
 
*    *    *

THE NAZARETH MANIFESTO,
 INAUGURAL SERMON:

Attempted Murder
Luke 4:16-30

(Good News Bible, adapted)

“Then Jesus went to Nazareth, where he had been 
brought up, and on the Sabbath he went as usual to the syna-
gogue. He stood up to read the Scriptures and was handed the 
book of the prophet Isaiah. He unrolled the scroll and found 
the place where it is written:

God’s Emancipation Proclamation

“ ‘The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because Yahweh-
Elohim, the Holy One who sides with the poor, has chosen me 
to bring good news to the poor. She has sent me to proclaim 
liberty to the captives and recovery of sight to the blind, to set 
free the oppressed and announce that the time has come when 
the Lord will save God’s people.’

“Jesus rolled up the scroll, gave it back to the attendant, 
and sat down. All the people in the synagogue had their eyes 
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By Rev. Otis Moss III
 
The Rev. Otis Moss III is the Pastor of Trinity United Church 
of Christ in Chicago, President Obama’s former church, and 
the successor to the courageous and controversial Pastor Jer-
emiah Wright Jr. (see page 11 for his recent letter). During an 
address to his church in May, Moss read a letter he had sent 
to a fellow black member of the clergy who had taken issue 
with the President’s recent public support of gay marriage. 
Following is the text of that letter.
 
My Brother:

Tell your brethren who are part of your ministerial coali-
tion to “live their faith and not legislate their faith,” for the 
Constitution is designed to protect the rights of all. We must 
learn to be more than a one-issue community and seek the 
beloved community where we may not all agree, but we all 
recognize the fingerprint of the Divine upon all of humanity.

There is no doubt that people who are same-gender-
loving occupy prominent places in the body of Christ. For 
the clergy to hide from true dialogue with quick dismissive 
claims devised from poor biblical scholarship is as sinful as 
unthoughtful acceptance of a theological position. When we 
make biblical claims without sound interpretation, we run the 
risk of adopting a doctrinal position of deep conviction but 
devoid of love. Deep faith may resonate in our position, but it 
is the ethic of love that forces us to prayerfully re-examine our 
position.

The question I believe we should pose to our congrega-
tions is, “Should all Americans have the same civil rights?” 
This is a radically different question from the one you raised 
with the ministers, “Does the church have the right to perform 
or not perform certain religious rites?” There is a difference 
between rights and rites. We should never misconstrue rights 
designed to protect diverse individuals in a pluralistic society 
versus religious rites designed by faith communities to com-
municate a theological or doctrinal perspective.

These two questions are answered in two fundamentally 
different arenas. One is answered in the arena of civic debate, 
where the Constitution is the document of authority. The other 
is answered in the realm of ecclesiastical councils, where the-
ology, conscience and biblical mandates are the guiding ethos. 
I do not believe that ecclesiastical councils are equipped to 

A Leading 
Black Pastor 
Speaks Out on 
Gay MarriageBy Eduard Loring

This article is inspired by my longtime friendship with 
Rev. Ezekiel Holley and is loosely based, in part, on a speech 
I gave at Sardis Missionary Baptist Church on January 1, 
2010, in Dawson, Georgia, the county seat of Terrell County.

I am, by the Grace of God, a member of the Terrell 
County NAACP. My President is the Rev. Ezekiel Holley. He 
and his wife, Pauline, and their outstanding daughter, Tabatha, 
are an active presence at the Open Door Community.

I first met Rev. Holley on a Freedom Walk in South 
Georgia, led by the courageous prisoner advocate John Cole 
Vodicka. This purposed march on backwoods highways was 
to cry out against jail abuse and white racist domination by 
local sheriffs who were responsible for deplorable cage condi-
tions.

We walked from small town to small town, from 
jailhouse to jailhouse. At times it felt as if we were in the Old 
South, except that we were an interracial group that ate and 
lived together, which is sometimes threatening in the house-
divided of the South. We were reducing the distance and 
marching in solidarity with former prisoners and homeless 
folk from the Open Door — we who were fighting to move 
from the center to the margins, walking with Jesus on the road 
home. 

I am a child of slaveholders, Rev. Holley of slaves. 
His ancestors worked this land and hung from the old oak 
tree with no yellow ribbon tied ’round it under the dangling 
strange fruit. My origins are white and privileged; Rev. 
Holley’s are Black and poor. We came together as radical 
activists on the streets and highways, walktalking ’bout Jesus, 
Moses, freedom and equality. Slowly we became acquain-
tances, then friends, later fellow workers, and now, though 
with different mothers, we are brothers. We are reducing the 
distance through brotherhood and hard work for justice in the 
name of Jesus Christ.

Rev. Holley and I sit together often at the Welcome 
Table where two become one in the eyes of those who are 
gifted to see. Come along.

Emancipation Proclamation: 
On the Road, 

Yesterday and Tomorrow

We came together 
as radical activists 
on the streets and highways, 
walktalking ’bout Jesus, Moses, 
freedom and equality. 
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After finishing “Cry of the Poor,” I am so motivated 
to fight the empire. I took a course based on Catholic 
social justice teachings, with an emphasis on poverty 

both locally and in the world. This book is a mini 
course. I read the chapters as articles in Hospitality 

but did not get the full impact that the book delivers. 
Thank you so much for sharing it with me.

– Frank Madden, peace activist & soup cook

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.

Open Door Community
910 Ponce de Leon Avenue NE

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
www.opendoorcommunity.org  

404.874.9652; 404.874.7964 fax

Newspaper
Editor: Murphy Davis
Photography and Layout Editor: Calvin Kimbrough 
Poetry Corner Editor: Eduard Loring
Associate Editors: Eduard Loring, Gladys Rustay, Mary 

Catherine Johnson and Anne Wheeler
Copy Editor: David Mann 
Proofreaders: Julie Martin and Gladys Rustay
Circulation: A multitude of earthly hosts
Subscriptions or change of address: Anne Wheeler

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

Anne Wheeler: Administration and Finance 
Gladys Rustay: Jackson Prison Trip 
Dick Rustay: Dayspring Farm Coordinator
John McRae: 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
Murphy Davis: Southern Prison Ministry

Calvin Kimbrough

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

By Eduard Loring

Open Door 
Community Press 

99 pages
paperback

$10.00 suggested donation

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

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
404.874.4906

www.opendoorcommunity.org
 

If funds are not available, copies will be sent at no expense. 

Julia Occhiogrosso founded 
the Las Vegas Catholic Worker 

in 1986. This poem was 
first published in the LVCW 
newsletter, “Manna in the 

Wilderness.” Two prose poems 
by Julia can be found at 

www.lvcw.org/manna/manna_
newsletter_26_2. 

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.

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

Beggar
eyes
give a glimpse
into the sorrow
of a mind disturbed

a genetic story
a brutal legacy 

not really knowing 
why
how
what to do

just a battered being
stumbling in front of
bumper to bumper traffic
paused 
for a moment
to ignore,
acknowledge,
or pity
think about 
the threadbare stranger
the ragged man
the soiled cap
upturned
pleading 
a scant existence
from an anonymous hand
through a now moving 
car window

— Julia Occhiogrosso

On Maundy Thursday at Atlanta City Hall, Eduard Loring 
offers the Eucharist to all who will come.
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Celebrating  continued on page 8

Celebrating a Broken Community, 
Full of Grace and Love

On January 28, the Open Door Community celebrated 
its 30th anniversary with more than 300 friends at St. Anne’s 
Episcopal Church in Atlanta. Our keynote speaker was Bryan 
Stevenson, longtime friend and colleague of the community, 
Executive Director of the Equal Justice Initiative in Mont-
gomery, Alabama, and Professor at the New York University 
School of Law. Bryan is a leader in the legal effort to abolish 
the death penalty and mass imprisonment and is currently 
leading efforts to end life prison sentences for children in the 
United States. (For more information, see www.eji.org.) This 
is the second and final part of his address; the first part was 
published in the last issue, May-June, 2012. 

By Bryan Stevenson 

I’m here tonight because I want to talk about the Open 
Door Community’s identity, its willingness to talk about 
things that are hard and that not many others are willing to 
talk about, and that’s grace. 

I’ve learned some things doing the work I do. You can 
get really engaged in serving other people, in trying to help, 
and all of a sudden, something can sneak up on you and cause 
you to have a moment of doubt. We represent people on 
death row in Alabama, and our state has a very high rate of 
executions. We had six executions last year. So my staff and I 
get involved in all these executions and try to stop them, and 
sometimes it just gets to you. It really takes a toll.

I worked on a case out of Birmingham not long ago 
involving a man who was severely disabled. He was accused 
of killing someone he actually didn’t kill. He was involved 
in an argument and the other man was shot, but he didn’t die 
of his wound. The man didn’t get the medical treatment he 
needed because he was poor. For nine months he was denied 
medical treatment, and finally, because he didn’t get the 
treatment he needed, he passed away. It was only then, nine 
months after the argument, that our client was charged with 
capital murder.

The prosecution didn’t really want a death sentence, so 
they offered him a sentence of 20 years. But the lawyer who 
was appointed to represent him never told him about the plea 
offer. So he went to trial and was convicted of murder and 
sentenced to death. And then he couldn’t find a lawyer to help 
him appeal the case. He was on death row for 16 years and 
could never find a lawyer. We were trying hard to get to so 
many cases, and we couldn’t get to his.

Then he was scheduled for execution, and I was feeling 
deep regret and anguish. Here was this man who was about 
to be executed, not for his crime but for his poverty. Not for 
the crime he had been accused of, but for his inability to get 
the help that any justice system must provide for any human 
being. 

I was talking to him on the phone on the evening of his 
scheduled execution, and we were having one of those really 
difficult conversations. It got to me. I’ve got to be honest: it 
really got to me.

“I Can’t Do This Any More”
When I was a little boy, my grandmother took me 

to church every Sunday. One Sunday I was there and was 
talking with one of my friends when a little boy I had never 
met came over. He started trying to talk to us, but he had a 
really hard time getting his words out. He had a pretty serious 
speech impediment. Because I’d never met anybody who 
talked like that, I did something really ignorant: I laughed. 

Well, my grandmother saw the whole thing, and she 
gave me a look I had never seen before. Then she grabbed me 

by the arm and pulled me aside and said, “Don’t 
you ever laugh at somebody who’s having a 
hard time getting their words out!” Then she 
said, “Now you go back over there and tell that 
boy you’re sorry. And then you hug him. And 
then you tell him you love him.”

I said, “Mama, I can tell him I’m sorry, 
but…” Then she gave me that look. So I went 
back over to him and said, “I’m sorry.” Then I 
gave him a very awkward nine-year-old-little-
man hug. And then I said, with very little sincer-
ity, “I love you.” And I never will forget this 
little boy hugging me back and saying, “I love 
you too.”

I was thinking about this little boy on the 
night I was on the phone with this man who was 
about to be executed, because he too had a very 
serious speech impediment. We were getting closer and closer 
to the execution and the anxiety was growing and growing, 
and he was having a harder and harder time getting his words 
out. 

So I was sitting there on the phone listening to him try-
ing to say “Thank you,” trying to say “I appreciate so much 
what you did for me,” trying to say “It means something to 
me that someone stood with me.” But he just couldn’t get the 
words out. But he was trying so hard, trying so hard.

I was standing there on the phone, tears running down 
my cheeks, and I started thinking, “This is too much, just 
too much! It’s too hard, too hard. I can’t do this any more.” 
He kept trying and trying to say what he wanted to say. And 
finally he said, “I just love you for fighting for me.” 

When I put that phone down, I was devastated. I had 
been listening to all that brokenness. I sat there and said, 
“God, why is it we want to kill all the broken people? I don’t 
understand it. I’m in a place full of brokenness — so many 
people who have been broken! Broken by alcoholism, broken 
by drugs, broken by racism, broken by poverty, broken by 
illness, broken by heartbreak, broken, broken, broken! I’m 
living in the midst of all this brokenness, and I just can’t do 
this any more. Too much brokenness.” 

God Fills the Cracks
I sat there and wept, and then I started to pray. All of 

a sudden it changed, and I started to realize things that I’ve 
always known but hadn’t stopped to remember. In that 
moment I asked myself, “Why are you here? Why has God 
placed you here?”

Then I realized what I had forgotten. I don’t do this 
work because it’s fun; I don’t do this work because it’s impor-
tant; I don’t do this work because there’s such a need for it; 
I don’t do this work because there are so many intellectual 
challenges that make it interesting; I don’t even do this work 
because it’s an opportunity to be in community with people I 
care about. I realized that I do this work because I’m broken 
too. 

What I’ve come here this evening to tell you is that if 
you are proximate to suffering, if you embrace the home-
less, if you embrace the hungry, if you are in ministry with 
the condemned and incarcerated, if you stand next to people 

who have been deep-down traumatized, if you stand next to 
all this suffering, it will break you. There will be little cracks 
and fractures that begin to appear. And there will be times 
when you’re tempted to think that these cracks and fractures 
are going to destroy you, but the grace of God allows us to 
recognize that when we begin to break like that, there’s an 
opportunity. Because if we have the wisdom and the blessing, 
if we find an open door, we can actually get to a place where 
God will fill those cracks. God will fill those fractures with 
grace. And that grace gives you strength to do things you 
couldn’t do before; that grace gives you wisdom to see things 
you couldn’t see before; that grace gives you love to go places 
you couldn’t go before.

And it’s because we are a broken community, full 
of grace and full of love, that we celebrate tonight. It’s not 
because we’re better; it’s not because we’re holy; it’s not 
because we’ve got the answers. It’s because we are broken 
but redeemed. 

It’s wonderful to recognize that when you actually 
open yourself to grace and love and mercy, these new things 
happen. I’ve learned some very basic things, being a broken 
person. I’ve learned that each person is more than the worst 
thing they’ve ever done. I believe that if somebody tells a lie, 
they’re not just a liar; if somebody takes something, they’re 
not just a thief; even if somebody kills someone, they’re not 
just a killer. And because of this, I believe that we have this 
need, this mission, this calling, to embrace them and to recog-
nize this “something else.”

The other thing I’ve learned from this broken place is 
that in this country, the opposite of poverty is not wealth. We 
are not working for wealth; we’re not working for riches. In 
this country — in Alabama, in Georgia, in Atlanta — I rec-
ognize that the opposite of poverty is justice. We cannot have 
an end to poverty without having more justice. And for this 
struggle, as Mrs. Johnnie Carr said to me, “You have to be 
brave, brave, brave.” 

The Miracle of Service 
Open Door Community, I want to thank you for your 

courage. Because even when our hearts and our minds tell us 
what we have to do, we don’t always do it. But you’ve been 
willing to stand when everybody else was sitting; you’ve 
been willing to speak when everybody else was quiet. You’ve 
reached out in situations where nobody else was prepared to 
do it. And because of that, the life and the presence has been 
offered with such clear focus that we’re all moved, we’re all 
deepened, we’re all more faithful because of that witness. 

I sat there and wept, 
and then I started to pray. 
I realized that I do this work 
because I’m broken too. 

Kari & Carlton Mackey
Bryan Stevenson
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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
404.874.4906

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 

IT IS HEREBY ORDERED that the sentence of death 
imposed on Daniel Greene be COMMUTED this day to a 
sentence of life without parole. 

For the [Georgia] State Board of Pardons and Paroles 
on this 20th day of April, 2012

I was sitting in my office at Emory University when 
those words appeared in my email inbox. I let out a cry of 
exhilaration that could be heard throughout my building, 
bringing colleagues to my door to see what the clamor was 
about. My explanations fell on indifferent ears for the most 
part, but I knew that a few miles away, my friends at the Open 
Door Community were jumping for joy. A rare and mighty 
victory in the struggle to end capital punishment had finally 
come our way: Daniel Greene — precious child of God, dear 
friend to Open Door Partner Dick Rustay, human being under 
death warrant — would live. Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia!

Two days later I was with Dick on the Open Door’s 
monthly trip to Georgia’s death row, and I saw Daniel 
through the visitation glass as I was leaving. He was hard to 
miss: a big guy who was sporting a tremendous smile from 
ear to ear and “floating on air,” as Dick aptly described him. 
With several layers of glass and guards between us I could 
not speak to him directly, so I gave him a huge smile and two 
thumbs up, both of which he returned.

My activism against the death penalty is filled with 
much sadness and despair, yet here was a moment of pure 
joy: I wish I could adequately describe how exuberant 
those simple gestures between us made me feel. For a brief 
moment, that damp, dirty prison seemed like the brightest 
place on earth. “This is what life feels like,” I thought. Surely 
that is what countless people will feel when the dark veil 
of capital punishment is finally lifted for all time, and life is 
extended to all of God’s people.

More light shone through on April 25, when Connecti-
cut Governor Dannel Malloy signed a bill into law abolishing 
the death penalty there. For those of you keeping score at 
home, that’s 17 states down, 33 to go, and the fifth state in 
five years to repeal.

Unfortunately the law does not apply to the 11 men now 
on Connecticut’s death row, but on May 29, the Connecticut 
Supreme Court overturned the death sentence of Eduardo 
Santiago. Justice Lubbie Harper Jr. wrote: “It is clear to me 
both that capital punishment violates our state’s constitutional 
prohibition against cruel and unusual punishment and that 
this punishment is systematically plagued by an unacceptable 
risk of arbitrary and racially discriminatory imposition that 
undermines the fairness and integrity of Connecticut’s crimi-
nal justice system as a whole. … I cannot but conclude that 
capital punishment is incompatible with evolving standards 
of human decency in our society.” Amen, brother!

In line with Harper’s assessment is a recent Gallup 
survey showing that only 58 percent of respondents said the 
death penalty is “morally acceptable,” down from 65 percent 
last year, marking the lowest approval rating for capital 
punishment since this survey began in 2000. At first glance 

58 percent still sounds like a huge number of unenlightened 
people, but considering that, in 1994, support for the death 
penalty hit its peak of 80 percent nationwide, the number is 
going in the right direction, and quickly.

Light also burst forth in the first hearing to take place 
under North Carolina’s Racial Justice Act in April, which 
requires that courts enter a life sentence for any death row 
defendant who proves that race was a factor in the imposition 
of his/her sentence. Superior Court Judge Greg Weeks vacated 
Marcus Robinson’s death sentence, finding that highly reliable 
evidence proves that North Carolina prosecutors have inten-
tionally discriminated against African-Americans in selecting 
capital juries.

“What is to give light must endure burning,” said 
Holocaust survivor Viktor Frankl, and those of us engaged in 
death penalty activism feel acutely the burns that it continues 
to inflict throughout the United States. At this writing, 19 
executions have occurred in 2012, most recently that of Henry 
“Curtis” Jackson Jr. on June 5 in Mississippi. Republican 
Governor Phil Bryant declined to stop the execution, despite 
appeals from the victims’ families to spare Curtis’ life, stating 
in response to their pleas: “One of these sisters was a stabbing 
victim, and both of the sisters are mothers of the murdered 
children. However, as governor, I have the duty to see that 
justice is carried out.” A family forced to stay engaged in the 
vicious cycle of dark violence indefinitely: who will uphold 
justice for them, Governor Bryant?

Life for Daniel Greene did not happen by accident. The 
Greek poet Homer said “Light is the task where many share 
the toil,” and the deconstruction of Daniel’s death sentence 
came only through many friends, lawyers, family members, 
members of the community and Daniel himself devoting 
innumerable hours to activism, prayers and strategies.

Similarly, all of the light mentioned in this essay shines 
through as a result of a lot of hard work and focused initia-
tives. Many toil daily in the battle to abolish capital punish-
ment, but we need reinforcements, now. My email address 
is below; please get in touch with me and we can brainstorm 
ways you can share your unique gifts with this movement.

During the fight to save Daniel’s life, we at the Open Door 
wore stickers that read “I Am Daniel Greene.” For me this affir-
mation meant, and continues to mean, “I am Light. I am Life.” 
We can LIVE without the death penalty — join us.  W 

“Moving Toward Abolition” is a monthly column that tracks 
the fight to end capital punishment. Mary Catherine Johnson 
is on the Boards of Directors of Georgians for Alternatives to 
the Death Penalty and of New Hope House and is a volunteer 
at the Open Door Community. She can be emailed at mcjohn-
son78@yahoo.com. 

Beacons of Light, 
and a Call for More Light Bearers

Many toil daily in the battle 
to abolish capital punishment, 
but we need reinforcements, now.



Calvin Kimbrough’s revela-
tory “Doors to the Soul” 
portraits beckon us to stop 
and listen. 

This is Amos. On the 
streets for way too long. 
Lived with us for a period. 
Short, vulnerable, friendly. 
His move from HIV to 
AIDS was long and ugly. 
It was 15 years ago, when 
many treatments were 
yet in the test tubes on 
the eighth floor at Grady 
Hospital. Amos lost us dur-
ing his decline. We heard 
that he had a cubicle in a 
restored warehouse for the 
dying. In Atlanta, image is 
all there is: They hide him 
in a box to invisibilize him 
from the frightened public 
who might spend their 
plastic in Miami if annoyed 
in Atlanta. Lost in life. Lost 
in death. 

What shall I sing of 
Goatman? I am not Walt 
Whitman nor was I meant to be. What song 
shall we sing in Atlanta as we seek the Lost 
Men? Is not the “Howl” of Allen Ginsberg 
the sound of our living and their lostness? 
And do we not cry in anguish as we eat our 
children as the mothers do in Jeremiah’s 
Lamentations? 

Oh, Goatman. Oh, Goatman, now is 
this song of thee.
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By Eduard Loring

I sit still and shrink by the shape of 
my silence. I have beside me, soundless, 
motionless, hundreds of photographs of my 
homeless brothers. (Very few women roam 
in my homeless world.) Most of them were 
lost in Atlanta before the mean streets became 
their habitat for inhumanity. Too many of my 
brothers, for my stomach at least, have disap-
peared over my 32 years of stumbling toward 
them to reduce my distance. I was born on the 
mountaintop and called to the valley below. 

Where have all the flowers gone? 
Long time passing. Look! Here is a picture 
of Douglas, 1985. A young, handsome man. 
He burned a friend of mine to death. Poured 
gasoline on him and struck a match. Billy’s 
screams continue to this day to haunt and 
heart-curdle Douglas’ heart and soul. It didn’t 
take long to capture this arsonist of human 
flesh and life. Now I visit Douglas in a cage. 
He is, by repentance and the will of Jesus 
Christ, a model prisoner, overachiever, and 
spiritual mentor to many of the young folks 
who come to prison through the pipeline of 
public schools. Perhaps someday he will get 
parole. Maybe not. Douglas is one of the Lost 
Men of Atlanta.

Slowly, at 3 mph, I sit on the floor, turn, 
turn, turning one picture after another. Laughs, 
gratitude, anger peppered with anguish, love, 
oh my God, what love as I seek in the faces 
the places of the Lost Men of Atlanta. 

Here, turn your head. Contemplate this 
one with me. This picture is a copy of one 
that looks at us from our upstairs walls, where 

The Lost Men of Atlanta

By Mark Flanagan 

Ed Loring and I encountered a man in 
need of help shortly after we had finished 
eating lunch at the Starlight Diner. The man, 
who looked under 30 years old and wore no 
shirt or shoes, came toward us. His arms were 
drawn tightly to his chest as he nervously 
rubbed his upper arms. His brow was fur-
rowed and his lip quivered. “Can somebody 
help me, please?” he asked. “Can somebody 
help me?” His eyes caught sight of Ed and 
me. “Excuse me, can you all please help me?”

We walked toward him. As we got 
closer, I could see that his eyes were open 
extremely wide. His pupils were narrowed to 
pinpoints.

Ed extended his hand and said, “Hello. 
My name is Ed and this is Mark. What’s your 
name?”

He hesitantly took Ed’s hand and 
replied, “Jonah.” I then shook Jonah’s hand.

“Jonah, how can we be of assistance 
today?”

He grimaced and scrunched his face and 
closed his eyes as if to cry, then opened them 
again. “I’m scared. I’m really, really scared. I 
just don’t know what to do!”

Standing there with your goat
We brought you grits, coffee,
Oranges and a boiled egg
Ascending the stairs
From the former slaves’
Basement.

Where the sump pump
Roared like a prophet

To the sidewalk
To the street walk
Where you lived,
Goat beside you,
Even in the abandoned car
Back seat
Where you died in the night 
For sport.
They bludgeoned you
To death for fun.
Or was it for the old stinking
Filthy loathsome goat
That you loved so passionately?
You did not make the papers.
Report or obit.
Bad publicity for Central Atlanta Progress.
Your story is almost like morning dew.
But still in silent reverberations
Your goat bellows
And your shattered story is told
In the meat department
At the Municipal Market.
Thank you for letting Gladys
Take your picture.
I miss you,
Oh Lost Man of Atlanta.

Excuse me, Atlanta of the Lost Men. 
DC is calling. He wants me to help him find 
the key. We have been living together for 13 
years right here on Ponce de Leon Avenue. 
He was lost, but now he’s found. I was blind, 
but now I see.  W

Eduard Loring is a Partner at the Open 
Door Community.

‘Where There Is No Love, Put Love’
I began to feel supremely inadequate in 

this situation. I had no experience with street 
crisis intervention. Most of my knowledge 
of helping homeless people with psychiatric 
conditions came from a distanced view on 
the street or from medical or anthropological 
textbooks. Right now all of that knowledge 
seemed silly and far removed. I was with 
a man suffering, a human in pain, a person 
who needed help. The anguish on his face, 
the fear in his eyes, seemed all too close to 
my soul. I felt that fear myself, dripping like 
an old pipe, as I contemplated my uncertain 
future after graduate school, of becoming a 
professional studier of humans. I pushed this 
back down inside me. I saw my reflection 
and mustered the courage to speak. 

“I want to help you,” I said. “But I 
don’t know how. Will you tell me what’s 
wrong so I can try?”

Jonah shook his head, slowly backed 
away, turned around and mumbled to him-
self as he headed down a concrete path away 
from the main street. Ed and I followed him. 
Though he initially protested about this, Ed 
caught up with him. I hesitated. The old, 
fiery pastor with a beard and gray hair was 
walking beside the shirtless young man. It 

was an odd sight, but beautifully comforting 
as well. They beckoned for me to follow, so I 
did. I soon found out that Jonah was going to 
his boyfriend’s house, which was nearby. 

We soon arrived at a house with lush 
vegetation, where a man was watering his 
plants from the front porch. Jonah slowly 
went into the house, and Ed called out to the 
man on the porch. “Hello. My name is Ed 
Loring and I am with the Open Door Com-
munity. This is Mark. We found Jonah down 
the street in front of the diner. He was not 
making much sense when he was talking. You 
know, there is medication he can be on. He 
doesn’t have to live this way. I take medica-
tion myself.” I thought, “So do I.” 

Jonah began to emerge from the house, 
and Ed called out to him, “You don’t have to 
live this way. You don’t have to suffer through 
this anguish. There is medication. You don’t 
have to live this way.”

Jonah grimaced again and began cry-
ing. His cries turned to sobs, and tears began 
streaming down his face. It seemed like the 
first time someone had acknowledged his 
pain, his misery, his torment. His body rocked 
rhythmically as his sobs reached a forte. 

“Peace with you, Jonah,” Ed said. 

“Peace with you.”
A glimmer of expectation flickered 

across his face, of possibility, of hope. That 
glimmer stayed with me.

“Goodbye, Jonah,” I said. 
Ed had a pleasant smile on his face and 

turned to me. 
“Thank you for coming with me,” he 

said. “After doing this kind of work for more 
than 30 years like I have, I know it’s always 
easier doing this kind of ministry in pairs. 
That way, you can encourage and comfort 
one another.”

I nodded, and we shook hands and 
embraced. I learned a little bit about fear, a 
little about courage, and a lot about the power 
of love.  W 

Mark Flanagan is a medical anthropologist, 
musician, teacher, student of alternative 
medicine and friend of the Open Door Com-
munity, where he works in our Foot Clinic. 
This vignette is taken from his M.A. thesis 
fieldwork in fall 2011 on addiction recovery 
among the homeless in Atlanta.

Amos 3/96 Calvin Kimbrough



Maundy Thursday
Atlanta City Hall
5:00 p.m.
Mark 14:12-26
Above: Dick Rustay is served the Eucharist by Mary Catherine Johnson. Left: Kristy Keheley serves the Eucharist to Margo Santoni 
as Margo’s daughter Tina waits. Margo and her husband Ron from Granville, Ohio, and Tina Santoni from Boston joined us for the week. 
Above right: Murphy Davis and Calvin Kimbrough (with guitars) led music each day for our worship.

Hospitalitypage 6 July 2012

Holy Week 2012

Monday
Grady Memorial Hospital

5:00 p.m.
John 12:1-11

Right: Dick Rustay leads our worship circle on the sidewalk 
outside Grady Memorial Hospital. Far right: Michelle Bach 

carries a “Holy Week With the Homeless” sign.

Tuesday
Atlanta City Jail
5:00 p.m.
Luke 22:1-6, 31-34, 54-62
Left: Anton Flores, from the Alterna Community in LaGrange, Georgia, speaks 
about their Holy Week walk and witness lifting concerns from our Latino neighbors. 
Below: Leo Chang, a Cumberland Presbyterian minister from Memphis, speaks to 
the circle. Leo came and spent Holy Week on the streets of Atlanta. 

Wednesday
Troy Davis (Woodruff) Park

5:00 p.m.
Mark 11:15-19

Right: Brother David Buer, OFM, traveled from Tucson, Arizona, 
to join Leo Chang and the community in keeping the Holy Week 
Vigil on the streets of Atlanta. He pleads with us to challenge the 

materialism and greed that cause oppression and segregation, which 
they observed every day in our city. Far right: Nibs Stroup, co-

pastor of Oakhurst Presbyterian Church in Decatur, calls us to prayer. 

Nelia Kimbrough
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Good Friday
Georgia State Capitol
5:00 p.m.
Luke 22:47-53, 22:63-23:49
Far left: John McRae shares the Scripture 
reading for Good Friday. Left: Murphy Davis 
presents her powerful witness in front of the 
state Capitol as a member of the Family of the 
Crucified. Below left: Brother David Buer, 
Leo Chang and Victoria Abbey are sent forth 
for their Friday night vigil on the streets of 
Atlanta.

Holy Saturday
Pine Street Shelter 

5:00 p.m. 
Matthew 27:57-66

Right: Drummers Katie Akins, Heather Bargeron, Hannah 
Dennis and Philip Dennis (bottom to top) lead us in the Litany of 

the Tombs during our worship. Philip Dennis, daughter Hannah and 
son Jacob, from Indianapolis, joined us for Holy Week. Far right: 
Kevin Harris brings us the Scripture reading for Holy Saturday.

Easter Morning
The Front Yard at 910

9:00 a.m.
Luke 24:1-12, John 20:1-18

Right: Eduard Loring proclaims the Good News: Jesus Christ is risen! The powers of death and oppression are defeated!

Holy Saturday
The Front Yard at 910
7:00 p.m.
Below: The Easter Vigil begins with a fried chicken supper served by Jane Ingols and her friends from the Celebrations 
Sunday School Class at Peachtree Presbyterian Church. Left: Gail Wilcox, Deborah Richardson, Jill Dineen and 
Michelle Bach offered food and smiles to each person. 
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Celebrating a Broken Community, Full of Grace and Love  continued from page 3

And every day I think about the great 
miracle that is service with a heart full of 
love. I never understood what they meant in 
church when they said, “The first shall be last 
and the last shall be first,” until I stood next 
to people on death row. I never understood 
what Dr. King was talking about when he 
said, “The moral arc of the universe is long, 
but it bends toward justice.” I didn’t get that 
until I was standing next to somebody who 
was about to be executed. I didn’t appreciate 
what Dostoevsky was saying in those Rus-
sian novels when he said, “Truth crushed to 
earth shall rise again,” until I saw a working 
community living out its faith and the hope 
that is inspired by our Beloved Community 
here in Atlanta. I want to celebrate that, 
because we are called to recognize those 
among us who are lifting us up. 

You know sometimes we get to where 
our lives are out of balance. I certainly get out 
of balance at times. I push too hard and I get 
tired. And that’s one reason it’s important to 
take time like this, that we have a moment 
like this, to celebrate special occasions like 
this. And I’m so grateful to St. Anne’s and to 
so many of you who have made this such a 
wonderful evening. Sometimes you can just 
get out of balance, and if there’s not some 
loving community there to hold you, you 
can get lost. I know that I am deeply, deeply 
comforted to know that I can always have 
sanctuary at the Open Door Community. It’s 
like a gift that I have. No matter where I am 
or how many years it’s been, I know I have 
people there who will embrace me and love 
me. And I tell you, it’s a great comfort. 

I’ve been working on cases of children 
who have been sentenced to die in prison, 
13-year-old children who have been sen-
tenced to life without parole. The United 
States is the only country in the world where 
13-year-old children have been sentenced to 
imprisonment until death. When you start 
working on these cases, they can get to you.

A Judge Who Works Magic 
Not long ago I worked on a case of a 

14-year-old who was living in a household 
with his stepfather and mother, who was 
the object of a lot of domestic violence. 
One night the man came home drunk and 
angry, and he punched the boy’s mother in 
the mouth, and she was lying on the floor 
bleeding. The boy saw his mother fall down 
and tried to revive her; he thought she was 
dead. The man went to the bedroom and fell 
asleep. About 20 minutes later this boy, with 
no prior conviction or trouble, went into the 
bedroom to the dresser where he knew the 
man kept a handgun, walked over to the bed 
where the man was asleep and pulled the 
trigger, shooting him at almost point-blank 
range. It was tragic.

This boy was not tried as a juvenile. 
It happened, you see, that this man was a 
deputy sheriff. Because of that one fact, the 
prosecutor said that this child, with no history 
of violence, must be tried as an adult. 

So the boy was sent to the adult jail and 
his grandmother called me. I went to the jail 

to see him. I asked him questions and tried to 
talk with him, but he wouldn’t respond. He 
just sat there. I finally said, “I really want to 
help, but I can’t help you if you don’t talk to 
me.” Still he didn’t say anything. So I got up 
and walked around the table and sat down 
next to him. I started leaning on him and said, 
“Come on, please talk to me. You gotta talk to 
me.” I put my arm around him, and finally I 
noticed that he was starting to lean back. And 
through tears, he began to talk to me — not 
about what had happened with his stepfather, 
but what had happened to him in jail.

He said that on the first night he was 
assaulted by several men. And on the second 
night he was raped by several men. And on 
the third night he was raped by so many dif-

ferent men that he couldn’t remember. I held 
this little boy while he cried hysterically for 
almost an hour. 

Well, we were able to get him out of 
that jail, and he’s done really well since then. 
But it’s heartbreaking when we see people 
who are not able to break the curse of addic-
tion or who for whatever reason are not able 
to move forward with their lives. It can be so 
discouraging.

But this is where it’s important to 
recognize that we are a community of faith. 
I remember hearing them sing those songs 
that might not have meant so much until I 
began to take this journey: “God gives more 
grace as the burdens grow greater, gives more 
strength as the labor increases.” 

So as I was thinking about all this one 
night, I started to wonder, how is it that a 
court has the power to turn a child into an 
adult? How can a judge turn my client into 
something he’s not? That’s like magic! A 
14-year-old boy is suddenly an adult. How 
did that happen? The judge must have some 
kind of magic, so you should ask the judge 
for some of that magic.

I was staying up too late and had prob-
ably been working too hard, and I wasn’t 
thinking straight, so I thought to myself, 
“Yeah, that’s a good idea.” So I started put-
ting together a motion in the middle of the 
night. I titled it “Motion to Try My 14-Year-
Old Poor Black Male Client Like a 75-Year-
Old Privileged Wealthy White Corporate 

Executive.” And I put into my motion all 
this stuff about prosecutorial misconduct 
and police misconduct and judicial miscon-
duct, and I think I had a line in there saying 
there was no conduct in this county, it’s all 
misconduct.

Well, I woke up the next morning and 
thought, “Did I dream that?” And to my hor-
ror I realized that not only had I written the 
motion, I had sent it to the court!

Eyes on the Prize 
About three months later I had sort of 

forgotten about it when it was time to go to 
court. I drove down to this courthouse feel-
ing tired. I hadn’t seen my young friend for 
a while and was feeling down. This is why 

God gives us this grace. I walked up the steps 
to the courthouse, and at the top there was 
this older Black man who was the janitor. He 
looked at me and said, “Who are you?” I said, 
“I’m a lawyer.” He said, “You’re a lawyer?” 
Then he came over and hugged me, and said, 
“I want you to know that I’m so proud of 
you.” Well, that hug really did something for 
me. And when he let go, somehow I felt bet-
ter, and I walked into the courtroom.

The judge was already on the bench, and 
as soon as he saw me he said, “Mr. Stevenson, 
did you write this crazy motion?” I said, “Yes, 
sir, I did.” He started hollering about it. And 
the prosecutor started hollering about it. And 
we started talking about race and poverty and 
abuse of power. And people started coming 
into the courtroom, all of them angry that 
we were having this kind of hearing. When 
I turned around at one point, there were all 
these assistant prosecutors and police officers 
and court workers who were outraged that we 
were talking about these kinds of issues. And 
out of the little window in the door at the back 
of the courtroom I saw this older Black man, 
this janitor, who was pacing back and forth 
outside. He kept pacing and looking through 
the window at all this hollering, and he had 
this worried look on his face. And finally he 
came into the courtroom and sat down, right 
behind me, almost at the counsel table. 

About 10 minutes later the judge called 
a recess, and a deputy sheriff got up and 
ran over to the older man, clearly outraged 
that he would be in the courtroom. And he 
yelled, “Jimmy, what are you doing in this 
courtroom?” 

He stood up and looked at me, and 
looked at that deputy sheriff, and said, “I came 
into this courtroom to tell this young man, 
‘Keep your eyes on the prize.’ ”

I’ve come here this evening because we 
have a Beloved Community. We have a pre-
cious spirit. We have a precious identity in this 
community.

We have spirits and hearts and souls so 
full of love, so full of grace, they are literally 

saving lives; so full of hope they are willing to 
reach out to the condemned; so full of mercy 
and compassion that they will take any and 
everyone. They literally follow Jesus’ words 
to “Come, ye who are weary and heavy laden, 
come to me and find rest.” We have this pre-
cious, precious community in our midst. And 
we have to do this tonight — if nothing more, 
we have to tell them, “Keep your eyes on the 
prize. Hold on.” Because if you hold on, Open 
Door Community, if you keep struggling, 
if you keep serving, if you keep feeding, if 
you keep loving, I am persuaded that God’s 
love will rain down in ways that we cannot 
imagine.

God bless you in your work. And thank 
you for all you have done.  W

We have spirits and hearts and souls so full of love, so full of grace, they are literally 
saving lives; so full of hope they are willing to reach out to the condemned; 
so full of mercy and compassion that they will take any and everyone. 

Brian Kavanagh
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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 770.246.7618
For information and application forms visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org

fixed on him, as he said to them, ‘This passage of scripture 
has come true today, as you heard it being read.’

“They were all well impressed with him and marveled 
at the eloquent words that he spoke. They said, ‘Isn’t he the 
son of Joseph?’ ”

Nope, thought Jesus: I am the son of Mary and the Holy 
Spirit.

“He said to them, ‘I am sure that you will quote this 
proverb to me, “Doctor, heal yourself.” You will also tell me 
to do here in my home town the same things you heard were 
done in Capernaum.

“ ‘I tell you this,’ Jesus added, ‘prophets are never 
welcomed in their home town. Therefore, you will be led by 
“outside agitators.” Do not demean those “outside agitators” I 
send to you, but listen to and do the words I send to you,’ said 
the Holy One of Georgia.

Women’s Emancipation Proclamation

“ ‘Listen to me: it is true that there were many widows 
in Israel during the time of Elijah, when there was no rain for 
three and a half years and a severe famine spread throughout 
the whole land. Feed the hungry with an eye on the widow 
and poor women. Yet Elijah was not sent to anyone in Israel, 
but only to a widow living in Zarephath in the Gentile terri-
tory of Sidon.’ ”

And today the locations are Baghdad, Iraq; Dawson, 
Georgia; Islamabad, Pakistan; Andalusia, Alabama; Kabul, 
Afghanistan; and Bamberg, South Carolina. For, proclaims 
Elijah (the outside agitator) to the Bull Connors of this world: 
“I am sent to root out segregation from this earth. There can 
be no bloodline or race/ethnicity or surplus income in the 
world with closed doors but that the Holy One says ‘wel-
come.’ ”

Emancipation Among All People and Our Enemies

“ ‘And there were many people suffering from a 
dreaded skin disease who lived in Israel during the time of 
the prophet Elisha; yet not one of them was healed, but only 
Naaman the Syrian.’ ”

Naaman the Syrian? The hated general who defeated 
Israel? He might as well have said Saddam Hussein, Osama 
bin Laden, Hosni Mubarak, George Bush, your local DA who 
seeks the death penalty for poor Blacks, or white racists who 
are eating the Republican Party alive, nay, the nation.

We have learned that the messages and practices of 
love, feeding and healing outsiders, poor women and children 
and our enemies (most particularly those who have commit-
ted terror against us as Naaman did against Israel) infuriate 
people even unto killing and reinstituting the Jesus who abol-
ished “an eye for an eye, a life for a life.” The final response 
to the Nazareth Manifesto, was attempted murder. This 
reminds us that the cross is at the beginning of the Gospel. Yet 
Jesus walked away from the lynch mob. This points us to the 
Resurrection, which is at the beginning of the Gospel as well. 
Now, listen to the history of the world:

“When the people in the synagogue heard this, they 
were filled with anger. They rose up, dragged Jesus out of 
town, and took him to the top of the hill on which their town 
was built. They meant to throw him over the cliff, but he 
walked through the middle of the crowd and went his way.”

Jesus then went on the road building the Beloved Com-
munity and with emancipation on his lips. 

*    *    *

Emancipation is elusive. The rich we will always have 
with us; therefore there shall be poverty and slavery (chattel 
and prison slavery). We with dangerous memory remember 
Frederick Douglass’ pressure on Abraham Lincoln to make 
freedom an aim of the Civil War. We rejoice that after the 
murderous and blood-soaked battle of Antietam, Lincoln 
seized the stalemate and issued the preliminary Emancipation 
Proclamation on September 22, 1862. The proclamation took 
effect, by executive order from the White House, on January 
1, 1863. Finally the truth was in the light: the Civil War was a 
war to abolish slavery.

A terrifying flaw, like brain cancer in the minds of 
Congress, occurred in the 13th Amendment, which finally 
abolished chattel slavery. It was ratified by the states on 
December 6, 1865, but the U.S. Constitution now became an 
open door for prison slavery, which is bringing this nation to 
her knees this very day. The death-dealing amendment reads 
this way: “Neither slavery nor involuntary servitude, except 
as a punishment for crime whereof the party shall have been 
duly convicted, shall exist within the United States, or any 
place subject to their jurisdiction.” (Emphasis added)

To remember the American promise of freedom, we 
must know the history of emancipation and we must face 
the pro-slavery thrust of the 13th Amendment. We must, if 
freedom fighters we are, study “the new Jim Crow” of the 
prison system, so obese and ever-fattening in our midst. To 
wit, we must listen to the voices of prisoners through letters, 
visitations, poems and essays, so that our lives may deepen 
into our being radical abolitionists to the end, letting freedom 
ring from the Cloud Splitter near North Elba, New York, to 
the molehills of Vicksburg, Mississippi. 

The end of poverty is death. The end of white racism is 
death. The end of prison is servitude and humiliation, along 
with tons of work for little pay or, as in the Republican state 
of Georgia, no pay at all. What could white people do with all 
those freedmen? Oh, of course — what about a convict lease 
labor system? How fitting it is that the pro-slavery push of the 
13th Amendment leads to the death penalty. A rope around 
the neck; brain and body cooked by Westinghouse; bullets 
ripping body parts to pieces; gas till you strangle; or our more 
“humane” method of lethal injection.

It did not occur to our ancestors that prisons could be 
private. But the demons take no Sabbath rest. There is new-
ness in the air. What shall we do? What did the abolitionists 
of old do? How was Abe Lincoln pushed to push forward 
the Emancipation Proclamation? Why did President Obama 
remain silent during the execution of Troy Davis and four 
months later in his State of the Union address brag about 
killing Osama bin Laden, to rousing applause? Why are U.S. 
prisons so filled with Black men? 

*    *    *

Rev. Holley and I are on the road again, walking. We are 
praying with our feet. Now we are on Ponce de Leon Avenue 
in Atlanta. Sometimes our homeless friends join us on their 
way to a warm bowl of soup at the Open Door. Sometimes 
we stop at the corner of Ponce and North Highland Avenue to 
hold “NO WAR” signs. Sometimes Rev. Holley’s daughter 
Tabatha joins us, walking toward an education at Spelman 
College. What does the future hold for this bright and beauti-
ful woman? Will her sons enter the prison pipeline or be 
gunned down in the streets for wearing a hoodie?

Rev. Holley and I have many miles to go before we can 
sleep. So do you. We must keep walking.

Come along.  W 

Eduard Loring is a Partner at the Open Door Community.

Victoria Abbey has come to spend the 
summer with us. She is a student at Georgia 
College & State University in Milledgeville. 
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A $10 donation covers 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 770.246.7618

Volunteers for Tuesday (9:30 a.m.-1:30 
p.m.) and Wednesday Soup Kitchen (9:30 
a.m.-2:00 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 doctors 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 supper for our 
household on Tuesday, Wednesday or 
Thursday evenings.

shape civic legislation, nor are civic representatives equipped 
to shape religious rituals and doctrine.

The institution of marriage is not under attack as a result 
of the President’s words. Marriage was under attack years 
ago by men who viewed women as property and children as 
trophies of sexual prowess. Marriage is under attack by low 
wages, high incarceration, unfair tax policy, unemployment 
and lack of education. Marriage is under attack by clergy who 
proclaim monogamy yet think nothing of stepping outside the 
bonds of marriage to have multiple affairs with “preaching 
groupies.” 

Same-gender couples did not cause the high divorce 
rate, but our adolescent views of relationships and our inabil-
ity as a community to come to grips with the ethic of love and 
commitment did. We still confuse sex with love and romance 
with commitment.

My father, who is a veteran of the civil rights movement 
and a retired pastor, eloquently stated the critical nature of 
this election when speaking to ministers this past week who 
claim they will pull support from the President as a result of 
his position. 

He stated, “Our ancestors prayed for 389 years to place 
a person of color in the White House. They led over 200 slave 
revolts and fought in 11 wars, one being a civil war where 
over 600,000 people died. Our mothers fought and were 
killed for women’s suffrage, our grandparents were lynched 
for the Civil Rights Act of 1964 and the Voting Rights Act of 
1965.… My father never had the opportunity to vote, and I 
believe it is my sacred duty to pull the lever for every member 
of my family who was denied the right to vote. I will not 
allow narrow-minded ministers or regressive politicians the 
satisfaction of keeping me from my sacred right to vote to 
shape the future for my grandchildren.

“The institution of marriage is not under attack as a 
result of the President’s words.”

Gay and lesbian citizens did not cause the economic 
crash, foreclosures and the attack upon health care. Poor, 
underfunded schools were not created because people desire 
equal protection under the law. We have much work to do as 
a community, and to claim that the President of the United 

States must hold your theological position is absurd.
He is President of the United States of America, not the 

President of the Baptist Convention or Bishop of the Sancti-
fied or Holiness Church. He is called to protect the rights of 
Jew and Gentile, male and female, young and old, gay and 
straight, black and white, atheist and agnostic. It should be 
noted that the President offered no legislation or executive 
order and presented no argument before the Supreme Court 
on this issue. He simply stated his personal conviction.

If we dare steal away from the noise of this debate, we 
will realize that as a church we are called to “do justice, live 

mercy and walk humbly with God.” Gay people have never 
been the enemy, and when we use rhetoric to suggest that they 
are the source of our problems, we lie on God and cause tears 
to flow from the eyes of Christ.

I am not asking you to change your position, but I am 
stating that we must stay in dialogue and not allow our own 
personal emotional prejudices or doctrines to prevent us from 
seeing the possibilities of a beloved community.

November is fast approaching, and the spirits of Ella 
Baker, Septima Clarke, Fannie Lou Hamer, Rosa Parks, A. 
Philip Randolph, James Orange, Medgar Evers and Martin 
Luther King Jr. stand in the balcony of heaven raising the 
question, “Will you do justice, live mercy and walk humbly 
with our God?”

Emmett Till and the four little girls who were assas-
sinated in Alabama during worship did not die for a Sunday 
sermonic sound bite to show disdain for one group of God’s 
people. They were killed by evil acts by men who believed in 
doctrine over love. We serve in ministry this day because of 
a man who believed in love over doctrine and died on a hill 
called Calvary in a dusty Palestinian community 2,000 years 
ago. Do not let the rhetoric of this debate keep you from the 
polls, my friend.

Asking you to imagine a beloved community, your 
brother and friend,

Otis Moss III 
Senior Pastor 
Trinity UCC  W

Gay and lesbian citizens did not cause the economic crash, 
foreclosures and the attack upon health care. Poor, underfunded schools 
were not created because people desire equal protection under the law. 

Please Help!

Thank You!

we need 
backpacks

and shoes

Men’s shoes 
sizes 11-15 

We need 
gently used 
running and 

walking shoes 
for our friends 

from the 
streets. 
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Grace and Peaces of Mail
July 2012

We were just talking this morning about some of the 
pieces in the latest Hospitality. Our admiration and respect for 
all you do to prove the resurrection really happened! 

Keep on.... 
 With love,
  Church of the Savior Office staff
  Washington, DC

Dear Ed,
It doesn’t much matter whether or how well you 

remember me, but I came with Emma [Stitt] from Jubilee and 
stayed in the house for a week’s time nearly a year ago.

I have spent part of this morning reading from the Feb-
ruary issue of Hospitality, and thinking about what a profound 
and changing week that was, even next to the five months of 
transformation I had just experienced at Jubilee.

Journeying to the SOA vigil in November and seeing so 
many familiar Open Door and Jubilee faces made me think 
on how beautiful and sustaining are the networks that form 
among those who are struggling for justice and compassion.

I visited Georgia again in February ― I had organized 
a road trip through my college to take eleven students on a 
week long visit to Jubilee. I got to see Emma again, and Al 
passed on to us the issue of Hospitality which I have just set 
down.

Throughout our visit, the Open Door came up very 
frequently in conversation, and two of my friends have now 
borrowed and read my copy of “The Cry of the Poor.”  So the 
main reason for my writing is to inform you that you owe me 
some money ― I think the going offer last May for reading 
your book was $10?

However, after putting pencil to paper I realized that I 
was still in possession of [the enclosed] book from the Open 
Door library and that being a librarian myself I cannot help 
but acknowledge myself in your debt.  I have some money 
right now, so I am happy to pay the overdue fines and (hope-
fully) stop accruing new ones. Isn’t Rilke fantastic though?

I will be graduating in a matter of weeks and have been 
interning at a free spirited local agency downtown. I had not 
understood how much harder it would be for me to try to 
‘reduce the distance’ here in my hometown than on a trip to 
Atlanta. I am taking time now to try and discern my next step 
forward, but unfortunately that won’t involve going back to 
Georgia soon.

Many spring blessings to you and Murphy. Please pass 
on my gratitude to all the Holy Ones.

  Dylan Siebert
   Waterloo, Ontario
   Canada

Dear Ed,
Grace and peace be unto you from God, our Father and 

from Jesus Christ, our Savior.
I got the copies of The Cry of the Poor that I ordered and 

I am sending them out today! Thank you for blessing me and 
thank you for helping me to bless my friends.

I also got … your very beautiful, powerful and encour-
aging note. I want you to know that I appreciate your thought-
fulness, your kindness, and your awesome ministry!

Please tell Tim McDonald that I send my regards and 
when you see Vincent Harding, please tell him that I am still 
in awe of him and Rachel (his daughter)!

 Sincerely and lovingly yours,
  Rev. Jeremiah A. Wright, Jr.
  Pastor Emeritus
  Trinity United Church of Christ
  Chicago, Illinois

Greetings!
 I have enjoyed Hospitality for several years and it’s a 
significant publication ― especially for some of us who have 
been involved in prison ministry and are focusing on peace 
and justice in the world. Thank you for sending it to me.
 I was interested in learning that one of our Goshen 
College students had been working at Open Door recently. 
Unfortunately, I do not remember her name. If you have it in 
your records, please pass it on to me, as I would enjoy meet-
ing her and hearing about her experience with you.
   Blessings to all of you there.
   Ethel Umble  
   Goshen, Indiana
Mara Weaver, a Goshen College student, spent the summer of 
2011 with us. We hope that she and Ethel will find each other.

Dear Brothers and Sisters of Open Door,
Here’s a little something to help your ministry to the 

poor and the needy. Not only are you helping the poor and the 
needy through your ministry, but you are an encouragement 
to many others.  By showing God’s love to the poor and less 
fortunate, you are showing Christ to everybody who knows 
and sees you.

I truly hope all of you are having a Blessed Easter in the 
love of our risen Lord.
  Your brother in Christ,
   Pete Freiburger
   Fort Wayne, Indiana

Hello all,
It’s so good to write a check to Open Door on tax day! 

Take that Tea Party…!
 Many blessings,
  Sue and Marc Worthington
  Ojo Caliente, New Mexico

Dear Open Door Community,
Please accept our offering. It is in gratitude to the Good 

Lord and all His Saints for answering our prayers and peti-
tions. Dear St. Anthony, St. Jude, St. Christopher and St. 
Joseph. Thank you.

Thank you Dear Open Door Community for your help 
and for the good work you are doing for all of us.
  Best wishes and God Bless.
   Rita Thomas
   Clarkston, Georgia

Ed, and the rest of the Leadership Team at the Open Door 
Community:

My wife and I have enjoyed receiving your newslet-
ter for a number of years, ever since you and I were serving 
together on the Board of the Presbyterian Health, Education, 
and Welfare Association.

I feel like I’m now almost as old as the building that 
houses your ministry there in Atlanta.  My traveling days, and 
service on the front lines nationally, are long behind me, but I 
remain in active ministry as best I can at the age of 81! I share 
pastoral duties with my good friend, Rev. Daniel Alatorre, 
at Bethany Presbyterian Church, Dallas, Texas. Bethany has 
gone through a major transition. We have made the journey 
from a very liberal, progressive Anglo congregation (“More 
Light Presbyterian Church” since 1979, active involvement 
in the Sanctuary Movement, peacemaking, and many other 
social justice issues) to what it means to be a disciple of Jesus 
Christ. We are still “More Light” and every child of God is 
welcome in our midst.

Many congregations of the PC(USA) are now attempt-
ing to justify their fraudulent attempts to leave our fellowship 
along with “their” property (and their contributions to the 
mission of the larger church), due to their dissatisfaction with 
the vote on Amendment 10-A. And our whole nation has 
been savagely polarized by the ultra-conservative, selfish, and 
very mean-spirited persons who don’t think “welfare” is the 
responsibility of government — except to bail out the finan-
cial thieves who nearly destroyed our whole economy. There 
will be some rough seas ahead. Some of these problems will 
be spilling over into the daily lives of those committed to local 
ministries such as yours there at The Open Door Community. 
We will keep all of you in our hearts and minds.

Cathy and I hope that the small contribution enclosed 
will help enable you to keep the wheels on your wagon of 
hope and inspiration in the midst of the despair of the forgot-
ten people around you. Thanks for what you all are doing 
there in Atlanta. It is a wonderful exhibition of the kingdom of 
God! Keep up your good work.
  Yours in Christ,
   Jack and Cathy Robertson
   Richardson, Texas

Dear Friends,
You have been in our prayers since our graduation from 

Emory 3 years ago. We look forward to sharing our work in 
the newly forming community of the Franciscan Way (Dur-
ham, NC) with you very soon. You can Google our newsletter 
“The Little Way” (no website yet). 
  Peace,
   Luke and Natalie Wetzel
   Durham, North Carolina

Keep the good work going, friends!
Happy 150th anniversary of DC Emancipation Day 

(April 16, 1862) ― Lincoln practiced on DC before he dealt 
with y’all.
  Love,
   Joe Groves
   Washington, DC

Dear Ed and Murphy,
We are so glad Murphy is better.  We have continued 

to keep you and the Open Door in our thoughts and prayers 
these many years.

…We marvel and are amazed at your commitment and 
dedication to being light in a dark world.
  Peace and Grace,
   Jack Crain
   Lumberton, North Carolina
Jack and Anne Crain work for peace and justice in Eastern 
North Carolina and have supported the Open Door Commu-
nity generously and faithfully since our beginning in 1981.

Brian Kavanagh
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Open Door Community Ministries

Needs of the Community

Join Us  for Worship! Clarification Meetings 
at the Open Door

We meet for clarification 
on selected Tuesday evenings 

from 7:30 - 9 p.m.

Plan to join us for 
discussion and reflection!

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 

770.246.7620
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 770.246.7628. 

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 and Wednesday, 11 a.m. – 12 noon
Men’s Showers: Tuesday, 10:45 a.m.
Trusted Friends Showers & Lunch: Thursday, 10 a.m. 
Women’s Showers: Wednesday, 2:30 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Free Women’s Clinic:
 1st and 3rd Tuesdays, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Medical and Foot Care Clinics: 
 Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Mail Check: Tuesday – Wednesday, during Soup Kitchen
 Monday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday, 1 p.m.
Use of Phone: Tuesday – Thursday, during services
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; pastoral visits in various  
 jails and prisons. 

Living Needs
qjeans (30-34 waist)
qwork shirts
qshort & long sleeve                  
   shirts with collars
qbelts (34” & up)
qmen’s underwear
qwomen’s underwear
qsocks
qreading glasses
qwalking shoes 
   (especially sizes 11-15)
qT-shirts 
   (XL through 5XL)
qbaseball caps
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)

Harriet Tubman 
Medical Clinic 

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 8:30 p.m.
 Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday: 8:30 until 9:30 a.m.   
  and 2 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
qturkeys/chickens
qhams
qsandwiches:
    meat with cheese
    on whole wheat
    breadChad Hyatt

July 2012

Special Needs
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qblankets
qpostage stamps
qfuton sofa
qa scale for our
   medical clinic
qprayers for the  
   housing for all   
   homeless            
   people

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)     

Personal Needs
qshampoo (all sizes)
qlotion (all sizes)
qtoothpaste (all sizes)
qlip balm
qsoap (all sizes)
qdisposable razors

Daniel Nichols

August 5  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Hiroshima & Nagasaki Remembrance
    Dick Rustay  preaching
 

August 12  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
    music with Caroline Herring
August 19  No  Worship at 910
    Dayspring Care Week 
August 26 No  Worship at 910
    Planning Retreat at Dayspring Farm 

July  1 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July  8 No  Worship at 910
   Retreat at Dayspring Farm 
July 15 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   the gospel according to Woody Guthrie
   Calvin Kimbrough  leading
July 22 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 29 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service

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!

Glenn Carroll

Woody Guthrie


