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“You shall love strangers as yourself” -Leviticus 19:34

Some

Some stood up once, and sat down.
Some walked a mile, and walked away.
Some stood up twice, then sat down.
“It’s too much,” they cried.
Some walked two miles, then walked away.
“I’ve had it,” they cried,
Some stood and stood and stood.
They were taken for fools,
they were taken for being taken in.
Some walked and walked and walked –
they walked the earth,
they walked the waters,
they walked the air.
“Why do you stand?” they were asked, and
“Why do you walk?”
“Because of the children,” they said, and
“Because of the heart, and
“Because of the bread,”
“Because the cause is
the heart’s beat, and
the children born, and
the risen bread.”

-Daniel Berrigan S.J.
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That sexy beast above is Tony Pinto. He’s the tough
guy electrician with a heart of gold who rewired our
places. If a cool dude like Tony wears our new T-shirt
it won’t be long before everyone wants to be seen in
one. Order yours now for $10 plus shipping!
They are available in “pistachio” or “lilac”, adult
M, L, and XL. The quote is from Daniel Berrigan S.J.

“Know where you stand and stand there.”

The
modest
Rose
puts
forth
a thorn,
The humble
sheep a
threat’ning horn:
While the Lily
white shall
in love delight,
Nor a thorn
nor a threat
stain her beauty bright.
William Blake

Friends, we will not be hosting liturgy in July or August. We will next gather
around the sacred communal table on Tuesday, September 6th. Please join us.

Please consider making a financial donation in support of our work. With
your help we will be taking dozens of kids this summer to Voluntown to swim in
the fresh water of Beach Pond and sleep soundly in the stillness of Pachaug Forest.
Your support also enables us to: feed neighbors and strangers, take kids on field
trips, provide shelter for a young friend, make are with the kids, and do a bunch of
ad hoc social work. Thank-you!!

Jacqueline Allen-Doucot

New HCW T-Shirts for Sale!

Daniel Berrigan, 1921-2016
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Priest, Poet, Prisoner, Prophet. ¡Presente!

Christopher J. Douçot

I made my Confirmation when
I was fourteen. It meant nothing to me. I was a child cajoled to
express adult faith when all I had
was a skepticism for a church that
seemed irrelevant to me. I wasn’t
even curious to be honest. My parish
had assigned different heroes of the
faith for those making the sacrament
to study and be inspired by. I was
assigned Dorothy Day. I asked my
beloved Gram to study and
be inspired by her.
Years passed before
I read Gram’s tribute to
Dorothy written in the
elegant cursive of an elderly
and devout woman. It all
meant nothing to me and
by “it all” I mean going to
mass on Sunday and CCD
on Sunday night. I didn’t
know what else there was.
The ritual may have been in
English but the vernacular
remained as foreign as the
Latin it replaced. Of what
use were stories from an
ancient text? Especially
when the priest did little to
contextualize them socially,
culturally or politically.
The blessing of bread
and wine, too, seemed
vacuous. Resurrection,
explained away as a mystery
beyond our understanding
by those who avoided its
consequence, was dismissed
by me as meaningless. If
the priest wasn’t performing magic,
as my earnest but saccharine Sunday
school teachers insisted, it wasn’t
clear what he was doing, or what it
had to do with me. Jesus might as
well have been dead to me. Maybe
the Romans and the Herodians
really did have the last word when
they collaborated to kill that holy

dissident and his nascent liberation
movement centered on radical sharing and unconditional love.
I went to a Catholic high school
because my parents sent me but I
went to a Jesuit college by my choice.
Holy Cross atop Mount Saint James
in Worcester was the only school I
applied to, I don’t know why I did;
maybe it wasn’t my choice, perhaps it
was providence.
My actual Confirmation oc-

“Apologies, good friends, for the fracture of
good order, the burning of paper instead of
children.… our hearts give us no rest for
thinking of the Land of Burning Children”
were the words he distributed in
1968 as he burned the draft cards of
those whose orders it would be to
burn children. In 1980 he brought
the prophecies of Micah and Isaiah
to life as he “beat swords into plowshares” by hammering and pouring
his blood on nuclear weapons at
GE’s King of Prussia facility. At trial
the poet priest would testify: “It’s
terrible for me to live in a time where I
have nothing to say to human beings except,
‘Stop killing…There are other beautiful
things that I would love to be saying to
people.”
Things like:

EACH DAY WRITES
In my heart’s core
ineradicably, what it is to be man.
Hours and hours, no sun rises, night sits
kenneled in me: or spring, spring’s
flowering seizes me in an hour
I tread my heart amazed: what land,
what skies are these, whose shifting weathers
now shrink my harvest to a stack of bones;
now weigh my life with glory?
Christ, to whose eyes flew,
whose human heart knew, or furious or slow,
the dark wingbeat of time: your presence give
light to my eyeless mind, reason to my
heart’s rhyme.
curred during my second year at
Holy Cross when I was assigned to
write about the Berrigans. I chose
to focus on the Jesuit priest Daniel
who was born unto eternity on April
30th. Like the light from heaven
that threw Saul the persecutor to
the ground, the words and acts of
Daniel brought me to my knees.

Fr. Dan was a priest who lived
in ghettos, marched with Martin
Luther King, had American p.o.w.’s
released to his custody, taunted J.
Edgar Hoover by proclaiming the
Good News while a fugitive from
(in)justice, and spent time- a lot of
time in prison! This was relevant,
current, and consequential.

(Please see: Berrigan, P4)

Daniel Berrigan ¡Presente!

In the stacks of Dinand Library
where the minds of young scholars
are confronted with Enzo Plazzotta’s The Hand of Christ sculpture
my nineteen year old body quivered
as my spirit knew before my mind
that I had been confronted with the
consequences of contemporary discipleship. As Dan wrote: “If you’re going to be a follower of Jesus you better look
good on wood” and “Faith is rarely where
your head is at. Nor is it where your heart
is at. Faith is where your ass is at!” It was
obvious my head and butt needed
to catch up with my heart if I was
going to continue calling myself a
Christian with a straight face.
Back in my room I dialed 411
and asked the operator for Fr. Dan’s
phone number, “one moment please…
the number is…” No way! I called and
someone answered but it wasn’t him,
but “no problem” the voice said, “he’s
teaching in Kentucky let me give you that
number”. A minute later I was speaking with Fr. Dan. He was warm and
generous spending an hour, at least,
answering tedious questions from a
complete stranger.
CJD “Who has been the biggest influence on your life?”
D.B. “Well, I hope that Jesus has been.”
I say to myself “Of course, what
am I thinking?”
CJD “Speaking of Jesus, If you were a
contemporary of Jesus…”
D.B. “I think I am a contemporary of
Jesus!”
CJD “Oh.”
D.B. “Yes, I mean where is he? Dead
and buried? He’s right with us in the Eucharist, in our neighbors, and I never feel Jesus is finished with me or that I don’t know
Him. I think I’ve just known him in different
ways. I hope that since Jesus is a contemporary
of mine that we are working together.”
I’m often asked how I ended up
at the Catholic Worker. I typically
tell folks about reading a children’s
biography of Ralph Nader when I
was in second grade, learning about
GreenPeace and Amnesty International in high school, and then read-

ing about Dorothy Day and Daniel
Berrigan in college, but the truth of
the matter is that my ass ended up in
a jail cell and then in the ghetto not
long after Dan told me that Jesus is
our contemporary.
Ralph Nader, a lawyer, argued
persuasively with my young mind.
But Daniel Berrigan, a poet, sang
like a siren to my soul. By telling
me he, and thus I, were contemporaries of Jesus Dan was offering up a
prayer of consecration that simultaneously transubstantiated humanity
and made Resurrection real.
At mass the gifts of bread and
wine are brought to the altar to be
consecrated by the priest into the
body and blood of Jesus as he gives
thanks for the “work of human hands”
and the “fruit of the vine.” Dan showed
me that those thanksgiving prayers
are incomplete as they leave out the
most abundant form of the Eucharist present- the people gathered. At
Dan’s funeral mass Jackie, Brian and
I brought up the bread and the wine.
At the altar we stood beside Dan’s
casket, a tabernacle of sorts, as the
priest accepted our gifts. Back in
our pew and after we prayed “Blessed
be God forever” for the second time,
I prayed to myself “Blessed are you,
Lord, God of all creation, for through your
goodness we have this community to offer, children of your love and temples of
your Spirit. We are the Mystical Body.”
If we are indeed contemporaries of Jesus any claim on being
a disciple of his hinges upon our
seeking him in our midst. Just as
we line up and head to the altar
to eat the bread and sip the cup
so too must we line up and head
to the places where we will find
Jesus today. We know that Jesus
spent his time healing the ill,
comforting those who grieved,
sharing meals with the poor,
hanging out with those who were
cast out, overturning the tables of
the powerful, and, finally, praying among the condemned as one

condemned.
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Fr. Dan showed me that it is
possible, and essential, to receive
the Eucharist in three species: the
Bread, the Wine and the Mystical
Body. To step out of line and avoid
receiving that persecuted portion of
Jesus living in our world today is to
leave him hanging on the cross. To
be Christian is to live the tension of
simultaneously seeking Eucharist
in others while being Eucharist for
others. The wine may sweeten and
the bread may fill but it is the Mystical Body which quenches, sustains,
and ultimately liberates humanity.
Resurrection is not resuscitation;
nor was it a singular isolated event.
Resurrection is the ongoing practice
of ordinary people being Christlike
with one another, and most especially with the forlorn and forgotten,
the despised and the demonized.
Resurrection is living in resistance
to the greed and violence of the
kingdoms of this world. It is seeking
Right Relationships with the wealth
we possess, the enemy we hate, the
stranger we fear, the poor neighbor
we hide, and the family we reject.
Resurrection is living in the Kingdom proclaimed by Jesus right now,
and tomorrow too.
Thank-you, Fr. Dan, for confirming in me faith and hope in a living
God that has not abandoned us. W

When Philios Becomes Agape

Fr. Terrence Moran

Daniel Cosacchi and Eric Martin,
editors; The Berrigan Letters: Personal Correspondence between
Daniel and Philip Berrigan, Orbis
Books, 2016, 304pp, $30,
“Dan and Phil” – two
names, always in combination, that became shorthand
for the Catholic peace movement for nearly fifty years.
It was not something that
either Daniel or Philip Berrigan promoted. Dan often
said that he did not believe in
heroes but in communities.
But it was an equation that
the media made inevitable –
the cropping of the photos
of the May 17, 1968 Catonsville Nine action to make it
look like a liturgical gesture
by two priests. This was an
impression cemented by the
January 25, 1971 TIME
magazine cover of the two
handsome brothers in impeccable clerical collars with the
headline “Rebel Priests: The
Curious Case of the Berrigans.”
The Berrigan Letters: Personal
Correspondence between Daniel
and Philip Berrigan is an essential contribution to understanding
the life of these two brothers, their
relationship and their life-long collaboration in confronting, as one of
Phil’s letters puts it, “the Gospel and the
Terror.” It was an act of great generosity and vulnerability by Daniel Berrigan and Elizabeth McAlister, whose
lives have already been subject to
what must often seem an invasive
scrutiny, to allow the publication of
these letters.
In his homily at Dan’s funeral,
Jesuit Fr. Stephen Kelly, in “a break
with funeral convention,” linked Daniel
with his brother, Philip, who died
in 2002. In their respective ways,
said Kelly, the lives of the two men

asked: “Are we to remain in a catatonic
stupor, asleep, drunk, unconscious or in
flat-lined existence? In these United States
of Amnesia? Will we arrive at perdition,
dominion of death with our freedom never
used, intact? What good is it if paralyzed
in fear? Liberated, but not loving.”

The letters abundantly confirm
Fr. Kelly’s insight. As Phil writes to
Dan, “I had not realized how complementary we were – which means different edges,
as well as nicely joined ones.” And in
another letter, “The Providence of God
definitely enters here – were it not for you
and the grace you have been to my life, I
would be a purposeless vegetable looking at
death and muddling over what I missed.”
The collection of every extant
letter of the brothers extends from
Dan’s Jesuit novitiate in 1940 to
Phil’s death in 2002. There are more
of Phil’s letters than Dan’s although
the earliest letters are all Dan’s. The
first extant letter from Phil is from
1962. Often they are prison letters
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subject to censor – letters from “the
dumpster” as the brothers put it. Perhaps for that reason they often seem
written in fraternal secret code.
An overwhelming impression
from each letter is the depth of affection between the brothers, regularly and tenderly expressed and
the frequent affirmation of mutual influence. Phil to Dan, “To
my mind, our greatest achievement in
jail was learning our meaning to one
another and trusting it implicitly. We
are not done yet bruv – just beginning. I love you and wish only that I
could love you more.” Dan writes
of “a sense of you, my heart’s dearest,
a sense that lies on all my life like
Christ’s own hand blessing me every
day and hour.” There are also letters where they negotiate strains
in their relationship and work
to reconcile. Dan bristles that
Phil’s “opinions on people, politics,
peacemaking, etc. are usually offered
not as occasions for discussion but as
incontrovertible.” Phil sometimes
feels himself in Dan’s shadow,
“You are the best interpreter of God’s
Kin-dom and the life of Our Lord
in the English speaking world…
as for me – and perhaps here my ego
speaks- I would prefer being treated
by you as an equal. In my sight,
perhaps not in God’s, I have expended as
much for peace as you have.”
We receive many insights into
their lives of activism: Catonsville
and its aftermath; the redirection
of their efforts after the end of the
Vietnam war into the Plowshares
actions (Phil calls the first Plowshares in 1980 “a second Catonsville”);
their attempts to involve more
women in their resistance activities.
The letters show the depth of their
discernment, their commitment to
community, and their weighing of
all their actions under the scrutiny
of the non-violent God. Phil writes,

(Please see: Philios, P8)

Stephen Vincent Kobasa
Philip Metres, Sand Opera. Alice James Books, 103 pp., $16.95
What is the use of poetry in the
midst of slaughter? The history
of both is lengthy and intertwined. In one poem of his
collection Sand Opera, Philip
Metres evokes the death of
Sarpedon in the Iliad, its violence done on a landscape close
to the one of Iraq today, where
“still the war continues, though it takes
other names.” And each of the
poems in this collection is an
exercise in naming.
Over and over, the words
struggle against the black bars of
the censor’s marker, even in fragments of the Old Testament interspersed throughout the series
of poems all entitled (echo/ex),
which range in reference from
a mutilated Creation account,
to a sacrifice of Isaac in which
the child is not saved, to a page
of empty quotation marks and
brackets. This is poetry excised,
where we labor to restore the
missing lines and the lost voices.
The book begins in martyrdom,
with St. Bartholomew flayed, like
the prisoners in CIA cells who have
a book of suffering written upon
their bodies. Transparent pages,
which might be samples from a
volume in Jorge Luis Borges’ imaginary library, are overlaid with the
floor plans of interrogation rooms
and prisons. And we hear the voice
of an Abu Ghraib guard saying that
“The Christian in me knows it’s wrong”
followed by the terrifying conjunction, “but...”
Metres fashions a web of reference which is always precisely relevant, ranging from the artist Daniel
Heyman’s portraits of Iraqi prisoners, giving faces back to those from
whom the torturers took them, to a

War’s Music

poem by Caroline Forché describing a Salvadoran death squad commander and his collection of human
ears. “This world is centaur,” Metres
writes, “half daydream, half nightmare.”
But worse, we live with a general

confusion as to which is which.
The few moments of clarity that
might be managed are fragile at
best, and only rarely encouraging.
In Stanley Kubrick’s film, Paths of
Glory, when a condemned soldier is
dismayed that a cockroach at his feet
will still be alive after
he is executed, a fellow
prisoner crushes the
insect in a gesture of
dismal consolation. In
moving contrast, Metres finds the possibility
of a salvaged humanity
in a similar situation.
While the prisoner in
his poem Black Site
(Exhibit I) rejoices over
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the company of a fly, he nonetheless
hopes that it will make its way “under
the door / so it would not be / imprisoned
itself.”
This escape from self-interest
glows in a world of endless war,
where all of us are damaged
veterans. This possibility is one
that not all Americans have the
conscience to consider, but the
consequences of our refusal to
accept responsibility for the horrors undertaken on our behalf
continue to mark the time.
‘There’s no place a grain of sand
cannot hide,” the poet reminds
us, and we carry darkness from
place to place across the landscapes of memory, where the
living assert themselves with
“thoughts of thighs at a funeral.”
The poet’s uncertainty about
what will strike home amidst
what he carefully describes as
“the daily shipwreck of news,” leaves
him no choice but to extend the
reach of the imagination into
the war, and our shared capacity for violence. Out of that,
he sings. This is the central
paradox of a culture in which a
death camp commandant listens
to Beethoven.
But the music, in the end, is our
only hope. In this collection’s final
poem, “Compline,” a suppliant voice
cries out “My God, my God, open the
spine binding our sight.” One answer to
that prayer is this book.W

Dawn Breedlove

(ed. note: Dawn has been a Green House
kid for more than a decade. In the Fall she
will be attending Eastern Connecticut State
University. Congratulations Dawn!)
Recently someone asked me “why
college?” Going to college is not for
everyone, but it’s an option everyone should consider. Going to
college will not only mean the
world to me but to my family
as well. I will be the first person in my household to go to
college. When I go to college
I want my family and friends
to know I did it. I want my
younger brother and sisters to
look back on everything we’ve
been through and say “she did
it, so I can do it.” Anything is
possible if you put your mind
and all to it. I have worked hard
to stay out of trouble and set a
good example for my siblings.
Creative, kind, and trustworthy are the three adjectives
that come to mind when I
think of myself. I am a very
creative person. I pride myself on
thinking outside the box. For example, I don’t go by what everyone
else is saying. I view things from a
different perspective. It’s important
for me be different than the regular,
everyday teenager. I recognize the
importance of being responsible and
achieving my goals. Being trustworthy is a value that I take seriously. I
want people to be able to trust me
with whatever they decide to tell me.
This will be a very important skill
in the career that I hope to achieve.
Finally, I believe people should be
kind and help one another.
I express my kindness by being
a tutor. Tutoring three times a week
has taught me how to work with different people with different learning
styles. Some people in high school
nowadays are too afraid to ask for
help because of what people might

Why College?
say. However, I’ve learned in my
recent experiences that if you truly
need help, don’t be afraid to ask for
it. Nobody’s perfect, everyone needs
a little push to help him or her succeed in life. Everyone needs someone to lead him or her in the right
direction. I believe I am doing this
even in a small way by tutoring my

classmates.
In college I hope to earn a degree
in Criminal Justice. By becoming
a Criminal Defense Lawyer I’ll be
able to serve my community. As a
Criminal Defense Lawyer I will be
in the position to help those in my
community that are making negative
choices. People tend to view Hartford as a city that has nothing but
violence. I have seen violence, but
more often I’ve seen children playing around, people gardening, etc.
One place where I see goodness is
the Hartford Catholic Worker.
I’ve been attending The Hartford
Catholic Worker for about 11 years
and have enjoyed every moment
I have spent there. The Hartford
Catholic Worker is like a second
home to me. I feel like I can go to
anybody there as if they were my
own parents. The Hartford Catho-
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lic Worker has helped me become
a better person and role model. As
a young girl I often hung around
the wrong crowd. There were times
when I did nothing but fight. Becoming a member of The Hartford
Catholic Worker has taught me the
true meaning of change. The Hartford Catholic Worker has taught me
how to set a good example for my
younger brothers and sisters who
look up to me.
I believe that I am a positive
role model and going to college will show my siblings that
they can succeed in life. People
from outside my community
who watch the news may tend to
think and believe that everyone
here either drop out of school or
go to jail. I hope that I have the
opportunity to show them that
people in our community can go
to college. Going to college will
help me achieve my dream of
learning in order to help people
in my community who didn’t stop
hanging with the wrong crowd
soon enough.W

Silence, love

Eileen R. Kinch
your door
is so open,
transparent
walking
through it
I find
a bright
windswept
tunnel
smooth
as an empty
tomb
I could
stay
an eternity

from Gathering the Silence

When Philios becomes Agape, cont.
“The contemplation side of your remarks
are right on target. The demons keep coming back, the vacancies of soul are constant
reminders. Lots of cluttered geography, lots
of idols. The time in the morning with the
Psalms and NT help…but one lives by
community and grace, huh? And I have
that, to a completely gratuitous degree.”
The letters contain many interesting and humanizing details: Dan
was named not after the prophet
but after the Irish liberator Daniel
O’Connell. Dan delights in the Narnia tales and Phil in Dickens. One
of Dan’s letters is a copy of a final
exam for a course he was teaching
at the Jesuit School of Theology in
Berkeley which includes questions
like, “Reflect on the Seven Deadly Sins.
Describe how you have integrated them into
your life…In light of recent papal directives, discuss the hundred button cassock.
Should the garment properly be unbuttoned
at the top, bottom or middle?...Make an
ethical critique of a hypothetical proposal to

establish a papal sperm bank.”
While brother Jerry was a committed activist in his own right,
the three oldest brothers appear as
shadowy figures whose relationships
with the rest of the family were
strained. It’s revelatory to see Dan
and Phil dealing with the conversion of their brother Thomas to the
Jehovah’s Witnesses; an ironic twist
since Thomas does not seem to
have supported his brothers’ resistance actions but became himself a
member of a pacifist religion which
promotes non-cooperation with civil
government.
The lives of Daniel and Philip
Berrigan, the resistance, the trials,
the jail time are well known. The
Berrigan Letters give us a precious
window into the relationships that
made their extraordinary witness
possible and even joyful. As a 1988
letter/poem of Dan reflects:

“The elements of our world include 8
healing, shalom, integrity of heart,
the dignity of each and all,
and a world that works for everyone.
We are resolved
on disarming our lives, our church,
and the nations.
We want to help create
an ever growing
beloved community.”
The letters certainly inspire us to
a greater commitment to peacemaking; but perhaps even more to pick
up a pen and give word to our love
and affirmation for those closest to
us.
(Fr. Terrence Moran is Director of
the Office of Peace, Justice and Ecological
Integrity of the Sisters of Charity of Saint
Elizabeth, Convent Station, NJ.
He has worked in parish ministry,
teaching and has given workshops and
retreats throughout the US and in 35 other
countries. He also serves on the board of
NETWORK, the national Catholic social
justice advocacy organization.) W

The Going

(for Daniel Berrigan)

Our grief cracks around us like
Ice gloved straw in an empty bowl.
The screen of memory buzzes.
Fading at the edge of winter,
No breath left to thicken the mist
Above the tended graves,
Poets and prophets die alike,
Gasping for words in the empty air.
Professed mourners with no talent
for sorrow, we carry the
Body into the cold, door to door.
Under your oil-stained fingers
A brother’s secrets:
The burden of certainty,
The old smile.
December, 2002

-Stephen Vincent Kobasa

“Dorothy Day taught me
more than all the theologians. She awakened me
to connections I had not
thought of or been instructed in - the equation of
human misery and poverty
with warmaking. She has a
basic hope that God created
the world with enough for
everyone, but there was not
enough for everyone and
warmaking.”
Daniel Berrigan, SJ

photo by Lee Lockwood

Notes, cont.
for some recreation in Pachuag Forest and on
Beach Pond. This effort requires a great deal
of planning, shopping, cooking and hauling.
Camp will start the first week in July. Dwight,
Ammon, and new intern Pete (who is also a
recent graduate and classmate of Ammon’s at
Goshen College) will be running the summer
program in Hartford while Baby Beth, Chris,
and I are at Camp Ahimsa. Khari will be traveling to his father’s birthplace, Guyana, this
summer. Khari is a linguaphile who speaks
many languages whose dream is to translate
the Bible into his father’s tongue. Please keep
the young man who has been living with us
since November in your prayers. He will probably be going into foster care in June. We are
all praying hard that his foster family will be
friends in our extended community. Our young
guest has worked so hard in spite of his learning disabilities and family hardships- we are
very proud of him. He deserves all the love and
support that many of us take for granted. Beth
and I are going to cry a river when he leaves us.
I already cry every time I think about it.
Speaking of tears, we have just returned
from the funeral of Fr. Daniel Berrigan S.J. I
do not have the words to speak about what
Daniel, his brother Phillip and Liz Mc Allister
have meant to me. When I was in 7th grade
at St Augustine’s School I remember coming
home from school almost hysterical one day.
We had learned in class about the nuclear
arms race and MAD (or Mutually Assured
Destruction). I was crying, outraged and
confused. I kept asking my mother how this
could be possible. It seemed insane to me.
When I found out how much money is spent
on these “never to be used” weapons I knew
it really was madness. From that day on I felt
like I lived in a crazy world. It seemed morally
and spiritually to be a crime to build Armageddon machines with money that ought to be
used to care for people. I felt that only crazy
people could go on living “normally” in light
of this horror hanging over us all. It was not
until I met Liz, Dan and Phil that I felt like the
world once again made sense to me. They were
people who could see what a crime it is for the
poor of the world to suffer in poverty while
we place our faith in these weapons of mass
destruction. I was welcomed into a family that
taught me about Dorothy Day, nonviolence,
peacemaking, community building and public
witness. I was able to move from despair to
hope. In the days after Dan’s death there was
a great deal written, reflected and republished
about his life, work, words and actions. I

believe much of his work is even more applicable now than at the time of its writing. I
close with the words he offered when he, Phil,
David Darst, Tom Lewis, John Hogan, Marjorie
Melville, Thomas Melville, George Mische, and
Mary Moylan removed 1A files from the draft
board in Catonsville, MD, at the height of the
Vietnam War to be burned with homemade
napalm:

Our apologies good friends
for the fracture of good order the burning of paper
instead of children the angering of the
orderlies
in the front parlor of the charnel house
We could not so help us God do
otherwise
For we are sick at heart   our hearts
give us no rest for thinking of the Land
of Burning Children
We say: Killing is disorder
life and gentleness and community
and unselfishness is the only order we
recognize

For the sake of that order
we risk our liberty
our good name
The time is past when good men may be

Chris at Dan’s funeral

photo by Jeremy Varon
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silent
when obedience
can segregate men from public risk
when the poor can die without defense
How many indeed must die
before our voices are heard
how many must be tortured dislocated
starved maddened?
How long must the world’s resources
be raped in the service of legalized
murder?
When at what point will you say no to
this war?
We have chosen to say
with the gift of our liberty
if necessary our lives:
the violence stops here
the death stops here
the suppression of the truth stops here
this war stops here
Redeem the times!
The times are inexpressibly evil
Christians pay conscious indeed religious tribute to Caesar and Mars
by the approval of overkill tactics
by brinkmanship
by nuclear liturgies by racism by support of genocide

They embrace their society with all their
heart
and abandon the cross
They pay lip service to Christ
and military service to the powers of
death
And yet and yet the times are inexhaustibly good
solaced by the courage and hope of many
The truth rules Christ is not forsaken
In a time of death some men
the resisters   those who work hardily for
social change
those who preach and embrace the truth
such men overcome death
their lives are bathed in the light of the
resurrection the truth has set them free
In the jaws of death
they proclaim their love of the brethren
We think of such men
in the world in our nation in the
churches
and the stone in our breast is dissolved
we take heart once more.
-Daniel Berrigan SJ

May 17, 1968
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Notes From De Porres House
Jacqueline Allen-Douçot

May has finally warmed up! For the first
week we still had the woodstove running and
it began to feel like the trees would never be
able to flower. Now the yard is filled with lilacs
and bleeding hearts. Lilly takes great pleasure
in picking flowers…even ones that have not
yet opened. She is getting me in trouble back
home. On Friday morning I brought her some
cinnamon toast and Chris a cup of coffee as
she reclined on the sofa with Chris. School is
out for both of them and they were lounging
in their pjs. As I handed her the plate I joked
that she was on vacation and this was breakfast in bed! Saturday morning she called to
her mom and asked if her porridge was done.
When Mo said it was, she told her that “Jackie
gives me breakfast in bed.” I got a lot of teasing from my St. Lucian posse for that one!
The kids have been doing a lot of artwork to
get ready for a few art shows. One will be organized by the Public Allies at Parker Rec Center
at the end of the month and one will be in Sept.
at St. Patrick/St Anthony church. I have been
amazed by the serious study and concentration
that has gone into the work! Not one painting
looks like another and many of the children
spent days and days finishing their piece.
We had a wonderful time joining Friends
of Keney Park and others at the First Annual
Butch Lewis Fishing derby. Much thanks
to Cpt Don Roberts and friends who spent
hours teaching the kids how to put on worms,
remove a fish safely from the hook and mostly
untangling yards and yards of fishing line.
Chris had to send back to the house for his
boots…he stepped into the pond while teaching someone to cast! There was a barbeque,
prizes, certificates….and more than a few kids
went home with new poles! There are plans in

the works for a fishing trip on boats that a few
of our junior anglers are very excited about.
We are always so proud to take the Green

Horse by Harmony
House kids out on trips. They are always the
most well behaved and respectful and energetic of all the kids at the park.
Last night we had a very successful fundraiser at Hooker Brewery. We are so grateful
to Jen and Tom O’Neill for all the support they
give us. The brewery is open for tours; check

them out and if you like beer, buy a pint or two
to support folks who support us!
Right now we are preparing for our community celebration and Graduation party.
This year it will be on June 24th at 5. We have
plenty of young people to recognize and be
proud of including my son Ammon and
Beth’s son Cullen who graduated college. We
also have 5 High School graduates, an Eighth
grader, several kindergarteners and a few
UConn folks from Husky Sport. We hope to
honor the young people from the Public Allies program as well. There will be a pot luck
supper, a bouncy house and a slideshow of
our young people!! If you can come please let
us know so we can make sure to have enough
party favors!!
We were very proud when one of our community leaders Floyd landed a teaching assistant job at the Public Montessori School. He
has worked as a counselor at the Green House,
and went on to work with Husky Sport and
the Coach Across America Program. It’s great
to see one of our kids blossom into an adult.
We are very grateful to Dave White and
his son in law Frank D’Amato for doing some
much needed repairs on some waterlogged
drywall. Dave was one of our first supporters
helping us financially and bringing some of
his math students from Weaver High School
back in 1993 to help put down the floor on
the third floor of the Purple House. (ed. Note:
those students are now in their early 40’s!!!
#I’m feeling old.) Now if we can only get folks
to stop flooding the second floor the first floor
ceiling might last a while.
This is the time of year that we start to
make up the Camp Ahimsa list. Out of the 80
or so kids who come to the Green house we try
to get as many as possible down to Voluntown

(Please see: Notes, p9)

