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Governor Deal,

I hope this letter finds you well in this most holy season.
I am Robert Wright, Bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of 

Atlanta, and I serve 110 worshiping communities in Middle 
and North Georgia. Above all, like you, I strive to be a fol-
lower of Jesus Christ.

Please know that in each of our congregations you are 
remembered and prayed for each week, both in English and in 
Spanish. I am proud of that fact.

I write to appeal to you as a Christian who happens to be 
our governor, rather than as a governor who happens to be a 
Christian.

While many people support capital punishment, you 
and I know that Jesus never taught that we should murder a 
human being, no matter how heinous the crime.

Christians who tell you differently have made Jesus in 
their image and put their own words in His mouth. Maybe, 
most tragically, they have forgotten that Jesus himself was 
put to death by the State, in cooperation with fearful, religious 
people at the hand of an indifferent governor.

Since you have been our governor, seven human beings 
have been executed. You have condoned on seven different 
occasions the strapping of a person to a table, while chemicals 
were injected into his body until he was poisoned to death. All 
of this, while their relatives looked on.

The victims’ families endured this grotesque spectacle 
because of a terrible lie: the lie that revenge will somehow 
soothe their grief-stricken hearts. The lie that, by watching 
the person who killed their loved one suffer death, the scales 
of justice will be restored to balance. But vengeance doesn’t 
bring justice or balance, and neither does it bring peace or 
comfort.

Governor Deal, capital punishment is simply bloodlust. 
It is state-sanctioned mob violence and lynching, political 
expediency and tough-on-crime posturing. Capital punish-
ment does not deter crime. Most importantly, you know it is 
not the will of God as revealed to us in the life and teaching of 
Jesus of Nazareth.

From One 
Christian to 
Another 
An Open Letter to Governor Nathan Deal
From the Episcopal Bishop 
December 9, 2014

By Murphy Davis

There has hardly been a day in the history 
of the Open Door Community that Ralph Dukes 
was not present. Ed Loring and I met Ralph as one 
of the first guests at the Clifton Presbyterian night 
shelter when we opened in November, 1979. We 
knew that there were homeless people in Atlanta 
but we didn’t know where they were. So Ed, Rob 
Johnson, Andy Hall, John Storey and a few oth-
ers started out every evening driving our old van 
around the downtown area looking for people. 
(That did not, of course, last very long. The word 
got out on the streets, and suddenly there were 
people gathering in the yard of the church before 
noon.) Ralph was always picked up in front of Ray 
Lee’s Blue Lantern Lounge on Ponce de Leon. 
Ralph had been homeless and drinking heavily for 
some years, and Ray Lee’s was the closest thing 
he had to a “home.” He drank oceans of beer, and 
Ray often let him “clean up” late at night — a 
golden opportunity to finish off any pitchers that 
were not completely consumed. Mildred Lee often fed him; if 
he was too drunk to come in, she would take a plate to him at 
the back door. 

Ralph’s street name was “Dead Eye” because he had 
lost one of his eyes in a bar fight years earlier. He walked 
with a limp because of a knee injury acquired under the same 
circumstances. For a long time we did not know his full name 
— everybody called him Dead Eye. That included Deana, a 
hairdresser who was one of our early volunteers. I can still see 
her cutting Ralph’s hair and fussing over him, all the while 
calling him Dead Eye Darlin’. Ralph thought he had died and 
gone to heaven. 

So when Rob and Carolyn and Ed and I and our two 
little girls moved to 910 Ponce de Leon in 1981, we were 
moving right into Ralph Dukes’ home territory. We saw him 
most days and occasionally he would come in to sleep off a 
drunk after lunch. One day all four of us were away from the 
house, leaving our new Resident Volunteer Mary Himburg in 
charge. When we came home, Mary said casually, “I brought 
Ralph Dukes in to live here.” “…You WHAT?” was our 
response. “Don’t you know Ralph can’t stay sober for 12 
consecutive hours? What a waste of time — he’ll be gone in 
24 hours!” 

Oh we of little faith! Ralph Dukes was an important part 
of our community from 1983 until his death in November. 
And he never took another drink. We are grateful to Mary 

Himburg for seeing what the rest of us could not see. Literally 
thousands of people who have come through the community 
have known and remembered Ralph. Truth be told, all of the 
memories are not happy ones. Ralph was, as Dick Rustay 
puts it so delicately, “a grumpy old codger.” And he was a 
grumpy old codger for many years before he was old! 

Change was difficult for Ralph. He liked a set routine. 
If you changed the routine or what was expected of him, it 
did not sit well with him. And in a place where people come 
and go constantly, Ralph would sometimes refuse to befriend 
new guests or community members. You could almost feel 

him thinking, “Well shoot, if I get to know you and like you a 
lot, you’re going to leave and then I’ll feel sad.” It was easier 
sometimes to just be a stand-off-ish old grouch. Most of us 
who live here long-term know the feeling. 

But in his own way, Ralph loved his home and his com-
munity. He said again and again, “Y’all saved my life.” He 
expressed his gratitude for life by working hard over the years 
at most of the various tasks of the community’s life and work, 
and he was as loyal as the day is long. We did not think he 
could stop drinking, but he did. He smoked for all of his adult 
life and we did not think he could stop. That was until his 
beloved Grady doctor, Dr. Jada Bussey-Jones, looked at him 

Ralph Edward Dukes, Jr.
December 2, 1941 to November 19, 2014

Calvin KimbroughGovernor Deal, capital punishment 
is simply bloodlust. 

Ralph had courage. He had lost everything in his life to alcohol, 
but in 1983 he picked himself up and started over.

Above: Ralph Dukes in the 
front yard at 910 in 1982. 
Left: Ralph on the front 
porch in 1992.



Hospitalitypage 2 January-February 2015

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

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.

HOSPITALITY

Open Door Community
910 Ponce de Leon Avenue, N.E.

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
www.opendoorcommunity.org  

404.874.9652; 404.874.7964 fax

Calvin Kimbrough

You Can’t Feel
By Catherine Meeks
 

Over the past few months there has 
been much conversation about the state of 
race relations in America and, more par-
ticularly, the basic underlying causes of the 
multiple police killings of Black people and 
especially the killing of Black males. One of 
the notions that is being explored as a root 
cause is the lack of empathy on the part of 
whites toward Blacks. The inability to imag-
ine how something feels to another person 
has led to many tragic situations throughout 
history, which is certainly not news in the 
Black community.

The late Howard Thurman tells a very 
powerful story that illustrates this issue very 
well. This is what he said decades ago in his 
BBC interview on The Hunger of the Heart:

When I was about 13 years old, 
I got a job raking leaves for a white 
family who lived nearby me. One 
day I was raking leaves and their little 
daughter kept scattering the leaves 
each time I made a pile. I told her to 
stop. She paid no attention to me. I 
told her that I would tell her mother if 
she did not stop. She kept on. Finally, 
I told her that I would tell her father if 
she did not stop. As soon as I said that, 
she took her pin from her pinafore and 
stabbed me on the hand. I jerked my 
hand back and asked her what was she 
doing. I said, “Are you crazy?” She 
said, “What is wrong with you? You 
can’t feel.” It was on that day that I 
realized that I had to find a place inside 
of myself that could not be touched by 
that kind of view of me.

The notion of the Black person being 
able to bear amazing burdens and somehow 
not having the capacity to feel any pain must 

be rooted in the deep need to maintain the 
construction of “otherness” that has been 
assigned to folks with black skin. As African 
Americans, we should not be surprised at 
this response from a country constructed as 
America is. But we are surprised because we 
thought that race relations were in a better 
place than they happen to be. We believed 
that the human rights struggle had yielded 
better fruit than it has. We thought that we 
had more liberation than we really do have.

The depth of the empathy gap is fur-
ther illustrated by comments such as the 
ones made by Darren Wilson about Michael 
Brown. He talks about feeling like he was 
a little child up against the wrestler Hulk 
Hogan, though Wilson is comparable to 
Brown in size. He says that “Brown’s face 
looked like a demon because he was so furi-
ous.” One cannot have empathy without 
being able to identify in some way with the 
person for whom empathy is needed. One 
can hardly be expected to have empathy for a 
person who is envisioned as a threat in every 
way.

A 2014 study led by Rebecca Dore 
at the University of Virginia found that a 
sample of mostly white American children 
— as young as 7, and particularly by age 10 
— report that Black children feel less pain 
than white children. Oftentimes this idea 
gets romanticized into notions about Black 
strength and resiliency. African American 
women have had to learn how to claim their 
pain without apology and to affirm their 
worth as human beings in spite of the projec-
tions of them as beings who can suffer all 
things without any pain. Many whites con-
tinue to make Blacks into the other and then 
project upon them the images that fit the mas-
ter narrative of Black inferiority and white 
superiority. This system of analysis works for 
them because they are not interested in being 
enlightened and have no desire to see the sys-
tem of racial domination destroyed.

Though there are liberated whites who 
do not wish to be caught in this web of dehu-
manization, their challenge is to find the path 
to seeing Blacks and other people of color as 
human beings equal to them and to refrain 
from assigning anyone to categories. Catego-
ries such as exceptional, different, a credit to 
the race, articulate or amazing can become 
ways to camp out on the road to racial justice 
and not to move forward toward truly allow-
ing for liberation to come to all persons in this 
country, regardless of their color. The truth is 
that pain is pain and it does not matter whose 
heart or body it happens to reside in. When 
more white people can see this fact and 
respond to the truth of it, there will be a new 
day in America for all of us.  W

Catherine Meeks is a community and well-
ness 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 Wes-
leyan College, the author of five books and 
a columnist for The Telegraph in Macon, 
Georgia and for The Huffington Post. 

Brian Kavanagh

2015 Bartimaeus Kinsler Institute

Between 
Seminary, 
Sancutary,
Streets 
and Soil
 

A Festival of 
Radical 
Discipleship

February 16-20, 2015
Ventura Watershed

California
www.bcm-net.org

Join this large  gathering of old 
friends, young colleagues and 

special guests, to remember past 
gospel experiments, discuss urgent 

issues today, and conspire about 
future collaborations!

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/

Volunteer Bert Skellie is often the person who welcomes our 
guests to our special meals. His smile greeted all who came 

for our Thanksgiving Meal. 

Howard Thurman Speaks to 
21st-Century Spiritual Pilgrims
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Imprisoned  continued on page 9

Thy Beloved Community  continued on page 9

Thy Beloved Community Come in Prison 
As It Is in Heaven, Part 7
By Eduard Nuessner Loring

This is the seventh in a series of articles based upon a presen-
tation 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.

Now, my brothers in chains, Friends of God, Compan-
ions of Jesus in crucifixion and resurrection, listen while I tell 
you what the Holy Spirit has put in my heart to say to you as 
Disciples who seek The Way, The Truth and The Life of the 
Human One who promises “Liberty to Prisoners” and who, 
like the God of Moses before him, sides with prisoners who 
are slaves by another name.

The Beloved Community is in prison as it is in Heaven: 
We believe each one of you here tonight is in the bosom of 
Abraham, on the breast of Sarah in the body of Jesus Christ. 
Our call and sending from our God whom we know in Jesus 

Christ is not to save your soul, but to pray thee: Build the 
Beloved Community/Kingdom of God in prison as it is in 
Heaven.

We have been sent here by God to say to each of you 
and all of you, hear the words of Jesus our Messiah: Thy 
Kingdom come in Prison as it is in Heaven. 

This is your task, your mission, your meaning in the 
living of these days as you live as prisoners, slave-like to the 
state of Georgia, in a hostile environment where the love ethic 
will get you persecuted — like Jesus, like Peter, like Paul, 
like James, like Martin Luther King Jr., like Malcolm X, like 
Rachel Corrie, like Denise, Carole, Addie Mae and Cynthia, 

bombed to death in Birmingham, Alabama. 
Are you willing to live for Jesus in prison? Are you 

willing to build the Beloved Community/Kingdom of God 
in prison as it is on earth? Are you willing to suffer? For your 
faith? For love? For the Kingdom of God? For your children 
and loved ones: those left behind in the soft belly of the 
Empire or the hard streets of death-dealing America? 

What are you doing in here? Why are you here? Is there 
anything beyond the crime and time that brought you here?

Why are we here? Why does the Christian discipleship 
community share, care and dare with prisoners? What is it 
about you and your chaplain and our brothers and sisters on 
death row that calls out to us? What are you doing in a place 
like this? Why am I, honored, loved, joyful, passionate stand-
ing before you with love in my heart in a place like this?

What is this place? A prison — yes.  A hell-hole — for 
all, yes. A hurt, pain, a waste, a wound — yes. But for now: 
this day, tomorrow and for some of you, for all of your days, 
this is where you live. Perhaps where you will die. Freedom-

in-chains will prevail when you build together the Beloved 
Community.

Now let me make this crystal clear. I am not suggesting 
that you become institutionalized to prison life, to the system. 
NO! Rather I am suggesting that you follow Jesus — that 
you pick up your cross and build a community of faith that 
resists state institutionalization of oppression and abuse. In 
fact, one way to describe the Christian life is as a life of dein-
stitutionalization, of deschooling from the big house and the 
fake churches of mega white religion and the Black Prosper-
ity Gospel. Not only the prison system but all of us, Black, 
Brown, Native People and white must vomit up the lies and 

viruses of white supremacy, Black hate, homophobia and 
misogyny — treating and viewing women as objects rather 
than sisters. We live our lives in prison and out of prison, 
between the tension of community building and deinstitution-
alization. We are warriors battling the powers of Satan who 
would make us slaves to his house of mass incarceration. The 
new Jim Crow, if not slavery by another name, is upon us.

God’s Word is clear: The oppressors and prison abusers 
will be destroyed and the wicked will be turned upside down.

The Gospel is clear: God is on the side of the homeless 

By Katherine Norgard

I hadn’t always spent my Fridays visiting a family 
member in prison. 

In fact, prisoners and prisons took up no space in my 
privileged, middle-class life.

A September day in 1989 collided with life as I knew it 
and nothing has been the same for me since. My son, John, 
committed a horrific crime. 

A friend remarked, “I really don’t like John. He 
destroyed your life.” 

My life is not ruined. In some ways, my life is more 
expansive. I have more compassion and empathy for a slice 
of humanity I had never met before. And maybe, just maybe, 
I am a better person as a result of visiting different prisons 
(with the sameness of gray concrete, iron bars and solid metal 
doors) over the last twenty-five years.

At first, it was not easy being strip searched, having 
someone snap my bra to make sure I was wearing underwear 
(one of many prison rules) or being locked behind slamming 
metal doors. Many times, I felt like a criminal myself. Visit-
ing a maximum security prison is often frightening. I always 
feel absolutely vulnerable and under the complete control of 
prison authorities. 

Everything came to a head ten years into visiting. One 
day I was running late for the scheduled visit to the sensory 
deprivation prison where John was being held. I knew that the 
visitation guards would refuse my visit if I was five minutes 
late. I had driven 80 miles to get to the prison. 

When I passed the first security check point where I had 
to tell the guard where I was going, who I was visiting and 
show my driver’s license, the guard motioned me to a special 
parking lot. There I was ordered out of my car and told to 
leave my jacket and purse inside. I had to stand 30 feet away 
while a guard and a very large German Shepherd climbed 
into the front and then the back seat of my car. The guard 

opened and looked inside my glove box and rifled through 
my purse while the dog sniffed everywhere. Standing there 
that chilly January morning, I wished I had put a raw steak in 
the car to distract the dog.

The prison guards had set up a long plastic table to hold 
their coffee pot and a box of donuts. Two guards were stand-
ing at the table, coffee cups in hand, chatting and laughing 
while their colleagues searched the incoming visitors at the 
Eyman prison complex in Florence, Arizona. The rebellious 
part of me wanted very much to walk over to the table and 
snag a cup of coffee and a donut.

 I was livid. Having to jump through the hoops set up 
by the prison for visiting someone behind the walls made it 
easy for me to grow an anger that covered the chronic grief I 
felt about my son being in prison for the rest of his life. It was 
not how I wanted to spend my Fridays. It was not what I had 
hoped for my son’s life or for our relationship.

By the time the dog and the guard had finished and I 
had completed the rest of the security check inside the prison 
visitation area, I was boiling. I also now felt an irrational anger 
toward my son. I was irate that I had to repeat this demeaning 
experience over and over. Rationally, I knew John had no 
control over what I had to go through each visit.

I realized if I did not work with my feelings, my 
judgments of the guards, and the whole experience, I, too, 
would become imprisoned by my own negativity. If I didn’t 
change me, my very essence would become poisoned and 
embittered.

I decided after the visit that I needed to take a break. I 
told John I would not be visiting him that summer. He said he 
understood. But what choice did he have?

I had taken the path of least resistance and harbored 

Imprisoned

We are warriors battling the powers of Satan 
who would make us slaves to his house of mass incarceration. 

Bruce Bishop

I reflected on what I was becoming 
and how I could save myself from being imprisoned by my own fury.
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Community Press

Books

A Work of Hospitality
The Open Door Reader

1982 - 2002
Peter R. Gathje, editor

384 pages
Bibliography and Index

Paperback
$15.00 suggested donation

Sharing the Bread of Life
Hospitality and Resistance
at the Open Door Community

By Peter R. Gathje
272 pages
45 photographs
Paperback
$10.00 suggested donation

to order:
The Open Door Community 
910 Ponce de Leon Ave., N.E.

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
404.874.9652 option 4

www.opendoorcommunity.org 
If funds are not available, 

copies will be sent at no expense. 

I Hear Hope Banging 
at My Back Door 
Writings from Hospitality
By Eduard Loring
Foreword by Rev. Timothy McDonald III

82 pages
21 photographs
available only online at
www.opendoorcommunity.org

The Festival of Shelters
A Celebration 

for Love and Justice
By Eduard Loring 

with Heather Bargeron
preface by Dick Rustay

66 pages
19 color photographs

Paperback
Free for the asking

Frances Pauley
Stories of Struggle and Triumph

Edited by Murphy Davis
Foreword by Julian Bond

89 pages
28 photographs

Paperback
$3.00 suggested donation

The Cry of the Poor
Cracking White Male Supremacy — 
An Incendiary and Militant Proposal

By Eduard Loring
foreword by Nibs Stroupe
afterword by Melvin Jones
99 pages
paperback
$10.00 suggested donation

Moving Toward Abolition

By Mary Catherine Johnson

To take a life when a life has been lost is revenge, not justice. 
― Desmond Tutu

Looking back on 2014, there were some encouraging 
trends illuminated by the year-end report of the Death Penalty 
Information Center (DPIC). Thirty-five people were executed 
last year, the fewest in 20 years, and there were 72 new death 
sentences in 2014, the lowest number in 40 years. There were 
only seven states carrying out executions in 2014, while three 
of those states — Texas, Missouri and Florida — accounted 
for 80% of the executions. 

“The relevance of the death penalty in our criminal 
justice system is seriously in question when 43 out of our 
50 states do not apply the ultimate sanction,” said Richard 
Dieter, DPIC’s executive director and the author of the report. 
“The U.S. will likely continue with some executions in the 
years ahead, but the rationale for such sporadic use is far from 
clear.”

From where I sit in Georgia, one of the seven states that 
performed executions last year, the rationale for the use of the 
death penalty, particularly in recent months, seems quite clear: 
power and revenge. I don’t think it is a coincidence that the 
last two people selected to be executed in Georgia – Wayne 
Holsey (December 9, 2014) and Andrew Brannan (January 
13, 2015) — were each guilty of killing a police officer. A 
handful of Georgia’s death row prisoners are currently out 
of appeals and therefore eligible for execution, yet these two 
men moved to the front of the death warrant line. Why? In 
our post-Ferguson society, where people of conscience have 
taken to the streets to protest police brutality against unarmed 
Black men and women, I believe that the state of Georgia has 
used executions in recent months to send a clear message of 
fear and intimidation to those who seek to challenge police 
authority. 

The tragic deaths of Deputy Sheriff Will Robinson at 
the hands of Wayne Holsey, and Officer Kyle Dinkheller at 
the hands of Andrew Brannan were a result of many factors 
involving long histories of violence, abuse and mental dis-
abilities. But both Wayne and Andrew were conveniently 
reduced to the moniker “cop killer” in the media, making it 
easy for the state to kill them with minimal public backlash, 
but far from adequate in accounting for the complex social 
and political factors leading to their crimes.

Wayne Holsey’s attorney, who was later disbarred 
and sentenced to prison for stealing client funds, admitted 
to drinking a quart of vodka every day during Wayne’s trial. 
As a result, this inept lawyer failed to present evidence of the 
severe daily abuse that Wayne experienced as a child, and the 
jury also never heard evidence of Wayne’s intellectual dis-
ability, which would have barred his execution under Atkins 
v. Virginia (2002). Any one of these mitigating circumstances 
should have liberated Wayne from the execution gurney, but 
in the end it seemed that one factor trumped all others: His 
victim was a police officer.

Andrew Brannan was a decorated veteran who saw 
death repeatedly in Vietnam, including that of comrades and 
two immediate commanding officers. He received two Army 
Commendation Medals and a Bronze Star, one of the nation’s 
highest awards for meritorious service in combat. But back at 
home, Andrew was declared 100% disabled by the Veterans 
Administration due to diagnoses of Post-Traumatic Stress 
Disorder (PTSD) and Bipolar Disorder. Without the proper 

treatment and medication, a routine traffic stop spiraled out of 
control and became another combat zone for Andrew. At trial, 
Andrew’s jury never heard any evidence about his disabilities, 
and he soon found himself under a death sentence. Veterans 
from around the country came forward to beg for Andrew’s 
life, but their cries fell on the deaf ears of a country that had 
gotten all they wanted from Andrew Brannan, and was now 
ready to toss him aside because he took the killing he was 
taught to do one step too far.

Clearly there was overwhelming evidence to sup-
port clemency for both Wayne and Andrew, but here in 
Georgia, none of it mattered. Instead of investing resources 
into addressing the root causes of the violence that erupted 
against Will Robinson and Kyle Dinkheller and caused their 
deaths, Georgia spent millions of dollars to kill Wayne Holsey 
and Andrew Brannan. As so often happens when the death 
penalty is carried out, the death row prisoner becomes a politi-
cal scapegoat while the Capitalist oppressors who are truly 
responsible for the violence remain at large and unaccount-
able. We are a nation that values war, profit and revenge above 
the basic needs and dignity of human beings. Mental illness, 
PTSD, poverty, child abuse and inadequate legal resources for 
poor defendants remain largely unchecked, and breed more 
violence every day while we throw millions of dollars at the 
death penalty every year. How many more people must need-
lessly die before we wake up?

Looking again at the DPIC report, the empirical evi-
dence of downward trends in the use of capital punishment in 
2014 gives me some degree of hope that I will see the end of 
the death penalty in my lifetime. But today I remain deeply 
mired in a state of equal parts anger, horror and sorrow over 
how the death penalty continues to wreak havoc in our com-
munities, and is used as a tool for political gain, power-mon-
gering and revenge. The death penalty has always been, and 
remains today, an arbitrary and brutal practice inflicted on the 
poor and the mentally ill. Until it is abolished, even one execu-
tion in this country is completely unacceptable, and an affront 
to all people and to God.  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.

Policing Executions 
in Georgia

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
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: Mary Palmer Legare, 478.320.0117
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 Robert Wayne Holsey
Robert Wayne Holsey was executed by the state of Georgia on December 9, 2014. The Open Door Community hosted 
a vigil at the Capitol to call for the abolition of the death penalty. Top right: Mary Catherine Johnson shares some of 
Wayne Holsey’s story. Far left: Emma Stitt and the other participants read the names of the 54 men already executed in 
Georgia since 1983, following the reinstatement of the death penalty in 1976. 

Vigil for Life at the Death 
of Andrew Brannan

We gathered again on January 13 at the Capitol as the state of 
Georgia executed Andrew Brannan, the eighth man executed since 
Nathan Deal became governor of Georgia. Right: Robert Lee and 

Melvin Jones read Psalm 146. Below: Terry Kennedy calls for bold 
action to end the death penalty. Bottom right: Murphy Davis shares 

some of Andrew Brannan’s story.

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

On Sunday, November 23, the Open Door 
Community again joined thousands of 

others at the gates of Fort Benning, Georgia, 
near Columbus, for the annual vigil, funeral 
procession and Puppetista theater to call for 
the closing of the U.S. military’s notorious 
Western Hemisphere Institute for Security 

Cooperation (formerly the School of the 
Americas) at the base. The annual protest 

is held on the anniversary of the murders of 
six Jesuit priests in El Salvador in 1989. We 
carried crosses bearing their names and the 

names of other civilians killed by Latin American military forces trained and led by 
SOA graduates. Top right: The crosses and other symbols were raised as the names 
were chanted in litany, each followed by the word ¡Presente! — Spanish for “here” 

or “present.” The crosses were then placed into the fence erected to block entrance 
to the base. Top left: Mary Catherine Johnson and David Payne join others 
in the chant. Above right: Emma Stitt places a cross on the fence. Far Right: 

Nashua Chantel of Americus, Georgia climbs over the fence onto the base. This 
is his third time of “crossing the line” into the base. After the funeral procession, 

the Puppetistas took to the street. David Christian and Nathan Dorris of the Open 
Door Community joined others to build the huge puppets and design the theater 

presentation. Below: Nathan Dorris was one of the stilt walkers who inspired the 
crowd even in the midst of a downpour.

Compiled and Photographed
by Calvin Kimbrough 
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Black Lives Matter
On December 15 the Open Door Community joined the Slaughter of the Innocents Rally and March in downtown 
Atlanta to call for an end to the extra-judicial killing of Black men, women and children. The march moved down 
Peachtree Street to the Fox Theatre for a die-in in the lobby before the evening show. Gladys Rustay (left), Bernard 
Ivory (top) and Melvin Jones (top right) hold their signs at the Rally. Below: The march heads to the Fox. Bottom: 
David Payne, Mary Catherine Johnson, Geraldine Taylor and Dick Rustay join others during the die-in.



thing in his life to alcohol, but in 1983 he 
picked himself up and started over. It was not 
easy, and I can’t say he did it without com-
plaining, but by golly, he did it. Mark Harper 
wrote, “Ralph taught me how to drink coffee 
with a fork (?!) and what it means to get up 
every day and decide to live again.”

In 2013, Ralph’s physical and mental 
condition was growing worse. Emphysema 
made it increasingly difficult to breathe, 
and he was in the early stages of dementia. 
Autumn Dennis wrote, “Ralph was the most 
lovable curmudgeon I ever met. He had early 
Alzheimer’s I believe, and so every day I 
would end up having the same delightful 
conversation with him. 

‘Good morning, Ralph!’
‘Eh? What’s so good about it? Who’re 

you?’
‘I’m Autumn, and I live here now.’
‘Where’re you from? I was born and 

raised in Dee-catur.’
‘I’m from Nashville!’
‘Oh, I love that country music. Johnny 

Cash and Garth Brooks and all.’
Never got tired of that conversation. 

Rest in peace and rise in power.” 

The love never faltered, but Ralph’s 
care became more demanding than we had 
the people-power to accommodate. After a 
period in the hospital and another close brush 
with death in July 2013, his doctors agreed 
that he needed nursing care. We sadly made 
arrangements for him to live at the Legacy 
Nursing Home on Auburn Avenue. Hap-
pily, he continued to come for worship most 
weeks. That was until the pneumonia came. 
He spent two weeks in the ICU and then 
slowly, peacefully, he went home. In a few 
weeks we will bury his ashes in the cemetery 
that the Jubilee Community shares with us 
in Comer, GA. We continue to tell the stories 
and to remember him with love and gratitude. 

Yes, Brother Ralph, Rest in Peace, Rise 
in Power.  W

Murphy Davis is a Partner at the Open Door 
Community.
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Ralph Edward Dukes, Jr.  continued from page 1

and said, “Ralph, if you want to live a while 
longer, you can stop smoking. If you don’t, 
you will die sooner rather than later.” He put 
the cigarettes down and never smoked again. 
(I’ll spare you the details of how grouchy he 
was until he got through the worst of it, but 
he did it!) 

We had a wonderful celebration 
of Ralph’s life on December 14. Former 
volunteers and other friends came from far 
and near. The stories went on and on and 
the laughter was deep and rich and heal-
ing. Dick, who cared patiently, lovingly 
and long for Ralph, read the definition of a 
“curmudgeon—cantankerous, contentious, 
ill tempered, disagreeable.” And yet, Dick 
added, he was lovable, gracious, attentive 
and greatly loved by so many who sojourned 
with the Open Door Community. 

Ralph loved coffee (the stronger the 
better), music — country, jazz and blues 
— and he loved to panhandle. Ed recalled 
Ralph’s dismay as the public pay phones 
disappeared from our neighborhood, and we 
remembered how in our earlier years Ralph 
would walk up and down Ponce de Leon 
Avenue checking each phone for 
change that might have been left 
behind. After he quit smoking, 
Ralph spent every penny he had 
on music and books about musi-
cians. If his $11.50/week wasn’t 
enough for his next trip to Wax’ 
n’ Facts, he was likely to surrepti-
tiously panhandle a volunteer. 

Everybody who ever knew 
him remembers his coffee. 
Heather Bargeron wrote, “I think 
I’m still buzzing from his coffee.” 
(She moved to Philly two years 
ago!) “Thanks be to God for this 
unique individual who taught me 
so much and made me laugh so 
deeply.” Laurel Dykstra wrote 
from Canada, “Getting up before 
the angels to put the coffee on in 
that other house with many rooms 
— Ralph Dukes.” Nelia Kim-
brough added, “Amen. And the 
coffee will be strong and Maxwell House!” 
Indeed. Ralph was cremated, and as we 
began to consider what sort of urn we should 
put his ashes in, Calvin said, “A Maxwell 
House Coffee can, of course.” And so it was 
done. 

Nelia made an ofrenda in our living 
room for the days leading up to the memo-
rial service. It held Ralph’s picture, a candle, 
and some of his favorite items: Cheez-Its, 
Spam (really!), barbequed potato chips, and 
Country Weekly magazine. She asked me to 
select some flowers or a plant to go on the 
table. We were already into the Christmas 
season, so I looked at poinsettias — no, 
pansies — no, and then I saw just the right 
thing! A Christmas cactus. It was a beautiful 
glossy green with a pretty red blossom, and 
it was prickly all over. Everybody agreed 
— perfect.

Ralph had courage. He had lost every-

Sir, in Christian brotherhood and all humility, I 
beg you to find courage in your faith, as a follower of 
Jesus, to end capital punishment in the state of Georgia 
immediately.

In this most holy season, when you and I and a vast 
number of Georgians celebrate the birth of Jesus — the 
love of God uniquely among us — I pray we might find 
room for Him and His teaching in the state of Georgia.
  
 In Christian fellowship,
  Robert C. Wright

The Rt. Rev. Robert C. Wright, Bishop of the Episcopal 
Diocese of Atlanta, which encompasses Middle and North 
Georgia, issued this letter to Governor Nathan Deal as 
Robert Wayne Holsey, the seventh prisoner to be executed in Georgia during Deal’s tenure as 
governor, was within hours of being killed by lethal injection.

Ed,

My heart is aching over the election 
events of November. I have seen since the 
times I had to work with big business in the 
‘70s how greed for money and power have 
taken over the whole business climate of this 
country and, for that matter, much of Europe. 
The separation between the well-to-do and 
the poor is widening at an ever-increasing 
rate and the average middle-class voter is 
being deceived into supporting this, even 
though it will eventually hurt them as well 
as the poor. The rich have a slave class in 
our middle-class work force and there is no 
longer collective bargaining to try and keep 
management from reaping all the profits. The 
rich feel entitled to not pay into the taxation 
system. They feel they support everyone else 
by their ownership and control of production 
in this country, but they are only really inter-
ested in supporting the things that directly 
help them make more money. People like the 
Koch brothers are an arrogant, money-grov-
eling bunch that see themselves as put on the 
earth with a God-given right to tell everyone 
what to do, and to glean huge wealth because 
they feel they are the chosen. They are actu-
ally as ignorant about what is important in 
life as a Hitler. I think these kinds of people 
will ultimately destroy themselves. Ulti-
mately, a revolt will occur. Those not in the 
rich class will wake up to the fact that the 
token handouts the rich entice the average 
person with are only to keep revolt from tak-
ing place. I fear that this empire of America, 
characterizing itself as “under God,” will do 
as other empires have done throughout his-
tory, and implode from the pressure of those 
wanting it all.

The one glimmer of hope for me lay 
in the vote of an area near Dallas that voted 
to stop all hydraulic fracturing in oil and gas 
wells in their area. The voters realized that, 
despite the oil companies’ assurances that 
the oil and gas would bring them prosper-
ity and wealth, saving the environment of 
their area was far more important than any 

material gains they could have. They stood 
up to big business through gaining first-hand 
knowledge of how destructive the obsession 
for wealth could be to their future lives.

Now that the wealthy and big business 
interests have bought an election, putting 
those that will continue to benefit them into 
office, I hope that their lack of true awareness 
of what is really important to the lives of the 
average individual will cause them to rush in 
to make changes that will expose the flaws 
in their approach to life and cause the voters 
of this nation to revolt and throw them out 
and severely tax and regulate these unfair, 
misguided approaches to how this nation 
should express brotherly love and compassion 
for every individual regardless of their state 
of life.

At times like this I always wonder why 
I have had good fortune in my life when 
so many are struggling to get through each 
day, and I know I do not deserve this good 
fortune any more than any of them. I do not 
do enough for the poor, the powerless and the 
downtrodden. I can only thank and support 
those like you all at the Open Door who have 
given your lives to try to make a difference 
in some of their lives. Keep the faith, as what 
you have done through the years in giving 
“even to the least of these” makes a differ-
ence, and keeps some of us somewhat honest 
with ourselves in approaching our lives with 
a sense of love and compassion for those less 
fortunate. 

 Love and Peace,
  Bill Neely

Bill and Bonnie Neely have been part of the 
Open Door Community family since 1987. 
In the age of their blindness Ed and Bill were 
frat brothers of the White Supremacist Kappa 
Alpha Order founded by Robert Edward Lee. 
Bill received his sight in Africa during the 
Angolan Revolution. Bill and Bonnie live in 
Paris, Texas where they fight to keep hope 
alive in that racist, death-dealing state. Again 
we welcome Bill to our pages.  

Time to Wake Up and Vote

From One Christian to Another  continued from page 1

Ralph in September 2008 at a 
rally against the death penalty.

Amanda Petersen



I connected with the humanity in those two guards that 
day. They reciprocated and found mine. That day, I carried 
love into the prison. Hopefully, the new me will spill over to 
dealing with the next dog sniffing and car search.  W

Kathy Norgard’s adopted 
son, John Eastlack, was 
sentenced to death in 
1991. In a resentencing 
trial he received a life 
sentence which he con-
tinues to serve. Norgard 
authored a book, Hard to 
Place: A Crime of Alcohol 
(available on Amazon) 
about the experience, 
focusing on the death 
penalty and the family’s 
discovery that John has 
Fetal Alcohol Syndrome 
(FAS) and other issues never addressed in his original 
trial. She also addresses the role money plays in a capital 
trial: “Sometimes, the more money spent, the more ‘justice’ 
received.” Following John’s death sentence, Norgard began 
advocating for abolition of the death penalty in Arizona. The 
coalition there succeeded in ending executions for people with 
mental retardation, which raised the same issues for executing 
children that the US Supreme Court abolished later. She is a 
psychologist, now living in Colorado to be near family after 
the death of her husband. She continues to advocate for the 
abolition of the death penalty and the prevention of FAS. 
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We need 
meat with cheese 

sandwiches    
(no bologna, pb&j or 
white bread, please)  
 individually wrapped

 on whole wheat bread.

Thank You!

The Open Door 
needs 2,000 
sandwiches to 
serve each week!

Please Help!

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

Calvin Kimbrough

poor, the hungry, the prisoner, the sick, the naked, and the rich 
young ruler of Mark 10 even though he could not take the 
gospel news for the rich.

Listen to one of the most powerful, frightening and 
hopeful Psalms of them all:

Sing Praise To Yahweh-Elohim, the God of Justice
Psalm 146

We will praise Yahweh-Elohim as long as we live; 
 we will sing to our God all our lives long. 
Don’t put your trust in human leaders; 
 no human being can save you. 
When they die, they return to the dust, 
 on that day all their plans come to an end.

Blessed are those who have the God 
 of Jacob and Leah and Rachel 
 of Malcolm and Martin and Harriet Tubman 
 to help them. 
Those who depend on Yahweh-Elohim 
 the God of the Hebrew Slaves, 
 the God of those in prison 
 the Creator of heaven, earth, and the sea, 
 and all that is in them. 
The God of Hope always keeps her promises; 
 the God of the Prophets 
 judges in favor of the oppressed 
 and gives food to the hungry.

negative and hateful feelings toward John’s keepers. It would 
take a lot of prayer and practice to choose to act in loving and 
accepting ways toward those I was destined to interact with 
for the rest of my life if I wanted to maintain a supportive, 
loving relationship with John. 

I committed to using the upcoming summer to take 
on one of the biggest challenges in my life. I had to change 
myself. The prison system is embedded with power and 
authority, not easy or likely to change. I was the one who 
would have to change my attitude and behavior toward the 
men and women working for the prison. Deep, somewhere 
in my heart, I believed that there was that of God in each of 
those prison employees, but I had not been able to see or find 
it.

Spending three months in the cool Colorado mountains 
that summer was a pleasant break from the blazing Arizona 
summer heat. I spent time with my young granddaughters 
and my daughter and son-in-law. I hiked every day with 
our two dogs, baked bread and painted the walls of our old 
miner’s cabin, all meditative practices. I reflected on what 
I was becoming and how I could save myself from being 
imprisoned by my own fury. It was easy: I prayed for myself. 
I prayed for the prison guards. I prayed for John. 

That next September, entering the prison grounds and 
stopping at the first check point to show my driver’s license 
and tell the guard who and where I was visiting, I asked the 
guard how his day was going, a small gesture. He smiled and 
responded, “Thanks for asking. It’s still pretty hot here in the 
desert. Have a good visit.”

When I gave the visitation guard inside John’s prison 
unit my paperwork before I was motioned to walk through 
the metal detecting arch, she informed me in a stern voice, 
“From now on, visitors have to arrive twenty minutes before 
the scheduled visitation or the visit will be refused.” I laughed 
and responded, “It must drive you crazy. How do you keep 
up with all the rules and changes?” The officer’s face softened 
and she responded, “Yeah, it’s a challenge.”

Thy Beloved Community Come  continued from page 3

Our God of Healing and Courage 
 sets prisoners free 
 and gives sight to the blind. 
Yahweh-Elohim lifts those who have fallen; 
The Holy One loves those 
 who hunger and thirst for justice; 
 they shall be satisfied. 
The Compassionate One protects the immigrants 
 who live in our land 
 she helps widows and orphans, 
 but the way of the wicked 
 our God of Justice turns upside down.

(adapted TEV, KJV, NRSV, Ed Loring and Murphy 
Davis)

What are the practices of the Beloved Community/
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)

Let us ponder these questions and come to them anew 
after our break.  W

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

Come and join Melvin Jones, who survived 20 years as a 
prisoner in Georgia, and now serves our friends in Christ.

Rita Corbin
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A $10 donation helps to cover a 
one-year subscription to Hospitality 
for a prisoner, a friend, or yourself. 

To give the gift of Hospitality, please 
fill out, clip, and send this form to:

 

Open Door Community 
910 Ponce de Leon Ave., NE 

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212

this year give  

___Please add me (or my friend) to the 
Hospitality mailing list.

___Please accept my tax deductible 
donation to the Open Door Community.

___I would like to explore a six-
to twelve-month commitment as a 
Resident Volunteer at the Open Door.  
Please contact me. (Also see www.
opendoorcommunity.org for more 
information about RV opportunities.)

name__________________________

address_________________________ 

_______________________________

_______________________________

email___________________________

phone__________________________

HOSPITALITY

volunteer 
needs
at the 

Open Door Community

For more information, 
contact Sarah Humphrey 

 at opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 
or 404.874.9652 option 4

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).
  
Individuals to accompany community 
members to medical appointments.

Groups or individuals to make individually 
wrapped meat with cheese sandwiches on 
whole wheat bread for our homeless and 
hungry friends (no bologna, pb&j or 
white bread, please).

People to cook or bring food for our 6 p.m. 
household supper on Tuesday, Wednesday 
or Thursday evenings.

Open Door Hymn
To love and welcome Jesus
 in dwellers on the street,
 we bathe with soap and water
 a homeless neighbor’s feet.
We ease incarceration
 with visits, pads and pens,
 and give free transportation
 to relatives and friends.

In law courts and in lockups
 we make our voices heard
 when bigwigs’ loud opinions
 sound empty and absurd.
With ridicule and struggle
 we undercut and shake
 pretension and oppression, 
 new allies to awake.

When poverty is punished
 and billionaires unchecked,
 with pictures, words and pixels
 their failings we detect;
 and since our vaunted freedoms
 have deep, systemic flaws,
 we agitate and lobby
 for kinder, fairer laws.

Since tiny seeds can burgeon
 as forests spreading strong
 so, linking arms for Jesus,
 together we belong.
Empowered by love that grounds us,
 surrounds and sets us free,
 we hope  to give a foretaste
 of all that life can be.

— Brian Wren

poetry corner

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 30306-4212 
or by email to hospitalitypoetrycorner@gmail.com.

Julie Lonneman

Copyright © 2014 by Hope Publishing Company for the USA, Canada, Australia and New Zealand, 
and by Stainer & Bell Limited for all other territories. All rights reserved. 

The meter (= syllable count) of this hymn is 7. 6. 7. 6. D (= DOUBLE). Several standard tunes fit 
this meter. The Open Door Community is welcome to ask one of its musical friends to compose 
a new tune. When used in a different context, it may be desirable to say “we’ll” instead of “we.” 
Suitable tunes included in many hymnals are ANGEL’S STORY, 127 ES FLOG EIN KLEINS WALD-
VOGELEIN, GENEVAN 130, MUNICH, LANCASHIRE and LLANGOFFLAN.

Brian Wren is an internationally published hymn-poet, with entries in most recent denomina-
tional hymnals in North America, Britain and Australia. He is a Minister of the United Reformed 
Church (UK). His publications include What Language Shall I Borrow?: God-Talk in Worship: A Male 
Response to Feminist Theology (1989 and 2009); Praying Twice: The Music and Words of Congre-
gational Song (2000); Advent, Christmas and Epiphany: Liturgies and Prayers for Public Worship 
(2008); Hymns for Today (2009) and seven hymn collections. Brian is partner-in-marriage and 
ministry to Rev. Susan Heafield. Susan is currently Pastor of Orleans United Methodist Church, 
Massachusetts.

Nelia Kimbrough
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A Litany of the Person
Image of God
born of God’s breath
vessel of divine Love
after [God’s] likeness
dwelling of God
capacity for the infinite
eternally known
chosen of God
home of Infinite Majesty
abiding in the Son
called from eternity
life in the Lord
temple of the Holy Spirit
branch of Christ
receptacle of the Most High
wellspring of Living Water
heir of the [kin-dom]
the glory of God
abode of the Trinity.
God sings this litany
eternally in [the] Word.
This is who you are.
Abbey of Gethsemani 
Trappist, Kentucky

Sister Betty Donoghue
Sisters of Providence
St. Mary of the Woods, Indiana

Greetings and Peace,
Our love for the Open Door is sturdy, robust and 

unambiguous. This blessed Community is doing the work 
of the Gospel; Margo sees, I see, so many see, Jesus in it. 
The work must go on: it is transformative; it is the work 
of redemptive love that, as Gandhi pointed out, can even 
transform (he said “melt”) the heart of a Nero. Thank you for 
the Open Door in Atlanta. Its mission and spirit have opened 
the eyes and hearts of so many in North America and around 
the world. And we spread this Good News at St. Luke’s 
[Episcopal Church] in Granville, and wherever we go. At St. 
Luke’s, where a visiting preacher preached Luke 4:14-21, I 
made sure that, among my prayers from and for the people, 
we would not forget the prisoners on death row, for the “Spirit 
of the Lord” is upon us!

I hope that, increasingly, the Spirit of the Open Door 
will also become the Spirit of St. Luke’s. We must continually 
pray for the “recovering of sight” to the traditional churches 
that are still plagued by the blindnesses of  suprapatriotism 
and capitalism.

We love you dearly, 
Peace and Justice!

Ron and Margo Santoni
Granville, Ohio

I write this letter as a “thank you” to the men at Shirley 
prison in Massachusetts. When I landed at “Shirley World,” 
I soon realized that there was nothing positive about the 
place and I got a very sick feeling. I started going to Catholic 
Services almost immediately because I felt so alone. After a 
few Sunday services I started to fit in and got to know a few 
of the serious men there. When I say “serious,” I don’t mean 
the tough guy stuff. I mean the people who were serious about 
actual change. I hung around and got to know these people. 
It seemed they had it all together. They laughed and smiled 
and I began to feel like I was among family. These men 
befriended me and I felt very comfortable. They treated me 
like a human being. They gave me advice and no matter how 
many times during the day we passed on the walkway, they 
put out their hands and said hello. I was among friends — true 
friends for the first time in my life. 

I got involved in all of the programs that they went to. If 
I did not make it to one of these, they sounded the alarm and 
everyone was asking me if I was okay.

Well, I am out now and I have to tell you my story. The 
plans that were made for my “smooth” re-entry had fallen 
through. When I left, all of my brothers from my parish said 
to me, “We are going to pray for you every day and we want 
you to be strong and not fail. We don’t want you to come 
back here.” They said, “We are counting on you.” You see, 
this band of murderers and gangsters and juvenile offenders 
became my family. They are the “lifers” of Shirley.

In the short time I have been out, I went from being on 
the street to starting my own remodeling company. When I 
was on the street, I had the strength to not pick up a gun or a 
drink or drugs because I knew that my brothers were praying 
for me. Every time something bad happened, I thought of all 
the positive things we did. I thought of the prayers; I thought 
of the love that was shown to me; but most of all I thought of 
the lifers at Shirley.

The men who are doing life found the compassion to 
help someone who was lucky enough to have a sentence that 
allowed him to have another chance. The lifers at Shirley 
gave me such a feeling of being loved that every time I 
thought of doing something stupid, or out of desperation, I 
thought of them taking time out of their life to help me change 
so I wouldn’t come back.

Whoever reads this letter, I beg you, please find God. 
Find and make peace with yourself and God. Please believe 
me, it’s worth it. To all you lifers at Shirley Medium, you may 
have taken a life, but you have to believe me, you saved mine.

Anthony I. 
Boston, Massachusetts

Dear Open Door Folks,
Thanks for the good November/December newspaper. 

I really liked your article about Miss Jane Pittman, Murphy. 
I could picture her riding in the back of the truck and being 
helped to the water fountain. Thank goodness for people like 
her, and people like you. The article, “Ten Facts About Being 
Homeless” was so informative—but sad. All of the articles 
and pictures were good.

Congratulations on receiving the Douglass-Debs award! 
Let’s hope and pray that Georgia can and will become a safer 
and better place next year.

Love,
Llewellyn Bell
Atlanta, Georgia

Dear Friends,
I recently spent a day at Penuel Ridge [Retreat Center], 

enjoying the space and the wonderful day, feeling the breeze 
and letting my mind find its focus in the wind and the spirit 
and on the continuing call to do justice, to love mercy, and to 
walk humbly with God. I was blessed. I remember you all 
in my prayers of thanksgiving and of God’s work of justice 
among us.

I am looking forward to reading Walter Wink’s book, 
Just Jesus, as well as a new collection of Stringfellow’s stuff 
by Bill Kellerman. How we are blessed with such pilgrims on 
our journey.

Blessings,
Don Beisswenger
Nashville, Tennessee

Dear Ed,
Angie Elleman and I are doing well, as are our two 

children, Grace, age 8, and Davidson, almost 5. We are happy 
that we still receive a copy of Hospitality each month. I read 
it cover to cover. I am also happy to tell you that each month 
someone puts a copy on a table in the hallway of the college 
where I teach a class from time to time. I smile each time I 
see it.

All the best,
Brian McAdams
Louisville, Kentucky

Dear Friends,
Thanks so much for the calendar with the most perfect 

scripture on it. I put the calendar up in the kitchen here where 
I work. I thought someone might steal it, but nobody has. I 
really like the scripture on it, and we needed a calendar. That 
was really kind and thoughtful of you people to do that, and 
I know it was costly, too. Just wanted to let you good folks 
know that it was appreciated and is being used to benefit 
many all year. Thank you!

With love,
Scott
Florida prisoner

You are always in our thoughts and prayers. Your 
newsletter is a beacon of light in the darkness, and a great 
source of both comfort and distress as it should be. Wish our 
own city could reflect your connectiveness.

M.J. Helms and Jim Krauss-Jackson
Louisville, Kentucky

This reminds me of the women shouting hate [to Black 
schoolchildren] in Little Rock, Arkansas in 1957 at Central 
High School. I can imagine people in the crowd in the 
courtyard shouting: “Crucify him. Crucify him.” Nobody is 
illegal. Jesus did say, “Suffer little children to come unto me.” 

This is the face of a “Christian nation.” Someone should 
tear the sign off the Statue of Liberty that says, “Give me your 
… poor.” America has taken in children that came alone to 
this country from Europe, [but] those children were white.

Your sincere friend,
Wendell Wentz
Rockwall, Texas

Dear Ed,
[I’m sending along] a picture from The Dallas Morning 

News [July 19, 2014 by Ron Baselice]. Look at the hate on 
the faces of these women shouting for the immigrant children 
to “go home!” 

Rita Corbin



Daniel Nichols
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Open Door Community Ministries

Needs of the Community

Join Us  for Worship! Clarification Meetings 
at the Open Door

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.!

For the latest information and 
scheduled topics, please call 

404.874.9652 option 8
or visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org. 

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. 

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

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.

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
qwinter coats 
qbelts 34” & up
qmen’s underwear M-L
qwomen’s underwear
qwarm gloves, scarves,
   hats, and socks
qwalking shoes 
   especially sizes 11-15
qbaseball caps

Harriet Tubman 
Medical Clinic 

Sunday: We invite you to join us for Worship at 4 p.m. with    
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 11 a.m. and 2 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.

Food Needs
qfresh fruits & 
   vegetables
qhams
qsandwiches:
    meat with cheese
    on whole wheat
    bread

January-February 2015

Special Needs
qblankets
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qreading glasses
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)
qpostage stamps
qprayers for the  
   Abolition of the      
   Death Penalty

Foot Care Clinic
Epsom salt

non-scented/allergen-free soap
(Dr. Bronners Baby Mild or similar)

shoe inserts
(especially men’s larger sizes)

apricot scrub
(St. Ives or similar)

pumice stones
vitamin A&D ointment

 lavender essential oil (pure)
 tea tree essential oil (pure)

Smart Wool (or equivalent) socks

Personal Needs
qshampoo (large)
qdisposable razors
qnail clippers
qnail files
qcough drops
qtoothpaste (small)

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!

We meet for clarification 
on Thursdays 3 pm. - 5 p.m..

Autumn Dennis

we need 

T-Shirts
2XL-5XL

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

February    1  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Memorial Service for Jeff Autry  
February    8  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
February  15  No Worship at 910     
    Burial of Ralph Dukes’ ashes
    Jubilee Partners in Comer, Georgia
February  22  4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 1  Eucharistic Service

Rita Corbin

Susan von der Hijden


