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In 1981 when I arrived in Boston with my twWo youngest
children, Tamara Griggs and Peter Wilson, we were all newly
emerging from a drug-and-alcohol rehabilitation communicy
in California, which had become too violent for our well-being
and safery. We had fled to
Ireland and decided nor to =
return to California on :
returning to the United
States. One son, John Wilson, ~ § &
was in the navy submarine s
service and had applied for a
Conscientious Objecrion
discharge. He was stationed
in New London, and it was
this situation that brought us
to Pax Christi, where John
Leary was working, and
eventually to Haley House,
where John Leary also lived

and worked in the soup
kitchen.

None of us had cver
lived in Boston and we knew
nothing abour Boston. .
Therefore, it made sense to =
me when John Belmont (who A
was working in the soup JLH by Eileen Lawter,
kitchen and had money Jfriend and resident in the
burning a hole in his pockers  80s-
or his conscience) suggested
buying a building to house the homeless, The house was found
through John's uncle, Bill Hauserman, who was on the board
of a group called Low Cost Housing, which was run by an
African American man named Rudy Waker (now deccased).
Rudy offered

us a house on

Massachusers It made sense to me when

Avenue that
had  nine
apartments
without
stoves, toilets, bathtubs, or sinks. He thought we should make
it a rooming house. We didn't. The stoves, toilets, tubs, sinks,
and refrig-erators were in the basement, and they were duly re-
installed.

In July 1982 John Belmont bought 418 Mass. Ave. and
left for California. My son Peter, my nephew Nick Carter, and
another friend of theirs came to help me get all of the g;arlm%c
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Mother of Jobn Leary House, Secker after the
Truth, who finds herself both a grandmother and
a graduate student these days. ..

out of the building. There was a huge amount—a barge load,
at least. After that we ook a look ar the sugpestion Kathe
McKenna made: to rent a unit to a fa mily housed
nappropriately in the senijor housing that Haley House had
established at 575 Tremont Streer. Our first family moved in.
The mother had been at MCI Framingham, where an Ailanthus
member, Suzanne Shanley, had mer her while serving time for
a nonviolent protest thar gor her arrested. (Ailanthus was the
“peace” group thar mer ar Haley House every Sunday evening
and protesred at Diraper Lab [why did we stop?] every Monday
morning from 8 w 9, handing our leaflets to employees and
holding moral-injunction-inscribed posters to stir the hearts of
the guidance system makers.) This family of four moved into
the house in the summer. The night they moved in, the two
little girls sat out on the stoop in the evening singing Jesus
Loves Me. They were competing with Wally'’s Bar and Grill,
one of Boston’s oldest (Wally himself was 100) jazz and blues
bats. The rest of the neighborhood was boarded-up buildings,
and a small store run by a man named Bill. This family was
followed by several others.

At the end of August, by which time John Belmont had
returned from California, we had filled half the building. And
it was then that John Leary died unexpectedly on his daily run
home from Pax Christi; he was 24, He had been a huge support
to my son and had found him a lawyer in Connecricur, helping
in every way he could to make sure John Wilson received his
CO discharge. We named the house after him, and often, often
wished he were still alive as we discovered what housing
homeless folks involved. Working in a California rehab
COmmMunity was not preparation for trying to house homeless
families. I knew nothing abour how ro help them, and less
about getting my own life together. But there were islands of

felicity: Grace
John Belmont (who had Belmon making

money burning a hole in his pockets or his conscience) Pipicr-miché
suggested buying a building to house the homeless.

masks with the
children in the
Community
Room; Mark DeStefano patiently making potholders with a
resident who had a tenuous grip on reality (not that reality gor
a great play from any of the rest of us): Tamara Griggs sitting
on her bed, braiding and beading the hair of two children whose
Christmas had gone amuck when their mother’s boyfriend
destroyed their tree and presents; John Belmont talking down
a very angry ex-boyfriend who later helped build the brick path
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in the back yard; Ralston and Rachels study |
group on the The Women of Brewster Place;

Vickie Combs's acerhic COmMMmentary on Tbe Mz:gsian

everyone and everything that was ballast o
foolishness,

We staggered through the crises, the | chased by John S. Belmont, will provide some units crflmlv-cml Im_usinglﬁu
financial woes, the cockroach rebellion, and the | people who cannot rent in today’s rental market due to income limitation
rat invasion when the Orange Line dig began, | or other special considerations. Other units will be rented at a th}'n:r rent
We had a dachshund, Floyd, whose joy it was | in order to help carry the basic costs which low-income tenants can't meet.

to kill every rat who dared climb up the fire

escape. Floyd was not, alas, housebroken, 1 N “John Leary House was named for our
never knew what would happen nexr; J"e ame friend, a young man who lived and

sometimes it felt impossible to just go on living

there, and then Vickie Combs and I would cross | tion from Harvard University. His exceptional dedication to the poar, es-
the road to Wally’s for a beer and sad sweet pecially expecrant mothers withour a place to live, lively wit and humor,
blues. Simone {'.'H;;:]:r:uﬂicr gave the best party | and his deep roots in his own Cartholic tradition, were very much a part of
we ever had with her friends, Blanca and crew | the original inspiration for this house. John died suddenly at the age of
from the South Bronx, who came with their | twenty-four—and we felt that naming the house (and the work) for him
guitars and music to cheer us all up. And one | was an appropriate way of saying that his life as he lived it is in many ways
night Kathe McKenna brought the Haley | what this house is all about.”

House crew over with six-packs and wisecracks 3 fxffmtfdﬁam t/?f’ grzgina! 5?.{?55“?.&,

to light up the two bewildered founders. |

“The house ar 418 Massachu-
serts Avenue, Boston, Massa-
chusets, which is being pur-

worked at Haley House upon gradua-

Our first resident mother graduated from
the University of Massachuserrs and works in a courthouse now.
Another mother became a carpenter, helped build houses for
Jimmy Carter’s organization, and became the owner of a three-
bedroom

and clear, except for the taxes. When the dust settled I hir the
road to pick up the loose, and I mean very loose ends of my
own unfinished life.

On one

houwuse
IE'II'I:HIHh its

of the warm
February days

lorcery. | “When people try living and working | .. nud his

Another
became an

together voluntarily, they naturally create

year [ walked
by JLH and

VMBI A | many problems that try the patience... The | decided 1

trolley

take a look.

diiver. Fay | frustrations we experience must become The front hall

and Rick
found
spacious

exercises in faith and hope.” - Dorothy Day | had some

beauriful
plants; there

quarters in
Tent Ciry. Rachel gor her master’s at UMass-Amherst. Mark
emigrated to heaven with Anna, the gentle, kind-hearted rent
collector. We celebrated one wedding, and four babies were
born, two in the house with the help of a midwife—]John Leary's
former girlfriend. We were always happy to see the boys from
Area D; peacckeeping was not our strength, When the
boyfriends got thrown out, there was always a hassle abour their
TV and their mother's picture. Belongings were packed in big
black garbage bags, which one policeman helpfully loaded into
a truck for a lady of the night who had stayed with a resident.
Later he looked for his squad car keys and sure enough—they
were in one of the big black bags. It was the 1980s, when
everyone in their right mind was making money, and the
atmosphere in Baston was more greedy than gracious. Our big
financial bonanza came from Jim Ryan in Maryland. We paid
off the mortgage, bought a van, paid down mortgages on the
Farm and ar 575. Arm-wrestling Rudy Waker got him to clear
the liens on the house so that Haley House could buy it free

was carpeting
on the floor. The doorbells were all buttoned up with a phone
system. There were no vacancies. Despite the struggles, the
disappointments and the sorrows, we were thriving even though
we didn't know it at the time. The house too, thrives: full of
folks and a source of funds for many good projects at Haley
House. The wind picked up, and I walked away--from the most
outrageous, risky, difficult and rewarding work 1 ever saw.




I was home unexpectedly the other afternoon, having raced
out of work to pick up my eight-year-old son, sick ar school.
It's always a challenge for me to change gears and slow down ro
pay attention to the kids when I'm still in that “accomplishment
mode.” That day I gave in to the moment, and in dozing off
with my sleepy child, I started to remember my home at John
Leary House. It was the perfect space for me: two rooms,
compact but also somehow rich, and 1 was pleased o belong
there.

I always re-
member exactly when
I lived at John Leary
House (1988-89)
because it was just
before [ mer Joe and
just before we got
married. I had
intended to stay ar
Leary House longer. [
had given the decision
to move there a lot of thought and was eager to enter into the
Catholic Worker life wholehearredly. It seemed the narural next

step after working the Thursday elderly shift for awhile with
Bill Fitz, Dan Walters, et al., and having become recently
unattached. I think it was almost a monastic calling. Simone
and [ ralked abour it ar length on a silent retrear. 1 fele full of
purpose to do good and accomplish much!

John Leary House was a changing place ar that time:
fewer needy families, a turnover in seaff and a time of taking
stock. I took on the role of architect to inventory and work on
the building “master plan.” I was also trying to figure out my
own and others’ expecrations ot community. The building part
was quite logical; the community part wasn't ar all.

Some memories of my short wenure include watching
carpenter Dan Lawrence construct a new opening berween
rooms to create a family-size home for Faye, Rick, and Tiffany:
analyzing the rear wall’s water problem; and strategizing at the
staff meetings about how to collect rent from Mark. T also
remember the ever-present Mark's friendly greeting to me of
“Hey, ba-boo,” coffee with Sue Fitz, our COmMmunity monastic
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prayer hours (which I often regrettably missed), and our
wonderful Passion Sunday procession through the house. 1
would have liked to have stayed longer to live with Bro. Dan
Walters, too. He often joked that I got him into it and then
quickly left.

I didnt know it then but John Leary House was a rurning
point for me in learning about how | idealized COMMUAItY.
Along with the rich memories, I've had this enduring image of
“not doing it
right” there and
Feeling
confused about
unspo ken
expectations.

Lﬂuking back, [

pected a lor of
K_ltty Rya_n rn_ru:if then.
Seeing my
limitations, and
knowing how to give voice to them would have helped me
negotiate some ambiguous community relationships. [ have
drawn on this experience for community attempts since,
I always felt thar I didn't “accomplish” com munity at
John Leary House because | was too busy falling in love, As Joe
and I have been married now for 10 years, I'm scill trying to do
good and accomplish much. These days, taking time 1o doze
off with my kids is one of my most challenging
accomplishments,
Wife, mother, architect, organizer-par-excellence, Kitty is
clearly being taught much by her childven. ..

Ten Years in Exile

Dan Walters

Brother to those in need. friend to the homeless, elder states-
man of Haley Howse and St Francis House, a man of quiet
strength. ..

ARRIVED at John Leary House in August 1989, | had been a
Haley House volunteer on the elderly shift on 1 hursday after-
noons for several years. I first began volunteering with my stu-
dents from Fontbonne Academy in Milton, and then with
monks in formation from Glastonbury Abbey in Hingham. It
was on a Thursday afternoon, during an clderly shift, thar Kitry
Ryan, a John Leary House staff person, asked if I knew of any-
one who might want to live at John Leary House and help our
with the running of the house. | thought about it for a few
weeks and then suggested that perhaps 1 be the one! So the
following August, | took up residence with Kitry, Bill, and Su-
san Fitzgerald, and a whole cast of interesting characters.

My initial request of the Benedictine maonks was that 1
be allowed to take a leave of absence from the monastery for

continued on page 7

Bakery

The Bakery has been moving right along this
year. We've had a big change in staff. Teri, one of
the original bakers, has left the Bakery. Thank you,
Teri, for your years of work and love; you will be
missed by all. Thankfully, Teri will remain a part of
the community, working on a Sunday Elder Meal
every month. Also leaving the Bakery is Josh, who
has been with us for the past six months as production
manager. Josh has helped the bakery grow like a
beanstalk during his time here. Good luck, Josh.
Another departure is Paul, who worked with us part
time for the past six months. Thank you Paul, and
good luck.

So, how did we fill the big hole left by these
great individuals? We hired three more grear folks:
Welcome, Erma, Jesse, and Stephen! Erma just
moved to Boston last September from the
Philippines, where she grew up. Stephen and Jesse
are known to us all through their great work with
Whats Up! Welcome to the Bakery!

The Bakery menu has been augmented with more
fantastic savory items.
Be sure to stop in, and tell your friends!

Whats Up

Things are moving right along with Whats
Up Magazine. Currently, we are hard at work on
the next issue, which will focus on many aspects of
health. We will examine everything from the high
price of prescription pills to the overall mental state
of America to homeopathic remedies. This
publication will be on the street in the beginning of
April. Also, we are planning our second fundraiser
for March 24 as well as celebrating our fifth
anniversary this April with a blow-out celebration at
the Middle East, where over seven local bands will

perform. Whats Up is also
expanding its Vendor
Qutreach Program. We
have three volunteers going
to three different locations
that serve the homeless and
disadvantaged to inform
them about our magazine
and the opportunities we
offer. All in all things are
looking good and we are

moving forward.

Live-In Community

While for most of the natural world, winter
is a time for silence and hibernation, this is not the
case in the live-in community. It has been a time of
energy, of work, of talking and of much laughrer.
We have had many, many guests over the last few
months—from college students on break who
painted our walls with much good humor to the usual
stream of travelers and friends who always teach us
much and leave us with new ideas about how
communities can and do work. Our community has
spent a lot of time over the last few months discussing
community, work, our various faith traditions, and
the ties that bind us together. Most recently, that
conversation took place on a wonderful one-day
retreat out at Noonday Farm. It has been a beautiful
and fruitful time and has resulted in a renewed
commitment to our guests and to each other,

Housing Project

Since the tentative designation of Haley
House and Madison Park Development Corporation
as developers of the four BHA buildings in the South
End, our team has been finalizing funding and
design. All of the local neighborhood associations
have been visited to share with them the initial scope
of work. The tenant advisory committee has also been
meeting offering their wisdom and perspective.
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of frer voice with others It helps with the £riel, sorrou

to only read from Annas poetry, and | know the He

HOn i 4 selection from Sleeper Awake, an unpublished manus ript, Wil
Leary House, part of the ( atholis
¥s writing program. She died in 1995 after
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AS FOR YOU

frspired by Ariel Deorfrnan’ The 1
As for you,
Mr.Dorfman,
sn't it enough
I carry a Salvadoran cross
between my breasts
as if to keep one pair of hands
safe
one heart
Lin.w.
| read your book
on the train to work
fighting
the sour knor of tears in my throat,
the corners of my mouth
twitching,
ashamed of my shame
o weep.,
Now
making the beds,
through the children’s squabbling
and laughter,

SAVE THE DATE
August 31 -Sept 1, 2002

st Song of Manuel Sendero

seasoning the soup,
I hear their voices

the father taken after the Sunday picnic
the mother in her apron, the kettle left boiling
the children playing Mummy & Daddy

What do you say when they take me away?
What do you do when they take you too?
And if they come for the children:

Who are your people, Mr.Dorfman,
that they can f{'rrgu[

their own mothers

fathers

brothers

sisters

sweet baby flesh

and as for mine
another military aide package
U.S. interests abroad
in the interest of national security
the fight against communism
my husband on the phone
to an aide in an office
in Washington
pleading,
raging,
The bill is approved.

Mr.Dorfman,
who is listening?
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Ohur terr
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that passed bel
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whose last nas
Susan
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Susan the Cop,
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urban slang o
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monk, | Yan T
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Bill Fitzgerald

A devoted husband and father
fron as well ar by Tod,

for whom education s his tca-

red  YtTUCture. It was the house thag provided the skin for the

environment that nurtured our urbanized humanity, Kide
leaned the stairwells, residents painted the a;iar;mcnts.
volunteers fixed the veneer, and sponsors paid for repairs, The
theology of the house is strong in the Catholic Worker
nontradition; it was certainly the catharsis of community at
ILH during our brief stay,

There were days when drug dealers

Catholic Worker? “eredimbing our the back windows ar the

Hmmm... Anarchy?

yes;

same time burglars were climbing the fire
escape out front. There were evenings when

Christian? the warm jazz notes from Wally's wafred

maybe... off the walls, through the alley, and so

gently in to the bedroom window on a soft
summer s night. There were times of prayer and times of rige.
Prople came and went, and with them new schemes and dreams,
Stable or not, there was always a lot of life at JLH and, in
retrospect, an awful lot of good was done... Even if itwas done

over and over and over again,

10 Years in Exile - cont. from page 4

ne vear. This plan was JF.rl'I.‘t[tJII after several discussions with
the abbot of the monastery. My hope was to live at John Leary
House, pet a job, and be wf!-ﬁujspurtmg. At the end of the }l‘f.:;
- a P o . i 4
| asked for an “indule of exclaustration® for three .lridmﬂn‘"
5 4 BT
years. Well, here | am, hl:mh.mp. up my tenth year in Ex_lfﬁ'. [ sti
keep in touch with the Benedictines, but for all practical pur-
ep i ‘
- - ASCIC L'l.'f".'-li"‘.
noses | have Hown the monas
‘ f LE4
My vears at John Leary House have been, for [Ihl'-' m
' bei ! new
1, very good. | have found myself being stretched in -
| won i."rl:|| wavs. | have worked with an assortment o
1 [} MALE - ;
= : long great and at other times there
people. Sometimes we get along g 2 b diffical
copl : :
‘bit of tension. | have discovered that I can be )
i | . i ﬁ]ﬂn :
| even passive-aggressive. But, on occasion,
cranky, and even { e S
ilsor be kind and Ihl"‘ll-ii"ml and cha B _ s 1k
lwavs need to be right and that sometimes .
o I. I've discovered that [ am not neces-
nd not be 1n control. 1ve ¢ b : G
1 gur and E having a 'LiJH'IL'UJ[ dd’h or
rilv at Fault if someone 15 having £y
i le at John Leary House, mu
{ifficul life. | know that the people at joh LELS 2
SR « with a life’s worth of ba.ggage -
~vervwhere, arrve wigh 3 : 1
every -y dbﬂngpartﬂ
ohn Leary House an . L
' : essing
v has been a
« Halev House extended communit]

greatly on my spiritual path.
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ve found that |'-"llr'|_t.'. ar |

. and has enabled me




Continued from Cover

The doors of John Leary House opened in
1982 in order to provide housing for people who
could not afford to rent an apartment because of the
ever-rising cost of housing in Boston. The idea was
truly one of “mixed-income” housing, where those
who could pay more, did, and those that for various
reasons could not, did not. It fit in perfectly with
the mission of Haley House: one more way to share
resources and to struggle to reclaim justice in a society
crying out for it.

Today, this comfortable building continues
to house those who need it.

The same sort of abandon characterized both
John Leary’s life with God and the beginnings (and
workings) of the house that bears his name. It was
an abandon to the unknown, to an experience—an
experiment—and to the idea that living together was
better than living apart. It seems to have grown out
of the belief that our ideas were meant to reside
not only in our heads but were also to be tested and
tried, regardless of outcome, in the daily workings
of life lived in communiry.

Before its doors opened, before John Belmont

signed on the dotted line, the first tenants of John
Leary House were with us. ]. lived in our Rooming
House with her three children. Even though many
people conducted a mighty apartment search while
she awaited her release date from Framingham prison,
nothing was found that she could afford. The one
and a half rooms were perfect for an individual, but
it meant severe over-crowding for this family. Still,
this was preferable to the streets or a shelter.

Over the years ]LH was home to so many
facing overwhelming circumstances. One family had
a very sick child and needed to have a constant
presence at the hospital, severely limiting their
income. Several people with AIDS, and somerimes
dementia, lived and died while living here. A small
family whose newly purchased home was burned was
housed because their insurance did not include rent
while the repairs were being made. A hardworking
family trapped in a shelter because they had
insufficient paperwork to be eligible for subsidized
housing moved in. Many single mothers with their
young children shared child-care, wisdom, and their
lives with each other.
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