is sapped 
from the living  
Yet those same hands can touch with 
such healing, irresistible tenderness  
That the haughty neck is happy to 
bow  

And the proud back is glad to bend  
Out of such chaos, of such contradic-
tion 
We learn that we are neither devils nor 
divines  
 
When we come to it  
We, this people, on this wayward, 
floating body  
Created on this earth, of this earth  
Have the power to fashion for this 
earth  
A climate where every man and every 
woman  
Can live freely without sanctimonious 
piety  
Without crippling fear  
 
When we come to it  
We must confess that we are the pos-
sible  
We are the miraculous, the true won-
der of this world  
That is when, and only when  
We come to it. W

A Brave and Startling Truth

Listen to yourself and in that quietude 
you might hear the voice of God.

IF I can stop one heart from breaking, 
I shall not live in vain; 
If I can ease one life the aching, 
Or cool one pain, 

Or help one fainting robin        
Unto his nest again, 
I shall not live in vain.

-Emily Dickinson
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by Frances Crowe
We worked with the first CO in 

the air force. Donald Dawson was a 
pilot doing bombing raids in Thai-
land. He was home on leave when 
our Women Against the War group 
blockaded the entrance to West-
field Air Force Base. We dressed as 
Vietnamese women and Donald was 
back in the States serving at the base. 
He was given an AK-47 and told to 
put on guard duty. He later told us 
that he looked at that group of wom-
en kneeling there and many of us 
were crying. We had been leafleting 

there for over three years by that 
time. That particular day we had 
been reading Vietnamese poetry 
and it was International Women’s 
Day. We just went out spontane-
ously and knelt down for the 
Vietnamese women. He said sud-
denly the hairlines, the crosslines 
that he had been looking at when 
he was bombing became real. He 
wasn’t aware of all of the conflict-
ing emotion at the time, but that 
night he was watching “West Side 
Story” with his wife and he started 
crying and he couldn’t stop. The 
next day he was called back to 
Thailand. He thought very seri-
ously and decided that he would 
never bomb again. He went to see 
the chaplain over there and I heard 
on the radio later that week that 
this Lieutenant Donald Dawson 
had refused an order to bomb and 
was condemned for his decision. He 
was being court martialed in Con-
necticut. I couldn’t get to the phone 
fast enough to get all the numbers 
of all the Dawson’s in Danbury, 
CT. I heard his mother on the radio 
say, “My son is not a CO. He would 
have fought in World War II.” I got 
her on the third call. I asked for 
Donald Dawson. She said he was 
in Thailand, and I said, “I want to 

A Bomber No More

Sky Pilot
by Burdon, Briggs, Weider, Jenkins, 
McCulloch
Performed by The Animals

He blesses the boys as they stand in line
The smell of gun grease and the bayonets 
they shine
He's there to help them all that he can
To make them feel wanted he's a good holy 
man

Sky pilot.....sky pilot
How high can you fly
You'll never, never, never reach the sky
He smiles at the young soldiers

Tells them its all right
He knows of their fear in the forthcoming 
fight

Soon there'll be blood and many will die
Mothers and fathers back home they will cry

Sky pilot.....sky pilot
How high can you fly
You'll never, never, never reach the sky
He mumbles a prayer and it ends with a 
smile

The order is given
They move down the line
But he's still behind and he'll meditate
But it won't stop the bleeding or ease the hate

As the young men move out into the battle 
zone
He feels good, with God you're never alone
He feels tired and he lays on his bed
Hopes the men will find courage in the 
words that he said

Sky pilot... sky Pilot

How high can you fly
You'll never, never, never reach the sky
You're soldiers of God you must understand

The fate of your country is in your young 
hands
May God give you strength
Do your job real well
If it all was worth it

Only time it will tell
In the morning they return
With tears in their eyes
The stench of death drifts up to the skies

A soldier so ill looks at the sky pilot
Remembers the words
"Thou shalt not kill"
Sky pilot.....sky pilot

How high can you fly
You never, never, never reach the sky W

talk to you. Your son does not have 
to say what he would have done in 
World War II. He will never know. 
He only needs to say how he feels 
about this war. I want to send him 
some material.” So she gave me the 
address and I ran downstairs and got 
all my best copies of things and sent 
them to him. He got the package 
just as he was getting on the plane to 
come home so he called me and we 
met and he got the help he needed. 
Now he’s a lawyer in Nashville, TN 
doing really good anti-death pen-
alty work, but there were others. He 
was just one. (To read more click 
here). W

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=69zvFnVa03g
http://www.calledtoservevietnam.com/blog/those-who-loved-counseled-and-consoled/frances-crowe/
http://www.calledtoservevietnam.com/blog/those-who-loved-counseled-and-consoled/frances-crowe/
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By Fred Kammer, S.J.
In the news lately are calls by 

Governor Bobby Jindal of Louisiana 
and other governors to eliminate 
their state personal and corporate in-
come taxes and to substitute higher 
sales taxes in plans that will remain 
“revenue neutral” (namely, no addi-
tional income, just shifting tax bur-
dens). To assess such plans morally, 
one needs to look first at the cur-
rent state-local tax burdens of state 
populations. Then we can assess the 
impact and 
morality of 
proposed 
changes.

First, a 
new report 
from the 
non-parti-
san Institute 
on Taxation 
and Eco-
nomic Pol-
icy (ITEP) 
entitled 
Who Pays? 
provides the 
baseline for 
the analysis 
of current 
state-local 
tax impacts on families of various 
income groups. The national average 
of the respective tax burden on non-
elderly residents for the 50 states and 
the District of Columbia is reflected 
in the chart above.

As the study notes in its intro-
duction, “The study’s main finding 
is that nearly every state and local 
tax system takes a much greater  
share of income from middle- and 
low-income families than from the 
wealthy. That is, when all state and 
local income, sales, excise and prop-
erty taxes are added up, most state 
tax systems are regressive.”

In regressive tax systems, the 
burden of taxation falls heaviest on 
those with the least ability to pay. 
Progressive systems do the opposite, 

requiring higher tax contributions 
from those with more ability to pay.

Fifty years ago, Pope John XXIII 
stated the traditional moral principle 
very simply: “As regards taxation, 
assessment according to the 
ability to pay is fundamental to 
a just and equitable system.” In 
other words, the more progressive 
the system, the more just and equi-
table. The more regressive, the more 
unjust and inequitable—the more 
immoral.

 The U.S. Catholic Bishops put it 
this way:

…the tax system should be struc-
tured according to the principle of 
progressivity, so that those with relatively 
greater financial resources pay a higher 
rate of taxation. The inclusion of such a 
principle in tax policies is an important 
means of reducing the severe inequalities 
of income and wealth in the nation.

As the 2013 ITEP report con-
tinues, “Virtually every state fails this 
basic test of tax fairness: as this study 
documents, no state requires their best-off 
citizens to pay as much of their incomes 
in taxes as their very poorest taxpayers 
must pay, and only one state taxes its 
wealthiest individuals at a higher effective 
rate than middle-income families have to 
pay.”

The primary reasons for the 

regressiveness in the state tax sys-
tems is that states rely primarily on 
taxes that by their nature are largely 
regressive. Sales taxes and excise 
taxes (e.g. on cigarettes, gasoline, 
and beer) are the most regressive 
because they take a larger share of 
the income from low and moderate 
income families than they do from 
wealthy families.

States relying heavily on sales tax-
es will have very regressive systems. 
One moderating factor in sales taxes 

is the exclusion of 
necessary items 
such as groceries.

The most pro-
gressive tax is the 
income tax, but the 
amount of progres-
sivity depends on 
whether the rates 
are structured pro-
gressively. A flat tax 
is much less pro-
gressive since, by 
definition, it taxes 
the income of the 
wealthiest family 
at the same rate as 
that of the poorest 
family.

Even income tax 
systems with nominally graduated 
income tax rates may be regressive 
where, for instance, the percentage 
of those paying the highest rate is 
very large (66 percent of Alabama 
families pay the highest rate, which 
kicks in at $6,000 of taxable income 
for married couples). This is espe-
cially true if the taxing authority also 
provides special tax breaks targeted 
to upper-income families.

Property taxes typically are 
“somewhat regressive” because poor 
homeowners and renters pay more 
of their income than other groups 
and the wealthiest property owners 
pay the least. 

Governor Jindal has proposed 
elimination of the state’s personal 

Taxing the Poor: The Regressive Nature of State-
Local Tax Systems

(continued next page)
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Human rights are not only 
violated by terrorism... but also by 
unfair economic structures that 
create huge inequalities.

-Pope Francis

http://www.itep.org/whopays/
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and corporate income taxes. Accord-
ing to ITEP, in 2012, Louisiana rev-
enues from personal and corporate 
income taxes were $3 billion.

This amount of income in the 
future would have to be raised in 
increased sales taxes in order for the 
proposal to be “revenue neutral.” 
ITEP has used its Microsimulation 
Tax Model to show the impact of 
switching from income to additional 
sales taxes on residents of various in-
come levels in Louisiana. The results 
in summary are:

$ Total state-local taxes would in-
crease for the bottom 80 percent of

Louisianans.
$ The poorest 20 percent of 

taxpayers, with an average income of 
$12,000, would average an increase 

of $395 (3.4 percent of their income).
$ Taxes for the middle 20 per-

cent, with average incomes of 
$43,000, would increase $534 (1.2 
percent of their income).

$ Only the top 20 percent of 
taxpayers would have a decrease in 
taxes, with the top 1 percent be-
ing the biggest beneficiaries of the 
change. The top 1 percent in Loui-
siana have an average income well 
over $1 million. They would see a 
tax cut average of $25,423 (2.3 per-
cent of their income).

In short, the Governor’s proposal 
(even if he were to create some low 
income tax relief, as may occur), will 
make the Louisiana system even 
more regressive than it now is. Simi-
lar tax proposals, sometimes called 
“Fair Tax” proposals, have been 
rejected in other states in recent 

speak Lily has been fascinated by 
eggs. When Jackie scrambles them 
for breakfast Lily insists on cracking 
and, of course, eating them. She eats 
breakfast like a lumberjack coming 
off a fast. A while back we had some 
mini cheese wheels that were en-
cased in bright red wax. To Lily they 
were just another type of egg. She 
would help herself to one from the 
fridge at every opportunity and just 
walk around with it for hours before 
asking for help opening it. She even 
enjoys watching these hideously 
boring ten minute long YouTube 
videos of an off-screen woman with 
an Asian accent who opens a variety 
of plastic or choco-
late eggs while she 
reveals and describes 
the seemingly worth-
less chatskis inside. 
Recently I bought her 
a set of Russian matry-
oshka dolls to feed her 
curiosity about hidden 
promises in way more 
aesthetically appealing 
than cheap cheese and 
cheesey videos.

 I’m as captivated 
by Lily’s enthrallment 

with Easter eggs as she 
is with the eggs. Maybe 
life has jaded me a bit and 
so Lily’s joy of clinging 
to promises precariously 
protected within a fragile 
shell provides me with a 
vicarious route to innocent 
hopes? I don’t regret seeing 
all the Good Friday eggs 
around me, the subs carry-
ing the promise of death or 
the lottery tickets and their 
infinitesimally small promise 
of fortune- but not life. Indeed, I wish 
more people would see these rotten 
eggs for what they are: impregnable but 
false promises. Rather, I rejoice at the 
wonderment of a toddler and how she 

reminds me that true 
promise came to us not 
in a suit of armor but 
one of flesh. Incarna-
tion and Resurrection 
combine, coalesce and 
repeat with every child 
born; and thus God’s 
promise is at once kept 
and remade.  The earth 
is fragile, the children 
are fragile, the eggs are 
fragile, you are fragile 
and I am fragile. We 
are fragile so that we 
might be gentle and 

love and thereby fulfill God’s promise.
When were bought the building that 

became St. Martin De Porres House 
the back yard was a gravel parking lot 
strewn with broken glass. When the 
good people of St. Timothy’s parish in 
West Hartford heard about this they 
donated twenty tons of top soil which 
transformed the parking lot into a 
playground. The dirt was loaded into a 
massive dump truck by bucket loader, 
driven across the city and dumped into 
our driveway, the truck’s heavy back 
gate loudly clanged as the truck pulled 
forward. As we shoveled the loam into 
wheelbarrows I found a large white egg 
on top of the pile. It had miraculously 
survived uncracked somehow protected 
by the stuff Jesus mixed with spit to 
heal blindness. Take from this what you 
will and Happy Easter. W

Easter Eggs, cont. 

years. The reasons for such rejec-
tions, as outlined by the Center for 
Budget and Policy Priorities, are 
numerous:

$ Raises taxes on the middle 
class.

$ Requires huge sales tax hikes.
$ Extends sales taxes to many 

more goods and services, even those 
presently exempted.

$Creates an unsustainable spiral 
of rising rates and widening exemp-
tions to avoid higher rates.

$ Fails to boost state economies.
$ Makes state revenues much less stable.
On top of these reasons is the 

fundamental moral argument that 
such a system is more unjust and 
inequitable, more regressive, more 
immoral.

(Reprinted from: JustSouth 
Quarterly)W

Taxes, cont.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Oo-SWIAVxTo
http://www.cbpp.org/
http://www.cbpp.org/
http://www.loyno.edu/jsri/justsouth-quarterly
http://www.loyno.edu/jsri/justsouth-quarterly


8Literary Channel Markers of a Catholic Worker
by Christopher J. Douçot

I am often asked during the Q&A 
period after giving a talk somewhere 
some form of the question: “How did 
you end up at the Hartford Catholic 
Worker?” Well, of course, my vocation 
is the result of all sorts of influences: 
the Holy Spirit, the spiritual example of 
my grandmother, the values imparted 
upon me by my parents, and the milieu 
in which I grew up first in a working 
class city neighborhood and later as 
an outsider in a suburban middle class 
neighborhood. Along the way there 
have been books that opened my mind, 
challenged my heart and stirred my 
conscience. These books are like chan-
nel markers in the journey of my life. 

We invite you to put together a list 
of the channel markers in your life 
(books, poems, films) and send them 
along for possible publication on these 
pages.

$Ralph Nader’s Crusade by 
Richard Curtis, 1972

My 8 year old mind was emboldened 
by the notion that I could make a dif-
ference in the world.
$The Catcher in the Rye by J.D. 

Salinger, 1951
Cliché and passé by now but Holden 

Caulfield’s angst and alienation contin-
ues to challenge my own “phoniness”.
$Zen and the Art of Motorcycle 

Maintenance: An Inquiry into Val-
ues by Robert M. Pirsig, 1974

My introduction to mindfulness. 
$Small is Beautiful by E.F. 

Schumacher, 1975
“Economics as if People Mattered”.
$Walden and Civil Disobedience 

by Henry David Thoreau, 1854
$The Grapes of Wrath by John 

Steinbeck, 1939
The closing scene- missing from the 

movie- is one of the few from a novel I 
remember vividly. It is a scene of hope 
and profound generosity amidst the ris-
ing waters of a flood. This book was my 
first insight to the reality that so-called 
natural disasters are, upon closer scru-
tiny, usually human made disasters. 
$The Death of a Salesman by 

Arthur Miller, 1949
My introduction to pathos.
$Breaking Bread: The Catholic 

Worker and the Origin of Catholic 
Radicalism in America by Mel Piehl, 
1982
$The Long Loneliness by 

Dorothy Day, 1952
This spiritual memoir is a testament 

to the power of love and the work of 
God in and through this remarkable 
woman.
$The People’s History of the 

United States by Howard Zinn, re-
vised 2005

Zinn tells the story of America from 
the perspective of the farmers, workers, 
labor organizers, suffragettes, aboli-
tionists, and other extraordinary ordi-
nary people who actually make things 
happen. This history reminds us that 
everyone counts, not just presidents, 
generals and robber barons.
$Justice Seekers, Peace Mak-

ers: 32 Portraits in Courage by Mi-
chael True, 1985
$The Fire This Time: U.S. War 

Crimes in the Gulf by former U.S. At-
torney General Ramsey Clark, 1994
$All God’s Children: The 

Boskett Family and the American 
Tradition of Violence by Fox Butter-
field, 1995 

Originally assigned to write about 
the most “notorious criminal in NY 
state history” Willie Boskett Jr., But-
terfield instead traces Boskett’s family 
back along the paternal line to the days 
when rich and powerful men bought 
and sold Boskett’s ancestors. Along the 
way he reveals how poverty and preju-
dice accumulate over generations to the 

detriment of all Americans. In a recent 
phone interview Dr. Butterfield shared 
with me that he is currently researching 
a book on how and why crime seems to 
be concentrated in families. 
$Overthrow: America’s Centu-

ry of Regime Change from Hawaii 
to Iraq by Stephen Kinzer, 2007

This is “why they hate us”. 
$The New Jim Crow” Mass 

Incarceration in the Age of Color-
blindness by Michelle Alexander, 2012

This persuasive piece posits that the 
mass incarceration of African Ameri-
cans is the latest manifestation of racial 
caste in America, the heir of slavery and 
Jim Crow. 
$The Grand Inquisitor scene 

from the Brothers Karamazov by 
Fyodor Dostoyevsky, 1880

The Brothers Karamazov was Doro-
thy Day’s favorite piece of literature. 
This scene is a powerful critique of the 
Church hiding behind power, mystery 
and magic to keep the people of God 
in the dark and the Son of God hidden. 
At one point the Inquisitor tells Jesus: 
“I turned back and joined the ranks of those 
who have corrected Thy work. I left the proud 
and went back to the humble, for the happiness 
of the humble. What I say to Thee will come 
to pass, and our dominion will be built up. I 
repeat, to-morrow Thou shalt see that obedient 
flock who at a sign from me will hasten to heap 
up the hot cinders about the pile on which I 
shall burn Thee for coming to hinder us. For if 
anyone has ever deserved our fires, it is Thou. 
To-morrow I shall burn Thee.”W

The Deserter by Boardman Robinson

http://www.amazon.com/Ralph-Naders-Crusade-Richard-Curtis/dp/0825527945/ref=sr_1_1?ie=UTF8&qid=1403808170&sr=8-eywords=Ralph+nader%27s+crusade 
http://www.amazon.com/Zen-Art-Motorcycle-Maintenance-published/dp/B00E32MUEA/ref=sr_1_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808299&sr=1-2&keywords=zen+and+the+art+of+motorcycle+maintenance 
http://www.amazon.com/Zen-Art-Motorcycle-Maintenance-published/dp/B00E32MUEA/ref=sr_1_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808299&sr=1-2&keywords=zen+and+the+art+of+motorcycle+maintenance 
http://www.amazon.com/Zen-Art-Motorcycle-Maintenance-published/dp/B00E32MUEA/ref=sr_1_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808299&sr=1-2&keywords=zen+and+the+art+of+motorcycle+maintenance 
http://www.amazon.com/Small-Beautiful-Economics-People-Mattered/dp/0060803525/ref=sr_1_2?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808424&sr=1-2&keywords=small+is+beautiful 
http://thoreau.eserver.org/walden00.html 
http://www.amazon.com/Grapes-Wrath-John-Steinbeck-ebook/dp/B001BKTEZA/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808570&sr=1-1&keywords=the+grapes+of+wrath+john+steinbeck 
http://www.hulu.com/watch/355302 
http://www.amazon.com/Breaking-bread-Catholic-radicalism-America/dp/0877222576/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808768&sr=1-1&keywords=breaking+bread+mel+piehl 
http://www.amazon.com/Breaking-bread-Catholic-radicalism-America/dp/0877222576/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808768&sr=1-1&keywords=breaking+bread+mel+piehl 
http://www.amazon.com/Breaking-bread-Catholic-radicalism-America/dp/0877222576/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1403808768&sr=1-1&keywords=breaking+bread+mel+piehl 
http://www.goodreads.com/book/show/203979.The_Long_Loneliness 
http://zinnedproject.org/ 
http://zinnedproject.org/ 
https://archive.org/details/JusticeSeekersPeaceMakers 
https://archive.org/details/JusticeSeekersPeaceMakers 
http://www.amazon.com/The-Fire-This-Time-Crimes/dp/1560250712 
http://www.amazon.com/The-Fire-This-Time-Crimes/dp/1560250712 
http://www.c-span.org/video/?70322-1/book-discussion-gods-children
http://www.c-span.org/video/?70322-1/book-discussion-gods-children
http://www.c-span.org/video/?70322-1/book-discussion-gods-children
http://www.democracynow.org/2006/4/21/overthrow_americas_century_of_regime_change 
http://www.democracynow.org/2006/4/21/overthrow_americas_century_of_regime_change 
http://www.democracynow.org/2006/4/21/overthrow_americas_century_of_regime_change 
http://newjimcrow.com/ 
http://newjimcrow.com/ 
http://newjimcrow.com/ 
https://www.mtholyoke.edu/acad/intrel/pol116/grand.htm
https://www.mtholyoke.edu/acad/intrel/pol116/grand.htm
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grilled burgers and dogs for over 
100 guests. Everyone brought special 
dishes: baked beans, rice and gandules, 
homemade chocolate chip cookies, 
pasta salads. It was a wonderful cel-
ebration of the beloved community. This 
beloved community of ours is made up 
of elders and youngsters, young moms, 
grandpas, and babies, Black, Hispanic, 
white, gay, straight, LOUD, and quiet 
folks and everyone in between. Every-
one helped to party and to clean up, 
including HuskySport founder Jennie 
“Dr. B” Bruening who spent the night 
with her 3 boys.

This last year has been a long one. 
(ed. Note: How is it that they seem to 
get longer every year but also go by 
quicker?) For the first time in many 
years, we have not had any live in com-
munity aside from our founding trio. 
We would never have made it through 
without Christina Napolitano who lived 
with us last year. This year she had 
to move home to work with her Dad, 
but she made a commitment to come 
3 days a week, and she was a life saver. 
Anybody who knows me can tell you 
that I am rather disorganized and a 
horrible procrastinator. (ed. Note 2: I 
would never say that.) Christina was 
like a turbo battery pack for me, an old, 
slowed down computer. She and Josh 
Rosa ran the afterschool program all 
year with grace, laughter, and a great 
deal of patience. They also held down 
the fort while Chris and I were able to 
take a 2 week vacation to Italy to be with 
our former guests Gerry and Paola. 

We will be sad to see Christina leave 
in August, but we are very happy she 
will be going to Fordham in the Fall. We 

are pretty sure she will be able to teach 
the Jesuits a bit about Catholic Worker 
life!! We may also be saying goodbye to 
Josh in September. Josh started com-
ing to the Green House when he was 9 
years old. He recalls Morliana kicking 
him out a few times for bad behavior, 
but really he has been a big help for 
many years at summer camp and as 
after school “boss man” since last Sep-
tember. He is leaving us to work with 
HuskySport through a group called 
Public Allies (that is if he survives being 
the boss at Summer Camp Ahimsa).

Camp Ahimsa starts in one week. 
We look forward to a big break from 
city life. We look forward to working 
with Bill from Holy Family Monas-
tery who will help our summer intern 
Kristina and Dwight supervise the kids 
in the summer program in Hartford 
while we are away with the campers. 
In September we look forward to Baby 
Beth Donovan joining us as a full time 
live in worker. Beth has been one of my 
best friends since we were children. 
She knows most of the kids that come 
to the Green House and has been a 
part of our powerful extended com-
munity since day one so we think she 
knows just what she is getting in to. 
We look forward to her crazy laugh (or 
cackle), her great sense of humor and 
her organizing brain. Chris likes to say 
that Baby Beth and Lil’ Lily are the two 
happiest people in the world. It seems 
that God is making sure the place will 
not collapse after Christina leaves. Pray 
for us all….for safety, for patience and 
for that good kind of an enlarged heart 
Dorothy mentions below:

“What we would like to do is change 
the world--make it a little simpler 
for people to feed, clothe, and shelter 

themselves as God intended them to 
do. And, by fighting for better condi-
tions, by crying out unceasingly for the 
rights of the workers, the poor, of the 
destitute--the rights of the worthy and 
the unworthy poor, in other words--we 
can, to a certain extent, change the 
world; we can work for the oasis, the 
little cell of joy and peace in a harried 
world. We can throw our pebble in the 
pond and be confident that its ever 
widening circle will reach around the 
world. We repeat, there is nothing we 
can do but love, and, dear God, please 
enlarge our hearts to love each other, to 
love our neighbor, to love our enemy as 
our friend.”  - Dorothy Day W

They and We
by Peter Maurin
People say:
“they don’t do this,
They don’t do that,
they ought to do this
they ought to do that.”
Alway “They”
and never “I”.
People should say:
“They are craz y
for doing this
and not doing that,
but I don’t need
to be craz y
the way they are craz y,”
The Communitarian Revolution
is basically
a personal revolution.
It starts with I,
not They.
One I plus one I
makes two I’s
and two I’s make We.
We is a community,
while “they” is a crowd. W
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Notes From De Porres House
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(Please see: Notes, p9)

Return Service Requested

Jacqueline Allen-Douçot
“There is another element that must 

be present in our struggle that then 
makes our resistance and nonviolence 
truly meaningful. That element is 
reconciliation. Our ultimate end must 
be the creation of the 
beloved community...” 
MLK April 1960

On Friday June 
20th we celebrated 
the young people of 
our community by 
holding a graduation 
party. We invited the 
families of all the chil-
dren who come here, 
our volunteers, board 
and neighbors to 
celebrate the kids who 
completed middle 
school, graduated 
high school, and for 
the first time college. 
Isaiah “G Baby” Ja-
cobs became the first 
kid from the Green House 
to graduate from college when UCONN 
conferred upon him his diploma a 
couple weeks back. The graduation 
party is held with our partners Hus-
kySport from UCONN and so we also 
recognized several HuskySport folks 
who volunteered at the Green House 
and had been awarded their Master’s 
degrees. Congratulations to all our 
graduates.  

One of this year’s high school graduates 
is our resident artist, muralist and bike 
repair magician- Dwight Teal; come 
to the Green House to see the latest 3 
murals he worked on during last sum-
mer’s camp. We finally hung them up 

just in time for the graduation party! 
Dwight left high school as a sophomore 
because he could not tolerate the level 
of violence. He has struggled for years 
working as a security guard.  A few 
years ago our friend Linda P. told us 
about a program at East Hartford High 
where Dwight could earn a diploma 
taking classes based on life skills 
(practical math like balancing a check 
book). Dwight stuck with the program 

while taking art classes, working at the 
Green House, and doing security work. 
During this time he was mugged, had a 
couple of art shows and went to school 
in Portland, Oregon to learn bike re-
pairs. Through it all Dwight persevered 

and joyfully gradu-
ated this June. We are 
extremely proud of 
him. Just this week-
end Dwight’s family 
had separate medi-
cal emergencies that 
landed both his par-
ents in the hospital. 
Please keep his family 
in your prayers. 

Our party isn’t 
simply about honor-
ing the graduates. It 
is about holding them 
up as examples to the 
younger kids in our 
program. Justin E. of 
HuskySport counted 
54 kids below 8th 
grade at the party. 

Our hope is that while we were calling 
forward the graduates to shower them 
with praise and gifts every one of the 
younger kids was thinking ”that’s going 
to be me up there one day”.

 We also brought together in 
celebration many of the wonderful 
adults that make the Green House such 
an amazing place. Children jumped 
for hours in the bouncy house. Chris 

Isaiah “G Baby” Jacobs, UCONN Graduate!


