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of human need, dt.spcratmn, and injury. The hospitality houses she es-
! t-nbhshu] with Peter Maurin, a fellow leader of what became a social
Hoverfient, were portents of what we now call centers of community
sgnhcc or welfare assistance: places where jobless men and women, ill
n:l hungry were fed, clothed, and steered toward whatever housing
‘work was available. No wonder she was praised by one pope after
her as a spiritual and social leader, a writer and reformer and
r worthy of admiration and vencration. Yet she herself saw her

piration as coming from Maurin, a moral “needler”—the leader of
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Maurin. She was the leader, the bright, articulate, insistent, tircless per-
son whose moral voice and vision had stirred thousands across the
world—through the printed word, and through those soup kitchens.

She was aware of that distinction made over the years, between her
highly visible leadership and the “legend” (some call it) of Peter Mau-
rin's companion role in getting The Catholic Worker going, shaping its
mix of spiritual advocacy and concrete connection to human vulnera-
bility. But Maurin was no legend for her; he was the one responsible
for all this.

In fact, she was trying to tell me ahont mmal leadership, her leader-
ship as someone else elicited it, drew it out of her, and she would have
no part of my indifference to Maurin; she relentlessly put the kibosh
on every effort I made to return us to her important ideas, for which
(through an indirect egoism) I was waiting. Eventually, she had a long
say on the “ncedler™—on how a person can be a leader by proxy: “The
world notices some people, and it doesn’t know much about others,
T've had writers come talk with me—they want to know how [ did this,
and when I did that, what I think about one or another subject, and![

tell them we've got to sertle this business of pronouns before we goany |
further. 1 tell them about Peter, and what he did for us—fo us. I tell |

them that they should stop all the time putting me first, forgetting
Peter. He was the one who got us all going, kept us all going here, when
we started as a community—he was very much a leader, you know. But
I'm not being heard—so 1 try to get us into the details: that's where the
truth lies, every novelist knows!

“I'll volunteer thi

if Peter hadn't driven ‘us all [0 get on with
things] you'd not be sitting there, worrying over that. machine—
whether it works or not. He had a sharp eye for what needed o be
done, and he figured out, all the time, who would be the right person
to do this, and who would do that the best. He knew his own limits, so
he bore down on others. It took me a long while to realize that he knew
exactly what he was doing when he wouldn't stay out of your hair,

when he wouldn't drop the subject, until finally, to get him off my back

more than anything else, I went along and did whatever it was that he'd
say ‘wanted doing.” "
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Now, as 1 read those words, | think of mothers, fathers, teachers,
older brotheérs—moral needlers of others, we can all be.

What “Wanted Doing”

“How I remembér those two words!” Day said. “ ‘Wanted doing.’
There's more to them (I began to realize only years after Peter died)
than any of us ever realized as we heard the expression used over and
over. Now I can be the literary critic; T can examine his language, the
way he chose to put things. I can observe the ‘passive voice.” I can real-
ize that he was, in two words, making a huge statement to us about
what we believed, and also it was a way of getting around us. I mean: he
was telling us that we are about something larger than oursclves, that
there were things that ‘wanted doing'—that God wanted them done, or
if you weren’t a believer (many who have worked with us have not
been Catholics, have called themselves agnostics) then they needed to
be done on the face of it. But don’t forget this was a leader ac work: he
knew in his bones how to get done what ‘wanted doing'!™ :

In a sense, she was letting me know she had learned a lesson about
leadership from someone who in two words could sometimes move |
mountains of pride, of self-absorption, or maybe of divergent interests
that took various individuals away from the “doing™ that he and they
could agree was “wanted.” Whatever the reasons that had kept those
tasks or obligations undone, Maurin developed a way of alerting others
to a need, and then “needling” people with respect to that need. The
refrain was constant, but Peter had various ways of insuring that the
doing y wuulrl in fact, get done. Again and again I'd hear abour those

| ways, cvqn a8 1 couldn't help but note Day’s own success as a student of

s herself a needler, because she was no stranger to the moral ges-

I 1||q M)l\ll.lhlll*, clse lrnm someone clse,\ she once let me know—about

£ I).ll.b an hour after she told me how lucky she was that she stumbled
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into Peter, who taught her so very muchi :md‘ then “ ioned
others who had been “strong™ when she w1§ ‘\‘w‘k;wu ¢ \.\r"hu‘ Fntl “'"l"
plied her with a necessary long-range perspe “\U I‘l; H1 wt.uun
grave danger of being shortsighted. She \\

who was, she insisted, the one who gm !K
her soul. Indeed, once she went so far as
know about the Catholic Worker Move:

what Peter brought to it.” [ tried Ihrd w0

‘h‘:d Hecoine quite different. To tcll you thc
the ‘hﬂs],‘ll s changed: priests are more in-

sychoanalysts ‘understand’ the limits of

m‘ it
A
l}ut Tive g

off the subjdet here.”

[ had, though I was impressed by what she had said, and
(Imt‘phms‘- human gesture,” has echoed in my mind over the years as
I have listened to some of my colleagues and myself: the temptation to
try to be cleverly abstract, to put one’s conﬁdcncc in the cngmmc =|dc
of mental life—those clarifications and interp of

| thatwe offer our patients in the name of psychiatric and psychoanalytic

effacement, to learn about her 1lellp]!\][ll|bl

one of the Catholic Worker hospitality houses. She could bel alxk‘f

mood)v and mnmldanng In the 19705 1 mlde with her in urdtr r‘n”\ |

|
il ‘h
p.

healing.
Dorothy Day brought us b-n:k to a discussion of the vicissitudes she

experienced as a leader of a social, political, and religious movement—
|+ she did so by addressing an interesting aspect of medical as well as psy-

chiatric practice, and indeed, of social science as it aspires toward the
| “objectivity” of the matural sciences: 1 used to listen to my friends talk

| of their experiences in analysis—that was the phrasc they started using,
was a long time when I had trouble luqu my own hfe‘ never I

having a thought or two about how others should lead theirs! I'get leth
ters, still, from people who say all these wonderful mmplumnlﬁ——lhal il

‘in analysis.’ They learned X ‘in analysis,” and they learned Y, and then,
| I'd notice, it would be ‘my analyst says'—about everything: it was as if

they'd surrendered themselves to someone else, and they had to keep -
they're ‘inspired’; and T have to smile to myself, because for me the 7 2 r

book [The Long Loneliness) is a cop(cs)%ioml. much of it ['know how
distant I could be—off in my own world! 1 learned how 1o ‘make con-
fession” when I became a Catholic. Maj m'my friends hack then, in
the late 1920s and carly 1930s, were cop cssmg., 10 psyclmmmlys(s,

was going to priests! They'd tell me that| \hcy didn’t see their analysts,
they sat behind the couch; and I'd say, the same| wuh s at the church—
the priests are also out of sight when you go to/tell them what you've
been doing, and ask for forgiveness. Of course, ‘lh‘r.‘y’d“lcll me 1 should
forget the forgiveness stuff: I needed to go see a psychoanalyst 1o uder-

know, 1 m.xd .:buut ’(r:msfucnw. about ways pm«.m: react to tllur

doctors,| prn ‘Lhcm‘uuo p.uum\. goda' 1 once said to one of my uld
S UG

friend 'u‘u\‘g |

He's busy ‘working lhmgs out’ with you,
thing is so ‘subtle,’ you keep on saying,
s are you learning from him?

hm\t the erosion of her values and principles.

. o i or organizer; and now she was spending her
stand myself—that was ‘the bottom line." T wasn't against understand- labdr oren i pending

ing. Who would be? But I'd try to help them understand what the
Church had come to mean to me. I'd say that understanding is a step
toward forgiveness, that if we can find reasons to forgive oursclves,

3 uctology and psychology, and she was telling
‘lhlll[., e can do i is figure out things, figure out
] nnd lmw our, soun.ry functions, [ thought to my-

Scanned with CamScanner



128 + Robent Coles

self;, yes, no one can argue with that, really, but she doesn’t see what's
happening to her: there's a big shift taking place in her moral life—
she's absorbing the beliefs of her doctor, and putting aside her own,
past belicfs,land her actions, and she’s unconscions of that (God forbid!),
and maybe her doctor is, too! He's giving her more direction than cither
of them fully realizes, that was my thought. But I'll tell you, the
Church helped me there—-I'd learned by then to be on guard against
the sin of pride: | cmlld feel the smugness in my heart, and to.be hon-
est, 1 think it showed in \m?" and maybe a thin smile that would
come over my ﬁcc" lwi"bhut'“lnhur catching mysclf. I talked to myself:
‘Dorothy, if she’s ber cen in” by someone unwittingly, then how
about you and the pc(h}‘)ﬂL u‘vhu work with you?" Peter Maurin had al-
ways warned me that ll"‘yl)u re going to teach people, you'd better be
clear about what 'you want to come of it, because a teacher is a leader,
and if a teacher doesn't know that, there’s trouble to pay!”

She had gotten at the whole matter of a “value-free™ psychoanalysis,
proclaimed for so long as both desirable and possible (as in Heinz
Hartmann'’s Psychoanalysis and Moral Values). But she had also managed
to bring up the subject of moral leadership as it takes place not in poli-
tics or religion or in our educational institutions but in our clinical of-
fices, where doctors seé patients for “troubles” and end up becoming
more than healers, or mayhe, healers in the larger sense, that is, guides

who prompt, persuade, suggest, direct, even inspire.

Similarly with her and her work: we were, after all, discussing her
experience as a leader, her realization that the major issue for her was
no longer what words to put on papcr (though she would always be a
writer) but what words to say to others around her, and to what pur-
pose, and with what effect. Nor were words all that mattered, as she
gradually discovered—again, with the help of her cofounder: “Some-
times 1'd try hard to get it right, what I'd tell the people in the office [of
The Catholic Worker], or on the soup line, but itwouldn’t work, what I'd
said. Peter would remind me later that it’s not only, wh;lr‘)"l)u say, but
how you say it. You know, that's pure common | sense; _il'.s ‘folk wis-
dom’—and yet how many of us really rcmembcr tlm' |

“That's why I keep mentioning Peter-—

Lives of Moral Leadership - 129

to get along with others. I get so tired of being told that I was the one
who got the newspaper going and I was the one who turned otir idea of
feeding the hungry into a reality. I keep telling people that it was Peter
who got this going in me and in others—but then I'll be told that he
‘energized’ me, and that’s that! He was a leader, a moral leader, looking
for some people who would link arms with him. Notice I didn’t say he
was a leader looking for followers! I've read many accounts of our
struggles here [at St. Joseph’s House| and in other places [hospitality
houses], and Lord, so often the visitors mean well; they want to write
favorable storics, but they miss something. They're always trying to
figure out who's the head, who started this, or they've decided before
they come here that they know the answers already, and all they need to
do is fill in a few blanks by asking me some questions. When I try to
steer them away from me, when I talk about Peter, and what he meant
to us, or when 1 try to get them to interview others, they’re made un-
comfortable, or they get impatient. (I'm an old journalist and I know all
the signs!)
“I wrote a note to mysclf once, after a long interview with a reporter;

I said when people come here and ask questions, I think they usually
reveal more about themselves—their view of this world—than they
end up learning about us, because I notice that when T ell them wh.u‘,l
regard to be God's truth about our liﬁ" at the Worker, they right away.
want to understand it through their values rather than learn about ours.
That's why I'm always being asked about my ‘leadership role,’ and my
‘reason for deciding to start the Catholic Worker Movement.” I'll try to
be polite, and I'll try not to be angry and dismissive. But it can be very
frustrating and hard—for them as well as me.

| “Once, a while back, I totally lost control! I became mischievous. [
teased the man. He asked me the usual questions (what, why, how);
and he wanted to know my ‘style as a leader,” how I *work with others.”
1'told him I'd never thought about it; 1 told him we never really
tlmubh: 100 far in the future—we weren’t planners. We just went with

our he 18 ‘;md we pmycd .md prayed, ﬂ)r direction fmm God and His
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foolish and supcrstitious, or maybe that we had our clever strategies
and schemes, even though we were pretending that we were throwing
oursclves at the merey of Jesus! Yes, that's what I told him, that we
were throwing oursclves at the Lord’s mercy, and his face radiated mis-
trust and suspicion! So I tried to be nicer—to help him. 1 became very
serious—I'd been scrious but T really looked serious now. I told him
about Peter Maurin, who he was. I told him how he spoke, and how he
could waken up your spiritual side. I told him about that phrase
‘wanted doing'—]I thought it would help him write his story: it's a way
of understanding how we think and talk, and he said he wanted to get
to ‘fundamentals.”

“You know; that was the hardest, rather than the casiest [for the re-
porter]. 1 suddenly realized that he thought I was being a tease! He
thought I was pretending to be a dreamy, mystical person who didn't
know what she was doing, really, but who had stumbled into some-
thing (by chance, maybe)—when all the while T knew exactly what 1
was trying to do. I didn’t know what to say beyond what I'd said al-
ready. 1 kept repeating that. I was trying my best to live the way Jesus
told us we should try to live, and I was failing sometimes, but my ‘goal’
(he kept using that word: what are your goals?) was to keep trying, the
best I could.

“We'd reached an impasse. He was getting fidgety, crossing and un-
crossing his legs, and looking at his list of questions over and over. He
told me once more that he was-sent there to do a piece on me—how |
functioned as a ‘convert,’ a woman, doing what I was doing. What's my
style as a leader? That was his big question. His editor had asked that,
and he was trying to get the answer—and [ wasn't giving him much to
go on! [ told him, finally, that the problem was this: leadership isn’t
only something in you, in a person—your personality; leadership de-
pends on where you are as much as who you are, and it depends on the
company you're keeping. That's why [ was trying to get him to spend
more time with our folks here, including our guests (the needy people

being served lunch, for example) instead of asking me all these per-"'

sonal questions about my ‘motives’ and my ‘authority,’ and my ‘style of
y y
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management.' Every time he did that I came back at him with a plea
that he realize how much of our actions depend on the pcc;plc we're
here to learn from: we take our cues from them. But he’d have no part
of that—and I don't mean to be sly or smug when I say that. The truth
is, he reminded me of myself—and not just me as [ was when I'was a
young reporter, but me as I was when 1 was talking with him, and as I'll
always be! [ guess that [ was also someone a bit different then, when [
was talking with him, because of what had happened to me [her con-
version], and where I was living [in a tenement building at the edge of
New York City's Bowery], and because of all that, [ had a different idea
of what that word ‘leadership’ means than he did, or his editor—or I
myself, my old sclf that's still a part of me!”

For m, at the time, to hear such remarks was to step in the shoes of
that reporter.  conjured him up in my mind, his appearance, the frus-
trated look on his face as he conversed with her, because, like him, 1
had trouble accepting Dorothy Day’s version of her leadership. She
struck me as having a strong personality—self-possessed, even her
quict spells a force to be reckoned with; and, not least, politically
shrewd. Indeed, I'd heard her talk of her complex relationships with
various church officials who worried that her outspokenly radical so-
cial vision (and her unqualified pacifism) would be interpreted by
many as explicitly sanctioned by the Church. 1'd also heard her discuss
national politics—this was no naif! She could read between the lines of
The New York Times, and garner from a perusal of various stories “all the

- news” that wasn’t “fit 1o print.” She could even make penetratingly as-

tute comments about various politicians—of a kind they themselves,
out of their daily experiences, knew to make. Indeed, at such seemingly
ofthand moments I felt T was in the presence of one of those politi-
cians: a person who was thoroughly in touch with realpolitik, who had
in hier mind a Rolodex of sorts whose phone numbers would put her in
touch with, well, power. She knew influential writers and academics,
and she knew who they knew. She knew, finally, the importance of a
printed story, be it in a newspaper or a magazine. She had, after all, her-
self been a !(mg(ime reporter, and she hgd worked hard, in her secular
e
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activist years, to change laws, to provoke authority in order |0 shi
nature of its asserted domain. |

In other conversations with her I'd heard that side of her asscrted
without cmbarrassment or shame—in fact, I had the impression that
for her a lack of political savvy in a reformer or activist had to be re-
garded as not only a pragmatic flaw but a moral failure. Once she'd
cven, by not so subtle implication, spelled out that line of reasoning: “1f
you're going to try and change things, you'd l\Eltqr have| your wits
about you. One thing you can be sure of-—thase who are your oppo-
nents know exactly what's at stake. If you don’t know that—if you as-
sume their innocence or naiveté and (I hate to say it) their good
intentions, then what you don’t know will be your undoing, and you

I Lives of Moral Leadership. - 133

A Loner Learnting to Lead—To Get Along with People

She knew what was her own downside—the melancholy that could
work its way into her thoughts and her way of getting along with
athers. Moreover, she had always been an introspective loner, for all
her ability to be app g, lively in pany—and that side of herself,
she knew, imperiled her involvement in the community of Catholic
Worker Movement people who lived and labored together.

When I asked her to describe Peter Maurin to me, it was as if she was
addressing that aspect of herself by indircction. She emphasized his
unassailable hopefulness, which she attributed to a kind of faith that

can take down others with you, so you're carrying a lot of responsibil-

ity on your shoulders.” i I
What I remember most abotit those words was their resemblance to|

remarks made by Robert Kennedy as he tried to tell us doctors about

the tough reality of politics. 1 also remember a visual moment: her blue

eyes, directed right at mine, a slight glint to them. Though the words

make her sound more than slightly canny, she looked to me like a
tough old fighter who had waged many a struggle, known not a few
prison stays, had long ago found out what makes for success, what in-
creases the odds of failure, when it comes to taking on "principalitics
and powers,"a phrase she naturally knew well, and was not rarcly in-
clined to use. i

How, then, to reconcile this sccul.xr. shrewd
presencc. with her avowals of virtual mgenuod

11, who unac-
‘l:m‘ M.aurin,

from adept at dcalm;, with cither people or the | uqt m.mmts of dall)r
llvmg, but whom she honorcd as the one who cnylslpmd lln: ncul for

Church, and more than anyone else, herselfincluded, helped m‘m
adream into an effective organizational reality. Al

was not hers to take for granted. She spoke of his sclflessness, his ca-
gerness to reach and teach others. I had my (psychoanalytic) doubts
about anyone's selflessness, and she made clear she understood what I
suppose could be called, ironically, the narcissism of selflessness, the
way oné can atract attention to oneself, gain satisfaction for oneself,
through an insistent, apparently sacrificial interest in others. s
She even went further, addressing what might be called the psychol-.
ogy of sainthood, and called Maurin “saintly”; she told me that such
people are “extravagant”™ in their generosity—a reckless ambitiousness:
of sorts, I thought she was implying, though she was unwilling to put
the matter quite that way. [ tried to amplify, spoke of the “enterprise,”
© the “push,” that cven n‘saiﬁt would possess. “I think some of our saints
have :hruwm c:lunuu o thc wmds, she rcphcd and gave this as their
rcasowl. ‘1
can g’“ng&u

w i

‘mmzl lemfzr,. so she firmly believed. Finally, I began
it
)l"q‘u S ;o]c in her l\fc as a moral leader: he lacked

i
litie: nt ;rams that in herself she least liked. No matter
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of \vlnt she had done! She had an L)“c‘ tha
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in her aumhlo:;r.lphy I'heard even more expansive rcfcrchtu to her
bouts of “arrogance,” her moments of disregard for the worrics or ap- I
prehensions of others. At the time I thought such selfconfrontations |
excessive, themselves an aspect of her pride; ﬂmngh. Lord knows, an
expressed repentance as a defensive manetr :lm\l moments of self-
importance or sclf-absorption has to be compared t other more famil-
iar aspects of what George Eliot tall cg‘ur “unreflecting cgoism,”
phrase used in Middlemarch, which | Dny Md read and read—a smugness
and a self-satisfaction, for exampl zhat‘all too often go unchecked in
ic’zr. actually, about what life had
been like for her before the confessional booth became a much-sought
place of a self-cxamination: “I'm affaid many of us who were fighting
the good fight on behalf of social justice had no sense of humor about
ourselves, no carfor our own self-righteousness. We could be scolds!
Pity anyone who didn't share our tastes or values! I remember with
great p;\ln whatwc (huught of others, said of them—those not belong-
ing to ‘us’ ‘

She extolled c asa sa\rj‘np‘, ity for herself—;
she was remembering Peter Maurin this way: *He had less vanity than
anyone I ever met! Yes, we all do hav‘l‘:m ty, | know. But he was too
scattered and helter-skelter in his ways
concentration of effort—a commitment

the secular world. She was qui

’

and then

~vain. Vanity requires a
s nuhhmg that m1kcq you
pleased but tempts you to go too far, to bcmpw ‘\F 0o plmscd' l’ucr
would be here and there, he'd be all over thg:w;ﬂ L mqs a8 lf e was
an errand boy for the Lord, and not Iums:lf’ 0!
his own agendal I once heard someonce say about Pe
of this world, but he's not Dthcrworldly, cither, And S0 ﬂ
going without being in the way.’ i

She was getting us close to the heart of the matter: a ¢
moral leadership of'a moral agent for her—Peter’s psyph(, lﬂﬂ Jl!mu{ﬂ- |
ties enabled him to become a much-needed lay-confcsspr ;r w:mual

I \L\WH i
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‘gmdc dk{! a perscm who cnabled Day's idealism to be imple-
mented in dally life through her various involvements With others.
Without him, she was convinced, the Catholic Worker Movement
wotild ot have been realized. “I've always been a private person, and
yet here T am, living in a community—no great privacy here! From the
very start [ had all these ideas, but I didn’t know how to put them into
dction. I knew how to picket or protest, or write articles; but I didn't
know how to take personal and daily responsibility for what I'd done
on the streets or written—I mean, live itall out. I always wanted my
own place; I'wanted to be alone at times—even when I was in love with
somcone! A place where I could go and read and write, stare out of the
window, look at a tree, the squirrels running all over it, look at birds
perched or playing, flying—that was my idea of happiness. True, there

' are other kinds of happiness—but I guess what I'm trying to say is that

I'm nota *social animal,’ and yet I've ended up living closely with
others, and if I became a “leader’ (as so. many people call me)—then it's
been a strange psychological evolution! .

“That’s where Peter is the key; he was the one who turned my head
around! I'd be out there hawking our paper, or protesting something,
and then I'd want to go off and be by myself. or be with- Tamar [her
daughter] and no one else—but there Peter would be, reminding me of
what had to be done, giving me his pep talks. I'd be grouchy, and he'd
be mentioning those Bible stories and telling me, ‘Dorothy, this is our
big chance, right now—rhere!” No wonder I quote Catherine of Siena at
the start of The Long Loneliness [‘All the way to heaven is heaven’].  can
hear Peter saying to me that there is here and there is fieaven, and our job
is to brm;, thetwo as close {together as possible.

‘*N()\t(, “yo know l tuuld come up wlth lha: xdcn—bormw it from

i
,L"J\PH"“ $ }
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with a'soup kitchen, and in no time we had a community of us, living sattieone who had to make decisions: people did come to mg, looking
together. It wasn't ‘us’ versus ‘them,’ a few with fideas' and fideals’ and for dit u:tmh and it was Peter who made me aware of the fact that I had
the hungry poor ‘we’ worked to feed; it was a mix of’ Pmplt“—s‘umc to be awaré ufwlmm Iéader is, who a leader is, what kind of person you
who had no place to stay, and ‘us,’ who were searching ymu u)\m:l say, becotne when yot're hcmg hicld up by people, and they're looking to

v 1 miys,’ Peter wi
for onr place to stay! you for ‘n )ds and nays,’ Petet would putit.”

She! had nmch more to @ay about her increasingly astute ability to

“Can you imagine how difficult that (‘l‘a‘llﬁllll)h was fe i il Ut P
my daughter? There were times when [ w.:\hlLﬂ h}‘ Flm:1 ity bl il Aot i ,Sh" ed, aftu.-l‘ll.y.
not just using an expression—I \Val'ﬂtﬁl‘ ‘V‘r[ Y i when she was ﬁr-.t old about her tore Isoless henylesderstin
short-temperad T'd @a it vl ibold aﬁv‘.‘l ‘I i ! style” -—by a Lnrhollc socmlogy graduate student, who immediately in-
and scc'a phony;ior someorndinl g ‘p‘ F’ l ‘l"b iy f Mun il curred her wrath, until s_hclmahzc(‘i‘ how accumcly_hc had taken the
but doing another—I'd be nnwht‘w“n | mg np ta wlm!l tuld uthum‘ il measure of things. She did indeed know how to smile on some occa-
1 believed! Thank the Lord for ‘b‘ ! ﬂu re to hear me, and th.u:L tlu‘ “v‘ }“ it sions, appear worried on others. She kniew how to ask others to do one

|||/ /task or another in a quiet, unassuming way, sometimes with an apology
| for doing so. She knew how to call “time out"—to suggest the need for
il [ eollective prayers. She knew how to be self-effacing—when, in truth,
N ",Jf;\“" “ ¢he was very much trying to get her point across. I'd see that happen—
I i shc would speak softly, to the pou\t that she was almost mumbling; and

Lord for Peter, because he was tl\cro‘ too—he'd reassure me, or, e
tell me that we had no time to svorry about our uusmku. or try

a5ac q ¢, the one(s) addi d would draw nearer, pay more
i ‘ | attention to what she was saying, She sometimes prefaced her sugges-
| tions or requests with impersonal phrases that clearly were the prog-
ey, as it were, of Maurin's ln:gmdary “wanted doing.” For L\:lmp]c.

worries we all have: T didn’t say the rlbhl (hmg_‘ or Lmade a hm / x“u \
whenTdid XorY or Z! ‘Dnrnth), h; d wluspc.r. fdet’s try to' f‘nrgci ‘l“l“i” “‘ ;U
selves and help-others do llh.'w1 i e / ,‘J“\,“’“"““m“ji Q"}‘

“Easier said than done! Bur u s !qu;, bLlurL llh \.vnrdswvy/dyr‘u‘: [H[‘ i
my head—in a big way! I'd qucm' ,hlm‘ mf‘m‘unrsc But mon mp(‘:rt.mu“,ryi I
I'd think of what I'd learned fram Tj" ‘4‘ i
people [her coworkers], or with o “

it
L
q,,wlth ourm M m w\

with my old friends. They |the Jl.quwu‘nu he JUitei s‘td IW ‘n‘h (hose passive-voice constructions™ she
days’, as she called them| though thay D i Fl'nrm‘]\h l‘;r‘uc;'n‘l‘ [ “‘;‘; agn H“:‘n ‘\,if I ‘7‘%\"&1‘!‘1!‘ ‘d‘h ﬁqn“u.‘prayu]g for—I'd used a pretentious
‘convert'—I was ‘spouting church mlk h! “m; I y “‘M m 1 v Q‘!"‘ alk #W, x‘:‘q‘r?%qum‘,utw ¢lever by half. Yet I thought I saw a
was learning how to be polite with pmp]qj 1\ wi'yl 'mu )M “L‘ H““‘"W' i ?;‘{“L\“““";“““‘ "H“HW} H#%i 4% @w ‘l h#‘h“.\“m‘ o5, and she did give it;right back to me,
firm sometimes when firmness was nee *‘TH M #\ uﬂ “.1 ‘v‘,l}:‘nr‘mh.q‘w J‘\‘u ‘U ‘“‘ i H h S0 o ldcr of whm:lwas "Hurc we're (rymb
didn't result in hure feclings. 1 was learning pu‘l')ﬁ. ‘ I \r‘ iw‘n “‘ | Lt

notan Dplnl()n:llcd writer orjollrnallsl or pal ‘)"57"
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b | i
charge. | hated to be called a founder of our paper, or (hé leader 11T RNRRAAR { }(n J “‘i‘ M ¢ na doubt of the utter sincerity that in-
‘movement’ (I didn't like that word ‘movement’ one bit), But I was the X But 1 also observed firsthand the way
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such an article of faith freed her to be a vigorously active pd—so
l heard her talk and talk of the pasx. l evmmally rcahzcd ‘thnt

A Moral Routine.

Time after time during our con\'cr§.1ti<5rls, she wanted to give Peter
Maurin credit for helping her understand what it means to be in
charge—what it requires and what it costs. “Peter kept reminding me
that even in the voluntary action undertaken by a group of people,
some look up to others, and if you try to ignore that—well, it’s foolish.
‘Better tell yourself, every once in a while, where you're going,
Dorothy;” he'd say, and at first I didn’t pay much artention. He was em-
phasizing that I needed to look at what 1 was doing through the eyes of
others—think of their lives while I was thinking of my plans, projects,
'progrzms, proposals! You can overdo that, and get nowhere: lots of
times you have to plow on, and hope and pray others will join you; but
cvery so often you ought to call a halt to yourself and ask yourself the
big questions, and Peter made sure 1 did that.”

Obviously, 1 wanted to know how her fricnd did so—how this
somewhat disorganized, passionate man who had wandered the world
as a laborer and itinerant preacher of Christ’s imessage had managed to
whip her into meditative shape, to get her to pay.close heed to the
longer haul while she was so fully involved in “a moment to moment
hurly-burly life,” as she once described the early years of her Catholic
Worker efforts. “I always had work to do, and besides, | reminded him
1 was not a complete stranger to looking inside myself, to quiestioning
myself.” Still, Maurin pressed her for a more specific comémplativc ac-

knowledgment on both of their parts—a moral routine,’a t:onsidcrcd_ i

moral self-examination.
Of what kind? She had, finally, asked him that question, Hc wanted
to institutionalize a kind of shared and formal conversation on their
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#noml lca z,rshlp--to do 50 in a humble, streetwise
vuy wuh the endowed institutes, and their
at :lrc tha vehicle for various ethics programs
i fora walk,” hie'd tell her, with a serious look.
She kncw thcn l‘lat hc Imd “busincsq on his mind.” She knew then that
he w.mtul o flook, clown the | road " and also “look back,” examine
what had happened, see if they’d not fallen short in certain important
respects. So|the two often set out, kept moving, gabbed and gabbed,
wore out the leather. Sometimes they lost all sense of time and place—
not in self-absorption, but quite the opposite: a forthright di ion of
“ideals and practicalities,” as she described it, quickly letting me know
of a borrowed phrase: Peter had often used those words to get them
going, to give their moral agenda a brief delineation of sorts.

in our uni

Dilemmas of Leadership: “Serpents and Doves”

She remembered many dilemmas of leadership—the tension between high
purposes and their daily, attempted realization. The refrain “scrpents and
doves” (the polarity of shrewd calculation against innocence) echoed in
her ears as she went about her chores and thought of new directions.
She had always been a dreamer and an idealist, if not a moralist, but-
now she had to be constantly pragmatic. How to get food for a soup
kitchen? How to pay the bills for a place where she and others lived
and worked? Flow to keep a newspaper going—attend the costs and, as
well, the attitudes and concerns of those who worked on it? How to
present one's views to others in that larger world of the press, the uni-
versities, the Church as an institution with its own cultural and politi-
cal Jife? When to say what to whom, and why? She could be ever so
candid with herself, and sometimes quite forthcoming with certain
others; but she could also be terse, tight-lipped—and she knew to
worryon hoth counts, because she had learned that some would take
her \mrdw. her confi dknct and use them for their own purposes, and
athers \Yﬁllllq “rqpund m har snILnru wnh the noise of irritation or
wull o : “l‘ ast ; It
If
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he had no reason, as a lawyer, to {do so|.

i:k in” with Judge Hand—nceded to geta

‘Ld | my. fncnd why, and he told me that he nceded

xukm;ﬁ 10, a believable moral figure, and Judge

trips to the judge’s courtroom were a pil-
i

who played off against one another i
as a writer but in this new Iife hag

\ Leamned Fand in Dorothy Day's

mzvbc cven saw it around some dvmcr hm chdn t! lmg the patience,
Mind, and in Life

the psycholoql(‘al or przcnnl Knowdhow, that \wuld have L(‘pt hu an-

“Sometimes I'd catch myself thinking of Judge Hand! I'd wonder what
he was really like. I'd wonder whether he lived up to his reputation. I'd
wonder who /te admired—and if he ever sought someone out, the way
ki my lawyer friend did. I'd wonder what Judge Hand would think if he
knew of that lawyer, sitting there in the courtroom, looking at him,
Tooking up to him. I wondered whether the judge would be embar-
rassed or worried or pleased—maybe all three! I wondered if he'd be
||| spurred to be a better judge that day, to pay closer attention to what was
requires of one and, of course, wht it means to those who seck going on in his courtroom, because of that ‘audience of one’—to speak
find it, in others. Gradually, through “the college of hard lalfn;k» e more thoughtfully, even to be cloquent! Judges ‘perform,” after all—éo
had acquired an education: some knowledge about how to work with bl do we all, I've come to understand.”
c them, wﬁ“]‘ at d’" same dime de- | I lcrc sh smpp;d for/a moment, took a sip of tea, looked away, her
i)y 101 —«aﬂmm‘d ‘b)‘!‘ t‘h'-lr“’lul"‘s‘ bl E]la.l\"cl‘ and nglsurmgobvmus psychological withdrawal from
i : ‘ ng. Soon enough, she was apologizing for the lull in
y thought—and pointing out the reason: she was
and silver-tongued jurist whose erudition and

ncular.cmonoml awrinkle.
In one of the last talks I had with her, in 1974 in New Yor )
was trying to learn of her life, her beliefs, her sense ofwlm %he: ‘]1‘.‘:‘

speak of what it means to be held up high by o:hcm cven um“

il
with plenty of self-doubt. not to mention an ounce or m'n
accusation. She was also ready to reflect upon what moral

others, and a sense of how to.
veloping a capacity to be ins
ness to be attentive,

“For the longest time,” she rcm;& !
entered my mind. We all had a ‘|eade
say to myself, but to be honest, I'd
honest with myself. I knew there are

Ladu never f
is w)m l'd I
n i bung, 50|

i |
nd pricsts, |

ca‘ whose very name, summoned in others regard
rage and adulation. But she knew what it was to be
\T[d‘lu lu;,h esteem, even venerated—and she shuddered,
ul \)\V!l unawareness that such was her mur:ll rela-
du.\la She ruurmd to Judge Hand, to that
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the word had a connotation of the superficial. Moreover, if she had

been a performer in the course of her duties, she'd *mostly” lum u- (et - 7 =
P Y (to myself!) that [ wasn’t some fraud, misleading

aware™ of what she’d been doin { i LRI
& I'had an official position in the Church!

She had, in fact, learned that Judge Hand was hi

vsf:lt‘ A .l(‘wcr of
s i

s yii)g. ‘Let's not be misleading!” ‘Dorothy,’
your're being misleading when you keep warn-
ing us about being misleading!” He was always like that—he'd pick up
on what you'd 'say, and turn the coin over! But he didn’t succeed with

him—and was thereby told of Learned Iand's'
Her memory of what she heard it her up as:

mischicvous, his grandson said—he had a great s

me, not then: I kept expressing my real fear that we'd take people down

the garden path. | supy that-was my way of admitting that I was ‘the
camp director,” as we used to say when I was a girl—the one ‘in charge.’
You see, Christ was ‘in charge’: that was our faith, is. But Peter well
knew that he and T'were also functioning as leaders, even if we kept in-
sisting (to ourselves as much as to others) that cvcryonr. was ‘equal,’
and a in good ding of the ¢

“In miy thinking, [ was the same loner, and if 1 hnd friends and lots of

said he was ‘never stuffy or pretentions. 1still remember thos

There's the biggest achievement, to be learned (to be Learned | ;
people near me, here at the Worker, I was still alone in my thinking of

myself (except for Tamar, of course). T'd learned how to be a mother—
and remember, a mother is'a leader, too! But I hadn’t in my mind be-

Hand’s grandson|. There’s the ulti I thought—rto impress peop!
and not be impressed with yoursclf‘ There's a.moral triumph—1o/

* come a mother to our den!
avoid confusing yourself with a pcdcaml whcn y‘uu e on one. and with i

"l rccall l’umgn'mg, me one of his private sermons. “You know,

people!™
| ‘11\\!:1‘,\ smm.d th;u \wy— e\.cry opportunity is a risk, so

After a few minutes of what slw Ilc
think if you're a leader to people, you'll ki it
.don’talready know it in your llcad—éi1§|:1][n !
to be modest, the way Judge Hand was, | hi

;lh.-d "mlling, shc icl, <1
your bones, i you,

; oW big contrast with our Jl’IJI’ChlS( days.
lxiut paying hills. :md 1 had to mediate \vhun

1, they'd all say! Well, my friend told me [
science, and learn about ‘leadership.” Lord,

I'm their priest. But the priest didn't seem bothered one bir I've been !
to confession hundreds of times, but I.can still remember what I heard
that time: the priest said, ‘Of course, people will find other people to
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buy them and read them. I'd heard them mentioned for years by
people at cocktail parties or during those intense arguments in the Vil-
lage—talk about struggles for ‘leadership’! Everyone seemed to know
how to quote from them or how to appear to know what they'd pro-
posed in their books, and those of us who'd never read a word from
any of those books had learned to nod and seem right in there, pitch-
ing! Once I told Mike Gold [a writer friend and political activist] that 1
hadn’t read a word of Marx, T think it was, or muaybe it was Freud. but
I'd absorbed their ideas reading about them, ot listening to people talk
about them. He told me to stick with Dickens and Dostoyevsky, my
great loves! But it was different, once I was ‘responsible for others'—
that’s what Peter kept telling me, and I didn’t like those three words.
They made me feel inadequate and nervous and very frightened. For a
few weeks there I was reading {college] eatalogues, trying'to find
courses that would help me be better at my job. If I was supposed to
take ‘responsibility for others,” 1 wanted to know how wise people in
the past said you should do it. That friend who talked of my ‘leadership
role” said there are ‘techniques,” and [ almost believed her! To be hon-
est, I think I was saved by my inadequacies—I'd have gone liptoWn ©
Morningside Heights [Columbia| or nearer here, to NYU [New York
University], if 1 wasn't so overwhelmed trying to beg for the food we
cooked [in her soup kitchen| and keeping up with our schedule for the
paper. There was never ¢nough titne even as it was—1I thoughe that if' |
left a couple of afterncons or evenings, it would put a big burden on
others, and things wouldn’t be working as welb as before: I'd be study-
ing ‘leadership,” but Twould be flunking it at the same time!™
Still, she had found time, all along, to notice what wasn't working es-
pecially well, or was turning out disasz‘rously. She spoke of “keeping a
notebook” in her memory, storing up “incidents,” which she'd eon-
template as she was trying to fall asleep, or when:she woke up, sud-
denly, trembling with anxiety, or in a state of full awareness otherwise
denied her by the headlong rush of a busy life. In the light of morning

she tried to retain thoughts, oughts and naughus, that hiad grabbed her:

so tellingly during the preceding darkness, but to no avail. There was
her daughter, Tamar, to attend; there were all those valnerable souls,
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called “guests,” jobless and ever so needy, to feed and clothe, to help
find shiclter or get miedical care; there was newspaper copy to read and
edit. Again and again she and her compatriots stopped to pray, to con-
sider a certain passage from, say, Matthew or Luke or Mark—but then,
the approaching deadline of the noon meal for the long line of hungry
oncs or the schedule for sending newspaper copy to the printer would
demand all eyes and ears. “We forgot intention in favor of action some-
times,” she lamented; but she qualified that melancholy assessment
with these words: “On the other hand, I guess we hoped in our hearts
that our ideals were being expressed in-the way we behaved with one
another, and with the people we served.”

- She was frank to admit that such was not always the casc. Looking
back to the 1930s and 1940s and 1950s, she could all too clearly recall
failures of omission and commission—times when sharp words and
hard feelings made her and others feel at a loss. Often on those occa-
sions she thought back to Peter Maurin’s various exhortations of her,
his pestering of her through a conviction that she was a “leader,” and
ought assert herself as such, “a leader of principle and of principles.”
Nor did Darothy Day ever really deny to herself the reasons for such
an assertion on the part of her close associate and friend. She knew
what she'd got going, and she also knew that the very fact that Maurin
kept asking her to do things, kept suggesting things for her to do, kept
wondering when she'd do things, spoke to her ultimate leadership even
with respect to him, never mind all those others who worked with the
two of them and regarded themselves as followers—thought them-
selves staff members on the paper, coworkers in the soup kitchen or on
the breadline, fellow picketers or hawkers selling The Catholic Worker,
daily, r.nhcr (h:m The Daily Worker: a Christian commynitarianism tak-
ing on a tlar communism. But she also knew something else, knew
it in :‘hc_vw;\y rmuiw]u-d people know their troubles, sinners their sins: in
oF, gu: rather than in the frontal lobes of her br.un Repmt-

h')
il M i

Al
( Hmuu her sl wuuld hear in my voicea \vammganu—l‘d notice
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the tone before the words,” she remembered; and then a quite local-
ized consciousness: “I'd always think of my right forefinger, that it was
itching to start wagging!”

The Danger of Self-rightcousness

Rig 1

self-rig ess was, for her, a danger, a
reason for sclf-arraignment, if not outright despair. She was exhilarated
when she had managed to get a decply or urgently felt point across
without stooping to impaticnce or haughtiness. Sometimes she had
tricd preventative action, had almost consciously clothed her high-and-
mighty side in the garb of deference. She'd asked for opinions, recom-
mendations, and suggestions, cven as she was not unable to notice that
those so besceched were themselves only too cager to hear her
thoughts, and yes, follow her lead. Perhaps at times they fell silent be-
cause they saw the truth in her eyes, the fierce determination that both
informed her ideas and prompted her ateempts to elicit theirs; but
often, she fully realized, those men and women genuinely looked up to
her, understood what she believed, and themselves believed what she
did. In their own way they knew to ask: who is without sin? In their
own way they knew that pride can affirm itselfin a scrupulosity of self-
examination that goes (egoistically) berserk, that detaches such self-
observation from common sense.

In a wonderfully tactful ode of sorts to Dorothy Day, her longtime
friend Frank Donovan, who worked stcadf%\stly at her side in the
Catholic Worker M nt.co
moral leadership, its strengtl ."‘u‘m‘i‘
member that Dorothy was sl

made these on her

vuhunlnhu;& “You've got 1o re-

the avay some very strong-willed

fl
people are! I remember her coming into ll goni,and when she really

wanted to get somctlnn], done shu q walk! ynll‘md $t|‘1thl. but whul
il

it was then that she’d want us to have our say, mlq‘shc d even .l[“)l()b\l
i

for not nskmg, us sooner. I'm not 51y1n§, (Im hlw wmv i [,a muu-.ly i

\H\“

S
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1 could see on her face her own worries. But she had a second or third
sense to her—she knew when to call the troops in and have a go-
around! I can hear her saying that—It's time for a go-around!"”

A Leader in Action

Frank Donovan was headed for important psychological and intellec-
tual territory, but not the kind easy to explore with confidence and pre-
cision. He was describing a leader very much in action—when she was
of two minds, she instinctively bent her ear more readily, addressed her
qualms through a hearing of other sentiment. He rejected calculation
on her part, favored an alternative: a moral intuition that triggered con-
versational inquiry—a leader deliberately linking herself to those who,
reciprocally, rely upon her judgment, her sense of what matters as
much as what to do. To call upon Donovan once more: “I never saw
Dorothy more devoutly, even passionately Catholic than when she was
trying to do something that was hard, or something that made her con-
cerned, because she saw several sides of the issue. You could sce her
going through the wringer, putting herself through [it]; she tried being
careful and weighing every consideration possible on her own, or she

tried getting us to do that with her—but at a certain point (we all knew”

it had come when she'd start looking for her Bible, or if she already had
it in her hands, she'd hold iv tighter, or look at it for a second, maybe)
there was a shift in her, on her face or in her voice. She’d stop analyz-
ing and start praying—and then [after prayers] she’d say that if we end
up failing, we'd at least have tried, and that would be a great success.”

Moral Success: A Leader’s Voyage Within

|ch |lu, Ihmgs of this \vorld with the ethical mandates handed down
‘ ‘gll lch in the name uf"(n)d That was \\,hy after she'd taken coun-
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the tone before the words,” she remembered; and the
ized consciousness: “I'd always think of my right forefi
itching to start wagging!™

The Danger of brl[ nqinrmrsl
Righteousness becoming ;clf-righ(mus‘ S5iWas, for‘hcr a danger, a
reason for self-arraignment, if not mlmght dmp ir. She was exhilarated
when she had managed to get a ducply or urgu:tly felt point across
without stooping to i icnce or haughtiness. Sc i she had
tricd preventative action, had almost consciously clothed her high-and-
mighty side in the garb of deference. She'd asked for opinions, recom-
mendations, and suggestions, cven as she was not unable to notice that
those so beseeched were themselves only too cager to hear her
thoughts, and yes, follow her lead. Perhaps at times they fell silent be-
cause they saw the truth in her eyes, the fierce determination that both
informed her ideas and prompted her attempts to elicit theirs; but

often, she fully realized, those men and women genuinely looked up to

her, understosd what she believed, and themselves believed what she
did. In their own way they knew to ask: who is without sin? In their
own way they knew that pride can affirm itself in a scrupulosity of self-
that goes (cg lly) berserk, that detaches such' sclf-

observation from common sellz;é i
In a wonderfully tactful ocie

‘Catholic Worker M ¢

gth nnd ;t§ wuln e i
Vi ”n
pcuplc are! I remember hu‘ commg,um; ﬁ)i‘v “rg‘)(‘)ﬂ

wanted to ga something done shc d walk tall

¢ ts.on her

moral ln.adcrshlp. its Ypu e g,m 1o re-

! IL‘ l’v..l"y
, but when

bea
3 ‘w”““m“‘\
it was then tlm she’d want us to h.m, our say. mld she'd

R
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Tcould see on her face her own worries. But she had a second or third
sense to her—she knew when to call the troops in and have a go-
around! I can hear her saying that—'It's time for a go-around!"”

A Leader in Action

Frank Donovan was headed for important psychological and intellec-
tual territory, but not the kind easy to explore with confidence and pre-
cision. He was describing a leader very much in action—when she was
of two minds, she instinctively bent her ear more readily, addressed her
qualms through a hearing of other sentiment. He rejected calculation
on her part, favored an alternative: a moral intuition that triggered con-
versational inquiry—a leader deliberately linking herself to those who,
reciprocally, rely upon her judgment, her sense of what matters as
much as what to do. To call upon Donovan once more: “I never saw
Dorothy more devoutly, even passionately Catholic than when she was
trying todo something that was hard, or something that made her con-
cerned, because she saw several sides of the issue. You could sce her
going through the wringer, putting hcrs::lfthmugh [it]; she tried being
careful and weighing every consid possible on her own, or she
tried getting us to do that with her—but at a certain point (we all knc“
it had come when she'd start looking for her Bible, or if she already had
it in her hands, she'd hold it tighter, or look at it for a second, maybe)
there was a shift in her, on her face or in her voice. She'd stop analyz-
ing and start praying—and then [after prayers] she’d say that if we end
up failing, we'd at least have tried, and that would be a great success.”

Moral Success: A Leader's Voyage Within

He was referring, of course, to moral success—a leader whose mind bal-
anced the things of this world with the ethical mandates handed down
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i
fud

}Llnch‘ 1:Igg<i her 'to talk openly to God, and she did
ghil ‘OA en she had the whole church to lierself, so

e n‘)ﬁ‘

to pray with her—and this was no fleeting bow to picty: Rather, s
came, by her own oft-mentioned description, “lost in prayer.” Occa-
sionally she immersed herself so intently in such 4 mix of supplication
| and self-directed ethical inquiry that she woke up, 50 to speak, seeing
leader’s vby1gc ;\‘vi‘thin,
¢ what had been dis-

others quietly, politely awaiting her return; a

and subsequently,a signal or two meant to i

covered. !

Her uccasidn‘al ccmm‘cmls abotit those tirnes at church tell a lot, I think,
about a kind of moral leadership as it could “well up™ (a phrase she
uscd repeatedly) in a mind's life, first, then be affirmed in connection
with other lives: “Before I became a Catholic I'd planned protests,
Sstrect action,” we called it, with my friends. We argued and argued
about ‘approaches.” T don't look back with. regret—they were fine

Frank, one last time: “We kn: ikhﬂwn to wait oml)dfo(hy. and we
knew when she'd made up her mind—and we knew she'd only gradu-
ally know, herself, what she'd concluded, so we didn’t try to push |
things. Tt was as if all of us, Dorothy included, were slowly guﬁlg to]
find our way, moment by moment and step by step. If all this sounds

=— mysterious, or maybe mystical, then I'm afraid that’s as close toitas L g i i s
e ) 4 ! i i || peaple, their hearts in the right places and their minds awake and
can come—the way we came together and made decisions, and then @ 1 : R = 2
% | aware! But what we were doing—thtat was what we believed in; and so

quxgﬁtzfgf:;?gozz ?;: ::d:l;c\,vrtuld ad e Pctcr} had Ll iwe Iwc.rc almost Ljomplctcly centered on r.cchni:{]ucs and s:wg"cs :ufd
- 2 viraually whispered, sometimes exclaimed: “God’siwﬁys e ractics! Yes, we dldA have our broader values = ideals but they were in
E aren’t ours—but we have to find our ways to do His bidding™. . I i I ;. ; e badf ofcur- Tt 4 !x‘mybc } should J“j.::mk fos myscl-f.;:-mc:‘
: When she put that aphorism before me she was trying to sort out, | :l)\;ll":::o:i;::tc::l: :::; '\‘:ﬁ;}’;:’;;dh::ca:d :h::’::;'ls:::“l;;
for my benefit, her approach o choice, to decision-making, to feadership. 1 i "‘ i : s X 3
was bringing up those words, but she dealt with what they are meant to ‘TH 9 fd“s m make (k!iOdv? part ulel)lJ:‘f :":"{_‘[&:::‘ﬂ::‘:ﬂic :'S“:: 2’:
signify concretely, iﬁtuiti\*ely; she had a marrative and introspective ;’::vc ::::";:::’2‘:“;; :;:;:; 'i?.‘; "ﬁ:h;g ffwr Jll;dlis 2 ':‘mion -
reply to my conceptual inquiry. She often spoke of her “split personal- féred [o (‘;dd’- e o i when people < bed i what
iry,” her many experiences as 2 social and political activist that preceded R i --
her conversion to Catholicism—but thereafter, her life as one who
went to church every morning, -and sometimes in the afternoon or
 evening. Back then, churches were open all the rime in Manhattan, and
" she would seck them out, one after the other. She had her favorites,
and she went to them for aesthetic pleasure as well as spiritual uplift.
When her mind had to contend with problems in the Catholic Worker
s of personality or opinion, disagree-
done, when, and how), she lis- |
often seemed to hold

vorry-—when we try to think of ways to do
people, to prove our bc(liefs worthwhile
\we can. Of course we disagree, but we
who we are and why we're here. ‘That's
,;‘! ) 7,“ 1" |\i|c;qnd he's right, 1 guess, though Id Ii.kc o
i 1]‘!’ i l{t all wr\{‘c:}‘(q keep our moral wits about us! Sq, l_hs(cn,.
i 'wu’x‘d re qemben what I've heard, and I think of
< Jifie, and what He told the people He met,

His followets, and I sit there, and then it

i\‘m‘ys xx;indful of prayer when we talk and plan

e

b

!
V‘.

Movement community (clashe:
ments with respect to what ought be

tened impassively and, to some, inscrutably. She
hile. But invariably she took the matter

privacy of her spare and 'small

her own counsel, at least for a wi
to prayer in church as well as in the
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wells up in me, that's as closc as I can get to saying what happens, it
wells up in me—you could call it a ‘notion’ of what should happen.

“I'like that word, ‘notion’—to me it means something modest and
personal, not a big idea that someone thought up that explains every-
thing. God has given us that, the big idea, and it's up to us to respond to
God in our different ways, with our notions. There have been times
that I've not known what to think—and then I pray, and I tell God what
I think the issues are that are before us, and [ sit there, and I hope He'll
help me out. Sitting there on a bench, looking up, I'll feel some answer
coming to me, a notion of what we should do welling up. Then 1 gotell
my friends what's happened.”

Not that she didn’t have more to do thercafter. Those “friends” had,
still, their various positions or sides to uphold, their out-and-out argu-
ments to make. Once she'd figured out the particular direction to pur-
sue, she became more talkative, more confident, really, of what she had
to say, and so more willing to use words to spell out a point of view.
This contrast between an carlier relative silence and a later entrance of
sorts into the conversation at hand (sometimes, more tensely, a joining

“of the fray) did not, of course, go unnoticed by her colleagues. By no
means did they necessarily buckle under, right away or even eventually.
Nor did she prevail every time. She was one of many, she insisted; and
that, for her, was the biggest accomplishment of all—to have gone
from Peter and her, in tandem, musing and hoping, all the way to that
newspaper and those hospitality houses, in which the men and women
labored and lived in “a community of souls,” as Peter and she both put
it. But no one doubted her singular importance or failed to recognize
her moral earnestness as it found its way to expression; and everyone
knew how that happened—her trips to church, her burdened and con-
cerned and sometimes vexed stay there, her efforts to find her ethical
way there, her return with words that seemed just a bit amplified by
that sitting in a pew, that recitation of religious commonplaces, and that
outpouring of a mind’s remembered points of view as they have been

previously uttered and are now assembled in a narrative of a kind that is™

presented mutely or quite audibly to another, who is the Other—Geod.
Once she’d left those churches, ended those encounters, she was very
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much on her own; soon cnough her friends would receive, the news

she felt she had received; her news, mind you, as she had presented it to

the Lord. The hope, on her part, was that those friends would do like-
wise, and they did: lots of prayers that preceded various arguments and
outcomes—the devil stled {

y and, ncedless to say, only
with partial success. But to know of the devil (our potentially harmful
€goistic assertiveness, as it “wells up"), to take, as a consequence, ex-
plicit reflective steps, a kind of anticipatory action aimed at blunting an
incvitable psychological moral threat, is an achievement all its own: the
Almighty Other embraced, and thereby, in the Lord’s name, a life lived
in tandem with Peter Maurin, and with all those others (colleagues or
followers in moral want, cven as the street’s people were in physical

want) to whom she and he came to mean so much in all manner of
\VJyS~
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