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By Murphy Davis

Vincent Harding was always present for others, and we 
have been blessed to call him dear friend and brother. When 
our daughter, Hannah, was in middle school, she once said, “I 
love to answer the phone when it’s Vincent Harding calling 
— he has the most wonderful voice.”

Indeed, his voice on the other end of the telephone line 
was always a blessed comfort: gentle, loving and full of fire. 
But being with him was an even more amazing experience. 
Whatever else was going on, Vincent was fully present to 
others. His friendship was precious to us as it was to countless 
souls across the country and around the world. 

Historian, scholar, poet, reconciler, co-conspirator and 
spokesperson for the Black freedom movement of the 1960s 
and beyond, Vincent was the quintessential teacher: one who 
understood pedagogy as a relational project rooted in love, 
hope and liberation.

A young Vincent came to our city with his bride Rose-
marie Freeney Harding in 1960 to found the Atlanta Menno-
nite House. Born and raised in Harlem and the Bronx, he had 
become a disciplined scholar and found the Mennonite faith as 
an expression of his life-long commitment to justice and non-
violence — not simply as a strategy for the Movement, but as 
a way of life. Atlanta became a crucible for the Hardings. He 
taught at Spelman College and he and Rosemarie lived in Vine 
City with their young children, Rachel and Jonathan, where 
they were close neighbors of Martin and Coretta King. 

It was in the Vine City years that Dr. Harding and Dr. 
King spent many hours together, often late at night, hashing 
through their theology, the philosophy of non-violent struggle, 
their analysis of the rapidly changing political landscape and 
their resistance against all forms of personal and institutional 
violence. 

It was out of this ongoing deep engagement that the two 
clarified their opposition to the Vietnam War. Dr. King knew 
that he must speak out against the war, but he knew that to do 
so would cost him dearly. The time and place must be care-
fully considered.

When Martin Luther King Jr. was invited by Clergy and 
Laymen (sic) Concerned About the War in Vietnam to speak 
at Riverside Church on April 4, 1967, he knew that this was 
the moment. He asked Vincent to draft the speech for him.

Vincent had helped Dr. King write his speeches before. 
He often emphasized that “Martin practically lived on an 
airplane. He flew all over this country because people were 
saying, ‘Come here,’ or ‘We need you over there.’ It is really 
difficult to describe the demands on our brother with everyone 
pulling on him this way and that. He did not have time to 
carefully draft what he wanted to say. He asked for my help 
because we were of one mind on this issue.” (from conversa-
tions at the Open Door Community, March 2012)

And so the speech was drafted in Vincent Harding’s 
basement study in the Vine City neighborhood around the 
corner from the Kings’ home. “We drafted it, discussed it, 
re-wrote and discussed it again; but I basically understood 
what he wanted to say.” (ODC, 2012) The words came from 
Vincent’s pen and from the hearts and minds of this amazing 
and particular friendship and meeting of mind, heart, and life 
commitment. The speech, “Beyond Vietnam” (or “A Time to 
Break Silence”) is often called one of the greatest speeches in 
American history, and without a doubt, it is one of the most 
searing indictments of the violent history and character of our 
nation ever written. The speech is as relevant today as it was 
in 1967. 

But the speech haunted Vincent for all his years. He 
knew that the threats and vilification that his friend suffered 
from making that speech might have hastened “the bullet that 
had been following him for a long time.” Though he knew 
that King felt the necessity of making this speech, he always 
had some regrets for helping to craft it. People “do not get 
assassinated for wanting children of different colors to hold 
hands on a mountainside. He told us to march on segregated 
housing and schools, to march on poverty and a military 
machine that got more support than we gave to programs 
of social uplift. He wanted us to end all forms of exclusion 
and violence — the triple evils of racism, materialism, and 
militarism. That’s where he was in his last years. If we take 
him seriously, he becomes a challenge — an irritant and a 

Vincent Gordon Harding 
Friend and Mentor, Gift to the Movement for Liberation and Hope
1931-2014

By Eduard Nuessner Loring

Dear Friends of Jesus, the Lost and the Left Out,

We have been sitting together with buckets full of grief.
 
We sat with Marcus Wellons while the cruel devourers of 
the poor — the Georgia State Board of Pardons and Paroles 
— softly, almost inaudibly, hissed “Hell No!” The bucket 
overflowed.  Grief spilled into the hall where Marcus’ beauti-
ful (Michaela-like) granddaughter slipped and fell on our tears 
and hurt her heart, unbeknownst, three years old, on the com-
ing tide of her granddad’s death.
  
“Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death
 I will fear no evil.
For thou art with me 
Thy rod and thy staff
 They comfort me.”

We have been sitting with buckets full of grief behind the 
bars with Marcus and two CERT guards, one white, the other 
Black, politically correct. All in order. Outside, the grass is cut. 
The warden’s car is polished and gleams in the white glare of 
the Southern sun. Along the road stand men in black armor, 
(even shin guards) with helmets and visors raised. Slung 
across their chests are pump shotguns, barrels glinting like the 
wings of the cawing crows above. In the blue-white distance 
a buzzard loops a wide circle around the prison grounds, wait-
ing as Habakkuk for the end of the neo-Babylonian Empire 
surnamed America.

I remember Robert Penn Warren:

The Jew-boy died. The Syrian vulture swung 
Remotely above the cross whereon he hung.

We sing spirituals and hymns, and Marcus sings out a beauti-
ful cover of Sam Cooke’s “A Change is Gonna Come.” Then, 
like a tear waiting to fall, the guard dreadfully announces, 
“Visiting time is over. You must depart immediately.” The 
tear fell. Splattered. Dragging feet.  Touching hands. Hold-
ing on/holding on. We crawled out of the visiting area. The 
guard cared. He let us go slow. Then we were in the waiting 
room. Prison guards and staff gawking at Marcus and us. The 
ritualized religion of Death in America was underway. The 
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By Catherine Meeks

In 2012, there were 313 Black men, 
women and children murdered by a person 
employed or protected by the laws of the 
land. These killings continue today at the rate 
of one every 28 hours. This type of killing 
is extrajudicial because it occurs without the 
sanction of any judicial proceedings or legal 
process. Sadly enough, most of these killings 
occur without much attention being given 
to them. Cases such as Trayvon Martin and 
Ramarley Graham are exceptions that make 
the headlines and cause the mobilization of 
activism calling for something to be done. 
But the days turn into months and before 
long things return to business as usual. Many 
others continue to die, one every 28 hours, 
without most of us ever hearing about them.

Some of the folks who have fallen 
victim to this state-sanctioned violence were 
not in the middle of committing a crime, 
but were stopped for “looking suspicious.” 
The recent shooting of Denzel Curnel in 
South Carolina under very questionable 
circumstances is an example of what can 
happen when someone is stopped for “look-
ing suspicious.” He reportedly shot himself 
in the head while lying down on the ground 
with his hands behind him. Of course this is 
not an unfamiliar story as some readers may 
recall young Chavis Carter, who supposedly 
committed suicide while sitting in the back 
of a police car with his hands cuffed behind 
his back.

In cases where there is a reason to 
suspect that the folks in question are guilty of 
some unlawful behavior, the excessive force 
can be devastating. This was true in the case 
of a Cleveland couple who were involved in 

a high-speed car chase and who were shot 
137 times. Some members of the community 
said that the victims were lynched.

In 1900, the phenomenal activist and 
journalist Ida B. Wells in her article “Lynch 
Law In America” said, “Our country’s 
national crime is lynching. It is not the 
creature of an hour, the sudden outburst of 
uncontrolled fury, or the unspeakable brutal-
ity of an insane mob. It represents the cool, 
calculating deliberation of intelligent people 
who openly avow that there is an ‘unwritten 
law’ that justifies them in putting human 
beings to death without complaint under oath, 
without trial by jury, without opportunity to 
make defense and without right of appeal.”  
Of course some of the current killing is being 
done in the name of stand your ground laws 

and the police officers who feel sanctioned 
by their badges to be violent. This idea is sup-
ported because in most cases their behavior is 
affirmed after short periods of administrative 
leave. 

Wells’ very apt notion of an “unwrit-
ten law” serving as the foundation for the 
practice of lynching in 1900 can be applied 
to the current extrajudicial killings. This law 
was rooted in the notion of the superiority of 
white skin over Black skin. No other justifi-
cation was necessary. If a white person felt 
that an act of denigration of their superior sta-
tus had been committed, that was sufficient 
ground for lynching or any other punishment 
that was deemed appropriate for the offend-

ing Black person. This idea can be seen in the 
murder last year of young Jordan Davis by 
a middle-aged white man because he played 
the music in his car radio too loudly at a ser-
vice station.

There are many others: 93-year-old 
Pearlie Golden, killed in Texas by a police 
officer because she had a gun, and Billy Joe 
Johnson, killed in Mississippi after being 
pulled over by police and supposedly going 
to the back of his truck, getting a shot gun 
and shooting himself in the face. Stories such 
as these continue across this land, and every 
28 hours there will be another Black man, 
woman or child added to the list.

This land that some dare to call the        

“land of the free and the home of the brave” 
is neither free nor home for African Ameri-
cans who have to live under the oppressive 
eaves of a legal system that is skewed toward 
making sure that there is little to no justice 
for us or our children. The quest for equality 
has to continue to be forged as long as there 
is such public and dangerous contempt being 
demonstrated for Black folks.

There is a necessity for a much louder 
cry across this land regarding the modern-
day practice of lynching. We have to wean 
ourselves from having knee-jerk reactions to 
some killings and ignoring others. No killing 
of people by those who are charged with 
protecting and serving is acceptable. All of 
us who care about human beings should be 
outraged.  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. 

The quest for equality has to continue to be forged 
as long as there is such public and dangerous contempt 
being demonstrated for Black folks.

The Eucharist table set for our circle at 910 after the 
execution of Marcus Wellons, June 17, 2014.

Calvin Kimbrough

AGAPE
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Thy Beloved Community  continued on page 8

Thy Beloved Community Come in Prison 
As It Is in Heaven, Part 4

By Eduard Nuessner Loring

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

My dear Brothers and Sisters, let me introduce you to 
my home. I know that none of the 211 folk in this room are 
at home tonight. You live here, but it is not home. All of us 
hunger for home: to find home, to go home. Not all of us have 
a home to go to.

The abandonment of people to homelessness in this 
country is a sin and evil for which the American people will 
pay for years and years to come. It is only with trepidation and 
radical courage that folk should pray for the God of the He-
brew Slaves to bless America. Some do so with heads bowed; 
others with a license plate on the latest Lexus SUV.

Beware, for there are no blessings of home without 
judgment. We have yet to face fully the consequences of anti-
home: white supremacy, poverty from policy and free market 
ventures, the death penalty, the harsh sentences of the War 
on Drugs under the Mad Republican Ronald Reagan, and 
the ending of the War on Poverty under the War-Maddened 
Democrat Lyndon Baines Johnson. And what about the 
killing of Martin Luther King Jr. — Martin, who brought a 
coalition of white, Red, Black, Brown, rich and poor together 
for the Poor People’s Campaign, striking fear in the hearts of 
white supremacists as never before in American history? Poor 
Blacks, whites and Browns working together?!? They will 
kill you every time for even suggesting it. Remember Bacon’s 
Rebellion in 1676? Go look it up and you will see who is 
keeping you in prison and away from home. 

When I speak of home, I speak as a seeker, lost but 
found. We at the Open Door Community give our lives to 
building a home for ourselves, the hungry, the homeless and 
the prisoner. Our home is ultimately in the heart of God, in 
the Beloved Community, and in those places where Jesus is 
among us. So for you, in your homelessness-in-prison — for 
you never want to become “institutionalized” and find home 
in a hell-hole — you are invited to share a life in Jesus Christ 
and a big mouthful, a foretaste, of the Kingdom of God to 
come in prison as it is in heaven. In the day that Jesus was in 
the grave, he went to the “prisoners” and preached the Good 
News to them (I Peter 3:17-20a). Jesus Christ is no stranger 
to prisons and prisoners. In fact, he commands all of his 
disciples to visit there.

We believe and follow the Jesus in the Bible, the Living 
Word of God. Jesus is Lord, as the early church confessed in 
the face of state persecutions, and as the Confessing Church 
proclaimed in the face of Hitler and the German Church of 
the Third Reich.  

We read the Bible through the story of Jesus: his birth, 
baptism, teaching, preaching, healing, conflicts with religious 
authorities, turning the tables over in the Temple and running 
the bankers out with a whip, his cross, death, resurrection, 
ascension, and, today, his life in the church and his body in the 
poor and the prisoner through whom he cries to us to follow 
his Way, his Truth, his Life.

We read the Bible in faith and discernment through Je-
sus — as the prisoner Dietrich Bonhoeffer cried, “with Christ 
at the center.” Thus, when the white supremacist Christians 
of the Old South, using the Old Testament, proclaim that God 
and Jesus are in favor of and justify racial slavery, we read 
those sad verses through the New Covenant in Jesus Christ, 

washed in his blood, and through his teachings, especially the 
Sermon on the Mount. The Black and white abolitionists of 
19th-century America taught us that the gospel of Jesus Christ 
is a gospel of freedom, of “liberty to captives,” of taking 
from the rich and establishing the poor. God is not in favor 
of slavery, racial or not. God is opposed to the death penalty, 
homelessness, hunger and the exclusion of gays and lesbians. 
Jesus is the One for us in agape love, which manifests itself in 
freedom, restoration, equality and fun.

Jesus the Jewish Messiah, by the wind and fire of the 
Holy Spirit, has inscribed two sections of Scripture in the 
hearts of everyone who has the guts to stay at the Open Door 
Community for more than a year. First and foremost is his 
teaching in Matthew 25: 31-46 on the Works of Mercy, a 
selection of which reads this way:

“Come, you who are blessed by my Holy Parent! Come 
and possess the Beloved Community which has been pre-
pared for you ever since the creation of the world. 

I was hungry and you fed me, thirsty and you gave me 
a drink; I was a stranger and you received me in your homes, 
naked and you clothed me; I was sick and you took care of 
me, in prison and you visited me.” [The Open Door adds: “I 
was homeless and you housed me.”]

The Disciples will then answer him, “When, Lord, did 
we ever see you hungry and feed you, or thirsty and give you 
a drink? When did we ever see you a stranger and welcome 
you in our homes, or naked and clothe you? When did we 
ever see you sick or in prison, and visit you?” [“When did we 
ever see you homeless and house you?”] Then our crucified 
risen Companion will reply, “I tell you, whenever you did this 
for one of the least important ones, you did it for me!” (GNB, 
Adapted, O.D.C.)

There is yet another Work of Mercy that this ole 

Southern Presbyterian (nee Southern Baptist) had never 
heard of until lightning struck me and frizzled my hair at 
Mary House in New York City, where the co-founder of the 
Catholic Worker Movement, Dorothy Day, introduced me to 
the radicalism of the Works of Mercy (not charity à la liberal 
Protestantism) and the essential connection between mercy 
and justice. 

Bury the dead.  
Not long after the granite foundations of our home 

began to sway with life, so too they held the bodies of the 
forsaken dead. We turned to our sister community, Jubilee 
Partners, who had offered us a share in their cemetery. They 
have welcomed our dead flesh or burned ashes ever since. 
We living partners of the Open Door Community will join 
our home-gone partners, the poor and the prisoner, at Jubilee 
on our way to the Beloved Community/Kingdom of God in 
heaven.  

First we buried Pop Campbell, who died the slow, vio-
lent death of prison. But then the fierce urgency of now came 
upon us as the death machine in the Republican, Tea Party, 
Confederate state of Georgia let the inner beast out of the 
cage to grasp the handle that protruded from the wall beside 
the electric chair like the broken jaw bone of a Jewish child 
steamed at Auschwitz. With John Eldon Smith’s killing by 
electrocution we were introduced to a new power of the pow-
ers, and our journey with the executed dead began. We have 
also taken the executed bodies of Ivan Stanley, Alpha Stevens, 
Joseph Mulligan and Roy Blankenship to that beautiful Bone 
Yard and laid their bodies down. And from the streets and 
from our home we accompanied the bodies of Willie Dee 
Wimberly, Carl Barker, Harold Wind, and John Howard to 
that sacred cemetery at Jubilee.

The ultimate power of the state is to kill. But our power 
through God extends beyond that of the state, when in mercy 
we bury the dead and we confess that though the body is 

dead, the person is alive in the resurrection of Jesus Christ. 
Our fight against the powers and The Evil One is strength-
ened. We know the state and the FBI can kill the resister, but 
the weakness of imperial power is that it will never kill the 
resistance, which is Christian Discipleship.

Of great importance in understanding the centrality of 
these words to the life of Christian discipleship in the Beloved 
Community/Kingdom of God is this: Jesus ascended into 
heaven. How, then, are we to find and serve him concretely, in 
the flesh, in the world, for the sake of the world? The answer 
is simple. Jesus comes to us in the guise of the stranger, the 
body of the poor, the life of the prisoner and the slow and 
violent death of the homeless. Dr. King preached, “Christians 
are always to begin with a bias in favor of a movement which 
protests against unfair treatment of the poor, but surely Chris-
tianity itself is such a protest.” (September 30, 1962)

I’ve seen people use some real smooth moves to get 
out of this radical gospel message. There are those who 
understand the Works of Mercy as an invitation, a possibility, 
rather than a command of Jesus Christ. And then there are 
those who use Paul’s theology of gifts and practices to claim 
that God calls some folk to care for the poor and prisoner, 
while others are called to be endowed chairs at elite schools 
to study the life of Dietrich Bonhoeffer while playing golf at 

Jesus comes to us in the guise of the stranger, the body of the poor, 
the life of the prisoner and the slow and violent death of the homeless. 

Meinrad Craighead
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By Nathan Dorris

“Consigning these mortal remains to earth, the common 
mother of all, secure in the knowledge that what we place in 
the ground is no more now a man — but a seed — which, 
after the winter of our discontent, will come forth again to 
meet us.” — Ossie Davis, Eulogy for Malcolm X

May 19 was the anniversary of the birth of Malcolm X. 
Had he lived he would be 89 years old this year. Instead, he 
was gunned down while giving a speech to the newly formed 
Organization of Afro-American Unity at the Audubon 
Ballroom in Manhattan. It was a public execution, and the 
audience included his wife, Betty Shabazz, and three of their 
daughters. Forty-nine years after his death Malcolm is still 
regarded as a controversial figure in American history, and 
he has become, over the past year, a profoundly important 
teacher in my own life. I’d like to 
briefly discuss the reasons that I, a 
middle class white kid raised in sub-
urbia, find Malcolm so compelling. 

Political Militancy
To begin with, I’m drawn to 

Malcolm because of his uncompro-
mising bitterness toward, and scorn 
for, the American Empire. Malcolm 
knew from reading history in prison 
that America was founded upon, and 
sustained by, oppression and exploi-
tation, first of indigenous peoples 
and later of slaves and other people 
of color. The idea that any such 
power structure could be petitioned 
or persuaded to include the very 
people upon whose backs it rested 
was, to Malcolm, sheer absurdity, 
and he never hesitated to point this 
out. He knew that the grip of white 
supremacy was strong, and that mere legislation would not 
solve the problems the United States was (and is) facing. His 
criticism of other civil rights leaders highlights this, and his 
trenchant critique of the March on Washington is an impor-
tant perspective that is not afraid to call out the ubiquity and 
harmfulness of white power. It is primarily for this reason, I 
believe, that Malcolm will never be sanctified and canonized 
by the religion of Empire. He is entirely unpalatable, even in 
his softer moments, to Washington. There will be no monu-
ment to Malcolm in our capital city; there will be no El-Hajj 
Malik El-Shabazz national holiday. This is a sign to me that 
Malcolm is dangerous, that he continues to be dangerous. 
He is a threat. And keeping alive the dangerous memory of 
Malcolm and the prophets is an essential piece of resistance 
against white supremacy and colonization here and abroad.

Transformation
Perhaps the most impressive (and most overlooked) 

aspect of Malcolm’s life is his remarkable capacity for 
transformation. He went from being a charming, well-liked 
child in an all-white school environment to being a hustler in 
Harlem, selling drugs and women. When he was arrested and 
sent to prison, the anger and vitriol he spit about religion and 
God earned him the nickname “Satan.” Then, while in prison, 
Malcolm converted to the Nation of Islam with the guidance 
of his brother Reginald. This conversion meant that he gave 
up smoking, drinking and drugs — activities in which he had 
been engaged frequently in Harlem. He taught himself to read 
and write well by copying the dictionary, and he read nearly 
every book in the Norfolk Prison Reformatory’s library. After 

release from prison, he spent 12 years as a minister for the 
Nation of Islam. In 1963, while being interviewed for Play-
boy, Alex Haley asked him about the opinion of some that he 
was the “real brains and power of the movement.” Malcolm’s 
response: “Sir, it’s heresy to imply that I am in any way what-
ever even equal to Mr. Muhammad. No man on earth today is 
his equal. Whatever I am that is good, it is through what I have 
been taught by Mr. Muhammad.”

But in early 1964, Malcolm left the Nation. This was 
a change in the foundations of his life. Quoted in The New 
York Times just over a year after his unwaveringly devoted 
response to Alex Haley, Malcolm vowed that he would “never 
rest until I have undone the harm I did to so many well-mean-
ing, innocent Negroes who through my own evangelistic zeal 
now believe in [Elijah Muhammad] even more fanatically 
and more blindly than I did.”

Honesty was, perhaps, Malcolm’s most defining char-
acteristic — honesty with others 
and honesty with himself. It is what 
drove him to speak the plain truth 
about America, and it is what even-
tually drove him to leave the Nation. 
After his second trip to Mecca and 
conversion to “true Islam,” Malcolm 
actively worked to build coalition 
with other civil rights leaders, even 
forming his own organization to 
work with other civil rights groups. 
His desire for Black unity across the 
globe became stronger and more 
pronounced. The honesty with 
which Malcolm faced himself near 
the end of his life must have been 
brutal, but it is an honesty that I hope 
to be able to invoke if the situation 
calls for it. Self-interrogation is 
absolutely essential to the struggle 
for justice. 
 

Humanity
Finally, I love the humanity of Malcolm X. It is nearly 

impossible to read or listen to him and not be upset (or 
appalled) by some of the things he said. It’s almost impossible 
to have public discussion about him without someone point-
ing out his more problematic positions and views. Malcolm 
is human. He is not an angel and he is not a demon. He is 
flawed and brilliant. I deeply believe that we need these flaws 
as places to grab hold. If we regard our leaders and prophets 
as perfect, without cracks, then they are too easily taken from 
us and turned into statues. They are too easily made into mes-
siahs. And as James Cone points out at the end of his brilliant 
work, Martin & Malcolm & America, “there is no need to 
look for messiahs to save the poor. Human beings can and 
must do it themselves.”

Malcolm has taught me about militancy, but he has also 
taught me about humor and fierce love. Malcolm has taught 
me about Black rage, but he has also taught me about white 
Christianity. He has taught me about human rights and about 
the hands of Uncle Sam that drip with blood even today. He 
has taught me about Black pride and Black power, about 
honesty and transformation, about resurrection. He whispers 
in my ear, the voice of Black prophecy and oppression, telling 
me that the struggle is never as easy as others may make it out 
to be. Telling me to keep fighting, even when others say the 
battle is over. Telling me not to be afraid of the truth, and to 
make it plain.  W

Nathan Dorris is a former Resident Volunteer at the Open 
Door.

What Malcolm Means To Me

Malcom X in 1964 by Herman Hiller
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Notes  continued on page 8

Moving Toward Abolition

By Mary Catherine Johnson

For Marcus.

“Reading the Bible with the eyes of the poor 
is a different thing from reading it with a full 
belly. If it is read in the light of the experi-
ence and hopes of the oppressed, the Bible’s 
revolutionary themes — promise, exodus, res-
urrection and spirit — come alive.” —Jürgen 
Moltmann, The Church in the Power of the 
Spirit

May 28, 2014
I am sitting at my desk at the Open Door 

when the phone call comes.  
“They set an execution date for Marcus 

this morning.”   
The words feel like a concrete ball hit-

ting my gut. Even though I have known for 
a long time that this news would eventually 
arrive, the blow is none the easier to take.

I have been writing to and visiting 
Marcus Wellons on Georgia’s death row 
for over three years. He is my dear friend, a 
teacher and a partner in serving others under 
death sentences through Life Row Ministries. 
Through Marcus I have come to know amaz-
ing people all over the world who bring their 
opposition to the death penalty to life through 
their friendship with him. Through him I have 
come to know the incredible Wellons family, 
whose strength, courage and unwavering faith 
in the face of abuse, poverty and oppression 
have taught me so much about bearing the 
beams of God’s peace and love.  

The pain from the blow of the death 
warrant this morning reverberates as I think 
of the acute suffering that this will cause in 
the coming days and weeks. The pain grows 
sharper as I imagine what Marcus has been 
through this morning: taken abruptly from his 
cell, escorted in chains to the warden’s office, 
where his death warrant is read, telling him 
that he will be put to death on June 17, 2014 
at 7:00 p.m.  I wince as I realize that, from this 
moment forward, Marcus will be watched 
24/7 by two CERT officers who will record 
his every action in a log book, and he will be 
regularly examined by medical staff to ensure 
that he is healthy enough to execute.

June 16, 2014
I arrive at the front gates of the Georgia 

Diagnostic and Classification Prison, as I 
have many times over the past three and a 
half years, but today I am accompanied by 
the heaviness of the imminent execution. 
Marcus is allowed to have contact visits 
today and tomorrow. I am alone because just 
about everyone else on his visitation list is in 
Atlanta to testify at the State Board of Pardons 
and Paroles. They are asking the Board to 
consider how Marcus has used his 20 years 
on death row to grow in his faith and love of 

God through service to 
others, and to seek and 
enact forgiveness for his 
awful crime. They are 
asking the Board to fulfill 
their stated mission to act 
on issues that could not 
be taken into consider-
ation by the courts, such 
as Marcus’ demonstrated 
rehabilitation and contri-
tion, and to grant clem-
ency to Marcus.

The prison grounds 
look like a war zone, 
complete with road 
blocks and guards 
dressed in riot gear. It 
appears that the state has 
spent some major money 
in the name of security, 
probably upwards of $1 
million. I briefly think 
about all the ways that 
money could be spent in 
the service of life instead 
of death. If it weren’t so horrifying I might 
be able to see some humor in the ridiculous 
sight of men in riot gear questioning our 
little band of peaceful, non-violent activists 
as we come to visit Marcus. But I don’t feel 
like laughing as I make my way through this 
war zone.

As I approach the prison entrance I see 
Randy Loney, a gentle pastor who has been 
visiting Marcus for many years, whom I met 
through my work at the Open Door. He is all 
I need to walk into this battlefield. God has 
not left me alone.

My time in the morning with Marcus 
is both devastating and joyful. We speak of 
God, of friendship and of hopes for a better 
future. In the afternoon his family arrives 
from the Parole Board hearing with hope in 
their hearts that the Board has heeded their 
impassioned pleas to spare Marcus’ life. 
Their bodies are heavy with fatigue from the 
trauma of the hearing, of being grilled about 
Marcus’ crime and reliving the abuse and 
poverty of his early life.

In the time it takes us to drive from the 
prison to New Hope House after visitation 
ends, the news breaks that the Parole Board 
has denied Marcus clemency. Now our only 
hope is that the courts will intervene and 
stop this execution.

June 17, 2014
I am back at the prison after a sleep-

less night. Marcus can only have five people 
with him at one time, so we take turns being 
with him. Our conversations are filled with 
love and interspersed with songs and hugs.

I grow ever more anxious as the visita-
tion time draws to a close. When the time 

comes for last goodbyes, I try to be present, to 
feel his aliveness, to experience his incredible 
life force. It is inconceivable to me that forces 
wanting to snuff this life out are lurking just 
beyond us.

I wait outside the visitation room as 
Marcus says goodbye to his family. I see 
groups of men in suits — likely the higher-
ups in the Department of Corrections and 
other state officials — gathering near the 
entrance to the warden’s office down the hall. 
Prison staff wheel carts stacked with trays of 
fancy hors d’oeurves and deli meats through 
the visitation area. Ed Loring sees the food 
and yells out, “Y’all having a party!?!” My 
heart swells with love for Ed for having the 
courage to speak the truth in that moment. 
Yes, it is indeed a party for some — a spec-
tacle reminiscent of the lynching parties of the 
Jim Crow South.

I forget about the party food when I 
hear the wails of Marcus’ mother as she says 
goodbye to her son. Her cries reverberate 
against the prison walls and pierce my heart. I 
wonder if the sound of her wailing will move 
the heart of anyone who is scurrying around 
us to prepare for the execution, “just doing 
their job.”

We wait together at New Hope House 
as the hour of execution nears. We look ner-
vously at our cell phones, hoping Marcus will 
call us, but we hear that the warden is only 
permitting him to speak with his attorneys. 
We learn that Marcus is one of two death 
penalty cases before the U.S. Supreme Court 
tonight on the issue of secrecy surrounding 
lethal injection procedures. We feel hopeful: 
surely the Supreme Court justices will take 
notice of this chaos and stop this madness 

once and for all. States rights have reigned 
supreme in death penalty cases until now, but 
the states have showed again and again that 
they cannot be trusted to carry out execu-
tions without major mishaps. I allow myself 
to fantasize that tonight is the night that the 
death penalty will end.

At 11:00 p.m. we get the dreaded news: 
the execution will go forward. The wailing 
commences again, and I feel it pierce the 
heart of God. We learn that they have come 
to get Marcus and he has gone to the gurney 
with a song and Psalm 91 on his lips.  

Twenty of us who love Marcus sit in 
silence at New Hope House, grasping tightly 
the hands of those next to us. My mother is 
on my left side, and Ed Loring is on my right, 
and I derive strength from this family, bio-
logical and not. The agony of this moment is 
indescribable. I silently pray that Marcus will 
experience a quick and painless death.  

We wait for a phone call that Marcus 
is dead, but it never comes. Eventually we 
sense that the execution is complete, and 
we break our chain of hand in hand to hug 
and comfort one another. We talk of Marcus 
finally being free, and find some relief in the 
idea that Marcus’ pain and suffering are over. 

Somewhere in the night a prison guard 
who had come to know Marcus beyond his 
crimes is recovering from passing out when 
he was witnessing the execution. Somewhere 
in the night those men in suits I had seen at 
the prison, many of whom are no doubt pro-
fessing Christians, have bellies full of party 
food, and are congratulating themselves on a 
job well done.  

But my belly is empty and my heart is 
broken. I cannot do this work anymore. It is 
too hard. It is too painful. Marcus is dead. I 
am done.

Time of death: 11:56 p.m.

June 18, 2014
The morning light comes through the 

window of my room at New Hope House. 
I can’t get out of bed. My body is too heavy 
with pain, with death. My head is throbbing 
from not eating or sleeping for many days.

Ed Loring and Murphy Davis are stay-
ing in the next room, and I finally get out of 
bed with hopes of seeing them. I ask Murphy 
how she does this again and again — how 
can she accompany so many prisoners and 
their families to their executions, and then 
come back for the next one. She replies, 
“You’d do it all over again if you had to. And 
you will be asked to do it again, and you will 
go, because that’s where God calls you to 
be.”  

I know she’s right. There’s no turning 
back for me.

Resurrection begins.

Notes from the Revolution 
The Life, Death and Resurrection of Marcus Wellons

Marcus Wellons 
by Hannah White
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Compiled by 
Calvin Kimbrough and Murphy Davis

In, Out 
& Around 910

Vigil for Life 
at the Death of Marcus Wellons
On June 17 during the execution of Marcus Wellons, the Open Door 

Community hosted a vigil at the Georgia State Capitol to call for 
the abolition of the death penalty. Right from top to 

bottom: We gathered across the street from the Capitol 
at Central Presbyterian Church. Terry Kennedy and 

John McRae read Psalm 146. Nelia Kimbrough led 
us in reciting and remembering the names of the 53 

men executed in Georgia since the reinstatement of the 
death penalty in 1976. Emma Stitt shared Marcus’ 

story with those gathered as the traffic streamed by on 
Washington Street. Gary Charles, pastor of Central 

Presbyterian, offered a prayer at the close of the vigil. 
After the vigil many of us returned to the Open Door 

for a time of prayer and receiving the Eucharist. Mary 
Catherine Johnson had been visiting with Marcus and 

his family for several weeks before the execution. 
Murphy Davis and Eduard Loring joined the visitation 
on Monday and Tuesday. They were all with Marcus’ 

family at New Hope House during the time of the 
execution. (Please see Eduard’s article on page 1 and 

Mary Catherine’s article on page 5 of this issue.)

Photographs by Calvin Kimbrough



A Marriage
In May, Murphy Davis 
and Eduard Loring were 
able to travel to Camano 
Island, Washington where 
they performed a marriage 
ceremony for Dr. Amy 
Langston (left) and her 
partner Beverlee Silva. 
It was a great celebration 
with family and friends 
and we rejoice that 
the marriage is legally 
recognized by the State of 
Washington. Dr. Langston 
has been Murphy’s 

hematologist in the Emory Bone Marrow Transplant Unit for 10 years and has 
saved her life on numerous occasions — most notably in 2005 when Murphy 
was stricken with fungal pneumonia and given up for dead. Beverlee is an 
attorney with Alston and Bird in Atlanta.
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100 Years!
In July, Eduard Loring and Murphy Davis attended a 100th Birthday celebration for 

Mrs. Beatrice Jenkins Berry. Mrs. Berry is a longtime member of Butler Street CME 
Church and has been a friend and volunteer with the Open Door Community for more 
than 25 years. She is pictured in the center between her two younger sisters who are 93 

and 98, and some of the other family and friends who joined in the celebration.

Class at 910
Rev. Dr. Andre Johnson brought a class from Memphis 

Theological Seminary to be with us for a week in May. The title of 
their class was “Poverty, Imprisonment and Resistance in Atlanta: 

The Open Door Community.” He also preached an inspirational 
and rousing sermon at our worship on Sunday, May 29. Right: 

With Dr. Johnson (center in back) outside the front door at 910 are 
the members of his class: DeBora Catron, Susan Yates, Janice 

Brooks and Reginald Eddins. It was a joy to have them with us!

Starvin’ for Justice
The Open Door Community had a fine group of folks 
to represent us at the 21st Annual Starvin’ for Justice Fast 
and Vigil to Abolish the Death Penalty at the Supreme 
Court in Washington June 29 (Furman v. Georgia, 1972) 
- July 2 (Gregg v. Georgia, 1976). These dates recall the 
Supreme Court decisions which halted and then allowed 
resumption of the death penalty. The group included 

Novices Mary Catherine Johnson, Terry Kennedy and Emma Stitt; Resident David Christian; weekly volunteer Ed Galloway; former Resident Volunteers Zac Crow and 
Nathan Dorris; and longtime friends Katie Aikins and Heather Bargeron (also a former RV) who now live in Philadelphia where Katie is the pastor at Tabernacle United Church. 
Above: Heather, Bill Babbitt (Murder Victims’ Families for Human Rights), Ed, David, Nathan, Mary Catherine, Katie, Zac and Terry in front of the Court, holding one of the Vigil’s 
banners. Top right: Terry hosts the petitions table in the hot sunlight.

Murphy Davis

Calvin Kimbrough

Nathan Dorris
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Thy Beloved Community  continued from page 3

July 14, 2014
I join Marcus’ daughter and her family 

in a lovely park just outside the Atlanta city 
limits. We have come together to celebrate 
what would have been Marcus’ 59th birthday. 
We release some white balloons into the 
sky, proclaiming our love for Marcus, and 
thanking God for his life. I am struck by how 
beautiful the white balloons look against the 
blue sky, and I feel the presence of God.

Suddenly my spirit feels as light as the 
balloons. I have experienced the unspeakable 
loss and horror of capital punishment, but 
through God’s grace I find beauty again.  

July 17, 2014
One month has passed since the execu-

tion. I am back at my desk where I received 
the news about Marcus’ death warrant. I see 
an email in my inbox proclaiming “breaking 

news” about the death penalty:  

Federal judge rules California death 
penalty unconstitutional 

That last word is like a beacon of light: 
unconstitutional. That’s the word we need 
to end capital punishment once and for all, 
and it’s inching ever closer to the people 
who have that power: the Justices of the U.S. 
Supreme Court.  

The words of California Judge Cormac 
J. Carney’s opinion dance off my computer 
screen. He details how decades-long delays 
and uncertainty about whether condemned 
prisoners will ever be executed in California 
violate the constitution’s ban on cruel or 
unusual punishment.   

“To be executed in such a system, 
where so many are sentenced to death but 

Julie Lonneman

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.

Notes from the Revolution: The Life, Death and Resurrection of Marcus Wellons  continued from page 5

The Execution 
of Capital Punishment

Harold McCallister is a prisoner in Georgia and a longtime friend of the 
Open Door. His writings and drawings appear regularly in Hospitality.

The last legal execution in America 
occurred on December 25, 2015 
at exactly 12:01 A.M. Every major 
news network was on the scene 
covering the story like flies on a 
piece of rotting carcass. TV ratings  
were expected to be at a record 
high since the aftermath of 9/11. 
Radio talk shows were alive all  
over the airwaves with conversations 
and debates. Social media was  
buzzing with excitement. This final 
execution was a big event. 
The last one now being put to death  
had indeed been the most notorious 
serial killer to have ever lived. 
No one really knew how many 
people had fallen victim at his 
cold hands. He had murdered 
hundreds, perhaps even thousands 
in the name of law, order and 
religion long before records were 
kept, all while hiding behind a 
badge. His victims were young 
and old, women, men and numerous 
children, for his hatred toward 
humanity did not discriminate 
and knew no limits. But now it 
was his time to taste the very  
poison he had forced down the 
throats of others, and to experience 
the pain he had callously inflicted 
on so many. The whole world 
watched and rejoiced (at 
least those who were left) as 
justice finally caught up with  
the one who had denied it to all.

— Harold McCallister

the International Bonhoeffer Society (I used 
to be a member, so I know of what I speak). 
Some churches even hire staff to serve the 
poor and oppressed. By having “specialized 
ministries” the “real” ministers and church 
members do not need to worry about prison 
visits or listen to the mentally ill scream as 
though they are Legion before the pigs threw 
themselves into the sea.

But Jesus makes no exceptions. To 
be a follower of Jesus is to do the Works of 
Mercy. As Professor Shirley Guthrie taught 
us at Columbia Seminary in the mid-1960s, 
“Either practice Matthew 25 or go to hell.” 
Simple isn’t it? No exceptions.

The second scripture chiseled into our 
hearts of stony flesh and tested by the fires of 
life together in the streets and in the prisons; 
is Isaiah 58:1-12. Like John the Baptist and 
Jesus before us, this old, sometimes naked 
(Isaiah 20) poet and prophet is one of my 
most cherished of the cross-bearing disciples. 
The first verse is my favorite verse in the 
whole Bible: “The Lord says, ‘Shout as loud 
as you can! Tell my people of Georgia about 
their sins!’” I struggle to obey even though I 
have never known a life of quiet! As a child 
my parents would pay me a penny per mile 
to be quiet on a trip. I never made a penny. 
Later, Jesus came into my life and asked me 

to “shout as loud as you can.”  I said to Jesus, 
“Here I am Lord; send me!”  And I’ve been 
shouting ever since.

Additionally, the particular verses of 
Isaiah 58 that shape our art and practice of 
prayer and prophetic witness at the Open 
Door are “The kind of fasting (i.e., life) I want 
is this: remove the chains of oppression and 
the yoke of injustice, and let the oppressed 
go free” (6) and “Share your food with the 
hungry and open your homes to the homeless 
poor. Give clothes to those who have nothing 
to wear, and do not refuse to help your own 
relatives” (7). These verses comprise Biblical 
living. Peter Maurin, founder of the Catholic 
Worker Movement with Dorothy Day, taught 
us to do these Works of Mercy at personal 
cost and sacrifice, and the woes of the world 
will be healed. When combined with the di-
rections of Matthew 25:31-46, these Isaiah 58 
verses are a lamp unto our feet for the living 
of these days in engagement with the world, 
for the sake of the world.

Now that you know the foundational 
scriptural rocks on which our home is built, 
next I will give you a tour of our home 
through our comings and goings.  W

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

only a random few are actually executed, 
would offend the most fundamental of con-
stitutional protections — that the government 
shall not be permitted to arbitrarily inflict 
the ultimate punishment of death,” Carney 
writes.

As I read Judge Carney’s opinion, my 
spirit is as light as Marcus’ birthday balloons. 
I cannot change the fact that Marcus fell 
victim to arbitrary cruel and unusual punish-
ment.  But I can sure as hell convert my sad-

ness and anger into action that supports Judge 
Carney’s brave opinion. I feel myself come 
alive again as the real prospect of abolition 
settles in. 

Resurrection continues.  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.

Dear Ed, 
Here’s a photo I took that I am calling 

“The Way of the Cross on the Streets.” A guest 
came into Manna House yesterday wearing the 
shoes in the photo. Today I photographed those 
shoes under the cross of the church of San 
Damiano, who spoke to St. Francis and told 
him to rebuild the church.
  Love, 
   Pete

Peter Gathje is a professor and assistant dean 
at Memphis Theological Seminary; a founder 
of Manna House, a place of hospitality in 
Memphis; and a longtime friend of the Open 
Door.
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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

faint screams of lynched Black women and castrated Black 
men leak through the mortar between the cement blocks. The 
shark-eaten slaves of the Middle Passage and the Jews of 
Shoah cry out, “Remember me.  Remember me.” On the hot 
asphalt we walk, eyed by guards seen and unseen, to our cars. 
We, like God, are silent. We go to our House of Hospitality.

We have been sitting around with buckets full of grief in our 
midst. Suddenly a tease, a joke, a memory intercedes. Even 
before the poison works its way into Marcus’ veins his resur-
rection has begun. The state will do all it can do. The state 
can kill. No more. We came together. Are together. Will be 
together. The state cannot touch the inner life, the heart, the 
soul, the love. You can kill a disciple, but not discipleship. You 
can kill one who loves, but love lives.
 
John Milton wrote, “They also serve who only stand and 
wait.” Two families became one. By blood: history, suffering, 
Black and white. By faith: visitation, advocacy, suffering, 
the family of faith and justice, Gentile and Jew. All together 
bound by the fear of Marcus’ execution. Bound by struggle 
and suffering. Bound by love and hope and the mystic cords 
of memory.

We shall overcome someday.

[Oh, God forgive us. Another Black man in white America 
ground to dust. The Black family returns to the shrunken 
Southern hamlet of hell where the Republicans made certain 
that no Medicaid expansion will exist. The poor are worthless 
to their platform. Another death penalty for 10 per day while 
rich whites sit and drink Mint Juleps at their Tea Party.]

Marcus had an excellent legal team, led by Beth, who is 
heart-centered and brain-bright. Her investigator is one who 
lives in our circle though she resides in colder climes. One 
lost captive calls her “Jew Girl” as the shame and fracture of 
racist America oozes into the caged arena as well as out into 
the public pig pens.

At midnight the elder brother, Charles (no prodigal reference 
here), a leader in the Democratic Party in Miami, lifted his 
wearied wooly head and in baritone proclaimed, “It is fin-
ished. Marcus is free. No more bars, no more insults, no more 
shakedowns with his Bible in the toilet and his pictures torn 
in two.”  [And I thought:  no more fingers up his anus before 
and after seeing those who loved him enough to visit — to 
give him their time and receive his time.  (O, Time, O, Time, 
the most precious commodity in America and Christianity’s 
death. To visit — a gospel mandate ignored by most so-called 
Christians. Ah, but ye of little faith. Read Matthew 23 where 
the undomesticated Jesus tells the truth he learned from John 
the Baptist. Example:  “Woe to you, big steeple preachers 
and prosperity gospel heretics. For you lock people out of the 
Kingdom of Heaven and prison visitation. For you do not go 
in yourselves, and when others are going in you stop them.”)]
 
“No more. No more.”  Charles re-bowed his head.

She, the matriarchal (and daughter of her 102-year-old 
mother, an NAACP activist), wife of Curtis Jones who loves 
her with fire and wind, grandmother, Black Gospel Baptist. 
This 80-year-old. This Black Woman with all the power 
Toni Morrison can imagine. The finest the Old South could 
give from the cabins and shanties. She, a Faulknerian Dilsey 
— (the hope, their hope, our hope) — Mrs. Elois Wellons 
Jones — mother of the dead, state-murdered, Pardons and 
Paroles-executed, “My boy Marcus” — raised her head as 
Charles’ silence beckoned her forward. Lifting her face to the 
light, bright eyes and a broken heart beating across her coun-
tenance, the sting of cotton-picking upon her cheeks, the scars 

of abuse upon her neck, strong in voice she keened, “No more 
tears. No more crying. Marcus does not want tears. We love 
him. Marcus wants….”

But

tears splattered cheeks and fell to the living room floor of our 
House of Hospitality amid groans and moans as the children, 
playing and dancing, suddenly in curious silence stopped, 
then to Mama’s arms they ran. Outside the rural darkness held 
us gently in her arms — pitch-black, like our African ances-
tors before white rape and Capitalistic breeding. (Of course, 
within both history and myth there are stories of love and 
marriage and struggle and family in the passion and commit-
ment of Black men/white women and white women/Black 
men. But reparations for rape and breeding must be made.) 
(I, in my little white male privileged life, feel: my ancestors on 
the slave ships of the Middle Passage and Ybo’s Landing ris-
ing from the turbulent sea, coming down the gravel road with 
the free gifts of courage and anger, their bodies scarred, their 
white bones shimmering after shark tearing. Oh, Marcus, Oh, 
Marcus my Black brother, your blood is on my hands. You live 
in us and our fight for justice.)

Then

the practice of resurrection proceeded between the poles of 
lament and glory. We shared Marcus stories. Murphy reiter-
ated the oft-told roots of our friendship. Marcus lived near the 
Open Door Community a few years before his awful crime. 
He came to volunteer with us. He fed the hungry. He shared 
the Eucharist with the Open Door Community. He travelled 
with Murphy and Hannah to join the community on a retreat. 
We loved each other well. Many a story was remembered. We 
laughed; we cried. We are thankful for Marcus’ life and our 
various relationships. We are pissed but not hardened by his 
state premeditated murder. The purpose of death as punish-
ment is revenge and, unfortunately for those who favor death, 
revenge belongs to The Holy One. As we reknit our garments 
of destiny Marcus went flying by over our heads. In a flash he 
was welcomed by India, his victim, and the Angels shouted 
for glory and the Tree of Life blossomed as John on Patmos 
said, “I told you so.”

Soon

in a few days many of us will be heading south of the execu-
tion chamber which is already too far south. We will be in a 
place (Home for the family) not far from where Confederate 
President Jefferson Davis was captured during his craven 
flight after the humiliating defeat of the slaveocracy. But we 
are going to Marcus’ “Home Going” in a Black Church full of 
the faith of Black Gospel. A faith-filled funeral for healing of 
the nations and the earth.  W

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

Harold McCallister and Mary Catherine Johnson 
smile for the camera during a visit at a Georgia 

prison. Come join Mary Catherine and the Open Door 
Community in the call to visit the prisoner. 

Georgia DOC

Mia Nussbaum
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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 Breakfast (8:45-
11:00 a.m. and Wednesday Showers and 
Sandwiches (8:45 a.m.-12:45 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.

Vincent Gordon Harding  continued from page 1

challenge, not the comfortable dreamer we love to celebrate.” 
(ODC, 2012. For more of Harding’s analysis of King, see his 
Martin Luther King: The Inconvenient Hero (1996).)

The Black Freedom Movement lived on in the person of 
Vincent Harding after Dr. King’s death. He taught, he wrote, 
he documented the struggle, and he urged us to continue in 
the movement; at the same time, he offered a friendship that 
deepened the faith of many of us in the coming of the Beloved 
Community. 

Vincent was the founding director of the Martin Luther 
King Memorial Center and the Institute of the Black World 
in Atlanta. He taught at Spelman College, Temple University, 
and the University of Pennsylvania, and he was Professor 
Emeritus at Illiff School of Theology at the University of 
Denver where he was Professor of Religion and Social Trans-
formation from 1981 to 2004. But Vincent never needed a 
classroom to teach. He taught and encouraged everywhere he 
went — as much in the streets as in the academy. With Rose-
marie, he created the “Veterans of Hope” project to document 
the lives of many freedom fighters and provide resources for 
the pro-democracy movement. He wrote There is a River, 
Hope and History and many other books and articles to help 
us on our way in the movement. 

In 2004, his beloved partner Rosemarie died. Shortly 
after her death, Vincent visited me with our friend the late Dr. 
Ndugu T’Ofori-Atta. I was very ill with lymphoma and in bed 
after one of my treatments that was to lead to a bone marrow 
transplant. Vincent and T’Ofori-Atta sat by my bed as we 

talked, sang and cried together. It was a precious moment that 
I will treasure forever.

And then there was Aljosie Aldrich! In 2011, when Vin-
cent was coming to dinner with us he said casually, “Oh, and 
I would like to bring a friend.” That night we met this beloved 
sister and we were privileged witnesses as they fell in love, 
worked together and then married in December 2013. This 
new partnership, while all too short, was a beautiful blessing 
for Vincent and all of us who knew and loved them in his last 
years.

On July 25, Vincent Gordon Harding would have 
celebrated his 83rd birthday. Instead, he was remembered 
and celebrated in services in Denver in July and at the MLK 
Chapel at Morehouse College on August 22, after which the 
Open Door Community was honored to host a reception. 

We remember with love Vincent’s beloved family, 
Rachel and Jonathan Harding of Denver and Aljosie Aldrich 
Harding of Atlanta. Vincent has become a part of our Great 
Cloud of Witnesses. 

It is upon our shoulders now to honor the great legacy 
of Vincent Gordon Harding by keeping the vision of the 
Beloved Community alive and struggling always to bring it 
about: in the streets, in the academy, in church basements and 
around every table where the faithful gather to discern the 
way forward.  W   

Murphy Davis is a Partner at the Open Door Community.

For more on Vincent Harding, see obituaries in The New York Times, Washington Post, Los Angeles Times, and interviews 
and articles at www.democracynow.org, National Public Radio, the King Papers Project at Stanford University: http://mlk-
kpp01.stanford.edu/index.php/encyclopedia/encyclopedia/enc_harding_vincent_gordon, and many other sources.

save 
the 
date:
Saturday, October 11
Robin & Linda Williams
with Caroline Herring
a benefit concert in Atlanta for the Open Door Community
Donations at the door. Contribute what you can. Be as generous as you can.
for details check: www.opendoorcommunity.org
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Wheat by Daniel Nichols

Hi Ed and Murphy,
We are sending our usual summer contribution. We do 

so gratefully and joyfully. But we are also enclosing an ad-
ditional donation this time. We’d like that amount to be used 
to help defray the costs of the Open Door’s loving support 
of Marcus Wellons and his family before and after Marcus’ 
premeditated murder by the state. Thank you for all your acts 
of mercy and for your resolve to live the prophetic gospel of 
Jesus. We love you dearly and also love the Open Door Com-
munity!

Ron and Margo Santoni
Granville, Ohio

Ron and Margo are non-residential Partners at the Open 
Door. Ron, Professor Emeritus at Denison University, was 
recently honored at the prestigious 2014 national conference, 
Diverse Lineages of Existentialism, for his extensive scholar-
ship on the philosophy of Jean-Paul Sartre.  Way to go Ron!

Dear Ed and Murphy and everyone at the Open Door,
Even as my body tends to get more clumsy these days, 

I’m finding more meaning and delight in reflecting upon all 
the articles, poetry, photos and inspiration from you. Thank 
you for the issues of Hospitality you’ve sent. I’m hoping to 
receive the next series of articles you, Ed, preached at a wor-
ship service at Central State Prison in Macon. “Thy Beloved 
Community Come in Prison…” has moved me greatly, 
encouraging me to take more risks in resistance.

I’m so grateful for the contact I’ve had with you in 
the past. I miss being with Dave Buer at the Community in 
Tucson and learning from him how valuable it’s been for him 
during Holy Weeks spent with you.

You sure are a Blessed Community, shining the light of 
Jesus upon God’s little ones.  

In solidarity and prayer,
Jerry Zawada, OFM
Queen of Peace Friary
Burlington, Wisconsin

I leave with a lilt in my walk and a heart full of gratitude 
for my learning time at the Open Door. Everything was super 
— from the prison visit with the warm welcome the prisoners 
gave us (and a chance to see Eduard in his John the Baptist 
mode) to the morning learning with Catherine Meeks and the 
provocative Harrington movie to the luxurious suite in which 
I was so comfortable.

Most of all, though, I appreciated the community that is 
the Open Door — integrated racially and intergenerationally, 
wise in its gentle structure, warm in its welcome to all, bal-
anced between work and study and leisure, intentional in its 
feeding of both body and soul, and, like Dorothy [Day], “not 
embarrassed to talk about God.” I learned and lived SO much 
while I was here. I will always treasure my time with you and 
hope I am able to repeat it next year. As I told Ed when he 
invited me, “Be careful what you ask for.” God willing, you 
may very well see me on your doorstep again next February 
after my War Resisters League stint in NYC. 

Thank you, thank you, thank you!!  
 Love, Ro
  Rosalie Riegle 

Evanston, Illinois  

Dear Ed,
     I appreciated your “Wednesday Report” in Hospitality. 
Reading your publication among others has helped me further 
understand my feelings of solidarity with the poor and home-
less.

Most of my relatives have passed away during my 
imprisonment. Most recently, my beloved Dad. I was raised 
middle class, never went hungry, always had good clothing, 
and never slept outside except on camping trips. But I never 
knew or felt any solidarity with anything concerning the less 
fortunate. Why none of my relations gave me any understand-
ing about poverty and homelessness is something I want to 
ask them, but cannot now. With no understanding themselves, 
their own apathy kept them from getting involved, or allow-
ing me to, either.

Coming into one of America’s dungeons and experiencing 
the lack of material possessions and the terrible loneliness and 
despair that grind on the soul germinated the unity I feel with those 
who are America’s outcasts. As my understanding deepens, my 
solidarity will deepen also. Thank you for your help.

Sincerely,
Dan 
Georgia Prisoner

Hey, Nathan, 
I don’t believe we’ve met but I borrowed many of your 

words from your recent article in Hospitality [March 2014] 
for my Easter sermon, the heart of it, really, and wanted both 
to acknowledge that and thank you for sharing your incisive 
and, in my view, faithful, perspective. I’ve attached my ser-
mon in case you want to read it.

Happy (Ridiculous) Easter Season!
   The Rev. Jill Oglesby Evans, Pastor

Emory Presbyterian Church
Atlanta, Georgia

Thanks, Ed, for your indefatigable teaching, writing and 
preaching the good news, even though many of your readers 
and auditors have to wince, squirm and whisper, “Ouch” as 
you proceed.

Unlike Jesus, who used the “story form” parable for his 
main tool of teaching, you and Murphy get “in the ring” and 
slug it out, punch after punch with thinly-padded gloves! And 
yet, where Jesus’ setting was the open spaces of Galilee and 
Judea (except Jerusalem), you and Murphy have to do your 
prophetic ministry in Babylon-Nineveh-Atlanta!

Who am I to criticize your prophetic tools/weapons?
Thanks for the latest issue of Hospitality, which came 

today, for my “lectio divina.”
Father Tom Francis
Monastery of the Holy Spirit
Conyers, Georgia

Open Door Community,
Please remove my name from your mailing list and donor 

list. Your strident stance on issues other than the homeless 
makes you an organization I do not want to be associated with.

Regards,
Howard Stacy
Atlanta, Georgia

Greetings to all at the Open Door,
With prayers for good health and many rejoicings over 

progress and support for our friends in the street, in the shel-
ters, in the prisons and working to support all fighting the 
dirty rotten system. Give it the Light to see its conscience!

Blessings in Christ,
Chris Berg
Flat Rock, North Carolina

Dear friends at the Open Door,
We are so thankful to have met you all! We are continu-

ally reminded of your bold witness and persistence as we read 
your updates and newsletters, and think back to the inspiration 
you passed on to us when we visited last spring. Your work 
in creating the Beloved Community is such an authentic and 
grounded expression, and we are deeply drawn to it.

We have done a lot of listening and discerning over 
what is next for us during this summer season. As the trees 
change color, we are reminded that we too change from sea-
son to season. This season continues to be a time of personal 
healing for us since Lizz’s cancer (often in the garden), and 
also a time of personal development as we grow and practice 
our work in trauma healing and health care.

We hope to make regular visits to the Open Door to 
maintain connection. We plan to make another visit this 
November-December, and look so forward to seeing all your 
shining faces then!

Thank you again for your relentless witness, and for 
so openly sharing your vision of the Kingdom with us. Your 
invitation to a seat at the table is so generous, and we hope to 
enter through your open door many more times in the future. 

Gracias por su hospitalidad! Let’s stay in touch!
Peace and Power, 

Lizz Schallert and Dave Pritchett
   Portland, Oregon

My Dear Friend Eduard,
May I dare speculate on your comment “… Why 

do [some] white folk hate [do not love] Black.” [“Dis-
cernment for the Long Haul,” Hospitality, February 
2014]

Personally, I think pride, ignorance, fear, distrust, 
insecurity, and a distorted self-image, among other 
issues, play a role in the perpetuation of this damnable 
doctrine of racism. Notwithstanding, many Blacks of 
which I am one encourage this unhealthy stance by 
our inappropriate response to racism by acting like a 
racist ourselves. Nonetheless, these are weak and shal-
low excuses for a much bigger problem. The “real” 
reason is not as obvious.

But I’m not “white.” Ask those who think they 
are. Do a survey. See how many of them would say 
that they’d rather have been born some color other 
than white. Not very many I’m sure. Why? Because 
racist white people perceive advantages — social, 
economic, legal, political and educational — in this 
white male-dominated world we all live in. Addition-
ally, I think they believe on a sub-conscious level 
that being of the Black race is a disadvantage in our 
society.  Maybe even a curse.

Misery loves company. Racial hatred is mostly 
about the ones choosing to do the hating. People who 
despise others because they are of a different race are 
really miserable with themselves. They want others 
to join their evil and misguided ranks to mock God’s 
Holy creation by hating those made in his image.

As a person of color who happens to have been 
born of African descent, of which I am humbly proud 
and grateful, I have chosen to love and not hate oth-
ers, even if I am hated by them. I am a dreamer as Dr. 
King Jr. was and died believing. Anyone can change 
by the power of sincere love, which is far stronger 
than hate, for it is from God, who is Love.

So let those who have chosen to hate others 
because of their skin color continue to hate. And let 
those who are choosing each day to love and forgive 
as Christ continue still. The winner of this race war 
has already been declared from the beginning of time 
throughout all eternity.

Peace,
(a friend) 
Georgia prisoner
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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. 

Breakfast: Tuesday, 9-10 a.m.
Showers and Sandwiches: Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Women’s Showers: Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Men’s Showers: Wednesday, 10 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 
qwomen’s shorts 12-24 
qcotton footies
qsweat pants 1x-3x
qwork shirts
qhoodies
qjackets 
qbelts 34” & up
qmen’s underwear M-L
qwomen’s underwear
qreading glasses
qwalking shoes 
   especially sizes 11-15
qbaseball caps

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 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
qturkeys/chickens
qhams
qsandwiches:
    meat with cheese
    on whole wheat
    bread

July-August 2014

Special Needs
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)
qpostage stamps
qa stationary                                                                                          
   exercise bicycle 
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)

We meet for clarification 
on Thursdays 11 a.m. - 2 p.m..

August   3  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Hiroshima and Nagasaki Remembrance
    Dick Rustay  preaching
 

August 10  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Agape Meal
August 17  No  Worship at 910
    Terry Kennedy  preaching
    First Iconium Baptist Church  10:45 a.m.
August 25  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
August 25  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    the Singing Labor Movement
    Calvin Kimbrough leading

Do you have a garden? Can you share some fresh produce for the Open Door Welcome Table? Thank you!

September    7  4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
September 14 4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
September 21 4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
September 28 4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service

we need 
backpacks

Julie Lonneman


