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My Journey with 
Ida B. Wells

By Nibs Stroupe

My Name Is Legion  (Chapter 4: pages 43-48) 
	 The	life	and	witness	of	Ida	Wells	helps	me	to	

understand	the	continuing	depths	of	racism	and	sexism	in	
my life and in the lives of those classified as “white.” Wells 
took responsibility for her siblings at age 16. She stood up (or 
should I say “sat down”) for equality in accommodations. She 
raged at the unjust killing of Tom Moss and his friends. She 
was	a	strong,	investigative	reporter	on	lynchings	and	many	
other matters of racial justice. She worked hard for rights for 
women, including voting rights and forming social clubs.  
She took on black patriarchy. She helped black immigrants 
from the South in their adjustments to life in Chicago and 
elsewhere. She was a tireless champion for human rights, all 
the while being married and raising four children. Yet, for all 
her	efforts,	very	little	progress	was	made	on	human	rights	for	
people of African descent. Her spirit is an important witness 
— she never won many victories, but she never was defeated. 
Her life and her witness push me to understand the demonic 
powers	of	racism	and	sexism	even	more	and	to	invigorate	my	
spirit to continue her work against them. 

In	this	chapter	I	will	seek	to	address	the	demonic	power	
of	racism	in	my	individual	life	and	in	the	life	of	our	nation,	
and why it remains so daunting and so resistant to change. 
I’m using “demonic” here in the Biblical sense of the word:  

a	power	that	takes	over	our	identities	and	causes	us	to	think	
and	act	in	ways	that	are	contrary	to	our	own	welfare	and	to	the	
welfare of others. Luke 8:26-39 has a powerful story about 
this. Jesus gets off a boat in Gerasa, and a wild man steps out 
of the graveyard and hollers at Jesus: “What have you to do 
with me, Jesus, Son of the Most High God? Please, don’t 
torment me!” Jesus had apparently commanded the demon 
to come out of the man. Then Jesus asks the man his name, 
and the man says “Legion.” The author of Luke tells us that 
it	means	that	many	demons	had	entered	the	man,	so	many	
that the man had lost his identity. When Jesus asked him for 
his name, he did not say “Paul” or “James” or “Stephen,” but 
“Legion.”

In	this	seemingly	weird	world	of	demonic	possession,	
the demons beg Jesus not to send them into the abyss, so he 
sends them into a herd of pigs nearby. The pigs are driven off 
the hill into the lake and are drowned. But, the man is healed. 
When	the	townspeople	come	out	to	see	what	has	happened,	
what	impresses	them	is	not	the	man	who	was	healed	but	
rather all those dead pigs in the water. They are not celebrating 

Race as Demonic Possession 

an excerpt from Passionate for Justice: Ida B. Wells as Prophet for Our Time

the healing of this brother — “Thank You, Jesus!!!” No, they 
are filled with fear — it is too costly, it is too harsh a blow to 
the economy. So, they tell Jesus to leave — don’t mess with 
our	economy!!!!

This is a multi-layered and complex and profound story, 
and for a long time, I did not know what to do with it. Thanks 
to Walter Wink, Gayraud Wilmore, Letty Russell and others, 
I	began	to	understand	the	power	and	reality	of	demonic	pos-
session in our kind of world. The demons that I have to worry 
about	are	not	the	personal	kind	mentioned	in	this	story,	but	
this	story	does	point	us	to	the	reality	of	demonic	powers	in	
the modern world. The ones that trouble me and possess me 
are	the	potent	ones	like	racism	and	sexism	and	militarism	and	
materialism,	the	kind	that	I	know	in	my	life	and	in	the	life	of	
others. I became demonically possessed by racism growing 
up,	and	its	power	is	so	great	in	me	that	it	still	pops	up,	and	
when	I	am	asked	my	name,	I	often	give	its	name	rather	than	
my own. And, often when Jesus comes to heal me, to liberate 
me	from	my	demonic	possession,	I	join	the	townspeople	in	
fear	and	tell	him	to	get	out	of	here	—	leave	me	alone	with	my	
systems!

Whatever	one	thinks	about	the	literal	truth	of	this	story	
in Luke, its most potent meaning is its pointing us to under-
stand	our	individual	and	communal	captivity	to	demonic	
possession. But, thank God, Jesus is coming for us, coming to 
offer us freedom from our captivity. It will be difficult; it will 

be costly. We may even tell Jesus: “Get outta here!” But, the 
great and disturbing news of this story is that Jesus Christ is 
coming for us — to heal us, to help us find our true identity 
as children of God. It’s the Biblical Jesus. Ida Wells knew that 
Biblical Jesus, and she sought to follow his teachings, includ-
ing the engagement with demonic powers. She is a wizard 
who shows us the way.

This demonic power of race definitely seeped into 
my soul in the 1940’s and 1950’s, as I grew up as a child 
of the segregated South on the Arkansas side of the Mis-
sissippi River. I grew up in what Doug Blackmon called 
“neo-slavery.” Though slavery had been officially banished 
(except in prison – a significant and disturbing part of the 13th	
Amendment), it was alive and well in the white South in my 
childhood and adolescence. It was called something else — 
generally “Jim Crow,” but I prefer the connection to slavery 
that is found in the name “neo-slavery.” Though its political 
power	was	evident,	just	as	important	was	its	psychological	

By Catherine Meeks

It	seems	as	if	I	have	always	been	companioned	by	
Ida B. Wells, but I have not. She has been a major part of 
my life only since the late 1990s as I began teaching her at 
Wesleyan College. My students surprised me by telling me 
that I reminded them of her. I began to pay attention to how 
much I was drawn to her. Of course, I had read a few things 
about	her	or	by	her	prior	to	teaching	that	class,	but	the	work	
of	preparing	for	the	class	and	engaging	with	my	students	on	
a	weekly	basis	created	a	different	kind	of	energetic	encounter	
with Wells than I had experienced previously.

Following	the	completion	of	the	class,	I	continued	to	
read	Wells	and	think	about	her	from	time	to	time,	but	when	
I began my work on remembering the lynched in Georgia 
it	became	much	clearer	to	me	that	she	was	a	more	powerful	
force in my life than I had given her credit for being. This 
clarity	continued	as	I	encountered	her	autobiographical	work	
in	The Memphis Diary. In	this	work,	as	never	before,	I	real-
ized the depth of my sense of kinship with Wells. As she 
described her struggles as a young woman, I realized that 
much	of	her	life	paralleled	the	struggles	that	I	had	confronted	
during that same time frame in my life. She struggled with 

Her life and her witness push me to understand 
the demonic powers of racism and sexism even more 
and to invigorate my spirit to continue her work against them. 
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By Lee Carroll

In 2016, when several key partners in the 
Open Door Community “retired,” it was 
decided that the organization would continue 
as a much smaller residential community 
of three people (Ed Loring, Murphy Davis 
and David Payne), and that it would move 
from Atlanta to Baltimore. A new external 
Board of Directors was created to guide the 
organization into the future. This is the fifth in 
a series of short articles that introduce read-
ers to the current Board of Directors. These 
brief “spiritual biographies” describe the 
theological journeys of individual directors 
and how their stories have come together to 
help continue the legacy of the Open Door. 
In this edition we introduce board colleague 
Hannah Murphy Buc.

Hannah Murphy Buc (nee Loring-
Davis) was only 10 days old when her 
parents, Presbyterian ministers Ed Loring 
and Murphy Davis, helped launch the first 
congregation-based shelter for the home-
less in Atlanta in 1979. Two years later her 
parents and others purchased a massive 60-
room house at 910 Ponce de Leon Avenue 
in Atlanta, and the Open Door Community 

(ODC) began to live into its commitments to 
radical	hospitality,	social	justice	and	serving	
the homeless and imprisoned. The rest is the 
rich history of the Open Door Community. 

But what was it like for a child to grow 
up in such a non-traditional context? As Han-

nah says, “I was always aware that my life 
was	a	little	different	from	that	of	my	child-
hood	peers,	but	there	was	so	much	wonderful	
‘stuff’ going on at the ODC. I am very grate-
ful	for	the	deep	level	of	comfort	that	I	have	
today	when	interacting	with	people	of	all	
walks	of	life	with	whom	I	lived	and	learned	
during my growing up.” 

Hannah continued, “As I grew up there 
was a time when I realized that my faith 
practices	were	different,	as	our	community	
engaged	daily	in	the	disciplines	of	prayer	
and theological reflection, linking our faith to 
our work.” She noted that many Christians 
are	well	into	adulthood	before	they	begin	to	
hunger for a deeper, more relevant faith; and 
then	they	may	discover	liberation	theology	or	
the Black Jesus.”But I was privileged to have 
this	as	the	basis	of	my	faith	formation	from	a	
very young age.”

Following high school, Hannah went 
to Guilford College (Greensboro, North 
Carolina), which was a very important time 
for her. Because of her love for writing, she 
thought	she	might	pursue	a	career	in	journal-
ism. At Guilford she was able to design her 
own	major	in	integrative	studies,	combining	
work in religion, peace and conflict, and Afri-
can studies. She spent a semester studying in 

Ghana and later did an internship with The 
Other Side magazine which led to her first 
job following college. 

But there were other forces at work in 
her vocational life. Earlier, while Hannah 
was	still	in	high	school,	Murphy	suffered	

through a very difficult bout with cancer, 
and Hannah played a special role in caring 
for her. Later, her work in journalism led her 
to	learn	more	about	the	health	care	crisis	in	
America,	which	led	her	to	wonder	about	a	
career in health care. Then Hannah returned 

to Atlanta for about five years where she was 
coordinator of the Open Door’s free medical 
and foot-care clinic. All of these experiences, 
especially	her	work	as	clinic	coordinator,	
converged to help Hannah decide to pursue 
a career in nursing. She enrolled at Clayton 

State University (Morrow, Georgia) and 
completed her B.S. in Nursing degree in 
2007. 

Even before finishing her degree, she 
accepted a position as a Nurse Clinician with 
Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore. During 
her six years there, she earned her M.S. in 
Nursing. Her career has involved her work-
ing in clinical (bedside) care and in nurse 
education. She is currently in the last stages 
of completing her Ph.D. in Nursing through 
the Catholic University of America. Follow-
ing Johns Hopkins, Hannah was assistant 
professor at Notre Dame of Maryland School 
of Nursing and is now a clinical instructor in 
nursing at the University of Maryland School 
of Nursing. She reflected, “Teaching brings 
me alive. I love what is happening in the 
classroom and at the bedside. Nursing, and 
nursing	education,	has	become	a	way	that	I	
can	embody	my	faith	and	passion	for	social	
justice	in	my	own	sphere,	a	place	to	express	
my own unique gifts.” 

Beyond all of her professional achieve-
ments, Hannah commented, “Becoming a 
mother	is	easily	the	best	thing	that	has	ever	
happened	to	me!	It	has	increased	my	capacity	
for	empathy	and	patience,	and	it	shows	me	
places where I need to grow. It forces me to 
slow down and revel in the moment.” 

Hannah is joyous that she is making her 
own	contributions	to	the	justice	struggle	in	
the spirit of her upbringing. She is doing so 
with	conspicuous	passion	while	remaining	
firmly grounded in the theological values of 
the Open Door Community. The legacy of 
Christian activism continues!  W

Lee Carroll is an ordained minister of the 
Presbyterian Church (USA) and Associate 
Professor Emeritus of Columbia Theologi-
cal Seminary, Decatur, Georgia. He is the 
current chair of the Board of Directors of the 
Open Door Community. 

 “I am very grateful for the deep level of comfort that I have today 
when interacting with people of all walks of life 

with whom I lived and learned during my growing up.” 

University of Maryland School of Nursing

Graffiti Alley | Baltimore, Maryland | Toni Morrison by E. Shaw  
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A Review by Murphy Davis

	 For	many	months	now,	we	have	been	happily	
anticipating	the	publication	of	Passionate for Justice: Ida B. 
Wells as Prophet for Our Time. It is co-authored by Catherine 
Meeks and Nibs Stroupe, good friends and regular writers 
for	Hospitality. It is available now for pre-order from the pub-
lisher, and will be on the shelf of your independent bookstore.

This is a very fine gift indeed. Just a few highlights.
First, Catherine and Nibs offer a very fine, concise 

account of Ida B. Wells’ life and work, especially emphasiz-
ing what we can find in her life that helps us find our place in 
our era to put our hands on the plow and eyes on the prize in 
the struggle for justice in our own lifetimes. 

Second, they have interpreted Wells to help us grasp 
the radicality of this fine sister. She was one of the founders 
of the N.A.A.C.P. but she was not listed as	a	founder	because	
she was a woman who was too radical for the patriarchs. She 
was	condemned	and	left	out	of	many	of	the	women	suffrage	
groups because she was so radical as to be “not respectable” 

to the others (c.f., Mary Church Terrell). She was intersec-
tional before the word existed because she was too Black 
for white women and too womanist for Black men. Though 
it	meant	isolation,	criticism,	exclusion	and	many	hardships,	
“nevertheless she persisted.” Though they did not use the 
exact term, Meeks and Stroupe identify Wells as a Militant 
Liberation Theologian. For instance, she disguised herself and 
slipped	into	Elaine,	Arkansas	after	the	deadliest	lynching	in	
the “Red Summer” of 1919. It was the most dangerous place 
she could have gone. A price was already on her head and 
she went right into the eye of the storm. Visiting the 21 Black 
men	in	jail	to	be	prosecuted	for	the	white	riot	that	killed	more	
than 237 Black men and women, she listened to their stories 
and songs about death and heaven. Then she pushed them 
about	why	they	were	not	speaking	and	acting	on	the	basis	of	
the Liberation Gospel of the Black Jesus: Fight to live and 
thrive! Fight for Justice! Her faith was a liberation gospel and 
she	would	not	stand	still	to	listen	to	anything	about	how	the	
white	man’s	christ	demands	that	the	given	order	is	that	some	
(whites) dominate and others (Blacks) are made to be domi-

Shining the Light of Truth 
on the Reality of Racial Terror nated. The accused of Elaine, Arkansas heard her sermon, 

fought their case in court, and were set free. 
Third, Catherine and Nibs each introduce themselves 

— Catherine Black and Nibs white — and how they were 
born just a few miles from each other into the 1940s Arkansas 
that imposed its white supremacist demands on each of them. 
Both of them eventually found Ida B. Wells as a leader, men-
tor, encourager and companion in finding their individual 
ways out of acceptance of their expected roles.

Fourth, the authors give us an invitation (if not a man-
date) to push ourselves to more deeply understand the nature 
and role of white supremacy. And they encourage us to take 
up	our	part	in	the	struggle	to	help	dismantle	the	damage	
that	we	have	helped	to	create	as	we	too	often	uncritically	
participated in the structures of white supremacy. At the same 
time,	we	need	to	be	working	passionately	for	justice	and	the	
Beloved Community. 

Fifth, Meeks and Stroupe show us how Wells worked 
all	her	life	against	lynching,	the	message	crime	that	held	
together the vicious center of the system of racial terror. She 
was a journalist and she earned a price on her head in 1892 
when her friend Tom Moss and two other Black men were 

A Review by Bettie Durrah

We welcome Bettie Durrah to our pages. Sister Durrah is a 
longtime friend of the Open Door Community and of Nibs 
Stroupe. Thank you, Bettie. 

If	you	are	passionate	about	racial	and	gender	justice,	
then this book is for you. Not necessarily is it an easy read, but 
the seven chapters “melt” away as you rush to discover what 
the	next	writer	has	to	say,	or	how	the	interpretation	by	two	
writers of the life and witness of Ida B. Wells comes across. 
The chapter titles are inviting and intriguing (“Crusader for 
Justice,” “My Name is Legion,” to name two). The truth-tell-
ing comes as you realize that the two writers are white and 
Black, male and female, preacher and academician, clergy 
and lay, Presbyterian minister and Episcopalian laity, fellow 
Arkansans	who	grew	up	not	too	far	from	each	other	but	in	

two very different worlds. Interestingly enough, Ida B. Wells 
also	grew	up	not	too	far	from	both	the	writers,	but	their	worlds	
never interacted until much later through her writings. Your 
interest is piqued! The two writers are different in approach 
but	basically	share	the	same	perspective	as	they	mature	in	
their	understanding	of	how	the	world	is	shaped,	especially	by	
the power of racism and sexism. Both share ways that they 
have	lived	out	their	passion	and	truth	and	continue	to	do	so	
today, including learning from each other. In several instances 
of the authors responding to the actions of Ida B. Wells, the 
difference between white and Black interpretation comes 
across, and one writer lifts up that dichotomy.  

As you read, you might even find yourself or your 
group, named or unnamed, being used as examples. Follow-
ing each chapter is a set of questions, but the last chapter is a 
dialogue between the two writers where specific questions 
are answered. These questions, as well as the questions that 
follow	the	other	chapters,	might	well	be	the	focus	of	a	group	
study or self-examination. Additionally, the two alternate 
writing	the	chapters,	and	you	can	easily	tell	who	is	sharing,	
especially if you personally know the writers. You will also 
be	bombarded	by	a	number	of	interesting	facts	that	helped	to	
shape the ministry of Ida B. Wells, as well as how an inter-
racial duo might respond to events of the day. Additionally, 
many factual occurrences, including dates like 1875, 1896, 
1909, 1954, etc. are included. A history lesson is given.

According to the book, the focus is on Ida B. Wells 
“because her witness has been greatly undervalued in Ameri-
can history.” A Southerner by birth, she spoke out boldly and 
wrote	passionately	as	a	journalist	about	lynching,	segregated	
facilities and the suffrage movement. As a journalist, she 
reached many persons with her message. She defied customs! 
The two authors, like Ida B. Wells, have also published many 
manuscripts	regarding	human	and	civil	rights	along	their	path	
to liberation.

This portrayal of the life of Ida B. Wells, called “a 
prophet for our times” in Passionate for Justice: Ida B. Wells 
as Prophet for Our Time,	seeks	to	help	us	live	out	our	life	
with	the	knowledge	and	certainty	that	our	journey	toward	
liberation is not over, and that God will be with us every step 
of our journey. The late Ida M. Wells, an African American 
Presbyterian clergywoman who was named after Ida B. 
Wells, certainly lived her life that way. The Forward by Sta-
cey Abrams, the Introduction by the great-granddaughter of 
Ida B. Wells and the Preface by Catherine Meeks, all give 
credence	and	impetus	to	the	power	of	the	struggle	for	racial	
and gender justice. The witness of three lives demonstrates 
that	they	are	all	passionate	for	justice,	and	their	stories	must	
be told.

This small paperback book is only 150 pages; it could 
easily	be	carried	from	one	place	to	another	as	one	reads	and	
shares the information. The book is small, but big in its poten-
tial	to	help	move	the	scales	closer	to	the	center	for	justice	in	
all forms.  W

Bettie J. Durrah has a passion for social justice that shows 
through her advocacy and writings, some of which have 
been published and/or presented 
orally in the form of choreopoems 
in Presbyterian Church (U.S.A.) 
settings and various ecumeni-
cal gatherings including Church 
Women United. She has written a 
meditation for the last five issues of 
Circle of Prayer, published by the 
International Committee for the 
Fellowship of the Least Coin.

Three Fearless and Bold Leaders 
— Passionate for Justice

Passionate for Justice 
Ida B. Wells as Prophet for our Time

By Catherine Meeks & Nibs Stroupe
150 pages. 
Also available in audio book. 
Church Publishing Incorporated
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A Review by David Eberhardt

Ed Loring is not kidding. He does not “play.” I’m a 
religious white Southerner myself (North Carolina), having 
become	a	peacenik	like	Ed	and	against	the	white	male	repub-
lican “Southern strategy,” wherein republicans appropriated 
all the old Jim Crow attitudes from the democrats. Ed “knows 
whereof he speaks.” 

Ed writes: “My great grandparents owned slaves and 
worked them in the cotton fields in Orangeburg and Bamberg 
Counties in South Carolina.”

My comment: S.C., the home of Dylan Roof a shite 
(sic) white nationalist who murdered Black churchgoers 
and Lindsay Graham, a politician that shills for our fascist 
President Trump. S.C., a pariah among states (having actually 
started the Civil War and having never gotten over it). 

Given South Carolina, Ed might well have been 
lynched himself “back in the day.” I think he could have 
preached (screeched?) his way out of it.

He excoriates what Catholic Worker founder Dorothy 
Day called our “filthy, rotten system,” from which all our ills 
spring.

Some high points in the book: 
Ed’s analysis: “The earth is dying. History is weeping, 

dropping sewage from her rear ducts. If we do not want war, 
at least we want a war economy: jobs, even work that kills, 
are among our most cherished values. Build bombs and land 
mines. Join the military if there is no work in your commu-
nity. Death and greed eat each other all day long like a wolf 
chewing off its frozen leg in a steel trap.”

Ed has a poetic (to me, somehow Southern) bent. 
Faulknerian no, Loring yes. And a sense of humor, blessed 
relief in such an acid-tongued book. E.g., “I am writing to 
you	as	one	sent	on	an	errand	from	the	howling	wilderness	
of White Male Supremacy” (a phrase much used in this vol-
ume). “I bring my testicles to this testimony. I bring my wits 
to this witness,” or “Stercoraceous matter happens. So does 
Grace.”

Such as: “The Dixiecrats inclined their ears to hear 
Emmett	Till	like	murmuring	or	whistling	in	the	twist	of	hon-
eysuckle and the climb of wisteria vines.”

Ed does not spare Black targets such as pit-bull-loving 
football player Michael Vick or Martin Luther King’s homo-
phobic daughter, Bernice King or such republikan politicians 
as Michael Steele and Condoleeza Rice. These are “negros” 
(read Black Americans or Afro Americans who want to work 
with massa “up at the big house”). They are quislings. As are 
many white folx.

He spends a goodly segment on the much “beloved” 
movie, “Gone with the Wind” and its author — mendacious 
products of white supremacy. Loring writes “Gone with the 
wind? Hardly. The wind continues to drive and cry over the 
land,	tearing	our	nation	apart,	hurling	debris	into	the	faces	of	
all	people	of	color,	gays	and	lesbians,	human	rights	activists,	
anti-death penalty workers, peace and justice activists, home-
less	boys	and	girls,	mentally	ill	men	and	women,	radical	dis-
ciples of Jesus, the Human one.” 

He discusses at length the selling out and betrayal of 
Dr King: “For the vast majority Martin Luther King Jr. is a 
gelding. In fact, this loud, majestic and courageous martyr has 
been blended into the Domination System. The dirty question 
confronting the Powers was and is: How do we market this 
man?”

Ed sees the Open Door Community as “working to stop 

this economic drift towards death for us all.”
Ed founded and managed the Open Door Community 

in Atlanta, a house much like the Catholic Worker houses 
— call it a Protestant Worker house — in that Ed studied and 
trained	as	a	minister,	but	prefers	not	to	be	denominationally	
categorized.

He writes: “The Open Door is a community of solidar-
ity with the disinherited. We are also a community of resis-
tance to the wealth and domination of the Conformed Church 
and the American empire.”

I	am	reminded	of	another	wonderful	work,	The Long 
Loneliness in Baltimore, about the Catholic Worker Viva 
house on Mount Street in the west-side Baltimore ghetto, that 
serves meals to and houses the homeless. It is written by the 
founders, Brendan Walsh and Willa Bickam, and illustrated 

by Willa. Both books should be required reading in schools at 
all levels.

One passage rather sums up Ed’s flaming spirit: (p. 81) 
“Once upon a time in the hard summer of 1964 I sat at the 
breakfast table in a small South Carolina town. White Male 
Supremacy was as thick as Black blood, vermillion, into the 
sandy soil of the S.C. low country. I sat at the Unwelcome 
Table with my former wife, my in-laws, my aunt and uncle, 
and my mother and father: South Carolinians all. The frail 
Black woman domestic was padding in from the kitchen 
with another pan of biscuits that proverbially “melted in our 
mouths.” My uncle talking of the events that summer in Mis-
sissippi, used the epithet, ‘n  gger.’ I yelled ‘No!’ at the top of 
my voice. Mamie dropped the biscuits and ran back to the 
kitchen. My uncle started to hit me in the face and then held 
back. Breakfast was over.

No Kidding!

The Cry of the Poor
Cracking White Male Supremacy —
An Incendiary and Militant Proposal

By Eduard Loring 
We have published a second printing of The Cry of the Poor (2010). 
We distributed 10,000 copies from the first printing.

If you would like to have a copy, please contact:
David Payne 
404-290-2047 
davidpayne@opendoorcommunity.org 
Open Door Community 
PO Box 10980 
Baltimore, MD 21234
A donation would be helpful, but not necessary. Thank you.

“Yes, so much was over for me at that breakfast. A shat-
tering of our beloved table had occurred. My aunt and uncle 
left immediately without speaking to me. My parents were 
shamed. I had taken a decisive step toward reducing the dis-
tance; I pray that I will take another step today.” Which brings 
to my mind Jesus’ statement about bring a sword of division.

I	dare	say	this	book	will	not	be	a	best	seller	like	other	
paperback bilge you pass in the airports. It might be a tough 
read for whites.

Ed’s “militant proposal”? It’s in the book’s last 
paragraph:

“Phil Berrigan said, the poor tell us who we are. The 
prophets tell us who we could be. So we hide the poor and kill 
the prophets. 

Let us go to the streets. Let us go into the valley toward 
the mountaintop. Let White Male Supremacy be gone with 
the wind as we listen to and act on the cry of the poor.”

Since moving to Baltimore Ed has continued his soup 
kitchen	work,	serving	breakfasts	at	a	subway	stop	—	the	Wel-
come	Table,	and	publishing	this	newspaper,	Hospitality.  W

David Eberhardt was born March 26, 1941. As a peace 
protester, he was incarcerated at Lewisburg Federal Prison 
in 1970 for 21 months for pouring blood on draft files with 
Father Philip Berrigan and two others to protest the Vietnam 
War. He is retired after 33 years of work in the criminal injus-
tice system as a Director of Offender Aid and Restoration 
at the Baltimore City Jail. He has published three books of 
poetry: The Tree Calendar; Blue Running Lights; and Poems 
from the Website, Poetry in Baltimore. He has completed a 
peace movement memoir, For All the Saints: A Protest Primer 
influenced by Dillard, Thoreau, Nabokov, Mailer, Agee, 
Thomas, Lecky, Capote and Cousteau — available from ama-
zon. (Mozela9@comcast.net and on Facebook)

I dare say this book will not be a best seller like other paperback bilge 
you pass in the airports. It might be a tough read for whites.

HOSPITALITY
A $10 donation covers a one-year 

subscription to Hospitality for a prisoner, 
a friend or yourself. To give the gift of 

Hospitality, please fill out, clip and send 
this form to:

	

Open Door Community 
PO Box 10980

Baltimore, MD 21234
___Please add me (or my friend) to the 
Hospitality mailing list.
___Please accept my tax deductible donation 
to the Open Door Community.

name__________________________

address_________________________ 

_______________________________

_______________________________

email___________________________

phone__________________________

give the gift of
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By Joyce Hollyday

In honor of his 75th	birthday,	I	was	inscribing	to	my	
friend Randy a copy of a book that I co-authored. I wanted to 
thank him for inspiring me to “greater commitment, deeper 
compassion, and…” — well, something about courage. 
Having already used “greater” and “deeper,” my mind was 
momentarily absent of adjectives. After a little thought, I 
settled on “stronger.”

I	don’t	write	in	longhand	much	these	days,	and	as	I’m	
only a decade younger than Randy, my handwriting has 
become less legible with age. “Stronger” came out looking 
like “stranger.” I laughed. Randy has indeed inspired me to 
stranger	courage	—	and	I	think	the	world	could	use	a	lot	more	
of it. 

I met Randy Kehler; his partner, Betsy Corner; and their 
daughter, Lillian, in January 1990 in their almost-century-old 
clapboard	home	tucked	in	the	mountains	of	western	Mas-
sachusetts	—	a	home	they	were	in	danger	of	being	evicted	
from at any moment. When word finally came almost two 
years later that federal marshals were on their way, Betsy left 
with 12-year-old Lillian. Randy stayed and, trying to calm 
his racing heart, sat down at the piano. He was hauled away 
in handcuffs — but only after finishing Bach/Gounod’s “Ave 
Maria” while the marshals waited. 

Betsy was arrested later that morning at a neighbor’s 
house. Honoring a promise to Lillian, who understandably 
did not want both her parents to go to jail, Betsy agreed to a 
court order not to return to their home. When Randy would 
not, he was found guilty of contempt and spent 10 weeks in 
jail. He had already served 22 months, two decades before, 
for refusing to fight in the Vietnam War. In August 1969, as he 
was	preparing	to	submit	to	his	sentence,	he	spoke	at	a	meeting	
of War Resisters International. In attendance was Daniel Ells-

berg, who cites Randy’s speech as inspiration for his decision 
to release the Pentagon Papers, the top-secret government 
report that exposed damning evidence about U.S. involve-
ment in Vietnam.

Since 1977, the first year of their marriage, Betsy and 
Randy have refused to pay for war. They don’t evade taxes. 
They	calculate	what	the	government	says	they	owe	each	
April and send that amount to peace-making and humanitar-
ian causes they can support: organizations addressing hunger, 
providing	affordable	housing,	supporting	veterans	and	victims	

of	war,	and	in	other	ways	making	the	world	a	safer,	better	
place. 

In the eyes of the world, it’s a strange (many would say 
misguided, irresponsible, ineffective and/or naïve) witness. 
But they’re in good company, both currently and historically, 
especially in Massachusetts. As Betsy has said to those who 
take offense that they’re breaking the law, “This country was 
founded by breaking the law.” The 1773 Boston Tea Party, 
which	helped	to	launch	our	nation’s	revolution,	was	an	act	of	
tax resistance against tyranny. Eighty years later, Henry David 
Thoreau, an outspoken opponent of the Mexican-American 
War,	spent	a	night	in	jail	for	refusing	to	pay	a	poll	tax	that	sup-
ported it. As he wrote in “Civil Disobedience,” his influential 
1849 essay (both Gandhi and Martin Luther King claimed 
inspiration from it): “The only obligation which I have a right 
to assume is to do at any time what I think right.”

In their statement after the IRS seizure of their home, 
Betsy and Randy pointed out that the United States, which 
persists	in	increasing	its	already	massive	store	of	nuclear	
bombs	capable	of	obliterating	the	planet,	and	arming	much	of	
the	world,	is	a	signatory	to	international	treaties	prohibiting	the	
manufacture	of	genocidal	weapons	and	forbidding	the	use	of	
force to overthrow other governments. “Who is the real law-
breaker,” they ask, “we who refuse to pay for these criminal 
activities, or the U.S. government and their tax collectors, who 
carry them out?”

Stranger Courage
Since I met them almost 30 years ago when I was 

covering	their	story	for	Sojourners magazine, I have admired 
Randy and Betsy’s courage and unwavering stand of con-
science. Those of us who practice war-tax resistance as part 
of	our	refusal	to	be	collaborators	in	our	nation’s	unbridled	
violence are accustomed to threatening letters from the IRS, 
to	liens	being	placed	on	bank	accounts	or	wages	being	gar-
nished. My partner, Bill Ramsey, is among a handful of resist-
ers who, like Randy, have served time in jail. But sacrificing a 
home seems like an especially high price to pay. 

When Betsy, Randy and Lillian were put out of theirs, 
Bill joined people from around the country who came in 
trained affinity groups for a week at a time to keep vigil in 
their home after it was seized and in their yard after it was 
sold. Though Randy and Betsy owned the house, it sits on 
land owned by the Valley Community Land Trust. The non-
violent occupation lasted more than 18 months, the longest 
war-tax protest in U.S. history. 

Last November, many of those same people gathered 
again in western Massachusetts to commemorate the 25th	
anniversary of the end of the campaign. Bill was on a panel 
that	addressed	its	impact	and	its	lessons	for	our	current	
moment. In a particularly poignant highlight, Randy sat down 
at the piano and played again the “Ave Maria.”

By February, Bill and I were making an offer on a house 
close to Randy and Betsy and a circle of other dear, longtime 
friends, just over the border in southern Vermont. We moved 
in mid-May. Living now amid these northern mountains, I 
hear the words of Thoreau still reverberating. He spoke of 
government as a large machine, declaring “if it is of such 
a nature that it requires you to be the agent of injustice to 
another, then, I say break the law. Let your life be a counter-
friction to stop the machine.”

The machine continues to churn away, mercilessly. I 
have seen the personal horrors of our militarism in Nicaragua, 
Cuba, Palestine, South Africa, Thailand and at our own south-
ern border. I have lived among those targeted or neglected 
by our priorities: undocumented immigrants, economically 
marginalized minorities, homeless persons, hungry children. 
As profit is increasingly the bottom line of our culture — and 
billions upon billions of dollars are channeled into war-mak-
ing	and	its	preparations	—	our	infrastructure	crumbles,	our	
schools	and	hospitals	lack	necessary	resources,	our	prisons	
are big business. And the voracious machine grinds up more 
and more victims — including the very Earth itself.

The times seem to beg for more creative resistance. 
Calling us all to the task of counter-friction. Inviting us to col-
lectively	embrace	a	greater,	deeper,	stranger courage.  W	

	
Joyce Hollyday, a writer and pastor living in Vermont, has 
been a friend of the Open Door for four decades. Her blog 
can be found at www.joycehollyday.com.

Since I met them almost 30 years ago when I was covering their story 
for Sojourners magazine, I have admired Randy and Betsy’s courage 

and unwavering stand of conscience. 

Suzanne Hale

ODC/Baltimore in NYC 
On July 7, Murphy Davis and Eduard Loring’s 
goddaughter, Tabatha Holley, from Dawson, Georgia, was 
installed as Senior Pastor of New Day Church in Bronx, 
New York. Left:	Murphy	and	Eduard	joined	Tabatha’s	
father, Rev. Ezekiel Holley (center) and Aaron Brown 
(left), a student at Union Theological Seminary and leader 
in New Day Church, in prayer during the service. Right:	
Tabatha was presented with the Open Door’s Convict 
Christ. Our beloved Black Jesus was crafted by a prisoner 
at the Louisiana State Penitentiary in Angola. It hung in 
our community dining room for many years.



paper office and placing a bounty on her head. She left 
the South, returning many years later because she was 
being true to her calling to live with courage.

I left Arkansas in 1964 vowing to never return. It 
was	not	that	anyone	was	threatening	me,	I	was	simply	
sick and tired of racism, segregation and the spirit-kill-
ing poverty that surrounded me. I wanted to be free, 
so off to California I went. But my soul needed to be 
in the South so I could do the healing work that I had 
to do to become the witness that God needs me to be 
in the world. So I came back, too, in many ways just 
as	Wells	had	done,	in	response	to	a	call	that	was	some-
where beyond my head but deeply rooted in my heart. 
It	is	a	funny	thing	how	the	desire	to	obey	the	call	of	
the Spirit leads one to the best places for the necessary 
healing work to be done. 

While I am in no way attempting to be Ida B. Wells, I 
feel	very	present	to	her	and	was	moved	to	put	her	picture	on	
my bedroom wall and the wall of my office at the Center for 
Racial Healing. I know that she was very present to me when 
I began to work on remembering the lynched in Georgia three 
years ago and that she continues to urge me to find other ways 
to enlarge that remembrance work throughout the country. 

Now that I have had this opportunity to co-author Pas-
sionate Justice with Nibs Stroupe, a book that her grandson, 
Dr. Troy Duster, says is a novel treatment of his grandmother’s 
legacy,	I	have	an	even	greater	sense	of	being	a	part	of	some-
thing	bigger	than	I	had	imagined	in	regards	to	being	connected	
to her. She deserves to be heard by all and to continue to 
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Mallah Corbett

Race as Demonic Possession: an excerpt from Passionate for Justice: Ida B. Wells as Prophet for Our Time		continued from page 1

and theological power. I was so captured by this system that I 
could not imagine that African-Americans were human beings 
like me. Segregation was viable not only because of naked 
political	and	military	power	—	it	was	viable	also	because	the	
hearts	and	imaginations	of	most	white	people	had	learned	and	
had come to believe that it was God’s will. Woven through 
this	and	undergirding	it	was	the	idea	that	the	only	work	of	the	
white Christ was to get me into heaven when I died. I went to 
a white, segregated, Presbyterian church every Sunday, and 
I never heard about or even dreamed about the black Jesus, 
a Jesus who might be interested in this world, a Jesus who 
might be asking me to engage the God of the Jewish prophetic 
tradition, a Jesus for whom the domination of the American 
system	of	slavery	and	the	idea	of	whiteness	itself	was	an	
abomination. 

It	is	essential	that	I	make	clear	here	what	is	often	misun-
derstood	when	we	Americans,	especially	those	of	us	who	are	
classified as “white,” talk about race relations or even racial 
justice. I was taught the racism that undergirds whiteness 
not	by	mean	and	devious	people,	although	there	seemed	to	
be plenty of them immersed in this system. I was taught this 
system	by	good	white	people,	people	who	supported	me	and	
loved	me,	people	who	taught	me	and	indeed	embodied	to	me	
the love of God, even if that God was white. This fact does not 
deny	or	negate	the	evil	of	the	system	of	race,	but	it	does	point	
to the complications of efforts to eradicate it. The bad news is 
that this system of the white Christ is deeply imbedded in all 
of	our	consciousness,	and	it	will	take	much	work	and	grace	
to begin to move out of its captivity. It is not just a matter of 
the will — it involves the imagination also. The good news 
is that the God we know in the black Jesus is not confined to 

our systems, and God’s love and power is calling us all out of 
captivity into liberation. 

I grew up in Helena, Arkansas, a farming town on the 
Mississippi River, a town much more like the Mississippi 
Delta than the other parts of Arkansas, a town not far from 
where Catherine grew up. As I indicated earlier, I cannot 
remember a time when I did not know race. My grandfather’s 
grandfather owned people. I do not know if he saw them 
as people, but I do know that he saw them as slaves. I have 
heard	family	stories	of	the	people	held	as	slaves	taking	the	
family	horses	down	to	the	bottom	lands	to	hide	them	from	the	
Yankee soldiers coming through my family’s home county of 
Marshall County, Mississippi. As far as I can tell, my familial 
ancestors were decent people. They were not the stereotypes 
of racists, lynching black people or terrorizing the countryside 
in white sheets at night. They loved the earth; they loved one 
another; they offered hospitality to white strangers; and they 
had a good sense of humor.  

And they were racists. As far as I know, they were not 
night riders, but they supported that system and benefitted 
from it. As I write this, it sounds harsh. It is difficult for me to 
write, even at this moment. It is difficult because I have been 
taught,	and	I	have	believed	that	personal	virtues	were	different	
from public virtues. My grandfather, my mother’s father, with 
his	great	belly	laugh	and	overly	generous	heart,	my	grand-
father	who	cuddled	me	and	told	me	that	I	was	his	favorite	
— my grandfather was a racist. It is difficult that such a loving 
and kind man was a racist, and yet, it is true.

It	is	this	juxtaposition	of	being	a	decent	individual	and	
yet	participating	and	supporting	evils	like	racism	that	is	impor-
tant to keep before us. If we lose sight of this juxtaposition or 

work,	money	and	with	men	who	were	unable	to	see	her	true	
personhood. Her stories brought back many of the same 
memories	that	I	had,	especially	around	not	having	enough	
money and the difficulty in finding men who were able to 
abide my strength, passion for life, justice-seeking efforts and 
unwillingness to search for shortcuts to finding meaning in 
being on the earth. 

Wells	lamented	a	great	deal	about	the	disingenuousness	
of	the	young	men	whom	she	found	attractive	or	who	were	
attracted to her. My experience had been similar in college 
and	it	led	me	to	conclude	that	the	better	path	was	to	focus	
upon finding my path to wellness and wholeness without the 
company of the young men. She made a similar decision and 
got	married	much	later	than	was	usual	for	women	in	that	era,	
as did I. She understood that she had a purpose to fulfil on the 
earth and that it was important to keep it in focus. I was not 

very	clear	until	my	late	twenties	that	I	had	something	to	do	on	
the earth. Though I was aware of searching for wellness in a 
very	intentional	way,	the	sense	of	mission	was	not	as	clear	to	
me when I was in college as it became later.

Wells was forced to leave the South as she began her 
anti-lynching work. She understood that the white man’s 
motivation	for	lynching	was	racism,	with	the	intention	to	
terrorize African Americans, even though the perpetrators 
lied	continuously	by	claiming	that	African	American	men	
in	particular	and	sometimes	women	and	children	had	com-
mitted all kinds of heinous acts deserving of lynching. But it 
was racism that undergirded lynching. Wells’ naming of that 
caused	white	racists	to	retaliate	by	burning	down	her	news-

deny	it,	we	miss	one	of	the	central	dynamics	of	the	system	
of race. Often we deny that racism exists in white people by 
believing	that	the	only	racists	are	the	brutish	louts	who	seem	
to enjoy stomping and crushing people. It is deeper and much 
more	complex	than	that	—	it	is	personal	and	individual	and	
cultural and structural and institutional. I know this because 
I have it in my DNA, in my family history, and in my own 
consciousness. I was taught, and I came to believe, that non-
white people, especially those classified as “black,” were not 
human beings like me. To call a black person “N-word” was 
not a pejorative usage. From my point of view, it was almost 
a scientific term, a natural name like “dog” or “cat” or “cow.” 
It was simply who black people were. Yet, as a white South-
erner growing up in the 1950’s and early 60’s, I was ever 
aware of the foreboding presence of black people. There was 
something mysterious and forbidden about them. There was 
the “exotic” sense of the other, of course, but there was some-
thing deeper and incongruous. There was the knowledge, not 
brought	to	consciousness	but	rather	deep	in	my	soul,	of	the	
troubling presence of darker-skinned people, troubling not 
because	of	who	they	were,	but	troubling	because	of	who	I	
was.  W

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open Door, retired 
pastor and author of Deeper Waters: Sermons for a New 
Vision. He and Catherine Meeks are authors of Passionate 
Justice, a book about the life and witness	of Ida B. Wells for 
our time, published in September.	He writes a weekly blog at 
www.nibsnotes.blogspot.com. (nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)

inform	us	all	as	we	work	to	be	resistors	to	the	evil	of	oppres-
sion. She is a stunning inspirer and model for resistance.  W	

Catherine Meeks is the Founding Executive Director of the 
Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Healing, and 
the retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished Professor of 
Socio-cultural Studies and Sociology from Wesleyan Col-
lege. 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 and 
Nibs Stroupe are authors of Passionate Justice, a book about 
the life and witness of Ida B. Wells for our time. 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)

My Journey with Ida B. Wells  continued from page 1

Catherine Meeks and Nibs Stroupe with their new book.

She deserves to be heard by all and to continue to inform us all  
as we work to be resistors to the evil of oppression. 
She is a stunning inspirer and model for resistance. 
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Shining the Light of Truth on the Reality of Racial Terror  continued from page 3

lynched for having a grocery store in Memphis that was “too 
successful” and she “shone the light of truth on the evil” and 
never stopped. Her printing press was burned to the ground 
and she never returned to Memphis. She was threatened with 
death through all the years. But instead of stepping back, she 
added	to	her	work	by	agitating	for	women’s	suffrage	and	to	
help folks arriving in Chicago with the Great Migration. And 
she	never	stopped	writing,	teaching	and	publicly	opposing	the	
terrors of lynching.

This is where my life intersected with Wells. I began in 
the late 1970s to work full-time in Georgia against the death 
penalty, which has often been called the evil step-child of 
lynching. I met this formidable sister and have always found 
her	the	best	teacher	of	all	about	lynching	and	the	legal	lynch-
ings of the court-imposed death penalty. Much of the white 
supremacy	I	had	unknowingly	absorbed	was	dismantled	
by	hours	and	weeks	of	sitting	and	listening	on	death	row,	in	
trials	and	appeals,	reading	transcripts	and	coming	to	know	
some Georgia District Attorneys and learning how many lies, 
deceptions,	hidden	evidence,	suppressed	facts	and	evidence	
are tied up in the death penalty process. The system is much 
more about politics than about crime. Prosecutors are, in 
general, more interested in political results than Truth. And 
they do not appreciate people who try to explain this to others. 
There is danger in “shining the light of truth” on such matters 
— the same danger that stalked Wells in the late 1800s and 
early 1900s. It endangers the lives of journalists all over the 
world today. More than 100 Mexican journalists and media 

workers have been murdered in Mexico since 2000 alone. 
Some high-ranking American officials would like to execute 
Julian Assange, and more American whistle blowers than we 
know are in Federal prison.

Catherine Meeks and Nibs Stroupe have done an excel-
lent	job	of	giving	us	the	gift	of	their	conversation	about	Ida	
B. Wells and her role in their lives. Such a good job that I 
inserted	myself	into	that	conversation	without	even	starting	
out with that intention. For that reason and many others, I 
would say that this is a “successful book” that tries to do a 
very difficult thing. It tries to introduce those who have not 
known her to the heroic and incomparable Ida B. Wells. It 
reveals how Catherine Meeks and Nibs Stroupe found their 
way into the justice journey and found Ida B. Wells a valuable 
role model and mentor. And then it invites each of us as read-
ers	to	be	part	of	this	deep	and	respectful	conversation	about	
race and finding our	own	place	in	the	journey	toward	justice	
and the Beloved Community. Read the book. Come on in 
— it’s a life-giving journey and you’ll find more than enough 
companions.  W	

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

Between the World and Me
poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

The sun died in the sky; a night wind muttered in the  
 grass and fumbled the leaves in the trees; the woods  
 poured forth the hungry yelping of hounds; the  
 darkness screamed with thirsty voices; and the witnesses rose and lived:  
The dry bones stirred, rattled, lifted, melting themselves  
 into my bones.  
The grey ashes formed flesh firm and black, entering into  
 my flesh.
 
The gin-flask passed from mouth to mouth, cigars and  
     cigarettes glowed, the whore smeared lipstick red  
     upon her lips,  
And a thousand faces swirled around me, clamoring that  
     my life be burned....

And then they had me, stripped me, battering my teeth  
     into my throat till I swallowed my own blood.  
My voice was drowned in the roar of their voices, and my  
     black wet body slipped and rolled in their hands as  
     they bound me to the sapling.  
And my skin clung to the bubbling hot tar, falling from  
     me in limp patches.  
And the down and quills of the white feathers sank into  
     my raw flesh, and I moaned in my agony.  
Then my blood was cooled mercifully, cooled by a  
     baptism of gasoline.  
And in a blaze of red I leaped to the sky as pain rose like water, boiling my limbs  
Panting, begging I clutched childlike, clutched to the hot  
     sides of death.  
Now I am dry bones and my face a stony skull staring in  
     yellow surprise at the sun....  
  
          — Richard Wright

And one morning while in the woods I stumbled  
 suddenly upon the thing,  
Stumbled upon it in a grassy clearing guarded by scaly  
 oaks and elms  
And the sooty details of the scene rose, thrusting  
 themselves between the world and me....
 
There was a design of white bones slumbering forgottenly  
 upon a cushion of ashes.  
There was a charred stump of a sapling pointing a blunt  
 finger accusingly at the sky.  
There were torn tree limbs, tiny veins of burnt leaves, and  
 a scorched coil of greasy hemp;  
A vacant shoe, an empty tie, a ripped shirt, a lonely hat,  
 and a pair of trousers stiff with black blood.  
And upon the trampled grass were buttons, dead matches,  
 butt-ends of cigars and cigarettes, peanut shells, a  
 drained gin-flask, and a whore’s lipstick;  
Scattered traces of tar, restless arrays of feathers, and the  
 lingering smell of gasoline.  
And through the morning air the sun poured yellow  
 surprise into the eye sockets of the stony skull....

And while I stood my mind was frozen within cold pity  
 for the life that was gone.  
The ground gripped my feet and my heart was circled by  
 icy walls of fear--  

Publishers Weekly Review
Passionate for Justice 
Ida B. Wells as Prophet for Our Time
 

Catherine Meeks and Nibs Stroupe 
Church, $18.95 trade paper (160p) 
ISBN 978-1-64065-160-9
In this hard-hitting yet heartfelt analysis, historians Meeks 
(Standing on Their Shoulders) and Stroupe (While We Run 
This Race) use Gilded Age reformer Ida B. Wells (1862–1931) 
as a touchstone for a discussion of 21st-century racism. In 
the book’s opening section the authors briefly rehash Wells’s 
life; she worked as a journalist, was a tireless advocate for both 
black and woman’s rights, and helped found the NAACP in 
1909. Meeks and Stroupe argue Wells’s life spans a pivotal 
intersection of racial and gender oppression within American 
history — which launches their examination of present-day 
white supremacy. While the biography section is idealized 
and rushed, the subsequent analysis is deeply moving. Meeks, 
a black woman, and Stroupe, a white man, tell their stories 
of dealing with racism. Meeks, in a dialogue with Stroupe, 
effectively points out the limitations in white versions of 
events, convincingly making the point that white Americans 
have largely failed to acknowledge the black experience of 
continuing oppression. Stroupe agrees and believes that all 
white Americans are born into a culture steeped in systemic, 
unconscious racism. The fix, Stroupe posits, is to recognize 
such racism, repent, partake in social justice causes, fight 
for reparations, and work toward reconciliation. In simple 
language, Meeks and Stroupe present a cogent, persuasive 
blueprint for achieving racial justice and equality in America.
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Grace and Peaces of Mail

Open Door Community Needs:
 Granola bars
 Stamps to write prisoners.
 Prisoner support and prisoner family support. That is money.
And now — “winter is ‘acomin’” (E. Pound):
 Gloves, especially Extra Large.
 Socks. Thank you, Charlie King, for the gloves and winter socks!
 Scarves — we have had a number of requests from women on the street. 
 2% milk. A gallon for coffee, small containers for children.
 We always need financial support. Without you, the Open Door Community would not exist. 
 

If you’d like to help,
Murphy, David, Ed, Simon, Erica and Tyrone thank you all. 

Ed,	I	am	so	thrilled	about	the	healing	of	Murphy’s	
surgical wound. And also thrilled about her book being 
almost ready.

I	had	another	thrill	yesterday	when	I	went	to	the	
Haywood Street Church for worship. I go every other 
Wednesday	in	order	to	receive	strength	from	homeless	folk	
there ... and who should come in and sit down right in front of 
me but Phil Leonard! It was his first time there, and he said he 
would be coming back. It was wonderful to see him and he 
doesn’t look a day older than he did at 910. I had seen him at 
Warren	Wilson,	but	he	has	retired	from	that	job	and	is	helping	
with two things here in Asheville.

Thank	you,	thank	you,	thank	you	for	keeping	me	posted	
on your email list. I love you all so much and I pray for you 
every night. Your and Murphy’s picture is right here, and the 
910 pictures that the woman drew of the pots in the kitchen 
and the outside of 910 are in my kitchen, and Leo’s art is 
in my living room, and Sojourner Truth is on my bedroom 
door (My first night at 910 was spent in the basement in the 
Sojourner Truth room.) and Fannie Lou Hamer is on the 
door of my guest bedroom. You all are with me always and 
forever.

Betty Jane Crandall
Asheville, North Carolina

Editor’s note: If you are interested in receiving Ed Loring’s 
updates, please send your email address to edloring@
opendoorcommunity.org. Thank you.

Very sad to have the Hardwick trip end ... and I can only 
imagine the sadness and difficulty of letting go. For so many 
years that trip was a lifeline for all who participated. “Visit the 
prisoner!” Jesus was certainly there in those visited and those 
family	members	bound	in	their	own	ways,	but	the	trip	gave	a	
taste of the banquet table, real food and real family gatherings. 
I	cherish	the	times	I	went,	which	was	not	many,	but	enough	to	
catch the Spirit of the trip.

Pete Gathje
Memphis,	Tennessee

Ed,	
Where is The Body of Christ? Obviously not in the 

cages at the Border.
God Help America 
Because our churches won’t.

Max Holder
Roswell, Georgia

Dear Murphy,
My	Hospitality arrived today. Thank you for your 

article, “To be a mother…” [July 2019]. It is beautiful and 
challenging.

Mary Sinclair
   Atlanta Georgia

Hi, my name is Kenneth I am a friend of the Open Door 
Community. I am in Macon State Prison in Georgia. I would 
like	your	book,	The Cry of the Poor, if I may? Brother, I have 
no money! I was especially interested in the article “South of 
the South” [Hospitality, June 2019]. I thank you all very much 
for all the History. I am a Black Muslim in prison with 3 years 
to go. You have helped me so much with your love for us All. 
Thank you Open Door, you are a friend and I love all of you.

Kenneth
Oglethorpe, Georgia

Dearest Mr. Eduard Loring,
I’m	writing	in	regards	to	receiving	a	copy	of	your	most	

recent	book,	The Cry of the Poor. As well as being included 
upon	the	Hospitality mailing list. 

Thank	you,	Thank	you,	Thank	you!!!
I would like to commend you and express my gratitude. 

I truly think you are a Special Individual. Your thoughts, your 
works speak in volumes. You are inspiring, enlightening, and 
very encouraging. I enjoyed the book and I shall pass it along 
to share with others.

Before I close, I share, you Sir, are included in my 
prayers!! Do keep, keeping on “Reducing the distance”!!!

Thanks	Again,
Marion	
Coffee Correctional Institute
Nicholls, Georgia

My name is Jesus. I would like to start this letter off by 
saying God is good. I would like to tell you about myself. I 
was born in Texas, in a small town. I was raised to commit 
crime. All my life I was in the streets. By the age of 12, I was 
human trafficking to weapons going in and out of Mexico 
and other states. I could say that the devil had a hold of me. I 
have done horrific crimes that I am terribly ashamed of. But 
I can admit to. My family landed in Mississippi. I was very 
young when I came to prison. The prison that I was in was 
a plantation. The prison was a modern plantation, working 
us like slaves in the fields. Then I joined an organization 
and became a top leader of a gang. I gave all that lifestyle 
up when I found God and I got saved. I’m in the process 
of changing my ways and reading the Bible. My daughter 
and family helped me find God. I have a Bible, but I didn’t 
understand it good. So I’m asking y’all to send me a study 
Bible where I can understand much better. I have a purpose in 
life, now that I found God. If y’all can push me on my way, I 
can go from there. I don’t know if this is a church but I would 
like to join one if I can.

Thank	y’all	for	reading	my	letter	and	answering	me	
back.

God bless all.
Sincerely,

Jesus 
Pearl, Mississippi

“If you asked me what I came into this world to do I 
will tell you, ‘I CAME TO LIVE OUT LOUD.’”
 Emile Zola. Sent by faithful Open Door 
Community friend Rev. James E. Ray, Poland, Ohio.

Double Tasking
According to police, Shatika Lawson said she had 
been distracted on the phone talking with her 
mother while she placed the boy in the scalding 
bathtub of the couple’s home in the 1800 block of 
N. Spring St. in East Baltimore.
Baltimore Sun, August 7, 2019

Those of us who are lucky enough to be living 
somewhere in the world where there is enough 
food to eat, water to drink, and security for us and 
our loved ones, are living in a bubble.

This week, I am thoughtful about worship 
experiences from my childhood. After all, church 
was more than a worship experience; it was a time 
of storytelling and remembrance. I learned about 
the legacy of slavery, sharecropping and the Jim 
Crow era in church by what church members 
would call “testimony service.” As an adult, I think 
about this sacred time as a ritual for Black church 
folks to reflect on the goodness of God even as 
their very lives were affected by the daily realities 
of structural racism and poverty.

Eduard Nuessner Loring is an Activist/Advocate/Ally at 
the Open Door Community in Baltimore.
(edloring@opendoorcommunity.org)

The Box

Available Now at Booksellers Everywhere!


