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By Chris Hedges

There are, as Cornel West has pointed out, only two 
African Americans who rose from dirt-poor poverty to the 
highest levels of American intellectual life — the writer Rich-
ard Wright and the radical theologian James H. Cone.

Cone, who died in April, grew up in segregated 
Bearden, Arkansas, the impoverished son of a woodcut-
ter who had only a sixth-grade education. With an almost 
superhuman will, Cone clawed his way up from the Arkansas 
cotton fields to implode theological studies in the United 
States with his withering critique of the white supremacy and 
racism inherent within the white, liberal Christian church. His 
brilliance — he was a Greek scholar and wrote his doctoral 
dissertation on the Swiss theologian Karl Barth — enabled 
him to “turn the white man’s theology against him and make 
it speak for the liberation of black people.” God’s revelation 
in America, he understood, “was found among poor black 
people.” Privileged white Christianity and its theology were 
“heresy.” He was, until the end of his life, possessed by what 
the theologian Reinhold Niebuhr called “sublime madness.” 
His insights, he writes, “came to me as if revealed by the spir-
its of my ancestors long dead but now coming alive to haunt 
and torment the descendants of the whites who had killed 
them.”

“When it became clear to me that Jesus was not biologi-
cally white and that white scholars actually lied by not telling 
people who he really was, I stopped trusting anything they 
said,” he writes in his posthumous memoir, Said I Wasn’t 
Gonna Tell Nobody: The Making of a Black Theologian, 
published in October.

“White supremacy is America’s original sin and libera-
tion is the Bible’s central message,” he writes in his book. 
“Any theology in America that fails to engage white suprem-
acy and God’s liberation of black people from that evil is not 
Christian theology but a theology of the Antichrist.”

White supremacy “is the Antichrist in America because 
it has killed and crippled tens of millions of black bodies and 
minds in the modern world,” he writes. “It has also commit-
ted genocide against the indigenous people of this land. If that 
isn’t demonic, I don’t know what is … [and] it is found in 
every aspect of American life, especially churches, seminar-
ies, and theology.”

Cone, who spent most of his life teaching at New York 
City’s Union Theological Seminary, where the theological 
luminaries Paul Tillich and Reinhold Niebuhr preceded him, 
was acutely aware that “there are a lot of brilliant theologians 
and most are irrelevant and some are evil.”

Of the biblical story of Cain’s murder of Abel, Cone 
writes: “… [T]he Lord said to Cain, ‘Where is your brother 
Abel?’ He said, ‘I don’t know; am I my brother’s keeper?’ 
And the Lord said, ‘What have you done? Listen: your 
brother’s blood is crying out to me from the ground!’” Cain, 
in Cone’s eyes, symbolizes white people, as Abel symbolizes 
Black people.

“God is asking white Americans, especially Christians, 
‘Where are your black brothers and sisters?’” Cone writes. 
“And whites respond, ‘We don’t know. Are we their keepers?’ 
And the Lord says, ‘What have you done to them for four 
centuries?’”

The Heresy 
of White 
Christianity

By Tabatha Holley

This sermon was preached on January 1 at Sardis Mission-
ary Baptist church in Dawson, Georgia for the Terrell County 
NAACP Emancipation Day Service.

Words cannot express the depth of gratitude I have for 
this community. I enter this sacred place giving honor to God 
for seeing fit for my existence. I acknowledge my ancestors 
who survived the Middle Passage, ancestors who survived 
the Great Depression and Jim Crow, the War on Drugs and so 
many other dangers (seen and unseen). I honor their prayers 
prayed in cotton fields, white folks’ kitchens, Sunday after 
Sunday and late into the midnight hours. Surely, they have 
brought us to this day, January 1, 2019. 156 years. 

I ask that you turn with me to the book of Esther, Chap-
ter 8, verse 3 and we will read to the 6th verse. Before you 
take your seat, I ask that you turn to the neighbor on your right 
and say, “Tell the story”; now turn to the neighbor to your left 
and say, “Tell the story.” 

I’m going to ask that you take a journey with me to a 
town in the Persian Empire by the name of Susa. As we take 
this journey there are three things I want you to keep in mind: 
If there is one thing that the Bible teaches/shows us, it is that 
every empire has an earthly ruler. Whether or not those rulers 
conquer by force or are elected by a democratic process, every 
empire has an earthly ruler. There is another lesson that the 

Bible teaches/shows us and it is that the empire always has to 
make an example out of somebody. But the third fact, that one 
which is most powerful, is that time and time again, there are 
the stories delivered out of the mouths of those who survive, 
from generation to generation. In every community, there 
is a story teller. In every culture, there is what some African 
cultures might call a “griot.” It is through the telling of these 
stories that generations survive. 

This story is about a young, Jewish, orphan girl from 
Susa by the Hebrew name of Hadassah. Reverend Stephens 
asks the question year after year: What is in a name? This 
story magnifies how powerful a name is because by the time 
we get to tell this story, her name has been changed by her 
oppressors to the Greek name Esther and that is what we will 
name her. Esther was taken by the king’s order and placed in 
the chambers of the concubines. Here, for 180 days, she and 

Emancipation 
Proclamation, 2019

In every community, 
there is a story teller. It is through 

the telling of these stories 
that generations survive. 

Morgan Johnson
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Eduard Loring

By Peter Gathje

A mother had shown up with her child, 
three years old, named “Heaven.” She had a 
little toy guitar that she was playing.

“Have you heard of Sister Rosetta 
Tharpe?” I asked her mother. 

“Who’s she?”
“She’s the Godmother of rock and roll. 

Your daughter there is gonna play like her 
when she grows up.”

A few of the older guests around nod-
ded their heads. “I know of her. She was 
something else.” “She could sure enough 
play. Gospel. Blues. Lord, she was good.”

I brought up one of her songs on You-
Tube and we listened a little while to “Didn’t 
it Rain?”

“You gotta know your history, little 
one,” an older guest said to Heaven, who 
strummed her toy guitar as we listened to 
Sister Tharpe.

“How she gonna know someone so 
old?” the little girl’s mother sounded incredu-
lous. “Is she even still alive?”

“How old are you?” 
the older guest asked the 
mother.

“I was born in 1992. 
You figure it out.” 

“That makes you 
exactly young,” said 
another guest, “Shoot. I was 
already married and work-
ing in ’92.” 

Others joined in shar-
ing their ages. “I was born 
in 1979. I’m pushing 40.” 
“I’m forty-three.” “Fifty-six 
here, but I feel older.”

And then the older 
guest who wanted to 
emphasize knowing history 
said, “I’m 76. We were all astounded.

“What’s your secret?” I asked.
“Ain’t no secret,” he said. “I just keep 

waking up. Ain’t no special wisdom I have. 
Sometimes I’ve wished I was dead. But I just 
kept waking up. That’s most of how I’ve kept 
on livin’. I wake up and get moving.”

“God gets me up every morning,” one 
of the more pious guests then intoned.

“O yes,” the older guest said, “I know 
it’s God nudging me, but I’m the one that’s 
gotta get out of bed. God isn’t going to put 
my feet on the floor and get me out the door.”

“Well, thank God you made it thus far, 
then, because without God you’d be done.”

Still Full of Sap, Still Green “God’s got my thanks. I know where 
my life comes from and where I’m going.”

I kept thinking on the music and the 
ages and the faith I was hearing, so when I 
was asked a few minutes later for the “Word 
of the Day,” I turned to Psalm 92 verses 12-
15. The Psalm seemed to resonate with the 
reflections of the morning on age and history 
and the trajectory of God through our lives.

The just flourish like the palm tree,
 and grow like a cedar in Lebanon. 
They are planted in the house of the Lord; 
 they flourish in the courts of our God. 
In old age they still produce fruit; 
 they are still full of sap, still green, 
 showing that the Lord is upright; 
God is my rock, 
 and there is no injustice in God.  W

Peter Gathje is Vice President for Aca-
demic Affairs/Dean of Memphis Theological 
Seminary, and 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)

Open Door Community Needs:
 Coffee, please!
 Winter Socks, especially extra large
 Gloves, especially extra large
 Granola bars
 Money for prisoner support and prisoner family support
 Stamps to write prisoners and thank-you notes for sending us stamps,   
clothing, food, money, etc.
 The Hardwick Prison Trip: hosts, drivers, cars and vans in Atlanta area.

If you’d like to help us gather materials, please see our Amazon wish-list: 
http://www.amazon.com/registry/wishlist/1Q9TWJ0HZPJAX. 

Murphy, David, Ed, Simon, Erica and Tyrone thank you for all you are/do/give/
support, for we have another world in view.

The Welcome Table, January 14: 
warm coffee and friendly greetings on a cold morning. 

Rita Corbin

Recommended Reading

They Speak Your Language 
A Poetic Bestiary 

by J. Stephen Rhodes (Author), 
Amanda Chao Benbassat (Illustrator)
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By Nibs Stroupe

Dr. Catherine Meeks and I are working on a book on 
the prophetic witness of Ida B. Wells for our time. We turned 
in the proposed manuscript to the publisher at the end of 
December and anticipate its publication in the early fall. I 
have wanted to do something on Wells for a long time, and I 
am delighted to have someone of Catherine’s skill and pas-
sion bring Ida B’s voice to this effort. I first encountered Ida 
Wells in 1985, as I sought to begin a series of sermons on 
Black History Month at Oakhurst Presbyterian. I found her 
in a book entitled Black Foremothers by Dorothy Sterling, in 
which Sterling gave brief but substantial sketches of Wells, 
Ellen Craft (from Macon — a powerful story there also) and 
Mary Church Terrell (from Memphis — a colleague of Wells, 
though they later were alienated from one another). 

I was stunned by all of these women. I had never heard 
of any of them — testimony to my captivity to racism and 
sexism. I ended up preaching on all three of them at some 
point in the 30-plus years of Black History preaching. Yet, 
Wells stuck with me in a way that the other two did not. 
Perhaps it was that she grew up in Marshall County, Missis-
sippi, where all my forebears were from. Perhaps it was that 
she reminded me of my mother a lot — short but formidable. 
Perhaps it was that she had done so much from 1878, when 
she became the head of her family at age 16, until her death 
in 1931. I began checking on her in 1985, and there was not 
much about her — no books, a couple of Ph.D. dissertations 
and a couple of articles. I could not believe that she had been 
so forgotten, when during her lifetime, she was one of the 
most famous people in the country, and she was the leading 
anti-lynching voice. For this Black History Month, I want to 
return to Ida Wells and her witness.

1985 was prior to the internet, so I had to do the research 
in the old and slow way! I finally found one book about her 
in 1985: Crusade for Justice. It was a semi-autobiography 
of her, edited by Wells’ daughter, Alfreda Duster. I was a bit 
skeptical because it was a “family” connection, but it was 
published by the University of Chicago Press under the 
leadership of John Hope Franklin. Ms. Duster had taken her 
mother’s unfinished work and put it together. And it is power-
ful, chronicling Wells’ witness and work from her sudden 
“parenting” in 1878 — upon the stunning death of both of her 
parents from yellow fever — through the destruction of the 
gains of Reconstruction, through the tidal wave of racism that 
re-established neo-slavery in the 1890s, to her ground-break-
ing work on lynching, Southern Horrors, to her friendship 
with Frederick Douglass and Susan B. Anthony, to her work 
to found the NAACP, to her “divided duty” as activist and 
wife and mother, to her organizing Black women’s clubs, to 
her social work for those African Americans fleeing the South 
in the waves of the Great Migration. I am so grateful to Ms. 
Duster’s persistence in preserving her mother’s memoir and 
making certain that the name of Ida B. Wells was not lost. 

Wells stayed with me for many reasons, but two stand 
out today. Though I had heard hints of it prior to my meeting, 
Wells and her work made me reconsider my historical under-
standing of the period of Reconstruction. As a white, male 
Southerner raised on racism and sexism and militarism, I had 
breathed in the “power of the prince of the air,” that pungent 
phrase from the Letter to the Ephesians (2:2). In today’s terms, 
or at least in my terms, I had drunk the kool-aid that poisoned 
my perceptual apparatus. I had believed that Reconstruction 
was not an experiment in democracy, in which the country 
was trying to find a way to establish equality and equity for 
African Americans. I had heard from my white Southern fore-
bears that Reconstruction was a time of corruption, which had 
proven that Black people could not handle political power. 
And I had believed that.

 Looking back now, such an interpretation was obvi-
ously self-serving for white supremacy in the South — it 
justified the neo-slavery that did not end until 1965. Wells’ 
witness and work drove me back into that period, where I 
discovered the works of W.E.B. Dubois and Eric Foner and 
Lerone Bennett Jr. and many others. All of these pushed me 
to discover the propaganda of “fake news.” And, I must add 
here that this fake news was not just swallowed by white 
Southerners — it became the myth that drove the country 
through films like “Birth of a Nation.” Many people classified 
as “white,” wherever we might live, STILL have this view of 
Reconstruction. It’s one of the reasons why the resistance to 
the presidency of Barack Obama was so deep — many clas-
sified as “white” simply do not believe that we can have life 
if a Black man has power in our lives. It’s why we have the 
playground-to-prison-pipeline for Black people and Latinx 
people: The fake news of white supremacy lives deeply in our 
souls.

Secondly, Ida Wells slapped me in the face with her 
humanity. She was a full-blown human being, with all the 
layers and complexities that each of us has. As I have written 
elsewhere, the first Black person that I considered might be 
a human being like me was a character in a novel written by 
a white man: the Reverend Stephen Kumalo in Alan Paton’s 
novel about apartheid in South Africa, Cry, the Beloved Coun-
try. That was in my regressive, fake news, white supremacist 
phase. And now I must say that in my liberal, somewhat 
progressive phase in 1985, Ida Wells presented herself to me 
as a real person, helping me to discover, much to my dismay, 
that I was still in my white supremacist phase. At least she 
was a real person and not just the creation of a white author! 
Ida Wells was definitely a creation from the African American 
experience. She changed my life in so many ways!

Ida Wells was fearless, ferocious, formidable and 
feminist. I like this alliteration, but today Wells would likely 
respond that she was “womanist,” not “feminist,” in order to 
note the differences and tensions between white women and 
women of color, especially women classified as “Black.” 
Of course she knew fear, but she did not allow herself to be 

dominated by anxiety.  She took herself into places that were 
scary and dangerous, but “nevertheless, she persisted.” Such a 
witness is important for herself and for others. It was a vision 
and a power that made her a powerful witness in whatever 
area she worked. As a poster put it recently in the Belmont-
Paul Women’s house in Washington, D.C., “you can’t spell 
‘formidable’ without Ida B.” 

Wells was “womanist” because her witness reminds us 
of the importance of “intersectionality,” the reality that many 
categories overlap and inform one another in the areas of 
oppression and liberation. Wells knew well that it was just as 
important to free women of all racial categories from male 
dominance as it was to free those classified as “Black” from 
racial oppression — all included, no one left behind. This 
affirmation of women’s rights cost Wells dearly in the work 
for justice, but she would not yield on this. She remained fear-
less, formidable, ferocious and womanist. 

As our daughter Susan put it about Ida Wells in a birth-
day tribute to Wells last July: “She did the work no one else 
would do. She kept showing up where she wasn’t wanted. 
She worked with people who would work with her. She 
worked with people she didn’t agree with and fought with 
constantly. She worked for the betterment of a country that 
saw her doubly as a second-class citizen. She lived through 
some of the darkest times in American history and did not live 
to see the biggest advancements that her daily work yielded 
in later decades. But she believed in herself, and in her abil-
ity to get things done, not just for herself, but for her fellow 
citizens.” In this Black History Month, plan to look up Ida B. 
Wells, and of course, plan to get Catherine’s and my book on 
her this fall: Passionate for Justice: Ida B. Wells as Prophet 
for Our Time.  W  

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open Door, retired 
Presbyterian pastor and author of the recently published 
Deeper Waters: Sermons for a New Vision. He also writes a 
weekly blog at www.nibsnotes.blogspot.com. His website is 
www.revnibsstroupe.com. The book on Ida Wells, written with 
Dr. Catherine Meeks, is scheduled for a September publica-
tion by Church Publishing Co. (nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)

Fearless, Ferocious, Formidable, and Feminist
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overwhelmed, too caught up handling the tricky business of 
negotiation in places of power and influence especially, there 
is a lesson from the story of Esther.

We are blessed today. We are blessed to have a great 
host of people in this place: We have people of African and 
European descent, people who have immigrated to this coun-
try seeking to live out the American Dream and provide better 
lives for their families, young people and elders, mayors and 
district attorneys, custodians and Muslim farmers. And so it is 
that in my preparation, I asked God the question, “What does 

it mean for us to be gathered together and is there a Word 
that is meant for us all?” And God said, “Tabatha, just tell the 
story.” I began to ask God why and God began to explain to 
me that to this day, it is the story of Esther that is told each 
year around the world where Jews gather for the festival of 
Purim. 

This festival commemorates the saving of the Jewish 
people. Regardless of who might be gathered under the sound 
of my voice, every culture and every people have a story. 
Every culture has a ritual of telling that story, a place to gather 
to tell that story. The story that is told defines how we live. 
The story that is told defines our ethics and our morals. The 
story that is told defines who and what we are committed to. 
The story that is told defines how we exist in the world. The 
story that is told defines how we build the kin-dom of God 
on Earth. The story that is told defines how or whether we 
survive. Nevertheless, storytelling is complicated. My father 
always says there are three sides to every story: your side, my 
side and the truth. 

Whereas we gather on this January 1, 2019 to celebrate 
what it means to be Black and free in America, there are oth-
ers gathered to tell their own version of the story, to devise a 
plan to revoke that very freedom. (In my prayer and medita-
tion time, I do not believe it was a coincidence that I was 
briefly disturbed and reminded by a longtime advocate for 

many other women would receive the best cosmetic treat-
ment, the finest clothes, the most expensive perfumes. They 
would be in a contest to become the queen. Esther is chosen. 

Esther, a young Jewish orphan, is chosen to live with 
the king who still hosts fancy parties with goblets of wine and 
dozens of drunken men. So it is that Esther enters the king’s 
palace without announcing that she is a Jew, and one day 
she is informed that a member of the President’s (I mean the 
King’s) administration has sent out a decree that there be a 
massacre of all of the Jews, from India to Ethiopia. Esther’s 
uncle, Mordecai, comes running to the palace mourning in 
sackcloth and ashes. Jews begin fasting, weeping and mourn-
ing their deaths. Esther finds herself faced with what I’d like 
to name an identity crisis, until her Uncle Mordecai says 
to her, “Just because you are here does not mean you will 
be spared. You were appointed for such a time as this.” But 
we get to the part of the story where The New International 
Version text says that this moment passes because she fell 
to the king’s feet, weeping, and pleaded with him. The king 
extended the golden scepter and allowed Esther to speak. She 
says to the king, “I know that you cannot revoke the order 
already sent out, but if I can just get a moment and a little bit 
of your favor, would you overrule that original order?” We 
watch Esther, an orphan, a Jewish girl sent from Susa, transi-
tion from weeping and crying to being granted the right to 
speak. And with the right to speak, with the power to speak up 
and to ask questions and to be heard, we listen as Esther nego-
tiates her way into an order to overrule one that would have 
wiped generations off the face of this planet. 

Biblical scholars wrestle with this text for several rea-
sons. One is that throughout the entire book of Esther, God 
is not named. However, today, I ask that you allow me to 
use my own hermeneutical imagination, because Esther was 
unsure that the God of her ancestors would ever step in, yet 
she must have trusted that God enough to tap into a place 
deep on the inside of her that she never had access to before. 
I believe that that such a place, at such a time as this, is the 
place where God resided within her. For it must be God, ask-
ing through the tears and the frail voice of Esther: mourning, 
fasting, vulnerable, “How can I bear to see disaster fall on 
my people? How can I bear to the see the destruction of my 
kindred?”

Lest we forget, the people of Israel that had come before 
Esther had a long tradition of weeping and mourning. Grief, 
for the Jews, was and is today a deeply spiritual practice. We 
find this true in our own tradition. They say that every time 
we sing a short meter hymn, our voices echo the sounds of 
mourning at the auction block. Today, we celebrate but we 
also mourn. I believe we mourn because as each day passes, 
Black people still watch earthly rulers take power to support 
policies that seek to wipe black and brown people off the face 
of this planet. As each day passes, we watch earthly rulers in 
Washington overlook the plight of rural communities as we 
face the destruction of our homes, natural disaster after natu-
ral disaster. As each day passes, we witness earthly rulers in 
Georgia steal election after election that our ancestors died for 
us to participate in. As each day passes, we witness the despair 
of our youth as they face joblessness and incarceration. There 
is always a time to mourn, especially for an oppressed people 
without choice, even for those of us who have been chosen 
like Esther, anointed and appointed and ordained to speak. We 
are called to be educators and doctors and lawyers and judges 
and presidents. The community sends us into the world to 
return with some answers, with some solutions without quite 
understanding just how complicated the operations of power 
are. Facing similar identity crises, we come to find out that 
this sense of chosenness is both a blessing and a curse. Like 
Esther, we find ourselves in a conundrum, crying, weeping 
and wondering, “Why am I here and just where is the God 
of my ancestors now? How is it that I can save my own life 
and the lives of the people that I love?” For those of us too 

peace and in the fight against capital punishment in this coun-
try, a white man, Eduard Loring, that the festival of Purim is 
not all about the telling of a good story for all parties involved. 
Like the story of America, this is a story about violence. I urge 
you to read the book of Esther from beginning to end, where 
75,000 people are killed.) 

Our stories ought to reflect the ancestors who came 
prepared for battle. Our stories ought to be told to our children 
and grandchildren with intentionality and with purpose. We 
tell the story with all of its complicated parts so that each 
generation is wiser than the generation that came before. We 
are not called to forgetfulness and selective amnesia when 
we become all that God has created us to be. Somewhere in 
America, perhaps somewhere very close to us, somebody is 
telling a story to their children and their grandchildren to pre-
serve the legacy and the traditions of white supremacy. They 
are telling the story that America needs to become great again. 
But we know that white supremacy and racism and oppres-
sion are a choice. Oppression is always the choice of Empire 
and it is very easy to become a tool of Empire. It is very easy 
to become a token even as your own children suffer. In other 
words, it can become very easy to eat the king’s caviar and 
drink the king’s cabernet when you know that you were sent 
to proclaim what is right. We are called through our stories to 
always remember what it felt like to be down in the valley. I 
have the audacity to believe that we all know what that feels 
like, to be in despair. The same God who calls us to act calls 
us to be responsible, to be thoughtful, to gather, to care for one 
another enough that we do not walk in the footsteps of our 
oppressors. 

In the end, Esther concedes to a solution that is ulti-
mately not sustainable for all lives, but we’re going to rejoice 
in this part of the story because generations are saved and 
protected through the soft-spoken grace of Esther, the strength 
of Esther’s community and the protection of Esther’s God. I 
come to remind the people of God today that through silence 
and doubt and frustration and confusion and chaos, there is a 
still, small voice on the inside of you begging to be heard. It 
might be frail. You might weep. It might sound like the voice 
of a woman. It might sound like the voice of an agitator. It 

might not sound educated. But I declare on this day, January 
1, 2019, that you were appointed for such a time as this. 

When you begin to doubt the favor of God that is on 
your life, speak in the unique way that only you can. When 
you begin to doubt the provision of God as you walk through 
the valleys of what might be the shadows of death, remem-
ber the community that prayed over you and loved you and 
protected you. Remember that, just as you were worth it, 
they are worth it too! We know through the stories that we 
have always told and the stories we continue to tell to our 
children that generations of freedom fighters white and Black, 
Christian and Muslim, migrant farm workers and domestic 
workers before us have made difficult decisions, speaking up 
when it didn’t seem like the safest thing to do, and we are here 
because they did so anyway.

 So I come to remind you today to cultivate the God 
voice on the inside of you. For we are reminded by the life of 
Jesus that when we start to reclaim the narrative, working for 
a better world to change the course of the story, we become a 
threat to the empire. 

I know that it was the urge to tell a new story to the next 
generation that got Jesus there between two dying rebels: 
there is still today that story that we made it over — the story 

Queen Esther Revealing Her True Identity by Lillian Broca

It can become very easy to eat the king’s caviar 
and drink the king’s cabernet 

when you know that you were sent to proclaim what is right.  



that we all worked together to ensure that when a family was 
hungry the community fed them, the story that we marched 
and protested and organized until healthcare and housing 
became fundamental human rights, the story that prisons were 
abolished, the story that we all got a right to the tree of life. 

When we start telling those kinds of stories, because we 
made them possible, we threaten white supremacy. 

When we start telling those kinds of stories, we threaten 
capitalism and exploitation. 

When we start telling those kinds of stories we threaten 
rich developers and landowners. 

When we start telling those kinds of stories we threaten 
the powers that be that come to divide the poor from the 
rich, the white from the Black, the immigrant from the 
non-immigrant. 

I believe that when we all get together and come to an 
agreement on these stories, start working to put these stories 
into practice, we can build something. Some people call it a 
movement. I call it the kin-dom. Oh, the joy of our stories. 
You already know it. Write it. Speak it. Tell it. Tell it so that we 

HospitalityFebruary 2019 page 5

Emancipation Proclamation, 2019  continued 

December 3, 2018
Palestinian Boycott, Divestment and Sanctions National 
Committee (BNC)

•	 Airbnb decided it would no longer profit from 
most illegal Israeli settlements on stolen Palestin-
ian land. This followed an international campaign 
led by the #StolenHomes coalition of organizations 
affiliated with the BDS movement for Palestinian 
rights and human rights organizations.

•	 Ilhan Omar and Rashida Tlaib made history by 
becoming the first sitting U.S. members of Con-
gress to publicly endorse BDS. Tlaib, the first Pal-
estinian-American woman elected to Congress, has 
also expressed support for cutting U.S. military 
aid to Israel.

•	 Mobilizations across the world convinced Argenti-
na’s national football team, led by Captain Lionel 
Messi, to cancel its exhibition match with Israel.

•	 Celebrity singer Lana Del Rey became one of 19 
artists to withdraw from Israel’s Meteor Festival 
after thousands of fans and activists from around 
the world urged her to respect the Palestinian picket 
line. Shakira and Lorde were among other top art-
ists to cancel their concerts in Israel this year. More 
than 100 DJs and electronic music artists joined the 
cultural boycott of Israel under #DJsForPalestine.

•	 Chile's Congress overwhelmingly voted to ban 
products from illegal Israeli settlements built on 
stolen Palestinian land.

•	 Major organizations from the Indian women’s 
movement, representing over 10 million women, 
endorsed the BDS movement and demanded the 
release of all Palestinian child prisoners.

•	 Amnesty International called for an arms 
embargo on Israel. It slammed the United States 
and the European Union for their military deals with 
Israel and held them responsible for “fueling mass 
violations” of Palestinian human rights.

•	 The UK Labour Party recently voted to freeze 
arms sales to Israel. In Ireland, a Minister of State 
and 50 Irish lawmakers called for Ireland to stop 
arming Israel. Earlier, Dublin became the first Euro-
pean capital to endorse BDS for Palestinian rights. In 
Scotland, Falkirk Pension Fund divested from Bank 
Hapoalim, becoming the first local authority pension 
fund in the UK to divest from a company complicit 
in Israel’s violations of Palestinian rights.

•	 Parliamentarians from Spain and Portugal took 
a stand for Palestinian rights and denounced Israel’s 
war crimes and racist “Jewish Nation-State Law.” 
Several cities in Italy and the Spanish state called 
for an arms embargo on Israel.

•	 The Movement for Black Lives released a pow-
erful statement of solidarity with the Palestinian 
people and called for the United States to end its 
$38 billion in annual military aid to Israel. The city 
of Northampton and the State of Vermont both 
pulled out of a planned training junket for U.S. 
police to learn from the Israeli military.

•	 40 international Jewish social justice organiza-
tions recognized that the BDS movement for Pales-
tinian rights has a proven commitment to “fighting 
antisemitism and all forms of racism and bigotry.” 
They condemned attempts to stifle criticism of 
Israel’s policies.

•	 A 2018 Nobel Prize winner in Chemistry, Profes-
sor George P. Smith, expressed support for the BDS 
movement and for cutting U.S. military aid to Israel.

18 Highlights of Boycott, Divestment 
and Sanctions Impact in 2018

•	 Adidas stopped sponsoring the Israel Football 
Association (IFA), which includes teams based in 
illegal settlements built on stolen Palestinian land, 
after appeals from more than 130 Palestinian sports 
clubs.

•	 Trade unionists and human rights activists in Tunisia 
and across the Arab world forced Israel’s Zim 
shipping line to suspend its routes to Tunisia.

•	 The Canadian Federation of Students, repre-
senting more than 500,000 students, just voted at 
their Annual General Meeting to back the BDS 
movement.

•	 Leeds became the first UK university to divest 
from firms involved in Israel’s arms trade, following 
a BDS campaign by Palestine solidarity activists. 
The university has divested more than $1.2 million 
in holdings from corporations that trade military 
equipment with Israel.

•	 Quakers became the first church in the UK to say 
they “will not invest in any company profiting from 
[Israel’s military] occupation.” Recently, several 
U.S. churches have also voted to divest from Israeli 
and international companies complicit in Israel’s 
violations of Palestinian human rights.

•	 From South Africa, Nkosi Zwelivelile Mandela, a 
member of parliament and Nelson Mandela’s grand-
son, has affirmed the critical role BDS is playing 
to end Israeli apartheid.  W

The Editorial Board of Hospitality, Disciples of the Jesus a 
Jew, fully endorse and support the BDS Movement. We invite 
you, your faith community and government to consider doing 
the same. 

can live in a community where all of our children can be well.
Repeat this affirmation after me: “It is our duty to fight 

for our freedom. It is our duty to win. We must love each 
other and support each other. We have nothing to lose but our 
chains. We have nothing to lose but our chains.” Amen.  W

Tabatha Holley and Ed met when she was six years 
old. We were marching in South Georgia, bringing light to 
White Supremacy and torture in the jails in this land where 
the Emancipation Proclamation is understood as the shift 
from plantation to jail for African Americans. She and her dad 
were leading the march through Dawson in “Terrible Terrell” 
County. We have been walking together since then. Today she 
is a radical Queer theologian and preacher in her final year 
at Union Theological Seminary. Read with Care. 

This sermon can be seen at https://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=1W4yd50bMWk. Recently, Tabatha was a featured 
preacher at the 2019 National Festival of Young Preachers 
in Atlanta. That sermon can be seen at https://www.youtube.
com/watch?v=JKB2YmnoFqk.

Come One and All
to a peace and Catholic Worker reading

Friday February 22, at 7 p.m.

Red Emma’s Bookstore and Café 
1225 Cathedral Street
Baltimore, Maryland

 
David Eberhardt 

reading from his peace movement memoir 
For All the Saints, a Protest Primer.

 
Brendan Walsh and Willa Bickham 

reading from their The Long Loneliness 
in Baltimore, a memoir of the Viva House 

Catholic Worker.

Contact: 410-235-7507 
or email Mozela9@comcast.net 



tradictions of black life. The cross of Jesus is what 
empowered black Christians to believe, ultimately, 
that they would not be defeated by the “troubles of the 
world,” no matter how great and painful their suffer-
ing. Only people stripped of power could understand 
this absurd claim of faith. The cross was God’s critique 
of power — white power — with powerless love, 
snatching victory from the jaws of defeat.

Present-day Christians misinterpret the cross 
when they make it a nonoffensive religious symbol, 
a decorative object in their homes and churches. The 
cross, therefore, needs the lynching tree to remind 
us what it means when we say that God is revealed 
in Jesus at Golgotha, the place of the skull, on the 
cross where criminals and rebels against the Roman 
state were executed. The lynching tree is America’s 
cross. What happened to Jesus in Jerusalem happened 
to blacks in Arkansas, Mississippi, and Kentucky. 
Lynched black bodies are symbols of Christ’s body. 
If we want to understand what the crucifixion means 
for Americans today, we must view it through the lens 
of mutilated black bodies whose lives are destroyed 
in the criminal justice system. Jesus continues to be 
lynched before our eyes. He is crucified wherever 
people are tormented. That is why I say Christ is black.

Every once in a while, when Cone expressed something 
he thought was particularly important, he would say, “That’s 
Charlie talking.” To know Cone was to know Charlie and 
Lucy, his parents, who wrapped him and his brothers in 
unconditional love that held at bay the dehumanizing fear, 
discrimination and humiliation that came with living in Jim 
and Jane Crow Arkansas. He, like poet and novelist Claude 
McKay, said that what he wrote was “urged out of my 
blood,” adding “in my case the blood of blacks in Bearden 
and elsewhere who saw what I saw, felt what I felt, and loved 
what I loved.”

The essence of Cone was embodied in this radical love, 
a love that was not rooted in abstractions but the particular 
reality of his parents and his people. The ferocity of his anger 
at the injustice endured by the oppressed was matched only 
by the ferocity of his love. He cared. And because he cared, 
he carried the hurt and pain of the oppressed, the crucified of 
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The stark truth he elucidated unsettled his critics and 
even some of his admirers, who were forced to face their own 
complicity in systems of oppression. “People cannot bear 
very much reality,” T.S. Eliot wrote. And the reality Cone 
relentlessly exposed was one most white Americans seek to 
deny.

“Christianity is essentially a religion of liberation,” 
Cone writes. “The function of theology is that of analyzing 
the meaning of that liberation for the oppressed community 
so they can know that their struggle for political, social and 
economic justice is consistent with the gospel of Jesus Christ. 
Any message that is not related to the liberation of the poor 
is not Christ’s message. Any theology that is indifferent to 
the theme of liberation is not Christian theology. In a society 
where [people] are oppressed because they are black, Chris-
tian theology must become Black Theology, a theology that is 
unreservedly identified with the goals of the oppressed com-
munity and seeking to interpret the divine character of their 
struggle for liberation.”

The Detroit rebellion of 1967 and the assassination of 
Martin Luther King Jr. a year later were turning points in 
Cone’s life. This was when he — at the time a professor at 
Adrian College, a largely white college in Adrian, Michigan 
— removed his mask, a mask that, as the poet Paul Laurence 
Dunbar wrote, “grins and lies.”

“I felt that white liberals had killed King, helped by 
those Negroes who thought he was moving too fast,” he 
writes. “Even though they didn’t pull the trigger, they had 
refused to listen to King when he proclaimed God’s judgment 
on America for failing to deal with the three great evils of 
our time: poverty, racism and war. The white liberal media 
demonized King, accusing him of meddling in America’s 
foreign affairs by opposing the Vietnam War and blaming 
him for provoking violence wherever he led a march. White 
liberals, however, accepted no responsibility for King’s mur-
der, and they refused to understand why Negroes were rioting 
and burning down their communities.”

“I didn’t want to talk to white people about King’s 
assassination or about the uprisings in the cities,” he writes 
of that period in his life. “[I]t was too much of an emotional 
burden to explain racism to racists, and I had nothing to say 
to them. I decided to have my say in writing. I’d give them 
something to read and talk about.”

Cone is often described as the father of Black liberation 
theology, although he was also, maybe more importantly, one 
of the very few contemporary theologians who understood 
and championed the radical message of the Gospel. Theologi-
cal studies are divided into pre-Cone and post-Cone eras. 
Post-Cone theology has largely been an addendum or reaction 
to his work, begun with his first book, Black Theology and 
Black Power, published in 1969. He wrote the book, he says, 
“as an attack on racism in white churches and an attack on 
self-loathing in black churches. I was not interested in mak-
ing an academic point about theology; rather, I was issuing a 
manifesto against whiteness and for blackness in an effort to 
liberate Christians from white supremacy.”

Cone never lost his fire. He never sold out to become a 
feted celebrity.

“I didn’t care what white theologians thought about 
black liberation theology,” he writes. “They didn’t give a 
damn about black people. We were invisible to their writings, 
not even worthy of mention. Why should I care about what 
they thought?”

“After more than fifty years of working with, writing 
about, talking to white theologians, I have to say that most are 

wasting their time and energy, as far as I am concerned,” he 
writes, an observation that I, having been forced as a seminary 
student to plow through the turgid, jargon-filled works of 
white theologians, can only second. Cone blasted churches, 
including Black churches that emphasize personal piety 
and the prosperity gospel, as “the worst place to learn about 
Christianity.”

His body of work, including his masterpieces Martin 
& Malcolm & 
America and The 
Cross and the 
Lynching Tree, is 
vital for understand-
ing America and the 
moral failure of the 
white liberal church 
and white liberal 
power structure. 
Cone’s insight is an 
important means 
of recognizing and 
fighting systemic 
and institutionalized 
racism, especially 
in an age of Donald 
Trump.

“I write on 
behalf of all those 
whom the Salva-
doran theologian 
and martyr Ignacio 
Ellacuría called ‘the 
crucified peoples 
of history,’” Cone 
writes in his memoir. “I write for the forgotten and the abused, 
the marginalized and the despised. I write for those who are 
penniless, jobless, landless, all those who have no political or 

social power. I write for gays, lesbians, bisexuals, and those 
who are transgender. I write for immigrants stranded on the 
U.S. border and for undocumented farmworkers toiling in 
misery in the nation’s agricultural fields. I write for Palestin-
ians in the Gaza Strip, on the West Bank, and in East Jeru-
salem. I write for Muslims and refugees who live under the 
terror of war in Iraq, Afghanistan, and Syria. And I write for 
all people who care about humanity. I believe that until Ameri-
cans, especially Christians and theologians, can see the cross 
and the lynching tree together, until we can identify Christ 
with ‘recrucified’ black bodies hanging from lynching trees, 
there can be no genuine understanding of Christian identity in 
America, and no deliverance from the brutal legacy of slavery 
and white supremacy.”

The cross, Cone reminded us, is not an abstraction; it is 
the instrument of death used by the oppressor to crucify the 
oppressed. And the cross is all around us. He writes in The 
Cross and the Lynching Tree: 

The cross is a paradoxical religious symbol 
because it inverts the world’s value system, proclaim-
ing that hope comes by way of defeat, that suffering 
and death do not have the last word, that the last shall 
be first and the first last. Secular intellectuals find this 
idea absurd, but it is profoundly real in the spiritual 
life of black folk. For many who were tortured and 
lynched, the crucified Christ often manifested God’s 
loving and liberating presence within the great con-

The stark truth he elucidated unsettled his critics 
and even some of his admirers, 
who were forced to face their own complicity in systems of oppression.

Union Theological Seminary

Dr. James Cone preaching at Union Theological Seminary in 1973.

The Heresy  continued on page 7
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poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

the earth, within him. As a boy, after dark, he waited by the 
window for his father to return home, knowing that to be a 
Black man out on the roads in Arkansas at night meant you 
might never reach home. He spent his life, in a sense, at that 
window. He wrote and spoke not only for the forgotten, but 
also in a very tangible way for Charlie and Lucy. He instantly 
saw through hypocrisy and detested the pretentions of privi-
lege. He never forgot who he was. He never forgot where he 
came from. His life was lived to honor his parents and all who 
were like his parents. He had unmatched courage, integrity 
and wisdom; indeed, he was one of the wisest people I have 
ever known.

Cone was acutely aware, as Charles H. Long wrote, 
that “those who have lived in the cultures of the oppressed 
know something about freedom that the oppressors will never 
know.” He reminded us that our character is measured by 
what we have overcome. Despair, for him, was sin.

“What was beautiful about slavery?” Cone asks in his 
memoir. “Nothing, rationally! But the spirituals, folklore, 
slave religion, and slave narratives are beautiful, and they 
came out of slavery. How do we explain that miracle? What’s 
beautiful about lynching and Jim Crow segregation? Nothing! 
Yet the blues, jazz, great preaching, and gospel music are 
beautiful, and they came out of the post-slavery brutalities of 
white supremacy. In the 1960s we proclaimed ‘Black is beau-
tiful!’ because it is. We raised our fists to ‘I’m Black and I’m 
Proud,’ and we showed ‘Black Pride’ in our walk and talk, 
our song and sermon.”

He goes on:
   

We were not destroyed by white supremacy. We 
resisted it, created a beautiful culture, the civil rights 
and Black Power movements, which are celebrated 
around the world. [James] Baldwin asked black people 
“to accept the past and to learn to live with it.” “I beg 
the black people of this country,” he said, shortly after 
“Fire” [The Fire Next Time] was published, “to do 
something which I know to be very difficult; to be 
proud of the auction block, and all that rope, and all 

that fire, and all that pain.”
To see beauty in tragedy is very difficult. One 

needs theological eyes to do that. We have to look 
beneath the surface and get to the source. Baldwin 
was not blind. He saw both the tragedy and the beauty 
in black suffering and its redeeming value. That was 
why he said that suffering can become a bridge that 
connects people with one another, blacks with whites 
and people of all cultures with one another. Suffering 
is sorrow and joy, tragedy and triumph. It connected 
blacks with one another and made us stronger. We 
know anguish and pain and have moved beyond it. 
The real question about suffering is how to use it. “If 
you can accept the pain that almost kills you,” says 
Vivaldo, Baldwin’s character in his novel Another 
Country, “you can use it, you can become better.” But 
“that’s hard to do,” Eric, another character, responds. “I 
know,” Vivaldo acknowledges. If you don’t accept the 
pain, “you get stopped with whatever it was that ruined 
you and you make it happen over and over again and 
your life has — ceased, really — because you can’t 
move or change or love anymore.” But if you accept it, 
“you realize that your suffering does not isolate you,” 
Baldwin says in his dialogue with Nikki Giovanni; 
“your suffering is your bridge.” Singing the blues and 
the spirituals is using suffering, letting it become your 
bridge moving forward. “For, while the tale of how 
we suffer, and how we are delighted, and how we may 
triumph is never new, it always must be heard,” Bald-
win writes in his short story “Sonny’s Blues.” “There 
isn’t any other tale to tell, and it’s the only light we’ve 
got in all this darkness.”

“I would rather be a part of the culture that resisted 
lynching than the one that lynched,” Cone writes at the end 
of the book. “I would rather be the one who suffered wrong 
than the one who did wrong. The one who suffered wrong is 
stronger than the one who did wrong. Jesus was stronger than 
his crucifiers. Blacks are stronger than whites. Black religion 

is more creative and meaningful and true than white religion. 
That is why I love black religion, folklore, and the blues. 
Black culture keeps black people from hating white people. 
Every Sunday morning, we went to church to exorcize hate 
— of ourselves and of white racists.”

There will come difficult moments in our own lives, 
moments when we are faced with an impulse, driven by fear or 
self-interest or simple expediency, to turn away at the sight of 
suffering and injustice. We will hear the cries of the oppressed 
and want to shut them out. We will count the cost to our 
careers, our reputations and perhaps our security, for to truly 
stand with the oppressed is to be treated like the oppressed. But 
a force greater than our own will compel us to kneel down and 
pick up the cross. The weight will cut into our shoulders. Our 
step will slow. Our breathing will become labored. We will 
be condemned by the powerful and ignored or reviled by the 
indifferent. But we will demand justice. And when we do, we 
will say to ourselves, “That’s Cone talking.”  W

This article was published December 10, 2018 by truth-
dig.com. Chris Hedges is a Truthdig columnist, a Pulitzer 
Prize-winning journalist, a New York Times best-selling 
author, a professor in the college degree program offered to 
New Jersey state prisoners by Rutgers University, and an 
ordained Presbyterian minister.

Hedges was part of a New York Times team of report-
ers awarded a Pulitzer Prize in 2002 for coverage of global 
terrorism. He also received the Amnesty International Global 
Award for Human Rights Journalism in 2002.

He currently teaches a class through Princeton Univer-
sity at a state prison in New Jersey in which half of the stu-
dents are Princeton undergraduates and half are prisoners.

In 2014 he was ordained as a minister for social witness 
in a ceremony at the Second Presbyterian Church in Eliza-
beth, N.J. The theologian James Cone, the father of Black 
Liberation Theology, preached the sermon along with Cornel 
West. The ordination was approved for his work in New Jer-
sey prisons, where Hedges has taught college credit courses 
for nearly a decade.

The Heresy of White Christianity  continued

Georgia Dusk
 
Sometimes there’s a wind in the Georgia dusk 
That cries and cries and cries 
Its lonely pity through the Georgia dusk 
Veiling what the darkness hides

Sometimes there’s blood in the Georgia dusk 
Left by a streak of sun 
A crimson trickle in the Georgia dusk 
Whose Blood? …Everyone’s

Sometimes a wind in the Georgia dusk 
Scatters hate like seed 
To sprout its bitter barriers 
Where the sunsets bleed

— Langston Hughes

The Collected Poems of Langston Hughes
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Eduard Loring

Grace and Peaces of Mail
To the friends and associates of the Open Door Community,

Hello, Season’s Greetings and Happy Holidays. I am a 
subscriber to your newsletter. It is quite inspiring and blessed.

But I am leaving prison very soon and would like 
to cancel the subscription to Hospitality. I was formerly 
incarcerated in the following facilities: Auburn, Five Points 
and Green Haven in New York State. Here is my current 
name, info and facility address.

DIN#09A2674 
Sing Sing Correctional Facility 
354 Hunter Street 
Ossining, NY 10562

Michael Anthony

God is incarnate in your ministry.  Thank you.
Thank you for all the Word of God you keep sending to 

me in Hospitality. I read every issue and am fed by each.
I retired from paid work in October. But there’s always 

a lot to do, including supporting the Kings Bay Plowshares 7. 
Their testimony in Federal Court here in Brunswick has been 
truly amazing.

God is With Us,
Robert Randall 
Brunswick, Georgia

Dear Ed & Murphy,
As always, wish this could be more, but it is just about 

all the room the Board of Pensions allows. Your persistence 
in the face of really tough challenges is a remarkable 
testament to what the gospel is all about: justice, kindness 
and humility. You are an inspiration to the rest of us pilgrims, 
and we are grateful! Hope the New Year will be kinder for 
Murphy’s health. Keep the Faith and pray for Peace on Earth.

Your Friend,
Al Reese 
Pensacola, Florida

Thanks for your thoughtful letter. We would prefer not 
to receive Hospitality. We have different views on capital 
punishment than you do.

Shirley and David Logsdon 
Coatopa, Alabama

Dear Friends!
Your faithful report is always a large part of the true 

meaning of Christmas for us!
You hold up a true and faithful LIGHT in the midst of 

so much darkness — giving us all a lighted path to seek to 
follow!

Sincerely,
John and Betty Walker 
Black Mountain, North Carolina

Dear David, Murphy, Ed and other Open Door Fellow 
Pilgrims,

Thank you again for the gift of your selves, the work of 
righteousness in this broken world.

Your example and your sharing through your publication 
continue to teach me, inspire me, encourage me, companion 
me. I am very grateful. May you experience peace, hope, love, 
courage, connection and deep joy in Jesus this season. 

Blessings,
Sandra John 
Chico, California

Thank you for your work and energy and vision.
Amy Farrell and John Bloom
Carlisle, Pennsylvania

I love your paper, please send trial subscriptions to pals 
if you can!

God Bless
Harry Johnson
Lima, Ohio

at the 
ODC/Baltimore

Baltimore 
On January 19, Murphy 
Davis, Michaela Murphy 
Buc and Eduard Loring 
joined the 2019 Women’s 
March in Baltimore. 

Washington, D.C.
On January 11, Murphy Davis 
and Eduard Loring joined others 
in Washington, D.C. for the 2019 
Witness Against Torture to call for the 
closing of the prison at Guantanamo.

ODC/Baltimore

No Shoot Zone #137
Eduard Loring


