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As with everything else 
amid our ever-changing 
lives, this newsletter  
began, stopped, started 
over, changed course,  
lingered. 
 

It began as a Women’s 
History Month edition – 
thus the photo of me five 
years ago at the Women’s 
Rights National Historic 
Park in Seneca Falls, 

New York. Established 
near the home of Elizabeth Cady Stanton, an anti-
slavery abolitionist, suffragist and a leading lady in the 
movement.  My missive was titled “Triple Whammy,  
Trifecta: The Outs and Ins of Being Poor, Black and 
Woman.”  I can write about that for days, and most likely 
will at some point but  today does not seem to be the right 
time, even though it is an underlying condition of  
occurrences within this writing.   
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Farewell Faithful Friend 

History Making Madam Speaker!   

Nancy Pelosi Speaker of the U.S.  
House of Representatives 

 

Trust me, there are so many women I could write about 
to fill this space in recognition of Women’s History 
Month, beginning with my “spirit guide,” Harriett 
Ross Tubman.  But, for the sake 
of time I am going to reprint a 
profile I wrote on  Nancy Pelosi 
for my Smith College Club of 
Cleveland newsletter, as she was 
poised to deliver the college’s 
commencement address and  
receive an honorary doctorate on 
May 17, before it was necessary to 
cancel the exercises and celebra-
tions in light of the COVID-19  
pandemic.   

***** 
 

“We’ve come a long way, baby!”   
  
The Virginia Slims cigarette slogan was one of the  
popular sayings during my years at Smith College in the 
early 1970’s.  Another was about a woman’s plot in life: 
 “A woman’s place is in the house—and the senate!”  

 

continued on page 4 

Speaker Pelosi 
DNC Denver 2008 

Photo by Bre’Nia Kimbrough 
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Ladybug Lessons continued from page 1 
 

It stopped when we shuttered Kumbaya the 
week before Ohio’s governor sanctioned  
closing.  The handwriting was on the wall.   
It felt like that eerie sound of hearing the  
distant train long before you see it.  You know 
it’s coming.  The earth vibrates a little, but  
everything stops.    
 

Folk shut down at the first hint of infection.   
At least the wise folk who patronize Kumbaya.  
They watch world news.  They got it.  This stuff 
spreads, rapidly.  Retreat. 
 

It started over – this writing, as a notice of 
postponement of pending programs: 
Sherrie Tolliver’s poignant portrayal of 
Zora Neal Hurston; the April kick-off of 
First Thursdays with Reggie Kelly Live; 
the commencement of daily brunch services in 
May.  Save your energy.  Folk know it’s not 
happening.  It was time to change course with 
this communication.  The notion lingered until 
the soft voice of documentary filmmaker 
Monique Verdin whispered her grandmother’s 
words:   “If you don’t know what to do,   
do what you know.” 
 

One of my few pleasures in life is to just be able 
to do nothing other than watch a movie or the 
treasure trove of options on my Public  
Broadcasting Station, mostly the latter.    

With PBS offering nine  
channels, the last being audio 
only, it can keep me fairly busy, 
but I tend to lean toward the 
World channel hosting news, 
stories and independent film.  
 

The other night, I fixed myself 
captivated by Verdin’s 2012  
documentary, My Louisiana 
Love, through which she used 
her storytelling, photography, 
mixed media folk art, music, 
and sometimes silence to weave 
a narrative about the destruc-
tion of her native Houma  
Nation Louisiana homestead as 
a result of natural and man-
made disasters: the overdevel-
opment of the oil industry as it 
literally carved out and dis-
placed the earth to run pipes; 
the devastation of Hurricane 
Katrina whose wrath took toll 
on the fragile infrastructure 
and upturned oil tankers,  
seeping millions of  gallons of 
oil into the land; Hurricane  
Rita and the BP Gulf Oil spill 
simply adding insult to injury, 
salt into a stewing wound.    
 

Verdin, who looks remarkably 
like my grandniece, is the kind 
of documentary film maker that 
once upon a time I thought I 
would become.  But I got  dis-
tracted by what my friends and 
I call too many “things to do.” 
 

Things to do.  The primary  
distraction in my life is that not 
only do I have a lot of things to 
do, I know how to do a lot of 
things.  Truly it is a blessing 
and a curse.  I am an analytical 
thinker and doer, who thinks 
and does outside the box.  I  
neither think about nor do 
things linearly.   
 

Rather, I operate in a zig-zag 
mode: doing here, fixing there 
and building in three places at 
the same time.  I was born on 

the Aquarian and Piscean cusp.  

Lord have mercy.  Had I come 
along thirty years later, they 
would have branded me as 
“special,” put me on drugs and 
sat me in a non-productive 
classroom corner.   
 

The non-conformity of my 
thought processes and practices 
drives most people crazy  
because they can’t figure out 
what the heck I’m doing until  
I get it done.  Only then – for 
them, does it make perfect 
sense.  Made sense to me all 
along.   
 

I am a child of meditative visu-
alization, things to do made 
manifest by faith: believing in 
the realization of that which is 
unseen.  It is Biblical.  It is  
Buddhist.  It is Hermetic.  I get 
it and I agree.  “The universe is 
mental the mind is the source 
of all creation.”   
 

I see the garden before it grows.  
I plant it.  I see the room before 
it is lived in.  I build it.  I hear 
the song before it is sung.  I 
write it.  I see a neighborhood 
restored while it is still being 
ravished.  I crusade for it.    
 

I see people (not dead) coming 
together in a peaceful place to 
contemplate change through 
common ground.  I establish it.  
As one in a “field of dreams,” I 
write, plant and sing as I build, 
believing that they will come.   
 

Come by here, the southern sea 
islands’ Gullah plea from which 
the word Kumbaya derives.  
“Kum ba heah, Lawd!”   
Come by here, Lord.   
 

There are no bail-out funds for 
businesses like Kumbaya, too 
tiny to meet the qualifications 
to be considered small.   
 

continued on page 3  

“If you don’t know what to do,  
do what you know.” 

~ Anamartine Verdin 

A Special Thanks to  

Paul Hill, Jr. 
For A Stimulating  

March 7, 2020 
First Saturday  

Conversation  With! 
 

We are so appreciative of 
the time and wisdom shared 
by Paul Hill during our  

Conversation.  We learned so much more 
about his work as founder of the National 
Rites of Passage Institute, publisher of Black 
Child Journal, thirty years director of the 
East End Neighborhood Center, educator and 
mentor of men incarcerated at Grafton Pris-
on, and his overall life-long commitment to 
advocating for social change.  We are blessed 
to have in in our mix and look forward to fu-
ture conversations and collaborations. 

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 continued from page 2 
 

The plan is to get us there: to a full-service restaurant 
with slices of art, literature and community empower-
ment on the side.  The vision for employees and sales 
chartered with the state, are not the reality.  The guide-
lines for compensation don’t apply to a gathering place 
where folk of all walks of life commune over coffee and 
cake and contextual conversation, reasoning through  
our differences in search of a common ground upon 
which to build.  So, there are no funds to help ‘dreams  
of things’ weather the storm of weeks of a natural and 
manmade disaster shutting us down.   
 

Yeah, chew on that.  This decade of uncontained viruses 
didn’t just appear out of thin air.  Like in the land of the 
Houma, raging winds and rainstorms were nothing new.  
They had survived them for centuries.  What was new 
was a natural infrastructure compromised by man’s  
manipulation, the lowering of the land’s level as the  
drilling for oil sucks the very life out of it at the rate of  
an acre an hour, sinking it below the sea.   
 

While many are fretful for their future, I welcome this 
sanctioned reprieve as the proverbial “blessing in  
disguise” to be still, keep silent, and “do what I know.”   
 

The garden that was planted is overgrown.   
I will weed it.  The room that was built is loaded with 
dusty boxes of stuff left over from Deuteronomy 8:3  
Café, I will clear and clean it.  As the CDC’s – community 
displacement corporations committed to developing 
buildings to complete their mega-medical plantation at 
the expense of neighborhoods press their way into ours,  
I will fight for it.   
 

Finally, I will carve out a place in this pastime to write.  
It is what I am told by far too many that I know to do, 
best.  Many years ago, as I prayed for clarity about the 
best use of my life, Spirit guided me to the Old  
Testament prophecy of Habakkuk, chapter 2.   
 

The whole of it resonated with my conscious, but the  
second verse pierced my soul.  “Write the vision.   

 
 

Make it plain on tablets, so that a runner may read it.”  
 

So, in this time of tarry – which the scripture goes on to 
reference, I will do what I know to do.  In this lingering 
of uncertainty there are things which I know to be sure.   
This respite has given us a glimpse of amazing possibili-
ties.  For a brief time, random acts of kindness ascend, 
uncontrolled by punching clocks, time allows us to be 
still.  The sun is brighter, the skies are bluer, the water is 
clearer – it is said that dolphins are leaping in the Venice 
canals.  Can our minds wrap around such amazing  
creation?  Can we sustain such purity, or is it only  
momentary as we rush to return to our selfish, polluting 
and destructive communal ways?           
 

Monique’s grandmother Martine Verdin left her with 
other words of wisdom: “prayer is healing.”  She had 
survived the horror of the winds, floods and Superdome 
at 90 and lived to be over a hundred years, clearing and 
restoring her little piece and peace on from the devasta-
tion of Katrina, Rita and BP.  Digging through the literal 
muck and mire, planting vegetables and medicinal herbs, 
reaping the nuts and fruits of the trees, raising chickens, 
loving and laughing with her family, she survived.  So, 
yes.  I believe the whispered words of this sage woman 
who lived by the cycle of the moon doing that which she 
knew to do, “prayer is healing.” 
 

I will use this time to do the things I know.  I will, clear, 
plant, build and “write the vision,” all the while lifting up 
the ancestral prayer of Kumbaya, knowing and believing 
that with the grace and mercy of God, this time of  
sickness, death and uncertainty shall pass. 
 

~ Mittie Imani 

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

passionate musical prayer of “Kumbaya”  
by The Soweto Gospel Choir.   

Soweto Gospel Choir, St. Paul Episcopal by the Sea, Jacksonville Beach, Florida, December 16, 2018   
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 Speaker Nancy Pelosi continued from page 1 
 

Over the course of my four and a half years at Smith, (I entered in 1970 with  
the class of 1974, took a semester off, went back, declared a double major and  
graduated in 1975) there were a total of twenty-three women in the U.S.  
Congress—21 in the House and 2 in the Senate.  Of those 23 women, only  
two were of color: the first, Japanese American Patsy Takemoto Mink  
of Hawaii, second, New York’s Shirley St. Hill Chisolm who became the 
first African American and the first woman to run for president of the  
United States on a major party ticket.   Today, there are one hundred and 
twenty-six women seated on “the Hill”—101 representatives and twenty-five 
senators including Smith alumna Tammy Baldwin of Wisconsin, and  
forty-seven of the Representatives are women of color.  Indeed, we’ve come a 
long way, and Nancy Pelosi has been instrumental in paving the path toward 
getting us here. 
 

Nancy Patricia D’Alesandro Pelosi is the first and only woman in  
history to hold the coveted position of the Speaker of United States House  
of Representatives.  Representing California’s 12th Congressional District,  
Peolosi has led House Democrats since 2003, serving twice as Minority  
leader and twice as Speaker during both Republican and Democrat majority 
rule. She is second in the presidential line of succession.  

 

Born the seventh child and only girl to a family of 
political organizers and elected officials, Pelosi was 
raised devoutly Catholic, proudly Italian and fiercely 
female.  While her father and brother were the elect-
ed representatives of her family, the graduate of the 
all-girls Institute of Notre Dame in Baltimore was 
also nurtured by her mother who was actively in-
volved with organizing Democratic women and 
taught Nancy the value of social and political net-
working.  
 

 In her 2008 book, Know Your Power: A Message to 
America’s Daughters, Pelosi pens a fond memory 

and appreciation for another woman who helped to cultivate and groom her 
political career, her 5th istrict Congressional predecessor, Sala  
Burton.  She engaged her first and only close race following her mentor’s 
death in 1987, winning and successfully holding the seat for the past thirty-
three years. 
 

History will most likely cite the impeachment of Donald J. Trump as the most nota-
ble legislation under her leadership, but there are many other landmark achieve-
ments of her influence that will not go overlooked including the Lily Ledbetter Fair 
Pay Act, the Affordable Care Act, the Dodd-Frank Wall Street Reform and Consumer 
Protection Act, the Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell Repeal Act, and the American Recovery and 
Reinvestment Act. 

Speaker Pelosi is the proud wife of fifty-seven years of businessman Paul Pelosi, mother of five and 
grandmother of nine.  The National Women’s Hall of Fame inductee is a board member of the  
National Association of Italian American Women, a graduate of Trinity College in Washington DC 
and also holds an honorary doctorate from our Seven Sisters member school, Mt. Holyoke College.   
 

In 2008 I had the privilege of being one of four nationwide campaign supporters selected to attend 

the Democratic National Convention as the guest of Speaker Pelosi and the Democratic  
Congressional Campaign Committee.  Seeing her operate in “real time” was a force to  
behold!  My most treasured keepsake from the event is the “Madam Speaker” brooch she 
gifted some of her guests.  The historic forum which nominated Barack Obama to become 
the first African American president was an unforgettably awesome experience.  It was 
one of my dearest friends, Smith alumna Sara Guettle '70 who presented my name for 
consideration.   

Mittie Imani Jordan '75, President, Smith College Club of Cleveland 

In the Ladybug Gallery 

The Dreamer’s Dream 
Retrospect of Nomination,  

Election & Inauguration of  

President Barack H. Obama 

Photo: DNCC Staffer 
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The Widows Mite:   
Mask Making Martha!   

 

One of the disguised blessing that 
has come out of this challenging time 
facing our nation and the world, is 
the act of random kindness engaged 
by so many people of every stature. 
 

Most of us have heard about the 
many six to nine figured donations 
given by celebrities from around the 
world: Bill & Melinda Gates’ $100 
million to help contain the virus;  
recording artist Rihana’s $5 million 
for food banks in at risk communities 
and medical protective equipment 
supplies; the many professional  
athletes – mostly basketball players 
donating $100,000 and more to  
support game venue workers – from 
ticket takers to hotdog vendors who 
abruptly lost their income with the 
closing of arenas.  New Orleans 
Jazz’s rookie Zion Williamson  
committed to cover their arena work-
ers’ salaries for an entire month.   
The stories go on and on. 
 

Then there are the gifts that money 
can’t buy:  the stirring “Songs of 
Comfort” initiated by cellist Yo Y o 
Ma (whom I prefer to call Yo Ma Ma) 
and echoed by famous recording  
artists, un-celebrated school-aged  
children, and Drs. Elvis Francois 
and William Robinson, two  
untiring Mayo Clinic chief residents 
who broke momentarily from the 
frontline of this pandemic to encour-
age us with the song “Everything is 
Going To Be Alright”  Can you imag-
ine?   Well, they could, and followed 
it up with John Lennon’s epic melo-
dy of the same thought, “Imagine.” 
 

These are the stories that make the 
headlines of print and broadcast 
news, but there are quiet, humble 
offerings of relative significance  
happening all over the world, stories 
that go untold.   

My friend Martha Chrosniak,  
one of Kumbaya’s 
neighbors and most 
faithful supporters, 
is doing what she 
knows to do.  She’s 
making face masks 
for her daughter-in-
law and colleagues, 
nurses putting their 
lives on the line  
every day.  
 

A former home  
economics teacher with a master's 
degree in education, Martha devoted 
most of her career to Cleveland  
public schools, entering retirement 
from Glenville High.    
 

Her passion for creative fabric  
crafting set the stage for our meeting 
sixteen years ago at Kumbaya’s  
predecessor, Deuteronomy 8:3 Café, 
which occupied the ground floor of 
Cleveland’s black-built and owned 
Medical Associates Building on East 
105th in the Magnolia Wade Park  
historic district.    
 

As a CDC chartered to provide 
“affordable housing” began to  
acquire all the properties surround-
ing the building, a decision was made 
by somebody, somewhere to rename 
the segment of the street Heritage 
Lane, with banners lining the utility 
poles designating it so.  We doubted 
that it had anything to do with the 
heritage of the black families and 
businesses established there for over 
six decades at the time, once proudly 
referring to it as the “Black Gold 
Coast.” 
 

Having just presented a workshop on 
the artistic code  
communication of 
the Ndebele house 
painters of indige-
nous South Africa 
and the quilts of 
white abolitionists 
messaging free-
dom seekers on 
the Underground Railroad, I enlisted  
the help of my friend Shirley Guy 
to make quilted banners of the fabled 
codes to hang at D8:3 to honor the 
black community and further desig-
nating the café as a “safe house.”  
 

As fate would have it – I really didn’t 
give it much coincidental thought at 
the time, our neighboring Cleveland 
Museum of Art was hosting an  
exhibit of the legendary Quilts of 
Gee’s Bend, an amazing collection 
influenced by African and Native 
American textiles, and crafted  
between 1930 and 2000 by four  
generations of African American 
women in the small, rural Willcox 
County, Alabama community.   
 

Leaving the exhibit during the rush 
hour, Martha decided to divert from 
the traffic lining Martin Luther King, 
Jr. Drive – a conduit running 
through beautiful Rockefeller Park 
connecting University Circle to Lake 
Erie, with a final exit at the I-90 
Shoreway connecting eastern and 
western suburbs to the city.    
 

Those of us who live in the neighbor-
hood surrounding King Drive can 
barely get on or off during the  
morning, afternoon and evening rush 
hours coinciding with shift changes 
of the Circle institutions: three major 
hospitals, a university and all the 
major museums.  I think I’ve painted 
the disparaging picture for every  
urban black community from Miami 
to Harlem, Washington D.C. to Los 
Angeles living in the throes of  
corporate community development 
and revitalization – or as Granddad 
called it in the 1960’s, “urban  
removal.”   Indeed, it’s been ongoing 
for sixty years. 
 

In heading north toward her lake-
front neighborhood, Martha chose 
East 105 running parallel to King, 
passing D8:3 one block into the 
drive.  She later confessed to an  

unintended, yet  
automatic U-turn 
when she saw the 
quilted banners 
lining the portico 
of our building on 
the opposite side 
of the street.   
 

I remember her first expression as 
being one of sheer delight and sur-
prise as she walked into the quaint 
café and bookstore boasting titles on 
black history and culture including 

 

continued on page 6 

Prayer is Healing and Free! 
Worldwide Coronavirus Cases 

 

As of this April 7, 2020 printing 
There are 1,432,578 world cases  
The largest is in US at 393,782 

Worldwide 81,688 deaths 
Third largest is in US at 12,692 
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The Parable of the Widow’s Mite  
(The Holy Bible, Luke 21:1-4, New Standard Revised Version) 
“He looked up and saw rich people putting their gifts into the 

treasury; he also saw a poor widow put in two small  
copper coins.  He said, ‘Truly I tell you, this poor woman  

has put in more than all of them; for all of them  
have contributed out of their abundance, but she  

out of her poverty has put in all she had to live on.’ 

(Mask Making Martha continued from page 5) 
 

those of her quilting interests: Jacqueline Tobin’s Hidden in 
Plain View, Deborah Hopkinson’s children’s book Sweet Clara 
and the Freedom Quilt, Eleanor Burn’s Underground Railroad 
Sampler, and the 
incomparable artist 
Faith Ringold’s  
Spirit of the Cloth.  
Martha made herself 
at home, initiating a 
faithful friendship 
lasting all these 
years, even through 
the displacement of 
D8:3 Café when the 
so-called CDC  
acquired the building in 2015.   
 

(By the way, when the exteriors of the houses they bought were 
restored and offered up for sale, the price tags began just under 
$300,000, raising in cost based on the design and completion of 
the interiors.  So much for their chartered mission of affordable 
housing, certainly not for the existing residential population.)   
 

Two years later when D8:3 resurfaced as Kumbaya on the Shore 
adjacent Martha’s neighborhood, she was thrilled.   In the true 
fashion of a friend, she has supported Kumbaya in every possible 
way: she promotes our business and programs to neighborhood 
residents and church members, she drops by Kumbaya Café with 
her grandchildren for pastries and a game of checkers, or to pick 
out a children’s book in Ladybug by the Beach, she contributes to 

our Friends of Kumbaya fund 
and donates display items and  
objects consistent with our  
design theme, she helps collate 
study guides for discussion  
series, and even when she has to 
miss attending an event, she  
figures out a way to be involved 
– as pictured here sewing table 
cloths for our Valentine’s Day 
dinner and concert. 
 

It didn’t surprise me one bit 
when she told me she was making mask for the nurses.  That’s 
just who she is.  As my mother would say, she’s a “willing work-
er,” always ready to pitch in where there is a need, doing what 
she knows to do. I am thankful for Martha’s friendship and ever 
inspired by the faithful consistency of her caring Agape love.  
 

~ Mittie Imani 

Friends of Kumbaya  
$10 Stimulus Package Appeal 

 

I know that right now, most people are finan-
cially strained, and every business and organiza-
tion is begging.  Those who have a little wiggle 
room beyond bailing out family and friends are 
holding tight to see how this thing is going to 
turn out.  Honestly, I don’t have an extra $10 
beyond my tithe and basic monthly overhead of 
utilities, phone, auto maintenance, groceries 
and supplies.  Thankfully, my house and car are 
paid for.  They are old, but they are paid for,  
allowing me the leverage for getting and keeping 
Kumbaya up and running.   
 

But, for those who are able, I ask that you 
consider a one time or monthly gift of $10 
to help Kumbaya survive this time of fiscal 
draught, so that when the air clears – literally of 
this COVID-19 virus, we can get back to the 
business of realizing our plan.  We have come 
so far and are so close to opening our doors 
daily for a full-service brunch that will pay for 
our facility and staff overhead, enabling us to 
continue to organize and host critical conversa-
tions,  performing and visual arts, historical  
exhibits, restorative justice study groups, and, 
eventually an artists-in-residence program for 
neighboring school youth.  Your contribution 
helps us achieve our goal of “doing good while 
doing well.”   
 

One of our supporters suggested that in addi-
tion to the Friends Perks (page 10), I should 
include printed publications of Shorewaves 
for monthly contributors of $10, or the 
equivalent of a $120 gift.  It’s doable and 
would actually make much more design sense  
as a newsletter beyond this online platform,  
if you are interested.   
 

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 email 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.                                   ~ Mittie Imani 

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


7 

 
Farewell Faithful Friend 

Princess Mercedes Jordan VonGhetto 
June 15, 2012 – March 3, 2020 

 
She was my best little buddy.  My faithful companion just shy of 
eight years.  Smart, curious, playful and fiercely protective.  Once 
when I took a fall while walking her and her mate, my neighbor, 
wanting to help, had to watch from his car as I struggled to get up 
because she would not let him come near.  While she was the  
smallest, being the first in the family, she was the Alpha of my  
canine crew, and didn’t let any of the rest of them forget that.   
Princess Mercedes ran this dog show! 
 

I named her Mercedes because a day before she was gifted to me, I had test driven a mint conditioned used Benz and 

was seriously contemplating buying it.  It was priced within the cash that I had saved to purchase a car, but I was concerned 
about the costly projection for the upkeep.  Then my neighbor showed up and asked if I was ready for a puppy from 
one of his pair’s litter, that he’d been promising to give me for nearly two years.   

He and his son bred German  
Shepherds to sale at prices that  
I could not afford, but when he and 
his handsome canine sire Bingo 
would walk down my street I’d stop 
doing everything for a visit with 
them.  Bingo reminded me so much 
of my childhood Shepherd, Sam,  
as well as my first personal dog –  
although the widows on the street 
called him  “the people’s dog”  
because they along with my parents 
were all feeding him as he moved 
from house to house protecting  
our “turf.”   
 

I named him Bembaye, having  
misunderstood the Bantu chant  
“Ali, Bomaye” by the Zairean people 
to Muhammad Ali as he faced 
George Foreman in the 1974 famed 
“Rumble in the Jungle.”  I thought 
they were saying Bembaye and I also 
thought it meant “the greatest.”  
Turns out that not only did I get the 
word wrong, it translated into “Ali, 
kill him!”  Anyway, my misinterpre-
tation suited us just fine, even 
though some of the widows simply 
called him, “Bem.” 
 

When we arrived at the home of my 
neighbor’s son where the mother 
and puppies were kept, there were 
only two left of the litter, both girls, 
with one clearly bearing evidence 
that some strain other than German 
Shepherd had definitely gotten into 
the woodpile!  Her breeders tried to 
pass it off as an unexplained  
phenomenon in Shepherds,  

producing an exceptional classifica-
tion known as Panda.  “Very rare.”  
They touted.  I didn’t buy it, but I 
didn’t care.  Rather than thinking of 
her as odd, I saw her as unique.   
After she ran circles around me  
pulling at the strings on my sneakers 
and yapping with her little six -week 
old bark for me to pick her up, I 
knew she was mine. 
 

On the way home we stopped at the 
pet supply store for essentials – a 
cage, food, toys – cha-ching!  I knew 
right then, even before veterinary 
bills kicked in, that I could not afford 
to maintain her and the Benz.  Thus, 
Princess Mercedes became her title 
and first name, and Jordan-
VonGhetto her last.  Yes, I did. 

Her swirling, brindled coat was  
unlike any other dog that I’d ever 
seen.  In fact, when we were out 
walking people would stop us – in-
cluding the police – to ask if she was 
wearing a jacket!    
 

She loved walks and going for rides 
in the car.  I can see her now with 
her head out the window taking in 

the sights, barking at people when 
we 
stopped 
at lights, 
especially 
if she 
thought 
they were 
coming 
too near.  

And, no matter the season, spring, 
summer, winter or fall, she enjoyed 
nothing more than a good game of 
kickball with her human mommy. 
 

I wanted her to have at least one  
litter and tried mating her when she 
was three.  She wasn’t having it.   
He was a full-bred German Shepherd 
twice her size, but she tried to take 
his head off before he could even 
think about getting near.  His owner 
finally begged me to take her away 
before she hurt his dog.  His recant 
became the joke of our family for a 
long time.  “My dog is a full bred, 
not a loaf of bread.  She’s mixed 
with something, and whatever it is, 
it’s mean!”  After that stressful  
encounter, I decided the best thing 
to do was to get her a male puppy to 
bond with to ultimately mate.  A  
decision that left a friend shaking 
her head: “Princess has to raise her 
own man.  We should have all 
thought of that.”   
 

Undoubtedly, the happiest day of her 
life was when I brought her six week 
old Prince home.   

 

continued on page 8 
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(Farewell continued from page 7) 

I was afraid of how she would react 
and initially kept them separated 
with him in the cage, but the  
moment she saw and smelled him, 
she started making a clucking sound.  
Blew my mind!  It was a whole new 
form of communication that she had 
not exposed to this human.  It was a 
snowy day when I first took them 
outside to play together with  
Princess unleashed.  They had a 
blast.  And even though she may not 

have 
known it 
at the 
time, I 
knew 
that 
Princess 
had 
found 
her mate.   
 

They walked, ran and played  
together, exploring and destroying 
our yard and putting vulnerable 
spots in the fence to test whenever 
two or four leg creatures came to 
close.  Other than family and very 
close friends, no one dared.  I nick-
named them “Killer” and “Thriller” 
with the little lady earning the first 
of the two, and the handsome, dark 
big boy the latter. 
 

They grew comfortably with each 
other, and two cycles later, she gave 
birth to a litter of five on Thanksgiv-

ing eve, 2017.   
Within forty-
eight hours, 
only two had 
survived, a 
boy that  was 
identical to 
Prince, and 

girl that Princess marked with her 
peeks of white fur, including one  
little swirl of a stripe atop her head. 
 

I’d watched her grieve over the death 
of the other three, trying her best to 
make them come back to life: patting 
them, covering them with the  
blanket, searching frantically for 
them after returning from an out-
door break to find them gone from 
the cage.  Understandably, it was the 
only time she distrusted me.  After 
that, she’d try to take at least one of 
them with her when she had to go 
out to relieve herself.      
 

She was a good little mommy, walk-
ing beside me as I cleaned up behind 
the two pups.  It took me a moment 
to figure it out, but as she grabbed 
the blan-
kets and 
dragged 
them into 
their 
cage, I 
finally 
realized 
that she 
wanted to be the one looking after 
them, even making their bed.   
 

The puppies grew fast, each with 
their unique personalities.  As they 
became old enough and allowed to 
go outside with “Thriller” as a whole 
pack, nothing could have made any 
of them happier.  Like her mother, 
the little girl was outgoing and fast, 
quickly establishing her place as 
third in the pecking order of the 
pack.  To this day, I’ve never seen 
her walk off the deck.  From the  
moment she hits the door she’s  
running towards a leap, taking all 
the steps in one fell swoop!   
I nick-named her, “Wildthing.”   
 

Laid back like his father, the little 
boy was just the opposite.  He was 
content to stay inside, or close to the 
door, or even under the deck way in 
the back corner.  Even when he was 
engaged, it was with an air of  
complacency.  In a way, it was  
reminiscent of Princess’ maternal-
istic nature as she cautiously looked  
out for her pack.  Because of his 
“nothing excites me” attitude, I 
nicked named him “Cool.”   

They were an impressive bunch, free 
and fun loving for the most part,  
only showing acts of aggression 

when fearing infringement of their 
territory.  I remember the first night 
they all started howling like wolves.  
Scared the crap out of me.  “Oh my 
God.  Are they going to eat me?”   
After a few rounds of the canine  
chorus, it stopped.  A quick internet 
search left me assuming that it was 
in response to some approach of an 
unwanted predator.  If so, they 
warded it off, just as much as they 
frightened me. 
 

Princess’ vet suspected that she was 
mixed somewhere down the line 
with a Louisiana Catahoula Hound.  
Or as southern friend put it upon 
first seeing her, “she ain’t nothing 
but a Blue Tick Coon!” Go figure!  
The possibility is there because she 
was both a herder and a hunter – the 
latter trait inherited by her daughter, 
to my dismay.  Always showing up at 
the back door with some prize for 
me.  “Look what I brought you!”  Pity 
the squirrel or possum that didn’t 
make it over or under the fence in 
time, or a bird whose flight took off 
too late.  
 

 She longed to get hold of at least 
one of the 
cats or the 
ground-
hog, rabbit 
or deer 
that occa-
sionally 
show up 
too close 
to the fence.  We’re talking about my 
inner-city Cleveland grounds, a me-
nagerie of field animals and critters, 
including a couple of Barred Owls 

that nobody –  human, canine, feline 
or otherwise dared to approach,  

continued on page 9 
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(Farewell Friend continued from page 8) 
 

except Princess.  She’d jump up at the tree and bark, 
they’d hoot back, or sometimes the other way around. 
One would taunt her with a call, then spread its massive 
wings and take off to land in the Maple tree on the other 
side of the yard, with Princess running along with it  
below.  I don’t know who would have won that match 
had they ever come eye to eye, but I’d put my money on 
Princess.  “Bomaye!” 
 

She was a sight to behold running 
and jumping to catch a frisbee and 
was the best of my canine crew at 
kickball.  While “Thriller” and “Cool” 
would just grab the ball and run 
around with it in their mouth, and 
“Wildthing” would stand right in 
front of me and catch it as soon as 
kicked, Princess “Killer” would lay 
back in the cut where she knew a 
long shot would land, then dare any of the others to take 
if from her.  Although I must admit that her “mini-me” 
inherited her fierceness, tussling and tugging with her 
until she emerged victorious with the ball.   
 

She played right up until the day she died.  That’s why I 
thought I had more time.  She had been suffering a con-
dition for many months that made it excruciating for her 
to make a bowel movement.  Two vets later, it was sus-
pected that a cyst had formed that required further anal-
ysis and most likely, surgery.  I had neither insurance nor 
funds, a position that has left me challenged by my choic-
es.  I failed her because of my poverty, my pride and my 
procrastination in identifying aid.  We put her on a stool 
softener, and I began to puree her food to make it easier 
to digest and move.  It only bought us two short months.  
I thought I had more time. 
 

When I realized that she was leaving me, I lost it.   
Although it had been months in the making, it happened 
so fast.  One day she was out running about chasing balls 
with her pack, the next, barely moving.  Shortly before 
laying down to die, she looked up at me and started the 
clucking sound again, just as she did on the day that I 
brought home her Prince.   

 

She stood up, wobbling, clucking and 
clucking.  I knew that she was trying to 
tell me something in a language that was 
innate for her.  I don’t know, but think-
ing back on it, since the only other time  
I heard her used it was when I brought 
him home to her, perhaps she wanted to 
see him before she died.  He was outside.  
I didn’t think to bring him in.  Then,  
another amazing thing happened as she 
began taking her final breaths.   
 

On December 31, 2019 our local jazz station which  
constantly played on radios throughout our house 
switched their format to country music.   

Not that I don’t like all country music, but so much for 
that station.  After searching for something comparable, 
I settled on Cleveland’s classical music station, WCLV.   
It suited Princess and the rest of our canine crew as well.   
 

It was just at the top of the 5pm hour on March 3, 2020.  
It was the first Tuesday after the end of our 1619 discus-
sion series, otherwise I most likely would not have been 
home but, rather on my way to Kumbaya to prepare for 
our evening session.  As I stood over her, heartbroken by 
what was transpiring, crying and telling her how much I 
loved her – her struggling eyes looking up at me as if she  
understood.  Without explanation, the radio host 
switched from European classics to broadcast two  
Negro spirituals back to back, “Calvary” and “Wade in 
the Water.”  I remember thinking how strange it was.  
Not so much because they were Spirituals, but because 
“Calvary” is associated with Easter, and we were just at 
the beginning of Lent.     
 

When I looked down at her again, clearly dying, a feeling 
of immeasurable comfort came over me this time.  
“Calvary.”  The cross that led to the fulfilment of resur-
rection.  In that moment, I knew that on the other side of 
death, Princess was going to be alright.   
 

When I later shared the moment with my friend and  
fellow dog lover, Sherrie Tolliver, she exclaimed that she 
also heard it and found it strange.  She believed that it 
was Wynton Marsalis performing “Calvary.”  “It was for 
you, Mittie.  It was your gift.”  I am glad that she heard it, 
otherwise I might think that it was all in my mind.  Days 
later, when I pulled up the online playlist to help deter-
mine the exact time, there was no mention of “Calvary.”  
“Wade in the Water” was there in the form of Margaret 
Bond’s arrangement, 
“Troubled Waters” preced-
ed by Sabastian Bach.    
 

I am reminded by family 
and friends that she is still 
with us through the pups 
she left behind.  And, while 
I appreciate Sherrie’s words 
of comfort, I know that the 
unexpected music was for my Princess, not me.   
She liked classical music and she liked jazz.  What better 
way could she have departed from her little half-breed  
German Shepherd-Louisiana Catahoula Hound life than 
being serenaded by a New Orleans classical and jazz 
trumpeter playing “Calvary.”  

  

As with all life, 
even unintentional-
ly with this news-
letter, things come 
full circle.   So, fare-
well my Princess 
Mercedes Jordan-
VonGhetto.  
 

We all miss her dearly.                                   ~ Mittie Imani 
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Kumbaya Friends Perks 
  
Friends contributing $120 or more (by equal 
monthly installments or one-time gifts) will receive a 
printed publication of Shoreways by post mail.   
 

All donor benefits include a Friends listing (with the 
option of first name only) for special events printed 
materials, and the following annual discounts by  
category: 
 

$5 - $49: 5%  
discount in Ladybug 
by the Beach  
 

$50 - $99: 10%  
discount in Ladybug 
by the Beach  
 

$100 to $249: 15% 
discount in Ladybug 
by the Beach , reserved seating for routine events  
 

$250 - $499: 20% discount in Ladybug by the 
Beach and Kumbaya Café routine events with  
priority seating  
 

$500 - $999: 25% discount in Ladybug by the 
Beach merchandise and one complimentary  
admission for Kumbaya Café routine and special 
event with priority seating 
 

$1,000 -$5,000: Profit share, 35% discount in  
Ladybug by the Beach merchandise, one complimen-
tary admission for Kumbaya Café routine and special 
events with preferred seating, in perpetuity   
 

$5,000 Profit share, 45% discount in Ladybug by the 
Beach merchandise, two complimentary admissions 
for Kumbaya Café routine and special events with 
preferred seating, in perpetuity  
 

Thank you Faithful Friends of Kumbaya! 
For supporting us with time, talent and funds! 
 

Ada, Adam, Alan, Alease, Allen, Alicia, Anthony, Au-
burn, Barb, Betty, Beverly, Brandon, Brenda, Bonnie,  
Calvin, Carol, the other Carol, Cenethia, Charlene, the 

other Charlene, Charles, Christine, Cheryl, Chini,  
Delores, Daniel, Dennis, Derrick, Dolores, Donnie, 
Elgan, Eric, Felicia, Frank, Gillian, Gina, the other 

Gina, yet another Gina, Gloria, Gretchen, Harold, the 
other Harold, Kathi, Kathleen, Kathy, the other 

Kathy, Kimberly, Illona, Indira, James, the other 
James, Jeff, Jo, Juanita, the other Juanita, Julia, 

Kendra, Linda, Lionel, Liza, Lola, Marcia, Marilyn, 
Martha, Mary, the other Mary, Michael, the other Mi-
chael, yet another Michael, Millicent, Mindy, Mittie, 

the other Mittie, Nancy, Naomi, Obelia, Patricia, 
Rachelle, Rene, Richee, Rick, Rita, Robert, Roger, the 

other Roger, Russell, Sandra, Sara, Sayers, Sherrie, 
Susan, Suzanne, Tereese, Terri, Thomas, Tom,  
Valada, Van, Valerie, Wanda, Wendy and Zach 

 

 

We 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!) 

Ladybug by the Beach Boutique 

On Thursday,  

February 27, 2020, 

twelve of the core 

group members of 

the National  

Institute for  

Restorative  

Justice’ five-week 

discussion series on 

the New York 

Times 1619  

Project gathered 

for the final essay 

discussion, Nikita Stewart’s “Why Can’t We Teach This?”  Following 

the discussion they were presented with certificates of appreciation, 

including three of excellence for perfect attendance.  All total, the 

series was attended by 36 participants over the ten Tuesday and 

Thursday sessions.  Front: Charles “Mississippi Bevel and Dolores 

P. Lairet; Middle: Susan Alcorn, Maureen Bardewell, Martha 

Chrosniack;  Back: Cenethia Selinas, Doug Bardwell, Genevieve 

Mitchell, Flo Worth, Cerinma Chungag and Priscilla Cooper. 


