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GRATITUDE
Though April snows did come our way – we look for sunshine each day in May. It’s all okay
because I’m thinking earth is clapping its hands in gratitude. It seems like we are moving toward
normalcy for vaccinated folks, and believe me it is a welcome prospect!
So what am I clapping my hands about? I am enjoying being involved in planning a one-day
gathering focusing on moving from Globalism to Localism in the interest of embracing new practices
which should help us support the idea of regenerative ways to garden and participate in local living – a
way of creating efforts to practice permaculture and other ways of practicing support of people, the
planet and people getting their fair share of the earth’s gifts. Any who would wish to join us on July 17
can learn more about this opportunity in the attached flyer. [See page 7.]
We are happy that the city did, in fact, finally pass an agreement to change the zoning code to
allow 5 unrelated adults to live together in a single household. This means that we can now take in
someone in our remaining bedroom. It will be a gentleman from Eritrea, and we are delighted to add
another person to the household. Fally and William are still with us and continue to work on the goal
of being granted asylum and eventually moving into their own housing.
During this time of the pandemic, we have been so blessed by the generosity of the many who
have made sack lunches for folks on the streets and others in need; contributed to a fund for folks at
Emmaus who occasionally could not pay their rent; and continued to send contributions to keep us at
the Catholic Worker going. A BIG THANKS TO YOU ALL!
– Anna

RAMBLING THROUGH THE PANDEMIC
On May 14, our governor, following the CDC, announced, “If you have been fully vaccinated,
the pandemic is largely over for you.” Wow! Someone just pushed a button and turned our daily world
suddenly right side up. Can it really be true? My cautious spirit isn’t sure.
I’ve become used to the surreal world we’ve all lived in for the past year, made difficult
adjustments and learned to live with them – not because i was particularly afraid for myself, but
because i’m convinced everyone’s caution makes everyone safer. The hardest thing for me has been
not being able to smile at strangers on the street. I’ve always made eye contact and greeted with a
smile everyone who’d look at me. Almost everyone has smiled back. For a year now this natural
friendliness has been hidden by my mask. Often, i’d forget it was hidden and realize only afterwards
i’d failed to communicate. But the world needs smiles. Everyone out there needs to know s/he’s
appreciated and received. Social distancing has made these encounters even worse. I’ve been
deliberately trying to avoid people, too often the folks who are routinely rejected and shunned by
almost everybody, and i certainly don’t want them to get that message from me. I’ve said, “Good
morning.” I’ve lifted a hand in greeting. Sometimes
people have responded, sometimes not. But what a
freedom it would be if i could fully believe there’s no
more need for masks!
It’s been a hard year for people experiencing
homelessness, a long winter and wet spring, with snow
throughout March and rain into May – which i delight in
because i love both snow and rain and am keenly aware
of how badly all our growing things need the
rejuvenating moisture. But my attitude also points to how
privileged i am. If you’re living in a tent, or outside
without a tent, it’s day after day of additional challenge,
cold, wet, a lot less sun than usual, with very little space
or opportunity for getting warm or dry. Ben reminds us
of what it was like when he was homeless, sleeping in
slightly protected corners, like the areaway of a building,
enduring through the night, getting up to walk when it was too cold to sleep, and finding a public
space, like a library or a cafe, where you could warm up for a few hours during the day. This year, the
indoor spaces have all been closed.
The big gift of the pandemic for me has been taking advantage of the freedom for outdoor
exercise by adding to the earliest beginnings of every day a 3-mile walk along the river. What a
wonderful time of day is dawn! What a beautiful place for solitude, centering and prayer is the river! I
walk to it up Broadway where the street becomes Brighton after crossing under the railroad tracks.
Gradually, in the course of the year, the occasional person sleeping on the wide sidewalk under the
bridge became more than one, and eventually there was a tent, and by now there are many tents, often
draped in blankets or mats, some with established little living spaces beside them. These spring days,
more people are up and about at dawn, some folks in wheelchairs, and i’m beginning to get to know
them a little. Invariably, there are friendly folks along the way. And invariably, i feel my privilege,
being outside because i want to be, knowing – and they know it, too – that i’ll be turning around and
heading back to a warm and private little apartment with running water and even a refrigerator.
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It’s been a hard year for our little Catholic
Worker house. Anna and i lived apart from it from the
time of the first stay-at-home order until we were both
fully vaccinated and new guidance from the CDC
allowed vaccinated folks to join a single other household
in normal daily living without masks and social
distancing. We all celebrated our renewed closeness with
Easter dinner, and have continued to gather for one
community meal a week since then. We moved our
weekly house meetings indoors. We had managed most
of the year, including all through the winter, to meet on
the lawn, with masks and social distancing, scheduling
flexibly around the weather. We were staying in touch by
phone and connecting on the sidewalk. But there were no
community activities in the house. Folks were living
essentially independent lives. Michelle continued to shop
and clean and care for the house. Ben continued to be
deeply and passionately engaged with his work for Denver Homeless Out Loud – which is, as you can
imagine, often heart-breaking. Fally found things to do while he waited and waited … and waited …
and waited some more for his work authorization, which finally arrived a week ago. William, now 13,
struggled with on-line school, which wasn’t a good fit for him, and we were greatly relieved when he
could get back into the classroom and finally, this spring, play soccer again – where he truly shines.
We hope we can build up a stronger sense of community and more engaged sharing in the life of the
household, as we prepare now to receive another new guest.
There are always gifts in the midst of all the challenges. We’ve been tremendously blessed by
the Hands of Hope Group from Ave Maria, who’ve been buying the CW house a set of basic groceries,
often with wonderful treats added, twice a month for more than a year. Your continued financial gifts
to both the CW and Emmaus Housing have been amazing and oh so heart-warming! The Catholic
Worker Soup Kitchen folks have mobilized an awesome project that prepares over a thousand sack
lunches every week for distribution to hungry folks all over the city, some of which we distribute.
And Anna, who’s been working hard all year with a variety of groups within and beyond
Lorreto on food sustainability and climate justice and localization, continues to believe that the
pandemic has maybe shaken us out of some ruts and that, as we’re maybe, hopefully, moving beyond
it, this is a pivotal moment for turning, not backward into some old normal, but forward into whole
new ways of being as individuals and as communities and as a planet.
– Jennifer
DANCE NIGHT
Leather bottom shoes, Khaki colored Dockers and a black short-sleeve shirt. Yep, it’s dance
night. For the first time in nearly four years, it is time to dance. It’s been four years since my feet have
hit the hardwood floor. Salsa. Of all things, it’s Salsa. Not exactly my best dance. So many rhythms, so
many styles and steps, and my first opportunity is salsa. The only dance hall within walking distance
does Salsa. The weather is nice enough now, but in a couple of hours I’ll need a coat for the walk
home. Who, me? Stubborn? You bet. Tonight I am carrying nothing. No backpack, no sleeping bag.
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Tonight I do not carry my house with me on my shoulders. Tonight I return to my modest apartment.
It’s been a long time since I have been able to sleep inside, be pleasantly warm then. So why am I in
such a hurry to go out? Well… tonight I will be dancing and not sitting. I will mix, I will ask, I will
dance. Tonight I will live my life instead of just trying to endure it.
Walking in the doors my eyes are emblazed with all the reflected light exploding from
everywhere. Even the speakers, and they are painted black. Strobes, neons, and tremors. The floors
tremor, and the walls shake. Hardwood floors pushed back in reaction to the bombardment of sound
waves against the solid surface. Beat after melodiously spicy beat travel in waves through the floor and
eventually to my joints. It is 9 pm, the doors have just opened, and I am the first to arrive. My left leg
is tremoring uncontrollably. My senses are on overload. I had intended to just drink water as is my
custom when out to dance, but the bucking and giving way of my knees in response to the pounding
tremors of sound exploding out of the speakers is a sign that some sort of sedative is in order.
The bar back looks up, he seems annoyed that I have arrived on time. Faking a smile he greats
me, “This bar isn’t open.” I raise my eyebrow. “They haven’t brought the cash drawer yet, but they’re
open by the DJ booth.” I nod, not that I would be heard over the rattling of bottles and glasses on the
shelves. Everything is moving. This is commonplace for a salsa bar. The salsa crowd typically shows
late. My enthusiasm has brought me early. Am I annoyed? Yes… It irks me that people wait so late to
start the fun. I have been waiting for over four years. It seems a waste to cut short the night before it
begins.
I am, however, determined to drink it in, every vibration, every movement, every knocking
knee. “Let’s not have one of those nights,” I tell myself. “Those nights” are where, despite my desire to
dance, mountains of emotional insecurity keep me from simply asking someone to dance. My
insecurities could hold me captive, I could watch and pout in jealousy. I refuse to live in jealousy and
self-doubt tonight. “Coors Light,” I announce to the bartender.
I am returned the look of “domestic drinking Geek... great…”
“Medicinal purposes,” I say. “$3.50,” he returns.
In no way am I going to pay $6.00 for a bitter-tasting
import just to calm my nerves. I’m not here to impress the
bartenders, I’m here to dance. Like all dancers, I do want to
impress other dancers, not just with technical skill but also
with some originality. “Oh, I’ve never done that move before,
can we do it again?” It’s always a nice compliment.
“I don’t know… I just made it up.” Even if I can’t
replicate something that I make up, originality always scores
points with the other dancers. Dancers love to dance, but
sometimes they get bored with the same steps and patterns, so
originality always increases a guy’s clout among the hot
shots, which will lead to more dances, and that is why I am
here in the first place. The sooner I get started dancing, the
better my confidence will be and the more I’ll ask people to
dance which will lead to more dances which is why I am here
in the first place. It’s been so long.
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I’m the guy who wants to be on the floor every song. I am more than willing to soak my shirt in
sweat while I immerse myself in the rhythmically scattered movement of the crowd. In times past I
would have brought multiple shirts, saving my dance partners later in the evening from the slimy result
of the exercise I enjoyed earlier in the evening. I imagine it is not too fun locking up in dance frame
with a slimy, slippery, over-exuberant eel.
But not tonight. I only have one shirt that’s appropriate for an evening out dancing. Of all the
different crowds that different styles of dance attract, salsa dancers dress up more stylishly than any of
them, but for tonight I should be ok. I have to be, for I came here to dance. Now all I have to do is wait
until some others show up. Let’s try not to look too out of place, shall we? It will be good if my knee
stops shaking. Yeah, that would be good.
– Ben

SURELY GOODNESS AND MERCY
This marvelous
book by Murphy Davis
was published just a few
months before her body
finally gave out last
October after a torturous
and heroic, decades-long
battle with cancer and the
debilitating effects of its
treatment. Throughout it
all, she never let go of her
personal commitment to
profound and loving
solidarity with the poor
and oppressed, particularly
those without housing and
those on death row.
Her book shares some of the story of the Open Door Community in Atlanta, Georgia, which
she, her husband Ed Loring, and two others founded in 1981, inspired by the visions of Dorothy Day
and Peter Maurin, Martin Luther King, Jr., and Koinonia Partners. They acquired a huge old building
where they offered hospitality to folks experiencing homelessness and from which they worked
tirelessly, along with a large, inter-racial network of dedicated folks, for social justice. Her dramatic
story of personal illness is interwoven with far-reaching protest campaigns to undo systemic evils,
including many in the health care system; heart-wrenching vignettes of people who became good
friends before they were legally murdered; and profound glimpses of her personal faith and the
powerful community of love which held her and which was held by her.
Her community, which had to leave its beloved home in Atlanta in 2017 and a reduced core of
which is carrying on in Baltimore, is asking for donations for her book to help support their continuing
work.
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SAY – INGS OF COLORS
To their deaths, when changes take hold,
when time is spent and due (dew), the right to die is
to give birth to grow on another day.
Earth has been dreaming and waiting for
mankind to fix what they have done to Earth. The
sun and the moon talk of mankind to the other
planets watching over all this.
Now the planets are calling to the winds and clouds to wake up, to the volcanos to rip into the
depths of the sleeping Earth, to tear the man things apart for not taking care of it properly. The screams
of man do not scare them at all.
The words are that Earth is not a believer in all man’s ways of how not to tell the truth. Can
man beat the truth of all this show and tell? They must learn the show and tell of how to get along with
everything, yet hear a much bigger and louder sound than they can speak. Because the planets are
speaking, the earth is waking up and making noise, and the winds and clouds are coming in all the
more strongly.
*
*
*
Mankind did not take care of the birth child known as Earth, that came from the mating of
Venus and Mars to grow healthy and risk life from their shells of skins, rocks to make a planet and
water from the winds and clouds to make it clean. Hear them say and tell of this. The louder voice is
still more powerful.
– Michelle
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Artwork by Linda Dalal Sawaya/AramcoWorld

Localization: Towards Economic and Environmental Justice
We can live in a world with deeper spirituality, closer connection to the environment and fellow beings,
where we are less stressed, more healthy and ultimately happier. Inspired by the film, “Economics of
Happiness”, the Link Cooperative Economics Working Group, in collaboration with Loretto Outreach,
Loretto Earth Network, the Sustainable and Intentional Community at the Motherhouse, and the
Sustainable Communities for Equity and Food Justice (Proposal 10), is presenting a one-day workshop
on July 17. We invite you to join us.

DATE: JULY 17, 2021
TIME: 8:00-2:00 Pacific / 11:00-5:00 Eastern
LOCATION: ONLINE VIA ZOOM
REGISTRATION DEADLINE: JUNE 30, 2021
The workshop is free, but registration is required. To register, please contact Anna Koop at
annakoopsl@gmail.com

Economic Globalization
A fish served in a California
restaurant was caught illegally on
a Thai fishing vessel manned by
slaves. A t-shirt bought in
Germany was sewn in a
Bangladeshi sweatshop, where
workers labor in unsafe conditions
for starvation wages. The rising
consumption levels of India’s
middle class are contributing to
climate chaos thousands of miles
away, while the hunger of
Americans for consumer goods
from China is exacerbating the
Chinese air-pollution crisis…
These are just a few of the many
faces of the global economy.

From: Helena NorbergHodge/Local Futures

As our world economy has grown, the ability to grow food and
create goods to be sold worldwide has been eased by the
development of global production and the use of labor in poor,
under-developed countries, but at what cost? Coca Cola,
Walmart, Amazon are examples of globalization that is
destroying the Earth and its people. Global transportation of
goods poses its own problems, as demonstrated by the cargo ship
stuck in the Suez Canal back in March.

We stare
in horror
at the
The container ship lodged across the Suez Canal
effects of
superimposed over the Motherhouse property in Kentucky.
climate
Mahmoud Khaled / Getty Images
crisis, environmental racism, economic inequality and endless
wars. We understand the reasons people are fleeing their
countries. We recognize how this is the result of colonial and
7

capitalist economies, creating a market driven by dollars. We may be familiar
with NAFTA, but what about CAFTA, MEFTA, PICTA? We are seeking
alternatives.

FROM THE DENVER PERMACULTURE GUILD

We reject the system of profit over people that capitalizes on the labor of the
poor and the gifts of the Earth to enrich a few.

Our collaborative group is offering this one-day workshop to further educate ourselves about the
environmental and cultural impacts of globalization and examine why localization may serve as an
important alternative. We will explore creating new economic practices both within and outside of the
Loretto Community and Loretto Link. We will encourage participants to share ideas for creating such
local economies in their own neighborhoods, cities, states. Breakout sessions will allow us to learn
from each other, especially to hear about what actions people are taking already. Networking with
participants from our own and other bioregions will help us explore ways that we can support locally
grown food free from chemicals, utilize more equitable labor practices and live more intentional lives.
As with many Loretto events, we will take time for contemplation as we move toward action.
Join us on JULY 17, 2021! To register, contact Anna at annakoopsl@gmail.com
*******************************************************
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
(303)298-9910; (720)940-5482
denvercatholicworker@gmail.com
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