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FROM OUR MAILBAG
 

Dear Catholic Worker, 

Maybe you sometimes feel forsaken and 
forgotten but I want you to know I am one who 
appreciates your efforts among the women who need 
love and kindness so badly. 

If only there had been such a place for me and 
my four children to go, I migh t not have wasted. 
twenty-eight years of my life with an abusive husband. 
Perhaps under religious supervision I might have 
learned not to hate my mate but to have prayed far his 
soul. The poor man is dead now and I never realized 
he was abusive because he felt less than a man and 
drink made him feel like the king of his household. By 
holding me and the children in fear of him, he could 

j
, 

live with himself. He died at seventy-five by pulling 
loose all of his life support system. I now pray that God 
will be meroful ta him at the resurrection. I wish I had 
prayed more for him. while he 'was living instead of 
hating him. 

Thanks for listening, 
Name witheld 

8. May 13 - The day before Mothers' Day Mary Ann 
joined WILPF outside McDonnell Douglas world 
headquarters with preschool children, Kool-Aid, 
balloons, and flowers. She carne home with a ticket 
for illegal assembly .'lithout a pennit. 

9. May 15 - Mark and Ellen and Jim acted. as support 
to those risking arrest at Union s.tation. Five people 
climbed a platform and unfurled a banner that read, 
"Stop U.s. Aid to De>ath Squad Government - El 
Salvador." 

Ellen: It really did me good to see the truth being 
displayed so clearly. The banner was visible from 
Highway 40. It was a relief to be able to broadcast 
it. I had a good talk .'lith some of the security officers 
and I felt it was successful. But I did regret that the 
captain was so tense. 

Jim was the spokesperson but the police 
captain was so angry he hustled him off into the police 
car and drove it to the end of the parking lot and 
detained him, threatening arrest. 

Jim: There was a lot of communication between people 

in the action and support people and the police until 
the captain came. It surprised me. 

June 1 - Mark and Mary Ann distribute "Peace 
Dispatch" papers headlining the U.S. war in Salvador 
in downtown Post Dispatch coln boxes. 

Mark: It was one of the most gratifying actions I've 
ever participated in. I do believe for a few hours we 
broke through the media monopoly, defied the forces 
of thought control, and graphically spoke the truth to 
anyone who bothered to glance at a newspaper 
vending box. 

There is a relief in being able to say no, to 
resist with one's own body. Standing with others who 
share our hope renews us, gives us courage. Casting 
ourselves out of the mainstream in an act  penance 
with the firm purpose to sin no more - even though 
in our very acts of resistance we fail to be our best 
selves - this act of repentance and call to others to 
join us is the fullness of expression of OUT daily lives 
and a SOUTce of renewal, enabling us to go back home 
and mop the floor or write an article or go with a 
guest to Malcolm Bliss. -+ 
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FROM KAREN HOUSE
 
by Virginia Druhe 

In some ways one could say there is never 
anything new at the Worker. The dynamics of 
relationships between guests, supporters, community, 
children and neighbors seem in some ways eternal. 
Certain elements of human nature are revealed over 
and over again: fear and heroism, cheer and 
discouragement, blindness and kindness. I sometimes 
think there is more instruction on sin, grace and the 
Gospel in a Worker house than one soul can bear. 
WlUch is, I suppose, why we live in community. 

Nonetheless, at times a certain theme will 
catch my attention, seem suddenly to occur over and 
over for my benefit. In these last months there are h ....o 
moments th~t keep striking home, calling me to full 
attention to the grace of the interactioIL 

One of these motifs began on a late winter 
afternoon. I was rushing to answer the front door. The 
man waiting W<l5 middle- aged and had apparently 
been an outcast of society for S0me time. For some 
reason when I opened the door to him I said, "Yes, 
sir?" It 'vill be a long time before I forget the look 
in his eyes in response, although I have seen it many 
times since. It was relief, I think, at finally being 
addressed with the dignity he still felt he merited as 
a human being. 

The circumstances of his life were far from 
dignified. He was obviously struggling to meet each 
small necessity of life and ~t times failing in the 
struggle. He was evidently ,,',rifuout food, shelter, a 
place to 'wash, a change of clothes, a place to belong. 
Yet his dignity was there, wounded enough by all 
those circumstances, but still intact. In that brief 
moment I saw just how \vounded he was. Tha~ 

anonymous man taught me how very simple it is to 
restore some dignity in the lives of those society rejects 
because of their wounds. This man had h::ld on to his 
humanness through all he had endured. Because of 
that, he showed me again the power of simply being 
\vith the poor, even when I am powerless to change 
our situations. 

The other series of interactions that have 
caught my attention and sustained me in tile long 
months of late winter and early spring are the 
generosity and 'wit and courage of the women who 
stay \vith us. Over and over again I have been awed 

by these women, supposedly in straits far more dire 
than my own, who have so much left over to give to 
others. I am touched by how often one of them will 
take the time to specially greet me or give me a hug 
when I walk in the door. And how often when they 
crowd into the clothes room on Tuesday nights the 
conversation turns to giving rather than getting: 
"Rhonda, won't this fit your baby?" Or, "Here, this 
will look good on you. You take it." 

I see an amazing raw courage when these 
women come home furious after getting the run 
around from an agency or a landlord. There is real 
beauty in their capacity to honestly own so much 
frustration and pain and anger, and not be destroyed 
by it. Often enough someone v,rill come in and make 

us all laugh, hard, in OUT anger. Then they go off to 
do someone else's chore, watch someone else's child, 
listen to someone else's problem. There is heroism in 
these women. It astounds, often enough stops me in 
my tracks, to see them not only endure, but to live 
with so much grace and humor and generosity. -+ 

Virginia Druhe is gardening this summer at Mansion House and is not going to Central America. 
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FROM LATIN AMERICA
 

by Ann Manganaro,S.L. 

Dear Friends, 

First, I apologize to so many of you-all those 
who have written me in the last few months and have 
yet to receive a response. For some reason, I have 
found it very diffirult to write anything to anyone 
recently, in this situa tion which grows increasingly 
and ominously more complex and more brutal, and 
yet 'where I encounter a consistent and most amazmg 
vitality, resiliency and hope. I fear that what I write 
will come out sounding grim and that would be 
misleading. My days are anything but grim. I find that 
our health care work in this region is blossoming. I 
feel a growing fondness and gratitude for the people 
with whom I live and work and whose wonderful 
spirit so marvelously sustains me. I am most grateful 
to have Martha, a good friend and also a Sister of 
Loretto, here sharing with me in the life of this 
community with all its problems and all its joys. 

Yet, objectively, things are often grim. There 
has been a dear rise in death squad aCtivity since the 
election of Christiani, the right-wing ARENA party's 
candidate, in the mid-March elections. There have 
been absurd accusations made by ultra-right members 
of the armed forces, against prominent Church people 
and organizations (for example, that the pastor of a 
church serving a large poor population was a member 
of a group of "urban commandos" [FMI..N" groups that 
operate in the City of San Salvador]' that the Jesuit 
University was a center for planning "urban terrorist" 
activities, or that the Legal Aid Office of the Catholic 
Archdiocese of San Salvador was a front for the 
FMLN). There have been raids and arrests at the 
offices of several popular organizations, induding the 
office of an. organization which provides services to 
displaced people and refugees and also serves as a 
house of hospitality for those who live in re-population 
communities when they come into the dty. Most of 
the approximately 70 people who were arrested in the 
latter raid were brutally tortured, including sick 
people who had corne into the city for treatment or 
family members of people who were hospitalized. 

And these grim events take an undeniable toll 
in people's lives. At the clinics in Guarjila and Los 
Ranchos we see all too many adults with gastritis, 
headaches, and other problems that are dearly stress­
related. We see serious depressions that are often 
dearly situational, related to the death or disappear­
ance of family members for example. Just today, a 
woman was brought to us by car from a conununity 

to the north of us. She and several other persons had 
walked hours to bring :1ews of the invasion of their 
town yesterday by troops who subsequently rounded 
up eight men form the town, induding the woman's 
hventy year old son. When the two priests who work 
in the town went ,'11th the relatives to demand their 
release, they were threatened with tear gas and 
automatic rifles. The eight were taken form the town 
by the troops; nothing is yet known of their 
whereabouts. The woman arrived here exhausted, 
barely able to walk and near hysteria from anxiety and 
fear for her son. Giving her tranquilizers may help to 
calm her temporarily, but 'will not restore her son to 
her. The massive evil that perpetrates such iJicidents 
remains. 

Indeed tragedies abound here, yet somehow 
they are not the stuff of our daily life. Our daily life 
is filled ,vith the manner of beauty and goodness. The 
beauty of the green hills and the goodness of the com 
growing; the beauty 'of children leaping and playing 
ex-uberantIy in the first rains; the goodness of their 
mothers so steadily and patiently doing whatever 
needs to be done not only in their homes but 
throughout this corrununity to bring it to life; the 
beauty and goodness of the people with whom J live 
and work The very quiet health promoter whose calm 
competence helps to hold our health team together, the 
vivacious young health promoter who is always eager 
to learn more, the dear friend and neighbor whose 
easy laughter and quick generoSity make our lives so 
much lighter, the cooks in the communal kitchen 
whose kind good humor is as nourishing as the food 
they prepare us, the matriarch whose wisdom and 
spirit animate all around her. 

For all these dear and valiant women with 
whom I now sha.re the daily bread of life itself, and 
for dozens more whom I could describe with equal 
love, I give thanks continually to God, praying for 
their safety and sustenance. And, I hope and pray that 
all of you find it in your hearts to work for the peace 
of this land which they so love and which I too have 
come to love so much. 

Ann Manganaro, S.L, is adapting her skills as a pediatrician to health needs:in rural EI Salvador. 

20 



END OF NOVEMBER 1988 

Her face is lined ,,-lith loss and the custom of loss, 
With the leaving too often of one more 
Loved one, of whom how many have been, 
Or will be, destroyed in this deadly place. 
How many times, from the midst of tears, \vill she dare 
Turn toward her children to begin again 
The dailiness that is their bread: the com 
To grind, the wood to find for fire, goats 
To tend, clothes to mend, to wash, to hang 
In the burning sun? And what fire will burn 
Away her pain, as that other fire eats 
Alive her son, sister, lover? Long 
Years of this life's death endured have worn 
Her slender hopes to the bone. Yet still hope rises 
In her deep eyes, in a love beyond all losses. 

Ann Manganaro,S.L 
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A CATHOLIC WORKER PARODY
 

by Mark Scheu
 

(sung to the tune ''When I Was A Lad" of Gilbert and Sullivan)
 

When I was a lad I spent some time 
As a volunteer in a city soup line. 
I sliced the onions and I split the beans 
And	 I smiled at the guests no matter how mean. 

Chorus: And he smiled . . . 
I served the soup so graciously 
That	 now I'm in charge of the community. 

Chorus: He served the . . . 

Of all possessions I set myself free 
And	 along with them, responsibility. 
I dedined all meat and drank only tea 
And became the ve.ry model of simplidty 

Chorus: He became the . . . 
That simple life so suited me 
That now I'm in charge of the community. 

OlOruS That simple life so sui ted he . 

Then came the time to do CD; 
I prepared. myself to resist passively. 
I denied mv name, declined all bail, 
And even {efused to acknowledge my mail. 

Chorus: He even refused . . . 
I became such a pest, they set me free, 
To be given charge of the community. 

Chorus: He became such . . . 

I woke each morning at the stroke of four
 
And prayed the matins behind closed doors;
 
Each single verse I seemed to repeat
 
Though some might claim I was still asleep.
 

Chorus: Though some might ...
 
I prayed SO quiet, they rewarded me,
 
And now I'm in charge of the community.
 

Chorus: And now he's . . . 

Of saints and martyrs I acquired. such a grip,
 
Of all such matters I took leadership.
 
Peter and Dorothy I quoted like law,
 
Like a pious scribe I ·was held in awe.
 

Chorus: Like a pious . . . 
I quoted them so obnoxiously, 
That I was given charge of the community. 

Chorus: He quoted them ... 

Catholic Workers all, ·whoever you may be, 
If you want to rise to the top of the tree; 
If your soul isn't fettered to job or school, 
Be careful to be guided by this golden rule: 

Chorus: Be careful to . . . 
Stick dose to the pODI, pose nonviolently, 
And you all may be in charge of your communities. 

Chorus: Stick close to . . . 
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by Barb Prosser 

I've experienced some changes in my life as 
.)f late. Oh, it's true I am always in transition to some 
d.egree, but these changes seem a'wfully close together. 

I have mixed feelings about the changes. Some 
I welcome, some seen painful and others seem placed 
before me as a reminder of how fluid life is. 

I am not one to change easily. When I image 
change within myself, I see tightly clenched fists, white 
knuckles and all, being pried open. I seem to lose sight 
of the fact that they are usually being pried open for 
a gift of someone or something. It almost seems 
involuntary, this clenching. My rational self tries to 
reassure my muscles that it is alright to relax, but the 
fisis stay dosed until peeled open, almost grudgingly, 
by a drcumstance that demands an open palm. 

Perhaps this becomes an issue with me 
because this Pentecost I feel called once again to let 
go of some of the restrictions that are locked up inside 
of me. I am repeatedly reminded to be more 
responsive to the Holy Spirit 

But this control I seem to claim is something 
that is tough for me to let go of. I work too hard to 
attain it. And for what? When I look at how change 
occurs around me, in the church, in larger communi­
ties in my life, it has always been at a point where 
someone (perhaps myself) has let go of some of the 
control, some of the power, and trusted in what was 
happening in the moment. 

I am distracted by the energy I use 10 focus 
on maintaining control, and so I miss much of what 
is speaking to me in the present moment 

In my 'work at the nursing home I will plan 
and organize for Ute next day, the next meeting,- the 
next year. It is my responsibility to do so. But if I 
choose this work in health care for the elderly as a 
life ministry I must do more. If I cannot be present 
to those I minister to, where is the gift in my vocation? 
If I do not respond to the needs of a resident requiring 
my assistance, what does my planning do faT her? 

A guest at Cass House once reminded me of 
this when she exclaimed, "You are all so busy running 
around doing things for us, you don't have time to 
listen us." True it was, for I am sure we were in the 
process of preparing for a meal, getting laundry done, 
cleaning, or perfonning a task we deemed necessary 
at the time. I had lost sight of what this guest really 
needed aside from the food, toilet paper or towels: 
someone to be present to her, to listen to her. 

Stanley reminds me of this at Mary Queen and 
Mother Center. At sixty-two years old, he is black, 
male and lucid. He is not the nonn as far as residents 
go. Who would think that at this point in his life he 
would be living in a nursing home where the average 
person is an eighty-nine year old female who has lived 
in south St. Louis most of her life? But he ministers 
to those around him. Be cares for, loves, responds to 
the residents, their families and our employees from 
his wheelchair. He is present to all whom he comes 
into contact with. He is present to me. In this ....\ritness 
he calls me to do the same. 

So I continue to work on achieving a balance 
in my life. On the one hand I try to learn from past 
experiences by bringing any history \vith me that can 
be life-giving, while on the other I try to leave the 
trappings and corrosions of failed experiences behind. 
I work on the balance of having a vision to follow 
while not missing the present moment and the 
enjoyment it may bring. I work on peeling away the 
old, dead bark to allow new growth to surface. 

I ask God to continue to urge my closed fists 
open so I may move out of what is now changing and 
be attentive to this new moment of grace I am 10 

eA-perience. -+ 

Barb Prosser's most recent transition is to a ne'w apartment and living alone. 
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A ROUND TABLE DISCUSSION
 
"The Church in Peru and Brazil" 

by Mev Puleo 

Mev Puleo, photographer and graduate student in theology, is spending the summer 
in Peru and Brazil visiting local churches. 

Friday, August 25 7:30pm, Karen House 

We are grateful for the ways you support this work!
 

We can still use:
 

• Sandwiches to give out at the door. 

_ Extra volunteers during the first two weeks of August to 
cook, take house, and live in. 

The Round Table is the quarterly journal of Catholic Worker life and thought in 
St. Louis. Subscriptions are free. Please write to The Round Table. 1840 Hogan, St. Louis, 
MO. 63106. Donations are gladly accepted to help us continue our work -with the poor. 
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