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A Flood of Grit and Kindness 
by Mona Shaw 

 
When peace, like a river, 
attendeth my way, 

When sorrows like sea 
billows roll; 

Whatever my lot, Thou 
has taught me to say, 

It is well, it is well, with 
my soul. 

It was two harsh trage-
dies that inspired Horatio 
Gates Spafford to write 
these lyrics.  The first was 
his financial ruin caused 
by the Chicago Fire in 
1871.  The second was 
losing four daughters in a 
ship wreck.  Crossing the 
Atlantic months later, near 
the spot where his chil-
dren had died, Stafford felt 
a sense of being com-
forted that he could only 
attribute to what he called 
the "holy spirit." 

This past quarter our 
hospitality mission has 
faced its own "sea bil-
lows" (aka the Flood of 
2008). 

While our houses at 
the DMCW sit on high 
ground on the north side 
of Des Moines and blocks 

away from the area under 
water, the flood has still 
affected us dramatically 
and caused major dam-
age to our houses and 
foundations. Given the 
unprecedented deluge of 
rain that's fallen, there 
likely isn't a home in our 
area left with a dry base-
ment, and ours are no 
exception. Moreover, 
since the deteriorating 
condition of our base-
ments and house founda-
tions have been an issue 
for some time now, this 
past month's pounding of 
water has moved the mat-
ter from " addressing this 
some day" to one requir-
ing immediate and urgent 
attention.   

At Berrigan House: 
The north side basement 
brick wall has hemor-
rhaged under the water 
pressure and crumbled 
apart. We’ve taken emer-
gency steps to keep the 
house from collapsing, 
including clearing away 
bricks and debris, install-
ing additional load bearing 
jacks, and extending the 
down spouts.  

At Dingman House: 
Water has forced several 
new cracks and widened 
old ones in the foundation 
on all sides. A combina-
tion of water and dirt that 
has gushed in has made 
for a slick covering of mud 
in the areas where most 
of our food and clothing 
was stored. We have had 
to discard almost all of the 
clothing, as well as a 
heart-wrenching amount 
of stored food items, 
(especially food in boxes) 
at a time when our food 
supplies were already dis-
turbingly low. Almost all of 
the shelving has been 
destroyed and will need to 
be replaced. The repair 
and clean up before us 
here is daunting.  

At Ligutti House: There 
are two to four inches of 
standing water throughout 
the entire basement. Most 
of what has been stored 
there—lumber and repair 
supplies-- will need to be 
hauled away adding a 
great burden to our waste 
disposal budget. We have 
yet to do anything at 
Ligutti House because the 
more dangerous emer-
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gencies at the Berrigan 
and Dingman houses 
have not allowed us the 
time nor the resources.  
Still, we know the hazards 
of continuing to neglect 
Ligutti to remain as it is 
much longer are danger-
ous and serious.  

Our plan of action for 
now is to rebuild the north 
wall of the Berrigan House 
basement, clean out the 
entire basement of Ding-
man House, do some criti-
cal brick and foundation 
work, and build new shelv-
ing. When this is done, we 
will tackle the problems at 
Ligutti House. 

Natural disasters are 
most devastating for the 
poor, of course.  And 
many of our guests are 
profoundly suffering.  Sev-
eral who are homeless 
lost everything (gear, 
tents, blankets and 
clothes) to the river.  Relo-
cation and recovering 
these things is far harder 
for them.  Clinical depres-
sion and thoughts of sui-
cide spike at times like 
these.  We hold hands 
when we can do nothing 
else. 

Storms bring more 
storms; stress brings more 
stress; and heartache is 
amplified.  An especially 
lovely guest named An-
toinette passed away this 
month to add to her fam-
ily's grief and struggle. Her 
daughter's face still haunts 
us from the day she came 
to us for advice about tak-
ing her mother off life sup-
port.  We held and rocked 
in our arms a young 
mother who lost custody 
of her child as she also 
lost her home.  We found 
prescription money for a 
young man who's bumped 
from Medicaid without 
warning.  And more. And 
more.  And more. 

Every day these 
friends we love must face 
those tragedies, such as 
losing a loved one or 
learning oneself has a 
terminal illness, that are 
not uncommon for all in 
life .  However, they face 
these blows without ac-
cess to healthcare, food, 

or housing in a society 
that mostly shuns them, if 
they acknowledge they 
exist at all.  We do all we 
can.  It isn't enough. 

Following their per-
sonal tragedies, Spafford 
and his wife, Anna, devel-
oped a habit of acting on 
faith.  In 1881 they led a 
small American contingent 
to Jerusalem to form a 
Christian community 
known as the "American 
Colony." Colony mem-
bers, later joined by 
Swedish Christians, en-
gaged in philanthropic 
work amongst the people 
of Jerusalem regardless of 
their religious affiliation 
and without proselytizing 
motives--thereby gaining 
the trust of the local Mus-
lim, Jewish, and Christian 
communities. During and 
immediately after World 
War I, the American Col-
ony played a critical role in 
supporting these commu-
nities through the great 
suffering and deprivations 
of the eastern front by run-
ning soup kitchens, hospi-
tals, orphanages and 
other charitable ventures. 

We follow a similar 
tradition at the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker.  
From various religions and 
faiths and some claiming 
no religious faith at all, 
and regardless of the 
tragedies we witness; we 
persist in believing in our 
collective ability to be 
good by doing a little good 
in the middle of hardship.  
We find we are never do-
ing this alone.  And it is 
this sweet and predictable 
evidence of human kind-
ness and its dependable 
comfort that at our core 
leaves us well with our 
soul. 

And, yes, of course, 
we need your help.  The 
damages from the flood to 
our houses and replacing 
what we’ve lost are exten-
sive and threaten our abil-
ity to continue helping our 
neighbor.  We still don’t 
know a specific figure, but 
that it will be several thou-
sand.  Any help you can 
spare will be received with 
the gratitude of many, 
many hearts.  

Colyn Burbank and Taylor Hays clean bricks blown from the Berrigan House basement 

foundation by flooding, while Matt Matzke mortars them back into place. 
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The Des Moines Catholic Worker Community 

The Des Moines Catholic Worker Community, founded in 
1976, is a response to the Gospel call to compassionate 
action as summarized by the Catholic Worker tradition. 
We are committed to a simple, nonviolent lifestyle as we 
live and work among the poor. We directly serve others 
by opening the Dingman House as a daytime drop-in cen-
ter for those in need of food, clothing, toiletries, use of a 
phone, toilet, a shower or just a cup of coffee and conver-
sation. We also engage in activities that forward social 
justice. 

 
Mailing address: 

PO Box 4551 
Des Moines IA 50305 

 
Bishop Dingman House (Hospitality) 

1310 7th St. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-243-0765 
Worker Residents: Kirk Brown, Mohamed Elkhandagawi, 
Halsey Reynolds, and Jacob Olsen 

 
Phillip Berrigan House (Social Justice) 

713 Indiana Ave. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-282-4781 
Worker Residents: Frank Cordaro and Mona Shaw 

 
Msgr. Ligutti House (Worker Residence) 

1301 8th St. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-280-1216 
Residents: Ed Bloomer, Norman Searah, and Mike Fuller 

 
Lazarus House (Guest Residence) 

1317 8th St. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
Guest Residents: Carla Dawson, Josh Dawson, Jordan 
Dawson, Irving Schroeder 
 

 
Weekly Lectionary Bible Study 

Mondays, 7pm. Berrigan House 
Call to confirm. 

 
Weekly Mass or Prayer Service 

Fridays, 7:30pm, Dingman House 
All are welcome! 

 
The Chiapas Project 

Chiapas, Mexico 
Richard Flamer 
flamerrichard@hotmail.com 

 
 

 There is a wealth of information on 
our web site including recent news, pho-
tos, videos, educational materials, ac-
tivities, and upcoming actions and 
events.  Check it often. 

Visit our web site! 

As for ourselves, we must be 

meek, bear injustice, malice, and 

rash judgment.   We must turn 

the other cheek, give up our 

cloak, go a second mile. 

-Dorothy Day 

Euro Catholic Worker Gathering in Germany 

by Bernd Büscher, Dortmund 
Germany Catholic Worker 
 

About 40 people came 
to the European Catholic 
Worker Gathering at the 
"House at the Lake" in 
Dülmen/Germany this 
year to celebrate the 75th 
anniversary of our move-
ment. It was great to 
spend the days together 
and to listen to Jim Forest, 
who had been editor of 
"The Catholic Worker" in 
New York in the Sixties 
and had known Dorothy 
personally. Jim, who was 

General Secretary of the 
International Fellowship of 
Reconciliation for many 
years still lives as an au-
thor in Alkmaar/
Netherlands (where 
IFOR's international office 
is situated). His books 
include biographies of 
Dorothy Day and Thomas 
Merton. His talk and his 
"just being with the family" 
moved us all.  

Eight CW communities 
from Britain (Oxford, Lon-
don), the Netherlands 
(three from Amsterdam) 

and Germany (Hamburg, 
Dargelütz, Dortmund) 
were represented. We 
were also blessed by the 
presence of friends from 
"sister communities" as 
Emmaus Utrecht and the 
Wulfshagenerhütten Base 
Community.  

Besides listening to 
talks we had a great time 
with campfires, boating on 
and swimming in the lake, 
playing football (that's 
what we call soccer over 
here), singing, chatting, 
and of course with the 
Cabaret. It all finished with 
a beautiful closing worship 
on the lake on Sunday 
morning.  

This year, there was 
nobody from the US pre-
sent (except Jim Forest). 
We would love to have 
you in 2009! If you're inter-
ested in coming, please 
contact Bernd Büscher, 
Kreuzstr. 134, 44137 Dort-
mund, Germany, Bernd-
Buescher@web.de. The 
date is not yet fixed, but 
we'll let you know as soon 
as possible.  

by Frank Cordaro 

Pilots from the Iowa Air 
National Guard's 132nd 
Fighter Wing flew their F-
16 fighter jets back to Des 
Moines, Iowa, as they re-
turned from federal active 
duty in Iraq on Tuesday, 
June 17, 2008, to the Air 
National Guard Base at 
the Des Moines airport. 
These twelve pilots and 
jets were deployed from 
the 132nd Fighter Wing in 
missions in support of 
ground forces primarily in 
Iraq.  The main body of 
the deployment, com-
posed of about 230 Air-
men, returned to Des 
Moines later in the week. 

The good news is that 
the pilots of the Iowa Air 
National Guard's twelve F-
16 Fighter Jets and the 
deployed Airmen have 
returned to Iowa safe and 
sound. The sad news is 
there is no telling how 
many Iraqis were killed or 
wounded or what level of 
destruction, pain and suf-
fering these F-16s inflicted 
on the people in Iraq as 
they fulfilled their mission. 
Such statistics and facts 
were not released. Nor 
are these statistics and 

facts of any interest to the 
Des Moines Register or 
other commercial news 
media outlets.  And, the 
bad news is that the US-
led war and occupation in 
Iraq continues with no end 
in sight. 

Because of all of the 
above, for ten weeks 
members of the Des 
Moines Catholic Workers 
Community, our friends, 
and other peace makers 
have maintained a weekly 
vigil at the main entrance 
of the Iowa Air Guard fa-

cility, home of the 132nd 
Fighter Wing.  (See June 
11 photo above.) 

Our vigils were small 
(from four to a dozen in 
attendance),  just a lit 
match in a very dark night. 
Yet even a lit match in the 
darkness of night is better 
than no light at all. 

Wednesday, June 18, 
was our last weekly vigil at 
this IA Guard facility. 
Should these F-16s leave 
the state again on another 
deadly mission, we will 
undoubtedly return. 

Vigil for Return of Deployed Iowa Guard 



busy these days trying to 
keep order in the “office,” 
the term we use to de-
scribe the resource room 
on the first floor of Ding-
man House. This is no 
small task given all the 
donations we receive. The 
flooded basement at Ding-
man House has not 
helped much in this regard 
since lots of stuff recov-
ered from the basement is 
now being stored in the 
“office.” When Norman is 
not on duty, he is writing. 
He’s been writing a lot of 
short stories lately and is 
in need of someone to edit  
and type them into an 
electronic form so they 
can be uploaded onto the 
internet. Any takers? 

Mike Fuller is busy with 
his work, taking his share 
of shifts at Dingman 
House, maintaining our 
Peace and Justice Library 
at Berrigan House, and 
watching his granddaugh-
ter Jessica once a week. 
Jessica has been coming 
to the DMCW many years 
now. She is a familiar 
sight at the Berrigan 
House computer table. 
Mike is recovering from an 
infected finger cut that 
landed him in the hospital 
for three days. He is on 
the mend. 

Eddy recently returned 
from Washington, D.C. 
after being put on trial for 
the anti GITMO / torture 
demo last January 11th at 
the Supreme Court. He 
and 33 others were found 
guilty of trespass. Eddy 
was one of four Iowans on 
trial in DC along with Brian 
Terrell of the Maloy CW, 
Christine Gaunt and our 
own Kirk Brown. Eddy 
was sentenced to one day 
in jail.  Eddy is bouncing 
back from a virus that laid 

So far this summer has 
been non-stop, with plenty 
to do and lots of surprises. 
We are just wrapping up 
our first two-week Sum-
mer Internship. It was a 
great experience for all, 
especially for us DMCW-
ers. All of the extra hands 
came in handy when it 
came time to clean up our 
three basements from 
months of constant rain. 
We were lucky we were 
not in a flood plain; so 
many Iowans who were 
are flooded out. The state 
is in a real mess.  As we 
send this issue of via 
pacis to our printer to be 
mailed, we are preparing 
to head out to Worcester, 
Massachusetts, for the 
75th Anniversary Celebra-
tion of the Catholic Worker 
movement. We will be 
closing the Dingman 
House for hospitality from 
July 7 to 17 while we are 
at the gathering. 

In the midst of all the 
activity, the leaving of 
Jackie Robinson from our 
community did not go un-
noticed. Jackie’s been 
with us close to ten years. 
She wants to spend more 
time with her new grand-
son and take better care 
of her health. She and 
James promise to stay in 
close contact and will be 
doing a shift or two on a 
regular basis. We miss 
you a bunch Jackie. Drop 
by often.  

That leaves Norman 
Searah, Mike Fuller and 
Ed Bloomer at Ligutti 
House. Norman keeps 

Jacob Olsen continues 
to work in the DMACC 
computer lab and is mas-
tering some of the skills 
and task necessary to do-
ing hospitality at Dingman 
House. He now can mop 
and clean the wood floors 
in Dingman House and is 
allowed to fill in when 
Eddy is not able to do the 
floors.  And he now can 
make a mean pasta salad 
for 90. And he’s moved 
from the third-floor bed-
room in the attic to a sec-
ond-floor bed room. 

Halsey is the newest 
member of the commu-
nity, in his thirty-day tryout 
period, or as I like to call it 
our novitiate. He comes to 
us by way of the Shalom 
Catholic Worker in Kansas 
City, KS. Halsey was one 
of the six Catholic Work-
ers arrested in Kansas 
City, MO., during the Mid-
west Catholic Worker Re-
sistance Retreat. He was 
one of the folks who par-
ticipated in our Summer 
Internship. He comes to 
us well-prepared for a life 
of service to the poor and 
faith-based nonviolent 
resistance. 

Joining the crew in 
Dingman House this sum-
mer is Patrick Bears and 
Colyn Burbank. Both are 
college students. Patrick 
is our Notre Dame sum-
mer student, and Colyn is 
from Des Moines and go-
ing to school at Central 
College in Pella, IA. They 
are bunked out in Ding-
man’s attic. Both partici-
pated in the Summer In-
ternship, and both are a 
great help around the 
houses. Their enthusiasm 
and willingness to work 
are real blessings.  Is 
there any way we can 
keep these guys?  

Richard Flamer, our 
man in Chiapas was with 
us for four weeks. It is al-

him out for 10 days. He, 
too, is on the mend. 

Dingman House is the 
home of Kirk Brown, 
Mohammad Elkhanda-
gawi, Jacob Olson and 
our newest DMCW Halsey 
Reynolds. Kirk’s been 
busy with resistance work. 
Along with Eddy, he stood 
trial in Wash DC to the 
anti GITMO / torture pro-
test at the Supreme Court. 
He was found guilty and 
sentenced to 10 days in 
jail. A great first time ex-
perience of doing time for 
our young resister. When 
he returned to DM he 
joined Mona and me facili-
tating the two-week intern-
ship. He was back in a 
court room to stand trial in 
Polk County for his tres-
pass charge from a March 
19 occupation of a military 
recruitment office in DM 
on the fifth Anniversary of 
the Iraq War on Monday 
June 23rd. Luckily, the 
charges were dropped. 
Kirk has taken on the is-
sue of torture and is doing 
a lot of local organizing 
surrounding it. He is doing 
us proud. 

Mohammad graced our 
community with a Friday 
night presentation at Ding-
man House of his per-
sonal story, what his life 
was like in Sudan, how he 
came to be a  political 
refugee, his heralding 
journey out of Sudan and 
how he landed in the U.S. 
We all learned a great 
deal about Mohammad 
and now know a measure 
of the pain and sorrow he 
carries in his heart. He is 
also dealing with chronic 
back pain caused by an 
injury sustained while 
working in Iowa. He has 
already had back surgery 
but it has brought him little 
relief. Please add your 
prayers to ours  that he 
may recover his physical 
and spiritual health.  

tions.  And, after this is 
combined with my other 
sins, I will accept and take 
my judgment.  But, for 
now, I see God and the 
Devil as the landlords 
working within us toward 
how well we care for our 
Earth home. 

We need to end all 
wars.  We've seen what 
Hurricane Katrina did in 
the Gulf of Mexico and to 
the southern part of the 
U.S.  I wonder what this 
year's hurricanes will be 
like.   

People now sell their 
ocean-front homes along 
the East coast because 
there are so many hurri-
canes.  I worry about the 
nuclear power plants that 
are near the ocean and 
whether or not we'll be 
Europe one day with a 

nuclear cloud over us. 

The fear brings to mind 
another kind of cloud that 
recently hit Parkersburg, 
Iowa, a small town about 
80 miles northwest of Des 
Moines.  A tornado ran a 
path from Aplington to 
Dunkerton, and Parkers-
burg was in that path.  It 
was really big, and so was 
the damage it did.  It flat-
tened most of the town.  
Of the many tornadoes 
that have hit Iowa this 
year, it was the deadliest. 

I have to wonder about 
other parts of the country 
and world and if they too 
are experiencing strange 
and severe weather.  I do 
know most of the glaciers 
are melting and some are 
gone.  Some have re-
ceded into mountains and 
formed large lakes near 

them.  Scientists say 
some glaciers, like the 
one in Patagonia, Argen-
tina, are retreating at the 
rate of 180 feet per year. 

I could go on, but war 
has contributed greatly to 
global warming for years.  
Both World Wars made 
horrible impacts on this.  
We need to change, and 
we need to change now. 
Thank you for your time. 
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our home, that gives us 
water, food, materials to 
build our homes and 
more, needs our help. 

I don't believe that just 
a handful of politicians 
and scientists are going to 
save this world.  But all of 
us, the poor as much as 
the rich, must change—
even if we don't like it.  We 
need to stop producing 
nuclear waste and pass-
ing it onto the next gen-
eration and the next and 
the next.  It's too unfair, 
especially combined with 
the other problems we're 
already passing down. 

If there is a God (and I 
hope there is), and it 
comes time for me to 
stand before him or her, 
I'm going to apologize for 
leaving behind such a 
mess for future genera-

By Norman Searah orman’s Whereabouts N 

ways great to see Rich-
ard. He helps us keep a 
perspective on life in the 
States by sharing with us 
the stories of the struggles 
that our Mayan Indian 
brothers and sisters in 
Chiapas must face just to 
survive. He was back in 
the U.S. to raise monies 
needed to do the many 
important projects they 
have going in Chiapas.  

While Richard was back 
in Des Moines our friend 
Lois Crilly organized a 
public panel that included 
Richard Flamer, Rev. Bob 
Cook, and Rev. Gil 
Dawes. Each has direct 
and extensive experience 
living and working in Cen-
tral America.  Richard 
spoke about his life in 
Chiapas, Rev. Bob talked 
about his work in El Salva-
dor, and Rev. Gill spoke 
about living in Panama. 
They all shared about the 
mostly negative impact 
the U.S. has had on each 
of their adopted countries. 
It was a very revealing 
night. 

Mona Shaw and I are 
the two residents in Berri-
gan House. We both had 
the privilege to going to 
Baltimore and spending a 
week at Jonah House 
helping to celebrate the 
40th Anniversary of the 
Catonsville Nine draft 
board action. The best 
part of the trip was the 
opportunity to spend qual-
ity time with Liz McAlister 
and Susan Crane. I also 
got to spend a couple of 
days at Viva House visit-
ing with Brendan Walsh 
and Willa Bickham. All 
and all, it was a rich and 
fruitful time for both of us. 
We returned to Des 
Moines with a deeper ap-
preciation for the peace-
making work that we are 

By 

Frank 

Cordaro 

Hello!  I would like to 
ask you a personal ques-
tion. 

How are you feeling? 

I feel like it’s time to 
end all wars and put 
away all the things that 
can hurt this Earth that 
we call home. I feel like 
it’s time we start talking 
to each other, even if this 
means learning another 
language.  I feel like it’s 
time to share and share 
openly and honestly. We 
need to teach each other 
things that can help our-
selves and others without 
asking a price.  We all 
live on this Earth/home.  I 
call it a sand box, and no 
matter how old we are or 
how young we are; we’re 
all still children; and 
we’re in this sand box 
together.  And, our Earth, 

ommunity News C 
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When I entered the 
Catholic Worker house, all 
I could see in civil disobe-
dience were fines, jail sen-
tences, loss of reputation, 
etc. This fear revealed the 
severity of my paralysis. 
While living inside a gov-
ernment massively be-
yond human scale, while 
passing the buck to large 
social programs to solve 
problems, while being 
confused at which free-
doms have been whittled 
away in court, my default 
has been inaction—no 
even worse—my default 
has been to not even rec-
ognize the possibility of 
action.  

And I call myself a 
Christian? 

I feel as if another di-
mension has been re-
vealed in my flat world. 
How truly wonderful that 
God has deemed me (and 
you) capable of becoming 
an agent of action in the 
world! How truly humbling 
and exhilarating to know 
that God expects me (and 
you) to participate in 
God’s work!  

I am just at the begin-
ning stage of reshaping 
my reality, but I have 
found great joy in the very 
simple direct action and 
work of mercy of serving a 
meal to the hungry and 
enjoying that same meal 
at a shared table. 

And so who do I have to 
thank? A faceless pro-
gram laced with advertis-
ing for t-shirts, mugs, and 
other merchandise? No, I 
have a dozen real authen-

Good in Practice: DMCW Summer Internship 

tic people to thank. They 
did not answer my count-
less questions because it 
was their job, but because 
they cared. Mona, Frank, 
Norman, Eddie, Mike, Mo-
hammed, Kirk, Halsey, 
Jacob, Matt, Patrick, 
Colin, Gil, Taylor, Eric, 
and all the volunteers at 
the DMCW are the real 
deal. I feel blessed that 
we have crossed paths.  

I also thank our guests. 
I asked a young woman 
who always wears a smile 
how she stayed so posi-
tive. She said she gets her 
inspiration from her faith in 
God. She shared how she 
is looking forward to 
heaven. She talked like a 
prophet about the eternal 
resting place. I have no 
doubt she will find her re-
ward there. And me? Am I 
even looking forward to 
heaven? Hearing her 
speak made me realize 
that if I do not change, this 
privileged life will already 
have been my reward, just 
as Jesus warned. 

Life should not be 
heaven to some and hell 
to others. And if I am 
thinking like a Catholic 
Worker, I will not lay in 
bed worrying if the gov-
ernment will be able to 
solve all the problems. A 
Catholic Worker thinks of 
her hungry neighbors, the 
homebound and ill, the 
imprisoned and enslaved, 
and she acts in the most 
immediate and effective 
way to show God’s out-
pouring love. I pray God 
grants me (and you) the 
courage.  

A Cry to the Leader 

by Taylor Hays 

 
Can you see 
    The fear in their eyes? 
Can you hear, 
   Their hearts crying out for peace? 
No, you can't, 
    Because you don't want to. 
You say you care, 
    But do you really mean it? 
I don't believe, 
    What you say, 
Because you've lied to us, 
    Too many times. 
Did you ask us, 
    If we wanted this war? 
No, you didn't, 
    But you don't care. 
You get paid, 
    Same as every day. 
But down here, 
    People are suffering. 
Not getting paid, 
    For the work they've done. 
Teenagers lose jobs 
    But they still have to care for their moms. 
So what are you going to do? 
    You are our leader, so do something. 
End the war, 
    Bring home our loved ones. 
Stop the violence, 
    And feed the hungry. 
As for me, 
    I don't want a thing. 
Just take care of the others, 
    Don't worry about me. 

 
 
by Kate 
Errthum  

 
 
 
 

Seven participants from 
four different states joined 
the Des Moines Catholic 
Worker Summer Intern-
ship, June 11-24, 2008.  
The two weeks included 
hands-on experience with 
the hospitality arm of our 
community, as well as 
educational classes and 
seminars  in a variety of 
subjects regarding the 
Catholic Worker move-
ment and social justice 
action. 

Kate Errthum from Wi-
nona, Minnesota, was one 
of the interns and wrote 
the following reflection 
about the experience. 

_________ 

When goodness and 
simplicity have been com-
moditized, where do you 
go to find the real thing? 
Like a beacon in the 
pages of the Via Pacis, 
the answer that presented 
itself was the Des Moines 
Catholic Worker intern-
ship. While at the DMCW, 
I was able to confront 
some of our bourgeois 
and capitalist society’s 
most destructive tenets 
with the support of a lov-
ing and feisty community.  

It turns out I am not the 
only person crippled by 
fear in today’s world. It is 
not merely my personality 
that causes me to be anx-
ious when confronted with 
direct action, volunteer 
poverty, bottom-up solu-
tions, a precarious lifestyle 
that trusts God, and radi-
cal egalitarianism. 

Fear and anxiety are 
consequences of a society 
focused on efficient 
“progress” and industrious 
movement up the wealth 
and power pyramid. There 
is a fear of landing at the 
bottom of the heap- dis-
graced by labels like lazy, 
incompetent, and dimwit-
ted. But there doesn’t 
have to be a pyramid. God 
is certainly not ranking his 
children. And if God were, 
the poor would be first. Left-to-right, front row: Halsey Reynolds, Patrick Bears, Colyn Burbank 

Back row: Kate Errthum, Eric Errthum, Gil Landolt, Taylor Hays 

Calloused Calamity 

by Halsey Reynolds 

 
Latent on the sidewalks, 
Exhausting veins for dope. 
Watch them mill their fangs. 
Tongues bent into knots. 
 
Godot's not coming today, 
Yesterday was barren. 
Can't get her off your clock, 
Indeed, 
If it be yours. 
 
Get on with the venue, 
Circus freak on their stage. 
Give us something to believe, 
No living just to breathe. 
There's a touch he should procure, 
Civil obedience will let you know. 
 
Need something to keep breathing for? 
Alas, 
What are you waiting for? 
Tomorrow you say? 
Same death, same life. 
 
Won't carry us higher, 
Feeding the funeral pyre. 
 
Empire, Empire, Empire… 

More than 100 people circled at the entrance of the Federal Building in Kansas City, MO, on Monday, April 28, 2008, to protest U.S. immigration policies.  The action 
was the culmination of the 6th Annual Midwest Catholic Workers Resistance Retreat held this year in Kansas City, MO.  Six were arrested including, Frank Cordaro, 57, 
Catholic Worker from Des Moines, Iowa; Eric Garbison, 39, Kansas City Catholic Worker (Cherith Brook House); Mike Leutgeb Munson, 25, Catholic Worker from Wi-
nona, MN; Jacob Olzen, a peace activist from Roselle, IL; Harold "Halsey" Reynolds IV, 30, then of the Kansas City, KS, Catholic Worker (Shalom House) and now a 
Catholic Worker in Des Moines; and Henry Stoever, 59, attorney and peace activist from Overland Park, KS. 



 

by Frank 
Cordaro 

 

 

 

Personal 
Epiphanies that 
go on and on… 

Last month Mona 
Shaw and I had the privi-
lege of spending a week 
in Baltimore, Maryland, at 
Jonah House to help 
celebrate the 40th Anni-
versary of the Catonsville 
Nine witness, a protest 
that started one of the 
most successful and ef-
fective civil disobedience 
campaigns in US history.   

On May 17, 1968, dur-
ing the height of the Viet-
nam War, nine Catholic 
peace activists entered 
the Catonsville, Mary-
land, draft board office 
located on the second 
floor of the local Knights 
of Columbus Hall and 
removed 378 draft files. 
The files were mostly 1-A 
records, which corre-
sponded to young men 
considered available for 
immediate and unre-
stricted military service in 
Vietnam. Together the 
nine activists took the 
draft files to the parking 
lot of the building--with 
reporters and camera 
men watching--set the 
files ablaze with home-
made napalm, recited a 
prayer, made statements 
and awaited arrest.  

The Catonsville Nine 
were Father Daniel Berri-
gan, Father Philip Berri-
gan, David Darst, John 
Hogan, Thomas Lewis, 
Marjorie Melville, Tho-
mas Melville, George 
Mische, and Mary Moy-
lan. Together and with 
the help of a support 
team of about fifty close 
friends, they made inter-
national television, radio, 
and newspaper head-
lines. 

There were fifty-some 
similar actions across the 
country and between 
three to four million draft 
files destroyed with these 
efforts.  A short list of the 
draft board actions in-
cludes the Boston Two, 
the Milwaukee 14, the 
Chicago 15, Pasadena 
Three, Silver Spring 
Three, Women against 
Daddy Warbucks, Roch-
ester Flower City Con-
spiracy, Beaver 55, East 
Coast Conspiracy to 
Save Lives in Philadel-
phia, DC Nine, Manhat-
tan Five, New York Eight, 
Boston Eight, Minnesota 
Eight, and the Camden 
28. 

Yet the greatest 
achievement the flames 

ignited at Catonsville may 
not have been its immedi-
ate, visible and effective 
success in destroying 
draft files and ending the 
Vietnam War. The most 
lasting and enduring testi-
mony of the flames ignited 
at Catonsville may well lie 
with the people it changed 
and the lives altered in its 
aftermath.  

When thinking of the 
web of human lives af-
fected by the Catonsville 
Nine action, many not di-
rectly affected at the time 
came under its spell years 
after the witness. That’s 
certainly been the case in 
my connection with 
Catonsville.  

 

1968 

Recalling the Catons-
ville 9 impact in ten-year 
intervals, in 1968 I was in 
my last two years at 
Dowling High School, one 
of two Catholic High 
Schools in the city of Des 
Moines. Dowling was an 
all-boys school and St. 
Joseph Academy was all 
girls.  My father was a 
coach and the athletic di-
rector at Dowling at the 
time. My life ambition con-
sisted of playing football 
with the hope of securing 
an athletic scholarship. 
Our school was situated in 
the middle of one of the 
poorest Black neighbor-
hoods in the city, and our 
family was leading the 
effort to get the school 
moved to the west side of 
town to a bigger plot of 
land in a much more afflu-
ent neighborhood.  

Despite all the social 
and political turmoil taking 
place in the nation and in 
our own city surrounding 
the issues of poverty, ra-
cism and the Vietnam 
War, I--except for the 
drive to and from school--
was completely insulated 
from these events. I was 
solidly behind our nation's 
Vietnam War effort and 
believed the advocates for 
civil rights were way too 
pushy.  

My true allegiance 
came to the surface when 
some of the smartest and 
brightest members of my 
class published an alter-
native newspaper called 
the Sober Eye suggesting 
that the Vietnam War was 
immoral and that Dowling 
high school should con-
sider staying in the inner 
city as a sign of support 
and solidarity to the strug-
gling poor and Black fami-
lies who were our 
neighbors. I led the 
charge at school to have 
these guys kicked out for 
being unpatriotic and an 
embarrassment to our 
school! When I first heard 
of the Catonsville Nine I 
felt ashamed and angry 
that Catholics, especially 

Catholic priests, had acted 
so unpatriotically.  

 

1978 

Ten years later, in 
1978, I found myself back 
in the same neighborhood 
I feared so much in high 
school. Only at this time, 
we were two years into 
creating a Catholic Worker 
community in Des Moines.  

I had won that athletic 
scholarship that I wanted 
in high school and at-
tended the University of 
Northern Iowa (UNI).  I 
played football, wrestled, 
and earned a B.A. in 
Physical Education and 
Health. I also found Jesus 
in college, read the New 
Testament (for what 
seemed to be the first 
time), and made a com-
mitment to follow this 
newly discovered Jesus 
wherever “He” led me. 
Upon graduating from col-
lege, I entered the semi-
nary to become a priest.  I 
spent my first summer in 
an African American par-
ish in the South Bronx and 
my second summer at the 
Catholic Worker in Daven-
port, Iowa.  In my third 
year of seminary I fell in 
love, dropped out of the 
seminary and helped start 
the Des Moines Catholic 
Worker.  

Most importantly, I had 
undergone a major 
metanoia, a transforma-
tion of mind and heart, 
between 1968 and 1978 
from being a pro-USA Em-
pire, pro-rich, pro-war 
Catholic to an anti-USA-
Empire, pro-poor, pacifist 
Catholic. The discovery of 
Dorothy Day and the 
Catholic Worker move-
ment had a great deal to 
do with my transformation. 
However, my full spiritual 
makeover was complete 
only after meeting the Ber-
rigan brothers, Dan and 
Phil. Once I discovered 
who Dan and Phil Berri-
gan were, I made every 
effort to seek them out. I 
would travel days to go 
listen to them whenever 
they were in the Midwest.  

It was during this time 
that I was re-introduced to 
the events surrounding 
the Catonsville Nine wit-
ness and its significance 
to the Vietnam Anti-War 
movement. And I wit-
nessed its influence and 
formational importance to 
a growing faith-based, 
nonviolent, resistance 
peace movement that was 
taking shape in the post-
Vietnam War years of 
which I was a part. 

In the summer of 1977 I 
traveled to Baltimore, 
Maryland, to join others 
for a Jonah House Sum-
mer Nonviolent Resis-
tance Training Session. 
The two-week immersion 
experience ended at the 

Pentagon on August 9th, 
the anniversary of the 
USA A-bombing of Na-
gasaki, Japan. I did my 
first act of civil disobedi-
ence with a spilling of 
blood on the Pentagon 
pillars. I was immediately 
arrested and thrown in jail. 
Fifteen days later, I went 
to trial, was found guilty 
and spent another fifteen 
days in jail. The experi-
ence was life-changing, 
and I have not been the 
same since.  

By the time the Berri-
gans were released from 
federal prison for the 
Catonsville Nine witness, 
the Vietnam War was 
winding down, leaving Phil 
and Dan Berrigan and 
kindred anti-war resisters 
to discern where to go 
from there. Phil and Liz 
McAlister started their 
family and founded Jonah 
House, a full-time resis-
tance community in Balti-
more, Maryland. Dan re-
turned to the NYC Jesuit 
community. They never 
stopped their resistance 
ways.  With others on the 
East Coast, they started 
showing up at the Penta-
gon, doing blood spilling 
witnesses on the Penta-
gon pillars. Their focus 
shifted at these actions 
from a specific war to the 
war machine itself, and 
more specifically toward 
the nuclear arms race. 
Choosing blood as their 
medium was intentional 
and profound. Spilling 
blood on the Pentagon 
pillars exposed the Penta-
gon for what it really is, a 
temple of death, and a 
squanderer of life. 

I remember well these 
havens of discernment at 

Jonah House. After my 
1977 witness at the Pen-
tagon I made it a point to 
visit Jonah House at 
least once or twice each 
year. It was at this time I 
started to see Dan and 
Phil as my "Rabbis" and 
Jonah House as the 
Mother House for the 
growing faith-based, non-
violent, resistance tribe.  I 
was a disciple of their 
school of studies and 
practices in biblical 
peacemaking. I remem-
ber a conversation I had 
with Bishop Dingman 
during this time after he 
asked me what it was 
about Jonah House that 
most impressed me. I 
told the Bishop it was 
that they based every-
thing they said and did 
on the scriptures. By my 
lights they were following 
the Jesus I had discov-
ered and promised to 
follow when I had been a 
student at UNI. 

A lesson I learned in 
my summer of 1977 was 
that if we were going to 
stop the war machine we 
were going to have to 
take personal responsi-
bility toward making that 
happen. The wisdom the 
folks at Jonah House 
passed on from the 
Catonsville Nine was that 
we can’t wait for the 
Church big “C” nor 
Church leadership to 
take the necessary action 
to make peace happen. 
We needed to stop look-
ing backwards to the 
Church to start fulfilling 
the Gospel mandate to 
be peacemakers. Instead 
we needed to look for-
ward and be the “Church’ 

Celebrating Catonsville 9’s 40th Anniversary 

Continued on page 6 
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Phillip and Daniel Berrigan toss lit matches on burning draft 

records in Catonsville, MD, in 1968. 
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ery systems and the facto-
ries that manufacture 
them. Their tools for disar-
mament are primarily and 
essentially their own bod-
ies, plus the symbolic 
tools, such as the ham-
mers and blood, they 
bring with them.   

Building upon lessons 
learned with Catonsville 
and knowing the world 
can’t wait for the Church 
(“big C") and its Church 
leadership to take the ac-
tion needed to stop the 
nuclear arms race (noble 
statements not withstand-
ing), Plowshares activists 
knew they would have to 
be the "Church" that they 
wanted to see in the 
world.  And so, they be-
gan the process of nuclear 
disarmament, one person, 
one weapon, one hammer 
at a time.  Since 1980, 
more than 80 different 
Plowshares actions have 
taken place on three dif-
ferent continents, and a 
couple hundred activists 
have cumulatively served 
several hundreds of years 
of jail time for their ac-
tions. 

As soon as I heard 
news of the Plowshares 
Eight witness, I under-
stood the truth and right-
ness of their actions. I 
also knew I needed to 
stay as far away as possi-
ble from joining a Plow-
shares witness. The 
heavy price and serious 
consequences of partici-
pating in such witnesses 
served as a great deter-
rent for me. Besides, my 
resistance plate was full. 
My recent "line crossings" 
at Strategic Air Command 
(SAC) in Omaha landed 
me a sure six months sen-
tence.  It cost me six 
months each and every 
time I crossed onto Offutt 
AFB’s property line and 
that was all the jail time I 
felt I need to take on. Be-
sides, my life as a parish 
priest, and my experiment 
with my diocese to wed 
parish-based and ministry 
with resistance was wor-
thy of my time and energy.  

Still, the call to do a 
Plowshares Witness was 
never far from my heart 
and soul. I began to 
measure my life’s work by 
its value in lieu of my not 
doing a Plowshares Wit-
ness. 

 

1998 

By 1998 my experiment 
in developing a parish-
based resistance model of 
priestly ministry had come 
to an end. Neither the 
bishop nor the priests on 
the personnel board were 
open to my continued re-
sistance ways. With my 
options for doing resis-
tance in my diocese com-
ing to an end, the call to 
become part of a Plow-
shares Witness came 
again; and I felt I no 

Catonsville 9’s 40th Anniversary 
Continued from page 5 

longer had any good ex-
cuses for not joining.  

On May 17, 1998, I was 
one of five in the Gods of 
Metal Plowshares witness 
at Andrews Air Force 
Base in southern Mary-
land near Washington, 
D.C.  Jonah House Com-
munity members Sisters 
Ardeth Platte OP and 
Carol Gilbert OP, plus 
Washington, D.C. Catholic 
Worker Kathleen Boylan, 
Peoria Diocese Priest Fa-
ther Larry Morlan, and I 
took hammers and blood 
to a B-52 bomber that was 
on display during Andrews 
annual Air Show. That our 
witness took place on the 
30th Anniversary of the 
Catonsville Nine witness 
was not lost on the five of 
us. We intentionally 
whacked the B-52 thirty 
times in all to represent 
the 30 years that sepa-
rated our Plowshares Wit-
ness and the Catonsville 
Nine Witness. That we 
acted on the anniversary 
of Catonsville Nine was a 
happy happenstance to 
what I believed to be a 
direct link between 
Catonsville and my faithful 
journey with the Catholic 
Worker, the Berrigan 
brothers, Jonah House 
and the U.S. faith-based 
non violent resistance 
movement.  

For me, the most direct 
and personal connection 
between Catonsville and 
our plowshares witness 
was the measure of risk. 
Prior to considering this 
Plowshares witness the 
likely consequences for 
my acts of civil disobedi-
ence were manageable 
and usually predictable. 
With convictions always in 
the misdemeanor range, I 
knew I was never risking 
anything more than a few 
months in jail.  My "line 
crossings" at Offutt AFB 
were the most predictable 
of my direct action efforts. 
By the mid-1980s each 
time I trespassed onto 
Offutt property I received 
a six-month sentence.  
This sentence did not 
change for my eight sub-
sequent crossings 
(including twice since the 
Gods of Metal Plowshares 
witness). The threat and 
fear of going to jail for six 
months becsme manage-
able and almost routine. 
By the time I stood before 
a federal judge in Omaha 
to be sentence for line 
crossing at Offutt, I felt I 
was in control. My life's 
responsibilities were ar-
ranged, and my jail sup-
port team was intact.  To 
not be sentenced to six 
months incarceration 
would have been a disap-
pointment.  

Entering into the Plow-
shares process I found no 
predictability of the out-
come or consequences. I 
might have been risking 
many months if not years 
of imprisonment. This 
made doing a plowshares 
witness quantitatively and 

therefore qualitatively dif-
ferent from any other risk I 
had taken for peace be-
fore. My fears were real 
and at times paralyzing. 
My prayer life was never 
more intense and mean-
ingful. I had left my parish 
and diocese without per-
mission. I had also left my 
mother who was in the 
early stages of Alzheimer. 
The thought that after 
serving a lengthy sen-
tence that I could return 
home to a mother, who (if 
she were still alive) would 
not know who I was, was 
breaking my heart. Every 
meaningful relationship I 
had at the time was under 
great stress; some were 
lost.  

It was at this level of 
"truth and consequences" 
that I felt I most personally 
connected with the 
Catonsville Nine witness. 
Their risk was open-ended 
also. They had no idea 
how hard the state was 
going to come down on 
them. It was very possible 
that they could have spent 
many, many years in 
prison for their actions 
with bridges burnt and 
relationships lost; and, yet 
they acted anyway.  

For the Gods of Metal 
Plowshares, within weeks 
of the arrest, the Federal 
District Attorney lowered 
the original multiple Fed-
eral felony charges (that 
carried up to 30 years in 
jail) for all us down to one 
misdemeanor destruction 
of property charge (less 
than a $1,000 damages) 
that carried no more than 
a year in jail. As soon as I 
heard this news my whole 
world changed. My old life 
was given back to me.  
This degree of conse-
quence was familiar, and I 
felt somewhat back in 
control. 

 

2008 

Now comes May 17, 
2008, the 40th Anniver-
sary of the Catonsville 
Nine and the 10th Anni-
versary of our Gods of 
Metal Plowshares witness.  
Much has changed since I 
took hammer and blood to 
that B-52 Bomber at An-
drews AFB.  

After serving a six-
month sentence for my 
Plowshares effort (a sweet 
deal by the standards of 
Plowshares actions), I 
returned to my diocese 
and was still open to con-
tinuing my priestly service. 
After months of delicate 
negotiations and a year of 
voluntary leave of ab-
sence, a compromise was 
struck between me and 
my Bishop. The agree-
ment was that I could no 
longer speak publicly 
about changes I wanted to 
see in my Church.  Spe-
cifically that meant I could 
not publicly call for the 
ordination of women as 
priests, nor could I advo-
cate that the Church re-
evaluate its stand on sex-
ual matters having to do 
with birth control or its po-
sition on LGBT people 
and their families.  Finally 
I could no longer openly 
organize for a more open, 
transparent and democ-
ratic governing structure 
within the Catholic 
Church. In exchange for 
this, the diocese would be 
open to my continued re-
sistance efforts on a case-
by-case basis.  An added 
plus in all this was that I 
was permitted to take up 
residence at the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker. 
My sixteen-year absence 
from the Des Moines 
Catholic Worker had come 
to an end. I began a se-
ries of six month tempo-
rary parish assignments. 

In September, 2001, I 
had a life-threatening 
heart attack, and it took an 
entire year to fully recover. 
It took another year for me 
to come to my senses.  
Choosing life over death, I 
petitioned the Bishop for 
yet another year’s leave of 
absence. I needed to de-
cide once and for all if I 
wanted to remain a priest. 
Through it all I remained 
faithful to my nonviolent 
resisting ways.  I formally 
resigned from active 
priestly life in August of 
2004. Soon after, we 
opened the Phil Berrigan 
Catholic Worker House in 
the original house where 

Continued on page 9 

by bringing the nonviolent 
fight for peace directly to 
the State and its war-
making machine. In doing 
so, we put flesh and 
bones on our Church’s 
peace and justice state-
ments and helped put the 
Church on record to be 
the peacemakers they 
profess to be. 
 

1988 

Ten years later, in 
1988, I am a parish priest 
serving the Catholic rural 
communities in Harrison 
County, Iowa. I had fallen 
out of love, left the DMCW 
in 1983, requested to re-
enter the ordination proc-
ess on the rebound, spent 
two years time in the 
seminary at St John’s in 
Collegeville, Minnesota, 
and, to the surprise of 
many, me included, was 
ordained by Blessed 
Bishop Dingman in 1985 
to the Diocese of Des 
Moines. By 1988, I was 
three years into an experi-
ment with my diocese to 
develop a model of parish-
based priestly ministry 
that included nonviolent 
resistance. During these 
years I was organizing as 
many farm protests as I 
was anti war protest at 
Offutt AFB. 

By 1988 Dan and Phil 
Berrigan and the other 
folks at Jonah House were 
deep into Stage Two of 
the ripple effects of the 
Catonsville Nine witness, 
a.k.a., the Plowshares 
Movement. In 1980, eight 
Catholic peace activists 
entered a General Electric 
weapons factory in King of 
Prussia, Pennsylvania, 
and took hammers to and 
poured blood on the nose 
cones of Mark-12 nuclear 
missles. Dubbed the 
Plowshares Eight they 
initiated what came to be 
known as the Plowshares 
Movement. The Berrigan 
brothers were among the 
eight. 

The Plowshares Eight 
Witness was a direct out-
come of their post Cat-
tonsville years of discern-
ment, based on their pro-
active reading of the scrip-
tures and their clear read-
ing of the times. By 1980 
the human race was un-
der the threat of extinction 
by a runaway nuclear 
arms race.  The next logi-
cal faith step in the jour-
ney that started in 1968 
with the Catonsville Nine 
witness was the Plow-
shares Witnesses.  

Taking to heart the 
words of the universalist, 
nonviolent Prophet Isaiah 
(as found in Isaiah 2:4: 
"[nations] shall beat their 
swords into plowshares… 
nor shall they train for war 
again"), Plowshares activ-
ists personally attempt, 
through direct action, to 
disarm nuclear weapons 
as well as weapons deliv-

Cathy Boylan hammers and Frank Cordaro pours blood on a B-52 at 

the Andrews Air Force Base Air Show in 1998 Plowshares Witness. 



The Des Moines and 
Omaha Catholic Worker 
Communities invite you to 
join us for our annual 3-
1/2-day "shake and bake" 
vigil at the gates of Offutt 
Air Force Base, in Belle-
vue, NE, home of the Stra-
tegic Nuclear (StratCom) 
and the US Military Space 
Commands. 

This year's vigil begins 
at the Kinney gate and 
main entrance of Offutt Air 
Force Base, Wednesday, 
Aug 6, 2008, at 8 a.m., the 
hour the United States 
dropped the first atomic 

bomb on Hiroshima. The 
vigil ends Saturday, Au-
gust 9, at 11 a.m., the 
hour the U.S. dropped the 
second atomic bomb on 
Nagasaki. 

Come stand, pray and 
do penance with us. 
Share our hope for peace 
as on the anniversary of 
the US atomic bombing of 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki, 
Japan, on August 6 and 9, 
1945. Contemplate with 
us the work and mission 
Offutt AFB's horrific Com-
mands, the challenges 
they pose to all life on our 

planet, and the evil claim 
the hold on the soul and 
spirit of our nation. 

The vigil starts at 8 a.m. 
and stops at 5 p.m. each 
day except August 9.  On 
the final day, August 9, 
the vigil concludes with a 
prayer circle and possible 
line crossing at 11 a.m. 
We also hope to join oth-
ers in Omaha for evening 
programs focusing on the 
commemoration of the A-
bombings of 1945 and 
related concerns of today. 

Overnight hospitality is 
available starting Tuesday 
evening August 5th. Call 
and let us know you are 
coming. Expect floor 
space and bring your own 
bed roll. 

Everyone is welcome. 
Come for an hour or for 
the entire three days. 

Events are co-
sponsored by Nebraskans 
for Peace 
(nebraskansforpeace.org), 

the Des Moines Catholic 
Worker. and Omaha 
Catholic Worker (no-
nukes.org/cwomaha). 

For more information, 
contact:  

Jerry Ebner 
cwomaha@gmail.com  

402-502-5887  

Frank Cordaro 
frank.cordaro@gmail.com 

515-282-4781  

Elaine Wells 
mmwells1@cox.net 

402-573-1702  
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Annual STRATCOM Vigil remembers 
Hiroshima and Nagasaki 

STRATCOM Vigil Schedule 

Tuesday, August 5 

Evening: Vigil-ers arrive in Omaha set up base in the 
basement of St John's Church, Creighton University.  
Anyone needing a bed or any other special accommoda-
tions please contact Jerry Ebner at the Omaha CW. 
cwomaha@gmail.com, 402-502-5887  

-----------------------  

Wednesday, August 6 

8 a.m. to 5 p.m.: Vigil at Offutt/STRATCOM, the Kenny 
Gate  

7 p.m.: Movie, The Day After Trinity: J Robert Oppen-
heimer and the Atomic Bomb, at the Natural Kind Café, 
302 S 38th St., between Harney (one-way going East) 
and Farnam (one-way going West 

-----------------------  

Thursday, August 7 

8 a.m. to 5 p.m.: Vigil at Offutt /STRATCOM, the Kenny 
Gate  

6 p.m.: Mass and Potluck at Omaha CW – Contact 
Jerry Ebner Omaha Catholic Worker, 
cwomaha@gmail.com, 402-502-5887  

-----------------------  

Friday, August 8 

8 a.m. to 5 p.m.: Vigil at Offutt /STRATCOM, the Kenny 
Gate  

7 p.m.: Power Point Show "The Story of STRATCOM 
at Offutt, its new mission and our resistance to it" by 
Frank Cordaro in the basement of St John's Church at 
Creighton University.  

-----------------------  

Saturday, August 9 

8 a.m. to 11 a.m. Vigil with clos-
ing ceremony and prayer (and line 
crossing, if anyone feels called.)  

6:00 p.m. Peace Seekers and 
Pizza 

7:00 p.m. discussion, reflection 
and leadership support at 4924 
Chicago Street; contact person is 
Jo Peterson at 350-3019.  

the money for the clubs 
and the green fees, you 
don’t get to play. 

This spring I immersed 
myself in a social justice 
experiment that allowed 
me to analyze the value of 
electoral politics in creat-
ing positive change.  It 
would be unfair to report 
that I found no hope for 
change within electoral 
politics.  On the other 
hand, it is generous to 
state there is less hope for 
change to found in elec-
toral politics than investing 
commensurate effort into 
collecting troll dolls or 
wishing on a star. 

Truth and democracy 
in Johnson County, Iowa, 
are like they are any place 
else.  You cannot have a 
functional democracy 
without the truth.  Unfortu-
nately, in electoral politics 
Truth is always the first 
players kicked off the 
team.  The fact that candi-
dates lie, are groomed to 
lie, and are rejected if 
they're not willing to lie, 
spin, hedge, obfuscate, or 
otherwise deny the truth is 
so accepted that we now 
choose candidates based 
as much on the hope they 
are lying as on the hope 

The Absence of There in Electoral Politics 
 

By  

Mona Shaw 

 

 
"If voting made any differ-
ence, it would be illegal."  
                   Phillip Berrigan 

I was a junior in high 
school when our gym 
teacher decided to teach 
us how to play golf.  She 
had acquired an afternoon 
pass at the local country 
club where we took turns 
using a bag of borrowed 
clubs.  Learning to play 
golf is not only learning 
the rules or developing the 
skills to play the game, it 
requires significant knowl-
edge about the equipment 
(putters, drivers, woods 
and irons, etc.) as well the 
courses where it is played.  
One can feel quite clever 
learning and retaining this 
information then impress-
ing others with all one 
knows about the game. 

It’s a lot like electoral 
politics.  It’s a good game 
in theory, and offers a fair 
amount of intellectual 
gratification to know a lot 
about it; but at the end of 
the day, if you don’t have 

they are not.  If I had a 
dollar for each time I've 
heard someone defend a 
candidate's questionable 
position by saying "Well 
she/he has to say that to 
get elected," I could 
probably afford to buy my 
very own candidate.   

And, the problem with 
elected officials is that 
they never stop being can-
didates.  Every remark, 
gesture, and action is 
carefully calculated ac-
cording to how well it will 
translate into campaign 
contributions and reelec-
tion returns at the ballot 
box.  A candidate's 
"electability" holds far 
higher currency than a 
candidate's character. 

The day politics be-
came a career is the day 
democracy died.  On that 
day serving the people 
took second place to 
keeping the job.  And 
when this happened we 
began to hold political of-
fice and office holders in 
higher esteem than the 
People.  Our heart is 
where our treasure is.  
And treasuring the "job" 
spawned other treasures 
or "jobs."  From pollsters 
to pundits to campaign 

managers to lobbyists to 
corporate CEOs, new 
treasures took so much 
from us that there was no 
heart left for the People. 

The toxic waste 
brewed by reverence for 
the "job" has seeped into 
and hijacked the con-
science of the culture-at-
large.  It has poisoned our 
souls to the degree that 
we will spill our last cup of 
decency before we will 
sacrifice a drop of syco-
phancy on the job.  We 
have become so morally 
frail with this sickness that 
we will allow not only the 
children of others but our 
own children to be mur-
dered in a war that we 
know to be hideously im-
moral before we will risk 
our jobs by publicly of-
fending the powers that 
allow this to happen. 

It is frequently sug-
gested (or at least hoped) 
that an antidote to the cor-
ruption in national politics 
is deeper participation in 
local politics.  In local poli-
tics the stakes are not so 
high, nor as wickedly en-
trenched.  On the local 
level you're dealing with 
people you know rather 
than personally-detached 

corporate interests, de-
praved lobbyists, and the 
other shepherds of career 
politicians who prize their 
own jobs most of all. 

The connection be-
tween local and global 
politics is an inescapable 
reality.  As Tip O'Neill's 
father once advised, "all 
politics is local," (even 
though this advice was 
driven by a desire to win 
the "job").  Even if local 
politics holds no answers, 
it is an elementary tem-
plate that instructs where 
we go wrong.   

I chose to study this 
template by running for 
the office of County Audi-
tor in Johnson County, 
Iowa. I had witnessed 
first-hand (while an ac-
count clerk in the Johnson 
County Auditor's Office 
from 2004-06) how the 
incumbent auditor had 
brutally and routinely 
abused his staff, willfully 
violated their negotiated 
labor contract and federal 
laws, and systematically 
discriminated against 
women and people of 
color.  The Auditor's 
abuse and the suffering it 

Continued on page 8 
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caused wasn't the worst 
case of human suffering in 
the world or even the 
County.  Then again, 
choosing the suffering one 
will address on the basis 
of it being the "worst" suf-
fering is a snare that can 
restrain us from address-
ing any suffering at all. 
Plus, this was suffering 
wrought within County 
government itself, and if 
the public officials of the 
County couldn't practice 
the principles they es-
poused within their own 
ranks, how could they be 
trusted to engender these 
for citizens-at-large? 

While confronting hu-
man suffering within the 
electoral political process 
seemed functionally in-
adequate for, if not con-
trary to, expressing the 
personalist philosophy of a 
Catholic Worker, I couldn't 
knowledgeably state there 
was no redress for suffer-
ing in the process unless I 
sincerely tried it.   

In theory it should have 
been an easy fix.  And, if 
the incumbent had been a 
Republican, I wager it 
would have been.  John-
son County is renowned 
as the most "progressive" 
county in Iowa by far.  Or-
ganized labor, civil rights 
advocacy, and progres-
sive politics reputedly rule 
the political scene to the 
degree that detractors and 
fans alike refer to it as the 
"People's Republic of 
Johnson County."  People 
in Johnson County, after 
all, were up-in-arms when 
former Congressman Jim 
Leach insensitively used 
mock Native American 
headdresses as campaign 
paraphernalia, and they 
put a stop to it.   

However, in this case, 
the incumbent was a De-
mocrat who self-identified 
as a "liberal progressive."  
He was a donor to most 
women's and human 
rights causes, made ap-
pearances at their public 
functions, served on area 
human rights committees, 
and was one of the first 
public officials to grace the 
stage at Iowa City's an-
nual Gay Pride Festival.  
And, ironically, he had 
even hosted an interna-
tional meeting on torture. 

Even so, in his official 
role, he fell far short of 
"walking the walk."  Still, it 
seemed reasonable to 
assume that all that was 
required was documenta-
tion or "proof" that a public 
official, regardless of parti-
sanship, had committed 
outrageous violations of 
labor laws and human 
rights principles in order 
for a public official to be 
held accountable and then 
required to change or 
leave.  Initially, I naively 
believed that once proof 
was provided that labor 
leaders, women's, civil 

rights, peace and justice 
activists, and “progress-
sive” public officials would 
insist on the same. 

I had towers of docu-
mentation compiled over a 
two-year span.  My great-
est barrier had not been 
establishing the veracity of 
this "proof," but finding 
anyone willing to look at it.  
I was repeatedly advised 
by public leaders or justice 
advocates that before the 
matter could be consid-
ered that all the existing 
resources for addressing 
these grievances must 
first be exhausted.  I took 
this advice and exhausted 
every available resource 
at least once and most 
more than twice.   

A factor that worked 
against my credibility was 
despite years of abuse 
and discrimination, not a 
single employee had filed 
an employee grievance.  If 
it were true, they would 
have, right? While several 
had complained confiden-
tially to Human Resources 
as well as staff in the 
County Attorney's office, 
they were too afraid of 
retaliation to confront the 
Auditor formally or di-
rectly.  Human Resources 
would tell us that since 
these employees would 
not formally and directly 
complain, the hands of the 
County Attorney's Office 
and H.R.'s were tied from 
doing anything about it.   

I not only filed the first 
employee grievance 
against the Auditor.  I filed 
eight.  It was more than a 
little dispiriting to witness 
a "feminist" assistant 
county attorney (another 
Democrat who would later 
be elected County Attor-
ney) help the auditor iden-
tify "technicalities" (typos 
on filing dates, etc.) in or-
der to dismiss two of 
these grievances to avoid 
their hearing.  I was told 
this was personally painful 
for her since she knew he 
was "guilty as sin," but 
that she was just "doing 
her job."  Only one griev-
ance was denied, and one 
was upheld. The others 
were resolved because 
the Auditor's violation of 
the contract was so fla-
grant that he capitulated 
to negotiated remedies 
again to avoid the finding 
a formal hearing would 
obviously bring.  (Labor 
grievances require the 
employee list a remedy, 
and if the employer 
agrees to the remedy the 
grievance is considered 
resolved. And, while I was 
the first employee to file a 
grievance in the Auditor's 
Office, the trail was 
blazed, and I was not the 
last.) 

After awhile my Union 
representative would es-
sentially tell me "You've 
become almost frighten-
ingly good at arguing and 

winning these grievances.  
You'll no doubt keep win-
ning most of them.  But 
my time is being swal-
lowed up by this, and 
there is nothing in the 
grievance process that 
can make a public official 
stop violating the law or 
even our contract.  He can 
keep violating both.  You 
can keep grieving it.  But 
we can't stop him from 
doing it again.  Eventually 
he'll find some way to fire 
you that will stick, and 
you'll be stopped anyway.  
My best advice to you is 
to let this go and find an-
other job."  Legal viola-
tions by public officials, I 
was told, are a matter for 
the State Attorney Gen-
eral to address not the 
Union or the County. 

So, I faxed an outline 
of my documentation to 
the State Attorney Gen-
eral (a Democrat) and 
asked to meet with a 
member of his staff.  My 
fax was likely still in the 
printer when I received an 
email from the Attorney 
General, himself, declin-
ing to meet with me and 
stating that my concerns 
belonged in the jurisdic-
tion of federal agencies or 
with the Iowa City Human 
Rights Commission.  My 
reply email asking if I 
could meet just once with 
someone from his office 
was ignored.  A former 
deputy in the Auditor's 
office would tell me later 
that as soon as my fax 
had appeared, the Attor-
ney General's Office 
phoned the Auditor and 
reassured him nothing 
would be done with my 
complaint. 

I took the Attorney 
General's advice and filed 
a complaint with the Iowa 
City Human Rights Com-
mission.  Without explana-
tion (or even telling me), 
the Iowa City office, rather 
than review it themselves, 
forwarded the 34-page 
complaint along with sev-
eral hundred pages of 
grievance settlements and 
other documentation to 
the State Human Rights 
Commission in Des 
Moines.  Without a single 
follow-up question or any 
manner of meeting or con-
versation with the Com-

mission, after several 
months and after failing to 
meet its own required 
deadline, I received notifi-
cation that the Commis-
sion was "administratively 
closing" the complaint 
without an investigation 
because the information 
provided was insufficient 
to proceed.  The notice 
was clear that the Com-
mission was NOT stating 
that discrimination and 
retaliation had NOT oc-
curred, but only that they 
were choosing not to in-
vestigate it.  No response 
was given to my concern 
of a possible conflict of 
interest in the Des Moines 
office given that the chair 
of the Iowa Civil Rights 
Commission is one of the 
Johnson County Auditor's 
closest friends.  Even 
though I had proven that 
this same friend at the 
onset of my first employee 
grievance had, at the 
Auditor's bidding and with 
ethical violations of his 
own, solicited others to 
bully me into dropping it.  
The Commission, how-
ever, did advise me that I 
was still free with an attor-
ney to sue on my own. 

I had retained an attor-
ney with borrowed money  
and was ready to proceed 
until I realized two things.  
First, it's simply wrong 
when Civil Rights protec-
tions only work (as is usu-
ally the case) if the victim 
has the personal cash to 
enforce them.  Second, 
holding an elected official 
accountable for violating 
the law is not a winnable 
option.  Even if I perse-
vered through the two or 
so years it would likely 
take to bring my case to 
court, and even if judge 
and jury agreed I'd proven 
my case, the most I could 
win were the actual dam-
ages the discrimination 
had cost me.  Moreover, if 
the County chose to 
"settle" by offering a cash 
payout close to these 
damages without admit-
ting guilt, I could be forced 
to accept the settlement.  I 
didn't want money.  I 
wanted justice.  I wanted 
to end discrimination 
against women and em-
ployee abuse in the Audi-
tor's Office.  And, there 

was nothing provided in 
the Federal Civil Rights 
Act, the Code of Iowa or 
any of our courts that 
could keep a public offi-
cial from doing it again.  
And again. 

I hauled my full basket 
of "exhausted resources" 
back to those I'd first ap-
proached.  "Well, of 
course," they said rolling 
their eyes as if this infor-
mation were as common 
as prayer on Election 
Day, "the only way to 
hold a public official ac-
countable for labor or civil 
rights violations is to get 
them voted out of office."  
And, so, when no one 
else would do so, I filed to 
run against the Auditor. 

Support I'd received 
up to that point was wildly 
enthusiastic compared to 
the support I received in 
the Campaign and led to 
a rehash of partisan cen-
tralism that was itchingly 
petty and mostly too dull 
and repetitive to report.  
The first response came 
after I announced my 
candidacy on a Johnson 
County Democrats for 
America email list I'd be-
longed to for years.  This 
list was created to sup-
port candidates who 
championed progressive 
causes outside the com-
fort level of the Democ-
ratic Party mainstream.  
The moderator (a former 
candidate for chair of the 
Johnson County Democ-
ratic Party) responded to 
my announcement by 
kicking me off the list be-
cause he considered ac-
cusing the Auditor of sex 
discrimination to be a 
personal attack. 

"Just because some-
thing is true doesn’t mean 
you have to say it," he 
wrote. 

Not once did anyone 
tell me in public or in pri-
vate that they didn't be-
lieve the accusations I'd 
made.  Not once.  Direct 
responses to my candi-
dacy were actually scarce 
and basically fell into four 
groups. 

● Those who supported 
me publicly.  All six of 
them. 

8 via pacis, July, 2008 
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Since our last issue of via pacis... 

 

More than one million have died from war, torture, and neglect. 

110 military personnel have been killed in the war in Iraq. 

79 military personnel have been killed in the war in Afghanistan. 

6,250 Americans have died because they don't have health insurance. 

30,000,000 have needed groceries from a food bank. 

What are you doing about it? 
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we had started the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker.  I 
am literally living in the 
same room that I lived in 
when I helped start the 
Catholic Worker back in 
1976. 

The challenge these 
days is to take the lessons 
learned over the last 40 
years and try to apply 
them to the times in which 
we live.  If my journey has 
taught me anything it has 
taught me that life can 
come at me in the full cir-
cles of a spiral with the 
same events and people 
teaching and guiding me 
with each new curve in the 
spiral. Without a doubt, 

the flames ignited with the 
Catonsville Nine Witness 
in May of 1968 have 
played a major role in my 
life’s journey and the 
brothers Dan and Phil 
Berrigan, Jonah House 
and the Plowshares 
Movement continue to be 
guiding lights and points 
of reference for me and 
many others in these trou-
bled and challenging 
times. 

● Those who would vote 
for me privately, but not 
say so publicly.  "I'm vot-
ing for you, and I admire 
you, but I can't afford to 
risk my job, career promo-
tion, tenure promotion, 
donor base, client base, 
re-election campaign, 
merchandising campaign, 
political career, profes-
sional career, academic 
grade, University Athletic 
Club status, dating pool, 
etc., etc., by being publicly 
associated with you. 

● Those who believed the 
Auditor was guilty but re-
fused to vote for or en-
dorse me because they 
disapproved of what I'd 
done or not done about it. 

● Those who believed the 
Auditor was guilty but felt 
partisan loyalty required 
supporting him anyway.  

   All but the first group 
were lying, if not to me 
then to someone else.  
The same way rust is the 
glue that holds an old ja-
lopy together, lying is the 
mortar between the de-
caying bricks of electoral 
politics.  Without lies, the 
whole machine falls apart.   

So, when an Iowa 
state senator told an em-
ployee in the Auditor's 
Office, "Don't worry, we're 
making sure you won't 
lose Tom."  The employee 
wasn't sure if the senator 
was really that oblivious 
about their working condi-
tions or shooting a veiled 
threat toward anyone else 
who might think to com-
plain about it.  In either 
event, they knew compas-
sion for them was not the 
senator's priority. 

Democratic Party lead-
ership was as irritated as 
an infected mosquito bite 
at a flea family reunion to 
be forced to determine 
how to discredit someone 
who'd exposed one of 
their own and not risk ap-
pearing to condone the 
malpractice I'd exposed.  
As one labor leader put it, 
"Mona couldn't care less if 
this damages the Party's 
image or threatens the 

fragile complexities of po-
litical relationships that it's 
taken us years to culti-
vate." 

The first tact was to 
simply ignore or attempt to 
quash these allegations 
from public view.   

The local press, para-
noid about unlikely law 
suits, wouldn't even print 
the allegations in quotes.  
Party-loyal forum modera-
tors limited the questions 
to issues that didn't con-
sider them.  They did not 
hide their disapproval 
when I squeezed as many 
as I could into 30-second 
intervals anyway.   

The second tact was 
whispering wrinkled-nose 
insults that were as amus-
ing as hurtful and that 
came back to me quickly. 

"She's not a team 
player." (How would they 
know?  We've not played 
on the same team.) 

"If the choice is be-
tween a communist and a 
drunk (alluding to the 
Auditor's DUIs and driving 
employees while drunk), 
you pick the drunk."  (It's 
not just that I'm not a 
Communist but, given the 
notorious Vodka con-
sumption by leaders of the 
former Soviet Union, can 
such a distinction even be 
made?) 

"If she's elected, she'll 
use that office to end the 
war in Iraq."  (Well, only if 
that’s possible.) 

The most peculiar criti-
cism was that I'd disquali-
fied myself by being too 
personal.  A party official 
attempted to explain this 
to me by pointing out that I 
couldn't be objective be-
cause I had been person-
ally victimized by the Audi-
tor.  When I asked him if 
he might then publicly 
take up the matter, he ex-
plained, although he be-
lieved it to be true, he 
wasn't qualified because 
he had not personally wit-
nessed the abuse himself.  
When I asked him who 
then was qualified to take 

the problem to the public 
he said, "That's a good 
question." 

I might have taken the 
critique of being too per-
sonal as a compliment, 
had I been able to in-
crease any palpable effect 
of personalism within 
party ranks.  I'd docu-
mented that the lives of at 
least eight women and an 
African American man had 
their lives thrown into up-
heaval from fleeing the 
Auditor's mistreatment 
and discrimination, and 
one woman had even won 
workman's compensation 
based on her claim that 
her health had been dam-
aged to the point she 
couldn't work because of 
the Auditor's abuse.  De-
spite the fact that I knew 
these cases to be the tip 
of the iceberg, not one 
single person in a position 
to do something about it 
ever came to me express-
ing personal interest, let 
alone compassion, for 
these workers. 

Not a single feminist, 
peace and justice, or labor 
group or leader came for-
ward to stand up for these 
workers.  In fact, holding 
more regard for loyalty to 
power than confronting 
the abuse of power, a 
number even publicly en-
dorsed the Auditor.  At 
least two of these leaders 
privately acknowledged 
they knew he was guilty.  
(The fact that I was the 
only candidate on the 
Johnson County Democ-
ratic Primary ballot not a 
white, heterosexual man 
by itself reveals a story.) 

In any event—to them 
all—the fact that I had 
publicly said that the Audi-
tor had done these things 
was more interesting, con-
troversial and disturbing 
than the fact that the Audi-
tor had done them. 

It's a wrenching thing 
to discover that the worker 
and human rights protec-
tions we've worked so 
hard to win are worthless 
to those who need them 
most.  It's sobering to real-
ize that all I've accom-
plished after a lifetime of 

human rights advocacy is 
that I've helped a handful 
of already over-privileged 
people get better jobs. 

By the time Election 
Day arrived, I would have 
been stunned to win fifty 
votes.  Not only shunned 
by the party in power, I'd 
run a provocatively uncon-
ventional campaign.  I'd 
taken no campaign contri-
butions, printed no buttons 
or yards signs, mailed no 
campaign leaflets, held no 
fund-raisers, ran no news-
paper or radio ads, nor 
reeled in one "big name" 
endorsement.  I put up a 
web-site and sent out a 
broadcast email to about 
700 people pointing them 
to it, attended two public 
candidate forums, and 
simply told the truth.   

I also refused to tout 
my "professional" accom-
plishments because it's 
supposed to be true that 
any common citizen with 
obvious intelligence, tal-
ent, and conviction should 
be as eligible to serve in 
public office as those with 
credentials only available 
to the economically privi-
leged.  In this context, I 
surfaced as the only can-
didate who took my candi-
dacy seriously. The rest 
were in it for the stunt of 
proving their electability 
and scoring the job. 

It is necessary to re-
veal, and for honest jus-
tice seekers to realize, 
that, even on the local 
level, electoral politics 
does not make good use 
of our time.  It isn't that 
you can't help people 
unless you win.  It's that 
you can't help people if 
you do.  The beast is all 
belly and devours all 
heart. Wherever there is 
heart for healing human 
suffering lies, however 
harsh or not harsh that 
suffering may be, heart is 
not there.  We need to 
stop looking there.  We 
cannot make change in a 
temple controlled by the 
money-lenders and other 
masters of evil. 

Even though I lost the 
election, I received far 
more than fifty votes. I 

received 31% of them.  I 
collected nearly the per-
centage received by Ed 
Fallon (a self-identified 
"progressive" U.S. con-
gressional candidate for 
Iowa's third district) who 
went into debt for his race, 
and as much as a previ-
ous candidate who'd chal-
lenged the Auditor; both 
had run full-blown cam-
paigns with "power-house" 
endorsements and had 
played by party rules.  I 
received 60% of the vote 
in some low-income pre-
cincts.  Not surprisingly, I 
lost by the highest mar-
gins in precincts where 
mostly affluent, "liberal" 
Democrats reside. 

Hope for humanity lies 
with that 31 percent, those 
who see through the lies 
and are ready to act to 
end suffering if someone 
just shows a way.  When 
we treasure them, rather 
than the electoral political 
machine where moths 
corrupt and thieves steal, 
we treasure justice.  

The call for justice isn't 
for those who have to be 
talked into it but for those 
who can't be talked out of 
it.  Change isn’t wrought 
by holding a high-minded 
opinion or spending five 
minutes in a voting booth.  
Change is measured by 
the amount of personal 
sacrifice and human eq-
uity we’re willing to put on 
the line. 

Evil isn’t wrought by 
systems, including elec-
toral politics, it’s wrought 
by people who have con-
structed systems to make 
it easier to commit evil. 

Change will not come 
from coddling or compro-
mising with the masters of 
war, torture, suffering, and 
evil.  It will come as we, 
more and more, take the 
evidence of the suffering 
they are causing to their 
doorstep, call them to re-
pentance, and then refuse 
to leave until their hearts 
are touched enough that 
they emerge from their 
temples and join us in 
making that change. 
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The Loaves and Fishes 

Catholic Worker Com-

munity in Duluth, Min-

nesota, together with 

the Anathoth Commu-

nity in Luck, Wisconsin, 

will host the 2008 an-

nual Midwest Catholic 

Worker gathering at 

Sugar Creek in Cedar 

County in Iowa, Sep-

tember 19 - 21.  

Contact information: 

Greg Boertje-Obed  
218-728-0629  
obedsinduluth@yahoo.com 

Mike Miles 
715-472-8721  
anathoth@lakeland.ws 



By Renee Espeland 
 

I was in Washington, 
D.C. acting in sup-
port of thirty-five peo-
ple on trial.  Eighty 

people in all were arrested on 
January 11, 2008, and charges 
ranged from “unlawful free 
speech” to “causing a harangue” 
at the Supreme Court of the 
United States or both.  The issue 
of torture, a fog: searing and ago-
nizing throughout. The torture vic-
tim often begs for the release 
found in death yet the object of 
torture is to deny both death and 
life. Torture rewinds any notion of 
gospel, of love, of civilized behav-
ior or of law.   

I began to fantasize about how 
I would behave or react if it were I 
at Guantanamo.  How would I sur-
vive—what would I do?  I won-
dered how I would behave if I 
were one of the guards or interro-
gators—who am I, what atrocities 
would I commit?  We know from 
the Stanford Prison Experiment 
(www.prisonexp.org) that none of 
us are safe from corruption.  (See 
Philip Zimbardo’s new book, The 
Lucifer Effect: Understanding How 
Good People Turn Evil.   

Who am I, given that I claim an 
Easter religion and a faith based 
on the life and teachings of Je-
sus?  Is it all about the blood sac-
rifice of Jesus the Christ to atone, 
fulfill, and appease?  If it is, this, 
for me, becomes a slippery slope 
into inaction. The lack of credence 
placed on Jesus’ death as an exe-
cution (for causing a harangue 
and unlawful speech and the like) 
borders on profane. The inclina-
tion of religion to frame his death 
as a predestined portal into the 
great beyond gives me more ex-
cuse than courage.  Whoever said 
that I was here to save the world; I 
am not “Big D” divine am I?  
There will be no sacred literature 
written about me, I was not there 
“In the beginning.” I am not a the-
ology.  I was arrested on Jan.11, 
2008, and yet I was afraid of the 
expense and time of a trial so I 
was not with the group on trial.  I 
did not want to be an irresponsible 
mother, or a drain on the family 
budget, or face conflict in a mar-
riage.   I too often do not risk ven-
turing out of my comfort zone 
even when that venture would not 
even qualify as discomfort.  

A friend was telling me about 
her difficulty with mean-spirited 
and undermining behaviors at her 
work.  She had discussed this 
with a wise woman in her life and 
had been encouraged to fast.  
She was ready to dismiss this ad-
vice when the women clarified 
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O n January 11, 2008, hundreds descended on the National Mall in Washington, D.C. as part of an International Day of Action demanding the shut-down of the U.S. prison in Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, an end to the torture inflicted there, and justice for those detained.   
Eighty were arrested with some taking stet agreements.  Thirty-four, including Des Moines Catholic Workers Ed Bloomer and Kirk Brown, 
were eventually tried and found guilty on May 28, 2008. Below are two reflections by two members of the original action.  For full reports and 
photos go to www.witnesstorture.org. 

By Kirk Brown 

 
For the purposes of 
this report rome was 
never a real place 
and therefore there 
was never any real 

such thing as a roman.  Rather, 
history of human relations, corpo-
rately interpersonal and interper-
sonally corporate, is about the 
powers that influence and shape 
interactions, included in this equa-
tion is human power.  Terms like 
rome, roman, america, american 
etc. are words that relate to com-
binations of power playing out in 
the world.  And now please turn 
your attention to the week of May 
30th, 2008, to June 6th, 2008, 
from there we'll move backward to 
January 11, 2008, and conclude 
with June 12, 2008, and finally 
perch on the "present." 

On the locals and some in the 
group who were familiar with DC 
city jail the impression was formed 
indicating DC jail as one of the 
tougher jails in the country.  
Through recounting some of their 
stories I received a brief and gen-
tle preparation for the realities that 
lay before.  By the time sentenc-
ing came around it had become 
apparent that a story of my own 
was in the making. 

Of the Iowans gone to trial, Ed 
Bloomer was the first to receive a 
sentence.  Then, of the Iowans 
came Christine Gaunt.  The sen-
tence recommendation for Chris 
was ten days suspended jail time, 
a fine and a year of probation.  
After respectfully refusing proba-
tion and receiving a sentence of 
ten days in jail up front plus a fine, 
Christine was taken by the mar-
shals to the holding cell on the 
other side of the courtroom.  
When my own sentencing arrived 
I asked for a sentence in solidarity 
with Chris, the judge granted my 
request, and I was taken by the 
marshals to the holding cell on the 
other side of the courtroom. 

The jail intake process was not 
surprisingly prolonged and it was-
n't until mid Saturday morning that 
I was finally in a regular cell.  
There were of course intake hold-
ing cells, the holding cells I was in 
were constantly being refilled from 
Friday evening until Saturday 
morning with about a dozen in-
mates clad in orange jumpsuits.  
There were three females and five 
males from the 34 convicted on 
Friday that were in DC jail over 
night, four others had been held 
and released. 

The females were Susan 
Crane, Eve Tetaz and Christine 
Gaunt, the males were Carmen 
Trotta, Ed Kinane, Bill Streit, Brian 

Terrell and myself.  In the words 
of a warm welcome and a posture 
of openness to conversation from 
the guards and a lot of the other 
inmates, hospitality in jail was re-
vealed in piercing contrast to the 
facility gray bars, facility gray 
walls and bright orange jumpsuits.  
"Good work!" said one guard, 
"Keep it up!" said another, "You 
gotta stand up for what's right!" 
said a third.  I received some strik-
ing kindness from folks in jail. 

Early in the week a new testa-
ment was given to me and from 
there on out my week was spent 
often considering what Jesus, 
John the Baptist and the disciples 
of Jesus meant by saying, "The 
Kingdom of heaven is near," and 
what they meant by the actions 
that followed.  And since I was in 
a position to do a lot of thinking, I 
also considered some of the dif-
ferent takes people have had on 
what the lives of Jesus, John the 
baptist and the disciples of Jesus 
meant pertaining especially to 
their saying, "The kingdom of 
heaven is near."  Finally, I also 
considered some of the formative 
aspects of the saying and living 
along with the bulk I had been 
mulling over. 

Chronologically moving back-
ward now, there were five from 
Iowa plus Chris from Cleveland 
that went to DC as support or to 
stand trial.  The charge was as-
sembling on the supreme court 
grounds and displaying a banner 
or device used to bring attention 
to a party, organization or move-
ment.  On January 11, 2008 the 
sixth anniversary of using Guan-
tanamo Naval Base as a deten-
tion center several hundred peo-
ple from all sorts of groups and 
states gathered at the supreme 
court in DC with the directive, 
"Close Guantanamo." 

About 35 people inside the su-
preme court and about 35 people 
outside the supreme court were 
arrested that day.  35 people pro-
ceeded to trial.  Trial began on 
May 27th. 

Whereas a lot of the experience 
followed the grain of encourage-
ment, trial was a taxing and trying 
experience for a lot of us defen-
dants.  Navigating through the 
legalese was often a nuisance to 
me.  The legalese and the proc-
ess was/is often inappropriate.  I 
was in some ways relieved when 
the prosecution rested their case 
and we (the defense) could begin 
directly with our own.   

One of the things that kept run-
ning into us came through utter-
ances from the court shaped by 
the combination of professional-

that she "fast" from the negative 
interactions, essentially and with 
indulgent abstinence, do not take 
it in. This gave a new approach to 
the problem, and it redefined what 
it means to fast. The definition of 
fasting as a deprivation from a 
positive thing (food) is trans-
formed to a pro-action withstand-
ing a negative thing (not "eating" 
the gossip and backstabbing)--the 
old warp and weft switcheroo.    

The word sacrifice is a verb 
meaning, "to make sacred" and, 
"a loss entailed by giving up or 
selling something at less than its 
value.” Is it time to move past the 
blood sacrifice offered to the pyre, 
alter, and hereafter and focus on 
actively withstanding as that 
which sanctifies? In other words, 
the notion of sacrifice as dispos-
session of life transforms into a 
proactive refusal to sell cheap.   I 
am considering what I sell at less 
than its value: my soul, my integ-
rity, my faithfulness, my courage, 
my humanity, my honor, my com-
passion, in the spirit of the Be-
guines—the essential Question: 
Why is there so much Love in 
me.? Too often, lukewarm, cling-
ing to my privilege and doubt, I 
slump and shirk, I neither drip 
blood nor fast from the wanton 
temptation to sell cheap.  

●William Earl Lynd is dead.  
Because of nonprofessional testi-
mony in the trial, the jury found 
Earl Lynd guilty of murder and 
kidnapping.  Kidnapping became 
the additional felony needed to 
"aggravate" the case and make it 
worthy of a death sentence.  The 
prosecution presented false testi-
mony to the jury about the kidnap-
ping. They lied.  And the fact is 
that lying is often part of the proc-
ess.  What we find is that 20 years 
after the crime, a fact that would 
have made a crucial difference in 
the trial is dismissed as 
“insignificant.”  No court wanted to 
hear about it or bother with a 
truthful examination of the facts.  
So Mr. Earl Lynd went to his 
death. 

●Troy Davis was wrongly con-
victed and sentenced to death 16 
years ago.  The Georgia Supreme 
Court in April denied him a new 
trial.  This case is not an aberra-
tion.  If Troy’s case had gone back 
to trial in Savannah, the police 
and Spencer Lawton, the district 
attorney, would have had what?  
What evidence would they pro-
duce to prosecute Troy Davis?  
Not a thing, nothing.  The wit-
nesses have recanted and told of 
police coercion.  There is no evi-
dence against this man, and so 
the Georgia Supreme Court could 
not allow the case to go back to 



TORTURE 

credness of each breath, 
of each moment of life – 
we feel breath come into 
us as it does in the grass, 
trees, rocks and water.  
We feel the one source of 
this breathing.  And we 
feel the breathing return-
ing to all creation.  Our 
breath feeds the plants 
and theirs us.  The ex-
change unites us in God.  
We express gratitude for 
life and for each breath of 
life. As we inhale, we feel 
all newness and nourish-
ment coming into the 
heart-lungs; as we exhale, 
we feel everything old, 
everything that wants to 
be released, leaving with 
the breath--renewal mo-
ment by moment; Pente-
cost moment by moment." 

Fire (Pentecost) is a 
byproduct of combustion.  
Cellular respiration is an 
example of slow combus-
tion. Many of our brothers 
and sisters utilize the 
technique of the Breath 
Prayer, "have mercy" is 
breath.  The crucifixion 
illustrates what Jesus re-
fused to sell choosing in-
stead to make sacred and 
to live the breath named 
"have mercy."  The breath 
travels all places, even on 
that slope where the pyre 
and alter slip. Resurrec-
tion is oxygen in the fire, 
the invite.  

Liz says that prayer is 
a bold, even arrogant ef-
fort on our part to hold 
God to her promises.  So I 
pray, “God damn it—this 
torture in our world!  I in-
sist! Rescue me from my-
self, do a quick Heimlich 
maneuver and breathe 
into me: resurrection.  
Spirit invoked—blow hard! 
blow really, really hard.   

www.DesMoinesCatholicWorker.org  11 

ism and the view of justice 
that seems to be indica-
tive of the united states 
particular brand of eco-
nomics (although it is not 
particular to the united 
states) like, "However I 
may feel personally about 
the issue isn't the job that 
I have to do.  My job is to 
determine whether or not 
you broke the statute."  
This kind of violence frag-
ments people by breaking 
up morality and work, it is 
grotesque. 

We (the defense) also 
had a job to do.  Recount-
ing as much of the stories 
of those detained in 
Guantanamo as we knew, 
we bore witness in the 
court room to the lives of 
the men detained.  We 
bore witness to the cir-
cumstances that have 
sustained practicing legal-
ized evil on the men de-
tained. 

We hailed from afar a 
kingdom that makes prac-
ticing evil unnecessary 
and nonsensical.  We 
bore witness of life where 
injustice and evil do not 
prop up our livelihood.  

trial…and the reason is 
this: they are not about to 
allow this lying, racist, 
deadly system to be un-
masked. (Murphy Davis, 
Hospitality vol. 27, no. 6, 
p.1 & 9) 

●Whitney Smith is an 
18-year-old new mother of 
a healthy baby named 
Mystic, born June 11th, 
during a time of heavy 
flooding experienced in 
Des Moines, IA.  Whitney 
was homeless even be-
fore the flood and evacua-
tion of Iowa Homeless 
Youth’s Youth Outreach 
Center where she was 
getting her meals before 
the birth.  “[Whitney] had a 
visit from a worker at the 
Iowa Department of Hu-
man Services who was 
conducting a Child in 
Need of Assistance as-
sessment.  The assess-
ment could result in a rec-
ommendation for juvenile 
court intervention.  There 
doesn’t need to be an alle-
gation of child abuse or 
neglect for that to take 
place, according to DHS 
spokesman Roger Munns: 
The decision focuses on 
the needs of the child, the 
skills of the parent, the 
resources available to the 
parent, and the parent’s 
ability to make decisions 
that ensure the safety of 
the child” Des Moines 
Register 6/18/2008.   A 
DHS worker in a case 
similar to this one is re-
ported to have said that 
DHS should just take the 
child and let the parent 
earn it back.   

●A faith-based agency 
has a "three strikes and 
you’re out" policy that re-

trying to do at the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker  
and a greater love and 
respect for the folks who 
have been the leading 
lights in our peacemaking 
lives. 

The newest thing in 
Mona’s life is her grand-
daughter Wrigley.  She is 
claiming bragging rights, 
insisting that little Wrigley 

Continued from page 3 

Community News 
And then we were hauled 
off to jail. 

As it is this report is 
meant by its shape to be 
an introduction to the 
case, for further interest, I 
recommend checking out 
the Witness Against Tor-
ture website which is 
www.witnesstorture.org  

Not long after we were 
released from jail, the su-
preme court ruled on 
Boumediene v Bush.  I 
understand their conclu-
sion to be mixed. 

On the one hand the 
decision to recognize and 
reaffirm the detaineesʼ 
right of habeas corpus is a 
step in the right direction.  
On the other hand, in 
reading through the opin-
ion of the court it appears 
as though the affirmation 
may be extended only to 
the detainees involved in 
the particular case.  Fur-
ther, it appears as though 
the Bush regime is going 
to continue to fight the 
decision of the court, and 
with the speedy dripping 
of molasses the govern-
ment of the united states 

sults in two young moth-
ers and three very young 
children being asked to 
leave due to infractions 
such as "crumbs in their 
room." A paranoid schizo-
phrenic and well-
functioning father of four 
was asked to leave his 
family due to a non-
violent, albeit slightly para-
noid, argument with his 
wife. An advisement is 
given to staff to keep se-
cret an abuse report 
called in by the agency 
that reported one of the 
guests so that the guest 
would not know who con-
tributed to the ensuing 
investigation of an 
“unsubstantiated” incident. 

What gets sold at Wal-
mart prices when a state 
agency has lawful author-
ity to remove a son or 
daughter because they do 
not believe that the par-
ent’s skills or resources or 
decisions are up to par 
due to misfortune or insti-
tutionalized poverty, rather 
than substantiation of 
abuse?  Whose soul gets 
sold at any price when the 
U.S. offers a bounty and a 
guy turns over another 
guy so that he can feed 
his family. This was the 
case in Afghanistan and 
resulted in many men, old 
men and boys being sent 
to Guantanamo—tortured 
and without legal re-
course.  In 1987 in the 
McCleskey v. Kemp case, 
the [Supreme] court in the 
most bizarre decision ac-
knowledged that racism 
was clearly at play in the 
Georgia death penalty. 
The justices then upheld 
the racist status quo. Jus-

messy. Co-workers be-
come annoyed with me, 
family members glaze 
over, relationships at 
church are strained, and I 
keep myself hidden. (Can 
church folks really think 
that Jews need conver-
sion to avoid going to hell 
while apartheid policies in 
Israel are considered to 
be God’s will?)   

My bosses’ responses 
to me are substantively 
like those of my senators 
and representatives.  
They label my concerns 
as nagging and adversar-
ial and this tempts me to 
"sell cheap." It is much 
harder for me to perse-
vere in these ways than it 
is to spend a night in jail.   
Michael Wynne was just 
fired and said “When you 
have a difference of phi-
losophy with your boss, he 
owns the philosophy and 
you own the difference.” If 
I find myself on the differ-
ence end of this transac-
tion, then in the spirit of 
lemons and lemonade or 
a potter with clay, I must 
surrender and really own 
the difference—that being 
the work of stirring up and 
forming a Just philosophy. 
Nagging mercy, adversar-
ial mercy… without dog-
matism, with humility…I 
am short of breath.  

In the Middle Eastern 
culture of Jesus, the 
breath was recognized as 
the ultimate power behind 
the cosmos.  Central to 
the healing process, it was 
seen as our first and last 
possession--the natural 
rhythm of life and our link 
to the divine and all of 
creation.  Liz McAlister, in 
a recent speech said,“ We 
become aware of the sa-

Kirk Brown on the Guantanamo Trial 
Continued from page 7 
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indirectly addresses jus-
tice for some of those it 
holds in captivity. 

As for my own person, I 
don't look to the January 
conclusion of the political 
hunting season with hope 
of redress of grievance.  I 
do find hope in the living 
profession of the resur-
rected Christ, hailing from 
afar.  Heaven holds this 
creation, and here it 
comes. 

For a long time now 
humans have been placed 
in a position where in 
standing for what's right, 
corrupt powers collide into 
them.  Such is the transi-
tory and proactive help-
lessness of humans in 
history.  Of course it is not 
always cut, clear and dry 
whether humans are mov-
ing into or out of corrup-
tion in every case, there-
fore hope that sustains life 
harmoniously interacts 
with renewal.  Today has 
enough trouble of its own 
and trouble is almost a 
certainty, when trouble 
comes will your hope be 
sustained?  

Unconventional punctua-
tion/capitalization are inten-
tional. 

is the most beautiful baby 
in the world. We will con-
cede to her judgment in 
this matter. Mostly though, 
it has been a real joy and 
blessing for me to be liv-
ing and working with her 
at Berrigan House. She is 
uniquely suited for this life 
and a great comrade and 
peer in our shared strug-
gle for peace and justice. 

Rev. Gil Dawes, Richard Flamer, and Rev. Bob Cook were pre-

senters at a panel on living and working with the poor in Mexico 

and  Central America. 

tice William Brennan in his 
dissent said that the 
McCleskey decision was 
based on the court’s “fear 
of too much justice.” Is 
this the fear that killed Je-
sus’s body?   What is the 
reckoning of faith-based 
well-meaning folks who 
succumb to the seduction 
that says that the state/
law enforcement is usually 
just or that the rigid tally-
ing of rule infractions cre-
ates more order and 
safety than compassion-
ate communication? 

Lyndon Johnson was 
complaining about the CIA 
and remarked, "When I 
was growing up in Texas, 
we had a cow named 
Bessie.  I'd go out early 
and milk her.  I'd get her in 
the stanchion, seat my-
self, and squeeze out a 
pail of fresh milk.  One 
day I'd worked hard and 
gotten a full pail of milk, 
but I wasn't paying atten-
tion, and old Bessie 
swung her shit-smeared 
tail through that bucket of 
milk.  Now you know, 
that's what these intelli-
gence guys do.  You work 
hard and get a good pro-
gram or policy going, and 
they swing a shit-smeared 
tail through it."   

Using the CIA as a 
metaphor for myself, I can 
name a multitude of ways 
that I taint the milk.  If 
Guantanamo, the death 
penalty and hard-edged 
bureaucracies are parts of 
what comprise “program 
or policy” then tainted as I 
am, I am obliged to swing 
my shit-smeared self 
through the programs and 
policies that sell cheap.  
By definition of "shit" and 
"smeared" this becomes 
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