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Dear friends,
It’s been 12 years since we started the GCW in a small, falling apart three-bedroom rental about two blocks from where we 

now are, and 8 years since we’ve been in the Green House (formerly the Blue House). Each year has been different, with its own 
set of challenges and joys, surprises and struggles.

We’ve been blessed this past year with several really extraordinary live-in community members. Vickie had been with us for 
the last few years as one of our core volunteers as she completed her undergraduate degree in religion, and this past fall, she 
moved into the house as she started her graduate program in religion and nature. Vickie has made a sort of cottage industry out 
of her experiences at the GCW—we’ve been the focus of papers she’s written, articles she’s had published, presentations she’s 
given at conferences, and so on. She’s been great at keeping us connected with the university, including introducing us to one of 
her mentors, Whitney Sanford, a professor at UF who has involved her classes with our work and led Roundtable discussions. 

Tamra also volunteered with us prior to moving in. She is 
graduating from UF this May and will start medical school 
a few weeks later in Tallahassee. One real benefit to having 
Tamra has been how many others she’s brought into our 
life—including friends from school, her family members, 
and her boyfriend Ben. This month Ben, a photographer, has 
joined us twice to take photos of our friends from the street, 
volunteers, and others who find their way to the house. We’re 
printing copies of the portraits for folks to keep or pass along 
to a loved one. Benefiting from a community member’s 
social circle is kind of a GCW tradition! Tamra will end her 
time with us in May, but we have a feeling she’ll be part of 
our lives for a long time to come.

Daniel was our wild card when the year started. He had 
only been volunteering for a short time, but his presence, 
dependability and spirit stood out. We struggle sometimes 
to find men who want to commit to living at the house, but 
something about Daniel struck us in such a way that we 
invited him to think about it. We also saw that he had applied 
to live at a new CW opening in Uganda (!) and thought, 
dang!, we’re not losing him to Africa! Daniel lived with 
us for the fall semester and has continued to be a regular 
presence throughout the year (dating Vickie has something to 
do with it I imagine…). And Daniel will also live at the house during our summer sabbatical this year, helping me to care-take 
during our down time.

Since we opened our doors, one of the priorities of the GCW has been to offer formation and training for students and young 
adults to help them make a life-long commitment to working for justice in our world. I share a little bit about Vickie, Tamra and 
Daniel with you to highlight how central this aspect of our work is. We think it is a gift both to our community and to the wider 
world to be involved with young people who want to ask the big questions while learning to stand with and work alongside 
people whom our society marginalizes. We think that the time that they spend with us contributes to how they see the world and 
the decisions they make later on about how to live in it. We’ve had dozens of young people live with us over the past 8 years, 
and hundreds more volunteer at the house. They continue to challenge and bless us with their questions and experiences. 
A few highlights from this past year:
• We welcomed a number of guests and visitors this year, old friends and new: the Coalition of Immokalee Workers; David 

Keaton (the first death row inmate in FL to be exonerated and released) and his friend Alphonso; Shizuko Umetsu, a Japanese 
student studying at Sewanee in Tennessee, who spent her Christmas break and Spring Break with us; and the regular visits 
from family and friends, including our nieces Claire and Audrey who also spent their Spring Break helping at the house!

(continued on back page...)

The greatest challenge
of the day is how
to bring about a
revolution of the heart.
      ~ Dorothy Day
      (Co-founder of the
      Catholic Worker Movement) 

Bill, Leroy and Vickie at one of the Spring 2012 cafes.
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GCW members, volunteers, guests and friends from the street, under the direction of local artists and crafters, have been creating 
a variety of beautiful and unique artwork and crafts every Tuesday (and Monday, and some Saturdays) at the GCW. Part art 
therapy, part cottage industry, part celebration of creativity and community—Art for All produces creations which are eclectic 
in nature, employing the skill and attention of many artists and crafters using donated and found materials, which we then 
recycle and up-cycle! The artwork and crafts will be on display and for sale Saturday, April 28 from 1-5pm at the GCW, 218 
NW 2nd Ave. All proceeds go to support the Gainesville Catholic Worker and participating artists. These items make great gifts 
(Mother’s Day, Graduation, etc.). Come by and have a slice of delicious homemade pie with your purchase!

WHEN: Saturday, April 28  TIME:  1:00 to 5:00pm

ART FOR ALL/REFLECTION

Just in time for Mother’s Day and Graduation!
Spring 2012 Art for All Open House and Art Sale 

Gift bags (made 
from old calendars) Hand-beaded bracelets 

and other jewelry

Scrap basket aprons

Clutch purse (made 
from scrap fabric)See more items online at www.gainesvillecw.org...

Stumbling along the abyss: Addicts, all of us in need of a higher power
by Kelli Brew
“People use drugs, legal and illegal, because their lives are intolerably painful or dull. They hate their work and find no rest in 
their leisure. They are estranged from their families and their neighbors. It should tell us something that in healthy societies drug 
use is celebrative, convivial, and occasional, whereas among us it is lonely, shameful, and addictive. We need drugs, apparently, 
because we have lost each other.”  ~Wendell Berry, from “Racism and Economy” in The Art of the Commonplace

I watched him through the sheer curtains in the well-lit living room, pacing back and forth, then exploding out the side door of 
the house into the screened porch, frantically rifling through seat cushions and storage boxes looking for the car keys his mother 
had hidden. She had called me and we had called the police. He was jacked up on something and afraid “they,” the thug dealers, 
were out to get him. His bloodied lip and bruised chest indicated that there was something wrong, if not exactly what he was 
describing. Outside on the driveway, I found myself “praying” for help, something I often find difficult to do: “Please help him. 
He is so young and afraid. Make him safe. Help him. Please.” I can still see the fat baby and the skinny little boy in him, and 
know my friend is seeing the same thing. But when the police come, they encounter the fearful, raging, tattooed and muscular 
young man and ask the questions they ask all the parents: “Did he threaten you?” “Is he a danger to himself or others?”

All addicts are a danger to themselves and others. They are circling a drain - or maybe the existential abyss - and they are likely 
to pull the ones who love them down with them. Everyone revolving around the addict is forced to ask the big and immediate 
question that “danger” drives one to: “What on earth am I doing?” 

The addict’s life is very immediate and “real,” lived in the present moment of desperate need and momentary satisfaction. 
What may have begun as a buzzy distraction from boredom or brief respite from pain, turns into an escape, and then the thing 
that must be escaped. Each addict, and those who love him or her, has a different story, which is somehow the same at its core 
- and at its very deepest, the same story we all have: Longing, loneliness, fear, pain, fatigue - the “quiet life of desperation” 
relieved for a minute by the happy buzz or a numbing out, a break from the relentless burden of being human. 

It takes “tough love” they say; it takes hitting rock bottom, or watching the one you love hit it. There is no easy way out or 
back up. If the life of an addict is particularly “real,” the path out is even more so - looking squarely at what you are doing, what 
you have done, where you are heading, and doing something else instead. Every time.

It is a morass, and no surprise that support groups for people trying to help addicts say the same thing: save yourself, put the 
oxygen mask on yourself first, watch how you are “enabling,” prepare to let go of any vestige of control you thought you had. 

Oh Lordy, aren’t we all addicts and enablers? Again I sidle up to prayer. No one needs a “higher power” more than ... well, 
all of us. Alcoholics Anonymous (AA) - the best and most real “church” I know - makes it clear that it doesn’t matter how you 
actually conceive the higher power, only that you acknowledge that there’s something more than simply you. If nothing else, 
“we” is a higher power than “I.” Me to the second, or the third or to the entire roomful of people feeling the need, making the 
choice, watching with love, asking what on earth we are doing, or will do today.

Bath mats and rugs 
(made from old t-shirts)



This past semester, one of our former community members 
Kimberly Hunter, received the “Jack Penrod Award for Peace 
and Justice,” given out annually by the Gainesville activist 
community to a young activist. We were so excited for Kim to 
be recognized in this way. What follows below is excerpted 
from the speech she prepared for the ceremony honoring her.
What I want to share with you tonight is the story of how 
all of you—and the community you’ve created here—have 
helped mold the organizer in me. This story is important 
because it reminds us ANYONE can become an organizer… 

When I first came to Gainesville 7 years ago, I had never 
even heard the terms “community organizer” or “activist.” 
Being raised in the home of an evangelical pastor, the only 
protest I’d ever gone to was outside an abortion clinic and 
the only boycott in which I’d participated was of Disney, in 
opposition to Disney World’s “gay day.”

In 2005, I came to the “secular” University of Florida for 
the sole purpose of converting UF students to evangelical 
Christianity.  In an English class, I once declared unashamedly 
and to the shock of my professor and fellow classmates that 
“I was most definitely NOT a feminist.”

Now I stand here before you today as a community 
organizer, living in an historically feminist house, being honored for peace and justice work. How did this happen? Well, instead 
of me converting Gainesville, Gainesville converted me.

Here I encountered beautiful people who were very different from me—people who were old, young, immigrant, citizen, 
homeless, many different colors, of every religion and of no religion. As I fell in love with these diverse people, their love for 
me—despite my own close-mindedness—expanded my worldview.

As the power of love and friendship changed my belief system, the integrity my parents had drilled into me—“Kimberly, how 
you LIVE must reflect what you BELIEVE”—began to play out in ways they’d never expected.

Two special places transformed my new open-mindedness into community activism. The first is the Catholic Worker House 
and the second is the Civic Media Center. Both of these places allow people who are ordinarily segregated by their differences 
to encounter one another, share conversations, and build relationships within a sort of “safe zone.”

I moved into the Catholic Worker House right after I graduated from UF, while I was waiting for the Peace Corps to send me 
to Africa to teach English. I was drawn to the Catholic Worker because it was one of the weirdest yet most welcoming places I’d 
ever encountered. It was a place where families, students, undocumented immigrants, ex-convicts, recovering drug addicts, and 
religious people all lived, ate, cleaned, prayed, protested, and studied together. Crazy.

It was there, while baking bread for Gainesville labor pools at 5am one morning, Johnny Zokovitch taught me the life-
changing difference between CHARITY and JUSTICE. He told me “charity work” is something people do because it is “good” 
or “nice.” But “justice work” is something we do because it is RIGHT. It is not “good or nice” for those of us who “have” extra to 
share food or clothing with those who “have not” enough. Every worker waiting in line at the Labor Pool DESERVES a healthy 
breakfast, but they have been robbed of it because of a broken, unjust economic system. So by sharing food with someone, we 
are helping RIGHT something that is WRONG.

While living at the Catholic Worker, my eyes were opened to how many things were WRONG and UNJUST about U.S. 
society, and about how the U.S. government causes so much pain, poverty and exploitation here at home and abroad.

This was the place where I learned about the Israeli oppression of Gaza, about the School of the Americas, about how, in the 
Afghanistan War, more than 50 civilians die for every one soldier...

The things I learned overwhelmed and depressed me.  As a privileged, white, middle-class U.S. citizen, I suddenly felt implicit 
in so many of the atrocities caused by U.S. policies. I felt paralyzed with pain, like everything I touched or bought was hurting 
someone, somewhere... But thankfully, the Catholic Worker was also the place where I learned about hope—about people’s 
movements. It was there I learned about the transformative power of shopping locally and growing food. About Veterans for 
Peace! I remember being awestruck by the seeming oxymoron, “Vets—for peace? Wow! What a genius idea! I have to learn 
more!” I learned about the Coalition of Immokalee Workers when 30 of them stayed in the Catholic Worker house—three of 
them in my bedroom.

It was also at the Catholic Worker, after I’d facilitated a small group discussion, that Johnny said to me, “You know Kimberly, I 
think you would make a great community organizer!” “Wow, thanks!” I said aloud. But silently I thought, “What is a community 
organizer?” So I went to the Civic Media Center—where I’d been attending Poetry Jams—walked in the door, and asked, 
“Excuse me, do you have any books on community organizing?” And the rest is history, so to speak...

Kim Hunter, former GCW member, receives award for justice work
 REFLECTION

Matthew and Kim at the 2010 Epiphany party at the GCW.
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IMPORTANT: To do all of this work, we rely on the support of family and friends. We are not a tax-exempt, non-profit 
organization; we have no paid staff. We hope your experience of the GCW has touched you & changed you, and we hope that 
you can join us in supporting the GCW. To make a gift or inquire about our needs, you can send a check to the address in this 
newsletter, or contact us by email (preferable) or phone. Thanks for all you have done and given. We are very grateful! 

• In addition to our regular projects (Breakfast Brigade, Dorothy’s Café, Art for All, Green House Knitters, Roundtables, etc.), 
we started some new ones. We hosted the 30-week program, JustFaith, this year, with a group of 12 studying the relationship 
between faith and justice. And we started a new partnership with an urban micro-farm run by Jade Allen and Lynn Chacko. 
We’ve been holding regular workdays at the micro-farm with volunteers from the GCW, and in return, the micro-farm is 
donating healthy produce for us to incorporate into our café and other meals and distribute to friends from the street. 

• We expanded our parking lot garden, putting in new raised beds this fall with the assistance of Florida Organic Growers. 
• Our Christmas Art for All sale was an incredible success—we sold 90% of the arts and crafts made by our friends from the 

street, volunteers, community members and others. For every item one of our artists sells, they get 80% of the sale. Many 
of our volunteers and supporters who participate donate all of their proceeds back to the house to keep the program going.

• We lost a dear friend this year, Connie Fitzgerald. Connie was an early regular at the Breakfast Brigade, long ago when we 
were baking bread and boiling eggs at Kelli’s house (before we got the Green House at 218); and last year, she helped us to 
plant and inaugurate the parking lot garden next to our house. We give thanks for her life and witness.

• One of our long-time volunteers, Dan Kahn, produced a play this year, Galileo of Gainesville, incorporating the words and 
experiences from many of our friends who are homeless into the script. Dan donated the opening performance’s receipts to 
the GCW and the HomeVan. Thanks Dan!

• We supported our local Occupy movement, hosting with others “the 99% Breakfast” at our downtown plaza, having 
Occupiers speak at one of our Roundtables, and meeting Dr. Cornel West when he addressed the community in January.

• In August, we undertook a guerrilla art project, with over 50 people chipping in to make it happen. From August 6-9, we 
folded and then hung 1,000 origami peace cranes at various locations around downtown, with the message attached to each 
crane: “This is our cry. This is our prayer. Peace in the world.”

We’ve been hosting 50-100 folks at Dorothy’s Café each week, and friends from the street join us regularly for our evening meal. 
Two of the three labor pools we visit for the Breakfast Brigade moved this year—one close enough for us to walk to—so we’ve 
only been going to the two labor pools within walking distance. Numbers at the labor pools are down as low as we’ve ever seen 
them—construction jobs and other opportunities have severely dried up in Gainesville, and fewer of our friends can make even 
the small amount of money they used to be able to get by working day labor. After twelve years of doing the Brigade, we’re 
seriously thinking of replacing it with something else more needed right now. 

We’ve also seen the number of overnight guests significantly down this year. We think that much of this has to do with how 
unseasonably warm the winter was, resulting in people not needing to come in from their campsites or outside. All in all, we 
keep on keeping on, with a nice mix of folks from the homeless community, UF and Santa Fe College, the wider Gainesville 
community, church folks (particularly from Holy Faith Catholic Church and United Church of Gainesville) and others joining 
us to eat, knit, make arts and crafts, watch football games, study scripture, pray, have a cup of coffee, and so on. Next year, in 
addition to Kelli, me and the kids, Vickie will be continuing with us, and we’ll welcome in Gloria and Clayton, two recent grads 
of UF, as well as a former community member, Leroy.

Many thanks to all of you who make this community possible. We couldn’t be more grateful.
 

      In peace,
      John and Kelli
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