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Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Healing

By Catherine Meeks

On November 2, 2018, about 175 of us gathered in 
the Chapel at the Absalom Jones Center for Racial Heal-
ing in Atlanta to remember all of the 684 persons who were 
lynched in Georgia. This is the number for whom we have 
names, though we are certain that there were many others; 
so we made a designation on our marker for those who are 
unknown.

The granite marker stands five feet tall in the front yard 
of the Absalom Jones Center for Racial Healing campus and 
is the final marker to be placed in a three-year cycle under-
taken by the Episcopal Diocese of Atlanta to remember the 
people who were lynched in Georgia. The first service of 
remembrance was held in Macon, Georgia in 2016, and a 
marker bearing the names of 17 persons was placed at the 
Charles Douglass Theater where one lynched person’s body 

was brought after his lynching, with the mob planning to burn 
his body while in the process of burning down the theater. 
This was an additional act of terrorism on their part designed 
to terrorize Charles Douglass, the African American owner of 
the theater. Fortunately, the local law enforcers were able to 
stop them before the plan was completed.

In 2017, a marker was placed in Athens, Georgia bear-
ing the names of 56 persons who were lynched and acknowl-
edging the unknown ones as well. The marker was placed on 
the campus of the Chestnut Grove School and Baptist Church. 
The school was founded in 1887 to provide a place for 
African American children to obtain an education and is now 
on the National Register of Historic Sites. The school and the 
cemetery where former slaves are buried make this location 
especially fitting for the marker.

The 2018 ceremony completed the cycle that was 

started three years before, and named all of the folks in 
Georgia. The day of the ceremony happened to coincide 
with the appearance of President Barack Obama at More-
house College. The historic Atlanta University Center, which 
includes Morehouse College, is directly across the street from 
the Center for Racial Healing. While there were tickets for the 
Obama event, there were no seat assignments, so the ticket 
holders began to form a line at 7:30 a.m. for the event which 
was to begin at 5:00 p.m. Thus, the line of several thousand 
persons waiting for the arrival of the first African American 
president was across the street from us while we were calling 
the names of the lynched. It was during later reflection that 
the power of this symbolism presented itself.

In addition to this, the preacher, a white man, shared 
with us as he began his powerful sermon that his grandfather 
was a member of the Ku Klux Klan. The Spirit’s way of 
framing that chilly, rainy day that we had chosen to remember 

our ancestors was phenomenal. The ones being remembered 
would not ever have been able to imagine that an African 
American would be president of this country and that a white 
man whose grandfather was in the Klan would be helping to 
remember them. This unimaginable set of events also includ-
ed the fact that the audience was made up of white, African 
American and Latina/o folks.Clearly there is still much more 
work to do for the sake of racial healing than there should be, 
but on November 2, 2018, we interrupted the negative energy 
that flows so freely across this land in an effort to denigrate 
hope. We created a new narrative, one of healing for our-
selves and love for those whose lives were so violently taken 
from them. We have made a series of postcards declaring that 
we are creating a new narrative with our work as we bear 

Calling Their Names

By Eduard Loring

Oh Holy One  
 You are at home in the lives of the poor
 You are heard in the Cry of the Poor
 You are seen in the children eating 
  bananas at the Welcome Table.

May you not be blamed
 For the evil the Republicans 
  and Wealthy do in your Name
 For our war in Yemen
 For the Israelis’ murder and brutality 
  against the Palestinians
 For the Israelis stealing land in the name of the Torah
 For us: your disciples who live at ease in Zion.

Your Beloved Community will come
 When, by Grace, we fight like hell for the living
  Even as we pray for the dead.
  
Please do not give us too much daily bread today.
 We are cursed by wealth, toys and materialism.
 We confess your Name and worship Mammon.

Forgive us our surplus income, 
  stocks and hidden bank accounts
 As we forgive the poor and the nations for hating us
  Clothed in our White Supremacy.

Keep us from our worst selves.

Protect us from the enticement to conform 
  to the Domination Culture.
Deliver us from our slaveries.  

For Yours is the Beloved Community on Earth.
For Yours is the power
 Of love which begins and ends 
  as we give our lives to others.

For Yours is the Light
 Which the darkness cannot put out.

A Broken Hallelujah. Amen

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

Jesus Prayer 
a Suggestion

The Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Healing was honored to host the Episcopal Church’s Bishops 
from Province IV to view the marker bearing the names of victims lynched in Georgia between 1866 and 1964.

We created a new narrative, one of healing for ourselves 
and love for those whose lives were so violently taken from them. 
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By Gabe Eisen

When I lived at the Open Door 
in the early months of 2016, Ed Loring 
loved to walk the then newly paved 
Beltline path. “I’ll meet you there,” he’d 
say as the rest of us piled into the vans 
to go downtown. And sure enough, by 
the time we parked and got everyone 
to Woodruff Park, the Capitol, or 
wherever else we were meeting to hold 
vigil, protest, or both, Ed would come 
ambling along, a light sweat breaking 
on his brow. “The Beltline, the new 
parks, they’re great,” he once told me. 
“It’s too bad it took a bunch of rich 
people moving into the city to make 
them happen.”

By now, the Beltline is old news in 
Atlanta — a public-private partnership to 
convert a 22-mile loop of old train tracks that 
encircle the city, left over from our industrial 
days, into a path for walking, biking and 
(maybe) transit. Thus far, two separate three-
mile chunks have been completed, paved and 
opened to the public: the one on the Eastside 
that Ed would take from Ponce down to 
Edgewood Avenue, and one on the Westside, 
running from University Avenue up to Wash-
ington Park.

While the Beltline itself is little more 
than a 10-foot-wide slab of concrete, the 
development that it encourages along its 
corridor is fundamentally reshaping the city. 
Anyone familiar with the Old Fourth Ward 
neighborhood just down the street from 
where the Open Door stood will have noticed 
the unbelievably swift changes the Beltline 
has fostered: the behemoth luxury mall, 
Ponce City Market, entire villages of new 
luxury housing developments, a new park, 

and new bars and coffee shops galore.
Indeed, in terms of real estate, the 

construction of the Beltline through an unas-
suming Atlanta neighborhood is analogous 
to the sudden appearance of a beachfront 
where previously there was not so much as 
a seagull to be seen or heard. Its construc-
tion sets in motion a free market field day: 
rapidly increasing property values, specula-
tors scrambling to scoop up land, rents 
and taxes shooting through the roof, the 
development of high-end housing and retail. 
One doesn’t need a Ph.D. in gentrification 
sciences to know that without careful regula-
tion, the events described above lead to the 
displacement of lots of folks as they either 
cannot afford their homes or their homes 
are literally sold out from under them. And 
because the new housing being constructed 
is almost exclusively luxury, displaced 
persons cannot afford to stay in their own 
neighborhood. Instead, they are replaced by 
wealthy newcomers who further increase the 
neighborhood’s unaffordability. This is what 
has happened in the Old Fourth Ward and 

what the Beltline has set in motion for 
the other 45 neighborhoods it touches.

There are those of us in the city 
that dissent to this insanity. We form 
a broad and diverse coalition, com-
ing to the issue for reasons ranging 
from immediate threats of personal 
displacement to plain and simple moral 
outrage. We state our position plainly: 
If the choice is between “underdevel-
oped” neighborhoods that are able to 
retain their residents and histories, or 
the annihilation of these neighborhoods 
and their wholesale replacement by 
wealthy (and largely white) newcom-
ers, we unequivocally choose the for-
mer. Obviously, in the best of worlds, 

long-neglected Atlanta neighborhoods 
adjacent to the Beltline would be able to both 
retain their residents and see the development 
of parks, grocery stores and other businesses 
they desire. However, this is not what the 
Beltline offers, and as such, we are opposed.

However, as we near the halfway point 
of its completion, halting the project outright 
is clearly unrealistic. Barring another 2008-
sized economic recession, the gentrifying 
engine the Beltline has thrown into gear will 
continue to transform neighborhoods along 
it for the whiter and wealthier, carelessly 
scattering about the poorer and Blacker along 
the way. Any policy reforms that might be 
demanded — such as laws requiring new 
development to include affordable housing or 
the formation of land trusts to preserve exist-
ing affordable housing — will at best result in 
meager, token concessions in the face of the 
larger gentrifying trajectory. Sadly, under this 
free-market economic order, there is simply 
no keeping all people who want to stay here 
in their homes.

In light of this morbid inevitability, 
we dissenters focus our efforts on damage 
control. We fight to keep the city accountable 
to its 2005 promise to construct 5,600 units 
of affordable housing along the Beltline (of 
which we’ve only seen about 1,600 thus far). 
We advocate for those policies that might 
provide token defenses against wholesale 
displacement, just last year aiding in the 
passage of a weak mandatory inclusionary 
zoning ordinance. By having a constant and 
vocal presence at Beltline and city meetings, 
by getting Atlanta residents to sign petitions 
of support, and by spreading awareness 
through teach-ins and social media, we are 
trying to form a movement that ensures what 
happened in the Old Fourth Ward does not 
happen, to the same extent, in the remaining 
of the 45 Beltline neighborhoods.

Late one night shortly before Christ-
mas, I snuck out onto that fateful slab of 
paved concrete with an armful of old yard 
signs, artfully repurposed with stencils and 
spray paint. The night was too cold for but 
a few souls, and I walked the path mostly 
alone, planting signs every quarter mile or 
so. Seeing a highly visible chain-link fence 
on top of a hill, I climbed up and zip tied one 
of my signs to it. “Affordable for Who?” it 
would demand the next morning of all those 
hustling and bustling on the Beltline below.

By now the city has probably taken it 
down, along with all the other signs that I and 
countless others worked to put together. But 
there will be more soon enough, sprouting up 
like saplings in the spring; for, as one of my 
sociology professors constantly reminded us 
in his class, power reads silence as consent, 
and, by golly, we are not consenting.  W 

Gabe Eisen is a life-long Atlanta resi-
dent. He is currently a junior at Emory Uni-
versity, where he studies urban studies and 
anti-capitalist theory & practice. To find out 
more about gentrification resistance efforts in 
Atlanta, please visit housingjusticeleague.org 
or contact Gabe at geisen@emory.edu.

First They Came for the Homeless, 
Then They Came for the Homed

Housing Justice League



HospitalityApril 2019 page 3

Inch by Inch  continued on page 7

Inch by Inch
By Murphy Davis

We shared in the January 2019 issue of Hospitality a 
reflection by Andrew Krinks with the news that our longtime 
friend Don Beisswenger died in November. Don’s death is a 
major loss in our lives and the life of the ongoing Open Door 
Community. 

Ed and Don became friends in 1968, when they both 
arrived at Vanderbilt Divinity School in Nashville. Don 
had come to be professor of Contextual Education (usually 
called back in those days “field work”), and Ed arrived as a 
doctoral student in the department of Church History. Their 
relationship was cemented in sharing an intense experience 
creating a “Folk School” deep in the Appalachian Mountains 
of East Tennessee in the summer of 1970. They kept up after 
Ed completed his Ph.D. but their friendship was renewed 
when they found themselves together on a Witness for Peace 
delegation to Nicaragua in the mid-1980s. A year or so later, 
Don came to spend a month with our community as part of a 
sabbatical.

I’ll never forget the day that Don 
arrived. He came in the door in the 
mid-afternoon. As the members of the 
community came and went through the 
community living room, we introduced 
them. When the bell rang for supper 
that evening, I stood beside Don as he 
greeted each community member com-
ing through the door for dinner, and he 
called each person by name. I couldn’t 
believe that in no more than two hours, 
Don had learned the names of 30 
people he had never met before. It was 
the first of many great lessons to me 
from Don — this one of the importance 
of giving one another our full attention. 
By calling everybody by name before 
everybody remembered his name, Don 
communicated, “You are important to me.” 

That month together established the friendship and 
love for Don that was shared in our community. He came 
often over the years since then. Sometimes his wife Joyce 
came with him and brought her own gifts of spirituality and 
hospitality. We visited back and forth and were together 
through many important passages. They were with us when 
I was first struck with cancer. We were with them as Joyce 
entered hospice care with pancreatic cancer and died. We 
spent a lot of time together as Don found his way during 
his time of being what he called a “husband emeritus.” He 
made a decision to “cross the line” at the Fort Benning, 
Georgia School of the Americas which had over many 
years trained police and soldiers in Central America who 
forged a long and brutal history of torture, death squads 
and persecution across the region (the murder of the four 
nuns in El Salvador, the shooting of Archbishop Oscar 
Romero as he served the Eucharist, and thousands of others 
— many of them liberationists and church leaders). For his 
transgression, Don served six months in federal prison. 

Love bloomed again in Don’s life with Judy Pilgrim. 
They were married and had a very happy 15 years together. 
Together they celebrated a combined family of 10 children, 
15 grandchildren and 2 great-grandchildren! 

Alzheimer’s took Don from us. He was not able to 
process the fact that the Open Door in Atlanta had closed and 
it caused him confusion and consternation. Back in the fall, 
Judy called to say that he was fading and the visit we were 
planning needed to happen sooner rather than later. We flew 
to Nashville and enjoyed several days together that included 
the last time Don was able to come to the table and enjoy a 

home-cooked meal with Judy, Nelia and Calvin Kimbrough, 
and us. Before we left, we got to celebrate Don’s 88th birthday 
with a big pumpkin. He was sweet and cheerful to the end. 

It’s hard to express how important Don Beisswenger 
and Don and Judy together have been to us. He taught us 
so much. He was a passionate encouraging presence for so 
many years, and he did not hesitate to tell us lovingly when he 
thought we were off course or needed to consider something 
new or different. Those who love us enough to challenge us 
(and ask the same of us) are our very best friends. He was dis-
ciplined in his scholarship, his spiritual journey, his work with 
people who were homeless and imprisoned and the oppressed 
people of Central America. He was a person who — what-
ever he was doing — showed us how to be fully present to 
others and even to ourselves; and he often reminded us that 
“life is just a question of hermeneutics” — in other words, we 
bring our life’s experience and assumptions to every situation, 
which means we have a certain way of “seeing” and interpret-

ing what is before us. It is therefore our 
duty to interrogate our own experience as 
we grow and mature.

There are a certain few people in the 
lives of each of us whose deaths leave a 
permanent hole in our hearts. Don is cer-
tainly one of those for us. He will always 
be remembered as an important part of 
the Open Door Community story and one 
who helped us keep our eyes on the prize 
and hands on the plow. 

Deo Gratias. 

 

Viva House at 50
 Our longtime friends Willa Bickham and Brendan 
Walsh joined poet/activist David Eberhardt recently for an 
evening presentation at Red Emma’s Restaurant and Book-
store. An overflow crowd came to hear them talk about their 
50 years of servanthood and activism in Southwest Baltimore 
(SOWEBO) through Viva House, the Baltimore Catholic 
Worker. In their work with the poorest of the poor they have 
learned more about this city than we could ever learn from 
a mainline news source. They have served bountiful meals 
through the years, at times have provided legal services 

(Backyard Justice) and every month since 1968 they give 
out food bags to their neighbors. They got their start when 
Brendan had just left seminary and Willa resigned as a 
Catholic sister; they became full-time anti-war activists and 
started finding ways to serve the urban poor. They raised 
their daughter, Kate, (and now help raise their three fabulous 
granddaughters) in the midst of it all. They continue to serve 
their soup kitchen one day each week. “Well,” says Brendan, 
“I guess we’ll be serving as long as we can lift the soup pots.”
 We take this opportunity to cheer for Viva House at 
50. The formal celebration was in October, but we’re still 
celebrating!
 

Freedom Celebration
Back at Red Emma’s another week in March, we 

joined in the celebration of five years of freedom for Marshall 
“Eddie” Conway. Eddie was employed by the U.S. Post 
Office when he became one of the founding members of the 
Baltimore Black Panther Party not long after the 1968 Balti-
more rebellion. He was unaware at the time that some of the 
other founding members were undercover Baltimore Police 
officers who had him under surveillance and reported daily 
on his activities. He was also under the watchful eye of J. 
Edgar Hoover’s COINTELPRO program which was spying 
on Black Panthers all over the nation and on countless Ameri-
cans who dissented from national policies and war making. 

In 1970 there was a shootout between Baltimore 
police and three men in a Black neighborhood: one officer 
was killed and another critically wounded. The police put 

together a case against Conway using jailhouse snitches, 
coerced testimony and other manipulations. Denying 
him the legal assistance of excellent lawyers who had 
volunteered to take his case (one was the legendary 
William Kuntsler), the police won a conviction against 
him. Through nearly 44 years in prison, he steadfastly 
maintained his innocence while he earned three college 
degrees and mentored hundreds of young men. When 
his appellate lawyers finally won a reversal he was 
released for time served on probation. Since his release 
in 2014, Eddie has served as Executive Producer at 

The Real News Network 
where he hosts his own 
program, “Rattling the 
Bars.” I knew that when 
we arrived in Baltimore 
I would find him and try 
to support his work and 
voice in the community.

When Eddie spoke, 
he said, “When I was in 
prison, all I could think 
of was getting to a beach 
somewhere to deal with 
the stress of all these 
years. But then I got out 
and what I saw in my city 
was that things were actu-

ally worse than they were in the early 1970s. I couldn’t rest 
— couldn’t go chill out on a beach; I had to go back to work 
organizing and trying to help.” 

Now that’s real freedom! Not just freedom from, but 
freedom for others: If you’re not free, I might be out of prison, 
but I’m not free. The celebration was a wonderful event with 
friends, attorneys and community folks celebrating Eddie 
Conway’s long legacy of working on behalf of the commu-
nity of the oppressed. At the same time, it was a recommit-

Photographs by Murphy Davis

Top Left: Judy helps Don Beisswenger celebrate 
his 88th birthday.

Above: Willa Bickham stands between David 
Eberhardt and Brendan Walsh to speak about one 

of her paintings. 

Right: Marshall “Eddie” Conway speaks at the 
Red Emma’s celebration about his life and work. 



in the movie had many dimensions to them — they were 
human beings. One form of violence in the movie came from 
the “religious” mother-in-law of Fonny, whose language and 
bitterness boiled over into domestic violence — the church 
comes through again!

The other violence that we saw in the movie came from 
where it usually originates in America — from the white 
police officer who harassed both Tish and Fonny and who 
finally arrests Fonny for the rape. We do not see the rape, so 
neither the movie nor I seem to know which racial category 
the rapist fits. Fonny is ground through the white criminal 
injustice system, and in his prescience, Baldwin shows 
how the white system will respond to the gains of the civil 
rights movement. As Michelle Alexander and others have 
documented, the criminal injustice system became the hub 
of a desire to form a “new Jim Crow,” or as I prefer it, a new 
“neo-slavery system.”

I urge everyone to see this movie, and I won’t spoil it 
by telling you how it ends. I will tell you that the movie is 
a stunning testimony to the enduring power of love in the 
midst of death. This is one of Baldwin’s continuing themes in 
his artistic works. I will also tell you that if you are classified 
as “white,” you will be invited to consider the continuing 
power of race in all of our lives in America. Beale Street is the 
birthplace of every person classified as “Black” in America, 
and it is where Black Jesus was also born.  W

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open Door, retired 
pastor and author of Deeper Waters: Sermons for a New Vi-
sion. He and Catherine Meeks are authors of Passionate Jus-
tice, a book about the life and witness of Ida B. Wells for our 
time, to be published in September. He writes a weekly blog at 
www.nibsnotes.blogspot.com. (nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)
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Black History and “If Beale Street Could Talk”
By Nibs Stroupe

I want to begin Black History Month with a bit of white 
history — mine. What else is new? A white man seeking 
to take over something else! This comes in my reflections 
on seeing the powerful movie “If Beale Street Could Talk,” 
directed by Barry Jenkins (“Moonlight”), based on the James 
Baldwin novel of 1974, based on Black life in Harlem in 
the 1970s. Both the movie and the book focus on the loving 
relationship between a 22-year-old man named Fonny and 
a nineteen-year-old woman named Tish as they fall in love, 
move in together, get pregnant and have a baby. In the middle 
of this comes the powerful force of race, most especially 
seen in Fonny being falsely accused of raping a Puerto Rican 
woman. 

I have seen the movie twice, once with our daughter 
and once with my 92-year-old friend Christine Callier. Her 
white grandfather “had relations” with Christine’s Black 
grandmother in south Georgia, and Christine was one of the 
results of that union. I read the book back in the 1970s, but 
I had largely forgotten its plot. When I saw the movie the 
first time, I kept waiting for the violence, and by “violence” I 
mean “Black violence.” Over these 44 years since the novel 
was written, my white psyche had been conditioned to expect 
Black violence, even though the vast majority of violence 
in race relations is white on Black, including that which was 
done to Christine’s grandmother. So I noticed that in myself in 
my first viewing of the movie. 

In my second viewing of the movie I was struck by 
many scenes, but I noticed one where my racism came 
roaring through. Early on in the movie, Tish gathered to tell 
her family that she was pregnant. They were in the Rivers’ 
family home, and the director had a shot of her dad, Mr. 

Rivers, at the dinner table. My first thought was that I hated 
to see it when he would be violent toward her for getting 
pregnant. As the camera focused on his face, I noticed how 
my racism led me to think that because he was a Black man, 
he would be violent.

He never was violent toward her or anyone else. Indeed, 
he was quite loving and supportive of her. This emphasis on 
the humanity of Black men was one of the powerful parts 
of the movie in both of my viewings of it. The Black men 

By Peter Gathje

“I can’t feel my feet,” a guest says to me as he stands 
on the front porch of Manna House. He is wearing worn-out 
running shoes with mesh uppers. The cold has settled in for a 
few days on the edge of the polar vortex. Memphis has tem-
peratures in the low twenties, and wind that is cutting.

Another guest tells me, “My hands are numb.” He has 
on thin cloth gloves. A few other early arriving guests appear 
out of nowhere as I unlock the gate and the front door. They 
are all bundled in various ways against the cold, but one sums 
up the state they are in: “My bones are frozen.”

It is early. The darkness of the night has not given way 
to the light of the morning. I have arrived to get the house 
ready for hospitality before we open at 8 a.m. There’s laundry 
to be folded. The supplies for serving coffee need to be set up. 
And I would really like some time to read and pray and write 
before opening. I relish the quiet time in the house alone. It is 
sacred time.

But when I go past the few gathering guests and open 
the door to Manna House, I can feel the contrast between the 
warmth inside and the freezing cold outside. When I cross the 
threshold, the image of “The Christ of the Breadline” flashes 
in my mind. Christ is behind me waiting, freezing on the front 
porch.

I say to myself, “Christ is going to have to wait a few 
minutes.” I have a few things I have to get done before I can 
open the house for hospitality. But I make the list shorter and 
ten minutes later I open the front door and invite in the Christ 
of the front porch. By then eight people have gathered, and 

they all hurry in, thankful for the warmth.
One man heads for a couch, and a few minutes later he 

is asleep. Another sits down and gets a book out of his back-
pack and begins to read. A few others gather around the table 
in the front room and talk about nothing in particular. It will 
be another hour or so before we will be “open” and start the 
showers and serve hot coffee.

I take a chair at the door of the kitchen and open my 
prayer book. I am searching for a prayer I know from the 
Morning Office. I want to pray into the reality of the cold. 
The prayer comes from the Book of Daniel (chapter 3), 
where three young men — Shadrach, Meshach, and Abed-
nego — are tossed into a blazing furnace by King Nebuchad-
nezzar because they won’t worship idols. In that furnace, 
“heated to seven times its usual fire,” the three young men 
sing God’s praises. Maybe in all that heat they really appreci-
ated the cold.

Bless the Lord all you works of the Lord, 
Praise and exalt God above all forever. 
Cold and chill, bless the Lord; 
    praise and exalt God above all forever. 
Frost and chill, bless the Lord; 
    praise and exalt God above all forever. 
Ice and snow, bless the Lord; 
    praise and exalt God above all forever.

The prayer makes me wonder how to pray in the midst 
of a cold that threatens the lives of our guests. Then again, is it 
the cold that is threatening, or is it the coldness of our culture 

that deems some expendable, some not “worthy” of shelter, of 
housing? Maybe we “bless the Lord” in the midst of cold by 
offering hospitality to those out in the cold? Better still, maybe 
we “bless the Lord” by becoming the kind of community 
where we can all enjoy the cold because we have warm places 
to be with each other, no one is left outside, no one is left 
behind. Maybe we “bless the Lord” when we recognize each 
other and the whole of God’s creation as the very presence of 
God.  W

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

Cold and Chill Bless the Lord! 

Rini Templeton
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Confessions  continued on page 7

By Eduard Loring

In the summer of 1963, I entered Columbia Theological 
Seminary to study Koine Greek. Atlanta became my home. 
Then termites of the soul ate up the cedar foundations of our 
hope and burned us with the catastrophe of time and change. 
Two years ago, Murphy, David and I were thrust into new 
life, new understandings of the history of White America and 
the Black Jesus, new family life with Michaela, Hannah and 
Jason. And NEW STREETS. Baltimore is now our home. I 
have a “corner” at Pennsylvania and Laurens. We are joyful 
and receiving new life. I am in the midst of another conver-
sion one more time again. We are wounded and live with 
wound sites of time and cancer. We are the victims of moder-
nity. We are joyful and our dust is glorified. I sit and stand, 
walk and talk with a broken hallelujah and I follow the Peace 
Dove with a broken wing.

I came to Columbia expecting to spend one year and 
then apply for a Master’s degree in Literature. Within the 
first year I decided to continue my theological studies and 
move to the, at that time, very popular field of Theology and 
Literature. On August 28, 1963, I joined other students in 
the Common Room (no one had their own television until 
Bill Arnold arrived in September) to watch and listen to 
Martin Luther King Jr. gift humankind with the holy “I Have 
a Dream.” Seeds that were planted at Myers Park Baptist 
Church and during my last year at Presbyterian College began 
to germinate in my white supremacist life. I was on my way 
to a second death. “Thou fool, that which thou sowest is not 
quickened, except it die.” (I Cor. 15:36)

Unknowingly, I had chosen another road. A road fraught 
with change, steps toward a redemptive journey.

One day you finally knew 
what you had to do, and began, 
though the voices around you 
kept shouting 
their bad advice — 
though the whole house 
began to tremble 
and you felt the old tug 
at your ankles. 
“Mend my life!” 
each voice cried. 
But you didn’t stop. 
You knew what you had to do, 
though the wind pried 
with its stiff fingers 
at the very foundations, 
though their melancholy 
was terrible. 
It was already late 
enough, and a wild night, 
and the road full of fallen 
branches and stones. 
But little by little, 
as you left their voices behind, 
the stars began to burn 
through the sheets of clouds, 
and there was a new voice 
which you slowly 
recognized as your own, 
that kept you company 

as you strode deeper and deeper 
into the world, 
determined to do 
the only thing you could do — 
determined to save 
the only life you could save.
—Mary Oliver, The Journey

I learned the centrality of economics, class analysis 
and class conflict as primary spokes in the wheel of history 
from Brother Karl Marx. (I understood early from Freud that 
sex shares the driver’s seat with profit: fundamental point in 
pastoral theology.) I began to be misunderstood (or is it under-
stood?) in certain arenas of my adopted denomination: The 
Presbyterian Church, U.S., the old Presbyterian Church of the 
Confederate States of America.

Many preachers of the Old Southern Zion told them-
selves and the Africans that God is the White Man. African 
slaves were in America to fulfill drunken Noah’s curse of 
Ham: racial slavery as the will of God. The great benefit 
for these uncivilized “tree monkeys” as they were called: to 
get to come to God’s chosen land, the New Israel, and live 
among white people! (Psalm 103: “And forget not all God’s 
benefits.”) Then in a lie devastating to faith, life and limb, the 
white preachers proclaimed the Word of God: He is on the 
side of the Confederacy and we will win the war. This a proof 
of the existence of God and a divine verification of the South-

ern Way of Life. The Gospel of White Christ was a primary 
tool and vehicle to redeem (oppress and repress) Africans, 
like Native Americans, like everyone who is not us. (Oh, the 
weight of the White Man’s burden!) The great contribution 
of the American gospel in Africa, on the other hand, was to 
teach the “women savages” to cover their breasts. Breasts are 
erogenous zones and to please the male God they must cover 
themselves. White superiority is not the only superiority. The 
West is superior in technology though China is on our butt 
today. Examples of 17th-century technologically superior 
tools include: slave traders’ hand guns, ships and iron chains. 
All subjugation of others requires violence, for subjugation is 
violent and exploitive. There are lots of lies in the Bible and 
one must prospect for gold with a stainless steel pan to find 
the nuggets worth the price you must pay for the truth. Or, if 
you find a pearl of great price, purchase it no matter the cost. 
Much Fool’s Gold and fake pearls are inside the written Word 
of God. There are still white people who believe that a white 
male god is on the side of white America. Yet I, with a million 
others, love the gold and pearls in the ancient texts. I study 
holy scriptures every day.

During the Civil War, Karl Marx published articles in 
U.S. newspapers interpreting the social and economic revolu-
tion underway. White people killing white people over Black 
bodies began in 1854 in Kansas. Marx understood world 
transformation was taking place way beyond Blue Bellies 
killing the Men in Gray and freeing slaves. Marx wrote of 
liberation of the poor (for whom Black Jesus came). To the 
everlasting disgrace of whites, the vast majority of anti-slavery 
advocates and soldiers were not anti-White Supremacy. The 
vast majority of whites were anti-Black White Supremacists. 

The Civil War was fought to open the country for free (wage) 
labor and to steal the land in the West, for, in the words of the 
Union General Philip Sheridan, “The only good Indian is a 
dead Indian.” (Sounds like Israeli policy of genocide of the 
Palestinians. Don’t some of those Nazi-like criminals in Israel 
say, “The only good Palestinian is a dead Palestinian?”) The 
white churches were a primary engine of the oppression of 
Blacks and silent partners in the genocide of Native Peoples. 
Today these pro-slavery/anti-worker denominations are man-
ufacturers of the “prosperous gospel” in distinction from the 
prosperity gospel. These christian men and women live dam-
aged lives with fabulous homes, great travel, gourmet food. A 
leader in my Presbytery owned a home in Atlanta, one at the 
beach and one in the mountains. He was envied. 

King, a democratic socialist (and Alexandra Ocasio 
Cortez is his spiritual daughter), attempted to change the 
narrative. White folk under the direction of J. Edgar Hoover 
got him in the neck. With a bullet, not a rope. (Human nature 
remains the same. Technology/tools advance.) 

“What shall rich christians do in the Age of Hunger?” 
Ron Sider asked me one morning as I read his loving book 
that had little impact in white Christ pews. Thanks to the 
Peace Dove with a broken wing, Black Jesus was operative 
during all the years of slavery, Reconstruction, Neo-slavery 
and Black Liberation Movement and is so today as we wait 
“for the fire next time.” Black Jesus was formative in the 
Abolitionist Movement, Black and White that began in the 

1630s as Africans were forced from indentured servants into 
a thing named slaves. And in 1699 white Quakers organized 
the first Anti-Slavery society. In fact, the Holy Spirit inspired 
many Abolitionist writings like Uncle Tom’s Cabin, while the 
Evil One inspired many white supremacist writings like Gone 
with the Wind. Both writers were white women. One walked 
Black Jesus and One talked White Christ.  

My seven years at Columbia Seminary were transform-
ing and shattering to me. I live every day in thanksgiving for 
the gifts from my seminary education, my profound friend-
ships and my years in the Presbyterian ministry. The 1960s 
were difficult, wild, beautiful, violent, cruel, wrongheaded 
and vision gifting. The dirty little war in Vietnam began the 
remaking of the American Narrative that has gained such 
traction in these days. (Our New Narrative is a primary reason 
Malcolm and Martin had to go). The present epoch is full to 
the brim of life and death. A gifted time to be alive and close 
to the Cry of the Poor.

Another flaw of my life requiring another death was 
and is my white innocence. My innocence remained, though 
disturbed, even as I suffered from white guilt — a paradox 
that only former white liberals grasp, though people of color 
see us every day and everywhere. Gov. Ralph Northam is the 
most recent and pitiful incarnation of white innocence. I pity 
the man.

White America’s Original Sin is not slavery. The 
demonic to be cast out from the disabled souls, foundations, 
law and life is Racial Slavery. White muck is not racism. Our 
filth is White Supremacy: the enslavement of Africans and 

Confessions of a Dying White Supremacist 
and His Privileges, Part One
Woodruff Park (aka Troy Davis Park): An Act of Love and Freezing Solidarity I
Back-Story to “Baltimore: A Further Learning: Chilled to the Bone” (March Hospitality)

White people are the root of the sour grapes that we are eating today: 
This is our original sin. We need more than repentance and forgiveness. 
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We Thank Our God For Ilhan Omar 
By Eduard Loring

There is one Gentile in the Hebrew Scriptures desig-
nated a messiah: Cyrus The Great. Cyrus lived a long, long 
time ago. He died in 529 BCE. Now, in January 2019 The 
Holy One raises another Gentile to speak truth to power for 
her. This is our emerging new leader, Ilhan Omar, Somali-
American member of Congress from Minnesota. She follows 
Allah and is a Muslim. On most days, The Holy One speaks 
to us white Christians through the voice of “the other.” On this 
frozen day in Baltimore I am giving thanks to God for lifting 
up this tiny giant of a woman who speaks truth, and truth shall 
set us free from our captivity and oppression.

Theologians Reinhold Niebuhr and James Cone suggest 
that imagination is a necessary ingredient to approach the 
truth that is outside ourselves. Earlier this morning as I was 
working on a piece suggesting that one cannot have Jesus 
without John the Baptist or Martin without Malcolm X, sud-
denly my imagination took flight. I heard Ilhan Omar stand-
ing before Congress reading into the Congressional Record a 
long saying of Jesus that demonstrates the abiding influence 
John the Baptist had on Jesus. Ms. Omar reading the gospel 
message spoke with gusto and fire.

Seven Woes on the Teachers 
of the Law  and the Pharisees

13“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 
hypocrites! You shut the door of the kingdom of heaven in 
people’s faces. You yourselves do not enter, nor will you let 
those enter who are trying to. 

15“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 
hypocrites! You travel over land and sea to win a single con-
vert, and when you have succeeded, you make them twice as 
much a child of hell as you are.

16“Woe to you, blind guides! You say, ‘If anyone swears 
by the temple, it means nothing; but anyone who swears by 
the gold of the temple is bound by that oath.’ 17You blind 
fools! Which is greater: the gold, or the temple that makes the 
gold sacred? 18You also say, ‘If anyone swears by the altar, it 
means nothing; but anyone who swears by the gift on the altar 

is bound by that oath.’ 19You blind men! Which is greater: the 
gift, or the altar that makes the gift sacred? 20Therefore, any-
one who swears by the altar swears by it and by everything 
on it. 21And anyone who swears by the temple swears by it 
and by the one who dwells in it. 22And anyone who swears by 
heaven swears by God’s throne and by the one who sits on it.

23“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 
hypocrites! You give a tenth of your spices — mint, dill and 
cumin. But you have neglected the more important matters of 
the law — justice, mercy and faithfulness. You should have 
practiced the latter, without neglecting the former. 24You blind 
guides! You strain out a gnat but swallow a camel.

25“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 
hypocrites! You clean the outside of the cup and dish, but 
inside they are full of greed and self-indulgence. 26Blind Phari-
see! First clean the inside of the cup and dish, and then the 
outside also will be clean.

27“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 
hypocrites! You are like whitewashed tombs, which look 
beautiful on the outside but on the inside are full of the bones 
of the dead and everything unclean. 28In the same way, on the 
outside you appear to people as righteous but on the inside 
you are full of hypocrisy and wickedness.

29“Woe to you, teachers of the law and Pharisees, you 
hypocrites! You build tombs for the prophets and decorate 
the graves of the righteous. 30And you say, ‘If we had lived in 
the days of our ancestors, we would not have taken part with 
them in shedding the blood of the prophets.’ 31So you testify 
against yourselves that you are the descendants of those who 
murdered the prophets. 32Go ahead, then, and complete what 
your ancestors started!

33“You snakes! You brood of vipers! How will you 
escape being condemned to hell? 34Therefore I am sending 
you prophets and sages and teachers. Some of them you will 
kill and crucify; others you will flog in your synagogues and 
pursue from town to town. 35And so upon you will come 
all the righteous blood that has been shed on earth, from the 
blood of righteous Abel to the blood of Zechariah son of Ber-
ekiah, whom you murdered between the temple and the altar. 
36Truly I tell you, all this will come on this generation.

37“Jerusalem, Jerusalem, you who kill the prophets and 

stone those sent to you, how often I have longed to gather 
your children together, as a hen gathers her chicks under her 
wings, and you were not willing. 38Look, your house is left to 
you desolate.” (Matthew 23.1-37)

 
Many Democrats and all the Republicans began to 

scream. Nancy Pelosi fainted. Many men ran out of the 
chambers with their fingers in their ears. Fifteen Republicans 
called Fox News and asked to go on live right then and there. 
These folks had never heard such heresy coming from Jesus’ 
teaching, for who would preach from this text? A few stood 
with Ilhan Omar: Pramila Jayapal, Alexandria Ocasio Cortez, 
and — Yahweh be praised for his Jewish shalomic love 
— Bernie Sanders jumped from his senate seat and ran into 
the lower chambers to stand up for Ms. Omar.

Benjamin Netanyahu got word from Jared Kushner, 
who got his daddy-by-marriage on Twitter immediately 
to denounce this racist anti-Semitic Black woman from 
Somalia. Forty-five promised the nation he would have her 
deported immediately.

Now, it is really Jesus, not Congresswoman Omar who 
should be on trial in the press. Poor ole irrelevant Jesus. What 
an anti-Semite this Jewish Jesus is. Nancy Pelosi is leaving 
the Roman Catholic Church for having such a racist savior. 
Others are turning to their pastors to find ways to re-interpret 
the scripture so that Jesus does not mean what he says. While 
Ms. Omar, she just winks and turns back to her book, The 
Holy Koran, singing, “Thank you, Jesus.”

Time to Break the Silence on Palestine
Martin Luther King Jr. courageously spoke out about 
the Vietnam War. We must do the same when it comes 
to this grave injustice of our time. (https://www.nytimes.
com/2019/01/19/opinion/sunday/martin-luther-king-pales-
tine-israel.html?rref=collection%2Fbyline%2Fmichelle-alex-
ander) By Michelle Alexander, Jan. 19, 2019

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

By Ed Crouch

Ramzy Baroud’s Mountlake Terrace Palestine 
Chronicle reports that about 40,000 separate cases of abuse 
have been quietly recorded since 1997 in the West Bank city 
of Hebron by dozens of international peace “monitors from 
Sweden, Norway, Switzerland, Italy and Turkey. Some inci-
dents constituted war crimes.” Now Israel says it can monitor 
its own IDF and settler violence toward Palestinians!  

Weldon Nisly, a retired Mennonite minister in Seattle 
who recently returned from peacemaking in the Middle East, 
states that Peacemakers never know if Israel will allow them 
into their country. We’ll be hearing from Peacemakers at 
Kairos’ Annul Puget Sound Coalition meeting on May 4.

Israeli authorities just announced a plan to forcibly trans-
fer 36,000 Arab Bedouin citizens of Israel living in “unrec-
ognized villages” in the country’s southern Negev region in 
order “to build a road, a military firing zone, a weapons test-
ing facility, and a toxic mine, according to Israeli civil rights 
organization Adalah.” If implemented, Israel will seize about 

65,000 acres of land — an area about one and a half times the 
size of Washington, D.C. One Jewish organization is calling 
this “ethnic cleansing.”

In addition, Israel has approved some 4,000 new settle-
ment units as part of a massive settlement project spanning 
occupied East Jerusalem into West Jerusalem. At the same 
time, Israel issues virtually no permits for Palestinians to 
build!

But it’s not all bad news. Palestinians born after 1948 

February 2019 Palestine JustPeace Update
and living in the Netherlands will be able to list their official 
birthplace as Palestine!

The February issue of Hospitality pointed out that 
“mobilizations across the world convinced Argentina’s 
national football team led by Lionel Messi (one of the great-
est soccer players of all time) to cancel its exhibition match 
with Israel.” Also generating international press, Adidas 
ceased sponsoring the Israel Football Association., which 
includes teams based in illegal settlements built on stolen 
Palestinian land, after appeals from more than 130 Palestinian 
sports clubs.  

Thanks to John Berg and Ed Loring for useful articles.  W

Born in China, the son of Presbyterian missionaries, Ed 
Crouch is a retired Seattle social worker seeking to promote 
love and justice. He organized Occupation-Free Seattle to 
persuade the city to stop investing in three American corpo-
rations that engage in gross human rights violations in the 
Occupied Palestine Territories (Caterpillar, Hewlett-Packard 
and Motorola). (gecrouch61@gmail.com)
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Confessions of a Dying White Supremacist and His Privileges, Part One continued from page 5

ment to the work of a life for others. We were blessed to be a 
part of the celebration. 

You can learn more about Marshall “Eddie” Conway’s 
life and work at democracynow.org and The Real News Net-
work and from his book, Marshall Law: The Life and Times 
of a Baltimore Black Panther.

 

Out of the Past
It’s been a joy in our life in Baltimore to have “home 

folks” visit us. Several of our Atlanta friends have visited us to 
help around times that I’ve had surgeries or been in the hospi-
tal. JoAnne Lingle has visited several times when she’s been 
in D.C. for CodePink and Witness Against Torture actions. 
(JoAnne recently had to cancel plans to go with a CodePink 
delegation to Iran because of some health problems, but at 85 
she’s trucking right along.)

In the fall, we were thrilled to have a visit with Zdeńek 
Rossman, who was a Resident Volunteer with us in 1993-94. 

He is living in his native Czech Republic with his wife, Kris-
tina, and their seven-year-old daughter, Marjanka. Zdeńek 
is a physician. He worked first as a pediatrician and now is a 
nephrologist in a clinic just over the border in Germany.

While Zdeńek was here in Baltimore, his best friend 
Pavel Gmusdek (they grew up together in Prague) drove 
down from his home in Montreal to spend the weekend with 

rationalizing the treachery as Divine Will concomitant with 
God’s creating a super-race. White people are the root of the 
sour grapes that we are eating today: This is our original sin. 
We need more than repentance and forgiveness. We whites 
must join the Revolution of Values and remake America from 
root to fruit. If only 10,000 whites had been institutionalized 
as legal slaves in the U.S., all of human history would be dif-
ferent. The root is Racial Slavery and white superiority, not 
slavery and racism.  

The sour grapes setting our teeth on edge are hubris, 
arrogance, pride and death. This foundational sin of all of 
us who are white is a spreading pestilence, and the obvious 
work of Death’s sickle is “Make America White Again.” The 
cost to pursue truth, I am sorry to say, is to die to oneself and 
the Super Bowl. We have our own gift from blood, bone and 

witness to the violence of lynching and its intersection with 
slavery, the death penalty, the prison industrial complex and 
21st-century extra-judicial police killings.

Along with the postcards and programming such as 
concerts of remembrance, we are asking all of the Episcopal 
Dioceses in the slave state region, known as Province IV in 
our Church, to offer programs similar to this where the names 
of those who were lynched will be called. This will be a total 
of 20 states when all of them have been completed. This will 
be another powerful way to interrupt the negative energy.

We are going to keep on telling the truth while pay-
ing attention to all of the other ways we can use this work of 
remembering the lynched to interrupt the negative energy that 
strives to have the last word. Hope and healing will have the 
last word because we are going to continue to be a “half shade 
braver.”  W

Catherine Meeks is the Founding Executive Director of the 
Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Healing, and 
the retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished Professor of 
Socio-cultural Studies and Sociology from Wesleyan Col-
lege. She has published six books and is editor of Living Into 
God’s Dream: Dismantling Racism in America (2016), which 
focuses on racial healing and reconciliation. She and Nibs 
Stroupe are authors of Passionate Justice, a book about the 
life and witness of Ida B. Wells for our time, to be published in 
September. She writes for the Huffington Post and is a regular 
contributor to Hospitality. She is involved with prison work, 
visits on death row and works for the abolition of the death 
penalty. (kayma53@att.net)

death to resurrect into our daily lives: Heather Heyer (May 
29, 1985 - August 12, 2017) is a white martyr, an ambassador 
for Black Jesus, for us all. Murdered not by fire, rope or bullet, 
but by car, a method learned from terrorists in France. White 
people killing white people over Black bodies. Fires ignited 
from the Kansas Nebraska Act are burning. Is Paradise, Cali-
fornia our future landscape?

Deconstructing my White Supremacy consciousness 
and behaviors joined by my unawareness of the central role 
of economics and sex in the making of history is the hell of a 
slow crucifixion. This work of deconstruction, which I share 
daily with my life partner, Murphy, has opened us to the most 
radical practice of all: solidarity. Solidarity is on the spiritual 
level what equality is on the social level. The death-dealing 
fight for equality, the work of the American Left, is our gift 

to human social organization and liberation from our own 
oppression and darkness.

I departed Columbia Seminary in 1975. Murphy Davis 
opened a door for me and I could see a light unseen before. 
Now I had Martin Luther King Jr., my Black Jesus and 
Murphy Davis, my partner in flesh and soul. And soon there-
after Clifton Presbyterian Church. A cradle of new life and a 
launching pad toward solidarity with the Black Jesus in the 
flesh of the homeless and prisoner.

Next month this long walk will bring us to Troy Davis 
Park (aka Woodruff Park).  W

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

us. So many years have passed, but once we were together it 
seemed like just yesterday. What a joy to be with these two 
fine young men who do such good work and with whom we 
have shared such a significant journey.  W

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

Calling Their Names  continued from page 1

Dr. Rossman clowning at the Baltimore Museum of Art.
Murphy Davis

The Box
An ‘emotional support’ pit bull mauled a 5-year-old 
girl in an airport terminal, lawsuit says
 

Gabriella Gonzalez and her mother have filed a $1.1 million 
lawsuit against the dog’s owner, Alaska Airlines and the Port 
of Portland.
	 The	Washington	Post, February 28, 2019

s s s s

Hunger

Time to Put Fluffy and Fido on a Diet? 

Veterinarians report that nearly half the dogs they see are 
overweight or obese, although only 17 percent of owners 
acknowledge that their pets are too fat.
	 Jane E. Brody, The	New	York	Times, February 4, 2019

s s s s
Hope

To be hopeful in bad times is not just foolishly romantic. It is 
based on the fact that human history is a history not only of 
cruelty, but also of compassion, sacrifice, courage, kindness.

What we choose to emphasize in this complex history will 
determine our lives. If we see only the worst, it destroys our 
capacity to do something. If we remember those times 
and places — and there are so many — where people 
have behaved magnificently, this gives us the energy to act, 
and at least the possibility of sending this spinning top of a 
world in a different direction. And if we do act, in however 
small a way, we don’t have to wait for some grand utopian 
future. The future is an infinite succession of presents, 
and to live now as we think human beings should live in 
defiance of all that is bad around us, is itself a marvelous 
victory.
 Howard Zinn, A	Power	Governments	Cannot	Suppress

Eduard Loring

Susan MacMurdy

Becca Conrad
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Grace and Peaces of Mail

at the 
ODC/Baltimore

Cold Day
Hot Soup!
The Welcome Table on  Febraury 
20, 2019, a very snowy day. 

Above: David Payne and Guest. 

Left: Guest and Erica Prettyman.

Photographs by Eduard Loring

Open Door Community Needs:
 Granola bars
 2% milk: gallon size for coffee, pint size for children.
 Stamps to write prisoners
 Prisoner support and prisoner family support
 The Hardwick Prison Trip: hosts, drivers, cars and vans in the Atlanta area.
 Tee shirts Sm/med/large/1X and 2X
 Financial support, please, for our efforts to feed the hungry, visit the 
prisoner, protest and work for justice in the social arena, and produce 
Hospitality newspaper.
 

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

Dear Eduard:
I trust all is well with you and Murphy these days. I am 

sure you are farther from spring than we, but spring is coming 
soon.

We watch the national news, and there is coming a 
payday for all this mess we are witnessing, because evil 
cannot always control anything or anybody. When the 
grinding wheels of justice begin to grind, there will be a lot of 
folks in the sawdust pile of history.

We rejoice that distance has no power over prayer, and 
we pray for you dear folks every day.

No politicians except for Bernie Sanders are talking 
about the poor in our nation, and the rich do not care for 
anybody except themselves. When the roll is called up 
yonder, there will be millions of Lazaruses on Main Street in 
glory land. Americans have forsaken the poor, and the Old 
Testament prophets told Israel that God was displeased with 
their treatment of the poor and the strangers.

Did you ever think the fundamentalists and church folks 
would be pulling on the same end of the rope with the devil? 
We are seeing that happen today.

Remember that what we are seeing today is nothing 
new. Andrew Jackson and Woodrow Wilson did the same 
thing Trump is doing today. Then to top Jackson and Wilson, 
along comes Nixon, Reagan, Bush and Bush to take the prize. 
It took twenty years to get over Andy Jackson, and it took half 
a century to clean up Wilson’s mess, and we are still feeling 
the results of what Nixon and Reagan did to America.

Don’t be discouraged, better days are coming. Take care 
and keep shooting in the same hole. God bless you EVER.

 With prayer,
   Wendell Wentz 
   Rockwall, Texas

Donald Trump is a dangerous man to our democracy. 
One reason is his propensity/ addiction to misrepresenting 
the truth (lying). In his speech on Monday, February 11 in El 
Paso, Texas, Trump said, “El Paso was rampant with crime 
before the wall and now is one of the most peaceful cities in 
the U.S.” Well, half of this is correct; El Paso is peaceful now, 
but it was also peaceful before the wall was built, according 
to the Republican Mayor of El Paso. Also, at the same rally a 
BBC newsperson was violently shoved after the usual rants 
Trump leads about the media being the enemy of the people. 
This is the style of many dictators and autocrats to damp down 
freedom of the press. This is so Trump can get by with his 
three lies a day and the truth cannot get out.

One of the biggest lies is Trump’s comments on 
immigrants bringing drugs through the border and being 
criminals, etc. It has been established that the vast majority of 
drugs come through legal ports of entry, and immigrants are 
less likely to commit crimes than the general U.S. public.

Trump’s denial of climate warming in the face of 
overwhelming scientific and experiential proof is a very real 
danger to civilization.

Last is the danger if the Mueller probe causes trouble 
for Trump. This could lead to a war. Iran has stayed in 
theTreaty according to the nations in the European Union, yet 
Trump says he has stopped the threat of Iran getting nuclear 
capabilities by getting out of the Treaty. This Treaty blocked 
Iran from getting a nuclear bomb. More lies and double-speak. 
DANGER.

 Bruce Bishop 
 Goshen, Indiana

A version of this letter was published as a Letter to the Editor 
in The Goshen News, 2/15/19.

Dear Ed,
Thanks for the outstanding article “‘God’s Terrible 

Mistake’ … Or Ours,” by Wes Howard-Brook. It amazes 
me how often we make mistakes (or worse) and then blame 
them on God.

Sincerely,
  Walter H. Everett 
  Lewisburg, Pennsylvania

Dear Folks,
 Thank you for your amazing publication, Hospitality, 
and for the amazing work you do.
  Phil Milam 
  East Point, Georgia

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

Another opportunity
Another opportunity for conversion has past
The first is still first and the last is still last
The Jesus you preach is too white for this task
Another unknown victim lies dead on their back
You don’t know the prayer or care for the chant
You don’t hear the drum and don’t mind the gap
Your prosperity press release is
Just another sign of your lack
How many spirits
How many songs
Like the psalmist of old
We cry how long, how long
Until this great nightmare is over and gone
Until this great merchandise
Is burned up with that song
There is no logic no love in this divided throng
Of the young white religious in the civil national religion
Who claim to be for life
But worship in a death cult
all day long
 

— Andrew Smith

Andrew William Smith is a teacher, preacher and sober creature. 
A motor-city-misfit, he has lived in middle Tennessee for 23 years, 
where he works as a pastor and professor.


