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Murphy Davis

“The Revolution,”
according to Gil Scott-Heron
“will not be televised.”
And that’s the Truth.
But you don’t have to be a Panther to know that the 
Death of Democracy
was.
is.
Televised, that is.
Every painful squicky
step of her demise
has been dutifully recorded
and run again and again under our noses.
And we watched
Trials with no witnesses
Investigations with no documents
Jurors with fingers in their ears
Men and women-men with no spines, no hearts
practiced for so long it made them stupid.
A Constitution shredded in the broad daylight of Blue Velvet
cloaked chambers with republican-chosen camera angles.
The death of Democracy was arranged by dead folks and 
long in the making
in small acts and large.
But we were busy with other things — shopping or watching 
the Super Bowl or doing good deeds.
Death was long in the making
when we shot, killed, neglected and caged
Black and Brown children
Locked away their mamas and papas
and cast their aunties and uncles out onto 
the streets of No Mercy.
But we didn’t need to do anything
they weren’t our family
Democracy is Dead
It was on TV
You can see it on the re-runs.
In the meantime
The Revolution will still not be televised.  
If you stay on the couch you will miss it. 

Murphy Davis is an activist pastor in Baltimore who 
continues to write, work with prisoners and agitate for the 
abolition of the death penalty and mass imprisonment. 
(murphydavis@bellsouth.net)

The Revolution 
Will Not 
Be Televised

By John Cole Vodicka

“We’ve still got five ladies down below to bring on up.”
I’d been sitting in an Athens-Clarke County, Georgia 

courtroom for several hours one recent morning, observing 
as dozens of incarcerated male defendants, each charged 
with misdemeanor crimes, were brought before the State 
Court judge and adjudicated. During the proceedings, some 
had their probation revoked, keeping them in jail. Other 
defendants had their probation continued or revised. A few 
had their bond revoked or reset. Some were pleading to a new 
charge and most of them pleaded guilty. And all of them were 
either represented by a public defender (meeting their lawyer 
for the first time just minutes earlier) or were without a lawyer 
at all.

There were close to 30 adult males on that morning’s 
“jail call,” as it is known to everyone in the courthouse and 
county jail. Ninety percent of these prisoners were African 
American, something I witness no matter which courtroom 
(Superior, State, Magistrate or Municipal) I’m visiting. And 
in Athens-Clarke County, everyone brought to court from the 
jail is handcuffed and chained at the waist and shackled at the 
feet. The men wear orange pants and shirts; the females are 
dressed in gray.

Prisoners appearing in court are paraded into the fifth- 
floor courtroom in single file after exiting an elevator coming 
up from the courthouse basement’s holding cells. They’ve 
been cuffed and shackled since before they left the jail and 
won’t be unchained until they return to their cells later in the 
day. Each and every prisoner is bound while they sit in the 
courtroom, bound while they talk to their public defender, 
bound when they are standing before the judge. The “raise 
your right hand” command is an impossibility; at most a lone 
finger pokes up from the defendant’s waistline. Time and 
time again a court observer will watch a sheriff’s deputy or 
bailiff pull up the pants of defendants as they waddle from 
the pew to the podium. When handed a pen and asked to sign 
documents, handcuffed prisoners can at best only scratch 

their names on the paperwork placed in front of them.
“It looks like slavery days,” the great-aunt of one defen-

dant told me. “It ain’t human and it ain’t right.”  
The secure elevator just outside the doors to the court-

room opens. Five women, four of whom are Black, are 
facing toward the back of the elevator, having been loaded 
in from that end when leaving the holding cell below. Awk-
wardly turning around, in handcuffs, chains and shackles, 
they negotiate the tiny, awkward steps they must take, filing 
into the courtroom where they are instructed to sit on the 
wooden benches reserved for them. I immediately notice 
the last woman in the chained gang can barely manage the 
short walk. She is much older than the other four. She lists to 
her left and then to her right, and two deputies move quickly 
toward her to keep her upright. They assist her onto the far 
end of a bench. A few minutes later one of the public defend-
ers sits beside her for a few minutes to explain a “deal” she 
can make with the State.

“Deborah Jordan,” the judge calls. The elderly woman 
takes baby steps to the podium and faces the judge. “You’re 
charged with criminal trespassing. You’ve spent three nights 
in jail. I see you’re pleading guilty with the understanding that 
you’ll be given credit for time served and released this after-
noon.” Ms. Jordan sharply responds, “That’s right, judge!”   

“So ordered.” Ms. Jordan signs the plea form.
Not long afterward, Deborah Jordan waddles back to 

the elevator with her sister prisoners and returns to the base-
ment and the waiting jail van. She’ll be released around 
5:00 p.m., her attorney tells me.

I’m curious, maybe a little furious. What was an old 
woman doing in jail on a trespassing charge? And for this she 
was brought into court in leg irons?

I start snooping around. I examine the jail roster and find 
out she is 64 years old. I access her police reports and dis-
cover she lists her address as “Homeless.” The police report 
reveals that she had a campsite in an Athens public park 
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Reviewed by Valerie Bridgeman

I saw the movie, “Harriet,” three times 
on its opening weekend. I’ve since seen it 
another two times and will watch it again and 
again, I’m sure. As someone who has been 
inspired by Harriet Tubman’s life since a 
child, I waited with anticipation for the open-
ing and was in my local theater for the first 
showing. As a student of her life, wanting to 
imbibe both her bravery and her medicine-
woman/healer ways, I am fascinated by any 
telling of her life. I had no expectations, but 
was pleased that the movie did not try to hide 
Harriet’s faith and spirituality, but also did not 
make it “spooky.” The movie was a feast for 
our longings for freedom, a visual joy of the 
real landscape Harriet traversed, and a musi-
cal revelatory joy. And, as a fictional biopic, 

it is uncannily close to the stories we know 
about Harriet historically. Right down to 
some of her quotes, this movie tells a portion 
of Harriet Tubman’s story.

“Harriet,” the movie, is not a slavery 
movie. It is important to say that. Slavery and 
its cruelty is the backdrop of the movie, for 
sure. But this movie is so clearly about Free-
dom and about Harriet Tubman’s bravery in 
the face of the sin of the monster called slav-
ery. The movie does not focus on the slavery 
institution; instead it focuses on the fight 
against slavery, personally and collectively. 
It’s one woman’s story (fictionalized, but not 
sensationalized) in concert with the times and 
the people she loved. It’s a love song to all 
those who risked their lives to be free. 

As I watched the movie, I kept think-

ing of the Negro Spiritual, “and before I be 
a slave, I’ll be buried in my grave….” Still 
in bondage, those who sought freedom had 
to find it in their hearts before they took that 
risk. I was thankful that the movie spared us 
from overwhelming scenes of brutality and 
pornographic Black pain. With the excep-
tion of one scene with gratuitous violence 
(no spoiler alert), viewers are treated instead 
to the heroics of the Underground Railroad, 
and spared its failures. But according to what 
we know of Harriet Tubman as a conduc-
tor, she never “lost a passenger.” The movie 
celebrates that tenacity, savvy, spirit leading, 
and commitment. Perhaps one of the most 
powerful statements in the movie is when 
the character Harriet says: “God was with 
me, but it was my feet moving.” And that is 

the genius of the movie. We see the 
movement, the collective of people 
who worked together to free people 
from slavery — from the enslaved 
persons themselves; to the Quakers 
along the way; to Philadelphian Wil-
liam Still, the Underground Railroad 
architect; to the Blackjacks, African 
American freed sailors who helped 
escaping people along the waterways 
to northern freedom, then to Canada 
when the Fugitive Slave laws made it 
untenable for those who had escaped 
to stay in the northern United States. 
The movie is not a documentary, but it 
took so little “license,” that it could be.

One of the critiques of the 
movie was its portrayal of Black men, 
especially the presence of Black slave-
catchers. Those two Black men are 
by no means even the central Black 
male characters, but visceral reaction 

that they are included in the story kept some 
people away. But the movie is a complex 
telling of the road(s) to freedom — from 
Black people who wouldn’t or couldn’t run 
for freedom, to the ones who did, to the ones 
who betrayed other enslaved people who ran, 
to the ones who pretended to be with white 
folk but were actively on the Underground 
Railroad. I appreciated this complexity of the 
storytelling. 

The movie is a well-acted, well-told 
story by a Black director who focused on 
freedom and not Black pain. Are there things 
that “could have been different”? Of course. 
There is much more to say about her as a 
healer and more to say about her as a spy for 
the Union Army. I hope someone will tell 
those stories, too. But this movie is worth our 

“Harriet,” the Movie presence and the conversations it engenders. I 
want everyone to see it several times and then 
imbibe the freedom spirit it calls forth, so we 
may all learn how to work toward it in our 
times.  W

I posted several comments in Facebook over 
eight days, November 2 through November 
10. Portions of this review have comments 
from those posts.

Rev. Valerie Bridgeman is Dean and Vice 
President of Academic Affairs, and Associate 
Professor of Homiletics and Hebrew Bible at 
Methodist Theological School in Ohio.

The movie does not focus on the slavery institution; 
instead it focuses on the fight against slavery, personally and collectively. 

It’s a love song to all those who risked their lives to be free.

www.NWGSD.org/about



spent most of their meager salary on transportation to and 
from the Zewka school. They pooled their money to purchase 
a 1980s four-wheel-drive Toyota to drive across the mountain. 
“I am coming here to teach because I love these students,” 
one teacher explained to CPT. The other teachers echoed this 
sentiment, vowing to continue teaching the children in their 
makeshift school.

“How is it possible for these children to learn in this life-
threatening situation?” Teacher Pishdar asked CPT. Another 

teacher declared, “The children of Zewka need 
a safe and stable school with adequate resources 
so they can get the education they deserve.” They 
emphasized how hard it is for children to learn when 
they are traumatized by bombings and displacement.

The Zewka children love their devoted teach-
ers and their school and are committed to learning 
everything they are taught. They study science, math 
and languages, including English.

Hani’s tears, and those of her Zewka village 
friends, express their grief and loss. The hope of 
Zewka children to continue going to school together 
with their beloved teachers has died with the death 
of their village. 

The CPT Iraqi Kurdistan team accompanies Zewka 
village leaders and teachers for meetings with Kurdish public 
officials and other agencies in Erbil, Ranya and Qaladze, 
seeking government compensation and humanitarian assis-
tance for their losses. But nothing will compensate for the 
terror and trauma of war and loss of their village homes suf-
fered by the Zewka children and their families. 

CPT is committed to “Building partnerships to trans-
form violence and oppression” and help make the voices of 
Zewka villagers heard across Iraqi Kurdistan and around the 
world. 

For more information, photos and stories visit: 
https://cptik.org/.  W

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

By Weldon D. Nisly

Hani sat on the rocks and cried when she heard that her 
Zewka village school was closing. It was a very sad day for 
Hani and her classmates. 

It continues to be a traumatic time for Hani and her 
friends and their families. On November 3, the Zewka fami-
lies disbanded their village five weeks after being displaced 
by Turkey’s cross-border bombing in Iraqi Kurdistan. 

On the Muslim holy day, 
Friday, September 27, Zewka 
was abruptly displaced when 
the Turkish Air Force bombed 
the mountainside around their 
village 24 times in less than 
24 hours. Instead of going to 
the Mosque to pray, they fled 
down the mountain, taking 
only what they could carry. 
Two Zewka men were injured 
by bomb shrapnel. The villag-
ers were grateful no one was killed or seriously injured. 

By the rocky shore of a river in the valley below, the 
families sought temporary safety from the trauma of being 
bombed. In addition to abandoning their homes, the villagers 
had left their fields and crops and their traumatized animals. 
Several of their cows miscarried during the trauma of the 
overnight bombing. They later had to sell their animals at a 
fraction of their value.

In their temporary homes by the river, the village faced 
another threat and choice. “If we go back, we will be bombed; 
if we stay here, we will be flooded,” Pur (Auntie in Kurdish, a 
term of respect) Aish lamented to Christian Peacemaker Team  
Iraqi Kurdistan teammates Kamaran Osman and Weldon 
Nisly, who sat and listened in her tent. “What kind of choice is 
that? What did we do?” she asked. 

Pur Aish explained that autumn rains and winter snows 
will soon make it too dangerous to remain in their makeshift 
camp by the river. But the threat of Turkish bombardment 
makes it too dangerous to return to their home village. Yet, 
with traditional Kurdish hospitality, Pur Aish’s family served 
the CPTers water, tea and fruit, even though they live with the 
trauma of being bombed and displaced. 

Zewka village leaders asked Kurdish government offi-
cials to provide them with a permanent site and homes for a 

new village in a safer place and to compensate them for their 
losses. 

However, their deepest longing is for Turkey and Iran 
to permanently stop bombing their mountain so they can 
return to their homes and beloved mountainside village of 
northeastern Iraqi Kurdistan. But Zewka villagers have little 
hope that Turkey and Iran will cease their attacks. They know 
this will not happen while the U.S. wages permanent war in 
the region. 

Instead, faced with the impossible choice of being 
bombed or being flooded, the Zewka families made the 
heart-breaking choice of disbanding their village five weeks 
after being displaced. Fourteen Zewka families moved to 
Qaladze, the nearest regional city, and six families moved to 
safer villages in the region. The loss of village life and liveli-
hood has led to more expensive living and unfamiliar life in 
the city or in another village. Their life is not the same since 
their whole village has been displaced and disbanded.

Zewka has been displaced three times by bombardment 
since 2011. But this was the first time they have been bombed 
by Turkey. On the next mountain ridge, within sight of their 
village, is an Iranian military outpost in Iraqi Kurdistan terri-
tory. Previously, they were bombed by the Iranian military.  

The displacement of the village also means the dis-
placement of their school. When Zewka was displaced, an 
agency provided two small tents for their school, as well as 
three white boards and nine desks for the 15 Zewka children. 
Classes were held under the two open canvas tents or at desks 
on the rocks by the riverside. A student asked CPT, “Do chil-
dren in America go to school in tents?” 

For several years, the school’s four teachers, who live 
in Qaladze, drove over an hour across the mountain every 
school morning to begin classes at 8:00 a.m. The teachers 
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Hani’s Tears and Trauma 
When Her Village is Displaced and Disbanded

Above left: Hani’s uncle in the 
riverbed camp.

Left: Pur Aish and her son share 
food with their guests.

Above: School in a tent.

Right: School by the river bank.

Photographs by 
CPT/Iraqi Kurdistan
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Crossing the Threshold  continued on page 6

Introducing David Payne  continued on page 6

Introducing David Payne
Board Member of the Open Door Community

By Lee Carroll

In 2016, when several key partners in the Open Door Com-
munity “retired,” it was decided that the organization would 
continue as a much smaller residential community of three 
people (Murphy Davis, Ed Loring and David Payne), and 
that it would move from Atlanta to Baltimore. A new external 
Board of Directors was created to guide the organization into 
the future. This is the sixth in a series of articles that introduce 
readers to the current Board of Directors of the Open Door 
Community. These brief “spiritual biographies” describe the 
theological 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 
David Payne.

David Payne is not only a member of the Board of 
Directors of the Open Door Community (ODC); he is also 
one of three remaining active members of the resident com-
munity and serves as the Office Manager. He provides critical 
administrative support needed for the community and the 
board to fulfill its mission of serving God by serving the poor 
and advocating for justice. 

David was born in Glen Cove, Long Island, New York, 
and grew up in nearby Commack, NY. While his parents 
were not particularly “religious,” they taught David basic 
human values such as kindness and compassion. He fondly 
remembers his childhood and adolescence as being a “blessed 
life.”

As early as high school, he discovered what would 
become a life-long interest in computer technology, an interest 
that he pursued during a year at Suffolk Community College 
(NY) and 8 years as a Computer and Telephone Technician 
with the U.S. Air Force. 

His years with the Air Force provided ongoing educa-
tion and the opportunity to travel and live in numerous states. 
But those years also included a deployment of 7½ months 

in Saudi Arabia where he was involved in Operation Desert 
Shield following Saddam Hussein’s invasion of Kuwait. 
David never anticipated being in a war; but he believes he 
learned much from it and made the best out of a bad situation.

Upon returning to the U.S. and while still in the Air 
Force, he married and adopted his wife’s son. Two years later 
they had a daughter together. When David completed his tour 
with the USAF he worked briefly in a body shop and then 
launched a 10-year career as a professional courier in Atlanta.  

It was during his years as a courier that his life began 

a sharp downward spiral. Because he was working long 
hours, his marriage suffered terribly and eventually ended 
in divorce. He began associating with “the wrong people” 
and was arrested for delivering a package for a “friend” that 
contained illegal drugs. Although he was released on bond 
to await trial, he was evicted from his apartment when his 
roommate deserted without paying several months of rent. 
To make matters worse, his car was repossessed, leaving him 
without the vehicle that was required for working as a courier. 
Now, without a family, a home, a car or a job, David existed in 
survival mode for three years, living temporarily with various 
friends. He had no permanent address at the time, so he never 
saw an official letter notifying him that a date had been set for 
his case, and he failed to appear for trial. A warrant was issued 
for his arrest, and in time he was apprehended and sent to the 
Fulton County (GA) jail.  

Throughout his years of turmoil, David tried to remain 
true to the core values of his upbringing, but God was still 
not a significant factor in his life. In jail, he slowed enough to 
begin reading and reflecting upon his life. He found the Bible 
and other religious texts particularly helpful, and in time, as 
David recalls, “I felt faith building in my heart.”

After 8 months in county jail, he accepted a plea bargain 
that reduced his sentence from 10 years in prison to 5 years 
in prison with 5 years of probation. He was incarcerated his 
first three weeks at the Georgia Diagnostic Prison in Jackson, 
and for two of those weeks he was an orderly for death row, 
delivering meals to those held there. He was then transferred 
to Central State Prison in Macon, Georgia to serve the rest of 
his sentence. 

There at Central State, David met several friends who 
played a positive role in his life. He joined them in Bible study 
and worship, and he became a “model prisoner.” After only 
one year of incarceration, he was offered an early release, 
provided that he had a place to live. None of his family mem-
bers were in a position to accommodate him at the time, and 
he knew with certainty that returning to his old life was no 
answer. Providentially, perhaps, another inmate told him about 
the Open Door Community in Atlanta and gave him a bro-

Crossing the Threshold
By Peter Gathje

During a morning of hospitality, guests constantly come 
and go through the Manna House front door. Anchoring the 
door and the entire front entrance is the threshold, a slightly 
cracked and massive piece of concrete. This threshold has 
been crossed about a million times in the nearly fifteen years 
Manna House has been open. I have probably crossed the 
threshold some forty thousand times.

Despite this heavy traffic, I usually do not notice the 
threshold. It is nothing fancy and it is low to the ground; not 
even in my usual line of sight. But in Advent, I was called to 
pay attention to the threshold. 

Biblically, the Hebrew root meaning for threshold, 
gate or door is “caphaph,” which means “to snatch away 
or terminate.” The other word for threshold is “pethen,” 
which means “to twist as a snake.” It appears a threshold is 
a dangerous place. Why? Because it signals change. As one 
biblical commentator, Barbara Yoder, explained: “Gates [or 
thresholds] are where we win or lose. … The threshold is 
where we either leap forward or back out.” The Bible points 
to a question as I approach Advent’s threshold: Do I give 
allegiance to the way things are or do I seek to be faithful to 
God’s way? 

Two other commentators on the meaning of 
threshold, Frederick and Mary Ann Brusatt, describe 
the threshold as “a crossing-over place that signifies 
transformation and that can be scary or soul-stirring.” 
And they continue, “Thresholds also invite us to practice 
hospitality. Consider the situation at borders throughout 
our world. They are often tense places where peoples and 
cultures intermingle, sometimes creatively and other times 
with hatred and hostility. St. Benedict advised monks to 
greet strangers with love, knowing that in them resides the 
presence of Christ.”

Crossing the threshold at Manna House, I meet Christ 
in the guests who also cross the threshold. I can tell you the 
transformation I have experienced crossing this threshold 
is both scary and soul-stirring. Scary because I know I 
often fail to treat Christ very well. I am too quick to judge, 
too suspicious, too busy, too afraid to be able to hear and 
understand and respond with compassion. When I cross 
the threshold of Manna House, I enter a time of Advent. I 
have to prepare for Christ who came not only as an infant 
threatened by poverty and persecution, but who also comes 
in each and every person “made strange,” dehumanized 
and subjected to death-dealing exclusion.

To cross this threshold is also soul-stirring. I have 

been brought to my knees in lamentation by Christ in the 
guests. I have seen their suffering, and so many have been 
lost to death, crucified by neglect, rejection, systemic racism 
and poverty. Yet crossing this threshold is also soul-stirring 
because it is here that I have learned a hard truth from our 
guests. They have taught me that though the darkness of these 
evils does not go away in this life, still, as John’s Gospel says, 
“the light shines on inside of the darkness, and the darkness 
will not overcome it.” (1:5)

This light illuminates the truth from Psalm 84:10, “For 
a day in your courts is better than a thousand elsewhere. I 
would rather stand at the threshold of the house of my God 

ODC/Baltimore

Peter Gathje
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By Nibs Stroupe

In 1948, at age 85, in a snowstorm in December in 
Washington, D.C., a stooped, white-haired old lady, wearing 
finery such as a fur coat and pearls, leaning on a cane, led a 
march outside a downtown Kresge store. The group carried 
placards reading “Don’t Buy at Kresge’s,” and they were 
protesting the segregated facilities there. Later in the summer, 
in the heat of July, she would lead a group of marchers at 
Hecht’s department store, and one of the marchers was 7-
year-old Carl Bernstein, of later fame as a central reporter on 
Watergate. In 1950, at age 87, she joined a quartet of folk who 
sought to end segregation at Thompson’s cafeteria, where 
Pauli Murray had led demonstrations in 1944. They were 
turned away, but they sued, and the case eventually made it 
to the Supreme Court, where in 1953 SCOTUS ruled that 
segregation was illegal in D.C.

She had been protesting racial and gender injustice since 
the mid-1870s, and her name was Mary (Mollie) Church. 
In her autobiography, A Colored Woman in a White World, 
published in 1940, she wrote, “If it hadn’t been for the victory 
of the Union Army, I should be on some plantation in the 
South, manacled body and soul in the fetters of a slave.” She 
was born in September 1863, in Memphis, just nine months 
after Lincoln’s Emancipation Proclamation took effect. She 
would join Ida Wells as one of the primary African American 
women who worked for the passage of the 19th Amendment, 
which gave women the right to vote. In this 100th anniversary 
of that Amendment, we should take time in this Women’s 
History Month to remember the witness of Mary Church 
Terrell and others like her. Her journey demonstrates both the 
power of being a witness and the complications of being such 
a witness.

Though her freedom was in doubt until Appomattox, 
she was born into wealth. Her parents, Robert and Louisa 
Church, were both born into slavery, but neither one knew 
the hellacious work of the plantation. Louisa grew up in the 
house of the masters, joining her mother in house service, and 
she was taught to read and write, even given French lessons. 
Mollie’s father, Robert, had come into existence through the 
assignation of the master, Captain Charles B. Church and a 
woman held in slavery named Emmeline. Captain Church 
was a wealthy land and boat owner, and Robert was a favorite 
son, though still held in slavery. Robert received much of his 
father’s wealth and business knowledge, and he became one 
of the first black millionaires in the country.  

Mary Church grew up in wealth and privilege, with 
one huge exception — her racial classification was Black. 
The ink on the surrender at Appomattox was not dry before 
the white supremacists began plotting to reinstate slavery 
and suppression of Black people in the South. In 1866 in 
Memphis, there was a white race riot, and Mary’s father was 
shot in the head by one of the whites. He was not expected to 
live, but he pulled through and decided to send his daughter 
Mary to the North for school. She enrolled in Antioch College 
Model School in Ohio at age six — she was the only African 
American in her class. At age 12, she enrolled for high school 
and college at Oberlin, and in her first year in high school 
she wrote an essay entitled “Resolved, There Should Be a 
Sixteenth Amendment to the Constitution Granting Suffrage 
to Women.” She indicated that she could not remember a 
time when she did not believe in votes for women. It would 
take her decades, though, to recognize that her upper-class 
status and wealth bound her and her perceptual apparatus in 
a certain way. Racial oppression was huge in her life, but she 
sought to answer it by developing a cheerful disposition and 

a sense that honey was the best way to overcome oppression. 
At her high school commencement, she gave an address 
entitled “Troubles and Trials,” in which she endeavored to 
demonstrate that most troubles were imaginary and could be 
overcome by tact and diplomacy.  

That philosophy would change as her life experience 
began to develop. She met Ida B. Wells in 1887, and she 
began to hear a different tune. Ida Wells had already borrowed 
$100 from Mary’s father, Robert, and Wells longed for the 
security and prestige of the wealthy Mary Church. Wells was 
excited at their meeting, however, because Mary Church was 
a contemporary and a very strong woman like she was. Wells 
wrote in her diary about their meeting: “I did go and came 
away after about two hours’ chat — very much enthused 
with her. She is the first woman of my age who I’ve met who 
is similarly inspired with the same desires, hopes and ambi-
tions. I was greatly benefitted by my visit and only wish I had 
known her long ago.” 1 They had not met because the class 
difference was so great, and that difference would be a huge 
barrier in their relationship. Ten years earlier, when Church 
was graduating from high school and getting ready for col-
lege, Ida Wells had lied about her own age in order to get a 
teaching job at age 16 so that she could support her siblings. 
Over the years, Mary Church was irritated and threatened by 
Wells’ outspoken approach to racial and gender justice, and 
their budding relationship soon turned to rivalry and even 
enmity.

Both of these strong women were profoundly affected 
by the lynching of their mutual friend, Tom Moss, in Mem-
phis in 1892. Moss’ crime? Running a successful Black 
grocery store in a Black neighborhood. His white rivals 
sought to drive him out of business by firing into his store. He 

and his friends fired back, and they were arrested and later 
lynched. It was the lynching that made Ida Wells a national 
figure because of her reporting of it, and it was the lynching 
that convinced Mary Church that her wealth and her sunny 
philosophy could not ward off the pernicious power of rac-
ism. While she had been picking around the edges of the fight 
over racial justice in the 1890s, now she stepped in with much 
more force. She had married Robert Terrell in 1893, and they 
moved to Washington, D.C., where he would become one of 
the first Black judges in the D.C. circuit.  

Here, she became active in education for Black chil-
dren and began working in earnest for women’s rights and 
the right to vote for women. In the fight for women’s rights, 
she stepped headlong into the intersection between race and 
gender that divided the women’s rights movement. Most 
Southern white suffragists opposed rights for Black women, 
and Northern white women feared the loss of white Southern 
women’s support over this issue. Lest this seem like ancient 
history, let us note that the tensions over this intersection of 
race and gender continue right up to the present moment. 
She began attending the meetings of the National American 
Woman Suffrage Association, where she met Susan B. An-
thony and became friends with her. Terrell gave an address in 
1898 to the Association entitled “The Progress and Problems 
of Colored Women.” Most of the white women attendees 
were astonished at her prowess, and while she loved the 

adoration, she also knew that it meant that their racism deeply 
affected their expectations: Black women simply were unable 
to do these kinds of things. She signed on to do a lecture tour, 
which she continued to do for many years. She also was a 
founding member of the NAACP, joining Ida Wells, who had 
initially been left off the list of founders because of her radical 
nature.

Terrell later joined the National Women’s Party, which 
was doing radical things like getting arrested and going on 
hunger strikes in order to protest and to demonstrate the need 
to give women the vote. The NWP had earlier organized a 

huge protest march in D.C. on the day before Woodrow Wil-
son’s inauguration in 1913. The tensions over Black women’s 
leadership and participation in this march boiled over, as the 
white Southerners prevailed on Alice Paul, the leader of the 
NWP, to make Black women march at the back. Nothing 
shows the difference between Mary Church Terrell and Ida 
Wells more clearly than their reaction to that order. Wells re-
fused to do it and found a way to nudge in, while Terrell took 
the more diplomatic way and marched in the back. The NWP 
was the first group to picket at the gates of the White House, 
and Terrell and her daughter Phyllis often joined in these. In 
spite of this witness, Alice Paul never publicly endorsed vot-
ing rights for Black women.

After the 19th Amendment was finally passed, Terrell 
worked hard to try to get Black women included in this idea, 
but as we all know, she (and many others) failed. The denial 
of the vote to Black women (and men) would continue until 
the Voting Rights act of 1965 was passed, but the tensions 
between white women and women of color, especially Black 
women, continue to hinder us all in the fight for justice and 
equity.

Her life is testimony to the African American journey in 
America, from slavery through Reconstruction through neo-
slavery to the cusp of the Civil Rights movement. In 1881, 

Witness Over the Long Haul: 
Mary Church Terrell

Most of the white women attendees were astonished at her prowess, 
and while she loved the adoration, she also knew that it meant 
that their racism deeply affected their expectations: 
Black women simply were unable to do these kinds of things.

Witness  continued on page 7

Library of Congress
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Crossing the Threshold  continued from page 4

poetry corner

Julie Lonneman

chure. The more David read about the community, the better it 
sounded. Unbelievably, two days before he was scheduled to 
be released from Central State Prison, a group from the ODC 
(including Ed Loring, Murphy Davis and Mary Catherine 
Johnson) were visiting at Central State to lead a Bible study. 
Upon meeting them, David explained his circumstances and 
was invited to visit the Open Door for a trial period. Thus 
began David’s journey with the ODC. 

Immediately upon his release from prison, he made his 
way to the ODC in Atlanta, where he was warmly welcomed. 
He quickly found himself coming alive in new and powerful 
ways. The faith planted in prison was beginning to blossom. 
After a month, he found himself saying “We, we, we” instead 
of “I, I, I.” David came to love serving homeless guests and 
participating in the community’s daily theological reflections 
and worship. He was engaged and growing. After his explor-
atory period, he became a member of the community. Eventu-
ally he was invited to serve on the ODC’s Leadership Team, 
as he had earned the respect and trust of the community. In 
time he was named to the ODC Board. After many years of 
turmoil, he had found his spiritual home. 

In looking back at his time in jail and prison, he said, 
“Everything I experienced from the time I entered Fulton 
County jail … prepared me for life at the Open Door. I 
couldn’t be doing anything better with my life.”  

Writer Frederick Beuchner once wrote that one’s voca-
tion is “the place where your deep gladness and the world’s 
deep hunger meet.” Using that definition, it is clear to all who 
know David Payne that he has at last discovered his true voca-
tion and is thriving in it.  W 

Lee Carroll is an ordained minister of the Presbyterian 
Church (USA) and Associate Professor Emeritus of Columbia 
Theological Seminary, Decatur, Georgia. He is the current 
chair of the Board of Directors of the Open Door Community. 

than dwell in the tents of wickedness.”
When I stand at the threshold of the house of God, I 

stand with those excluded from the buildings and institutions 
of the powerful. I am called by God to enter into solidarity 
with and welcome those who are kept out and dismissed with 
disdain. 

In their essay on the threshold, the Brusatt’s refer to 
the traditional Christian monastic practice of “statio.” In this 
practice, “the monk or nun enters the church or chapel but 
pauses first at the threshold to shed any burdens, agitations 
and distractions which might get in the way of being truly 
present to God.” 

As I cross the threshold at Manna House, I am invited 
to practice this “statio.” I need to prepare myself to receive 
each guest as Christ. I need to practice a dangerous and 
different threshold vision in which those pushed away are 
welcomed in. I need to replace in my head and my heart all of 
those derogatory names from the dominant culture that play 
upon stereotypes of race, class, gender and sexual orientation, 
with actual names of persons made in the image of God. I 
need to cross what Abraham Joshua Heschel describes as 
“the threshold of repentance, of unbearable realization of our 
own vanity and frailty and the terrible relevance of God.”

Crossing this Advent threshold points to the joy of 
Christmas, when God in Jesus graciously opens the door to 
each of us to cross the threshold of God’s house and enter into 
life, love and liberation.  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)

Introducing David Payne  continued from page 4

Pity The Nation
(After Khalil Gibran) 

Pity the nation whose people are sheep 
And whose shepherds mislead them 

Pity the nation whose leaders are liars
Whose sages are silenced 

And whose bigots haunt the airwaves 
Pity the nation that raises not its voice 

Except to praise conquerors 
And acclaim the bully as hero 

And aims to rule the world 
By force and by torture 

Pity the nation that knows 
No other language but its own 

And no other culture but its own 
Pity the nation whose breath is money 

And sleeps the sleep of the too well fed. 
Pity the nation oh pity the people 

who allow their rights to erode 
and their freedoms to be washed away 

My country, tears of thee
Sweet land of liberty!

— Lawrence Ferlinghetti

Beat poet Lawrence Ferlinghetti is the co-founder of the iconic City Lights Bookstore in 
San Francisco. Born in 1919, he still goes to work every day. He wrote this poem in 2007.

The Box
By Eduard Loring

Death sends patrols along the border to shoot to kill
And ICE hardens inside the city gates, 
 yanking the children by the hair
And busting the father’s head ‘til tooth-chip 
 white lifeless lies on Black Asphalt
Death sends the patrols
 — Ibo Lorinski

From an email to Ed Loring:
As for Trump/Kushner’s proposal, it is a suicide for Israel. 
The state will become a non-democratic, bi-national 
(apartheid) state. And in the final analysis, it will disap-
pear off the face of the earth. Very pessimistic.
All the best,  
 Oded Borowski, Ph.D. 
 Professor Emeritus 
 of Biblical Archaeology & Hebrew 
 Director, Lahav Research Project: Phase IV 
 Emory University, 
 Dept. of Middle Eastern & South Asian Studies 

Fyodor Dostoyevsky (Dorothy Day)
Love in action is a harsh and dreadful thing compared 
with love in dreams. Love in dreams is greedy for im-
mediate action, rapidly performed and in the sight of 
all. People will even give their lives if only the ordeal 
does not last long but is soon over, with all looking on 
and applauding as though on the stage. But active love 
is labor and fortitude…
 — from The Brothers Karamazov

“If you are never angry, then you are unborn.”
 — African proverb, Bassa Tribe

The morning clouds are bloody as I prepare the coffee 
for those who wander  ‘round Sand Town. Five more 
shoot-outs last night. Three dead. The first, a child play-
ing on her floor. Bullet through the heart. Went down 
while playing with her clown. Is Baltimore the prophet’s 
sign of the coming American Way? Oh, the clouds are 
bloody this morning as the steaming coffee is now 
ready.
 — Ibo Lorinski

“One had better die fighting against injustice 
than to die like a dog  or a rat in a trap”
 — Ida B. Wells, 
 Journalist, Civil Rights Activist, Suffragist (1862-1931)

Ours to Tell  
(www.istandwithpp.org/ours-to-tell)
This documentary includes four stories by women on 
their very positive journeys after choosing to have an 
abortion. Interesting narratives, bold witness to their 
truth, and words to empower the 73% of us who sup-
port Roe vs. Wade and oppose those religious con-
trollers who claim the State should control women’s 
bodies.

My Apocalyptic Vision of the Dying of White 
Christian American Empire. 
We are like a family in Paradise, California fighting the 
forest fire with a garden hose. That family got fried. We 
are like the passengers on the unsinkable Titanic throw-
ing water overboard with buckets. They drowned. Only 
the rich will survive if anyone does (see this month’s 
Poetry Corner).
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known as the Greenway. She was ordered to leave one morn-
ing; later that evening Ms. Jordan was still in her tent when a 
police officer arrested her and brought her to jail.

The day after she was ordered to be set free, I pulled 
up the jail roster on my computer only to find that Deborah 
Jordan was still listed as a prisoner. This must be a mistake, I 
reasoned, thinking that the jail simply neglected to remove her 
name after she was released. I checked the jail roster again the 
following day and the day after. Ms. Jordan was still in cus-
tody. I talked with the public defender’s office. They guessed 
that she’d been rearrested.

And sure enough, she had. I visited Deborah Jordan at 
the jail five days after her court-ordered release. We’d never 

met before. I told her I wanted to meet her mostly because 
I was disturbed that she was jailed for trespassing. “What 
happened after you were released on Friday?” I asked. “I 
got arrested again on Sunday,” she answered through the 
plexiglass. “For what?” “Trespassing.” “Where?” Ms. Jordan 
gave me a look of astonishment. “The Greenway. It’s the only 
place I have to go.”

“Where will you go when you get released this time?” I 
asked her. Another look of incredulity. “The Greenway.”

The next day I cornered another State Court judge 
whom I’ve observed seems more empathetic and compas-
sionate than most of the courthouse jurists. I explained Ms. 
Jordan’s situation. I also spoke to the State Court’s assistant 
solicitor who was Ms. Jordan’s prosecutor. Both agreed that 
Deborah Jordan shouldn’t occupy a jail cell and bemoaned 
the fact that she’d been rearrested and that Athens-Clarke 
County has few viable alternatives for persons who lack 
housing and shelter. After a healthy discussion that also 
involved Ms. Jordan’s public defender, the judge said he 
would release Ms. Jordan from confinement that afternoon 
with the hope that she would seek assistance (and temporary 
shelter) from a local mental health agency. “I want her in my 
courtroom at 1 p.m.,” the judge told us, “and I want her here 
in civilian clothes, not in the jail uniform and not handcuffed 
and shackled.”

Deborah Jordan was admitted to the mental health facil-
ity, which, while someone is being evaluated, allows for that 
person to reside there. The judge asked that she return to court 
10 days later to let him know of her status.

Deborah Jordan did not show up for her next court hear-
ing. Again, the judge and I, along with the solicitor, met at the 
bench. I told them that I had searched high and low for Ms. 
Jordan but was unable to locate her. “I’m not going to issue a 
bench warrant,” the judge said. “I don’t want her rearrested on 
this. I’m sure she’ll pop up again somewhere and we can deal 
with her situation then.”

As I write, Ms. Jordan has still not reappeared. She 
hasn’t been arrested again, which is good news. In all likeli-
hood though, she hasn’t found shelter, either. Typically, when 
camping hasn’t proved possible, Deborah Jordan couch-hops, 
finds a car to sleep in or huddles down for as long as she can 
in an all-night fast food joint.

Sadly, there are dozens upon dozens of men and 
women in Athens-Clarke County who share a similar fate. 
Our “courtwatch” teams — local volunteers who have been 
regularly monitoring court proceedings this past year — can 
tell you of an accused shoplifter who told the Magistrate 
Judge his mailing address was that of a day shelter; of a 
paranoid schizophrenic man jailed because he threatened a 
police officer with his fingers; of another 65-year-old home-
less woman who was arrested for trespassing while visiting a 
cemetery. “I just want to get out of jail before my birthday,” 

she told me during a jail visit. “I want to do some cooking on 
my birthday.”

I’m no longer curious. I am now very furious. Angry 
that our criminal system of justice — even at the misde-
meanor level — functions to keep the boot on the neck of so 
many in Athens-Clarke County who are people of color, who 
struggle with mental health issues and other disabilities and 
who because of their financial situation are unable to secure 
competent, passionate and courageous advocates to represent 
them along the way.  

My good friend, the late Jerome Miller, wrote twenty 
years ago in his important book, “Search and Destroy,” that 
“arrest and jailing has been routinely used as a means of deal-

ing with a range of personal, economic and social problems, 
from family breakdown to alcoholism, welfare, homeless-
ness, mental illness, child abuse, school failure. All of these 
problems are exacerbated by criminal justice handling.”

Miller went on, writing that our country’s mantra had 
become, “If you can’t understand it, threaten it. If you can’t 
make it go away, jail it.”

In other words, our criminal system of justice, whether 
in Athens or Atlanta, Georgia or anywhere else in this country, 
has created a disposable population of people to discipline 
and control.  W

John and Dee Cole Vodicka and sons were Resident Volun-
teers at the Open Door Community in 1985-86 and 1992-93. 
John founded and, for 15 years, directed the Prison & Jail 
Project in Americus, Georgia. Today he is an activist, writer  
and community organizer who lives in Athens, Georgia. 
(johnvodicka@comcast.net)  

the precocious seventeen-year-old Mary Church danced at 
the inaugural ball of President James Garfield, where she 
met Frederick Douglass. She would watch in horror as basic 
human rights were stripped away from African Americans 
in neo-slavery, and she wrote in bitter words in her autobi-
ography in 1940: “As a colored woman, I may walk from 
the Capitol to the White House, ravenously hungry and 
abundantly supplied with money with which to purchase a 
meal, without finding a single restaurant in which I would be 
permitted to take a morsel of food.” 2 Mary Church Terrell 
did live to see a few fruits of her work on racial justice come 
forth: Brown v. Board of Education was decided by SCO-
TUS in May 1954, two months before her death in July.  

The ratification of the ERA by the legislature of Virginia 
earlier this year may lead to its addition to the Constitution, 
building on the work of many women of all colors. Warriors 
like Terrell and Ida Wells would be glad, but they would still 
ask: “What’s in it for Black women and other women of 
color?” It will be our generation and those to come who will 
answer that question. What will our witness look like over 
the long haul? If we make it to 85, will we be out in the snow 
and the horrific heat, standing and protesting and working for 
justice and equity?  W

1The Memphis Diary of Ida B. Wells, editor Miriam 
Decosta-Willis, (Boston, Beacon Press, 1995), p. 150.

2Freedom’s Daughters, Lynne Olson, (New York, 
Simon and Schuster, 2001), p. 76.

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

As I write, Ms. Jordan has still not reappeared. 
She hasn’t been arrested again, which is good news. 
In all likelihood though, she hasn’t found shelter, either. 

Passionate for Justice, by Catherine Meeks and Nibs 
Stroupe, has been nominated for the Lillian Smith Book 
Award. We are in great company! The award was established 
in 1968 by the Southern Regional Council, and it is named 
after Lillian Smith, who was born in 1897 in Florida. She 
grew up in the South and spent most of her life in north 
Georgia. Smith was a strong advocate for justice, and in the 
1940s wrote Strange Fruit and Killers of the Dream, books 
dedicated to ending racism and discrimination in the South 
and in the nation. She was in a same-gender relationship most 
of her adult life. The easiest access to the story of her life is in 
Hal and Henry Jacobs’ fine documentary about her; here is 
a link to it https://lilliansmithdoc.com/. Bookwise, it is Rose 
Gladney’s How Am I to Be Heard?

The Lillian Smith Book Award is the South’s oldest 
and best-known book award, and is presented in fiction and 
non-fiction categories. It is meant to honor those authors who, 
through their outstanding writing about the American South, 
carry on Smith’s legacy of elucidating the condition of racial 
and social inequity and proposing a vision of justice and 
human understanding. It is now a joint project of the Univer-
sity of Georgia, Piedmont College and Georgia Center for the 
Book. Past winners include Patricia Bell-Scott, Bob Zellner, 
Connie Curry, Natasha Tretheway, Tayari Jones, Bob Moses, 
John Lewis, Henry Louis Gates, Jr., Rose Gladney, Melissa 
Fay Greene, Pauli Murray, Alice Walker, Will Campbell and 
Alex Haley. The winners will be announced this summer.  W

Passionate for Justice 
Ida B. Wells as Prophet for our Time

By Catherine Meeks & Nibs Stroupe
150 pages. 
Also available in audio book. 
Church Publishing Incorporated

Lillian Smith Award Nomination



Open Door Community Needs:
 Granola bars
 2% milk. We use 2 - 3 gallons a week for coffee and we need small containers for children.
 Coffee. Coffee.
 Stamps to write prisoners
 Money for prisoner support and prisoner family support
 Summer socks  
 Stocking caps
 Tee shirts  Sm/med/large/X large/XX large
 Blue jeans, all sizes

Please send us your name when you give a gift.
Thank you! Murphy, Erica, Beth, Tyrone, David and Ed
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Grace and Peaces of Mail

Rita Corbin

Dear Ed, 
Thanks for your card. I am not a big Ezra Pound fan, nor 

am I especially knowledgeable about him and his poetry, but, 
like you, I have been known to enjoy his shock value.

We are well, putting up with the annoying infirmities 
related to the aging process and living in denial that we will 
ever have to leave our long-time residence until we are carried 
out feet first. Linda has some cataract surgery scheduled soon, 
but these days that procedure seems to be almost as routine as 
a flu shot. (Easy for me to say, right?)

The big news around here is that the book on which 
a colleague and I have been laboring far too long has been 
published. The Liberating Promise of Philanthropy was 
launched last week at the annual meeting of the Southeastern 
Council of Foundations (one of the book’s underwriters). 

That project seems to have stimulated my writing glands 
— I am now at work on a memoir: You’re Not from Around 
Here, Are you?/Memories of Five Decades in Dixie and Other 
Places.

 Love to all.
  Martin Lehfeldt
  Atlanta, Georgia
  Former President, 
  Southeastern Council of Foundations

Writer and speaker in the not-for-profit sector

I’ve walked along with you for many a year through 
the Hospitality paper. I decided to join you on the noonday 
walks, marches through downtown Atlanta, and to some of 
the places there that needed special attention: Grady, toilets, 
serving sandwiches in the parks.

Always we followed the “drum” beat of the soup pot 
and ladle bearer.

Meanwhile out in Marietta, I continued helping people 
through St. Vincent de Paul Society. I continue to do the 
home assisting and getting to know folks right where they 
stay and call home.

Much earlier in my life I met, through books, Dorothy 
Day and her journey into personal caring then living with 
people in need. I loved her way from the first, though I didn’t 
think of living among them.

One night I attended a prayer meeting at my church 
— a new activity for Catholics — the kind where people read 
a scripture, sing a scripture put to music, and even “Amazing 
Grace.” Clapping, shouting.

In the small box of books there was a title about a 
college student, Frederic Ozanam. For some reason I took it 
home, and it turned out to be that he was the founder of the 
lay group of St. Vincent de Paul. Little and by little my life 
developed spiritually and in social services.

It’s been a wonderful, enriching life — especially as I 
listen and take what I hear in scriptures daily, in your voices 
through your newspaper. And so many more coincidences. 
Sr. Anna Bridget Kearns, CSJ. We’ve been in a prayer group 
for 25-30 yrs. too. She still walks 2 or 3 miles a day. She told 
me of knowing you well when your daughter went to school 
at Our Lady of Lourdes. In a recent issue I couldn’t help 
laughing at your telling of starting your studies for becoming 
a minister at the school here in Atlanta — opening a book and 
finding the statement that the studies are to prepare men for 
ministry in the Church. Soup pot and ladle banging ... .

When I went away to college in ’59 to the formerly 
Catholic Boys College, the priests made statements to us 
girls: “We are training to prepare men for the World.” More 
or less aghast at having young women to spend their time on; 
for what possible meaningful purpose!

Ellen McCoy
Marietta, Georgia

What a delight it was to receive the February 
Hospitality a few days ago! I am sorry to hear of dear 
Murphy’s health struggles. We really wanted to make a trip to 
Baltimore to see you and Murphy this winter! I hold you both 
in in my heart and prayers with deep love and gratitude! My 
heart longs to see you eyeball to eyeball again. But our winter 
is very full.

I have 3 or 4 articles on my heart and mind that I 
wanted to write this winter. But I haven’t had a moment to 
write any of them. I leave again on March 31 and will be on 
the Christian Peacemaker Team Iraqi Kurdistan until June 17, 
then will be home until late August when I return to the team 
again for all of September and October until early November. 
I am giving 5 CPT presentations over the next month, so that 
takes lots of preparation too. But I still hope to write at least 
one article for Hospitality before the end of March.

However, the attached story was a big part of our work 
with a bombed and displaced Kurdish village in October and 
November [see page 3 of this issue]. 

Hugs of love and peace to you and Murphy from across 
the country!

  Weldon Nisly
 Seattle, Washington

Thank you for your faithfulness (over many years) in 
the work you’re doing. I support your position on abortion, 
btw. Children who are born should be wanted and cherished, 
but all too many aren’t.

With best wishes for this still new year.
Susan Donaldson 
Tacoma Washington

Daniel Nichols

The Liberating Promise of Philanthropy 
Stories of Grant-Making in the South
by Martin Lehfeldt & Jamil Zainaldin
The Storyline Group
444 pages  | 2019

The Liberating Promise of Philanthropy is an extensive study of the 
unique role that grantmaking foundations have played in the cultural and 
economic development of the Southeastern United States, as well as a 
convincing argument for their indispensability in the future. The authors 
have a distinct point of view: they believe that foundations are at their 
best when these grant-making institutions — in partnership with the rest 
of the not-for-profit sector —are helping to move people from a state of 
dependency in the direction of self-sufficiency and thereby contributing 
to the building of a democratic, civil society.

Transgender Day Of Remembrance Prayer 
By Sunshine Jeremiah Wolfe

On this Transgender Day of Remembrance,
we remember those who have been murdered 
 for being who they are,
those who face violence on a daily basis,
those who have lost loved ones, 
and those who worry for loved ones.

May we come to a time when we cease to shame 
 children around gender roles and expression,
where we allow for freedom 
 and exploration of identity and expression,
and to a world that operates from love 
 especially when things are difficult and confusing.

May all of us who live with the threat of violence 
 find support, strength, community, hope 
 and safety from violence.


