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I believe in the spirit

that Jesus brought into the world
in the brotherhood of all nations
I believe it is up to us
what our earth become
a vale of tears starvation and tyranny
or a city of god
I believe in a just peace
that can be acheived
in the possibility of a meaningful life
for all people
I believe this world of god’s
has a future
amen
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The Hartford Catholic Worker is published quarterly 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, purplehousecw@gmail.
com and www.hartfordcatholicworker.org We are: Brian Kavanagh, Baby Beth Donovan, Dwight Teal Jr., Sasean
Sanders, Jacqueline, and Christopher Allen-Douçot.

“Like the jester, Christ defies custom and scorns crowned heads. Like
a wandering troubadour, he has no
place to lay his head. Like a clown in
the circus parade, he satirizes existing
authority by riding into town replete
with regal pageantry when he had no
earthly power. Like a minstrel, he
frequents dinners and parties. At the
end, he is consumed by his enemies in a
mocking caricature of royal paraphernalia. He is crucified amid snickers
and taunts with a sign over his head
that lampoons his laughable claim.”
-Harvey Cox
Jacqueline Allen-Douçot

We’ve been called communists, suspected terrorists, jackasses, and fools. We are small
“c” communists who believe the fruit of the earth is created to nourish all God’s children. Our
prayers and travels for peace spurred the F.B.I.’s attempt to discredit us as “potential terrorists”, of course we’re not. We are radicals and rebels who cherish, respect, and nuture life from
the womb to the tomb. At worst, at best?, we hope to be what Bayard Rustin called “angelic troublemakers”. Mostly though, we are fools. We are fools for Christ who believe in the goodness of
humanity and the possibility of peace with justice, justice with mercy, and life with dignity for
all of God’s children.
Please join our foolhardiness.
V We foolishly celebrate the Resurrrection on the first Tuesdays of Feb, Mar, April, May,
June, Sept, Oct and Nov at 7:30 P.M. Everyone is welcome.
V Be a fool who feeds by signing up to prepare a Saturday lunch for our Beloved Community. We also need fools willing to share fruit or healthy snacks for the kids after school.
V Be a fool seeking a personal relationship with Christ disguised as one of the kids who
comes here looking for help with homework. Call us: (860) 724-7066
V Come and foolishly share your talents. We have fools who sew, bake, fix bikes, read, do
science experiements, play basketball, go on hikes, and cook with the kids. What talent can you
share?
V Be a fool who shares their treasure. Our ministries rely upon those fools among you who
send monetary donations. We do not accept money from the government- now that would be
really foolish. Please sends donations to: Hartford Catholic Worker, 18 Clark St. Hartford
06120
V Be a fool who believes that God hears the prayers of the faithful and pray for our Beloved
Community.

All I Want is Good News!

Christopher J Douçot
On the night of the summer
solstice we went to a concert by The
Stompers up at Salisbury, a mildly
honky-tonk beach community in
Massachusetts. The Stompers are
middle aged men from East Boston
whose most popular song peaked at
#88 in 1983. They don’t play music
to pay the bills, they rock to celebrate
summer, the beach, and young love.
Early on in their set they sang “Good
News” with the audience joining in on
the chorus: “All I want is good news;
give me some good news now”. Ain’t
it the truth? Don’t we all want some
good news- NOW?!
But the news hasn’t been
good; not in content nor in
veracity. The news has been
so bad that a recent survey
found that 38% of Americans
now avoid the news. 35% of
those who avoid the news do
so because they no longer trust
the truthfulness of what is
being reported. 57% avoid the
news because it has a “negative
effect on their mood”.
One respondent wrote:
“I stopped reading newspapers or
watching the news when I realized
that facts don’t matter anymore.”
The spread of fake news is
real, and a real threat to our
democracy. In a Data and Society
report from May 2017 investigative journalists detail how
Macedonian teens seeking a
quick fortune, hate groups,
conspiracy theorists, and bots
created by foreign governments successfully generated thousands of fake
news stories in the months leading
up to the election. Their report is
well worth the read. One fake news
tactic is to use a kernel of truth to
tell a bigger lie. Another tactic is to
employ ambiguity to throw critics off
balance; that is, if a fake story is discredited with facts supporters of that
narrative will claim to be employing
hyperbole; or if someone making
homophobic, misogynist, or racist
comments is called out, they say they
were joking, being ironic to make a
point.

A similar strategy was used for
decades by the tobacco lobby. For
many years tobacco companies were
able to subvert the overwhelmingly conclusive scientific evidence
that cigarette smoke is harmful by
producing reports of questionable
integrity that introduced doubt into
the discourse. Dubious doubt and
its spawn ignorance, become effective antidotes to scientific consensus
when journalists report on it out of a
misguided duty to promote both sides
of the argument- even when there is
no argument in the science. It would
be like journalists at a Mercator globe
convention giving equal coverage
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And last year film maker Jordan Peele
released a fake video of President
Obama. In the year since that video
was created the technology has bben
improved and made more widely
available. If a photo was once worth a
thousand words, video evidence was
priceless: both are about to become
worthless.
Coinciding with the withering of
traditional media the rise of social
media has been a central component
in spreading fake news. The rise of
social media has also contributed to
the bifurcation of our society as our
social media feeds are algorithmically
catered to reinforce our worldview
while distancing us from those
who have different ideas. In too
many instances the social media we
consume also demonizes those who
think differently than us. Marshall
McLuhan saw this coming. In
Understanding Media: The Extensions of
Man (sic) McLuhan argued that all
technologies are extensions of ourselves. Photographs are extensions
of our eyes, recordings are extensions of our ears, pliers are extensions of our grip… To McLuhan
“electronic technolog y is directly related to
our central nervous system”. With the
vast majority of electronic technology in the control of corporate
America McLuhan wrote “once we
have surrendered our senses and nervous
systems to the private manipulation of
those who would try to benefit from taking
a lease on our eyes and ears and nerves, we
Jacqueline Allen-Douçot don’t really have any rights left…”
The only thing most people
remember of McLuhan is the quip
to flat earthers… oh wait- a mercu“the medium is the message”. This is more
rial former Boston Celtic is among a
than a hippie bumper sticker. McLugrowing legion of flat earthers…
This method of creating doubt
han’s point was that “the ‘content’ of any
and then using the media to spread
medium blinds us to the character of the medoubt has been resurrected on the
dium”. We are so fascinated with new
right by the oil industry in their detechnology and what it can do that
we seldom, (never?), stop to consider
nial of climate change, and by antiour relationship with that technolvaxxers on the left.
I fear that confidence in the media ogy and how the technology is doing
is about to plummet even further
something more profound to us. We
with the emergence of Deep Fake
are always playing catch up with the
Video, a sort of photoshop for video. unforeseen and unintended conseIn May the president retweeted a doc- quences of technology. This delay in
tored video of Speaker Nancy Pelosi
(Please see: Good News, p4)
that made her appear intoxicated.

Good News, cont.

the development of the consciousness of every generation leaves a mess
for the next generation to adapt to/
confront/suffer under/clean up. The
extension created by the internet has
been an extension of our consciousness. But we have been so busy looking at porn, angry birds, and dancing
kittens that we have neglected
to consider “the character of the
medium” of the internet. The
internet, indeed all computer
code, is binary. All of it, the
streaming movies, the blogs,
the mindless games are the
product of an infinite series of 1’s and 0’s. All of the
algorithms that determine
your next date on tinder, your
next story on Facebook, your
auto insurance rates are the
products of binary, either/
or “thinking”. Little in this
world is binary, but with our
consciousness extended, or
stunted as this case may be, by
the binaries of the internet we
have become an increasingly
intolerant, “you’re with me or
against me”, things are either
good or bad, black or white,
kind of people.
Patricia Hill Collins writes
that all knowledge begins
with the lived experience. The
particularities of every lived
experience along racial, class,
gender, generation, religious, and
other lines, produces multiple perspectives on the information under
consideration. In my mind wisdom
is wrought through the collaboration of people from various places in
society who come together to share
their particular knowledge in pursuit
of a broader understanding of reality.
Information processed by individuals begets knowledge; knowledge
processed by a diverse community
begets wisdom. But we have begun to
elevate information at the expense of
knowledge and wisdom. Our ability
to think with nuance is withering.
The flood of information available
to us on the internet is drowning
our ability to turn information into
knowledge. Meanwhile, I fear that as
virtual relationships displace actual

ones, and as we continue to segregate
ourselves along racial and class lines,
the resulting isolation imperils our
ability to pursue wisdom.
We need to carefully curate the
sources we choose to learn about our
world. I read the Boston Globe daily,
and I listen to Morning Edition and All
Things Considered produced by NPR. I
also read academic journals, books,

and magazines. I believe they are
mostly trustworthy sources, but like
every source they have biases and
blindspots. If we are to pursue truth
we are dutybound to consider these
shortcomings.
Perhaps the most serious shortcoming of American media outlets
have to do with their role in a capitalist economy. The vast majority of all
media outlets in the US are owned by
just six conglomerates. Despite the
noble intentions of the beat reporters
and investigative journalists in their
employ, the primary goal, and fiduciary responsibility, of these for profit
conglomerates is not the search for
truth but the maximization of profit.
When profit drives truth can end
up in the back seat. Therefore independent, nonprofit news outlets

like: Mother Jones, the Inter4
cept, Democracy Now, National
Catholic Reporter, Adbusters, the Center for
Investigative Reporting, and even National Public Radio are vital sources
of news. At the dawn of this century
media conglomeration was identified
by Robert McChesney as a significant threat to our democracy in “Rich
Media, Poor Democracy”. Media conglomeration and concentration
works to over represent the
ideas of the dominant groups
in society creating a discourse
dominated by the powerful. News that minimizes, or
ignores completely- in content
and production, the voices
of the poor, women, lgbtq
people, racial minorities, and
immigrants is propaganda,
and so “ideas of the rulers
become the ruling ideas”.
Imagine reporting on infrastructure and transportation
produced from the perspective of people without cars?
coverage of “welfare reform”
written by homeless people?
How might my Iraqi friend
who lost a young son to an
American missile, Um Haider,
report on the war waged on
her family and country?
I’m more worried about
people avoiding the media
because it doesn’t report
enough “good news”. One
participant in the aforementioned survey wrote: “Why waste your
energ y and fill your mind with toxicity and
untrue BS? Better to focus on good things”,
another added: “I have cut down on news
consumption because, through extensive
self-exploration and reflection, I realized it
had a major negative impact on my general
mood and overall mental health.” In part
the ability to “focus on good things”
is predicated on the privileges that
might shield one from the effects or
poverty, war, racism, misogyny, xenophobia, or homophobia. The poor
don’t need to read a newspaper to
know they are poor, but the wealthy
can put the poor out of sight by living
in exclusive communities and they
can then put them out of mind by
avoiding the “bad news” coverage of
poverty. Hiding from the truth is as
ineffective as fake news in making

our world a better place.
So what are we to do? Makani
Themba, a communication specialist
and racial justice activist, argues that
“communication for change” must
“inspire hope”. Themba argues that
communication that simply restates
the problems of the world are ultimately counterproductive. One of the
tactics she suggests is to incorporate
suggestions on what can be done
about a problem. I confess that I have
seldom done that in my writing and
that our newsletter has only occasionally contained stories about how to
change things. I’ve always reasoned
that my role was to be the eyes and
ears for folks who might not otherwise see or hear what we have over
the years. In doing so I was left hoping that people more imaginative and
brighter than me would brainstorm
solutions. Now I’m left wondering
if I’ve been part of the problem. Do
you dread seeing our newsletter in the
mail because it is full of “bad news”?
If you have gotten this far… keep
reading, the good news is here!
The answer to media avoidance,
fake news, and bad news is actually
the same formula for happiness! So
what’s the formula for happiness? I’m
getting there
In a surprisingly insightful TED
Talk on saving the environment Nic
Marks introduces the idea of a Happy
Planet Index. This index measures the
relative happiness of a society (using surveys about happiness as well
as life expectancy, literacy rates, and
other such indicators of a society’s
well-being) while also measuring the
cumulative impact of that society
on the planet. It’s a great talk, click
on the link above to watch it. Marks
closes his talk by listing the five
things social scientists prescribe to
increase our happiness. I think these
five things can cure a lot of the ills of
our society- including media illiteracy
and media avoidance.
Here’s the secret to happiness and
Good News in five steps:
1. Invest yourself in relationships.
2. Be physically active.
3. Take notice of the world around
you, practice mindfulness.
4. Be curious and keep learning.
5. Share.
Each of these steps also work to

invigorate our communities.
Invest in your relationships by getting to know your
neighbors. Going on a walk,
or bowling, or a hike, etc.
with friends and acquaintances gets our hearts pumping
and as we chat, we connect
with others as persons, not
labels, giving us the opportunity to glimpse the world
from their perspective. Engaging in a mindfulness practice: prayer, yoga, meditation,
tai chi (or fishing- seriously),
is inner exercise that helps us
to find our place in the world
and contemplate our connections to others, ourselves, our
planet, and our God.
Reading is also a mindfulness practice that helps us
contextualize, in time and
scope, the stories we hear. It
seems to me from teaching
at several universities that long form
reading is a waning practice- another
unforeseen byproduct of computer
technology. But read we must: books,
long form journalism (think The
Atlantic or Mother Jones not People),
the Catholic Worker, and, by all means
read a local and national newspaper.
When I polled my students not one
had read a newspaper in the last
month, their “go to” source for news
was… Snapchat!?
These five steps are not only the
way to happiness and a method of
discovering “good news”- they are
the “Good News”. The coming of
Jesus is proclaimed by the angels and
John the Baptist as Good News and
when Jesus begins his ministry his
message is also one of Good News
for the poor, the sick, and the outcast. Jesus is, and preaches, the Good
News. The five steps to happiness
bring us to the Good News community: discipleship.
When we share, seek
solidarity and build
beloved communities
of trust and reciprocity we are living the
Good News.
Technology may
be “extensions of
man” but what the
world needs now are
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extensions of our soul. Theologians
write about, and mystics practice,
kenosis- the emptying of oneself in
order to open oneself to be filled with
God. But maybe it is God who is ever
emptying.
Perhaps one’s soul is that bit of the
divine with which God entrusts each
of us. Enchanted by the holy we are
like Mary who proclaimed: “My soul
glorifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in
God my Savior, for he has been mindful of
the humble state of his servant.” God has
been mindful of each of us, each of
our souls glorifies God, and when we
accept that God is glorified in everyone perhaps our souls will be extended to magnify God’s presence among
us and give us the spiritual vision to
see that the world is full of grace.
If the medium is the message,
then the message of the Beloved
Community is Good News!
“All I want is Good News, give
me some Good News now.” W

Read & Riot:

By Nadya Tolokonnikova. New
York: HarperOne, 2018.
Review by Jennifer Reek.
(Jennifer Reek is author of A Poetics of Church: Reading and Writing
Sacred Spaces of Poetic Dwelling, a
teacher at Sacred Heart University,
and “a pirate”.)

Masha Gessen opens her book
Words Will Break Cement: The Passion of Pussy Riot with a question
about the mystery of Nadya Tolokonnikova: How could this young
woman from Norilsk, one of the
most remote cities in the world, have
gained world attention as creator and
member of the feminist punk art
collective, Pussy Riot? ‘Here is what I
was trying to figure out,” she writes,
“how a miracle happens. A great
work of art—something that makes
people pay attention, return to the
work again and again, and reexamine
their assumptions, something that
infuriates, hurts, and confronts—a
great work of art is always a miracle.’
One can debate the artistic merit
of Tolokonnikova and Pussy Riot (after all, as Tolokonnikova points out,
as punks they “consciously stick to
the concept of bad music, bad texts,
and bad rhymes… the quality of
performance has never been a priority”), but they meet Gessen’s attributes: they force one to pay attention,
infuriate the pious and the powerful,
disrupt the status quo. Their motive is to “live by radically different
values,” to deliberately shock people
into new awareness—perhaps into a
space of grace? In this sense, for me,
they are, in fact, most miraculous.
For those who may not know
Pussy Riot, here is a brief introduction: In 2012 the group garnered
world attention and support after
several members—Maria Alyokhina,
Kat Samutsevich, and Tolokonnikova—were arrested for staging
a performance at Moscow’s Cathedral of Christ the Savior. The three
women and two others had entered
the priests-only area of the church to
sing what Tolokonnikova refers to in
Read & Riot as “just a prayer. A very

A Pussy Riot Guide to Activism.
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special prayer.” An unusual prayer it was, punk
as prayer, punk prayer
against Putin. For this,
Tolokonnikova and
Alyokhina would spend
two years in prison.
The song goes like
this:
A Punk Prayer: Mother
of God, Drive Putin Away

Virgin Mary, Mother
of God
Drive Putin away
Drive Putin away
Drive Putin away
Black cassock, golden
epaulettes
Parishioners all crawling
to pay their respects
The phantom of liberty
in heaven
Gay pride dispatched to
Siberia in shackles
The KGB boss, their principal saint
escorts protesters to jail

a Russian literature professor and
friend to come to our theology and
religious studies department to give
a paper on Pussy Riot as “fools for
Christ.” I do not remember much
of her presentation, except that she
compared prayers of Russian Orthodox holy fools with “Mother of God,
Drive Putin Away.” I found her idea
of Pussy Riot as holy fools appealing.
But what is more vivid in my memory
is the embarrassing dis-invitation
that the then chair of the department
ordered. The pious chair, shocked by
the words ‘pussy’ and ‘riot,’ refused
permission for the visitor to officially
speak to the department. So the
Russian professor, who was taking
a great risk discussing Pussy Riot in
public, spoke to those of us thrilled
to hear her at a small seminar. I tell
this story because it shows the power
of these courageous young women.
“Words are powerful,” Tolokonnikova writes. The words ‘Pussy’ and
‘Riot’ alone are fearsome enough,
but together! They conjure sex and
violence! Loud fearless feminists!
Scandal and shame! As Pussy Riot
member Squirrel says, referring to
Putin, those in power are “afraid of a

The punk prayer continues, asking
Mary to become a feminist, closing
with an exclamation that Mary is
with Pussy Riot as fellow protester.
Dressed in brightly colored minidresses, tights, and balaclavas, the
women are raucous, silly, alive. “We
didn’t want to scare people; we wanted to
bring some fun, so we decided to look like
clowns,” writes Tolokonnikova in Read
& Riot. There is a Russian Orthodox ascetic tradition of “holy fools,”
saints who behave badly, provocatively, as if mad, after Paul’s “fools
for Christ.” Are not Pussy Riot contemporary holy fools, unmasking and
skewering the actual fools? Tolokonnikova herself suggests this when she
writes, “If Pussy Riot needed to define their
job somehow, they’d say their job is being
ridiculous. Being ridiculous is one of the best
ways to tell the truth.”
I want to share a personal experience that in a small way exemplifies
what is going on here. When I was
in graduate school in the UK, the
year Tolokonnikova was released
from prison, my supervisor invited (Please See: Read and Riot p.8)

Rigoberta Menchu: Nobel Laureate and Indegena Hero
Shai Cassell

Rigoberta Menchu was born in
1959 in the village of Chimel, located
in the mountainous region of northwest Guatemala. She was a descendant of the Mayan people, indigenous
to Guatemala and much of the area
from southern Mexico to Belize. She
came from a rich tradition that had
made enormous contributions
to astronomy, science, math and
the arts.
But well before 1959, the Mayan way of life had been vastly
altered and barely survived.
With the arrival of the Spanish
in the 16th Century, much of the
population was decimated by
war, disease or extreme poverty. However, in the northwest
mountainous region, pockets of
various Mayan groups persisted,
and lived off the land. The
land was considered sacred; its
bounty shared with one’s community. That is, until wealthy
corporate landowners saw an
opportunity to grab and expand
the Mayan farmland and did so
with the cooperation of the corrupt Guatemalan government.
Life became harsh and survival
depended on working on these
huge farms, otherwise known as
fincas. Rigoberta’s family, like
many others, had no choice but
to work under harsh conditions
for little pay.
In 1966, when Rigoberta’s was
only 7, she travelled to Guatemala
City with her father, Vincente, to sell
some timber they had collected, in
hopes of bringing back some meager
income for her family. Vincente also
sought a meeting with government
officials about reclaiming land that he
felt had been unjustly taken from his
community. This was an eye-opening
experience for a 7-year-old child who
spoke no Spanish but only the dialect
of her local village. Her eyes were
opened to a world vastly different
from her village. Her father taught
her the importance of speaking out
to those in power about the injustice
he and his people had endured.

Her life resumed in the village and
during the next few years, Rigoberta
experienced the death of a brother
and close friend from the pesticides
that were sprayed on the farms as the
workers picked the crops. This was a
life changing event for Rigoberta and
one which convinced her that her
people were being gravely mistreated

by the corporate farmers and wealthy
landowners. She announced to her
family that she would not be trapped
into a life that she saw bring only suffering and death to her people.
By the age of 12, Rigoberta was
working as a housemaid in the city
and experienced the severe disparity
in wealth between the middle class
and wealthy and her people. Meanwhile her father continued to advocate for land reform and the return of
farmland taken illegally from his village and other communities throughout the region. His advocacy resulted
in imprisonment along with others
who had also spoken out. When
Rigoberta heard this, she returned
home, resolved to be the voice of her
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father throughout the Mayan villages. She travelled and encouraged
others to speak out for land reform,
to protest the illegal seizing of their
land and to call on the government
and land owners to return what rightfully belonged to the Mayan people.
Soon her name and that of her Father
would be known to authorities as
“troublemakers and agitators”.
What also should be clearly
noted is that during the 70’s and
80’s, the United States Government not only cooperated with
but actively and financially
supported the corrupt Guatemalan Government, under the
misguided impression that the
indigenous people were a threat
to democracy and out to destabilize the region. Nothing could
be further from the truth. They
simply wanted back what rightfully belonged to them.
In 1979, Rigoberta’s brother
was captured and killed. A year
later her Father and Mother
would suffer the same brutal
ending. Her Father’s end came
as he and several others entered
the Spanish Embassy to share
the truth to an audience beyond
the borders of Guatemala of
what was happening to the indigenous people. The Embassy
was stormed by the military
and Vincente Menchu was
murdered. He would become
a national hero to the indigenous
people of Guatemala in their struggle
for justice.
After these family deaths, Rigoberta was more determined to carry
on the work of her father and advocate for the rights of the indigenous
people, speaking out for land reform,
worker’s rights and against the corrupt government. But threats against
her life and her remaining family
convinced her that her safety was in
jeopardy. She fled to Mexico. Once
there, she was invited to speak before
an International Religious Group
about the plight of the indigenous
people in Guatemala. She spoke

(Please see: Rigoberta p.9)

Read and Riot, cont.

provides the most dramatic example:
“I faced a mercenary who was hired by my
government to physically hurt me, and he did
burn my eyes. I stood in front of him and
kindly asked, ‘Why did you choose to do
that? It’s painful. It hurts. You hurt my eyes.
Why?’ And then I saw a human behind his
eyes, but he was confused and did not have
any coherent human answer to the question.”
I am surrounded by self-proclaimed
Christians in much of my life, but
Tolokonnikova is the most authentic I
have encountered in a long while.
Like its author, Read & Riot has a
wild, free feeling, but its unruliness
is given a simple, helpful structure:
each chapter, or ‘rule,’ is broken into
three parts of words, deeds, and
heroes. Words are necessary for deeds,
theory and practice are united. For
Pussy Riot, a text by Vaclav Havel,
“The Power of the Powerless,” was
crucial, providing courage, restoring their spirits, providing “theoretical
underpinnings.” Heroes are needed for
inspiration, as models, as proof that
change is possible. Who are some of
the heroes? Diogenes—for “living a
life of poverty and simplicity, speaking truth
to power and not giving a shit about what
anyone thought of him,” D.A. Prigov—
for writing 24,000 poems and writing
every single day, the French in the
streets of 1968 Paris—for being “keen
to experience utopia, to live in it,” Dr.
Martin Luther King, Jr., the Berrigans,
Emmeline Parkhurst, bell hooks, and
others.
Does the book work as a “guide
to activism”? Yes, I believe it does,
especially, at least for me, through
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the joyous and bold voice of
its author. Tolokonnikova is
transformed in prison partly by reading, in secret, Havel’s text. It gives
her courage, heals her broken spirit.
Out of her reading comes action.
“When deeds are faltering,” she writes,
“we find words to inspire us.” I know this
truth in my own life.
What else can we learn from her
as activists in these dark times? To be
bold “pirates,” leaving behind moderation and restraint (knowing that “to
freeze is to die”), to “commit an art crime,”
to create antidotes to the endless
lies, to take care with how we spend
our time and money, to care for each
other, to find our own ways of resisting, to “take back the joy”—“Laugh in the
face of your wardens.” I wrote a big YES
to this one: “The ultimate act of subversion is thus finding joy in a refusal to pay and
obey.” Tolokonnikova offers us a vision
of a new world, one with an “economy
of gift” and “a currency of joy.”
I want to end with a return to
miracles, of which Tolokonnikova
seems to have intimate knowledge.
Of the dire political and social conditions we in the US and Russia find
ourselves, she writes, ‘We need a miracle
to get out of here. And miracles are real;
they have happened to me before. Unconditional love, for example, or solidarity, or
courageous collective action. Miracles always
happen at the right moment in the lives of
those with a childlike faith in the triumph of
truth over falsehood, of those who believe in
mutual aid and live in keeping with the gift
economy. You cannot buy the revolution, you
can only be the revolution.’ W

bunch of young, positive, optimistic women
unafraid to speak their minds.”
I love this book. So much life!
Paging through it after I’ve finished
reading, I realize I have filled the
margins with exclamation points,
stars, and comments: ‘yes!’ appears
over and over again; ‘this is great!’
I’ve written on page 18 about the
miracle of Tolokonnikova’s self-education in her teenage years that leads
her to want to become a philosopher.
The title of the book hints at how
her reading led to her ‘riotous’ living,
formed her thinking, and shaped her
future:
“I didn’t read leftist books at the
time. But our teenage intuitions usually
are purely to the left (and we’re right
about them). I’m aware that I do sound
fantastically naïve, but I’m not going to
say sorry for that. Naïveté eventually
brought me perhaps the best things in
my life. ‘I don’t care. I’m going to study
philosophy.’ ‘Why?’ ‘Because philosophy
makes me happy?’ […] Being a teenage
pirate is hard. You’re struggling to find
out who you are. You’re bound by rules
and bombarded with instructions and
advice. But I wasn’t about to be defined
by anyone else.”
I have been hard pressed to find
hope anywhere this past year, but I
found it here. The joy with which
Tolokonnikova tells her story may
be as inspiring as the story itself, a
joy she maintained through the most
horrific conditions. There is a childlike quality to the book, a playfulness in its collage illustrations (by Roman Durov) and in
chapter titles such as “rule no 1:
BE A PIRATE” and “rule no 3:
TAKE BACK THE JOY.” She
acknowledges this about herself
at the end of the book: “It’s
okay with me if I sound childish. I
prefer to try, to risk, and to burn. I
choose to live like a kid; kids are not
afraid to admit they don’t know some
things, and they have endless curiosity
Rebecca Brogan
and willingness to learn.”
John the Baptist artworks
Of those who would beat
her, destroy her, she insists they David said...“I will celebrate before the Lord. I will become even more undignineed love in return, and she
fied than this, and I will be humiliated in my own eyes.” 2Samuel 6:21

Rigoberta, cont.
passionately and powerfully. Shortly
Shortly after, she left for Europe as a
member of a delegation to an international conference. While there she was
approached by a writer eager for her
to tell her life story. For a week, she
met every day and spoke into a tape
machine about her life in Guatemala,
her upbringing, the fate of her parents
and her efforts to carryon the work o
her father and others.
The tapes were developed into a
book titled, “I, Rigoberta Menchu: An
Indian Woman in Guatemala”, read by
millions and translated into 12 different languages. While becoming a heroine for many, she incurred the wrath
of the Guatemalan government, embarrassed by the light she was shining
on their brutal behavior towards the
indigenous people of Guatemala. She

was determined to return to Guatemala, confident that her stature would
protect her from any harm but upon
landing, she was arrested for “inciting
violence”. The outcry was enormous,
and a judge dismissed all charges. Outside the courtroom, she spoke before
an international gathering of reporters
and seized the opportunity to tell the
world what was happening in Guatemala. The government continued
to harass her and arrested many who
were close to her. Once again, she left
for the safety of Mexico but continued
her efforts to speak out. She now had
gained a world-wide audience.
While she never sought fame,
her story touched many and she was
notified in October of 1992, that she
had been chosen to receive the Nobel
Peace Prize! The award was noteworthy for several reasons: she was the
youngest person to ever receive it, only

the 9th women and the first person 9
from an indigenous population! When
word spread throughout Guatemala, it
lit the fire of hope that maybe things
would finally change. Her work had
been rewarded and lifted the spirits of
many who had suffered years of abuse.
While change was not to come swiftly,
her work no doubt contributed to the
end of a 42-year civil year between the
government and its resisters in 1996.
The Nobel Peace Prize and its
monetary award of 1.2 million allowed
Rigoberta to establish a Foundation to
promote education and basic rights for
the Indigenous people of Guatemala.
She moved back to Guatemala and
continued her work, teaching, writing
and speaking. Many challenges persist
in Guatemala. Illiteracy and poverty
are still rampant and Rigoberta carries
on as a voice for hope and justice. W

On June 28, Al Dornan and Dennis Sullivan, octogenarians and long-time supporters of the HCW, committed civil
disobedience outside the federal building in Hartford in solidarity with those detained at the border. June 28th was the
21st anniversary of the death of Al and Carmen’s son Aaron. Since that day Al and Carmen have dedicated their lives to
improving the lives of impoverished and oppressed children. God Bless you Al, Carmen, and Dennis.

Notes, cont.

vacuuming and maintenance to get rid of the
bugs has stretched our patience to the max.
We need to keep reminding ourselves that
God has given us so much (even bedbugs).
We have been blessed by so much beloved
community this year. All of the people who
come to help by way of Husky Sport at UConn
CCSU, Trinity, St Joseph University, Northwest Catholic… all the churches who send
us people! St James Episcopal for the church

garden that brings veggies. Bless the hearty
souls like Pete and Judy, Princess Di and Sue
Trappe, the Horans, and Fortier’s who are
cooking lunches on Saturdays. Denise Weekes
is organizing amazing field trips for kids in
Hartford. Mercy High School came and did a
before summer program clean up both inside
and out! Love and thanks to the KoC and the
good folks at St Peter Claver who raised funds
to replace a run down cabin at Ahimsa! A special shout out to my sister Teri. Anyone who

has been at the Worker knows that Teri has
been a huge support of the house and been by
my side since our HCW journey dream began!
She has helped build puppets and make banners (most recently for a close the concentration Camps demo at the federal building last
week).
Thank God for all these worker hands that
love and do the dishes as we try to grow the
beloved community and make for the revolution of love! W
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Brian and I have become enamored of a saying that has been making the rounds in a couple of Catholic Worker newsletters. It goes “everybody wants a revolution, but nobody wants to do the
dishes”. This is a truism that is both amusing and annoying! We have not even a spare couch this summer…as the
duty of hospitality shouts to us in the form of the young
people in our community. This means a lot of dishes…
and laundry… and sweeping floors. About a month ago,
I found myself telling our newest intern Emily that the
Works of Mercy are about doing shit jobs. If you want to
be a good “Worker” it means embracing the mundane
tasks and trying to keep a happy merciful heart when it
gets hot and busy. The way we answer the door to allow
folks to get the help they need: be it clothes, food, shelter
or even a merciful ear is almost more important than
what we do once it has opened. I am pretty sure that St.
Terese would have a better way of saying this. Something
like “without LOVE all works are nothing, even the most
dazzling like raising the dead to life.”
Aside from the things that need to get done daily
(scrubbing bathrooms and sorting through clothing
donations to get rid of ripped, stained and out of season
stuff, making up food bags, cooking meals) we have once

again had to deal with the scourge of bedbugs at our summer program
in Voluntown. Please pray for us as the summer continues. Having
to do so much extra laundry,

(Please see: Notes, p9)

Playing Pie Face in Voluntown

