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WHY THIS ISSUE?

Witness for Peace is a nonviolent, direct—action undertaking by which
North Americans visit snd live among the people of Nicaragua, thereby
creating a peace-making U.S. presence in an area where our govermsent has
brought conflict and suffering. Mary Dutcher from Esren House and Virginia
Druhe from Cass House heve served as long—term members of the Witness for
Peace tesm in Nicaragua, snd continue to do so. )

When I think of Witmess for Peace, personal immges come to mind: Virgin-
ia, Mary, prayer, and working together. Always among the images I see the
faces of those from St. Iouis who have travelled and been part of Witness
for Peace.

We had not originally planned on this topic for our fall issue. But this
more pressing and timely topic was cheosen as we became increasingly aware
of so many dear friends in the St. Louis Cetholic Worker Community who were
involved with Central Americe end its people. This bend of concern was
drematically heightened this August as Mary snd Virginia, along with the
Witness for Peace tesm, were abducted by the Contras on the Sap Juan River.
After their release, Kathy Barton, Joy Cunningham, and Pete Rick from our
communities traveled to Nicaragua to visit them and the people of Nicarag-
ua.

During that time not one day passed that my thoughts and prayers were
not with our travelers as they made their way to Nicaragua; or with Mary
and Virginia as they waited to receive them. Above all, tied to those
thoughts and prayers wes a concern for & country, a situation, & people my
friends would become pert of.

I am reminded of the extended commimity that creates the Catholic Worker
in St. Louis. We 1live in hospitality houses, in surrounding communities,
and in other countries, Uneble to live at a Worker house, a person once
commented to me: "It is good to be conmected with you and the others, as my
heart is where you and the people you serve live and work together.”

Virginia, Mary, and Witness for Peace offer the seme for me. 8¢ if I may
selfishly feel the losa of Virginia and Mary here in §t. Louis, I recognize
it is a gift to be bonded with them in Nicarsagua.

With this issue we look at Witness for Peace and celebrate the extension
of our commmity. We reprint a letter from Virginia in which she shares her
reflections on a journey to San Juan de Limay. Mary Dutcher presents her
thoughts on the roots of nonviolence which sprung from the experience of
the Contra capture. Eathy and Joy relate Virginia’s feelings sbout the
capture through an interview they conducted on their visit. We offer poetry
of Nicarague seen through the eyes of a Witoess for Peace member, “Mike
Hamer. Though not a St. Louisan, he discovered us through The Round Table
while in Managua. Mary Ann McGivern in the Little House column anticipates
the pethos that we suspect our readers will feel in response to these
articles. We invite you to respond to her reflections. Sr. Carol Donahue in
"Round Table Talk" sharea with us the workings of the Commmity Land Trust,
an importent project in our north side peighborhood. As always, we have the
house articles, this time enhanced with photos of the houses and their
community membera. A reminder of old friends with an introduction to new
faces.

We offer all of this to you, our extended comrunity, wherever you may

-Barb Prosser

Cnse House Elles Dixon House
1849 Crss Ave. 1540 N, 17th 51
S1. Louis, M) 63106 St. Lowis, MO 63106

621-3085 231-203%
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ON THE ROAD TO LIMAY...

by Virginia Druhe

Just back from twenty—four bhours in
Limay. I have to trv to write now all that
I love sbout Nicaragua that was touched on
this trip.

Leaving behind the flatness and drab-
ness of Managua, in en hour you’re at
Sebaco. That’s where the countryaside
really starts for me. The junction of the
road to Nuevo Segovia and the road to
Matagalpa. Hitchhikers of all sizes with
all sorts of bags and boxes, more or less
picnicking on the road, waiting for rides.

Sebaco. Onion town. Great fields of
onion. The whole town smells of onien.
Every vehicle that stops is instently
surrounded by kids selling onionas. Big,
white, fresh, cheap. Onions everywhere. Or
you can go into the big dark barn and buy
all asorts of vegetables. Big, fresh,
cheap. Squeshk and tomate and melon and
oranges and pew corn and carrots — a
paradise of fresh food. Outside is a
bawking, market, festival atmospbere.
Ingide it’s quite auvbdued. Quiet, gentle
farmers are cleaning their vegetables and
almoat reverently selling them, as if they
reslize the dignity of their work and of
the gift they give us in it. A process
they would never cheapen by haggling or
overpricing.

So, laden with vegetables for frienda
in the north, one goes on. The mountaina
are on the horizon in front now, dramatic
volcances still in sight behind., Past

o

vast, rich green rice fields with flocks
of pure white, long-necked egrets. Past
Trinidad. A nod at the big hospital, a
reminder of all the war wounded there. A
nod to Memo, once at Limay, now in charge
of the command post at Trinidad, whe is
pever in when I stop because he’s always
out in the field.

Mewo is, for me, a lovely eabodiment of
Nicaragus, though he is more angunlar than
most. Painfully thin from an ulcer, a
funny limp that puts a foolishvesa, =a
Charlie Chaplain roll to his gait — that
after all denies the angnlarity. Beak
nose, small dark eyes, skin pulled tight
over high cheek bones, small lips, trim
mustache. Small featurea thet quickly
break into a wide, wide smile with flash-
ing white teeth and eyes that quickly
dance. It is the tautpbess and spareness
that is a lie. An overlay forced on him by
his work, the situation. The fullpess of
Memo is the laughing, his love of music,
the hymns he would walk around singing in
a swrprisingly good voice. One night he
almost sheepishly, and then with increas-—
ing confidence told of his pasaion for a
book called The Black Christ of Latin
America. In the midnight silence and the
soft breeze and the big silent shadow of
the church of Limay he kept m=me company
during vigilence duty. Every time, pessing
Trinidad, I give a nod of love and respect
to this gepntle, gentle soldier from this
violent pacifist.

Virginia Prube, & founding member

gorely missed by the entire St.

of KEaren House nine years ago, Is
Lonis Catholic Worker Community, 4s you

might guess, we especially wiss her keep spiritual ipsights.
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It is, I think, the vulperability of
Nicarsgua that so opens my heart. And the
tender, awesome courage.

Then the vista opens to the great
tablelands sround Esteli. Every mountein
suddenly cut short. A 1lovely passage of
great, broad mesas on all sides, which
glways remipnd me of Sedalia, Colorado and
the silence and peace of the 30 days I
spent there,

Then Rsteli. TIt's fupny to smy it, but
there’s something cosmopolitan about this
provincial capital in  Nicaregua. It
bustles and overflows. It is alaso the
locus of the fierce, fighting apirit of
the ipsurrection. City bombed by Somoza,
thrice fought for, finslly won. City of
trimmpbant dedication to revolution. XRome
of the Barredas, something of fire and
culture in the air. I could love Esteli,
but I pever atay long. A meal, a night,
but I’m always in a hurry. I don’t tarry
on my way to Limay.

(f)

Sheer walls of granite mass -— the kind of
size and mess end scope that ipevitably
spesk to the hwman heart of God.

On the road to Limay, one passes the
crogges. Twenty-three in all. Blue. Rach
with n name. When the public bus passes
everyone stops and remewbers, pointing
them out to their peighbor. Each one a
name. Each one a death. So silent they
stand there, ipn that wide open, salways
windy mountaintop. The crosses were placed
there by sixty North American women. No
one resembers that. It doesn’t seem to
matter. The crosaes were placed in memory
of those killed on the road by contra
attacks in December and January of this
year. Twenty—three deaths. Twenty—one
civilisns,

There is a funny peace there. It was
done; it is remembered. The dead are
buried and remewbered. It is as it should
be. They gave their 1lives. In spite of
oneself there is a joy and pride. There

“It is, I think, the vulnerability of Nicaragua that so opens

my heart. And the tender awesome courage.”

5o again one leaves behind the long
trail of hitchhikers, taking what few one
can. I always believe that here, at
Esteli, is where the people become more
beautiful. The eyes, the shy smiles. How
to deacribe that look? The faces and

manpers that are go expressive of the
beauty of this place for me. It is man—
ners. A mannered people. Dignity and

restraint and humility
offered in every glance.
Just a few minutes then, end the +turn
onto K1 Pino, the gravel road, the last
hour into Limay. Dotted with plank housea
with tile roofs, cows on the road, chick—
ens and kids here and there in the
increasingly gorgeous landscape. On other
trips everything, everything in sight was
brown. But now it is the time of the rains
so the trip in is a ¢trip inte an ever
richer, deeper forest green, and into ever
more mesgive, more breathtaking mountains.

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052 www.karenhousecw.org
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were twenty-three ordinary people who
found it in themselves to risk and finally
give their liveas for their people. One has
to feel joy in that. Joy in the nine road
construction workers who lmew the risk
they were running in constructing that
white, new road to Limay. They ran the
risk, accepted the cost, gave the *full.
Likewise, the man who ran the reforesta—
tion program in Limay. Or Freddy, a
student and voluntary police, his body
found three days later. Horribly tortured.

And so on. The telephone linemen, five
of them, burned alive in their truck.
Ouch! The joy 8o quickly twrns to sharp
pain. Further on the tractor drivers, the
coffee picker, the techniciens from the
department of natural resources. Ouch,
ouch. Here it is =always herder stilil.
Thank goodness it’s a flat mrea ir the
road and one passes quickly. I’ve heard
too many stories of the generosity of the
1840 Hogan St. Louis, MO 63106



men killed here, have seen too much pain
in the eyes of one mean’'s widow. She is so
young. Two children. No enger in her eyes,
but some terrible question, That same
ewful question in the eyes of the high
school English teacher as one day she
suddenly began to tell me about Chombo,
the 17 year old. They had been in a
volunteer coffee brigade together. Chombo
was on his way back into town. The day he
was killed she and a friend had talked in
the fields about how good he was and how
much they loved him.

Another woman, with that same borrible
questicr in her eyes, had been forced into
a ditch that morning by the contra. With
her two children. She told me of the young
man who bad half his face blown off but
didn’t die. Who screamed and screamed
acreams she cannot forget, but who didn’t
die and who the contra would nmot kill. It
was Chombo. She does not know that. Thanks
be to God, his friend does not know that.
Only I know that because I have seen the
picture of his body in the casket with
balf his face bandaged. I wonder, do my
eyes now carry that question? I think s=so,
because sometimes when I look at these
hille, at these people — these people who
are so beautiful, so0 brown, =0 ncble on
their horses — sometimes what I see is
that question,

I hed thought to go omn. Twenty-four
hours T had in Limay. I had thought I
could tell it all, but I see now it would
take a small book to write of it. The
berrio nuevo is poor and proud, built by
refugees from the contra attacks over the
past two years. There one finds the new
preachool and the pew children’s dining
room. It is a young, alive place. There
one finds Mexima end Tranquiline. There
one finds Emilia. A returned contra leader
has just given information. Emilia's 186
year old daughter is in a camp in Hondu-
ras. Raped repeatedly. Maxima and
Tranquilino’s two oldest sons, be says, It is @ happy thing, a joyous thing

. to think of the love to come, the love
are almost certainly dead. The youngest of God whick moaits us, the fulfil

ray be in Honduras, but they should hold ment where 10e will know as we are
no hope of seeing him again. Smiles and known. when all our talents, ener-
WAVES S we pass. gies, abilities 1oill be utilized, and de-

Quick landing in town. Quick hello to veloped, when we will be truly loved.
the folks in the highway department Dorothy Day *

office. The roed crew is now working on
the road ocut the other side of town. Lack
of repair parts is hempering the work
some. Quick stop at the clinic, where a
new amnex is under construction, to say
hello to the Mexican doctor and Brazilian
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5




nurse who work here in pure love of the
people and the opportunity to serve them.
We'll heve dinner together. Settle the
Jjournalists who brought me up into the
brand new motel, run by a true capitalist
in spirit, who has little interest in the
revolution but who finds he can live with
it, and is visibly prespering.

Dinper, then an interview with the
local representative of the Frexte
Sandinista. Be ias glad to help out with
the journaliste. They are glad to receive
his help. I like him. He’s a bit reserved
and serious, but periodically breaks into
a warm smile. He Baays the war hes stolen
him youth, Be is 32 and locke 40, He gives
me a piece of news I bad pot known. The
battle pear town on March lst had started
as an ambush on him and three other
friends of mine. Stab., I awmit with dread
the day it heppens. When someone whose
eyea and laugh and touch I have known im
maasacred. I sesimultapecusly hold =y

M e T

2oyt
A4 /, ""i'

)
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breath, catch my breath, lose my breath,
and go on. Stab. Jolt. Buried. Where does
it go? The fear, the pain, the dread, the
apprehension, the anger. The pain. The
puwre pain. Stsb, jelt, buried. Cn guard.
And then the pain rises up and cozes out
in long, rolling wet scbas. A few times. I
wonder sometimes what the pain is doing to
me down in there where I’m not looking.

S0 the journelists are happy to go off
to bed and I run out to see if I can catch
some friends before & o'clock when every
door closes and every light goes out end
the whole town spontaneously and instanta-
necusly goes to bed. I do. I pick up the
key to the convent from Santos and have =a
long visit with Trapsito, Freddy’s xom.
They are celebrating the 6 month enniver—
sary of his desath the day bhe was
kidnapped, the day the body was found, the
day of the buriml. With & certain calm now
she tells me how the study of the gospel
of Mark that her base community is doing
Jjust now is a real comfort to her.

Some silent, dark hours in the empty
bouse. Night in the patio. Hours of dawn.

Can T go on? I am worn out. I could not
possibly relate all of the day. Rosa.
Dear, dear Hosa, who is s¢ much a
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companion, so close she is a sister. There
is no apace between us. Mother of four, my
age. There 1is an intense cosmbipnation of
life and fear of death ip her. No, I can’t
write it all. Let me go very quickly.
Very, very quickly &3 she tells me how
close the contra came to blowing up the
stends at the rodeo last month whern the
town celebrated St. Johe the Baptist. That
ghe was in the stands and BOO others and
Julie. How her husband called her down and
the contra had planted four claymore mines
under the stands and they were convecting
the wires when they were stopped by the

2

Tanite's femily. Tanita is well, though
she looks tired.

"Metemorphosis of a Revolutionary.”

1 think I’m past it. I think I've
gotten past the rodec again. Where did it
go? Stamb. Panic. Buried. Metamorphosis of
a revolutionary.

I am back in Managus, the jourpey
unfinished. I am so in love with this
place and these endangered people, without
knowing where they are taking me. The work
is unfinished, untitled. Something about
love.

The metemorphesis of a revoluticnary.

police. The contra were going to blow up
800 laughing civilians. All of my friends +
there. Luis and Leonel and Santos and

Despaciano and Petrona and Beatrice...
They were all there, at the rodeo, 1in
those stands, at the height of the festi-
val.

Let me go very, very fast. Elsa had
her baby and lLeopel has & wonderful way
with words and I brought sgme beautiful
stone carvings from the artist’s coopera-
tive. One is really exquisite. A large
abstract. Really quite arresting. We named
it "Metamorphoais of a Revolutionary”
after Padre Guadalupe Carnpey's autobiogra-
phy. Guadalupe worked in Limsy before he
went beck to Honduras and was murdered by
the CIA. Be wrote the biography there in
Limay, in a little house that belongs to

P T T T T T AT T AT AT T AT aT T a™

Virginia Druhe

WE ARE NOT TAX EXEMPT

All gifts to the Cathollc Worker go to a comman fund which {s used to meet
the dally expenses of our work,

Gifts to our work are not tax-deductlble. As a community, we have never
sought tax-exempt status since we are convinced that justice and the works of
mercy should be acts of conscience which come at a personal sacrifice. with-
out goveramental approval, regulation or reward. We believe it would be a
misuse of our limited resources of time and personnel (as well as a violation
of our understanding of the meaning ol community) to create the organizational
structure required. and to maintain the paper-work necessary for abtaining
tax-deduciible status. Alse. since much of what we do might be considered
“'political,”” in the sense that we sirive to question, challenge and confront eur
present soclety and many of its struclures and values, some would deem us
technically ineligible for tax-deductibie, ¢haritable status.
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THE KIDNAPPING AND THE

by Mary Dutcher

The kidnapping by the contras revealed
to me same spiritual truths. Perforce
these insights ere personal. Probably all
fifty-two of us on the boat had their owp
unique experiences in those twenty-nine
hours.

For me, the crisis point came before we
ever left Managun, two days before we set
foot on the boat. It was late on the night
of August 4th when we were contacted by an
Associated Press reporter, asking us for
our reactions to Eden Pastora's threats
that he had ordered his men to fire on us
if we made the trip. The reality of the
dapger became intensely real for me, as
did the reality of our responsibility (as
Witwems for Peace) not to de anything
foolherdy or irresponsible out of =some
false sense of bravado.

80 I was really feeling fesr and a lack
of confidence as Sharon and Ed (Witness
for Peace coordinators in Manegua) and I
discusgsed how best to proceed. Barly in
the course of that conversation, Ed
reiterated one of the principles which has
always been foundational for Witness for
Peace: that we must be willing to tale the
same risksm for pemce thet people have
always been willing to take for war. 1
suddenly kmew the truth of that principle
in a new and more profound way, and felt
an immediate deep inper peace that did npot
leave me for the duration of the experi—
ence.

MEANING OF NONVIOLENCE

Because of this sense of peace, which
was shared by virtvally all members of the
Witness for Peace delegation, 1 experi-
enced the extraordipnary event of the
kidpapping as a series of ordinary, alwost
routine, little events. And that, too,
strikes me ags a profound spiritual truth:
that the extraordinary is often ordinary
— and, conversely, that the ordinary,
could we but see, is many times shot
through with the extraordinary. You’ve got
to figure out a way to brush your teeth
even when you’re kidnapped out in the
jungle; end, conversely, there was some—
thing extraordinarily beautiful in the
gathering of friends of Witness for Peace
at out bouse in Managua during the time of
our being beld, friends who came to do
really ordinary things like cook or clean
or shop or just ait in silent wvigil.

Also, using very ordinary means of
Christian nonviolence, these "extraordi~
nary” contra monsters were revealed to ua
as rather ordinary, and indeed 1likeable,
human men. Israsel, twenty-four, one of our
captors to whom 1 become especially close,
must have lent his band to keep me from
falling at least 15 or 20 times on those
steep, slippery, muddy trails. Re sincere—
ly believes he is fighting commmism, and
hes lived the harsh life of the jungle for
three years and been seriously wounded in
the living out of that belief, Others of
our captora did not strike me as wholesome
or as aincere, but the truth of Israel —
what a provocative phrage! — cannot be
denied or evaded.

Mary Dutcher, sbsent from Karen House sipce  joIning Witpess for Peace
two years ago, Is presently recuperating from hepatitis. She intends to

retwrn to Nicaragua in November.
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Nor need it be. It is strong evidence
for the validity of nomviclence, for there
was certainly that of God in Iarael. Then
a pertinent, revealing question presepts
itself: if, instead of ordering our
release, the order we were all waiting for
during those twenty-nine hours had been
the opposite, i.e. to shoot us, would
Isrsel have followed that order? Probaebly
— with great sorrow and in the belief
that he was gsomehow Tighting communiem
thereby. He wouldn't have been fighting
communise very effectively, of course. But
I suspect that most of the deaths that
happen in human aggression are marked by
inefficiency, wastefulneas and lack of
clarity. In turn, it ceuses me to wonder
how many times I have dismissed people —
written them off -— because they were
involved in a stupid or malevolent ideolo-
gy, Thia dismissal =may be a form of
spiritually "killing"” thew. At least it
effectively cuts off comsumication snd so
paves the way for eacalation and violence.

Indeed, such ordinary people get caught
up in the extraordinarily monpstrous
enterprise of modern war. They are caught
a8 victims becrause civilians are s0
commonly targeted in modernm warfare {you,
dear reader, are only moments away from a
possible puclear holocaust}. Terrorism has
become the modern form of conventional
warfare. And civilians are alsc involved

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052
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ag perpetrators — coge in the vaat
systems of patiopal security that prevail.

I can remember clearly the moment when
my and our deep inner peace was shattered.

N Thged

It was at the time of our "mini—detention”
by the Costa Rican civil guards about
three hours after our release. We needed
to hurry so that we could arrive at our
destination that peme day, darkness meking
the voyage dengerous or even imposaible
past 8 certain point., We had to decide
whether to defy their order to wait for a
U.S. official. Eventually, they allowed us
to proceed. During that time of tension
and indecision we were also treated to a
Costa Rican radio broadcast reporting that
we had had motor problems which accounted
for cur disappearance.

It hes become almost hackneyed in some
circles to liken the present situatiom in
our country to that of World War II
Germany, and indeed this experience has
left me with a new appreciation of how it
was that after the war sc msny German
people said that they knew nothing of the
existence of the concentration CHEDS .
Seeing the great misinformation systems
swing into action after our release,
leaving a trail of obfuscetion amnd confu—
Bion in their wake, has helped me appreci-
ate anew Jacques Maritein’s conclusion
that the great problem of modern times is
that Power 18 considered more Iimportant

that Truth. Truth is distorted to serve
1840 Hogan St. Louis, MO 63106
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Yet another foundational principle of
nonviolence has been verified here: Speak
Truth to Power. We must aseek to serve
Truth rather than Power in our lives,
which is no easy feat on a day to day
level. We are tempted, on the one hand, to
grab power for ourselves or our cause in a
thousand small ways; or, on the other
hend, like the good Germans, to close our
eyes to the evil that is being done by our
acquiescence.

What is going on in Nicaragua — the
terrorism that is being directed and
financed by our government — is a apiri-
tuel and moral crisis for our country. For
us who alresdy lwow that and who are
committed t¢ nonviolence, what do we need
to do, or perhaps wmore accurately, what
more do we peed to do? Certainly we need
to pray and discern God’s specific will
for each one of us. If we are well ground-
ed spirituslly, whatever other steps we
take will be that much more effective.

“What is going on in Nicaragua-
the terroism that is being

directed and financed by our

government--is a spiritual and

moral crisis for our country.”

Miguel D’Escoto, the Maryknoll prieat
who is Nicaragua’s Miniater of Foreign
Affairs, has already offered ue a good
example in his recent thirty—day fast and
call for a Gospel Imsurrection for Peace,
in defenme of Life and against Terrorism.

Each ome of us can find a way to partici--

pete in this ongoing effort. I kmow one
friend who has begun attending daily Mass
as his participation.

As a movement, however, I suspect we
are called to exemine our attitudes toward
our opponents. Jesus and Gandhi call us to
an attitude of loving respect. Gandhi
points out that they are often cur best
critics. Jesus says to love them. Miguel
D'Escoto once reminded a group of U.S.

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052 www.kareahousecw.org

citizens that their work for peace would
bear no fruit if it were not based in love
for their coumtry.

Sometimes, when confronted by the evil
of our country's nuclear weapona, our
bloody and oppressive policies in Central
America, our govermment's general arro-
gance snd hardness of heart with regard fo
the poor the world over, I em strongly
tempted to despair. 1 am even tempted to &
perverse delight in the destruction that I
keow lies ip wait if we do not turn from
our sins. Perhaps this is a temptation for
others as well. I suspect it is & reaction
to the deep anger and pain we feel at the
suffering and injustice. But it is not the
attitude of Christ nor of nonviolence.
Christ wept over the impending destruction
of Jerusalem; be did pot look forward to
it with glee.

I would be filled with great sorrow if
I heard that Israel had been killed. I
wonder how 1’11 feel when T hear that
President Reagan has died. I hope we will
all @chieve the largeneas of heart demom—
strated by Daniel Ortega, President of
Nicaragua, when he sent President Reagan &
card expressing hope for a speedy recovery
after the cancer operation; that whatever
the difficulties between governments, he
wished him well persocnally.

I have learned much sbout nonviolence
from courageous, bleeding little Nicarag—
ua, especially about how to suffer without
hating. The U.8. and Niceragua seem to
share an especially intense spiritual
destiny in these times, and I hope we U.S.

peacemakers lesrn how to respond to the
peed to atop the continued suffering in
Nicaragua at the earliest possible moment.

.
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(Freddy was riding with Sr. Nancy Donovan
the day after Christmes when she was
kidnapped. His brutally tortured body was
found a few days later. Mary was at his
wake and funeral.)

July 12

Today is your six month ammiversary,
Freddy; it was a shock to come upon it in
the paper and remember so vividly your.
wake and funeral, Dr. Luis describing your
tortured body, the awe-inspiring words of
your mother about the need to forawear
vengeance a8 they lowered your body into
the ground, bow there wasn’t even a casket
at your wake because so many people hed
been killed that month in Limay, how some
people ip our delegation slipped and
called it Mylai...Virginia told me your
mother is gradumlly less ssd — I’m sure,
just from her words at vyour grave aite,
that she must have deep imner resources of
grace to drew upon.

Today I’m eware more than ever that
there are no short cuts: the only way is
that of authentic love. I feel that my
love is puny when I witness the sacrifices
and wnself-conscious generosity of so many
Nicaraguens. 1 sm very humbled and must,
like St. Theresa, once again remind Jesus
that I am totally helpless to do any good
thing without His greace.

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052 www.karenhousecw.org 1840 Hogan St. Louis, MO 63106
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Back Row: Joe Angert, Mark Scheu, lee Carter, Myrrah and Ellen Rehg,
Harriette Baggett ’

Front Row: Clare Bussjaeger, Teka Childress, Ann Manganaro, Pat Coy,
Delores Gerchman

LITTLE HOUSE

Lynn (B.J.) Stewart, Elijah Sutton, Mary Ann McGivern
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Back Row: Zack Daviason, Tommy Askew, Tim Pekarek
Middle Row: Audrey Tankins, Emmet McAulife, Carol Donabue, C.FPS.
Front Bow; Jeffrey Tankins, Mary Fitzgerald, Stanley Hackney

Missing:
Barb Prosser, EKathy Barton, Joy Cunningham
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“Making Peace Where There Is War

Virginiae Druhe was interviewed for The
Rounxi Table by Eathy Barten and Joy
Cunninghem in Nicaragua on August 25th.

RT: In retrompect what do you think the
ponitive effecta of the kidnapping were?
¥: For me one of the most powerful aspects
of our time on the Rio San Juan was that
we prayed for peace and exchanged words of
friendship with representatives of all
three armed forces that operated on the
river., For me that was an experience of
very concretely making peace where there
is war. It resffirmed and deepened my hope
that we do know how to make peace and that
even the most ordinary of us can make
peace in this world.

Do a more political level the events
surrounding the kidnapping ummsasked the
truth of the contra war on the border
beyond anything that we would have dared
hope. Pastora’s threat before we had ever
left the shore revealed the arrogance and
brutelity of the AHDE leadership =so
clearly. The fact that we were held in
Costa Rican territory for twenty-nine
hours and no effort was made by the Costa
Rican govermment to locate us or assure
our pafety magain brought to light more
fully than we had ever hoped the active
support that Costa Rica offers to the
Contra forces. The stumming lack of
response of the Reagan Administration
revealed ite complete lack of concern for
the effects of this war on civilian
populations.

One of the primary goals of nonviolent
action is to bring more clearly to 1light
the root injustice of conflict. We had
hoped that the presence of Christians
praying for peace on that river would in a
smell way co©all world attention to the
urgent need for demilitarization in the

zone. Pastora s threat pnd the, lidnapping

14

accomplished that work with an impact
beyord our actions alope. Apnother very
importent positive aspect of the kidnap-
ping wes that those of us on the boat in a
small way, end our friends end family and
coworkers in a much larger way, now
understend much more intimately the impact
of this war in the hearts and daily lives
of millions of Nicaraguans. I believe that
our small experience can transform us into
people of greater compassion and greater
comnitment to the struggle for justice and
liberation in Nicaragus and Central
America.

Finally, it wes exciting to be in such
a situation and realize that our nonvio—
lence treining hed in fact beer valid, had
prepared us well and did help us sigunifi-
cantly reduce the level of violence in the
situation.

RT: Whet would be the negative effects of
the kidnapping?

V: I was very surprised when I was finally
gafely back in Mapagua to find that rather
than feeling relieved or grateful or even
excited by the "success" of the action I
felt only very empty and lomely and used
for a periocd of several days, There was a
similar experience of abandonment, and of
course exhaustion for us as a community. I
cannot really explain that negative impact
though it reminds me of the post-pertum

enhobdda®Brg  thad HoBFRER.LIERREEBECE after the



birth of a child. It was painoful, and
clearly & negative experience.

The other negative effect that I cannot
help noticing is the intense multiplica-
tion of lies surrounding the kidopspping. I
cannot Judge the effect of that on either
those lying or on we who ere lied about,
but I am certain that there is one and I
do not diemiss it lightly.

RT: How do you think this incident will
influence the attitudes of the people of
the United States?

¥: I believe the reporting of tbhe kidnap-
ping has increased U.S. public eawareness
of the reality of civilian suffering and
death in Nicaragua, and highlights that as
a very direct result of U.5. govermment
aupport of copnira forces. It is very ead
that a twentynine hour Midpapping of
forty North Americans is given such notice
when a thirty-day fast of nine Nicaraguen
mothers on behalf of their children
kidnapped for over ten months is ignored
in the U.8. presas. The presence of nine
Nicaraguan crew members and a six month
old Nicaraguan baby, who were with us
throughout the entire kidnapping, is also
consistently ignored in the U.S. media.
The racism of that kind of world view is
overwhelming. I believe our kidnapping has
made some North Americens a bit wmore
sensitive to the sufferings of others. I
alec know that some of our femilies rose
to new heights of political activity and
public relation skills. Thosme changes of
coneciousness have great impact over time.
RT: Has the incident on the River affected
the level of contra activity in the zone
or in Nicaragua?

¥: So far as I can tell the wmonth of
Augunst has been one of the most difficult
that the people of Nicaragua have suffered
since I have been here., Several rural
commmities have been completely de-
stroyed. Bight mothers were deliberately
murdered by contra forces for going to
visit their sons in military service.
Dozens of commmities 1live under the
immediate threat of ambush or attack while
combat goes on in surrounding hills. The
recent increase in U.S5. support for the
contra hms clearly strenmgthened and
emboldened their attacks. At this point

the contre seem to still feel |quite
confident on ongoing U.S. support. Our
kidnapping will omly affect contra activi-
ty if it can motivate the people of the
Upited Statea to demand & change in U.S.
policy in Central America.

RT: What responsibility do you think we as
Christianes have 1in the United States to
reapond to the crisis in Ceptral America?

V: I believe we must admit to ourselves
that we are reaponsible for the actions of
our goverrment. We wust accept that we are
not powerless to act meaningfully in that
context. We must believe that the spirit
of God wanta to and can use us to hesl the
pain of othera. We must believe and act as
though peace is a gift that God wants to
end can give us, even, and perhaps most
eapecially, in these situations of great
pain, We muat be willing to be instruments
of peace, then we must be intelligent in
planpning how to make peace. We must be
patient when the work is tedious or
unglagorous. We must be free to be bold
when the moment for that comes.

o

Graphics on these pages by Eileen
Tidwell, a guest at Earen House.

...Nonviolent means of resigtance to evil deserve much more study and
congideration than they have thus far received...
— Paragraph 222 of 0.8. Catholic Bisbops Pastoral on Mar and Peace
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THE NEW JERUSALEM

by Mike Hamer

Jesus Benavides was a farmer who

loved to work with wood.

But he went to work for the phone company
and two months later was

rurdered by contra

at "Loma Atravesada,"

the place where one crosses the mountains,
where the sun bakes

browns, wheatstraws, twisted garlands of green. -
Sylvia,

seamstress and mother of eleven

planted the cross

where Jesus died, and

howled a cry of pain

carried by hot, Nicaraguan winds

across the Americas——

a wail that stretched hearts

and flooded eyve sockets

leaving muddied tracks.

When I was young,

I went to the lLenten Stations of the Cross
with my father and mother on late winter Friday nightsa
after we had milked the cows

and had some supper.

I never dresmed that I would someday

be in a new Jerusalem

where the way of Jesus’ death

would be re-enscted,

where I would know what

it feels like

at the foat of m cross.

Mike Bower, from the Carolines, recently returned from g sixv-wonth stint
with Witpoess for Peace. Re was seriously injured in a diving accident upon
his return. Please pray for him.
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Virginia’s essay, "On The Road To
Limay,"” has 1left me thinking for weeks.
She’s in love with Nicaragua and in love
with the Nicaraguans and I'm jealous. I'm
Jjealoug of the beauty she seesa, the human
warmth she’s surrounded by, the ipexorable
path her feet are set on.

Oh, I'm pmot seriously jealous — maybe
not reaily even envious. I don’t want to
destroy her love or take it for myself.
But juxtaposing her present life to mipe,
how nice it would be if Sauget, Illinois,
smelled of onions instead of chemicals.

FROM LITTLE HOUSE

by Mary Ann McGivern, S.L.

How nice if I knew 8o clearly who the
enemy was and didn’t bear euch a continu-
cus conscious burden of being the enemy
myself. How nice - if I had the help of a
twenty-four hour path to travel that made
it impossible for me to be lasy or dis-
tracted or deterred by fear of criticism
or failure or looking foelish.

Th grief of the deaths in Nicaragua is
overwhelming. I don’t mean to belittle the
sorrow or the shock of experiencing each
death., Fear for ore’s own life and for
every other life must burden all who live
there. No one saeeks such a cross; and
being forced to bear it is ugly, may bring
out some uglimess. But in so far as
Nicaraguens and their friends beer this
cross together, they creste the uncommon
beauty Virginia sees and writes sbout and
loves.

Here in the United States we do rot
grieve together over the hmgry, the
naked, the prisoners on death row. While a
people with a common epemy would resdily
agree that killings by that enemy ere
evil, we have no national consensus on the
nature of evil. Some bear the mental
burden of kpowing their taxes pay for war
in Nicaragua or for abortion or for
eatablished sexism and racism — or for
welfare cheats, communist profeasors,
social security. Although I feel burdened
by the suffering our foreign and domestic

policiea generate, I feel scomewhat dishor—
est, carrying an esoteric, intellectusal-
ized cross while there’s beer ir the
refrigerator, an automobile parked out-—
side, and airplane tickets to New York on
the mantle. Two hours to fly a thousapd
eiles. The hour I apend in car and aubway
to and from the airports 1’1l cover close
to as many miles as Virginia does in
twenty-four, Not 8o pictureaque, but
comfortable, Our comfort is obne more
barrier to our experience of grief,

I testified the other day before =
Missouri legislative committee on
homelessness, presenting a case study of
one family I’ve known all the years I've
been &t the Worker. The mother, 1like
Virginia’s friend Hosa, is just my age. I
listed the child abuse and condemned

Mary Ann McGivern, S.L., whoe cantinues to walk ber dogs through the
peighborhood early each morping, recently had yet another play produced in

a local theatrical contest.
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buildings and illness they’ve been
through; the jail, street, army, and group
home where they live now; and what’s
become of some of the grandchildren. As I
spoke, my voice tresbled. I put it off to
nervousness; but in fact I trembled
because, as 1 heard wmyself clinically
detail the suffering of one family, I kpew
I love them and grieve over their suffer—
ing. But their enemy, the filthy, rotten
capitalist -system, is the aystem I'm
immersed in apnd benefit from every day of
my life.

That’s the bottom line, the resson
Virginia'’s letter gets to me — because my
work is here; modest work with & few
families, at the typewriter, at a few
corporate meetings, once in a while in
front of Geperal Dynamics — and I want to
do this work. But in so far as I don't
experience a pational commmity of grief
over wrongs we all see, I don’t rejoice in
our nation either. It is hard to set
myself to work day after day, and Virginia
writes ag if her work, not easy in itself,
propels her through the day. She’s in love
with her present life while I’m at a point
where doggedness is required., Indeed, I
dreamed about & sick old dog doggedly but
faithfully dragging himaelf home. That dog
is a part of me.

I suspect the dogged dog is in most of
yvou readers as well — or I°d never have
the perve to write all this. We must
encourage cne another, bear cne ancther’s
burdens, stand togetker to hold our ground
{what little we have), resisting evil. We
must auffer, bear up under the impesse of
evil our society has reschbed, just es
Witness for Peace auffers the impasse of
war in Nicaragua.

I’'m glad Virginia's suffering sparkles
with rapture, even while I long for it
myself. In lieu of rapture, those of us at
home must settle for each other. There’s
hope in such a settlement. 3

“We urge much more vigorous and creative response to the
needs of the developing countries. . . Meeting these needs is
an essenticl element for a peaceful world.”

—American Bishops’ Peace Pastoral, 1883

THELORDC S SUFFER 4951

(209)728-2193.

Catholic Worker Sheep Ranch Farm has Advent Seta for sale. A set consists
of three purple candles and one pink candle, 9 inches long by 1 1/2
in diameter; a wood base, a simple prayer leafiet, and cedar greens from
our Sierra foothills. They cost $23 postpaid; $25 for orders sent east of
the Mississippi. Write them at P.O. Box 53, Sheep Ranch, CA 95250; or call

KaremHouse Cathotic Worker—3 148212052 www . Karentousecw.0 9] 840 ogd St tUU.S, MO—83106
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FROM CASS HOUSE

by Tim Petarek

After heving Cass House closed in
mid-July for cleaning and remodelling, the
women’s shelter reopened in the second
week of September and the men's aide and
soup line on October first. Cess is a huge
old house end home (at least on a tempo—
rary basia) for fifty to sixty folks. Our
seven week summer hiatus was really more
like the doldrums, as our live-in volun—
teer commmity apreads out pretty thin in
this building. It felt like 1living in a
hermitage. I've never wanted to live in a
hermitage! I lnow that all of us were
quite ready for some new faces on opening
day.

And whet an opening day! Tommy had the
first house shift of the day, and within
mimites of his erriving downstairs we had
two families at the door. At the end of
the first week we had at least twenty-five
kids of all shupes and sizes in the house.
Some mornings after breekfast the diniog
room fairly resembled Dresden. Even if it
is a 1little crowded and noisy, it does
feel like home again.

Arriving in time to bhelp organize the
mayhem of reopening were two women new to
our live-in community. Joan French is a
Saint Louis VUniversity student and
part-time teacher who previouasly was
rooted in Springfield, Missouri., Laraine
Seabrook, & native New Yorker *slowing
down in St. Louis," has been a friend to
our commurity for guite a while. Te both

of them we are grateful and glad you are
here.

Tim Pekarek forsook his native Joplin,

Often the house seems drearier with
Janet and Mike moved on to Chicago. They
provided their share of a large area of
deily colloquy that seems lost. By the
letters that we have received it sounds
like thing are well with them, Mike is
getting into the routine at the Univermity
of Chicago snd Janet beginning a new job
at a Montesasori achool.

If any of our readers happen to have
any beds, box springs, or matiresses that
are in decent condition, please bring them
to us. We need donations to help us
survive another S§t. louis winter: blan-
keta, pillows, canned goods and the like
are slways needed and appreciated. If you
have any ideas on how you can help out
down here, give us a call. To everyone who
has pitched in lately, thanks, we love ya.

+

Missouri for the good graces of

life at Cags House. He recertly participated in g Pledge of Resistance act
of civil disobedience at Sepator Rapforth’s office.
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FROM KAREN HOUSE

AN

by Harriette lLane Baggett

Every Catbolic Worker bouse must
struggle with the tension between adhering
to principles of permsooal responsibility
and helping indivduals in need. We at
Karen House certainly know that struggle,
and the ambivalence which characterizes
it. The temsion is not a simple bipolar
one. There are pulls created by the need
for a modicum of peace in the house on the
ope hand and, obn the other, the rights of
even the most outrageous knocker at the
door to be treated with the respect due
every human being. There sre pulls within

our own commmity. We have our softies
{who would unquestioningly yield to every
demand) and our toughies. The toughies put
a lot of stock in tough love, which
emphasizes a more long range view, And we
all play both roles at differeant times,
veering from ocur natural bent. Cur hope is
that we balance each other cut — and I
think we do. I think ac because we hLave
survived eight years now. If the aofties
prevailed every time we would all suffer
from the well known burn—out. If the
toughies alweys called the ahots EKaren
House would be little more than an over—
night referral agency for the socially
acceptable down on their luck. But the
combination gives us a realistic idealism
which ensbles us to survive as a place
with a heart. Everyone knows you need a
heart to survive.

So we are actually starting our ninth
vear as & house of hospitality. As Catho—
lic Worker houses go we are now senior
citizens, or at least upper middle aged. I
think it is that balance in the comsumity,
between the softies and the toughies, that
hes enahled us to be open to the apirit of
truth which is somewhere in the middie.
Probably, if we must locate the spirit
smmewhere, it is in the respect and
openness that the toughies have for the
softies and vice verga. That reapect is
nothing other than love. We wmay differ
vehessently on how to respond to & given
situation in the 1life of a guest, but
somahow in our common love of the guest
and our love for each other our community
is prevented from collapsing internally
from our differewcea. This is nothing but
the grace of God, for God ia love.

Forte is as pitiless to those who pos-
sess it as to those It victimizes: fhe
secopd If crushes; the first it intoxi-
cates.

—Sjimone Well

Harriette Lape Baggett, Karen House Community member, has been busy with
work on the Wowen’s Ordination Conference recently held in St. Louis.
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But even our internal dyrasmic could not
keep us going by itself. We need the
money, time and energy from our supporters
to prevent cur collapsing from the exter—
nal pressures of bills, demands from the
needy, and life in a very old building.
Yet our far—flung supporters have never
failed. They have never failed because
they too are open to the spirit ef truth
which always seems to turn out to be love.
The trutk our supporters are caught by is
the abandomment by society at large of
those on its economic fringes. Women and
children especially are suffering from the
budget cuts of our "elected-by—a-land-
aslide” govermment, which ironically calls
itself "pro—life." The truth our support—
ers are aware of im the injustice, the
callousness of society at large.

Truth, justice, love — all are one,
And we call that one God. The struggles of
life in a Catholic Worker community may
seem awbivalent when you are in the midat
of them, but when you step back and think
about them, they c¢en add up to the only
real clarity possible in thia life. That

. clarity results from the recognition that

we are limited creatures of God, whose
grace allows us all working together to
receive what we long for — God's own
self. For God is presept in the respect we
have for each other and for our guests,
God ia present also in the trust our
supporters have in us and that we have in

- thew. Respect a&nd trust are expressions of

love and God is love.

50 come celebrate with us if you cap at
mass on Tuesday nights at 9 o’clock. If
you can't, be with us in gpirit — in love
— 1in Ged.

“Deliver us, Lord, from the fear of the enemy.” That is one of
the lines in the Psalms, and we are not asking God to deliver us
fram enemies, but from the fear of them. Love casts out fear, but
we have fo get over the fear in order to get close enongh to love
them.

There is plenty to do. for each one of us, working in onr own
. hearts, changing onr own attitudes, in our own neighborboods.
If the Just mnan falls seven times daily, we each-one of us fall more
than that in thought, words, and deed. Prayer and fasiing. taking
np our own cross daily and following Him. doing penance, these
are-the bard words of the Gospel
Since there is no time with GGod, we are all one, all one
éody, Cémese, Russians, Vietnamese, and He has commanded us
to love one another.

“A new commandment 1 give, tbat you love others As I have
loved you,”" mot to.the defending of your life, but to the laying
down of your life.

A bard .raymg

“Love s indeed « barsh and dreadful tbmg” tg ask of us, of

each one of us, but itis the only answer,
Dorochy Day
“QOn Pilgrimage,” Jaauary, 1967

WoRLD PEACE PRAYER

[EAD VE FROM DIAH
1 LiFE fom FASEHCOD tIRUTH

EFD M FeoM HATE.
fs OVE, fom WARE PEAC

EAD ME TREM DESPAIR.
ts HoPE, fom AR _BTRUST
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THE PLEDGE OF RESISTANCE

If the United States tmuades, bombs, sends combat troops, or atherwise sig-
nificanily esealases its intervention in Nicaragus or E Salvador. | pledge 1o
Foin with athers (0 tngage in acts of monviolent Jirect action ot US. federal
facilites, including U.S. federal buildings, military installonons, congres-
voral offices. offices of the Central Inteiligence Agency, the State Depart
ment, and other sppropriare places. I pledge 10 engage i nonwolent coed
dirobedienee in order o prevent or hait the deach and desrruction whick
tuch milicory acion would cause for the prople of Censrai Ameniea,

Mame {Pringd

Signature

Addeess
Cioy/Staee Zip
Td. Do you nced nonviclence training?

Send to St. Louis Pledge of Resiatence,
438 N. Skinker St., St. Louis, MO 63130,
or call 725-2393.

THE PLEDGE
OF WITINESS AND SUPPORT

If the United Staies fmuades, bombs, sends combar troaps, or otherunse sig-
rificantly excalates ifs intevveniion in Nicaragua or £ Salvador, | pledge ta
Jorm others in protesting that mibitary action by nomaclenify vigiling ar U35
federal farilies ard other approprote places. ) also pledge 1o suppott those
wbo engage &n acts of romnclent civil dispbedience ot arder 1o prevent or
halt further death and destruction fu Cemeral America,

Mame (Print)

Segnature

Address_.

CirySuae. Zip

= Do you netd newwiolence training?

Karen House Catholic Worker 314.621.4052 www.karenhousecw.org
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by Carol Donahue, C.PPS..

The Community Land Trust of St. Leuis
is a ponprofit organization chartered in
the State of Missouri. We were formed
after learning of plans for the redevelop—
ment of our near North St., Louis neighbor-
hood. Our goal is to prevent the dis-
placement of low income femilies during
the renewal process.

We were incorporated in order to
provide access to land and decent housing
for low income people; to develop an
economic base in and for ocur local comsu—

nity; and to provide education, community
gservice and support for development
throughout the commumity.

We are a democratically structured

corporation with an open membership. ¥We
provide access to housing at affordable
rates and keep it affordable for future
ugers. We are striving to provide long
term security for those who occupy our
units. Tenant representatives are members
of the Land Trust Board of Directors.

Chuck Matthei of the Institute for
Comeunity Rconomics has been working with
the Commrunity Land Trust of St. Louis on
the land trust copcept. We plan to hold
the land in perpetuity, leasing it to
those who wish to use it, but we acquire
buildings on the land with the intention
of selling them, over a period of time, to
the persons occupying them who wish to
purchaese them.

Presently, the sale of units while the
Trust continues to own the land is not an
option because the legality of the concept
has not been rescived. Once the option for
gelling the units has been cleared,
tepants who have met the appropriate
criteria during their first year as
renters will be offered the option to
purchase their units. If a tenant fails to
peet the low income standard or fails to
responsibly deel with the property, they
will be given a notice of termination of
tenancy and new temants will be found for
the property.

22
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Once e tenent pesses the one year trial
period and purchases the unit, they and
their ancestors may live there as long as
they choose. There is a 99 year lease
granted and it ia inheriteble. If they
leave, they may take out of the agreement
financially only that whick they have put
into it. We also hope to work out a
siwilar option agreesment with "home
owners” from the neighborhood who wish to
become a part of the Commmity Land Trust.

“Our goal is to prevent the
displacement of low income

families...

When a tenant purchases a unit, the
Commupnity Land Trust will have first
option for repurchessing the housing. In
order to insure that our purpose of being
for low income persons is met, we want to
be sure that someone who has bepefitted
from the progrem does not sell the proper-
ty for a quick profit and then move on.
Wher an individual wishes to sell a umit,
they are insured that they will get back
their initial investment, =ann adjustment
for "aweat equity" and an allowance for
inflation. However, any appreciation in
the value of the property which is due to
the improvement of the neighborhood in
general is retmined by the Land Truat.

pc!

Initially,

we have purchased
buildings which have made five
available to persons wishing to remain io
our neighborhood at rental prices which
they are able to afford. The five femilies

units

living in the units are composed of
twenty-one individuals, sixteen of whom
bad previously lived at either Cass or
Enren Bouses.

OQur goal for the year shead is to
purchase and make available five addition—
al units of housing for very low and low
ipcome fawmilies, We have e walting list of
people wanting and needing Lend Trust
uits, and we want to meet these immediate
needs, To accomplish our purposes we will
need the support and help of many of our
neighbors and friemds. If you are inter—
ested in getting involved or juat want to
learn more sbout the land trust concept,
please call me at Cass House. We urde you
to join us in working for justice in
houaing.

Carol Dopahuye, C.FPPS., long-standing memher of the Cass House Commmity,

alsec works at St. Nicholas pariah.

three |-
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Dorothy Day | LITURGY & DESSERT POTLUCK

Thr ANt wn by Jrepor!

5 Year Anniversary of Dorothy Day’s Death
Tuesday, Nov. 26, 7:30pm

Karen House,1840 Hogan

November 29th is the five year ammjversary of Dorothy Day’s death.
We invite yvou to come help us give thanks and celebrate the life of
our co—founder. We have moved our regular Tueadey night 2:00 liturgy
at Karen House to 7:30 on Novesber 26th. The liturgy snd the desert
pot luck that follows are the beast way to give thenks for one who
loved the liturgy and the small, good things of life. Come, help us

celebrate!
Karen House Needs Refrigerator! If you're moving, please save us
We at Karen House are slowly winning )
our war against the cockroeches in the time and money by SENDING

food storage room (It seems that our
pacifiem does, after all, have some

limits!). But we peed enother refrigerator i :
so food can be propoerly stored. Can you US YOUR NEW ADDRESS!!!
help?

The Round Table 1is the quarterly journal of Catholic Worker life and
thought io St. Louis. Although subscriptions are free, dopaticns are gledly
accepted to help us continpe in this work. Please write to The Round Table,
1840 Kogan, St. Louis, MD £3106. People working on this issue include: Bard
Prosser, Kllen Rehg, Tam Rick, Patrick Coy, Mark Schen, Joe Angert, and
Zack Davissan.
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Karen Catholic Worker House
1840 Hogan St. Louis, MO 63106

Address Correct i
KarenHouseC






