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Calvin Kimbrough

By Eduard Nuessner Loring

He made the decision on Maundy Thursday, April 11, 
1963. The twenty advisers who sat in the smoke-filled Room 
30 at the Gaston Motel in Birmingham had told Martin that 
he could not march. They needed $50,000 bail for those in 
jail and the hundreds yet to come. He rose in anguish. He was 
the main money man for SCLC and SNCC. He did not know 
what to do. 

He went to the back room of their suite. Alone and quiet 
he stood still. His heart bled back to January 26, 1956, when 
God shared a cup of black coffee with him in his kitchen at 
306 Jackson Street in Montgomery and simply said, “Martin, 
I will never leave you alone.” Oh, the powers resident in 
white fear had hurled all the knives and swords they had at 
him, as they had done over the years toward the indomitable 
Rev. Fred Shuttlesworth, of whom every white person in 
Bombingham was afraid. Commissioner of Public Safety 
Eugene “Bull” Connor had already ordered one dog to bite 
a marcher. The Alabama state court, following the pattern of 
white resistance all over Dixie, had pinned a court injunction 
on his chest.  

Like Jesus almost 2000 years earlier, Martin must have 
prayed, “Holy One, let this cup pass from me; nevertheless, 
thy will be done.” Remembering the empty coffee cup on the 
kitchen table in Montgomery, he took off his suit. Donning 
a blue work shirt, blue overalls, and brogans on his feet, he 
reentered the room where his advisers waited. “Tomorrow is 
Good Friday,” he announced over the din. “We are going to 
march.”

So like Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego who stood up 
against Nebuchadnezzar, Martin marched and the Bull threw 
him in the Birmingham City Jail. This was the 13th time he 
had been jailed for good morals since the genteel seamstress 
said, “No. I am not giving up my seat to a white man.” Jesus 
has been remembered for over 2000 years for what he did and 
said on his Maundy Thursday and Good Friday. Like Jesus, 
Martin prepared himself on Maundy Thursday and marched 
on Crucifixion Day. Bull’s boys tossed him by the seat of 
his pants into a squalid hole. From there he wrote a letter to 
white moderates, an epistle that will last as long as love and 
resistance to evil and racism have the breath of the beast, for 
love will someday fill the earth as the waters cover the sea. 
“The Letter from Birmingham Jail” is Holy Writ for all who 
do justice, love kindness and walk humbly.

Yesterday we met at Troy Davis Park — Woodruff Park 
to the well-heeled and boot-strapped, but reclaimed by justice 
seekers in the name of the Executed One. This is contested 
space where Central Atlanta Progress (sic) and Georgia State 
University, with their own police forces in cooperation with 

the city police and city government (shame) brutalize the 
homeless poor and young African American men to make 
life more suburban and comfortable for tourists who cannot 
be enticed to the dead space named Underground Atlanta 
even by bare breasts and gambling. The university needs the 
space cleared of the poor, for the context of suffering and 
death on the streets of American cities fits well with no one’s 
curriculum. So, there we were, circled, with our homeless 
friends joining in — small, loud, faithful, hopeful, resisting 
the slavers and their minions. We know we are one in the 
Body of Christ, even while manacled by the invisible chains 
of capitalism and the furious pace of technology. Jesus Christ 
came to save us all: slavers and slaves. But as Harriet Tub-
man said when congratulated for leading 300 out of the hell 
of slavery: “Ho, I could have led a thousand more had they 
but known they were slaves.”

This particular Wednesday of Holy Week was the 51st 
anniversary of “The Letter from Birmingham Jail,” so I used 
the introduction of this sacred writing to welcome the circle. 
In King’s strength we agree with the prophets of old and the 
prophets of today: There is injustice in Atlanta. That is why 
we are in Troy Davis Park. “Injustice anywhere is a threat to 
justice everywhere.” Where there is injustice you will find the 
light of Jesus and people of good will with the courage to put 
their bodies in the streets. So, we are here. 

But that was yesterday.

The Rock Is Our Bread
Holy Week Eucharist Meditation, 
City Hall, Atlanta, Maundy Thursday, April 17, 2014

Jeff Autry, 
Rest In Peace
by Murphy Davis

Jeff Autry spent most of his adult life in prison, and 
that’s where he was when I first heard from him. He was in 
the hole at Jackson and one of the guys from death row was 
in a cell nearby. He had no money and no one to write to, so 
the fellow from death row (Jeff couldn’t remember his name) 
suggested that he write to me. We corresponded for several 
years as he was moved around to several prisons. Then one 
night he was in our yard at the Open Door. With no warning 
and no preliminaries, the Parole Board had dispatched Jeff to 
me and the Open Door Community. 

There was a time that the board would not approve a 
prisoner paroling out to us. “Too political,” they said about 
us. “After all, they’re opposed to the death penalty.” Always 
seemed a strange reason to deny someone a bed and a home, 
but there it was. But now, Jeff Autry was suddenly paroled 
with the instructions, “Go to Rev. Murphy Davis and you 
can live at the Open Door.” They had not told us or asked us 
anything. 

But all of a sudden, there was Jeff in the front yard 
— apparently about as surprised as we were. Indeed. We did, 

in fact, have a bed and 
he moved in. That 
began a journey of 
about two years living 
with Jeff. He worked 
hard — very hard 
— and he had a boy-
ish desire to please. 
He did not have much 
formal education, 
but he knew how to 
do lots of things that 
were useful in our old 
house. And he was a 
champion dumpster 
diver! Every few days 
he would come in and 

proudly present a gift that he had found in somebody’s trash. 
As life together unfolded, we learned more about him, 

and none of it was pretty. His mother, he said, told him every 
day of his young life that he was trash, and that he would 
never amount to anything. “Seem like I couldn’t do nothin’ 
right for her,” he always said with his head down. She told 
him he would be nothing but trouble all his life, and he spent 
most of his adult life trying to prove her right. He struggled 
with addictions from a young age — oh, how the drugs and 
alcohol offer us empty promises to dull the pain and quiet the 
voices — and he was in and out of jail and prison for years. 

Calvin Kimbrough

Emma Stitt helps celebrate the Eucharist 
at City Hall, Maundy Thursday, 2014.
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Open Door Community
910 Ponce de Leon Avenue NE

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
www.opendoorcommunity.org  

404.874.9652; 404.874.7964 fax

Hospitality is published by the Open Door 
Community, Inc., an Atlanta Protestant Catholic 
Worker community: Christians called to resist war 
and violence and nurture community in ministry with 
and advocacy for the homeless poor and prisoners, 
particularly those on death row. Subscriptions 
are free. A newspaper request form is included in 
each issue. Manuscripts and letters are welcomed. 
Inclusive language editing is standard.  

A $10 donation to the Open Door Community would 
help to cover the costs of printing and mailing 
Hospitality for one year. A $40 donation covers 
overseas delivery for one year.

Newspaper
Editor: Murphy Davis
Managing Editor: Mary Catherine Johnson
Photography and Layout Editor: Calvin Kimbrough
Poetry Corner Editor: Eduard Loring
Associate Editors: Terry Kennedy, Eduard Loring, and 

Catherine Meeks 
Copy Editor: Julie Martin 
Proofreaders: Gladys Rustay and Julie Martin
Circulation: A multitude of earthly hosts
Subscriptions or change of address: Sarah Humphrey

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

Gladys Rustay: Jackson Prison Trip 
Dick Rustay: Dayspring Farm Coordinator
Terry Kennedy: Food Coordinator
Lorna Mauney-Brodek: Harriet Tubman Foot Clinic Coordinator
Eduard Loring: Street Theologian
Nelia and Calvin Kimbrough: Worship, Art, and Music           

Coordinators
Sarah Humphrey: Coordinator for Administration, Volunteers, 

Hardwick Prison Trip and Resident Volunteer Applications
Karen Henderson: Administration and Finance 
Murphy Davis: Southern Prison Ministry

Keep the Waters continued on page 7 

Calvin Kimbrough

Following the execution of Warren Hill on December 29, 
we joined together for the Eucharist at 910.

Saturday, April 18, 2015
8:30 am - 3:30 pm

St. Paul’s Episcopal Church
Atlanta, Georgia

www.episcopalatlanta.org/
Repentance-Service/

Howard-Thurman-Event/

Howard Thurman Speaks to 
21st-Century Spiritual Pilgrims

by Catherine Meeks

One who wishes to be free must “keep 
the waters troubled,” according to Ida B. 
Wells, the anti-lynching activist, journalist, 
businesswoman and mother. Wells was born 
a slave in July 1862, but grew up in a house-
hold with parents who escaped much of the 
psychological damage of slavery and who 
had skills. Her father, Jim Wells, was a car-
penter and her mother, Elizabeth Wells, was 
a cook. Following Emancipation, the family 
lived for a while on the farm of their former 
owner, who was also Jim Wells’ father, until 
he locked Jim out of his carpentry workshop 
because he did not vote Democratic. Wells 
bought himself a set of tools, found a house 
to rent and moved his family off the land. 

This demonstration, among others, 
of the capacity to be free and independent 
helped to form the young Ida B. into the 
fearless woman that she became. She also 
learned many skills from her mother, a very 
strict disciplinarian who made sure that her 

children stayed focused upon their school 
work as well as teaching them that household 
maintenance was a part of their responsibili-
ties. Elizabeth was a very religious woman 
who took her children to Sunday school each 
week and was once awarded a commenda-
tion for perfect attendance.

In 1878 there was a Yellow Fever 
outbreak in Holly Springs, Mississippi, 
Wells’ hometown, and her parents contracted 
the illness and died within 24 hours of one 
another. Of course she and her siblings were 
devastated. She did not have much time 
for grieving, because the members of the 
Masonic Lodge to which her father belonged 

began discussing how they would divide the 
children among themselves in order to pro-
vide for their care. There was one sister who 
was partially paralyzed. The Masons planned 
to send her to the poorhouse. Wells overheard 
this discussion and quickly let them know 
that her family was not going to be divided 
in that way. She said that her parents “would 
turn over in their graves” at such a thing 
happening to them. She announced that she 
would take care of her family and that is 
exactly what she did. She was 16 years old at 
the time.

Her father had left them $3,000 and 
a house which was debt-free, so she had a 
financial base to build upon, though it was 
not long before she needed to find work. 
She sought counsel from the Masons, who 
advised her to apply for a teaching job. She 
did and was hired, putting her hair up and 
lengthening her skirts so she would look 
more like a schoolmarm than the schoolgirl 
that she should still have been. She did not 
get nearby teaching jobs because of her lack 

of training and youth, so she went by mule 
to the schools assigned to her and stayed for 
the week, returning home on the weekends. 
A family friend attended to her younger sib-
lings while she was gone, and she spent her 
weekends at home cleaning, doing laundry 
and cooking.

When she was nineteen, she moved 
to Memphis with her siblings. Though she 
taught for many years, she really wanted 
to be a journalist, a physician or an actress. 
During her time in Memphis, she taught in 
nearby Woodstock, Tennessee and on one 
of her trips there she was forced from her 
seat in the “ladies car,” better known as the 

white people’s car. Though she had a first-
class ticket that gave her the right to sit there, 
the conductor asked her to leave. When she 
refused he tried to remove her physically, 
but she held on to the seat in front of her and 
actually bit the conductor’s hand. Some of 
the other white men on the train helped him 
to forcibly remove her to the second-class 

car. But she refused to travel in it and left the 
train at the next stop. The whites on the train 
cheered when she left.

Wells did not choose to bear this 
indignity with ladylike silence. She sued the 
Chesapeake, Ohio and Southeastern Railroad 
and won. Though she was awarded $200 in 
damages, she finally lost her case after the 
railroad appealed and she had to pay $200 
in court costs. She had hoped that her effort 
would bring about positive change for Black 
people, as is indicated in this entry from her 
diary:

Keep The Waters Troubled

Wells was faithful in keeping the waters troubled with her pen 
as the efforts to repress Black people took the violent form of lynching.

volunteer needs 
at the Open Door 

Community

Volunteers for Tuesday and 
Wednesday Soup Kitchen and 
Showers 8:45 a.m.-12:15 p.m.

Volunteers to help staff our Foot 
Clinic on Wednesday evenings 

(6:00 p.m. for supper, 
6:45-9:15 p.m. for the clinic).

For more information, 
contact Sarah Humphrey 

opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 
404.874.9652 option 4

Ida B. Wells by Christian Elden
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Thy Beloved Community Come in Prison 
As It Is in Heaven, Part 8
By Eduard Nuessner Loring

This is the eighth in a series of articles based upon a presenta-
tion by Eduard Loring at a worship service at Central State 
Prison in Macon, Georgia on October 28, 2013. Approxi-
mately 200 prisoners attended, and one has since come to live 
at the Open Door Community.

Let us now revisit the questions we were pondering 
before the break: What are the practices of the Beloved Com-
munity/Kingdom of God in prison? What are the forms of 
love within iron cages where gangs, rape, torture and macho 
males dominate sometimes in white supremacy while others 
hate all whites? Yet “there is a crack in everything. That’s how 
the light gets through.” (Leonard Cohen)

First and foremost: Unity. As disciples of Jesus in prison 
we are called to build a life together inside the system but on 
the margins of institutionalization. Be in prison but not of the 
prison. 

The early disciples lived this form of love under the 
persecution of the state. The radical disciples of Jesus lived 
this way throughout the Middle Ages. The Anabaptists lived 
this way during the Reformation and in Russia beyond the 
Russian Revolution. The Black Church lived this way for 300 
years in the USA. Now you, in the midst of mass incarcera-
tion, slavery by another name, can form a life of love and 
solidarity inside this furnace. 

It is so easy for me to stand before you and make such 
a suggestion. You will be persecuted, mocked and beaten for 
living in unity based on the love of God. There is no loca-
tion in the USA where the love ethic is harder to live than in 
prisons. But if radical disciples on the outside join those on 
the inside, we can bear the cross together. Why would some 
folk spend their time growing Christian vegetables when they 
could help to carry a cross of a Christian in prison that the 
system wants to turn into a vegetable?

Second: Remembrance, which is healing, which is rec-
onciliation, which is servanthood. 

You are likely to know this beloved Word from the Let-
ter to the Hebrews (13:1-3): “Keep on loving one another as 
Christians. Remember to welcome strangers in your homes. 
There were some who did and welcomed angels without 
knowing it. Remember those who are in prison, as though 
you were in prison with them. Remember those who are 
suffering, as though you were suffering as they are.” (Good 
News Translation)

To you, prisoners, these verses have a powerful reso-
nance. “Remember to welcome strangers in your cell block. 
There were some who did and welcomed angels without 
knowing it. Remember those who are in prison as you are in 
prison with them.” Pray for each other. Welcome those who 
are “strangers” into your lives. Welcome those folk who have 
never been to prison before, especially the vulnerable ones 
who may be devoured by the bakers and the oven. Remember 
those who are not in prison as though you are on the outside, 
at home, with them: your loved ones, your children, your 
church, your enemies. To remember implies “to put back 
together again.” Rebuild in prayer and imagination your “free 
world” life full of forgiveness, goodness, reparations, mercy 
and the pursuit of justice. Outside the cage or inside “the 
mean old world” of freedom we are our brothers’ keepers, 

and sisters’ helpers. 
We are all one in suffering: 

from the Middle Passage to the 
Holocaust, from the slow violence 
of homelessness and hunger to the 
murderous engagements of war, 
from cancer to the loss of a loved 
one to the prison system. There is 
unity in the human journey in that 
we all suffer. We all die. Remember 
those who suffer as though you are 
suffering with them. Herein lies 
a mystery: healing and joy come 
through remembrance and sharing 
our suffering and the suffering of 
others.

Listen to this death row pris-
oner, Dietrich Bonhoeffer, who was 
executed naked on the gallows by 
Adolph Hitler’s henchmen. (There 
are always henchmen. Hundreds in 
the USA with needles, rifles, rope, 
electricity, gas — what is next? 
With women in the trenches as 
Marines now, there will likely be 
henchwomen in a flicker.)

“It is not the religious act that makes a Christian, but 
participation in the suffering of God in the life of the world.” 
Or, adapted: in the life of the world and its prisons.

The third mark of the Kingdom of God in prison is 
Community. One of our teachers is Dorothy Day, the social 
activist who co-founded the Catholic Worker Movement and 
is essential to the formation of the Open Door. She says it 
best, “Love is the only solution. And love comes with com-
munity.” In the experience of following Jesus, community is 
a form of the Kingdom of God. This household of faith is not 

based on blood, but love and commitment to one another. Do 
not become homeless in prison. Like Martin Luther King Jr., 
a prisoner from Reidsville State Reservation and the Bomb-
ingham City Jail, from this mountain of despair you must find 
a stone of hope. Don’t be homeless in prison — if so, you are 
a dead man walking. Tough stuff, yes. I’m not here to say, 
“Smile, God loves us,” but to put on the whole armor of God 
(Ephesians 6) and fight for the living and the captives. Do not 
let the New Jim Crow, slavery by another name, destroy you.

According to the Holy Scriptures, on the Saturday his 
body lay in the tomb, Jesus went to hell to preach to prisoners. 
“He descended into hell” is a fundamental confession of faith 
of the Body of Jesus Christ throughout all the ages. (2 Peter 
and The Apostles’ Creed) Jesus and the Open Door Commu-
nity and many activists all over this land want your butts out 
of prison into a life of maturity and radical work for justice. 
That is why Jesus “descended into hell.” He said his mission 
is to proclaim “Liberty to Captives.” (Luke 4)

Each of you, the innocent and the guilty, know a quality 
of human suffering that shapes your prison life and your life 
as a prisoner. No one in this sinkhole is here without coming 
from a hard place in American society: abuse, poverty, rac-
ism, homophobia and violence. Some of us come from soft 
places too. Most of us know the hard and have felt the soft. 
“We have all sinned and fallen short of the glory of God,” 

Paul pens. No one wills 
crime or goodness without 
a context in which all of 
us act and react, are done 
unto and do unto others. 
No prison sentence is 
about the person alone. 
We all have a part in the 
human fabric that makes 
our lives and spins our 
destinies. You in this 
prison can, in faith and 
love, suffer for others as 
you do your time in love 
and claiming the Beloved 
Community/Kingdom of 
God in prison as it is in 
heaven. In a letter to his 
sweetheart, Coretta, Mar-
tin Luther King Jr. reflects 
upon the meaning of 
doing time. One need not 
be a great preacher like 
Dr. King or an innocent 
political prisoner. Be you a 
murderer, drug dealer, sex 

offender or predatory bank loan officer: Anyone can change 
their direction by God’s grace and join the choir of the blood-
washed band that pours out its life for others. So now chew 
on this letter until we come back together, when we will move 
toward our conclusion.

October 26, 1960 
Reidsville, Georgia
 
Hello Darling,

Today I find myself a long way from you and the 
children. I am at the State Prison in Reidsville which 
is about 230 miles from Atlanta. They picked me up 
from the DeKalb jail about 4 o’clock this morning. I 
know this whole experience is very difficult for you 
to adjust to, especially in your condition of pregnancy, 
but as I said to you yesterday this is the cross that we 
must bear for the freedom of our people. So I urge you 
to be strong in faith, and this will in turn strengthen me. 
I can assure you that it is extremely difficult for me to 
think of being away from you and my Yoki and Marty 
for four months, but I am asking God hourly to give 
me the power of endurance. I have the faith to believe 
that this excessive suffering that is now coming to our 
family will in some little way serve to make Atlanta a 
better city, Georgia a better state, and America a better 
country. Just how I do not yet know, but I have faith to 
believe it will. If I am correct then our suffering is not 
in vain. 

I understand that I can have visitors twice a 
month — the second and fourth Sunday. However, 
I understand that everybody — white and colored 
— can have visitors this coming Sunday. I hope you 
can find some way to come down. I know it will be a 
terrible inconvenience in your condition, but I want to 
see you and the children very badly. 

Eternally Yours,
 Martin

Eduard Nuessner Loring is a Partner at the Open 
Door Community.

There is no location in the USA where the love ethic is harder to live 
than in prisons. But if radical disciples on the outside 

join those on the inside, we can bear the cross together. 

Robert McGovern
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Moving Toward Abolition

By Mary Catherine Johnson

“A voice was heard in Ramah,
    wailing and loud lamentation,
Rachel weeping for her children;
    she refused to be consoled, because they are no more.”
― Matthew 2:18; New Revised Standard Version (NRSV)

“Monday, January 26, 2015, the [Georgia] State Board of 
Pardons and Paroles met to consider a clemency request 
from attorneys representing condemned inmate Warren Lee 
Hill. The Board has voted to deny clemency.”
 

That’s all it said. No explanation. No acknowledgement 
of any of the myriad compelling issues supporting Warren 
Hill’s plea for clemency. After twenty-four years on death 
row, four execution dates and a complex and protracted legal 
battle. Warren Lee Hill, Jr.’s life was effectively taken from 
him with that short statement. By 7:55 pm on January 27, the 
parole board’s state colleagues had pumped enough poison 
into Warren to kill him. 

While the parole board hid behind the shameful Georgia 
law that allows their deliberations to remain a state secret, 
Warren’s attorney, Brian Kammer, proclaimed the truth: “This 
execution is an abomination. Like the execution of Jerome 
Bowden in 1986, the memory of Mr. Hill’s illegal execution 
will live on as a moral stain on the people of this state and on 
the courts that allowed this to happen.”

Invoking Jerome Bowden’s name brings to light one of 
the cruelest ironies surrounding the use of the death penalty 
in Georgia. Jerome was proven to have had the mentality of a 
12-year-old, and the widespread public outrage that followed 
his execution eventually led to the banning of executions of 
the intellectually disabled by the U.S. Supreme Court. Geor-
gia was the first state to enact a statute prohibiting the execu-
tion of defendants with intellectual disability.  

Why, then, was Warren Hill, a man with a child-like 
mentality and an IQ of 70, executed? All seven doctors who 
examined Warren, including three retained by the state, 
unanimously agreed that he was intellectually disabled. But 
Georgia is the only U.S. state to use the impossibly high stan-
dard requiring proof of retardation (sic) “beyond a reasonable 
doubt” instead of the “preponderance of evidence” standard 
that other states have adopted. In any other state, Warren 
would still be alive. But once again in Georgia, posturing 
abounds: Officially we say that we intend to protect the 
intellectually disabled, who are among our most vulnerable 
citizens, from execution. But then we turn around and make it 
practically impossible for those citizens to receive relief once 
they’ve been convicted of a capital crime. 

When the abuse of power by the state becomes so 
overwhelming, as it did with Warren’s execution, I turn to my 
community at the Open Door for spiritual support and solace. 
An essential component in our work to abolish the death 
penalty is to accompany not only the men and women facing 
death sentences, but also their families, and these families 
become much beloved members of our extended community. 
We seek to comfort them while, as so often happens among 

those whose liberation is inextricably tied together, they com-
fort us. 

The week following Warren’s execution I had the privi-
lege of attending his Home Going Celebration at a beautiful, 
small Black church in Northeast Georgia. It was there that I 
once again heard one of the most excruciating sounds I’ve 
ever experienced: the wailing of women who have lost their 
loved one to an execution. These women, exhausted from 
four death watches, a lengthy legal battle, and two humiliating 
encounters with the parole board, countered the silence of 
state officials by letting loose their pain and suffering for all to 
hear. I first heard those wails from the women who loved my 
friend Marcus Wellons, when he was executed last June. Now, 
to hear this lamentation again, for a death that was utterly cruel 
and unnecessary, was almost too much to bear. 

But here’s what happened next: the wailing turned into 
singing, the singing turned into affirmations of Warren’s free-
dom and his indomitable spirit, and the affirmations turned 
into a shared repast that filled our stomachs with sumptuous 
Southern food and our souls with the presence of Jesus at the 
Eucharist Table. That little church could not hold all of the 
love that came forth that day; it was bursting out the windows 
and doors, into the streets of town, and it carried me back to 
the Open Door, where I felt a renewed sense of purpose to 
continue my work to abolish the death penalty.

Yet even as the exuberance of the funeral buoyed me, 
the sound of the women wailing for Warren was never far 
from my mind. We must not forget the wailing — the sound 
of Rachel weeping for her children and refusing to be com-
forted — for that is the sound of God’s heart breaking over 
state-sponsored killing. The wailing has filled the void created 
by the evil silence of the Parole Board and those who tolerate 
their secrecy, and has thus become our rallying cry. In the 
silence there is betrayal; in the wailing there is redemption.  W  

“Moving Toward Abolition” is a regular column that tracks 
the fight to end capital punishment. Mary Catherine Johnson 
is a Novice of the Open Door Community. She can be emailed 
at mcjohnson78@yahoo.com. 

Rachel is Weeping 
in Georgia

The Open Door 
Community Press
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Why, then, was Warren Hill, 
a man with a child-like mentality 

and an IQ of 70, executed? 

Vigil Sites in Georgia
On the days executions are scheduled in Georgia, vigils are held at 
the following places. For more information: www.gfadp.org.
Atlanta: Georgia Capitol, 6:30 p.m. 
Contact: Peggy Hendrix, 404.771.8940
Americus: U.S. Post Office, noon
Contact: Elizabeth Dede, 229.591.0114
Athens: UGA Arch, 6:30 p.m.
Contact: Robbie Buller, 706.783.5131
Augusta: Augusta Commons, 6:30 p.m.
Contact: Pat Seaborn, 706.860.2721
Clarksville: Clarksville Courthouse, 6:30 p.m.
Contact: Helen O’Brien, 706.968.2490
Columbus: Consolidated Government Center, 6 p.m.
Contact: Tonza Thomas, Columbus NAACP
Conyers: Rockdale County Courthouse, 6:30 p.m. 
Contact: Barbara Lee, 770.483.2648
Dawson: Intersection of US 82 and GA 520, 6:30 p.m. 
Contact: Rev. Ezekial Holley, 229.407.0101
Jackson: Georgia Diagnostic and Classification Prison, 6 p.m.
Contact: Kathryn Hamoudah, 494.688.1202
Macon: Macon City Hall, 6:30 p.m. 
Contact: Suzanne Hobby-Shippen, 404.630.6042
Marietta: Cobb County Courthouse, 6:30 p.m. 
Contact: Debby Freel, 404.641.7719
Savannah: Chatham County Courthouse, 6:30 p.m. 
Contact: Carol Hunt, 912.233.4161
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Vigil for Life at the 
Death of Warren Hill
Warren Hill was executed by the state of Georgia on 
January 29. Top left and right: The Open Door Community 
hosted a vigil on the front steps of the Capitol to call for the 
abolition of the death penalty. Left: Peggy Hendrix from 
Central Presbyterian Church leads the reading of names 
of the 56 men executed in Georgia since 1983, following 
the reinstatement of the death penalty in 1976. Above: 
Murphy Davis is interviewed for a live broadcast by Al 
Jazeera America during the vigil. Above right: Deacon 
Chester Griffin from Our Lady of Lourdes Catholic 
Church lifts his plea for ending the death penalty. Right: 
Bernard Ivory asks for mercy. 

In, Out & Around 910
Compiled and Photographed by Calvin Kimbrough 



We invite you to join us 
for worship with our friends 

on the street during Holy Week.

Palm Sunday
March 29
4:00 pm
Open Door Community
910 Ponce de Leon Avenue

Monday
March 30
5:00 pm
Grady Hospital
Jessie Hill, Jr. Dr.

Tuesday
March 31
5:00 pm
City Jail
Peachtree St. SW

Wednesday
April 1
5:00 pm
Woodruff Park, 
Five Points

Maundy Thursday
April 2
5:00 pm 
City Hall
Trinity Avenue
with celebration 
of the Eucharist

Good Friday
April 3
5:00 pm
State Capitol
Washington Street

Holy Saturday
April 4
5:00 pm
Pine Street Shelter 
Peachtree and Pine Streets

Easter Morning
April 5
8:00 am
Open Door Community
910 Ponce de Leon Avenue
Breakfast with our homeless friends 
followed by worship 
and Celebration of Life 
Over Death and Oppression
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The Rock Is Our Bread  continued from page 1
 
Today we are at City Hall. Today is Maundy Thursday, 

the day the Constantinian Church mandated the washing 
of feet. Footwashing is a sacrament commanded, like the 
Works of Mercy, by Jesus Christ (John 13.12-17) and fol-
lowed by a number of working class denominations and a 
growing number of radical discipleship communities. Some 
churches have problems with their men having hyper libidos 
and only allow men to wash men’s feet and women to wash 
women’s feet. Most Christians, however, would never touch 
the feet of another. These Christians find footwashing beneath 
themselves and employ New Testament scholars to prove that 
Jesus really didn’t mean what he said in John 13. After Chris-
tianity became a state religion, the imaging of Jesus shifted 
from the slave/peasant/servant to the Priest/Bishop/Pope; 
from the power of agape love and assertive non-violence to 
the power of prisons, swords, guns and nuclear weapons; 
from the Beloved Community/Kingdom of God to the Holy 
Roman Empire. But following the great and courageous 
Mennonite theologian Weldon Nisly, who hasn’t even died 
yet, restore the slave/peasant/servant Jesus and give footwash-
ing a try. You will be formed by the sacrament of equality. 
But not today. Not at City Hall. We invite you to Dayspring 
Farm for our retreat in two weeks, where we will wash feet 
and be given the gift of joy.

We are all invited here to City Hall today. We are invited 
in the Cry of the Poor. Those folk over there being arrested 
by two Atlanta police officers — they are inviting us even 
as the chains are ratcheted on their wrists. We are invited by 
the 90 men and one woman on Georgia’s death row. We are 
invited by the cry of those who eat in the soup kitchen at our 
home, and of those who sleep on the streets of this city. We 
are invited, yea, called, even commanded, to be here; and we 
are welcomed by our God in Jesus Christ.

So then, who are we? We are disciples of Jesus Christ. 
We are followers of his Beloved Community/Kingdom of 
God Movement for the salvation and deliverance of all people 
who on the earth do dwell, including the earth herself. We are 
sent to portray salvation by the way we live our lives. We are 
to let the gift of our little light shine in the darkness of despair 
and domination.

We — disciples, followers, are invited to the Welcome 
Table today. Why?

First, we are here to recall — to remember — our “yes” 
to his call to “follow me” and to recall our decision to keep on 
following him. We must follow him even unto tomorrow to 
the state Capitol on Good Friday, an even harsher day to fol-
low him than Maundy Thursday. For when he calls, he bids 
us to come and die.

Second, we come to the Welcome Table for Jesus to 
feed us for the hard rock work of following. Remember the 
beginning of our Lenten Journey? The Ruler of Georgia and 
the religious elites — that is, the Evil One — came and teased 
him to turn bread into stones. He pulled the Torah from his 
cloak and began to read to the Confuser: “One cannot live by 
bread alone but by every Word that proceeds from the mouth 
of the LORD.” All this meant, “Nope. Won’t do it.”

But he did do it. On the night of his Fourth Temptation 
in the Garden of Gethsemane, our Rock turned himself into 
bread for us. The Rock upon which our faith and action is 
built, that stands against the storms and turbulent waters of 
powerlessness and suffering, became the Bread of Life of 
the world — the cornerstone of our entire structure. This 
is answer to the Evil One: “No, I will not turn these stones 
into bread. I will live by all the Words of my God.” But on 
this evening, on Maundy Thursday, he provides his second 
answer: “I, the Rock, am turning myself into a loaf, a broken 
loaf for the sake of the world. I am the Bread of Life.”

From the Big House:

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand;
All other ground is sinking sand, 
All other ground is sinking sand.

And from the fields:

I got a home in that rock, well, don’t you see? 
Way between the earth and sky 
I thought I heard my Savior cry
Better get a home in that rock, don’t you see?

Well-a poor Lazarus poor as I 
When he died he had a home on high 
He had a home in that rock don’t you see?

The rich man died and lived so well 
When he died he had a home in Hell 
He had no home in that rock, well, don’t you see?

God gave Noah the rainbow sign 
No more water but the fire next time 
He had a home in that rock, well, don’t you see?

You better get a home in that rock, don’t you see?

Now listen: He feeds us with the Bread of Life. His body.
Now listen: When we eat his Bread we become his body.
Now listen: When we drink his blood we become his life. 
Not me but Christ in me. (Gal 2:20)

Third, we come to the Welcome Table because we take 
the mission of Jesus upon ourselves. What is that mission? To 
build the Beloved Community/Kingdom of God on earth as it 
is in heaven. “To seek first the Beloved Community/Kingdom 
of God, and God’s justice, and all things will be given unto 
us.” 

Supping at the Welcome Table is an acknowledgement 
of the Discipleship Prosperity Gospel. We are given: housing 

(68 rooms), brothers and sisters, mothers and children, and 
fields in north Georgia, with persecutions and eternal life as 
well. (Mark 10:30) That is abundant life, a new family rooted 
in covenant not blood — our cross, our death, our resurrec-
tion, our joy, our healing, our Beloved Community and life 
eternal. 

Yes. In Deed. We are invited to this Table — to this 
Eucharistic foretaste of the fulfillment of the Tree of Life. 
(Ain’t we got a right? You damn right we do). 

But to claim our seat at the Table we must: 
Have faith: deny ourselves, take up our cross of resis-

tance to domination and follow the Human One.
Build up discipleship communities — our life together 

in Jesus Christ. The harvest is large and the workers are few; 
the summer is over, and yet there is no salvation, no justice for 
the poor. We must proclaim the Good News of Jesus Christ 
for all people everywhere. As we follow Jesus this Holy Week 
into the streets of Atlanta, hearing him knocking on our doors 
for love and justice, let us come to the Table.

Amen.  W
 

Eduard Nuessner Loring is a Partner at the Open Door 
Community.

Holy Week 
and 

Easter 
with the 

Homeless

Mark 
Harper 

from 
Fritz 

Eichenburg

On the night of his Fourth Temptation in the Garden of Gethsemane, 
our Rock turned himself into bread for us. 

Susan von der Hijden
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Calvin Kimbrough

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

Hospitality welcomes poems from people in Georgia prisons or living on the streets in Georgia. 
Send submissions to Eduard Loring, Open Door Community, 910 Ponce de Leon Ave. N.E., Atlanta, GA 30306 

or by email to hospitalitypoetrycorner@gmail.com.

He bore many of the marks of prison — a body that knew 
little of nutritious food, deteriorating teeth, mental illness, a 
chain smoker’s cough, crude prison tattoos. 

Gradually, he learned something about trust. None of 
us would be able to count the number of times he said, “Y’all 
the only family I ever had.” And so it continued. It was not 
without drama, but he found a real place here. In his best 
moments, Jeff had a sweet spirit.  

Then it all went to hell in a handbasket, as things some-
times do. Unbeknownst to us, the toxic hustle of the streets 
was luring Jeff away from the only home and family he ever 
had. He started to use drugs. Money started to disappear in 
the house. This was only the second time in our then-31 years 
that we had major theft, and it was an excruciating and per-
plexing time. And then Jeff left. He finally got his disability 
check and wanted to live on his own. He found a place for 
a while, but he was quickly out of our lives and back to the 
mean streets that had never given him anything but trouble 
and misery. When he left, it became clear that he was the one 
who had stolen money from the community. It was a painful 
realization, but also, frankly, something of a relief to have the 
mystery solved. 

Several years passed. We heard that Jeff was back in jail. 
And then Allen Dollar, our  compassionate Wednesday night 
Clinic Medical Director, called Ed from Grady. “Jeff Autry is 
here, under the guard of the DeKalb County police. He has 
Stage IV metastatic lung cancer.” It was too late for any kind 
of treatment.

He was finally — with the intervention of a helpful 
judge — released to Our Lady of Perpetual Help for hospice 
care. On our first visits to him, he confessed to stealing the 
money. “It’s done eat me up every day since I left,” he said 
sadly. He begged our forgiveness and asked if we thought 
God could forgive him. That was the easier part; forgiving 
himself, not so much. 

We had some time to visit Jeff and walk with him as 
he struggled to face death and make sense of the life he had 
lived. It was not an easy journey, but then, it usually is not. 
Facing the belief that he had wasted his life was understand-
able, but coming to understand that in the Spirit of Life and 
Love, there can be healing even of memory and history was 
difficult. But by the time he died in December, Jeff had found 
some peace. Dick and Gladys and James “Mo” Moseley 
were the last to visit him. He had been unable to speak, but 
when Mo took his hand and held it tight, Jeff opened his eyes 
and said clearly, “I love you, man.” 

It was enough. Jeff’s life was, for the most part, a tor-
ment; but he knew something about love before he left us. We 
pray that the rest that is now his gift is a healing of it all.  W 

Murphy Davis is a Partner at the Open Door Community. 

Jeff Autry  continued from page 1

I feel so disappointed, because I had hoped such 
great things from this suit for my people generally. I 
have firmly believed all along that the law was on our 
side and would, when we appealed to it, give us jus-
tice. I feel shorn of that belief and utterly discouraged, 
now if it were possible I would gather my race in my 
arms and fly far away with them. O God, is there no 
redress, no peace, no justice in the land for us? Thou 
hast always fought the battle of the weak and the 
oppressed. Come to my aid at this moment and teach 
me what to do for I am sorely, bitterly disappointed. 
Show us the way, even as Thou led the children of 
Israel out of bondage to the promised land.

But Wells was not to be stopped by her three-year battle 
with the railroad and their smear campaign against her. She 
went on to become the first Black journalist to work in a 
major white newspaper, the Daily Inter-Ocean in Chicago. 
Journalism, she said, “was an outlet through which to express 
the real me.” By 1889 she was known as Iola, the Princess of 
the Press. She used the press to explore some of her own inner 
conflicts about the status of women, to sound out her ideas 
and clarify her thoughts. 

Wells was faithful in keeping the waters troubled with 
her pen as the efforts to repress Black people took the violent 
form of lynching. She was relentless in investigating and writ-
ing about lynching. The work that she did continues to serve 
as a model for us in the 21st century and will be reflected upon 
in detail in the next issue of Hospitality.  W

Catherine Meeks is a community and wellness activist and 
an active member of the Open Door Community. She taught 
African-American Studies at Mercer University and is the 
retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished Professor of Socio-
Cultural Studies at Wesleyan College, the author of five books 
and a columnist for The Telegraph in Macon, Georgia and 
for The Huffington Post.

Keep the Water  continued from page 2

Join us as a 
Resident 

Volunteer

Live in a residential Christian community.

Serve Jesus Christ 
in the hungry, homeless, and imprisoned. 

Join street actions and loudandloving 
nonviolent demonstrations. 

Enjoy regular retreats and meditation time 
at Dayspring Farm.

Join Bible study and theological reflections 
from the Base.  

You might come to the margins 
and find your center.

Contact: Sarah Humphrey 
 at opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 

or 404.874.9652 option 4
For information and application forms visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org

Thank 
You!

Brian Kavanagh

Dear Friends of the Open Door, 
Many thanks for all the gifts you gave us during 
this past holiday season. They will help us to 
serve our homeless friends and those in prison 
throughout the year. We are so very grateful for 
your kindness and generosity to us!

Join Novice Terry Kennedy and the Open Door 
Community as we work to abolish the death penalty.

Susan MacMurdy

Justice
Palms — Upheld palms, my palms are Brown. 
Palms — Angry palms, my palms are white yet red. 
Palms — Chilly palms, the cold of palms now dead. 
Palms? No more palms, the palms are now fists. A single set of 
upheld palms transformed into an army of upraised fists.

Written in memory of Michael Brown and in opposition to the thinly-veiled war 
of the U.S. government upon its own citizenry.

— Dustin Wade Tate, #1124127

Dustin Tate is a white prisoner in Georgia and a friend of the Open Door.



Pill containers: Your generosity has supplied us with enough pill containers for the next several months. 
We ask that you NOT send any more until we again request them. Thank You!
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Open Door Community Ministries

Needs of the Community

Join Us  for Worship!

Medical Needs List

ibuprofen
acetaminophen  
Lubriderm lotion

cough drops 
non-drowsy allergy tablets

cough medicine (alcohol free)

We also need volunteers 
to help staff our Foot Care Clinic 

on Wednesday evenings 
from 6:45 - 9:15 p.m.!

We gather for worship and Eucharist at 4 p.m. each Sunday, followed by supper together.  
If you are considering bringing a group please contact us at 404.874.9652 option 6. 

Please visit www.opendoorcommunity.org or call us for the most up-to-date worship schedule. 

Harriet Tubman 
Medical Clinic 

March 2015

Foot Care Clinic

Epsom salts
anti-bacterial soap

shoe inserts
corn removal pads

exfoliation cream (e.g., apricot scrub)
pumice stones

foot spa
cuticle clippers

latex gloves
 nail files (large)

toenail clippers (large)
medicated foot powder

 antifungal cream (Tolfanate)     

March   1 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 2 Eucharistic Service
March   8 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 3 Eucharistic Service
March 15 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 4 Seder Meal  (please RSVP)
March 22 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 5 Calvin Kimbrough
   On a Friday Noon: a meditation
March 29 4 p.m. Palm Sunday Worship at 910
   Call to the Streets
March 30 - April 4 daily worship (schedule on page 6)

April   5 8 a.m. Easter Breakfast & Worship
April 12 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
April 19 No  Worship at 910
   Spring Retreat at Dayspring Farm 
April 26 No  Worship at 910
   Spring Retreat at Dayspring Farm 

Our Hospitality Ministries also include visitation and letter    
 writing to prisoners in Georgia, anti-death penalty advocacy,   
 advocacy for the homeless, daily prayer, weekly Eucharist,   
 and Foot Washing. 

Sunday: We invite you to join us for Worship at 4 p.m. and for   
 supper following worship. 

We gratefully accept donations at these times:
 Sunday: 9 a.m. until 3 p.m. 
 Monday: 8:30 a.m. until Noon and 3 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Tuesday: Noon until 8:30 p.m. 
 Wednesday: Noon until 6 p.m.
 Thursday: 8:30 a.m. until 3 p.m. and 5 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Friday and Saturday: We are closed. We are not able to   
  offer hospitality or accept donations on these days.

Personal Needs
qshampoo (large)
qtoothpaste (small)
qtoothbrushes
qlip balm
qnail clippers
qdisposable razors

Soup Kitchen: Tuesday & Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Women’s Showers: Tuesday, 9 a.m.
Men’s Showers: Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Harriet Tubman Free Women’s Clinic: Tuesday, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Medical Clinic: Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Foot Care Clinic: Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Mail Check: Tuesday & Wednesday, during serving;
 Monday, Thursday, Friday & Saturday, 8:30 a.m. to 6 p.m.
Use of Phone: Tuesday & Wednesday, during serving
Retreats: Five times each year for our household, 
 volunteers and supporters.
Prison Ministry: Monthly trip to prisons in Hardwick, Georgia,  
 in partnership with First Presbyterian Church of Milledgeville;  
 monthly Jackson death row trip; and pastoral visits to   
 death row and various jails and prisons.

Clarification Meetings 
at the Open Door

Special Needs
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qpostage stamps
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)
qsweaters, jackets             
   and winter coats
qwarm gloves,  
   scarves, hats and  
   socks
qa home for every
   homeless person:       
   every woman,
   man and child

Food Needs
qfresh fruits & 
   vegetables
qturkeys/chickens
qsandwiches:
    meat with cheese
    on whole wheat
    bread

Living Needs
qjeans 30-34 waist
   and 46-60 x 32 long
qwomen’s pants 16-24 
qcotton footies
qsweat pants 1x-3x
qwork shirts
qhoodies
qjackets 
qbelts 34” & up
qmen’s underwear M-L
qwomen’s underwear
qreading glasses
qwalking shoes 
   especially sizes 11-15
qbaseball caps

Daniel Nichols

For the latest information and 
scheduled topics, please call 

404.874.9652 option 8
or visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org. 

We meet for clarification 
most Thursdays 3 - 5 p.m..

Lavrans Nielsen

Easter, April 20 - 8 a.m. 
Breakfast with our homeless friends 

followed by Worship
and Celebration of Life

Over Death and Oppression

Autumn Dennis

we need 

T-Shirts

2XL-5XL


