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By Peter Gathje

The morning was heavy with heat, humidity and the 
grief of this past week. “It’s worse in the summer than in the 
winter,” a guest said. Memphis in early August is oppressive. 
The clothing of the men who came to shower was so soiled 
that most of it had to be thrown away. No amount of washing 
would take away the stains and stench from the sweat and 
grime of life on the streets. “I’m not doing well,” another 
guest said with sadness. “These days are hard.”

A few of us talked in the backyard. We were trying to 
figure out where a guest might be who had been in the hospi-
tal. “He’s not in jail. I checked,” I said. 

“They must have moved him to a long-term care 
home.”

“What was wrong with him?”
“Something about his heart. And he had a lot of short-

ness of breath.”
Then we moved on to a guest who had seizures; a few 

days ago he fell and fractured his skull. “He just keeled over,” 
a guest said. “He dropped off some steps he was sitting on. 
One minute he was talking and the next he was just lying 
there with blood everywhere.” I shared my grief. “He’s at 
the Med. He’s not doing well. Kathleen and I went up to see 
him.”

The mood was somber. The news of these two guests 
weighed heavily. Two volunteers shared in the sorrow of a 
young man lost to suicide. They had known him through 
years of relationship with his family and through church and 
school. His funeral had been on Monday.

I also learned earlier that Motella died. She had been 
on the streets for many years before June Averyt, a friend of 
Manna House and founder of Outreach, Housing, and Com-
munity invited Motella into her home. Motella’s death had 
come suddenly after a brief illness. Maybe she needed to join 
June in her heavenly home, since June had died at the end of 
April.

Another volunteer had her own grief to bear. Her son’s 
funeral was Tuesday. Still, she was here on this Thursday 
morning, serving in her sorrow. And in her serving, perhaps 
there was an opening, a way to bear the grief of this week by 
receiving the gifts that come in the midst of this fragile com-
munity of hospitality.

Fullview Baptist Church showed up with their first-
Thursday-of-the-month sack lunches. Every guest got a com-
plete and nutritious meal. Joseph showed up with two bags of 
the most delicious egg rolls in the city of Memphis, as he does 
most every Thursday. Guests and volunteers alike enjoyed 
this treat. Students from the Southern College of Optometry 
came every day this week to volunteer. They served with 

Bearing 
With Grief

By Nibs Stroupe

In August 2015, I was listening to NPR’s “Fresh Air,” 
hosted by Terri Gross. On the program that day was Larry 
Wilmore, an African American comic who had just hosted 
the 100th episode of his show on “Comedy Central,” filling in 
the old Steven Colbert slot. She commended him for his suc-
cess and also commended him for incorporating race into his 
show, adding, “Race is the most difficult subject to talk about 
in America.” I wish that he had interrupted her right there 
and asked: “You know, Terri, why is race so difficult to talk 
about in America? Why is it so hard to talk about something 
with such obvious power in American history and in current 
American culture?”  

Why is race so difficult to discuss in America? We must 
face that question and its answer, especially those of us classi-
fied as “white.” It is so difficult to talk about race in America 
because we who are white continue to want to deny its power 
in our own individual and structural and institutional lives. 
We are not ready to go there; we can’t quite get there. We 
can’t acknowledge how deeply race is embedded in our lives, 
in our imaginations, and in our institutions. Because of this, 
it makes the conversations and engagements on race so dif-
ficult for all of us in America. It also calls into question the 

mythology of America — born in innocence, developed out 
of sheer willpower and hard work, driven by the ideology that 
all people are created equal. In order to make any progress 
on the topic of race in America, we will have to engage those 
stories of national origin and find the complexity in their 
development.

The power of whiteness does not just pertain to those 
classified as white. It works to tell white folks that we are 
superior, but it also works to tell all others that they are infe-
rior. My purpose here is to lift the lid off the box of whiteness 
and race in our individual and communal and cultural lives 
— to allow some air in so that we can, first, acknowledge the 
depth of the power of race in our lives. Then we can begin to 
find ways to engage its power in our individual lives, in our 
institutional lives and in the life of America. The recent shoot-
ings revealed on social media are not new occurrences; what 
is new is that they have been revealed to larger and whiter 
audiences. Even the white Millenials, who have generally 
discounted the power of race in their individual and com-
munal lives, are beginning to pay attention. I must say at this 
point that I am not hopeful that this conversation and engage-
ment will make much difference, but I will be delighted to be 

The White Christ 
and the Stuff of Recognition
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By Catherine Meeks

“We the people” will be here the day 
after the election of 2016 and it will be impor-
tant for us to find a path that will lead us to 
healing and wholeness. It is not unusual for 
us to play dirty tricks on one another in the 
political arena. There are many stories to be 
found in our history about the types of tricks 
that politicians have played on one another 
and in some cases there was even violence 
perpetrated against one another. 

But after those who have decided to 
offer themselves as candidates choose to 
say and do all types of horrible things to one 
another, and after the election is over, the 
people’s lives — our lives — continue.

And the quality of our lives depends to 
some extent upon how we respond to the po-
litical drama that is created by those seeking 
office, and how much of it we allow to affect 
our personal relationships with others in our 
community.

We have arrived at a dangerous place 
in this present moment. The fear and hatred 
being bandied about in the public sphere are 
not healthy for us. There are too many op-
portunities for those who might not otherwise 
have thought to be violent to see such public 
discourse as an invitation to express them-
selves violently.

We began this downward spiraling jour-
ney some time ago. It grew in intensity with 
the election of President Barack Obama. The 
public display of disrespect, the expression of 
incivility, the threats and the expressions of 
many that they hoped he would fail were dif-
ficult to believe. The idea of losing the place 
of supremacy falsely claimed by the white 
landed gentry in the founding days of this Re-
public was more than their descendants could 
fathom. The fact that a Black family had 
actually played the game of the supremacy 

warriors and won the White House was sim-
ply too much to comprehend. We saw the re-
sulting fear in the constant conversation about 
the President not being a citizen. When that 
line of nonsense did not yield enough reward, 
the dissenters added that he was a Muslim. 
Of course many of us would not have cared 
if he was a Muslim, though he is not. There 
were others willing to be more disrespectful. 
The jokes about the President and even the 
First Lady, rooted in deep-seated racism that 
could not be contained as it had been before 
the election, came to the forefront.

The truth is that this present moment 
is not really a surprise. The hope that white 
supremacy can be restored must loom large 
in the hearts of those who thought that they 
were the only owners of the country. “We 
want our country back” is a very strange line 
to be spoken when there are no visible signs 
that the country has actually gone any place. 
Of course, most of us understand what that 
comment is about. We understand it in the 
same way that we understand the slogan 
“Make America great again.” 

What do these folks wish to see? 

Somehow I think that they want to see the 
days when it was clear that white supremacy 
was sitting on the throne. When it was clear 
that there was a tight lid on the power jar and 
that no Blacks, women, or anyone other than 
a white male would be able to have access 
to the jar. It is important to move toward 
accepting that the lid on the power jar has 
been opened; women and people of color 
will keep coming to claim their rightful place, 
and “we the people” have to accept it while 
learning to live together. It will be best to find 
a way to live together in harmony rather than 
perish together as fools. There is no going 
back.  W

Catherine Meeks is a community and 
wellness activist and an active member of the 
Open Door Community. She taught African 
American Studies at Mercer University and is 
the retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished 
Professor of Socio-Cultural Studies at 
Wesleyan College, the author of five books 
and a columnist for The Telegraph in Macon, 
Georgia. (kayma53@att.net)

We the People

Kappa Alpha fraternity house at Tulane University, April 2016.

Mended — Nelia Kimbrough, 2016
repaired ceramic soup bowls with text
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By Akshaya Kannan

In September 2015, Fearless Leading by the Youth 
(FLY), a community organizing group led by young African 
American men and women, prevailed in bringing a Level 
One Trauma Center to the South Side of Chicago. Through 
their power and perseverance, African American youth and 
their allies transformed health care in Chicago, benefitting 
hundreds of people in need of trauma care. While the cam-
paign is not always recognized outside of Chicago, it is one of 
many that fall under the spectrum of campaigns of the Black 
Lives Matter movement, but began before it. 

The campaign for a Level One Trauma Center began 
in August 2010 after the death of a nineteen-year-old African 
American man named Damian Turner. Damian was shot just 
a few blocks from the University of Chicago Hospital, which 
is located on the South Side of Chicago, but was rushed 
nearly 10 miles away to Northwestern Memorial Hospital 
in downtown Chicago. Damian did not survive the journey. 
Damian’s loss was felt deeply in his community, as he was a 
co-founder and leader in FLY. 

As those closest to him reflected on his passing, they 
realized that Damian’s story was not unfamiliar. Too many 
young people were suffering from penetrating injuries on the 
South Side, injuries that require the care of a skilled Trauma 
Center. In Damian’s memory and the memory of so many 
others who were in need of a Trauma Center, FLY began a 
campaign demanding that the University of Chicago Medi-
cal Center, the wealthy, private, highly-skilled hospital on 
the South Side, reopen their center, which they had closed in 
1989. 

I became involved in the campaign during my second 
year of college. After hearing about local protests led by FLY, 
I wanted to investigate the trauma center issue further. The 

University of Chicago Medical Center (UCMC) claimed that 
creating a Level One Trauma facility was too expensive for 
them. However, after conducting a cost-benefit analysis of 
Trauma Centers and after looking at UCMC’s charity care tax 
break, I realized that UCMC did have a large pool of money 
that they could put toward re-opening their  center. There was, 
then, another reason that they did not want to do so. 

That reason, simply put, stems back to the poor rela-
tionship between the University of Chicago and its African 
American neighbors on the South Side — a relationship that 
is fraught with a long and deep history of racial tension. The 
most precious of the multitude of resources that the University 
of Chicago holds is its medical center, the UCMC. However, 
over the years and in the name of balancing its budget, the 
UCMC made it clear that they were not interested in serving 
as a safety net hospital for the swaths of uninsured and under-
insured African American families on the South Side. While 
a few other community hospitals on the South Side existed 
and provided basic care to these families, none of them were 
equipped to build and open a Level One Trauma Center, 
which requires skilled trauma nurses and physicians as well 
as physician-specialists in numerous fields such as orthopedic 
surgery, plastic surgery, vascular surgery, and others. UCMC 
was the only hospital that would realistically be able to open a 
viable Level One facility. 

Realizing this, FLY focused its attentions on UCMC. 
They not only recognized that UCMC was uniquely posi-
tioned to respond to this demand, but they also aimed to 

hold an ivory-tower institution with a long history of racism 
accountable to their surrounding community. I officially 
joined the campaign in January 2011 and alongside several 
other University of Chicago students co-founded the Univer-
sity of Chicago student ally group called Students for Health 
Equity (SHE). 

FLY organized community members across the South 
Side. Their strength grew over five years of actions including 
marches, protests and die-ins, as well as legislative advocacy 
at the local, state and national levels. The campaign grew 
from a small youth group on the South Side — FLY, with 
University of Chicago student allies — SHE, to other South 
Side allies like the Kenwood Oakland Community Organiza-
tion and cross-city allies like the Jewish Council on Urban 
Affairs. 

FLY and SHE worked together to organize the medical 
community in Chicago, including nurses and physicians. We 
received organizational endorsements from many groups 
including National Nurses United and Physicians for a 
National Healthcare Program. In the spring of 2013, research 
published by a trauma surgeon at Northwestern University 
showed that FLY’s advocacy was justified: Data showed that 
people were dying due to increased travel times and distance 
travelled to a Trauma Center because of the lack of a center 
on the South Side. In the fall of 2013, we also received state-
level support through an Illinois Department of Public Health 
(IDPH) meeting where FLY and their physician allies voiced 
their support for a Level One Trauma Center on the South 

The Trauma Center Campaign of Chicago

Side. The IDPH later released their own report in support of 
the Trauma Center issue in which they supported the claim 
that the UCMC was the only institution equipped to open a 
Level One Center.

Through all of these moments, FLY continued to gather 
allies and to stage actions across the city, oftentimes interrupt-
ing fundraising events held by the University of Chicago. It 
was ultimately because of these actions that the UCMC first 
agreed to raise the age of their pediatric trauma unit to 17 in 
early 2015 (the age was previously set at 15) and later agreed 
to open a Level One unit in partnership with Mt. Sinai hospi-
tal systems in Chicago. Now they have fully committed — 
agreeing to open a Level One unit at their own flagship hospi-
tal in Hyde Park. UCMC has now committed $40 million in 
addition to committing their physician-specialists and facility. 
Because of the efforts of African American youth and their 
allies, an ivory-tower institution was finally held accountable 
for providing care to their surrounding community. 

I felt extremely blessed by the opportunity to learn about 
community organizing alongside very powerful young lead-
ers on the South Side. Throughout the campaign, Students for 
Health Equity constantly struggled with learning our limita-
tions as a privileged group of allies. Yet, constant dialogue 
with FLY about this issue helped us serve as better allies, and 
helped move the campaign forward. It is because of this cam-
paign that I am a strong believer in local grassroots efforts. 
I hope to join you all in solidarity on the issues that you are 
passionate about!  W 

Akshaya Kannan is a second year student at Emory Univer-
sity School of Medicine and was for 2015-2016 one of the 
Co-coordinators of the Open Door’s Tuesday night Harriet 
Tubman Free Women’s Medical Clinic. (akshsya.kannon@
emory.edu) 

Over the years and in the name of balancing its budget, 
the UCMC made it clear that they were not interested in serving 

as a safety net hospital for the swaths of uninsured and underinsured 
African American families on the South Side. 

Right: Led by Fearless Leading 
by the Youth (FLY), protesters 

march for trauma care on 
Chicago’s South Side, February 
23, 2013. (Photo: sarah-ji/Flickr, 

www.popularresistance.org)

Left: More than 200 demonstrators 
marched down Cottage Grove 
Avenue on Chicago’s South Side 
November 20, 2013 to the University 
of Chicago Medical Center. The 
protesters demanded the hospital 
open a Level One Trauma Center. 
(www.progressillinois.com)
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A Work of Hospitality
The Open Door Reader

1982 - 2002
Peter R. Gathje, editor

384 pages
Bibliography and Index

Paperback
$15.00 suggested donation

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

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

to order:
The Open Door Community 

910 Ponce de Leon Ave., N.E.
Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
404.874.9652 - ext 101

www.opendoorcommunity.org 
If funds are not available, 

copies will be sent at no expense. 

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

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

Frances Pauley
Stories of Struggle and Triumph

Edited by Murphy Davis
Foreword by Julian Bond

89 pages
28 photographs

Paperback
$3.00 suggested donation

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

By Eduard Loring
foreword by Nibs Stroupe

afterword by Melvin Jones
99 pages

paperback
$10.00 suggested donation

Raising Our Voices, Breaking the Chain
The Imperial Hotel Occupation as Prophetic Politics

By Terry Easton
$10.00 suggested donation

New!

Raising Our Voices, Breaking the Chain is a gem. The story of the Imperial Hotel takeover — told through the 
voices of the women and men who conceived and executed the takeover themselves, alongside Terry Easton’s 
insightful analysis — contains countless lessons for anyone who would act to end homelessness and make 
American cities just a little more democratic. Easton and his narrators walk us through the takeover’s strategic 
choices that ended up succeeding and, just as important, those that did not. I learned a great deal about how 
power works in Atlanta from this book and was inspired by the example of how it can be forced to work more 
fairly for more of us.
 –Todd Moye, author of Ella Baker: Community Organizer of the Civil Rights Movement

Terry Easton is Associate Professor of English in the College of Arts 
and Letters at the University of North Georgia. His dissertation on 
Atlanta’s day laborers, Temporary Work, Contingent Lives: 
Race, Immigration, and Transformations of Atlanta’s Daily 
Work, Daily Pay, won the Constance Coiner Dissertation Award 
of the Working Class Studies Association. In addition to holding a 
firm commitment to bridging the chasm between the academy and the 
streets, he strives to eradicate classism in America.

Dear Supporters of the Open Door Community,

We are proud to announce the publication of Raising 
Our Voices, Breaking the Chain: The Imperial Hotel Oc-
cupation as Prophetic Politics. This book tells the dramatic 
story of how, in June 1990, a one-day action to bring atten-
tion to rising homelessness and lack of affordable housing 
in Atlanta transformed into a sixteen-day occupation of the 
abandoned Imperial Hotel. Over 300 homeless people and 
their advocates, especially People for Urban Justice (PUJ), 
the political arm of the Open Door Community, were vital 
to the action.  

Rev. Tim McDonald, pastor of First Iconium Baptist 
Church, says the book is an “authentic, powerful, mov-
ing retelling of an epic time in the history of Atlanta when 
the issue of homelessness was taken to another level. … 
A once-perceived voiceless and powerless people were 
empowered and changed the housing landscape of Atlanta. 
This book is a must-read for anyone who believes that the 
power of the people can change the discourse and direction 
of a city.”

In addition to discussing why PUJ and others entered 
the hotel, the daily activities inside the hotel during the oc-
cupation and the terrains of power that were revealed at the 

conclusion of the occupation, Raising Our Voices demon-
strates how this event spurred affordable housing develop-
ment in the 1990s and beyond, including the renovation of 
the Imperial Hotel into affordable housing in 1996, and its 
most recent renovation in 2014.  

Today, twenty-five years after the occupation, the 
Imperial Hotel and other affordable housing units offer les-
sons for those who engage in efforts to achieve the Beloved 
Community. People with courage, grit and determination 
from various activist, development and political communi-
ties fill the pages of the 175-page manuscript. We would 
like you to know their stories.  

Drawn from oral history interviews, archival research, 
and ephemera such as photographs, memoranda, flyers 
and handwritten notes, Raising Our Voices is written by Dr. 
Terry Easton, Associate Professor of English at the Univer-
sity of North Georgia. He is a longtime friend of the Open 
Door Community.

We appreciate your love and devotion to social justice.  

Sincerely, 

The Open Door Community

Available Now!  
The Open Door Community 910 Ponce de Leon Ave., N.E. Atlanta, GA 30306-4212  
404.874.9652 ext. 101 
If funds are not available, copies will be sent at no expense. 
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— what it means to be a radical disciple of 
Jesus, and how to fulfill that discipleship in 
jails and prisons. 

Then this past fall I suffered a crisis of 
faith. I left my full-time work at the Open 
Door, and went through what some might 
call a “dark night of the soul.” I thought 
that I wanted to continue to work with 
prisoners, but I wasn’t sure. Tremendous 
doubts haunted me, and I sank into a deep 
depression.

A few months later, I was having 

lunch with my father, and he told me about 
a story that he had seen that morning on 
“The Today Show.” It was about a couple 
in New Mexico who had picked up their 
two children from school, and were on their 
way home. Suddenly, a man in a red pick-up 
truck came out of nowhere on the highway, 
and cut them off. The father of the two 
children responded by directing an obscene 
gesture at the driver. This enraged the driver 
of the truck to the point that he drew his gun 
and started firing at the family’s car. One of 
the bullets struck four-year-old Lilly Garcia, 
and killed her. 

As my father was telling me this story, 
a crystal-clear image came into my con-
sciousness: the image was of that highway 
in New Mexico, immediately following the 
road rage incident that I just described. The 
road had a thick, solid dividing line down 
the middle. On one side of the road was the 
Garcia family — I could see them wailing as 

By Mary Catherine Johnson

Adapted from a meditation delivered at Open 
Door Community worship on July 31, 2016.

Thank you for inviting me to give the 
meditation today. I am always honored and 
humbled to speak here in this sacred space 
at the Open Door, where so many aspects of 
the loving ministry for our homeless friends 
occur, and where we are surrounded on all 
sides by portraits of our great cloud of wit-
nesses from Georgia’s death row.

As the Open Door Community prepares 
to shut down its headquarters here in Atlanta, 
I’ve been experiencing waves of feelings that 
range from deep sadness at the loss of both 
the people and the ministries that have thrived 
here, to heartfelt gratitude for all of the ways 
that this place and its people have shaped me 
as a radical disciple of Jesus. This gratitude 
for the Open Door is what has inspired my 
meditation tonight. 

Most of you know me and my belief 
that God has called me to work with, and on 
behalf of, prisoners, with a particular focus on 
those sentenced to death in Georgia. When 
I finally began to surrender to this calling to 
work with prisoners about seven years ago, I 
was led here to the Open Door. I often think 
of my first time in this very room, for a Tues-
day Soup Kitchen, when the circle erupted in 
cheers and applause after I introduced myself 
as someone working to end the death penalty. 
I didn’t know who these crazy folks were, but 
I sure wanted to find out.

For the next five years at the Open 
Door, I was blessed with the time and space 
to explore how God’s call to prison ministry 
could manifest itself in the reality of my daily 

life. I devoted a great deal of energy to visiting 
and writing to prisoners, as well as to helping 
released prisoners re-enter society. I made 
lots of mistakes and shed lots of tears, but the 
steadfast support of this community helped 
me push forward. 

It did not take me long to realize that 
sitting across from a prisoner in a hot, loud, 
crowded, smelly visitation room, on an 
uncomfortable stool, under dull fluorescent 
lighting, sharing our own version of the 
Eucharist with vending machine junk food, 
is where I felt closest to God. These were 
incredibly important years for me, when 
my one-on-one interactions with prisoners 
provided an essential education for me about 
the profound injustices that define the prison 
industrial complex. It was also a time when I 
came to understand more deeply — with the 
help of the Open Door through group reflec-
tions, mentoring from community elders and 
scriptural studies through a liberation lens 

they held the dead body of their precious child 
Lilly. On the other side of the road was the 
man in the red truck — I later learned that his 
name is Tony Torrez. Tony was holding a gun 
and watching in disbelief the irreparable harm 
to the Garcia family that he had just caused. 

And here’s where I come in. In my 
vision, I clearly saw myself joining Tony 
Torrez on his side of the road, and standing 
with him as he faced the consequences of his 
crime. From where I stood with Tony, I could 
see the Garcia family across the road, and 

my heart was broken for them. But my heart 
was also broken for Tony, and I worried that 
the media’s distorted descriptions of him as a 
heartless monster would eclipse his needs and 
seal his fate as a man broken by prison.  

I wondered about what Tony’s life had 
been like until now, and about the root causes 
of his profound anger that had erupted in vio-
lence on that New Mexico highway. Drawing 
from my previous experience with prisoners 
through the Open Door, and from my per-
sonal knowledge of the stories of those who 
have suffered at the hands of our criminal 
justice system, I suspected that Tony’s life had 
been defined by poverty, abuse, discrimina-
tion and hatred. Certainly Lilly was dead 
because in his rage he had easy access to a 
gun. I knew that, while my own life was very 
different from Tony’s, healing for Tony was 
connected to the healing of my own anger, 
and to the healing of the world.

This vision called forth something deep 

An Open Door to God’s People in Prison
in my soul that yearns to be in places where 
compassion, healing and forgiveness are 
possible in the midst of darkness and evil. 
I could never have received such a vision, 
much less embraced it, without the solid 
foundation of what I had learned first-hand 
at the Open Door: that none of us is outside 
of God’s love, no matter what we have done. 
It seemed clear to me that I was being called 
to stand with the guilty and the condemned; 
therefore I must choose work that puts me 
in proximity to them so that I may have 

proximity to God’s peace and grace. Within 
two months of this vision, I was living at 
New Hope House, ten minutes away from 
Georgia’s death row.

Even though I am no longer here full 
time, the Open Door’s teachings remain 
an essential lens through which I view the 
world, and I draw on them daily to fulfill my 
responsibilities at New Hope House. This 
is the Open Door’s indisputable legacy, for 
me and for countless others who have come 
through this community. That road in New 
Mexico from my vision had a thick, solid 
dividing line down the center, but the Open 
Door has taught me to look farther down 
the road, where the dividing line between 
the Garcia family and Tony Torrez begins 
to dissipate, and eventually vanishes at the 
point where equal measures of love and 
compassion for everyone involved in this 
terrible incident have been established. That 
is the Beloved Community, on earth as it is in 
heaven. I’ll see you there.  W

Mary Catherine Johnson lives at New Hope 
House, where she provides hospitality for 
death row prisoners and their families. 
(mcjohnson78@yahoo.com)

It did not take me long to realize that sitting across from a prisoner 
in a hot, loud, crowded, smelly visitation room, on an uncomfortable stool, 

under dull fluorescent lighting, sharing our own version of the Eucharist 
with vending machine junk food, is where I felt closest to God.

Eddie Crawford
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Help: A Plea — Christian Peacemaker Teams 
for Peace in the War Zones of the unUSA
By Eduard Loring

In memory of Tom Fox. In appreciation for JoAnne Lingle.

A plea for disciples of the Radical/Revolutionary Jesus 
in his Blackness to be Peacemakers in the streets of urban 
America. What do you get out of it? You will be called the 
daughters and sons of God. The Beloved Community of God 
will be yours. Best deal in town!

For the sake of argument, imagine that what I write in 
the next few paragraphs is correct, an approximation of the 
truth even. Jesus came into the world for the sake of the world. 
He came on behalf of God to bring salvation: freedom from 
sin and social oppression, healing and an alternative com-
munity rooted in a new covenant — the marks of which are 
nonviolent love for neighbor and enemy, 
persecution, footwashing and Eucharist. 
This child of God/Human One, barn-
born, had a particular commission: to 
preach, teach, heal, call together and live 
among the poor. Not at the exclusion of 
the rich. We all know about Matthew the 
Wall Street Banker. Yet the Rich Man 
(Dives to Black Jesus disciples) went to 
hell for not seeing Lazarus. Yet this man 
for others focused on the poor with a par-
ticular mindfulness and “unclean” touch 
for both women and men. What did he 
look like? Smell like? Act like? He called 
the working poor and their allies to serve 
the poorest of the poor and to, by agape 
and nonviolence, tear this filthy rotten war 
machine system down.

To whom did he go? Where do we 
find him? Ourselves? Each other?

A woman with blood oozing down 
her leg for 12 years. (And a rich little girl, dead, brought back 
to life.) Jesus, a mama’s boy, broke all the religious laws and 
Roman household codes to get to women. Even in public and 
before the “authorities” to whom he refused to cede author-
ity. In the clearest biblical critique of patriarchy and sexism, 
the resurrected Jesus appears first to Mary, a woman. Today, 
Jesus is particularly sensitive to transgendered women as he 
taught us through the struggle and power of Erin Swenson 
years ago, our first transgendered Presbyterian minister. 
Thanks be to God. Lepers were despised, stank, looked 
frightening with no nose, only sockets for eyes, puss dripping 

off their chins. Many with putrid skin diseases who had to 
yell, “unclean, unclean” as they were not allowed to be near 
a so-called “clean” person. Jesus touched them and violence 
was his reward for breaking the taboo of uncleanliness. 
There is a Christian soup kitchen in town that will only serve 
the homeless with gloves. They refuse to touch a homeless 
person. Children he called to himself. “Why is he wasting 
his/our time?” they said. Why, most childcare workers don’t 
make a living wage. And he included girls. No parent would 
have to make a “Sophie’s Choice.” And a girl is as important 
(more so? for the Beloved Community/the Black Church) as 
a boy. He taught that children are the model of faith for the 
Beloved Community. Not the priests, theologians, or radical 
disciples like Jeff Dietrich, but children. (Jeff sits in prison as I 
write. Why am I not with him?) The mentally ill were called 

demon-possessed in Jesus’ day. His first healings were among 
the mentally ill. Many were attracted to him; others were 
repelled and afraid of his light like the Gadarene Demoniac. 
That was this. This is that. (Ched Myers) One cannot go to 
the streets today in their holiness and hell without being sur-
rounded by the mentally ill. They talk to the sky. They pee 
in the yard. They wear heavy coats in the hottest summer on 
record. They rage when you speak to them. Soup drops from 
their mouths back into the bowl. These folk are among the 
very best friends of our Lord and Savior. He would get up 
early in the morning from the side of the road and go looking 
for them. Didn’t take long.

Beggars. Everywhere. Blind and yelling at the side 
of the road. Crippled and waiting to get to the healing pool 
as people rushed over the crowd. Mothers begging food for 

babies. Landless peasants at catch-out corners willing to work 
for less than a day’s wage just to get a little job with a little 
coin. “Always give alms,” he taught. No exceptions. The 
Hungry. Everywhere always. “Feed them yourselves,” he 
said, talking to his disciples, not the government. People get 
mean first and passive later from hunger. Hunger, like home-
lessness, is hell. No city in the unUSA is without famine, yea, 
starvation. What the hell???? Prisoners. We have no record 
of Jesus visiting in prison. And prisons were very different in 
first-century Palestine. But as Jesus commands in the Gospel 
of Matthew, “Visit the prisoner.” (Surely he could not be seri-

ous, busy as we are tending our flocks and watering our veg-
etables.) My faith in the faith of Jesus is that he never asked 
anyone to do an act of love/justice that he himself did not do. 
Like those of us who live with the poor, there is never a day 
that we are not among ex-cons, brothers and sisters under-
ground with outstanding warrants, people on parole/proba-
tion. In fact, at the ODC we are visited by prisoners every day. 
A few live in our home. We are homemakers together. Go to 
the streets and you visit the prisoner. Go to the prison and visit 
prisoners. Death Row. Jesus lived at death row. So did every-
one else in Occupied Palestine, with as cruel an oppressor as 
is the occupier today: Modern Israel (God forbid). Along the 
streets and out in the fields, dissidents were suffocating on 
crosses. Some were burned; others, like my mentor John the 
Baptist, were beheaded. Execution was public. Death row 

was a part of the scene on the way to the market or the syna-
gogue or to the streets where the despised poor and Samar-
ians hung out. Getting to death row is a bit more difficult 
for us. Executions and our sisters and brothers on The Row 
are hidden from us. The prison officials don’t want radical 
disciples to visit in the prisons. Not even liberals. They want 
fundamentalists and evangelicals to come and teach soul 
saving from the hands of an angry God. The prison system 
wants a Christianity that is not Christian at all to be part of the 
“control system.” To visit the Christ figure under the sentence 
of death is no easy matter. Neither is The Way which is hard, 
and getting in the open door, which is narrow.

Jesus called violent folk to be his disciples. Few if any 
non-violent women or men existed for him to call, as his 
message is to people with courage, audacious and brazen like 

his mentor John the Bap-
tist. People who by love 
and action are formed 
to subvert the Powers. 
Yea, even the Temple, 
religion and the state. So 
when Jesus turns to go 
to Jerusalem he heads 
for the Temple and turns 
the tables and pushes the 
bankers and pay-day loan 
sharks out into the streets. 
He uses a whip. Jesus 
called Zealots and revo-
lutionaries to follow him. 
Like Gandhi years later, 
Jesus preferred a violent 
disciple to a coward.

 Jesus also called 
enemies, Gentiles, half-
breed Samaritans. To the 

horror of “Traditional Family Values” folk (read Patriarchy), 
Jesus redefined the family. Now family was based on doing 
the will of God, not blood (Judaism, the Davidic line, Israeli 
theocracy). What a blessing when your blood kin are will-of-
God doers. I have a wide split in my blood family. How is it 
for you? Someone once said, “There is no promise that our 
children will have faith, but there is a promise that our faith 
will have children.”

There were others that I am omitting. Many were not 
recorded in our short and revolutionary gospels. But to cut to 
the chase: Jesus came to bring goodnews to the poor.  

Now this is my plea. It is not teaching and preaching in 
sanitary places removed from the poor. It is not daily living 
apart from the poor or residential living in safe places (“loca-
tion is everything”) that hides one from the very diversity 
that the Beloved Community requires of faithful disciples. 
These are diversions. They are safe places in a world at war. 
Streets drenched in violence, police-state tactics, the murder 
of African American men and women along with forgotten 
prostitutes who have not reached the class level of sex work-
ers. Safe lives are non-discipleship lives. God calls us to be 
Christian Peacemaking teams on the streets in the war 
zones of the unUnited States of America. Here we stand, 
we can do no other. Please, please, please, I beg you. The 
poor are dying in our midst. The goodnews is muted by the 
neglect of the heart of the matter, which is life among the 
lowly for the sake of the gospel and the world.  W

Eduard Loring is a Partner at the Open Door Community. 
(edloring@opendoorcommunity)

My faith in the faith of Jesus is that he never asked anyone 
to do an act of love/justice that he himself did not do. 

Brian Kavanagh
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By Weldon Nisly

On the 45th day of my life, my country dropped the first 
atomic bomb on Hiroshima. In a hellish instant, Hiroshima 
was incinerated. Three days later, our bomb-worshipping 
country dropped its bombing hell on Nagasaki, Japan’s 
most Christian city. As I write, the anniversary of The Bomb 
approaches for the 71st time. My age is the age of The Bomb 
and my country is Bomber-in-Chief.

To this day the lies of war are religiously repeated, hail-
ing The Bomb as the end of The War. For many Americans, 
religiously repeated lies become truth. Most Americans 
religiously refuse to believe that “in war, truth is the first casu-
alty.” That a cost of war is truth was first voiced by Aeschylus 
(525-456 BC), centuries before Jesus revealed a higher Way, 
Truth, and Life (John 14:6). The Way of Jesus and words of 
Aeschylus fall on deaf ears in America. Asking “Who would 
Jesus bomb?” is scorned as unpatriotic heresy.

 

In Bombs We Trust
 Bombs reign supreme in America’s reign of endless 

war. Our dollars should be adorned with “In bombs we trust” 
rather than “In God we trust.” Today our bomb of choice is the 
drone. Bombing people not-like-US has become a disengaged 
high-tech computer game circumventing law and subverting 
sanity. 

Recently, I helped plan an interfaith conference in Seat-
tle, “Countering the Humanitarian Myth: Drones and Endless 
War.” International legal scholar Marjorie Cohn gave the 
keynote address, “Killer Drones: Immoral, Illegal, Unwise.” 
The conference also included a panel with a Muslim, a Jew 
and a Christian, critiquing drone warfare from each theologi-
cal tradition. Below is an abbreviated version of a Christian 
perspective on drone warfare that I shared as a member of that 
panel. 

Drones are America’s way of telling the world that we 
can go anywhere anytime for any reason to kill anyone we 
suspect of anything we attribute to them and no law, no nation, 
no military, no weapon, no collateral damage and no reason-
ing can stop US. Targeted killing is premeditated murder with-
out due process, without verification and without mercy. Even 
worse, targeted bombing with drones kills innocent people, 
including children. 

Not long ago on MSNBC’s “Morning Joe” show, Joe 
Scarborough interviewed Times columnist Joe Klein, chal-
lenging him with the gruesome reality of a four-year-old girl 
being blown to bits as “collateral damage” by U.S. drones. 
Klein retorted, “The bottom line is: Whose four-year-old gets 
killed? What we’re doing [with drones] is limiting the pos-
sibility that four-year-olds here are going to get killed by indis-
criminate acts of terror.” (Cohn, Drones and Targeted Killing, 
17) Could we hear a more chilling lie to justify bombing with 
drones? Drones incinerate people in a hellish instant. Drones 
are the way of war, not the Way of Jesus.

I identify three pillars of a theological critique of drones: 
a theology of creation, of citizenship and of the common good.

 

A Theology of Creation
God created all creation and creatures and saw that it 

was good. The heart of God’s creative act was to create beings 
in God’s own image — beings who care for all that God cre-
ated and become co-creators with God of all that is good. One 
feature of being human created in God’s image is the agency 
of will, giving us the capacity to choose. 

Two of my most formative spiritual mentors have been 
Richard Rohr, founder of the Center for Action and Contem-
plation, and the late Gerald May, who was a primary teacher 
with the Shalem Institute. Both May and Rohr remind us 
that to be human is to have the capacity to choose and that 

our choice is between willfulness 
and willingness. Willfulness is a 
self-centered, fear-driven choice for 
violence, sacrificing another life to 
save my own. Willingness is a God-
centered, love-embodied choice for 
nonviolence that risks my own life to 
save another life. 

Drones manifest our willful 
choice for the lie of violence by will-
fully killing what God has created in 
God’s own image.

 

A Theology of 
Citizenship

A theology of citizenship flows 
from a theology of creation. As 
beings created by God, we are citi-
zens of God’s world, and therefore, 
global citizens, before and beyond 
being citizens of any nation. 

Jesus tells us we can have only 
one allegiance. We cannot serve God 
and empire. God sets before us the 
choice of life or death and calls us 
to “choose life so that you and your 
descendants may live.” (Deuter-
onomy 30:19)

A Theology of the 
Common Good

A theology of the common 
good derives from a theology of 
God’s creation and knowing we are 
citizens of God’s reign on earth as 
in heaven. Citizens of God’s reign 
know that our well-being is inti-
mately inter-connected to the well-
being of all others and all creation. 
A theology of the common good 
refuses to “other” people into an 
enemy. When we “other” others we 
begin to dehumanize them to justify 
killing them. 

Martin Luther King Jr. 
addressed his “Letter from Birmingham Jail” to clergy who 
criticized him for “unwise and untimely” nonviolent actions 
for which he was jailed in April 1963, declaring:

I am in Birmingham because injustice is 
here. … I am cognizant of the interrelatedness of 
all communities and states. I cannot sit idly by in 
Atlanta and not be concerned about what happens 
in Birmingham. Injustice anywhere is a threat to 
justice everywhere. We are caught in an inescapable 
network of mutuality, tied in a single garment of 
destiny.

King’s words are as hard and hopeful for our day as 
they were in his day.

Jesus, Just Peace 
and Christian Peacemaker Teams

Jesus never understated how hard the way of Just 
Peace is and never overstated our reason for hope: the pos-
sibility and necessity of Just Peace in our world. Just War 
focuses on waging war. Just Peace focuses on building 
peace with justice. Just War justifies “good guys” killing 
“bad guys.” Just Peace recognizes all creation and people as 

belonging to God. 
Christian Peacemaker Teams 

(www.cpt.org) envisions, embodies 
and encourages Just Peace. Envi-
sioned by Mennonites in the 1980s, 
CPT was birthed as an ecumenical, 
disciplined, nonviolent, peaceful 
presence for “getting in the way of 
war” in solidarity with victims of 
war. 

Over the years CPT learned 
that “getting in the way of war” 
projected white Western Christian 
privilege and solutions on suffering 
peoples who had their own dreams 
and visions for peace. CPT works 
at the invitation of and collabora-
tion with local people committed to 
nonviolent peacebuilding, seeking 
human rights and undoing all forms 
of oppression. 

CPT’s MISSION: Building 
partnerships to transform violence 
and oppression. CPT’s VISION: A 
world of communities that embrace 
the diversity of the human family 
and live justly and peaceably with 
all creation. CPT’s VALUES: Com-
mitted to work and relationships 
that:

* Honor and reflect the pres-
ence of faith and spirituality; 
        * Strengthen grassroots initia-
tives; 
        * Transform structures of domi-
nation and oppression; 
        * Embody creative non-vio-
lence and liberating love.

CPT provides an ongoing 
presence for peace in Colombia, 
Palestine, Iraq and with Indigenous 
Peoples in Ontario, and has worked 
in other locations including on the 
U.S.-Mexican border. 

The Mennonite congrega-
tions in Cincinnati and Seattle that I served as pastor for three 
decades have sent many members on CPT delegations to all 
of those places. Having recently retired, I am now preparing 
to spend more time with CPT, particularly with the long-term 
team in Iraqi Kurdistan or wherever I am needed. The next 
step of CPT formation for me is to participate in the Sep-
tember training in Berlin. At the end of that training we will 
discern where and when I will serve for several months each 
year. 

Just Peacebuilding with CPT costs money to train and 
send team members. We need to raise our own funds to partic-
ipation in CPT. Years ago, the spiritual master Henri Nouwen 
taught us that fund-raising for peace and service is spiritual 
work. Heeding Nouwen’s wisdom, I welcome contributions 
for my participation in CPT. Funds can be sent to me directly 
at 3711 26th Place West, Unit 206, Seattle, WA 98199 or as a 
tax deductible check written to Christian Peacemaker Teams 
and designated for my CPT involvement, sent to PO Box 
6508, Chicago, IL 60680. 

Together let us build a Just Peace.  W
  

Weldon Nisly is a retired pastor of Seattle Mennonite Church 
and a faithful peacemaker and justice seeker. (nislyweldon@
gmail.com)

The Bomb of Just War or the Just Peace of Jesus

Tom Lewis
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Bearing With Grief  continued from page 1

The White Christ and the Stuff of Recognition  continued from page 1

wrong. The white Christ is just too powerful 
and too pervasive in our lives; but God’s 
Spirit may yet boot him out of the Trinity and 
replace him with the Black Jesus. As Ed Lor-
ing recently put it at a vigil against the death 
penalty, Moses’ call to choose life or choose 
death will move us closer to death in either 
choice. If we choose death, we will be swept 
away by its hypnotic power. If we choose 
life, we will be forced to move toward the 
power of death because we must be agents of 
life where death has captured us and others.

In regard to race, in order to move 
toward life we must have the stuff of recogni-
tion. For many years now, I have been fasci-
nated by Mary Magdalene’s encounter with 
the risen Jesus in the graveyard in John 20. 
The risen Jesus is standing in front of her, and 
they are in conversation with one another, but 
she does not recognize him as the risen Jesus; 
she thinks that he is the cemetery’s caretaker. 
I am intrigued that she cannot recognize him 
— why not? She has traveled with him as 
a colleague in ministry for three years, and 
Luke 8 tells us that he healed her of mental 
illness. She knows this guy; why can’t she 
recognize him? It’s not that he looks weird, 
like a ghost or a zombie. She thinks that he 
is a human being, just not Jesus. My answer 
is that she is captured by the power of death 
— she is not looking for a living Jesus, she 
is looking for a dead body. Her perceptual 
apparatus is not able to see that he is the 

steady enthusiasm.
Toward the end of the morning a guest 

came in who has been difficult at times. He 
can be a bit prickly. He handed me a box. 
“Here. This is for Manna House and for that 
baby you and Kathleen are caring for.” Inside 
the box was a small stuffed bear and some 
magazines. “The bear is for the baby. The 
magazines are for anyone who wants them. I 
want to help like you help me.”

As I left Manna House a little while 
later and locked the front gate, I saw a man 
walking with two orthopedic boots on his 
feet. He had a cane and was also carrying a 
box. He looked vaguely familiar. I asked him 
where he was going. “South Memphis.” 

“That’s a long way to walk. Can I help 
you catch a bus?”

“Will you take me to a bus stop?”
“Sure. Get in my car.”
He directed me to a bus stop about a 

half mile away. Just as he was going to get 
out of the car he said, “You remember me?”

friend who has been executed by the Roman 
Empire. The power of Empire and death 
has captured her heart and her mind and her 
spirit. She is simply not able to recognize the 
risen Jesus.

Most of us who are classified as white 
are unable to recognize our captivity to race. 
As we have seen in previous articles in this 
series on “White Christ, Black Jesus,” the 
category of race is not biological or genetic 
— it is a political construct. Recognition of 
the continuing power of race in our lives is 

an essential first step for those of us classified 
as white. It is a system “by us, for us,” to 
paraphrase and reverse “FUBU,” the African-
American clothing line whose “for us, by us,” 
became a central marketing tag. Much of the 
difficulty of engaging the power of race in 
our individual lives and in our collective lives 
is rooted in the fundamental resistance, even 
denial, that we have in acknowledging how 
deeply embedded race is in our lives. In a 
previous book, I have designated this process 
as “the system of race” (While We Run This 
Race, Orbis, 1995).  

A second part of this recognition 
is the realization that all of us have been 
taught this system of race by people who 
love us. As a white boy growing up in the 
segregated South, I was taught this system 
by good white people who believed that 
white supremacy was God’s will. To use the 
provocative phrase from Ephesians 2:1-2, I 

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

came under the power of death through “the 
prince of the power of the air.” In what often 
happens in my encounters with the Bible, 
what seems at first to be such a primitive 
approach turns out to be sophisticated and 
always modern. The very air that we need to 
have life also brings us pollutants that bring 
us death. So it is with the system of race. The 
very folk who nurtured me and loved me and 
brought me life also taught me the power of 
white supremacy. Whenever we talk about 
the stuff of recognition in regard to race and 

white supremacy, we must always remem-
ber that we breathed it in, that it permeates 
much of our being, just as the oxygen from 
our breath goes all through our bodies. The 
stuff of recognition in regard to race is not so 
much moving from being bad to being good 
— it is rather about seeing ourselves and 
others in a whole new way. In saying this, I 

am not dismissing the barbarity of the system 
of race; rather, I am reminding us that it is 
interwoven with our being, and that it will be 
a struggle to begin to move toward liberation 
from the depths of its power. 

Mary did recognize the risen Jesus 
— how did it happen? He called her name: 
“Mary.” And she ran to tell the other disciples: 
“I have seen the Lord!” So let it be with us. 
Let us go to those places where death seems 
to have reign, as Mary did; and there, if we 
are blessed, maybe we too will hear our 
name called, and we too can begin to have 
the shackles of race removed from our hearts, 
and we too can begin to move from seeing 
the dead white Christ and move toward the 
vibrant and life-giving Black Jesus. 

Next time we will look at ways to begin 
to resist the deadly power of the system of 
race. But for now, let’s head for the grave-
yards and courts and prisons and other places 
where the death-spewing power of race seems 
ultimate. Let us pray for the stuff of recogni-
tion, and let us practice what we pray.  W 

Nibs Stroupe is the pastor of Oakhurst Pres-
byterian Church in Decatur and a longtime 
friend of the Open Door Community.

“You look familiar.” He told me his 
name. “I remember you now,” I said.

“I’m not homeless anymore, well not 
really, since I’m staying with a friend. But 
I’m off the streets. You know that Manna 
House is a life saver.”

The heat and the humidity and the 
grief still hung in the air. But something else 
was present, too: the gifts hospitality brings 
— from guests, from students and churches, 
from those regular volunteers who come so 
faithfully. The grief was not gone. But it was 
bearable.  W

Peter Gathje is a professor and Assistant 
Academic Dean at Memphis Theological 
Seminary; a founder of Manna House, a 
place of hospitality in Memphis. He wrote 
Sharing the Bread of Life: Hospitality and 
Resistance at the Open Door Community 
(2006) and edited A Work of Hospitality: The 
Open Door Reader 1982 – 2002. (pgathje@
memphisseminary.edu)

Let us go to those places where death seems to have reign, as Mary did;
and there, if we are blessed, maybe we too will hear our name called, 

and we too can begin to have the shackles of race removed from our hearts, 
and we too can begin to move from seeing the dead white Christ 

and move toward the vibrant and life-giving Black Jesus. 

A Glimpse
The path I’ve walked …
A path for no man.
Twenty years deep,
surviving in quicksand.
Refusing to sink,
resisting to fail,
maintaining. On my shoulders
is the wrath of hell.
And although I trail,
I know not defeat.
My character is strong,
as solid as concrete.
Trapped in a world
of unproductive isolation,
where maintaining is a task
that requires concentration.
The path I’ve walked
has my fixed attention.
This is merely a sample.
Most things were not mentioned.

— Robert Butts

Robert Butts is a friend on Georgia’s Death Row.  

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.
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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 
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.

until January 15, 2017
Contact: Sarah Humphrey 

 at opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 
or 404.874.9652 ext. 101

For information visit 
www.opendoorcommunity.org

Calvin Kimbrough

Kevan Whiteside has recently become a member of the 
Open Door Community. Come join in the work with him.

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.

HOSPITALITY

volunteer 
needs
at the 

Open Door Community

For more information, 
contact Sarah Humphrey 

 at sarah@opendoorcommunity.org
or 404.874.9652 - ext 101

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

Volunteers to help staff our Foot Clinic 
on Wednesday evenings (6:00 p.m. for 
supper, 6:45-9:15 p.m. for the clinic).
  
Individuals to accompany community 
members to medical appointments.

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

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

Church Women United
2016 Human Rights Celebration

Experiencing Blessings 
at the Table

Honorees:
Dr. Catherine Meeks
Rev. Murphy Davis
Rev. Eduard Loring

Saturday, September 10, 2016
11:30 a.m. - 2:00 p.m.

tickets $35

St. Paul A.M.E. Church
1540 Pryor Road SW

Atlanta, Georgia 30315

Metro Atlanta 
Democratic Socialists 
of America 
Meeting 
September 24

11 a.m. - 1 p.m. 
Open Door Community 
910 Ponce De Leon Ave NE
Atlanta, Georgia 30306 
everyone welcome!

Featured speaker: 

Terry Easton
author of
Raising Our Voices, Breaking the Chain: 
The Imperial Hotel Occupation as Prophetic Politics

The book about an historic fight led – and won 
– by the Open Door Community to preserve 
affordable housing in downtown Atlanta.  

name__________________________

address_________________________ 

_______________________________

_______________________________

email___________________________

phone__________________________
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Grace and Peaces of Mail
Picked up your newspaper this morning and started 

your article on “What is Prayer?” Just so happens our grand-
son has declared he is gay. His mother is a minister, pastor of 
a mostly African American small congregation. 

He just finished college — we went to graduation not 
knowing his sinful desire to marry. We are stunned. The 
church is for all of us sinners, but to declare the gay lifestyle 
as not a sin is decimating the Presbyterian Church and a 
partial cause of his error of choice.

We feel, as a church and us, we have gone from ho-
mophobic to caring for the journey of those with tendencies 
to want better for them. Our pastor’s daughter went from 
lukewarm to activist to know the truth of this sin. Her church 
is a Fellowship Community Presbyterian Church. They don’t 
want to leave the PCUSA, but don’t believe in changing the 
ordination standards on marriage. Our daughter is trying to 
initiate tough love on our son, along with prayer for his sake. 
We are so grateful to totally agree with her.

I think truth says you are not born gay. You may have 
tendencies but we are all born with sin we have to work on 
not following. Thanks be to God for his guidance through the 
word and spirit and Christian fellowship.

My own interests are mainly evangelism, mission, edu-
cation. I was on presbytery committees for over 50 years. We 
have ministries here doing many of the things you are doing. 
Tonight we go to the men’s shelter for worship and a meal. 

So we’re seeking truth in service and worship. But the 
gay community here pushes hard. We’re trying to resist with 
wisdom. We pray for our son’s and Satan’s ways to leave.

Peace and blessings.
Name Witheld

Dear friend, we look forward to the time that your beloved 
grandson can be welcomed and loved in the fullness of his 
identity.

Dear Ed,
I finally got around to reading your article, “What is 

Prayer?” in the April 2016 Hospitality. Thank you. I am 
planning on sharing it with my Christian Ethics class this fall 
when we get to the section of the class I am calling “Telling 
the Truth and Saying Our Prayers: Daily Practices for 
Christian Discipleship.” I will be re-reading and re-reading 
because I need to be formed more deeply in prayer and in 
practice.

Prayer without practice of discipleship and seeking 
the Black Christ along his way that is truth and life is empty. 
Practice of discipleship without prayer is not possible for the 
long haul.

Love,
Pete Gathje
Memphis, Tennessee

I’ve been at a loss for words at this news. I heard a few 
weeks ago in an email from Elizabeth Dede. It’s another 
recent jolt for me. I lost my mother a couple months ago. 
Her health had been failing, and she died one morning in her 
home. The ODC has been a home for me. It’s hard to think 
of the community no longer at 910. I was glad to see in the 
announcement yesterday that Hospitality will continue. I’m 
holding all of you in my thoughts and prayers during this 
transition time. I’m sure I’ll get down there before the closing 
for a last visit. 

Michael Galovic
Asheville, NC

Michael Galovic was a Resident Volunteer at the Open Door 
from 1994-1996, the layout editor of Hospitality for many 
years, and met his life partner, the Rev. Tamara Puffer in the 
kitchen cooking grits for our homeless friends. 

Dear Murphy Davis,
It was good to hear from you like always. Also I’m 

happy to know your new plans for the Open Door. God is 
leading and guiding you in all you do. So always be willing to 
follow all that God put in your heart to do for the good of all, 
and then you can not go wrong. 

I thank God for you, ‘cause you are a hard worker for 
God and God has brought you a mighty long way. So never 
let no one turn you around or try to stop you from working 
for God, which you love to do, not just sometimes, but all the 
time.

Here is a poem I wrote called “Open Door Stand 
Strong.”

The Open Door is standing up for its holy right,
‘Cause in God they love and trust to the end.
So be strong and brave, all at the Open Door,
‘Cause it may be dark, but the new day is coming
When all will see and come to know
It is God who opens up the doors for all.
Yes, like the Open Door does, too.

No, the Open Door is not lost.
Instead the Open Door is found by God,
Who opens all doors for the good of 
Those who love God.

Donnie Thomas
Georgia Prisoner, formerly on death row

Rev. Ed and Ms. Murphy,
Hello! “Good Ground.” Those are the words you told 

me, Rev. Ed, at that visit: that I’m good ground. Those words 
were so powerful, it changed what I had planned on becom-
ing. I was on the path of giving up and saying forget it, I 
might as well become a badass in prison. With all this time 
I have, what can they do to me? I was already longing for 
death, a quick relief from doing time. But those words made 
me think maybe I can do some good in here. I’m grateful. 
You are some really beautiful people. The things you do, the 
things you go through. Thank you. Where God takes you 
next will still be wonderful. Just keep [God] leading you all 
and touching people’s lives like you touched mine at that visit 
and over the years. Thanks for loving me and encouraging 
me and others. 

Love,
Ivan Simpson 
Georgia prisoner

Dear Murphy and Ed,
What a fruitful ministry you have had at 910! News of 

the closing of the Open Door at that address brings a flood of 
grateful memories along with my dismay and gratitude — 
gratitude for your life and work, and for our long friendship in 
Montreat decades ago and ever since.

This note is to convey my heartfelt thanks to you and 
to God, with a prayer for God’s continuing blessing on you, 
your family and your colleagues throughout all your coming 
years.

In Christ’s love,
Lamar Williamson
Black Mountain, North Carolina

Dear, dear folks,
I so look forward to Hospitality each month! It renews 

my faith in the goodness of Christ’s disciples. You are always 
in prayer and thanksgiving.

Kathleen and Bill McNulty
Kennesaw, Georgia

Open Door Leadership Family,
I would like to begin by saying I’m truly sorry for the 

way I parted with you all. I have no excuse, for it would only 
be a copout. My spirit convicts me to be honest to the fact 
that I’ve never lived with people of different race, gender and 
education. I felt intimidated and afraid, so I lashed out. I’ve 
learned a different way of life — one that includes people. 
I humbly pray to you all for forgiveness and the hope of 
reconciling our relationship if it can possibly be achieved. 
After some hard thought and real prayer, I realized you guys 
are a big part of my seeing with real spiritual eyes. You have 
made a difference in so many people’s lives. It took me a very 
long time to see this. Your work is vital to this community. If 
there is a volunteer opportunity, please do not hesitate. In the 
words of Ed Loring, I’d like to “reduce the distance.”

Sincerely,
Kevin Harris
Atlanta, Georgia

Dear Friends,
I have received a couple of articles by Ed Loring. I 

would be interested in hearing more about your organization, 
as Mr. Loring’s articles were deeply touching, atypical 
of normalized religion, even among the Catholic Worker 
communities. Mr. Loring’s heart seems akin to Sister 
Ardeth Platte of Baltimore’s Jonah House or Kathy Boylan 
of WDC’s Dorothy Day Community or Roberta from 
Milwaukee’s Casa Maria Community.

Jack & Felice Cotton-Joppa
The Nuclear Resister 
Tucson, Arizona

Dear Ed and Murphy,
I have no difficulty with a Black Jesus. I have never 

pictured Jesus as white, blond hair, blue eyes and middle 
class. I think Jesus might resemble some of the immigrants/
refugees, that are labeled terrorist, that the American Empire 
will not allow to enter or deports if they are already here.

If we understand that Jesus is seen in, and present 
with, “the least of these,” we need to recognize that in this 
world the least of these are usually black, brown, yellow, red, 
disabled, or women. There are some white folks in the mix 
I’m sure, but they are the minority.

When I think of the judgement day I often wonder if, 
when we stand before God, his appearance will be that of 
whomever we despised on earth. To a bigot he would appear 
black, brown, red or yellow. To someone who hates women 
he would appear to be a woman, etc. The theology may not 
be sound, but I do wonder about it.

I signed the online petition to stop the execution of 
Kenny Fults. It’s hard to understand how anyone could think 
he received a fair trial. Praying for the day the death penalty is 
abolished.
  Love, 
   Rae Jones
   Fordville, North Dakota

It was lovely to see, in Hospitality, bits about Connie and 
her husband [Connie and Clive Bonner] visiting you because 
it was a talk she gave that made me decide to support your 
community. She came to our guild when she was a minister in 
Annan and her talk hit us hard. I’ve supported you ever since. 
All the best for 2016 in your efforts for humanity.

Sylvia Ferguson
Annan, Scotland

Becca Conrad
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Becca Conrad

Dear ODC Staff and Family,
Hello, I am currently serving a capital life sentence in 

Texas. I have been locked up since I was 20 and am now 33 
years old. I’ve been getting your newspaper, Hospitality, for 
about four years now and always get some very good advice 
and emotions coming through the articles by numerous 
people.  

Sincerely,
   Name Withheld

 Texas prisoner

Dear Open Door Community,
You are on my list of folks I hold in the Holy One’s love 

and light for strength in all your care of the Earth’s children. I 
so appreciate your paper – so much goodness in your shared 
life and ministry.

Thank you for all your faithful witness and especially 
for your recent work on the Black Jesus. It coincides with 
the racial and systemic injustice work of the Baptist Peace 
Fellowship.

May you be blessed and constantly renewed,
Sarah John
Chico, California

As salaamu Alaikum and May the peace of our God be 
with you.

I hope this letter finds you all in the best of health 
and happiness. I am doing well and I see that you all are 
flourishing too! Syracuse has not been as challenging as 
many people here tried to impress upon me. The people 
are beautiful; the weather not so much. However, we praise 
Allah for all things. We have been able to continue to feed 
our homeless friends even through the harsh winter by 
connecting with a few organizations in the area. To date 
we have provided food for over 500 people! It is hard to 
believe sometimes but it is happening! We have also had a 
few volunteers come in and help organize the clothing closet 
and make sandwich bags. We had a Muslim youth group 
and a few others. It has been exceptionally rewarding. Of 
course I always come back to my first love: the Open Door 
Community. I cannot thank you enough and will continue 
to convey my gratitude for your love and encouragement 
over the years. It is because of your example of charity and 
compassion toward me in my darkest times that I was given 
the strength and courage to launch this organization. Eduard, 
my mentor and life coach but mostly my friend, I will 
always be indebted to you for your guidance and assistance 
through the process. I owe it to my Lord to serve but I owe it 
to my friends to never give up the fight against poverty and 
oppression.

I have been keeping up with you all via Facebook and 
sharing messages with the community. Thank you all for 
continuing to stay in touch and keep me up on the exciting 
things that have been happening. I also recently received 
Hospitality, and it brought the biggest smile to my face along 
with so many great memories. Recently I was interviewed for 
a local Syracuse newspaper, The Stand. They heard about the 
organization and wanted to know about how we got started 
and my personal story. We pray that the article will bring 
awareness to poverty here and hopefully help us further our 
efforts.

Please make sure to greet each and every one of my 
friends in the Soup Kitchen and especially my homeless 
brothers and sisters in the yard. Give them all my love and tell 
them I miss them so very much.

Insha’Allah (God willing) I will see you all soon. May 
Allah bless each and every one of you.

Love,
Alamin and Nasirah Muhammad
Syracuse, New York

Dear Friends,
I’m always impressed and moved by Hospitality, but 

I’m especially impressed by the February-March issue, with 
its Black Jesus/White Christ focus, and would like to order 
12 copies of it to distribute to fellow members of a group at 
Tacoma Community College with whom I’m reading and 
discussing Beverly Tatum’s Why Are All the Black Kids 
Sitting Together in the Cafeteria?  

I’m very grateful for your work. Your writing always 
stimulates me to try to work a little harder for justice.

Yours with thanks for that prodding,
Susan Donaldson
Tacoma, Washington

Dear One and All at the Open Door,
My first encounter with you was in 1990 when I arrived 

in Atlanta with dreams of starting an urban house of prayer. 
Maisha House of Prayer began and served the community for 
16 years. 

At that time I was a Catholic Sister. In 2008 I left the 
Sisters of the Blessed Sacrament to follow God’s call to love 
in a new way. Presently I live on an 11-acre walnut orchard 
in northern California with my life partner in a community of 
five dedicated to transforming the human race through social 
and entrepreneurial endeavors that honor and protect Earth.

I spent 50 years as a Sister of the Blessed Sacrament 
— years filled with grace and blessings even in the difficult 
times. Yet, the last eight years have brought me to a place of 
fullness, joy and new life that I could never have imagined!

I wish the same for you! After a time of mourning 
— closing the Open Door is a deep loss — may you find 
abundance, choices that nourish you, and above all peace!

Loretta McCarthy
Upper Lake, California

Ed, 
There is a person in the Bible named Simon of Cyrene. 

Out of all the people in Jerusalem for the Jewish Feast that 
day, God singled him out to bear the cross of Jesus! What 
is fascinating about this man is that he was a black person 
from Northern Africa (Cyrene). I see a parallel between what 
happened to Simon of Cyrene and what happened to some of 
his descendants many years later. Don’t you?

The cross was used as an instrument of punishment just 
as the lynching tree was used. The one who was punished 
on the cross was the one sent to be the Savior of the whole 
world. Is it possible that the ones punished on the lynching 
tree are called to be “saviors” also? Wouldn’t this be just like 
the Lord to do something like this with people who have 
been rejected? So, Ed, I can’t wait to read “The Cross and the 
Lynching Tree.” 

Is the death penalty today used as the cross was? And, if 
so, can any good come out of it?

Keep praying and believing God with me for my release 
from prison this year. Come to think of it, prison is a type of 
lynching tree!

I love you folks with the Spirit and love of Jesus.
Proverbs 13:12,

Harold McCallister
Georgia prisoner

Dear Mr. Eduard Loring,
You are not going to be pleased with this letter by any 

means. I apologize for my crassness and not liking your 
remarks in your story in the September 2015 Hospitality 
article, “White Christ/Black Jesus.” Boy are you way out of 
line with some of your statements.

Before I go any farther I must say, Christ is not white 
and Jesus is not black. Jesus Christ is Arab with medium dark 
skin, also Jewish. Jewish and Arab are about the same. Can’t 
you accept Christ as just a MAN, a teacher, the Son of God. 
You know there is a real God or it sounds to me as if you 
want to stir the old poop in that pot like Rev. Farrakhan does. 
He gets people all upset so much over the issues that are better 
off left to the powers to be.

Yes, there may be some White Supremacists raging 
across the land but also there are Black people that are also 
raging across America who need to get an education and 
learn also how to control their anger. There is just as much 
injustice among white folks as there is among the Black, 
only the white folks aren’t as loud and don’t do some of the 
foolishness some Black folks do.

I admit whites do get a better break in education and 
jobs but I feel as others do, that Black people can’t get the 
very same breaks as whites, BUT first some of the wilder 
youth need to clean up their own attitudes and mouths in 
order to gain a good proper notice of their needs and desires. I 
am not all white. I am half native half English British.

Don’t make Christ the fall guy. Look what happened to 
Christ some 2000 years ago. Read ALL your Bible every inch 
of it. There are many stories told. It’s not about color. It’s all 
about attitude, love and respect for one another. One of my old 
best buddies is a Black man who once played basketball for 
the Harlem Globetrotters back in the 60s. The finest man alive.

I would love to see you scream from the rooftops about 
getting a full high school education and no drugs. WE DO 
NOT NEED DRUGS OR ATTITUDES TO ENJOY LIFE.

I am a 78-year-old man in a wheelchair in a nasty prison 
full of filth and abuse. Black and white alike get along just 
fine; there is a couple here and there that are jerks but for the 
most part we all feel alike.

So Mr. Loring get off your pity pot and share some love 
and respect with all men and women and you’ll see a better 
you with less problems and issues.

Before I close, do some really searching investigations 
on Black churches being burnt down. Granted it’s very wrong 
and what happens doesn’t help at all but the likes of the Rev. 
Farrakhan don’t help matters; he stirs up a hornet’s nest when 
he and Al Sharpton get on the pulpits and stir up the souls 
of people who never had the chance to be educated. I have 
covered many stories of these issues as a photojournalist for tv 
and newspapers. Go to a big library and read many stories.

I’ll pray for you. Please calm down. The world will 
meet you halfway. Remember I see bad and abuse daily all 
the days I live.

Let God stand in your heart.
Respectfully,

Frank S. Morgan, Sr.
Georgia prisoner

Dear Ed,
Thank you for  publishing in Hospitality your deeply 

penetrating thoughts and beliefs, this time about a topic dear 
to my heart.  As a straight white male, I have long struggled 
with and demonstrated against the White Supremacy embed-
ded in U.S. society.  I have admired from a distance (my wife 
and I visited about 20 years ago) the services that the Open 
Door provides to the disadvantaged of Atlanta and Georgia.

Thanks and Peace,
Tom Washburn
Fernandina Beach, Florida
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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 
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 -ext 101. 

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. 

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

Open Door 
Medical Cart 

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

We gratefully accept donations at these times:
 Sunday: 9 a.m. until 3 p.m. 
 Monday: 8:30 a.m. until Noon and 3 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Tuesday: Noon until 8:30 p.m. 
 Wednesday: Noon until 6 p.m.
 Thursday: 8:30 a.m. until 11 a.m. and 2 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Friday and Saturday: We are closed. We are not able to   
  offer hospitality or accept donations on these days.

Food Needs
qfresh fruits & 
   vegetables
qhams & turkeys
qsandwiches:
   meat with cheese on whole wheat
   bread (NO PB&J, bologna or white
   bread, please)

September 2016

Special Needs
qblankets
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qreading glasses
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)
qpostage stamps
qa home for every
   homeless person       
qAbolition 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

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

September   4 4 p.m. Worship at 910
    the Singing Labor Movement
    Calvin Kimbrough  leading
September 11 4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Nibs Stroupe  preaching

blankets

We need blankets for 
our friends that are 
washable and can be 
dried “hot.”

From August 18 to September 13 the Open Door Community 
will be on Summer Break. 

We will answer the door from 9 - 11 a.m. Monday through Thursday.

The Public Restroom will be open: 
Monday from 8 a.m. - 4 p.m.
Tuesday - Thursday from 8 a.m. - 5 p.m.
Sunday from 8 a.m. - 2 p.m.

Services will begin again on Wednesday, September 14.

October 30 4 p.m. Worship at 910
   Bishop Robert Wright  preaching

Susan von der Hijden


