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By Eduard Loring

Shard One
The Open Door Community is horrified
 By Presbyterian Trump tweeting 
  the mostly false video against Muslims.
Which is like
 Hitler using hatred of the Jews for Nazi power.
 The Jews using hatred of the Palestinians 
  for Israeli power.
 The Terrorist using hatred of anyone 
  who disagrees for their power.
 The White Christian American using the hatred of   
  African Americans for white power.
 Powerful men using their power to assault, rape,    
  feel up and dehumanize women.
 Priests and preachers using their office to practice    
  their pedophilia on trusting young people.
 Homophobes using their power to kill, 
  marginalize and make miserable 
  the LGBTQ community.
 The Christian Right, Evangelicals, conservative    
  Catholics and Prosperity Gospelers using    
  their ideologies to make the Christian faith    
  a war-mongering, woman-oppressing,     
  wealthy-against- the-poor blasphemy against   
  the Jesus of the Sermon on the Mount.

And me, Ed Loring? Ah, the good that I would I do not 
do. And the evil I would not do I do. Oh wretched one that I 
am. And yet….I know silence is betrayal. I seek your agree-
ment with the above lights and your forgiveness of my dark-
ness simultaneously.  

Shard Two
For three years, I have been reading the most important 

Presbyterian public theologian and political interpreter, Chris 
Hedges. He has taught me repeatedly that democracy in the 
United States of America is dead. Somewhere between the 
poles of white American optimism and Hebrew Prophets’ 
hope (Moltmann) I have not been able to carry his analysis 
in my heart though it has a queen-sized bed in my head. In 
2010 with the Court decision of Citizens United, the shards 
from the factures rattled my floor. I understood then that the 
Constitution was under control of Corporate America. The 
fruit of this movement, Rev. Hedges names it Corporate 
Totalitarianism, was the Republico-Libertarian Party tax 
bill. Democracy is dead. We live in a plutocracy that is kill-
ing the poor and seeding hate. The Hebrew ethic begins, 
“You are your sister’s/brother’s helper.” Jesus’ love/justice 
ethic requires the care for neighbor and enemy. No one who 
voted for the tax bill can claim the biblical ethic of love and 
justice. What shall we do? “Pray and act,” Bonhoeffer said in 
response to the rise of Hitler. We can follow Jesus the Way, 
the Truth and the Life and not be afraid when the Christian 
Right turns the gospel into White Christian Nationalism. The 
Racist Christians manufacture crosses for the poor, women 
in need of a safe abortion (We can outlaw abortion clinics; 
we cannot outlaw abortions.), Muslims, strangers, LGBTQ 
people, women’s bodies. And they manufacture war, as well. 
What if the darling of the Christian Right, Roy Moore, had 
put the Sermon on the Mount on the courthouse grounds in 
Alabama instead of the Ten Commandments? Why, Ed, most 
people would have thought some love-happy revolutionary 
had written such a document. Blessed Epiphany: the Light 
shines in Darkness and the Darkness cannot put it out.  W

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

Fragments From a Fractured 
Beggar’s Bowl: January 2018

By Weldon D. Nisly 

I pray that God … 
 may give you a spirit of wisdom and revelation …   
so that, with the eyes of your heart enlightened,  
 you may know … the hope to which God has called you. 
     — Ephesians 1:18

Hope is hard to hold in Hebron. Occupation threatens to 
quash hope. Holding hope is an ongoing struggle for Palestin-
ians and peacemakers. 

Our Christian Peacemaker Team shares the struggle 
for hope under occupation in Palestine. Hope rides a roller 
coaster of encounters and emotions. Encounters with soldiers 
and border police, tear gas and sound bombs, check points 
and body checks — all discourage hope. Emotions of weary 
bodies and minds diminish hope. Is hope possible under 
Israel’s occupation of Palestinians? Or realistic? Or sane? Is 
hope a figment of madness under occupation? These are hard 
questions on the CPT Palestine team.

Most CPTers enter Israel on a tourist visa limited to 
three months. At airport customs, any word of CPT or Pal-
estine means entry denied and risks a 10-year ban. People 
with power do not welcome people of peace. Yet our foreign 
passport carries privileges unknown to Palestinians. The privi-
lege of not being subjected to ID checks or arrest anytime, 
anywhere. The privilege of not facing constant threat to life 
and livelihood. The privilege of leaving. Yet privilege does 
not translate into hope under occupation.

Serving with the CPT Palestine team during September 
and October 2017 confronted me with a struggle for hope. 
Here hope was instilled by Jesus and inspired by Palestinians.  

The Letter to the Ephesians tells us, “The hope to which 
God has called you” comes from having “the eyes of your 
heart enlightened.” (1:18) Jesus gives us “eyes of the heart” 
to see and be enlightened. But who we see and whether we’re 
enlightened depends on which Jesus we follow — a white 
Jesus or Black Jesus. A dominant white Jesus is the false Jesus 
of Just War. The Black Jesus of JustPeace gives us “eyes of 
the heart” to enlighten our seeing and being. This Jesus of 
JustPeace gives us a contemplative heart to see what we can’t 
see with privileged oppressor eyes. It is a heart of hope. 

Hope Under 
Occupation

This Jesus of JustPeace 
gives us a contemplative heart 
to see what we can’t see 
with privileged oppressor eyes. 
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Thank you, David, Eduard and Murphy.

By Joyce Hollyday

She was standing by my mailbox, a thin 
woman with gray hair, holding a little black 
dog. “Have you seen Sadie’s house?” she 
asked as I rolled down the car window.

“Can you describe it?”
Her face went blank. “I don’t reckon I 

can.”
“Did you walk up this road?”
“No,” she said, “I came over the 

mountain.” I looked at her frail limbs and 
her thin-soled shoes and had a hard time 
imagining it. She pointed up the dirt road that 
crosses a cattle pasture and dead-ends at Sara 
and Buck’s home, insisting as she took a step 
toward it that Sadie’s house was up that way. 
I pictured her opening the gate and tangling 
with either the cattle or Buck’s highly protec-
tive dogs, and I said, “Why don’t you get in 
the car and we’ll try to find Sadie’s house 
together?”

She smiled, introduced herself as Hazel, 
and settled into the passenger seat with her 
dog on her lap. I didn’t actually have a plan, 
other than to drive around the neighboring 
hollers until Hazel recognized some place 
or somebody. Blessed providence, as I was 
turning the car around at the end of the road, 
she spied the mailbox with the name Camp-
bell on it. “Why, Campbell, that’s my son’s 
name,” she commented. I asked her his first 
name. “Jack,” she said.

This cove is filled with Campbells, the 
great-grandchildren of Hiram, who owned 
it all around the time of the Civil War, gave 
his name to our road, and is now buried 
by the little church near the other end of it. 
Hazel had in fact come down the mountain. 
I knew how to get up to Jack’s house as the 
crow flies — but we are not crows, nor are 
we prone to flying. Hazel and I set out to 
discover a road. Eventually we came across 

a steep, winding, rutted, gravel one, and I 
threw the car into 4-wheel drive and forged 
ahead. Four dogs, all hound varieties — one 
dachshund, one very bow-legged Bassett, 
and two of eclectic parentage — barked 
vigorously as we approached Jack and 
Bonnie’s home.

Bonnie ran out onto the porch, fol-
lowed by her two young children. “Oh, 
honey,” she said to Hazel, “we talked about 
you not walking off.” Clearly relieved, she 
asked me where I had found her mother-in-
law and thanked me for bringing her home. 
I gave Bonnie the empathetic smile of one 
who had walked with my own mother on 
her challenging eight-year journey with 
dementia. Hazel gave me a hug and said, 
“Thank you. I had such a nice time.”

I love this about rural life: People know 
how to be neighborly. When my partner Bill 
Ramsey and I moved here three-and-a-half 
years ago, Louise showed up at the door with 
heirloom tomatoes from her garden. With a 
warm, gap-toothed smile framed by a shock of 
white hair, she explained why she had walked 
up the road with a long stick: “Now, don’t 
think I need it to lean on, no ma’am. I need it to 
scare away the dogs and the snakes.”

On our second day in our home, Bill and 
I woke up to find a few of Buck’s two dozen 
cattle down by the creek at the bottom of our 
ridge, munching on grass that had not seen a 
mower in quite some time. We considered let-
ting them do the work for us, but they were as 
determined to fertilize the grass as they were to 
eat it. We helped Buck herd them back behind 
the fence, a task we have repeated a few times 
since. He thanks us by delivering organic eggs 
from Sara’s hens and smoothing out our steep 
gravel driveway from time to time.

Just before Christmas, I was driving 
home and heard a terrible roaring and clatter-
ing. I pulled into a service station and discov-

ered the muffler dragging on the ground, 
barely attached. The very nice cashier called 
the closest repair shop on my behalf and 
reported that someone would come to help, 
but she didn’t know how long it would be. 
Overhearing my dilemma, a young man 
wearing a John Deere cap and camo fatigues 
climbed up into the bed of his huge black 
truck with gigantic wheels and a Donald 
Trump bumper sticker. He pulled out a length 
of wire. On the coldest day of the winter, he 
got down on the ground on his back under 
my car and wired up the muffler so that I 

could drive home.
Not long ago, I overheard a woman 

say of our current president, “At least the 
ones who voted for him will suffer the 
most.” Her words cut deep. That woman 
was talking about my neighbors. They don’t 
usually make our list when we talk about the 
vulnerability of Black lives and immigrants, 
Muslims and Jews, LGBT persons and 
women; but they are indeed suffering under 
this regime. And I’m convinced that we’re 
not going to get out of the colossal mess our 
country is in without them, without listening 
to their lives and understanding the despera-
tion and sense of powerlessness that drove 
them to grasp for what looked like hope and 
change.

We no doubt disagree about politics, 
about how to live out our faith, and the best 
way to eat chicken. But maybe if we all did a 
little more “Love your neighbor as yourself,” 
we’d discover a heap of kindness and rec-
ognize that we have a lot more that unites us 
than separates us.  W

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

Love Your Neighbor

Louise Foott

Al-amin Muhammad, a former Resident Volunteer at the Open 
Door Community in Atlanta, is making an impact in the streets of 

Syracuse, New York through We Rise Above The Streets.

Our 
Neighbor

David Payne

ODC/
Baltimore
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By Murphy Davis

We welcome Murphy Davis back to our pages. She has been 
away for more than a year. Now healed, active and writing we 
thank all of you for prayers and the many expressions of love 
and care.

A plutocracy is typically defined as the rule or power of 
wealth or of the wealthy or a government or state in which the 
wealthy class rules.(dictionary.com) 

We have lived in a plutocracy for a number of years 
now and off and on throughout American history, but after the 
so-called tax reform bill was passed by the U.S. Senate in the 
early hours of December 2, there is no longer any question to 
be raised about who is in charge; and it is clear that a smaller 
and smaller group of very wealthy individuals will be making 
the decisions about the lives of the rest of us. (Yes, we are not 
only a plutocracy, but also an oligarchy.) It is said that the tax 
reform bill had about a 25-31% approval rating among the 
American public. But the wealthiest donors to the Republican 
party demanded that the party pass this legislation. They are 
said to have instructed their “elected” minions, “Pass this bill 
or don’t call me next time you’re up for re-election.” 

It’s all out class warfare. Noam Chomsky of MIT, a 
leading intellectual and keen observer of our culture and 
politics, has called the Republican Party “the most danger-
ous organization in human history.” He repeated this on 
the BBC’s “Newsnight” with Evan Davis, explaining that 
in working to accelerate climate change “they are trying to 
destroy the prospects for organized human existence.” It’s all 

about money, which is why they have 
declared war not only on the planet, but 
against all the rest of us, including most 
of those who voted them into office. But 
it is perfectly clear that the Republican 
Party has declared war on the rest of us, 
including most of the people who voted 
them into office. The tax bill will help 
the wealthiest people and corporations 
— the ones who are already stashing 
their profits offshore to keep from pay-
ing their fair share of taxes, while the 
middle class will get a small break for 
seven years and then pay more. The 
so-called “deficit hawks” are happy to 
add $1.4 trillion to the national debt by 
2027. That will give the Republibubbas 
an opportunity to say, “Oh the deficit is 
growing, we just have to cut Medicare 
and Medicaid and Social Security.”

Cuts to social programs are 
not waiting for that, however. The 
Children’s Health Insurance Program 
(CHIP), which has insured poor chil-
dren and pregnant women, was allowed 
to run out of money on September 30 
and there has been no support from the 
Grand Old Party to re-fund it. Too busy 
getting those tax cuts for the Big Boys. 

The bill also goes ahead to make huge cuts to Medicare 
(denying chemotherapy to elders with cancer) and Medicaid. 
And these cuts are just a foretaste. 

How is it we can sit quietly by as they take health care 
away from poor and disabled children and old people to give 

more money to those who are already 
obscenely wealthy but seem never to 
be satisfied. There is nothing new about 
this. The eighth-century prophets wrote 
in the Hebrew scriptures their furious 
anger at the rich who built their wealth 
on the backs of the poor, and called them 
cannibals. The prophet Micah laid it out 
with no equivocation: “Should you not 
know justice, you who hate the good 
and love the evil. Who tear the skin 
off my people, and the flesh off their 
bones in pieces and chop them up like 
meat in a kettle, like flesh in a caldron.” 
(Micah 3:1-3) The rich have descended 
into behavior that makes them like wild 
animals as they devour the poor: They 
are butchers, and the people are like dead 
meat in their hands.

Strong words, indeed. But an apt 
description of the moral depravity that 
has gripped the soul of the Republican 
leadership and their obedient minions. 

The questions are pressing us. 
What are we willing to risk to fight….
indeed for all of us and for the planet 
itself. Our humanity is at stake. The fruit 
of the pending legislation is unnecessary 
and premature death for all but the very 

wealthy. The battle lines have been drawn.  W

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

Plu-toc’-ra-cy

By Peter Gathje

Two weeks ago, I got word that William Hogan, 
a longtime guest at Manna House and friend of Door 
of Hope, died of a heart attack. William was a gentle 
soul who came faithfully to Manna House for cof-
fee, rarely said a word, and whose lightness of being 
lifted spirits simply by his presence. His death was 
unexpected, and I will miss seeing him, not only at 
Manna House, but walking around Midtown, which 
he constantly did.

This past Saturday I went with Kathleen to help 
with Room In The Inn. A video is shown to guests be-
fore they leave for the various churches that will host 
them. The video is a bit dated. As I watched, I sud-
denly saw Twin, a Manna House guest who died two 
years ago. My heart hurt. As big of a pain in the ass as 
he could be, I miss him.

Seeing Twin so shortly after William’s death 
made me think about so many of our guests who have 
died. I miss Gregory’s wit and smile. I miss Donald 
in the chair in the corner of the Manna House living 
room, arguing about the Dallas Cowboys. I miss Abe’s 
amiable curmudgeonly comments. I miss Mike B. 
sitting quietly reading on the front porch, waiting for 
us to open. I miss Sarah and her one-legged and then 
no-legged humor. I miss Eleana and the way she said 
to Kathleen, “Hey lady!” I miss Tyler, Toney, Willie, 
and on and on.

Death at Manna House is all too frequent. In the 

12 years we have been open, well over one hundred 
guests have died. And those are only the ones we 
know of; others simply disappear and we are never 
sure of their fate. William was 58 years old when he 
died. Quite young, but not so young when 50 is the 
average age of death for homeless persons.

Meanwhile, for the past several months I have 
been working with other Board members of Outreach, 
Housing, and Community (OHC) to bring this organi-
zation to a close. There’s grief in realizing that an or-
ganization that did so much good in helping people to 
move from the streets into housing has died from lack 
of resources. And the grief is compounded by know-
ing June Averyt was the founder and chief inspiration 
of OHC, and there’s no doubt she would have kept it 
going. But she died nearly two years ago.

All this death conspires with the season and the 
liturgical calendar to keep death daily before my eyes. 
Mortality is in the air as leaves and temperatures start 
to fall, albeit slowly here in the South, and winter 
draws near. In the liturgical year, the Feast of All 
Souls on November 2 called people of the Christian 
faith to commemorate all those who have died, “the 
faithfully departed.” And this followed All Saints’ 
Day, which remembered all the saints, known and 
unknown. The Church recognizes the need at this time 
of year to connect us spiritually with the waning light 
and growing cold by bringing into our hearts those 
who have died.

Death is in the air, but so, too, in those feasts 

of faith, is the Manna House word for the day, “The 
gifts and call of God are irrevocable.” (Romans 11:2) 
Paul had a faith deeply shaped by resurrection, by his 
experience of the risen Christ. Jesus died maligned 
and damned by the powers that be, much like Manna 
House guests are crucified by life on the streets. But 
this horrible reality is not the last word about their 
lives. God’s gifts and call in their lives are not de-
feated by death.

I think this is why, when we have a memorial 
service at Manna House for a guest who has died, we 
tell stories, and we sometimes begin with this ques-
tion, “How was the life of our friend a blessing to us 
at Manna House and to this neighborhood?”

Despite the harsh realities of the streets in their 
lives, our guests, they persist in being blessings to us 
and to each other. They resist the powers of death. 
They show how the gifts and call of God are irrevo-
cable. Or as one guest frequently tells me, stating his 
resistance, “I’m standing up; not covered up. I’m up at 
Manna House; not locked up. It is a good day.”  W

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

The Gifts and Call of God Are Irrevocable  
(Romans 11:2) 

Ade Bethune
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By Ed Loring

Nibs Stroupe is a friend of mine. And by the mystery of 
white Southern history, the grace of God and the mystic cords 
of memory, I am a friend of his. Ho, we are more than friends. 
We are pals of the wilderness — the urban wilderness — but 
we know what William Faulkner means by wilderness. And 
we are shaped by Faulkner’s prophetic wisdom of American 
life without wilderness. Wilderness in space and spirit is very 
different from the frontier, although many an interpreter has 
failed to grasp the difference. Like the difference of the abyss 
of nothingness and a big hole in the ground.

Nibs is a well-known writer. He has written for Hos-
pitality for 30 years, although only in the last few years has 
he become a regular contributor. Often, we receive requests 
for additional copies of the paper in response to one of his 
articles. His series on the Black Jesus has been well received. 
Nibs and his wife, Rev. Caroline Leach, along with oth-
ers, have written together. Look at this harvest of excellent 
writing:

1995 - While We Run This Race, with Inez Fleming, 
Orbis Books

1996 - A Twice Told Tale: Race in America, Open Door 
Press (material on Reconstruction that Orbis excised from 
1995 book)

2003 - O Lord, Hold Our Hands: How a Church 
Thrives in a Multicultural World, with Caroline Leach, West-
minster/John Knox Press

2005 - Where We Once Feared Enemies, sermons 
edited by Chris Boesel, CSS Publishing

2008 - Sermons on the Second Readings, Cycle III, CSS 
Publishing

2017 - Deeper Waters: Sermons for a New Vision, 
edited by Collin Cornell, WipfandStock Books

Monthly columnist for Hospitality, frequent contributor 
to Journal for Preachers, Feasting on the Word.

Nibs and Caroline, partners in marriage and ministry, 
are among the leaders of the leaders in the Presbyterian 
Church U.S.A., working to form multi-cultural church life 
and the dismantling of white supremacy in White Christian 
America. Oakhurst Presbyterian Church in Decatur, Georgia, 
like Caroline and Nibs, is known around the country for the 
diversity in Jesus made real in congregant life and disciple-
ship community.

Nibs is so short that he was rejected for the position of 
shortstop at his all-white high school in Helena, Arkansas. He 
was moved to second base and the crowds would stretch their 
necks to see his plays as singles went through his legs and 
flies fell through his glove. His high school had to order a spe-
cially made shortened bat for him. In one game, he hit 23 foul 
balls in a row, a school record that has not been broken over 
the 55 years since he trotted off the field after the 12-inning 
loss to the junior high school of West Helena.

In this issue of Hospitality, Dr. Catherine Meeks writes 
a review of Nibs’ powerful and highly acclaimed new book, 
Deeper Waters: Sermons for a New Vision. A fine biblical 
scholar and political theologian, Nibs’ sermon essays are 
a resource for the living of these days of the collapse of 
the Domination Empire as we have known it. The hope of 
Advent reaches into our hearts and feet all year long. Women 
are establishing new physical space, from their own bed-
rooms to the offices in the U.S. Senate. People of color, soon 
to be a majority, are marching toward Zion. In the furnace of 
the white heat of evangelicals who follow Franklin Graham 
and Presbyterian Trump, and in the lion’s den of roaring polit-
ical forces who sell the common good for corporate profit, 
Nibs’ sermons are fashioned in the words of poet Gwendolyn 
Brooks, “in the noise and whips of the whirlwind.”

A gift of the scientific method over the last couple of 
centuries is that truth, to be truth, must be verified. Otherwise 

we end up with alternative facts, fake theology, pious litur-
gies, while the poor are cannibalized. What is the verification 
of the Gospel of the Black Jesus? First and foremost, in the 
United States of America, founded in and growing daily 
(this morning the Dow Jones was 24,000), capitalism is 
economics, a fundamental concern of Black Jesus’ parables 
and teachings. How does a person who claims Jesus make 
and spend their money? I am reminded that Dorothy Day 
once wrote that if your employment is not building the Com-
mon Good, get another work. Money is a true measure of all 
people of the Christian faith, but most importantly for profes-
sional Christians who make their money from the church 
and faith, from the offerings from the labor of others. Whose 
sermons are telling the Christian truth? Whose are not? Get 
the tax reports of your leaders. Or let me tell you why you can 
trust Nibs Stroupe’s Deeper Waters.

Nibs and Caroline have fought hard and succeeded in 
not joining the sophisticated prosperity gospel of the Presby-
terian, Episcopal and Roman Catholic churches. Like race 
until recently, the prosperity gospel is never mentioned in 
these churches unless to denigrate the crude materialists who 
flaunt the gospel in the greed for Mammon. Since one cannot 
serve God and Mammon, most choose Mammon. Nibs and 

Caroline did 
not. They asked 
the Presbytery 
to allow them 
not to receive 
the immodest 
minimum sal-
ary required by 
this court. The 
judges said no. 
Such a move 
would upset 
the affluence of 
Presbyterians, 
many of whom 
see wealth and 
property as a 
sign of God’s 
predestination 
of them unto 
the heavenly 

realms of golden streets. Nibs and Caroline have lived lives 
judiciously with their income.

Theologian Walter Wink, in a footnote in his major 
Engaging the Powers, notes archeologists who suggest the 
earliest signs of inequality are found in the remains of hous-
ing. Housing. A major issue for all human beings. Nibs and 
Caroline purchased a modest house in 1981. There they 
raised their two outstanding children. In their home they 
have hosted many a guest, from friends to strangers. Nibs 
and Caroline have not raised the roof or painted the attic in 
vermilion. (Jeremiah 22.13a-14: “Woe to him … who says, ‘I 
will build myself a roomy house with spacious upper rooms, 
and cut out its windows paneling [it] with cedar and painting 
[it] bright vermilion.’”)

In 1983, they purchased the house for $90,000. Today 
the house is worthless. Oh, don’t misunderstand me. Vultures 
and banksters come swooping by to finagle a purchase. 
Sayeth those of forked tongues, “Your house is worthless. We 
want to tear it down. But your lot is worth $400,000.”

You and I can trust the words of this great theologian, 
preacher and activist. He has not followed Mammon. He fol-
lows the Black Jesus, who taught St. Vincent de Paul that all 
that you have that you are not using for good belongs to the 
poor. Read, trust, pray and act for love and justice. Thank you, 
Nibs. Thank you, Caroline.  W

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

Nibs

Reviewed by Catherine Meeks

Thanks be to God for preachers willing to explore their 
inner landscape deeply enough to find the courage and love 
that makes it possible to tell the best truth possible. This is 
what Nibs Stroupe did during his years of living, learning, 
listening and co-leading the community of believers who 
gathered at Oakhurst Presbyterian Church. 

It is very easy to catch a glimpse of that journey when 
reading his new book of sermons, Deeper Waters: Sermons 
for a New Vision. The sermons included in this inspirational 
volume were preached between 1997 and 2015 and they have 
been placed into four categories: Jesus Christ, God, Self and 
Community. This grouping is helpful because it characterizes 
the relationships that the person of faith has to engage. The 
first section on engagement with Jesus Christ begins with the 
sermon, “Going into Deeper Waters,” a beautiful exploration 
about what it means to follow Jesus into deeper waters in spite 
of the fears that can lead us so easily back into the safety of 
focusing upon our unworthiness and shortcomings, which 
tempts us to stay in the shallowest of waters.

The reflection upon Peter and his resistance to the call 
is helpful in making the case that one can go forward in fear 
and trembling and with a sense of doubt, and find acceptance 
and the reward of a more fully energized life. At the close of 
the sermon there is this marvelous affirmation: “There we will 
find God. There we will find ourselves. There we will find our 
true calling; there we will find our real lives.”

Nibs’ journey taught him to trust those words as he 
worked to live into the reality of this call to deeper waters in 
a culture that reinforces shallowness and has strong powers 
of seduction that impact people of faith in ways that are not 
always easy to discern. A great example of this is found in the 
sermon, “The Devil in Birmingham.” The Birmingham police 
chief is reported to have lamented that the crime rate was ris-
ing as a result of an attack by the devil on her because she was 
willing to be open about her devout faith. There was no effort 
made to make a connection between guns and our love of 
violence to the rise in the murder rate. This type of oversimpli-
fied analysis of laying responsibility at the devil’s feet does not 
allow for the exploration of the powers and principalities that 
the Ephesians text in this sermon is addressing, and it relieves 
the person of the need to act. The naming of the principalities 
and powers such as money, race, patriarchy and violence and 

Deeper Waters
Sermons for a New Vision
By Rev. Nibs Stroupe
Edited By Collin Cornell

Review of Deeper Waters  continued on page 5 
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their relationship to all of us who walk around on the earth 
helps to make the point about who is responsible.

One cannot live as an isolated self in the world; commu-
nity is essential. “Community” begins with a sermon about 
John the Baptist, “Man on Fire.” Here, Nibs wrestles with 
the paradox of being on fire for God as John the Baptist was 
and finding the way in the modern world to do that without 
becoming a person who has nothing but tunnel vision, which 
can lead to violence as one tries to live into its passion if it 
is not mediated by the Spirit. It seems that there is a bit of a 
dance between the passion that we witness in John the Baptist 

and overzealousness in the modern era that so often leads to 
religious violence. The strong call that this sermon offers is to 
allow ourselves to be moved to the place where God’s love 
fuels our passion, helping us to discover new meaning for our 
lives and a whole new way of seeing the world.

“And God said...” is part of a series on the first twelve 
chapters of Genesis that explores the theme of co-creating 
with God. We hear these powerful words: “There is a moti-
vated force for good at the heart of all existence. ... Wherever 

Recovery — The Journey Is Our Home
By Nibs Stroupe

The seventh step in our series on walking with Black 
Jesus on the road of racism is Recovery. Although recovery 
is a helpful word from the jargon of the addiction movement, 
I am hesitant to use it in regard to racism because so many of 
us who are classified as white want so desperately to be cured 
of racism, to be able to say that it is over and done with in our 
own lives at least, if not in the life of the world. I appreciate 
that desire; it is deep in my own soul. Yet I am also aware that 
Black Jesus tells us numerous times that the way is narrow 
and the road is long. Because of the depth of the power of 
race that is in us, we will never be totally free of its power. We 
continue to be under the “power of the prince of the air,” as 
the author of Ephesians puts it so well in 2:2. Those are dif-
ficult words to hear and to say, but hey, I’m a Calvinist, so it’s 
my approach to life.

In this series, however, I do want to use the word recov-
ery because it points us toward the goal of seeing the depth 
of our captivity as well as the possibility of moving toward 
liberation. To use the language of addiction, we who are 

classified as white will always be “recovering racists.” While 
the system of race still has power in us as individuals and as a 
culture, we are acknowledging it and seeking to diminish its 
power in our lives. The way is narrow and the road is long.

What will recovery look like in our lives? First, we must 
acknowledge how deeply race is embedded in our history and 
in our lives. We recently visited our longtime good friends 
Dee and John Cole Vodicka in Minnesota, and they took us 
up to the wild North Shore on Lake Superior. One of our 
stops was in Duluth, and there we encountered the past and 
the present of racism. We stopped at the corner of First Street 

and Second Avenue in Duluth, the site of the lynching of three 
African American men on June 15, 1920. Isaac McGhie, Elias 
Clayton and Elmer Jackson were murdered because they had 
been accused of raping a white woman. It was the largest at-
tended lynching in American history; estimates are that almost 
10,000 people gathered to see these three men executed. In a 
taste of intersectionality, these men were lynched 
just two months before the 19th Amendment to 
the Constitution was ratified, the amendment that 
gave women the right to vote in the United States. 
There is now a powerful memorial to the lynching 
at that intersection in Duluth; it was dedicated in 
2003.

 As we experienced the memorial and its 
history, it was not difficult to follow a line from 
the Curve in Memphis, where three of Ida Wells’ 
friends were lynched in 1892, to my boyhood 
home of Phillips County in Arkansas, where 
237 African Americans were killed in 1919 in 
the deadliest race riot in American history, to the 
lynching in Duluth in 1920, to the Moore’s Ford 

lynching in Georgia in 1946 where four African Americans 
were killed by still-unprosecuted assailants, to the mangled 
body of Emmett Till dragged from the Tallahatchie River in 
Mississippi in 1955, to the bullet-filled body of Viola Liuzzo, 
killed in a drive-by shooting in Alabama after the Selma 
march in 1965, to Michael Brown in Ferguson and Sandra 
Bland in Texas in 2015, to Philandro Castile in Minneapolis 
in 2016, and to thousands of others murdered in the name of 
white supremacy, the “blood and soil” chants of the Nazis in 
both Germany and in Charlottesville echoing all throughout 
our history. As William Faulkner put it in his novel Requiem 

for a Nun, “The past is not dead — it is not even the past.”
While we were at this corner in Duluth, an African 

American taxi driver drove up and stopped. I don’t know 
if she was wondering why these middle class white people 
were hanging out in this part of town or whether she was 
wondering if we were potential customers. Dee and Caroline 

walked up to her to talk, and she indicated that her name 
was Kathleen and that, while she had seen this memorial, 
she had never realized what it was. She and I made connec-
tions through our Southern roots — she had migrated from 
Winona, Mississippi, and my family history is centered in 
Marshall County, Mississippi. She seemed inspired by the 
power of the memorial and by our encounter, so she got out 
of her taxi and indicated that her preferred name was “Sister 
Kate.” She revealed that while she drove a cab to support 
herself, her calling was as an evangelist in Duluth, and she 
wanted to pray over us and fill us with the Spirit. In a hailing 
back to the resistance to the 19th Amendment, she indicated 
that she believed that women were less obedient than men, so 

we are, and however we are, whatever our station in life, we 
are asked to join with this loving God to create such space 
in our own hearts and in this world, which God loves so 
much.” Being open to God’s ongoing creation activity in our 
individual lives and allowing God to help us replicate it in the 
world make us co-creators with God.

“The Joy of the Thin Places” challenges the 21st-century 
believer to embrace the thin places with joy in spite of the 
distractions of daily life. Thin places, those spaces where there 
is less distance between heaven and earth than ordinarily exist, 
make it possible for us to encounter God more deeply. But 

most of the time we miss them because our daily routines 
take such great amounts of our energy and we allow worry 
to become our companion more than is necessary. The final 
words of this sermon invite: “So in this culture that seeks to 
flatten things out and to put a price tag on everything, let us 
listen to the words of Psalm 84, ‘How lovely is your dwelling 
place, O Lord of hosts.’”

Though the book title includes the words “sermons for 
a new vision,” it is really not new; the vision is the one that 

the beautiful Jew from Palestine brought all of those centuries 
ago. But the vision has been distorted by our capitalist, white 
supremacist, patriarchal view of the world. We have worked 
to make God fit our way of seeing instead of being open to 
God’s offering of a new way to see. Thanks be to God that 
Nibs Stroupe caught on to that trap and turned his face in the 
direction of the light, allowing it to lead him out of the cultural 
constructions that encourage him to define his identity in the 
world as one more successful, entitled white man. The cour-
age to go into deeper waters led him to a new way of seeing, 
and we are all better off because he has shared the journey 
with us.  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 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)

Review of Deeper Waters  continued

“You have a weakness in your heart. 
I’m going to pray for your heart to strengthen 

and for you to get some determination and get some fire.”

Daniel Nichols

We have worked to make God fit our way of seeing 
instead of being open to God’s offering of a new way to see. 
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she wanted to pray over John and me. She touched John and 
said, “Wow, you are strong and powerful, and I will pray for 
you to continue in that strength.” And she did. 

Then she turned to me and put one hand on my shoulder 
and one hand on my heart and said, “You need some strength, 
don’t you? You have a weakness in your heart. I’m going 
to pray for your heart to strengthen and for you to get some 
determination and get some fire.” She began to pray for me, 
and she began to shake all over and say, “Thank You, Jesus, 
Oh Lord, hold this man’s hand and give him strength, give 
him courage and give him fire for You. Come on, Jesus, give 
it to him.” I don’t know if I looked uncomfortable, or if she 
was not accustomed to doing this kind of praying with white 
folks, but she said, “Don’t worry, the Spirit has just gotten 
ahold of me and of you, and I can’t let go yet, I can’t end the 
Spirit before the Spirit is through.” She continued praying and 
shaking and in a few minutes, she stopped and then said, “I 
hope that this will be a blessing to you from the Spirit through 
Sister Kate. It is a blessing for me to be with you.” I thanked 
her and we hugged, and she got back in her taxi and drove 
off. As I walked across the street to be with my friends, I was 
thinking that the words that she used in her prayer — “hold 
this man’s hand” — were words that formed the title of 
Caroline’s and my book about multicultural ministry, O, 

By Catherine Meeks

This past July, a large group gathered from across 
Georgia for the annual Adult Education Conference at the 
Renaissance Hotel in Atlanta. I was there because a person 
who is very special to me was going to be honored. Rhonda 
was receiving an award given to the person selected in the 
State of Georgia from among all GED graduates nominated 
for making the most improvement in her life since receiving 
her GED.

I sat at the table with her and her three beautiful young-
adult children as we all beamed with great pride about Rhon-
da’s accomplishments, hearts filled with gratitude for her 
and the life that she is now engaging. Though I was almost 
overcome with delight, I could not help remembering my first 
meeting with her.

It was over two decades ago that our paths crossed for 
the first time. She was a homeless mom with three small 
children. It was July in Macon, Georgia and they were going 
from shelter to shelter, each one requiring them to vacate the 
premises in the early morning for the day. I was horrified to 
learn about this situation. Who sends a mother with three 
small children out to walk the streets in 100-plus degree 
temperatures? Well, apparently all of the shelter managers 
find this practice to be alright. The thought of it continues to 
horrify me to this very day.

At the time, I was participating in a fairly new service 
venture designed to offer respite to single mothers without 
good support systems, so we took this young mother and her 
children under our wings. We managed to find housing for 
them and furniture. It took a bit of time, but we got them off 
the streets. It was a long summer of working to help them get 
resources for food and other necessities, but we managed it.

We had no way to know what a challenging situation 
we were stepping into. Rhonda was too young to have the 
responsibility of three children and she was very susceptible 

to people who thought that they knew what was best for her 
without having any real concern for her overall welfare. This 
was especially true of men. From time to time she would get 
embroiled in very abusive relationships that required major 
intervention on our part. One situation that stands out occurred 
a few years after we met her. She had managed to get housing 
in an especially nice small house which was part of an experi-
mental public housing project. The house was beautiful and 
very perfect for this little family who had experienced far too 
much trauma. She had managed to get a car and we thought 

Walking With My Sister
that she was moving along nicely.

The man that she connected with at that time turned 
out to be a major abuser and went so far as to set her car on 
fire. All of us were quite frightened for her and worked many 
hours in an attempt to help her determine how to move for-
ward. After endless hours of agonizing conversation we were 
able to get her relocated in a less nice public housing facility, 
far less conveniently located than her previous house had 
been. But we felt that they were safe, even though we knew 
that safety is very difficult to assure in domestic violence 
situations. 

This one situation is illustrative of the tumultuous 
journey that all of us who committed to Rhonda navigated 
for many years. Though as time progressed, I was able to hire 
her to work in a center that I directed, help her to become an 
AmeriCorps participant and lobby for her to get work with 
the Macon Housing Authority following her AmeriCorps 
tenure. Many hours were spent walking alongside this young 
woman and her family with the willingness and courage to be 
supportive and to be compassionate truth tellers for her when 
that seemed appropriate.

So here in 2017, more than twenty years later, we 
watched her receive her award. Her three children are beauti-
ful young adults who call me Grandma. I come closer to 
being that for them than anyone else in their lives at this time. 
They are finding their own way in the world much better than 
their mom did in the past. Perhaps it is fair to trust that their 
mother’s struggle and vigilant effort to become a more stable 
person gave them a sense of an alternative to the chaos of 
their earlier life.

Rhonda has discovered that she is an artist. She writes 
beautiful poetry and she designs and constructs cards and 
other pieces of art from found objects. The creations are 
amazing and she has been hosted in places such as museum 
stores, Barnes and Noble and in places where crafts and folk 
art are sold. She has sold many of her items. 

She is also working for the Macon Housing Authority 
again in a position where she can be a supportive, encourag-
ing and guiding voice to young women such as she was those 
decades ago. She loves it. She is thriving. She has learned to 
love herself and no longer finds it necessary to be in abusive 
relationships with men who are not capable of appreciating 
her.

I was a part of the village that saved this family. I can 
proclaim without any hesitation that we saved this family. But 
it took decades and it takes more than a village. The call of 
our faith to be God’s hands and feet in this world means that 
we take the time and do the work for as long it takes. It was 
a daily walk and many times it felt as if we would lose the 
struggle, but we did not. Our vision of this young family sur-
viving, our willingness to work untiringly and God’s amazing 
grace brought us to July and her award.

The person in Georgia who has made the most 
improvement in her life since getting her GED: Wow! 
Rhonda read one of her poems as a tribute to herself and to 
all of us who helped her to get there. I sat with tears of great 
joy.  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 College. She 
has published six books and is editor of Living Into God’s 
Dream: Dismantling Racism in America (2016), which 
focuses on racial healing and reconciliation. She writes for 
the Huffington Post and is a regular contributor to Hospital-
ity. She is involved with prison work, visits on death row and 
works for the abolition of the death penalty. 
(kayma53@att.net)

Lord, Hold Our Hands, from the African American spiritual, 
“Guide My Feet.” Then, in my white liberal guilt, I wondered 
if I should have given her a monetary offering for her bless-
ing. I answered myself that it had been a holy moment for me 
and for her, so I did not need to worry about that. Of course, 
I am a comfortable white man, so that is easy for me to say. I 
still don’t know the answer to that, but I do know that I was 
blessed in this journey of recovery. I hope that I am worthy of 
it and that I will have more heart and fire and determination in 
this journey of recovery from the power of racism.

I also was reminded of the conversation between Black 
Jesus and the Samaritan woman at Jacob’s well at the begin-
ning of John 4. Just as Black Jesus knew about the inner life 
of the Samaritan woman, so Sister Kate knew about mine. 
Like them, we too were standing on holy ground in Duluth, 
and that is a good place to begin recovery on this long and 
narrow road. Standing on holy ground for conversations about 
recovery — we’ll look at that more next time.  W

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

The call of our faith to be God’s hands and feet in this world 
means that we take the time and do the work for as long it takes.

Meinrad Craighead
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The very least you can do in your life 
	 is	figure	out	what	you	hope	for.	 
And the most you can do 
 is live inside that hope.  
   — Barbara Kingsolver, Animal Dreams

In Hebron my hope was inspired by Palestinians under 
occupation. 

Every school morning, CPT monitors two checkpoints 
that children pass through on the way to school. We docu-
ment every incident occurring at the checkpoints. My first 
morning on the CPT Palestine team, a teammate and I were 
at Saleymeh checkpoint, monitoring children navigating 
turnstiles on the way to school. Adults also use the check-
point. That morning, a Palestinian man was stopped. We 
heard the harsh voice of Border Police questioning him inside 
the checkpoint. He motioned for us to come closer and take 
photos. 

When we tried to pass through the checkpoint, the Bor-
der Police stopped us, asked why we took photos, demanded 
our passports and threatened to have us deported. Later, we 
reflected on being at the mercy of Border Police. Yet we knew 
we had experienced only a small sense of what Palestinians 
are subjected to daily. 

From Saleymeh checkpoint we go to a kindergarten 
school. On the way, we pass through a checkpoint gate and 
walk up a narrow rocky path along a fence that keeps Pal-
estinians off a street reserved for soldiers and settlers. At the 
top of the path, we pass another checkpoint and arrive at the 
kindergarten school. 

Standing above the checkpoint outside the school, 
we greet five-year-old children who pass by heavily armed 
Border Police to get to kindergarten every morning. Going 
inside, we meet the teacher and principal to find out if all the 
children have arrived. The principal tells us how the occupa-
tion impacts the school and traumatizes children. Over 100 
children had attended this kindergarten; now there are only 
twelve. When we leave, a chorus of smiling children shouts, 
“See you later!” and we all wave goodbye. 

This kindergarten ritual is repeated every school morn-
ing. My heart is delighted to see these children, and it aches 
for them. Also on my heart were my grandchildren going to 
school at home in Seattle. Our five-year-old granddaughter 
began kindergarten in early September while I was here with 
these kindergarten children.  

Beautiful and beloved five-year-old Palestinian children 
inspire hope under occupation. 

Abu Fahmi uses his car as a taxi. With an exuberant 
welcome, he drove us many places. Riding with Abu Fahmi 
was a pleasure because he radiates gratitude and grace. As 
grandparents, we shared stories of our beloved grandchildren. 

Impressed by Abu Fahmi’s navigation of winding, hilly 
Hebron streets, I asked him if he knew every street. With 
a proud smile, he said, “Every street! Every home! Every 
family!” 

On one trip to the South Hebron Hills, we came to a 
road blocked by soldiers. Unable to proceed, we got out of 
his car to walk the last mile to a Bedouin village. Immediately 
the soldiers came to check Abu Fahmi’s ID and ask accusing 
questions. We apologized to Abu Fahmi for putting him in 
this situation. He smiled and shrugged it off, assuring us, “It’s 
ok, I’m used to it.” Humiliating encounters with occupation 
never thwarted his joyful spirit and desire to transport CPT. 

Abu Fahmi’s smiling, peaceful spirit inspires hope 
under occupation. 

Occupying soldiers and settlers are an everyday reality 
that threatens shopkeepers in the Souq marketplace of Old 
City Hebron, driving customers away. Fifteen hundred shops 
have closed in recent years. Those who remain refuse to let 
the occupation drive them away from generations of family 
life and livelihood.  

Our many walks through the Souq were met with, 
“Welcome! Tea? Coffee?” When we could, we accepted their 
hospitality. Sipping tea with shopkeepers is a good way to 
hear what is on their hearts and what is happening in the Old 
City. 

Layla, Wasem and Jamal are shopkeepers and treasured 
CPT friends who help us understand life under occupation. 
Stories of struggle were offered with humility and humor. 
These friends embody peace and envision a land where all 
live together in peace and unafraid.   

Palestinian shopkeepers offer hospitality and inspire 
hope under occupation. 

Many other Palestinians are living hope under occu-
pation. Tareq, a young leader of Um al-Khair Bedouin 
community and a CPT partner, is committed to nonviolent 
peacemaking even while a settler community encroaches on 
their land and lives. Issa leads Youth Against Settlements and 
confronts human rights abuses by Israelis and Palestinians. 

They and others inspire hope under occupation. 

Our Palestinian friends know that hope does not come 
from violent domination passing as just war. Hope comes 
from nonviolent JustPeace, concerned for the common good 
of all people and creation. Hope will not be occupied. Doro-
thy Day chastised, “No one has the right to sit down and feel 
hopeless. There’s too much work to do.”  

I am forever grateful and inspired by Palestinians who 
embody such hope under occupation.

 
Since … we have such hope, we act with great boldness. 
     — 2 Corinthians 3:12  W

After 40 years of Mennonite Church ministry that included 
community, pastoral and peace ministries, Weldon Nisly 
currently devotes himself in “retirement” to Contemplative 
JustPeace building and work with Christian Peacemaker 
Teams. He is a Benedictine Oblate. His life is devoted to the 
abolition of war.

this year give  

Right: Palestinian shop keeper 
Jamal telling CPT members about 

the struggle to make a living in 
the Souq marketplace of Old City 
Hebron under Israeli occupation. 

Left: Hebron children 
arrested by Israeli soldiers on 
October 13, 2017.
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CPT/Hebron
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Grace and Peaces of Mail

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

Dear Ed and Murphy,
I just wanted you to know that in our Rundbrief 

newsletter this summer we translated the wonderful “Ten 
Rules for Addressing Panhandlers and Panhandling” 
[Hospitality, May-June 2017:  http://opendoorcommunity.
org/wp-content/uploads/2008/02/May-June-2017-web-1.pdf] 
into German: http://www.kana-suppenkueche.de/rundbriefe/
Rundbrief%20Sommer%2017.pdf. We had quite a lot of 
responses; that was great.

And then Dietrich Gerstner asked to use it and now it 
is printed in Bread and Roses newsletter on page 7  as well: 
http://www.brot-und-rosen.de/uploads/media/brot_und_
rosen__86_Dez2017.pdf  Thank you for your testimony and 
all the work the Open Door has done in all the years!

All the best for you and Murphy and may God bless 
you in Baltimore!

Chris Danowski
Kana-Dortmand Soup Kitchen
Dortmand, Germany

Ed, Murphy and David:
November 7, 2017: Sutherland, Texas

Texas is indeed the Wild West, filled with gun-toting idi-
ots endorsed by the GOP locally and nationally. After Trump 
voters suffer financially, I think they will wake up and learn 
that Trump doesn’t care about them or anyone else. The Tea 
Party, dregs from the John Birch Society and the far right nuts 
with Trump added to the mixture are wrecking the GOP, and 
that suits me fine.

Sutherland Springs, Texas is in Wilson County, and over 
70% of the voters voted for Trump. They love guns. The mur-
derer is a real American terrorist who is white as rice.

Remember, no one person can damage or destroy a 
nation. I have lots of hope for the nation. I see the evangeli-
cal churches losing on every front: membership, finances, 
missions, education, property, and their character and moral 
standards. Young people are fleeing the Southern Baptist 
Convention left and right.

The gunman in Sutherland Springs, Texas was in the 
church to kill his wife’s relatives. Rand Paul was attacked in 
Kentucky by his neighbor, and Paul will miss days in Wash-
ington where he is needed to help pass Trump’s bills.

If China were to lock Trump up in jail on his tour, I don’t 
think our armed forces would go into China to bring him 
back to America. Trump has made no friends in the Pentagon. 
Remember that he knows more than the generals.

Trump’s honchos will find themselves in jail. This is 
another Nixon in the White House, although Nixon did know 
the law and the Constitution, whereas Trump knows nothing 
about the law, the Constitution, or government. He is messing 
things up, but those things can be repaired. People that sup-
ported Trump will suffer greatly. The GOP tax plan will harm 
the middle class and especially those with medical problems.

Evangelicals prefer Moses and the Ten Commandments 
over Jesus and the Sermon on the Mount, and they love the 
Second Amendment more than they love the Bible. Evangeli-
cals teach that the church is the Bride of Christ, but they are 
married to Moses. When we see preachers supporting Trump, 
it is a repeat of history when the pastors in German supported 
Hitler and the Nazis. It is a sad day for the church.

Take care,
Wendell Wentz 
Rockwall, Texas

Dearest Murphy and Ed,
It was a special gift and joy to have some time with you 

while I was in Baltimore. Many thanks for making yourselves 
and your home and family available.

Know we walk prayerfully with you and plead that you 
keep me and family and friends in your prayer.

  Liz McAlister
  New York, New York

Dear Ed,
Hospitality arrived in my mailbox yesterday. Jeff 

Dietrich’s “Bring Back the Draft” (something I’ve been 
saying for a long time) and Janice Sevre-Duszynska’s article 
about Jerry Zawada were especially meaningful to me.

I would love to meet Jeff Dietrich. He is so right-on 
about U.S. citizens (consumers) who care not about what 
their government is doing in their name because they have 
no skin in the game. They are more interested in going to 
the newest restaurant or buying the latest iPhone than being 
disturbed about children we kill with drones or how we are 
starving them to death in Yemen. 

Ah....Jerry Zawada. This goes back to the first time I 
protested at Creech AFB and met Jerry. I spent the first night 
at his house at the Nevada Desert Experience. As we talked 
long into the night about resisting the empire and other things, 
I discovered we had the same birthday! 

Blessings to you and Murphy. I will remember you in 
prayer.

 Love,
  ̀ JoAnne Lingle
  Indianapolis, Indiana

Dear and be-love-d friends, 
Both convalescent, as are all of us, in one way or an-

other! Thanks be to God Triune (whom Jesus revealed to the 
Jews and the rest of us!). Thank you for your actively loving 
presence and subversive activities in my beloved city. I left 
the city 66 years ago, so it has changed in many ways, e.g., 
Beltway 695, etc. I am sorry to report that it is impossible to 
recover from the ageing process, as I now approach my 90th 

birthday. Yet, I must admit I 
am being pulled, pushed, yes 
shoved into the circle of the 
Holy, divinizing Trinity! Andrei 
Rublev’s 14th century “Icon” is 
my favorite image of them. The 
opening at the front of the icon 
I interpret as the invitation to 
“pull up a seat” and join them. 
Of course, thousands do; and yet 
there is room for millions more. 

Your “Christ Room” is an equivalent. Do, please, go there 
yourselves to contemplate their presence. 

 Love,
  Fr. Tom Francis
  your nonagenarian friend
  Monastery of the Holy Spirit
  Conyers, Georgia

Molech, indeed, Nibs!
Saw your Hospitality piece [“God, Guns and 

America”] in Oct.-Nov. 2017 issue. THANKS!
Why not give rubber bullets to police? They can 

disarm a man without lethal force. That would be some 
pledge: for Americans to defend themselves only with rub-
ber! This could turn out to be quite some movement!

  Joe Ricciardi
  Verona, New Jersey

Dear Ed and Murphy,
I just want to thank both of you for the love and support 

you have sent my way since my beautiful and magnificent 
Margo passed on to what she called “the next stage.” How 
faithful you have been in memorializing and honoring her in 
spite of your own challenges since arriving in Baltimore. As 
you know, both of you and ODC in general had a profound 
impact on both of us. We both gloried in finding a religious 
community that sees the work and mercy of the Gospel 
as ODC does. And we have grown through your and the 
Open Door’s witness — a genuinely radical one. Thank you 
forever!

How I/we miss Margo’s physical presence here. But her 
spirit lives with us, is all around us, giving us continual love 
and strength. Like Murphy, she is/was an amazing and inspir-
ing human being who showed us how to live.

  Ron Santoni
  Granville, Ohio

What We Became
In the beginning
there was bread basket passing
sweet coffee drinking
vinyl table-cloth wiping
pink pot soap pouring
dried grit chiseling
burning bowl handling
circle sitting curiosity.

Which turned in time 
to skinny staircase climbing
used sock allotting
dumbwaiter pulling
hot sauce seeking
Hobard operating
living room lingering.

We learned the labor songs
memorized Ms. Elsie’s number
halted the hum of the fridge
gagged at the grease trap
learned variations on vermin
saw hidden cat holes
overseasoned everything
wrestled rubber mats
translated steamer sighs.

We picked our protest sign
saw our shoes mold
sweated through t-shirts
rang the dinner bell
loved Jacob Lawrence
went to bed early
slept through sideyard yelling
tended small corners.

We read the paper
we spoke scripture
we lived parables
we lingered in the walk-in
we pilfered Panera
We gazed at the bookshelf
while the skylight bathed us.

Now 910 is empty
and we’re what remains.
The tellers of stories,
the knowers of names.

— Meredith Owensby

Meridith Owensby is a founding member of the 
Lydia’s House Catholic Worker Community in 
Cincinnati, Ohio (stlydiashouse.org). She was a 
Resident Volunteer at the Open Door from 2003 to 
2005, a stay which inspired “What We Became.”


