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PRAYER FOR A PANDEMIC
By Cameron Bellm
May we who are merely inconvenienced
Remember those whose lives are at stake.
May we who have no risk factors
Remember those most vulnerable.
May we who have the luxury of working from home
Remember those who must choose between
Preserving their health or making their rent.
May we who have the flexibility to care for
Our children when their schools close
Remember those who have no options.
May we who have to cancel our trips
Remember those that have no safe place to go.
May we who are losing our margin money
In the tumult of the economic market
Remember those who have no margin at all.
May we who settle in for a quarantine at home
Remember those who have no home.
As fear grips our country,
Let us choose love.
During this time when we cannot physically
Wrap our arms around each other,
Let us yet find ways to be the loving embrace
Of God.

MEMORIES
If you look closely at the photograph taken from our living room/dining room window on
Easter Monday, you will see some tents in the snow on the street below. This scene evoked an early
70’s memory. It was early in the morning and the phone rang: “Anna, we are going to start a tent city.
Do you have any tents?” It was a friend of mine from Eastside Action Center, and by the end of the
day two tents had been erected in the parking lot of the Center. They were occupied by two families.
Some of us interested in housing had articulated what we might want from the city. That night it
snowed, and the next day the media showed up en force. We talked about wanting the formation of a
Mayor’s Housing Task Force which would be tasked with creating housing policy for the city. My
friend Fred Kahane and I staffed that task force, and eventually some pretty good policy came out of it.
We were focused on emergency housing because it was before the growth of shelters. Those were the
days before Denver had thousands of people on the streets and before the word “homeless” was even
part of our parlance.
I have lived in Denver for almost the entire time since then and have watched the withdrawal of
the federal government from the provision of low-income housing; the State’s inability to pass
tenant/landlord law and “right to survive” laws or keep up with the increasing need for affordable
housing; and the city’s lack of engagement in what has clearly become a housing crisis to the point
where in my neighborhood there are tents up and down the streets and the city has periodically swept
them, taking the residents’ properties, and has passed a law preventing urban camping. I have watched
people grow old on the streets!
Enter covid-19 and voila! – two shelters are put up to house (with social distancing), feed and
provide health care for some 800 men and women as well as some 70 hotel rooms where people with
the virus can isolate. Don’t get me wrong – I am grateful that that has happened. Would you be
surprised to know there are still some 500 people on the streets or in cars? The virus may be around for
a while, but already there is much rumbling about the need to get the economy going again. It is likely
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that the economy will never return to its former state and that much of “life as we have known it” will
never come back. So then what???
Lots of people are seeing this as an opportunity for big change, and I am with them. Let’s
imagine that food, health care and housing equity will find its way into our lives, that we will stop
planning for war and spend our money elsewhere, that we will have a new way of governance which is
less a matter of power politics and more a matter of working for the common good with corporate
power having little or no influence. Other cultures and countries are doing it and putting us to shame.
So much is possible and already being thought of in this liminal time. I am thinking that it is time for a
brave, new world and hoping that the new normal will be working for that. I am grateful for the people
with whom I have spoken who have similar dreams and are willing to give their energy to make them
happen. Hopefully we will seize the moment.
– Anna
UPDATE FROM KAYLANNE, COLE AND SEEGER
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UPDATE TO FAMILY AND FRIENDS FROM MARCUS AND KRISTEN
March 5, 2020
You’ve probably heard by now, but in case you haven’t – Kris and I are happy to announce that
we’ll be moving to New York this summer so that I can attend the City University of New York
School of Law this coming fall.
Perhaps you all deserve an explanation or an update on our lives – so for those interested here’s
a potentially too long update.
For the last 3 years, Kris and I have lived in Greensboro, NC – a small southern town with a
surprisingly high percentage of wonderful, thoughtful and influential people. We were incredibly
fortunate to have met an amazing church and community within the first few days of moving to
Greensboro in 2017. Kris was embraced by a wonderful writing community at UNCG, and we’ve been
able to get involved and stay involved in organizing efforts since early on after we first moved to
Greensboro. You might not know it if you just stopped in town, but Greensboro is a place that is, in
many ways, at the center of many of the nation’s most important social struggles – voter suppression,
poverty, racism, police violence and struggles over government transparency, etc. – not to mention our
ecological crisis. And unless you lived here, you probably wouldn’t get to know all the amazing people
who have been involved in the struggle for justice and dignity in Greensboro for so long. We’re
grateful to have gotten to work alongside some of them and learn from them.
Of course, we’re sad that moving will mean we’ll have to step back from some of the projects
we’ve been involved in, but we are excited to be moving to New York, closer to Kris’s family and near
my new school. We’re sure there will be plenty to do in New York (more on that below), and that there
are plenty of competent and amazing people to carry on the struggles we’ve been engaged in in
Greensboro – most of them were, of course, engaged long before we came to town. The good folks at
the Beloved Community Center, at the Homeless Union of Greensboro, the folks still engaging the
Democracy Greensboro list-serve, the newly emerging Greensboro Neighbors for Safety, Justice &
Well-being for All (working on imagining what safety looks like beyond policing) and the Guilford for
All (who are working on a county wide campaign that will be rolling out in the next few weeks) groups
are all doing really important work. We know that the
struggle to get Justice for Marcus Smith and for real
accountability for police will continue. And we know that
as housing prices continue to rise, and wages remain
stagnant, and evictions run rampant, that there will be
people working to get the government to actually do
something about poverty and homelessness.
Kris has been teaching a 4-class load at the UNCG
as an English Professor, and she got one of her stories
published recently in the Cold Mountain Review. She’s
applying for jobs in NYC now and is excited about what
may come. I won’t be working my first year of law school
(I don’t think I reasonably could), but we both value the
prospect of staying involved in community work while
being in school. The lawyers who finally convinced me
that I could and should apply to law school (what the hell
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were they thinking?) are people’s lawyers and were straightforward with me about the need to remain
connected to people fighting for justice outside of the classroom.
I applied and got into a number of schools, but we chose CUNY School of Law (I’m told you
are supposed to pronounce it Cue-Knee) in part because of the price – it’s much more affordable than
most law schools – and in large part, because of the location. I know that if I am busy working on a
legal education that Kris will get to visit family in New Jersey – who are a huge support to us and only
an hour away by train. We’re especially glad to be near our nieces and nephews. Kris also lived in
New York for years prior to us dating and loves the city, and we’ve also got friends involved in the
Catholic Worker Community here, as well as some poor people’s organizing efforts, such as Picture
the Homeless, the National Union of the Homeless, the Poor People’s Campaign, etc.
But we also chose CUNY because of their support for movement lawyers. At this point, I’m
fairly open to a variety of legal work – but I’m excited about
the work CUNY is known for – like fighting Bloomberg’s
Stop and Frisk Policy and litigating against the NYPD’s post9/11 Muslim Surveillance Program, and fighting the 2017
Federal Travel Ban, and starting a clemency project for people
serving life without parole in NY prisons, and helping pass
and implement a civil-right-to-counsel policy in NYC that
gives tenants facing evictions access to a lawyer. Kris and I
visited CUNY recently and got to sit in on a program put on
by the Formerly Incarcerated Law Students Advocacy
Association about organizing for prison abolition. Point being
– I think there’s plenty of good work for me to get involved in
at CUNY.
I never thought I’d go to law school, but God has
allowed us the resources and opportunities to do so and we
feel like this is the right next step. Don’t worry – I still believe
our system is thoroughly rotten, racist and morally bankrupt,
and the laws that prop it up are too. That much hasn’t
changed. (In fact, the more I hang out with lawyers and learn
about the law, the more I become convinced of this.) But, over
the last ten or so years of my life, I’ve worked with a lot of
lawyers who have been a big asset in offering practical help to communities that need it. The ones who
are the most helpful are the lawyers that are not only competent but are also willing to follow the
leadership of communities they are trying to serve.
I worry about what effect the current administration will have on our legal system and whether
the general public takes the stakes seriously enough. And so I think this will be an interesting time to
learn about the law. What will civil liberties look like in a few years? How bad can income inequality
get and what the hell will happen with trump’s plan to crack down on homelessness? And … what will
be left of our earth if we don’t change our ways and our laws?
No – I don’t think that legal strategies are the best strategies to address our problems. Rather, I
believe legal strategies can be helpful in building power amongst poor people if they are tied to larger
people’s movements, and I believe that those struggles are what are important. It will take a lot more
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than some lawyers to create the changes that we need – but I think lawyers play a part, and I hope to
play my part too.
We will continue to miss our friends in Colorado (we’re hopefully coming to visit this summer
before we settle in New York), and we’ll miss our community in Greensboro, and the Smith family in
South Carolina, too. All our teachers, our family, our friends, mentors, pastors, and organizing pals –
we owe a lot of thanks to you all for helping shape us into the people we are today and we hope you all
come visit us at some point in New York.
– Marcus and Kris

We love you all a lot.

Update: Since writing this letter to our family and friends, we’ve heard there is a global pandemic
playing out, and that New York is at the center of it. So, our plans, while delayed, remain largely the
same. We still plan to move to New York City when it becomes safe enough for classes to meet in
person. When crises like this happen, it can spur meaningful, deep and needed change, or it can cement
and worsen problems. The coronavirus is exposing the fissures within our racist and deeply unequal
system. If there was ever a time to struggle and organize for people’s rights to basic things like
healthcare and housing, it is now.
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from The Book of Poverty and Death
by Rainer Maria Rilke
You are the poor one, you the destitute.
You are the stone that has no resting place.
You are the diseased one
whom we fear to touch.
Only the wind is yours.
You are poor like the spring rain
that gently caresses the city;
like wishes muttered in a prison cell, without a world to hold them;
and like the invalid, turning in his bed to ease the pain.
Like flowers along the track, shuddering
as the train roars by, and like the hand
that covers our face when we cry – that poor.
Yours is the suffering of birds on freezing nights,
of dogs who go hungry for days.
Yours the long sad waiting of animals
who are locked up and forgotten.
You are the beggar who averts his face,
the homeless person who has given up asking;
you howl in the storm.
*

*

*
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THE GRATITUDE OF KNOWING
Can you believe that the Denver Catholic Worker
House is now in its fifth decade? I’m sure in the early days
Anna Koop and friends never imagined how long it might
exist. I’ve had the pleasure to share a Thursday evening meal
and prayer at the new house almost every week in the last six
months. I haven’t always been able to come so regularly.
What a sense of grounding to know that this group is my
prayer community.
This weekly gathering, Christmas Eve Mass and the
prayer vigil at the Denver City and County Building have
been a constant in my adult life. Even when I moved away for
a few years and then returned to Colorado with my own new
family, we were welcomed back for the baptism of our
daughter at the Worker house. What a sense of community to
know that we were again among family and friends.
The passing of Fr. Thomas Nelson in 2019 has lead
me to reflect on the many other pastors and religious who
have celebrated and prayed with the CW community
throughout the years: Cole Chandler; Fathers Tom McCormick, Jim Sunderland, Ted Wiesner, Ed
Judy, Brian Bricker, Kevin Burke, Pancho Higdon, Bill Krauss, Vince O’Flaherty, Vince Hovely,
Marty Lally, Steve Adams, Bert Chilson, Charles Chaput, Dennis Kennedy, Len Schreiner, Si
Gallagher, Chrysostom Frank, and Jim McDonough; and our very own Anna Koop. I imagine there
are many others who come to mind for you. What a sense of longevity to know that our community has
been touched by grace through the presence of these good people.
– Renee Meade

ON WORK
I like work. I like most kinds of work better than the sorts of things most people call “play.”
But as i’ve gotten older, and slightly more limited physically, i’ve begun to think it would be nice, and
certainly acceptable, to slow down some. And, since we finished the repairs on the new CW house late
last spring, i’ve had time. Not an excess of time – there were school choices for William; there were
bedbugs; there was daily life – but more than enough for the needs of the day. I could be quiet in the
morning. I could read at bedtime. I could take on projects that weren’t urgent.
And i found myself, oddly, wanting breaks. I’d think, in the early afternoon, “I need a break,”
and then realize i’d already gone to morning Mass and had two relaxed meals. My life wasn’t
pressured. What more did i want?
In mid-February, one of our long-term Emmaus tenants moved out. I poured myself into all the
work that goes into making a unit ready for a new tenant. This one needed more work than most
because it had not been fully renovated before it was first occupied, and a lot of minor repairs had built
up during its last, very long, tenancy. Steel, who joined Emmaus late last year as a part-time
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maintenance-and-repair person, was able to help about two days a week. But i was free to work
practically all the time except for eating, sleeping and church. And the unit needed every bit of time i
could find. I was pushing to get it ready by mid-March because the incoming tenant desperately
needed housing. Sometimes i worked 14 hours in a day. I’d go back to work after supper, and if i woke
up, sleepless, in the middle of the night, i’d work two or three more hours then. I got tired, but i was on
a mission: I wanted to finish this job on time, completing every bit of it as well as i possibly could.
At some point, i noticed i didn’t even want breaks. I was energized. The work was satisfying in
itself. Completing what needed to be done was satisfying. Creating a clean and inviting home for
someone who wanted it badly warmed my heart. I was aware of no deficiency, nothing to complain
about. Maybe the key was in paying almost no attention to myself.
And a deeper thing was (is, has been) happening as well. I seem to be functioning more
intuitively. As my cognitive functioning slows down and becomes less reliable, my practical intuition
seems freer and more immediate. I can sometimes “see” solutions before i figure them out. In case you
read my story about painting the straight line along the top of the wall against the lighter ceiling: it still
draws me into prayer, and it also flows more surely, straighter and faster than before. I don’t try so
hard, and i’m more trusting of the intangible guidance. I hesitate to relate any of this to my spiritual
life, because i hardly know where my spiritual life is these days, but i have a suspicion it may be
healthier than i know in some hidden place where God is doing all the work. Of course, God does all
the work in any case, and maybe i’m managing somehow (intuitively?) to get more out of the way.
– Jennifer
A BRIGHT GREEN HOUSE
It was only a house in the middle of the block, where a family made it a place of a Home for
about 60 years. The last of the kids grew up, and they sold it to a friend of the family. They come and
see it from time to time.
The friend found many people to bring the old house some overdue love.
The friend and people filled it with many old and new things. The brush and many fingers
involved brought something old to the house, and now it’s all new and has a bright new look.
Many passing people run from it.
Many people walk by it and close their eyes.
Many people use it as an old new landmark.
Many people walk by pointing at it. Most and
much of the time it brings laughter and smiles.
It has brought something new to the house, so
many new names for an old house.
This Green House glows now.
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It’s like eating green hard-boiled eggs for breakfast. You just can’t get past it without
something that makes you grow – to a way of finding something to do with it.
– Michelle

The Spot is Denver.
HOUSE NEWS

You’ve probably noticed that some of our “updates” are a little out of date. The corona virus
sent us into something of a time warp. But we’re all hanging in there. Kaylanne is super busy. As
Director of Nursing for the Colorado Coalition for the Homeless, she’s on the front lines every day.
Cole continues to be as busy as ever. As Director of the Colorado Village Collaborative, he’s not only
attending to present and future tiny-home-village needs, but has worked with others, including
Kaylanne, to encourage and support the city in creating two large places for folks experiencing
homelessness to be safe during the virus pandemic. The rest of us have been staying at home, which
Anna and Jennifer, as seniors, continue to do even as things open up some for others here in Colorado.
It’s hard for us to be separated physically from the little Catholic Worker house next door, but we’re
doing our best to keep connected in socially distanced ways.
We’ve been overwhelmed with gratitude for an outpouring of support from many generous
folks for the special hardships of this time. Individuals have made large donations earmarked for food
support. Others have dropped off food and toilet paper and masks. Folks from the Ave Maria parish are
purchasing a cartload of fresh and non-perishable groceries for the CW house every other week.
Volunteers of the Catholic Worker Soup Kitchen, which has been unable to serve during the stay-athome order, have sent us hundreds of dollars’ worth of food cards, which we’ve been distributing,
through Denver Homeless Out Loud, to folks living on the streets.
Our biggest concern right now is for Emmaus Housing, whose finances are entirely separate
from those of the Catholic Worker (even as it acts as a fiscal sponsor for the CW). Some of its tenants
receive benefits, but others have lost jobs because of the virus, and one such family is not eligible for a
stimulus payment. Emmaus has been both forgiving rent and providing food support, which it’s been
able to do so far because of some very generous personal donations. But Emmaus is entirely dependent
on its (deliberately low) rental income for meeting its annual budget, and would be extremely grateful
for some additional financial help at this time. Thanks so much for all you’ve already given.
*

*

*

*

*

*

PANDEMIC by Lynn Ungar
What if you thought of it
as the Jews consider the Sabbath –
the most sacred of times?
Cease from travel.
Cease from buying and selling.
Give up, just for now,
on trying to make the world
different than it is.
Sing. Pray. Touch only those
to whom you commit your life.
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Center down.
And when your body has become still,
reach out with your heart.
Know that we are connected
in ways that are terrifying and beautiful.
(You could hardly deny it now.)
Know that our lives
are in one another’s hands.
(Surely, that has come clear.)
Do not reach out your hands.
Reach out your heart.
Reach out your words.
Reach out all the tendrils
of compassion that move, invisibly,
where we cannot touch.
Promise this world your love –
for better or for worse,
In sickness and I health,
so long as we all shall live.
*******************************************************
If you’d like to receive this newsletter by email, please let us know at
denvercatholicworker@gmail.com

Denver Catholic Worker House
1027 26th Street
Denver, Colorado 80205
denvercatholicworker@gmail.com
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