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By Amy Harwell

“TO BE A LAWYER in a lawless time was like being 
a clown among the humorless: which was to say, either com-
pletely redundant or absolutely essential.” 
―Salman Rushdie, Quichotte

Today is her birthday. The woman who, 15 years ago, 
after hearing about her for the first time, I prayed for her to 
hold on, that we were coming. That I believed we would save 
her did not have to be spelled out for the Divine — it was 
understood, unspoken. The woman who I told, repeatedly for 
more than a decade, that she did not have to worry. I said it, 
at first, because her case was strong, our proof righteous, her 
entitlement to relief clear. And, later, when that proved not 
enough, because she was too far down the list, and surely not 
even that president would take her ahead of the thirty men 
already in that unthinkable line. I told her not to worry. And 
then, when she was on death watch, I told her to continue to 
hope, I told her to live, to be present in the now, to live as if 
we would find the eight more days necessary to get her to 
safety.

We did not.

And, then, belatedly, I had to tell her how to die.
It was a mundane list, born of desperation in the three 

minutes allotted for that conversation: Take Valium when 
they offer. Try not to panic. You have already survived much, 
much worse. Remember that you are not alone. Remember 
that you are not alone. Remember that you are not alone.

Today is her birthday.
That her birthday falls during Lent seems apt. The time 

when we are all asked to give up our ground, to remember 
that even though Easter was glorious last year, Good Friday 
is always coming. Lent continually calls us to give up our 
false sense that things work out, that everything happens for a 
reason, that all things work for good — and to actually live in 
the pain of our “not yet” reality.

The entire legal processing system is the “not yet.” To 
exist in that paradigm is to face death and fear, pain and the 
unspeakable over and f***ing over. And the choices for those 
of us who choose to live there are complicated and endless. 
We do not enjoy the simplicity of knowing the system will 
work — neither are we assured that it will not. We live in an 
eternal Lenten observance: longing for Easter, for life, for 
resurrection, for justice — but facing suffering and death as 
the most likely outcome.

Today is her birthday. The first since she died. Our 
wounds are fresh. How to observe and celebrate a life in the 
midst of mourning? Is that not always the question? Is that 
not what it means to be human, to dance while sobbing?

I remember a mom who loved her kids in a measure 
only equaled by her shame at how she failed them. I remem-
ber a wife who cried when the prison stripped her of her wed-
ding ring. I remember a daughter who wanted her dad to be 
spared this pain, a sister who wanted to share life. I remember 
a friend whose biggest dream was to grow old alongside her 
dearest and teach those around her the dubious art of tatting.

How do we go on? How do we not? As usual, Jesus is 
the answer: “He set his face toward Jerusalem.” (Luke 9:51) 
Some versions add “unflinchingly,” but that seems a lot to 
ask. Flinching or not, we go on, knowing what is ahead. 
Knowing as Murphy preached over twenty years ago, “The 
people we love and serve are more likely to get sicker and 
drunker and die alone, than they are to be housed, get sober or 
receive justice. And yet. And yet, thank God for Jesus Christ.”

Amen.  W

Amy Dawn Harwell is the assistant chief of the Capital 
Habeas Unit at the Office of the Federal Defender in Nash-
ville. She is a former Resident Volunteer at the Open Door 
Community. She witnessed the murder of her client Lisa 
Montgomery on January 12, 2021.

It Is Always Lent in the 
Criminal Processing System 
A Meditation on the Execution of Lisa Montgomery

By Lee Carroll

After 35 years of life together, the Leadership Team of 
the Open Door Community (ODC) concluded in 2016 that 
continuing as a residential community was no longer viable. 
The driving forces behind this decision were the aging of the 
partners and the deterioration of their building. 

For years, they had been buoyed by the adage of ODC 
member Willie D. Wimberly, “We’re going to do the best we 
can ‘til we can’t.” And now they realized that the time had 
finally arrived. So they made the painful decision to transi-
tion from being a gathered community in Atlanta to being a 
community in diaspora — sharing in mission but living in 
disparate locations.

The Partners Relocate
So it came to pass that Dick and Gladys Rustay, who 

had joined the ODC in 1989, moved from Atlanta to Vancou-
ver, Washington, where they could live near Dick’s brother. 
Dick grew up in Idaho, so in some ways this was returning 
to his roots in the northwest. By the time of their move, both 
were in declining health, and they have made prayer their 
faithful contribution to the community. 

Calvin and Nelia Kimbrough, who became members of 
the ODC in 2004, relocated to Nashville, Tennessee, Calvin’s 
hometown. Nelia had grown up nearby in Lawrenceburg, 
about 90 miles south of Nashville, and they both completed 
undergraduate degrees at Tennessee Tech. Calvin’s mother 
still lived in Nashville at the time of their move, so they were 
able to enjoy being with her during her final months of life. 
Both Calvin and Nelia had friends in Nashville, as well. From 
their new home, Calvin continues as the Photography and 
Layout Editor of ODC’s Hospitality newspaper. And Nelia, 
who has always been supportive through her prayers and car-
ing ways, also serves as a copy reader for Hospitality. 

Ed Loring and Murphy Davis, founding partners of 
the ODC, originally thought they might continue to live in 
Atlanta. But as things turned out, their daughter, Hannah 
Murphy Buc, and her family found it relatively easy to per-
suade Ed and Murphy to move near their home in Baltimore. 
Hannah had previously been a Nurse Clinician and was then 
teaching nursing at the University of Maryland. Little did 
they know at that time that Hannah would become a critical 
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Open Door Community
For more information about the life and work of the 
community, please contact either of the following:

Eduard Loring  Activist/Advocate/Ally
 He/Him/His
David Payne  Office Manager
Please join us on Facebook for the continuing journey 
of the Open Door Community in Baltimore. 
Thank you. David and Eduard.

Newspaper
Founding Editor  Murphy Davis
Editor  Eduard Loring
Managing Editor Nibs Stroupe
Photography and Layout Editor  Calvin Kimbrough
Poetry Corner Editor  Eduard Loring
Associate Editors  Pete Gathje and Catherine Meeks 
Copy Editor  Julie Martin 
Proofreaders  Nelia Kimbrough and Julie Martin
Circulation  A multitude of earthly hosts
Subscriptions or change of address  David Payne
 (davidpayne@opendoorcommunity.org)

Hospitality is published by the Open Door 
Community, Inc., Baltimore, Maryland. The Open 
Door is a Prophetic Discipleship Community 
honoring the Black Jesus, Dorothy Day and Martin 
Luther King Jr.  Subscriptions are free. A newspaper 
request form is included in each issue. Manuscripts 
and letters are welcomed. Inclusive language 
editing is standard.    

A $10 donation to the Open Door Community 
helps to cover the costs of printing and mailing 
Hospitality for one year. A $40 donation covers 
overseas delivery for one year.

Open Door Community
PO Box 10980
Baltimore, Maryland 21234
www.opendoorcommunity.org
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Homegoing 
A Celebration of Murphy Davis’ Life

 

is available online: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=kp0i7_

INvv0&feature=youtu.be

By Catherine Meeks

The Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Heal-
ing has launched the Murphy Davis Let’s Get Well Campaign 
to honor the gift of her life and to call our communities to 
deeper consciousness about the need to change the narrative 
in our land. We seem poised toward being much more inter-
ested in divisiveness and meanness than in trying to find ways 
to live together in this country. Though the fear-based violent 
energy system that is eating away at us much in the way that 
termites destroy houses has been around for a long time, we 
allowed it to get way ahead of us over the past four years. It 
will not simply go silently back underground.

Our attention has to be refocused and wellness is a good 
place for that refocusing. Wellness requires us to work on our 
mind, body and spirit. We do not get to negotiate, we have to 
pay attention to all facets of ourselves and our lives. Wellness 
is much more than the mere absence of disease. The body 
cooperates much better when one is trying to be well if there 
is no physical illness, but one can work on mind, body and 
spirit wellness while addressing a disease if that is necessary. 
When one enters into the work of seeking to be well, that 
helps to make all healing work more effective.

Our dear, beloved Murphy knew that wellness was 
about more than the absence of disease. She lived for 
more than two decades with cancer and yet found a way 
to embrace that challenge while attending to her mind and 
spirit, which encouraged us all. Wellness is not about being 
perfect, it is about being vigilant in the effort to be conscious 
and grounded in oneself so that every wind does not cause a 
change in course. 

The United States is changing. White people are going 
to have to expand their understanding about who belongs 
here. This land is for whomever is here, which includes all 
of the non-white persons who live here. Space is going to 
be made for everyone, regardless of how anyone feels. This 
is a fact. One can find many places addressing the issue of 
what the United States will look like in terms of race in a few 
more years. The changes are far less frightening to those who 
are embracing the pursuit of wellness than someone who 
believes their wellbeing is held by others. It is not a good 
thing to get caught in such thinking because it allows one to 
become a pawn in other people’s games without having any 

input into the nature of the game. This way of thinking has 
led us to our current situation of fear-based living that imag-
ines violence as a problem solver. Violence has never solved 
a problem.

The Murphy Davis Let’s Get Well Campaign is asking 
those who join us to consider the following practices:

Being kind to yourself, to those you love          
      and to the stranger

Resisting negative thinking
Limiting the daily intake of news
Seeking to love those who seem 
    to be enemies
Changing whatever you can change 
    and accepting what you cannot
Keeping a daily discipline of prayer,              

      silence, or simply sitting 
    and seeking inner peace
Spending time listening and talking 
    to people with whom you disagree
    and searching for common ground

And we ask you to share these practices with others and 
to invite them into the wellness circle in every possible way. 
Be sure to share what is going on with your local community, 
place of worship and anywhere else that you know about. 
Spread the word that we have to change our ways and save 
our land and ourselves. We want to give wellness a press 
agent so that this idea will become much more a part of our 
everyday thought processes.

Please contact me at cmeeks@episcopalatlanta.org or 
write to me and send letters to the Absalom Jones Center for 
Racial Healing, 807 Atlanta Student Movement Boulevard, 
Atlanta, Georgia 30314 to share how you have taken on this 
work and what you are doing. 

If you are able to be a collaborative partner or locate 
others who might wish to be collaborators as we go forward, 
let us know as well. You can begin with simply turning your 
intention toward wellness. Then spend quiet time reflecting 
upon how this idea calls you. When you discern your next 
step, move on to do it. We want to hear from you about all 
of the ways that you find to join us. You are joining in a 

beneficial personal and collective process that will shift the 
negative energy in our land and help to create a new narrative.

If you are incarcerated, we want you to join us also. 
Think of all the ways that you can build a bridge to someone 
where you are. If there are others who are trying to be well, 
join with them as a supporter and encourager. There are so 
many ways to move into this work no matter where you are. 

Remember, Murphy is dancing with the angels and 
holding us in her heart. We can do this. She left us a pattern.  W 

Catherine Meeks is the Founding Executive Director of the 
Absalom Jones Episcopal Center for Racial Healing, and 
the retired Clara Carter Acree Distinguished Professor of 
Socio-cultural Studies and Sociology from Wesleyan Col-
lege. She has published six books and is editor of Living 
Into God’s Dream: Dismantling Racism in America (2016), 
which focuses on racial healing and reconciliation. She and 
Nibs Stroupe are authors of Passionate for Justice (2019), a 
book about the life and witness of Ida B. Wells for our time. 
She writes for the Huffington Post and is a regular contribu-
tor to Hospitality. She is involved with prison work, visits on 
death row and works for the abolition of the death penalty. 
(cmeeks@episcopalatlanta.org )

Murphy Davis Let’s Get Well Campaign
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Murphy Davis ¡Presente!

Alison Reeder

Open Door Community Press

Surely Goodness and Mercy
A Journey into Illness and Solidarity

by Murphy Davis

to request your copy contact
opendoorcomm@bellsouth.net

404.290.2047
PO Box 10980 Baltimore, MD 21234-0980

From artist John August Swanson, who created the 
beautiful cover art for Surely Goodness and Mercy: 
“Murphy Davis’ book is so powerful and moving 
that it inspired me to use a quote from it along

with Pope Francis’s quote on my new poster Storm.”

The poster sells for $15 and can be ordered at:
https://temp.johnaugustswanson.com/product/storm2020-poster

Columbia Seminary alumni are known to make a dif-
ference, whatever their context in ministry. The calling of 
Murphy Davis is a fine example.

Murphy Davis, Class of 1974, and her husband, Ed 
Loring, Class of 1966, Faculty 1971-1975, founded the Open 
Door Community, which housed and fed Atlanta’s homeless 
persons for decades. She advocated for Atlanta’s homeless 
community until their voices were heard at the capitol. She 
visited and befriended inmates on death row. Her faith in God 
and her love for humanity was an inspiration far and wide.

“Anyone who travelled with Murphy Davis to Hard-
wick Prison could see that Murphy practiced lovingkind-
ness as fiercely as she pursued justice. These monthly trips 
provided transportation and hospitality for people visiting 
their loved ones incarcerated at Hardwick. Murphy’s love of 
Christ was poured out to the Hardwick travelers with a warm 
greeting, much-needed transportation, and good food cour-
tesy of the Presbyterian Church in Milledgeville. In between 
trips to Hardwick, Murphy was a fierce advocate for justice 
and the abolishment of the death penalty. I am a friend and 
former Resident Volunteer of the Open Door Community. I 
am grateful for the friendship of Murphy and Ed, who wel-
comed me into that ministry of service, advocacy, worship 
and hospitality. My wife, Kazy, and I moved into the Septima 
Clark rooms at the Open Door right after we got married. On 
move-in day, Murphy laughed when I carried our vacuum 
cleaner in. She said, ‘Joe, I guess somebody told you cleanli-
ness is next to godliness.’ I don’t think we ever used that 
vacuum cleaner, but every day spent with Murphy was surely 
a day spent next to lovingkindness and justice. Rest in power, 
Murphy.” 

— Joe B. Hinds, ’99

“My husband and I met while serving breakfast at the 
Open Door Community. We jokingly say that ‘we courted 
over the grit line.’ We were frequent weekly volunteers there, 
worshipped with the community often, and after we were 
married, while I completed my last year in seminary, moved 
into the Open Door Community as Resident Volunteers. 
When I think of Murphy, I think of her beautiful smile and 
the amazing amount of grace she bestowed on those she 
encountered. Murphy had a huge heart for the ‘least of these’ 
in our midst; and she spent a lifetime dedicated to a ministry 
that included the love, care and compassion for ALL of God’s 
children.” 

— Kazy Blocher Hinds ’00

“Murphy Davis was my friend and a beloved mentor 
who had a profound influence on me as a young seminarian. 
Her ministry among those who are poor, those in prison and 
those on death row was as critical to my Christian formation 
as any seminary course I ever took, and I took some great 
courses in seminary! Though my heart is broken as I struggle 
to imagine a world without her physically in it, I know her 
spirit lives on in all the people whose lives she touched and 
in the work that she accomplished. l will continue to strive to 
follow her example until we finally end the death penalty for 
good.”

— Stacy Rector ’96  W

Vantage, Winter 2021, Columbia Theological Seminary

Murphy Davis Remembered

Drawing by Corie Cox | Vantage



By Peter R. Gathje

Sometimes a book comes along at just the right 
moment. I picked up and started to read Elaine Enns and 
Ched Myers’ book, Healing Haunted Histories: A Settler 
Discipleship of Decolonization, the week after my mom died. 
Her death marked the end of an era, as she was the last living 
child of a family of six born to an immigrant and the daughter 
of recent immigrants. In the days leading to her death, as we 
kept vigil around her, my brothers and sister and I shared 
stories, looked through the many photo albums Mom had, 
and reflected upon our family history. Elaine and Ched’s 
emphasis throughout this book on uncovering family history 
resonated with this time in my life.

But the beauty and power of Elaine and Ched’s book 
is not in encouraging mere reminiscing about family history, 
which can easily end up in sentimentality. Rather, they issue a 
stirring call to a “discipleship of decolonization” in response 
to “haunted histories.” This call to discipleship invites a faith-
filled wrestling with past (and present) wrongdoing as “set-
tlers” — those of us whose ancestors came to the land as part 
of an expansive colonial project. 

The land on which I live has a “haunted history” in 
which colonialism expropriated and killed Native peoples, 
and imported enslaved Africans to work the land. This 
haunted history marks my reality as a settler. I am a person 
not native to the land upon which I have lived. And as a set-
tler, I have, along with my ancestors, directly and indirectly 
benefited from colonialism and slavery. At the same time, I 
carry my own haunted history as a descendant of immigrants 

who settled here because they fled from forces of repression 
and violence. 

Elaine and Ched invite all of us who are settlers into this 
complicated history. They urge us as settlers to conversion, 
repentance and work for justice through the spiritual disci-
plines of “Landlines,” “Bloodlines” and “Songlines.” 

Their call begins with “Landlines.” Here they offer 
an historical and theological analysis of the complexity and 
complicity in the lives of settlers. They encourage settlers 
to attend to stories of immigration and consider how those 
stories have been both distorted by and hidden under a nar-
rative conducive to colonial exploitation of Natives and their 
land. The call to do this work of Landlines is compelling, in 
part, because it is concretely grounded in stories from Elaine’s 
family, Mennonite settlers from Russia, who fled political and 
economic violence and found refuge in Canada on land taken 
by the Canadian government from Native peoples and then 
“granted” to these immigrants. 

Landlines move seamlessly into “Bloodlines” as the 
stories we have inherited from our families and their histories 
intersect with the larger Landline stories. For many of us, 
these Bloodline stories point to “how we became white,” that 
is, how as immigrants our ancestors were assimilated into a 
“supremacist settler colonialism.” This assimilation required 
the obliteration (whitewashing) of the stories of how they 
fled their native lands due to political, economic or cultural 
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oppression. How many of us descendants of immigrants even 
know the history of our ancestors and their immigration?

Elaine and Ched in their historical, theological and nar-
rative analysis of both Landlines and Bloodlines are brutally 
honest about how those histories are haunted by evil done by 
settlers and evil that drove settlers from their original homes. 
But in this painful history, they point us away from judgment 
and condemnation to a more nuanced appreciation for and 
acceptance of the haunted histories of which we are a part. In 
this way, the difficult and heartbreaking work of uncovering 
the wrongdoing of our ancestors (and our complicity in that 
wrongdoing) is pointed toward the work of restorative justice 
instead of recrimination. Elaine’s long devotion to restorative 
justice and its delicate work of accountability for the sake of 
restoration rather than retribution is reflected in the careful 
uncovering of injustice for the sake of justice work to be done 
now.

Animating the commitment to uncovering Landlines 
and Bloodlines is the equally important discipline of “Song-
lines.” Elaine and Ched identify Songlines as the resources in 
our lives, in our histories and in social movements, that can 

inspire and sustain us in the work for justice. The Songlines 
chapters provide an abundance of stories, songs, personalities 
and communities that provide hope for the journey toward 
justice.

Together, Landlines, Bloodlines and Songlines form a 
triad of spiritual disciplines for a discipleship of decoloniza-
tion. The exploration of each of those helpfully ends with a 
series of questions that invite us to do the work of settler dis-
cipleship in our own lives. The queries give practical direction 
for becoming aware of and critically examining the haunted 
histories in which we live. They also move us toward “heal-
ing hauntings” in which our histories become resources for 
the creation of a more just world.

Elaine and Ched have crafted a book that models what 
they encourage each of us who come from settler families 
to do. They offer a powerful invitation to lovingly, faithfully 
and honestly enter into our histories, haunted by injustice, in 
order to better follow the God of Jesus Christ who calls us to 
a justice that embodies redistribution. I have wrestled with 
and sought to teach and be an activist around issues of racial 
justice for some thirty years. This is among the most helpful 
books in relation to those issues that I have read. Because 
they refuse to either demonize or deny the haunted histories, 
they offer a way of discipleship that holds the promise of a 
healing future grounded in repentance, redistribution and a 
just reconciliation.  W 

An Invitation to Practices 
of Repentance and Renewal 
A Review of Healing Haunted Histories: A Settler Discipleship of Decolonization

Healing Haunted Histories
A Settler Discipleship of Decolonization

By Elaine Enns and Ched Myers

Wipf and Stock Publishers
February 2021

Peter Gathje is Vice President of 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 Hospi-
tality: The Open Door Reader 1982 – 2002. 
(pgathje@memphisseminary.edu)

Elaine and Ched offer a powerful invitation to lovingly, faithfully and 
honestly enter into our histories, haunted by injustice, 

in order to better follow the God of Jesus Christ 
who calls us to a justice that embodies redistribution.



“caste” in the USA, her approach has two main weaknesses: 
a lack of analysis of “race” as its own category in our country, 
and a lack of directions home for all of us.

Wilkerson tends to equate “racist” with the open haters, 
the Dylan Roofs of Charleston infamy and Robert Aaron 
Longs of the Atlanta shooting. Although she puts us squarely 
in the middle of the power of race, she never seems to per-
ceive that it is in the very air that we breathe in this country. 
She does not mention the tension between the ideas of equal-
ity and of race in our history, and that lack means that her 
analysis will not get to the heart of the problem for engaging 
race in the USA. The idea of the equal dignity of all human 
beings has been one of the great hallmarks of our history. It 
was intended only for white men, but its power is so great 
that people of all categories have heard it and believed that it 
applied to them, no matter what white men said. 

The problem for our history is that the white men who 
penned this idea also held people as slaves or held wealth 
generated by slavery. How could they hold fast to this power-
ful idea of equality and hold human beings as slaves? The 
answer was to double down on the category of “race” that 
they had brought with them from Europe. Equality implies 
that anyone can rise, if they have the ambition and luck of 
“Hamilton,” no matter what the culture tells them. Yet, in 
order to hold people in slavery, we must deny their humanity 

and thus deny their access to rights as human beings, as the 
SCOTUS 1857 decision explicitly stated in the Dred and 
Harriet Scott case. The system of race tells that some are 
meant to rule and some are meant to be ruled and exploited. 
This idea of race is a social construct, and Wilkerson fails to 
engage the capitalism that created race and white supremacy. 
She could have spent much more time on this dynamic to 
help us understand that rather than being a part of a caste sys-
tem, “race” is a system that arose in the USA out of a desire 
to exploit people and lands while at the same time holding on 
to the idea of equality. Unless this dynamic is acknowledged, 
“race” will seem like a mysterious, inevitable force like caste, 
a force that cannot be moved.

This casting of caste leads to the second weakness of 
Wilkerson’s approach. She offers us very few clues about 
ways to engage and lessen the force of race. In her last 
chapter she offers a touching story of a white, male Trump 
supporter who appears at her door as the plumber that she 
has called. Through trials and sharing stories about their 
moms, he begins to act a little better toward her, but there is 
no clue that he has recognized his captivity to race. In her 
epilogue, she suggests a few small steps, but casting race as 
caste leaves her very few options for seeking change. For her, 
there is no direction home, to borrow from Bob Dylan’s song. 
Relationships are important and even essential in diminishing 
the power of race in our history, but so is organized political 
struggle and continuing and dedicated witness, both by and 
for individuals and communities. Though I’m thinking that 
Wilkerson’s heart is there, I wish that she had given us more 
of this approach.  W

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 
for 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)

present and all people in the future. She gives brief glimpses 
of the caste system in India and compares it to the system 
of race in the USA. She notes the shock that Martin Luther 
King Jr. received when he went to India. He was introduced 
to a group of high school students in India: “Young people, 
I would like to present to you a fellow untouchable from the 
United States of America.” King was floored by this com-
parison but later came to agree that in the USA, Black people 
were seen as the bottom of the barrel of humanity.  

Wilkerson has many stories like these, and I was 
intrigued to hear about an enslaved person named Onesimus, 
whose owner was the famed Puritan preacher Cotton Mather. 
Onesimus was a first-generation African who is now credited 
with introducing a procedure to deal with smallpox. He 
shared with Mather the knowledge that people in West Africa 
had discovered that they could hold off contagions by inocu-
lating themselves with fluids from infected persons. Mather 
embraced the idea, but few other people did, being offended 
that a mere African could know more than “white” doctors. 
People eventually came around, and by 1750 the Onesimus 
method had been adopted, though he got no credit for it at 

the time. Mather believed in God and in science but not in 
freedom — Onesimus was never fully freed from slavery 
by Mather. One cannot help but think of St. Paul’s Letter to 
Philemon, urging that owner to free an enslaved man named 
Onesimus.

Wilkerson rightly understands that we are at a tipping 
point (once again) on the continuing power of the idea of race 
in our country. Demographic projections now indicate that 
in 2042 there will be no majority “race” in the USA, and this 
awareness gave rise to the election of Donald Trump in 2016. 
Many of us classified as “white” needed to regain control of 
the narrative that we thought we were losing when Barack 
Obama was elected in 2008. For a majority of us, any white 
male would do as the next president, especially the bullying 
kind, in order to use the presidency to “whip” (to use that 
slaveholding metaphor) all of society back into shape where 
the supremacy of white males was recognized by all. Though 

Trump was defeated for a second term, that narrative still 
holds power, as it has for 400 years in this country. As Wilk-
erson quotes Ashley Jardina, author of White Identity Politics, 
“These aggrieved whites are a potentially untapped well, one 
whose resentments are primed, ready to be stoked by politi-
cians willing to go down a potentially very dark path.”

Wilkerson does an excellent job of reminding us of 
the history and continuing power of race in our shared nar-
rative and in the current political maneuvering to suppress 
voting rights in states like my home of Georgia. Despite her 
well-written narrative about considering “race” to be part of 
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By Nibs Stroupe

In her intriguing book, Caste: The Origins of Our 
Discontent, Pulitzer Prize-winning author Isabel Wilkerson 
ruminates in horror over a scene from 1940 Berlin in which 
a million people gather to cheer on Hitler after Paris has been 
captured. She is wondering if the German people knew the 
carnage that they were celebrating, and she concludes that 
they did: “They knew that the French had been violently 
defeated, … that Jewish friends and neighbors had been 
rounded up, publicly humiliated, taken away, never seen 
again. And the people in the crowd were smiling and happy. 
Everything that happened to the Jews of Europe, to African-
Americans during the lynching terrors of Jim Crow, to Native 
Americans as their land was plundered and their numbers 
decimated, to Dalits considered so low that their very shadow 
polluted those deemed above them — happened because a 
big enough majority had been persuaded.” 

In Caste, Wilkerson seeks to shock us in the USA to 
recognize the deep captivity that we have to racial categories. 
She uses studies, stories, anecdotes and her own personal 
experience as a middle-class Black woman to make the case 
that our racial system in the USA is actually a caste system 

similar to India’s caste system. She also draws parallels to the 
Nazi persecution of Jewish people as she seeks to squeeze 
that into the caste system. Wilkerson’s work is admirable 
because it shakes us on many levels to realize our deep and 
continuing captivity to racial classification, with those classi-
fied as “white” at the top, and those classified as “Black” at 
the bottom of the caste system. 

She makes a strong case for our system of race being 
part of the system of caste, even saying at one point that “race 
is a decoy for caste.” From her point of view, caste is a rigid 
system that determines the social standing of all people in the 

Caste and the Idea of Equality: 
No Direction Home 
A Review of Caste: The Origins of Our Discontent

In Caste, Wilkerson seeks to shock us in the USA 
to recognize the deep captivity that we have to racial categories. 

Caste 
The Origins of Our Discontents
 

by Isabel Wilkerson

Random House
August 4, 2020
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support and guide for them during Murphy’s last years of 
life. In 2017, even as they were packing to move, Murphy 
discovered that she was facing yet another bout with cancer. 
In time her malignancy became increasingly complicated by 
heart and lung issues, and in 2020, at the peak of the Covid 
pandemic, Murphy’s health began a steady decline 
that led to her death on October 22, 2020. Murphy’s 
death was devastating to all who knew her, but more 
than anyone, Ed and Hannah suffer from this loss in 
profound ways.

Recent Events 
with the Partners

Moving ahead to 2020-21, there have been 
major incidents in the lives of all five of the ODC’s 
surviving Elder Partners. This is a brief update on 
each of them.

Nelia Kimbrough. Nodules were discovered on 
Nelia’s lungs in 2017, but at that point only watchful 
waiting was thought to be necessary. However, by 
early 2020, surgery was clearly indicated, and in June 
her surgeons at Vanderbilt University Medical Center 
operated to remove the upper lobe of her right lung. 
While cancer of the lung was confirmed, there was 
fortunately no involvement of the lymph nodes, so 
chemotherapy and/or radiation was not needed. She 
did, however, have complications a few weeks after 
surgery, as fluid collected around her lung, and this 
required two additional stays in the hospital. Since 
July 2020, however, she has been in recovery mode, 
and thankfully, she has been doing quite well. 

Calvin Kimbrough. Before the move from 
Atlanta to Nashville, Calvin learned that he had a 
leaky mitral valve in his 
heart, and in the seven 
years following that 
diagnosis, his cardiolo-
gists monitored his heart 
carefully. In April 2021 
his doctors found that 
in addition to growing 
problems with the valve, 
Calvin also had blockages 
in two of his arteries, and 
he had open-heart surgery 
at Vanderbilt University 
Medical Center with two 
bypasses and a mitral 
valve repair. Since his sur-
gery, Calvin has followed 
the prescribed regimen 
for recovering from such 
serious surgery, and gladly 
reports that he is doing 
very well.   

Ed Loring. Not to be 
outdone by Calvin, on April 25, 2021, Ed Loring experienced 
chest pains, and given his past record of cardiac issues, he 
feared he might be having a heart attack. He was taken to 
Johns Hopkins Hospital in Baltimore where he was admitted 
for observation and tests on the same day that Calvin was 
being readied for surgery in Nashville. Test results led Ed’s 
doctors to conclude that a triple bypass was necessary. So 
exactly one week after Calvin’s open-heart surgery, Ed under-
went a similar procedure. For the Open Door Community, 
it seemed like an epidemic of arterial blockages. When Ed 
recovered his sense of humor, he challenged Calvin to see 
which of them has the longest scar on his chest. Frankly, it 

doesn’t sound like a contest that anyone will want to attend! 
Ed was in the cardiac surgical intensive care unit for 

three days before being transferred to a “step-down” unit 
where he was finally freed from most of the wires and tubes 
that he had endured while in intensive care. Four days after 

that, he was moved to a rehabilitation 
center to begin physical and occupa-
tional therapy, and on May 27 he was 
finally cleared to return home. 

Both Calvin and Ed have 
expressed deep gratitude for the prayers 
and support that they received from 
family and friends, as well as the medi-
cal teams that attended to them. They 
continue to make good progress on the 

road back to good health.
Dick and Gladys Rustay. While Ed and Calvin were 

undergoing heart surgery, Dick and Gladys Rustay were in 
the midst of moving from their apartment in Vancouver to a 
new home in the Atlanta area. Their children had concluded 
that it would be best if Dick and Gladys lived near one of 
them. So their daughter, Kim Connerly, and her daughter 
helped them make the long flight back to Atlanta to settle 
into a spacious one-bedroom suite almost twice the size of 
their quarters in Washington. Kim, other family members and 
friends can now conveniently visit them. The Rustay’s new 
home is at Vernon Springs Assisted Living in Sandy Springs.

Continuing the 
Open Door Community

With all the issues the Elder Partners encountered dur-
ing 2020-21, one might reasonably wonder about the future 
of the Open Door Community. 

Because of physical restrictions, the Baltimore group 
has determined that it will no longer offer its twice-weekly 
“Welcome Table” program in the Sandtown community 
of West Baltimore. They had offered coffee, granola bars, 
fruit and soup; and this also provided a context for engaging 
Welcome Table guests. This service was suspended in Spring 
2020 when the Covid epidemic began, and it has now been 
determined that it will not be resumed. 

However, the ODC will continue to serve in other, criti-
cal ways. The following is an overview of what is planned in 
four core missional components of the community’s life:

 
•	 Hospitality. The ODC’s bimonthly newspaper will 

continue under the talented leadership of Nibs Stroupe as 
Managing Editor, with Ed Loring as Editor. Many read-
ers will know Nibs from his excellent contributions to 
Hospitality over the past 30 years. He is deeply respected 
for his faithful commitment to the Gospel of Jesus and 
for his progressive theological journalism. The ODC 

continues to believe that 
Hospitality is an important 
voice with a loyal following 
— a voice that may be more 
important today than ever 
before.
 
•	 Prison Ministry. As 
in the past, the ODC will 
continue its ministry of sup-
porting prisoners, especially 
those incarcerated on Geor-
gia’s death row. Ed Loring 
and David Payne routinely 
write to prisoners and send 
small cash gifts to help those 
who have no other external 
support. As though it is 
not enough punishment to 
lock convicted people into 
a cell for years while they 
await execution, prisoners 
in Georgia’s prison system 

must also live with only two meals on three days each 
week, and many of those meals are minimal; so these 
ODC gifts offer an essential way for prisoners to supple-
ment their diet and to purchase hygiene products, paper/
pens, extra clothing and other necessities. As it has done 
for many years, the ODC will continue working in part-
nership with New Hope House located near the Jackson, 
Georgia prison that houses death row. New Hope House 
seeks to end the death penalty and to support prisoners 
and their families. Mary Catherine Johnson, a member of 
the ODC Board of Directors, is the Executive Director of 
New Hope House.

•	 Families in Need. Now that Ed Loring has regained 
strength following his heart surgery, he and David Payne 
have resumed their spiritual practice of being physically 
present “on the streets” of Baltimore, offering works of 
mercy. With the Welcome Table closed, Ed will focus his 
time and energy on a low-income neighborhood closer 
to his home. There he will seek to meet residents, inquire 

Dick and Gladys | photograph by Kim Connerly
Nelia and Calvin | photograph by Calvin Kimbrough
Ed | photograph by David Payne



Worth More Dead Than Alive
By Catherine Meeks

Perhaps if there had been more concern 
about George Floyd’s quality of life while he was 
living, he might not be dead. I heard last week 
that it is being suggested that his family be given 
$27 million as a settlement for his death.

How do people make such decisions about 
the value of another person’s life? He wasn’t 
worth a second chance while he was alive, but 
now the powers of the state deem that his life 
was worth $27 million. What good is the money 
when your loved one is gone and is taken in such 
a violent and brutal manner? Money does not 
erase the pain. Money does not begin to remove 
the racism that contributed to his death in the first 
place.

I found myself filled with grief when the 
City of Baltimore tried to ease its conscience by 
giving money to Freddie Gray’s family after negligence and violence caused his death while he was in the custody of 
the police. Neither Freddie Gray nor George Floyd was deemed as being worth much while alive, but in death they are a 
problem for those who are responsible for their deaths, a problem for all the systems whose complicity failed them. Thus, 
the systems rush to manage their guilt with money. There is not enough money on this earth to correct these wrongs. 
When are we going to get that straight and begin to work to make sustainable changes that stop the brutality and violence 
that create these horrible situations in the first place?

How long, Lord, do we have to keep trying to navigate these troubled waters? We are looking for the light.  W

Illumination Award
Congratulations to our authors 

Catherine Meeks and Nibs Stroupe 
on winning a Silver Medal Award 
from Illumination 2021 for their 
book, Passionate for Justice: Ida 
B. Wells as Prophet for Our Time. 
Illumination Book Awards are 
designed to “shine a light” on the best 
of new books written and published 
with a Christian worldview. The 
announcement of the award included 
these words from an October, 2020, 
Christian Century review of the 
book by Rev. Dr. Douglas H. Brown 
Clark, Visiting Assistant Professor at 
Louisville Presbyterian Seminary: “In 
some ways, the book feels like the 
theological equivalent of Ibram X. 
Kendi’s How to Be an Antiracist.” 

In that review, Dr. Clark goes on 
to say: “Meeks and Stroupe could not 
have foreseen the pandemic that would 
arise shortly after the publication of this 

book nor the intense soul-searching many Americans would soon engage in around racial 
justice. Even so, amid the strange blend of isolation and solidarity wrought by 2020’s dual 
pandemics of COVID-19 and racist violence, it is a profound, stirring and at times even 
comforting experience to listen to the alternating stories of a Black woman and a White 
man who have collaboratively examined history, theology and their own experiences in 
search of the tools we all need to accompany our journeys of antiracist witness.”  W  
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Julie Lonneman

poetry corner

Ben Crump

about their wellbeing, and provide modest financial sup-
port to individuals or families in need.

  
•	 Christ Room. When Ed Loring, Murphy Davis and 

David Payne resettled in the ODC’s rented house in 
Baltimore, they designated one room to be “The Christ 
Room,” a room allotted for a low-income, immigrant 
person struggling to adapt to a new land. This, too, has 
always been understood as a spiritual discipline for help-
ing neighbors. Simon, a refugee from the Igbo people of 
southeastern Nigeria, has occupied the Christ Room dur-
ing these years in Baltimore, and it is anticipated that he 
will continue to reside there for the foreseeable future. In 
addition to his work in landscaping, Simon has become 
an important member of the Open Door Community in 
Baltimore, and he shares in the life of the house.

These four approaches will continue to be core aspects 
of the mission of the ODC, and the Spirit will open other 
doors for additional engagements in prophetic discipleship 
and social justice. None of this can happen without the con-
tinued support of friends serving as champions of the Open 
Door. The Community continues to be grateful for your gen-
erosity and invites your continuing support.  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. (lcarroll@ix.netcom.com)

The Open Door  continued from page 6

Do not speak to me of martyrdom,
of men who die to be remembered
on some parish day.
I don’t believe in dying
though, I too shall die.
And violets like castanets
will echo me.
    — Sonia Sanchez

Sonia Sanchez — poet, activist, scholar 
— was born in Birmingham, Alabama in 
1934.  She was the Laura Carnell Professor 
of English and Women’s Studies at Temple 
University. She was formerly married to poet 
Etheridge Knight. She is the recipient of both 
the Robert Frost Medal for distinguished 
lifetime service to American poetry and the 
Langston Hughes Poetry Award. One of the 
most important writers of the Black Arts 
Movement, Sanchez is the author of sixteen 
books. This is an excerpt from her poem, 
Malcolm.



Pop,
Get better, man! This too shall pass. Stay strong Pop. 

You is Much Loved, Needed and thought of. 
The Hospital have some of the best food don’t they? 

(Smile)
On a real note: Your adopted Black son loves you man! 

So please get well, the world isn’t finished with you yet. Even 
when you are laying down I am still looking up to you, My 
Hero, My Friend but most of all you are my Pop.

There’s a Hug in this card somewhere 
Love you man, Love you Pop, Keep your chin up and 

get better.
Your Son,

Sam Little 
Georgia Prisoner
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Dave McIntyre

Dear Ed,
This is my first letter of 2021 and I just want to wish 

you, David, Hannah, Michaela and Jason a Happy New Year 
and let you and the community know I did get the December 
money along with the special birthday gift. That was very 
special and it made my birthday a little bit special. Thank you 
for that. The January money came last week and I want to 
thank you and the community for all the love and support, I 
really do appreciate it. Anyway, I got your lovely letter today 
and thank you for making my day. Ed, this year will make 37 
years I’ve been incarcerated and 37 years I been knowing you 
and Murphy. As I have told you and Murphy over the years, 
I caught my case back in l984 and I was sentenced to death 
and this was my first time in prison. With all that is going on 
with Murphy’s passing, I just wanted to remind you how long 
I have been knowing you, Murphy and Hannah. 

For the longest time, I did not know Murphy had 
passed. I got an email from my friend Eleanor DeBacher who 
told me she had read about Murphy’s passing in the AJC. I 
don’t know why but I didn’t want to believe it so I emailed 
my friend, Nathan Dorris, who was once an ODC volunteer 
back when the Open Door was in Atlanta. He did tell me 
Murphy passed in October. Even now as I write this letter 
I can’t believe she is gone. I love her so. Even when I got a 
letter from Lee Carroll back around September I think, telling 
me Murphy had gotten sick, I thought she would pull through 
like she did so many times before over the years. 

When you and she sent me her book and after I got 
done reading it — which is a great book by the way, and 
I will cherish it for the rest of my life — I wrote her back 
and told her that after reading her book, she reminded me 
of a stubborn prizefighter who refuses to go down after all 
these years of battling cancer. The moment I heard she had 
passed, the first thing that came to mind was that she had died 
from the corona virus, given that she did have an underlying 
medical condition. 

And this is my prayer to the world dealing with this 
virus: My prayer is from the book of Job, chapter 30, verses 
15-16: “Terrors are turned upon me: they pursue my soul as 
the wind: and my welfare passes away like a cloud. And now 
my soul is poured out upon me; the days of affliction have 
taken hold upon me.” Those were the words of his mouth, 
but his heart was crying out, “When, oh God, when will Your 
strong arm show itself?”

I hoped to tell the both of you: after 37 years the Parole 
Board might be thinking about paroling me. I did not get a 
“setoff letter” from them this year, and I come up for parole 
next month. Instead I was told by the Board I needed to 
produce three addresses and if one of those addresses check 
out then it is possible I can make parole. But nothing is certain 
right now and all I can do is cross my fingers and hope for the 
best. 

You, Murphy and the Open Door Community have 
been a Blessing to me. Give my love to everyone.

God Bless, Take Care, Love,
Eli Beck
Georgia prisoner

Ed,
Greetings in Christ our lord. I wanted to wait to write 

you, in hopes that the holiday influx of mail would be about 
done. Ed, I have to tell you how sorry I am for your loss, 
dear friend. I cannot pretend to know what all you are going 
through right now. Just know you will always be in my daily 
thoughts and prayers. I remember when you and Murphy 
called me out to the barbershop and spent a couple of hours 
in peaceful “church time” together. You and Murphy see us 
back here in Georgia’s death row not as condemned men 
awaiting to die! But as peoples!! Human beings who have 
made mistakes in life. When I was with y’all that day, all the 
mess that is my life faded away and I was seen as a human 
again. Thank you for that. You will never understand how 
much that means to this old saved sinner. I want to thank you 
all for everything the Open Door Community does for us 
here. Know this — you are not alone, for we are your family, 
old friend!

Nicholas Tate
Jackson, Georgia

Dear Ed,
I want to take your hand and express sympathy for you 

and relief for Murphy.
She spoke a word of encouragement to me in Karen’s 

living room in Kent, Washington, when you came to Bible 
Study with Wes (Howard-Brook). My notebook says: “Just 
back from sharing lunch on the streets of Kent (you & 
Murphy started it!!!)”

Hannah and Michaela,
  Dancing with the angels 
  Jesus is there 
  The connection is painful 
  Mama fierce commitment 
  Humbling and clear and authentic

 “Without Community we sink like a stone.”    
   — Murphy. 

I join so many in holding you and your family in prayer.
 In Jesus’ name!

   Carol Nelson
   Kent, Washington

Dear Ed, 
Prayers for you and Hannah and family as you go 

through this grief journey. 
I treasure my memory of the times at the Open Door 

that summer. I was one of the ones Murphy mentioned in her 
book about the summer group.

I have to say I was unaware of much of that tension and 
have good and transformative memories of that time. You 
were so gracious in letting me invite family to come visit. The 
contact with Helen led me to contact her son in prison and I 
still write to him and send care packages. I gave my diamond 
ring to our youngest son for his bride-to-be. My life has been 
more open and more giving since that summer. Thank you 
and Murphy! 

Bless you in this part of your journey. Know my 
thankfulness for you and Murphy and your ministries. I enjoy 
keeping up through Hospitality.

Be well and keep on keeping on!
Blessings,

Margaritte Francis Kennerly
Brevard, North Carolina

Dear Eduard,
I met Murphy once at the LACW a few years ago and 

was struck immediately with her grace and warmth. I also 
saw her monologue and was so impressed and delighted.

Your loss is also our loss, and I am sorry for you and 
your family.

 Blessings and comfort to all of you,
Saima Scott
Olympia, Washington

Dear David,
Thank you for publishing, “In Memory of Barbara 

Schenk.” It spoke to my heart. She was a tortured saint, 
patroness of all who endure the trials of life and recover 
a smile out of the dust. The article smacked of the Real, a 
breath of fresh air deep from the Heart. Thanks a lot.

Donald F. Cuddihee Sr.
Greer, South Carolina

Daniel Mauk

Rita Corbin

50 years ago! Nelia and Calvin Kimbrough 
at Cascade Hollow, Tennessee after completing 

their M.A. degrees in History at Tennessee Tech.


