
By Frank Cordaro

One of Dorothy Day’s favorite Dostoyevsky quotes 
(and she had a lot of them) was “the world will be saved 
by beauty.” It’s also how I started our prayer before shift 
at Dingman House on Friday Nov. 1st, All Saints’ Day.

After opening the prayer with the quote and 
explaining the Dorothy Day connection I reminded 
those gathered that the Rachel Corrie Project Art 
Show was that night. And I prayed that we would 
see the same beauty we see in Julie’s paintings in the 
guests we were about to serve that day.

The prayer got me thinking about Dostoyevsky’s 
“beauty that saves” and how it works here at the Des 
Moines Catholic Worker.

The Catholic Worker movement adheres to a phi-

losophy of personalism, “which regards the freedom 
and dignity of each person as the basis, focus and 
goal of all metaphysics and morals” (from Catholic 
Worker Aims and Means, NYC CW 2012).

As Catholic Workers striving to be personalist, the 
question about “beauty that saves” is no small thing. 
For us, the old saying “beauty is in the eye of the 
beholder” has a whole new meaning. For a personal-
ist, beauty lies in a person, the other “person.” It’s not 
an abstraction, it’s a relationship. For me, it’s a Martin 
Buber “I and Thou” thing. Beauty, for a personalist, is 
never experienced in a universal way unless it is with 
a particular person at a provisional moment in time 
and space.
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Beauty Will Save the World
Begging for Bodies
The DMCW live-in community is half the size we were this time last 
year, yet our workload has stayed the same. In an act of faith we are 
sending two of our community members to Palestine and the West 
Bank in January and February. We NEED people who can join us the 
first two months of this coming year to help us maintain our mission of 
hospitality. We are looking for people who want to live either on-site or 
off-site to help us in January and February 2014. Good things are hap-
pening in Des Moines. Timing is everything. Come see for yourself . . .
 
Begging for a Passenger Van
The DMCW needs a reliable highway-worthy passenger van that can 
double for picking up donations. The one we have is falling apart.
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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 drop-in center for those in need of food, clothing, toiletries, use of a 
phone, toilet, shower, or just a cup of coffee and conversation. We also 
engage in activities that advocate social justice.

BECOMING A DES MOINES CATHOLIC WORKER
We are open to new community members. For information about join-
ing our mission, contact any community member or visit our website: 
www.dmcatholicworker.org.

MAILING ADDRESS 
Des Moines Catholic Worker
PO Box 4551
Des Moines IA 50305

BISHOP DINGMAN HOUSE  
(Drop-in Center and Business Phone)
1310 7th St.
Des Moines, IA 50314
515-243-0765
Live-in community members: 
Bryan Morrissey, David Goodner, Tommy Schmitz

PHIL BERRIGAN HOUSE 
(Autonomous and sister with the DMCW)
713 Indiana Ave.
Des Moines, IA 50314
515-282-4781
frank.cordaro@gmail.com
Live-in community members:  
Frank Cordaro
Live-in resident: Bob Cook, Jessica Reznicek 

VIOLA LIUZZO HOUSE
(New name pending)
1301 8th St.
Des Moines, IA 50314
515-330-2172
Live-in community members:  
Julie Brown, Aaron Jorgensen-Briggs

RACHEL CORRIE HOUSE
1317 8th St.
Des Moines, IA 50314
515-777-2180
Live-in community members: Norman Searah,  
Ed Bloomer, Gil Landolt, Al Burney, Bill Petsche

WEEKLY LECTIONARY BIBLE STUDY
Mondays, 7:00 pm. Berrigan House.
Call to confirm.

MONTHLY VETERANS  
FOR PEACE MEETING
Berrigan House. For more information,  
contact Gil Landolt at peacevet@hotmail.com 
or call 515-333-2180.

WEEKLY AA MEETING
Fridays, 5:00 pm, Berrigan house

THE CHIAPAS PROJECT
Chiapas, Mexico
Richard Flamer
flamerrichard@hotmail.com

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

Bill Petsche juggling at 2004 Palm Sunday March in Des Moines

VEHICLE 
NEEDED
 
Bill Petsche, “juggler par excel-
lence” and former Des Moines 
Catholic Worker, needs a 
reliable vehicle he can use to 
continue his “Food Salvage” 
Work of Mercy retrieving free 
food from stores and res-
taurants in the DM area and 
giving it to local shelters. Bill 
is good at this work—we know 
this because the DMCW has 
been a recipient of lots of food 
from Bill’s work over the years. 
A new old vehicle will greatly 
enhance Bill’s ability to get 
food to people who need it! 

Contact Bill Petsche  
at (515) 867-4117 or  
kelloggsin69@hotmail.com

Midwest Catholic Worker and Vets  
for Peace Faith and Resistance Retreat

Leah Bolger, National President of Veterans for Peace, speaking in Des Moines on January 22, 2013 at a vigil and news conference 
kicking off the Iowa Network to End Drone Warfare campaign at the Iowa Air National Guard, soon to be a drone command site.

What: Midwest Catholic Worker and Vets for Peace Faith 
and Resistance Retreat 
Date: Fri. March 14 - Mon. March 17, 2014
Site: Trinity United Methodist Church, 1548 8th St.,  
Des Moines, IA (3 blocks from the DMCW)
 
The DMCW is hosting the 2014 Midwest Catholic 
Worker Faith and Resistance Retreat. The retreat is 
also being co-sponsored by the Des Moines Vets for 
Peace chapter. The focus is drone warfare and the an-
nounced new Des Moines drone command center at 
the former Iowa Air Guard F-16 facility.

Full schedule for the weekend and details on Mon-
day’s direct action coming soon.
Plan on joining us.
 
If you have any questions don’t hesitate to contact:
Frank Cordaro
(515) 282-4781
frank.cordaro@gmail.com
Phil Berrigan CW House
http://just.dmcatholicworker.org/
DMCW http://dmcatholicworker.org

Feast of the Holy 
Innocents’ Retreat 
and Witness
What: 35th Annual Feast of the Holy Innocents’  
Retreat & Witness at STRATCOM Headquarters & US 
Military Space Command
Date: Thursday, December 26 to Saturday, December 28, 2013
Site: Basement of St. John’s Church, Creighton University, Omaha, NE
 
Using the Gospel of St. Matthew’s Infant Narrative, we will examine the links between King Herod, 
his killing of the innocent children in Bethlehem and the murderous deeds of US-backed modern-day 
Herods. It’s a wonderful opportunity to get your head and heart cleared of the USA Christmas spirit of 
glut and over-consumption by taking a two day retreat to examine the deeper meaning and spirit of the 
birth of Jesus and how the political powers of his day received his birth. It will be evident that little has 
changed in the last 2000 years.
 
Starting time: Thursday, Dec. 26 - 7 p.m. Gather at St John’s Church basement on Creighton University campus, 
2500 California Plaza, Omaha, NE
 
For more info contact:
Frank Cordaro and the Phil Berrigan CW House
frank.cordaro@gmail.com / (515) 282-4781
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Saint Anselm’s motto regarding theology as “faith seeking 
understanding” is another way of saying the same thing. For 
Catholic Workers, words, creeds and dogmas are not where 
truth, beauty or God resides (the Catholic Church teaches 
this too . . . but not so much). If “all metaphysics and morals” 
happen between persons in relationships, words, creeds and 
dogmas do not and cannot save anybody.

When we add the “aim of the Catholic Worker move-
ment is to live in accordance with the justice and charity 
of Jesus Christ” as our mission, then whatever Catholic 
Workers measure for beauty and truth must be found in 
how well we are living “in accordance” with this mission.

The way our mission is best lived out at the DMCW is 
through the hospitality we offer at the Dingman House. The 
Gospel of Matthew’s parable of the goats and the sheep is our 
scriptural marker: “Amen, I say to you whatever you did for 
one of these least of mine, you did for me” (Matthew 25:40).

Matthew 25:40 tells us that the “beauty that saves” at the 
DMCW is found in our guests! For us, each of our guests 
IS the person of Jesus, who is in need. And the most needy 

and disturbed is the most disguised and in-the-flesh Jesus 
in need. And the burden of seeing this modern day “beauty 
that saves” Jesus is not on our guests but on us!

What I really need to tell you about our work and mis-
sion, I can’t in this beg letter. It can only be experienced.

And it is our great blessing and wealth to have a large 
volunteer community to share in the scheduled work of 
doing Dingman House hospitality. It’s a four hours a day, 
five days a week, continuous act of providing a safe, clean 
and hospitable space for 50 to 100 people on the first floor 
of the Bishop Dingman House, while giving out food, 
clothing and toiletries, serving two meals a Plus . . . beyond 
all these needed physical things, the most important work 
we do is to make space for “beauty that saves.” This has 
been verified by the many, many people over the years that 
have witnessed our hospitality firsthand and shared with 
us how different it is from other shelters and soup kitchens 
they have known, especially the visible friendships and 
loving bonds between us and our guests.

And the way I know this is a miracle is that all this 
happens despite us, the “live-in” Catholic Workers, and 
the community dramas that take so much of our time and 

energy. I know this well, having lived through a number of 
communal cycles, the comings and goings of community 
members, while the work and the magic of the DMCW 
hospitality goes on.

Another blessing for the DMCW is that many of the 
people on our via pacis mailing list who have been to 
Dingman House have helped us make this space for “beau-
ty that saves” and know its value. You are the backbone and 
financial base for our Catholic Worker.

Many more via pacis readers know us for our peace and 
justice work. That’s by design too.

Whether you know us for our Works of Mercy or for 
our works for peace and justice, you all need to know that 
most of our community time and energy is spent doing the 
Works of Mercy at Dingman House. Most of the money we 
need comes through our once a year, December issue of the 
via pacis and this community beg letter. We need roughly 
$50,000 to keep our doors open, pay our property taxes, 
maintain two community vans, our utilities bills, keep our 
four houses maintained and our work of hospitality going. 
Plus putting out the via pacis four times a year— at roughly 
20% of our yearly budget. So please be generous.

BEAUTY, continued from pg 1

By Julie Brown

I had the privilege of going to Palestine through The 
Rachel Corrie Project last January. Immediately upon my 
return I went on a speaking tour with Jessica Reznicek 
where we shared our experiences with as many people as 
we could get to listen. After the tour was done, I still had 
so many emotions and stories that I could not find words 
for that I felt were important yet still left untold. That’s 
when I picked up a paintbrush, after a fifteen-year hiatus, 
and began to paint.

The first two pieces I created were collages that reflected 
a lot of anger and anxiety that had been pent up. I included 
pictures I had taken of Palestinians with anger in their 
eyes as they stood toe-to-toe with Israeli soldiers, and 
of a farmer planting an olive tree with his bare hands as 
soldiers pushed, shoved, and abused him. It was these first 

two pieces that, after I was done, finally opened up space 
for me to reflect on all the joy and the wonderful people 
that I had met in the West Bank.

From there I decided to paint portraits of real living 
people and places I had been. My hopes were that each 
painting could tell a specific story about a person alive in 
Palestine today. Each painting, once in someone’s home, 
would be a way to amplify the issues going on in Palestine 
in a unique way. This would carry these people’s stories far 
beyond the reach of my solitary voice.

The first painting I did was of Khan Al Lubban. It is a 
piece of land south of Nablus where a single farm stands. 
On two sides of this farm, settlements have been built. The 
farmer who lives there is constantly in danger from the set-
tlers around him. They dig up his crops, burn his trees and 
come and shoot at his house while his children are inside. 
While speaking to this man he said something I will never 

forget. He said, “People always come from America and say 
they love Palestine. They say they will go home and speak. 
They no speak. Why they no speak? But you will speak?”

I have tried my best to uphold my word to this farmer 
and speak to whoever will listen, and through my art I 
hope that others will help me to speak.

I created eight pieces in all. We hosted an art show at 
Ritual Cafe on November 1st where I sold four pieces and 
had a great night with a wonderful group of supporters. All 
the profits were donated back to The Rachel Corrie Project 
to help support Aaron Jorgensen-Briggs and me return to 
Palestine in just a couple of months. Thank you to all who 
attended and if you would like more information on pur-
chasing a painting from The Rachel Corrie Project please 
contact me via email at stormsage1@yahoo.com or phone 
at (515) 330-2172. Peace Be The Journey.

Julie Brown and Eric Hedberg at Rachel Corrie Project benefit art show on November 1, 2013. Photo by Michael Gillespie.

Palestinian Voices, Palestinian Stories
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Three Speeches by Bishop Dingman 

“These are the 
most important 
documents  
on farming and 
social justice  
in America  
since the Great  
Depression.”

- Ron Rossman  
October 15, 2013 
Occupy the World  
Food Prize Bishop  
Dingman Panel

 By Frank Cordaro
 
This year’s Occupy the World Food Prize week was awesome! Second year 

into the campaign and we were real players in the public discourse about 
the World Food Prize and who it serves. And on a personal level I was able 
to help resurrect the good spirit, life and prophetic witness of Bishop Mau-
rice Dingman, a man who had more faith in God and the work of the Holy 
Spirit in the Church than anyone I ever knew.

It began when we secured Jim Hightower to be our keynote speaker in 
February. Soon after that we got the Des Moines Methodist Federation for 
Social Action to co-sponsor the Hightower event and they secured the First 
United Methodist Church. And Citizens for Community Improvement 
signed on to co-sponsor the event and help us fill the church.

Next came the announcement in June that this year’s (corporate) World 
Food Prize committee was picking three of their own to be the recipients of 
their prize. Naming three GMO inventors as their 2013 World Food Prize 
winners lifted the veil that usually stands between the recipients and the 
owners of the prize. This made the odds of us filling First United Methodist 
Church even better.

Then Cardinal Peter Turkson, the Pope’s peace and justice man, came into 
the picture. The Cardinal accepted an invitation to be one of three world 
leaders to speak at the official (corporate) World Food Prize. And to the 
surprise of all, the Cardinal also accepted an invitation to speak at our Oc-
cupy the World Food Prize Jim Hightower event! In her letter of invitation 
to Cardinal Turkson, Sharon Donavan from the OWFP working committee 
wrote that “Iowans fondly recall the prophetic words of Des Moines’s late 

From “The Isolated Family 
Farmer,” by Bishop Dingman at 
the Farm Crisis Committee,  
Woodbury County Fairgrounds,  
Moville, IA, June 1, 1985
  

I come to plead the cause of the isolated 
family farmer. Encouraged to be fiercely 
independent, he finds himself with his wife 
and children isolated from the community. 
Without support and encouragement he lives 
with the heavy burden of bankruptcy. It is a 
situation where violence and suicide can eas-
ily prevail. Unity and community are lacking. 
Where are the relationships? Why is there no 
reaching out to this isolated family farmer? Is 
there no sense of community?

This isolation is also part of the larger 
scene. The agricultural community is 
neglected. As an economic sector it is 
treated as a poor cousin. Other communi-
ties are prospering, but the lowly agricul-
tural community suffers poverty. Why 
aren’t other communities reaching out? 
Where are the business . . . urban . . . la-
bor . . . marketing . . . manufacturing . . . 
consumer and, finally, religious commu-
nities? This whole scene is reminiscent 
of the Levite in the Gospel story who 
saw the man at the side of the road and 
passed by. Are none of these communi-
ties willing to exercise the role of the 
Good Samaritan?

We desperately need a coalition of 
national farm organizations to address 
the 1985 Farm Bill . . . Who will come 
to the aid of the family farmer? . . .

The Farm Bill which upholds family 
farms will be severely tested by the 
power of corporate agriculture. I be-
lieve the very survival of family farm 
agriculture is at stake . . . Control of 
food production might easily pass 
into the hands of the few.

What can be done?
The key is to offer a positive solu-

tion . . . by promoting the passage 
of favorable farm legislation at the 
national level. I like what I see . . . 
the beginnings of the formation of an ever 
growing agreement on goals and objec-
tives. I see our best hope in Harkin’s 1985 
Farm Policy Reform Act . . . It comes 
closest for me to your own “Family Farm 
Existence Plan” . . .

We have a difficult selling job ahead 
of us. We cannot do it alone . . . we must 
mobilize the whole community . . . not 
only farmers but farm workers, workers 
in manufacturing, support industries, 
independent food businesses and indus-
tries, consumers and the whole multitude 
of groups that constitute the American 
agricultural community. Anyone who eats 
food is part of that total community . . .
The choice is ours. What happens to the 
1985 Farm Bill will determine in great 
part that future. Will it be family farms or 
will it be corporate agriculture? The 1985 
Farm Bill will be the most important piece 
of legislation to affect rural America in al-
most 50 years. The very survival of family 
farm agriculture is at stake. The prosperity 
of our rural communities and institutions 
hangs in the balance while control of food 
production throughout rural America con-
tinues to pass into the hands of a few.
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on the 1980s Farm Crisis
Catholic Bishop, Maurice Dingman,” and she cited three great quotes from 
speeches Bishop Dignman gave during the 1980s Farm Crisis.

We referenced Bishop Dingman for the Cardinal because much of what 
we had been reading about the Cardinal and his position on corporate ag-
riculture in Africa and in the rest of the developing world struck a common 
chord with the way Bishop Dingman framed the problem for Iowans and 
the small US farmer during the 1980s Farm Crisis.

We ended up filling the First United Methodist Church October 16 pro-
gram with a combined billing of Cardinal Turkson and Jim Hightower. We 
also got an hour with the Cardinal and eight OWFP leaders in an informal 
conversation about corporate agriculture. A big thank you to Bishop Pates, 
who moved heaven and earth to find time for OWFP people and the Cardi-
nal to spend together.

In the end, we had a hand in bringing our anti corporate agriculture 
message into the public discourse surrounding the Word Food Prize and we 
had input with our message with the largest corporation in the world, the 
Roman Catholic Church, through the Pope’s main peace and justice man, a 
Cardinal from Africa, Cardinal Peter Turkson, a guy who sounds a lot like 
Bishop Dingman! Amazing . . .

As for me, this year’s effort was a labor of love for Bishop Dingman, my 
second father and friend whom I loved dearly.

 What follows are excerpts from the three speeches that Bishop Ding-
man made during the 1980s Farm Crisis. Ron Rossman said that these 
speeches “are the most important documents on farming and social justice in 
America since the Great Depression” at our October 15, 2013 OWFP Bishop 
Dingman Panel.

From an Address to the Conference on Religious Ethics and Technological Change  
by Bishop Dingman | Iowa State University, Ames, IA, February 21, 1986

 “The loss of land by family farmers in the US sets us up for revolution. We should not be 
willing to go in the direction of El Salvador. Our goal should be the widespread ownership  

of land. That is what made our country great.”
- Bishop Dingman, “Dingman: Loss of Farms sowing seeds of revolution,” Des Moines Register, September 20, 1984

The problem is a value crisis. There has been a shift from 
agriculture to agri-business. In our thinking we have accepted 
the alleged efficiency of the large farm conglomerate—an 
efficiency which has never been proven—permitting our 
policy to drive farm people from the land to the cities. Those 
who have advanced such claims have never included in their 
cost accounting the vastly increased expenditures required to 
meet the needs of these new urban poor. We should include 
the social and human costs resulting from the needless shift 
of population from the vacated farm homes to overcrowded 
cities and suburbs. They should include the ecological damage 
to soil, water and food produced by attitudes and practices that 
treat agriculture as an industrial venture rather than a biologi-
cal enterprise. Huge social cost has been the inevitable result of 
bad policy.

These are not inevitable consequences of technological prog-
ress. At its heart this is a question of social policy to be weighed 
and decided by the American People.

The shift from agriculture to agribusiness was ill-conceived 
and detrimental to the best interests of our country. We should 
have strengthened the commercial family farm of moderate 
size. It has provided America with an abundance of food and 
fiber at very low cost without disruption of the God-given eco-
logical balance in nature. It could have provided farm families 
with a host of sorely needed social advantages without driving 
them off the land; we could have fostered the growth of rural 
industry and rural area development. We could have increased 
cultural opportunities and expanded health facilities in the 
countryside.

The failure of our support of the family farms is not the 
result of technological and social necessity. It is the result 
of mistaken policy and practice. Laissez-faire and adaptive 
approaches to farm problems must now be repudiated and 
rejected. The laissez-faire approach has allowed the harsh forces 
of uncontrolled competition to drive less prosperous farm-
ers out of agriculture. The adaptive approach goes so far as to 
employ the power influence of government and educational 
institutions, including land grant universities, to accelerate the 
migration of farm families form the land. This should not be 
permitted. That policy has been immoral, unethical, unjust, di-
sastrous, motivated by greed, destructive, leading inevitably as 
Dr Borlaug has said, to conditions similar to Central America.

In 1947, Life Magazine carried a full-page editorial describ-
ing a farm program for the United States. The solution to 
our farm problems according to Life was the elimination of 
3,800,000 family farms. Just two years earlier, a committee 
report of the Agriculture Department Chamber of Commerce 
had indicated that small farms were “economic and social 
liabilities.” Committee members included representatives of 
Armour and Co., General Electric Co., Pillsbury Co., Carna-
tion Co., and Ralston Purina Co. These spokespersons for 
big business and big agriculture recommended that between 
one-half and two-thirds of all farms be eliminated even though 
“these farms are definitely of the family type and apparently 
constitute a substantial portion of that type which is supposed 

to be the backbone of the nation.” A major problem, according 
to the Committee, was that the small farmers who preferred 
farm life were not good consumers.

In 1962, a similar government study indicated that “al-
though the exodus from agriculture in the past decade or 
longer has been large by almost any standard, it has not been 
large enough.” This study, which was entitled “An Adaptive 
Program for Agriculture,” was conducted by the Research and 
Policy Committee of the Committee for Economic Develop-
ment. The Committee membership included representatives 
of Ford Motor Co., Standard Oil Co. of New Jersey, H.J. Heinz 
Co., American Telephone and Telegraph Co., American Can 
Co., Northwest Bancorporation, Connecticut General Life 
Insurance Co., General Motors Corporation, Scott Paper Co., 
and I.B.M.

I have this document with me. It cannot be bought. It is an 
embarrassment to agri-business. This approach made it very 
clear that the values, lives and communities of the family farm-
ers were of less worth than the technological innovation and 
opportunities for capital investment on the part of the corpora-
tions. The family farmer was forced to “adapt” to the needs 
of the corporate-dominated economy that cannot survive 
without growth. This has meant that family farmers must leave 
their farms. Interestingly, the committee also recommended 
that wages for non-farm laborers be kept low in order to raise 
non-farm production and employment. Family farmers gave 
no input to this CED Report. The big reason for this policy was 
“cheap food” and “cheap labor.” Corporate domination is on the 
move in our country. Family farmers are being forced off the 
land. The remaining farms are being consolidated into large-
scale units capable of providing corporations with markets 
for their energy and capital-intensive farm input. Secretary of 
Agriculture Earl Butz told farmers to get big or to get out . . .

From an Address by Bishop Dingman 
to the Farm Crisis and Unity Rally
Ames, Iowa, February 27, 1985

 
One week ago, on Ash Wednesday, thousands of 

churches throughout our land rang their bells to note 
the continued loss of our family farms . . . [a] symbolic 
action . . . intended to alert the nation to the scope and 
significance of the present crisis.

I come before you today to tell you that—if we do 
nothing—the bells also will have tolled the end of an 
American dream!  If we do nothing, this really will be, 
in fact, a funeral ceremony for our American dream!

Two hundred years ago our ancestors came to this 
country in search of a land with room enough for all, 
for a land in which each person could own their own 
patch of ground from which to carve out a living. They 
fled lands of the Old Country which were owned and 
controlled by entrenched elites. Their dream was of a 
new land in which they could live together in peace 
and freedom.

I tell you from my heart—their dream is dying! . . .
What we say here today may not be long remem-

bered, but what we decided to do—or not—today 
will be! . . .

Ten years ago, the Catholic Bishops of Appalachia 
spoke to all who would listen about the dangers 
facing their people of the land . . . they declared 
that in today’s America we worship a false god—the 
economy . . .

Yet it is a sad fact that our business and govern-
ment leaders, for years, have been pursuing a policy 
towards agriculture which has had the ruthless effect 
of eliminating farmers from the land.

Listen to me!
This policy called the “maximization of profits” is 

what is truly sacred in this country!
Not human beings! Not families! Not communi-

ties!
I do not think most of us understand how funda-

mental the problem is. What we are faced with today 
is the culmination of years of false values and selfish 
attitude, erroneous public policy, and a distorted 
understand of the purpose of democratic govern-
ment . . .

Today’s American seems to be in love with suc-
cess—as measured by dollars, power, and material 
acquisitions . . .

We—through public policy and tax laws—are 
turning the countryside into another version of in-
dustrial America, where these is no room for family, 
or community, or the larger interests of the Com-
monwealth, either! . . .

LISTEN TO ME!
The answer is not “supply and demand,” nor is it 

. . . an economic “shake-down” that will eliminate 
thousands of family farmers, nor does the answer lie 
in laissez-faire economic disinterest . . .

We must end the present bias of federal farm and 
tax policy toward the corporate farmer and the non-
farm investor.

I believe the goals outlined by the National 
Catholic Rural Life Conference in their pursuit of 
a  . . . just food system . . . would have the following 
three major characteristics:

1. The producers of our food would be able to 
earn a living wage, one which would allow them to 
stay on the land and provide a moderate livelihood 
for themselves and their families

2. The consumers of the food they produce—es-
pecially those who are poor and hungry—have 
the right to a food supply which is nutritious and 
unadulterated by poisons, and at an affordable cost.

3. The food system must be based upon a sustain-
able method of agriculture which would ensure that 
our children’s children will have enough to eat.

Our present food system, the Conference has 
discovered, fails all three criteria.

 “We are drifting in the direction of a police state . . . our political figures speak beautifully  
about the family farm, but they don’t do anything about it . . . A widespread ownership  

of property is the chief ingredient of a democracy . . . [The consolidation of huge corpora-
tions and agribusinesses] doesn’t forebode anything but evil . . . Totalitarianism is dead  

in any country that has a wide ownership of property.”
 - Bishop Dingman, “Preservation of family farms spurs Iowa bishop,” Associated Press, September 19, 1984
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Speakers at a 
panel discus-

sion on Bishop 
Dingman and 

the 1980s farm 
crisis on October 
15, 2013: (LtoR) 
Fr. David Polich, 
Ron Rosmann, 

Sr. Jeanie 
Hagedorn and 

Chuck Ryan

Njoki Njehu from 
ActionAid USA 
addresses the 

crowd at OWFP 
press confer-

ence on October 
16, 2013.

Frank Cordaro with 2013 Food Sovereignty Prize winners at OWFP rally on October 17, 2013: (LtoR) Rosnel Jean-Baptiste, Lex Horan, Rose Edith Germain and Frank Cordaro DMCW

Frank 
Cordaro 
and Jessica 
Reznicek 
attempting 
to enter the 
World Food 
Prize awards 
ceremony on 
October 17, 
2013

David Goodner (Des Moines Catholic Worker/Iowa Citizens for Community Improvement) holds the mic for Jim Hightower at an OWFP press conference held on October 16, 2013
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LEFT: Henry Goodner-Felt dishwashing training
BELOW: Kim Lothi

Halloween: Aaron and JulieWoodpile: Gil Landolt and Al Burney

Bob Waldrop Oklahoma City Catholic Worker talking to World Food Prize attendees during vigil at WFP building
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Mike Miles singing at October 16 Occupy the World Food Prize program

Occupy the World Food Prize:  
a Catholic Worker Perspective

By Mike Miles

Mike Miles and his wife Barb have been 
CW farmers for over 25 years, raising their 
children at the Anathoth Catholic Worker in 
Luck, WI: anathothcommunityfarm.org.

Last year, when Frank Cordaro invited us 
Catholic Workers to come to Des Moines to 
protest the World Food Prize, I had absolutely 
no idea what he was talking about. Why would 
we want to protest a prize? The language he 
was using didn’t make any sense to me. Being 
Frank, he was pretty insistent about the impor-
tance of this event that was being organized 
but it wasn’t until this year that I finally got it.

What took me so long to understand was 
the nature of the demonic forces at work in 
our world. When one comes to grips with 
the notion that, almost without fail, Satan 
disguises himself (or masquerades) as an angel 
of light (II Corinthians 11:14) one can begin 
to grasp that things that appear obvious most 
often are not.

I would like to believe that I pay attention 
to important matters—or at least try to. I am a 
farmer and I read scientific/technical informa-
tion on the biology of working with living, 
biological systems as well as philosophical/
theological reflections on just about every-
thing I do. I am too practical to let the “paraly-
sis of analysis” hold me back from doing what 
I see must be done. I even have university 
degrees in both biology and theology. 

So why did I finally get on board with the 
folks who are zeroing in on the World Food 
Prize as a symbolic focal point of everything 
that is wrong with agriculture in the world 
today? Read on . . .    

The question we are faced with today is 
whether we are going to be ruled by Empire 
or choose to live in the Garden. St. Paul says it 
best for his times in Ephesians, “Our struggle 

is not against flesh and blood, but against the 
rulers, against the authorities, against the pow-
ers of this dark world and against the spiritual 
forces of evil in the heavenly realms” (Ephe-
sians 6:12).

Norman Borlaug and his Green Revolu-
tion, no matter how well intentioned it all may 
well have been, is simply too shortsighted. It 
is based on exploiting finite resources that in 
turn creates a larger crisis in the pursuit of 
“solving” what is clearly a noble goal: “Ending 
World Hunger.” It’s a lie. If your only con-
cern is quality, industrial agriculture works. 
Corporate agriculture has nothing to do with 
stewardship of the created order and in the 
larger picture is creating the problems we face 
in feeding a hungry world and being good 
stewards of creation.

In saying this I know I am risking the ire 
of many well-respected humanitarians and 
scientists. I have enough of an ego that I hate 
to be accused of being ignorant and naïve. 
But being on the ground in Des Moines, I saw 
clearly that the debate between industrial and 
traditional agriculture was less about the sci-
ence than it was about power.

The Empire (as always) owns the arena. 
And when we take to the streets we are unwel-
come players on the stage where this year we 
helped reframe the debate.

The avenues running through the down-
town area were festooned with banners 
proclaiming the World Food Prize. It got 
worse. Pictures of Saint Norman himself 
were flapping in the breeze on street light 
poles declaring he was “the man who saved 
a billion lives.” Even banners on the State 
Capitol building declared it to be the home of 
the World Food Prize. The World Food Prize 
headquarters (otherwise known as the Hall 
of Laureates) was surrounded by barricades 
and hired security forces as though they were 
under siege. Opponents were relegated to 

smaller and smaller slices of the public domain 
from which they argued their version of the 
Common Good. It got worse.

On Thursday evening, the moment every-
one had been waiting for, the presentation of 
the actual awards took place in the rotunda 
of the State Capitol. The People’s House was 
given over to the industrial agribusiness elites 
complete with the Iowa State Patrol to do 
security. The Iowa State University marching 
band played lively music.

With the Capitol grounds declared private 
property by officers who were present, Jessica 
Reznicek and Frank Cordaro were arrested 
for crossing the street and beginning the long 
ascent up the stairway to the Capitol building.

I thought about if it would be possible for 
one of us to go about making arrangements 
to have a private event with all accoutrements 
provided to Saint Norman’s acolytes.

I also reflected on the principalities and 
powers of darkness and what family farm-
ers in the southern hemisphere who use 30% 
of available resources to grow 70% of food 
consumed think of agribusiness that uses 70% 
of available resources to grow 30% of food 
consumed.

Throughout history large agribusiness ad-
ventures have never been about feeding people 
healthy food to empower them in the pursuit 
of life, liberty and happiness. It has been about 
providing disposable people with enough 
calories to plug them into The Machine for 
the purpose of making wealthy people even 
wealthier. Teatime was not about sipping from 
the good china and munching crumpets. It 
was about getting the cheapest calories pos-
sible (sugar from plantations) into machine 
operators (who had a life expectancy of 17 
years) while the Industrial Revolution was 
getting stoked up. It was fueled by colonialism 
and slavery.

As a Catholic Worker farmer who is trying 

his best to comfort the afflicted and afflict the 
comfortable, I have come to the conclusion 
that justice is important but dinner is essential. 
Farming is about managing biological systems 
to create value not wealth. The current indus-
trial approach to agriculture will eventually 
fail. Bacteria will eventually outmaneuver 
antibiotics. Weeds, insects, and fungus are 
already beginning to outsmart chemicals and 
gene splicing meant to keep them in check.

If you have ever driven by Roundup-ready 
fields in the spring you know that the indus-
trialist’s version of the Green Revolution isn’t 
even green. It is brown and dead until mutated 
seeds are planted and soaked with chemicals 
that keep the whole charade of bounty going. 
The chemicals wash off into dead streams and 
rivers that go into a dead zone in the Gulf of 
Mexico at the mouth of the Mississippi River. 
The plants grown by this system are mostly 
inedible. They are nothing more than long 
chains of carbon molecules used as feedstock 
in a global chemical industry.

What we need are more people on the land 
learning to work with nature rather than con-
quer nature. The choice before us is to be ruled 
by the gods of Empire or walk through the 
Garden as partners with the Creator of every-
thing that is good. We have been forewarned. 
“This day I call the heavens and the earth as 
witnesses against you that I have set before 
you life and death, blessings and curses. Now 
choose life, so that you and your children may 
live” (Deuteronomy 30:19).

Me? I’m a farmer. I not only know where 
dinner comes from, I help to put it on the 
table. I’m also a Catholic Worker. I know who 
is deserving of the first fruits of the harvest—
and because of that, next year I’ll be back on 
the streets of Des Moines afflicting those who 
are comfortable with the way things are.



THE ROOTS OF ANARCHY, PART THREE:

Shake your booty: toward a 
pedagogy of the compressed
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By Tommy Schmitz
 
“This ain’t no party.
This ain’t no disco.
This ain’t no foolin’ around.”
- David Byrne
 
First things first before we swan dive into the fun. Anarchy 

cannot be an -ism. Should never have been. My bad. And 
never more let it latch the deadly logic of its suffix-self onto 
our identity. An -ism is theory, methodology, structure, pre-
dictability. Anarchy is none of these. Anarchism is gone.

So let’s stand up, take a deep breath in, and let’s hear every 
voice:

Give me an “A”  “A”
Give me an “N”  “N”
Give me another “A” “A”
Give me an “R”  “R”
Give me a “C”   “C”
Give me an “H”  “H”
Give me a “Y”  “Y”
What’s it spell?   “I don’t know.”
What’s it spell?  “I don’t care.”
What’s it spell?  “Whatever I want it to spell.”
This is your life. Your life. Your life. What’s it spell? Try 

employing an alphabet of four trillion sub-cellular bio-
chemical interactions occurring in your body every second 
of your life, and taking place in spaces so relatively large, 
with respect to their mass-interactions, your own eye, if 
focused down to that level, would probably see not a single 
one . . . only empty space.

Create a single horizontal row of atoms, side-by-side, one 
inch in length, then count the atoms. Total: 400 billion. Each 
atom contains as much empty space relative to the mass of its 
particles as our solar system relative to the mass of its planets.

Stand up again and look in a full-length mirror. You 
don’t see empty space, yet empty space is what you are. 
99.9999999999999999999% empty space. You don’t see four 
trillion interactions adding up to your physical being, each 
in coordination with all others, each in a state of knowing, 
deciding, accepting, rejecting, separating, combining, each 
changing its own natural actions on the spur of the moment 
to address any new eventuality, oddity, danger, or a better way 
of getting things done. We are anarchy . . . all the way down to 
our own personal physical levels that are cellular, molecular, 
atomic, quantum, and mostly empty space.

All you see in the mirror is a superficial reflection of 
a superficial you. How do you look? In a mirror you see 
virtually nothing of who you are, yet if you don’t think 
you look good, it has a real affect upon your own feeling 
of who you are, your self-image. But a self-image implies 
having a self ! Now I ask you? In that mirror, or in your 
own self-image, where exactly are you?

We don’t know, do we? A few thousand years ago, we 
thought the Self, our “Me,” resided in our guts. Decent 
guess, I suppose. It spawned the spiritual practice of 
walking a labyrinth, which looks unmistakably like a set 
of intestines. This is from Otto Rank’s “Art and Artist,” 
a truly necessary book to read. Otto Rank was Sigmund 
Freud’s longest and closest associate until an unfortunate 
split in 1926.

But A Des Moines native gave Otto Rank editorial guid-
ance on this powerful work. She was a West Des Moines 
High School graduate, Drake University graduate, Chicago 
University PhD (1915). And Otto Rank’s best friend. Her 
name was Jessie Taft. Her father was Charles E. Taft who 
owned and ran all the fresh fruit and vegetable warehouses 
down by the old Rock Island Terminal. Jessie, like Otto, was 
an anarchist in every way but name. Jessie had a lifelong 
partner, Virginia Robinson from Louisville, whom Jessie 
met in her early days in Chicago. They both became pioneer 
academic social workers at the University of Pennsylva-
nia, incredibly brilliant, didn’t take any shit from anybody, 
including Otto Rank, and around 1918 adopted and raised 
two fine sons.

Since we generally have difficulty locating or identifying 
an authentic self-image, we end up injecting our dubious, 
undefined self-image into what seems to us to be cultur-
ally valid symbols. These symbols become the meaningful 
containers that inform us of a necessarily created self-
knowledge, conveniently on display to those audiences one 
wishes to impress or control.

Early and basic architectural elements became initial 
containers of psychotic but powerful self-certainty on 
grand and credible display, and perhaps the most compel-
ling and long-lived of these architectural elements is the 
pillar or column, symbolizing the compressional, weight 
bearing vertebrae/spinal column. Today’s skyscrapers also 

perform this symbolic function, while artfully concealing 
by facade the realities that underpin the massive wealth ac-
cumulation that occurs within. Such dubious profit-taking 
capital accumulation is what architect Buckminster Fuller 
back in the 1940’s called “legally-piggily,” what the US Con-
gress calls national law, what many knowing citizens call 
corporate welfare, and what I, having spent nearly 30 years 
in the corporate world, plainly refer to as pirate booty.

To call this cynical would be to admit one’s brainwashed 
servitude to the elite and powerful 

The commencing inflow and accumulation of booty can 
often occur in not so obvious ways. For example, a few 
weeks ago, top US corporate CEO incomes were announced 
in an article where the writer wondered aloud how any-
one could begrudge Bill Gates his billions, compared to 
Zuckerberg’s top earnings generated from cashed-in stock 
options.   Yet few people know that Bill Gates, in my own 
personal non-legal opinion, stole the very product that 
launched Microsoft. That product is DOS. IBM contracted 
Bill Gates to write an operating system for microproces-
sors in the late seventies, early eighties. IBM was a bit 
worried that the best microprocessing technology at the 
time did not belong to them, nor to the upstart Intel, but 
to Exxon of all companies, whose Zilog Z-80 CPU chip 
and corresponding CPM operating system had significant, 
proven advantages. Steve Jobs, the Apple founder, had yet 
to purchase the mouse-folder-desktop interface which still 
belonged to Xerox’s PARC labs.

Gates played his hand like a true corporate pirate. Know-
ing that IBM was still under the anti-monopoly thumb of 

the US Justice Department, knowing that Jobs had his eye 
on the amazing Xerox development (with money backed by 
personal friends Hewlett and Packard), Gates reneged on 
his contract with IBM and kept the paid-for golden goose 
called DOS while leasing DOS back to IBM. 

DOS was Gates’s booty. Perhaps it was his own denial 
of guilt about this booty that kept DOS as the core OS for 
many years of Microsoft Windows development, a kind of 
reciprocal “tell-tale heart,” incessantly beating and recon-
firming, not guilt, but possession and ownership. (A bad 
move for software design . . . a brilliant move for protecting 
booty.)

In any case, the presumption boils down to the CEO 
having earned with pride every penny he accumulated. But 
do they? Did Gates? Did Zuckerberg? Does anyone who ac-
cumulates vast, unthinkable wealth really earn it compared 
to those thousands of employed or contracted supporting 
individuals who performed with perhaps more intelligence, 
creativity, and sweat-effort than either Gates or Zucker-
berg? Again, what can we call this kind of vastly “earned” 
wealth other than booty, and yet it is still vastly perceived in 
euphemized forms, sanctified and triumphant, the pinnacle 
of human success.

Moreover, their sacred charitable foundations do not and 
cannot rationalize the worthiness of their insanely accu-
mulated irrational wealth, rationalized in turn by investors, 
customers and corporate mythology.

We’ll dig deeper for the roots of this nonsense we seek, as 
well as for the unlikely roots to freedom, in the next issue.
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On Saints
 

By Colyn Burbank
 
I am writing during the season of remembering those who have gone before us. 

The Feast of All Saints is new to me and I am just beginning to realize the signifi-
cance of celebrating such a time.

Lately, my wife and I have been reading about the Saints (a tradition I learned 
from the Strangers and Guests Catholic Worker Farm). As a cradle protestant, I was 
never exposed to this tradition. Reading through these witnesses has brought me 
into a greater understanding of the church as a whole.

With each saint comes an emphasis on different works of the Spirit: the humil-
ity of Brother Juniper, the outpouring of the supernatural in Padre Pio, the boldness 
of Franz Jagerstatter, the simplicity of St. Isodore, the artistic innovation of William 
Blake, the sheer genius of Blaise Pascal, and the many other people in the past with a 
single-hearted devotion have expanded my concept of God’s intent on redemption.

I do not want to stop in the past, but find a way to carry their work forward as 
we stand on the shoulders of giants and live at the feet of Jesus. There are saints 
amidst us today sharing in the work of Jesus and may I be so bold as to say a 
majority of these saints reside in the Catholic Worker houses in Des Moines and 
elsewhere.

So my step into the Catholic Worker has been very similar to my new apprecia-
tion of reading the Saints: it takes me out of myself. Participating in the Works of 
Mercy has stretched me far beyond the limitations of the time/space constraints. 
It has brought me closer to the life of saints of the past and lets me encounter the 
saints of today and ultimately leads me closer to the heart of Christ.

Please consider supporting the Des Moines Catholic Worker. Participate. Act. 
Worship. And help us continue the work of opening our hearts to encounter the 
glory of the fabulous unknown.

Bishop Dingman Peace Award Ceremony

Jeremy Scahill

Jeremy Scahill – Keynote Speaker
Rita Hohenshell (posthumously)  
& IA Chapters of Veterans for Peace – award recipients
 
Date: Saturday, April 5, 2014
Time: 6:30 p.m. Social – Hors d’oeuvres and wine / 7:30 p.m. Program
Site: Holy Trinity Church, 2926 Beaver Ave., Des Moines, IA
Cost: $40 - (Don’t let $$$ be a reason not to attend. Low-income folks pay 
what you can. We need to know ahead of time for food prep.)

    Holy Trinity Catholic Church on 2926 Beaver Avenue will be the location for the 19th an-
nual Bishop Maurice J. Dingman Peace Award event.

The event will feature a keynote address from award-winning investigative journalist and 
scholar Jeremy Scahill, whose books have appeared on the New York Times Best Seller list 
and who recently received an award at the Sundance Film Festival.

The event will begin at 6:30 p.m. with wine, cheese and hors d’oeuvres. At 7:30, Scahill 
will speak and the peace award will be given to the Iowa Veterans for Peace, its three Iowa 
chapters, and to Rita Hohenshell (posthumously).

Jeremy Scahill is a Puffin Foundation Writing Fellow at The Nation Institute, an award-win-
ning investigative journalist, and the author of the bestselling Blackwater: The Rise of the World’s 
Most Powerful Mercenary Army (Nation Books, 2008). His latest book is Dirty Wars: the World 
is a Battlefield (Nation Books, 2013), which debuted at #5 on the New York Times Best Seller 
list. Scahill is also a producer, writer, and lead character of the film version of Dirty Wars, which 
won the Cinematography Award for a US Documentary at the 2013 Sundance Film Festival. 
As National Security Correspondent for The Nation, he has reported from Afghanistan, Iraq, 
Somalia, Yemen, the former Yugoslavia, and elsewhere across the globe.

The Catholic Peace Ministry each year delivers a Dingman Peace Award to those deserv-
ing of following in the footsteps of the late Bishop Maurice J. Dingman. Recipients in the 
past few years include the late Joshua Casteel and the keynote address last year was delivered 
by Sister Simone Campbell.

 
Jeff Weiss, jjwcpm@yahoo.com
Catholic Peace Ministry
http://catholicpeaceministry.com/
4211 Grand Avenue
Des Moines, IA 50312
(515) 554-7899

John Jadreyev, President of Iowa City VFP Chapter 161, Gil Landolt, President of Des Moines VFP Chapter 163, Joe Aossey, President of Cedar 
Rapids VFP Chapter 169

Rita Hohenshell
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By Karan Benton
 

Karan Benton, writer and performer, divides her time be-
tween California and Iowa. This fall, she volunteered at the 
Des Moines Catholic Worker.

 
I came to this vocation of Catholic Worker later in life, after I 

had gained much and lost much. I can trace my growth toward 
it in slow increments even as my world widened from the les-
sons of my typical middle class, post World War II childhood. 
I was reading Comparative Literature in college and accounts 
of history not from the viewpoint of the victor. Through small 
reprobate rebellions I was rejecting the preoccupations of the 
well-established Christian faith that had solidified from its 
earlier moldings of spiritual revelation in the sixties. I tumbled 
from the ease of a comfortable wealth through an unplanned 
divorce into financial struggle and the daily worries of a single 
parent. Working inwardly to keep faith alive, to find meaning 
when life only yielded up frustration and to keep a hold on 
one last root of my self-worth, I had to jettison the values of 
my childhood. I had to silence the observations of those who 
remained in the stability of a socially and materially profit-
able life. One morning just after New Year’s Day, I awoke to a 
thought sitting unassuming in my head. Compassion alone 
was the course and the meaning. I didn’t see this as a spiritual 
revelation so much as something that had finally been worked 
out of the dross of my life, floating on the surface. I began 
to explore it. That summer I was introduced to the Catholic 
Worker life. I lived in Ames, on Mustard Seed Farm, visited and 
now continue to visit the Des Moines Catholic Worker, and am 
settled for the coming year at the Los Angeles Catholic Worker.

But once having made this decision this problem remains: 
how can a person, indoctrinated into the idea that the demands 
of the society around them constitutes “the real world,” that 
to live the textbook successful even Christian life, with its 
planned times of generosity and times of “boundaries,” learn to 
unfist their own heart? This became the quest, to live in open-
heartedness. Noble are the paths of being moved by poverty, 
speaking out for more tenderness among human beings, 
balancing one’s career with time for works of charity. But before 
me here lay a whole untried field for which I must sell all and 
buy for the one pearl precious and hidden in it: compassion. 
In practice, through my efforts as a Catholic Worker, I work to 
purchase this open-hearted life.

I rise at 5:30 a.m. to prepare for getting vegetables in the van 
at the LA Worker, or to make pre-cooked chicken into a pie for 
the Des Moines Worker, or to get buckets ready for a harvest for 
the soup kitchen fields at Mustard Seed Farm. Before me is not 

the realization of my childhood dreams, neither before me are 
visions of the future rewards of personal sacrifice gushed from 
the pulpit. I have already thrown away wages and reputation as 
a value. No voices from heaven romance me, only the barking of 
a neighbor’s dog. Beyond a declamation of spirituality, this small 
daily beginning teaches me to be content with the dark around 
me and the breathing into my muscles to take me from my bed 
for the tasks of the day. A wonderful clarity of being comes from 
this. A simple anarchy: under no mastery of the future. My heart 
opens to newness.

In the Catholic Worker in LA there is a swap table. It repre-
sents another aspect of the open-hearted life to me: a flowing 
river of usefulness. In the society around us, things have signifi-
cance beyond their use and beauty, even beyond the pleasures 
of owning them. Here things appear and disappear. They wres-
tle from me the closet doors of my heart, where I have defined 
my worth, my connections to others, even the person of others 
in a collection of things. On this swap table, an empty picture 
frame, where the ghost of some precious photograph lingers 
for a time in the mind of the giver vanishes to become the 
useful item of another. A real liberation takes place here. The 
photograph is liberated to be carried more easily and looked 
at more often and the giver is liberated in feelings of duty to 
keep encumbering sentimental objects. Yet the most important 
lesson to my own heart is that the subject of the photograph is 
also liberated. Once attached by one memory to an object, she 
is held in her fullness in a living organic memory, her com-
plexities freed from the pores of the object. She is prepared to 
appear anytime, anywhere in global symbols of a whole life. 
From the swap table in LA to the giveaway store in Des Moines, 
this practice works in me the constant flow of a river of useful-
ness, a constant flow of living relationships. To keep the flow 
constant the heart must have no reserved archives. My heart 
has learned to live by and to love this river.

Over the counter I pass a container of pasta and salad to 
someone who lives on the street. During this practice, my 
heart is forewarned: this is beyond the down-reach toward the 
more unfortunate. In my new truth, I am reaching across to 
my neighbor, sharing what we both should have. Now I must 
adopt one simple premise for this work: that every human 
being is born in the dignity of life. Here, my heart must obtain 
certain courage for openness, courage to “unqualify.” As chil-
dren we are taught, “Work hard and you will make something 
of yourself.” This becomes the sticky surface in the heart where 
gaudy and weighty qualifications attach themselves and set our 
self-worth. Reputation, fame, wealth, education, beauty, social 
status, purity, strength, feelings of cleverness—the list goes 
on and with these our elliptical hearts try to fence off from 

the sufferings of our neighbor and from identity with them 
because these threaten to wrest from us the fragile construc-
tion we have worked so hard for. But to be a Catholic Worker 
is to jettison this childhood principle and, with it, safe ideals of 
suffering. Instead I must look wholly into the flesh and blood 
eyes of my neighbor, be the neighbor poor, angry, dirty, home-
less, drunk, in prison, hungry, diseased—the list goes on—and 
keep a singular notion in my heart, that of human dignity. But 
commitment to practice comes first, the daily decision to pass 
across the counter provided to me by the Catholic Worker 
places I serve in. Required to be uncurtained in my work and 
uncurtained in community life, constrained to listen more, 
observe more, confess more and actually know less about the 
nature of each human being standing before me, I pass the 
daily bread plate pushing cultural qualifications from my heart 
like too-heavy stones. How wide then becomes the horizon of 
love for me, how open the definition of human beauty, of ways 
to serve.

“Create in me a clean heart, oh my God and renew a right 
spirit within me,” writes the Psalmist in 51:10. I recite this 
often on behalf of my work as I stand at the serving counter, as 
I weed in the fields, as I take the foot of a Skid Row resident to 
care for it and as I greet a guest coming into Dingman House 
in Des Moines. It expresses the challenge of the open-hearted 
life: that it is a daily practical life. In all tasks it is a daily denial 
of the right to call anything, not even my own judgments of 
others, my own exclusive privilege. So what then is the gain 
here, in contrast to this society where “the real world” de-
mands and celebrates the desperate gropings of individualism? 
What have I gained or will I gain as I quest for this life?

Nothing less than true freedom. My heart roams this life, 
having found that neither the advancement of my qualities, 
nor the keeping of goods, nor approval of others, nor the 
hoarding of my person holds any salvation from the pain of 
this life. To burden my heart with these or to make it a fortress 
of easy tasks is to root it in fragility. But little by little, through 
the daily practice I do at the Catholic Worker, my heart gains 
the lasting quietude of human acceptance. It gains the emo-
tional courage to risk an impoverished life and the strength to 
present as an unqualified self. It gains an open door to a wider 
horizon for the goodness in life and the lightness to choose 
the most difficult upward paths toward understanding. I gain 
in short, a real world, however harsh and dreadful, to live in, 
but to live in unafraid, with my own free soul, and the pearl of 
compassion at its center.

The Open-Hearted Life
Karan Benton in the front room at Dingman House. Contact Karan: karanbenton@gmail.com
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general inside and outside 
m

aintenance . . . w
ithout 

them
, w

e burn out.

FOOD:
Fruit, Vegetables, M

eat and 
Fish, M

ilk, C
heese, Salted 

Butter, O
live O

il, Sugar, C
of-

fee, C
ream

er, Juice (sugar 
free), Salt, Black Pepper, 
Fresh G

arlic, Salad dress-
ing, Soups and Stew

s (both 
canned and fresh). Leftovers 
from

 w
eddings, funerals and 

other social gatherings . . .

HEALTH AND HYGIENE:
Fem

inine H
ygiene Item

s, 
D

iapers, Baby Form
ula, Ty-

lenol, Ibuprofen, M
ultivita-

m
ins, A

ntibiotic O
intm

ent, 
Band-A

ids, Lip balm

TOILETRIES:
D

isposable Razors, Shaving 
C

ream
, Sham

poo, C
ondi-

tioner, Lotion, D
eodorant, 

Soap, Toothpaste. (Sm
all 

sizes preferred for handout . 
. .) Toothbrushes and Toilet 
Paper.

NEEDED CLOTHING:
U

nderw
ear, Socks, T-shirts, 

Sw
eatshirts, H

oodies, C
oats, 

W
ork Pants. (A

ll Sizes—
es-

pecially big . . .) Sleeping 
Bags, Blankets

HOUSEHOLD 
SUPPLIES:
Bleach, Laundry D

etergent, 
Environm

entally-Friendly 
D

ish Soap, M
urphy’s O

il 

Soap, Pinesol, Trash Bags, 
Broom

s, Rugs, C
andles, 

Energy-Effi
cient Light Bulbs, 

A
lum

inum
 Foil, Plastic W

rap, 
Sandw

ich and Freezer Bags, 
Bath Tow

els, Playing C
ards, 

C
andles

HOUSE REPAIRS:
W

ith four old houses, there 
are plenty of projects large 
and sm

all. W
e invite do-it-

yourselfers—
individuals or 

groups—
w

ith skills in car-
pentry, plum

bing, painting, 
electrical, etc. to com

e in, look 
over our housing needs, and 
choose a project. Bring your 
ow

n tools if possible.

LIBRARY:
Peace and Justice books for 
the Berrigan H

ouse Library

$CASH M
ONEY$:

C
ash donations are es-

sential to pay our property 
taxes, utilities, repair and 
m

aintenance of property, 
upkeep and gas for tw

o vans, 
purchase of needed supplies, 
our com

m
unity gardening 

and for the continued pub-
lication and m

ailing of the 
via pacis, a good 20%

 of our 
annual expenses.

HOW YOU CAN HELP
Prayers . . . w

ithout them
, nothing happens.

D
es M

oines C
atholic W

orker
via pacis
P

O
 B

ox 4551
D

es M
oines, IA 50305

C
hange S

ervice R
equested

Beauty W
ill Save 

the W
orld - DM

CW
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