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To act in Hope is to Resist the Tyranny of Fear and Embrace the Freedom of Love. -CJD

Where will we be when the levees of fury and frustration break?
While water protectors and
protestors promise our lives are at
stake,
Will our words be as clear as
the water we waste, or will they be
opaque?
We must stand strong and together, and pretend that our hands
don’t shake,
We must cry truth and transparency with voices that do not
quiver or quake,
Brian Kavanagh

Mni Waconi
Water is Life

We must find absolution in
our ablutions, solutions outside our
constitution,
And a kingdom in the rusty
shadows of empire.
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ear friends, readers, and (hopefully) supporters,
We are able to provide this space for the Beloved Community to gather and reveal
God’s reign in our midst through art, sports, homework, healthy meals, sharing and mentoring because of the many people who share their time, talents and treasure with us. Please
consider joining in our efforts, please make a donation, and please remember us in your
prayers.
• Donations can be sent to 18 Clark St. Hartford, CT 06120.
• If you are interested in helping to cook for our Saturday program send an email to:
purplehousecw@gmail.com
• If you want to receive weekly email updates please contact us by email.
• If you want to pray with us join us on the First Tuesday of each month (except July and
August) at 7:30 PM at 18 Clark St.

The One Called Judas
Kilian McDonnell,O.S.B.

No Innocent Bystanders:
Becoming an Ally in the
Struggle for Justice
by Shannon Craigo-Snell, Ph.D
and Christopher J. Doucot
will soon be published by Westminster John Knox Press. and is
available now for pre-order.

Suddenly a crowd came, and the one called Judas, one of the twelve, was
leading them. He approached Jesus to kiss him. Luke 22:47
Treason has its reasons mixed;
he raised fould Lazarus, who’d
like love it’s never pure.
lain
Ask Peter. Trouble in the art
very dead. He’s no frenzied freak.
of loving is always at the dooror halfway through, sure
In the years I’ve been with him
to spill its treachery on the floor I’ve seen more miracles than
Moses
for piety to see. Perfect
saw. The master is a burning
nudity, unscented, belongs
bush still green, but his armies
to the free: wild geese, or whales are archangels mists. He won’t
in the sea. But I’m chained
restore the Law and Kingdom.
to a man I love above
all men, who longs for a reign
A mystic loser, prophetic peril to
above, some wispy plan.
his people-- and time for us to
part,
Neither manic mumbling nor
for I’ve dressed the paschal Jew,
sibuyllic chatter. The man is
betrayer of our nation’s hope.
sane,
They’ll bind his wrists with
wired to the will of his Father
rope.
more
But my treason has a tender
than any of us dare. Last week
heart.

W Please join us on Good Friday, April 14 in praying the Stations of the Cross at the Naval

Submarine Base in Groton. We will gather at 10:00 at Pleasant Valley Elementary School, 380 Pleasant
Valley Road, Groton.

Why are We Strangers in a Strange Land?

Christopher J. Doucot

Sitting before me is a brass colored bullet. It is a bit over an inch
long. It is pointed at one end and
smoothed over on one side from
where it hit the metal grate on the
window of my friend Marwa before
it came to rest inside her brain.
Marwa was a nine-year-old
Palestinian girl asleep in her
home when she was shot.
No one was ever prosecuted
for shooting her, though it
is most likely that the shot
originated from the Israeli
military base that sat atop
the hill on the other side
of a modest valley outside
of the Palestinian city of
Hebron. I met Marwa in the
summer of 2001 while in
Palestine for the founding of
the International Solidarity
Movement. A journalist told
our group about Marwa’s
situation hoping we could
do something since she
(ridiculously) believed helping Marwa would violate her
code of ethics as a journalist.
Bunk. We have a moral code
as human beings to help one
another- most especially children.
Marwa flew into Logan airport
in Boston accompanied by Jessica
Stewart. I had left Palestine a day
earlier to make arrangements for
Marwa’s care- we were heading to
Hartford where a team at the CT
Children’s Medical Center agreed to
remove the bullet in her brain that
was still moving, albeit at a much
slower speed. With a bouquet of
fresh flowers, I waited on the lobby
side of the sliding glass doors that
separated international travelers
from American soil for Marwa, her
mother Sahar, and Jessica. Last night
hundreds of Americans gathered
in that lobby; thousands of others
gathered in similar lobbies at international airports around the country demanding, praying, chanting,

litigating for the release of husbands
and wives, students and professors,
refugees and Green card holding
immigrants, from Iran, Iraq, Libya,
Somalia, Sudan, Syria and Yemen
but not from Saudi Arabia, United
Arab Emirates, Egypt or Lebanon.
All the terrorists responsible for the
September 11, 2001 attacks came

from the latter countries, none came
from the banned countries.
During the weeks before the
attacks of September 11 I was
overwhelmed by the goodness and
generosity of the people of Connecticut. The Hartford Courant printed
a compelling front page story outlining Marwa’s story. The article was
accompanied by a large color photograph of Marwa. In the photo,
she had a modest smile, her dark
eyes were complemented by a tiny
beauty mark above her right cheek,
her chestnut hair was held back by a
sunflower clad hair band that covered
the shaved part of head- beneath
which lurked the bullet before me.
Donations began pouring in to
pay for her care. A kind executive at
People’s Bank, who set up a fund on
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Marwa’s behalf, kept the emotional
notes that accompanied the donations. Reading through them just
now I am reminded that people are
good! That people care! Looking at
the photo of this cute little girl the
good people of Connecticut didn’t
see an Arab, Palestinian, Moslem or
terrorist. They saw a human being,
a child of God, a child in
need, and they did what is
done when a child is in need.
On September 11, we
watched in horror as the
towers burned. Marwa and
Sahar wept for the dead,
the wounded, and those to
be killed in retaliation. On
September 12, the donations ended abruptly as the
humanity of Arabs and
Moslems, that Marwa had
revealed by her simply being
a child, began to be denied.
Sixteen years later our dehumanization, and resulting
demonization, of Moslems
and Arabs has simultaneously diminished our humanity.
Marwa turned ten while
she was with us; she shares a
birthday with Jackie. Today
Marwa is 26, she is married, a mom,
and healthy. I couldn’t sleep last
night thinking about the people in
detention at airports across America:
Hameed Khalid Darweesh, an Army
interpreter in Iraq, stopped as he
traveled with his wife and three kids
when agents pulled him aside, or
the six members of the Asalli family fleeing Syria who were turned
around at the airport in Philadelphia, the students of Yale, MIT,
SMU and elsewhere who were prevented from boarding their flights…
Humanity benefits from the
genius of Albert Einstein because
he wasn’t turned away but we can
only ponder what Anne Frank might
have done had she not been turned

(Please see: Strangers, p5)

Bayard Rustin: Overlooked Hero of Two Civil Rights Movements
Shai Cassell
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a more prominent and public role
in defense industries and federal
in the civil rights movement was his agencies.
(This will be the first in a series of
homosexuality. From an early age,
Because of the skills Rustin
newsletter articles on social justice heroes.
Rustin
accepted
that
he
was
gay,
showed
planning the march, he
Some will be well-known; others have been
and made no attempt to hide it or
came to the attention of AJ Muste,
overlooked or forgotten. Bayard Rustin
make an issue of it. Unfortunately,
Executive Director of The Felwas, sadly, in the latter category.)
the times were not accepting. He
lowship of Reconciliation (FOR).
In February of 1952, Dorothy
remained
in
the
background
for
In 1941, Rustin started working as
Day said of Bayard Rustin, he was
many years and was denied, during
FOR’s secretary for student and genone of “the best speakers I ever
eral affairs. A year later, he would
heard”. He is “brave and poor”, and his lifetime, the accolades afforded
to many others who were greatly
be one of three founders of CORE:
has been “jailed many times”.
The Congress of
Bayard Rustin
Racial Equality.
was born in 1912
“We need, in every community, a
All the founding
in West Chester,
group of angelic troublemakers”
members were
Pennsylvania into a
influenced by the
large African-AmerBayard
Rustin
writings of Henry
ican family. He was
David Thoreau
raised by his Quaker
influenced and supported by Rustin’s and the successful non-violent tacgrandparents who had a great influtics employed by India’s Mahatma
work.
ence on his political and religious
Ghandi to achieve independence.
After graduating from high
beliefs. His grandmother was both
They felt that these ideas and strateschool, Rustin moved to Harlem
a pacifist and an active member of
gies could be applied to obtain civil
the NAACP. Prominent civil rights in New York City where he would
rights for African Americans. Rustin
complete
five
years
of
study
at
City
leaders of the time, such as William
Du Bois and James Weldon Johnson, College of New York. In NY, Rustin led many non-violent actions and
workshops on behalf of CORE and
became more acutely aware of racstayed with the family when travelism and drawn to a lifetime of activ- FOR and spent several years in jail
ling in the area.
ism. His first major foray was getting as a conscientious objector during
As a result of these influences,
WWII.
involved in a campaign to free nine
Bayard developed a passion for soIn 1948, Rustin travelled to India
cial justice that would guide him for black men who had been falsely conto meet Ghandi and study his nonvicted of raping two white women.
a lifetime. He had no tolerance for
violent tactics. He used this knowlHe saw it as a blatant example of
discrimination towards any group,
edge to assist several West African
white racism. Around this same
least of all, the African American
time, Rustin joined, albeit briefly, the nations struggling for independence.
Community. He was fearless in his
But, upon his return to the U.S.,
American Communist Party (1936)
criticism. Yet, Bayard was wellFOR let him go because of an arrest
because
of
its
involvement
in
the
liked, multi-talented, a gifted singer
for homosexual conduct that becivil rights movement.
and possessed an exceptional mind.
came public. This was a painful time
In 1941, he met the prominent
As a teenager, Rustin fought to
in his life and he had his detractors
A. Philip Randolph, an African
abolish the Jim Crow laws in West
in the civil rights movement who felt
American
trade
union
leader.
RanChester. Offended by his home
town’s segregated facilities, he sat in dolph was a Socialist who influenced he should never be allowed a public
role. A year later he became executhe all-white section of a local movie Rustin to leave the Communist
party. Randolph recognized Rustin’s tive secretary of the War Resisters
theater one day and wouldn’t budge
League which removed him from a
talents and recruited him to help
until he was thrown out. A friend
plan a march on Washington in June more public involvement in the civil
later said of him, “Some of us were
ready to give up the fight and accept of 1941 against racial discrimination rights efforts.
In 1956, Rustin visited Montin the armed forces. The march was
the status quo, but he never would.
gomery,
Alabama to learn about
cancelled
at
the
urging
of
President
He had a strong inner spirit.” For
the
bus
boycott
that was garnering
Roosevelt. Many believed that the
this courageous attitude, he would
national attention. After observthreat of public embarrassment
pay a price throughout his lifetime.
But what almost relegated him to moved Roosevelt to issue an Execu- ing the leaders of the movement,
he published the “Montgomery Diary”
tive Order barring discrimination
obscurity and prevented him from

in which he wrote, “As I observed
the people…..I had a feeling that no
force on earth can stop this movement”. Shortly after, Rustin became
a key advisor to Martin Luther King,
Jr., convincing King to adopt a nonviolent approach to the civil rights
movement. While King was aware
that Rustin had his detractors, he
was impressed with his knowledge
and skills. Throughout the late 50’s,
Rustin assisted in organizing prayer
vigils, marches and also helped with
the formation of the Southern Christian Leadership Conference.
By the early 60’s, the
civil rights movement
had gained national
attention and a major
march on Washington,
D.C. was being planned
for the spring of ‘63. A
Philip Randolph wanted
Rustin to be the Deputy
Director of the march.
But several civil rights
leaders warned King that
such an appointment
could backfire if Rustin’s
homosexual background
became known. So
Rustin worked tirelessly
in the background and
organized over 200,000
people to press for jobs,
employment and equal
rights. Those working
with him at the time

commented about the stacks of
notes Rustin kept with organizing
details on everything from transporting thousands to the march to
preparing brown bag lunches for
the attendees. The march was an
astounding success! Though King
had agreed to keep Rustin at arm’s
length, he respected all the work
Rustin had done.
It was MLK’s “I Have a Dream”
speech that day that sealed King’s
memory in the minds of Americans
and though Rustin spoke at the
march, his name would not be con-

Why are We Strangers? cont.
away. Marwa and her children
are alive today because she was
not turned away. Marwa and
Sahar witnessed the beautiful
humanity Americans are capable of, but after the debacle
of last night will any Arab or
Moslem person believe their
stories of American compassion and generosity? I hope
so and I think so because not
only was the worst of America
on display last night but also

the best. Last night reminded
the world that America doesn’t
speak through the paranoid
tweets of a megalomaniac nor
the rantings of his coterie of
white supremacists. The true
voice of America spoke last
night in the chorus of everyday people who gathered at
airports across the land to
chant “No hate, no fear, refugees
are welcome here.”
May God have mercy on us
all.W

nected with the success of it until 5
much later.
From 1965 – 1979, Rustin served
as President of the A. Philip Randolph Institute which consisted of
black trade union workers dedicated
to racial equality. Rustin felt that
implantation of the Institute’s goals
was linked to building a coalition of
groups working together to achieve
similar ends.
He left the Institute in 1979 but
continued to write, travel and speak
on behalf of the civil rights movement and other causes including
gay rights. Rustin died in
1987. He would eventually be recognized for his
achievements, receiving
posthumously the Presidential Medal of Freedom
in November of 2013 for
his unyielding activism for
civil rights, dignity and
equality for all.
It is likely that Dorothy
Day and Bayard Rustin
knew of each other. They
were both ardent pacifists
and overlapped several
years in New York City.
They wrote, travelled and
spoke about their pacifist
beliefs and were jailed
because of it. We know that
Dorothy Day heard Rustin
speak and was moved by
the power of his words. W

Ah! Sunflower
William Blake

Ah! sunflower, weary of time,
Who countest the steps of the sun,
Seeking after that sweet golden clime
Where the traveller’s journey is done;
Where the youth pined away with desire,
And the pale virgin shrouded in snow,
Arise from their graves and aspire;
Where my sunflower wishes to go.

On Being a Water Protector

Jackie Allen-Douçot

I have always been in love
with water. As a child, the last day
of school meant piling into some
form of Volkswagon with my seven
sisters and our brother as our family
headed to Niantic for the Summer.
Our Dad lived to fish and spent every moment of daylight every
weekend of the Summer on
his tiny boat. We crabbed for
his bait and minded the tides,
immersed in the ecosystem of
the sound. To this day swimming is my favorite thing in
the world; I swam in Long
Island Sound right up to the
end of October this year.
I have always been a water
protector. When the Millstone nuclear power plant
was built in the 1970’s our
family saw the impact that
structure had on the bay. In
1970, and again 1971, millions of Mehaden fish were
trapped in the coolant system and killed. Crab shells
became soft, new seaweeds
arrived and jellyfish appeared
out of season. These things
sounded an alarm for us and
we became an antinuclear
family protesting the Millstone plant. Resisting the
harms of nuclear power led
to resisting nuclear weaponsthe ultimate threat to all of God’s
creation.
My faith in God is directly related to cherishing God’s creation,
which includes the human family.
Creation is under assault from all
angles today, especially from corporate forces which exploit the earth.
As people of faith it is our job to defend Creation. The value of Creation
must not be limited to economic
measures. As stewards of Creation
we must make sure that resources
like water- upon which all life depends, are protected for eternity. As

theologian Justin Holcom explains
“Dominion does not mean destruction,
but responsibility... as agents of common
grace [it is our responsibility] to devote our
skills and talents to building things that
are beautiful and useful, while fighting
the forces of evil and sin that oppress and
distort the creation.”

In August I watched news of Native Americans gathering to protect
the water along the Rosebud Reservation in North Dakota from Energy Transfer Partners of Texas, who
were/are building the Dakota Access
Pipeline (DAPL)- potentially under
the Missouri River. As the situation unfolded it became clear that
environmental racism was also at
play. This oil pipeline was originally
designed to pass through Bismarck,
but when the predominantly white
community protested it was moved
adjacent to the Cannonball River.
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In late September DAPL bulldozers
plowed a two-mile-long, 150-footwide path through Standing Rock
Sioux sacred tribal burial grounds
and tribes from all over the United
States began to join the Sioux. The
militarized police force and private
security became increasingly violent
towards the unarmed, peaceful
Water Protectors. In the witness of the Sioux the Spirit was
calling me to Standing Rock.
After my friend Clare called
me from the encampment the
desire to stand in solidarity
became even stronger. I had a
dream that I was on the banks
of the CT River and a small
toddler floated past. Floating along with the child were
thousands of jellyfish. I was
terrified that more children
would be falling in the river.
In my dream I jumped in and
was able to swim along with
the jellyfish without being
stung. Their silky strands of
poison rolled off my skin like a
gentle massage as I pulled the
child to safety. The jellyfish of
my dream were an echo of the
jellyfish of my youth- the water
and the children were under
threat. When I awoke I realized the Holy Spirit had sent an
invitation. I would go to Standing Rock.
Brian decided to join me and for
the next 3 weeks we experienced the
beautiful and Spirit filled community at Standing Rock.
We drove 33 hours straight
through in an RV with friends from
Northampton, MA. Generous folks
gave us travel money (ed. Note: No
donations to the HCW were spent on this
trip.) and we brought tents, sleeping
bags and warm clothing to the folks
committed to staying the Winter. I
decided to fast as well as pray for the
duration of our trip. We arrived late
and settled into tents that looked out

over the Cannonball River. The next
day we discovered that our tents
were on Rosebud reservation land.
The rest of the folks moved over to
the Standing Rock side, but I decided to keep my tent where it was.
At Standing Rock there was
prayer from the time sun rose until
late at night. Mni Wiconi -- Water
is Life -- was the call from Oceti
Sakowin (Seven Council Fires), the
largest of several camps at Standing Rock. The fire was the center
of camp and the place where elders
would sit in prayer and share stories,
offer wisdom, and welcome guests.
After morning announcements, the
women led the way to the river for
the “Water Blessing”, singing all the
way. It was my favorite part of camp
life. The men are invited to join the
procession and guide the women
down the slippery path to the water
but only women, people who identify as women and two spirit people
were allowed to bless the water.
After the water blessing, and
some nonviolence training, people
were invited to join in actions. Brian
and I chose to act at the state Capitol
with several other Catholic Workers.
On that day buses with almost 700
religious people arrived. Many of the
clergy joined in the civil disobedience. There were Christians, Muslims, Jews, and Unitarians. The day
was charged by the Holy Spirit. Everyone was led by the Native elders
and understood the commitment to
Nonviolence that the elders demand
of anyone acting on behalf of their
people and the water. Brian, myself,
and 30 other people sat in the atrium
of the federal building and led songs
and prayers for the community at
Standing Rock and the waters they
are protecting for all of us. We were
arrested by state police and sent to
county jails in the area. Even though
we were strip searched and held in
jail for 7 days we were very aware
that our native brothers and sisters
had been treated by the authorities
very differently.
Over 700 people have engaged

the powers and prin7
cipalities at Standing
Rock. As a white person, I was treated with
care and respect that
was not offered to the
Native Americans who
acted. We had heard
many stories and saw
the injuries of people
(including women and
children) who were pepper sprayed, shot with
rubber bullets, and had
concussion grenades
thrown at them. For
several hours, some of
us were held in fenced
in areas that resembled
dog kennels. Native
people had been held in
these areas for days at a
time without blankets,
Dorothy Sun Bear, photo by Tania Ellersick
water or food. Everywhere we went within
ing indigenous communities.”
the corrections system, the contempt
I believe the native people are
for Native people and culture was
offering us a miracle: a window into
prevalent. We were repeatedly told
what the Kin’dom of God might
by police, correctional officers and
look like here on earth. They have
some inmates that the Native people gathered a community of people as
were violent and crazy. The racism
diverse as you can imagine. There
was palpable.
are rich and poor; old and young;
Whenever the white man has
Black, white, and Hispanic; gay and
found something of value on “resstraight; veterans and peace activervation” land, we have simply
ists… a multicultural community
broken the treaties and taken what
where resources are shared and love
we wanted. This is no different
and respect are the norm. Because of
today than in 1861 when we violated this intersectionality a broad movesacred reservation burial grounds
ment was born.
for pillaging gold. Pope Francis
After our week in jail our Cathoreminded us just today that Native
lic Worker friends, Scott and Reba,
sovereignty must be a priority. ‘This picked us up and returned us to
is especially clear when planning
Camp. For the next 2 weeks, we
economic activities which may inexperienced this taste of heaven.
terfere with indigenous cultures and There were thousands of people in
their ancestral relationship to the
the Camp. There was no running
earth,” he said. “In this regard, the
water; small solar cells and generaright to prior and informed consent
tors for cooking and communication
should always prevail.”
….and yet people were being fed,
Francis also cited Article 32 of
housed and clothed. Everyone we
the UN 2007 Declaration on the
met lived in a spirit of sharing and
Rights of Indigenous Peoples, which cooperation. The elders had gathsays that governments must “obtain ered tribes from Oregon to Florida
... free and informed consent prior to
the approval of any project” affect-

(Please see: Water, p8)

Water Protectors, cont.
in a prayerful, peaceful presence to
protect water.
I was drawn to the art tent. My
lettering skills allowed me to be
a part of every action coming out
of the Camp. With scores of volunteers, I made banners every day
from after the water blessing until
sundown. This also gave me the
opportunity to meet people from
around the world. I loved making banners that said “CENTER
NATIVE VOICES” to remind
the white people at meetings that
part of overcoming our colonialist/colonizing culture is being
quiet, listening and learning. I
had my own experience with
challenging myself in that area.
I had spent most of the trip out
there planning what I would say
in NPR phone interview. On
arrival, I found that the Native
people preferred to be the ones
to communicate publicly about
the struggle. Of course! Realizing
that my white savior complex was
in full gear I began to quiet down
and listen.
On the day before we were
supposed to leave I learned we
would be leaving a day early. I
broke down and said my goodbyes
to the people who had been a part
of camp long before I arrived and
would be staying, praying, and acting long after I left. As I walked
back to gather my belongings I
could not stop weeping. I asked the
Holy Spirit to help me gather myself
as people were looking at me with
concern. I prayed that I would always feel a part of this great circle. I
prayed that one day I could return to
be a part of celebrating the successful protection of our water. I prayed
that the Holy Spirit would enter the
hearts of all those involved in the
violation of Native rights. I prayed
that the Holy Spirit would change
the vision of the white people of
our nation so that we could face
and repent for our original sins of

genocide and slavery. I prayed that
we could learn from, and listen to,
the sacred relationship that our native siblings have with the earth. I
asked God to help me find a round
stone or piece of wood that I could
keep as a symbol of my faith. As I
bent over the earth I spied some-

thing that looked like a bottle cap.
I picked it up and wiped it with my
gloves. It was a beautiful red stone
that had been shaped and polished
and had a hole drilled through it.
When I got home I learned that it
was Jasper. I’ve been wearing it on a
string around my neck, a sign of my
hope and love for the earth, the human family and The Holy Spirit that
connects us in the web of life.
God’s Creation is at great risk
from climate change, pollution,
nuclear waste, carcinogens, war…
the list could go on and on. If we
don’t take responsibility our children
will see the day when there is no
clean water. According to testimony
before a House subcommittee earlier
this year, Carl Weimer, executive
director of the watchdog group
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Pipeline Safety Trust, said,
“Three major U.S. pipeline
spills within the last month are just a
small part of the 220 significant incidents reported so far this year—and
3,032 since 2006—that provide a
stark reminder of the environmental
hazards of an aging pipeline infrastructure carrying fossil fuels. The
costs of these leaks since 2006 has
amounted to $4.7 billion.”
Unless we can break our addiction to oil and increase investment in solar, thermal, wind and
other renewable sources the big oil
companies will continue to destroy
Creation in the pursuit of profits.
In December, just after DAPL
spent days firing water cannons
and concussion grenades at unarmed peaceful water protectors,
the army Corp of Engineers “informed the Standing Rock Sioux
Tribe, Energy Transfer Partners,
and Dakota Access, LLC, that it
had completed the review that it
launched on September 9, 2016.
[They] determined that additional
discussion and analysis are warranted in light of the history of
the Great Sioux Nation’s dispossessions of lands, the importance
of Lake Oahe to the Tribe, our
government-to-government relationship, and the statute governing easements through government
property.” There was great rejoicing.
This victory was short lived. Just
days after his inauguration the new
President issued an executive order
that instructed the Army Corps
“review and approve [the Dakota
Access Pipeline] in an expedited
manner.”
In 3 weeks Brian and I will return to Standing Rock for our trial.
We will continue our witness, seek
justice, and protect the water for our
children and their children. Please
keep us, and all water protectors, in
your prayers. Mni Wiconi…Water Is
Life.W
(This is a condensed version of a
longer essay. The full essay will be
posted on www.hartfordcatholicworker.org)

Notes, cont.
wait for their arrival. Getting to meet so much
of the broad community in such different
capacities throughout our time here has been
such a gift. Witnessing, and participating
in, the coming together of so many different facets of this community exceeded our
expectations for the season, and we feel so
grateful that we got to be a part of it.
The Christmas party was the focal
point of the season. Two school buses
full of children we had been getting to
know the past few months, children we
didn’t know, Old School Green House
‘kids’, community members we hadn’t
met yet, and many more made our
way to the Voluntown Peace Trust to
decorate cookies, meet Santa, and play

Love is family and
friends.

outside. It was truly wonderful.
As we reflect on this Lenten
season, we are reminded of the sense of
grief transforming into new hope and
new life. We have been seeing examples
all around us. The food pantry we
run was barren for a week, but is now
overflowing with abundance thanks
to our extended community as well
as: St. James Episcopal, St. Helena’s,
St. Timothy’s, St. Peter Claver, the Just
Faith group from Holy Family Retreat
Center, and the Steele, Karas and Brown
families.
Here in the North End, we see the

Love let’s me go in the
living room.

struggles of our friends and neighbors as
they change houses and living situations, but
there is an underlying sense of resilience and
survival that brings hope to one another. In
Connecticut, we see the ways that folks are
coming together to support each other when
the political climate is calling for division.
Around the country, we are seeing a call to
action against the grief being handed down
by the billionaire administration. With Lent,
we are challenged to walk into loneliness
empowered by the radical notion that we are
not alone. Here at the Catholic Worker, we

James Episcopal as we looked at the work 9
are lucky to have the presence of a few dozen
that Dr. King, among others, started that
children bringing new life, energy, and hope
into our midst.
Love means to care and have continues today.
The twenty or so
Every year, the
love for each other.
children who came
Green House takes
to program that day helped make cards to
time from the usual routine of program to
have Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Day set aside thank community leaders from across the
United States.
for activities that focus around King and his
We aimed to find and tell our kids about
work. We were again joined this year by some
people who are organizing and doing racial
young people and youth ministers from St.
justice work that our young friends
could relate to on a personal level.
Through handwritten and drawn
cards we were able to reach out to
more than a dozen organizations and
people doing work with people who
are incarcerated, foster care, immigration reform, breaking the school
to prison pipeline, and community
youth engagement. Along with making
cards, we had the children tell us what
the words “love,” “ justice,” and “peace”
mean to them. (Some of their quotes
are highlighted on this page.) For the
younger children we encouraged them
to think of times they had seen or felt
these words in action.
Though the months seem to pass
quickly, the gray days and weeks lay
heavy on our spirits. Resilience of all
people through these times gives us
hope for Spring and for a better future.
We wish for continued resistance,
solidarity, and courage as we walk
into the days, weeks, and
Love gives me hugs. monthstogether
ahead. W

I Thank You God For Most This Amazing
i thank You God for most this amazing
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees
and a blue true dream of sky;and for everything
which is natural which is infinite which is yes
(i who have died am alive again today,
and this is the sun’s birthday;this is the birth
day of life and love and wings: and of the gay
great happening illimitably earth)
how should tasting touching hearing seeing
breathing any--lifted from the no
of all nothing-- human meerely being
doubt unimaginable You?
(now the ears of my ears awake and
now the eyes of my eyes are opened)

-e.e. cummings
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Notes From De Porres House

By Erin Bergen and Anneliese Baer

This past week over a foot of snow was
dumped on the Purple and Green Houses.
With this came snow days and some time for
enjoying cups of hot chocolate around fires,
some sledding, as well as hardened callouses
from the wooden handles of snow shovels.
As soon as we had the basketball court, sidewalks, and steps shoveled, another round of
precipitation would be on it’s way. For those of
you who have worked with children, you will
know that with every winter storm comes a
burst of energy. The screams that were somewhat forgotten due to the gray monotony
were brought back into our lives and the kids’
excitement to play in the snow felt refreshing.
There has been a lot of excitement at the
Hartford Catholic Worker over the last few
months aside from the incredible amounts of
snow. Two new live-in community members
have joined us since our last newsletter. During the Christmas season, Erin joined us from
Kansas, and brought with her a new bout of
enthusiasm and ideas. Her background in

Andalashia
Elementary Education has proven vital as we
all think about ways to improve, refresh, and
continue the after school program. Just three
weeks ago Peter joined us from Indiana. He is
fresh off the Appalachian Trail, and has been

a refreshing new source of energy and insight
and has just begun a vermiculture project
that the kids are anxious to see. Although
community growth means adjustments, there
has been an excitement about the community
expanding that gives us all new energy.
With the extra people power at our disposal, we have tried to take the kids on some
extra off-campus trips. In December, a group
of kids from program, Erin, Anneliese, and
Baby all attended Ebaneezah, a play put on
by the Heartbeat Ensemble. It was a modernized, Hartford-ized version of A Christmas
Carol that honed in on the stark reality of our
present political and cultural situations as it
pertains to and affects our neighbors, and most
significantly our siblings from the North End.
Events like this one added to our excitement about the holiday season. Our anticipation started building almost the moment
we all arrived. Thanksgiving week and the
Christmas festivities are such a highlight at
the Green and Purple Houses, we could hardly

(Please see: Notes, p9)

