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“You cannot serve both God and money.” -Jesus

Street Preacher

by Brian Kavanagh

Advent2015

“The voice of one
crying in the wilderness: Prepare the way
of our God, make
straight God’s paths.
Every valley shall
be filled, and every
mountain and hill
shall be brought low,
and the crooked shall
be made straight and
the rough ways shall
be made smooth; and
all flesh shall see the
salvation of God.”

Luke 3:4
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The Hartford Catholic Worker is usually 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,
Baby Beth Donovan, Dwight Teal Jr., Gerri Tecla, Jacqueline, Christopher, and Ammon Allen-Doucot.

Green House kids on Armistice/
Veterans Day learning about the
Montgomery Bus Boycott.
‘An oppressed
but brave people,
whose pride and
dignity rose to the
occasion, conquered
fear, and faced
whatever perils had
to be confronted.
The boycott was
the most beautiful
memory that all of
us who participated
will carry to our
resting place.’

Second generation Hartford
Catholic Worker, and Camp Ahimsa counselor, Ellie Reyes at the
Green House Saturday arts program. Ellie’s mom Marisol lived
with us for years as a teenager.
Marisol and her family have embraced the ethic of hospitality by
welcoming into their home families
in need. Sitting with Ellie is a girl
who is staying with Ellie and her
family. We are proud of you Marisol!

-Jo Ann Robinson
forgotten hero of the Montgomery Bus Boycott

Dear Friend of the Hartford
Catholic Worker,
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Please give us a minute.
We represent the Fundraising Committee of HCW. Our “fortunate task” is to sponsor events and do
fundraising (hosts fundraisers) that will help support the great work that Chris, Jackie, Brian, Bethanne
and a host of volunteers do day in and day out. Our job is easy. Their work is complicated, arduous, joyfilled, challenging and sometimes down right messy!
But that’s what they are committed to and have been doing for over 20 years!! We pause, at this point,
because 20 years to make a commitment as they have is not something that would even cross most of our
minds. It is remarkable.
If you are on their mailing list, it is for a good reason. You believe in what they are doing. You know
that VERY few people would ever be able to actually DO what they are doing. You know that they LIVE
the Gospel not just talk about it. You know that countless families and young people have been touched by
their generosity, after school programs, summer camp, food and clothing donations and listening hearts
and shoulders to rest on when they are too weary to face life’s difficulties. You are proud of what they do
and you support what they do.
At Christmas and this time of giving thanks, we look for ways to find meaning and peace in the hustle
of a holy day that has been overridden by peddlers of consumerism. We look for ways to fill our own
spiritual yearnings. We look for ways to find holiness in this “Holiday” that has become very effective at
drowning out the essence of what we really want to be celebrating. So we are here to offer one small suggestion: Please send a contribution to the Hartford Catholic Worker (ein: 26-1223920), a group of people
that truly have not forgotten the message of Jesus and live it day in and day out.
We appreciate whatever you are able to give. Thanks and God Bless.
The HCW Fundraising Committee:
Shai Cassell, Sr. Elaine Betoncourt, Elizabeth Donavan, Charles Herbert, Ellen Guertin, and Hal Reed.

WAYS TO GIVE TO THE HARTFORD CATHOLIC WORKER
•

Check. Simply mail your tax deductible contribution to the Hartford Catholic Worker, 18 Clark Street,
Hartford, CT 06120

•

Monthly automatic gift – several of our donors already do this. It’s one of the best ways to help HCW
budget reliably throughout the year! Most banks have free online bill-pay services. Just go to your
bank’s website and log in to your account. Then go to the bill pay section. Establish the Hartford Catholic Worker, 18 Clark Street, Hartford, CT 06120, as an addressee and set the service to send a monthly
amount on the same date each month. A check will automatically be mailed each month, usually at no
postage charge to you. You may stop or change the monthly contribution at any time on the website.
You’ll receive either a receipt for each contribution or an annual receipt for your total contributions.

•

Gift of stocks or bonds. These gifts are valued at their full fair market value as of the date received by
HCW. Stocks and other securities owned for more than a year and with a gain over the purchase cost
can be donated with all capital gains tax avoided.

•

Matching gifts. Check to see if your company or organization will match your gift. If so, please send
the matching form with your contribution.

A School For the Entire Community

Christopher J. Doucot

There is an indoor gym with
a full basketball court in our very
poor neighborhood that has not
been used in a year. There is a commercial kitchen with a cafeteria on
our street that has not filled a belly
in fifty-two weeks. There is also an
auditorium with a stage on
our block that has not hosted
a play or musical performance
in more than twelve months.
The gym, auditorium, cafeteria,
as well as a nurse’s office and
a couple of dozen classrooms
have all been empty since last
Christmas because the school
on our street has been shuttered after it was discovered
that recent repairs contaminated the building with PCBs.
The city of Hartford has filed
a lawsuit against the Monsanto
Corporation seeking $4million
for environmental remediation.
It may be another year before
the school reopens.
In the 22 years that we have been
here this school has had multiple
principals, off the top of my head I
can think of eight. For several years
the school (as well as the entire district) was under state control. And
for one year a private for-profit corporation was contracted to “turn the
school around”. Our neighborhood
school has struggled for decades despite a variety of efforts to improve
academic performance.
The 2013 repairs to the school replaced hideous plastic windows that
gave the school the appearance of an
abandoned building for a generation.
The new windows, sophisticated
technology like smart boards, new
playground equipment and other repairs cost about $2million and were
the result of the State Department
of Education including J.C. Clark
Elementary School in the Commisioner’s Network whose goal“is to turn
around chronically low-performing schools...

[with] intensive and transformative
strategies that are necessary to turnaround
schools that, to date, have been unsuccessful in their improvement efforts. These
plans must reach beyond surface reforms to
achieve dramatic and transformative outcomes, and should address past turnaround
efforts... [that] have failed.”

After a successful campaign by
the parents to prevent the school
from becoming a charter school the
Capitol Region Educational Council
(CREC of magnet school notoriety) was selected by the school’s
“turnaround committee” to “manage”
the school. There were high hopes
and excitement that they would do
magic and turn Clark into another
successful CREC school. In the
wake of the school’s contamination
and closing CREC’s commitment to
the children of this neighborhood
has proven to be fleeting. In August
they turned the school back over to
the city.
This “turnaround plan” came on
the heels of Clark being designated
a “Community School” in 2013.
A community school is one that
partners with a local agency that
provides support services for the
families of the students. The Village for Families and Children was
awarded the contract to be the
community partner. They beat out a
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proposal submitted by our partners
from HuskySport despite HuskySport’s decade long commitment to
the school (a commitment that has
brought funding, student teachers,
trainings, and a bundle of positive
energy to the school). From our
vantage point it doesn’t seem that
the Village has made much of
an impact on the school or our
neighborhood.
It seems to me the closing of the school should be a
time for a complete rethinking.
I’m doubtful that hundreds of
thousands of dollars’ worth of
technology is what is needed
to provide a quality education
for the children in this neighborhood. I think that is like
fixing up a beautiful cabin on a
dilapidated cargo ship and telling folks it’s just like a cabin on
the QE2. The elephant in the
room is poverty folks. Poverty!
A well-equipped classroom
with an attentive and caring teacher
are not enough to overcome the
extra demands imposed on the children in our neighborhood by their
impoverishment. 34% of the city of
Hartford is officially in poverty. 12%
are officially unemployed- a woefully
inadequate and misleading figure
since it actually counts as unemployed only those folks collecting
unemployment benefits. Every child
that attended J.C. Clark School was
eligible for free lunch and breakfast
which means that they are arriving
to school hungry. Judging by the
quality of the meals I saw served one
day last year they were still hungry
when they reached their classrooms.
It is hard to fill a mind on an empty
belly.
Children in our neighborhood
are also entering school already behind in their language development.
Researchers have discovered that by
the age of five the typical poor child
has heard thirty million fewer words
than their suburban counterparts.

This tremendous word gap has far
reaching consequences relating to
the impairment of cognitive development that will impede poor children
throughout their educational careers.
This word gap is, of course, related
to the literacy of their parents.
I’m not sure there is anything
better for a kid emotionally, and
intellectually, than snuggling up to a
parent (or another primary caregiver)
at bedtime to read stories. Tragically,
73% of the adults in Hartford function at “Level 3” literacy or below
and are not able to read to their
kids! (According to the Greater Hartford
Literacy Council: People functioning at
these low levels have difficulty reading basic
phrases like those used on ATM screens,
street signs, [and] job application[s]...”)
So here’s an idea for the new
mayor to consider: decontaminate
J.C. Clark from PCB’s and from
turn around plans that ignore the
elephant in the room. With a gym,
auditorium, classrooms, cafeteria,
nurse’s office, vision and funding
J.C. Clark has the potential to “achieve
dramatic and transformative outcomes” for
the entire community. J.C. Clark can
truly become a community school
by bringing the community into the
school. Maybe The Village could
help, but partnering with them maybe makes the school a “social service
school”, not a community school.
If children are arriving at school
hungry I’m guessing their parent(s)
are hungry too. If we can put a man
on the moon (almost 50 years ago!)
we can find the will and the funding to welcome the parents into
the school to join their children for
breakfast and lunch. We can also
figure out a way to prepare healthy
meals that actually taste good to
replace the putrid processed meals
that are currently served. If we can
provide 50-75 children and adults a
healthy lunch every Saturday with
volunteers and a shoestring budget
I think the Hartford School board
can figure a way to feed these families. Is it too outlandish to think that
unemployed parents could be hired

to cook? Perhaps the school could
partner with the Lincoln Culinary
School which could provide on the
job training for the would-be parent
chefs.
And is there any reason why the
school couldn’t alter its curriculum
to include parents? If the kids are
learning to read in school perhaps
the parents could participate in
those efforts and along the way become stronger readers themselves.
Beyond reading, the school could
offer a variety of practical classes
to the parents: lessons on financial
literacy, G.E.D. classes, workshops
on tenant rights, and other learning that could help with gaining
entrance to a community college or
obtaining a job.
The nurse’s office could be transformed into a community clinic
providing flu shots, wellness checkups, preventative screenings, and
psychological care for those traumatized by violence. Access to health
care is not simply a question of cost
when you don’t have a car.
A focus on wellness and prevention could reduce visits to the
emergency room, reduce suffering,
save money, lower absenteeism and
facilitate learning. Visit any nurse’s
office in a city school
and you will see
dozens of inhalers:
in some schools the
majority of the children have asthma.
With hundreds of
thousands of suburban cars stuck idling
in traffic on 84 and
91 twice a day there
is plenty of exhaust
spoiling the air these
kids breathe. Their
air is further sullied
by idling diesel powered school busses.
Perhaps parents with
asthmatic kids could
be empowered by
the nurse’s office to
organize for cleaner

air and enforcement of the
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state’s anti-idling law.
The school auditorium was seldom used during the day and never
after hours or on the weekends;
and the gym was also underused.
These are perfectly fine resources
that can and should benefit this
community more. The arts, culture,
music, and theatre should not be
luxuries reserved for the pleasure
of the wealthy at Hartford Stage or
the Wadsworth Athenaeum. They
are fundamental expressions of what
makes us human.
To ease the record unemployment
of the Great Depression FDR created several projects and programs
to put artists to work. Investment
in the arts for everyone makes our
community more livable as beauty
otherwise hidden is revealed. The
auditoria in every school ought to
be hosting plays and musical performances, fora on the questions of the
day that concern the community and
celebrations of community achievements. Perhaps our school, and
every school, could partner with an
established art/cultural organization
and have a resident playwright or

(Please see: School, p7)

Light Another Candle, Say Another Prayer
Ammon Allen Doucot and
Achieng Agutu

(to see a video of this spoken word
piece click here)
Light another candle, say another prayer.
In the face of a plague like river of blood,
that pours through the pages of American
history,
it seems that begging the Almighty is all
we can do.
Light another candle, say another prayer.
Hope that this time, the voices of the
dead,
will not only be remembered but comprehended,
that the lesson they died teaching us will
be learned.
Light another candle, say another prayer.
Because the names will be forgotten.
Not by all but by many.
Which one was that?
The kid with the ice tea and skittles?
The guy selling cigarettes?
That one church?
That one place?
That one time?
No.
These are not isolated incidents,
these are symptoms of a gangrenous
culture,
that teaches hate,

Makki

preaches fear,
asks for murder,
and is answered in obedient silence,
when the only true God given response is
a defiant scream
But it is hard to scream over the fences I
put up in my mouth to keep my wild, village, illiterate,
untouched, and uncolonized accent from
my speech,
but my tongue cannot lift itself up from
the years of oppression that leave this
depression in my
cheek,
That has cared for the languages that
seek the unprepared…
Light another candle .
In its flame see burnt crosses and charred
bodies,
In its flame see the torches of men whose
purpose was pain,
In its flame see our responsibility for every
murdered child.
Say another prayer.
Ask God where Her mercy can be found,
Ask God where Her freedom is abound,
Ask God where Her hope grows upon
the ground.
Because I don’t know.
We may no longer have a burning bush,
but in the inferno of candles and mourning,
we should be able to hear
something,
but until then we must stare
into the fire,
until our eyes burn and
tears run,
and we must wade into
bloody denial,
dive to the bottom of that
river,
searching for our personal
responsibilities we had long
since abandoned to the current,
and surface only when our
baptism into the church of
consequences is complete,
and we stand in the light of
black candles and anguished
prayers,
and we recognize that the
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black blood on these white hands, is running through our red veins,
and maybe then, we will stop killing
ourselves.
My feminism is as dark, thick, strong
and powerful as my skin and my eagerness
for knowledge
has become a battering ram against the
fact that for me,
this DAMN world is a segregated
neighborhood.
But you, pull me down into this ether of
nothingness,
that only allows me the suffocating and
endless breath of a feeble life,
But let me live.
Let my skin melt into a puddle of stars
that chases the heavens and dances through
galaxies.
Just let me live,
For I was born a girl but choose to live
my life as a woman.
Just let me live.
light another candle, say another prayer
Because there are still too many cops with
calloused trigger fingers
Because our prison population is all
about a profit margin
Because our judicial system is a self
fulfilling prophecy of poverty
Because to be black, is to have a social
contract
Because there are still too many bullets
being buried in black bodies
Because Exodus is not an option
Because Black lives matter
and we have spent too much time
equivocating
avoiding
misdirecting
blaming
shaming
defaming
killing
When we could be lighting candles, saying
prayers and demanding deliverance for a
society so
steeped in racism and violence that I am
afraid of tomorrow’s headlines, afraid that
the names I
read will be too familiar...W

School, cont.
sculptor, poet or painter that could
make art with the community. The
gym needs to be open every night of
the week and all weekend. Open it,
hire some more parents to supervise,
and it will never be empty- guaranteed.
On December 4, 1993 the USS
Hartford was launched. This fast
attack nuclear submarine cost $900
million to build. It has been in 2
accidents- the second of which cost
$120 million to repair. It cost us $21
million a year to operate this weapon. If our society can find this kind
of money to spend on a weapon
named for our city we can find the
will to spend a relative pittance in
comparison to reopen Clark School
in the manner I propose.
It may be obvious that investing
in schools is investing in our future
but what is less obvious is that that
confident logic depends upon the
students believing there is a good
future awaiting them. When children see their parents out of work
and family sent away to prison,
dreams middle-class kids take for

granted, can seem like far-fetched
fantasies. Many will question the
wisdom of staying in school and at
least thirty percent will leave school
without a diploma. This existential
pessimism is tragically magnified
when a child has lost someone to
a violent and early death (see Notes
From De Porres House).
There will not be a true turn
around inside Clark School without
a concerted effort to turn around
the community that surrounds Clark
School. Filling in bubbles with a
number two pencil may put the kids
to sleep but it will not make them
dream.
Several skeins
of brittle brown
leaves now scurry
about the barren asphalt of the
schoolyard. Absent
the slap of rubber
soles and the giggle
of little souls I can
hear their scratch
against the pavement. It reminds
me that the school,
like dozens of oth-

As I Grow Older

Only the shadow.
My hands!
My dark hands!
Break through the wall!
Find my dream!
Help me to shatter this darkness,
To smash this night,
To break this shadow
Into a thousand lights of sun,
Into a thousand whirling dreams
Of sun!

Langston Hughes

It was a long time ago.
I have almost forgotten my dream.
But it was there then,
In front of me,
Bright like a sun—
My dream.
And then the wall rose,
Rose slowly,
Slowly,
Between me and my dream.
Rose until it touched the sky—
The wall.
Shadow.
I am black.
I lie down in the shadow.
No longer the light of my dream before me,
Above me.
Only the thick wall.

er buildings in the neighbor7
hood, has been abandonedhopefully not for long. The birds are
leaving and winter is coming. Soon
the cover of snow will muffle the
sounds of the neighborhood and
hide the litter in the gutter. Principals, superintendents, and turn
around plans change as frequently
as the season but the children and
their families remain and we will not
forsake them. They are not always
beautiful but they are beauty, they
are not always innocent but they are
innocence, and we are not always
hopeful but they are hope. W

Brian Pinkney

Notes, cont.

He ran right to Justin who picked
8
him up and held him close. In that
moment it was all we could do. There is a lot
town for our older kids on the Veterans Day
of pressure today for social service agencies
(Armistice Day) holiday. We liked the idea of
to provide data about how many people they
working for nonviolence as a way to end all the
help and how much difference they have
suffering and death that comes from war and
made. We are not a social service agency and
glorification of war. We spent the day working
we won’t reduce the people we share our lives
on some skits to perform for Martin Luther
with to data points. It doesn’t matter how many
King Day. We watched the movie Selma. It
turkeys we give out if we are not a safe place
was very powerful to watch and listen to their
where crying children can be held and loved.
questions. The movie opened with the bombWhen I see all the stories today on Faceing of the children in the Birmingham church.
book about the terrorist attack and the PRAY
We talked about the man who opened fire on
FOR PARIS posters I feel like screaming. Paris
the churchgoers in Charleston. The kids were
is sad and horrible and needs our prayers. So
irate at the scene where a woman is trying to
do Iraq, Mexico, Beirut, Indonesia, Nigeria,
register to vote and the clerk asks her to name
Kenya, and HARTFORD!!! Our whole world
the 96 judges. We talked about the current
is Paris. No place feels safe and yet like Sean
struggles over new efforts to restrict voting
we know we are safe when we
including the closing of DMV
are in the loving embrace of
offices in many Black commusomeone who cares. The world
nities in Alabama when those
is burning in violence. As I
offices are needed to obtain the
sit here and write with tears
required id to vote. Check out
streaming down my face….I
the NY Times Magazine essay
can only pray for strength
about this entitled A Dream
from God. I can only enact
Undone.
the only solution I know of…
All of this fired them up
as Dorothy Day said so many
to come up with a great skit….
years ago….THE ONLY SOLUand the best part were raps
TION IS LOVE!! As Advent
adapted to current songs
approaches we hear again
about Rosa Parks and the
the promise of Christ….born
HIP (Help Increase the Peace)
a defenseless babe to a poor
steps!
family far from their home.
Dwight and I were honChrist
who
called
upon us to Love our enemies
I
was
going
to
end
on
this
bright
note
until
ored to take part in a mural project for the
and
pray
for
those
who persecute us. Christ
I had my heart broken on Saturday. I was sitPromise Zone here in the North End. I now
who called all people of every Faith and Nation
ting on a couch at the Green house with Lilly.
have a mural depicting the history of Keney
brother and sister. Christ the child whose parShe was sobbing because Chris (her “POP”)
Park hanging on the side of Scott’s Jamaican
ents ran from their own country under siege
had
gone
to
a
meeting
in
Voluntown
and
she
bakery on Albany Ave! There is a Youtube
from a murderous ruler and became a refugee
was heartbroken. I was rubbing her back
video if you would like to check it out!
and trying to calm her down when a little boy in Egypt. Christ the King who on his crucifix
The after school program has been wonwith last breath begged his Father to forgive
naned Sean ran over to us and threw himself
derful this Fall. We have helpers from NorthHis killers. Christ has promised us that to
on
the
couch
and
began
sobbing
too.
It
was
his
west and East Catholic high schools, Huskyfirst day at the Green House. His brothers and be a peacemaker is to be blessed as a child of
Sport and Public Allies, St Joseph University,
God! In this season of Advent may we finally
sisters have been coming here for years and
Trinity, and CCSU. We had over 75 people
begin to not just call ourselves believers….but
finally he was old enough to join them.
for our Halloween Party. On election day we
to BELIEVE Christ and His word….and lead
I
said
“
why
are
you
so
sad
my
friend?”
He
elected to take some of our homework stars
the earth to peace. Or else there will be no
answered me saying “My Dad is dead. They
to McCook beach for a day of fun, it was 68
peace in our Season of peace.
degrees and beautiful. We ended the day with shot him and he went in the bedroom and
Last night our good friend Steve Raider
died and I miss him so much.” I was floored.
pizza and ice cream. Baby Beth’s carful slept
Ginsberg
gave us tickets to see The Soweto
I
think
he
saw
a
safe
place
to
feel
his
grief
and
all the way home….mine not so much. One perGospel
Choir.
I cannot explain what a balm to
let it loose. (ed. Note: his father was shot and
son fell asleep and peed in the very backseat
the
soul
listening
to that choir was for me. As
of the van!! Chris poured baking soda all over killed and his murder was witnessed by Sean
they sang the song Biko/This Little Light Of
and his siblings.) I was so grateful that our
the van to get rid of the smell of pee and b.o.
Mine I reflected on the incredible journey of
friend
Justin
was
there
from
Husky
Sport.
and he did not remember to vacuum it until
we began loading groceries and supplies in the
rain for our next big road trip. Story of my life
folks! On a brighter note we’ve begun serving
more than a snack, and sometime a whole
meal, to the kids after school. They are hungry
and we’ve been blessed by folks who have been
bringing by sandwiches and leftovers from a
downtown restaurant.
The best news of late is that Dwight Teal
is FINALLY moving in to the Green House to
be a Catholic Worker! He has been one of our
most stalwart workers for many years! He is a
brilliant artist, a proficient bike mechanic and
a gadget geek like my husband. He has been
coming to the Green House since before there
was a Green House and only just a Purple
House. He may have been just nine years old
the first time we met him. We are thrilled!

the people of South Africa. This choir is made
up of folks from 13 different tribes. They have
blended their languages, voices and customs
to form a glorious song. Their songs echo
the joy, strength and dignity of a people who
have overcome the most brutal institutionalized racism and poverty. Many of their great
leaders were murdered, imprisoned, tortured
and many families torn apart in the struggle.
So many suffered and died in the most brutal
terrors. And yet….the people prevailed. The
“candle was blown out”…but you can’t blow out
a fire. How could Nelson Mandela ever have
had the strength to maintain his Faith and
courage during his 27 years of imprisonment?
How did he let go of the bitterness of separation from family? How did he embrace the
power of truth and nonviolence to reform a

government and people who had systematically violated his people? I believe it was The Holy
Spirit. This same Spirit of God moves through
our world and through all of us. The candle of
Advent is the hope we find in Christ’s message
that WILL NEVER BE PUT OUT! To fan the
flames of this fire is to speak out and ACT.
Call Congress and tell them we do not want
more of this endless war. Stand with refugees
and stand up to those who are trying to call all
Muslims terrorists. Pray for peace every day.
Lord, we pray for the power to be gentle;
the strength to be forgiving;
the patience to be understanding;
and the endurance to accept the consequences
of holding to what we believe to be right.
May we put our trust in the power
of good to overcome evil
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and the power of love to overcome
hatred.
We pray for the vision to see and the faith to
believe
in a world emancipated from violence,
a new world where fear shall no longer lead
men to commit injustice,
nor selfishness make them bring suffering to
others.
Help us to devote our whole life and
thought and energy
to the task of making peace,
praying always for the inspiration and the
power
to fulfill the destiny for which we and all were
created.
~ Prayer for World PeaceW

Stephen Biko: Martyr for Freedom

Stephen Biko was a
Black South African antiApartheid activist who was
martyred in 1977 by members of South Africa’s then
white police force. Biko’s
method of resisting Apartheid centered in his Black
Consciousness Movement.
Biko believed that Black
South Africans had to first
free their minds of the
racist ideology of apartheid
before they could free their
bodies.
In 1973, Biko was
banned by the apartheid
regime; he was forbidden
to write or speak publicly,
to talk with media representatives or to speak to
more than one person at a
time. Working undercover
thereafter, Biko created the
Zimele Trust Fund to aid
political prisoners and their
families. Biko once wrote:
“the most potent weapon
in the hands of the oppressor is the mind of the
oppressed”.

“Biko”
Peter Gabriel

September ‘77
Port Elizabeth weather fine
It was business as usual
In police room 619
Oh Biko, Biko, because Biko
Oh Biko, Biko, because Biko
Yihla Moja, Yihla Moja
-The man is dead
When I try to sleep at night
I can only dream in red
The outside world is black and white
With only one colour dead
Oh Biko, Biko, because Biko
Oh Biko, Biko, because Biko
Yihla Moja, Yihla Moja
-The man is dead
You can blow out a candle
But you can’t blow out a fire
Once the flames begin to catch
The wind will blow it higher
Oh Biko, Biko, because Biko
Yihla Moja, Yihla Moja
-The man is dead
And the eyes of the world are
watching now
watching now
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18 Clark St.
Hartford, CT 06120
(860) 724-7066
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Notes From De Porres House
Jacqueline Allen-Doucot

It is still 2 weeks before Thanksgiving
and I feel like the most popular gal on
Earth! Wish I could say it was my charm
or humor that keeps that phone buzzing
but alas…it’s my turkeys! Friends from
near and nearer are calling every day to
make sure we have them on our turkey
list. That list has been growing for about
23 years now and it is very long. We tell
the folks who have not had a child in the
Green House for years that if we have
enough they will get one. So far we have
never turned anyone away. There are so
many people and churches that help us
pull off gathering and delivering turkeys
to almost 150 families. I love Thanksgiving. I love the spirit of generosity we are
blessed by. I love that there would never
have been a Thanksgiving if it were not for
the Native Americans sharing corn and
teaching the colonizers. To me Thanksgiving is a day that makes me very aware of
our Native American brothers and sisters.
Native Americans have always been
a very holy people to me. Their lives revolved
around community, harmony with the earth
and respect for the dream. More and more it
seems that our “civilization” lives in opposition to these themes. We are destroying and
laying waste to earth and water. Our “leaders”
preach greed and persecution of those who are
refugees. Our energy policies ravage the earth
to benefit the very few who not only control
oil…but also the politicians who set energy
policy for the nation. Many Christians seem to
be lauding candidates who are anti-abortion
as if this single issue can be separated from

the other pro-life issues that we are called to
hold up as vital. All life is sacred, and any
candidate that claims to be pro-life but calls
for the killing and suffering of brothers and
sisters by war, torture, imprisonment, execution, starvation or neglect is not pro-life at
all. The billions spent by politicians to run
for office and the billions spent by “lobbyists”
are themselves a slap in the face of Christ
and His commandments. The walls that
would be built to keep out Mexico’s poor who
are fleeing the tyranny of our foreign trade
agreements will be built on land that belonged
to the Indigenous Mexican people before the
invasions by white settlers that laid claim to it.

I am grateful at Thanksgiving to be able to
share so much of what myself and others
who are privileged and blessed like me can
give from our excess.
This year our table will have an international flavor because our dear friend
Jerri from Italy has returned! She has
already been a wonderful addition to the
community. Except for the terrible habit
of hiding and scaring the life out of us
she has been a joy at all times. She is hard
working, loves to clean and the kids love
her! We are trying to learn some Italian
but so far only naughty words seem to
stick in the brain.
Ed. Note: This just in! Lazarus has
returned from the dead! Yesterday Brian
welcomed at the door Willie, aka SnackPack, aka Dollar Bill. We have not seen or
heard from Willie in about ten years and
figured he had passed away after having
had a stroke. For years we asked around
and looked for him to no avail and then
he just showed up with his son. Willie is
a veteran of the Vietnam War who had a
successful catering business with his Vietnamese wife until she drained their accounts and
went back to Vietnam. We met him way back
in 1993 at our first Thanksgiving here when
he just showed up at our door and asked if he
could join us for dinner. He was a fixture at
our table for years usually sitting just below a
beautiful portrait photograph of himself that
Andy P. took back in ’98. Willie is joyful. He
laughs with his belly and smiles with his eyes.
I can’t believe he’s back.
We had a wonderful getaway in Volun-

(Please see: Notes, p8)

