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One man consumes us/US. 
Consumes our attention-energy-emotion.   
Disordering creation 
 with obsessive compulsive chaos.  
Noxious character casts blinding spell over us/US. 
We let him mire us/US in chaos.  
We let him manipulate us/US with fear.  
We let him sacrifice vulnerable humanity 
 on the altar of vitriolic inhumanity. 
We let him demonize and dehumanize 
 the Holy Other/Wholly Other.    
We let him scorn decency and dignity 
 on the altar of demeaning tweets.   
 
Who are we? What have we become? 
 What do we choose? 
Personal self is embroiled in cauldron of toxic hate. 
Not True Self or Spiritual Truth. 
National psyche is hung 
 on the cross of sacrificial enmity.  
Not true democracy of-the-people, 
 by-the-people, for-the-people.  
 
Fostered by one who consumes us/US 
 with obsessive chaos.  
Focused on one who is compulsive disorder.  
Obsessed with chaotic attention 
 rather than no attention. 
Master of misdirection-manipulation-
 meanness-madness.  
Casting spell on us/US. On loyalists. On opponents.   
 On allies. On enemies.  
Being chaotic answer to self-created chaos.  
Making us/US crazy. 
Virulent hate. Self-hate. Other hate.  
Hate dominating and destroying.  
Hate hurting and harming.  
Hate wreaking havoc on God’s people and creation.  
Model, mirror, manifestation of America. 
 White Christ America. 
Worst angels of our nature.

God have mercy. 

Struggle for words to speak into chaos. 
Adding words to countless words 
 spoken and written.  
Will words become chaos or confront chaos?  
Yet to be silent is to become paralyzing chaos.  
Write out of chaos about chaos 
 to break spell of chaos.   
To confront chaos of disordered creation.  
In me. In you. In country. 
 In church-synagogue-mosque-temple.

In the name of God stop the chaos.  
Stop the misdirection. Stop the manipulation.   
Stop the meanness. Stop the madness.  

Remembering 400 Years
By Nibs Stroupe

I don’t remember the first person I met who was a slave. 
My earliest memory from the late 1940s or early 1950s is 
of a Black woman coming to our back porch in Arkansas 
to get leftover food for her family from my compassionate 
mother and great-great aunt. She and her family were held 
in neo-slavery, although I did not recognize it then. It would 
be many years, well into my adulthood, before I recognized 
that slavery did not end with the 13th Amendment in 1865. It 
re-emerged through the white supremacy that is part of our 
national character, and although it was called “Jim Crow,” it 
really was neo-slavery. 1 Slavery did not end until the Voting 
Rights Act was passed in 1965, and as we shall see, that Act 
itself has recently been eviscerated.

Our collective memory is that slavery began in the USA 
in 1619, and last month saw the 400th anniversary of 20 Afri-
cans being brought to Jamestown in the colony of Virginia on 
an English pirate ship. They were the first Africans sold into 
slavery in an English colony in what became known as North 
America. As with much history, it is complicated. The first 
record of Africans being sold as slaves in what became North 
America is from the 1520s, when Spanish ships brought 
Africans to a colony in what is now South Carolina. Those 
Africans later rebelled, and that colony dissolved. So, we are 
back to the beginning of English slavery in the USA.

John Rolfe, secretary of the colony at Jamestown, 
recorded that “some 20 and odd Negroes” were brought on 
a ship in late August, 1619, and that they were exchanged for 
food for the ship’s crew. Historians still debate whether these 
human beings from Africa (likely present-day Angola) were 
indentured servants or slaves. There are no more powerful 
narratives about this momentous event than the important 
work of Lerone Bennett in 1962: “A year before the arrival 
of the celebrated Mayflower, 113 years before the birth of 
George Washington, 244 years before the signing of the 

Emancipation Proclamation, this ship sailed into the harbor 
at Jamestown, Virginia, and dropped anchor into the muddy 
waters of history. It was clear to the men who received this 
‘Dutch man of War’ that she was no ordinary vessel. What 
seems unusual today is that no one sensed how extraordinary 
she really was. For few ships, before or since, have unloaded 
a more momentous cargo. … The history of Black America 
began.” 2 

This event is remembered as a powerful beginning, 
but we must remember that it was not only the beginning of 
Black America but also white America. “Race” was develop-
ing at this time, but it had not yet congealed into the white 
supremacy that we know now. It would take 40 more years 
for race and slavery to be welded together to cement the 
American identity, when the colony of Virginia began to pass 
laws saying who was “white,” and who was “black” in the 
1660s. The importance of this change was that “white” peo-
ple could not be born into slavery, but “black” people could. 
Thus, the development of the idea of race in North America 
is the fundamental building block for the caste system of 
slavery in our history. The idea of white supremacy took hold 
in American life. For more on this, see Nell Painter’s excellent 
book, The History of White People. 3

The ancestral lineage was also changed in Virginia at 
this time to alter the English structures, where the identity 
of the child was determined by the paternal line. Virginia 
changed it so that the identity of the child was determined by 
the maternal line. Why this change? Two primary reasons: 
first, because so many “white” men and masters were forc-
ing “black” women to have sex with them; and second, the 
children born from these unions needed to be classified as 
“black” and thus as “other” and also as “slaves.” It would 
become known as the “one drop of blood system,” and a 
few states still have these laws on their books. This system 

Raise Up, a sculpture by Hank Willis Thomas 
at the National Memorial for Peace and Justice and the Legacy Museum in Montgomery, Alabama.

Murphy Davis

Chaos and Choice



Introducing Sara Toering
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By Lee Carroll

In 2016, when several key partners in the 
Open Door Community “retired,” it was 
decided that the organization would continue 
as a much smaller residential community of 
three people (Ed Loring, Murphy Davis and 
David Payne), and that it would move from 
Atlanta to Baltimore. A new external Board 
of Directors was created to guide the orga-
nization into the future. This is the fourth in a 
series of short articles that introduce readers 
to the current Board of Directors. These brief 
“spiritual biographies” describe the theo-
logical journeys of individual directors and 
how their stories have come together to help 
continue the legacy of the Open Door. In this 
edition we introduce board colleague Sara 
Toering.

In a recent professional presentation 
that Sara Toering made on structural racism, 
she spoke about how our stories shape us. 
In reflecting with Sara about the stories that 
have most shaped her own life, several stand 
out for her.

One story harkens back to growing up 
with progressive-minded parents and having 
maternal grandparents who traveled widely 
in connection with her grandfather’s work as 
a physician with the U.S. Foreign Service. 
From them she learned the importance of 
serving others and of loving people of every 
faith and creed. In her late childhood, her 
family moved from her birth home in Iowa 
to Cary, North Carolina, where Sara was very 
active with the St. Giles Presbyterian Church 
of Raleigh. From her experiences there as 
a teenager, she began to believe she should 
pursue a life in Christian ministry.

A second narrative took place during 

the summer before her senior year in high 
school, when she went to Atlanta to par-
ticipate in the Youth Theological Initiative 
(YTI) of Candler School of Theology. This 
intensive experience not only confirmed her 
call to ministry, but also clarified that, instead 
of being a traditional preacher, she wanted 
to offer ministry seeking social and racial 
justice. 

During her YTI experience, Sara came 
to know Hannah Murphy Buc, daughter of 
Ed Loring and Murphy Davis, who was also 
participating in YTI that summer, and that 
launched a very close friendship that contin-
ues today and was Sara’s initial entree into 
the Open Door Community. 

A third story involves a series of formal 
and informal educational experiences. After 
earning her B.A. at Calvin College (Grand 
Rapids, Michigan), Sara served for a year 
with the Jesuit Volunteer Corps where she 
came under the influence of the writings 
of Dorothy Day. Her assignment was in 
Brooklyn, New York, where she worked with 
a community-based organization devoted 
to advancing social and economic justice. 
This set the stage for Sara to do a five-year, 
dual-degree program at Emory University 
in Atlanta, leading to Master of Divinity 
(ministry) and Doctor of Jurisprudence (law) 
degrees. 

During her years at Emory, her educa-
tion was enriched by participating in the 
Black Church Studies program directed by 
her mentor, Dr. Alton Pollard; leading a sup-
port group for women in an Atlanta prison 
and volunteering at the Open Door Com-
munity. Her years at the Open Door led her 
to understand Ed, Murphy and Hannah as a 
second family, and they have deeply influ-

enced her theologi-
cal understandings 
of social justice and 
life in community. 
This unique combi-
nation of formal and 
informal education 
provided a strong 
foundation for her 
professional life.  

One other 
important narrative — one that builds upon 
the others — is the work Sara has done since 
finishing her degrees. She has been a litiga-
tion associate with an Atlanta law firm where, 
among other things, she represented prisoners 
in Guantanamo Bay (Cuba) and Georgia’s 
death row. She was a Senior Fellow at 
Emory’s School of Law where she focused 
on affordable housing, community develop-
ment and their Center for the Study of Law 
and Religion. More recently, she has been 
General Counsel for the Center for Commu-
nity Progress, a national non-profit concerned 
with equitable neighborhood stabilization. It 
was in these latter two contexts that Profes-
sors Frank Alexander and Kathleen Cleaver 
came to be role models for her.

These stories and many others are 
tributaries to a mighty stream that has enabled 
Sara to do precisely what she set out to do 
so many years ago: to seek social and racial 
justice. And while the most visible aspects of 
her career have been in the legal realm, she 
is keenly aware of a powerful and liberating 
God who has instilled in her a radical theo-
logical vision of the world. From her work 
in prisons, she affirms the power of human 
kindness and survival, and she knows that 
God is revealed in oppressive spaces. From 

her work in communities, she affirms that 
God seeks to “eliminate the toxic presence 
of white supremacy.” She acknowledges that 
she may fail in her efforts to be faithful to 
such a God, but she finds much theological 
integrity in continuing the process of seeking 
justice.

One additional story is still unfolding. 
She and her husband, Dane Jefferson, now 
have a delightful son, Leland, and are soon 
expecting a daughter. As this evolves, she is 
intrigued by the fact that becoming a mother 
has made her even more committed to build-
ing a world that reflects God’s justice and 
peace. Regardless of what her specific work 
may be, she wants her future to be one in 
which her children are healthy and commit-
ted, and in which she is surrounded by good 
friends. And she wants her work always to be 
a way to offer up herself for the community. 

Sara is right! Our stories do shape us!  W

Lee Carroll is an ordained minister of the 
Presbyterian Church (USA) and Associate 
Professor Emeritus of Columbia Theologi-
cal Seminary, Decatur, Georgia. He is the 
current chair of the Board of Directors of the 
Open Door Community. 
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Get Outa That Kitchen 
and Rattle Them Pots and Pans
By Murphy Davis

A few days ago, a news commentator was recounting 
the days of action in Puerto Rico calling for the resignation 
of Governor Ricardo Rosello after a stash of tweets, texts and 
memos were leaked to the public from a small number of 
elites who were sharing racist, misogynistic and homopho-
bic jokes. Their banter included making fun of some of the 
victims of Hurricane Maria, many of whom lost their lives, 
the lives of their families and everything material that they 
owned. The demonstrations started small, but every day they 
grew larger. Nearing the middle of July, the people in the 
streets numbered in the thousands. 

But what this writer was noting was that many of the 
demonstrators used pots, pans, metal spoons and other kitchen 
implements to create noise to back up the demands of the 
people of the island. They were not willing to take the abuse 
of austerity, lack of help for those still living under tarpaulins 
draped over their ruined houses, and now — verbal disrespect 
and humiliation. 

They won. 
Effective Friday, August 2, Governor Rosello resigned, 

and Pedro Pierluisi took his place; then, five days later Justice 
Minister Wanda Vázquez Garced was 
sworn in when the courts invalidated 
Pierluisi’s eligibility. Vazquez says 
she does not know how long she will 
serve. The long and important story 
of colonization, half-hearted access to 
democracy and less than full citizen-
ship for the people of the island is 
another story for another day. What in 
particular caught my attention was the 
journalists’ surprise that the people in 
the streets, on the balconies of San Juan 
and even from their kitchen windows, used what they had at 
hand to contribute to the protests — pots, pans and spoons. It 
brought me to considerable recollections of my own relation-
ship to pots, pans and protests. 

In the early 1970s I was one of the early women stu-
dents at Columbia Theological Seminary in Decatur, Georgia. 
There had been a few women over the years, but most of 
them studied Christian Education (traditionally a more 
acceptable role for women) and few women graduates sought 
ordination. On our first day of orientation in September 1971, 
each of us entering students received a folder containing 
documents with all kinds of information about what to expect. 
The folder was royal blue and the writing was a sparkling 
gold. It said: “Columbia Seminary: Preparing Men for the 
Ministry.” I knew we were going to have some problems.

The conversation began quickly. There were about 
five women in my class and a few women in the two classes 
ahead of us. We would learn from them as we listened to 
many stories of what they had already gone through. Many 
of our male colleagues met us, thought for a minute as they 
considered the fact that we were students just like them and 
then (sometimes very loudly) responded, “You’re not going to 
PREACH are you!?” We came to enjoy it more and more as 
we responded, “Why yes, are you?” 

What we came to learn was that the blue folder meant 
what it said. The institution, founded with the money given 
when supporters sold 200 slaves in Columbia, South Caro-
lina, meant to educate men to lead the Presbyterian Church 
of the Confederate States of America. The Confederates 
had seceded from the United Presbyterian Church in 1861 
and remained a separate denomination until 1983, though in 

1865 it became the Presbyterian Church of the United States 
(PCUS), as distinct from the United Presbyterian Church, 
USA. The folder did not say, “…preparing men and women 
for the ministry,” primarily because that had not even been 
imagined. This lack of imagination was in spite of the fact that 
those we generally called the “Northern Presbyterians,” had 
begun to ordain women as pastors in 1956. The “Southern 
Presbyterians” (the church in which I grew up and my father, 
grandfather and uncle were pastors) did not ordain a woman 
to “the ministry of word and sacrament” until 1965. There-
fore, I never saw a Presbyterian woman pastor except in pic-
tures until I was grown. I believe that there were 20 women 
PCUS pastors when I entered seminary. My friend and room-
mate, Caroline Leach, who graduated two years ahead of 
me, was the 21st  when she was ordained at the Georgia Tech 
Presbyterian Student Center in 1972.

So the structure for our ordained ministries was in 
place, but the language was far behind (and, we might add, 
jobs for women seminary graduates 
were hard to come by). The concepts 
of “men” and “mankind” were dog-
gedly defended as terms that “included 
all of us” and God was prayed to and 

referred to only as “Our Father.” We were told that “men” 
and “mankind,” as well as “he” and “his” included us, but 
we often reminded folk that those little rooms with the 
word “Men” on the doors definitely did not include us and 
there was only one little room in the main building that said 
“Women,” or perhaps “Ladies” on the door. Our attempts at 
humor were not often appreciated and were greeted with that 
deep “Heh-heh-heh” that you hear from men when they are 
not really amused. 

Our work was cut out for us. We had meetings with fac-
ulty and the administration. We explained ad infinitum what 
it meant and felt like to be excluded from the language struc-
ture. We were right on the heels of the intense years of the 
Civil Rights movement, so we anticipated that the men would 
understand how important the language changes were, as at 
least some white people listened and changed their tongues to 
say Neee-gro instead of “Nigra” or worse. But lectures went 
on as if we were not there. We were reminded in homiletics 
(preaching) class to always wear dark socks when we were 
in the pulpit. During my second year as a student, someone 
sent us a liturgy that had been written by women in another 
seminary. A group of us — women students, a few wives 
of students and even one or two wives of faculty — stood 
behind the pulpit during a chapel service. We read from 

church creeds, hymns and traditional prayers. Every time the 
word man, mankind, brothers, sons of God, etc. was read, a 
loud BONG would ring out through the chapel. For example, 

“Join hands then brothers (BONG) of the faith, whate’er 
your race may be. Who serves my Father (BONG) as a son 
(BONG) is surely kin to me.” 

It was impressive, even to me. You could not — espe-
cially in the early 1970’s — go to the hymnbook, the liturgies, 
the prayers, the scriptures, without dealing with gender exclu-
sive language: mankind, brothers, men, he, him, his, etc. were 
all assumed to include everybody, as they said repeatedly — 
that is, those who thought about it at all. I was the one charged 
with finding something to ring for each sexist reference. I 
tried this and that; many bells were too quiet, some gongs too 
“tinny.” But I finally settled on the lid to my large Dutch oven 
in my kitchen that I used to make soup, chili and many other 
dishes. With my big wooden spoon, I could get the perfect 
loud resonant BONG! It was impressive and we definitely got 

everybody’s attention. We were very pleased with the 
service; it started many conversations, and of course 
not everyone was pleased with our critique. 

After chapel there was always coffee in the 
student center before classes resumed. So the other 
women and I picked up our books and purses (and I 

got my pot lid and wooden spoon) and we all went off in high 
spirits for coffee and then to Systematic Theology class taught 
by Dr. Ben Kline, President of the seminary. Ben was lectur-
ing that day on the various theological disputes in the early 
Church. And right then and there, my dear friend Ben lectured 
as if he had never even heard of inclusive language. My pen 
was suspended mid-air as I tried to believe that we had just 
experienced this dramatic demonstration of how specifically 
and repeatedly women were excluded from the common 
language of the church and the theological enterprise. It 
happened again, and I began to hear in my brain, “BONG, 
BONG, BONG!” Quietly I bent over and picked up my pot 
lid and wooden spoon from the floor. I waited. The next time 
the words “sons of God and all mankind…” came out of 
Ben’s mouth I hit it: BONG!

Everything stopped. Ben lifted his face from the lectern 
and looked around. Everybody in the room was looking 
around with puzzled faces that said, “I know that sound, but 
what…?” Finally, all eyes were on me — sitting there with 
a slight grin, guilty of causing the confusion. The room burst 
into laughter. The drama had been an hour earlier, but now the 
point was made in a way that I had hardly anticipated. Ben 
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or not. Are the scales of justice finally balanced now? 
And what about our state? Are we better off? How did 

Don’s execution make us safer? How did it help to prevent 
future crimes?

Did anyone gain better access to mental and behavioral 
health care because of Don’s execution?

Did Don’s death offer any avenues for more and better 
intervention in the lives of children who are exposed to hor-
rible trauma and abuse as he was?

Did Don’s death help Cynthia to heal?
Did it address the division in Connie Johnson’s own 

family?
Did it make death row safer for correctional staff and 

inmates?
Did it model respect for the dignity of life?
These are some of the questions that remain with me 

after Don’s execution. And though I don’t pretend that the 
issue isn’t complicated, I don’t think the answers to these 
questions are.

For now, though, we will likely go on pretending that we 
don’t know these answers because if we admit that we do, we 
would have to end the death penalty.

But the questions aren’t going away. We will keep ask-
ing them over and over again. And more people will join us 
and begin asking these questions too as they learn how broken 
and morally bankrupt the death penalty system really is.

Questions and more questions and more questions until 
those with the power to stop these executions decide to give us 
honest answers. Until then, we will keep asking.  W

Stacy Rector is a Presbyterian minister and serves as Execu-
tive Director of Tennesseans for Alternatives to the Death 
Penalty (TADP). She is a longtime friend and supporter of 
The Open Door. (info@tennesseedeathpenalty.org)
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By Stacy Rector
It has been a few months now since Don Johnson was 

executed in Tennessee on May 16. His was the fourth execu-
tion in 10 months, after nearly a decade with no executions in 
the state. 

The question of whether or not Tennessee’s new gov-
ernor, Bill Lee, would grant clemency hung over us until late 
into the afternoon just two days before the scheduled execu-
tion. Then the answer came, “No.”

Many Tennesseans, including Don’s stepdaughter Cyn-
thia Vaughn, pled for mercy. Don was convicted of murdering 
Cynthia’s mother, Connie, when Cynthia was only seven 
years old. 

For most of her life, Cynthia wanted Don to die. That 
changed in 2012 when Cynthia had the opportunity to visit 
Don for the first time on death row. After almost 30 years of 
hating him, she took the opportunity to let him have it, spew-
ing out all the pain and anger that had been bottled up for so 
long. 

After her tirade ended, as she sat face to face with her 
stepfather, Cynthia realized something: All the hate that she 
had been carrying toward Don was actually destroying her. 
What she needed now, after finally getting the opportunity to 
tell him how he hurt her, was to let that hatred go. That day 
on Tennessee’s death row, Cynthia finally let it go, or maybe 
God took it from her. Whatever happened, she no longer 
carried it. She was free. But seven years later, Cynthia faced 
another trauma. Since that day in 2012, Don had become one 
of her last connections to her mother. Now she could lose 
him, too. 

Don’s church family at Riverside Chapel Seventh-day 
Adventist Church also pled for mercy. They gathered, along 
with others of us (nearly 100 strong) holding a prayer service 
in the pouring rain just in front of the State Capitol a week 
before the execution.

As the rain poured, we prayed. We gave thanks for 

Don’s transformation in prison, a transformation made pos-
sible through his Christian faith. We prayed for Connie John-
son, for her family and for all victims of violence. We prayed 
for the corrections officer who would be asked to participate 
in Don’s execution, for the other inmates on death row and for 
Governor Lee. 

As the execution neared, prayers continued but so did 
the questioning. What was it going to take to convince the 
governor to act on Don’s behalf? There was tension and 
stress, and even disagreement about what we should do as 
the state marched toward death. Cynthia, whose journey to 
forgive Don had taken her decades, was getting more and 
more questions, too. She was publicly pitted against her own 
brother, who just days before the execution, came out in sup-
port of it.

Voices on social media became more agitated and in 
some cases, meaner, the closer we got to the date. Those who 
loved and visited Don on death row became more desperate. 
Don’s attorneys worked night and day to stop this execution. 
Nerves were frayed and emotions raw.

For all the questions that surround the death penalty, the 
question of what it does to us as a society became increas-
ingly obvious as this execution approached, regardless of our 
various perspectives. The death penalty ties us in knots. The 

death penalty stokes our fears and our baser instincts. The 
death penalty teases and torments. The death penalty kills, but 
not only the prisoners. Every time an execution occurs, no 
matter if we question it, resist it, or justify it, part of us dies, 
too.

Don’s execution demonstrated once again the emptiness 
of this ritual.

Don was not an unremorseful person who denied his 
involvement in his wife’s murder or blamed others for what 
he did. He acknowledged his role, took responsibility and 
offered a public apology. He was ready to spend the rest of 
his natural life behind bars for his actions. He didn’t ask for 
freedom. 

Don wasn’t angry at the world, the corrections staff, or 
the governor, though he could have been. Don was a man 
changed by the love he came to know through his encounter 
with Jesus Christ behind prison walls, and that love made 
him new. Don was baptized into the Seventh-day Adventist 
Church twenty years ago and ministered to inmates and 
folks on the outside. He even refused a special last meal and 
requested that those living on the streets be fed instead. Don’s 
life since his incarceration didn’t fit the stereotype. Who was 
“the monster” in this story?

But then again, this execution wasn’t about Don any-
way. Executions are never really about the condemned. When 
the state executes human beings, no matter who they are or 
what they have done, the act of execution is not about them. It 
is about us, who we are and what we choose to do.

Governor Lee made the decision to allow Don’s execu-
tion to proceed. Don accepted the decision. Don’s ultimate 
faith was in God and not in the governor anyway, though he 
had hoped for a different outcome. It wasn’t to be.

And so another question, “What has changed?”
Don Johnson is dead. Connie Johnson is dead. Cor-

rectional staff, attorneys, communities of faith, friends, media 
witnesses, even members of Connie’s family are now likely 
traumatized by what we did on May 16, whether they know it 

So Many Questions 
Tennessee Executes Don Johnson

When the state executes human beings, no matter who they are 
or what they have done, the act of execution is not about them. 

It is about us, who we are and what we choose to do.
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Johnson’s execution.
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Standing Still in the Dark  continued on page 6

By Peter Gathje

Raised Catholic, I was formed in a sacramental spiri-
tuality. Christ in the bread and the wine, the very presence of 
Christ is in ordinary daily bread, broken and shared. “Give 
us this day our daily bread.” I expected to experience the 
presence of the divine in ordinary, common, essential physical 
objects — bread, wine, water, oil, candles.

My sacramental spirituality was deepened by seven 
years at St. John’s Abbey and University; three of those years 
I was a Benedictine monk. The Rule of St. Benedict empha-
sizes the sacredness of the ordinary, of the daily. God is pres-
ent in a schedule of daily prayer, in regular times for silence, 
in the rhythm of prayer and work (“ora et labora”). Monks are 
even urged “to regard all the vessels of the monastery and all 
its substance, as if they were sacred vessels of the altar.” (Rule 
of St. Benedict ch. 31) And this divine presence in the daily 
is especially emphasized in the monastic practice of hospital-
ity: “All guests who present themselves are to be welcomed 
as Christ, for he himself will say: I was a stranger and you 
welcomed me (Matt. 25:35).” (Rule of St. Benedict, ch. 53)

My formation in sacramental spirituality shapes my 
work at Manna House. The daily tasks of hospitality are times 
of divine encounter. The daily tasks draw me out of myself in 
a discipline of love. Each task requires that I be open to a daily 
reality that is demanding, insistent, ongoing: folding laundry, 
making coffee, filling sugar containers, wiping down the 
picnic tables and benches and chairs before opening, taking 
out trash, sorting donations, cleaning the shower room and the 
small bathroom. What could be drudgery is an invitation to 
divine encounter. 

This sacramental spirituality is most important in the 
daily demand to open my eyes to see Christ in the guests who 
come for showers, clothing, coffee and a place of sanctuary 

from the streets. To the Catholic list of seven sacraments, an 
eighth sacrament is added. I learned early on the definition 
of a sacrament, “an outward sign instituted by Christ to give 
grace.” In Matthew 25:31-46, Jesus clearly institutes the 
outward sign of “For I was hungry and you gave me some-
thing to eat, I was thirsty and you gave me something to drink, 
I was a stranger and you invited me in, I needed clothes and 
you clothed me, I was sick and you looked after me, I was in 
prison and you came to visit me. … Truly I tell you, whatever 
you did for one of the least of these brothers and sisters of 
mine, you did for me.” (Matt. 25:35-36, 40) And those who 
participate in this sign instituted by Christ hear these grace-
filled words, “Come, you who are blessed by my Father; take 
your inheritance, the kingdom prepared for you since the 
creation of the world.” (Matt. 25:34)

Christ in the stranger was invited in on Tuesday morning 
when we opened Manna House at 8 a.m. Christ prayed with 
us and then headed to the coffee line or the showers. 

I talked with Christ in the backyard. He even has the 
initials “J.C.” A volunteer had given J.C. coffee. There was 
also cold water available. The thirsty were given something to 
drink.

A little later in the morning, I walked to the nearby 
Southern College of Optometry (SCO) with Christ present 
in two guests. The walk over was slow. Both guests have leg 
problems. Only one had a cane. They shared the cane. One 
used it for half a block, then the other for the next half block, 
and on. When we finally got there, they picked out frames for 
new glasses. SCO had given free eye exams. Manna House 
will buy the frames. The sick were looked after. 

Meanwhile, other volunteers offered showers and 
clothes to Christ. Ten women showered and after them, two 
trans. Christ’s need for some fresh clothing was met.

Christ talked with me about the meal that had been 

The Divine in the Daily
served at Manna House the previous evening. Christ had been 
hungry and had been given something to eat.

Christ came from 201 Poplar and got on the shower list 
for Thursday. He reminded me that in a previous stay out at 
the penal farm, Manna House had put some money “on his 
book” so he could get items like underwear and toothpaste. 
The prisoner had been attended to.

Toward the end of the morning, Christ arrived in a car 
driven by his wife. Christ has cancer which has metastasized 
from his kidneys into his lungs and other organs. He is tired 
and in pain. He had a doctor’s appointment to get to later. I 
promised to pray for him and to make sure we also pray for 
him every morning when we open. 

This is the hard edge of sacramental spirituality. God, 
present in the daily, reaches into every corner of our lives, 
in the ordinary demands of life, and even into suffering and 
death. God invites me into the daily tasks of hospitality, and 
into relationship with people I might otherwise avoid, to go 
beyond myself. God’s invitation to be open to the needs and 
suffering in human life (including my own), invites me to 
face reality. This reality punctures my illusions of self-suf-
ficiency and makes possible my embrace of shared vulnera-
bility. Responding to God’s daily invitation, I can affirm that 
love, going out from myself to give myself to God and to 
others, is the path to fullness of life. Bread must be broken 
to be shared.   W

Peter Gathje is Vice President for Academic 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) 

By Catherine Meeks

There is Native Indigenous Wisdom that “instructs one 
who is lost in the forest to stand still because the forest will tell 
you which way to go if you stand still.” It is not any easier to 
stand still when you are lost than it is to stand still in the dark 
when you cannot see which way to go. But it does not take 
long to realize, in either case, that moving is not productive 
and can quickly become a matter of wasting energy.

There is a lot of darkness around us as a country in this 
present moment. Of course, we all realize that we know dark-
ness quite well in America because we have created a lot of 
it for ourselves since the first explorers set foot on this land. 
We took a giant step into darkness when the Native People 
were declared enemy and the plan to remedy the problems 
that they were accused of causing set in motion the systems 
of destruction that led to the ultimate annihilation of many 
nations of them who were here when the settlers and explor-
ers arrived. It is interesting to note that a part of the plan for 
dealing with the Native People was the notion of civilizing 
them. This notion led to the “Indian Schools” that many reli-
gious groups started, including the Episcopal Church. These 
schools were designed to make the children more acceptable 
to white folks. The children were taken from their families, 
made to speak English and had their hair cut short. 

The darkness became thicker when the slave trade 
began and got solidly fixed in the economy. That trade created 
the practice of grabbing little African American babies from 

their mothers’ arms and selling them to the highest 
bidder. Of course, along with the babies and little 
children were young and older adults because the only 
thing that really mattered was how much money one 
could get for them. 

Although we are clearly not any worse off than 
any other group of folks who have been challenged to 
separate the truth from fiction and to know that they 
have to stand in the dark until the light comes, we are 
experiencing the pain of this 21st century invitation. 
We are getting deeper into darkness in this present 
moment as we continue our bad habit of taking little 
children from their parents at the border and treating 
them far worse than we would dare treat our pets. 
It occurs to me that if we were taking animals and 
caging them at the border while mistreating them at the same 
level as we are with these little brown children, the mass 
protest would be so great, all of our lives would be disrupted. 
It saddens me to think about how many people have pets that 
they would never let suffer but are not really concerned about 
these children. 

Often one hears someone say that taking these children 
is not who we are, but it is exactly who we are. If they were 
white children, we would not have a border crisis because 
there would have been a better plan developed to address the 
situation in the first place than the one that is being currently 
implemented; because white skin still matters much more 
than brown or black skin.

This is what we do. We take children from their parents; 
we incarcerate black, brown and poor people; we help to 
destabilize countries and then pretend we do not know what 
is happening when there is a crisis such as the ones in Latin 
America; we use power badly. This is who we are as a nation. 
But, there are many in this nation who know that God’s light 
shines and that one can choose to embody that light. The 
challenge is that we live in the empire and there are powers 
and principalities and spiritual wickedness in high places with 
which to wrestle. Thus the darkness that surrounds us. A dark-
ness that is frightening, tiring, outrageous and at times difficult 

Standing Still in the Dark

Brian Kavanagh
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would be written into the Constitution, and it is still there 
in the infamous “three-fifths clause.” This system would 
continue legally until 1965 (not 1865), when the Voting 
Rights Act divorced race and other categories from the right 
to vote. Despite the hard legal and protest work and sacrifice 
that led to the Voting Rights Act, the cultural power of white 
supremacy still is deep and resilient. Why would we wonder 
if Barack Obama were white or Black, since he had one 
parent in each category? Why would President Trump tweet 
that the four Congresswomen of color should go back to their 
“home” countries, even though three of them were born in the 
USA?

This article cannot begin to touch the depths of this 
history, and if you are unfamiliar with it, please consult some 
of the books that I have mentioned, or contact me, and I’ll 
give you more references. I want to dwell briefly on several 
implications of this 400th anniversary of the arrival of African 
people to be sold as slaves in the English colonies in what 
is now known as North America. First, to pick up Lerone 
Bennett’s theme, we must marvel at the remarkable resilience 
of those designated as other in American history, especially 
those of African descent, but also those natives who were here 

when the English, Spanish, French and Portuguese arrived. 
Land stolen, massacres, the Middle Passage, labor stolen, 
families torn apart, rape, lynching — all that and more. As 
Maya Angelou once put it: “But still, like dust, I’ll rise.” 4 
Many articles and studies in white America have looked at 
the dysfunction of Native and African American families, and 
I’ve always thought that we should look at it the other way. 
How did they do it? How did those classified as other survive 
the horrible treatment and the systematic attempts to strip their 
humanity?  

Yet, I also realize why we in the “white” community 
don’t do such studies. To do so would be to admit a funda-
mental reality that most of us who are classified as white 
spend most of our lives seeking to deny: White supremacy 
and race are at the heart of our identity as individuals and as a 
nation. We are in “deep denial,” as my friend David Billings 
put it in his fine book. 5 We refuse to admit how much the 
power of white supremacy has shaped our individual and col-

lective identities. The landing of that ship in Jamestown 400 
years ago was part of the beginning of a huge river of white 
supremacy that continues to flow in our hearts and our nation. 
I say this not to beat anybody up or to make anyone feel 
guilt or shame. I say it because it is a fundamental reality that 
shapes all of our lives. It is similar to dealing with addiction. 
Until those of us classified as white recognize this and admit 
our captivity to white supremacy, we will not be able to take 
steps toward health.

This very recognition of the 400th anniversary of the 
beginning of slavery in the English colonies runs the risk of 
perpetuating the otherness of those of African (and Native and 
Hispanic and Asian) heritage. It is as if the land and the culture 
belonged to those seen as white, and that those people brought 
on that ship were the “other.” Indeed, when that ship entered 
the James River, the vast majority of the land and culture were 
still Native American. At the very least, in remembering these 
400 years, we should acknowledge these two streams: the 
resilience of the dark-skinned people brought as captives on 
that ship and those who were already here, and the develop-
ment of the idea of white supremacy that enabled those seen 
as white to use and exploit the labor and humanity of others. 

How could we hold the ideology of equality in one hand and 
the ideology of slavery in the other? We developed the idea of 
white supremacy — only those classified as white fit into the 
ideology of equality. That is at the heart of American history, 
and its power continues to the present day. Slavery and white 
supremacy are not unfortunate blots on our national character. 
They are fundamental to our character, and they must be con-
sciously and deeply resisted.

Not only have those classified as other been resilient in 
claiming and seeking to exercise their humanity in American 
culture, but the idea of white supremacy has been resilient too. 
In Shelby v. Holder in 2013, SCOTUS by a 5-4 vote gutted 
the Voting Rights Act of 1965 by rescinding the clause that 
required pre-approval by the Justice Department for voting 
law changes, especially in states in the former Confederacy. In 
its decision this June on the gerrymandering cases, SCOTUS 
declined (by a 5-4 vote) to interfere in extreme partisan work 
to configure legislative districts. As has been true throughout 

Slavery and white supremacy are not unfortunate blots 
on our national character. They are fundamental to our character, 

and they must be consciously and deeply resisted.

our white supremacist culture, we prefer that the politicians 
pick the voters, rather than the voters picking the politicians. 
This is one of the main ways that our white culture will seek 
to maintain our hold on power as the demographics change 
this century.  

This 400th anniversary of that ship sailing into the James 
River reminds us of the power of race in our history and in 
our current life, as seen by the election and recalcitrance of 
Donald Trump. It also reminds us of the resistance and the 
resilience needed to oppose this powerful force and to re-con-
figure it for the good of all. In our struggles and in our despair 
at this history, we must always remember the power of the 
idea of equality — it resonated with people whose lives and 
lands and labor were stolen. The elections of 2020 will obvi-
ously be huge, and people like Stacey Abrams have shown us 
a model for organizing and opposing this force on the elec-
toral level.  Fortunately, as Hospitality often shows us, there 
are people who give us hope and a different vision of how 
to live and fight in modern day life. Whether the memory of 
this 400th anniversary remains rooted in white supremacy or 
in the resiliency of those who fought for the ideas of equity 
and equality and justice — well, that power lies in our hands. 
As June Jordan put it so well, “We are the ones we’ve been 
waiting for.” 6  W

1 Douglas Blackmon, Slavery By Another Name, Doubleday, 
2008; WEB Dubois, Black Reconstruction in America, 1860-
1880, Atheneum, 1935, 1962; Henry Louis Gates, Stony the 
Road, Penguin, 2019.
2 Lerone Bennett, Before the Mayflower, Penguin, 1962.
3  Nell Painter, The History of White People, W.W. Norton, 
2010. 
4 Maya Angelou, And Still I Rise, Random House, 1978.
5 David Billings, Deep Denial, Crandall, Dostie, & Douglass, 
2016.
6 June Jordan, “Poem for South African Women,” in Passion, 
Beacon, 1980.

Nibs Stroupe is a longtime friend of the Open Door, retired 
pastor and author of the recently published Deeper Waters: 
Sermons for a New Vision. He and Catherine Meeks are 
authors of Passionate Justice, a book about the life and wit-
ness of Ida B. Wells for our time, to be published in Septem-
ber. He writes a weekly blog at www.nibsnotes.blogspot.com. 
(nibs.stroupe@gmail.com)

to name parades across the land today, but those who wish to stand in the light have 
to stand still because it is in standing that clarity emerges. It is so critical to remember 
how it is to walk into a dark room where you can see nothing at all; but if you stand still 
for a bit, eventually the darkness shifts and, while no bright light shines until we light a 
candle or turn a switch, we can see in a different way. This social, political, psychologi-
cal and spiritual darkness that is walking around today requires all of us to stand still to 
allow clarity to emerge so that when we act, it will matter. We have to act, but action 
without clarity becomes a distraction from the process of developing clarity and con-
tributes to the darkness. Darkness loves for the resistors to be distracted because that is 
one of the greatest defenses against the light. We are in the dark but we know that light 
shines because we have seen it before. That is called faith. So we stand.  W

Catherine Meeks is the Founding Executive Director of the Absalom Jones Episcopal 
Center for Racial Healing, and the retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished Profes-
sor of Socio-cultural Studies and Sociology from Wesleyan College. She has published 
six books and is editor of Living Into God’s Dream: Dismantling Racism in America 
(2016), which focuses on racial healing and reconciliation. She and Nibs Stroupe are 
authors of Passionate Justice, a book about the life and witness of Ida B. Wells for our 
time, to be published in September. She writes for the Huffington Post and is a regular 
contributor to Hospitality. She is involved with prison work, visits on death row and 
works for the abolition of the death penalty. (kayma53@att.net)



names, but they all meant the same thing. “Get the poor out 
of sight of the well-to-do! We don’t want to see, hear, smell 
or otherwise encounter them.” One of the last citywide battles 
with City Hall was when the Georgia Aquarium was about 
to open and Bernie Marcus (CEO of Home Depot and major 
donor for the building of the aquarium) demanded that the 
city functionaries declare a demarcated “Tourist Triangle” 
that would be off-limits for the poor and increase penalties for 
the menacing crime of panhandling. Our pots and pans came 
out for a brief period, but since most of the action was in City 
Council chambers (NO pots and pans allowed in the chamber 
hushed with carpeting and velvet curtains!), our shouting had 
to suffice, and did. When the bill passed, eight of us from the 
Open Door went to jail. 

I would suggest that the commentator who expressed 
surprise at the protest implements used in the streets of San 
Juan, Puerto Rico needs to read and hear more about the his-
tory of protest and struggles for justice in the U.S. and around 
the world. He would find that pots and pans and protest have 
often gone together; and sometimes, like the people of Puerto 
Rico, we win short term battles. Banging metal is a great way 
to get folks’ attention when there is a fight for justice and col-
lective outrage at things like putting little children in cages and 
feeding them rotten food. 

I’m outraged. Are you? And I’ve still got plenty of pots 
and pans; do you? I’m ready to take mine to the streets again 
— will you join me?  W

  
Murphy Davis is an Activist Pastor and writer with the Open 
Door Community in Baltimore. (murphydavis@bellsouth.net)
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give the gift of  

A $10 donation covers a one-year 
subscription to Hospitality for a 

prisoner, a friend or yourself. To give 
the gift of Hospitality, please fill out, 

clip and send this form to:
 

Open Door Community 
PO Box 10980

Baltimore, MD 21234

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

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

name__________________________

address_________________________ 

_______________________________

_______________________________

email___________________________

phone__________________________
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eventually went back to his lecture, but it was slower as he 
edited his manuscript and chose his words more carefully. 

That night I called Nancy Ramsay, who was a student 
at Union Seminary in Richmond, Virginia (and later on the 
faculty at Louisville Theological Seminary). We were very 
busily planning a conference for women seminarians. She 
could hardly contain herself: “Murphy, we heard about what 
you did in Theology lecture today! We’re all so excited!” 
Bear in mind that this was the time before social media, cell 
phones and constant connectivity. We didn’t make long-dis-
tance phone calls every day. I was stunned that the news had 
travelled so quickly, and even now I can’t remember how 
it happened; but it was the beginning of the story taking on 
a mythical quality. Years later my sister was representing a 
fabric artist who had been commissioned to design and make 
a piece to be hung in the student center. She laughed so hard 
when a breathless young woman student said, “I think the 
piece should honor the women who took bells to all their 
classes to call out the sexist language.” “Humph,” said Dot, 
“actually that was my sister and I think it was a pot lid!” But 
the student seemed hard pressed to give up the historical 
myth. 

As an aside, there were many such guerilla actions. 
Nelia Kimbrough and our other friends among the women 
students at Candler (the theology school at Emory 
University across town), were fighting the same 
battle and we were in close touch. One day they 
agreed to take big shiny red apples to their theology 
lecture; each woman had two. One by one, they 
went past the podium and put one of the apples on 
the front of the podium as they took their seats. The 
first time the faculty lecturer used a gender exclu-
sive term, all of the women took a large loud bite 
from their crunchy apples. It caused a temporary 
pause. Then it happened again and again. Finally, 
the lecturer stopped. He said, “I’m not clear about 
what’s going on, but I’d like to ask that the women 
students meet with me tonight to discuss this. At 
8:00 p.m. the women showed up, and so did the 

theology professor. They met until 2:00 a.m. It was most defi-
nitely a spirited workshop, but the faculty member was not 
the teacher. Needless to say, things began to change.  

It is all to say that when involved in an extended politi-
cal struggle, we have to use what is at hand (often from the 
kitchen) to make noise and make our point. Apples will 
suffice in one situation, pots and pans and spoons are just the 
thing for another.  

In the mid-1980s, the Open Door was engaged in a 
protracted struggle against the leadership of Atlanta’s Central 
Business District (Central Atlanta Progress, Chamber of 
Commerce, et al), who always supported — if not directed 
— the elected officials of Atlanta’s city government. As sys-
temic homelessness grew in Atlanta and other American cities 
in the early Reagan years, Atlanta worked hard to establish its 
reputation as the nation’s second meanest city to the home-
less poor. (Tucson, Arizona pulled themselves to first place 
by criminalizing eating food from a dumpster as a felony!) 
But the Atlanta business leaders were deeply disturbed by the 
growing number of homeless people in the downtown area 
— always worrying the most about poor Black men who 
“scared” white shoppers and tourists. They told City Hall they 
had to do something about it. 

Mayor Andrew Young announced that he would insti-
tute a “Vagrant-Free Zone” around the main downtown artery 
of Peachtree Street. No one at City Hall seemed to appreciate 

the irony or downright ludicrousness of such a thing, but the 
police were instructed to enforce it. We were on it — along 
with the American Civil Liberties Union and other civil rights 
organizations. We started a weekly march down Peachtree 
Street carrying signs, “Say No to the Vagrant-Free Zone!” 
As our rag-tag assemblage of protesters marched down the 
main artery of downtown every week, we carried Joanne 
Solomon’s homemade signs, a crucifix made by Michael 
Stolzfus that depicted Jesus dressed in jeans, work shirt and 
a skull cap. He became known as the Vagrant Christ, named 
by our dear friend Al Winn, a retired Presbyterian minister 
who had been president of Louisville Seminary, moderator 
of our denomination, and a courageous leader against the 
war in Vietnam and for Civil Rights. He often marched and 
vigiled with us, and in one freezing-cold rally in front of City 
Hall he shouted out, “If we are Christians then our leader is a 
vagrant!” Our homeless man on the cross had a new name. 
But our main tool for protest was large aluminum soup pots 
and metal spoons. We were in the process of replacing our 
aluminum pots with stainless steel pots (for health reasons), so 
it was okay to beat the dickens out of our old aluminum pots. 
And they made such a wonderful loud noise that attracted 
quite a lot of attention. It was not the resonant BONG of the 
wooden spoon hitting my pot lid but rather a raucous BANG! 

BANG! BANG!! It was a very satisfying way to channel 
our outrage. Eventually we began to attract some press atten-
tion. The Young administration was embarrassed as people 
learned about his suggestion of a Vagrant-Free Zone and 
expressed disbelief and outrage. So we awoke to the news 
one day that Mayor Young had changed his proposal to sug-
gest a “Sanitized Zone.” SANITIZED? Really? Who were 
the “unsanitary ones” who needed to be removed to make the 
area sanitary? The appreciation of irony seemed to continue 
to escape the sages of the city. The Wednesday marches 
continued and the pots and pans tried to wake the dead in 
downtown Atlanta. Again they were embarrassed down at 
City Hall. So the next version was the “Hospitality Zone.” 
Okay, hospitality to include whom? And to exclude whom? 
Answer: Bishop Joseph Coles of the CME church in Georgia 
would always remind us of the old saying that became a blues 
song by Big Bill Broonzy, “If you’re white, you all right; if 
you’re brown, stick around; but if you’re Black, get back! get 
back!” No, no, no, the business functionaries and City Hall 
bureaucrats would protest. It’s not that! No, this is not about 
race, it’s this influx of jobless men, many of them drunk or 
mentally ill or “too lazy to work” and peeing on the streets 
of downtown. Just a coincidence that they were mostly poor 
Black men. Hmmm….

Eventually City Hall dropped it. Not, of course, for long. 
The Vagrant-Free Zone took on many guises and various 

Banging metal is a great way to get folks’ attention 
when there is a fight for justice and collective outrage at things like 

putting little children in cages and feeding them rotten food. 

www.20miutos.es
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Grace and Peaces of Mail

Open Door Community Needs:
 Granola bars
 Stamps to write prisoners
 Prisoner support and prisoner family support. That is money.
And now the great warm and hot weather needs:
 Tee shirts S/M/L/1X /2X. Lots and lots of them. 
 White crew socks are particularly popular.
 Lemonade tea. 1-gallon jugs are our need. We are now serving 20 gallons a week.
 We always need financial support. Without you, the Open Door Community would not exist. 
 

If you’d like to help,
Murphy, David, Ed, Simon, Erica and Tyrone thank you all. 

Within you. Within us/US. 
 Within the one who is chaos.

God’s Incarnate Jesus – Gospel Jesus – 
 Palestinian Jesus – Black Jesus. 
Is Love.  
Love God-Self-Neighbor-Enemy-Cosmos. 
 
Who am I? Who are we? What do we choose? 
 
E Pluribus Unum – Out of many, one. 
“America: love it or leave it.” 
 
Give me your tired, your poor,  
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tossed, to me: 
I lift my lamp beside the golden door. 
— Emma Lazarus & Lady Liberty
“Go back where you came from.”

Choose each day whom you serve.  
God of love or god of hate. 
Christ or chaos.  
Black Jesus or white christ. 
Welcoming America or walled america. 
Hospitality or hostility. 
Cannot serve both. 
Choose this day whom you serve. 
God have mercy.

— Weldon D. Nisly

After 40 years of Mennonite Church ministry that included 
community, pastoral and peace ministries, Weldon Nisly 
currently devotes himself to Contemplative JustPeace 
building and work with Christian Peacemaker Teams. 
He is a Benedictine Oblate. His life is dedicated to the 
abolition of war. Weldon serves half-time on the CPT 
Iraqi Kurdistan team and also was on the CPT Palestine 
team in Hebron in September-October 2017 and August-
September 2018.

Greetings, friends —
As I read the July issue of Hospitality cover to cover, 

as usual, I was struck by the thoughtfulness, clarity, honesty 
and the theological food for thought in the longer pieces; but 
when I turned to the last page, Truth kicked me hard in the 
gut — twice. Eduard’s piece, “The Box,” brought me to tears 
as I came face to face with the depth and breadth of the vile 
“seed of whiteness” that infects those of us that are white. Our 
little Interracial Conversations group that meets here in rural 
Virginia seems like so small a step toward healing so great a 
disease.

Then, Peter Gathje’s poem, “Some Biblical Support 
for Humility,” reminded me of another Truth, that “We are 
not Jesus.” We cannot open the door to every knock, respond 
to every request, and the results we seek in our work are not 
easily found.

The truth of Eduard’s “The Box” is unbearable without 
the truth of Gathje’s poem. Thank you (or the Holy Spirit’s 
hand) for placing the pieces in such close proximity to each 
other.

Thomas Merton’s words come to mind: “Do not 
depend on the hope of results … but on the value, the 
rightness, the truth of the work itself.”

And so I am off to Mt. Olive Baptist Church, where 
our IC group meets, with my little potluck offering in hand. 
A gathering of food and fellow travelers in the struggle 
— thankfully, that’s enough for this moment, this day.

Blessings,
Mary Palmer Legare
Tappahannock, Virginia

Please keep on salting the earth. Do not be discouraged 
that your dent into the evil of the world seems so small. It is 
still significant and necessary. Sometimes prophets’ works 
live on and grow after them, and even now you have done 
great things.

John Coyle
Cambria, California

Dear Murphy and Ed,
Good day and God Bless! I hope that this finds you 

both well. We just came off lockdown. Again. Stabbings are 
a weekly thing here. Al Lawler was supposed to visit last 
Tuesday, but we were on lockdown. 

I have two more weeks left in Phase 2 of the Christian 
faith-based program. Then it is on to Phase 3. 

Well, Georgia executed another one of its poor. Marion 
Wilson was murdered by the State of Georgia.

I’m in touch with Mike Berryhill. He is doing well. I 
miss seeing y’all, but always hold you up in my prayers.

 God Bless, Love and Prayers,
Ray Ward 
Oglethorpe, Georgia

Dear Murphy, Ed and All,
Thank you for the continued work of the Open 

Door Community in Baltimore and for the publication of 
Hospitality. 

With love and prayers,
 Martha Heidkamp
 Cincinnati, Ohio

Hello Nibs,
Would be wonderful to get a notification of your blog. 

And in terms of your book with Catherine Meeks — I have 
read about it, of course, in Hospitality! Well, “real theology,” 
isn’t it done in places of the struggles for liberation and 
justice? Certainly not in German academia...

All the best, Shalom & Salaam,
Dietrich Gerstner
Hamburg, Germany

Hospitality,
Thanks for running the recent book review of Tamara 

Puffer’s Forgetting the Former Things. One area that I’ve 
found where disability theology can inform racial equity 
work is around the use of the phrase “color blind.” I find it 
problematic that physical impairment is equated with spiritual 
or moral deficiency. The holy scriptures are filled with such 
metaphors, as Hebrew scholar Julia Watts Belser notes: the 
blind are ignorant, the deaf ignore God’s direction, paralysis is 
passivity, and the lame represent degeneracy or vulnerability. 
While “color blind” in a racial sense is a very important 
concept, I hope that we can find better language to name it. 

Michael Galovic
Asheville, North Carolina

Dear Murphy & Ed,
At our home church gathering last Sunday eve we lit 

a candle to hold you in the light. You are in our prayers each 
day. Thanks for spreading the wealth.

Love,
Charlie King and Candace Cassin 
Shelburne Falls, Massachusetts

Should America be deporting domestic violent 
white males? Now there’s a good idea but nobody 
would want them!
        Heather Gray

Pit bull shot by police after attacking 2 people in 
South Baltimore
        Baltimore Sun, July 9, 2019

There is a crack in everything. That’s how the light 
and the darkness get through.
        Ed L.

“Jesus’ preaching didn’t have footnotes. It had 
feetnotes.”
         Homeless person at Manna House, Memphis

The Box

St Cedd

Margaret Scott


