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A Time to Stay and a Time to Leave 
An Open Letter to The United Methodist Church

By Autumn Dennis

“For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter 
under heaven: a time to be born, and a time to die; a time to 
plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted; a time to kill, 
and a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build 
up; a time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, 
and a time to dance; a time to throw away stones, and a time 
to gather stones together; a time to embrace, and a time to 
refrain from embracing; a time to seek, and a time to lose; 
a time to keep, and a time to throw away; a time to tear, and 
a time to sew; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak; a 
time to love, and a time to hate; a time for war, and a time for 
peace.”

With all due respect to Ecclesiastes 3, I feel there is one 
line missing that I would like to add: “There is a time to stay, 
and a time to leave.” I was not raised in The United Methodist 
Church (UMC), or in any church for that matter. My interest 
in the Divine emerged at the same time I was realizing I was 
gay, at the ripe age of twelve. My first experience with church 
was at a Baptist megachurch in Tennessee, where I have vivid 
memories of crying in the pews as I was told I was going 
to hell. The next few years were marked with me trying to 
pretend I wasn’t interested in God, because clearly this God 
hated people like me! These feelings drove me into an intense 
depression with strong suicidal thoughts. I admit that when 
I came to a United Methodist church at sixteen, it was only 
because the girl I had a crush on invited me. However, the 
reason I stayed was because this particular church contained 
the first Christians I had ever met who didn’t immediately 
tell me I was going to hell. Instead, I found a safe space in 
their youth group where I was free to be who I was and to ask 
questions about God. Through my involvement in this church, 
I got a full scholarship to a great Methodist college.

As I was welcomed into the Methodist church, my 
campus ministry and local Tennessee Conference connection 
fostered my gifts and my budding call to ministry with people 
who are homeless and in prison. However, I wouldn’t allow 
myself to consider a call to ordination, even though I felt one 
— I knew what the church said about people like me, so why 
even try? Whenever I had pastor friends affirming my gifts, 
graces, and fruits for ministry, I heard the institutional church 
say, “You are incompatible with Christian teaching” (Para-
graph 161F). When my campus minister suggested I consider 
ordination as a deacon, I heard the institutional church say, 
“You will not be accepted as minister” (Paragraph 304.3). 
However, God’s calling soon overwhelmed the dirge of con-
demnation from the institutional church: “Yes, I am already 
ordaining you, you are not incompatible with me, and I will 
accept you as a minister.” When the Church reduced me to a 
faceless “homosexual,” I knew God saw me as more.

I decided to enroll in the candidacy process. I began 
skating through the requirements set by my Tennessee 
Conference, believing that being ordained through the UMC 
could give me a greater voice for change in the church. I was 
proud to be a representative of the UMC. I felt that I was 
giving my church an opportunity to recognize what God 
was already doing in my life, ordaining me as a minister to 
the margins. However, over time, the pressure I felt from 
the UMC to hide who I was grew and grew. I began to be 
paranoid about who was a “safe” Methodist and who was an 
“unsafe” Methodist. I watched many of the Methodists that 
had first welcomed me into the church fight to uphold the 
same discriminatory passages of the Book of Discipline that 
were ruining my life. I watched the cases of Amy DeLong, 
Mary Ann Barclay and Frank Schaefer, wondering, “Who 
will rat me out?” Living a half life, I was stressed over 
whether or not the Conference physicians and psychologists 
would ask me about my sexuality, worried about whether I 
was dressing “feminine enough” when I visited the Confer-
ence offices, and wondered if my voice was high-pitched 
enough when I visited the head of the Board of Ordained 
Ministry. Pretty soon, I couldn’t focus on my call from God 
at all anymore; instead, I felt like I was in a perpetual den of 
Methodist lions.

The stress of this paranoia coupled with the indescrib-
able pain of recent events in the life of the church became too 
much for me to handle: seeing the inflammatory language 
against me from the Book of Discipline in my candidacy 
guidebooks, witnessing General Conference refuse to even 
“agree to disagree,” observing the Council of Bishops con-

by Murphy Davis

It was not so long ago that, in most circles, accusing 
the United States of America or any state government in the 
U.S. of torture would have been extremely controversial. The 
thought that “we” would participate in torturing American 
prisoners or prisoners of war, much less suspects without 
charges, would have caused horror and denial. If such alle-
gations seemed credible, great shock would be expressed 
along with frenetic energy to punish any “bad apples” who 
might be guilty of such a horrible crime. Even in late 2003 
and 2004, when the truth came out about the torture and 
humiliation of Iraqi citizens at the hands of American soldiers 
in the infamous Abu Ghraib prison, there was widespread 
condemnation. The military command worked to appear 
genuinely shocked and embarrassed as the United States was 
almost universally condemned by human rights agencies 
and governments around the world. The Bush administra-
tion endlessly repeated its mantra that we had “liberated” the 
Iraqi people from the cruelty of Saddam Hussein; but the 
Abu Ghraib prison continued under the U.S. military to be a 
house of horrors. Sexual crimes, humiliation and degradation, 
holding prisoners in intense heat without adequate water or 
access to water for bathing … the list went on and on. As late 
as 2006, President George W. Bush insisted that the United 
States “doesn’t torture, and isn’t going to torture.”

But despite Mr. Bush’s protestations, it had already 
become clear that we were regularly torturing suspects at 
Guantanamo and an unknown number of secret prisons. The 
question was asked again and again: “How could we allow 
such utter disregard for human rights and dignity?” Even 
more of a shock was the clarity that emerged that such disre-
gard had become a pattern and even a legally endorsed policy 
of the United States government for “enemy combatants.” It 
was the beginning of the general realization that the CIA and 
U.S. military had been cooperating in “extraordinary rendi-
tions” (kidnappings) of suspects including American citizens, 
the “disappearance” of suspects to secret prisons all over the 
world, and the practice of turning some of these suspects over 
to mercenaries and/or countries known to use torture. The 
U.S. military and CIA received legal memos from the Bush 
administration to allow “enhanced interrogations” without 
concern for the limits set by American or international law or 
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What has become of us? Is there 
anything left within us reflecting 
the holiness of the human creation? 

Calvin Kimbrough
Autumn Dennis
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By Catherine Meeks

In 1969, as I sat with a group of Afri-
can-American ministers and white Pepper-
dine University administrators talking about 
race relations, I had no idea that I would be 
sitting with groups of African Americans and 
whites in 2014 still having the same kind of 
conversation about race. There was no way 
to know that it was going to take so much 
longer than I thought to see the Beloved 
Community materialize.

As a young student leader I had taken it 
upon myself to call this meeting of ministers 
and interested folks from Pepperdine Univer-
sity to talk about the response to the murder 

of a sixteen-year-old African-American male 
by the Pepperdine security guard. Believe it 
or not, there was only one campus security 
guard, and he was almost 70 years old at 
the time that he killed the neighborhood 
youngster. 

The murder victim, Larry Kimmons, 
was on campus with a group of other 
youngsters who came on a regular basis to 
play basketball. He knew the security guard 
quite well and the guard knew Larry and his 
mother, who had come to campus to verify 
that it was alright for the boys to play basket-
ball there. She had been assured that it was 
alright, and they had been there many times 
before. 

On the night of the shooting, the secu-
rity guard decided to run the youngsters out 
of the gym. It is reported that Larry tried to 
reason with him and make him remember 
that his mother had previously come to talk 

to him. He was answered by a blast from the 
guard’s shotgun and died a short while later. 
Most of us could not believe that this inno-
cent child had been murdered on the campus 
where we were students. 

But fear was in charge that night, as it 
continues  to be when it comes to African-
American boys and men. All of the young-
sters involved were African-American; the 
security guard was white. The neighborhood 
had changed a lot following the Watts Revolt 
and other resistance efforts of African Ameri-
cans working to liberate themselves. Con-
sidering the changes in the community and 
the overall atmosphere of fear, the university 
should have known better than to have one 

elderly white man armed with a shotgun as 
the only campus security guard.

Following Larry’s death, the University 
did everything that it could to avoid taking 
any responsibility for the situation. It took 
organized student protests and multiple days 
of meetings to get the administration to agree 
to pay for Larry’s funeral, which his mother 
could not afford. Many months later a schol-
arship fund was established in his name. The 
security guard was fined $500 and asked to 
retire. We were never able to understand why 
he was fined.

The meeting with the ministers that 
I organized was intended to explore ways 
in which the university and the community 
could build bridges. Needless to say, little 
progress was made. The blindness of the 
whites in the room and the fear and anger of 
the African Americans created too wide of a 
border to cross. 

Forty-five years later, we are still work-
ing to cross the borders of white blindness to 
privilege and its power, and Black fear and 

resignation to the unlikelihood of real change 
in race relations. Of course some things have 
changed, but the changes are not relevant to 
the masses who are continuing to experience 
the pain of social, political and economic 
inequality. 

I thought that the 21st century would be 
a period in which the Beloved Community 

I Didn’t Know It Was Going To Take So Long
would flourish. I was wrong, so it continues 
to be necessary to stay vigilant. The night is 
dark and we are still a very long way from 
home.  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 and 
for The Huffington Post.

Easter Morning at the Open Door Community.

Rita Corbin

Forty-five years later, we are still working to cross the borders 
of white blindness to privilege and its power, and Black fear and resignation 

to the unlikelihood of real change in race relations.
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Thy Beloved Community  continued on page 10

Thy Beloved Community Come in Prison 
As It Is in Heaven, Part 3
By Eduard Nuessner Loring

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

Let us continue to explore the points of connection 
where my life intersects with your lives.

During the summer of 1957 I went to football camp in 
South Carolina to hone my illusions and inabilities. In August 
a group of us went to Pawley’s Island for a wild weekend 
before football practice began.

The night was hot. The girls swayed to the beach music. 
The pavilion rocked. I was up on a kite with illegal purchases 
of beer. Several of us began playing football with crushed 
beer cans. We knocked into people and began a small melee. 
I went out for a pass and landed in the mighty arms of a 
plain-clothes cop. His partner put my hands behind my back, 
pushed me down the walkway and threw me into the back of 
their car. I sobered up quick.

They took me to the Georgetown County Jail and put 
me in a large holding cell. I was scared to death, and all I 
wanted was my mother. This was the second integrated expe-
rience of my life. A Black man who was a few years older 
than me took pity and explained how things worked in jail. 
He told me that my friends would pay my fine and get me out 
in the morning, but for now, I should just lie down and sleep it 
off. That Black man was the closest thing to a maternal pres-
ence I felt in that dirty jail cell. He was my big brother when I 
needed one the most. I regret that I never asked him his name.

The jail was barely lit, dank with brine sweating on the 
walls and salt tears on the floor. Fear and depression whirled 
around the single light blub, joining the moths on their flight 
into electronic death. The toilet was … well, I refuse even 
now, 57 years later, to describe that filthy hole. But I will tell 
you one thing that hole instilled in me: it’s a major reason why 
the Open Door Community has been so loudly committed to 
public toilets in downtown Atlanta.  

The next morning my friends did not show up. My wal-
let was gone. I kept waiting, assured that they would arrive. 
They never did. We did not know anything about jail. My 
companions later told me that they thought I had gone back to 
Charlotte. An odd assumption, since my car was still parked 
at the beach pavilion.

About 10 a.m. I was taken before a county magistrate. 
I was barefooted, my shoes having gone the way of my wal-
let, and wearing shorts and a t-shirt. Mom would have been 
horrified if she had seen my hair. An old Confederate colonel, 
who could have easily passed for the colonel that hawks fried 
chicken from Kentucky, cleared his throat and called me 
“son.” I wanted to cry and run into his arms. For the first time 
in my life, I had been praying without ceasing, “Help me, 
Jesus! Help me!”  and it seemed like he was finally answering 
through this kindly old magistrate.

“Son,” he repeated, “Your fine is $10.”  
“Sir,” I said, “may I have my wallet back?” A police 

officer stepped forward and handed me my wallet. “Oh 
my gosh,” I blurted out innocently. “It’s empty. Where is 
my money?” No one said a word. “My money is gone!” I 
insisted.

The policeman put his hand around my arm and said, 
“Let’s go.” I naively thought for a moment that I was being 
released. 

The judge then said, “Ten dollars or ten days in jail.”  
“Wait,” I begged.  
The policeman pushed me back across the street and 

into the same holding cell. My Black big brother was gone. 
I was alone. It was the most terrible loneliness I had ever 
known, mixed with the sour taste of fear and guilt. I began to 
pray. I began to cry.

When my friends had not come by the late afternoon, I 
knew that I must call my parents. I knew that hell awaited me 
at the other end of that phone call. 

Horrified and defeated, Mom crumbled on the phone. I 
asked her to wire $10 for the fine, which she agreed to do as 
long as I came straight home. In a couple of hours, I was out. 
The police took me to my car. I stopped at the beach house, 
hating my friends, then headed west toward home and the 
hell that awaited me.

Most middle-class white folks don’t know how to deal 
with arrests, courts and jails. The basic response is shame and 
denial. My parents were shamed, and their main concern was 
that no one find out. My father was furious and looking for 
an outlet for his anger, but I was too old to be whipped, so he 
raged at me in other ways. 

Not once did my parents ask me how I was. I was 
forbidden to talk to my grandmother or pastor. All my long-
ing for comfort and mercy was washed away into the secret 
recesses of my little boy’s heart. My punishments were multi-
layered; know what I mean? Tongue lashings and restrictions 
on how I spent my time were merely temporary discomforts 
that covered the ever-growing chasm of shame and pain that 
lurked beneath. That is one reason I stand here in this prison 
with you 56 years later: this is where we are connected.

The years following my jail experience found me drink-
ing more and more. Alcohol has been both one of the great 

curses and one of the great gifts of my life: so many have suf-
fered because of my drinking, which causes me constant sor-
row, and yet alcohol forced some changes in my life that have 
brought me here today.  

During my third year in college my sweetheart gave 
me the boot, so I self-medicated my broken heart with beer. I 
soon flunked out of school and went back home to live with 
my parents and my sister, Carol.    

My time back at home bore two happenings that planted 
the seeds that changed my life. First, my pastor at Myers Park 
Baptist Church, Carlyle Marney, took a personal interest in 
me. He pushed, pulled, demanded, forgave, and loved me 
toward being a new person in Jesus Christ. He also taught 
the congregation to support Martin Luther King Jr. and de-
segregation. He employed an African-American administra-
tive assistant while the city of Charlotte, North Carolina was 
working to keep Jim Crow standing erect. The misled and 
heretical Billy Graham denounced our church and our pas-

tor, claiming that we did not have the gospel at Myers Park 
because Marney dared to preach about politics. Desegrega-
tion and social justice were not matters for the pulpit, accord-
ing to Graham.

The second happening that put my feet on a new road 
was the shedding of blood for our sins. One evening I read a 
short piece in the newspaper. A young Black man, my age, 
had been in a terrible automobile wreck a couple of miles 
from our home. He was rushed to Presbyterian Hospital, 
where he was refused treatment. Although the blood spill-
ing out of his body was red, his skin was Black. He was then 
taken to the Catholic Hospital, The Good Samaritan Hospital 
for African Americans, where he took his last breath. Too 
much blood. Too many miles to travel. A human life wasted, 
and for what? Sick to my stomach as I read this story, I sud-
denly had a flashback.

Bamberg, South Carolina, 1946: Summertime, 
and the living is hard. The cotton is growing and the 
stoop laborers strain and break their backs. Black fin-
gers bleed red. The boss man yells. Women pee in the 
fields amidst leering men. Mom takes me to a poverty-
stricken, dying, old Black mammy’s shack. We park 
just off the sandy dirt road and walk up the path, car-
rying baskets of food. We see three men digging a new 
well by hand because the old woman’s well is as dry 
as the bones of an unfound Confederate scout. I begin 
to smell a vile odor like nothing I have ever smelled 
before. Mom holds my arm and pulls me up the steps 
into the unpainted, weather-beaten hovel. There in the 
one room lies an enormous woman. Blue-bottle flies 
are buzzing all over the room. Ooze is dripping below 
the large, dirty bandage on her body. Her left leg has 
recently been amputated above the knee and now she 
has gangrene. She is dying. I hate being here. Mom 
talks gently to her, showing her the food we brought 
and wiping her face with a cool washrag. She sees my 
discomfort and finally lets me go outside and watch the 
men dig the well. What Mom did in the shanty, I will 
never know. As we leave she is silent, grim. She drives 
our 1939 Ford slowly and deliberately home.

That day I developed a fiery anger toward those who 
let that child bleed to death, and that woman die of gangrene. 
I did not know then, but their deaths began the “blackening” 

Tongue lashings and restrictions on how I spent my time 
were merely temporary discomforts that covered the ever-growing chasm 
of shame and pain that lurked beneath. That is one reason I stand here in 
this prison with you 56 years later: this is where we are connected.

Annie Johnson/FireWorks
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poetry corner

A Woman Speaks

Moon marked and touched by sun   
my magic is unwritten
but when the sea turns back
it will leave my shape behind.   
I seek no favor
untouched by blood
unrelenting as the curse of love   
permanent as my errors
or my pride
I do not mix
love with pity
nor hate with scorn
and if you would know me
look into the entrails of Uranus   
where the restless oceans pound.

I do not dwell
within my birth nor my divinities   
who am ageless and half-grown   
and still seeking
my sisters
witches in Dahomey
wear me inside their coiled cloths   
as our mother did
mourning.

I have been woman
for a long time
beware my smile
I am treacherous with old magic   
and the noon’s new fury
with all your wide futures   
promised
I am
woman
and not white.

— Audre Lorde

Audre Lorde described herself as “a black feminist lesbian mother poet.” She was a radical writer, 
feminist, womanist, visionary and civil rights activist who dedicated both her life and her art to 
illuminating the injustices of racism, sexism and homophobia. The provocative and controversial 
themes that she addressed in her writing garnered much acclaim, as well as the ire of far-right 
politicians. In an interview in the journal Callaloo, Lorde responded to her critics: “My sexuality is 
part and parcel of who I am, and my poetry comes from the intersection of me and my worlds. 
... Jesse Helms’s objection to my work is not about obscenity ... or even about sex. It is about 
revolution and change ... Helms knows that my writing is aimed at his destruction, and the 
destruction of every single thing he stands for.”

Lorde’s first poem appeared in Seventeen magazine when she was in high school, and she continued 
to write poetry throughout her life, publishing twelve volumes of poems (three posthumously) in 
addition to prose, speeches and critical essays. In the late 1980s Lorde and fellow writer Barbara 
Smith founded Kitchen Table: Women of Color Press, which was dedicated to furthering the writings 
of Black feminists. Lorde’s concern over the plight of Black women in South Africa under apartheid 
led her to found the Sisterhood in Support of Sisters in South Africa, and she remained an active 
voice on behalf of South African women throughout the remainder of her life. At the time of her 
death in 1992 she was the New York State Poet Laureate. She documented her last years in her 
highly acclaimed prose collection, The Cancer Journals, which won the Gay Caucus Book of the 
Year award for 1981. In these journals, Lorde challenged traditional Western notions of illness and 
advocated women’s ability, responsibility, and right to make decisions about their health. Before 
she died, Lorde took part in an African naming ceremony where she took the name Gambda Adisa, 
meaning Warrior: She Who Makes Her Meaning Known.        — Compiled by Mary Catherine Johnson

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.

Rini Templeton
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I Stand With  continued on page 10

By Nathan Dorris

Author’s Note: Throughout this piece I will 
be using the acronym LGBTQ, which stands 
for Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender, 
Questioning. It is currently the most widely 
used designation for persons whom society 
deems sexually Other. In addition, I will use 
the word “queer” in several instances. This 
has historically been a heterosexist slur but is 
being reclaimed and reimagined. It is broadly 
used to denote those who wish to question and 
challenge heteronormative understandings of 
sexuality and its place in identity formation.

When I was a senior at Harding Univer-
sity I was involved in the furtive distribution 
of a small, subversive zine on campus. Enti-
tled HU Queer Press, it was a small, 30-page 
collection of the personal stories of gay and 
lesbian Harding students and alumni and their 
experiences with an institution that was less 
than welcoming of the LGBTQ community. 
There were and are courses (some of which I 
took) at Harding where it was explicitly stated 
that having too little contact with his father 
could turn a son gay. (Ironically, it was also 
stated from time to time that too much contact 
between fathers and sons could also lead to 
homosexuality. Apparently it is advisable that 
fathers refrain from having sons at all, for 

any misjudgment in the amount of 
affection shown could end in disas-
ter). Public displays of affection on 
campus were “discouraged” for 
people of any sexual orientation, 
but, as elsewhere, the risk was far 
greater and could result in far more 
serious consequences for people 
who strayed from the heterosexual 
norm.

It was on a Tuesday night 
that I woke myself up around two 
or three o’clock in the morning, 
cautious not to rouse my sleeping 
roommate. I sidled out of the room 
and went from floor to floor, slip-
ping a copy of the HU Queer Press 
beneath every other door, making 
certain to get one into every dorm suite. It 
was, at that point in my life, easily the most 
subversive and politically-motivated thing 
I had ever done. I had recently become 
friends with a number of the writers and 
creative minds behind HU Queer Press, 
so the stories within it took on a great deal 
of significance for me. These were the first 
openly gay people I had ever met, and I 
loved (and continue to love) them dearly. 
Not six months prior I had only tentatively 
considered the possibility that marriage 
rights ought to be extended to LGBTQ cou-

ples, not yet ready to make the move toward 
acceptance in my personal life or theology, 
and certainly a far cry from this clandestine 
distribution of controversial publications!

The next morning, the campus was 
abuzz with rumor, speculation, horror, 
intrigue. It was addressed clumsily in chapel 
two days later by the university president, 
who made it clear that the university had little 
interest in hearing these stories or acknowl-
edging their weight (in not so many words). 
The administration was evasive, choosing to 
stick to party-line semantics and repeat stock 
defenses of anti-gay interpretations of Scrip-

I Stand With My Gay Friends
ture with little nuance but as much grace as 
they could muster. The student body was 
split, of course. Many had never been con-
fronted with stories like this before, stories 
so close to home. Many reacted negatively 
to what they perceived to be the forward and 
abrasive nature of the zine. But at least they 
were talking. For a moment, the official nar-
rative had been pulled back just enough for 
some fresh air to get in, some new voices to 
be heard.

In response to the campus furor, some 
friends and I chose to use our Facebook 
profile pictures as a means of showing public 
support for our LGBTQ brothers and sisters. 
The photos showed each of us holding a 
piece of paper with the words “I stand with 
my gay friends” above a rainbow of colored 
squares. Admittedly this was only a small 
token of our support, but on a college campus 
where nearly every student used Facebook, 
it was not entirely insignificant. It certainly 
wasn’t insignificant in my own life, as shortly 
after publicly posting the photo I received a 
message of condemnation from my father. I 
was warned that I was leading people who 
look up to me astray. I was warned that I was 
being led astray. Then came the message 
from my mother. Somewhat overwrought, it 

By Terry Kennedy

When the most pressing issues affecting 
the LGBTQ community are considered, I 
hear most people speak of marriage equality, 
HIV, discrimination and a myriad of other 
concerns. But one thing that I don’t hear many 
people talking about is the mental health 
issues that plague the gay community. 

Stress and anxiety are prevalent within 
our society in general, but they are often more 
severe for people who are oppressed and 
made to feel unwanted and unworthy of love, 
as so many of our gay brothers and sisters are 
made to feel.  Stress and anxiety throw you 
off balance mentally and physically, and mag-
nify whatever issues you’ve already got going 
on. The results can be disastrous.

For many years I went through life 
living in denial about my homosexuality, 
and now as I look back over those years I’m 
not sure if this denial was self-imposed or 
imposed by a society with destructive and 
stereotypical ways of thinking and reacting 
to me when my sexual preference was made 
known. Needless to say, this way of living had 
me so stressed and at a perpetual high level 
of anxiety that I was never free to be myself. 
It amazes me that I didn’t lose my sanity 
from living a life that was a lie. When I think 
about the years I spent running and hiding 
from myself and from others it sickens and 

saddens me. Denying my self for the sake of 
others’ sensitivities is not something I would 
want for anyone; it’s that type of living that 
pushed me to drugs, promiscuity, being a 
habitual liar, and eventually to wanting to die 
and an attempt at suicide. 

For years the thought of death was 
never far from my mind. I was living to die, 
and I definitely had major mental issues that 
should have been dealt with. Being a gay 
man in this society and, more importantly, 
being a gay man in the Black community, 

only added to my stress and anxiety. I say 
this because being gay was for so long con-
sidered a white man’s sickness, and because 
of that I was considered weak and of no 
use to the Black community. For so many 
of my people there is still this underlying, 
unspoken taboo associated with a Black 
man being gay, even though there is never 
a lack of heterosexual men “living on the  
down-low” in every neighborhood, whether 
the makeup of the community is Black, 
Brown or white.  

How does acceptance by a companion 
in the dark of a bedroom enhance one’s 
humanness when in the light of day I am 
treated as a leper by that same one? Oh my 

goodness—so much anguish and depression 
and fear ruled my life for the better part of 
30 years!  It’s a testament to the greatness of 
God that I am still here. And not only here, 
but thriving at the Open Door. Being here has 
made me realize that the love God has for me 
is greater than anything the world could ever 
do to me. 

But I still have stress and anxiety. What 
I am about to say is not an indictment of my 
family, whom I love, but one of the things that 
I wish had happened already and still hope 

will happen: that my family and I will talk 
about my sexuality and not ignore the subject 
as if it would disappear and I would suddenly 
morph into a baby-fathering heterosexual. 
This lack of communication has definitely 
stunted our relationship, and as a result it’s 
not as open as it could be. I don’t believe the 
lack of openness is totally the responsibility 
of my family; some Black churches and the 
narrow-minded and oppressive preaching of 
their pastors have been just as culpable. It is 
the same preaching that had me so screwed 
up mentally.

One of the biggest problems I see with 
being bottled up is that not only can you not 
reach your full potential, but you also can 

never fully give of yourself to others.  This 
mental stress is the opposite of what Jesus 
offers us, which is freedom in our mind, 
body and spirit. Every day I thank God that I 
have found here at the Open Door everything 
that the world couldn’t offer me. Here I 
have found acceptance for who I am. I have 
found a life worth living. I have found peace 
of mind. And most important of all to me, I 
have found my true calling in life, which is to 
be a servant of God.  

I believe one of the greatest gifts that 
God has given me was to direct my path out 
of the darkness into a Beloved Community. 
I wholeheartedly endorse intentional com-

munity living, as it is this form of living that 
saved my life and gave me back my sanity. 
The Bible says that a double-minded person 
is unstable in all their ways; in other words, 
we can’t live for the Empire’s culture and 
at the same time embrace the love ethic of 
Jesus. The Empire’s culture kills, but Jesus 
gives life abundantly.

And finally a word to all my brothers 
and sisters out there, gay or otherwise: Don’t 
let anyone have control of you. Whatever their 
fears and hang-ups are about you, let them 
carry that luggage, and you embrace you!  W

Terry Kennedy is a Novice at the Open Door 
Community.

The Stress of Being Myself

Oh my goodness — so much anguish and depression and fear ruled my life for the 
better part of 30 years! It’s a testament to the greatness of God that I am still here. 

from Nathan Dorris
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Holy Week 2014

Monday
Grady Memorial Hospital

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

Right and below: Dick Rustay leads our worship circle on the sidewalk outside 
the hospital. Bottom: Diane Wiggins reads the scripture lesson from John. 

Compiled and Photographed 
by Calvin Kimbrough 

Tuesday
Atlanta City Jail

5:00 p.m.
Luke 22:1-6, 31-34, 54-62

Right: We gather our worship circle in 
the shadow of the city jail. Below: Terry 

Kennedy proclaims the Word on Tuesday. 

Wednesday
Troy Davis/Woodruff Park
5:00 p.m.
Mark 11:15-19
Left: Surrounded by the tall buildings of elite businesses, we gather our circle to sing and bear witness to the 
destructive powers of greed in the lives of the poor. Left, below: David Christian gives witness to his vigil on 
Atlanta’s streets as Quinn Stevenson waits to tell her story. Below: We marched from the park up to the Georgia 
Pacific building to specifically protest the role of wealth in the legislative process of our state. John McRae and 
Ed Weir lead the way. Below, right: Each day, those leaving the circle to keep the vigil received a blessing.
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Photographs by Mary Catherine Johnson

Maundy Thursday
Atlanta City Hall
5:00 p.m.
Mark 14:12-26
Clockwise from top left: On Maundy Thursday we circle at City Hall. Singing is always a part of our worship. 
Murphy Davis, Calvin Kimbrough and Nathan Dorris (with guitars) provided music leadership each day. 
Emma Stitt serves Elena Vosburg-Casey while mother Amy smiles. Ed Loring serves Rev. Fred Taylor 
the cup. Sarah Grace Allen joined her aunt Mary Catherine Johnson, Franciscan Brother David Buer and 
Jenny McBride on the streets to keep the vigil. David journeyed from Tucson, Arizona to spend Holy Week on 
the streets of Atlanta. Jenny teaches at Wartburg College in Iowa and joined us for several days during the week.

Good Friday
Georgia State Capitol

5:00 p.m.
Luke 22:47-53, 22:63-23:49

Above: The rains came on Friday and our Good Friday service 
moved across the street from the Capitol into Central Presbyterian 

Church’s fellowship hall. Right: Murphy Davis presented her 
powerful witness as a member of the Family of the Crucified.

Holy Week 2014  continued on page 8
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Holy Saturday
Dining Room at 910
5:00 p.m.
Matthew 27:57-66
The rain continued on Saturday. Above left: Nelia Kimbrough gathers us in the dining 
room at 910 for worship. Top right: Winston Robarts and Nathan Dorris were our 
drummers for the reading of the Litany of the Tombs. Above right: Gladys Rustay reads 
part of the Litany. Immediately after the service we set up the dining room and served a 
wonderful Easter Vigil fried chicken dinner prepared for us by Jane Ingols’ group from 
Peachtree Presbyterian Church and their friends. Left, front to back:  Liz Li, Brown and 
Gail Kitchen, Travis Turner and Andrea Jones served us the meal.

Easter
Front Yard at 910

8:00 a.m.
John 20:1-18, Mark 16:1-8

Above left: Early Easter Sunday morning Jim Bingham and Paddy 
Kennington arrived, as they do each year, to cook breakfast for our friends 
from the streets who had spent a dry, peaceful night of sleep with us. Above 

right: Beautiful sunshine greeted us as we gathered after breakfast to celebrate 
Easter in our front yard. Right: Eduard Loring proclaims the Good News: 

Jesus Christ is risen! The powers of death and oppression are defeated!
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Trivializing Torture  continued from page 1

May-June 2014

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!

Calvin Kimbrough

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

convention. 
How had we devolved to such a point that torture could 

seem to be hardly more than sports and entertainment for 
bored soldiers on the night shift? It seemed that torture had 
recently become a routine part of our government policy. 
There were legal memos and recorded discussions. Admin-
istration legal staff had produced “torture memos” to make 
the case that “enhanced interrogation techniques” used on 
“enemy combatants” did not and would not constitute illegal 
activity. 

Cutting to the chase, to hell with the Constitution of 
the United States, to hell with International Law, the Geneva 
Conventions, Amnesty International, Human Rights Watch, 
world opinion and any other inconveniences. The Bush era 
ushered in a level of unembarrassed lawlessness and disre-
spect for human life, rights, and dignity that we would hardly 
have imagined. 

Of course there is a deep and not so well-hidden his-
tory of torture in the United States: our genocidal policy and 
practice against the American Indian people, the Salem witch 
trials, the torturous institution of slavery with its many forms 
of torture within the peculiar institution itself: brutal beatings, 
lynching, rape, ripping families apart, 
deprivation of food and medical care, 
branding, forced labor even to the point 
of death….

The history of American prisons 
is a history of torture. More forms of 
corporal punishment have been devised 
and used than we will ever know.  The 
convict lease systems of the late 19th 
and early 20th centuries allowed for 
untold horrors of starvation, working to 
death, and beatings. And all eras of the 
American gulag have had both incidents 
and policy of medical experimentation, 
solitary confinement, “sensory depriva-
tion,” rape, mental health abuse, and on 
and on. 

And of course for most of the gen-
erations of human (including American) 
history, there has been a Great Silence 
surrounding the various kinds of torture 
that women have suffered in their own 
homes at the hands of those who “love” 
them. The unpleasant truth is that the 
most dangerous place for a woman in 
America to be is not alone in a dark 
alleyway or on the street; the most 
dangerous place for a woman to be is in 
a relationship with a man. Boyfriends and husbands are those 
most likely to commit sexual and other physical violence 
against a woman. The home is also the primary location of the 
abuse of children and the elderly.

It’s only a partial list in the long and sordid history of 
torture. But none of this fits with our perception of ourselves 
as “Good Americans.” We think of ourselves as the sort of 
people who would never dream of using torture domestically 
or internationally — even in times of war. But that is because 
we are deeply invested in the Great Myth of American 
Exceptionalism: it’s Us against Them; We are good/They are 
bad; Their violence is terrorism/Our violence is redemptive; 
We need to have nuclear weapons/We must keep Them from 
developing nuclear weapons; We are more than/They are less 
than.

Once we’ve committed to such a mythology — once 
we’ve defined anyone as “less than” or a threat to us, we can 
do anything to them, including torture, extraordinary rendi-
tion, random drone attacks, assassination, you name it.  This 
also means that we must write, teach and learn history ignor-
ing or choosing to leave out the “unpleasant” realities and 

details. 
So we don’t know what our forebears did to take the 

land from the Native people who lived in North America for 
thousands of years before we came. We don’t know what our 
great-grandfathers and great-grandmothers did to their African 
slaves. We caricature little old women in bonnets axing the 
saloon doors so that we never have to talk about how the 
women’s temperance and suffrage movements were spurred 
on by male alcohol abuse and family violence. We know 
almost nothing of our own war crimes — like the “water 
cure” our military used on Filipino citizens during the “libera-
tion” of the Philippines. We have denied and “re-framed” the 
notorious School of the Americas (first in Panama and more 
recently at Fort Benning, Georgia), a sinister educational 
institution whose motto, as Naomi Klein says, might well be 
“We do torture.” 

Those who pay attention to pedagogy and epistemology 
tell us that what we do not know is as important as what we 
do know. 

As many have said, what has changed about our 
national relationship to torture is that we are actually talking 
about it in public. The Obama administration has kept the 

shameful Guantanamo prison open and 
many of the torture and rendition prac-
tices have remained and are still unex-
amined.  And now we are not only talk-
ing about it, we are sitting quietly by 
while former Alaskan Governor Sarah 
Palin, a national political figure, actu-
ally jokes about torture.  Palin recently 
said on national television, “Well, if I 
were in charge, they [our ‘enemies’] 
would know that waterboarding is how 
we’d baptize terrorists.” 

This was in the same ten-day 
period that the state of Oklahoma tried 
to execute Clayton Lockett with bogus 
lethal drugs obtained from an undis-
closed “compounding pharmacy.” Mr. 
Lockett writhed in pain, tried to sit up, 
and moaned and jerked on the gurney 
as he seemed to suffer seizures. It 
became so intolerable to watch that the 
prison authorities slammed the blinds 
shut between the execution chamber 
and the witnesses. After 40 minutes 
of what must have been indescribable 
pain, Mr. Lockett had a massive heart 
attack and died. Prison authorities 
called off the second scheduled execu-

tion. What would Ms. Palin have to say about this? Is this, 
too, what we do to our enemies? Will we use this execution to 
strike terror into the hearts and minds of all who would offend 
us? Will we let those who are or want to be “in charge” define 
a new public holy rite? Baptism by torture?

What has become of us? Is there anything left within 
us reflecting the holiness of the human creation? Are we our 
sisters’ and brothers’ keepers? Does our God still call us to 
“Do justice, embrace kindness, and walk in humble solidarity 
with God” and the humiliated in whom the Holy One hides 
Godself? How do any of us dare to call ourselves followers of 
Jesus Christ who was tortured and executed by the Empire in 
collaboration with religious authorites?

“We the people” are torturers: our national govern-
ment, our military, our states torture. The establishment and 
institutionalization of this cruelty is way down the road in our 
corporate oligarchy. If we do not resist — loudly, defiantly, 
persistently — it is done in our name and with our blessing.  W 

Murphy Davis is a Partner at the Open Door Community. 

Brandon Watson and Nathan Dorris say, “Come join 
the Open Door Community as we transport families to 
visit loved ones on the monthly Hardwick Prison trip.”

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

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

 

Open Door Community 
910 Ponce de Leon Ave., NE 

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212

this year give  

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

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

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

name__________________________

address_________________________ 

_______________________________

_______________________________

email___________________________

phone__________________________

HOSPITALITY

volunteer 
needs
at the 

Open Door Community

For more information, 
contact Sarah Humphrey 

 at opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 
or 404.874.9652 option 4

Volunteers for Tuesday and Wednesday 
Showers and Sandwiches (8:45 a.m.
 - Noon).

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.

I Stand With My Gay Friends  continued from page 5

expressed grave concern for my eternal destination. Clearly, 
I had chosen the path to hell. Clearly, I was heeding the “wis-
dom of men” rather than the “wisdom of God.” And so began 
the most difficult familial dynamics I have experienced in my 
short life. 

Several weeks later I went on a class trip to Dallas, 
Texas, and on the way home early Sunday afternoon we 
stopped for lunch. As I stood in line with my friends, I 
received a text message from my mother that simply said, 
“Your sister has decided she’s gay. Talk to her.” I was horri-
fied. Not that my sister was gay, but that it had been put so 
crassly, so indelicately by her own mother — as if my sister’s 
“decision” was merely an attempt to agitate her. After a brief 
(and entirely unhelpful) exchange with my mother, I called 
my sister and listened to her express her sorrow and confu-
sion. I empathized. As the conversation turned toward faith, 
my sister told me, “I don’t know what I believe about God. 
But I know that I don’t believe in the God that Mom and Dad 
do.” “Neither do I,” I replied. And I still don’t. 

I don’t know if my small gesture of support and solidar-
ity earlier that year had any bearing on my sister’s decision to 
come out to my parents. One thing is for certain, however: my 
parents knew where I stood, and they knew that, even though 
I wasn’t going to say anything they liked, I was the only one in 
the family who could talk to her. And after that day, my sister 
knew that I was behind her with as much love as I had in me. 

of Ed Loring. I am not Black. Cannot be. Don’t want to be; 
but God Almighty, many are the days I am ashamed of what 
whiteness is in the USA.  I am responsible. I want to live my 
life by the wisdom of Rabbi Abraham Heschel: “We are not 
all guilty, but we are all responsible.”

I do not know the name of the Black man who helped 
me in jail, yet he lives in me. I don’t know the name of that old 
Black woman, yet she lives in me. I do not know the name of 
the young Black man who died from his injuries because the 
nearest hospital would not help him, yet he lives in me. These 
people are ancestors of mine like Harriet Tubman and Freder-
ick Douglass. They are never dead.  

I finally made it through college on the second try. I was 
moving closer to Jesus all the time, but never without beer 
handy and wild weekend parties. I joined the most racist fra-
ternity in American history: The Kappa Alpha Order. We flew 
Confederate Flags, sang songs insulting to Lincoln, and hated 
Yankees.  

Finally, in 1963, I made a turn toward Martin Luther 
King Jr. and wanted to do something in the desegregation 
movement. Limping along, I met a mentor named Neely 
McCarter when I was at a Student Christian Movement meet-
ing at the University of South Carolina that brought Black 
and white students from different colleges in South Carolina 
together. This was my third integrated experience.

I went to seminary and became a preacher, and all the 
while alcohol kept its terrible grasp around my throat. I went 
through divorce, and I have a child who will no longer relate 
to me. I have issues with anger. I have known the selfishness 
and self-absorption of the addict.  

Finally, twenty years ago, Jesus interrupted me from the 
savage grip of alcohol. I was at a Blues concert in Arkansas, 
drinking beer and having a blast. The better the blast, the 
smoother the beer. When the evening was over, my friend and 
I walked down a narrow alley to get back to where we were 
staying. All of a sudden a booming horn screamed. Jumping 
out of my skin, I turned to see what it was: a Highway Patrol-
man had quietly come up behind us. I yelled at the top of my 
voice: “What the hell? Is this a police state? What are you try-
ing to do?”   

We’ve become even closer since then. She’s preparing to get 
married this summer, and she’s asked me to officiate at the 
ceremony, an honor I am unspeakably proud to accept. It was 
she, along with my friends of HU Queer Press anonymity, 
who showed me that, for as long as we continue to marginal-
ize, shame, reject and murder our gay, lesbian, bisexual, 
transgender and queer siblings, Jesus is gay just as he is poor, 
in prison, executed. 

I tell these stories not to congratulate myself on my 
magnanimous temperament or enlightened theology. Rather, 
I share them to illuminate the journey which I am travel-
ing — a journey which we are all traveling in one way or 
another. What is required for transformation and resurrection 
is incarnation and vulnerability, the risk of being wrong, of 
being stripped of the comfort of our privilege and certainties 
— certainties about the nature of God, about sexuality, about 
human relationships. Before a seed can be planted, the soil 
must be tilled. I thank God for those placed in my life to ask 
questions, to “queer” my narratives. I thank God for my sis-
ter, and I pray for all those who are subjected to humiliation 
and violence in the name of Jesus. May we hear their voices 
and listen to their stories. May we stand with our gay friends. 
Amen.  W

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

Thy Beloved Community Come  continued from page 3

By way of answer I was arrested and charged with 
some odd violation having to do with the alley. The officer 
took me to the police station where I waited and waited for 
my friend to come and pay my fine. I was not sent to jail, and 
finally my friend arrived. 

 “What took so long?” I asked, thinking of my first 
brush with the law at Pawley’s Island years ago. 

“Well, supper was ready, so we went ahead and ate,” he 
replied.

Since then I have been to jail a number of times 
— twice for unrighteous reasons, as I’ve told you about here 
today.  I have 20 years of sobriety. I have 13 years left to live 
according to my cardiologist. So I pray that when I go down 
I will have 33 years clean and sober. If I do, in fact, have that 
much time. Who knows? Only God knows for sure, and she 
ain’t telling.

There’s one more point of connection I want to make 
with you, my brothers-in-chains: mental illness. The front 
yard of the Open Door Community usually has 25 or more 
mentally ill folk hanging out on Soup Kitchen days. The jails 
and prisons are filled with mentally ill people. I visit some 
men on Death Row who do not even know they have com-
mitted a crime, much less murder. I, too, have mental and 
emotional struggles. I have been on medications for the last 
decade for mood swings, depression, and anger. And like you 
in this room tonight, I have been saved by the power of the 
Holy Spirit and the love of God in Jesus Christ. I believe no 
matter what our sins — from jaywalking to murder — we 
can be redeemed. We can be set free. We shall overcome!

So I stand before you tonight as a sinner and a forgiven 
sinner. I stand before you as a recovering alcoholic. I stand 
before you as one on medications for troubles in my mind 
and heart. I stand before you as a Preacherman redeemed by 
the blood of Jesus Christ; and, wowsarooniecabittlebottles, I 
am so happy to be here to tell it tonight! Hallelujah!  Remem-
ber: You can’t get to heaven if you don’t raise a little hell.  W

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



cannot join an order of ministry that is complicit in injustice. I 
cannot lie my way into an abusive clergy covenant or lie my 
way through the Historic Questions. I cannot pretend that my 
church has “Open Hearts, Open Minds, Open Doors” when it 
does not. I cannot lie about who I am or what the UMC is any 
longer.

However, there are reasons I stay. For all the ways that 
the UMC is incredibly broken, you are my dysfunctional 
family that I cannot leave. I still believe in the church that 
welcomed me when no one else did, and I believe much more 
in that church than I do in the same church that is pushing me 
away. I still believe that our Methodist connection is some-
thing mystical and holy — something I wouldn’t exchange 
for the world. If I left this church totally, I would just be a 
Methodist sitting in another denomination. I need to be here to 
see this church change. I need to be one of the people joining 
hands with all the other Reconcilers as we proclaim, “Love 
prevails! Draw the circle wider still!” My liberation is bound 
up with yours, UMC.
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Friends,

The Open Door Community 
is in need of a dependable minivan. 
Can you help?

Please contact Sarah Humphrey at 
opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 
or 404.874.9652 option 4.

Thank you!

demn Bishop Melvin Talbert’s presiding over the marriage of 
Joe Openshaw and Bobby Prince, having my classmates and 
professors speaking insensitively about “the gay issue in the 
UMC” as if I weren’t in the room. One of the most harmful 
things to me was seeing the open letter from my own Bishop, 
Bill McAlilly, condemning Bishop Talbert, upholding an 
idolatrous clergy covenant over God’s truth of inclusion. I 
began to think about leaving the ordination process.

I decided to postpone my decision until I attended 
Exploration, the biannual event for United Methodist young 
adults considering ordination. During this event, the Council 
of Bishops sent us a video with President Bishop Rosemarie 
Wenner saying, “The church needs you!” In my head I fin-
ished her sentence: “…unless you’re gay.” More than ever, I 
felt like the church was repeating over and over a hollow lie. 
I felt like the church needed me to support its broken bureau-
cracy, but when I needed the church, it wasn’t there for me. It 
threw me the bone of “Sacred Worth” and threw me away. As 
soon as I returned home, I saw the Internet explode with new 
stories of how Rev. Frank Schaefer was given a guilty verdict 
for presiding over his son’s wedding to his partner of the same 
sex. I felt like I could no longer go on rationalizing the state of 
the UMC; this was the last straw.

When I began the ordination process, I figured I would 
“see how far I got before the church kicked me out.” Never 
did I expect that the church would push me out before my 
District Committee even had the chance to expel me from 
the process. It is with immense pain in my heart that I confess 
to you, my beloved UMC, that I have to leave the ordination 
process in order to follow God. I cannot represent an institu-
tion whose idol is the Book of Discipline. I cannot pledge 
to uphold that abusive book which has long since stopped 
being a source of illumination for how we connect with each 
other and God, and now is a glorified bludgeoning tool. I 

By Nelia and Calvin Kimbrough

The United Methodist Church (UMC) has been our 
home since birth. We were both baptized as babies at Meth-
odist churches in the Tennessee Conference. We met at a 
Wesley Foundation and were married there. In 1976 we were 
ordained Elders in the Tennessee Conference. But we have 
always served as pastors outside the Conference and the 
institutional church. We have always felt called by God to 
a more inclusive fellowship than the institutional UMC has 
often been. We have stayed in the church as a way to support 
those working for change from within. And over the years we 
have watched this church turn away bright, creative, faithful, 
called-by-God leadership because of its refusal to offer full 
inclusion of LGBTQ persons in the life of the church.

Years ago when Nelia was a member of the Commis-
sion to Study the Itinerancy of the UMC, we were made 
aware of the urgency to both simplify and open up the process 
by which persons called by God could be ordained in the 
UMC. Studying John Wesley’s brilliant model of the itiner-
ancy, it became clear that his genius was creating a path by 
which those who were called could be quickly sent forth to 
the places with the most need. How often John Wesley must 
turn in his grave as we have added layer after layer of institu-
tional demands upon the desires of talented persons to serve 
this troubled world in the name of God. More damning than 
that is our turning away whole groups of persons by deeming 
them “unfit” for membership and ministry in the UMC. 

Autumn Dennis is right about the pain and anger one 
can feel. Didn’t we learn anything from the traumatic years 
of struggle when we denied our African-American brothers 

Why Not A Welcome Table?
and sisters full inclusion in the UMC? Many arguments used 
now for exclusion have been recycled from the attempts to 
bar African Americans and women. This process has often 
felt like a last-stand effort to preserve some dying club instead 
of living into God’s Beloved Community. How dare we turn 
around and decree that yet another group of God’s beautiful 
creation is not welcome? The LGBTQ community in the 
UMC is alive and well and full of energy to serve the church. 
Joining in Autumn’s beautiful lament at being forced out of 
the clergy, they also sing a new song of inclusion and expand-
ing the Welcome Table.

The Gospel reading for the Fifth Sunday of Easter 
included these powerful words from John 14:11 (The Inclu-
sive New Testament): “Believe me that I am God and God is 
in me, or else believe because of the works I do.” Jesus’ work 
was gathering in all those marginalized by that society. And 
Jesus looks to us to do the same. We are called to gather in, 
make welcome and fully include the LGBTQ community. 
And we can attest to the fact that the church that does wel-
come Autumn’s ministry will become a more beautiful image 
of God’s Beloved Community. 

Let us pick ourselves up from this failure. Let us dust 
one another off and make ready the Welcome Table. Let us 
say to the risen Christ: We did not recognize you because of 
your sexual orientation. But now we do. Now we are ready. 
Let us all join in welcoming Autumn Dennis and all our 
LGBTQ family members and friends. Let the great banquet 
begin!  W

Nelia and Calvin Kimbrough are Partners at the Open Door 
Community.

A Time to Stay and a Time to Leave  continued from page 1

And one last thing — I’m still being ordained by God 
and I will find another church to recognize that. If you’re 
serious about getting more young clergy, make this a church 
where we don’t have to lie about who we are in order to serve 
God. You’re better than that.

The Lord be with you, and I’ll see you at the open table.
 With grace,

 Autumn Dennis

Autumn Dennis is a former Resident Volunteer at the Open 
Door and a recent graduate of Martin Methodist College in 
Pulaski, Tennessee. She studies religion, is passionate about 
social justice, and is engaged in ministry with the children of 
God on the streets and in the prisons. She will be attending 
Vanderbilt University Divinity School in the fall.

Going to Hardwick

Murphy Davis

Our monthly Hardwick Prison trip is all about 
families: helping parents, children, and other loved 
ones nurture their relationships and encourage one 
another with regular visitation. We are blessed to 
have four generations of one family traveling with 
us these days: (seated) Great-Grandmother Ann 

Graves, (left) Grandmother Barbara Noble, (right) 
mother Jasmine Hill, and in Mama’s arms, Jaylen 

Hill. You can be sure that they create great joy when 
they walk through the prison doors to visit.

www.rmnetwork.org
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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. 

Showers and Sandwiches: Tuesday 9 a.m.      
         Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Men’s Showers: Tuesday, 9 a.m., Wednesday 10 a.m.
Women’s Showers: Wednesday, 9 a.m.
Harriet Tubman Free Women’s Clinic: Tuesday, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Medical Clinic: Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Harriet Tubman Foot Care Clinic: Wednesday, 7 p.m.
Mail Check: Tuesday & Wednesday, during serving;
 Monday, Thursday, Friday & Saturday, 8:30 a.m. to 6 p.m.
Use of Phone: Tuesday & Wednesday, during serving
Retreats: Five times each year for our household, 
 volunteers and supporters.
Prison Ministry: Monthly trip to prisons in Hardwick, Georgia,  
 in partnership with First Presbyterian Church of Milledgeville;  
 monthly Jackson death row trip; and pastoral visits to   
 death row and various jails and prisons.

Living Needs
qjeans 30-34 waist
   and 46-60 x 32 long
qwomen’s pants 16-24 
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

May-June 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..

July   6 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 13 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 20 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
July 27 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service

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

Calvin Kimbrough

June   1 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
June   8 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Eucharistic Service
June 15 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Dr. Jenny McBride  preaching
June 22 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Rev. Andre Johnson  preaching
June  29 No  Worship at 910
   Retreat at Dayspring Farm 

we need 
backpacks

Maundy Thursday Eucharist at Atlanta City Hall.


