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By Nibs Stroupe

Was Jesus Black? When I first heard this question 
several decades ago, I had to first engage my captivity to rac-
ism before I could adequately answer it. I wondered if this 
question grew out of a desire for “political correctness,” but 
then I remembered that this phrase itself derives from a racist 
and sexist and materialist point of view. Language around 
issues of justice is often dismissed by the dominating culture 
as “politically correct” — which is meant to imply that it is 
propaganda only, the purpose of which is to placate those 
without power. A better answer is that the question, “Was 
Jesus Black?” is indeed both political and theological, and we 
ignore it at the peril of our souls.

As we noted in the November-December issue of 
Hospitality, Jesus was a Palestinian and thus had browner (or 
at least more olive) skin than the European Jesus displayed 
in so much art in Western history and in so many American 
churches. We narrated the basics of the story of changing the 
“white Jesus” to a “Black Jesus” in the main stained glass 
window of our sanctuary at Oakhurst Presbyterian Church in 
Decatur. We called this new artistic piece “the Black Jesus,” 
even though he does not have African features except for his 
brown skin. It is here, in the naming of this Jesus as “Black,” 
even though his skin is brown, that we encounter the basic 
and deep question: “Was Jesus Black?”

On one level, the answer to this question is easy in 
terms of modern racial classification. No, Jesus was not 
Black because he was from the Middle East, not from Africa, 
although his parents took him to Africa as a little baby to flee 
political persecution and likely execution. Yet, this trip to 
Africa, found at the end of Matthew 2, gives us a clue to the 
Blackness of Jesus. As a baby born on the streets of Bethle-
hem and hunted by government soldiers to be executed, he 
and his family became political refugees as they were pushed 
to the margins of life. King Herod indicated that they were 
both threatening and expendable. In this sense, “Blackness” 
refers not so much to skin color as it does to sociological 
and political status. In a similar fashion connected also to 
Egypt, the Hebrew slaves in Egypt in Exodus were “Black,” 
no matter their skin color or racial classification. I must note 
here that at the historical period of the Exodus, there were no 
racial classifications as we know them in the modern Western 
world, but still the Hebrew slaves were Black.

Here lies the approach to answering the question, “Was 
Jesus Black?” To answer this question we must travel through 
several treacherous paths in a short amount of time, includ-
ing race and the naming of the races, as well as the perpetual 
crushing of people by pushing them to the margins. The 
modern system of race was not developed as a way to classify 
the different branches of the human family. When it devel-
oped in the 1600s as the Enlightenment and science began to 
grab hold of the European consciousness, it was rooted in the 
colonizing of the world. The purpose of the system of race 

was domination, not classification of the great diversity of 
the human family. If the dignity of the individual is essential 
in the Enlightenment Age, how can we justify the exploita-
tion of other humans from the colonies, if those individual 
humans have dignity too? The answer was to create a great 
gulf between those from Europe and those from other lands.

The answer became the system of race as we currently 
know it. From the earliest systems of race, this purpose of 
domination seems evident. One of the “greatest scientists” of 
the Western world was Carolus Linnaeus, who developed the 
basic way of categorizing all living things. He emphasized the 
diversity of life and yet the commonality of life, and we still 
use his system today. He was also one of the early developers 
of the system of race. In 1738, he indicated four racial groups 
of humanity, and it is revealing to review those categories:

Homo Europaeus 
 – light, lively, inventive; ruled by rites
Homo Americanus 
 – tenacious, contented, free; ruled by custom
Homo Asiaticus 
 – stern, haughty, stingy; ruled by opinion
Homo Africanus 
 – cunning, slow, negligent; ruled by caprice.

Was Jesus Black?

adapted by Murphy Davis

Welcome, sisters and brothers! 
Let us worship the God of Life and Love and Liberation.

We are here to worship and give thanks.

We come to nurture the Beloved Community.
It is like a mustard seed: the smallest of all seeds.

But when it grows up, it becomes a tree so large 
 that the birds make nests in its branches. 

We come to nurture the Beloved Community.
It is like this: a woman takes yeast and mixes it with flour.

The whole batch of dough rises, 
 and there is bread to share!

The Kin-dom of Heaven is like this: 
 someone finds a hidden treasure in a field.

We would joyfully sell everything we have 
	 to	buy	that	field!

The Beloved Community is like someone 
 looking for fine pearls 
 and finding one that is unusually fine:

We will give up everything to have it. 

Let us worship God 
 who freely gives us the Beloved Community.

May we always be ready to give everything we have 
 and everything we are 
 to receive this great gift 
 and live the life of justice, mercy,                                
 and liberation of the Kin-dom of God.    

AMEN and AMEN!  W

Matthew 13
A Call to Worship 

Black Jesus (detail); carved and painted wood; 
artist at Angola Prison
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By Catherine Meeks

It hardly seems that it has been two 
years since my first visit to Georgia’s death 
row to see my new friend there. I began on 
Dr. Martin Luther King’s holiday because I 
had grown weary of the ways that day is cel-
ebrated. I don’t think that most of the activi-
ties do very much to pay tribute to Dr. King 
in a way that would be pleasing to him and I 
wanted to find a better way to celebrate. 

For several months, I had been writing 
to a young man on death row, but I was not 
sure that I wanted to visit. Early on in our 
time of writing he told me about his crime 
and I think that he was not sure that I would 
continue to write after that revelation. But I 
knew that he was not on death row for doing 
acts of mercy and I was not in the business 
of judging. I wanted to offer hospitality and 
friendship to him. So I continued to write. 

Two years ago on Dr. King’s birthday, 
I woke up knowing that I wanted to go to the 
prison to visit him. I did. Of course I was a 
little nervous because I had not told him to 
expect me, though he knew that I was work-
ing on becoming a visitor because there is a 
fairly drawn out process that has to be com-
pleted prior to visiting. Some of my friends 
and family were uneasy about my intention 
to visit, but while I was nervous about the 
unknown quality around it, I was not afraid of 
the men who live at the prison. 

I arrived at the prison and got checked 
in. Since I have arthritis and it is difficult for 
me to climb stairs, I asked to use the elevator. 
Unfortunately for me, the guard who was to 
assist me did not know how to operate it. I 
stepped on, she started it and, once it began 
moving, she walked away. The elevator 

stopped because the control button has to be 
held until it reaches the destination; so I was 
stuck. I could hear the conversation going on 
outside, but it took at least ten minutes, which 
felt like hours, for someone who knew how 
to operate the elevator to come and get me 
out.

During those few minutes while I was 
stuck, I had a sense of helplessness and I 
wondered if the prisoners have such feelings. 
For the most part they have little to no control 
over their lives. I still think about that first 
experience there and wonder how it really 
is for the prisoners. My friend shares some 
of what it is like for him, but there is not any 
way for me to really know. Because when the 
visiting hours are over, I am free to go and he 
is not.

My monthly visits and a few visits 
on holidays have been a gift to me, and my 
friend tells me that they are very important to 

him. I am glad. I have learned many lessons 
and perhaps the most important one is to do 
what you can, even when you can’t fix every-
thing. I had to come to terms with the fact that 
it was important to visit him and to share as 
much of the joy of my life as possible, even 
though I could not change his situation.

What a powerful lesson to learn. It is 
so vital to be able to give whatever you can 
to others without having an attachment to a 
specific outcome. I cannot alter his situation. 
Though his sentence has been changed to life, 
he is still in prison and I can’t fix that for him. 
But I can care about his life, pray for him, 
visit him, share my family and friends with 
him. I can bring as much light as possible to 
him through my letters and visits.

We have great conversations about his 
life before prison and his thoughts about life 

now and beyond prison. When friends ask 
what I talk about with him, I say, “Every-
thing.” This is so true. He is such an interest-
ing person and it is a delight to share the 

journey with him. He is so much more than 
a person who committed a crime. He makes 
it clear that a person is more than their worst 
mistake. 

We are gifts to one another. I bring light 
from the world outside of the prison walls 
and he shares his joy for life in spite of his 
undesirable circumstances. He is an inspira-
tion to me.  W

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

Give What You Can

I had to come to terms with the fact that it was important to visit him and to share 
as much of the joy of my life as possible, even though I could not change his situation.

Brian Kavanagh

Christmas Eve Eucharist 2015

Mark 
Harper 
from 
Fritz 
Eichenburg

Holy Week 
and

Easter 
with the 

Homeless
We invite you to join us 

for worship with our friends 
on the street during Holy Week.

Palm Sunday
March 20

4:00 pm
Open Door Community

910 Ponce de Leon Avenue
Monday

March 21
5:00 pm

Grady Hospital
Jesse Hill Jr. Drive

Tuesday
March 22

5:00 pm
City Jail

Peachtree Street SW
Wednesday

March 23
5:00 pm

Troy Davis/Woodruff Park 
Five Points

Maundy Thursday
March 24

5:00 pm
City Hall

Trinity Avenue
with celebration 
of the Eucharist

Good Friday
March 25

5:00 pm
State Capitol

Washington Street
Holy Saturday

March 26
5:00 pm

Pine Street Shelter 
Peachtree and Pine Streets

Easter Morning
March 27

8:00 am
Open Door Community

910 Ponce de Leon Avenue
Breakfast with our homeless friends 

followed by Worship 
and Celebration of Life 

Over Death and Oppression
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Connections

Rita Corbin

Inch by Inch
An Occasional Column by Murphy Davis

The other day I picked up some Shirley Chisholm 
commemorative stamps from our neighborhood post office. 
I couldn’t help myself from telling the friendly postal clerk 
that I knew Ms. Chisholm from a time during my senior 
year that she was invited to speak at my college in Virginia. 
Because she responded with interest, I got to tell her the 
details: I did not have a car during my college years. It was 
not in the 1960s considered a necessity as it is for so many 
these days, and actually most of us managed quite well 
without cars. But there was one week — for a reason I cannot 
recall — that I had the use of my dad’s Volkswagen bug. So 
when they asked, “Who would like to pick up Ms. Chisholm 
at the airport and drive her around during her time with 
us?” I responded with sheer delight. My roommate Carson 
Pease and I met the legendary Congresswoman at the little 
Staunton, Virginia airport and spent the weekend taking her 
from one event to another. (By the way, if you buy a sheet of 
the stamps, there’s a brief biography on the back.)

It was such a grand experience in those heady days 
when change and revolution were the air we breathed. Her 
courage and chutzpah were a phenomenon. I’ll never forget 
the euphoria I experienced being in the presence of this tiny 
little woman who moved and spoke like dynamite was just 
under the surface of her skin. She seemed to me to embody 
what Dr. King called “the fierce urgency of now.” She fought 
for the poor, demanded a place at the table for women and 
African Americans, fiercely opposed the war in Vietnam and 
suffered no fools gladly. Even on the fairly conservative 1970 
campus of Mary Baldwin College, she was received with lots 
of appreciation. And between events she was generous with 
her time and attention to tell us stories and help us to under-
stand the trajectory of her life. 

She had been in the House of Representatives for only 
two years at that time, but she had already made a name for 
herself. Her life as an educator had brought her into politics 
in Brooklyn. She was elected first as a Democratic member 
of the New York State Assembly from 1965 to 1968. She 
was proud that her work in the legislature included getting 
unemployment benefits extended to domestic workers. In ’68 
she was elected to the U.S. Congress from Brooklyn. She did 
not spare details in recounting the many and varied forms of 
disrespect she endured there. Initially, she was appointed to 

the House Agriculture Committee. She responded, “I’m from 
New York City! The only thing I know about agriculture is 
that I read A Tree Grows in Brooklyn!” But then she found 
a way to use her committee assignment to expand the food 
stamp program for the poor and hungry all over the coun-

try. The committee assignment was only the first of many 
maneuvers crafted to insult her or just pretend she wasn’t 
really there. I have never forgotten how I felt when she told us 
that every morning when she entered the chamber she had to 
walk past the desk of a representative from Mississippi. At the 
exact moment that she passed by each day, he pulled out his 
handkerchief, cleared his throat with a loud flourish, and spit 
into it. Day after day she endured this disgusting insult and 
countless others. She told us (and said many times) that she 
considered it even more difficult to cut new ground because 
of her gender than because she was Black. 

In 1972, Ms. Chisholm became the first Black candidate 
and first woman to run for president on a major party ticket. 
She came safely through three assassination attempts and 
knocked the socks off of everybody when she visited the 
notorious Alabama white supremacist George Wallace in the 
hospital after he was shot and seriously wounded in another 
assassination attempt in May, 1972. Wallace later responded 
to her kindness by helping to line up Southern votes for her 
bill to give domestic workers the right to a minimum wage. 
Ms. Chisholm was not treated by the mainline operatives 
as a serious candidate, but she received more support than 
many thought possible. She was not elected, but she knew 
what she was doing, and it was an important initiative. Shirley 
Chisholm paved the way for others to come behind her — 
women and Black candidates are now taken more seriously 
at the top echelons of our political spectrum. I dare say none 
of them have lived up to the fierce loyalty to peace, economic 
justice and integrity that she held firm, but it was nevertheless 
an important campaign. I recommend the wonderful docu-
mentary about her and the 1972 campaign by Scott Simpson, 
Chisholm ’72: Unbought and Unbossed.

Shirley Chisholm’s autobiography and her constant 
campaign slogan was “Unbought and Unbossed,” and she 
was that. We need to remember her as one of the most com-
mitted and courageous fighters for the rights of people of 
color, women, the poor and the victims of war — truly one of 
the great trailblazers of our era.

What a privilege it was to be in her presence and give 
her a ride in Dad’s Volkswagen!  W

 
Murphy Davis is a Partner in the Open Door Community. 
(murphydavis@bellsouth.net)

By Eduard Loring

Welcome to the Table is just the right album for folk who 
like to eat and share/serve food with others. The album is also 
a wonderful, songful illumination of many scriptures. A won-
derful course at the Welcome Table for those who like to eat 
the Word of God as well.

Zach Thomas and I were schoolmates from the 7th to the 
12th grades. Our friendship has been renewed over the years 
by the work of the Gospel. Zach has worked in Guatemala 
and his faith has been shaped by the Cry of the Poor south of 
the border. He is active by song and deed at Caldwell Presby-
terian, a church that is Black and White together demonstrat-
ing to Charlotte, NC that with the guidance of Black Jesus 
disciples like Bree Newsome, we shall overcome.

Zach’s songs help us on our journey to overcome and 
eat at the Welcome Table together. Justice is important, but 
supper is essential. Two songs ring out for me: “I’m the Prodi-
gal Son,” which makes contemporary one of the greatest sto-
ries in the Gospels; and “Hidden with Christ in God,” a song, 

writes Zach, that connects Guatemala and Charlotte. Increas-
ingly, my servanthood in public life is in the “hiddenness with 
Jesus.” Bonhoeffer was on to something in his suggestive 
essays of how we in our shame and failure can live Black 
Jesus discipleship after the Holocaust. And I add The Middle 
Passage and homelessness.

Zach notes that his music is “bluegrass, country, honky-
tonk, blues and mariachi wrapped around Bible stories, 
psalms and prayers, and it tastes like a covered-dish meal.” 
Yes, I agree. Get yourself a copy and share it with friends and 
enemies at meal time. Order from http://cdbaby.com/cd/zach-
thomas. You will enjoy your meal.  W

Eduard Loring is a Partner at the Open Door Community.

Recommended

WECOME TO THE TABLE
a CD by Zach Thomas
Free downloads available at
zachthomasmusic.com

The image of Shirley Chisholm 
on the new USPS stamp is 
from Americans Who Tell 
the Truth, a series of portaits 
painted by Robert Shetterly. 
A portrait of Murphy Davis is 
also in this series.

Meinrad Craighead
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In, Out & 
Around 910
Photographed and Compiled 
by Calvin Kimbrough

¡Presente!

SOA Watch Vigil 
at Ft. Benning

On Sunday, November 22, the Open Door Community again joined thousands 
of others at the gates of Fort Benning, Georgia, near Columbus, for the 

annual vigil, funeral procession and Puppetista theater to call for the closing 
of the U.S. military’s notorious Western Hemisphere Institute for Security 

Cooperation (formerly the School of the Americas) at the base. The annual 
protest is held on the anniversary of the murders of six Jesuit 

priests in El Salvador in 1989. We carried crosses bearing their 
names and the names of other civilians killed by Latin American 
military forces trained and led by SOA graduates. Top to bottom 
right: The funeral procession begins. As the funeral procession 
continued, crosses and other symbols were raised as the names 

were chanted in litany, each followed by the word ¡Presente! — 
Spanish for “here” or “present.” Terry Kennedy, Chris Jenkins, 

Gladys Rustay, and Eduard Loring lift their crosses. Emma 
Stitt and Dick Rustay join others in the chant. Terry Kennedy 

and Nelia Kimbrough place crosses onto the fence erected to 
block entrance to the base. The fence was soon full. Below: After 

the funeral procession, the Puppetistas took to the street. David 
Christian from the Open Door Community joined others to build 

the huge puppets and design the street theater presentation.
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Marcus Ray Johnson was executed by the state 
of Georgia on November 19. Far left: The Open 
Door Community hosts a vigil on the front steps 
of the Capitol during each execution to call for the 
abolition of the death penalty. Top left: Andrew 
and Kara Johnson hold candles and stand in vigil. 
Below: Mark Gray, a Presbyterian minister from 
Belfast, North Ireland, leads our closing prayer. 
Bottom: Nelia Kimbrough leads a Eucharist 
service at 910 after the vigil. 

Vigil for Life at the Death 
of Marcus Ray Johnson

Vigil for Life at the 
Death of Brian Terrell
Brian Terrell was executed by the state of Georgia on 
December 8. He was the fifth person executed by Georgia in 
2015. The Open Door Community again hosted a vigil on 
the front steps of the Capitol to call for the abolition of the 
death penalty. Left: Ellen Logan, Peggy Hendrix and Dick 
Rustay say Stop Executions! Far left: Eric Rucker and 
Hannah Landgraf join in the reading of names of the 60 men 

executed in Georgia since 
1983, when executions 
resumed following the 
reinstatement of the death 
penalty in 1976. Left: Gary 
Charles, pastor of Central 
Presbyterian Church, leads 
the closing prayer with a 
passionate call to end the 
death penalty.
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poetry corner

Hospitality welcomes poems from people 
in Georgia prisons or living on the streets in Georgia. 
Send submissions to Eduard Loring, 
Open Door Community, 
910 Ponce de Leon Ave. N.E., 
Atlanta, GA 30306 
or by email to hospitalitypoetrycorner@gmail.com.

Julie Lonneman

The Open Door 
Community Press

Books

A Work of Hospitality
The Open Door Reader

1982 - 2002
Peter R. Gathje, editor

384 pages
Bibliography and Index

Paperback
$15.00 suggested donation

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

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

to order:
The Open Door Community 
910 Ponce de Leon Ave., N.E.

Atlanta, GA 30306-4212
404.874.9652 option 4

www.opendoorcommunity.org 
If funds are not available, 

copies will be sent at no expense. 

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

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

The Festival of Shelters
A Celebration 

for Love and Justice
By Eduard Loring 

with Heather Bargeron
preface by Dick Rustay

66 pages
19 color photographs

Paperback
Free for the asking

Frances Pauley
Stories of Struggle and Triumph

Edited by Murphy Davis
Foreword by Julian Bond

89 pages
28 photographs

Paperback
$3.00 suggested donation

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

By Eduard Loring
foreword by Nibs Stroupe
afterword by Melvin Jones
99 pages
paperback
$10.00 suggested donation

From the time I entered this world
Struggling even from my mother’s womb
Like a wild dandelion in the center
Of a terrifying and endless carpet of green
(I wasn’t a real lion but wanted to be one!)
My sad brown eyes gazed up to heaven
Wondering if there was a God who cared
For the afflicted souls of my people

My mother told me stories
About this strange White Christ
She said “If you ever get in trouble
And don’t know what to do
Just call on Him and He’ll help you”

I watched her every day for twenty years
Make her way to work on a job
Which did not pay enough to cover bills
I watched her each night as she came
Home to cook for me and my sister
Then hurried off to the church meeting
Around the corner next to Joe’s Place
She gave a lot of her attention
To this White Christ who hardly
Seemed to notice her much less me

But I turned in my weakness and shame
To face this mysterious White Christ
I ran in desperation to the One who looked
Eerily like the faces of those who were
Always chasing me and sought my life
To ask these simple questions:

Is it true you left your home in Heaven
To come to this broken world
To be born of a young virgin girl
To shed your precious blood and
To die shamefully for my poor black soul?

Is it true you were beaten all night
Until the blood you shed congealed
Against your bruised body long enough
For the bleeding to stop and you
Could bear the cross on Calvary’s Hill?

If it was not for me you went to the grave
And rose from the dead on the third day
With all power in your hands
Surely it was not for those
Who hate and do not forgive
And honor your body and blood

Please help me! 
I cried from the depths of my being

But silence was the only answer
Which came to my ears

So I turned angrily away to
A god who thought more like me
Now an enemy of this pale God
I fought against him as much
As he seemed to fight against me
Until nothing remained inside
But a cold block of ice tucked

Away in a distant corner of my
Hurting heart waiting to be
Used whenever the time was right

Now at bottom and breathing
My last breath of borrowed air
I could not escape thoughts of despair
Inviting me to dance one last time
To curse God and die seemed
The only option I had left
Given the pathetic condition of my life
No one would dare question why
What was there remaining to do?
Had Black Jesus failed me too?

My heart was an empty vessel waiting
To be filled by anything but the hatred
And rejection I had been fed from childhood
With all my being I had searched for God
But failed to find anything but more lies
People and things and places that could not
Satisfy the craving I had deep within my soul

Then one very dark night Jesus appeared
Neither Black nor White
Male or female but pure Light flooded
My entire being and covered me
Like a warm gentle shower of rain

The same scars on me I saw all over
This body — wounds so deep and ghastly
They filled me with a sense of dread
And shame because I had caused them

When this Black Jesus smiled at me
I was too stunned to know how to respond
So I just held on like a frightened
Child to the mother’s thigh
The thought of ever letting go was
More terrifying than death itself

I was so lost and confused
Seeking hope from a White God in the past
Who thought more of doctrine and prosperity
Than for the souls of my people

Somewhere between the day and night
Between the White Christ and Black Jesus
I believe there exists the True
And Living God who cares for all humanity
Not a fake or murderer or greedy miser
Not one who talked but never walked

— Harold McCallister

“White Christ/Black Jesus” 
(A Poem of Hope)

Harold McCallister is a prisoner at Central State 
Prison in Macon, Georgia.
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Was Jesus Black?  continued from page 1

We need 
meat with cheese 

sandwiches    
(no bologna, pb&j or 
white bread, please)  
 individually wrapped

 on whole wheat bread.

Thank You!

The Open Door 
needs 2,000 
sandwiches to 
serve each week!

Please Help!

Live in a residential Christian community.

Serve Jesus Christ 
in the hungry, homeless, and imprisoned. 

Join street actions and loudandloving 
nonviolent demonstrations. 

Enjoy regular retreats and meditation time 
at Dayspring Farm.

Join Bible study and theological reflections 
from the Base.  

You might come to the margins 
and find your center.

Contact: Sarah Humphrey 
 at opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net 

or 404.874.9652 option 4
For information and application forms visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org

Join us as a 
Resident 

Volunteer

Calvin Kimbrough

Here we see the beginnings of the system of race as we 
know it today — it is not meant to classify people in different 
branches of the human family. It is rather meant to indicate 
who should dominate and who should be dominated. The 
brevity of this article does not permit a further look at this 
depressing but powerful development. I’ve listed some book 
suggestions in the Notes for those interested in pursuing this 
further.

“My soul magnifies the Lord … for God has brought 
down the mighty from their thrones and lifted up the lowly.” 
So sings Mary in Luke 1 as she begins to celebrate being 
pregnant with the Beloved One, pregnant before marriage 
and thus risking execution. Her song indicates that in the 
birth of this baby, God is both moving to and coming from 
the margins of life. In his life, death and resurrection, Jesus of 
Nazareth continued and lived this theme, and in this profound 
sense, yes, Jesus was Black. He chose the margins; he lived 
at the margins; he suffered the degradation of being pushed to 
the margins. Let no one hear at this juncture that I am claim-
ing that those classified as “Black” belong at the margins. 
Rather, I am claiming that those classified as “white” have 
used race and many other systems to devalue the humanity 
of all other racial classifications, with those in the “Black” 
category pushed the farthest to the edges, where police power, 
economic power and political power work to dominate, 
degrade,and exploit.  

Fortunately for all of us, Jesus was Black, and as many 
African American theologians have taught us, the Blackness 
of Jesus redeems us all and offers all of us an opportunity 
to begin to take steps out of our captivity. Whether we have 
internalized “superiority,” or whether we have internalized 
“inferiority,” the Blackness of Jesus reminds us that we are 
called to hear a new definition of ourselves and of others. The 
source of this new definition is not the queens or kings, not 
the bankers or celebrities, not the generals or sports hero(ine)s, 
not the presidents or senators or prime ministers. The source 
of this new definition is the One who has come to us from a 
stunning and shocking place: the margins of life. For those of 
us at the center of the power of life, we should consider what 
it means to have the origin of the redemption for human life 
come from the margins of life. For those of us at the center, 

Thank 
You!

Brian Kavanagh

we must hear God’s voice calling us to the margins of life. For 
those of us at the margins of life, we are asked to hear that our 
primary definition comes from God, not the centers of power. 
It is in this definition that we can find the power and strength 
to lead a truly human life. 

As we enter Black History Month, we would do well 
to remember and celebrate not only those who have fought 
and struggled and lived for racial justice. We would do well to 

seek to center ourselves on the fundamental truth of the Bible 
and the Gospel message: Jesus was Black.  W

NOTES: books recommended for further reading on 
“race” — start with The History of White People, by Nell 
Painter; Between the World and Me, by Ta-Nehisi Coates; 
White Like Me, by Tim Wise; O Lord, Hold Our Hands, by 
Stroupe and Leach.

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

Fortunately for all of us, Jesus was Black, 
and as many African American theologians have taught us, 
the Blackness of Jesus redeems us all 
and offers all of us an opportunity to begin to take steps out of our captivity. 

The Legal Equalizer App is an app that records your encounters with police 
and allows you to distribute the video to loved ones. It lets you know your 
rights and laws, as well as the proper things to do when in an encounter with 
an officer. It also sends an emergency text to 3 contacts that lets them know 
you are in an encounter with a law enforcement officer and provides them your 
location as well. 

Download it today for FREE!
For iPHONE: https://itunes.apple.com/us/app/legaleq/id1030146654…
For ANDROID: https://play.google.com/store/apps/details…

www.legaleqapp.com

Legal Equalizer will promote positive 
encounters between law officials
and civilians by letting civilians know 
their rights and the proper way to 
behave around an officer. 

Gabe Eison has joined us for a time as a Resident 
Volunteer. Gabe first volunteered at the Open Door during 

his high school years at The Paideia School, which is 
several blocks from 910 on Ponce de Leon Avenue.Dear Friends of the Open Door, 

Many thanks for all the gifts you gave us 
during this past holiday season. They will 
help us to serve our homeless friends and 
those in prison throughout the year. We 
are so very grateful for your kindness and 
generosity to us!
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Needs of the Community

Join Us  for Worship!

Medical Needs List

ibuprofen
acetaminophen  
Lubriderm lotion

cough drops 
non-drowsy allergy tablets

cough medicine (alcohol free)

We also need volunteers 
to help staff our Foot Care Clinic 

on Wednesday evenings 
from 6:45 - 9:15 p.m.!

We gather for worship and Eucharist at 4 p.m. each Sunday, followed by supper together.  
If you are considering bringing a group please contact us at 404.874.9652 option 6. 

Please visit www.opendoorcommunity.org or call us for the most up-to-date worship schedule. 

Harriet Tubman 
Medical Clinic 

January 2016

Foot Care Clinic

Epsom salts
anti-bacterial soap

shoe inserts
corn removal pads

exfoliation cream (e.g., apricot scrub)
pumice stones

foot spa
cuticle clippers

latex gloves
 nail files (large)

toenail clippers (large)
medicated foot powder

 antifungal cream (Tolfanate)     

March   6  4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 4  Eucharistic Service
March 13  4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 5  Calvin Kimbrough
    On a Friday Noon: a meditation
March 20  4 p.m. Palm Sunday Worship at 910
    Call to the Streets
March 21 - March 26  daily worship (schedule on page 2)
March 27  8 a.m. Easter Breakfast & Worship

February   7 4 p.m. Worship at 910
    Eucharistic Service
February 10 8 a.m. Ash Wednesday Service
February 14 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 1  Eucharistic Service
February 21 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 2  Seder Meal  (please RSVP)
February 28 4 p.m. Worship at 910
 Lent 3  Eucharistic Service

Our Hospitality Ministries also include visitation and letter    
 writing to prisoners in Georgia, anti-death penalty advocacy,   
 advocacy for the homeless, daily prayer, weekly Eucharist,   
 and Foot Washing. 

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

We gratefully accept donations at these times:
 Sunday: 9 a.m. until 3 p.m. 
 Monday: 8:30 a.m. until Noon and 3 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Tuesday: Noon until 8:30 p.m. 
 Wednesday: Noon until 6 p.m.
 Thursday: 8:30 a.m. until 3 p.m. and 5 p.m. until 8:30 p.m.
 Friday and Saturday: We are closed. We are not able to   
  offer hospitality or accept donations on these days.

Personal Needs
qshampoo (large)
qtoothpaste (small)
qtoothbrushes
qlip balm
qnail clippers
qdisposable razors

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

Clarification Meetings 
at the Open Door

Special Needs
qbackpacks
qMARTA cards
qpostage stamps
qtrash bags 
   (30 gallon, .85 mil)
qdigital camera
qtwin bed sheets
qa home for every
   homeless person:       
   every woman,
   man and child

Food Needs
qfresh fruits & 
   vegetables
qturkeys/chickens
qsandwiches:
    meat with cheese
    on whole wheat
    bread

Living Needs
qjeans 30-34 waist
   and 46-60 x 32 long
qwomen’s pants 16-24 
qcotton footies
qsocks
qsweat pants 1x-3x
qwork shirts
qhoodies
qbelts 34” & up
qmen’s underwear M-L
qwomen’s underwear
qreading glasses
qwalking shoes 
   especially sizes 11-15
qbaseball caps
qsweaters, jackets             
   and winter coats

Daniel Nichols

For the latest information and 
scheduled topics, please call 

404.874.9652 option 8
or visit 

www.opendoorcommunity.org. 

We meet for clarification 
most Thursdays 3 - 5 p.m..

Suzanne Novak

Ash Wednesday Service
February 10
8:00 a.m.
back yard
910 Ponce de Leon Avenue

we need blankets

We need full size 
blankets for our friends 
that can be washed and 
dried in a dryer on hot.


