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By Nibs Stroupe

One of the truly surprising movements of the 19th cen-
tury was the abolitionist movement. The Constitution of the 
United States had enshrined slavery and stacked the electoral 
deck to favor Southern white slaveholders (a stacking that 
remains today in the Electoral College). Although Congress 
abolished the international slave trade in 1808, slavery 
itself remained legal and viable. In the middle of this ongo-
ing struggle between the idea of equality and the reality of 
slavery, folk rose up in opposition to slavery — a few at first, 
including William Lloyd Garrison, Frederick Douglass, Nat 
Turner, Angelina and Sarah Grimke, Sojourner Truth, David 
Walker and others. One of the other leaders of the abolition-
ist movement was Abigail Kelley, though her role has been 
largely forgotten (what else is new in the patriarchal annals of 
American history?)

For Women’s History Month, I want to revisit her story 
because it is testimony to Black Jesus calling her out to the 
margins and testimony to the necessary problem of “intersec-
tionality,” which we saw played out in the struggles over the 
recent Women’s March. Abigail was born in 1811 in Mas-
sachusetts to a Friends family and seemed to be destined to be 
a typical white woman of the 19th century. She was converted 
to an active anti-slavery life by Garrison and by the Grimke 
sisters. Almost immediately her skills at organizing, fundrais-
ing and public speaking became apparent to all. Kelley was 
committed to the abolition of slavery and to equal rights for 
women, and this intersectionality would cause her, and many 
others, problems for the rest of her life. Black Jesus, however, 
was calling her to both. She did not abandon domestic life; 
she cared for her parents, for her husband and for her chil-
dren, all the while working for justice and equity. Like Ida 
Wells many decades later, she would combine family life and 
activist life, and, like Wells, her life demonstrated that she 
could handle what Susan B. Anthony would later demean as 
“divided duty.”

Her father died in 1836, and it provoked a deep crisis 
in her: “Who am I? What shall I do now? How can I know 
God?” She was then 25 and unmarried, and she wondered if 
she should begin to look for a husband and settle into domes-
tic life. Black Jesus, however, sent missionaries to her to 
broaden her view of herself and of her life. After hearing Gar-
rison and the Grimke sisters speak, she decided that her future 
did not lie in female submission. She decided to answer 
Black Jesus’ call and throw herself into organizing women 
to oppose slavery. She helped organize the first national 
convention of women against slavery in 1837. The reaction 
from most males in the anti-slavery movement was ridicule 
and scorn — a woman’s place was in the home. Yet, Kelley’s 
talents were clear to those in the leadership of the movement. 

She became a lecturer on the payroll of the all-male Anti-
Slavery Society.

She went on the lecture circuit in the West and was an 
instant sensation. She was reviled because she was an advo-
cate for two causes at once: abolition of slavery and equal 
rights for women. Black Jesus had recognized her talents, and 
her growing influence caused riots in public when she spoke. 
Women were tried in church courts for associating with her. 
The anti-slavery movement was split in two over the intersec-
tionality of the abolition of slavery and equality of women. 
The great Frederick Douglass would criticize her for splitting 
the movement, although he later repented of this and attended 
the regional Seneca Falls Women’s Rights Convention in 
1848. 

Yet she persevered. She recruited powerful women’s 
rights advocates Susan B. Anthony and Lucy Stone. She trav-
eled all over the North, organizing and lecturing on abolition 
and on women’s rights. The Reverend Theodore Parker, a 
renowned abolitionist, wrote these words about her in 1855: 
“Here is a woman who has travelled all over the North, labor-
ing for [the slave and] woman’s cause. She bore the burden 
and heat of the day. She was an outcast from society. Other 
women hated her; men insulted her. Every vulgar editor threw 
a stone at her … but she never allowed her tears to blind her 
eyes or quench the light which was shedding its radiance 
down her steep and rugged path.” 1

Her journey did not end at the close of the Civil War. 
The Anti-Slavery Society decided to disband because they 
thought that slave power had been defeated, but Abby Kelley 

Abby Kelley Meets 
Black Jesus at the Crossroads

By Joyce Hollyday

A frigid Michigan wind buffeted the retreat center 
perched on a knoll surrounded by woods. Inside, a circle of 
women sat bathed in the warmth of sisterhood and a blazing 
fire as we shared a mid-January writing weekend we called 
“Heart and Hearth.” We were a wondrous assortment: young 
mothers and aging activists, a few singers and a dancer, 
members of a Detroit transgender community and a sage 
religious sister. We enjoyed stretches of solitude for writing, 
interspersed with spaces for sharing with one another what we 
had spilled onto paper. Throughout our time together, we were 
buoyed by quiet chants and embraced by the poetry of Mary 
Oliver. We had no idea that while we were reveling in her 
eloquence, she was taking her last breaths in Florida.  

The world lost a great soul when Mary Oliver died on 
January 17 at the age of 83. Her poetry has been my com-
panion through thick and thin for almost three decades. I’ve 
memorized many of her best lines, calling them up when 
needed for inspiration or comfort. Last summer I had an 
encounter that stirred me to remember one of my favorites. 

I was on my morning walk, crossing the neighbors’ 
pasture, which was blanketed in a sultry haze. My mind was 
preoccupied with an upcoming trip to the Arizona-Mexico 
border in response to the horrific wrenching of immigrant 
children from their parents there. I plodded along, marinating 
in outrage and barely noticing what was around me.

I felt a tiny prick above my right ankle and reached 
down reflexively to brush away a mosquito. This was some 
mosquito — huge and bright green, with a triangular face. 
When I tried to pry the odd creature away from my sock, it 
dug in the sharp spines on its forelegs and clung more fiercely. 
I was afraid it would leave behind a leg or two if I persisted, 
so I sat down in the grass and stared for a while at its curious 
face.

It was missing an antenna and an eye. Having a few 
visual challenges of my own, I imagined that this impairment 
would make survival difficult in an insect world that depends 
on keen eyesight and quick reflexes. In perhaps the worst case 
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Eduard Loring

As we enter 2019, I must reflect on 
2018 and prior years, because it is our past 
which has brought us to the present and will 
inform our future. Every deed we’ve done to 
every individual we’ve encountered has left 
a lasting impact on the persons we are. No 
matter how small or how large the act, nega-
tive or positive the interaction, impressions 
are formed. 

It is human nature to want to emulate 
someone or their exploits at some point 
in life. From wanting to efficiently shoot 
30-foot three-pointers with the ease of one 
like the Golden State Warriors’ Steph Curry 
to becoming America’s top billionaire like 
Amazon’s Jeff Bezos, people admire a suc-
cess story. We love winning, and what better 
way to live like them than to imitate.

During the course of my life I’ve paid 
this highest form of flattery to only four 
people, until now. My childhood idols were 
Earvin “Magic” Johnson, point guard for the 
Los Angeles Lakers; Ronnie Lott, safety for 
the San Francisco 49ers; Nathaniel Wash-
ington, my elementary school principal and 
Barbara “Ms. B” Kellman, my late, beloved 
mother. The first two I never met. They were 
my favorite players on my favorite sports 
teams. They gave me inspiration to be an ath-
lete. Mr. Washington was the only constant, 
positive male figure in my life as I grew up in 
the inner-city of Charleston, South Carolina. 
He showed interest in my academic devel-
opment when my own older male family 
members neglected to show a better alterna-
tive to the stereotypical “hood” lifestyle. He 
encouraged all his students to do well, but 
he especially understood the need for strong, 
dedicated Black men in our communities. 

My respect for all of them is tremen-
dous. However, my very first and most 
important of influencers has to be my won-
derful mother. She is who nurtured me, the 

one who potty-trained me, fed, clothed and 
saw me off to school faithfully. She taught 
me to read, write and ride a bicycle. She rose 
to the challenge of doing the one daunting 
thing many single mothers try to do for their 
sons: raising a Black man who respects 

himself and all women and family, and fears 
God. She never told me what I wanted to 
hear; she told me what I needed to hear. Our 
conversations were raw and uncut. Ms. B, 
as most referred to her, was my best friend, 
biggest supporter, advocate and confidante. 
She was all of those things and more to many 
people. Yet she was so much more to me 
because she was the driving force behind all 

that I did, and it was imperative that I made 
her proud. Since I didn’t have any daughters 
to dote on, she remained my angel.

Ms. B succumbed to pancreatic cancer 
in May 2011, the week of my 34th birthday, 
in my third year on death row at Georgia 
Diagnostic and Classification Prison. When I 
lost my angel, I thought I lost everything and 
everyone. She was the last linchpin for our 
family. I truly believed they would abandon 
me, and they did. Nevertheless, with the 
blessings of the Grand Architect, Ms. B sent 
me H.E.R (Heaven’s Earthly Reflection) in 
December 2011.

Dr. Catherine Meeks came into my life 
and we spent an entire year corresponding 
via snail mail before hazarding a face-to-face 
in January 2013. Just a few months ago, 
during our November visit, we had a good 
laugh reminiscing on how the lead attorney 
for my remand on sentencing wanted me to 
be “very careful” of Dr. Meeks’ intentions 
due to her status as a published author. It was 
funny, although serious at the time, because 
the high-profile nature of my case never once 
penetrated the tenor of our conversations. Dr. 
Meeks made it clear from the beginning she 
wasn’t interested in what I was convicted 

of. It wasn’t until November 2012 when the 
Georgia Supreme Court reversed the death 
sentence that she asked what their ruling 
meant for me in the overall scheme of things. 
Befriending me to make a quick buck never 
entered the equation. 

For this, I thank her. Lord knows I’ve 
met some very strange people with ulterior 
motives over the seven and a half years at 

Ode to Her: A letter from Clayton Ellington
GDCP. Dr. Meeks has made the Herculean 
effort, despite my urgings to her about getting 
some rest from her extensive travels, to visit 
me on the average of once a month.

After almost every visit, whether it was 
on death row, Hays State or here at Hancock, 
some staff member has said something 
about her being my mother. For the first few 
months I denied the relation, correcting their 
assumption. Then I reflected on her presence 
in my life: the sage advice she has provided, 
the calming influence when I am upset with 
the system, her guidance, sharing of experi-
ence, imparting knowledge, being welcomed 
by her family, and the candor with which 
we speak on a variety of topics ranging from 
politics to religion to television. Actually, she 
rarely watchs television. But when she does, 
it’s an interesting program worthy of her time 
and our discussion. 

Thanks to Dr. Meeks keeping me 
grounded and informed and helping me to 
stay mentally sharp, I have proven that I am 
able to exhibit and promote pro-social behav-
ior, which is essential to the success of the 
fledgling Evidence Based Program that I am 
helping to lead at Hancock.

In conclusion, I would like to express 

with all honesty and sincerity my thanks to 
the Open Door for giving me this platform 
to express my thoughts and to Dr. Catherine 
“Mom” Meeks for exemplifying and per-
sonifying Heaven’s Earthly Reflection in my 
life, which I know makes “Ms. B” happy and 
thankful, too.

Clay  W

Robert McGovern

Thanks to Dr. Meeks keeping me grounded  and informed 
and helping me to stay mentally sharp, 
I have proven that I am able to exhibit and promote pro-social behavior. 

Deacon Tyrone Cole, David Payne and Vincent Lee 
serve at the Welcome Table in January.
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By Eduard Loring

Some say the world will end in fire,
Some say in ice.
From what I’ve tasted of desire
I hold with those who favor fire.
But if it had to perish twice,
I think I know enough of hate
To say that for destruction ice
Is also great
And would suffice.
 — Robert Frost

Back Story: Happy Valley 
& Woodruff Park, aka Troy Davis Park
I have learned the wrath of the wind.
Chilled bones. Iced marrow. Bitten flesh. 
 Numb finger tips. Frigid feet.
Yet
 My Soul held fast: warm.
 My Heart was hot.
Thank you God of Fire who burns the wrath of the wind.
 — Ibo Lorinski

The Great Escape: 
Patterson School for Boys, 1955

In 1954, standing on the precipice of juvenile delin-
quency, peering into the abyss of joining the young outlaws 
who lived on the edges of the Myers Park neighborhood and 
would go to the creek at lunchtime and smoke and play with 
the girls, my mom and dad grabbed me and took me with a 
fried chicken picnic to Happy Valley, North Carolina. Patter-
son was an Episcopal school for mountain boys. A 1200-acre 
dairy farm with 40 head of milk cows. By the 1950s, the 
school was accepting boys with behavioral problems. Boys 
who needed to get out of their homes to find restructuring. 
The farm was a working farm and thus the tuition was low. 
Most of us were from lower-middle-class families. The better 
boys went to Christ School in the lovely city of Asheville.

 I was sexually abused the prior year by a young doctor 
whom I came to love. Not the Roman Altar Boy experience 
but enough similarities for those in the know to understand 
my desire to leap in a non-Kierkegaardian way into the group 
of young outlaws at Myers Park High School. I received a 
“social promotion” from the 8th grade. I hated myself.

Patterson was good for me. I am thankful to my parents 
for throwing me there, though my self-understanding as 
a modern man today reflects the trauma from being “sent 
away” from my home. (My wound is healing by the call to 
solidarity with the homeless and prisoner.)

During my second year at Patterson I was old enough 
to move to the 3rd floor and be one of the “big boys.” Jim 
Philson, California and I formed a little club called “The Fiery 
Three,” a youthful Trinity indeed. We wanted adventure and 
we wanted “freedom from” but had no idea about “freedom 
for.” So, like mice and men we made a plan, primordially 
relating to the homefulness of Lennie Small and George Mil-
ton of Steinbeck’s birthing. 

We decided to escape and go to my home in Charlotte, 
North Carolina. The year before, I had taken off one night 
with a local mountain kid to sneak to Charlotte. We left after 

“lights out” in the dorm. Drove the 
87 miles to Charlotte. There I made a 
10-cent phone call to Sandy Saunders 
from the Greyhound bus station and 
we drove back to Happy Valley. I was 
in my room before the breakfast bell.

I had a rep as an escape artist. 
Earlier in 1955 I had jogged 2 miles 
to the nearest pay phone, called my 
sweetheart, Sandra Hatton, told 
her sugar secrets, jogged back. Mr. 
Whipple had realized my bed was 
“stuffed.” He waited on me to return. 
I crept back into my room and got 
in the lower bunk. Shortly, Whipple, 

my Latin and English teacher and dorm supervisor on our 
floor, quietly crept on squeaky gum-soled shoes to my room. 
(His room was just three doors down from mine.) Arriving 
with his big flashlight, not shining, raised above his head, he 
placed his knee on my chest. Alfred Whipple from Vermont, 
old man, and institution at Patterson, began beating me on the 
top of the head, screaming in muffled tones, “You are a good 
boy. You are a good boy.” He practiced what he preached. My 
teacher did not turn me in. I got no lashes or demerits, though 
I knew the saw-mill belt well and “the stump” where one sat 
all alone but in view to “work” off demerits. 

We Fiery Three needed to prove ourselves to move to 
the big time. We would escape and be expelled. Late one 
afternoon, the laundry truck arrived with our clean clothes. 
After the underpaid worker had filled the truck with our dirty 
clothes, he went to the office for his money. While he was 
inside we climbed into the back of the truck, hiding under the 
dirty sheets and raiments of 60 adolescent boys. Four p.m. 
— off we rode into Lenoir, 75 miles from my mama and my 
loving pit bull, Jody. Stupid boys, we. We left with only pants 
and tee shirt on our backs. Harvest time — warm by day, 
cold by night. When the driver reached his stop, he opened 
the back door and out we sprang. Praising the God whom 
we worshipped every day in chapel, he was not pissed. He 
thought we were funny and let us go on our way!!! Can you 
believe it? How times have changed! As I write this in 2019, 
I can feel the rightward flow of fear in our lives here in the 
Home of the Brave.

We walked to Highway 321 and began to hitchhike 
to Charlotte. The hour was past suppertime when we began 
to bum a ride. The sky getting ready to host the stars. With 
three young thumbs sticking out, thirst and hunger gnawing 
in our throats and bellies, we began to get cold. And afraid. 
And colder. And hungrier. First ride was in a dump truck. 
Going down a mountain slope at 90 miles an hour, the driver 
laughed and taunted us in our cringed position, arms around 
each other. We waited an hour for the next ride, stuck inside 
of Hickory with adolescent blues again. We began to falter, to 
lose courage. But our backs were against the wall. We could 
not return to Patterson. We had been missed since supper and 
surely since study hall. We began to pray for rides and miss 
our mamas. By little and by little we got rides. Working-class 
folk in trucks or old cars. (Later, I learned how hitchhiking 
could give insights to class analysis. Later, I was to learn that 
the Good Samaritan parable was addressed to the poor and 

outsider — inferior people according to the educated Torah 
interpreters of the day.)  

 We, shaken, bone-bitten by the bitter cold around 
midnight, were let out in front of my home by an African 
American teenager who risked his life by riding around with 
three white boys in his car. We rang the doorbell. Jody went 
wild like pit bulls do. Mom comes to the door, shaking. With 
the mixture of joy seeing her only son and the confusion of 
us at the front door, it took her a minute to move out of the 
doorway. We trembled with cold.  

The Great Escape taught me to dress warmly when you 
are on a long journey in the dark of night.

The next morning, Mom called Captain Wiese, the 
rough-and-tumble headmaster, former boxer and lumberjack 
from the North Woods. He told mom not to bring us back. 
We were out of there. My mom at her best was as stubborn 
as the Bamberg mule who ate Queen Anne’s lace at our back 
fence when I was a little boy. (Mom was different when 
my dad was in town.) To hell with the Captain, she did not 
say. But that morning, Mary Alice Nuessner Loring acted. 
Mary’s (whose name means “rebellion”) home was stoned 
by the KKK when she was a little girl because her dad was an 
immigrant from Germany. Woodrow Wilson et al, the white 
supremacy leaders of our White Christ Nation, named Grand-
father a Kraut. She grew up a couple of neighborhoods over 
from the future home of Rev. Jesse Jackson. Mom loaded us 
into the car angry and, full of love, drove us back to Patterson 
School for Boys. There she demanded to meet with the fac-
ulty, staff and student body leaders. After two hours we were 
back in. Heroes were we among those whose misshaped lives 
had led them to this separate place for a separate peace. Mom 
left, but not before letting her anger flow toward me. I prom-
ised her I would never escape again. The next day, I received 
10 cruel lashes from Captain with the saw mill belt, about the 
number of lashes little slave boys received years earlier in this 
land. 

I was chilled for a long time afterwards.  W 

Next month: 
Woodruff Park: An Act of Love and Frozen Solidarity.

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

Preparation C: Happy Valley & Woodruff Park (Troy Davis Park)

Baltimore 
A Further Learning: Chilled to the Bone

With three young thumbs sticking out, thirst and hunger 
gnawing in our throats and bellies, we began to get cold. And afraid. 

Brian Kavanagh
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By Weldon D. Nisly

As Jesus came near and saw the city, he wept over it, saying, 
“If you had only recognized on this day the things that make 
for peace! But now they are hidden from your eyes.” 
 — Luke 19:41
 
I’m telling the solemn truth: Whenever you did [or failed to 
do] one of these things to someone overlooked or ignored, 
you did [or failed to do] it to me. 
 — Matthew 25:40, 45, The Message

“I can’t talk now. I’m too exhausted,” the Palestinian 
teacher told me wearily. He responded to my inquiry about 
another teacher injured by an Israeli soldier who assaulted 
him with a gun just before we arrived. “I am sorry,” I assured 
the teacher. “We can talk later.” 

It was another school morning. It was every morning. It 
was a morning no child or teacher should ever have to endure 
for even one school day. 

Several teachers were at an Israeli checkpoint, now 
locked down so no Palestinian could pass through. On the 
other side of the checkpoint Israeli soldiers held the Palestin-
ian school principal they had detained at the school a few 
blocks down the hill. 

The principal was arrested by Israeli soldiers as an act of 
retaliation against a few young boys they accused of throwing 
rocks at this checkpoint. The principal and teachers blocked 
the school yard entrance to prevent soldiers from entering to 
accost their students.  

Our Christian Peacemaker Team (CPT Palestine) wit-
nesses and documents the oppression of military occupation 
against school children and their teachers. Ours are the eyes 
that refuse to be averted under attack from many Israelis and 
Americans. We are the eyes of the world.

Witnessing such rampant violence by militarized men 
against young children is heart-rending. Yet we can never ex-
perience the trauma that Palestinian children experience daily. 
Every morning I see these Palestinian children and am keenly 
mindful of my four young grandchildren going to school half 
a world away in Seattle. I wonder if the world would look 
away if my grandchildren faced occupying militarized trauma 
every school day. 

Like other children, Palestinian children go to school 
to get an education. Like other children, Palestinian children 
carrying bookbags walk with their family or friends to school. 
Like other children, they engage in playful banter and flash 
friendly smiles. Like other children, they call out, “Sabah 
al-khair” (Good Morning in Arabic) to their friends and to us. 
Like other children…. 

Except here Palestinian school children are targeted and 
terrorized by an occupying military force. Rather than living 
a normal childhood, they are pawns of U.S.- supported Israeli 
occupation that presumes to normalize oppression of children 
trying to get an education.   

Beyond the façade of childhood normality is the surreal 
reality of education under occupation for Palestinian children. 
There is nothing normal about going to school in biblically 
historic Old City Hebron. It is arguably the most oppressively 
occupied place in the West Bank.

Yet it is hidden from our eyes. Eyes that don’t want to 
see. Eyes that see them as little terrorists. Palestinian children 
are hidden from the eyes of the world.

It is a daily ordeal for children who must pass through 
an imprisoning checkpoint, at the mercy of intimidating 
soldiers and gated security systems, to go to school. Locked 
turnstile gates cause frequent delays. Bag searches cause 

further intimidating delays.
Palestinian children are even more traumatized by hav-

ing to navigate sound bombs and tear gas thrown at them by 
soldiers patrolling the streets between the checkpoint and their 
school. One morning, 19 tear gas canisters and five sound 
bombs were launched toward children and their schools 
in the neighborhood. Down the street, a yellow school bus 
brought five-year-olds to their kindergarten school. The 
children climbed down the bus steps and into the school just 
as a cloud of tear gas hid the bus from sight. The bus driver 
frantically backed up the street to get out of the deadly tear 
gas cloud. A nearby soldier laughed at the spectacle.   

Another morning, several Israeli settlers hung around 
the entrance to the girls’ school, intimidating the Palestinian 
girls as they arrived. Farther up the hill, a group of Israeli 
settlers walked out of their way to pass by the kindergarten 

school as the children were leaving to return home.
An already traumatic school morning suddenly became 

yet more traumatized when three soldiers arrested two boys, 
10 and 12 years old, for throwing stones against the impos-
ing metal-roofed checkpoint that daily impedes their journey. 
The terrified boys were violently thrown to the ground, then 
carried inside the checkpoint and held for over an hour before 
being led away to the nearby Israeli occupation police station.

Israeli occupying forces confronted us for confronting 
them when they arrested the boys. They accused the boys of 
being rock-throwing terrorists. We responded, “If the check-
point wasn’t here and you weren’t here, children wouldn’t 
be throwing rocks, would they?” The obvious logic of our 
question was lost on these heavily armed soldiers threatened 
by small children.

The daily reality is that the head master and teach-
ers spend their morning on the street, shepherding children 
into school and keeping soldiers out. This exhausting effort 
disrupts their teaching responsibility and dominates every 
school day.

Going to school is a tense and traumatic experience for 
Palestinian children facing the constant threat of occupying 
Israeli soldiers and intimidating settlers. What do children 
learn when their education is constantly disrupted? What are 
the daily and long-term psychological effects of trauma on 
children continually subjected to imprisoning checkpoints, in-
timidating bag checks, terrifying sound bombs and terrorizing 
tear gas on the way to school? What do children learn when 
they see their teachers regularly threatened by soldiers trying 

Education Under Occupation 
No Justice No Peace No JustPeace

to enter their school? What do children learn about life when 
asymmetrical violence dominates their daily life?

This is not justice! It is not peace! It is not JustPeace! 
And it is not hidden from our eyes — if we open them and 
see everyday life for Palestinian children seeking an education 
under occupation.

 
In the face of suffering, one has no right to turn away, 
 not to see.  
In the face of injustice, one may not look the other way.  
When someone suffers, and it is not you, they come first.  
 — Elie Wiesel 

Breaking violence requires that people embrace a … funda-
mental truth: ... relational interdependency. … The well-being 
of our grandchildren is directly tied to the well-being of our 
enemy’s grandchildren.  
 — John Paul Lederach, The Moral Imagination (35)  W

After 40 years of Mennonite Church ministry that included 
community, pastoral and peace ministries, Weldon Nisly cur-
rently devotes himself to Contemplative JustPeace building 
and work with Christian Peacemaker Teams. He is a Benedic-
tine Oblate. His life is dedicated to the abolition of war. Wel-
don serves half-time on the CPT Iraqi Kurdistan team and 
also was on the CPT Palestine team in Hebron in September-
October 2017 and August-September 2018. 
(nislyweldon@gmail.com)

Left: The Principal of Ibrahimi School 
gathers children to accompany them 
through the checkpoint. Two children 
from another school had been violently 
arrested by the Border Police and were 
being held inside Qitoun checkpoint. 
The children’s faces are obscured to 
protect their identities.

Above: On the first morning of Rosh 
Hashana, Israeli Border Police took to 
the streets between Qitoun neighbor-
hood Checkpoint and Tariq Ben Ziad 
neighbourhood. They moved down the 
street and fired off 19 rounds of toxic 
tear gas and five sound grenades at 
children going to school.

CPT/Hebron
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By Eduard Loring

Snake, bent not coiled, crossed my path a year ago. 
Released from prison three years before, Snake came out 
of the dungeon, time served, a strong, straight-up, big Black 
man. So I am told by she who knows only too well. 

When I first met Snake I was immediately attracted 
to him. His swollen, scarred and open-sored arms rested on 
the basket of the grocery cart he pushed while it pulled him. 
Bent over like a top-heavy letter C, ruined shoes unlaced and 
hanging on stomach-sized ankles and bloated feet, snot drip-
ping from his African nose, Snake smiled when I introduced 
myself.   

 One’s slow eye could see the cart had multiple func-
tions, like a church sanctuary with no pews: a walker, his 
suitcase and his business cart. Unlike one disappeared man I 
came to care for deeply who lived in his wheelchair for my 
six months at The Corner, Snake has floor space in a nearby 
abandominium next door to Lillian and her teenage son. His 
rolling basket held a few clothes and many stinking beer cans. 
For several months Snake ate with us every Monday and 
Wednesday. He was a “me” I could recognize because Black 
Jesus gave me the gift. I have met myself a number of times 
on the streets, in the jail house, and in our Life Together at 
910 Ponce de Leon. Lonnie Moss stretched out on a bed at 
Grady and George Britt lying underneath Dick and Gladys’ 
windows are two among many who live in me. 

One summer morning Michaela, my then four-year-
old granddaughter, was running all over the place, and up 
hobbled Snake. “Mulala,” I shouted. “Come over here. I want 
you to meet Snake.” I introduced them and Snake smiled big, 
tried to bend down to her but could not. Michaela was taken 
by him. Opened her little heart to him. Snake became some-
one she often talks about. Snake entered her girl-soul like Sye 
Pressley entered her mama’s soul 33 years earlier. (At points 
the daughter is the mother of the man. And now my grand-
daughter is reforming me).   

A few weeks later I asked Snake if he would like for me 
to collect aluminum cans for him. “Uh-huh,” he said with the 
weariness of a human being who lives the dereliction planned 
for the worthless and too-visible ones in our sweet land of 
liberty.

So, I made a plan. I invited Michaela to join me in 
“gleaning” the sidewalks and Herring Run pathways for 
beer cans. Man, let me tell you she hopped right on it. She 
would run away from me on our walks and grab a can like 
someone was chasing her. While spending the weekend with 
Grandma Kathy in D.C., Mulala exclaimed, “I need that can 
for Snake!” Grandma Kathy was horrified. “What do you 
mean?” she cried. “I need that can for Snake. Ibo and I col-
lect cans for Snake.” Dutifully, a bit bewildered, Kathy put 
the can in a Ziploc bag and sent her home with it. Michaela 
gave the can to me and then I took it to Snake. Then Snake 
disappeared.

It happens. They disappear. Sometimes reappear, but 
often I never see them again. We who do this work, we 
who follow this gifted way of life, cannot last long without 
a broken heart. Oddly, healing, or at least a suffering-joyful 
endurance, comes by holding on for the long haul even when 
the plow seems to be slipping out of our hands. 

A couple of months later I saw Snake a few blocks from 
the Welcome Table at Upton Underground Railroad Station. 
He had his cart, no beer cans. He was selling. No happy 

reunion this time. Later he reappeared at the Welcome Table. 
No cart, a walker-rollator this time. “Snake,” I cried out, 
“Where the hell you been?” “The hospital.” “Which one?” 
“Bon Secours.”

Snake was weak. I felt like he was dying. “Tyrone, I 
don’t think Snake will be with us long,” keened I. “You don’t 
know; he might be well tomorrow,” replied the deacon. I 
enjoy magical realism, but the mysteries and miracles I see on 
the street can’t put Snake together again. “I believe. Oh, God, 
help me thou my unbelief.”

But Works of Mercy happen on the streets in Sandtown 
all day long. Have you seen how the young drug dealers 
love each other? Got each other’s back? And the one time 
I was hit hard many came to me and told me I was one of 
them and they got my back. That was the day the Black Jesus 
confirmed my Corner: “You are my dear white disciple. Keep 
it up and I will be well pleased.” “Thank you, Jesus.” I am, in 
the words of my Elder Dick Rustay, “working on it.”

On a mighty cold day, after unloading the Welcome 
Table’s delicious foods, I drove a few blocks so I could park 
without paying. I got out of the car and there was Snake. 
A broken Black man beat down by the wrathful Hell of 
Homelessness. Immobile, his walker’s front wheel bent to 
hell, Snake stood there, spit dripping from his lower lip. He 
could not close his mouth. Oh God. Oh my God. What are 
we doing? Who are we? As prison is the neo-slavery of today, 
homelessness is the neo-lynching.

As Snake and I stood in front of the abandominium, a 
younger man on a bike came up and knocked loudly. After a 
while a man came to the door. Looked at me with suspicion 
and contempt before he allowed the man and bike inside. He 
looked at Snake. He looked at me. He said to Snake, “Okay, 
come in.” Ain’t no way in this God-abandoned world that 
Snake could climb up the stoop into this abandominium, 
a home to many abandoned human beings in abandoned 
Sandtown. Males and females were inside. I peeked. I began 

Snake to help Snake up the stoop. Suddenly the door keeper recog-
nized me. “Oh, you the Rev?!” “Yip,” said I. “Okay. Good. I 
eat your soup sometimes.” We got Snake up the steps, and he 
disappeared inside.

“Sir,” says I. “We have a man who can repair about any-
thing.” May I bring him over after our meal and see if he can 
repair Snake’s wheel?” “Yeah. Okay.”  

Meal served, David and I return. I knock on the wrong 
door. Lil comes to the door and recognizes me immediately. 
Smile races across her face, unmasking a Black Jesus in a 
stranger’s guise. She tells me to go next door. Tells me she 
helps the “crowd” out “over there” when she can. Tells me 
she loves our soup.

In a little slice of time the brother comes to the door. 
Dripping with sweat, helpful. David gets the walker, takes off 
the wheel. We say we will return later in the day. We don’t. 
Cannot. No wheels available in this medical center city. You 
got to purchase the whole walker-rollator or nothing at all. 
David ordered a wheel online. Asked Tyrone to go to the 
abandominium and tell Snake it would be another day or 
so before he was rolling again. Twenty-four hours later, the 
wheel came to our home. David took it, attached it, and had 
Snake rolling again. Or did he? Will Snake really ever be 
mobile again? When will Snake get down those steps and 
onto the sidewalk? As I write this morning, our city is covered 
in snow. All is white. Very white. Will we see Snake today?  W

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

Who is Blind? 
Who Can See?
By Peter Gathje

As Jesus was passing through Overton Square (an 
“entertainment district” in Memphis where panhandling is 
prohibited and the authorities are to be called if a panhandler 
is seen), he saw a blind panhandler. Jesus’ disciples asked 
him, “Was this panhandler born blind as a result of the sin of 
his parents, or is he blind because of his own sin?”

Jesus replied, “Neither. Rather his blindness is now to be 
the occasion for grace.”

Jesus then spit into a flower urn, made some mud, and 
rubbed it on the man’s eyes saying, “Go and wash in the Mis-
sissippi River.” (The Mississippi River is known as “The Big 
Muddy.”) So he left and washed and returned and now he 
could see.

Some of the security guards at Overton Square said, 
“Isn’t that the blind panhandler we keep running off? Now, 
look at him.” But some others said, “No, that can’t be him, 
because now he can see.”

The man himself said, “I’m the one.” So they asked 
him, “How is it that you now see?”

He responded, “Some guy came along and put mud in 
my eye and told me to go wash it off in the Mississippi River, 
and now I can see.” (John 9:1-12)  W

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

Snake and his cart come to the Welcome Table.
Eduard Loring

It happens. They disappear.  Sometimes reappear,  
but often I never see them again. We who do this work, we who follow 

this gifted way of life, cannot last long without a broken heart. 
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Abby Kelley Meets Black Jesus at the Crossroads  continued from page 1

knew better. She was the first to speak against the disbanding, 
because she knew the depth of the slave power in American 
consciousness. She and Frederick Douglass became allies 
again, and they formed a formidable partnership to work 
for the passage of the 15th Amendment to extend the vote to 
Black men. Here came intersectionality again: Her former 
protégé Susan B. Anthony and others harshly criticized her 
and Douglass and others for supporting this amendment, 
which gave men the right to vote but not women. As we 
know, that amendment passed but was gradually gutted over 
the next 30 years by the powerful slave lobby. And it would 
be over 50 years before women won the right to vote.  

In 1874, Kelley and her husband refused to pay property 
taxes on their farm until Abby was allowed to vote. They had 
hoped to start a mass movement with this, but few followed. 
Their property was seized by the state and sold at public auc-
tion. Fortunately, sympathetic friends bought it back, gave it 
to them and agreed to pay the taxes. 

By the time she died in 1887, she had seen the powers 
that had established slavery come roaring back — “neo-slav-
ery” would solidify itself after her death. Yet, at her funeral, 
Samuel May had these powerful words to say about her wit-
ness: “Few Americans can be named — [statesmen], schol-
ars, orators, no matter how gifted — who did so much for 
the abolition of American slavery as did the woman whose 
worn-out frame lies before us. She was one of the few — the 
marked few — whose words startled and aroused the land; 

Billy Sunday II
Billy Sunday killed
Hisself (so the white warden swears)
Way down in a south georgia jail
He took an old sheet
 So the story goes
White like the old glue cluck can
 Used to hide their g—damn faces
Hung hisself
Yip. Hung hisself (so the big ones say)
Right on the cold steel bars
Right there in that filthy
Cell (named for a monk’s room, so greatgrandpappy said after going into PA in 1863.)
Where rats mated at night
Under his steel bunk. (jail house porno)                
Till he was cold bone dead.

Now. Billy Sunday II was a murderer
Who murdered hisself (so the chaplain proclaimed)
Went blind. 
Got bloated.
Knees buckled from final prayer for a door to open. (didn’t happen)
You can find it in the papers.
See it on the Devil’s eye 6 and 11 p.m.
Maybe it’s true. And maybe it ain’t. 

Now hanging ain’t all that unusual down in these bible-believing parts.
Where swamp owls hoot by the light of the moon and
Vultures hunger for another hanging of a sharecropper
Who failed
 To say “ma’am” to
Old Miss.
Or where some little commie NY Jew 
Came down on the dog
To teach cotton hands
How to vote. (damn them)
We gottem too.
Why, we integrated the Lynching Tree!

Billy Sunday I
Billy was
A goddurn good preacher man.
Preached a little about heaven and a lot about
Hell and Lakes of Fire for
The likes of you and me.  
(But hell I know I’m saved. Took Jesus to my heart at 11).
Billy was
A baseball player
Short-stop like that race betrayer Nibs. 
All the girls wanted to chew gum with
Billy I in the dugout
After the lights went out.
He gave it all up for that 
Sweet White Jesus
Blue eyes and golden locks
Same White Jesus ole
Billy Sunday II loved.

Billy Sunday III
Now I’m going back to the river
 (They let me free cause I lied to the investigators)
Got me a 12-pack of Dr. Pepper
And super-size bag of Doritos.
Got me a fishing line.
I’m gonna sit on the river bank
Wish I wasn’t Billy Sunday III.

 — Ibo Lorinski

who compelled attention (and that not by mere vehemency 
of speech, but by genuine earnestness of heart and soul); who 
made the guilty tremble; who forced sleeping consciences to 
awake; and forbade that they should sleep again until slavery 
ceased.” 2

The life of Abby Kelley is worthy of study and remem-
bering because of her powerful witness. Throughout the 
decades of the 19th century, the issues of abolition and wom-
en’s rights intersected and often clashed. We should learn from 
her life and the lives of others like Frederick Douglass, where 
these issues formed core values and forced difficult decisions. 
Because of the power of patriarchy, women’s rights are almost 
always one of the roads in intersectionality. We saw this in 
the recent struggles over the Women’s March of 2019, where 
race and gender and anti-Semitism intersected and clashed 
and weakened that particular movement. What are your 
thoughts on that intersection? Would you have supported the 
15th Amendment, even though it did not address the rights of 
women? Supported Douglass and Kelley? Supported Susan 
B. Anthony? Did you support the Women’s March in 2019?

The support of the 19th Amendment to give women 
the right to vote seems to be a no-brainer, but the issue of 
intersectionality came into that one, too. The white leaders of 
that movement repeatedly used race to try to keep out Black 
women’s leadership and to insure that white women and white 
men in the South would support the 19th Amendment. Indeed, 
the deciding vote in the deciding state for the 19th Amendment 

was cast by a white man in the South — Harry Burns in 
Tennessee.   

Wherever we find ourselves in this discussion, let us 
remember all these witnesses and find our place. Women’s 
History Month reminds us how difficult and yet how vital the 
issue of intersectionality is. The ERA needs one more state for 
ratification, and perhaps that should be our laser focus now. 
Wherever we are, let us listen for Black Jesus calling to us in 
our time, and let us find our place and make our witness.  W

1 Theodore Parker, The Liberator, January 4, 1856.
2 Dorothy Sterling, Ahead of Her Time, W.W. Norton   

  and Company, 1991, p. 386.

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open Door, retired 
Presbyterian pastor and author of the recently published 
Deeper Waters: Sermons for a New Vision. He also writes 
a weekly blog at www.nibsnotes.blogspot.com. His website 
is www.revnibsstroupe.com. He and Catherine Meeks are 
authors of Passionate Justice, a book about the life and wit-
ness of Ida B. Wells for our time, to be published in Septem-
ber. (nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)
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Visit From a Prophet  continued from page 1

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

ever of projecting human emotions onto bugs, I thought that 
maybe this was a praying mantis hospice situation, and I had 
been chosen.

The creature appeared to be licking my leg, though I 
don’t think praying mantises have tongues. Its mandibles 
moved rapidly, and I thought of Mary Oliver’s poem “The 
Summer Day”: “Who made the world? … Who made the 
grasshopper? … the one who is moving her jaws back and 
forth instead of up and down — who is gazing around with 
her enormous and complicated eyes.”

We stared at each other. I blinked first. The mantis didn’t 
in fact blink its one big eye at all. It folded its forelegs and 
knelt down in the posture that gave it its name. “I don’t know 
exactly what a prayer is,” continues the poem. “I do know 
how to pay attention, how to fall down into the grass … how 
to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields ….”

I tried again to pry the praying mantis from my sock. It 
turned, leapt, and sank its spiny hooks into my arm. I tend to 
want nature to take care of itself, but this creature was deter-
mined, and I was a little concerned about its future. I let it ride 
home with me.

I filled a basket with leaves and grass, set it on my desk, 
and slid the praying mantis into it, then launched an internet 
search on its species. Within seconds, it had climbed out of 
the basket and back up onto my arm. It spent the day fastened 
there.

I had no idea what a fascinating creature this was. 
Named for the Greek word meaning “prophet,” the praying 
mantis was considered by early civilizations to have super-

natural powers. Ancient Greeks believed it possessed the 
ability to show lost travelers the way home; Southern Africans 
considered it a god; and the Chinese developed a style of 
martial arts based on its lightning-quick movements as early 
as the 10th century. Today, it is a spiritual totem symbolic of 
stillness and patience.

The praying mantis is a camouflage artist. It is the only 
insect that can swivel its head a full 180 degrees to look over 

its shoulder. It has a single ear, located on the underside of its 
belly. It can detect the echolocation signals of a bat, one of its 
primary predators, and stop in flight, drop and roll in midair 
like an acrobat to evade one.

I gazed in awe at the magical creature parked on my 
arm.

But, okay, like the rest of us, the praying mantis has 
a few less-than-stellar qualities. Its closest relatives are 
cockroaches and termites. (But who doesn’t have an embar-
rassing uncle or cousin?) It is a ferocious and voracious 
eater of everything from beetles and caterpillars to frogs and 
hummingbirds, prompting lots of observations that “preying 
mantis” would be a better name for it. And there’s that rather 
unromantic tendency on the part of the females to occasion-
ally decapitate and eat their mates during sex. According to 
the insect scientists, the males are better lovers without their 

brains, which control inhibition, engaging with wild abandon 
in the act while headless. I guess the females know what they 
want.

I knew I wasn’t prepared to spend time catching beetles 
and crickets — and definitely wouldn’t sacrifice any of the 
beautiful hummingbirds that visit at the feeders on the deck. 
So, soon after a late-afternoon storm swept through and 
released a downpour, I set the basket with the praying mantis 

under a tree in the woods. I thanked it for choosing and teach-
ing me, for reminding me to be open to sacred mystery and to 
pay attention to wonder — no matter what sorrows and out-
rages threaten to shake my hope. The same lessons I learned 
from Mary Oliver.

When I checked on it later, the praying mantis was 
gone. I hoped it would survive, as I remembered the last lines 
of “The Summer Day”: “Doesn’t everything die at last, and 
too soon? Tell me, what is it you plan to do with your one 
wild and precious life?”  W

   
Joyce Hollyday is an author and pastor serving undocu-
mented immigrant women in the mountains of western North 
Carolina. She has been a friend of the Open Door for four 
decades. Her blog can be found at www.joycehollyday.com. 

Named for the Greek word meaning “prophet,” the praying mantis 
was considered by early civilizations to have supernatural powers. 

this year give  

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__________________________

HOSPITALITY
 
As air intensifies the hunger of fire, 
May the thought of death 
Breathe new urgency 
Into our love of life. 
 
As fire cleanses dross 
May the flame of passion 
Burn away what is false. 
 
As short as the time  
From Spark to Flame, 
So brief may the distance be 
Between heart and being. 
 
May we discover 
Beneath our fear 
Embers of anger 
To kindle justice. 
 
May courage 
Cause our lives to flame, 
In the name of the Fire, 
And the flame 
And the Light. 

— John O’Donohue 
From To Bless the Space Between Us

Let us praise the grace & risk of fire. 
 
In the beginning 
The Word was red, 
And the Sound was Thunder, 
And the Wound in the Unseen 
Spilled forth the Red Weather of Being. 
 
In the name of Fire, 
The Flame, 
And the Light: 
Praise the pure presence of Fire 
That burns from within 
Without thought of Time. 
 
The hunger of Fire has no need 
For the reliquary of the Future; 
It adores the eros of now, 
Where the memory of the Earth 
In flames that lick and drink the Air 
Is made to release 
 
Its long enduring forms 
In a powder of ashes 
Left for the wind to decipher. 

In Praise of Fire

John O’Donohue (1956 –2008) was an Irish poet, author, priest and Hegelian philosopher. He was 
a native Irish speaker and as an author is best known for popularizing Celtic spirituality.
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David Payne

Grace and Peaces of Mail

at the 
ODC/Baltimore

Hot Soup!
Above: The line forms for Erica Prettyman’s famous 

chicken noodle soup at the Welcome Table. 

Right: Our friend Officer Anderson joins us for some 
tasty soup.

Eduard Loring

Open Door Community Needs:
 Coffee, please!
 Winter Socks, especially extra large
 Gloves, especially extra large
 Granola bars
 Money for prisoner support and prisoner family support
 Stamps to write prisoners and thank-you notes for sending us stamps,   
clothing, food, money, etc.
 The Hardwick Prison Trip: hosts, drivers, cars and vans in Atlanta area.

If you’d like to help us gather materials, please see our Amazon wish-list: 
http://www.amazon.com/registry/wishlist/1Q9TWJ0HZPJAX. 

Murphy, David, Ed, Simon, Erica and Tyrone thank you for all you are/do/give/
support, for we have another world in view.

Dear Ed,
On Thanksgiving Day, I decided no politics so I 

watched the Macy’s parade and the National Dog Show 
just for the break. Who knew there were 132 breeds at the 
show and one has soft coils like that device that scrubs your 
car at the car wash? In the middle, however, I read Part 2 of 
your meditation on Psalm 146. How long we have waited 
for those words to be fulfilled, and how far away they seem 
in this current political climate — not just in our country, 
but worldwide. But I think one aspect of power that we all 
need to remember is that the worship and abuse of power 
infects every race, creed, economic group and tribe. My 
immigration work has been almost exclusively with Africans 
fleeing abusive power in their own countries. The sermon 
in my church this weekend was on Shadrach, Meshach and 
Abednego. It is, of course, a story of ultimate power. The king 
wants to be worshipped — like Trump, Putin, Paul Kagame, 
Daniel Ortega and so many others. It then becomes a crime 
to speak ill of them or their government. And power is never 
given away; it is taken, often temporarily, by people who 
sacrifice a great deal. And giving up power is so, so hard, 
even if it is the simple, unrecognized power of just being 
white.

One thing that I am so sad to see is that churches are 
so segregated, particularly as the older members of the 
“integrationist” era in my churches in Takoma Park and New 
York City are dying and are not replaced by younger people. 
The most integrated church in my neighborhood is the 
Seventh Day Adventists, who do just an amazing job. I don’t 
know how they do it.

My pastor in New York has a different take on these 
chaotic times. He preached on Mark 13, which I have always 
seen as a discussion of the end times. But he compared it to 
watching the birth of his son, and that this is the pain before 
the birth of something new. Have you ever read this passage 
in that way?
   Edith Holleman 
   Silver Spring, Maryland

Dear Ed,   
 Thank you for your warm & friendly notes on the 
thought-provoking post cards!
 We have been friends & supporters of the ODC & 
admirers, too, for a long time — since before 1987, when we 
spent a week with you at 910 (Skip, Betsy, Christy at 5yrs & 
Daniel at 3) while we were VIM’s at Habitat in Americus. 
You were of course very busy that week, & we did not really 
“connect” but we did appreciate your hospitality & being part 
of your ministry very briefly.
 We are a retired clergy couple (PCUSA) who spent our 
years of ministry in eastern Washington & northeast Oregon 
in small rural churches. Moved to Pennsylvania in 2007 for 
family reasons & to work at Kirkridge Retreat Center (until 
2015). Progressive Christians who support “challenging 
the system,” but have not had the “push” to do much of it 
personally. 
 We follow & pay attention to your ministry, & 
prayerfully follow Murphy’s medical journey. 
  Have been curious about receiving your postcards & 
hold the ODC in our prayers.
  Grace & Peace,
   Skip & Betsy Baker-Smith 
    East Stroudsburg, Pennsylvania

Dear Open Door Community,
Please accept my small contribution to help support 

your wonderful work. I learned about you from my mother, 
Isabel C. Sanders, who was a worker from Pennsylvania.

I enjoy very much reading your newspaper and learning 
about what goes on in other parts of the world.

 With kind regards,
   Ilse M. Sanders 
   Lajas, Puerto Rico

Rita Corbin


