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By Jeff Dietrich

Though I am a Vietnam-era draft resister and fought 
hard in the 1980s to outlaw the draft, I have changed my 
mind. I have come to believe that as long as we are making 
war and preparing for even more war, the draft is essential to 
a functional democracy.

I recently read an article in Harpers Magazine that I can 
no longer find, whose title and author I cannot remember, that 
spoke of how America mobilized in World War II with citi-
zen soldiers and motivated workers to fight Nazism and build 
an “arsenal for democracy.” 

The author then turned to the Vietnam War, also a war 
fought by citizen soldiers, but with considerably less enthu-
siasm than the war against Nazism. In each case, Americans 
were being asked to lend their bodies in support of U.S. 
foreign policy. In WWII, Americans did so with fervor, while 
the war in Vietnam provoked mass demonstrations, resis-
tance, draft card burnings and rebellion in the military even to 
the point of “fragging” (injuring or killing) field officers. The 
mass resistance of citizens and soldiers to U.S. foreign policy 
in Vietnam led military planners to reject a draft-based mili-
tary and choose instead our current all-volunteer Army.  

But if the wars we are fighting now are so important, 
why don’t we have the sons of senators, bankers, doctors, 
lawyers, judges and police chiefs fighting them? Instead, we 
have an all-volunteer Army composed of the children of the 
disadvantaged, those for whom the only possibility for higher 
education or training or social advancement is the military. 
And we send those soldiers to the Middle East debacle over 
and over, recycling them through multiple tours of duty in a 
war zone. Is it any wonder that so many of them come home 
with PTSD, abuse drugs and alcohol, destroy their marriages 

and lose their families?
Because we have no skin in the game, the average U.S. 

citizen pays little attention to U.S. foreign policy. During the 
Vietnam era, Morley Safer and Dan Rather roamed through 
Vietnam at will, photographing and filming battle scenes and 
torture scenes, the burning of villages, the bombing and straf-
ing of non–combatants. Walter Cronkite broadcast fire fights 
and body counts on the nightly news. But today, reporters 
are “embedded” with the troops and rarely have anything 
to report apart from the perspective of the military chain of 
command. As a result, Americans lack authentic, truthful 
information about what the politicians, generals and planners 
are doing. Lacking access to truthful reporting and public 
discussion about our war making, American citizens have 
simply lost interest in these matters as well. 

In this vacuum of disinterest, the political and military 
architects of the post-Cold War set out to create a global econ-
omy that would benefit the interests of the elites of the United 
States and its Western allies — an economy that would 
benefit the “one percent” to the detriment of the remaining 99 
here at home and throughout the world.

Within months of the fall of the Berlin Wall, U.S. politi-
cal elites had American troops in the Middle East, knowing 
that there was no equivalent power on earth to stop them. 
The subsequent breakup of the Soviet Union and the rise of 
the United States as the sole world superpower has led to the 
hubris of failed wars in the Middle East, the rise of terrorist 
reactions to the U.S. military slaughter of innocent non-com-
batants and a dangerous confrontation with Russia in Eastern 
Europe that is only exacerbated by Russia’s entrance into the 
war in Syria. 

Bring Back the Draft

By Weldon D. Nisly

I am one more citizen marching against hatred. 
Alone, we are defenseless. 
Collected, we are sacred. 
— Sherman Alexie, “Hymn”

Gentle waves lap imperceptibly closer to shore in end-
less rhythm. The soothing sight and sound of the incoming 
tide offers welcome solitude in this traumatized time. My wife 
and I enjoy several late-August days of quiet retreat in the 
Puget Sound cabin of friends. Sitting on driftwood at water’s 
edge below the cabin, we listen to the waves and watch the 
sun descend over Whidbey Island and the Olympic Moun-
tains on the western horizon. 

Here I silently reflect on our 50 years of marriage, 
children and grandchildren, the JustPeace ministry God has 
set before me, and endless racialized wars at home and in the 
Middle East. In a few days, I will leave to spend September 
and October with the Christian Peacemaker Team in Palestine 
after having served two months last spring with the CPT Iraqi 
Kurdistan team.

Suddenly the scream of warplanes pierces the tranquil-
ity of God’s creative beauty and our peaceful bliss. The 
sound of waves lapping toward our feet is shattered by Navy 
bombers circling overhead, practicing for war and planning 
death. Fighter jets from the Whidbey Island Naval Air Station 
fly on their own timing and terms, showing no concern for 
their sound assault on the tranquil scene below. The majestic 
rhythm of waves is disrupted by the mighty roar of war. 

Some call it “the sound of freedom.” But it is simply the 
sound of war waged on people we call “enemy” — “they” 
who are not “US.” 

How very American — a nation transfixed by warring 
words and weapons! 

In the April issue of Hospitality, I wrote a JustPeace arti-
cle honoring Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. on the 50th anniver-
sary of his defining April 4, 1967, Riverside Church sermon, 
“Beyond Vietnam: A Time to Break Silence.” King named 
America’s triple sin of racism, materialism and militarism as 
spiritual death.

I concluded: “It is our malady of militarism fed by an 
insatiable need for an enemy on whom to inflict asymmetrical 
warfare rooted in the hubris of American exceptionalism 
and entitlement in the name of white patriarchal Christian 
supremacy. ... War exaggerates our good intentions and blinds 
us to our own self-serving shadow and sin. ... Without seeing 
our deep shadow we cannot know who we really are, created 
in God’s image.”

Unite for Right 
in JustPeace
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Please join us on Facebook 
for the continuing journey of the 
Open Door Community in Baltimore.
Thank you, David, Eduard and Murphy.

By Catherine Meeks

Fannie Lou Hamer, Sojourner Truth, 
Harriet Tubman, Mary Jane McLeod Bet-
hune, Ida B. Wells and Maria Stewart are a 
major part of the cloud of witnesses that help 
me to remember that the journey toward 
liberation is never-ending. As I go around the 
country leading workshops on dismantling 
racism, I hear the voice of lament from some 
in the sessions about how long it is taking to 
get racism in America dismantled. There are 
times when some folks say that they are tired 
of talking and are not interested in continuing 
the conversation on race. Actually, I under-
stand how they feel. But it is quite clear to me 
that disengagement is not among the possible 
responses to white supremacy. The struggle 
for liberation is a long one, and each one of 
us who wakes up enough to engage it must 
remember that we are in for the long run.

On the days that I want to lament 
about how long it is taking, I think about 
Fannie Lou Hamer being a sharecropper in 
Ruleville, Mississippi, with nothing to pro-
tect her from the brutal white supremacists 
that were in charge of her and anyone else 
of color that they chose to control. Yet, she 
persisted. I often wonder how she did it. Was 
it a matter of amazing courage and faith or 
was it more a result of simple weariness from 
not being free? Maybe the weight of oppres-
sion was just too much to keep bearing. Her 
famous words, “I am sick and tired of being 

sick and tired,” certainly serve as a clue to 
how she was feeling. Of course, oppression 
fatigue coupled with courage and faith make 
a mighty force, as we witness in Fannie Lou. 

I am grateful to have her witness, espe-
cially on the days when I think of complain-
ing more than is necessary. I have so many 
resources and so much more with which to 
wage my struggle against oppression, and 
I must use it for the sake of myself and the 
generations to come, but also as a way to 
honor Fannie Lou Hamer’s legacy.

Sojourner Truth and Harriet Tubman 
both hold the banner of warrior woman 
very high for me and all others who choose 
to enter upon the road to liberation. These 
women had more challenges than we will 
ever know about. It is quite easy for me to 
imagine that they were never really seen as 
ordinary human women, but always as a 
challenging danger to the white supremacist 
power structure and as strangers in their own 
communities because their ways of being 
were foreign to other Black folks struggling 
to find the path to freedom.

Sojourner could not read; Harriet had 
serious physical problems that hindered 
her. But these women did not waver in their 
undying commitment to the liberation jour-
ney that was placed before them. What wit-
nesses they are for us in the 21st century with 
all of our resources!

Can you imagine a Black woman 
standing up and speaking for the rights of 

women in 1832? Maria Stewart did that in 
spite of the fact that she had no rights. She is 
recorded as having been the first woman to 
speak to an audience of men, women, Blacks 
and whites. Her message was about liberation 
of women and slaves. Many folks were quite 
displeased with her, but she persisted.

Mary Jane McLeod Bethune and Ida B. 
Wells warm my heart. I have a large picture 
of Ida B. Wells on my wall. I want to see her 
face when I awake each day so I can remem-
ber how the face of courage looks. Both she 
and Mary Jane McLeod Bethune blazed trails 
that resonate with my soul. Though they lived 
in different eras, they shared much of the 
same type of energy — the energy that defies 
all argument that the tasks before you cannot 
be successfully accomplished. 

I think about Mary Jane McLeod 
Bethune undertaking the task of making pro-
visions for Black children to obtain an educa-
tion when she had little more than a vision, 
courage and faith. Yet she persisted. Ida B. 
Wells exhibited this same type of indomitable 
spirit many years before Mary when she rose 
to the task of caring for her brothers and sis-
ters after the death of her parents. This spirit 
continued to grow in her as she took on the 
white supremacist rulers of her day through 
her journalistic responses to lynching. 

What a cloud of witnesses for me and 
all who are willing to step onto the path of 
seeking liberation. In this present moment 
when there is so much visible evidence of 

how much work there is left to do in the 
struggle to dismantle white supremacy in 
America, there is a temptation to move 
toward despair. But these witnesses loudly 
proclaim that despair is not an option. Yes, 
I can take a moment to grieve. I can take a 
moment to be angry, a moment to re-group. 
But after taking those moments, I have to get 
back on the path and remember that I am part 
of a long and unrelenting struggle for free-
dom and that I must stay in it until complete 
liberation comes or I die. 

I hope that this reflection encourages 
you to reflect upon your own cloud of wit-
nesses, and to engage them in new ways as 
you seek to stay faithful to the path that God 
reveals for you.  W

Catherine Meeks is Chair of Beloved Com-
munity: Commission for Dismantling Racism 
for the Episcopal Diocese of Atlanta, 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 Hospitality. She is involved with prison 
work, visits regularly on death row and 
works for the abolition of the death penalty. 
(kayma53@att.net)

My Cloud of Witnesses

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

Eduard Loring: Activist/Advocate/Ally
Wende Ballew: Coordinator for the Hardwick Prison Trip
 678.689.8263
Murphy Davis: Southern Prison Ministry

Hospitality on the road!
David Payne
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By Janice Sevre-Duszynska

If it had been up to him, Franciscan priest Jerry Zawada 
would have chosen to die in the Sonora Desert outside of Tuc-
son alongside the Latino migrants whose feet he washed, or 
while celebrating Mass “on the sly” in prison for the Hispanic 
group who sort of adopted their “little padre.” 

Instead, Jerry’s much-loved spirit soared into Holy 
Mystery on July 25th from the Catholic Home in Milwaukee 
where devoted friends looked after him.

Jerry could not return to Tucson for health reasons, but 
also because, as I understand it, the bishop there had banned 
him from the diocese for celebrating Eucharist with me, a 
woman priest, at the School of the Americas Watch in Colum-
bus, Georgia in 2011. This was very painful for Jerry that he 
could not celebrate his Eucharist in the desert by washing the 
feet of migrants.

Priest Katy Zatsick, who was at the SOA Watch Eu-
charist, said, “It would come in waves. Maybe every time his 
heart beat. You are just automatically drawn into that love, 
… the love of our brother Jesus … that he brought into that 
room.”

More than 80 crossed the line to close the U.S. Army 
School of the Americas when I met Jerry on November 15, 
2001. Called to priesthood, I was dressed in my black cassock 
and purple stole, chanting “Ubi Caritas” when handcuffed. 
Once inside the tent where we were held for several hours, I 
was eager to talk with the two brown-robed Franciscans I later 

learned were Jerry and his good friend Louis Vitale. I was 
hoping to bring up the struggle for justice for women in the 
church. However, I saw them engaged in a heated discussion 
with a military chaplain. I then realized they were challenging 
him to adhere to Jesus’ message of nonviolence rather than 
being part of Pharaoh’s Army. Once Jerry and I became close 
friends, it was a subject to which we often returned.

The following summer, not long after seven women 
were ordained on the Danube, our weeklong federal court trial 
began for 29 of us under Military Judge G. Mellon Faircloth. 
It was a pivotal week in my life. The meaning of the Gospels, 
Psalms and Prophets deepened as we were required to give an 
opening statement, provide testimony and end with a closing 
statement. Each resister, including Louis and Jerry, spoke 
from their heart about the atrocities perpetrated by the SOA. 
First-timers were sentenced to three months, and Jerry, like 
other repeat offenders, got six months.

“Jerry was a person of conscience and commitment 
who cared about the poor in South America,” said Roy 
Bourgeois, Maryknoll priest of 40 years and founder of SOA 
Watch. “Gentle and funny, he was a ferocious tiger in his 
commitment to human rights and anti-militarism.”

After Roy participated in my ordination on Aug. 9, 
2008, Jerry wanted to learn about the women priest move-
ment. We met at actions or retreats, or communicated through 
letters and phone calls. From the beginning, it was evident 
Jerry and those of us in the women priest movement shared 
a vision of a circular, non-hierarchical, non-clerical “servant 
priesthood” based on liberation, feminist and creation theolo-
gies. 

I was eager to tell him about the participatory spirit of 
our liturgy, which includes feminine as well as masculine im-
ages of our beyond-gender God. Everyone participates in the 

prayers and consecration of the Eucharist, and we give shared 
dialogue homilies. He affirmed our discipleship of equals, 
a priesthood of the baptized and circular governance in our 
women priest and liturgical communities.

The first Eucharist he would celebrate with me was on 
November 20, 2010 at Ft. Benning. It reflected the abundant 
extravagance of harvest time and was decorated with help 
from leaders of the Women’s Ordination Conference. We did 
not “go public,” as he needed to pray and reflect. 

Jerry seemed a little bashful at first but then relaxed 
into the space. His gentle spirit pervaded the room filled with 
friends aware of the significance of his presence. As the Mass 
ended, I asked Charlie King for a few bars of a polka and we 
danced.

I loved the sound of Jerry’s laughter and his playfulness. 
We shared similar Polish backgrounds and a sparse but mean-
ingful Polish vocabulary relating to family, religious customs, 
greetings, prayers, songs and, of course, music. Over the next 
year, we prayed and talked about the risks he would face for 
his open support of women priests. He not only wanted to 
support Roy and me, he also believed our church desperately 
needed everyone’s participation, which meant a woman’s 
presence and voice at the table. He revealed that his spiritual 
director was a Jewish woman.

When he told me he was ready, he was. Waiting on the 
Spirit, She nodded. We celebrated a public Eucharist at SOA 
Watch on November 19, 2011. When word got out, Jerry’s 
Provincial told him he would not be able to celebrate Eucha-
rist. 

Jesuit Bill Brennan, whom I had known from SOA 
Watch and witnessing at Marquette University, was at our 
Eucharist. Our mutual friend Bob Graf said, “Bill saw Jerry 
and he wanted to celebrate Eucharist with you, too.” The fol-
lowing year he did.

When not incarcerated, home for Jerry was where the 
Spirit led him to work with the poor and do resistance: Catho-
lic Worker houses in Chicago, Washington, D.C., Milwaukee, 

and Las Vegas or in Iraq with Kathy Kelly of Voices for Cre-
ative Nonviolence. More than once he talked about his visit 
to the Al-A’amiriya Shelter in Iraq, a building with nightmare 
shadow images of children, mothers, fathers, radiated into the 
wall from U.S. “smart” bombs. Such unspeakable suffering 
motivated him to resist and be a sign of peace in the world, he 
said. 

Sr. Megan Rice said working with Jerry for the anti-
nuclear Nevada Desert Experience was “one of the highlights 
of my life.” 

Another very good friend of Jerry’s was Fr. Lorenzo 
Rosebaugh, who was murdered in Guatemala. “His assassi-
nation really affected Jerry,” said Bob Graf of The Milwaukee 
14. “He would look for him at the SOA Watch protests on Ft. 
Benning Road in Columbus.”

Jerry spent his last years looked after by friends who 
would visit him at the Franciscan Monastery in Burlington 
or bring him to Milwaukee, about a 35-minute drive. He 
would enjoy speaking with the novices. To Jerry’s friends, the 
novices were known to say that he was the troublemaker of 
the Province and a great storyteller. 

For three months, Jerry lived in Milwaukee with Bob 
and his wife, Pat. For Sunday Mass they’d go to St. Benedict 
the Moor Church, which ministers to the poor, a favorite place 
for Jerry. Whenever I visited, Bob, Jerry, Bill and I would 
enjoy a traditional Friday night fish fry along with lengthy 
discussions about direct actions new and old.

“He was in glory with other activists out there for the 
people of God,” said Graf.

On September 23, 2015, when Pope Francis was meet-
ing with the bishops at St. Matthew’s Cathedral in Wash-
ington, D.C., Roy Bourgeois, Felix Cepeda, several women 
priests and I blocked the nearby intersection and held signs 
for women priests. Jerry sat in his walker, beaming as he held 
his sign: “God Is Calling Women to Be Priests.” Although the 
police gave us tickets, they didn’t remove us. Not only were 
we allowed to remain, they gave us a front row place on the 
corner where we waited for Pope Francis to drive by. Jerry 
was ecstatic when Francis made eye contact with him and 
saw his sign.

Do Widzenia, Jerry. Until we meet again.  W

Janice Sevre-Duszynska is a Catholic woman priest from 
Baltimore, Maryland. She is a member of the Women’s 
Ordination Conference and works with women and men 
around the world for the ordination of women in the Roman 
Catholic Church. She is often found on picket lines, dem-
onstrations and engaging in civil disobedience on behalf of 
justice and an end to war, violence and torture.

Godde 
A Gift From Our Catholic Women Priests

From the beginning, it was evident Jerry 
and those of us in the women priest movement shared a vision 

of a circular, non-hierarchical, non-clerical “servant priesthood” 
based on liberation, feminist and creation theologies. 

Janice Sevre-Duszynska and Jerry Zawada 
celebrate the Eucharist at the SOA Watch in 2011. 

By Janice Sevre-Duszynska 
Godde is a feminized version of our beyond-gender 

God.
My friend, Katy Zatsick, also a priest, would 

use it often when I was on the Women’s Ordination 
Conference board with her years ago. She speaks it now, 
and uses it in correspondence with our community. So 
do I sometimes. We pronounce it “God-dee.” Its sound 
evokes the image of a feminine Mystery. And Mother 
Earth needs as much help as she can get.

They say that a man cannot be fully integrated until 
he embraces the feminine within himself, like Jesus did. 
So our home planet spins out of whack in the starry sky 
from “violent imbalance.”  W

Jerry Zawada: Drawn Into the Great Love
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By Bill Ramsey

Norman Mailer dubbed us “armies of the night.” But 
I retreated before sunset to what I thought would be safer 
ground. As our protesting “armies” pitched tents on the 
Pentagon’s lawn for the night, I was thumbing a ride back to 
North Carolina.

October 21, 1967 was a long stretch of a day. Three 
days earlier I had approached a table in the corner of the 
cafeteria at my school, High Point College. Jim stood behind 
the table, offering draft counseling literature and urging 
those who stopped at the table to go with him to the March 
on the Pentagon. I had first met him when I volunteered as 
a tutor with VISTA (Volunteers in Service to America), the 
domestic Peace Corps of the 1960s. I had watched him work 
in a low-income neighborhood, attempting to bring African 
Americans, Native Americans and whites into common 
community development projects. I trusted him and decided 
to go to Washington with him. It would be my first public 
demonstration.

Jim picked me up from my dorm at midnight on Friday 
in a 1953 black coupe. The front passenger seat was already 
occupied by Kate, also a VISTA volunteer. I took the back 
seat and settled in for the long ride. We wound along the 
smaller roads connecting piedmont North Carolina with 
the nation’s capital. Jim said that the car’s engine could not 
handle highway speeds. He and Kate alternated driving and 
sleeping, so the trip was short on conversation.

A pole was wedged out the back passenger window, 
displaying a black flag with a white omega — the Greek 
letter that was the symbol of the emerging draft resistance 
movement. With the window partially open, I became chilled, 
and buttoned the wool topcoat that my father had bought me 
in a Lower Manhattan garment shop. It was a “going off to 
college” gift — Dad’s idea of what the well-dressed freshman 
would wear to winter classes. I had seen newspaper pictures 
of young men in coats and ties in New York City turning in 
and burning their draft cards at Sheep Meadow in Central 
Park just a few days before, on October 15. I assumed that 
since I was going to a similar event in the nation’s capital, the 
topcoat would be the proper attire.

It was mid-morning when we crossed the 14th Street 
bridge. The streets of Washington, D.C., were filled with 
armored personnel carriers, and rifle-toting soldiers were 
stationed at nearly every corner along the National Mall. It 

was my first-ever visit to Washington. In November of 1963, 
as John Kennedy’s body was being carried through the streets 
on a horse-drawn caisson, my family drove around the city on 
our way from New Jersey to Thanksgiving in Georgia with 
our extended family. That was as close as I had come to visit-
ing the capital. 

I asked Jim if the presence of troops was usual. He 
replied, “I’ve never seen it like this.” I wondered, what exag-
gerated sense of threat had prompted orders for this show of 
force? We parked the coupe and joined others, as our restless 
“army” took up its own positions on both sides of the Reflect-
ing Pool leading up to the Lincoln Memorial. 

A week later, the High Point College campus newspa-
per would carry a column by its editor, who had also traveled 
to the D.C. area the weekend of the march. He said he had 
a “front row seat” watching the march on television in his 
parents’ living room on Andrews Air Force Base. Out the 
living room window early Saturday morning, he watched as 

squadrons of helicopters shuttled troops into D.C. He opined 
that the march was a futile protest, since he was certain that 
no one worked in the Pentagon on weekends. 

As we gathered among others unfurling omega flags, 
Jim warned me that he would be marching with those who 
had recently turned in their draft cards — the tie-and-coat 
gang from October 15, whom I could see had definitely 
dressed down for the march. They were among the initial 
waves of thousands who would burn or turn in their draft 
cards in the months following the march.

I was welcome to join them, Jim told me, but he pre-
dicted that the “omega contingent” would likely be infiltrated 
by FBI informants. If I did not want an FBI file opened 
on me, I should march with others, he said. A decade later, 
I would discover through a Freedom of Information Act 
request that my FBI file opened with quotes from a letter to 
my draft board explaining why I subsequently had turned in 
my own draft card.

But on that day, 
I was not prepared to 
join the omega con-
tingent. After a walk 
along the Reflecting 
Pool in search of oth-
ers to march with, I 
found a “non-aligned 
college student 
contingent” near the 
stage erected on the 
steps of the Lincoln 
Memorial, where I 
was about to see and 
hear Peter, Paul and 
Mary and Phil Ochs 
live for the first time. 
David Dellinger, 
the coordinator of 
the National Mobi-
lization Committee 
that had organized 
the demonstration, 
opened the rally. A year later, he would be one of the Chicago 
Eight, charged with crossing state lines to incite a riot at the 
1968 Democratic Convention. The special commission 
appointed to investigate that event later issued the Walker 

Report, which concluded that police had committed unre-
strained and indiscriminate acts of violence against protesters, 
characterizing it as a “police riot.” 

Pediatrician Dr. Benjamin Spock, author Norman 
Mailer, comedian Dick Gregory and singer Peter Yarrow fol-
lowed David with rousing speeches. When a member of the 
British Labour Party took the stage to announce his opposi-
tion to the war, members of the American Nazi Party rushed 
the stage and turned over the podium. I do not remember, 
nor have I found any reference to, women among the rally 
speakers. As I reflect back on those who spoke from the stage 
that day, it seems providential that I would have occasions to 
work alongside three of them in the decades that followed.

Twenty years after that march, David Dellinger would 
sit on my couch in St. Louis, with one of my daughters on 
each side as he told them stories of his life as a “hobo” in the 
1930s after graduating from Yale Divinity School. He stayed 
in our home on three occasions while on speaking tours, 

helping us mobilize a new generation of students against the 
Gulf War — still “hoboing” around the country decades later. 
My now-grown daughters still remember him as “Dad’s hobo 
friend.”

Dick Gregory, a native of St. Louis, would return peri-
odically to help us with disarmament campaigns in the early 
1980s and human rights struggles in the ’90s. In 2005, Peter 
Yarrow, at our encouragement, broke away from preparations 
for a St. Louis concert to lend his voice and experience to 
support a 19-day student sit-in at Washington University over 
the administration’s refusal to recognize the labor rights of 
campus service workers. As a member of Jobs with Justice, 
I served on the students’ community support committee. It 
was a particularly tense, yet centered, evening — the students 
hanging out the windows of the office they occupied as Peter 
sang in the fading light while police surrounded the building, 
poised to remove the protesters. 

Back in D.C. in 1967, when my contingent headed out 
toward the bridge over the Potomac River, we were directly 
behind those who had spoken from the stage. I marched feel-
ing inspired but anonymous. Alone in my dressy topcoat, I 

was concerned that I might be mistaken by other marchers for 
an FBI informant. I later learned that federal agents usually 
dressed down for their undercover excursions to demonstra-
tions in an effort to blend in — although there was an instance 
in 1972 of an informant dressing up in clerical garb to infiltrate 
the National Union of Theological Students and Seminarians 
(NUTS) as we organized civil disobedience actions against 
the war. 

I seemed to have lost my college contingent. On my left 
was a priest (or perhaps an informant dressed like a priest?) 
and on my right a man with his seven-year-old son. We intro-
duced ourselves as we crossed the bridge. Our line of march 
was as wide as the bridge, and I could see those up ahead, but 
not the end of the line behind us. Once across the bridge we 
turned east on a service road and the line of march narrowed. 

We entered a parking lot as the first contingent of 
notables, all dressed in coats and ties, attempted to lead us in 
an encirclement of the Pentagon. Blocked by a line of soldiers, 

Launched for a Lifetime

It was mid-morning when we crossed the 14th Street bridge. 
The streets of Washington, D.C., were filled with armored personnel carriers, 
and rifle-toting soldiers were stationed at nearly every corner along the National Mall.

Jan Rose Kasmir confronts the bayonets on October 21, 1967.
Marc Riboud | Magnum Photos
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they knelt and were promptly arrested. My 
contingent now became the front line of the 
march. Someone suggested that we proceed 
up an embankment to the steps and try to 
enter the Pentagon.

We climbed the side steps and found the 
center landing occupied by a line of soldiers 
standing shoulder to shoulder with rifles and 
bayonets ready. The priest and the man and 
his son were no longer at my side. Only a few 
feet separated the new front line of the march 
from the tips of the bayonets as thousands of 
marchers pressed forward, filling the steps 
behind us. I felt trapped as the stand-off 
ramped up. 

A young woman plucked a flower from 
her hair and stepped forward, placing it in the 
barrel of a soldier’s rifle. I heard the click of 
a camera’s shutter. The young soldier looked 
confused, his eyes riveted on the flower. His 
face seemed to mirror the same fear that I felt. 
I wondered, did he also feel trapped?

The march leaders who were not 
already arrested arrived on the landing. One 
suggested that we attempt to crawl between 
the soldiers’ feet. Several marchers dropped 
down on their knees. As they maneuvered 
under and between the soldiers, I feared 
their outstretched arms would be grazed by 
bayonets. A few marchers rushed to their aid, 
while others suggested that we sit down in 
front of the soldiers. Someone said, “No, we 
did that in Berkeley, and they came down on 
our heads.” 

Several demonstrators, apparently 
expecting what was to come and having 
arrived prepared, put on football helmets. 
They clambered up the elevated stone wall 
along the steps. Once beyond the soldiers’ 
line, they sat down on the upper landing and 
began to address the crowd. MPs appeared 
from inside the Pentagon with batons raised. 
They beat our helmeted companions and car-
ried them away. 

With the stand-off uncertain but feel-
ing clearly unsafe, I jumped ship. Actually, I 
jumped a wall by the landing’s side stairs and 
headed up the embankment to the southbound 
highway. Relieved to be out of the fray, I 
stuck out my thumb. A red sports car stopped, 
and the young driver asked me where I was 
headed. When I said “High Point, North 
Carolina,” he responded, “I’m headed back to 
Camp Lejeune — get in.”  

Knowing Camp Lejeune to be a Marine 
base near the North Carolina coast, I warily 
lowered myself into the passenger seat. He 
asked, “Where have you been?” In not much 
more than a murmur, I answered, “The Penta-
gon.” And he said, “Thanks. I was there, too.” 
He told me that he was expecting orders to 
be deployed to Vietnam any day and that this 
was his first, and maybe last, chance to speak 
out. 

There we were, side by side in a sports 
car headed south, an anti-war student attend-
ing college with the aid of a student deferment 
from his draft board and a Marine about to be 
sent to fight a war that he believed was wrong. 
We were two novices returning from our first 
demonstration. This was my initial hint that 
those refusing to fight and those forced to 

fight the Vietnam War would join forces to 
eventually end it.

This notion of the convergence of 
civilian and military resistance to the war 
was counter to the popular myth of animos-
ity, but the convergence surfaced more 
clearly as the years passed. As my activism 
grew and the movement struggled to end 
the air wars over Vietnam, Cambodia and 
Laos, a young former Army private from 
rural Ohio who had refused three times to 
board a plane to Vietnam and then became a 
Quaker, coached us in the tactics of nonvio-
lent campaigns. At a 1972 National Council 
of Churches meeting on the war in Kansas 
City, Missouri, I was among a group of anti-
war seminarians who took over the stage 
and immediately turned the podium over to 
members of Vietnam Veterans Against the 
War, so that they could address the gathering 
whose leadership had denied them a place 
on the program. 

One January morning in 1973 in New 
Bern, North Carolina, I watched from the 
gallery of a federal courtroom as a retired 
career Marine officer testified on behalf of 
his son, who was on trial for draft resistance. 
It was hard to tell for sure from across the 
room, but it appeared that even a juror or 
two were in tears. However, the following 
day the jury found the resister guilty and 
the judge sentenced him to prison as nine of 
us fellow draft resisters stood with him for 
sentencing, risking contempt of court. 

I was honored to counsel two St. Louis 
Marine Reservists from north St. Louis 
who refused orders to Iraq in 1991. After 
lending their voices to our efforts to prevent 
the Gulf War, they spent the duration of the 
war and months beyond in the Marine brig 
at Camp Lejeune. A decade later, a Korean 
War veteran who was the executive direc-
tor of Veterans for Peace and I watched on 
a television in the basement of the World 
Community Center in St. Louis, in disbelief 
and fear for what was to come, as the second 
tower of the World Trade Center fell.

The Marine in the sports car dropped 
me off in Virginia at the point where one 
highway headed southeast to Camp Lejeune 
and the other southwest to High Point. I 
stuck out my thumb again. A Virginia State 
Patrol cruiser rose over the hill. The trooper 
turned on his flashing lights, pulled over 
and told me to get in. Noticing for the first 
time that I had failed to remove the peace 
buttons from my wool coat, I then endured 
a long lecture about my lack of patriotism. 
“You got to love this country or leave it. You 
wouldn’t have the freedom to demonstrate if 
I had not fought for it. It’s disloyal to protest 
while our troops are in a war.”

Suddenly, the cruiser stopped and I 
looked up to see only corn fields. “Get out!” 
the trooper ordered. “Where am I?” I asked. 
“Get out!” he repeated more forcefully. 
Again I asked, “Where am I?” He refused to 
answer. I stepped out and, with all the indig-
nation I could muster, I slammed the door. 
Not a good decision. 

There we were, side by side in a sports car headed south, 
an anti-war student attending college 

with the aid of a student deferment from his draft board 
and a Marine about to be sent 

to fight a war that he believed was wrong. 

From Protest to Resistance   | Washington, D.C. | October 21, 2017

The 50th Anniversary of the March on the Pentagon
The October 1967 March on the Pentagon was a landmark event in the history of the US 

peace movement. Not only was it one of the largest gatherings to oppose the Vietnam War up 
to that time, it was also notable for its escalation of tactics from protest to mass resistance. Over 
600 activists were arrested on October 21 in both planned and spontaneous acts of nonviolent 
civil disobedience, signaling a new strategy for anti-war organizing. Interaction between protes-
tors and soldiers laid the groundwork for both confrontation and engagement.

During twenty-four hours in Washington, D.C., we will remember and reflect on the signifi-
cance of that action and the overall impact of the peace movement on ending the Vietnam War, 
as well as on lessons for today’s resistance.

FRIDAY EVENING, OCTOBER 20 — 5-7 p.m.
Gather at the Pentagon for a commemorative vigil on US responsibility for the legacies 

of war:  land mines, unexploded ordnance, Agent Orange, forced relocations of rural people 
and on the struggles of veterans. We feature Peter Yarrow of the legendary folk group Peter, 
Paul and Mary, performers at the rally at the Lincoln Memorial, and Daniel Ellsberg, who began 
the day in the march and ended it at his office in the Pentagon watching the occupation of the 
steps alongside Secretary of Defense McNamara.  

SATURDAY, OCTOBER 21 — 8:30 a.m. – 6 p.m.
We will hold an all-day gathering at the Western Presbyterian Church, 2401 Virginia Ave 

NW, Washington, D.C. in three sections:
1) Understanding the historical context — what was happening in Vietnam and in the 

peace movement, in public opinion, in the White House, in the Pentagon and internationally
2) Recalling the event — the many moving parts of the demonstration from the rally 

at the Lincoln Memorial and the counterculture’s levitation of the Pentagon to the sit-in on the 
steps and detention at Occoquan, what actually took place and who was there,  an opportunity 
to share personal experiences 

3) Evaluating the impact of the Pentagon march and of the anti-war movement 
— the effect of this march and of a multi-faceted peace movement on the war and on US poli-
tics, culture and society; the emergence of a GI movement and its relation to civilian activists 
 4) Implications for current movements for peace — the lessons that were learned, the 
application of a decade of diverse experience on today’s wars and resistance

Post-Gathering Commemorative Walk
Under serious consideration is a concluding walk from the church to the nearby Vietnam 

Wall and the Lincoln Memorial paying tribute to 56,000 Americans and three million Vietnam-
ese, Lao and Cambodians who were victims of a tragically unnecessary war.

We hope you will come and help spread the word about this history-rich and moving pro-
gram. Be sure to contact us as soon as possible if you were part of, or strongly affected by, 
October 21, 1967, so we can incorporate your experience in the commemoration. 

EVENT SPONSORS
The event is organized by the Vietnam Peace Commemoration Committee (VPCC).  Co-spon-
sors to date include: Partnerships for International Strategies in Asia (PISA) of George Washing-
ton University, Historians for Peace and Democracy, Bulletin of Concerned Asian Scholars/Criti-
cal Asian Studies, Fund for Reconciliation and Development and The Norman Mailer Society.
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Top right: Ed visited Amy Cantrell and others at the Beloved Community in Asheville. They received 
most of the ODC’s kitchen equipment to use in their work and ministry with homeless friends.

Top left: Phil Leonard, who once manged the office at 910, volunteers at the 12 Baskets Cafe, a free hot 
meal program for all in Asheville.

Above: Murphy and Ed had a wonderful visit with Joyce Hollyday and Bill Ramsey in Mars Hill, 
North Carolina. On Sunday night they worshiped with the Circle of Mercy in Asheville and saw some 

of the Open Door Diaspora in the Asheville area. What a great time!

Right: Murphy made it to the top of the mountain near Joyce and Bill’s house for a view of the 
beautiful Blue Ridge looking all the way to Tennessee. 

Below: In Atlanta, Murphy, Ed and David Payne joined many ODC friends 
for a meal at Mary Mac’s.
 

Left: Caroline and Nibs Stroupe.

Right: Barbara Schenk.

Photographs by D
avid Payne



performed this sacrament years ago after one of her terrible 
chemo times.) Tom Francis said he would like to receive the 
sacrament. FM, as he is known, left the room, returning in a 
minute with his stole, prayer book and ointment. He invited 
me to read the scripture and prayers and he anointed Murphy 
and Tom. Then FM and I laid hands on each of their heads. I 

was swept away with the life of disciple-
ship as an adventure. We had no inkling 
this beautiful and powerful sacrament 
would be given to Murphy and Tom. I 
felt the deep spirituality of the faith of 
2000 years, of the love these Catholic 
monks have for us. And the healing 
grace of the suffering God coming down 
from Heaven into the very flesh and 
souls of our lives. What a wonder is this 
journey. Thank you, Holy Spirit, Tom 
Francis and Francis Michael. 

Thursday evening, several friends 
gathered at Anne and Houston Wheeler’s 
home for a planning meeting for the 
support of our friends on Georgia’s death 
row. The folk, food, prayer, song, work-
ing as a community and making deci-
sions together was glorious. I long for 
our work at the Open Door Community 

Baltimore to begin to bear such fruit. We are 
thankful to our friends at Central Presbyte-
rian for their encouragement and support 
in our endeavors. Members of St. Anne’s 
Episcopal were present and loving also. Lee 
and Rick Miller began volunteering with 
us when we opened the Night Hospitality 
Ministry at Clifton Presbyterian in the fall of 
1979. (My, they must be getting old!)

What is a friend? What is love? Who 
are we? Who am I? What is the intentional-
ity of our lives? How do grace, hope, critical 
thought and activism bind/bond, make/
remake us into the image of God? Which 
is the image of the free and equal fully 
human being? What has been 
the meaning of our shared past? 
Will we live past Trump and the 
present horrors? These ques-
tions sang joyful and sad songs 
over my head as a group of us 
sat down to Friday night supper. 
Here in one room were people 
Murphy and I have loved 
forever. This was a foretaste of 
what is promised to come in 
the name of Hope. This was the 
Eucharist Table founded for us 
in the Butler Street Breakfast 
and the Open Door Community 
soup kitchen. This was today, 
yesterday and tomorrow. This is 
Thanksgiving and a movement 
when even the longed for eclipse of the sun could not put out 
the light. Thank you, O Holy One of Creation and Justice.

The Hardwick Prison Trip is a favorite part of our lives. 
We had not been on the trip since January. David Payne, 
Murphy and I met Wende Ballew, our new Trip Coordinator, 
and Sarah Humphrey, who is retiring, at the Candler Park 
MARTA station on Saturday morning. Here we 30 folk 
gathered into vans driven by Debbie Spearman of Central 
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Murphy is living her life again. She feels well and her 
energy has returned. I experienced this nowhere more clearly 
than our visit on death row with Bo Tharpe. Bo is scheduled to 
die on September 26, 2017. Please make a protest action and 
attend the Vigil at the Georgia state Capitol or at the prison on 
that evening. 

On Wednesday Murphy and I felt right again, being in 
prison and visiting our friends. We have been present to many 
prisoners over the past 40 years. Bo’s spirit and strength is a 
gift to us. He laughed at my jokes, which is a great pleasure. 
Bo’s political consciousness and analysis, his claiming of life 
and justice in the shadow of death where he fears no evil, gave 
his grace and hope to us. Our cups overflowed from this visit. 
We pray that Bo will receive relief from the courts and he will 
live through this torturous time. Georgia is a killer state, like 
many states whose lands are filled with the white supremacy 
statues. If Senator Vincent Fort is elected mayor of Atlanta, 
love and justice will flow from Atlanta to the hamlets and vil-
lages all over Georgia. I bet so!

Betty and Lee Carroll hosted us with Southern hospital-
ity and biblical hospitality in the mix as well. Lee is the cook 
and he can make great grits. Of course, Bill Ramsey, who does 
not eat grits, learned to cook up a good pot.

When Dorothy Day turned from her Communist/Social-
ist organizations to the church, she maintained much of the 
vision and politics that she learned from the great American 
radicals. Dorothy Day was socially formed by the radical 
left and ready to join Peter Maurin in blowing the top off of 
Catholic social teachings. She wanted more adventure in her 
life and found that the life of faith is the life of adventure. ‘Tis 
true, ‘tis true.

Murphy and I are disciples of the Black Jesus. Doctrine 
and church programs outside of radical politics are fading 
away as we move closer to the Cross. We have over our long 
lives been blessed with divergent and at times contradictory 
sources. From Protestant backgrounds, our lives were turned 
upside down by Dorothy Day and the Catholic Worker Move-
ment. A fruitful hybrid indeed. We have been connected to the 
Monastery of the Holy Spirit for many years. One afternoon 
while in Atlanta, Murphy and I went to the Monastery to have 
a meal with Father Tom Francis, my mentor, and Father Fran-
cis Michael, former Abbot and a brother in Spirit. We had a 
gracious time, and Father Tom proclaimed again that Murphy 
would not have to go to purgatory because she lives with me. 
Murphy heartily agreed, much to my dismay. As we were 
getting ready to depart, Father Francis Michael said, “Wait, 
I would like to anoint you, Murphy.” (He and Tom Francis 

UCC, Gerry Gentry of Oakhurst Baptist and Wende Ballew of 
the Open Door Community and Reforming Arts. Murphy and 
I followed along in our Black Beauty.

First Presbyterian Church of Milledgeville has been a 
partner with us for 35 years. In the fellowship hall, the hos-
pitality is most open. Black and white sit together to share a 
sumptuous meal before visiting loved ones in the prison. After 
folk were taken to their various visiting sites, Murphy and I 
had plenty of time to visit church folk and drivers. We were 
full to the top with good food and good love as we began the 
trip “North Toward Home.”

Two days later we joined hundreds of others to watch the 
solar eclipse at the South Carolina welcome center. (Murphy’s 
pictures and comments are on the Open Door Community 
Facebook page.) Then two days of stop and go on the inter-
states. Many people came to watch the eclipse; no one seemed 
prepared for the congestion. We experienced long waits due 
to two tragic death-dealing wrecks. One evening, we gave up 
and spent an extra night on the road. 

Then Home! Murphy and I feel that this is Baltimore 
2. The first move up here was so consumed with illness and 
the long process of selling our home and completing many 
details that we are only now feeling freedom and readiness to 
build and act. Please pray for us as we step into the streets and 
prisons of Baltimore. 
   Love ya, Ed

Update 2 from Eduard Loring: 
The Atlanta Prison Trip

Above and left: Lunch at First Presbyterian 
Church in Milledgeville.

Below: Wende Ballew, the new Hardwick Prison 
Trip coordinator.

Eduard Loring, Murphy Davis, Mary Catherine Johnson 
and David Payne at the truck stop across from the Jackson Prison, 

home of Georgia’s death row.

ODC/B
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By Nibs Stroupe

I recently heard from colleague and 
friend Dr. Chris Boesel about my series on 
the “R” words in the steps required for those 
classified as white to engage the continuing 
power of race in our lives. He urged me to 
consider adding “repentance” to the list. I had 
given this some consideration when I devised 
the list of “R” words, but I had decided to 
leave it out because of the connotations that 
it has in American Christianity, especially 
Southern white Christianity. In our individu-
alistic slaveholders-captivity-of-the-Gospel 
context, it has come to mean “to stop doing 
bad things,” and it puts too much trust in 
human will. 

When Black Jesus proclaims in Mark 
1:15 that the time is at hand and that the 
Beloved Community is near, he tells us 
to “repent and believe the good news!” It 
took me a while in my journey to hear that 
“repent” not only meant changing our actions 
but also transforming our imaginations and 
our perceptual apparatus so that we see 
a whole new world. In the context of the 
system of race, it asks all of us, but especially 
those of us classified as white, to see our 
own humanity and that of others in a new 

way. We are asked to see Jesus not as a white 
Christ but as the Black Jesus. For most of us, 
this sounds like one more piece of “ought-
ness,” one more thing that we have to do. 
Yet, in his proclamation, Black Jesus tells us 
that it is good news. The idea of repentance, 
especially in regard to race, leads us to con-
sider that the system of race is one of those 
“fake news” items designed to throw us off 
the mark and separate us from ourselves and 
from one another. 

We noted last month that St. Paul 
seems to have a one-time conversion, in 
which he repents and sees the whole world 
in a new way after the drama on the road to 
Damascus. Though I respect such a conver-
sion (and actually long for it), my experience 
is that most of us go on a long, stumbling, 
bumbling journey with our captivity to race 
and to many other powers. Repentance, then, 
is rarely a one-time event but is part of a 
journey with many sideways steps. Another 
Gospel encounter comes closer to my experi-
ence with repentance. In Luke 5, Peter the 
fisherman engages the Black Jesus, but like 
Paul, he sees Jesus the Jew in the human 
context first. 

Jesus comes to Peter after Peter has had 
a long and frustrating night of catching no 
fish. Because Jesus’ presence and message is 
so powerful, folks are flocking to him to seek 
repentance and healing and a new vision of 
God and of life. Jesus asks Peter to let him 
come into the boat and take him out a bit into 

the lake, so that he will have some space to 
teach and preach. Peter has already experi-
enced Jesus’ power in the healing of Peter’s 
mother-in-law, so even though he is tired and 
frustrated, he accommodates Jesus. After 
Jesus finishes teaching the crowd, he tells 
Peter to go farther out into the deeper waters 
in order to catch some fish. Peter responds 
from his human point of view: “Teacher, 
we’ve been out there all night — there’s no 
fish available.” How can this preacher know 
anything about fishing? Yet, because he is 
grateful to Jesus for healing his mother-in-
law, he again accommodates Jesus and goes 
out into the deeper waters. 

The result is stunning — the nets fill 
with fish! Rather than shouting “Hallelujah! 
Thank you, Jesus,” Peter tells Jesus to get 
away from him. He tells Jesus to get away 
from him because he has just seen that Jesus 
is Black, that his engagement with this 
teacher will require him to go out into the 
deeper waters of repentance and renewal. He 
won’t be able to stay in his safe zone — he 
will be asked to see himself and life differ-
ently. I have experienced this myself and 
have watched others experience it in regard 
to race. The Black Jesus comes to us and 
demonstrates a new power of vitality and life 

and a new way of seeing the world, and we 
are required to make a decision about this 
engagement. Many of us who are classified 
as white often recognize that saying yes to the 
Black Jesus will not only take us into deeper 
waters, it will begin to change our lives. This 
is where repentance comes in. If we say yes 
to the Black Jesus, we won’t be able to go 
back to our white world in quite the same 
way. Many of us say no to the Black Jesus, 
and that is why racism remains so strong in 
our time. We do not want to go into those 
deeper waters, even though there is great 
promise in doing so. To repent will take us 
into uncharted territory where the world of 
race that we have received and have helped 
to build will begin to change.  

This change will be similar to what 
Peter experienced on that boat on Gen-
nesaret Lake — he will perceive realities that 
he had completely missed before. “Look, 
Teacher, we have been out on those waters 
all night, and there are no fish out there.” 
Peter knows how the world works, and 
the Black Jesus does not. Yet, Peter says 
yes, and the landscape changes for him. In 
the days and months and years to come in 
Peter’s life, he will not be forcing himself to 
perceive the world differently — it will be 
changing before his eyes, as it did on that day 
on Gennesaret. This is the root meaning of 
repentance, and it is a necessary step on the 
road to engaging racism. We who are classi-
fied as white are asked to listen to the Black 

Jesus, to hear that the world of our mothers 
and fathers and colleagues — the world of 
race and captivity and domination — is not 
the only reality. In fact, it is a demonic reality 
that sucks the life and wind and joy out of us. 
It is “fake news,” and the Black Jesus brings 
us the “good news.”

Yet as our colleague Catherine Meeks 
reminds us, and Trumpian America has 
shown us, it is very powerful “fake news.” 
We are captive to it, and Peter’s journey is 
good news for us and is a sobering reminder 
of our captivity. Though he has a very 
powerful repentance in those deeper waters, 
his journey into liberation is steep and stum-
bling. He seems always to be messing up, 
and yet the Black Jesus is always redeeming 
him and continuing to transform him. The 
Black Jesus does this because he does not 
want Peter’s perfection. He wants his pas-
sion, and that is at the heart of the idea of 
repentance. Peter begins to see himself and 
the world differently, and his passion moves 
from the anxieties of his life to the love of his 
life. He remains captive to the powers until 
he disappears from the biblical story after his 
conversion of the Gentiles in Acts 10-12, but 
he is remembered as the leader of the church 
after the Ascension of Black Jesus. 

So, yes, repentance is a necessary step 
in this journey with the Black Jesus out of the 
land of race toward the Beloved Community. 
I thank Chris Boesel for reminding me of it, 
and if you are keeping count in this series, it 

Repentance: Going Into Deeper Waters

The Black Jesus comes to us and demonstrates a new power of vitality and life 
and a new way of seeing the world, 
and we are required to make a decision about this engagement. 

should be step two in the process, which will 
now look like this: recognition, repentance, 
resistance, resilience, reparations, reconcilia-
tion and recovery. Let us pray that, like Peter, 
we will heed the call of the Black Jesus to go 
into the deeper waters of repentance.  W 

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open 
Door Community. He is a retired pastor of 
Oakhurst Presbyterian Church in Decatur, 
GA. (nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)

Simon Peter by Mark Bartholomew

this year give  

HOSPITALITY
A $10 donation helps to cover 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__________________________
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By Rosalie G Riegle

For most of my life, after the turbulent teen years of doubt and 
disagreement, it seemed I pretty much took for granted a faith 
in the general doctrine of the Roman Catholic Church. But 
when I parse it out, I’m far from believing in much of it, and 
haven’t for sixty years, ever since I came to the realization that 
I no longer believed in hell. For years, I’ve attended Masses 
without canonically ordained ministers, and until the election 
of Pope Francis, I no longer claimed “Roman” as part of my 
Catholicism, as the centuries-old patriarchal machinations 
of the Vatican seem anathema to the church Jesus founded. 
Francis is a welcome reprieve, especially in his stand for Gos-
pel nonviolence and his continuing calls for a Christianity that 
is engaged with the world. So why didn’t I become a loyal 
Lutheran, joining good friends who work with me for peace 
and justice? Because Catholicism is my home, and I need to 
be home at this stage of my life. I lately find a good rhythm in 
the regularity of praying and studying and working as Bene-
dictines do. Also, I confess I’m still tied to the sheer drama of 
Catholicism through the centuries, including our own. Today 
in the U.S., for instance, there are two Catholic Churches, one 
rigid in its conservatism and one more ecumenical and less 
confident in its surety. The latter is where I am and when I 
think about it, I’ve been there doctrinally since before Vatican 
II. 

I remember long ago realizing that the Catholic Worker 
was as far left as I could go and still call myself Catholic. (Not 
that all Catholic Workers are Catholic, but that’s for another 
time.) The Catholic Worker Aims and Means (see http://
www.catholicworker.org/aims-and-means.html) make good 

sense to me as a way of relating to the world, even if no one 
Catholic Worker community comes close to living them out. 

Lately I find I’ve been moving to a quieter faith, a faith 
which may be closer to hope. It involves a faith in the innate 
goodness of people, despite all evidence to the contrary. You 
could call it an Incarnational theology, as I do believe God 
came to earth as Jesus, but I also believe God is still with us 
in a goodness or God-ness within all of creation. I’ve come 
to believe that God is in all created matter, including human 
beings with our messy free will and propensity to greed. I find 
myself much indebted these days to Fr. Richard Rohr, who 

calls this not pantheism, but panentheism — God in all. In this 
panentheism, I’m trying to break free of the duality which has 
plagued Western spirituality — the good and the bad, “us” 
versus “them,” heaven and hell. I’m not Buddhist, but perhaps 
I can hope someday for this medieval God-gift, found in a 
post by Rohr: 

The day of my spiritual awakening 
was the day I saw and knew I saw 
all things in God and God in all things.  
—Mechtild of Magdeburg (c. 1212 – c. 1282)

 
Conflating faith with hope, I think people, and the 

institutions we create, can change, and I’m a firm believer that 
sustained and fervent nonviolent direct action is one of the 
best tools for making that change. So is good government, but 
we haven’t seen much of that lately, either locally or nation-
ally, and, like Dorothy Day, I now have trouble believing in 
government institutions. But if we know any history at all, 

God-ness

By Peter Gathje

A guest I had seen once or twice before waited for me 
in the parking lot. When I got out of my car to cross the street 
to Manna House, I heard her say with intensity, “God has 
appointed me to be your special guardian angel today.” God’s 
messengers are always a bit startling, and I was startled. I 
managed to say, “Thank you.”

I crossed the street. What did this divine herald of the 
new day mean? What else might I hear from God this morn-
ing? But before I had any clear answer, the guests waiting for 
me to open the gate gave their “Good morning!” accompa-
nied by a few questions easier to answer. 

“Can I get on the list?”
“Yes, I’ll be back out to take the list at seven forty-five.”
“What time is it now?”
“Six forty-five.”
I went inside Manna House and plugged in the coffee 

pots. Three hundred cups would be ready for consumption in 
little more than an hour. Then I sat down to begin my morn-
ing prayer. The angel was still on my mind as I prayed Psalm 
95: “Today, listen to the voice of the Lord.” 

An angel is a messenger, one who brings the voice of 
the Lord. I remembered something I was told a long time ago 
at the Open Door Community, when I first began this journey 
of hospitality with people on the streets and in prison: “Go 
to the listening posts. Go to the people who are in pain. Go 
to where the suffering is palpable. Go to the broken and the 
brokenhearted. Go and listen.”

Or, as Jesus urged, go to the least of these. “For I was 
hungry and you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty and 
you gave me something to drink, I was a stranger and you 

we know that the ways we think and interact with others can 
change. In fact, they must change if the earth is to survive our 
onslaught. 

Richard Rohr again: “Our crowded presence in this nest 
that we have largely fouled, will soon be the one thing that 
we finally share in common. It might be the one thing that 
will bring us together politically and religiously. The earth and 
its life systems, on which we all entirely depend, might soon 
become the very thing that will convert us to a simple lifestyle, 
to a necessary community, and to an inherent and natural 
sense of the Holy.” (Emphasis in the original.) 

Thomas Merton, another spiritual writer I’m drawn to, 
tells us that “we are already one but we imagine that we are 
not.” My hope-bound faith is that God will help us to realize 
and live this wisdom before it’s too late.  W

Rosalie Riegle is professor emerita in English at Saginaw 
Valley State University and a grandmother of seven whom 
she hopes will have a planet to live on when they are adults. 
She has published four oral histories, including one on Doro-
thy Day, co-founder of the Catholic Worker movement. Two 
books profile resisters who have been imprisoned for non-
violent resistance to war: Doing Time for Peace: Resistance, 
Family, and Community and Crossing the Line: Nonviolent 
Resisters Speak Out for Peace. Rosalie is on the National 
Committee of the War Resisters League and currently very 
involved with Su Casa Catholic Worker in Chicago. This 
article is Reprinted with permission from Bad Subjects (bad.
server.org.)

I Heard the Voice of the Lord

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)

invited me in, I needed clothes and you clothed me, I was sick 
and you looked after me, I was in prison and you came to visit 
me. ... Whatever you do unto the least of these, you do unto 
me.”

The words from my guardian angel coalesced through 
the rest of the morning.

 
I heard the voice of the Lord say, “When’s that meal you 

all have here?” Feed the hungry. 
I heard the voice of the Lord say, “When do you start 

serving coffee?” Give drink to the thirsty. 
I heard the voice of the Lord say, “I’m new to the streets, 

what’s this place all about?” Invite in the stranger. 
I heard the voice of the Lord say, “Can I get a hat today 

so that I won’t get a sunburned head?” Clothe the naked. 
I heard the voice of the Lord say, “Some guys jumped 

me. They beat me bad — broken shoulder, broken ribs. I’m 
healing but need your prayers.” Visit the sick. 

I heard the voice of the Lord say, “I’m just out of jail. 
Can I get a shower?” Visit those in prison. 

The Feast of the Transfiguration is on the horizon. Jesus 
takes a few of his disciples up a mountain. There, they have 
a vision of him standing with Moses and Elijah, the Law 
and the Prophets. And then, “suddenly a bright cloud over-
shadowed them, and from the cloud a voice said, ‘This is my 
Son, the Beloved; with him I am well pleased; listen to him!” 
(Luke 9:35) Some days, Manna House is the place where I 
hear God most clearly.  W

Peter Gathje is academic dean and professor of Christian 
Ethics at Memphis Theological Seminary, and a founder of 

I’ve come to believe that God is in all created matter, 
including human beings with our messy free will and propensity to greed. 

Brian Kavanagh
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Previously, my JustPeace writing for Hospitality has 
focused on the militarism element of our spiritual death. Now 
Trump and Charlottesville compel me to address the racism 
element of our national sin. It is a peculiarly white Christian 
sin. Whiteness is a peculiarly American racist identity. 

From the beginning, claims to the new world’s terra 
nullius (Latin: nobody’s land) has been blessed by a white 
christianized Doctrine of Discovery. From the beginning, 
white Christian settler colonization defined America as God’s 
“city on a hill.” From the beginning, whiteness defined the 
structure and substance of democracy. From the beginning, 
whiteness justified dehumanizing and dominating indigenous, 
black and other people of color.

White domination and destruction of people created in 
God’s image while claiming to be God’s chosen people act-
ing in the name of a white Jesus is white supremacy. It is war. 
It is death. This march to the war-drum of a white American 
Jesus is sin. Until white Christian Americans confess our 
personal and systemic racialized sin and turn from our wicked 
ways, we will never be who we claim to be as Christians or 
Americans. 

Charlottesville is the latest heartbreaking and horrifying 
unhooding of openly racist white supremacy on the warpath. 
Charlottesville can erupt anywhere and everywhere in our 
day. And it is as old as America. In the shadow of Charlot-

tesville and the Trump house of whiteness, we who are white 
need to face and take responsibility for our role in the racial-
ized warring world we dominate. 

Contrary to the president’s morally vacuous “many 
sides” disclaimer, there are not “many sides” responsible for 
Charlottesville. The threatened and real violence of alt-right 
white supremacists waging war with words and weapons 
is responsible for the Charlottesville tragedy. One side, not 
“many sides,” was armed with violent words and weapons, 
symbols and signs, hate and threats to restore white domina-
tion in the land.  

Heartbroken and horrified, I watched the run up to and 
into the Trump presidency. I have not been surprised by the 
inflammatory threats and scorn spewing from Trump’s mouth 
and phone while occupying the house of whiteness. Nor am I 
surprised at his barely veiled blessing and belated condemna-
tion of alt-right violence in Charlottesville. How could anyone 
be surprised who has paid any attention to Trump in office 
or campaigning or over years of self-centered business and 
entertainment ventures? In his world, there are only winners 
and losers. Winning is everything, demanding absolute loyalty 
to himself. Losers are the enemy to be defeated and the weak 
to be destroyed. Trump and his chosen alt-right consortium 
of mostly older, rich white men are also responsible for 
Charlottesville. 

Neo-Nazis make clear that they are emboldened by 

Julie Lonneman

poetry corner

Imagine
Imagine there’s no heaven 
It’s easy if you try 
No hell below us 
Above us only sky 
Imagine all the people living for today

Imagine there’s no countries 
It isn’t hard to do 
Nothing to kill or die for 
And no religion too 
Imagine all the people living life in peace, you

You may say I’m a dreamer 
But I’m not the only one 
I hope some day you’ll join us 
And the world will be as one

Imagine no possessions 
I wonder if you can 
No need for greed or hunger 
A brotherhood of man 
Imagine all the people sharing all the world, you

You may say I’m a dreamer 
But I’m not the only one 
I hope some day you’ll join us 
And the world will be as one

— John Winston Lennon

Trump and intend to hold him to election promises. Charlot-
tesville was one battle in their avowed take-back-America-
for-white-people racial war. 

But white supremacy is not only fueled and embold-
ened by Trump. For all their condemnation, alt-right white 
politicians, politics and policies, a half-century in the mak-
ing, are also responsible. Trump may be the current loudest 
mouthpiece for white supremacy. But he is also an alt-right 
political (read Republican) creation mirroring them even as 
he mocks any of them whom he deems disloyal losers. 

Yes, responsibility is also on those who use their politi-
cal power to plot policies that benefit the rich and powerful 
and harm the poor and marginalized. A recent study verifies 
that “Christians are more than twice as likely [as people from 
other faiths or no faith] to blame a person’s poverty on lack of 
effort” rather than on social, economic and political circum-
stances beyond their control. (https://www.washingtonpost.
com/news/acts-of-faith/wp/2017/08/03/christians-are-more-
than-twice-as-likely-to-blame-a-persons-poverty-on-lack-of-
effort/?utm_term=.c7812dd042a3) Three-fourths of those 
identifying as evangelical attribute “lack of effort” as the 
primary cause of poverty. It is not hard to guess who they 
voted for. 

How do white Christians so callously dismiss Jesus’ 

Unite for Right in JustPeace  continued from page 3

Unite for Right  continued on next page

Thank You, President Donald Trump
For
Banning our transgender sisters and brothers from the USA military!!
Now
We beseech you, oh mighty man, who knows how to hate
Please, we say:
Ban heterosexuals from the USA military.
Ban bi-sexuals from the USA military.
Ban African Americans from the USA military.
Ban lesbians from the USA military.
Ban Latinos from the USA military.
Ban gays from the USA military.
Ban white people from the USA military.
Ban women from the USA military.
Ban Asian Americans from the USA military.
Ban U.S. citizens from the USA military.
Ban non-U.S. citizens from the USA military.
Ban neo-Nazis from the USA military.
Ban white supremacists from the USA military.
Ban Muslims from the USA military.
Ban Jews from the USA military.
Ban Christians, Hindus, Sikhs, mindful folk from the USA military.
Ban Buddhists from the USA military.
Ban men from the USA military. 
Ban all human beings from the USA military.
Ban dogs from the USA military.
Ban members of the Armed Forces from the USA military.
Ban yourself as Commander in Chief from the USA military.

Now, Oh Man of the Twitter, Oh, White man of the Lie,
Again I petition you, in all the hopefulness that Truth can empower:
Listen attentively to John Lennon’s “Imagine.”
Now is the hour. Together, let us put Lennon’s “Imagine” into practice,

In the name of the Black Human One who is the Peacemaker from Heaven on Earth.

 — Ed Loring

Eduard Nuessner Loring is an Activist/Advocate/Ally at the Open Door Community in 
Baltimore. (eduardloring@opendoorcommunity.org)
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The Brexit vote in England, the victory of Donald 
Trump in the U.S. and the rise of nativist and neo-Nazi reac-
tionaries represent a mass rejection of the “new world order” 
and the global economy by those who have been economi-
cally diminished, cast aside by what they perceive as “politi-
cally correct cultural pluralism.”

We have deployed nuclear missiles in Poland right 
against Russia’s border and we have advanced NATO partici-
pation into Eastern Europe. We opted out of the U.N. Treaty 
on the Prohibition of Nuclear Weapons, continue to perfect 
and proliferate our nuclear defense systems and are currently 
engaged in an upgrade and modernization of our nuclear arse-
nal that is estimated to cost $1 trillion over the coming years 
— that’s $1,000,000,000,000. All of these recent decisions 
and actions represent an American commitment to defense 
systems that undermine strategic stability. “It all looks as if the 
world is preparing for war.” (Time magazine, “Ideas,” January 
26, 2017) Few of these decisions and actions have received 
significant attention from the press, and there has been very 
little public discussion or discernment about the implications 
of all this. 

In the meantime, our leaders and our press demonize 
Putin when he pushes back against the West. I am not sug-
gesting that Vladimir Putin is an angel. But we have to ask 
ourselves: How would the U.S. react if Russia amassed troops 
and tanks along the Mexican border and installed nuclear mis-
siles in Tijuana? Or if they placed troops along the Canadian 
border and installed missiles in Winnipeg? Yes, Putin is get-
ting aggressive, but it is quite possible to consider his stance as 
a rational response to the very real threats he perceives from 
the West.

I want to bring back the draft as a counter force to mind-
less and dangerous U.S. foreign policy. Despite his many war 
crimes, former Secretary of State Henry Kissinger is looking 
better all the time. Unlike the current and recently past admin-
istrations, Mr. Kissinger understood history. He would have 
known that it is impossible to have relations with the Russians 
without keeping in mind that their country has been invaded 
from the west twice in the last 200 years, first by France in 
1812, and then by Hitler in 1941. He would have known that 
Crimea is the only ice-free seaport available to Russia. He 
would have noticed that the entire Russian fleet is stationed 
there and that they would be a little sensitive about losing their 
entire Navy. He would have known that the Russians fought 
and lost a war in Crimea with Great Britain over access to the 
Mediterranean. He would have known that the Russians have 
a right to some justifiable paranoia at the bellicose actions of 
the West. It is clear to Vladimir Putin, the Russian citizenry 
and most of the world: The United States, not Mr. Putin, is the 
greatest threat to world security.

We have accused Russia of meddling in our recent elec-
tion. But as a nation we tend to be blind to all of the national 
elections that agents of the U.S. have derailed, from Iran to 
Chile to Guatemala, and most recently in the much-contested 
Ukranian election. We need to stop demonizing Russia and 
rid ourselves of the illusion that we are always the good guys.

Making Russia the bogeyman has been the core of our 
foreign policy for decades. Here at the Catholic Worker we 
have been studying the Port Huron Statement, an analysis of 
U.S. politics written by Students for a Democratic Society 
in 1962, which states, “Our basic national policy-making 
assumption is that the Soviet Union is expansionist and 
aggressive, prepared to dominate the rest of the world by 
military means. On this assumption lies the monstrous struc-
ture of ‘preparedness’; because of it we sacrifice values and 
social programs to the alleged needs of military power.” This 
statement seems as appropriate today as it did in the early 
‘60s. Frankly, I am glad that Donald Trump, despite his erratic 
nature, is talking to the Russians. Conversation is generally 
better than aggression when addressing disputes.

Our Middle East policies, especially our actions in 

Syria, have directly resulted in the expansion of terrorism, 
jihadism, the deaths of millions, the European refugee crisis, 
the creation of ISIS and complete chaos in the Middle East. 

The cruise missile attack on Syria was initiated last 
spring by President Trump in response to a gas attack purport-
edly precipitated by the Assad government on its own people. 
Assad has of course denied it and Putin has pointed out that 
such an attack would have been counter-productive because 
Assad was winning the war.

Retired CIA analyst Ray McGovern, writing in Consor-
tiumnews.com on Dec 11, 2016 regarding a 2013 sarin gas 
attack, asserts that “Accumulating evidence offers persuasive 
proof that Syrian rebels (U.S. allies) supported by Turkish 
intelligence — not Syrian Army troops — bear responsibility 
for the infamous sarin nerve gas attacks killing hundreds of 
people on Aug 21, 2013 in Ghouta, a suburb of Damascus. 
The incident bears all of the earmarks of a “false flag” attack. 
But U.S. and other “rebel friendly” media outlets wasted no 
time compiling evidence … to place the onus on the Syrian 
government.”

McGovern goes on to say that these false flag gas 
attacks are what they call “mouse traps” set by “Syrian reb-
els” and neo-con elements within our own government to 
draw the U.S. more deeply into the Syrian conflict. And with 
his recent cruise missile attack on Syria and his recruitment 
of Kurdish rebels to fight ISIS, the current president seems 
poised to take the bait. It was these same Bush-era neo-con-
servatives that led us to war in Iraq with false intelligence 
about weapons of mass destruction and stockpiles of nerve 
gas.

The war in Vietnam has been described as a quagmire, a 
muddy swamp in which we were bogged down. But the cur-
rent American foreign policy quagmire in which our nation 
is bogged down makes Vietnam seem like a child’s wading 
pool. As a Catholic Worker anarchist, I actually do not believe 
that the state has the right to control our bodies. But I do 
know that Vietnam-era draft card burners, draft resisters and 
massive demonstrations of powerful and middle-class voters 
in the streets helped bring an end to inept U.S. foreign policy 
and foreign wars. So bring back the draft.  W 

Jeff Dietrich has been a member of the Los Angeles Catholic 
Worker since 1970 and is the Editor of The Catholic Agitator. 
He was a Vietnam War draft resister and has been arrested 
for civil disobedience more than forty times. His most recent 
book is Broken and Shared: Food, Dignity, and the Poor on 
Los Angeles’ Skid Row (Marymount Institute Press, 2011). 
A version of this article was first published in the June 2017 
Catholic Agitator.

The officer got out with baton in hand and strode around 
to the passenger door. He opened it, then grabbed me by the 
collar of my coat and backed me up on the cruiser’s hood 
with his baton raised. “Go back and close the door softly!” he 
yelled. I did, and he pulled away.

After a very long walk, I found my way into down-
town Petersburg, Virginia, where I secured a room in a 
less-than-reputable hotel for $2.50. As I checked in, a group 
of men and women were huddled around the television in 
the lobby, watching the news reports from the Pentagon. At 
that moment, the protesters’ campfires on the Pentagon lawn 
seemed like they might have been the safer option for the 
night. 

I caught a ride early the next morning with a salesman 
on his way to the High Point furniture market. Back on 
campus, as I made my way down the hall to my room, my 
fraternity brothers greeted me with reprimands. They were 
particularly angered a week later when an interview with me 
about the march appeared in the campus newspaper. I was, 
in their words, “an embarrassment to the brotherhood.” They 
urged that I be expelled. Not long after that, I obliged their 
concern and left fraternity life behind. 

One might think after all this that I would have decided 
that my first demonstration was my last. I did hang up my 
wool topcoat, but not my determination to end the war. In 
many ways, the sun has never set on that long stretch of a 
day, and I have remained on that crowded Pentagon landing 
— launched for a lifetime.  W

Bill Ramsey is a native of Georgia whose experiments 
in activism have included draft and war-tax resistance, 
farmworker boycott organizing, nuclear disarmament cam-
paigns, racial and economic justice projects and movements 
to oppose U.S. military interventions from Indochina to 
Afghanistan and Iraq. He worked for the American Friends 
Service Committee in the Southeast and in St. Louis, where he 
lived in inner-city neighborhoods for 32 years and founded 
the Human Rights Action Service. Bill and his spouse, 
Joyce Hollyday, live on a wooded ridge outside Asheville, 
North Carolina. Presently, he coordinates a congregational 
working group of the Western North Carolina Sanctuary 
Movement, manages a war-tax resistance alternative fund, 
and serves on the local steering committee of Just Peace for 
Israel/Palestine.

blunt test of discipleship? How we treat “the least of these” is 
how we treat Jesus and embody God’s reign. (Matthew 25) 

And responsibility also is with all of us who are white 
and benefit from our racialized domination system. To remain 
quiet is to lend support to white supremacy. Resisting forms 
of white supremacy demands our active nonviolent response, 
confronting our privilege and dismantling racialized systems.  

The choice is ours. We are always making this choice. 
We choose love or hate. We choose nonviolence or violence. 
We choose life or death. In such a time as this, we need to 
be conscious of our choices and take responsibility for their 
consequences. 

From ancient biblical time, God has set before us the 
choice of life or death, compelling us to “choose life so that 
we and all God’s children” now and in future generations, 

may live. (Deuteronomy 30)
White supremacy’s white Jesus is used to make clear 

their choice to “Unite the Right” with hateful violence. It is 
another manifestation of white-Christian-justified war. 

The Black Jesus makes clear our choice to “Unite 
for Right” with nonviolent love. It is The Way of Jesus’ 
JustPeace.  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.

Unite for Right in JustPeace  continued from page 10
Rita Corbin



the candle with the sacred heart of Jesus burning with warm 
and enduring love, a sign of my yearning that Ascher would 
grow up in a safe and peaceful world. “We pray and sing and 
hold candles in dark places,” I wrote to him in a note that I 
hoped someday he would appreciate. “It seems like so little. 
But it’s the best we know to do.” As I was driving home from 
Ascher’s baptism, an NPR report announced that U.S. forces, 
in response to the 9/11 attacks, had launched an invasion of 
Afghanistan with a massive bombing strike. I thought of 
Ricardo’s mother again and wondered, where is that place 
where there is no war? 

I’ve been part of a lot of failures in the past three and 
a half decades. Despite all our efforts for justice and peace, 
the world is a colossal mess. But this summer, 16-year-old 
Ascher headed to Nicaragua with a Witness for Peace Teen 
Delegation to learn about fair trade. Who could have seen that 
coming in Philadelphia 34 years ago? The unfolding reality 
has been far beyond the wildest hopes of those of us who 
midwifed Witness for Peace into existence. Thousands of 

people have journeyed to Nicaragua, and many others have 
participated in the organization’s expanded efforts in Colom-
bia, Haiti, Cuba and other Latin American countries.

Back in the 1980s, when I went to Nicaragua, I was 
an editor for Sojourners. One morning a call came into the 
magazine’s office from a friend in Congress. He reported that 
he had just come from a military briefing in which the head 
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff had announced: “We could have 
invaded Nicaragua if we could have gotten the damn Chris-
tians out of the way.” 

Never prouder to be a “damn Christian” — then or 
now.  W

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

By Joyce Hollyday

In October 1983, two dozen peace activists gathered in 
Philadelphia as war raged in Nicaragua. U.S.-backed forces 
known as contras were carrying out a campaign of terror 
and mayhem against the civilian population. A woman from 
North Carolina who had led a church delegation to the embat-
tled country three months before, reported that while she and 
her colleagues were there the mortar attacks, kidnappings and 
massacres had temporarily ceased. What to do?

The answer was obvious. If the presence of U.S. citizens 
was enough to offer protection to Nicaraguans, we needed to 
figure out how to make that presence permanent. Someone 
voiced what I assumed all of us in the room were thinking: 
“You mean we’re going to ask people to risk their lives in 
a war zone for strangers — and make them pay to do it?” 
Exactly.

Thus was born Witness for Peace. It seemed clear to 
some of us that if we were going to issue such an invitation, 
we needed to be the first to go. Two months later, I headed 
to Nicaragua with the first team. In the meantime, U.S. 
military forces had invaded Grenada, and fear was running 
high among Nicaraguans that they would be next. Hearing 
their endless stories of anguish and loss, documenting contra 
atrocities and standing in prayer with Nicaraguans at sites of 
attacks and massacres was life-changing for me.

One memory from that trip remains especially vivid. We 
were on a bus from the tiny border town of Jalapa, bumping 
over a rutted, isolated road back toward Managua, with bursts 
of mortar fire echoing around us. We had picked up a mother 
and her infant son, who needed medical care for an infection. 
When a mortar exploded close to us, the mother, with tears 
streaming down her face, thrust Ricardo toward us. “Take 
him,” she pleaded in Spanish. “Take him to a place where 
there is no war.” I think from time to time of the fierce love of 

this mother who was willing to give up her son to guarantee 
that he would have a future, and I wonder if Ricardo survived 
the violence. 

The war in Nicaragua eventually ended. Others erupted: 
in Haiti, Panama, Paraguay, Palestine, Bosnia, Kosovo, 

Romania, the Philippines, Cambodia, Congo, Liberia, 
Rwanda, Angola, Algeria, Somalia, Sudan. On New Year’s 
Eve of 1999, I joined hundreds of other peace-loving people 
at the Nevada Test Site to pray for a “new millennium of 
peace” as the 21st century dawned. Many of us crossed the 
perimeter line at midnight onto that massive patch of desert 
where our nation tests its nuclear bombs, in an act of protest. 
I was carrying a bright red candle in a jar, bearing an image 
of Jesus with a burning heart and the inscription “Sagrado 
Corazón de Jesús.” All other candles, as well as flashlights 
and batteries, were impossible to come by at that moment 
when much of the world thought that all computers would 
crash and electricity disappear.

While in Nevada, I was sharing a Las Vegas hotel 
room with dear friends, and I learned from them with delight 
that they would be welcoming a new child into the world in 
about 8 months. Their son Ascher was baptized on October 
7, 2001, World Communion Sunday. The gift I gave him was 

Making a Difference

Ed and Murphy,
I’ve just read the February-March issue of Hospitality 

and wanted to write to thank you for your faithful witness. 
I’m sure your transition from Ponce de Leon hasn’t been 
easy, and I know it’s not what you would have chosen. But 
your steadfastness in a new season is an encouragement 
to me. I spent the first hundred days of this presidency 
writing a book on “reconstructing the gospel,” naming the 
difference between the Christianity of the slaveholder and 
the Christianity of Christ. As I wrote, I thought often of y’all 
and Jubilee Partners, Clarence Jordan and Will Campbell. 
These are dark days, with plenty of reason for concern. But 
y’all remind me that a Light shines in the darkness and the 
darkness has not overwhelmed it.

Shine on,
Jonathan Wilson-Hartgrove
Durham, North Carolina

Dear Ed, 
I can’t believe Trump tried to do what he did with 

immigration. Trump’s actions were based on hate and racism. 
He is a very unstable man. He should not have the power he 
now has. I pray God will remove Trump from office. I am 
truly afraid of Trump!

Your question regarding what I do for money: I do little 
pieces of art work for guys around here. And I have a catalog 
of African American paintings that I do. If you ever come 
across anyone looking for Afrocentric art, I have over 30 
pastel paintings I do, similar to the pieces I sent you.

It has now been ten months since I was told I was 
approved, but I have not been transferred yet. I only hope I get 
it before July 2018. That will be my first parole date. I’ll just 
keep praying. 

Take care,
Michael
a prisoner

Dear Murphy,
Thank you for the letter and calendar. I have wanted 

to write to you all for months, ever since I learned of your 
decision to move on to new beginnings. If I wait for a 
moment to be “profound” I will never write, so I take this 
quiet moment this morning.

I, too, am at a transition point in my life, and find it very 
difficult. Not sure if you and Ed find it so; but I imagine you 
have a mixture of sadness and joy. Delight, no doubt in being 
closer to your daughter and grandchild, sadness in leaving 
your home!

You, Ed and the entire Open Door Community have 
been an awesome inspiration and challenge to me as I 
continue to journey on this path of transformation. Your 
courage to live counter-culture, which I believe Christ calls us 
all to do, has been a beacon of light and hope for me. You are 
the prophets of our modern age.

I am grateful for you and pray that you experience joy, 
peace and much love in your new home.

Mary Ann Anderson
Atlanta, Georgia

The unfolding reality has been far beyond the wildest hopes 
of those of us who midwifed Witness for Peace into existence. 
Thousands of people have journeyed to Nicaragua and many others have participated 
in the organization’s expanded efforts in Colombia, Haiti, Cuba and other Latin American countries.

Daniel Nichols


