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Praise for                            
THE DUTY OF
                Delight


“These diaries embody Dorothy’s powerful conviction, lived over many decades, that true holiness is found in the most ordinary aspects of our daily life, and that grace is always present in the midst of struggle. The deeply human side of Dorothy that comes alive in these pages is a sign of great hope for all of us who seek to live a faith-filled life in a complex world.”

—SR. MARY SCULLION, RSM, COFOUNDER AND EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR OF PROJECT H.O.M.E




“Dorothy Day is perhaps the most significant figure in Western Christianity during the twentieth century. And there is no greater caretaker of these personal scrap-notes and journals than Robert Ellsberg. This book is bound to become a classic, just as Dorothy has become a legend. But let us not forget, Dorothy’s famous line: ‘Don’t call us saints … we don’t want to be dismissed that easily.’ She was just as ordinary as she was radical, and that is part of her charm. Let her life disturb and inspire you … not to become her—but to become you.”

—SHANE CLAIBORNE, ACTIVIST, FOUNDING MEMBER OF THE SIMPLE WAY AND AUTHOR OF THE IRRESISTIBLE REVOLUTION




“The Duty of Delight is an astonishing ‘act of community’—a chronicle so lovingly and carefully edited by Robert Ellsberg that each entry comes soaked with the heart of the Gospel and the power of transformative love. The sacred is present in every ordinary recounting.”

—GREGORY BOYLE, S.J., FOUNDER AND EXECUTIVE DIRECTOR OF HOMEBOY INDUSTRIES AND AUTHOR OF TATTOOS ON THE HEART




“No Catholic has inspired me more than Dorothy Day. When I awakened to the struggles of the poor, she was there. When I first committed my life to nonviolence, she was there. When I first thought of writing about my experiences on death row, she was there. When I struggle to pray and stay close to the suffering Christ, she’s still there.

“What a spiritual treasure in this intimate record of the sturm und drang of Dorothy’s spirit—her passionate loves and losses, confusions, and daily struggles to serve the unwashed, unfed, and often, un-sober of America’s streets. There’s a starkness to her soul. She even talks about delight as a duty. You sense in her a steel-ribbed, relentless will, and yet on every page is her acknowledgment of God’s saving grace and tender mercies—the two magnetic poles of Dorothy’s vibrant life.

“Thank you, God, for giving us this gospel of Dorothy.”

—SISTER HELEN PREJEAN, CSJ, FOUNDER OF THE MORATORIUM CAMPAIGN AND AUTHOR OF DEAD MAN WALKING




“The Duty of Delight is an enlightening read. Robert Ellsberg has done a magnificent job of editing Dorothy’s journal entries from the 1930s to her death in 1980. Here we discover the extraordinary vision and work of the Catholic Worker movement through the ordinary daily events of a woman who worked tirelessly as a devout Catholic and servant of the poor. I recommend it highly to those who want to appreciate more fully the life of a radical follower of Jesus Christ.”

—TIMOTHY DOLAN, ARCHBISHOP OF NEW YORK




“To read these diaries is to enter the world of Dorothy Day, to see that world as she did, and to hear firsthand her conversations with herself and God. The reader is privileged to be invited into this intimate dialogue.… Dorothy Day’s life speaks for itself, and here in these diaries it speaks loudest of all, confirming what she believed: Duty expressed in love gives joy and delight.”

—DANA GREENE, NATIONAL CATHOLIC REPORTER




“This is a volume that is full of surprises and bound to become a classic of Christian literature.… These diaries are a reminder that holiness always makes its home in humanity, and they show how rewarding can be a life dedicated to the Gospels. The Duty of Delight enables the reader to feel closer to a remarkable woman, closer to the poor, and, in the end, closer to God.”

—THE TABLET




“It is [the] utter lack of self-absorption that elevates Dorothy Day’s journals to classic spiritual literature. Just as she was sustained by reading and re-rereading beloved novelists, saints, and teachers, so this precious book will sustain unknown others who will be moved to faith by her awe, reverence, adoration, and praise.”

—SPIRITUAL LIFE




“There are all kinds of reasons to delve into this remarkable work. It is informative, inspiring, even entertaining. It is the study of the life of a saint, the surprising struggles, the small victories, the great disappointments, the dramatic adventures on the world’s stage, the deeper adventure of the interior life, a journey of faith, a journey of prayer.”

—DALE AHLQUIST, PRESIDENT OF THE AMERICAN CHESTERTON SOCIETY




“This is a precious book—one that will teach the reader on multiple levels. Not only do we get much greater insight into the life of the Catholic Worker—the people, places, intrigues, and obstacles of the movement—we find emerging a far more personal account of the spirituality of the everyday and, indeed, of Day’s acceptance of self-sacrifice that is the ‘duty of delight.’ It promises to be an important contribution to the history of American Catholic life and thought.”

—CATHOLIC NEWS SERVICE




“I have never read the journals of any saint (or soon-to-be-saint) that are so unflinchingly honest. Some were written for publication. Others were sanitized to be more ‘edifying.’ Here, though, is an achingly human testament in which Dorothy frankly discusses the joys and sorrows at the Worker, her affection for a vast network of friends, and her complicated reactions to a period of volcanic change in her beloved Catholic Church. In short, this is one of the most powerful works of Christian spirituality I have ever read.”

—JAMES MARTIN, S.J., AMERICA
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“Today I thought of a title for my book, The Duty of Delight, as a sequel to The Long Loneliness. I was thinking how, as one gets older, we are tempted to sadness, knowing life as it is here on earth, the suffering, the Cross. And how we must overcome it daily, growing in love, and the joy which goes with loving.”

—DOROTHY DAY, FEBRUARY 24, 1961
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Dorothy Day’s diaries are part of the special Dorothy Day–Catholic Worker Collection housed at Marquette University’s Raynor Memorial Libraries in Milwaukee, Wisconsin. According to Day’s wishes, these personal papers were to be sealed for twenty-five years after her death. As that anniversary approached in November 2005, I received an invitation from the university to serve as editor of these writings—both her diaries and the letters that will be the focus of a future volume. Over the course of the next year I received a total of eleven CDs containing scanned versions of all of Day’s extant journals from 1934–1979. These disks contained many thousands of files—each consisting of a single scanned page of handwritten text. When transcribed, this material amounted to over a thousand single-spaced pages, which I subsequently reduced by about half to arrive at the present volume.

The opportunity to read and work on this text has been a great privilege, for which I owe special thanks to Matt Blessing, Head of Special Collections and Archives at Marquette, and Phil M. Runkel, the redoubtable Marquette archivist, who has devoted thirty years to this collection. My own engagement with this work has felt, at times, like the culmination of an assignment that began over thirty years ago when Dorothy Day asked me to serve as managing editor of the Catholic Worker newspaper. Although I performed that job for only two years (1976–78), it was an appointment that would prove decisive for the rest of my life.

Embarking on this project, I was grateful for my early familiarity with Dorothy’s handwriting. But the task of deciphering and transcribing her minuscule script was only the beginning. The greater challenge was selecting what to omit. This was relatively easy in the case of shorthand notes on her travels, random lists of facts (especially the comings and goings of her fellow Catholic Workers), quotations from books, and summaries of retreats and lectures. A good deal of what remained was simply a kind of log: a record of what time she rose; the temperature and weather forecast (a subject of exceptional interest); what time she went to Mass; what she ate for breakfast; who she met (though rarely what they discussed); what she read; if she traveled, the timetable of her departure and arrival and notes on the conditions of the road. For the most part this was of limited interest.

And yet the very dailiness of this record tells an important story of its own. Dorothy Day’s life at the Catholic Worker was marked by a number of remarkable episodes, and she was a witness or participant in many of the most significant social movements of the twentieth century. But by and large, her life was spent in very ordinary ways. Her sanctity—if one wishes to call it that—was expressed not just in heroic deeds but also in the mundane duties of everyday life. Her “spirituality” was rooted in a constant effort to be more charitable toward those closest at hand. And she was sustained in this practice—as her diaries make clear—by a regular discipline of prayer and worship.

These diaries provide a unique window on Dorothy’s inner life, her ruminations, and even her dreams. And yet they are not a complete reflection of her life and times. Writing for herself alone, she did not bother to describe or introduce most of the people she wrote about, and she made only passing reference to the headlines of the day. To help put these writings in context, I have found it necessary to fill in some of the gaps, whether through footnotes, parenthetical asides, or occasional insertions from the Catholic Worker. Nevertheless, the writing here—intimate, at times confessional—conveys an impression not always present in her public writing. Even readers intimately familiar with her books and her CW columns are likely to encounter new and unfamiliar dimensions to her personality. At least they may come to a better appreciation of what was implied in her favorite phrase, “the duty of delight.”

My thanks are due to many people, including Patrick Jordan, Frank Donovan, Jim Forest, and Tom Cornell, who clarified a number of references; my son Nicholas, and my wife, Peggy Ellsberg; Jim Martin; Rachelle Linner; Andrew Tallon of Marquette University Press; Matt Blessing and Phil Runkel of the Raynor Memorial Libraries; the Archdiocese of New York and Marquette University’s Edward Simmons Religious Commitment Fund, both of which provided generous support. I am grateful to Trace Murphy of Doubleday for agreeing to publish this abridged edition.

I noted that the original diaries, as I received them from Marquette, extended only through 1979. As Phil Runkel explained, regretfully, the Archives had never received any diary for 1980, the last year of Dorothy’s life. This was disappointing, though I doubted there was anything to be done about it. Dorothy’s room at Maryhouse had already been swept several times for her personal papers, and it seemed unlikely that anything had been overlooked. Nevertheless, I consulted Frank Donovan, the longtime CW office manager and, toward the end of Dorothy’s life, her most devoted assistant. My query prompted him to look in the drawer of Dorothy’s bedside table. And there he found it: a small red-leather diary from 1980, unread by anyone for more than twenty-five years, the final entries written just a week before she died.

To hold that small book and to transcribe its contents brought this project to a fitting conclusion. But for me it closed a more personal circle, recalling memories of her voice, and of the stories she told, and of our last meeting in that room—which marked both an end and a beginning.
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In The Long Loneliness, Dorothy Day described her early habit of keeping a diary: “When I was a child, my sister and I kept notebooks; recording happiness made it last longer, we felt, and recording sorrow dramatized it and took away its bitterness; and often we settled some problem which beset us, even while we wrote about it.” Though somewhat irregularly, she maintained this habit throughout her life. Sometimes her reflections were prompted by happiness, and sometimes by sorrow. But mostly her diary entries were an expression of her intense interest in life, her need to observe and take note of what was happening around her and to track her own responses.

Unfortunately, the diaries from her early life were lost. Thus, we have no contemporary record of the years described in her memoirs or in an earlier (and much regretted) autobiographical novel. That part of her life included a mostly happy childhood in New York, Oakland, and Chicago; a brief college career; a return to New York in 1916, which put her in touch with many of the leading radical journalists and activists of the day; her arrest with suffragists in Washington and her friendship with an assorted lot of socialists, anarchists, and literary Bohemians; her association with the playwright Eugene O’Neill; an unhappy love affair; and what she later described as years of restless searching. She acknowledged, in her books, that there was much that she left out. As she later noted in her diary, “Aside from drug addiction, I committed all the sins young people commit today.” Though that story lies outside the scope of this volume, the memories and associations from her early years would continue to surface and shape the rest of her life.

In her first memoir, From Union Square to Rome (1938), she quoted verbatim from a journal she kept while living on Staten Island in 1925 with her “common-law husband,” Forster Batterham. From that text, later revised in The Long Loneliness (1952), we get an immediate impression of the peace and happiness that preceded her conversion to Catholicism.


I have been passing through some years of fret and strife, beauty and ugliness, days and even weeks of sadness and despair, but seldom has there been the quiet beauty and happiness I have now. I thought all those years I had freedom, but now I feel that I had neither real freedom nor even a sense of freedom.



She wrote particularly about her experience of pregnancy and the feelings of gratitude she felt—a gratitude so large that only God could receive it.

But that happiness was not to endure. Her decision to have her daughter Tamar baptized in the Catholic Church, followed by her own conversion in 1927, involved a wrenching separation from Forster, who would have nothing to do with marriage or religion. That sacrifice was the decisive turning point in her life. But it left open the question of just what she was supposed to do next. She had found a new home in the Catholic Church, but little sense of community. For five years she struggled to support Tamar on her earnings as a writer, but all the while she yearned to find some way of connecting her new faith with her abiding commitment to social justice.

In December 1932 she went to Washington, D.C., to cover a communist-inspired “Hunger March of the Unemployed.” On the Feast of the Immaculate Conception she visited the National Shrine and there prayed that “some way would be opened up for me to work for the poor and the oppressed.” And when she returned to her apartment in New York she found Peter Maurin waiting for her. Maurin, a French-born peasant-philosopher, twenty years her senior, had learned her name from the editor of Commonweal magazine. Even before their meeting he had determined that Dorothy Day would be the one to implement his vision.

Dorothy often described their encounter and her debt to Peter Maurin, noting that it took some while for her to comprehend that his plan was the answer to her prayer. Maurin proposed a movement that would implement the radical social message of the gospels. Without awaiting funding or authorization from the bishops, they would start a newspaper and begin at once to build “a new society within the shell of the old.”

Five months later, the Catholic Worker newspaper was launched. At a communist rally in Union Square on May 1, 1933, Dorothy and a few volunteers handed out papers to demonstrators and curious passersby. In an editorial she described the paper’s mission:


For those who are sitting on park benches in the warm spring sunlight.

For those who are huddling in shelters trying to escape the rain.

For those who are walking the streets in the all but futile search for work.

For those who think that there is no hope for the future, no recognition of their plight—this little paper is addressed.

It is printed to call their attention to the fact that the Catholic Church has a social program—to let them know that there are men of God who are working not only for their spiritual but for their material welfare.



Peter Maurin, typically, was not on hand for this occasion. His role, as he conceived it, was to enunciate principles, leaving the practical implementation to others—that is, to Dorothy. But his vision shaped the emerging movement in many ways, not least by his positive vision of an alternative society—a future that would be different, as he put it, “if we make the present different.”

The present certainly cried out for an alternative. This was the heart of the Great Depression when millions around the country were uprooted, unemployed, or hanging on by their fingertips. New York City was filled with hungry, hopeless people “walking the streets in the all but futile search for work.” For Dorothy this represented not just an economic problem but also a profound spiritual crisis—for each one of these people bore the image of Christ.

Before long the Catholic Worker opened a soup kitchen, and then a shelter for the homeless. Maurin had challenged the U.S. bishops to open “houses of hospitality” in every diocese to meet the needs of the vast numbers of unemployed and homeless. When a homeless woman arrived at the Catholic Worker office one day asking where to find these houses of hospitality, Dorothy’s response was to rent an apartment, and then a house. This was the first of many such houses of hospitality around the country. They became the heart of the Catholic Worker—centers for practicing the “Works of Mercy”: feeding the hungry, sheltering the homeless, clothing the naked. It was a program drawn from the gospels. As Jesus said, “Inasmuch as you did these things to the least of my brethren you did them to me.”

It is at this point, in 1934, that Dorothy’s diaries begin. Already the Catholic Worker was becoming a movement; the paper’s circulation was steadily climbing and new houses were emerging around the country. There turned out to be quite a large audience eager for a paper addressing social issues from a Catholic perspective. Seminaries and churches around the country ordered bundles. Idealistic young people, unemployed workers, and a wide assortment of colorful characters were drawn to the cause, attracted perhaps by the spirit of community, or Maurin’s philosophy of voluntary poverty, or by the sense of adventure that Dorothy conveyed in her columns. Her diaries from these early days reflect the giddy, improvisational atmosphere of the Worker, when Providence, chance, or a knock on the door might determine what would happen next.

There was no formal “rule” to life in a Catholic Worker house. Dorothy likened it to a family—sometimes offering a foretaste of heaven and at other times just the opposite. And over this sometimes fractious family Dorothy was the unquestioned matriarch. Everyone looked to her for leadership, sympathy, and inspiration, while readily blaming her for anything that went wrong. Meanwhile she promoted an ethic of personal responsibility, recalling Peter Maurin’s exhortation to “be what you want the other person to be.” Because the Worker’s doors were open to everyone—the poor, the crazed, the needy in every sense—community life was frequently marked by disorder and confusion. At one point, she writes,


In town the usual crosses, Carney calling us all racketeers, calling the spiritual reading pious twaddle; Mr. Breen with his vile accusations; the misery of Minas and the Professor; Kate’s illness; the suit against us, the bills piling up and the unconscious discouragement in people like Frank and Jim—these things to be topped by such a lack of understanding of the personalist idea from those you expect the most from, lays me low.



And yet things got done. The paper was published and mailed out. Thousands of meals were served each week. And the world received a remarkable spectacle of the Gospel in action.

In its early years the Catholic Worker featured a good deal of topical reporting about strikes, evictions, and labor struggles. Almost every issue contained a number of Peter Maurin’s lapidary “Easy Essays.” Often there might be excerpts from one of the pope’s social encyclicals. And there were always a number of talented writers. But it was Dorothy’s writing—personal, engaged, rooted in the everyday—that defined the spirit of the paper.

Her literary influences ranged from Jack London to Anton Chekhov. But ultimately the style was her own. She described it as “epistolary.” Her column, she wrote, was “a letter to friends.” “Writing,” as she explained, “is an act of community. It is a letter, it is comforting, consoling, helping, advising on our part, as well as asking it on yours. It is a part of our human association with each other. It is an expression of our love and concern for each other.”

Meanwhile, in her diaries, she wrote a different kind of letter—addressed to herself—describing the events of the day as well as her own personal struggles. In the beginning, these private ruminations overlapped a good deal with her articles in the paper. But over time the public and private voices began to diverge. For long stretches her diary—written in spare moments—might consist of little more than a log of her daily activities. But at other times it offered an opportunity to work out problems or to reflect on matters of private concern. In these diaries she might confide her loneliness and discouragement, or describe her physical ailments, scold herself for a failure of charity, or note some insight or an act of kindness that reminded her of God.

For those who have studied Dorothy Day’s published writings, the voice in these diaries is mostly familiar. In her column, “On Pilgrimage,” she regularly described her travels, her activities, and her reading of the “signs of the times.” And yet certain themes stand out here, such as the intense discipline of her spiritual and sacramental life. She attended daily Mass, which usually meant rising at dawn. She prayed the monastic hours from a breviary, a practice she adopted even before becoming a Benedictine oblate in 1955. She devoted time each day to meditating on scripture, saying the rosary, or other spiritual exercises. None of this is particularly remarkable. And yet the matter-of-fact recital of such habits underscores the fact that her daily life was spent in continuous reference to God. As she writes, “Without the sacraments of the church, I certainly do not think that I could go on.”

At the same time her diaries reflect her often complicated relationship with church authorities. In one of her early entries she describes a visit from a monsignor who reported the Cardinal’s approval of the Catholic Worker (“a modern miracle”). The archdiocese, he reported, “would give us an Imprimatur if they thought it would not hinder us in our work.” But later, as the Worker’s pacifist and anarchist tendencies emerged, there was no more talk of an Imprimatur. In fact, in 1951 she describes being called to the chancery and informed that “we would either have to cease publication or change our name.” (She finessed that ultimatum by noting that ceasing publication “would be a grave scandal to our readers and would put into the hands of our enemies, the enemies of the Church, a formidable weapon.”)

Among the more personal themes in her diaries is the relationship with family members, such as her younger sister Della, her daughter Tamar, and her many grandchildren. Though she had limited contact with other members of her immediate family (who disapproved of her religion, her radicalism, and her notoriety), she remained constantly in touch with Della, who lived within easy visiting range. Despite their differences (Della was a dedicated proponent of Planned Parenthood), Dorothy called on her sister nearly every week, often staying overnight to enjoy some rest and recuperation.

The most significant relationship in her life was undoubtedly with her daughter Tamar, who was seven when the Catholic Worker was founded. Dorothy’s diaries show her anxiety about raising a child in this uncertain environment, and the difficulty of balancing the needs of her daughter and the demands of the larger household. When Tamar married at 18 and began her own family, Dorothy took naturally to the role of mother-in-law and grandmother. She was a frequent visitor in Tamar’s home—often for months at a time—in West Virginia or later in Vermont.

One year, while Tamar pursued a degree in practical nursing which took her away from home, Dorothy moved in and cared for her grandchildren for four months. And so her days were spent in getting children to school, driving them to football practice, helping them with their homework, confronting them about their chores or their adolescent moods, and putting them to bed—in other words, the daily work of any parent or grandparent. She worried about their welfare and happiness; she suffered terribly when her grandson Eric was drafted and sent to Vietnam; she was “prostrate” with grief when one of her great-grandsons was killed in a car accident. Such episodes belie the common impression that Dorothy’s unusual life in the Catholic Worker placed her outside the concerns of “ordinary” family life.

At the same time her diaries cast new light on her relationship with Tamar’s father, Forster Batterham. In her published memoirs she wrote of him with respect and enduring affection. She credited him with a major role in her conversion to a faith he could not share. But there was no indication that they ever saw one another again. In fact, over time, Forster began to reappear in her life.

In 1959, remarkably, he asked for her help in caring for his long-time companion, Nanette, who was dying of cancer. And so, for several months, Dorothy spent much of each day with the couple on Staten Island, helping with housework, offering companionship and consolation. On the day before she died, Nanette asked to be baptized—an ironic and poignant repetition of the summer of 1927 that had ended with Dorothy’s own conversion. And once again, after Nanette’s death, Dorothy and Forster went their separate ways.

But now they stayed in closer touch. Forster would call to inquire after their “progeny.” She would visit him when he was in the hospital. He gave her a radio for her room. In later years he would frame art prints to decorate the walls of the Catholic Worker. And toward the end of her life, as she notes in her diary, he took to calling her every day.

These are a few of the personal stories that emerge in these diaries. They are set against the daily domestic dramas of the Catholic Worker that occupied so much of her life. Her public activities, already well documented in her other writings, receive less attention. And yet her diaries do reflect her response, over a period of nearly five decades, to the vast changes in America, the Church, and the wider world.

As the diaries begin, in the 1930s, we see her vital interest in strikes and labor struggles and the problems of the Depression. She met with union leaders, labor priests, and bishops who undoubtedly saw in the Worker a Catholic counterweight to the appeal of communism. Later, as her pacifist convictions became a defining feature of the Catholic Worker, she would occupy a more marginal position, far outside the Catholic mainstream. In the 1940s, as the world went to war, Dorothy devoted more attention to her own spiritual life. But then in the 1950s, facing the perils of the cold war, she embarked on a new style of activism, courting arrest several times (and serving jail sentences of up to thirty days) for her protests against civil defense drills in New York City. With the publication of The Long Loneliness she began to achieve a new profile as a voice of conscience crying in the wilderness.

Her journals from the 1960s reflect the turbulence of the times. We see her traveling to Cuba on the eve of the Missile Crisis, fasting for peace in Rome during the Second Vatican Council, facing bullets with an interracial community in Georgia, and standing in solidarity with young men burning their draft cards. Suddenly Dorothy had become the spiritual godmother to a new generation standing up against war and the established disorder. Despite her age, Dorothy understood the idealism of youth, the yearning for freedom, and the instinct for the heroic. And yet she recoiled from the spirit of nihilism and the self-indulgence of the “counterculture.”

With the 1970s she welcomed signs of a renewed interest in community and the efforts to build a society, as Peter Maurin used to say, “where it is easier for people to be good.” As she grew old, she prepared to let go, to entrust the vision to a new generation. And yet her old feistiness remained. We see her staring down the IRS with her refusal either to pay taxes or to register as a charitable organization. We see her, at the age of 75, being arrested on a picket line with the United Farmworkers.

And through her diaries we see her gradually slowing down, adjusting, after a heart attack, to the end of her restless travels, eventually settling into the confinement of her room at the CW shelter for homeless women on East Third Street. In her youth she had received a great “revelation”—that for anyone attuned to the life of the mind, the future held the promise of unending fascination. And now she could observe, “No matter how old I get … no matter how feeble, short of breath, incapable of walking more than a few blocks, what with heart murmurs, heart failures, emphysema perhaps, arthritis in feet and knees, with all these symptoms of age and decrepitude, my heart can still leap for joy as I read and suddenly assent to some great truth enunciated by some great mind and heart.”

That intense interest in life continued, as she took in the world around her and rummaged increasingly in the “rag-bag” of memory. She had always been a “compulsive” writer, “ever since I was 8 years old when I wrote a serial story on a little pad of pink paper for my younger sister’s entertainment.” And writing was virtually the last thing to go. Toward the end her newspaper columns reverted to short, breathless excerpts from her diary—just enough, she said, “to let people know I am still alive.” She kept writing until a few days before her death on November 29, 1980.

David O’Brien, writing in Commonweal after her death, famously called Dorothy Day “the most significant, interesting, and influential person in the history of American Catholicism.” The truth of that pronouncement has become clearer with the passage of time. She has been the subject of biographies, plays, documentaries, a Hollywood film, and even a number of children’s books. She has been inducted into the “Women’s Hall of Fame” in Seneca Falls, New York, and is widely recognized as the radical conscience of the Catholic Church in America. But certainly a significant measure of her legacy came in 2000 when the Vatican officially accepted her cause for canonization, and she received the formal title “Servant of God.”

If Dorothy Day is one day formally canonized, this diary will offer something quite unusual in the annals of the saints—an opportunity to follow, almost day by day, in the footsteps of a holy person. Through these writings we can trace the movements of her spirit and her quest for God. We can see her praying for wisdom and courage in meeting the challenges of her day. But we also join her as she watches television, devours mystery novels, goes to the movies, plays with her grandchildren, and listens to the opera.

Many people tend to think of saints as otherworldly heroes, close to God but not exactly human. These diaries confirm Thomas Merton’s observation that sanctity is a matter of being more fully human: “This implies a greater capacity for concern, for suffering, for understanding, for sympathy, and also for humor, for joy, for appreciation for the good and beautiful things of life.”

To be human is constantly to fall short of the ideals one sets for oneself. Dorothy Day was no exception. There are frequent reminders in these pages of her capacity for impatience, anger, judgment, and self-righteousness. We are reminded of these things because she herself points them out. (“Thinking gloomily of the sins and shortcomings of others,” she writes, “it suddenly came to me to remember my own offenses, just as heinous as those of others. If I concern myself with my own sins and lament them, if I remember my own failures and lapses, I will not be resentful of others. This was most cheering and lifted the load of gloom from my mind. It makes one unhappy to judge people and happy to love them.”) And so we are reminded, too, that holiness is not a state of perfection but a faithful striving that lasts a lifetime. It is expressed primarily in small ways, day after day, through the practice of forgiveness, patience, self-sacrifice, and compassion.

Dorothy’s favorite saint was Thérèse of Lisieux, popularly known as the “Little Flower.” St. Thérèse died at the age of 24 in 1897—the year of Dorothy’s birth—in a small Carmelite convent in Normandy. At first glance these two women, the contemplative and the activist, would appear to have little in common. Nevertheless, Dorothy was powerfully attracted to her story and even wrote an account of her life. St. Thérèse taught the value of the “Little Way”—a path to holiness that lay in performing all our daily tasks and duties in a spirit of love and in the presence of God. Dorothy embraced this teaching. She believed that each act of love, each work of mercy might increase the balance of love in the world. And she extended this principle to the social sphere. Each act of protest or witness for peace—though apparently foolish and ineffective, no more than a pebble in a pond—might send forth ripples that could transform the world.

The title of this book, “the duty of delight,” comes from John Ruskin, the nineteenth-century English critic. Dorothy incorporated his phrase in the epilogue to The Long Loneliness and later considered using it as the title for one of her books. She repeated it frequently in her diaries—often after a recital of drudgery or disappointment. It served as a reminder to find God in all things—the sorrows of daily life and the moments of joy, both of which she experienced in abundance.

As for sorrows, these included: ill health; the aches and pains of aging; the loss of old friends; the struggles to pay the bills and put out a monthly paper; real estate woes and the ordeals of home maintenance; loneliness and anxiety; squabbling among community members. After returning from one trip, she writes, “I have had this completely alone feeling.… A time when the memory and understanding fail one completely and only the will remains, so that I feel hard and rigid, and at the same time ready to sit like a soft fool and weep my eyes out.”

Then there were the sorrows of poverty: noise, foul odors, poor food, and the outbreak of violence among the drunk or insane; the various kinds of lice and bedbugs; constant insecurity and the world’s disdain. (“In this groaning of spirit, everything is irksome to me. The dirt, the garbage heaped in the gutters, the flies, the hopelessness of the human beings around me, all oppress me.”) And then there were the sorrows of the world, which weighed so heavily: war and hatred, fear, corruption, the despair and cynicism of the young, the contempt for life, and other offenses against human dignity. All these things are noted in her diary.

But there were also the moments of joy: the Saturday afternoon opera; the magic spell of a book; “the soft sound of waves on the beach”; the chatter of happy children; the sights and solitude of a long bus trip; the beauty of church and the liturgy, with its appeal to all the senses; the language of Scripture; the experience of community at its best; the excitement of a new venture; signs that a new generation was responding to the vision of Peter Maurin and to the faith on which she had staked her life.

•   •   •

I knew Dorothy Day in the last five years of her life, 1975–80, when I came to live at the Catholic Worker in New York City. I was 19 at the time of our meeting, and my first impression was that I had never met someone so “old” who showed such apparent interest in me and my opinions. I was immediately won over. After one of our conversations I dared to show her some notes from my own diary. (Did I suppose she would be edified by my two-week-old impressions of life at the Catholic Worker?) The next day I missed her; she had gone back to the farm upstate. But she had left me a note: “Good thing to keep a journal,” she wrote. “Please ask Frank [Donovan] to find you a copy of a book in my room, Prayer Is a Hunger, which describes writing as a form of prayer. Love, Dorothy”

St. Teresa of Avila defined prayer as “nothing but friendly intercourse, and frequent solitary converse, with Him Who we know loves us.” Certainly, for Dorothy, writing was a form of prayer. That is especially evident in the writing published here for the first time. It is striking how many entries in her diaries refer specifically to prayer and how often she directly addresses God as the intended reader of her heart. After years of reciting the prayers of the Office the language of the Psalms had become her daily bread.

But ultimately her words, whether written or spoken, derived their meaning from the consistency, courage, and faithfulness of her life. These diaries provide a unique window on that life, and on the witness of a woman for whom, in the end, everything was a form of prayer.
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1932


DECEMBER Dorothy Day travels to Washington, D.C., to cover the “Hunger March of the Unemployed,” a communist-organized demonstration. On December 8, she prays at the crypt of the Shrine of the Immaculate Conception that some way will open for her to combine her Catholic faith and her commitment to social justice. When she returns to New York she meets Peter Maurin, who inspires her to start a newspaper.



1933


President Franklin D. Roosevelt introduces the New Deal to respond to the Great Depression.
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MAY 1 The first issue of the Catholic Worker is distributed in Union Square. Catholic Worker office at 436 East 15th St.



1934


MARCH Ade Bethune, a young art student, visits the Catholic Worker and begins contributing to the paper. Among her contributions, the design of the CW masthead.



1935


MARCH CW moves to 144 Charles Street.

MAY Circulation of the paper reaches 100,000.

JUNE CW rents a house on Staten Island.

SUMMER CW pickets the German ship, Bremen, protesting Nazi policies. DD and others arrested.



1936


APRIL CW moves to 115 Mott St., headquarters for the next 14 years.

Farm established outside of Easton, Pa.

JUNE Sheed & Ward publishes Peter Maurin’s Easy Essays.

JULY Francisco Franco leads a coup against the leftist-dominated government in Spain. The Spanish Civil War ensues. In the U.S., most Catholic publications support Franco. The Catholic Worker and the Commonweal are exceptions.



1937


FEBRUARY Catholic Worker John Cort helps found the Association of Catholic Trade Unionists.



1938


Publication of From Union Square to Rome.
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NOVEMBER Kristallnacht—Nazi assault on Jewish synagogues and businesses in Germany.



1939


JANUARY Publication of House of Hospitality

MARCH Fascist victory in Spanish Civil War.

MAY Dorothy Day among founders of the Committee of Catholics to Fight Anti-Semitism.

SEPTEMBER Hitler invades Poland. Beginning of World War II.

Dorothy meets Fr. Pacifique Roy, a Canadian Josephite priest, who becomes one of her closest spiritual advisors.



1940


FEBRUARY–MAY Long trip down West Coast.

JULY Dorothy testifies before Congressional Committee on Conscription.

SEPTEMBER Beginning of the Blitz of London.

OCTOBER Draft registration begins in the U.S.



1941


JULY Attends a retreat with Fr. John J. Hugo.

AUGUST Fr. Hugo leads CW retreat in Oakmont, Pa.

DECEMBER 7 Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor. U.S. declares war.



1942


JANUARY CW appears with banner headline, “We continue our Christian Pacifist Stand.”

DECEMBER Beginning of the Manhattan Project to devise an atomic bomb.



1943


SEPTEMBER Dorothy plans to take a year’s leave from the Catholic Worker. She spends six months away, first at the Grail in Libertyville, Ill., then in Farmingdale, N.Y. In March, she returns to the CW.



1944


APRIL 19 Dorothy’s daughter Tamar marries David Hennessy, soon after her 18th birthday.

JUNE Allied invasion of Europe begins.



1945


AUGUST On August 6, Feast of the Transfiguration. U.S. drops first atomic bomb on Hiroshima. Three days later, another atomic bomb on Nagasaki. On August 14, Japan surrenders. World War II is over.

OCTOBER 24 Dorothy’s mother, Grace Satterlee Day, dies.



1946


FEBRUARY Dorothy chooses a new name for her CW column, “On Pilgrimage.”



1947


CW gives up the farm at Easton; purchases new farm in Newburgh, N.Y.

Tamar and David Hennessy move to W.Va.



1948


DECEMBER CW publishes On Pilgrimage, Dorothy’s account of a single year.



1949


MARCH Catholic Worker supports the cause of cemetery workers on strike against the Archdiocese of New York. Cardinal Spellman accuses the workers of being under the influence of communist agitators.

MAY 15 Death of Peter Maurin.



1950


APRIL Dorothy to Washington, D.C., for one-week fast for peace.

EASTER Ammon Hennacy pays his first visit to the Catholic Worker. He returns in 1952 and remains part of the community for the next 8 years.

JUNE 25 Korean War begins.

SUMMER Notice of eviction from 115 Mott St.

AUGUST Move to new Peter Maurin farm on Staten Island. Hennessys move to Westminster, Md.

SEPTEMBER CW moves to 221 Chrystie St.

The Internal Security (McCarran) Act is passed, ordering the registration of all communist organizations and the internment of communists in times of national emergency.



1951


MAY Tamar Hennessy and family move to Staten Island, living for first six months at Peter Maurin Farm.



1952


JANUARY Publication of The Long Loneliness.

MARCH Dorothy speaks at Carnegie Hall in a meeting against the Smith Act.

First test of hydrogen bomb.

OCTOBER Two-part profile of DD by Dwight Macdonald appears in The New Yorker.

NOVEMBER Ammon Hennacy received into the Catholic Church.



1953


JUNE 19 Communists Ethel and Julius Rosenberg, charged as Russian spies, are executed in New York. Dorothy publishes a Meditation on their death.

JULY 27 Korean War ends with signing of armistice.



1954


In Brown v. Board of Education case, Supreme Court overturns segregation in public schools, setting off a new chapter in the civil rights struggle.



1955


JUNE 15 Dorothy Day, Ammon Hennacy, A. J. Muste, and others are arrested for refusing to participate in mandatory civil defense drills. She is released without sentence or fine.

OCTOBER Dorothy called before Workman’s Compensation Board and charged with being a “slum landlord.”

DECEMBER 1 Rosa Parks is arrested in Montgomery, Ala., after refusing to give up her seat on a public bus to a white passenger. Her action sparks a bus boycott under the leadership of Rev. Martin Luther King Jr.



1956


JULY 20 Civil defense drill. Dorothy is arrested and this time jailed for 5 days in January.



1957


APRIL Dorothy travels to Georgia to support the interracial Koinonia community. She is shot at while taking a turn as sentry at the front gate.

JULY 12 Dorothy again defies civil defense drill. Sentenced to 30 days in jail.

SEPTEMBER Tamar and her family move to Perkinsville, Vt.

AUGUST City announces plan to seize Chrystie St. by right of eminent domain to build a subway line.



1958


JANUARY Dorothy undertakes pilgrimage to Shrine of Our Lady of Guadalupe in Mexico City.

MAY 6 Civil defense drill. Dorothy arrested, though her 30-day sentence is suspended.

AUGUST Ammon Hennacy undertakes a 40-day fast in front of the Atomic Energy Commission in Washington, D.C.

OCTOBER 28 Angelo Giuseppe Roncalli is elected pope and takes the name John XXIII.

DECEMBER Fidel Castro leads guerrilla army in Cuba to victory over dictator Fulgencio Batista.

DECEMBER Forced to give up Chrystie St., CW community disperses to apartments. Rents storefront at 39 Spring St. for office and soup kitchen.



1959


APRIL 17 Civil defense drill. Dorothy arrested and sentenced to 10 days in jail.

SEPTEMBER–JANUARY 1960 Dorothy nurses Nanette (Forster’s companion) on Staten Island.



1960


MAY 3 New York air raid drill; 28 arrested, but not Dorothy.

SEPTEMBER Dorothy publishes an open letter to the city, returning $3,579.39 interest on the payment for Chrystie St. building.

OCTOBER Publication of Therese.

NOVEMBER Election of John F. Kennedy, first Catholic president of the United States.



1961


JANUARY 29 Catholic Workers participate in sit-in at the Atomic Energy Commission building in New York City.

APRIL 17 U.S.-sponsored Bay of Pigs invasion of Cuba ends in failure.

AUGUST CW moves to 175 Chrystie St.



1962


SEPTEMBER 5–OCTOBER 5 Dorothy travels to Cuba.

OCTOBER Announcement of the formation of an American Pax Association.

OCTOBER 11 Second Vatican Council is convened.

OCTOBER 22–29 Cuban Missile Crisis prompted by discovery of Soviet missile sites in Cuba. Nuclear war narrowly averted.



1963


APRIL 11 Pope John XXIII issues his encyclical Pacem in Terris.

APRIL–MAY Dorothy travels on peace pilgrimage to Rome. She sees Pope John in a public appearance at the Vatican.

JUNE 3 Death of Pope John XXIII.

Election of Giovanni Battista Montini as Pope Paul VI.

AUGUST 28 Martin Luther King Jr. delivers his famous “I Have a Dream” speech at civil-rights march in Washington.

OCTOBER Dorothy travels to England for conference on peace at Spode House, a Dominican retreat house.

NOVEMBER Publication of Loaves and Fishes.

NOVEMBER 22 President John F. Kennedy is assassinated. Lyndon Johnson becomes president.



1964


APRIL New CW farm at Tivoli, New York.

AUGUST Congress passes the Tonkin Gulf Resolution, authorizing the president to “take all necessary measures to repel any armed attacks against the forces of the United States and to prevent future aggression.”

AUGUGST–DECEMBER Dorothy stays in Perkinsville, looking after Tamar’s family while she is taking a nursing degree.

OCTOBER Catholic Peace Fellowship founded by Jim Forest and Tom Cornell, former CW editors.

DECEMBER 19 CW joins other peace groups in sponsoring protests against the Vietnam War.



1965


FEBRUARY 21 Malcolm X, black Muslim leader, is assassinated in New York City.

FEBRUARY 28 President Johnson announces a policy of continuous air strikes against North Vietnam.

MARCH Martin Luther King Jr. leads a procession of 4,000 civil rights demonstrators from Selma to Montgomery, Ala.

AUGUST Special Issue of the CW: “War and Peace at the Vatican Council.”

SEPTEMBER–OCTOBER Dorothy sails to Rome for final session of Vatican II and takes part in a 10-day fast by international women to encourage the Council to make a clear statement on war and peace.

OCTOBER 15 David Miller of the Catholic Worker defies the Selective Service law by burning his draft card. He is arrested.

NOVEMBER 6 Five young men burn draft cards in Union Square. Dorothy Day and A. J. Muste, two elders of the peace movement, speak and lend their support.

NOVEMBER 9 Roger LaPorte, a young Catholic Worker, immolates himself on the steps of the United Nations as a protest against the Vietnam War.



1966


APRIL U.S. troops in Vietnam number 250,000.

MAY 16 Martin Luther King Jr. makes his first public statement opposing the war.

AUGUST Cesar Chavez founds the United Farm Workers union.



1967


OCTOBER Dorothy travels to Rome for the International Congress of the Laity. She is one of two Americans invited to receive Communion from the hands of Pope Paul VI. Visits Danilo Dolci in Italy and returns through England.

DECEMBER Anti-war march on the Pentagon.



1968


APRIL 4 Martin Luther King Jr. is assassinated in Memphis, Tenn.

MAY 17 Catonsville 9, including Frs. Daniel and Philip Berrigan, burn draft files in Catonsville, Md.

JUNE 5 Robert F. Kennedy is assassinated in Los Angeles.

JULY CW moves to St. Joseph House, 36 East First St.

Pope Paul VI issues encyclical Humanae Vitae upholding the Church’s prohibition against all artificial means of birth control.

SEPTEMBER 24 Milwaukee 14, including former CW editor Jim Forest, arrested for burning draft files.

DECEMBER 10 Thomas Merton accidentally electrocuted at monastic conference in Bangkok, Thailand.



1969


MAY Dorothy visits the headquarters of the United Farm Workers in Delano, Calif. She takes part in a memorial service for Robert F. Kennedy. The next day, while picketing with striking farmworkers, she has to jump to avoid a speeding car that swerves toward her.

OCTOBER 15 Moratorium against the war.



1970


JANUARY 14 Death of Ammon Hennacy in Salt Lake City. Dorothy attends his funeral.

APRIL U.S. invasion of Cambodia. National Guard shootings at Kent State and Jackson State Universities follow in May.

AUGUST Dorothy undertakes extensive trip to Australia, Hong Kong, India, Tanzania, Rome, and England. In Calcutta, she spends several days with Mother Teresa and her community.



1971


JULY Traveling with Nina Polcyn and a tour group, Dorothy visits Eastern Europe and Russia.



1972


JANUARY Dorothy visits UFW headquarters in La Paz, Calif.

APRIL IRS addresses the CW, demanding payment of $296,359 in supposedly unpaid taxes. In July, in the face of widespread protest, and DD’s own intransigence, the IRS withdraws its claim.

NOVEMBER 8 Dorothy’s 75th birthday. America magazine devotes a special issue to her. Notre Dame awards her the Laetare Medal.



1973


JANUARY “Ceasefire” declared in Vietnam, but war continues.

AUGUST Dorothy joins picketing farmworkers in California; is arrested, spends nearly two weeks at a prison farm.

OCTOBER Founding of Pax Christi-USA. Dorothy addresses Assembly in Washington, D.C.

FALL Travels to England and Northern Ireland.



1974


JANUARY Accepts the Isaac Hecker award from the Paulists in Boston.

JULY Catholic Worker purchases a music school on 55 E. Third St. Maryhouse is intended as a shelter for homeless women.



1975


APRIL War ends in Indochina.



1976


JANUARY Maryhouse opens on East Third St.

AUGUST 6 Invited to address the Eucharistic Congress in Philadelphia on the Feast of the Transfiguration (Hiroshima Day). Soon after, she suffers a heart attack.



1977


MAY CW celebrates 100th anniversary of birth of Peter Maurin.

OCTOBER Dorothy hospitalized for chest pains, Beth Israel Hospital.

NOVEMBER 8 Dorothy’s 80th birthday. Receives personal greeting from Pope Paul VI.



1978


AUGUST 6 Death of Pope Paul VI.

OCTOBER 16 Election of Pope John Paul II.



1979


JUNE 17 Mother Teresa of Calcutta visits Maryhouse.

OCTOBER Closing of CW Farm in Tivoli. Peter Maurin Farm opens in Marlboro, N.Y.



1980


APRIL Death of Dorothy’s sister Della.

NOVEMBER 8 Dorothy’s 83rd birthday.

NOVEMBER 29 Dorothy Day dies at Maryhouse.
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The Thirties

Dorothy Day’s diaries begin in early 1934, nearly a year after the launching of the Catholic Worker on May 1, 1933. By this time the main features of the movement were already in place: the newspaper, selling as it always would for “a penny a copy”; houses of hospitality for the practice of the Works of Mercy; and round-table discussions for the clarification of thought. By the next year, with the establishment of the first farming communes on Staten Island, and then in Easton, Pennsylvania, all the elements of Peter Maurin’s original vision would be in place.

Dorothy’s diaries for this period, intermittent and fairly random, are mostly written on loose sheets of lined paper—in some cases seemingly torn from a notebook. She evidently drew little distinction between these private writings and the relatively personal reportage and reflection that she contributed to the paper. Indeed, many of these entries were reproduced, verbatim, in her early book, House of Hospitality, a chronicle of the early years of the Catholic Worker.

These early diaries, set against the social struggles and hard times of the Depression, document the steady growth of the movement. Within two years the circulation of the paper had risen to over 100,000. New houses were springing up around the country. All this posed increasing demands on Dorothy’s time, energy, and presence. She was the one who raised the money, who set the tone, who settled disputes, and responded to frequent requests for clarification from the Chancery. Through her extensive trips around the country she helped spread the vision, and united the movement through her monthly columns in the paper.

Travel would remain a constant feature of her life over the decades to come. She frankly welcomed a long bus trip as an occasion for solitude, a chance to collect her thoughts, and to find refreshment in a change of scene. But always upon returning she faced complaints and reproaches: “You are always away!” Community life was marked by many joys. But in a community made up, to such an extent, by the walking wounded, Catholic Worker life was always marked by disputes, bickering, and rivalries. Desperately trying to inculcate a spirit of personal responsibility and “self-organization,” Dorothy referred to herself at one point as “being in the position of a dictator trying to legislate herself out of existence.”

While struggling with the demands of the CW family, there was also the matter of her own family—in particular, her daughter Tamar, who was only seven when the Catholic Worker was launched. These early diaries reflect Dorothy’s efforts to raise her child in the midst of an unconventional family, always wondering—as any parent does—whether she was doing enough or doing it right.

Many significant events are overlooked in these diaries. For example, while there are many references to Dorothy’s involvement with the labor movement, she does not describe the Worker’s extensive involvement in the seamen’s strike in 1936. Nor does she write about the Worker’s pacifist response to the Spanish Civil War, and the opposition this drew both from Catholic allies and friends on the Left. There is relatively little reflection here on the gathering clouds in Europe, or any anticipation of the storm to come.

But for all that they leave out or elide, these early diaries certainly document Dorothy’s spiritual struggles—her sense of loneliness, even in the midst of community; her efforts to maintain her equilibrium amid the constant responsibilities and burdens of leadership; and her ongoing efforts to see Christ in those around her—not just in the saints but also in “the poor lost ones, the abandoned ones, the sick, the crazed, the solitary human beings whom Christ so loved, in whom I see, with a terrible anguish, the body of this death.”

As the decade comes to a close, she concludes her final entry with these resolutions: “To pay no attention to health of body but only that of soul. To plan day on arising and evening examination of conscience. More spiritual reading.… To waste no time. More conscientious about letters, visits, about these records. More charity.”
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1934

THURSDAY, MARCH 14, 1934

We are an international household. Yesterday afternoon Peter [Maurin] brought in his Turkish [Armenian] friend Mr. Minas and asked if he could put up a bed for him. So we went out and got a camp cot to put up in the kitchen after the meetings are over in the evening. Tamar and I each had two blankets so I took one off each bed for him, one for under and one for over, since a camp cot has no mattress.

Right now he is sitting down in the kitchen, getting quotations—the pronouncements of various priests against Fascism. He is also going to distribute our daily supplement through the streets.

Last night Frank [O’Donnell]* took the supplement around to various saloons in the neighborhood, most of which are run by Catholics and one of which down by Tompkins Square is frequented by Communists. At this, the last place he visited, he said they were all in a most affable mood, and after reading the sheet gravely, registered their approval by singing “Proschai, proschai.”

Eileen [Corridon]* went over to Sheed and Ward’s last night to their monthly disputation and distributed there. She says that cars and chauffeurs were lined up in front of the door. They should have been invited inside to partake of Catholic culture.

It is hard to put over the idea of Catholic culture because people are afraid of the word culture in America. They think at once of Shakespeare clubs and Browning societies and they are repelled.

MARCH 21

Last night I went up to the Mothers’ Club at St. Barnabas (243rd St.) parish to talk to the women who all live in snug warm houses with their husbands and children around them, their times filled and their life sweetened by the good works their concerted means permit them to do.

They had contributed before ($34) to the work of the Teresa-Joseph Cooperative and they took up a collection again often dollars.

Little duties pile up. I get up at seven-thirty, go to eight o’clock Mass, have breakfast, and prepare breakfast for Peter, Mr. Minas, Tamar, and myself; go through the mail, do bookkeeping, hand the orders over to Frank and put the letters inside to be answered; read some of the liturgy of the day and write the daily page to be mimeographed. All the while there are interruptions of people coming in and the telephone. Tamar and Freddy [Rubino] play about. Sometimes Tamar does her arithmetic by playing with the money in the cash box and sometimes in the big graphic arithmetic book I bought her. She reads about a page and a half a day, also some prayers. The rest of the time she plays outside these warm spring days.

Then the Home Relief worker, wanting a Confirmation outfit for a twelve-year-old girl; then Charlie Rich, a convert from Judaism, to type some of his deeply spiritual writings. Then Tessa* with her dialectic materialism and her baby, which is baptized a Catholic but who she insists is going to grow up a “Daily Worker” and not a “Catholic Worker.”

Mr. Minas returns to take out the papers. A Fascist drops in to try to whip up hatred amongst us for the Jews.

At four I went to meet Della§ at Hearn’s for coffee. Then Ade Bethune‖ in with some of her lovely drawings of Don Bosco, St. Catherine of Siena, her second Corporal Work of Mercy, and her Labor Guild head. She stayed to make an impression on the stencil of Don Bosco for the Italian kids in the neighborhood for Easter Monday, the day after his canonization.

After meeting Della and walking until my legs ached grievously, I went into Lily’s*a for supper, heard all about Kenneth Burke’s work for the New Masses, and how Horace Greeley thinks he will go further and complete Marx. Edward Stahlberg came in and talked about fascism in America and asked me to send him exchanges in relation to this subject. It is regrettable to state that whereas I can give him many excellent articles, I should have to acknowledge to myself that many secular and Jesuit priests throughout the country are fascist in sympathy. I have heard them rave against the Jews and I have heard Salesian fathers boast that Mussolini was a product of one of their institutions.

Eileen in a temper again all day. Her emotional friendship, which is a mixture of love and hate, helpfulness and obstructive tactics, is a trial indeed, but evidently one God has sent. I get so impatient at times that I have to go off by myself and read St. Francis de Sales’ letters to calm myself. Sometimes it seems much easier to work alone. Dorothy [Weston]*b continues [to be] sick and we see little of her except as she comes to draw out money to sustain life.

Meanwhile the letters pile up and it will just mean that while Eileen sulks and Dorothy suffers I shall have to answer them.

MARCH 23

A sincere repentance for my sins—the result of turning my eyes inward on myself, instead of regarding the faults of others—this is what is most necessary for me. And having come to this conclusion matters straighten themselves out. When people fasten themselves to you with an emotional friendship it is hard, though. One is driven to a slightly strained reserve and the atmosphere is not a natural one.

The weather is very cold again and I have spent the better part of the day upstairs in my room with a fire and with books. The paper must go to press Monday morning so that means a good deal of work.… Why can’t people let each other alone and not obtrude on each other?

John [Day]*c came in last night and we all went over to Dorothy’s for drinks and sandwiches. John has joined the C.P. [Communist Party], he and Tessa, and today I’ve been going around feeling rather shocked and miserable. Also I awoke too late for Mass and that spoiled my day. I always feel sad at keeping Lent so badly. I keep resolving and failing miserably and starting in again. Tonight I feel weak and miserable, totally incapable of attending the lecture. Prof Vaughn was to come and didn’t show up and Peter [Maurin] is taking his place and the heckling is trying to the nerves. But I feel a quitter for that too. So I shall read Conrad and forget my troubles.

MONDAY, APRIL 8

Tonight there was no speaker announced so I got Florence Schwartz on the phone and asked her if she would not come up and take dictation while Peter and [Steve] Hergenhan*d talked. She is here now, sitting at the talk, and they are suffering from stage fright and speaking as though in a dream, so slowly, so heavily that the half dozen or so who have dropped in are nodding. The night is conspiring against them too, warm, mild, and breezy, conducive to physical and mental languor.

All day it has been so, warm and sunny, a happy day, with the buds swelling in the parks. I was down in City Hall Park this afternoon on the way to Barclay Street and I surveyed every tree, searching for swelling buds.

Now in the night the streets are swarming with people and there is a liveliness, a surge, a vitality in the air which is almost unendurable.

Mr. Minas sits out here writing poetry and laughing over the efforts of Peter and Hergenhan. “They are not making points,” he says very truly.

John Geis just came in, our Brother Juniper.*e He is applying again for a soap box in Columbus Circle and invites us all to come up and see it.

MAY 18*f

John’s three objections to religion.


	It is morbid.

	It is cannibalistic.

	How can an all-powerful, all-loving God permit evil?



I must write about these objections.

Last month I sent out an appeal which brought in enough money to pay all the bills so aside from seventy dollars we owe for the printer we are all clear. God is good.

We put an appeal in the paper also for a store in Harlem for a branch office and a lawyer. Mr. Daley has donated us a store rent free to which Peter and Herg will move next Monday.

SATURDAY, MAY 19, EVE OF PENTECOST

Such magnificent weather yesterday and today and I have been feeling very happy. God rewards us for so little effort. Just a resolute turning to Him of our wills. I have felt so low these last weeks—so sad at being away from Tamar that everything was distasteful to me—all spiritual duties too so that my heart was in nothing and my mind was restless and confused. But just the keeping myself apart and the resolute attempt to read was of great help. So now everything is easier. We depend so much on the Holy Spirit.

WEDNESDAY, JUNE 6. STATEN ISLAND

Tamar and I have been down here on the beach for the last ten days except for a Thursday and a Friday night. I had to go in to see about the paper’s coming out. Due to writing it hurriedly and making it up hurriedly it is a careless and slovenly job and I have not wanted to look at it all week.

A daily telephone call puts me in touch with the office every day at four.

JULY 24

Up for the seven o’clock this morning and after coffee went to the 8 at Twelfth Street, since Mr. Minas was not up yet. Father Zaline is expressing more interest in our work. We need to reach the Italians with so many of them turning Communist.

As soon as I got home and opened the office at nine people started coming in for clothes—shoes, pants, dresses.

SEPTEMBER 22

Overcast, drizzling, warm. “The ear is not content with hearing nor the eye with seeing.” I’m thinking of this because I’m listening to the Symphonic Hour on the radio—Brahms’s 1st Symphony—and enjoying it very much, though Margaret bothers me with remarks about there being no butter, Tom asks for stencils, the baby frets, etc. Even so I enjoy it. But we cannot depend on our senses at all for enjoyment. What gives us keen enjoyment one day we listen to with indifference the next, the beauties of the beach arouse us to thanksgiving and exultation at one time and at another leave us lonely and miserable. “It is vanity to mind this present life, and not to look forward unto those things which are to come.”

It is hard for me to look forward or to have any conception of future happiness. Sometimes I am afraid of this being lack of faith. On the other hand it makes it easier for me to live in the present moment as Caussade*g advises, and, let us hope, adds to the merit of endurance.

Hardships to offer up. Going to bed at night with the foul smell of unwashed bodies in my nostrils. Lack of privacy. But Christ was born in a stable and a stable is apt to be unclean and odorous. If the Blessed Mother could endure it, why not I. Also, Christ had no place to lay His head in the years of His public life. The birds of the air have their nests and the foxes their holes but the Son of Man has no place to lay His head.

Yesterday Monsignor [Arthur J.] Scanlon [Rector of the Diocesan Seminary and the Censor of the diocese] honored us with a visit to tell us about his and the Cardinal’s approval of our work (which they call a modern miracle). He says he wishes to appoint a spiritual advisor for us to be consulted on doctrinal matters only, and not on such subjects as strikes or labor in general. He seemed to think we would not like this (though we are glad) and assured us it is only to facilitate our progress—that they would give us an Imprimatur if they thought it would not hinder us in our work.

Margaret coming in with the carriage full of baby and vegetables, he blessed the baby and incidentally our food for the evening
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VE EVER READ.!
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