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Ladybug Lessons, Lyrics & Litanies: 1619.  1986. Yes We Did!  

This Month at Kumbaya 
National Institute for Restorative Justice New York Times 1619 Project Discussion Series 

Save the Date!   
Valentine’s Day Dinner & Concert with Jazz Balladeer Reggie Kelly  

The National Institute for 
Restorative Justice 

New York Times 
1619 Project 

Discussion Series 
Tuesdays & Thursdays 

January 28—February 27, 2020 
 

On August 18, 2019, the New York Times launched its groundbreak-
ing 1619 Project, a special edition magazine and subsequent audio 
series on the historic landing and legacy of the first documented  
Africans in America.  Operative word, documented. 
 

Inspired and introduced by NYT staff writer Nicole Hanna Jones,  
the Magazine includes 32 essays and musing researched and written 
by journalists and scholars covering topics from the historic Middle  
Passage to modern day Atlanta traffic jams. 
 

Beginning January 28 through the commonly designated 
Black History Month, The National Institute for Restorative  
Justice,  in partnership with Kumbaya on the Shore, will host a six-
week  discussion series on these writings under the guidance of 
justice advocates, researchers, educators and authors on the topics. 
 

Keeping true to our commitment of  “Educating for Advocacy”  
the 1619 discussion series is for the purpose of providing us with  
the knowledge, framework, inspiration and courage to educate  
and organize leadership for proactive and sustainable restorative  
justice engagement.      

continued on page 2  

Mittie Imani Dreamweaver’s 

Ladybug Lessons, Lyrics & Litanies 

1619. 1986. Yes We Did! 

Sometimes, things 
just fall together and 
flow right into place. 
Like, preparing for 
the launching of the 
1619 Project  
discussion series and 
screening Boycott in 

remembrance of the life and legacy of Martin 
Luther King, Jr, with one of the opening  
scenes depicting his penning a speech with 
the words “in 1619 the first Negros…” 
 

The excerpt is from his speech presented to 
the First Annual Institute on Nonviolence 
and Social Change held in 1956 in Montgom-
ery, Alabama.   I’ve teased you with a tad of 
its opening paragraphs on page 5.  They are 
the words of King that you don’t hear echoed 
during the celebrated day, or ever. 
 

There have been other alignments during 
these past two weeks as America sanctions 
“thinking black” through the days surround-
ing the national observance leading into our  
 

continued on page 3 
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1619 Series Continued from page 1 

The series is free and open to the public.  We are posting the schedule with topic overviews and guides below.   
Details are provided on both the NIRJ and Kumbaya websites.  You may register for all or part of the series by 
providing your name and contact information at rjusticeinc@aol.com, or by completing the inquiry form  
on the Justice Campaign page at www.restorativejusticeinstitute.org, where you can also read about our 
fourteen previous discussion series and summits presented over the past sixteen years.  Registration is required 
for preparation of study materials which will be distributed during the orientation.  We hope that you will join us for 
these challenging, yet enlightening discussions on the shore. 
 

Faithfully ~ Mittie Imani Jordan, Chair, The National Institute for Restorative Justice 

Tuesday, January 28, 2020 
Orientation, Introductions, Distribution of  

Materials: NIRJ Board and Participants 
 

Thursday, January 30, 2020 

Slavery, Power and the  

Human Cost: 1455—1775 

by Mary Elliott & Jazmine Hughes 

Sugar by Khalil Gibran Muhammad 
 

Mississippi Charles Bevel 
Board of Directors, NIRJ 

Performing Artist 

Civil & Human Rights Advocate 

MA Law Candidate,  

Cleveland State University 
 

Period Overview, Queen Nzinga, Cultivating 

Wealth and Power, Race Encoded Into Law, 

Continual Resistance, Means of Control, 

Memory & Placemaking, The Deadly  

Commodity (Sugar) 
 

Tuesday, February 4, 2020 

The Limits of Freedom: 1776—1808  

by Mary Elliot & Jazmine Hughes 
 

Mittie Imani Jordan 
Founding Chair, NIRJ   

Owner, Madiya Ltd: Kumbaya 

on the Shore, New Myths & 

Legends Productions &  

Publications 

AB Smith College 
 

Period Overview, Describing the Depravity 

of Slavery, She Sued for Her Freedom,  

God Wouldn’t Want Segregated Sanctuaries, 

A Powerful Letter, The Destructive Impact 

of the Cotton Gin.  
 

Thursday, February 6, 2020 

A Slave Nation Fights for Freedom: 

1809—1865 

by Mary Elliot & Jasmine Hughes 
 

Zachery R. Williams 
Vice Chair, NIRJ 

Scholar, Educator and Author 

BA Clemson University 

PhD Bowling Green State  

University 

Period Overview, By Black  

People for Black People, A Woman  

Bequeathed , Generations of Enslavement, 

Liberation Theology,  The Slave Patrols, 

Growing National Tension, Enlisting in a 

Moral Fight, Always on Your Person,  

One Family’s Ledger, Freedom Begins  
 

Tuesday, February 11, 2020 

The Idea of America 

by Nikole Hannah-Jones 
 

Dolores Person Lairet 
Board of Directors, NIRJ 

Retired Professor of French, 

Francophone Caribbean  & 

Russian Literature  

AB Wheaton College 

AM Middlebury College 

PhD Case Western Reserve  
 

Sidebar: Chained migration: How Slavery 

Made Its Way West by Tiya Miles 
 

Thursday, February 13, 2020 

Undemocratic Democracy  

by Jamelle Bouie  
 

Cedric Merlin Powell 
National Board of Advisors, 

NIRJ, Wyatt, Tarrant & 

Combs Professor of Law,  

University of Louisville 

Brandeis School of Law 

BA Oberlin College 

JD New York University 

School of Law 
 

Sidebar: Rainbow Coalition by Kiese  

Laymon  

 

Tuesday, February 18, 2020 

American Popular Music  

by Wesley Morris   
 

Van AnthonyAmos 
Board of Directors, NIRJ 

Educator,  Black Studies  

& Culture Programmer  

BA, M.Ed  

Kent State University  
  

Thursday, February20, 2020 

Capitalism by Matthew Desmond 
 

James E. Page 
Board of Directors, NIRJ 

Community Activist  

Astrologer, Philosopher  

Yoruba Priest 

BA Cleveland State Univ 
 

Sidebars: Mortgaging the Future: The North

-South rift led to a piecemeal system of bank 

regulation by Mehrsa Baradaran, Good as 

Gold: In Lincoln’s wartime “greenbacks,” a 

preview of the 20th-century rise of flat  

currency by Mehrsa Baradaran, Fabric of 

Modernity: How Southern cotton became the 

cornerstone of a new global commodities 

trade by Mehrsa Baradaran, Municipal 

Bonds: How Slavery Built Wall Street by 

Tyra Miles The Wealth Gap by Trymaine 

Lee, Traffic by Kevin M. Kruse    
 

Tuesday, February 25, 2020 

Mass Incarceration  

by Bryan Stevenson 
  

D. Anthony Everett 
Lead Pastor, University  

Circle United Methodist 

Church, Lecturer, Christian 

Social Activist,  

BS Paul Quinn College 

MDiv Perkins School of  

Theology, DMin Candidate  

United Theological Seminary 
 

Thursday, February 27, 2020 

Why We Can’t Teach This 

by Nikita Stewart 
 

Gillian Johns 
Board of Directors, NIRJ 

Associate Professor and Chair 

Oberlin College  

Department of English 

BA Slippery Rock University  

MA PhD Temple University   
 

Auburn Shaeffer Sandstrom 
 

Adjunct Professor, Cleve State 

University, Educator / Writer  

BA University of Michigan 

PhD Candidate,  

Cleveland State University 

 

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. 
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Ladybug Lesson Continued from page 1 

 

socially prescribed period of expounding on our history.   
Our history.  Inclusive of all Americans, like it or not. 
 

Over the past two weeks, congregations in Cleveland and 
elsewhere have been gathering in movie theaters for the 
screening of Just Mercy, the stirring story of the  
relentless and heroic legal work of Bryan Stevenson to 
exonerate wrongfully convicted felons.  His 1619 Project 
essay on mass incarceration will be discussed on the last 
Tuesday of our series. 
 

On last Friday before the official holiday, Case Western 
Reserve University held its annual King Convocation 
with an address by Khalil Gibran Muhammad, Harvard 
professor of History, Race and Public Policy and former 
director of the Schomburg Center for Research in Black 
Culture.  His 1619 Project essay on sugar is included for 
discussion in our opening session. 

 

He unknowingly promoted our 
series by mentioning the 1619 
Project twice during his 
speech, with some folk not 
having a clue as to what he was 
talking about until my tri-fold 
marketing brochure found its 
way into their hand.  Thank 
you, Professor Muhammad – 
folk I had missed on their way 

out, came rushing back to grab one – and “another for 
my friend.”  Now, as Reverend Dr. Holmes would say, 
“let’s see.”  (Photo of Muhammad & Jordan by Anthony Everett) 
 

“There comes a time when people get tired of  
being trampled over by the iron feet of  
oppression.  There comes a time when people  
get tired of being plunged across the abyss of  
exploitation where they experience the bleakness 
of nagging despair. There comes a time when 
people get tired of being pushed out of the  
glittering sunlight of life’s July and left standing 
in the piercing chill of an Alpine November.” 

Martin Luther King, Jr. 
“Facing the Challenge of a New Age” 

 

*** 
 

I remember exactly where I was and what I was doing on 
November 2, 1983 when the announcement came across 
the radio waves that Ronald Reagan had signed into law 
a National Holiday honoring Martin Luther King, Jr.  
I was in a rental car, on a Mississippi State Route road, 
headed from the airport into Jackson on a recruiting visit 
for Oberlin College.   When the breaking news interrupt-
ed programming, my first response was one of sheer  
elation.  I cheered with joy and bounced in my seat as  
the news was followed by Stevie Wonder’s rallying song, 
“Happy Birthday To You!”   
 

Then it hit me.  I was in the deep, deep Dixie south, 
where surely there would be some disgruntled souls.   

I started praying for protection and prepared to be  
cautious as I checked into the Jackson Sheraton Hotel.  
To my amazement, I was greeted with smiles and the 
most pleasant hospitality.  Either they didn’t know,  
didn’t oppose it, or didn’t care.   
 

It had been fifteen years in the making since United 
States Representative John Conyers of Michigan had first 
proposed the bill on the House floor in 1968 following 
Reverend King’s assassination.  Losing the bid, Conyers 
did not retreat.  Eleven years later, supported with bipar-
tisan sponsorship of Republican Senator Edward Brooke 
of Massachusetts, the bill came to a Congressional vote 
in 1979 with only five votes shy of passage.   
 

Then the American people went to work.   
 

Championed by Coretta Scott King, a public petition 
went into circulation in 1980, undergirded by a Rally  
for Peace Press Conference with the unleashing of Stevie 
Wonder’s commemorative anthem.  The song quickly 
rose to the top of the chart, becoming a nationwide  
resounding chorus of appeal.  Six million signatures were 
collected, the largest number in history at the time, and 
beyond.  The power of the people sealed the deal. 
“Yes, we can.”  Hold that thought. 
 

With the urging of labor unions for a “day of absence” 
from work in honor of Dr. King’s birthday, and a growing 
number of local celebrations throughout the country, the 
news media became a willing accomplice in promoting 
efforts for the bill. 
 

My first notable celebration came when my friend  
Yoki enlisted my participation in “a little something 
we’re doing for Daddy’s birthday at Wheat Street  
Baptist Church.”    
 

It was 1978 and I was new to Atlanta, working as director 
of the Artist-in-Residence Program for the Department 
of Cultural Affairs.  Yoki’s cousin Alveda wanted to  
perform a scene between the mother and daughter in 
Lorraine Hansberry’s “A Raisin in the Sun” for the arts 
heritage celebration.  Having played the benevolent wife, 
Ruth in high school, I was eager to have a shot at  
portraying the progressive and feisty daughter, Beneatha, 
if only for a scene.  The big slap by Momma scene, no 
less.  I took it like a soldier! 
 

Since our days together as theater majors at Smith  
College, Yoki and I were always dragging each other into 
something bigger than we thought by claiming it to be “a 
little something.”  Organized by Yoki’s aunt, Edythe Scott 
Bagley, then a professor of theater arts at Cheney State in 
Pennsylvania (arguably America’s first historically black 
college - founded in 1837), I arrived on the evening of the 
program to discover that the event was anything but  
little.  In fact, it was the King Center’s Tenth Annual 
Birthday Observance, with network news trucks with  
satellite disc everywhere in preparation for national 
broadcast coverage.   
 

continued on page 4 
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Ladybug Lesson continued from page 3 
 

Having my named checked off the approved list, I entered 
the church and was directed to a room where “Aunt 
Edythe” gave us our instructions and programs.  And 
there our scene was, sandwiched between performances 
by the Alvin Ailey Dancers and Stephanie Mills, fresh off 
her Tony award-winning performance in the Broadway 
musical production of The Wiz.   
 

Ozzie Davis, Ruby Dee, Nancy Wilson, Lerone Bennett, 
Alex Haley, and sitting front row center with Mrs. King, 
Cicely Tyson and Paul Winfield, the stars of the TV mini-
series, “King,” which was in post-production.  It was a 
“who’s who” of black arts and culture with me, a “guess 
who” on the side.    
 

Twenty-eight years later I would find myself prominently 
placed in the same mix at Yoki’s request that I, along with 
five other Smith mates serve as hostesses for the Coretta 
Scott King Memorial Concert on the day before her funer-
al.  After Gail and I performed our duty of escorting Yoki 
and her siblings into Ebenezer’s New Horizon sanctuary, 
the coordinator had instructed us to turn and sit at the 
end of the front pew, right of the center row.    
 

I couldn’t do it.  I defied the instructions when I realized 
that in doing so I would have sat right in front of a wheel-
chair bound Edythe, grieving the loss of her baby sister 
and dearest friend.   It was inappropriate.  Rather, Gail 
and I moved to the opposite end of the row, and soon 
joined by Ms. Mills and Ms. Tyson, but not before the in-
famous Ms. Winfrey sat down next to me.  Another story, 
for another day.   

 

Two years later, Ms. 
Tyson and I stood  
silently next to each 
other in the same 
sanctuary, staring, in 
disbelief still, at the 
beautiful, enlarged 
picture of our dear 
Yoki following the 
service for her  
memorial.    

Snatched away from us at the tender age of 51. 
 

*** 
A tender age.  I was thirteen when I stood in the long line 
with my father at Olivet Institutional Baptist Church, 
waiting for our turn to just shake his hand.  Everything 
just seemed to be so big: the sanctuary, the crowd, the 
moment in history.   
 

It was 1965, and I don’t know if my father had tried to 
weave his way through the crowd of over ten thousand in 
our own neighborhood trying to get in to see King at Cory 
United Methodist Church two years earlier in 1963.  But I 
clearly remember him saying that we would be able to get 
a seat at Olivet where my cousin, his niece Mildred was a 
long-standing member of the Usher Board, and would be 

looking out for us at the door.  But then, there was the 
long line of waiting well-wishers following his speech.   
A speech of which I have absolutely no recall.  Not a clue 
what he said, but I will never forget the moment that  
followed. 
 

The line seemed never ending, surely hundreds before,  
hundreds  
behind.  My 
squinting and 
squirting trying 
to get a glimpse 
of him through 
all those bodies 
ahead.  We 
inched closer, 
and closer, and 
finally he was  

in full sight, Martin Luther King, Jr. standing there at  
the foot of the pulpit, graciously greeting every long-
waiting soul.   
 

Striking me first, was the fact that this giant was, actually 
small.  Placing it into the perspective of Jordan men, at 
6’2, my father was one of the shortest in my family.  So, 
the closer I got to this bigger than life persona from our 
television screen, the more reality kicked in.  At 5’7 - my 
height today - in my world of towering men, this giant 
was short.   But his physical stature soon dissipated,  
overshadowed beneath the power of his passionate  
presence as he took my little hand.   
 

I don’t remember the words he and my father exchanged, 
but I remember his smile.  I remember his eyes.   
 

I could have never known that in that touching I was  
connecting to the immortal residual of his very own flesh: 
his Yoki, his Coretta, his “Daddy King” and Aunt Woodie 
insisting twelve years later that she could get my  
dreadlocks loose.    
 

Other than on television, I never saw him again.   
We never saw him again.   Snuffed out and snatched away 
at the too tender age of 39. 

*** 
On August 2, 1983, a bill sponsored by first year  
Congresswoman Katie Beatrice Hall of Indiana was  
successfully argued on the House floor and supported by 
a 338 to 90 favorable vote.  Despite a filibuster by a 
southern legislator whose name I won’t even invoke,  
accompanied by his 300-page document demonizing  
Dr. King, the Senate followed suit, passing the bill by  
78 to 22 votes.  Three months later, Representative Hall 
joined Mrs. King in the White House Rose Garden as 
President Ronald Reagan signed the bill into law.  It  
became the first American national holiday to honor a 
private citizen and, along with George Washington Day 
and Columbus Day, one of only three U.S. holidays 
named for individuals.  The observance went into effect 
on January 20, 1986. 

*** 
continued on page 5 

USA Today photo of MIJ at Coretta 
Scott King’s grave February 8, 2006 

King at Cory UMC , Cleveland Memory Project 
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Ladybug Lesson continued from page 4 
 

*** 
Hold that thought.  “Yes, we can!”   
 

“So in the midst of their tiredness these 
people decided to rise up and protest 
against injustice...”   
 

Six million signatures made the difference, got the  
attention of Congress and made the case.  Maybe it’s 
time for us to pick up the pen and sign our name.  If not 
by pounding the pavement with petitions, at least by 
inundating the Senate mail, or blowing up the phones! 

United States Senate  
c/o Ms. Julie E. Adams, Secretary 
Washington, D.C. 20510 
 

Regarding the Senate Trial for the Impeachment 
of Donald John Trump: 
 

As one of the “American People” on whose  
behalf you repeatedly proclaim to represent,  
I support the call for witnesses with knowledge 
relevant to the Senate proceedings, especially 
“first-hand witnesses” from the Executive 
Branch:  White House Chief of Staff Mick  
Mulvaney, former national security adviser  
John Bolton, White House aide Robert Blair  
and White House budget official Michael Duffey.  
As well, related documents should be subpoe-
naed, and the judicial integrity of the presiding 
Chief Justice of our highest court should be  
entrusted to summon both witnesses and  
documents, should he deem them relevant to  
the trial.   
 

(Your name and zip code) 
cc: Office of Senator (yours) 

 

U. S. Capitol Switchboard (202) 224-3121. 
 

Yes, we did.  Yes, we can again. 
 

I look forward to seeing you on the Shore. 
 

~ Mittie Imani 

Excerpts from the opening paragraphs of “Facing the 

Challenge of a New Age”   December 1956,  

Montgomery Alabama.  Reprinted in A Testament of 

Hope: The Essential Writings and Speeches of  

Martin Luther King, Jr. HarperCollins, Publisher, 1991  
 

“Those of us who live in the twentieth century are  

privileged to live in one of the most momentous periods  

of human history.  It is an exciting age filled with hope.   

It is an age in which a new social order is being born.   

We stand today between two worlds – the dying old and  

the emerging new.” 
 

“We are all familiar with the old order that is passing away.  

We have lived with it for many years.  We have seen it in 

its international aspect, in the form of colonialism and  

imperialism.  There are approximately two billion, four 

hundred million (2,400,000,000) people in the world, and 

the vast majority of these people are colored – about one 

billion six hundred million (1,600,000,000) of the people in 

the world are colored.  Fifty years ago, or even twenty-five 

years ago, most of these one billion six hundred million 

people lived under the yoke of some foreign power. “ 
 

“But there comes a time when people get tired.  There 

comes a time when people get tired of being trampled over 

by the iron feet of oppression.  There comes a time when 

people get tired of being plunged across the abyss of  

exploitation where they experience the bleakness of  

nagging despair. There comes a time when people get tired 

of being pushed out of the glittering sunlight of life’s July 

and left standing in the piercing chill of an Alpine  

November.   So, in the midst of their tiredness these people 

decided to rise up and protest against injustice… As they 

look back, they see the old order of colonialism and  

imperialism passing away and the new order of freedom 

and justice coming into being. 
 

We have also seen the old order in our nation, in the form 

of segregation and discrimination.  We know something of 

the long history of this old order in America.  It had it’s 

beginning in the year 1619 when the first Negro slaves 

landed on the shores of this nation.  They were brought 

here from the soils of Africa.  

And unlike the Pilgrim Fathers who landed at Plymouth a year later, they were brought 

here against their wills.  Throughout slavery the Negro was treated in a very inhuman 

fashion.   He was a thing to be used, not a person to be respected.  He was merely a 

depersonalized cog in a vast plantation machine.” 
 

“Then something happened to the Negro.  Circumstances made it necessary for him to 

travel more.  His rural plantation background was gradually being supplanted by  

migration to urban and industrial communities.  His economic life was gradually rising 

to decisive proportions.  His cultural life was gradually rising through the steady  

decline of crippling illiteracy.  All these factors conjoined to cause the Negro to take a 

new look at himself.  Negro masses began to reevaluate themselves.  The Negro came 

to feel that he was somebody.  His religion revealed to him that God loves all of His 

children, and that every man, from a bass black to a treble white, is significant on 

God’s keyboard.” 
 

Martin Luther King, Jr 
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An Intimate Evening with 
Jazz & NeoSoul 

Balladeer 

Reggie Kelly 
 

Valentine’s Day 
Friday, February 14, 2020 

 
 
We tried hard to book him for the end of year holiday 
season but with his soothing, melodic voice crooning on 
the jazz airwaves, he was just too hot and in demand! 
Thankfully we got the jump on Valentine's Day, Friday, 
February 14, 2020 beginning at 7:30 p.m. for an  
intimate, fun-filled and romantic evening with  
Reggie Kelly and friends. 
 

The catered, elegant evening includes a five course  
dinner, drinks and  
dessert, two 45  
minute sets with  
Reggie, a special 
guest poet, and fun 
moments with a 
single's dating 
game, and a newly-
wed game for  
married friends. 
 

 
Deuteronomy 8:3 Café Valentine’s Day  
 

Silky and soulful.  A crooner devoted to Jazz and  
Neo-Soul.  Mesmerizing.  These are just a few of the 
words used to describe award-winning performing artist, 
Reggie Kelly. 
 

An alumnus of Cleveland’s renowned Karamu House 
Theater's professional company, Reggie is a singer, actor, 
director, choreographer and playwright with over thirty 
years of experience. 

Delighting audiences at some of the most respected  
musical venues in the city, country and abroad, Reggie 
performs a musical blend of contemporary and classical 
jazz, with authentic arrangements and interpretations of 
various artists including Kem, Al Jarreau, Frankie  
Beverly and the soft baritone voice of Nat King Cole.  
As an actor, he has received acclaimed leading roles 
throughout the tapestry of African-American musical 
theater classics. Some highlights include: The Wiz, 
Dreamgirls, Don’t Bother Me I Can’t Cope, The Mahalia 
Jackson Story, and Tambourines to Glory. 
 

He toured Europe in The Black Gospel, starred in the 
touring company of 
Heaven’s Child-The  
Emmett Till Story,  
co-starring Grammy-
award winner Belle, and  
Charnelle Brown of the 
television series A   
Different World. 
 

Kelly has performed at 
popular local and far off spots including Club Isabella, 
The Boarding House, Night Town, The Ritz Carlton; Miss 
Ruby's-Shanghai China, The Bop Stop, XO's, The House 
Of Blues, Jazz 28, The Pine Grill and Nautica Stage 
where he opened for Najee.  He has performed as a  
soloist with the renowned New York Harlem Singers,  
annually touring China, Japan, Korea, Hong Kong and 
South Africa, and been featured in JazzFest Buffalo, 
Phoenix Collaboration Jam in Arizona, and The Sarasota 
Jazz Society in Florida.   
 

We are excited to have him “Christen” our Kumbaya Café 
stage for our Valentine’s Day Affair. 
 

For more information or to reserve your seat email us 
with your seating request, name and phone number at: 
ladybug@kumbayashore.com or 216.376.9692. 
Limited seating is at $50 per person Reservations are 
open now until sold-out, with deposits required. 

In the Kumbaya Café: Photos by Christine Jordan Morrow  
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Soups On In The 
Kumbaya Cafe! 

 

There is no better way 
to welcome winter’s 
chill than with a hot 

bowl of soup!  Team it 
up with a cup of hot 

cider or cocoa!   
Oh yeah!   

Baby it’s cold outside! 

It’s Back! 
The Fellowship Bread 

that started it all! 
(pictured with Turkey Chili) 

 

It was a simple, thoughtful gift; 
a starter yeast bag for Amish 
Friendship Bread.  Jackie gave 
it to one of her pastors—me.  
Thus began my journey to  

Deuteronomy 8:3 Café Books & Music. 
 

It began with the ritual baking of four loaves a week, passing 
on the additional three yeast bags.  Having “tweaked” the  
recipe a bit to suit my taste, four weekly loaves turned into 
eight, eight to sixteen, sixteen to thirty-two as friends began 
to phone in requests. 
 

While I refused to accept it, they insisted on paying for the 
bread.  Finally, Dolores simply put the money in my hand and 
told me that it was time to quit giving it away.  Then came  
St. Matthew’s 100 loaves order.  My kitchen runneth over. 
 

Twenty-five pounds of flour here, twenty-five po9unds of  
sugar there, thirty-two times four yeast bags had taken over.  
Cheryl said: “put together some figures for me, let’s see what 
it would take to put you in a storefront.”  My first response:  
“you have lost your mind!  I ain’t trying to become a baker for 
life!”  Obelia said, “Let’s do it!” We began shopping for  
buildings and with my long ago dream for Restoration Source 
awakened and Deuteronomy 8:3 was born. 

MIJ 
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End of 
Year 

at  
Kumbaya 

on the 
Shore! 


