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Introduction: The Setting
By Eduard Loring

God herself does not act in history, though she suffers 
as people suffer and as nations war. God did not cause Hur-
ricane Maria. God did not initiate or stop the abandonment 
nor the disaster capitalism nor the vulture capitalism of White 
America as we are belittling and crushing the Puerto Ricans.

I have come to face the theological truth about God as I 
have studied the Bible, African American history, American 
Church history, the Catholic Worker Movement and Progres-
sive thought and action over the 50 years of my adult life. 
First as a college student, I was puzzled by the Silence of God 
as Nazi Germany rose to power and murdered six million 
of God’s Chosen people plus Queers, Union members, the 
enfeebled and intellectually challenged, protest artists, and 
resisters like Dietrich Bonhoeffer and White Rose Sophie 
Magdalena Scholl and her brother Hans. 

Today I am engaged against the demonic state of 
Israel. Too much like the beast that gave the human story the 
Holocaust. Israel is a nation that denies and defiles its heritage 
every minute of the day and night. Netanyahu, like Duterte, 
Erdogan, Assad, Narendra Modi, Xi Jinping, Viktor Orbán, 
Marine Le Pen, Geert Wilders, Juan Orlando Hernandez, 
Kim Jong-un and Trump, is a tyrant who knows no neighbor 
and listens to no word from the Prophets and investigative 
reporters.  

Our investigative reporters are the source of light and 
truth in this period of history. One or more are murdered 
weekly because the truth is life against death and the coils and 
fangs of death are poised to eradicate truth each time she lifts 
her head crowned with thorns or anguished in the Cry of the 
Poor. Daily, I thank my Black God for the courage and com-
mitment unto death for investigative reporters who tell the 
truth in love and frankness to the Powers and Principalities of 
death. Herein is a model for Discipleship.

The Middle Passage of African Slaves to the Land of 
the Free was often operated in the name of the civilizing 
power of the White Christ. The Vicar of the White Christ 
spoke a divine “yes” to the horror of horrors: 1452 Pope 
Nicholas V issued the papal bull Dum Diversas. So was the 
brutal labor system of racial (African) slavery approved by 
the White Christ Church for the sake of White Christians. 
Though morphed numerous times, a system of slavery exists 
right here in Baltimore as I write to you.  

How Does God Act 
in the Pursuit of Peace 
and Justice for All?
A Cry of the Poor 
Based Upon the Great Psalm 146

By Murphy Davis

James Cone, often called the “Founder of Black Libera-
tion Theology,” has died at the age of 79 after a battle with 
cancer. He will be remembered for generations as one who 
purposefully and creatively disrupted the enterprise of white 
academic theology with all its presumptions and blindness 
born of privilege, and lack of self-reflection born of comfort 
and complacency. 

In 1969, Brother Cone, a new member of the faculty 
at Union Theological Seminary in New York, burst onto the 
national and international scene with his Black Theology and 
Black Power. It was born out of the tension created by his 
doctoral studies in theology in the context of the era of the 

struggle for civil and human rights while swirling around him 
was the struggle for civil and human rights and Black Power. 
There was for him a huge and disquieting disconnect: The 
theologians whom he had read and studied were all white aca-
demics who never so much as mentioned the crucial struggles 
for civil and human rights of the 1960s or the savagery of the 
400-year-old oppression of Black people in the United States: 
chattel slavery, lynching, the KKK’s reign of terror and the 
various forms of institutional violence designed, inflicted and 
maintained by white society with the sometimes vocal and 
sometimes silent approbation of the white church. It was as 
if theology had been done for centuries in a rarefied world 
that was forever to be untouched by the actual nitty gritty 
of human history. Which was pretty much the way it was 
and had been! Cone confronted this disconnect head-on. He 

wrote with a spirit that was assertive and uncompromising 
but generous. Over the next 49 years he opened himself to 
the critiques of his exclusively male perspective, broadened 
his own perspective and language and encouraged and 
incorporated the Womanist perspective and writings; he came 
to understand the emerging perspectives of the LGBTQ 
community and shared their critique and struggle. As he 
delved more deeply into his experience and studies, he more 
explicitly shared Dr. King’s perspective that the goal of Black 
Liberation was not “getting a piece of the American pie” but 
a complete re-structuring of the entire American economic 
system that created such income disparity. With such a broad 
perspective and open heartedness, James Cone established 
himself as the leading liberation theologian of North America. 

I was blessed to read his first book only a few months 
after it was published: The Religion and Philosophy faculty at 
Mary Baldwin College recognized it as an important break-
through and selected it for our required reading and discus-
sion during my senior year. I have followed Cone ever since, 
and we have studied most of his books over the years in the 
Open Door Community. Each time, the texts have opened 
the eyes of all of us who read his words: elucidating, evoking 
and validating the experiences and anger of our Black com-
munity members, and helping to crack the blinders of white 
supremacy for those of us who are white. (Dorothy Day 
insisted that the Catholic Worker Movement was always to 
“Comfort the afflicted and afflict the comfortable,” and James 

Dismantling the Whitewash 
A Lynching Memorial and the Witness of James H. Cone

Raise Up by Hank Willis Thomas Murphy Davis

It was as if theology had been done for centuries in a rarefied world 
that was forever to be untouched by the actual nitty gritty of human history. 

Which was exactly the way it was and had been! 
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Please join us on Facebook 
for the continuing journey of the 
Open Door Community in Baltimore.
Thank you. David, Eduard and Murphy.

Hospitality is published by the Open Door Community, 
Inc., a Baltimore Protestant Catholic Worker community: 
A Prophetic Discipleship Community Honoring the 
Black Jesus, Dorothy Day and Martin Luther King, Jr.  
Subscriptions are free. A newspaper request form is 
included in each issue. Manuscripts and letters are 
welcomed. Inclusive language editing is standard.  

A $10 donation to the Open Door Community would help 
to cover the costs of printing and mailing Hospitality for 
one year. A $40 donation covers overseas delivery for 
one year.

Open Door Community
For more information about the life and work of the 
community, please contact any of the following:

Eduard Loring: Activist/Advocate/Ally
Wende Ballew: Coordinator for the Hardwick Prison Trip
 678.689.8263
Murphy Davis: Southern Prison Ministry
To Volunteer: please call Ed Loring 404.304.1483

By Catherine Meeks

Several weeks ago, James Cone died. 
His death has left a significant cavity in the 
hearts of many of us who felt better about 
the world just because he was here with us. 
In June of 2017, my heart was made glad by 
being in his presence at the David Lipscomb 
Christian Scholars Conference. Though he 
was frail and had a very persistent nagging 
cough, he stood at the podium declaring that 
same message which he had declared for 
more than 50 years about the amazing grace 
of God’s liberating power.

In the early days of his work there were 
young African American voices who chided 
him about Christianity being the religion of 
the white man. Cone responded to them by 
saying, “It is not the white man’s religion. It 
is a religion of liberation, a religion that says 
God created all people to be free. But, I real-
ize that in order for black people to be free, 
they must first love blackness.”

He loved blackness and he loved that 
itinerant preacher/carpenter from Galilee who 
made it clear that the constructed categories 
that we have made up to create the systems 
that control people are in no way a part of 
the plan that God has for the world. Cone’s 
clear-headed, courageous critique of Ameri-
can culture and its racist foundation covered 
in the icing of a made-up religion often left 
his readers stunned. Though he was called 
the Father of Black Liberation Theology, it 
seems clear that he was simply telling the 
truth through a lens that was open to allowing 
God to be the loving Creator who made all 
people equally and loves them in the same 
manner and intends for them to be free. This 
God is not the one that condones slavery, 

genocide against native people, disdain for 
females, lynching and all of the other children 
who are born from that indefensible parent, 
white supremacy.

Of course it was easier to work at dis-
missing some of Cone’s analysis if it could be 
labeled as radical, but the truth of the matter 
is that he was simply talking about the way 
of being in the world that Jesus demonstrated 
and called us to embody. The way of love 
does seem impossible at times; we have 
fallen into the pit of believing the conflicting 
voices of supremacy and the doubt that they 
bring about whether or not one can really 

live out the liberating gospel in the way that 
we are told to do. Since living with the love 
of God as one’s primary motivator makes 
it impossible to hold slaves, to lynch, to kill 
native people, to hate women and to ruin the 
environment, it was necessary to change the 
message and to create a God that allowed 
those things. American cultural religion did 
that and Cone’s voice grew louder and louder 
in its proclamation against that religion. For 
over 50 years he kept beating that same loud 
drum, and he did not waiver. Thanks be to 
God.

I read him for the first time when I 
was in college. I was too young to get the 
message in my head, but my heart got it. My 
heart caught a new glimpse of the Jesus that 
I thought existed, the one that wanted people 
like me to live in a way that would make a 
difference in this world and not a life that 

was merely consumed in seeking 
personal comfort and satisfaction. 
My heart heard the message that it 
was alright to be a Black girl with 
short, coarse hair because I had been 
fearfully and wonderfully made, and 
God had a plan for me. It took sev-
eral years for that heart message to 
begin to manifest itself, but it did.

I became braver in my conver-
sations with white and Black folks 
alike about race and the need for 
us to build bridges to one another. 
I understood that, though I was a 

struggling college student, I had a responsibil-
ity to help anyone that I could whenever pos-
sible. The biggest message was that my life 
had been given to me and I was being asked 
to give it back to the God who had given it 
and to embrace the love that would make it 
possible to do so.

So, in June 2017 when I saw dear 
brother James Cone, his clear message of 
empowerment was simply sweet music to 
my heart. A heart that continues to be filled 
with gratitude for his dedication to the single 
subject of liberation and the path to it. He 
did not allow his voice to be weakened by 
veering off the course of his original message 
of liberation for all people and especially for 
black and brown people. He modeled for us 
the beauty and power of having a clear focus 
and being as authentic as possible. He left a 
large void on the earth by his leaving. I pray 

that all of us who loved him, who are chal-
lenged by him and whose lives have been 
enriched by him will find a way to be “a half 
shade braver” each day as a memorial to this 
gentle giant.  W

Catherine Meeks is the Founding Executive 
Director of the Absalom Jones Episcopal 
Center for Racial Healing, and the retired 
Clara Carter Acree Distinguished Profes-
sor of Socio-cultural Studies and Sociology 
from Wesleyan College. She has published 
six books and is editor of Living Into God’s 
Dream: Dismantling Racism in America 
(2016), which focuses on racial healing and 
reconciliation. She writes for the Huffington 
Post and is a regular contributor to Hospital-
ity. She is involved with prison work, visits on 
death row and works for the abolition of the 
death penalty. (kayma53@att.net)

Another Gentle Giant Is Gone: 
Remembering James Cone

Jan Hughes

My heart caught a new glimpse of the Jesus  that wanted people like me 
to live in a way that would make a difference in this world 
and not a life that was merely consumed in seeking personal comfort and satisfaction. 

Eduard Loring and Murphy Davis with granddaughter 
Michaela celebrating Murphy’s 70th Birthday!

Calvin Kimbrough
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Reviewed by Wes Howard-Brook

The title of this volume immediately suggests two major 
challenges. First, “race” is a social construct, not a biological 
reality. Second, no one has any idea what Jesus looked like. 
So, in many ways, this book is the history of painting on a 
blank canvas without a model: What people portray originates 
almost exclusively in their own imaginations. 

And at the same time, racism does exist, and a brutal 
and ongoing price has been paid for the attitudes and behav-
iors that flow from action grounded in the fiction of “race.” 
And for we who are Lent-Easter people, Jesus lives, even 
if we cannot “see” him apart from his risen presence in and 
among us. The Jesus we see now is like an inverse chame-
leon, taking on the colors of the most vulnerable. In these 
pages, we hear much about the Black Jesus, which is not to 
say something about the first-century man’s skin color, but 
about God’s enfleshment among the victims of injustice and 
oppression.

Blum and Harvey — two white academic historians 
— have written a compelling history of how people in the 
land we now call the United States of America have painted 
Jesus Christ in their own skin tones, or at least argued that 
the pale skin given to Jesus by others was on their side in the 
struggles of their day. 

The book starts with the powerful image of the shat-
tered stained glass window of the 16th Street Baptist Church 
in Birmingham, Alabama, after the explosion that murdered 
four Black girls during Sunday school in 1963. The white-
faced Jesus that had shined through the church windows for 
decades was gone. Along with its destruction died the image 
of Jesus as “white” for the oppressed and battered Black 
Christians of this congregation and beyond. Acting from an 
illusion can indeed have deadly consequences. 

What follows in the book is a rough history of the 
nation, with words about and images of Jesus along for the 
ride. That is, in few of the portraits is Jesus leading. Rather, 
the son of God is painted into other people’s battle scenes, 
often on both sides, following them into their various camps. 
Along the journey, the authors offer countless insights and 
revelations that will surprise many. For instance, they show 
how in colonial times, Christ had no “color” for two reasons. 
First, the Puritans were aniconic, eschewing visual imagery 
of the divine altogether. Second, when imagery of God or 
Jesus was produced, it was often suffused primarily with light, 
rather than color. It was not until Mormon founder Joseph 
Smith described the Jesus in his vision as of “light complex-
ion [and] blue eyes” (77) that the Lord was seen as “white.” 
After this, paralleling the rise of the American Bible Society 
and America Tract Association campaigns to evangelize the 
nation, images of Jesus began to be mass produced and dis-
tributed. Not surprisingly, the Jesus of these evangelists was, 
like the evangelists themselves, white-skinned and generally 
brown-haired. 

Blum and Harvey explore non-white portrayals of 
Jesus as well. Native Americans claimed a red Jesus while 
slaves and abolitionists claimed a black or brown one. It was 
not until the U.S. made the fateful decision in the early 20th 
century to extend Manifest Destiny beyond “sea to shining 
sea” that the image of Jesus as blond and blue-eyed spread 
like wildfire. The racist film classic, Birth of a Nation, rev-
eled in a Nordic Jesus blessing Klan members, while Jesus 
was enlisted into the U.S. war effort and other aspects of 
the new imperialism. In other words, as the ideology of the 
U.S. as a white, Christian nation called by God to save the 
world became embedded in the minds of ordinary people, the 
white, blue-eyed Jesus became literally a household item, as 
depicted later in the classic 1941 image by Warner Sallman, 

“Head of Christ,” which sold (by 1944) more than 14 million 
prints. 

With the Civil Rights movement, of course, this white 
Christ was confronted by the Black Jesus of Martin Luther 
King Jr., James Cone and less familiar figures such as 
Detroit’s Albert Cleage Jr., a powerful and early advocate of 
racial integration (p. 220). The Open Door Community is, 
of course, an inheritor of and advocate for this Black Jesus 
tradition. The authors show how in today’s digital age, we 
have more freedom to portray Jesus creatively, but still tend 
to shape him to serve our agendas, both on the right and the 
left. People like King and Cone, however, sought to discover 
the Jesus beyond these implicit self-portraits, the Human One 
whose lineage included the Israelite and Judahite prophets of 
old, still crying out for justice for the victims of racism and 
oppression.

Reading this volume led me to ponder again questions 
which have continually arisen in my own work. For instance, 
in my recent book, Empire Baptized: How the Church 
Embraced What Jesus Rejected, 2nd-5th Centuries (Orbis 

2016), I study the Christian writers in the early centuries after 
Jesus in Alexandria, Egypt and Carthage, North Africa. Were 
people like Clement and Origen, Tertullian and Augustine, 
“black”? They were undeniably “African,” of course, but 
few would call people from the Mediterranean rim of Africa 
“black.” For that matter, were people in Carthage and people 
in Alexandria the same…what, exactly? Ethnicity? Race? 
Skin color? Religion? Nationality? Each of these categories 
is a human construction (other than skin color, but even that 
changes over time and under different conditions) used to box 
unique individuals into categories. But anyone who has been 
caught up in today’s emotionally charged exchanges about 
“identity issues” (including gender) knows how challenging 
it is to say anything about these questions that garners wide-
spread agreement. For instance, many of the U.S. Americans 
presented by Blum and Harvey grapple with the idea that 
Jesus was Jewish. But what does that say about him exactly? 
Does that make him not white? What race are Palestinians? 
Is it different from Israeli or Jewish? Who gets to decide? By 
what criteria? 

I’m aware of this struggle personally each day. I grew 
up in an all-Jewish part of Los Angeles, not knowing a Chris-
tian up close until I was in college. I didn’t think of myself 
as white, but my Yiddish-speaking grandmother certainly 

distinguished us from the schvartzes (Blacks). But at the same 
time, I grew up terrified that Christians would want to kill 
me if they knew I was a little Jewish boy. That is, it was not 
“white” people I was afraid of; it was “Christians.” Now, as a 
college professor, I’m generally perceived by others as white, 
and have certainly benefitted from the structural injustices of 
“white privilege.” At the same time, the far-right “Christians” 
who support Trump regularly lump Jews with immigrants 
and others deemed not really “true Americans.” Racism con-
tinues to be the primal sin upon which white U.S. America 
has staked its claim to domination of people of color around 
the world. 

The only solution, it seems to me, is the one that Eduard, 
Murphy and friends have been practicing relentlessly for four 
decades: engagement with the “other” on the “other’s” own 
cultural and physical turf. This means at least two things: 
not assuming anything or even speaking about the racialized 
“other” without “going to Samaria” first, as Jesus did. The 
story in John 4 shows Jesus compelled by this divinely-
anointed mission to embody God as “living water” which 
flows across all human-made boundaries. In John’s gospel, 
Jesus becomes a Samaritan, or at least doesn’t deny being 
one when accused of it. (John 8:48-49) He calls disciples to 
follow him into the spaces of the excluded and rejected, not to 
“save” them but to discover God already at work there. 

Second, we must go to Galilee to find the Jesus who 
refuses to remain in the tomb. That is, we must cease trying 
to fit Jesus into our worldviews and lives, and shift radically 
to seeking to hear and to know this strange, first-century 
Palestinian man on his own terms, at least to the extent that 
we have access to the historical Jesus and his world. We will 

probably never have a clue what he looked like before the 
Uprising, but we can know what the world he lived in was 
like: a world of Roman imperialism in which the 1% ruled 
ruthlessly over the 99%. The pages of Hospitality invite read-
ers into both of these journeys. May we cease our efforts to 
make Jesus follow us (Mark 9:38-39) and move into the Way 
of discipleship, on which the Risen One leads us through 
death and out the other side, appearing in the colors of those 
who cry out to YHWH for justice.  W

Wes Howard-Brook teaches Bible and theology at Seattle 
University and shares with his wife, Sue Ferguson Johnson, 
the ministry “Abide in Me” (abideinme.net). His books 
include Unveiling Empire: Reading Revelation Then and 
Now (with Anthony Gwyther), Becoming Children of God: 
John’s Gospel and Radical Discipleship, and ‘Come Out My 
People’: God’s Call Out of Empire From the Beginning to the 
End.

The Color of Christ 
The Son of God and the Saga of Race in America 

By Edward J. Blum and Paul Harvey
 

University of North Carolina Press 
2012

The Color of Christ

We must cease trying to fit Jesus into our worldviews and lives, 
and shift radically to seeking to hear and to know this strange, 
first-century Palestinian man on his own terms.
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Murder  continued on page 10

By Peter Gathje

“we are all born / so beautiful / the greatest tragedy is / being 
convinced we are not”— Rupi Kaur

“Did you hear Demarco is dead?”
I stood in stunned silence. The question floated in the 

air for a few seconds. On the front steps and the porch the 
usual chatter and bustle of a Monday morning continued. The 
unusually cold morning was softened by the clear skies and 
sun warming the brick patio of Manna House. Death seemed 
out of place.

I had not seen Demarco for four or five months. The last 
time he was at Manna House he was fresh out of prison, but 
full of hope. Sadly, it was only in prison that he had finally 
found some stability, and regular meds for his depression. He 
had said he felt “together.” He was ready to get started with 
some program that he was confident would keep him on a 
good path.

“What happened?” I asked. “What do you know about 
his death?” The guest did not know much more than that 
Demarco had been found in one of the abandoned apartments 
a block away from Manna House.

I went inside to share the news with Kathleen and to see 
if she or Ashley might be able to uncover anything more. A 
call to the morgue confirmed that he was indeed dead. He had 
died on April 1st, Easter Sunday. We heard on Easter Sunday, 
“O death, where is your sting?” My answer, “It is right here 
today.”

I went back outside and starting talking with another 
guest. He grew up here in Memphis; went to Manassas High 
School. “The old one,” he said, “not the new building. Really 
I went to school high, not high school. I didn’t finish.”

“Did you ever finish?” I asked.

“Yes, in prison. Got my G.E.D.”
“You ever think about going on for more education?”
“I haven’t. You think I could?”
“You’re smart. I hear the community college is free now. 

Why not start with one class and see what happens?”
“I might. I can’t work anymore like I used to, with this 

busted up arm.”
This afternoon, I came across this line of poetry from 

Rupi Kaur, “we are all born / so beautiful / the greatest tragedy 
is / being convinced we are not.”

I wonder sometimes about what a guest was like when 
he or she was a child. Did she know her parents’ love? Were 
his parents excited and happy when he was born? Did they 
hold her with love and pride? Did someone read books to him 
before he went to bed? Did she have enough to eat? Did he 
go to good schools where teachers cared about him? Did she 
have a stable home and not have to move every year or every 
six months? Was he always treated with respect?

The main work of Manna House is telling our guests, 
showing our guests, serving our guests in such a way that they 
know they are loved and that they are beautiful. They come to 
us convinced that they are not.

At the end of the day, Kathleen texted me a photo she 
had found on her phone of Demarco. He was beautiful. And 
he was loved.  W

Peter Gathje is Vice President for Academic Affairs/Dean of 
Memphis Theological Seminary, and a founder of Manna 
House, a place of hospitality in Memphis. He wrote Sharing 
the Bread of Life: Hospitality and Resistance at the Open 
Door Community (2006) and edited A Work of Hospitality: 
The Open Door Reader 1982 – 2002. 
(pgathje@memphisseminary.edu)

We Are All Born So Beautiful

Reviewed By Joyce Hollyday 

On April 26 in Montgomery, Alabama, the Equal Jus-
tice Initiative opened its museum dedicated to racial equality, 
at the heart of which is a profoundly powerful memorial to 
the more than 4,400 African Americans who were lynched in 
this country between the Civil War and World War II. Three 
days later, Melanie Morrison made a visit to Western North 
Carolina, reminding us that not all such acts of terrorism and 
brutality were carried out by white mobs under trees and the 
cover of darkness. Some were perpetrated in courtrooms in 
broad daylight.

Melanie is the author of the newly released Murder on 
Shades Mountain: The Legal Lynching of Willie Peterson 
and the Struggle for Justice in Jim Crow Birmingham. She 
and I first met in the fall of 1976 when we were students at 
Yale Divinity School. She had just spent three-and-a-half 
years at Koinonia Partners in Americus, Georgia, serving as 

co-director for half of that time. Though I didn’t know it then, 
I was on my way to Sojourners Community in Washington, 
D.C. Conversations with Melanie about theology, racism and 
intentional community contributed to my decision to leave 
seminary after my first year and make the move.

I’ve known Melanie over the past four decades as a 
tireless and fearless activist for racial, gender and disability 
justice. She largely credits her work as an anti-racism educa-
tor to the convictions of her parents. Her father’s awakening 
to racial injustice came by way of the murders on Shades 
Mountain.

On August 4, 1931, three young white women were 
attacked on the secluded, wooded ridge outside Birmingham, 

Alabama. The account of the only survivor, 18-year-old Nell 
Williams — who related that she, her sister Augusta and their 
friend Jennie Wood had been held captive for four hours and 
“shot by a Negro” — launched the largest manhunt in the 
city’s history. A reign of terror was unleashed on Birming-
ham’s African American community. Black businesses were 
set on fire, armed white vigilantes roamed the streets, Black 
men were dragged off of trains and out of their beds and doz-
ens were detained. At least three were murdered.

The pressure was intense on Nell to identify the killer of 
her sister and friend. For weeks she rejected scores of suspects 
paraded before her. And then, on an unusually sweltering day 
in late September, she pointed to a man on the street and said, 
“I am sure that is the Negro.” Willie Peterson was 38 years 
old, a disabled former miner, chronically ill with tuberculosis. 
Apart from being Black, he bore virtually no resemblance to 
the description Nell had given the police. Despite this fact and 
his physical frailty, despite eyewitnesses testifying to seeing 
him elsewhere during the Shades Mountain murders and the 
doubts of even some officials involved in the case, Willie 
Peterson was found guilty of murder and sentenced to die.

Truman Morrison, Melanie’s father, was in love with 
Nell’s younger sister, Genevieve. The only son of an ardent 
segregationist entrepreneur, he began to feel “torn up inside,” 
caught between his life of wealth and white privilege and 
his belief that Willie Peterson was innocent. He had a choice 
to make. To the shock of those around him, he ended his 
relationship with Genevieve and committed himself to what 
became lifelong work against racial injustice.

It’s the sort of choice that all of us with white skin need 
to make — and keep on making throughout our lives. I’m 
grateful that Melanie has given us the gift of a poignant and 
powerful reminder. As she wrote in the introduction to Murder 
on Shade’s Mountain: “My father believed that racism is a 
white problem and that he, as a white man, would be held 
accountable by his Creator for what he did or failed to do to 

Murder on Shades Mountain

Kathleen Kruczek 

Murder on Shades Mountain 
The Legal Lynching of Willie Peterson 
and the Struggle for Justice in Jim Crow Birmingham

By Melanie S. Morrison

Duke University Press
March 2018

It is the story of Willie Peterson — a detailed, meticulously researched, 
riveting account of the horrific injustice he suffered.
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By Nibs Stroupe

At one of the 22 GospelFest Celebra-
tions at Oakhurst Presbyterian, I first heard 
the song “Order My Steps,” written by Glenn 
Burleigh in 1991. The soloist asks God to 
order her steps in God’s Word, and the chorus 
builds to a great crescendo; and it is a power-
ful call for us to be guided by the steps that 
God has for us.

I’m humming this tune in my mind 
as I think about the seven steps that I have 
been describing in this Hospitality series on 
race and Black Jesus. With the help of many 
people, I have developed seven steps that I 
believe that all people classified as “white” 
must continue to work in our lives in order to 
combat the power of racism that permeates 
us. Though these steps will not free us from 
the power of race, they will help us find a 
degree of liberation in our lives. In the lives of 
those of us classified as “white,” we must treat 
race as an addict treats their addiction — we 
are never over the addiction, and because of 
this, we must always be working the steps, 
ordering them and seeking God’s grace and 
liberating power in the midst of our captivity.

My son David gave me James 
McBride’s book Good Lord Bird for Christ-
mas. It is a novel about John Brown, and it 
started me on a path to reading much more 
about Brown. In those readings, I have dis-
covered for the first time that part of Brown’s 
central belief was that white people were at 
war with black people, and he saw it as his 
duty to be part of that war on the other side. 
I’ve also been reading Ta-Nahisi Coates’ We 

Were Eight Years in Power, and his reflections 
helped me understand my own feelings on 
the Barack Obama presidency in terms of 
race. I knew that the election of a Black man 
as president did not mean the end of racism 
in America, but I had so hoped that it was a 
dramatic step forward. It may still prove to 
be a dramatic step forward, but for now it has 
been swallowed up in the sea of racism that is 
American history and American society, a sea 
that has given us Donald Trump as president.

In saying all this, I do not mean to be 
glum but rather seek to be realistic about race 
and its continuing power in all of our lives. 
It is in the marrow of all of us in American 
culture, and none of us who are classified 
as “white” are exempt from the deadening 
captivity to race. So, we must be constantly 
working these seven steps to help us combat 
racism in our own lives and in the lives of 
others. I have covered these seven steps in 
Hospitality over the last 18 months, and now 
I will be listing them briefly here again for all 
of us to engage. Though these steps can be 

used as steps for several kinds of oppression, 
I specifically mean them for “white” people. 
These are the seven steps: recognition, 
repentance, resistance, resilience, repara-
tions, reconciliation and recovery. As I list 
these steps, I am also referring back to the 
original Hospitality article where they were 
discussed more fully. If you can’t find those, 
e-mail me, and I’ll send them to you.

Recognition
The first step is “recognition.” 

For more detail on this, see the 
Hospitality of September 2016. This 
is the first step because there is no 
beginning on this journey until those 
of us who are classified as “white” 
recognize to one degree or another 
our captivity to the power of race. If 
you are thinking that you are not as 
infected as others, please reconsider 
your stance. Please see yourself as 
Mary Magdalena in the graveyard 
with the risen Jesus (John 20:1-18), 
unable to recognize Jesus because 
her heart is still captured by the 
power of death. Take some time, and 
put yourself in a place where you can 
hear your name called and begin to 
find a new vision of life.

Repentance
The second step is “repen-

tance” (September 2017). In this 
step, we are asked to see ourselves 

and see others in a whole new light. I grew 
up hearing this word as meaning “to stop 
doing bad things,” and as a word that had to 
do with individual acts only. Both of those 
dimensions apply to repentance, but the 
deeper meaning of the word points to both 
individual and communal aspects. The word 
also describes the beginning of a fundamen-
tal change in our perceptive apparatus, so 
that in seeing a brown-skinned person, we 
are no longer confined to connecting that 
perception only with racism.

Resistance
The third step is “resistance” (October 

2016). It refers first of all to the depth of our 
captivity to race. The Reformed tradition 
doesn’t believe in one-time conversions, 
and I know the feeling so well in regard to 
race. Race is intertwined with my identity, 
and this is one of the main steps that I must 
continue to work in combatting my captiv-
ity to racism. The resistance in me and in 

“white” culture is deeply held against seeing 
the humanity and equality of those we classify 
as “other.”

This step is not just about our individual 
journeys as “white” people. It also acknowl-
edges that as we begin to recognize and repent 
and resist that impulse to racism, the culture 
around us will chastise us and reject us and 
persecute us and even, at times, kill us. In no 
way am I comparing the white journey to 
those classified as “non-white” in this area of 
persecution, but the tentacles of race are deep 
and broad in us. This step requires constant 
vigilance in ourselves and in our society.

Resilience
The fourth step is “resilience” (Nov-

December 2016). It recognizes that the power 
of race has remained strong over these 350 
years in American culture because it adapts in 
order for those classified as “white” to remain 
in power. One of the first groups defined as 
“non-white” in American history were those 
of Irish descent, but the system adapted later 
to bring Irish folk in to the fold. Though the 
“n-word” isn’t used very much in public by 
“white” folks anymore, we have attached its 
meaning and significance to the idea of mass 
incarceration. Some of us thought that the 
election of Barack Obama as president meant 
the beginning of the end of racism, but we 
have seen it rise, alive and well, in the election 
of Donald Trump. “Make America Great 
Again” didn’t refer to a return to the blue-
collar jobs that enabled Michelle Robinson 
Obama’s dad to raise his family on one salary. 
It meant a return to crushing Black lives by 
giving those jobs to unemployed “white” 

folks. As we all should know, the immigrants 
are not the enemy to unemployed “white’ 
folks — robots are. Our work to resist and 
diminish the power of racism must be as 
resilient as the power of racism itself.

Reparations
The fifth step is “reparations” (Feb-

March 2017), and even though the first 
4 steps are very difficult, this is the most 
difficult step of all for “white” folks. It is so 
difficult because we have drunk the kool-aid 
of the idea that we as “white” folks have 
achieved our status because of our own 
individual hard work. While I do not deny 
the hard work of any of us — my mother 
worked as a single mom six days a week 
— we must recognize that “white” wealth 
is largely built on the cheap and slave labor 
of those classified as Black, Asian, Native 
American and Hispanic folk. Our continuing 
liberation will depend on both financial pay-
ments and spiritual acknowledgment of our 
complicity in and benefits from the system 
of race.

Reconciliation
The sixth step is “reconciliation” (May-

June and July-August 2017). Most of us 
“white” folks want to begin our work with 
this step. We want to end this excruciating 
journey, and the easiest way seems to be 
putting reconciliation first. Yet, in order to do 
this, we must have “conciliation,” and that 
requires the five steps that precede this sixth 
step. Only then will we be ready to take this 
step, and only then will those whom we have 
made enemies be willing to consider taking 
this step with us.

Recovery
The seventh step is “recovery” (January 

2018), and I use this word in the context of 
addiction. Those of us classified as “white” 
must always be aware that we are “recover-
ing racists,” just as alcoholics and other drug 
addicts use this language about themselves. 
Because the power of race is so resistant 
and resilient in us and in American culture, 
there will never be a time when we will have 
arrived. We will always be captives to race, 
but if we work these seven steps as individu-
als and as a culture, we will reach the time 
when those we have previously classified 
as enemies will now begin to be seen as the 
sisters and brothers for whom our hearts are 
longing. “Order our steps with your Word, O 
Lord.”  W
 
Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open 
Door Community, retired pastor and author 
of the recently published Deeper Waters: 
Sermons for a New Vision. This article first 
appeared in the Pentecost issue of Journal 
for Preachers, PO Box 1294, Montreat, NC, 
28757. He also writes a weekly blog at www.
nibsnotes.blogspot.com. (nibs.stroupe@
gmail.com)

Order Our Steps

In the lives of those of us classified as “white,” we must treat race 
as an addict treats their addiction — we are never over the addiction, 

and because of this, we must always be working the steps, ordering them 
and seeking God’s grace and liberating power in the midst of our captivity.

Harold McCallister
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By Bob Darby

For we wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against prin-
cipalities, against powers, against the rulers of this world, 
against spiritual wickedness in high places.
Ephesians 6: 12

The word “neoliberal” is pure Orwellian Newspeak, 
which means using a familiar word to mean its exact opposite. 
Neoliberalism is neither generous nor open-minded, as the 
word “liberal” is commonly used, but neoliberalism means 
something treacherous and often violent — as when the mili-
tary of Chile crushed the democratically-elected government 
of Salvador Allende, and was actively enabled in doing so 
by the United States government and most especially by the 
CIA. The Nixon administration could not allow a democrati-
cally elected, “Socialist” government to succeed in its “own” 
hemisphere, so Nixon and Secretary of State Henry Kissinger 
engaged the CIA to do their bloody work of neoliberal, U.S. 
corporate capitalism.

Out of Chile’s population of only 10 million, at least 
3,000 were killed outright, and tens of thousands more 
became refugees. To terrorize would-be resisters, some preg-
nant women were even thrown out of helicopters onto the 
streets of the capital city of Santiago.

Auguste Pinochet, who had been trained by the U.S. 
Army at Ft. Benning, Georgia, became the new dictator of 
Chile. Nixon told the CIA to “make Chile’s economy howl,” 
and howl it did, as politicians, artists and journalists who had 
favored Allende’s reforms were conspicuously “disappeared.” 
Neoliberalism succeeded in the privatization of Chile’s public 
assets. Its rich copper mines and essential public utilities were 
taken over by U.S. corporations.

At the first opportunity of a natural disaster, American 
and multinational corporations rushed in to seize what had 
been previously owned and controlled by the public. That 
is what happened after Hurricane Katrina devastated New 
Orleans and when a massive earthquake all but destroyed 
the poorest country in the Western Hemisphere, Haiti. But if 
natural disasters don’t provide adequate chaos for “disaster 
capitalism,” then the creation of a deliberate shock like a mili-
tary coup is often “justified” to achieve it. And that’s what hap-
pened to Guatemala, El Salvador, Panama and Honduras, as 
well as to Chile. The doctrine of Manifest Destiny legitimized 
the U.S. seizure of Arizona, New Mexico and California 
from Mexico in the mid-nineteenth century, and in the late 
nineteenth and early twentieth century, the Philippines were 
invaded by the U.S. Marines as spoils from the U.S. victory in 
the Spanish-American War. These were early forms of what 
we now call neoliberalism.

A frequent description of the CIA is “privatization on 
steroids.” The London Guardian reported that as early as 1993 
the CIA was loaning “surplus” spies to gather data on its own 
citizens — us — as well as on foreign competitors to boost 
corporate America’s edge in the global marketplace. And what 
else has the CIA been doing “on behalf of” the American 
citizenry?

Information services: Former CIA Bureau Chief John 
Stockwell reported that since World War II the CIA has “pub-
lished over 1,200 books, paying professors, scholars and jour-
nalists to write and publish in their own names ... to put CIA 
propaganda into our media so that we would be influenced 
by misrepresentation about what was happening in Korea, 
or Vietnam, or China, or Central America.” (John Stockwell, 
The Praetorian Guard, Boston: South End Press, 1991, pp 
101-192).

Public Relations: From 1953 to 
1966, the CIA operated “safe houses” in 
New York and California to which men 
were lured by prostitutes and drugged 
with LSD without their knowledge or 
consent. Agents filmed their victims’ 
“trips” to study mind control techniques 
for the CIA (John Marks, The Search 
for the Manchurian Candidate: The CIA 
and Mind Control, New York: New York 
Times Books, 1979, pp. 87-104).

Civil Rights: U.S. Army Intelligence 
joined forces with local police, the CIA 
and the KKK in Alabama to spy on the 
Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., and 
Kwame Toure (aka Stokely Carmichael) 
and H. Rap Brown. The Army also trained 
the KKK in paramilitary tactics, and 
Klansmen provided Army intelligence 
operatives with information on Civil 
Rights activists. Such spying on African 
Americans by military intelligence goes 
back as far as 1917 (Stephen Tompkins, 
Commercial Appeal, Memphis, Tenn., 
March 21, 1993).

Mass Murder: In 1975 the CIA helped Indonesian 
fascists kill 200,000 East Timorese, one-third of that island’s 
entire population. In 1965, the Agency provided lists of 
“communists” to be targeted in a massive purge of Indonesia, 
resulting in the massacre of somewhere between a half-mil-
lion and a million people. In the Vietnam War, the CIA ran 
the Phoenix Program, in which an estimated 40,000 South 
Vietnamese “suspected communists” were tortured and killed 
for their “intelligence.” In the 1980s, the Agency orchestrated 
the Contra War of Nicaragua, in which thousands were vic-
tims of CIA- and U.S. Army School of the Americas-trained 
death squads. And consider El Salvador! In the mid- to late 
twentieth century, to escape the massacre of whole villages, 
hundreds of thousands of Salvadorans fled to the United 
States, the origin of their misery, and now Trump wants to 
deport them back to the killing fields that were created by the 
United States in the first place.

An unnamed adviser to the U.S. National Security 
Council said, “Death Squads are an extremely effective tool 
in combating terrorism and revolutionary challenges.” (Wash-
ington Post, March 28, 1993), and CIA whistle-blower John 
Stockwell estimates that six million people have died in 3,000 
covert operations in which the CIA has been involved since 
the Second World War (David Barsamian, “Interviewing 
John Stockwell,” Z Magazine, September 1989).

In the Second Iraq War, George W. Bush used Black-
water, a privately-owned, “elite” group of corporate soldiers 
that was owned by Eric Prince, brother of billionaire Betsy 
DeVos, our totally unqualified Secretary of Education. DeVos 
aims to replace public education with private schools. Con-
sidering the gross disproportion of wealth in this country that 
is reflected by race, the DeVos plan is blatantly racist, just as 
President Donald Trump is so transparently a racist, himself.

One of the many roles of the New Order, as they 
themselves call it, is to see to it that the public is denied such 

facts that whistle-blowers like Chelsea Manning, Edward 
Snowden and Julian Assange dare to reveal. But the newly 
appointed CIA Director, Mike Pompeo, was presented on 
TV with his wholesome wife at his swearing in as jus’ folks. 
And, Aw, shucks! Mike’s just another of ol’ “Stable Genius” 
Donald Trump’s “base,” just one more of those good ol’, 
down-to-earth, Evangelicals who ignore the Sermon On the 
Mount and all of those other dangerous teachings of the idol 
they “worship” and call “Jesus.” Pompeo wants to deport 
Snowden from Russia and have him executed for revealing 
the true mission of the CIA and the NSA, which is to create 
a massive system of hi-tech surveillance, keeping track of 
the entire population of the United States and, eventually, the 
whole world.

The CIA is seamlessly blending with American and 
multinational corporations, sharing data about us all and leas-
ing their “surplus” spies to the highest bidders. The election 
of Trump was a coup d’etat, a take-over of our government 
by corporations that are beyond public accountability. Less 
than one-tenth of one percent now own over half of the 
planet’s entire wealth. This obscene imbalance of power must 
be eliminated. The global plutocracy must be destroyed, yes, 
destroyed, or it will eradicate human freedom, cause irrevers-
ible damage to the environment, or even trigger a nuclear 
war. The stakes have never been higher. The time to act is 
past due.  W

Bob Darby has a B.A. in psychology from Emory University 
and attended graduate school in psychology and theology. 
He has been a Civil Rights and Antiwar activist for all of 
his adult life and is a former employee of Georgia Regional, 
Boston State, and Dartmouth University psychiatric hospi-
tals. In 1994 he founded Atlanta Food Not Bombs. He is 73 
and retired from remunerated employment, but still advocates 
on behalf of the weak, the sick and the poor.

CIA, Incorporated
Neoliberalism and Disaster Capitalism

CIA whistle-blower John Stockwell estimates 
that six million people have died in 3,000 covert operations 

in which the CIA has been involved since the Second World War

Ricardo Levins Morales



words of other Plowshares resisters, see the latest two oral 
histories that I collected and edited, Doing Time for Peace: 
Resistance, Family, and Community (Vanderbilt University 
Press, 2012) and Crossing the Line: Nonviolent Resisters 
Speak Out for Peace (Wipf and Stock, 2013).  

The Kings Bay activists were first incarcerated in the 
tiny Camden County jail, and then moved to the Glynn 
County Detention Center in Brunswick, Georgia. At their 
May 17 arraignment in Federal Court, all but one — Fr. 
Steve Kelly — were offered pre-trial release with stringent 
conditions: bail with $50,000 surety, with $5,000 posted 
in cash, supervised release with home confinement and 
ankle bracelet, restricted travel, passport surrender and other 
restrictions. As of now, Martha Hennessy, Patrick O’Neill 
and Carmen Trotta have accepted these conditions and will 

continue the witness by writing and speaking on the outside 
during the pretrial phase. Liz McAlister, Clare Grady and 
Mark Colville have decided, for now, not to accept these 
conditions but to remain in jail. All have been indicted on 
federal charges of Conspiracy, Destruction of Property, Dep-
redation of Government Property, and Trespass. Attorney 
William P. Quigley, Professor of Law at Loyola University, 
New Orleans, expects an acquittal, saying, “These peace ac-
tivists acted in accordance with the 1966 Declaration of the 
International Court of Justice that any threat or use of nuclear 
weapons is illegal.”  

When they entered the base, the Plowshares resisters 
carried with them a statement, which they read at their arrest. 
In part, it reads: 

As white Catholics, we take responsibility to 
atone for the horrific crimes stemming from our 
complicity with “the triplets.” Only then can we begin 
to restore right relationships. We seek to bring about a 
world free of nuclear weapons, racism, and economic 
exploitation.

We plead to our Church to withdraw its com-
plicity in violence and war. We cannot simultaneously 

pray and hope for peace while we bless weapons and 
condone war making.

Nuclear weapons eviscerate the rule of law, 
enforce white supremacy, perpetuate endless war and 
environmental destruction and ensure impunity for 
all manner of crimes against humanity. Dr. King said, 
“The ultimate logic of racism is genocide.” We say, 
“The ultimate logic of Trident is omnicide.” 

The resisters are receiving tremendous help from sup-
porters working on the outside. See https://www.kingsbay-
plowshares7.org/ to read their entire statement, learn about the 
horrors of the Tridents, donate much-needed money for bail 
and their defense fund, get jail numbers and addresses and 
receive advice on how to spread the word about this witness.

Write to the resisters on plain, white, pre-stamped 
postcards, carefully following the instructions on the website. 
(Readers of Hospitality know how important mail is to prison-
ers!) Stay tuned for further word on the legal process and to 
learn of a walk through Georgia organized to build support for 
the resisters during their trial. 

If you’re on Facebook, tune into the open-to-all group, 
“Kings Bay Plowshares,” where members can sometimes 
read personal notes from the activists themselves, forwarded 
by family members. Join the rolling fast described on the 
Facebook page and contact me at riegle@svsu.edu if you have 
moral questions about the property destruction that occurs in a 
Plowshares witness. Most importantly, keep these brave resist-
ers in your prayers in the months ahead.  W

Rosalie Riegle is a grandmother, an oral historian and 
emerita in English from Saginaw Valley State University in 
Michigan. Now living in Evanston, Illinois and active with Su 
Casa Catholic Worker on the South Side of Chicago, Rosalie’s 
latest books are Doing Time for Peace: Resistance, Family, 
and Community, and Crossing the Line: Nonviolent Resisters 
Speak Out for Peace. (riegle@svsu.edu)
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Catholic Workers and the Kings Bay Plowshares: 
Exposing the Taproot of Violence

CNS photo/Kings Bay Plowshares

By Rosalie G. Riegle

Making real the prophet Isaiah’s injunction to “beat 
swords into plowshares,” a group of seven committed activists 
broke into the Kings Bay Naval Base in St. Mary’s, Georgia, 
on April 4 and symbolically disarmed the nuclear missiles 
stored there by marking model missiles with yellow crime 
tape. The group chose to act on the 50th anniversary of the Rev. 
Martin Luther King Jr.’s assassination, bringing with them into 
the base his statement that “the greatest purveyor of violence 
in the world is my own government.”

This symbolic disarmament carries forward an illustrious 
history of other Plowshares actions since the first symbolic 
disarmament in 1980 at King of Prussia, Pennsylvania, 
organized by Phil Berrigan and others at Jonah House in 
Baltimore. 

Members of the Kings Bay group come from Catholic 
Worker communities around the country. They are: Liz 
McAlister, Jonah House, wife of the late Phil Berrigan; Clare 
Grady, Ithaca Catholic Worker; Martha Hennessy and Carmen 
Trotta, New York Catholic Worker; Mark Colville, Amistad 
Catholic Worker in New Haven, Connecticut; Fr. Steve Kelly 
SJ from the San Jose Bay area of California and part of the 
Redwood City Catholic Worker community; and Patrick 
O’Neill, Fr. Mulholland Catholic Worker, Garner, North 
Carolina.  

Several have served prison terms for earlier Plowshares 
and other resistance actions and consider their incarcerations 
as a theological act of redemptive suffering for the sins of our 
nation. Plowshares activists feel so strongly that our world-
destroying nuclear arms are the taproot of violence — the 
violence that underlies all other violence in our country — that 
they are willing to risk long prison terms to pierce our denial 
and call attention to what we dare not think about — nuclear 
annihilation. Clare Grady writes from her jail cell that, in 
fact, nuclear weapons kill every day by their mere existence. 
“We see the billions of dollars it takes to build and maintain 

the Trident system as stolen resources, resources desperately 
needed for human needs.”

It’s a big step to go from crossing a line in an 
orchestrated civil disobedience action, sometimes with 
hundreds of others, to sneaking into a fenced military 
installation in the dark of night in order to dismantle a weapon, 
to symbolically turn it into a plowshare or a pruning hook. 
Yet over 150 people have moved to this type of “divine 
obedience” in the last 38 years. Describing her motivation, 
Martha Hennessy, who is Catholic Worker co-founder 
Dorothy Day’s granddaughter, writes, “We walked onto a 
military base that harbors the ultimate destruction, and we 
prayed for the power of a witness that could reach many ears, 
for the conversion of free will toward life-giving work and 
away from death-dealing false constructs.”

Plowshares actions traditionally include four compo-
nents: intense, months-long research and planning; the action 
itself; a trial where the resisters seek to speak truth to power 
and to amplify their message; and the incarceration which 
often, but not always, results. Several resisters told me when I 
interviewed them, “The best way to serve prisoners is to share 
their lot and walk with them through their prison suffering.”  

For more information on past Plowshares actions and the 

Front: Clare Grady, Elizabeth McAlister, Martha Hennessy
Back: Patrick O’Neill, Fr. Steve Kelly, Mark Colville, Carmen Trotta

Plowshares actions traditionally include four components: intense, months-long research and planning; 
the action itself; a trial where the resisters seek to speak truth to power and to amplify their message; 

and the incarceration which often, but not always, results. 



Bryan Stevenson, Founder and Direc-
tor of the Equal Justice Initiative, has been 
a dear friend since he came to the South as 
a law school intern in late 1983. In his work 
at the Southern Prisoners Defense Commit-
tee (now the Southern Center for Human 
Rights), Bryan found his calling and his life’s 
work. He moved to Montgomery in 1989, 
when it was clear that the appellate work 
for those on Alabama’s death row urgently 
needed coordination and leadership. The 
longer he did the arduous work of defend-
ing those whom nobody wanted to defend, 
and the more he experienced the context in 
which his clients had grown up, the more 
clearly he saw and experienced the straight 

line from slavery to racial terror lynching to 
mass imprisonment with the many associ-
ated forms of white supremacy that had been 
institutionalized over decades and centuries. 
The work of EJI grew to include defending 
young children who are tried and sentenced 
as adults to life in prison (also known as 
death by imprisonment), defending those 
who were wrongly convicted and becoming 
part of the wider struggle for racial justice 
and dignity. Investigating criminal cases in 
small towns and rural areas made it clear to 
the EJI staff that there was a history of racial 
terrorism “hidden in plain view” and that 
they could not argue their “current” cases 
without uncovering the history and com-
munity experience that lay just below the 
surface. 

With Bryan’s leadership, the staff of 
EJI began to expand their work to do care-

ful research all over the deep South and then 
across the United States to meticulously 
document every known racial terror lynch-
ing. While the bulk of the killings were in the 
South, many were documented in northern, 
mid-western and western states as well. So 
far, they have documented 4,400 such killings 
of Black citizens by white mobs. Some of 
these lynchings have never before been docu-
mented for posterity. Hundreds of volunteers 
worked with staff to dig some dirt from every 
known site. The dirt fills large glass jars with 
the name of the victim, the date and the place 
of the lynching. And then the memorial was 
built. Huge steel pillars represent counties 
throughout the country; and on each pillar are 
the names and dates — some have one or two 
and some have two long columns — of the 
men, women and children who were lynched 
in that county. Entering the memorial, you 
face the columns planted on the floor and 
in your face. As you walk, the columns are 
raised higher and higher until they hang over 
your head like so many victims. When you 
realize that some columns represent multiple 

victims, it takes your breath away. Then you 
come to panels that list some of the reasons 
given for the lynchings: 1948 Robert Mallard, 
a prosperous farmer lynched in Lyons, Geor-
gia for voting; 1930 Lacy Mitchell lynched 
in Thomasville, Georgia for testifying against 
a white man who had raped a Black woman; 
1935 Rev T.A. Allen lynched in Hernando, 
Mississippi for organizing local sharecrop-
pers; seven men lynched in Alabama for 
drinking from a white man’s well ... and on 
and on. Men, women, couples, whole fami-
lies. Torturous killings, all for the basic crime 
of being Black — aggravated by the smallest 
accusation of disrespect or failing to “stay in 
their place.” The killings were horrendous in 
and of themselves, but every lynching was a 
teaching tool: “Listen here — pay close atten-
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Dismantling the Whitewash: A Lynching Memorial and the Witness of James H. Cone  continued from page 1

continued on next page

Cone’s works always filled the bill!) All of 
us emerged with a sense of urgency for the 
agenda of dismantling white supremacy 
and its institutional forms of violence. As a 
residential community rooted in the lives of 
the homeless poor (mostly Black in Atlanta) 
and those in prison and on death row (also 
disproportionately Black in Georgia), the 
agenda maintained an urgency because it 
was alive in our front yard, in our household 
and in our regular visits to the prisons and 
jails around us. In 1996, I was invited to do 
several days of preaching and teaching on the 
struggle to abolish the death penalty at Union 
Seminary in New York. Professor Cone 
welcomed me warmly and affirmed his soli-
darity with the struggle, and I was able to tell 
him how much his work had meant to our 
interracial community over many years. 

James Cone’s final book will be 
released from Orbis Press in the fall (I Said I 
Wasn’t Gonna Tell Nobody), but his next-to-
the-last book has been so very important to 
us: The Cross and the Lynching Tree. 

The lynching tree — so strik-
ingly similar to the cross on Golgotha 
— should have a prominent place in 
American images of Jesus’ death. But 
it does not. In fact, the lynching tree 
has no place in American theological 
reflections about Jesus’ cross or in the 
proclamation of Christian churches 
about his Passion. The conspicuous 
absence of the lynching tree in Ameri-
can theological discourse and preach-
ing is profoundly revealing, especially 
since the crucifixion was clearly a 
first-century lynching. In the “lynch-
ing era,” between 1880 to 1940, 
white Christians lynched nearly five 
thousand black men and women in 
a manner with obvious echoes of the 
Roman crucifixion of Jesus. Yet these 
“Christians” did not see the irony or 
contradiction in their actions. ...

Until we can see the cross and 
the lynching tree together, until we 
can identify Christ with a “recruci-
fied” black body hanging from a 
lynching tree, there can be no genuine 
understanding of Christian identity 
in America, and no deliverance from 
the brutal legacy of slavery and white 
supremacy.

James Cone had the courage to 
squarely face the pain of his people and the 
deafening silence of white christianity. He 
was born in Bearden, Arkansas, in the years 
that racial terror lynchings were dying out 
but well-remembered; and they were being 
replaced by the ongoing reality of police 
violence, racial terror “legal” executions 
and brutal prisons that continued to remind 
everyone that Black life was cheap. It is fair 
to say that Cone’s people never lived apart 
from white terrorism, nor from the daily dan-
gers, death and indignities of the oppressive 
Jim Crow system. It was all for the purpose 
of keeping the African American community 

terrified and under full control of white peo-
ple for the benefit of the White Master class. 

In the young Cone’s theological studies, 
however, there was no accounting for the life 
experience of his people — neither the deep 
sorrow, pain and anger nor the authentic joy, 
laughter, funk, food and music. In 1972 he 
wrote in the Introduction to The Spirituals 
and the Blues:

In Bearden, the spirituals and 
the blues were a way of life, and 
artistic affirmation of the meaningful-
ness of black existence. No black 
person could escape the reality they 
expressed. 

And so Brother Cone spent his life 
exploring the relationship between the lib-
eration gospel and the experience of Black 
people in America. It is no wonder that he 
came finally to the lynching tree — the terror 
and hope of the cross.

It was, then, of particular note that Dr. 

Cone died on Saturday, April 29. I was so 
moved by the timing because Ed and I, along 
with Mary Catherine Johnson, Mary Sinclair, 
Jameca McGhee and Mustafa Mahdi had 
just returned from three days in Montgomery, 
Alabama for the opening of two significant 
new works by the Equal Justice Initiative: 
A Legacy Museum: From Slavery to Mass 
Incarceration and a National Memorial to 
Peace and Justice. The Memorial is a stun-
ning artistic representation of the horror 
of lynching that has heretofore never been 
memorialized or confronted in this country, 
but it is in many ways an answer to the call 
issued by James Cone’s writings. During 
our days in Montgomery, we continued to 
say to each other, “We are a part of history 
here — right here, right now. Things will not 
be the same from this point on.” And I truly 
believe that this is so.

Sarah Gerwig

Above: Mary Catherine Johnson, Ed Loring, 
Mary Sinclair, Jameca McGhee, Mustafa 

Mahdi and Murphy Davis in Montgomery.

Right: Corridor 3 at the 
National Memorial for Peace and Justice.

eji.org

When it becomes unbearable, I have to stop and thank James Cone 
and others who, like him, provided a corrective to this idolatrous 
theology and ecclesiology. God is Black. Jesus is Black.
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tion; if you don’t stay in your place this is what we will do to 
you!” They are made even more horrible by the fact that huge 
crowds of white folks gathered to watch — many brought 
their little children, some brought picnics, and often the mob 
cut off fingers, toes and other 
body parts as “souvenirs.”

Many people say, “I’ve 
never heard of any such thing,” 
but that too is by design. Most 
Black folks have heard the tales 
even in whispers, but white folks 
conveniently and often with 
levels of determination, claim to 
know nothing. But to be ignorant 
of this history or to pretend not to 
know is to let the culture of white 
supremacy off the hook. (Marx 
rightly points out that there is as 
much purpose in what we do not know as what we do know.) 
It is to ignore the ongoing role of this savage legacy in our 
criminal control system today. Policing, courts, prosecutions, 
jails, prisons and executions are part of a seamless continuum 
from slavery, racial terror, lynching and Jim and Jane Crow. 
Through it all, white “christians” have believed ourselves to 
be good and moral people. We made up all kinds of myths to 
bolster that lie — the myth of racial difference (Black people 
are not fully human; they need us to learn to be “civilized”; 
they are immoral/amoral, they are filled with sexual aggres-
sion …) Worst of all, white people created god in our own 
image — a kindly, old plantation colonel with a blue-eyed, 
fair-skinned son named jesus (otherwise known as the white 
christ). Many of our forebears who participated in a lynching 

on Saturday never failed to be in church on Sunday morning, 
teaching Sunday school, claiming God’s loving mercy and 
particular election of them as the chosen people. 

When it becomes unbearable, I have to stop and thank 

James Cone and others who, like him, provided a corrective 
to this idolatrous theology and ecclesiology. God is Black. 
Jesus is Black:

Either God is identified with the oppressed to the 
point that their experience becomes God’s experience, 
or God is a God of racism. ... The blackness of God 
means that God has made the oppressed condition 
God’s own condition. This is the essence of the Bibli-
cal revelation.

To believe that God is loving and just, we must believe 
that God suffered with each and every man, woman and 
child who was ever lynched. It is to believe that today God 

is ultimately identified with every person who is sentenced 
to death, brutalized, threatened, excluded as suspect and 
convicted as unredeemable. In the USA, God must be black 
and the Black Jesus calls those of us who identify as “white” 

to lay aside the power and privilege that 
accrues to our whiteness. We have to 
repent and follow the Black Jesus whose 
broken, burned and tortured body hangs 
above us. 

Every time Bryan Stevenson speaks 
he says, “We have to change the narrative 
of how we got to where we are.” We have 
to face the facts of our genocide of Native 
Americans, we have to face slavery, we 
have to face racial terror, and we must 
face mass imprisonment and continuing 
legal lynchings. He and his colleagues at 
the Equal Justice Initiative have given the 

effort to change the narrative a huge boost. The story is being 
told in Montgomery, and I urge everyone to go and spend 
time in the museum and the memorial. And then DO some-
thing! Go to the streets where police continue a reign of racial 
terror, go into courtrooms where black and brown and native 
people are herded into prisons without due process. Work to 
stop the death penalty which still functions to legally lynch 
“the other.” We cannot undo the pain and terror of the past. 
But we can face it, we can repent and we can make the pres-
ent and future different. What is stopping us from this most 
important work?  W

 
Murphy Davis is an Activist Pastor and writer with the Open 
Door Community in Baltimore. (murphydavis@bellsouth.net)

By Nibs Stroupe 

On May 4, Caroline and I gathered with about 25 others 
on the steps of the Georgia Capitol in Atlanta to hold vigil and 
to pray that God would spare Robert Earl Butts Jr. from being 
executed by the state of Georgia. The vigil was organized 
by Georgians for Alternatives to the Death Penalty. As we 
gathered, we noticed many large trucks around the Capitol. 
Because Atlanta and Georgia have become such a film-mak-
ing mecca, we recognized them as crews providing technical 
support for the movie makers. One of our participants was 
told that they were making a film about the “walking dead.” 
Some of us immediately thought that they were making a 
movie about the Southern, white, male-dominated state legis-
lature in Georgia, which still uses violence and domination as 
a means of keeping power.

Alas, that was not the subject, though it certainly was 
the subject of why we were gathering that night. We were 
told that the movie makers required that we move across the 
street to the property of Central Presbyterian Church. Some 
of us urged our group not to move, to force them to make us 
move, but most folk wanted to move and we did, in part to 
honor Central for its long and powerful tradition of opposing 
the death penalty and of helping to host these maddening, 
saddening, yet so important vigils.

Once across the street, the Reverend Brenna Lakeson 
led us in worship. We gathered with an extra burden of 
cruelty; the Georgia Board of Pardons and Paroles had taken 
the unusual step of staying the execution on May 2, only to 
vacate the stay the next day and set the execution date quickly. 
We lifted up Robert Butts and his partner Marion Wilson, still 
on appeals on death row, and their victim, Donovan Corey 

Parks. We sang songs 
and read the names of 
the 71 people (including 
one woman) who have 
been executed in Georgia 
since 1983, prior to the 
execution of Robert Butts 
Jr. At 7 p.m. came the 
always-powerful tolling of 
the bells in Central Pres-
byterian’s tower — the 
clanging, the clinging to 
hope for the courts and 
for Robert, the clanging to 
remind us of our worship 
of death, the clinging to 
the hope that the walk-
ing dead leadership of 
Georgia would repent and 
abolish the death penalty, 
the clanging, clanging, 
clanging to remind us that 
the prince of the power of 
the air from Ephesians 2:2 
still overtakes us and makes us believe in the power of death. 
Robert Earl Butts Jr. would join that list of names at 9:58 p.m. 
that night.

We’re hearing that the power of the death penalty is on 
the wane in the U.S. and even in the South, but on this evening 
in downtown Atlanta we felt and knew its power. We were 
glad to be able to gather with friends and witnesses to a differ-
ent way. May we and our state and national leadership hear 

and act on the witness of our Lord Jesus Christ, who suffered 
the death penalty for us. Let us be part of that witness that 
ends its power.  W

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open Door, retired 
pastor and author of the recently published Deeper Waters: 
Sermons for a New Vision. He writes a weekly blog at www.
nibsnotes.blogspot.com. (nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)

Among “The Walking Dead”

Dismantling the Whitewash: A Lynching Memorial and the Witness of James H. Cone  continued from page 8

Brenna Lakeson

Murphy Davis
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Murder  continued from page 4

Rita Corbin

Psalm 146  continued from page 1

A long time ago there was a slaver ship named Jesus 
of Lubeck. God herself did not intervene to stop the birth of 
racial slavery or the Middle Passage. For she does not act 
directly in the historical process. Rather, by her love — for 
God is Love — and her Word and the mystery of the forma-
tion, some folks are The Humanized Ones, resisters and 
abolitionists like Bryan Stevenson and Amy Goodman today 
and James Cone of yesterday. Some folks are The Morally 
Blind Ones. Why? No one knows. Nature? Nurture? Genet-
ics? Location? Religion? Why did the Samaritan stop and the 
religious leaders went on to protect the flags in the Temple? 
Out of the transcendent power of love and compassion, gifts 
of hunger and thirst for justice, there arose the Abolition-
ist Movement, Black and white, bound and free, male and 
female. The Christian White Power pro-slavery and capitalis-
tic idols of America could not stop the Liberation Movement. 
Though, to the shame of all of us white folks, it was war and 
700,000 deaths that brought the broken 13th Amendment. 
(Why broken 13th Amendment? Prison slavery/the constitu-
tional basis for mass incarceration lies therein). When did the 
Civil War begin? When white people began killing white peo-
ple over Black people. I say 1854 with the Kansas-Nebraska 
Act. When do you date the failure of White America, the 
proslavery white Christians, the democratic process and the 
carnage that followed?  

Psalm 146 has been a resource for my inward and out-
ward journeys for years upon years. As the Word now stands 
I am unable to accept the faith that the Psalm assumes on the 
part of the one who reads and prays this psalm. However, 
I will never be able to reject this psalm for therein is love, 
power and truth if read with the freedom of the eye of one 

who has been shaped and reshaped by the likes of Dorothy 
Day, Martin Luther King Jr., James Cone, Murphy Davis, 
Nibs Stroupe, Bryan Stevenson, Catherine Meeks, Ruby 
Sales, Weldon Nisly, Pete Gathje. What a world of faith, love 
and justice Black Jesus disciples this nation contains! Thank 
you. Thank you.

Psalm 146 for Today
Perhaps for Tomorrow 
Depending on How We Act
This is the way I pray Psalm 146. I invite you to join me.

We are thankful to the God 
  who is the force of love in the universe.
We shall not put our trust in White Supremacist America 
  and its corrupt capitalism; 
 No system can save us. 
All systems and empires die.
On that day all their oppression, wealth 
  and police brutality come to an end.
Blessed are those who have The Black God 
  and The Black Jesus and 
Who depend upon one another to build 
  the Beloved Community, The Common Good.
The God of Love, the life force in each of us, created the   
  heaven, earth and sea and all that is in them. 
The Holy One of Love, Mercy and Justice 
  keeps Her promises. 
The Black Jesus tells those who have eyes to see 
  and ears to hear what constitutes 
  the outward journey of his disciples:

We are to:
 Judge in favor of the oppressed
 Give food to the hungry
 Set prisoners free
 Our doctors are to give sight to the physically blind
Our protesters, investigative journalists, Liz McAlister, 
  Martin Luther King and James Cone empower us 
  to act, to seed and bring sight to the 
Morally blind, deaf and numb.  
 We must lift everyone who has fallen 
  out of our own fallenness. 
 God loves the Humanized Ones 
  and brings a revolution of the heart 
  in their Inward Journey.
 We are told to do justice for widows and orphans.
 In a senior moment, She told us 
  to take the wicked to their ruin.  But   
 An Ambassador of the Black Jesus, 
  Martin Luther King Jr., instead gave 
 Vision to the ultimate reconciliation of us all:  
  The Welcome Table where the Children 
  of the Abolitionists and the Children 
  of White Supremacist  
 Power will sit down and eat together.  
  Amen!!!  Halleujah!!!  W 

Psalm 146: The Exposition will continue next month.Eduard 
Nuessner Loring is an Activist/Advocate/Ally at the Open 
Door Community in Baltimore.
(eduardloring@opendoorcommunity.org)

By Ed Crouch

Michael Brown, an independent journalist who writes 
for the Washington Post, notes how frequently the New York 
Times labels Palestinians as “terrorists,” but refers to IDF 
soldiers and settlers as “nationalists.”

In late February, Israel Navy forces killed a Palestinian 
fisherman three miles off the coast of Gaza. Two of his com-
rades were also shot and wounded, even after they jumped 
into the water. Gaza fishers were restricted to 20 miles off 
the coast in 1996. Now they are reduced to three. Natural gas 
discoveries off the coast are not shared with Palestine.

Ed Loring, in the February Hospitality, wrote propheti-
cally that “Palestinians are the ‘new Jews’ and the modern 
state of Israel is a client of the American Empire” and “the 
blood of Palestinians is on our hands.”

At the recent Democratic Annual Convention in San 
Diego, the positions pending legislation include opposition 
to S-720/HR 1697, and supporting approval of HR 4391, 
the Promoting Human Rights by Ending Israeli Military 
Detention of Palestinian Children Act, introduced recently 
by Rep. Betty McCollum, D-Minn., that would prevent the 
use of U.S. tax dollars for the Israeli military’s detention and 
mistreatment of Palestinian children.

Palestinian women who have been detained report 
being subject to torture or ill treatment or both, as noted by 
the UN Special Rapporteur: “Beatings, insults, threats and 
sexual harassment were reported to be common practices as 
well as intrusive body searches, which often occur before and 
after court hearings or during the night as punitive measures.”

March 2018 North West Boycott 
Divestment and Sanctions Coalition/Occupation-free Seattle Update

Victory! Washington State court ended a seven-year 
litigation battle against former volunteer board members of 
the Olympia Food Co-op over their decision to boycott Israeli 
goods.

Stephen Hawking, the world-renowned scientist who 
died this month, supported Palestine by boycotting a 2013 
speech in Jerusalem.

Born in China, the son of Presbyterian missionaries, Ed 
Crouch is a retired Seattle social worker seeking to promote 
love and justice. He organized Occupation-Free Seattle to 
persuade the city to stop investing in three American corpo-
rations that engage in gross human rights violations in the 
Occupied Palestine Territories (Caterpillar, Hewlett-Packard 
and Motorola). 

confront, name, and mend this deep wound in the soul of 
America.”

Though Melanie framed her book around her father, 
to her credit it is not a story about him. Or about Nell Wil-
liams and her family. It is the story of Willie Peterson. It is 
a detailed, meticulously researched, riveting account of the 
horrific injustice he suffered.

Murder on Shades Mountain ends as it begins, with a 
call to each of us to do our own work. In the afterword, writ-
ten in the form of a letter to her late father, Melanie states the 
truth: “The demonization and criminalization of black men 
remains a national disgrace. Eighty-five years after Willie 
Peterson was arrested on a Birmingham street corner, inno-
cent black men throughout the nation continue to be racially 
profiled, stopped and frisked, thrown to the ground, choked, 
shot, torn from their families, locked behind bars, and sen-
tenced to die. … So much work remains to be done.”

Indeed. We need each other, the power of painful mem-
ory and the transformative stories of our lives to keep at it.  W

Murder on Shades Mountain can be purchased through your 
local bookstore. Or receive a 30% discount by ordering it 
directly from Duke University Press (www.dukeupress.edu/
murder-on-shades-mountain)and entering code E18SHADE 
at checkout. 

Joyce Hollyday is an author and founding co-pastor of Circle 
of Mercy in Asheville, North Carolina, where she is active 
with the immigrant community and the Sanctuary movement. 
She has been a friend of the Open Door for four decades. Her 
blog can be found at www.joycehollyday.com.
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Meinrad Craighead

Grace and Peaces of Mail
Hi Ed and Murphy,

I hope my donation will help some hungry, poor, 
oppressed people and the prisoners in our confounded, very 
sick, idolatrous society.

Now, a short commentary on Hospitality and Nathan 
Dorris’s article. Hospitality seems to be getting better 
and better. Not just you and Murphy but so many of its 
contributors. For example, that piece by Nathan, “The Death 
of Our Place,” was simply superb. It was written from his 
soul, from the depth of his being, and with the kind of painful 
honesty that many of us who know Nathan have come to 
expect. It is right that he called the Open Door a sacred place, 
and that he laments, with justifiable anger, its destruction 
by people of monetary greed in our American Empire who 
prefer to accommodate the well-fed and opulent. For all of 
us who loved the Open Door but did not live there as long 
as Nathan did, the “living presence” of that place haunts 
us, despite some of its so human idiosyncrasies. We want 
to rejoin its sacredness and the aspiring loving community 
who struggled to serve the disenfranchised, the ignored or 
forgotten, the prisoners, the homeless and hungry and the 
sick. Concern for equality and social justice, and the listening 
to the “cry of the poor,” reigned in that sacred place and in the 
hearts of all who tried, perhaps sometimes failing, to do the 
unyielding work of the Gospel.

But Nathan is right. We must not idolize our memory 
of the Open Door in Atlanta (like all human institutions, it 
was not perfect). But we must never relinquish the “resolve” 
and spirit of that community and the life of their sacred space. 
Margo and I — already committed to the Social Gospel 
— grew from our many stays at the Open Door, that old and 
rickety house where the rejected of our country came for 
physical, spiritual and emotional sustenance. Like Nathan 
— whom I watched develop in two years from a questioning 
graduate of a super-conservative religious college to a deeply 
reflective, creative interpreter of radical and Black Jesus 
Christianity — I remain saddened by the physical loss of 
the Open Door Community, but ever grateful for what I 
learned both from the Open Door and from dialogue with the 
“wretched of the earth” who gathered there to survive and 
often remake their lives in that structure. And taking Nathan’s 
advice to evade self-righteousness, I shall continue to bring 
the light of the Open Door’s nurture to anyone who uses his 
or her being to hear and do the living Gospel.

I thank Nathan for his stirring and elegantly written 
piece. His article is a work of the spirit — prophetic as well as 
revelatory.

Ronald E. Santoni
Professor Emeritus of Philosophy
Denison University
Granville, Ohio

Hi Ed,
I think of you and Murphy often, and hope you are 

doing well. I just read Walter Everett’s article in the May 2018 
Hospitality. Wow. Brought tears to my eyes.

It’s certainly been a long time, but I just wanted to say 
hello. Please give Murphy and Hannah our best as well. I am 
now working for an organization called Mary’s Meals, and 
we serve meals to children in the developing world in their 
schools. The meals are nutritious for children who are hungry, 
and also help allow children to attend school when they 
would often otherwise not be attending and, we hope, receive 
an education that can provide lifelong benefit. More info here: 
http://www.marysmealsusa.org.

Our children are growing up and are a joy. Caleb is 11, 
Abigail is 9 and Daniel is 8. Melissa has returned to school 
and just completed her first year (of 3) in the Masters of 
Social Work program at the University of Kentucky.

Christ’s peace to you and much love,
Robbie Turner
Lexington, Kemtucky

Robbie Turner was a Resident Volunteer in 2001 while a 
student at Washington and Lee University in Virginia. In 
2004, Robbie and Melissa Genord married and they returned 
to the Open Door as Resident Volunteers for several months. 
It is such a joy to connect with former community members 
— young families (and old!) around the country and in sev-
eral other countries who are growing families and continuing 
to live their lives for justice and peace.

Dear Ed,
While reading your article, “The Cry of the Poor,” 

in April’s Hospitality, I was astonished to see in the eighth 
paragraph concerning Dr. King and Democratic Socialism, 
“The Jew Bernie Sanders continues and enriches this legacy.”

Ed, “The Jew Bernie Sanders” is classical NAZI-speak. 
It was how they referred to anyone from the group they later 
tried to completely exterminate.

Here are three examples I’ve taken from the huge 
German Propaganda Archive http://research.calvin.edu/
german-propaganda-archive created and maintained by Dr. 
Randall Bytwerk, Professor Emeritus of Communications 
Arts & Sciences at Calvin College in Grand Rapids, 
Michigan. Sources follow the examples.

1. “The founder of the ‘Alliance Israelite Universelle’ 
was the Jew I.A. Cremieux, a French government minister 
who was a friend of Karl Marx and Prime Minister 
Gambetta.” (emphasis mine)

2. “The American people have since generally 
recognized whose intellectual child the Jew Einstein is. This 
comes to the most drastic expression in the Brooklyn Tablet 
(July 1938).” (emphasis mine)

3. “In the following story … a German craftsman’s son 
Hans Unwirsch and the Jew Moses Freudenstein have earned 
their diplomas on the same day.” (emphasis mine)

Sources:
1. From “Part V: Ideas on Jewish World Domination” in 

The Jew as World Parasite [Translated from G.G. Otto, Der 
Jude als Weltparasit (Munich: Eher Verlag, 1943) by Prof. 
Randall Bytwerk of Calvin College (Grand Rapids, MI)] 
available in his huge German Propaganda Archive, hosted by 
Calvin College at web site noted above.

2. From Fritz Redlin, “Das Judenporträt: Albert Einstein. 
Die ‘Sehenswürdigkeit’ von Princeton,” Mitteilungen über 
die Judenfrage, 3 (9 March 1939), pp. 3-4. Translated by 
Prof. Bytwerk as “Albert Einstein: A ‘Tourist Attraction’ 
at Princeton” online at http://research.calvin.edu/german-
propaganda-archive/einstein.htm

3. From Führerinnendienst des Bundes Deutscher 
Mädel in der Hitler-Jugend [a newsletter for Nazi youth 
groups for girls], Gebiet Mainfranken 39, February 1944. 
Online at http://research.calvin.edu/german-propaganda-
archive/mainfranken-1944.htm

But even if you had written, “The Jewish Bernie 
Sanders,” or “Bernie Sanders, who is Jewish,” I still wouldn’t 
know what your point was. Were you saying that even 
though Bernie is not a Christian, he is enriching Democratic 
Socialism? Isn’t that a slight also? Many fine people enrich 
many fine causes, and they are Muslims, Jews and even 
Zoroastrians.

Please explain!
Your good friend in the ATL,

(the Jew) Melinda Lehrer
Decatur, Georgia

Thank you Melinda, for this helpful rebuke. My point in not-
ing that Bernie Sanders is Jewish is my appreciation for his 
appropriation of the justice and mercy of the Hebrew proph-
ets. But you raise important concerns about the language I 
used and I apologize for my insensitivity. I have learned an 
important lesson from you and I take it to heart.
— Eduard Loring, Managing Editor

Open Door Community,
Received the calendar and note and was so sorry to hear 

of Murphy’s surgeries and lack of strength. She is a woman 
of strength in so many ways. I’m happy that she’s at Johns 
Hopkins. We wish her well and look forward to reading her 
book.

We have been receiving your newspaper for quite a few 
years now, and I personally give thanks to God for the articles 
and all that they bring to me. Enlightenment!

Many thanks,
Sandra and Charles Baboian
York, Pennsylvania

Open Door,
I want to extend my utmost gratitude to you for sending 

me your paper as it is in fulfillment of the Messianic mission 
of Christ. (Matthew 11:3-6) Every time I get a new issue, I 
make sure to circulate it to other inmates and staff, as it is a 
much needed view/voice. Thanks. I pray the Lord keep you 
all in all your right and righteous endeavors.
  Yours in Christ,
   A prisoner

Dear Ed,
Would it be all right to reprint your poem, “Thank you, 

President Donald Trump,” in Briefly, the newsletter of the 
Presbyterian Peace Fellowship? This is a subject very close to 
our hearts and your poem gets it right.
  Peace,
   Marilyn White, editor
   Stony Point, New York

My Dear Friends Ed and Murphy,
Greetings from a warm Macon in Central Georgia. I 

heard that you folks got a ton of snow where you are today. 
Bet you miss living down here where it’s nice and warm just 
a little bit, huh?

Ed, I just got the March Hospitality and read your article 
“Fragments From a Fractured Beggar’s Bowl.” I love the 
comparison you made about the good and evil in us all, which 
is so true. But we must choose and endeavor to allow the 
good to control us rather than the evil, don’t you think?

Murphy, I also enjoyed your article “Out of the 
Shadows Into the Light of Life.”

I am well and full of hope that I, too, will be resurrected 
soon.

With much love and respect,
A prisoner

St. Cedd of Bradwell Scotland
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One of the ONLY passionate enough adult voices: Fred 
Guttenberg, the father of Stoneman Douglas High School 
victim Jaime Guttenberg, has emerged as one of the strongest 
voices for changes to gun laws in the wake of the mass 
shooting.

Guttenberg strongly challenged Republican Florida 
Sen. Marco Rubio on the question of an assault weapon ban 
and other gun policies during a CNN Town Hall held on 
February 21 that also included numerous survivors of the 
mass shooting. Authorities have accused an expelled student, 
Nikolas Cruz, of murdering 17 students and staff members 
in what was the nation’s third-deadliest school shooting in its 
history, after Virginia Tech and Sandy Hook.

Fred Guttenberg’s daughter Jaime was 14 years old, 
and she was six months into her freshman year at Marjory 
Stoneman Douglas High School. Guttenberg confronted 
Rubio on gun issues. “Look at me and tell me guns were the 
factor in the hunting of our kids … and you will work with 
us to do something about guns,” Guttenberg said at one point 
during the exchange. At one point, Guttenberg told Rubio: 
“Your comments this week, and those of our president, have 
been pathetically weak.”

At another point during the emotional encounter, Fred 
Guttenberg said: “Senator Rubio. My daughter, running 
down the hallway at Marjory Stoneman Douglas, was shot 
in the back with an assault weapon — the weapon of choice. 
OK?” He added, “It is too easy to get. It is a weapon of war. 
The fact that you can’t stand with everybody in this building 
and say that, I’m sorry.”

David Eberhardt
Baltimore, Maryland

Grace and Peaces of Mail
Thank you, Ed and Murphy, for your Birthday 

Greetings. I will be 90. (God also willing I live to that date!) I 
forget who said it, but I like the idea of “My bags are packed!”

However, my new version is, “Lord, I have nothing to 
pack; take me when, how, but hope Heaven,” (with a possible 
stopover in Purgatory! — that place, or rather “conditioning 
center” where we are spruced up for our “audience” with the 
Triune God!!!)

Tom Francis
Monastery of the Holy Spirit
Conyers, Georgia

Ed, 
I just got through reading the wonderful piece “The 

Death of Our Place,” by Nathan Dorris in Hospitality. The 
article really touched me, as the Open Door has brought my 
being to new awareness through the casting of light on the 
problems of the poor, the homeless and the imprisoned over 
all the years of our friendship. You, Murphy and all those at 
the Open Door who have spent your lives in helping, uplifting 
and pushing issues that have needed to be addressed for those 
forgotten will always be an inspiration. The article brought 
back to mind the feeling I had when I revisited the farm 
where we lived for many years after I sold it in 1980. When I 
saw all the buildings and fences and houses torn down and the 
land uncared for, I felt a deep sense of loss, but this had to be 
nothing to the sense of loss you and all those that worked and 
lived at 910 Ponce de Leon Avenue have faced. You invested 
your lives in the lives of others in that sacred ground of 910. 
Fortunately, your spirit and the spirit of those touched by your 
work at 910 could not be demolished by the materialistic 
nature of our society. I, like so many others touched by your 
spirit, have hopefully made better choices in our lives where it 
comes to others less fortunate.

Peace and Love,
Bill Neely
Greenville, South Carolina

Dear Ed, Murphy and David,
I was one of several members of the Urban Ministry 

Support Team of P.C.USA many years ago, and the Open 
Door Community in Atlanta was one of the ministries that we 
visited. Praise God for the work you have done and continue 
to do.

Your calendar, which I keep on my refrigerator, is 
a daily prayer reminder for me. Will also add prayers for 
Murphy for healing and a return to good health.

Peace and blessings,
Linda Konrad-Byers
Ewing, New Jersey

I’m loving the new masthead language coming from
you for the Open Door, for Hospitality.

Pete Gathje
Memphis, Tennessee

Julie Lonneman

poetry corner

Jesus Got Arrested
Jesus got arrested                                                                                            
In December                                                                                            
The Bread of Life once the bread winner                                                                                              
Deity now detained                                                                                            
water of life turned in              
to ICE                           
Reported, deported                                                                                            
our soul grievously contorted                                                                                           
a legalized ejection mocking                                                                                             
resurrection
  — Mark Harper

Mark Harper is pastor of Covenant Presbyterian Church in 
Athens, Georgia. He was a Resident Volunteer at the Open 
Door from 1985 to 1987. (mharper@covpresathens.org)

Open Door Community Needs:
 Coffee
 Extra Large Socks (especially)
 Belts
 Granola bars
 2% milk: gallon size for coffee, pint size for children.  
 Please send in the boxes that do not need refrigeration before opening.
 Stamps to write prisoners
 Prisoner support and prisoner family support
 The Hardwick Prison Trip: hosts, drivers and vans in Atlanta area.

We need sandwiches made on whole wheat bread with cheese and non-
processed turkey/chicken/ham.  We serve declious soup, but we have 
many guests who want sandwiches too. Murphy, David and Ed thank you 
for all you are/do/give/support, for we have another world in view.


