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“It’s 1972, an election year, and once again, 
black people are running…for their lives.” 

Gil Scott Heron.” 

 

My father cautioned me to keep silent when I am angry, 
enraged, mad.  Whichever indignation you prefer to call 
it.  Once words escape your lips, it’s hard to take them 
back.  It is for this reason that I have been unusually quiet 
and absent from the conversation of current events. 
 

Four years after posting my “appeal to my church, my 
son and his millennial peers,” I am still “Channeling Gil 
Scott Heron in the year of Trumped-up Gods.”   
 

It is there, never moved from the National Institute for 
Restorative Justice website, my appeal for us to hear the 
cries of black mothers risking their livelihood as we fight 
for the lives of our black sons being slaughtered in the 
streets by the rank and file of white supremacy.  There 
also, is my appeal for us to gird ourselves against the  
racist flames fanned by the likes of the ungodly, lying 
choice of the “Grand Ole Party” for the presidency. 
 

continued of page 2 
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Read, Weep and Pray Their Names 

“Hacking Democracy” #HandCountTheVote 

National Institute for Restorative Justice 
Film Discussion Series 

Resistance!  Part I: 1839—1965 
August 18—September 30, 2020 

 

With a nod to the ongoing discussion of the New York 
Times August 18, 2019 publication of the 1619 Project, 
The NIRJ will present a film discussion series on  
docu-dramas chronicling the history and resistance of 
Africans kidnapped, enslaved, emancipated without 
rights and continuously held down in America 
 

While the first documented resistance took place in 
February 1644 when eleven black servants petitioned 
for their freedom after having served ten years beyond 
their seven year indentured term in New Netherlands 
(New York), our series will begin with discussion of the 
infamous August 1839 mutiny aboard the slave ship, 
Amistad.  Considering that their case was argued by 
John Quincy Adams, the former sixth president of the 
United States, you would think that the subject would 
be taught in every American history class.  Not.   
 

If we are still under “social distancing” guidelines, the 
series will be limited to fifteen participants meeting for 
three hours,  twice weekly for seven weeks.  This is not a 
drive-by conversation.  Final nights for discussion will 
be determined by the series participants.   

continued on page  10 
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The Disposable Other (continued from page 1) 
 

      “What do you have to lose,” he asked.  Our souls, I 
told you.  As it turned out, it was not just the souls of 
black voters to whom his question was posed, it was 
the soul of America, at least the noble notion of its 
“great democracy” core, wherein Black lives never 
mattered. 
 

It is to that appeal that I direct those who have asked 
over the last two months if I was going to write about 
the homicides of Rashard Brooks, Sean Monterossa, 
David AcAtee, Notosha “Tony” McDade, George Floyd, 
Yassin Mohamed, Finan Berhe, Dreasjon “Sean” Reed, 
Steven Demarco Taylor, Breona Taylor and Manuel 
Ellis in Tacoma, Washington who was also held down 
by a police officer’s knee as he cried out “I can’t 
breathe.” All these lives, not just names, eliminated by 
law enforcers, actively valid or not, and all since  
Ahmaud Arbery set out on his fateful February jog.   
 

Manuel Ellis, three months before George Floyd and 
ten years after Rodney Brown, crying out for the 
breath that has been choked from the very life of Black  
America for over four hundred years.  Noose, knees, 
armed clinched choke holds around our necks.  Bullets 
in the bellies and the backs—nearly a hundred known 
in this decade alone.   
 

My 2016 appeal began with the quote of a woman  
protesting the police-killing of an unarmed black man, 
Keith Lamont Scott in Charlotte, North Carolina.  
When asked by a news reporter if violating curfew was 
worth risking going to jail, she responded with an  
unchallenged candor, “I am a black mother of a black 
son, it is worth my life. 
 

“Mama.  Mama.”   
 

We cannot breathe, and in the mantra and memory of 
Ella Baker – a fighting mama of our never-ending 
movement, “we who believe in freedom cannot rest.” 
 

Two days after the world watched George Floyd 
lynched by a knee noosed around his neck purportedly 
over a fake twenty-dollar bill, Peter Manfredonia, a 
white man sought in a kidnapping and double murder 
in Connecticut was peacefully arrested in Maryland 
after a six-day, four state man-hunt. 
 

It is said that Dylan Roof was treated to a Burger King 
meal in route to jail before being booked for the  
massacre of nine black faithfully praying members at 
Mother Emanuel African Methodist Episcopal Church 
in Charleston.  Rashard Brooks was shot down like a 
useless mad dog for falling asleep in a Wendy’s fast 
food line in Atlanta. 

Dylan Roof and Peter Manfredonia are alive, although obvi-
ously never well.  Having been afforded the constitutional 
due process of this nation, they are alive.  Due process,  
unlike the countless black men and women murdered upon 
dark profile.  Driving while black, walking while black,  
sitting while black, jogging while black, buying while black, 
selling while black, breathing while black, and in the case of 
sweet Breona and Rashard, sleeping while black.   

 

They are dead, done with 
and dismembered from 
our being because in the 
eyes of those who carry 
out the legacy and agenda 
of white supremacy, we 
are “the disposable other.” 

 

**** 
When I heard the term, 
gently embedded in the 
narrative of Daniel  

Bennett and Alexander Glustrom’s troubling documentary, 
“Mossville: When Great Trees Fall,” it pierced me to my 
very core.  “The disposable other’.  Yes, that’s what we are 
to those who believe that their “best interest” supersedes 
our very right to exist. 
 

Indeed, the memory of their existence was the tearfully 
spoken plea of the last “hold outs’ of families being dis-
placed from Mossville, a small Louisiana town which their 
ancestors established upon being emancipated from brutal 
chattel slavery four and five generations before.   
 

As the “deal” is cut by a self-serving Governor, a “colored” 
man with no historical connection to the suffering,  
endurance and resilience of their legacy, Mossville families 
are killed off one after the other by the cancerous pollutants 
of the invasion of South African Synthetic Oil Limited.   
Those who refused to sell out were pushed out, if cancer  
did not take them out first.   
 

In the end, just as the mothers of the villages of Secunda 
and Zamdela 
which were 
decimated in 
South Africa by 
the same CO2 
producing  
company, the 
second to last 
Mossville  
inhabitant looks back on what was once a thriving commu-
nity of proud, productive, self-sufficient and resilient black 
people, and with tears streaming down her face exclaims,  
“I want people to know that we existed.” 
 

I feel that way every day as I try to navigate the develop-
ment in and about my neighborhood.   A neighborhood  
under siege as the community displacement corporations 
committed to erecting buildings at the expense of heritages, 
press their way into our existence.  

Shorewaves is a publication of New Myths & Legends  
Productions and Publications, a division of Madiya LTD, 
Cleveland Ohio 44106.  Mittie Imani Jordan, publisher, 
writer, design.  All photographs  by M.I. Jordan unless  
otherwise noted.  © 2020 All rights reserved. 

“As the world rages against anti-
Blackness manifested through polic-
ing, surveillance, and incarceration,  
Mossville widens our scope of anti-
Blackness to show how it emerges in 
the air we breathe—” Danielle Purifoy, 
Scalawag Magazine, June 18, 2020 
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We are told that it is for the sake of “progress,” and we are not 
against progress when it is inclusive.  But “progress” in the eyes 
of the corporate institutional planners and developers, means 
that space has run out for the mega-medical plantations, the 
“greater living” housing and leisure districts, the opportunity 
transportation corridors, the oil refineries and power plants, the 
“best interest” that has already taken out blocks and blocks and 
blocks of black-owned homes and businesses.  Whole neighbor-
hoods.  In some cases, whole villages.  Vanished.  Not a footprint 
left, because in the eyes of those who plan and develop, our black 
lives – let alone our livelihood, do not matter.   We are not worth 
saving, because we are the disposable other.   
 

Other people – 
not dispensa-
ble blacks, are 
allowed to  
remain intact, 
build and grow 
and live in 
peace, passing 
on ideas, 
homes, 
churches, 
schools,  
businesses,  
communities and culture— generation to generation in perpetui-
ty.  Our having been our being and our hopes to be – disposable.    
In the words of Richard Pryor, “You got any dreams?  We want 
those too.”  Tulsa’s Greenwood Archer and Park, Rosewood,  
Chicago’s Bronzeville, Mossville, Zandela, Secunda, D.C.,  
Harlem, Brooklyn, Bedford Stuyvesant, Crenshaw, Baldwin 
Hills, Pittsburgh’s Hill District, Atlanta’s Pittsburgh 4th Ward, 
Syracuse 15th Ward, New Orleans 9th Ward, Cleveland’s Fairfax 
6th, Hough 7th and Glenville 9th – “Don’t forget the Motor City.”  
Throughout the black world – we are disposable.  
 

Within the notion of “Black Lives Matter” there is no discus-
sion of displacement of the disposable on the six o’clock news 
nor in the chambers of political halls.  But, definitely, it is being 
talked about as our privacy is invaded by strangers driving up 
and down our streets taking pictures of our homes; bombarding 
us with letters, post cards, phone calls, text messages from car-
pet baggers pouncing upon us for the purchase of our property 
that’s not even for sale!  They know the plan and they think that 
we are just poor, dumb, black unorganized expendable people 
who don’t know, and even if we do, “so what?”  We’re disposable.   
 

Black lives don’t matter when 
the construction of new properties 
– healthcare, universities, shop-
ping districts, streets – in, around 
and on the black community are 
done without barely a black man 
working.  Billions of dollars of  
construction in our face being 
employed by white men, while  
“the disposable others” push carts 
of recycling metals and tins to 
make a meal, forget about any  
notion of making a living.  

A poignant 
juxtaposition: 

Devils Trucking 
Company lined 
up for a project 
adjacent to our 

church along 
Wade Park  

In 2004, the Fannie 
Lewis Law, named for 
the late Ward 7  
councilwoman, was 
adopted to guarantee 
that predominantly 
black Cleveland resi-
dents were represent-
ed by no less than 
20% of the workforce 
of projects over 
$100,000 receiving 
government funding.   

The law was overturned by the Ohio Supreme Court in Sept. 
2019.  All of these images are of projects taking place in Ward 7 

The last resident fenced in and holding out in Mossville 
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Disposable Other (continued  from page 3) 

 
Cleveland has declared racism as a public health crisis.  I pray that it is not 
just another way for the psycho-sociological and medical health plantations 
to come up with more programs to make money off our black disposable 
backs.   
 

“Progress” provides employment in black communities for white men, while 
programs and income earning avenues that lead to prison or death have been 
the only options for black men.  Eric Garner was selling single cigarettes, for 
which he lost his life.   
 

Ever since a young man lamented to me over twenty years ago about having 
graduated high school with no opportunity other than a temporary summer 
program, I have said it and will continue to do so over and over again:  
“We get programs, they get jobs.”    
 

Black lives don’t matter as we are dying disproportionately in the age of a 
viral pandemic as poor working-class families are left without the privilege of 
social distancing in single-family homes comfortably separated from neigh-
bors.  Poor people are packed in low-income and government subsidized  
cubicles under a common roof, ground level and hi-rise, high density transi-
ent living, moving from place to place on public transportation – right in the 
midst of encroaching “disease control centers”, and at any given moment are 
shift from “pillar to post” when property developers come up with a new plan. 
 

Black lives don’t matter when schools are shut down and the only way 
youth in black neighborhoods can obtain a quality education is by attending 
schools outside of their community.  We too often forget the root issue for 
Oliver Brown as lead plaintiff in Brown vs Board of Education. It was not 
about integration, some all prevailing desire for his daughter Linda to sit in 
school with her white peers.  The underpinning issue for Oliver Brown was 
his daughter's displacement from her residential community in order to  
obtain an equal 
education.  He 
placed before the 
court the undue 
burden of his child 
having to walk six 
blocks, catch a bus 
and ride another 
mile to attend 
Monroe Elemen-
tary School, while 
Sumner Elemen-
tary School was 
seven blocks, only 
one more than her 
initial walk, from 
her home.  Community-focused schools help build community-
focused citizens.   
 

Black lives – nor any lives matter when big businesses are being bailed 
out while poor people are poised to have their utilities turned off, or worst 
yet, being evicted from their homes when those who hold the fate of their 
shelter get over the pandemic period of grace.  Children uprooted, in-between 
academic sessions, unable to return to the comfort of the familiar faces of 
teachers and schoolmates during an already uncertain and unsettling time.  
Not only will many be rendered homeless, but many will also be politically 
voided at a critically important moment in America’s history as they find 
themselves in-between addresses required for voting, especially by mail.   

Supreme Court Chief Justice Warren's Brown vs Board 

opinion to the court begins with recognition of this 

premise: "These cases come to us from the States of 

Kansas, South Carolina, Virginia and Delaware.   

They are premised on different facts and different local     

conditions, but a common legal question justifies their 

consideration together in this consolidated opinion.   

In each of these cases, minors of the  

Negro race, through their legal  

representatives, seek the aid of the 

courts in obtaining admission to the 

public schools of their community… 

on a non-segregated basis." 

Navigating my Neighborhood  

Under Construction 

Wade Park Avenue 

Superior Avenue 

Hough Avenue 
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In a recent review of  
Matthew Desmond’s  

Pulitzer Prize winning book,  
Evicted: Poverty and Profit in the 

American City, Poly Cleveland 
notes: “Today, the coronavirus 

makes the book doubly relevant. 
The impoverished neighbor-

hoods Desmond describes will be the 
hardest hit by the virus and will be-

come even more politically powerless 
as residents’ shifting addresses keep 

them from voting by mail.” 

This is just a miniscule sampling—what I could fit on one scan—of the 
harassing barrage of postcards and letters I get weekly from property 
predators.  This does not include the invasive phone voice and text 
messages.  I had said that I was going to publish all of their names,  
addresses and numbers here, but “ain’t nobody got time for that!” 
 

Not only homeowners, but a low income housing provider boasting 102 
units in my neighborhood has evicted all of its Wade Park tenants after 
having petitioned the City for zoning appeals to build a “community / 
leasing center.”  Many of the families were long-time residents with 
children enrolled in the relatively new elementary school with a play-
ground directly behind the complex, and were active in our church 
community programs.  Copies of 
the flyer below were circulated 
to them.   Of particular note is 
company’s willingness to “travel 
to all Suburbs Day or Evening)”  
With less affordable new hous-
ing development in the area, 
which is also being marketed to 
a new population, many families 
are being relocated away from 
the city—thus away from the most accessible public transportation, the 
largest employers, hospitals, quality groceries, higher educational,  
cultural, hospitality and entertainment districts. 
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 Disposable Other (continued from page 4) 
 

Black lives don’t matter when our voting places are 
closed or moved without warning, and if we make it to 
the displaced polls, our votes are blocked, suppressed, 
uncounted and tossed out. 
 
Black lives don’t matter when curfews are called and 
entire forces are dispatched to protect and serve down-
town businesses while black homeowners, mostly seniors 
– some retired, some still working - laborers, teachers, 
custodians, nurses, artists, bus drivers, caregivers, ware-
house stockers, postal workers, secretaries, pastors, sales 
clerks, and elders who have paid a life-time into city-tax 
bases.  We are left to fend off the bullying of black-on-
black disrespectful disruptors who do not live, pay taxes 
nor vote in the neighborhood – scavengers on the heels 
of property predatory vultures.  Conspired or not, it is a 
pattern that precedes new development.  Unchecked, 
they invade our communities, set up illicit businesses, 
party in the streets blasting loud, vulgar music, drag race 
dirt bikes —all hours, disrupting our work by day and our 
sleep by night, into the wee morning hours, then leaving 
their trash behind.   They do it because they are allowed.  
They know that there is no proactive, preventative plan 
nor patrol that will enforce  disturbance of peace, noise 
nuisance, littering laws or the equal protection promise 
of the 14th section 1 on behalf of the disposable other.  

 
 
Black lives – “from the cradle to the grave,”  
disposable and banished mentally, socially, economi-
cally, intellectually, physically from even being.   
We do not exist in the eyes of the capitalist, supremacist 
colonizer.  They pretend not to see us, hear us – our  
voices, our very existence is muted – individually and 
collectively muted out of the vision and records of poster-
ity.  The very fact that there is a need to celebrate a June 
19th prior to a July 4th is the stark reminder that the  
disposable other was never implied in “we” the people. 
 

These are the actions and inactions against my people 
in my neighborhood, in my city, state and country.  
Indeed, these are the actions against my people through-
out the black world that clearly say to us that our 
Black lives don’t matter!   
 

In the words of Senegal’s late president and poet,  
Leopold Sedhar Senghor, “there is not a corner of the 
earth that does not hold [Africa’s] thumbprint.”  This is  
a reason why the cry for Black Lives Matters resounds on 
the streets of five continents.   
 

The knee of oppression in our necks, the noose of  
racism’s inequality choking out the life and livelihood of 
our very being throughout the world, and yet,  
still we breathe.    

Through the war cries of our indigenous braves who died securing the homeland from the invaders, we breathe 
Through the deceptive deals, false treaties and violence that stole the land, we breathe 
Through the ungodly alliances that kidnapped, sold and dispersed our people into enslavement, we breathe 
Through the lungs of our ancestors who survived the middle-passage, we breathe 
Through the unnamed lost lives scattered along the ocean’s floor, we breathe 
Through the forced removal and tribal trails of frozen bodies, blood and tears, we breath 
Through the massacred who dared ship mutinies and plantation rebellions, we breathe  
Through the pierced, scarred bleeding fingers of the cane and cotton fields, we breathe 
Through the salted wounds of the whip’s lash of the rice fields, we breathe 
Through the silent rapes of the slave-master’s degenerate minds and mirth, we breathe 
Through the lynched, castrated bodies swinging above the rallies of evil, smiling faces, we breathe 
Through the hound chased freedom seekers escaping the hell of bondage, we breathe 
Through the water hosed, billy clubbed, horse trodden civil marchers for equality, we breathe 
Through the brief cased, suit and tie court fought battles for access, we breathe 
Through the no turning back freedom songs of the pounders of miles of pavement, we breathe 
Through the bullet pierced brains of our beloved martyrs, we breathe  
Through the raised fisted righteous indignation of our warriors, we breathe 
Through the caged cries of incarcerated adults and detained youth and children, we breath 
Through the worldwide televised revolution of our Black Lives Matter, we breathe 
 

We who breathe and believe in freedom will not rest until our lives matter.  We breathe the deep breaths of our  
ancestors and the soft sighs of our yet unborn.  We breathe life into the future of our sons and daughters, and grand-
sons and great-granddaughters.  We believe, breathe and fight until freedom comes — indivisible and indispensable, 
one world under God, with life, liberty, the pursuit of peace, prosperity, happiness and justice for all.  So may it be. 
 

~ Mittie Imani Jordan, June 2020 
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Ella’s Song 
By Sweet Honey in the Rock 
 

We who believe in freedom cannot rest 
We who believe in freedom cannot rest until it comes 
 

Until the killing of black men, black mothers' sons 
Is as important as the killing of white men,  
white mothers' sons 
 

We who believe in freedom cannot rest 
We who believe in freedom cannot rest until it comes 
 

That which touches me most 
Is that I had a chance to work with people 
Passing on to others that which was passed on to me 
 

To me young people come first 
They have the courage where we fail 
And if I can but shed some light  
as they carry us through the gale 
 

The older I get the better I know that  
the secret of my going on 
Is when the reins are in the hands of the young,  
who dare to run against the storm 
 

Not needing to clutch for power 
Not needing the light just to shine on me 
I need to be one in the number as  
we stand against tyranny 
 

Struggling myself don't mean a whole lot,  
I've come to realize 
That teaching others to stand up and fight  
is the only way my struggle survives 
 

I'm a woman who speaks in a voice  
and I must be heard 
At times I can be quite difficult,  
I'll bow to no man's word 
 

We who believe in freedom cannot rest 
We who believe in freedom cannot rest until it comes 

 
(Link to Sweet Honey and the Rock performance  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LoPofPzkJ4U) 

When Great Trees Fall 
By Maya Angelou  

When great trees fall, 
rocks on distant hills shudder,  
lions hunker down in tall grasses, 
and even elephants slumber after safety. 
 

When great trees fall in forests,  
small things recoil into silence, 
their senses eroded beyond fear. 
 

When great souls die, 
the air around us become slight,  
rare, sterile.  We breathe, briefly. 
Our eyes, briefly, see with a hurtful clarity. 
Our memory, suddenly sharpened, 
examines, gnaws on kind words unsaid, 
promised walks never taken. 
 

Great souls die and our reality,  
bound to them, takes leave of us. 
Our souls, dependent upon their nurture,  
now shrink, wizened. 
Our minds, formed and informed  
by their radiance, fall away. 
We are not so much maddened as reduced  
to the unutterable ignorance of dark, cold caves. 
 

And when great souls die,  
after a period peace blooms, 
slowly and always irregularly.  

Spaces fill with a kind of  
soothing electric vibration. 
Our senses, restored, never to be the same,  
whisper to us. They existed.  
They existed. We can be.  
Be and be better. For they existed. 
 

Copyright © 2015 by The Estate of Maya Angelou 
All rights reserved.  Published in the United States by 
Random House, an imprint and division of Penguin 
Random House LLC, New York.  
 

Angelou’s poem inspired the title for the docu-
mentary Mossville: When Great Trees Fall.   
Mossville Review by Scalawag Magazine 
https://www.scalawagmagazine.org/2020/06/
mossville-film-review/ 

Take a moment to visit our website to listen to the amazing arrangement 

and passional musical prayer of “Kumbaya” by the Soweto Gospel Choir,  

Photo: St. Paul Episcopal by the Sea,  

Jacksonville Beach, Florida, December 16, 2018   

Mural inside Stacy Ryan’s fenced in Mossville yard 

https://www.scalawagmagazine.org/2020/06/mossville-film-review/
https://www.scalawagmagazine.org/2020/06/mossville-film-review/
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95.* Rashard Brooks, 27 – June 12, 2020, Atlanta, GA 
94.* Sean Monterrossa, 22 – June 2, 2020, Vallejo, CA 
93. David McAtee, 53 – June 1, 2020, Louisville, KY 
92. “Tony” McDade, 38 - May 27, 2020, Tallahassee, FL 
91. George Floyd, 46 - May 25, 2020 Minneapolis, MN 
90. Yassin Mohamed, 47 - May 9, 2020, Claxton, GA 
89. Finan H. Berhe, 30 - May 8, 2020, White Oak, MD 
88. Dreasjon “Sean” Reed, 21 - May 6, 2020, Indinapolis, IN 
87. Steven D. Taylor, 33 - April 18, 2020, San Leandro, CA 
86* Breona Taylor, 26 – March 13, 2020, Louisville, KY  
85* Manual Ellis, 33 – March 3, 2020, Tacoma WA 
84* Ahmaud Arbery, February 23, 2020, Brunswick, GA 
83. Darius Jarell Tarver, 23 – January 21, 2020 Denton, TX 
82. Ariane McCree, 28 - November 23, 2019, Chester, SC  
81. Miles Hall, 23, June 2, 2019, San Francisco, CA 
80. William Green, 43 - January 27, 2020, MD 
79. Samuel Mallard, 19 – January 16, 2020 Powder Springs, GA 
78. Kwame Jones, 17 – January 5, 2020, Jacksonville, FL 
77. Jamee Johnson, 22 – December 14, 2019, Jacksonville FL 
76. Michael Dean, 28 – December 3, 2019, Temple, TX 
75*. Elijah McClain, 23 – August 24-30, 2019, Aurora CO 
74. De’von Bailey, 19 – August 3, 2019, Colorado Springs, CO 
73. Christopher Whitfield, 31 – October 14, 2019, Ethel, LA 
72 Eric Logan, 54 –  June 16, 2019, South Bend, IN 
71. Brandon Webber, 20 – June 12, 2019 Memphis, TN 
70. JaQuavion T. Slaton, 20 – June 9, 2019, Fort Worth, TX 
69. Ryan Twyman, 24 – June 6, 2019, Los Angeles, CA 
68. Willie McCoy, 20 – February 9, 2019, Vallejo, CA 
67. Jimmy Atchison, 21 – January 22, 2019, Atlanta, GA 
66. D’ettrick Griffin, 18 – January 15, 2019, Atlanta, GA 
65. Jonathan Hart, 21 – December 4, 2018, Los Angeles, CA 
64. Emantic Bradford Jr. 21 - November 23, 2018, Hoover, AL 
63. Jemel Roberson, 26 – November 11, 2018, Oak Lawn, IL 
62. DeAndre Ballard, 23 – September 18, 2018, Durham, NC 
61. Botham Shem Jean, 26 – September 6, 2018, Dallas, TX 
60. Robert White, 41 – June 11, 2018, Silver Spring, MD 
59. Maurice Granton, 24 – June 6, 2018, Chicago, IL 
58. Danny Ray Thomas, 34 – March 22, 2018, Houston, TX 
57. Stephon Clark, 22 - March 18, 2018, Sacramento, CA 
56. Patrick Harmon, 50 – August 13, 2017, Salt Lake City, UT 
55. DeJuan Guillory, 27 – July 6, 2017, Mamou, LA 
54. Jordan Edwards, 15 – April 29, 2017, Balch Springs, TX 
53. Alfred Olango, 38 – September 27, 2016, El Cajon, CA 
52. Keith Scott, 43 – September 20, 2016, Charlotte, NC 
51. Terence Crutcher, 40 – September 16, 2016, Tulsa, OK 
50* Tawon Boyd, 21 – September 22, 2016, Middle River, MD 
49* Tyree King, 13 – September 14, 2016, Columbus, OH 
48. Terrence Sterling, 31 – September 11, 2016, DC 
47 Jamarion Robinson, 26 – August 5, 2016, East Point, GA 

46. Philando Castile, 32 - July 6, 2016, Falcon Heights, MN 
45. Alton Sterling, 37 – July 5, 2016, Baton Rouge, LA 
44. Akiel Denkins, 24 – February 29, 2016, Raleigh, NC 
43. Gregory Gunn, 58 – February 5, 2016, Montgomery, AL 
42. Quintonio LeGrier, 19 – December 26, 2015, Chicago, IL 
41. Mario Woods, 26 – December 2, 2015, San Francisco, CA 
40. Jamar Clark, 24 – November 15, 2015, Minneapolis, MN 
39. Christian Taylor, 19 – August 7, 2015, Arlington, TX 
38. Samuel DuBose, 43 – July 19, 2015, Cincinnati, OH 
37* Sandra Bland, 28 – July 13, 2015, Hemptstead, TX 
36. Brendon Glenn, 29 – May 5, 2015, Los Angeles, CA 
35. Freddie Gray, 25 – April 19, 2015, Baltimore, MD 
34. Walter Scott, 50 – April 4, 2015, North Charleston, SC 
33. Anthony Hill, 26, March 9, 2015, Chamblee, GA 
32. Tony Robinson, 19 – March 6, 2015, Madison, WI 
31. Charly Keunang, 43 – March 1, 2015, Los Angeles, CA 
30. Jerame Reid, 36 – December 30, 2014, Bridgeton, NJ 
29. Rumain Brisbon, 34 – December 2, 2014, Phoenix, AZ 
28. Tamir Rice, 12 – November 22, 2014, Cleveland, OH 
27. Akai Gurley, 28 – November 20, 2014, New York, NY 
26* Tanisha Anderson, 37 – Novembe 13, 2014 Cleveland, OH 
25. Laquan McDonald, 17 – October 20, 2014, Chicago, IL 
24* Darrien Hunt, 22 – Sept10, 2014, Saratoga Springs, UT 
23. Kajieme Powell, 25 – August 19, 2014, St. Louis, MO 
22. Dante Parker, 36 – August 12, 2014 San Bernardino, CA 
21. Ezell Ford, 25 – August 11, 2014, Florence, CA 
20. Michael Brown, 18 – August 9, 2014, Ferguson, MO 
19. John Crawford lll, 22 – August 5, 2014, Dayton, OH 
18. Eric Garner, 43 – July 17, 2014, Staten Island, NY 
17. Dontre Hamilton, 31 - April 30, 2014, Milwaukee, WI 
16. Victor White lll, 22 – March 3, 2014, Iberia Parish, LA 
15. Jordan Baker, 26 – January 16, 2014, Houston, TX 
14. Gregory Hill Jr., 30 – January 14, 2014, Fort Pierce, FL 
13. Jonathan Ferrell, 24 – September 14, 2013, Charlotte, NC 
12. Larry Jackson Jr., 32 – July 26, 2013, Austin, TX 
11. Terrance Franklin, 22 – May 10, 2013, Minneapolis, MN 
9—10* Timothy Russell, 43 and Malissa Williams, 30 -  
 November 29, 2012, East Cleveland, OH 
8. Kendreck McDade, 19 – March 24, 2012, , Pasadena, CA 
7* Rekia Boyd, 22 - March 22, 2012, Chicago, IL 
6. Wendell Allen, 20 – March 7, 2012, New Orleans, LA 
5. Trayvon Martin, 17 – February 26, 2012, Sanford, FL 
4. Manuel Loggins Jr., 31 – Feb 7, 2012, San Clemente, CA 
3. Ramarley Graham, 18 – February 2, 2012, Bronx, NY 
2. Anthony Lamar Smith, 24 – Dec 20, 2011, St. Louis, MO 
1* Rodney Brown, 40—December 31, 2010, Cleveland, OH 
 

 https://newsone.com/playlist/black-men-boy-who-were-
killed-by-police/item/1 

Read, weep and pray their names 
NewsOne produced a list of black men killed by police and vigilantes over the past decade which did not include women, nor a 

few other significant or more recent names.  I have updated and added the ones I know of to the list with a designated asterisk.  

There is a link to the NewsOne list with brief descriptions of their deaths at the end.  California 15, Texas 10, Georgia 8, Ohio 8, 

Florida 5, Illinois 5, Louisiana 5, Maryland 5, Minnesota 4, New York 4, Alabama 2, Colorado 2, Indiana 2, Kentucky 2, Missouri 

3, New York 3, South Carolina 2, Utah 2, Wisconsin 2, Arizona 1, DC 1, New Jersey 1, Oklahoma 1, Tennessee 1, Washington 1 

https://newsone.com/playlist/black-men-boy-who-were-killed-by-police/item/1
https://newsone.com/playlist/black-men-boy-who-were-killed-by-police/item/1
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#HandCountTheVote 
 

In 2006,  
Kumbaya on 
the Shore’s  
predecessor, 
Deuteronomy 
8:3 Café Books 
& Music hosted 
a screening of 
Hacking Democracy, a docu-
mentary filmed over three years 
following members of Black Box 
Voting, the non-profit election 
watchdog investigating anoma-
lies and irregularities that   
occurred with electronic voting 
systems during the 2000 and 
2004 elections in the United 
States, particularly those made 
by Diebold Election Systems.   
 

After Black Box Voting’s Bev 
Harris and Kathleen Wynne 
captured live video of finding 
voting machine records in a 
Volusia County Florida trash 
bag, and of Ohio’s Cuyahoga 
County elections workers  
admitting that the initial 3%  
recount ballots had not been 
randomly selected during the 
2004 presidential election, they 
enlisted the help of computer 
science experts to embark on a 
series of five voting machine 
hack tests. During the course of 
the documentary, multiple 
methods of corrupting election 
results are revealed. 
 

While selling the machines to  
Dominion Voting Systems in 
2010, Diebold machines are still 
used in 28 states with the same 
hackable software.    
 

It does not matter how we vote, 
by mail or in person, if the  
scanners that count our votes 
are vulnerable, we cannot be 
assured a fair election.   
 

Hacking Democracy can be 
viewed on line at  
www.hackingdemocracy.com 

In the Ladybug Gallery 

Inspiration! Yes We Can!  Yes We Did! 
Nomination, Election & Inauguration of  

President Barack H. Obama 



10 

 

 

We Still Can’t 
Save the Date but 

We Can Keep  
The Thought! 

 

First Thursdays 
With  

 

 Reggie Kelly  
& Dave Thomas 

 
 

In the Kumbaya Café 
(Just as soon as the viral air clears!) 

NIRJ Resistance! Film Series (continued from page 1) 
 

The series will include the screening and discussion of 13 
docu-dramas coverings significant movements of resistance 
between 1839 to 1965.   As always, discussions will be  
guided by area academics and members of the NIRJ Board. 
 

If you are interested in participating in the series, email us at 
rjusticeinc@aol.com.  We will follow-up with a survey to 
help determine a consensus for meeting days and times.   
Given the response, we may engage more than one group, 
twice weekly. 
 

Established as an outgrowth of Deuteronomy 8:3 Café Books 
& Music’s Restorative Justice Initiative’s three summits on 
the Thirteenth Amendment and the Prison Industrial  
Complex beginning in 2004, The National Institute for 
Restorative  Justice incorporated in March 2011 for the 
purpose of educating for advocacy.  The Institute’s  
primary focus is on social, economic and legal justice. 

Photo descriptions / credits 
Page 2: Chained lower entryway gate at Mother Emanuel, MIJ, 
Charleston, South Carolina, June 2016 
Page 3 Left and Right Bottom: Cleveland’s Wade Park / Superior 
neighborhood.  White construction workers  MIJ, June 2020; 
Black man hustling scrap  MIJ, 2019 
Page 3 Right top—Stacy Ryan’s fenced in home. Promotional  
photo for Mossville: When Great Trees Fall;  
Page 4: Superior /Wade Park / Hough area road closing and  
detours MIJ, June 2020 
Page 5: Property predator notices and signs, Wade Park Avenue 
Kenmore Commons closings and construction, Hough Avenue’s 
Axios at Ansel leasing sign.  MIJ June 2020 
Page 6: Cincinnati, Ohio Black Lives Matter street mural, WCPO 9  
Page 7: Top: Stacy Ryan’s mural Promotional photo for Mossville: 
When Great Trees Fall; Bottom: Soweto Gospel Choir, MIJ  
Page 8: MIJ Obama campaign memorabilia and photographs 
Page 9: Kumbaya on the Shore scenes MIJ 2020 

Friends of Kumbaya  
$10 Stimulus Package Appeal 

& Shorewaves Printed Edition 
 

Friends, please consider a subscription to our 
printed publication of 
Shorewaves, which you can 
receive by post or pdf for a 
monthly contributor of 
$10, or the equivalent of a 
$120 one time gift.  The 
printed edition enables design 
and layout that cannot be 
achieved with our email news-
letter platform.   
 

We are especially in need of 
your financial support while 
we are preparing to hopefully reopen in mid-July, yet 
still must meet our  monthly overhead expenses.   
 

Whatever you can do, less or more, it will be 
greatly appreciated and prudently applied  
toward moving us not only to self-sufficiency but also 
positioning us to “pay it forward.”   
 
There are five safe ways you can contribute to 
our Friends Fund: 
 

Online at  
www.gofundme.com/kumbaya-please 
 

By phone using Cash App $KumbayaShore 
 

By using Zelle to rsourceinc@aol.com 
 

By bank card processing in the store or over the phone 
with me at 216.376.9692 
 

By good old fashion check and mail to Kumbaya on 
the Shore, 15226 Lakeshore Boulevard, Cleveland 
44110 
  

I am thanking you in advance for your kind 
consideration to add your name to our  list of  

Faithful Friends of Kumbaya! 

http://www.gofundme.com/kumbaya-please
mailto:rsourceinc@aol.com

