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Dear Friends,
This is a letter we never thought we would have to write, 

and it’s breaking our hearts. 
We have come to a time that the Open Door Commu-

nity cannot move forward in the way that we have lived and 
worked for the past 35 years. While we plan to continue some 
parts of our ministry including our newspaper, Hospitality, 
we anticipate that in January 2017 our house at 910 Ponce de 
Leon Avenue, the location of our residential community and 
hub of our ministry, will close. The building will close; some 
of the ministry will continue. There are three primary reasons 
for this change. 

For a number of years, as the six of us who are the elder 
leaders have dealt with the ravages of time and various ill-
nesses, we have worked to train a younger generation to take 
over the primary leadership of the various ministries. At many 
points we have had seasons of gifted, committed leadership, 
but for many reasons the younger ones have moved on: some-
times to marry and start a family elsewhere, sometimes to start 
a new work in another place, and sadly, sometimes returning 
to the trap of addictions. Those of us in long-term leadership 
have always assumed that we would die doing this work and 
living the life in place at the Open Door. But at this point, there 
are not enough able-bodied committed community members 
to continue our regular services and care for the elders as we 
begin to require more help. 

Second, when we moved into our wonderful old home 
on Ponce de Leon, the neighborhood was a place where 
many poor people — both housed and homeless — lived. We 
served food and hospitality to folks from personal care homes 
and from the streets. For many years we provided 10-12,000 
meals each month, serving seven days a week. We provided 
showers and clean clothes for hundreds. We added two free 
medical clinics and a foot clinic. But now the neighborhood 
has changed drastically as a result of concerted public policy, 
escalating property values and police work geared to “moving 
the homeless on.” The personal care homes for the mentally 
ill are now offices and single family dwellings; the railroad 
tracks where many homeless folks camped have been trans-
formed into the Beltline. The men seeking work at the “catch 
out corner” have, in large part, been moved out by police and 
security guards. Our area is fully gentrified and it has become 
an inhospitable space for the homeless poor. We serve meals 
to fewer people, and even our holiday meals that typically 
served 500, now serve only 300 or so. We anticipate that 
shortly there will be very few of the homeless poor in this area 
of the city.

Third, we have been increasingly aware that our 100-
year-old building is requiring too much money and work to 
keep up. As many of you — our loving and generous donors 
— know, we have had to spend many thousands of dollars in 
the past two years to replace the roof, repair and refurbish our 
heavily used shower room, and just now, to replace our aged 
sewer pipes and fix drainage problems that were flooding 

our basement with every heavy rain. (Construction and more 
paving near us have caused run-off that overwhelmed exist-
ing drainage systems.) 

We have agonized over this dilemma for several years 
now, believing there would be some way to continue. But we 
have come to a place now that we must say that the thirty-five 
years of our work and our community in Atlanta are coming 
to an end. Our building is half-owned by the Presbytery of 
Greater Atlanta, and we are in conversation about the sale 
of the building. We are working to see that all the long-term 
community members are relocated to housing and support, 
and the six elders in leadership will move to live closer to 
family: Dick and Gladys to Vancouver, Washington, Nelia 
and Calvin to Nashville, Tennessee, and Ed and Murphy to 
Baltimore, Maryland. Because all of us sold our homes and 
divested to join community and we have lived without sal-
ary, insurance or a pension plan, the sale of the building will 
provide a small stipend for each couple to afford low-income 
housing, and hopefully some further funds for the ministry. 

All of these changes will be taking place over a period 
of months. We are continuing to provide food, shelter, show-
ers, clothing, medical care, foot care, prison visits, worship 
and a common life of hospitality and resistance work. We 
anticipate doing everything we can do, and when the time 
comes to close the door at 910 Ponce de Leon we will con-
tinue with a new vision of prison ministry, street advocacy 
and resistance work. We will continue to publish Hospitality 
and distribute the newspaper and other writings and books as 
we have in the past. 

In our grief, it is hard to see how this decision can be 
part of the mandate of “good news to the poor”; but we must 
trust that in God’s providence, the seed that falls to the ground 
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and dies will bear new fruit somehow, somewhere. 
Mr. Willie Dee Wimberly, one of the many extraor-

dinary saints who lived and died with us used to say, “We 
gonna do the best we can ‘til we can’t.” It is our hope to quote 
him again with authenticity. Hundreds of community mem-
bers over the years have prayed and worked hard for The 
Open Door to be an oasis of love and service, of prayer and 
sacrament, of forgiveness, healing and transformation. You 
— our many friends far and near — in churches, synagogues, 
mosques, prison cells, monasteries, universities and the cold, 
mean streets — have helped us and prayed for us every step 
of the way. We have never been alone or without help and 
encouragement. 

And we continue to need your help. Our financial needs 
for the work will continue as we serve and advocate for the 
homeless poor and prisoners. We are at work at 910 until 
sometime in 2017; we will continue — dispersed and on a 
smaller scale — after that. 

The poor and wretched of the earth live in a world 
where, as Peruvian poet Cesar Vallejo said, “Pain and death 
increase sixty minutes per second.” We live in dark days with 
the reality of perpetual war and ever-increasing violence and 
greed. But we are a people of engaged hope: everywhere that 
sisters and brothers join together to agitate for justice and in 
service to the poor and exploited, the light of hope shines on 
our path to lead us toward the Beloved Community. 

This is our hope; this is our prayer. With gratitude for the 
journey and for your friendship on the way,

Murphy Davis & Ed Loring, Gladys & Dick Rustay, Nelia & 
Calvin Kimbrough, David Payne
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By Catherine Meeks

People (with the help of conventions) have 
oriented their solutions toward the easy and 
toward the easiest side of the easy; but it is 
clear that we must hold to what is difficult; 
everything alive holds to it, everything in 
nature grows and defends itself in its own 
way and is characteristically and spontane-
ously itself, seeks at all costs to be so and 
against all opposition. We know little, but that 
we must hold to what is difficult is a certainty 
that will not forsake us; … that something is 
difficult must be a reason the more for us to 
do it.
          Rainier M. Rilke

But our quick fix, microwave, sound 
bite, instant food, texting and twitter-domi-
nated world proclaims quite the opposite. 
Daily we are provided many opportunities 
to avoid the difficult. If tasks take too much 
time and involvement, there is a tendency to 
simply abandon them for something that is 
easier. If a relationship is too complex, there 
is always a chance that a new one will be 
easier. We are steered away from the hard 
work of problem solving because we are 
encouraged to make sure that we don’t have 
any problems.

This is the type of thinking that leads to 
addiction, illness and all types of psychologi-
cal and spiritual disruption in people. Life 
is filled with challenges and some of them 
are very difficult. But at times it is in the 
midst of the most difficult of situations that 
we learn about ourselves, and people have 
been known to discover that they were much 
stronger than they imagined while “holding 
to the difficult.” 

Of course, reasonable people do not 
seek to bring unnecessary hardships into 

their lives, because the normal pace of life 
can be very challenging. But when the chal-
lenging times arrive, whether or not they 
are embraced and accepted as a part of the 
normal pattern of being a human on this earth 
will make a vast amount of difference in how 
a person enjoys their journey.

It was very helpful to learn early in 
life that this time on earth is a journey and 
that there is much to learn. There were 
many good teachers for me along the way 
who clearly understood the journey aspect. 
Recently, I was recalling many of those 
teachers in my family who have gone on to 
the next realm of life and the ways that they 
held on to the difficult. My mother is the best 
example of all of them.

She spent at least two decades com-
pleting a college education because of the 
difficulties involved in a Black woman trying 
to get a college education in Arkansas where 
access to higher education was quite limited 
for Black people. She took classes through 
the mail because this was before the days of 
computers and distance learning, and took 
extension courses offered at night in nearby 
towns. 

Holding to the Difficult

Mama would work in the field all day, 
get my brother, sister and me ready to go with 
her, and drive twenty-five miles to a class. 
She had no fear of the difficult. She graduated 
from college in 1964, the same year that I 
graduated from high school.

She never said much about the difficul-
ties that she faced. She did what she had to 
do each day with a reasonable amount of 
grace and acceptance. Life was simply made 
up of mountains and valleys and her job was 
to travel over both. Our 21st-century hearts 
and souls can learn a lot from folks like my 
mother. They knew that the journey to whole-
ness required holding on to the difficult. They 
did it.  W

Catherine Meeks is a community and well-
ness activist and an active member of the 
Open Door Community. She taught African 
American Studies at Mercer University and is 
the retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished 
Professor of Socio-Cultural Studies at Wes-
leyan College, the author of five books and 
a columnist for The Telegraph in Macon, 
Georgia. (kayma53@att.net)

Meinrad Craighead
We need gently used 

running and walking shoes 
for our friends 

from the streets. 
Men’s shoes sizes 11-15 

are especially helpful.

Thank You!

and backpacks!

we need shoes
Please Help!

Davon Kennedy and Bill Roberts serve slaw 
at our Memorial Day Picnic.
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July 25, 1946  continued on page 7

By Eduard Loring

Monroe, Georgia, Walton County Courthouse grounds, 
April 2015.  

We were standing under massive oaks in a circle of 
Blacks and whites together in dangerous memory and public 
protest against the massacre of Roger and Dorothy Malcom 
and George and Mae Murray Dorsey.

Representative Tyrone Brooks called on me to pray. I 
stepped forward and suddenly stopped. “Look,” I exclaimed, 
pointing. “Over there.” Heads turned and we could see. We 
could see. A gang of men — mostly white — dressed in 
white uniforms with wide black circles from cuff to collar. A 
local member of the Walton County Commission who was in 
our circle explained, “We have the chain gang in this county.” 
By the end of our vigil these slaves (no pay for their labor) 
had taken down all the tents and folded all the chairs for the 
day’s farmers’ market. Just beyond the farmers’ market stood 
the old slave market.  

As is my wont, one image turns to another. Suddenly 
I am six in 1946. I am visiting my Nuessner grandparents in 
Greenville, SC. I am standing inside the white wooden fence. 
I watch the Black men dig a sewer ditch. They are dressed 
in white uniforms with wide black circles from cuff to collar. 
They are chained together. Hot July day. My grandmother 
brings a pitcher of ice water and one glass. I am afraid. One 
white man stands to the side, shot gun in his hand.

Tides ebb. We return to the work at hand, which is to 
staunch the blood, violence and hateful white supremacy 
embodied in the massacre at Moore’s Ford Bridge on July 25, 
1946. Representative Brooks nods at me and I say, “Let us 
pray.”

Good God Almighty,

Thank you for your goodness and justice
 For you are a God of love and justice.
You bring good out of evil
 You promise that all things work for the good  
  For those who love you.
You teach your children,
 Those marching to the Promised Land
  To return good for evil.

(How hard. How hard. O, God. Jesus did. Look at him. King 
did. Look at him. Too hard. Too hard. HELP!)

We thank you Jesus. 
 You who were lynched by the cry of mob violence.
We thank you Jesus for your lynching for us all that
 Moral death
  Execution
   Mass shootings
    And the fear and hatred that load the guns  
     Pull the triggers
May be overcome by your power, 
 witness and non-violent love.

We thank you Jesus for the abundant life/new life 
 And the command to build the Beloved Community
  On earth as it is in heaven
   Our home full of equality and justice 
    A Banquet Table: the Table of
     Sisterhood
      Brotherhood.

We thank you, O God of Moses, Miriam and The Exodus
 For President Harry Truman 
  For the first Commission on Civil Rights
   His loud “NO” to the gallons of Black blood 
    Drunk by drunken ex-Confederates
     Gone wild with rage
      Like Cyanosis among the Satyrs 
Yes, God and Harry: We shall over.

The witnesses for good and justice, Black and white, in 
this county, costly, bloody, and hated for seeking justice for 
Roger, Dorothy, Mae Murray and George. For Tyrone Brooks 
and those known and unknown who shine in the darkness of 
the terror of Walton County — and the darkness cannot put 
them out, shut them down or shut them up. Your prophets 
taught us long ago that “silence is betrayal.”

We confess: We have sinned. We murder. We harm 
brothers, sisters and enemies. We act like children of Cain, not 
Able. Even if we are not all guilty we are all responsible. But, 
we, Black and White Southerners circled here in this blood-
drenched courtyard, we, I say, are complicit in the fateful, 
hateful, torturous murder of Roger and Dorothy, George and 
Mae Murray and her 7-month womb-bound baby.

For my sister Joyce Dorsey, whose bloodline stretches 
to the bloody banks of the Apalachee River flowing to the sea.

Georgia is a violent state. Has been since James 
Oglethorpe’s prohibition against slavery was overturned. Still 
is. The all-white Georgia primary of the Democratic Party 
was overturned by the U.S. Supreme Court on April 1, 1946. 
Blood had already been shed when Black folk tried to vote. 
But this court decision ignited the Democrats and White 
Christians like wild fire in a pine tar forest. Governor Tal-
madge led the assault against democracy and for white power 
as Donald Trump is doing today. He called for the refusal 
to let, in his foul language, “niggers” register to vote. Like 
Ronald Reagan’s encouragement of the KKK and Trump’s 
violence toward people of color, White leadership riled up the 
farmers and poor whites to do their dirty business. 

So t’was that one hot day, a sort of lazy deep South 
day that I love so deeply, Mr. and Mrs. Roger and Dorothy 
Malcom and Mr. and Mrs. George and Mae Murray Dorsey 
were tied to a tree and filled with bullets. In the evening the 
folk flocked for souvenirs: a toe here, a tear there, maybe a 
tit blown away by a bullet, and flicks of placenta that were 
left when, knife in white hand, Black baby was sliced from 
dead mother’s womb. (Where had all the anti-abortion people 
gone, long time passing?) The case remains unsolved in a ju-
dicial meaning of unsolved. But we all know who did it; don’t 
we? George Dorsey was a veteran recently returned from 
WWII. President Truman was outraged by the lynching. He 
established the first Civil Rights Commission. Another jewel 
in A. Philip Randolph’s heavy crown. 

I once played the role of a KKK killer in a reenactment 
of the lynching. I and many others wept after the reenactment. 
Later I wrote the following poem.

What keens did the Mocking Bird mock
Perched skyward 
On the Poplar Tree?
Did she scream
Rope burning
Neckflesh?
Did she ignite a
Screech owl screech
Match to gas on flesh
Charred in the Dark
Continent?
Did she weep bird
Tears? Witness? Testify?
When dull Knife
To Stiffened member
Sliced?

What song sings
The Mockingbird
Free and skyward bent?

Ed Loring

Eduard Loring is a Partner at the Open Door Community 

July 25, 1946: Murder at Moore’s Ford Bridge

Mourners walking past the open coffins of lynching victims George W. Dorsey and his sister Dorothy Dorsey Malcom, Mount 
Perry Baptist Church, Bishop, Georgia, July 28, 1946. Photograph: news.wabe.org, courtesy AJC Photographic Archives, 
Special Collections and Archives, GSU Library
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By Tabatha Holley

It is with great sadness and disappointment that I write 
the letter below to Congressman Sanford D Bishop, Jr. I have 
spent the last week with colleagues and people of the Chris-
tian faith at the 2016 Samuel D. Proctor Conference in Hous-
ton, Texas. There, I was inspired to return to my community 
and continue fighting the evils of U.S. capitalism and mate-
rialism, white supremacy, sexism, homophobia, and all other 
forms of oppression that mainly affect people of the African 
diaspora in the Americas, those living in the Global South, 
and for Palestinians living under violent Israeli occupation. 
I have been accepted into the fall 2016 cohort of Masters of 
Divinity students at Union Theological Seminary in New 
York, where I will further my studies. I have also accepted the 
calling that is on my own life to “preach the gospel of good 
news to the poor, healing to the brokenhearted, deliverance 
to the captives, recovery of sight to the blind, to set at liberty 
them that are bruised, and preach the acceptable year of the 
Lord.” (Luke 4:18) It is my earthly assignment to not only 
preach a gospel of liberation to those who live in this jungle 
that we call America, but to call on the American empire to 
end its unjust practices both globally and domestically. 

What truly drives me to write this letter to our congress-
man is a conference discussion facilitated by a Palestinian 
pastor who has been heavily affected by Israeli occupation. 
After this public conversation, I approached this incred-
ible foot soldier in Houston and assured him that it would 
become my duty not only to educate the members of my 
own religious community who have been misled by a white 
supremacist gospel, but to begin efforts to support boycotts, 
divestment and sanctions of Israel. I am sending a copy of 
this letter to local newspapers in Southwest Georgia because 
the suffering of Palestinian people, much like the suffering 
of Black people, must end. I begin this journey by giving the 
people knowledge and truth. I plan to spend a portion of my 
summer utilizing a curriculum to inform Black clergy and lay 
members in Southwest Georgia of the true story of the 1948 
Israeli occupation that has been intentionally confused with 
the biblical text. 

The Honorable Congressman Sanford D. Bishop, Jr.
2407 Rayburn HOB
Washington, DC 20515

Dear Congressman Bishop,
 

At the Proctor Conference this week, I learned that 
the Israeli military that aids in the hostile snatching of land, 
homes, and communities from innocent Palestinian civil-
ians is the same military that trained officials of the state to 
“control” citizens of Ferguson, Missouri. We all remember 
the horror. I learned from members of black clergy who have 
visited Palestine that Palestinian children believe that they 
have no sky. I found out that there are Palestinian families 
with children who have had their houses bulldozed three and 
four times in a lifetime. I was shocked to find out that Palestin-
ian youth traveling to school by bus are encountered by armed 
Israeli military officials each and every day. Sometimes, they 
are beaten. Other times, they are killed. They throw stones, 
and bullets fly back.

As a young constituent, I am requesting that as an 
elected official you fight against the grain on this issue. The 
struggle for Black lives in America and the struggle for Pales-
tinian lives are intertwined in a multitude of ways especially 
given the tarnished relationship our communities have with 
members of law enforcement. Yet, it is clear that there is an 
even more intense situation for those under Israeli occupation. 
What is at stake is millions of dollars continually being distrib-
uted to terror. What is at stake is the miseducation of people 
of color who sit in Christian churches Sunday after Sunday 
believing that violence and war (that which takes place in their 
own lives as well) is ordained by God, when what we know is 
that the same violence and war is in actuality ordained by the 
Empire. Those of us who reside in the West have surely con-
fused God and Empire, and somebody has got to serve as a 
Witness for justice. I am a Witness. Will you join me? I should 
pray that your answer will be yes. 

Yours in the struggle, 

Tabatha Holley
Graduate 2016
Spelman College

End the Occupation — 
End the Suffering
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By Nibs Stroupe

In this series on the blackness of Jesus and the whiteness 
of Christ, we are seeking to discern, illuminate and transform 
the power of whiteness in contemporary American life and 
American religion. Even in this first sentence, one can see the 
power of my own whiteness in my strong belief that it is pos-
sible to transform whiteness. It is yet another instance of my 
own lack of understanding of the depth of whiteness in my 
own life and in the life of the culture. A few discernments, a 
bit of tweaking, and there you have it — the power of white-
ness has been transformed and even almost eliminated. I’m 
feeling like Peter up on the mountain with Jesus when Moses 
and Elijah appear. “Let’s make some booths up here and stay. 
This is where I want to live my life. This is what I signed up 
for.” Already the white Christ creeping in — get us out of 
the nasty world of no bathrooms on the street, no housing for 
people who are poor, hoarding of food and water and energy! 
We prefer it up here where the white Christ lives, where there 
is great indoor plumbing and hot water and so much food that 
we may have an epidemic of obesity.

Fortunately for us, the Jesus on the mountain in Mark’s 
Gospel is Black, not white. On the mountain, he receives 
great nourishment from the powerful prophets of the tradition, 
and he knows that it is time to come out of spiritual retreat 
and get to his Mother’s business — to spread the good news 
of the blackness of God and the Gospel. As they come down 
the mountain, they encounter a sick boy and his father. The 
disciples of Jesus who remained behind have not been able to 
heal the boy. After a great struggle, Jesus heals him. The boy’s 
father notes that he “believes — help my unbelief.” (Mark 
9:24) This is where I and many other white people find our-
selves in the struggle with whiteness; we know that it is a de-
monic power, but we simply cannot imagine a different way 
of living our lives. Even now, as I think about shifting from 

the white Christ to the Black Jesus, I’m still seeing that white 
Jesus floating before me and in me. In our church, we have a 
great and powerful artwork of the Black Jesus rising up out 
of the water at his baptism, but my imagination hesitates. Just 
as an Asian Jesus would be quaint and interesting to think 
about, and a Palestinian Jesus would be closer to the original, 
in my consciousness they simply are tangential to the “real” 
Jesus — the brown-skinned Palestinian Jew who became the 
white Christ. What is needed for me and for all of us captured 
by whiteness are not minor, not even major, adjustments, but 
rather, conversion. We are not even where that father is in 
Mark’s gospel. We don’t yet believe; we’re still holding onto 
the white Christ as strongly as we can.

My partner, Caroline, and I have just returned from 
a trip to Baltimore to see our daughter, Susan, and to see 
the fine play that she directed, Harry and the Thief. It is by 
playwright Sigrid Gilmer, and is about a present-day thief 
agreeing to time travel into the past to take guns to Har-
riet Tubman to aid in her revolts against slavery. Since it is 
a comedy (yes, a comedy about slavery), there are many 
misadventures. In one scene, a white overseer, who has raped 
a Black woman held as a slave, is accompanying her and 
other people seeking to escape slavery. As they near freedom, 
the dark-skinned people ask what will happen to the white 
overseer, and General Tubman replies that her purpose is to 
free slaves. The play leaves it up to us to discern that the white 

overseer is a slave to the white Christ. I’m hesitant to use the 
term “slavery” to describe my condition as a white person, 
because I am a comfortable white man, and to describe my-
self as a slave seems to demean the horror that my ancestors 
visited on people. I must also admit that describing myself as 
a slave seems to demean my image of myself as a powerful 

white man. But the term also indicates the extreme difficulty 
that I must face in order to find some liberation — it will be as 
perilous as running from the dogs across snake- and mos-
quito-infested swamps.

In light of this, I’d rather use the image of “captivity” 
to describe my condition. Like the black Hebrew slaves in 
Egypt, I am held captive by a system that tells all who are 
classified as white that we are superior and should be in pow-
er. This same system tells all other people that they are inferior 
and should be subject to white power. Although more voices 
are currently rising, most especially Black Lives Matter, we 
don’t live in a Mockingjay world where the rebellion against 
the white Christ is in full swing. Just as deep as the overt op-
pression of the police, the banking system, the military system 
and many others, is the internalization of this system in our 
perceptual apparatus. Though many of us who are white may 
moan and complain about mistreatment of others, we are 
not yet aware of the depth of our own captivity. We believe 
that this is simply a problem of racism and not a problem of 
whiteness itself rooting us in the world of privilege. This is not 
just a problem of the will: Can I stop being a racist? It is also a 
much deeper problem and captivity that must be addressed by 
the imagination — how has my soul been shaped and formed 
by whiteness and the privileges that come with it? The white 
Christ gives us permission to stay in whiteness and believe 
that we can find God. The Black Jesus reminds us that we 

If Jesus Ain’t White, It Just Ain’t Right, 
and if I Ain’t White….

must repent, must believe in the power of the Gospel in order 
to find God. By “repent” I do not just mean to stop doing bad 
things. I mean to go to the root meaning of the Greek word, 
which is “metanoia.” At its root, “repent” means to turn round 
and see the world in a whole new way, to have our imagina-
tion engaged as well as our will. 

The author of Ephesians succinctly describes our 
situation in 6:12: “For our struggle is not against enemies of 
flesh and blood, but against the powers … .” This journey 
from the white Christ back to the Black Jesus will be just 
as difficult as that of the journey of the Hebrew slaves 
passing through the waters of the sea as Pharaoh’s army bore 
down on them, and trudging through the generations in the 
wilderness as they sought freedom from slavery in Egypt. As 
their black prophet leader, Moses, found, it was very difficult 
to get Egypt out of the imaginations of the slaves who had 
been brought into freedom. So it will be for us as we go on 
this journey because many of us believe that our whiteness is 
the will of the white Christ. Yet let us recall General Tubman’s 
words, as she remembered her first steps into freedom: 
“When I found I had crossed that line, I looked at my hands 
to see if I was the same person. There was such a glory over 
everything; the sun came like gold through the trees, and 
over the fields, and I felt like I was in Heaven.” As we seek 
to move toward recovery of the Black Jesus and our own 
humanity, we will be guided by five words over these next 
few articles: recognition, resistance, resilience, reparations, 
reconciliation. Let us move on toward another “R” word: 
recovery.  W

Nibs Stroupe is the pastor of Oakhurst Presbyterian 
Church in Decatur and a longtime friend of the Open Door 
Community.

What is needed for me and for all of us captured by whiteness 
are not minor, not even major, adjustments, but rather, conversion. 

End the Occupation — 
End the Suffering

volunteer needs at the 
Open Door 
Community

People to cook or bring 6:00 p.m. 
supper for our household on Tuesday, 
Wednesday or Thursday evenings.

Volunteers to help staff our 
Foot Clinic on 

Wednesday evenings 
(6:00 p.m. for supper, 

6:45-9:15 p.m. for the clinic).

For more information, 
contact Sarah Humphrey 

opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 
404.874.9652 option 4



A Holiday Picnic at 910
May 30, Memorial Day, the Open Door Community invited 300 friends to join us for a picnic in the back yard. We served hamburgers, 

slaw, baked beans, potato chips, watermelon and sweet tea. It was a beautiful celebration. Above: Folks gathered in the front yard for 
coffee before moving to the meal. Right: George Harris prepares a perfect burger!
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In, Out & 
Around 910

The Graduate
On Saturday, May 14, the Open Door 

Community hosted a Celebration of Elders 
and Community in honor of Tabatha 

Holley’s graduation from Spelman College. 
Far right: Murphy Davis and Tabatha let 

out a shout of joy! Right: Many members of 
Tabatha’s family were present: her mother 

and father, brother, cousins and god-parents.

Vigil for Life at the 
Death of Daniel Lucas

Daniel Lucas was executed by the state of Georgia on April 27. Above: The 
Open Door Community and others hosted a vigil on the front steps of the 

Capitol to call for the abolition of the death penalty. Right: During his years 
on death row Daniel became a Buddhist. Several monks from the Drepung 
Loseling Monastery in Atlanta participated in the vigil during his execution.

Calvin Kimbrough

Calvin Kimbrough

Nelia Kimbrough

David Christian

Compiled by Calvin Kimbrough

Calvin Kimbrough
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Grace and 
Peaces of Mail

May-June 2016

July 25, 1946  continued from page 3

We need 
meat with cheese 

sandwiches    
(no bologna, pb&j or 
white bread, please)  
 individually wrapped

 on whole wheat bread.

Thank You!

The Open Door 
needs 2,000 
sandwiches to 
serve each week!

Please Help!

Live in a residential Christian community.

Serve Jesus Christ 
in the hungry, homeless, and imprisoned. 

Join street actions and loudandloving 
nonviolent demonstrations. 

Enjoy regular retreats and meditation time 
at Dayspring Farm.

Join Bible study and theological reflections 
from the Base.  

You might come to the margins 
and find your center.

Contact: Sarah Humphrey 
 at opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 

or 404.874.9652 option 4
For information visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org

Join us as a 
Volunteer

Calvin Kimbrough

Forgive us all, O God of love, forgiveness and justice. 
Cleanse us of our
 hatred and racism,
 our thirst for Black blood 
 for our history of
  BLACK LIVES DON’T MATTER
 For the history that is the history of the U.S.A.
Oh God: Forgive the killers. 

(Damn this is hard to pray. Must I? Can I? Must We? Can 
We? Really Pray/beg/beseech these words? This truth beyond 
truth and our history outside of history? HELP!)

For they knew not what they were doing to you, to the 
African Americans across this slave-shadowed land. Yea to 
every one of us and my granddaughter too. But, Lord God 
Almighty — 

They knew who they were killing and what they were 
doing when they did what they did to the Malcoms and 
Dorseys.

So here we stand. We can do no other. We are wounded 
and rent. We cry for healing for this land, this community, this 
nation. We ask you for your power to embolden with Hope 
and Courage the perpetuators to: 
 Come forth

 Stand tall
 Seek restitution
 Make reparations

We say in the Name of the Holy One to the witnesses 
 and the people with knowledge:
 Come out
  Speak your truth
  Shame the Evil One
  Let your light shine in the darkness
 Build the Beloved Community 
  in the places of segregation.
 Come Out!  Come Out! My people
  Says the God of Justice
   The moral arc bending toward Justice.

For Black blood cries from the earth.
Black blood will not stop

Curdling up
Gurgling out

  ‘Til Justice rolls down like waters 
           And Righteousness like an ever flowing stream. 
Can we hear the CRY?
 Their Cry?
“Redeem my death!” they shout.
“Redeem my lynching,” they moan.
“Our bones will not rest until you people of prayer 
 ACT
  For justice
   Truth
    Healing for all.
“Yes. We have heard you.”
“Yes. We hear you.”
“Yes. We shall hear you again.”

In the name of Jesus Christ
 Our lynched Lord
Who arose from the grave
 And cries out today for the
  Malcoms and Dorseys 
   and the 7-month-old womb-bound-baby
That God’s will be done on earth as it is in heaven.

Amen  W

Eduard Loring is a Partner at the Open Door Community.

Eduard,
 I had a quiet morning today reading through the April 
edition of Hospitality. Such a fine piece of work, as usual (but 
I don’t say it enough). I was deeply edified by your reflections 
on prayer. So straightforward and compelling and elegantly 
said. It very much reflects my theology of prayer as well, but 
you say it with such credibility. Thanks for continuing to write 
it as you see it, friend.
   Ched Myers
   Oak View, California

Dear Murphy,
I heard on the news the other day that the state has set a 

date on Brandon Jones for February 2nd. I was on death row 
with Brandon for 10 years. I know him very well, and I pray 
that he gets a stay next week. [Brandon Jones was executed 
by lethal injection early on February 3, 2016.]

These 33 years have taken five of my family members. 
My mom, three sisters and my oldest brother. I lost my third 
sister to cancer this past Saturday. My sister Sarah flew to 
South Bend to get our sister Molly and fly her body back 
here to Georgia. Molly will be laid to rest in our home town 
of Cochran, where she was born and raised. I haven’t been 
able to attend any of my loved ones’ funerals, so I have been 
through quite a bit and have had three years of set-offs on this 
life sentence after doing 25 before ever coming up for parole.

A Georgia prisoner
Name Withheld

Good day and God bless! I hope that this finds you and 
everyone on that end well.

I was moved last month back to the regular prison 
though I have never been released from [Augusta State 
Medical Prison]. ... I was ordered to be returned to ASMP, 
which they have failed to do. I still have two [surgical] gashes 
healing. I was to get a stent put in my neck and then start 
chemo. As of today — no stent, no chemo. These people are 
allowing me to die of cancer.

I have colon cancer: part of my colon and small intestine 
was removed. Tests showed it had spread to one lymph 
nodule — the reason for chemo, then test would be done 
again to see if it had spread.

I am behind on a bunch of stuff; for a month I was still 
in pain, though daily it got better. Then I went through a time 
I just didn’t want to do anything. I’m trying to get up to speed 
now.

I’ll close. Take care, God bless, love and prayers,
A Georgia prisoner
Name Withheld

Dear Open Door Community,
I thank each and every one of your Christ-minded 

community for the open door you offered to me at a 
most crucial point in my life. Without hesitation, you all 
welcomed me with open arms. I needed my Creator’s sons 
and daughters, and all y’all came through for me exceeding 
abundantly, above all I could ask or imagine!!

Attending your annual Holy Saturday picnic was a 
hallmark for me. The one-to-one interest you take in doing 
what you may to help the stranger at your door — to be a 
positive part of a solution for them — is all that our Savior 
asks of us.

Yours Under Divine Appointment,
Reverend Beth William
Atlanta, Georgia

Eddie Barr has recently become a member of the Open 
Door Community. Come join in the work he is doing.



David Klein

Hospitalitypage 8

Open Door Community Ministries

Needs of the Community

Join Us  for Worship!

Medical Needs List

ibuprofen
acetaminophen  
Lubriderm lotion

cough drops 
non-drowsy allergy tablets

cough medicine (alcohol free)

We also need volunteers 
to help staff our Foot Care Clinic 

on Wednesday evenings 
from 6:45 - 9:15 p.m.!

We gather for worship and Eucharist at 4 p.m. each Sunday, followed by supper together.  
If you are considering bringing a group please contact us at 404.874.9652 option 6. 

Please visit www.opendoorcommunity.org or call us for the most up-to-date worship schedule. 

Harriet Tubman 
Medical Clinic 

May-June 2016

Foot Care Clinic

Epsom salts
anti-bacterial soap

shoe inserts
corn removal pads

exfoliation cream (e.g., apricot scrub)
pumice stones

foot spa
cuticle clippers

latex gloves
 nail files (large)

toenail clippers (large)
medicated foot powder

 antifungal cream (Tolfanate)     

August    7 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
August 14  4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
August 21  No  Worship at 910
   Planning Retreat 
   at Dayspring Farm 
August 28 No  Worship at 910
   Planning Retreat 
   at Dayspring Farm 

Our Hospitality Ministries also include visitation and letter    
 writing to prisoners in Georgia, anti-death penalty advocacy,   
 advocacy for the homeless, daily prayer, weekly Eucharist,   
 and Foot Washing. 

Sunday: We invite you to join us for Worship at 4 p.m. and for   
 supper following worship. 

We gratefully accept donations at these times:
 Sunday: 9 a.m. until 3 p.m. 
 Monday: 8:30 a.m. until Noon and 3 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Tuesday: Noon until 8:30 p.m. 
 Wednesday: Noon until 6 p.m.
 Thursday: 8:30 a.m. until 3 p.m. and 5 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Friday and Saturday: We are closed. We are not able to   
  offer hospitality or accept donations on these days.

Personal Needs
qshampoo (large)
qtoothpaste (small)
qtoothbrushes
qlip balm
qnail clippers
qdisposable razors

Coffee & Sandwiches: Tuesday, 8:30 a.m.
Soup Kitchen: Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Women’s Showers: Tuesday, 11 a.m.
Men’s Showers: Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Harriet Tubman Free Women’s Clinic: Tuesday, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Medical Clinic: Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Foot Care Clinic: Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Mail Check: Tuesday & Wednesday, during serving;
 Monday, Thursday, Friday & Saturday, 8:30 a.m. to 6 p.m.
Use of Phone: Tuesday & Wednesday, during serving
Retreats: Five times each year for our household, 
 volunteers and supporters.
Prison Ministry: Monthly trip to prisons in Hardwick, Georgia,  
 in partnership with First Presbyterian Church of Milledgeville;  
 monthly Jackson death row trip; and pastoral visits to   
 death row and various jails and prisons.

Clarification Meetings 
at the Open Door

Special Needs
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qpostage stamps
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)
qa home for every
   homeless person:       
   every woman,
   man and child
qan end to 
   executions and 
   mass imprisonment

Food Needs
qfresh fruits & 
   vegetables
qturkeys/chickens
qsandwiches:
    meat with cheese
    on whole wheat
    bread

Living Needs
qjeans 30-34 waist
   and 46-60 x 32 long
qwomen’s pants 16-24 
qcotton footies
qsocks
qsweat pants 1x-3x
qwork shirts
qhoodies
qbelts 34” & up
qmen’s underwear M-L
qwomen’s underwear
qreading glasses
qwalking shoes 
   especially sizes 11-15
qbaseball caps

Do you have a garden? Can you share some fresh produce for the Open Door Welcome Table? Thank you!

Daniel Nichols

For the latest information and 
scheduled topics, please call 

404.874.9652 option 8
or visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org. 

We meet for clarification 
most Thursdays 3 - 5 p.m..

Autumn Dennis

we need 

T-Shirts

2XL-5XL

July    3 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 10 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 17 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 24 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 31 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service


