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You are Loved 

 

 
 

 

 

You are God’s Child 

 

Trust the Spirit 

 

Learn the Truth 
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Pastor’s Message: 

 The edges of the year had met and many members of the Inkumsah royal family from villages surrounding the 

Sekondi/Takoradi metropolis such as Adjua, Dompim, Kyekyewere, Diabene Krom, Kajebir and New Takoradze 

had gathered at the house of Basia Ekua Egyebu, queenmother and elder of the Nsona Clan, to celebrate the end 

of year family rituals. This meant that either Christmas day had come and gone and we were waiting for the New 

Year or that the New Year had just been observed only a couple days prior. The children at Ekua Egyebu’s 

household in the city always looked forward to this time for we knew there would be a lot of good food: fresh 

fruits, vegetables and venison from the village farmers and the elders who came would be extravagant with cash 

gifts and extreme kindness. Sometimes they would try to impress us with imported pastries and candies from 

Europe. The elders would meet for a long time before they ate or had fun. As for us, we could eat anything we 

wanted almost on demand and play for an extended time.  

 There were occasions when things did not go smoothly and my grandmother would hold court and 

pronounce “judgments” and “fines” against some elders. There would then be loud shouts and cries even as we 

the children played around the house. Then they would “stand on the drum and let it speak.” After that 

everything was cool. I did not as a child understand the significance of the commotion or controlled chaos that 

sometimes occurred. Now that I’ve grown up, I have a sense of what they were trying to do at the end of each 

year. They were aiming at consolidating their balance and solidarity as a kinship group through reconciliation and 

they used aspects of their culture (Akan) to do so. 

 Tradition still has it that if the year ended with you alive, you had swallowed it! A year was considered to be 

equivalent to a jigsaw puzzle, having parts that brought sadness or joy, frustration or elation, difficulty or 

opportunity and challenge. These experiences were what would make one mature and wise(r) to handle what a 

new year would bring. In the olden days residents would pick up all the litter on the paths leading to the village. 

They would weed around the paths and make them wider and cleaner. Generally, they did a house and village 

cleaning and brought out all the rubbish to the village limits and burned it with fire. After that there would be 

merry-making. At that time you could tell your neighbor and your elders and the chief what you really thought 

about them. If what you wanted to say was too harsh, you could sing it out to take its edge away. You could say 

whatever you wanted and there was no question of victimization or revenge later. You got whatever hurt you 
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that year off your chest for the elders believed that if you kept grief to yourself for too long it eventually became 

injurious to your soul and you should not start a new year with unnecessary baggage. 

 At the house of Ekua Egyebu during the family gatherings the greeting was not “merry Christmas” or “happy 

new year”. The greeting was “the edges of the year have met!” and the response was “may the year go around 

and meet us again.” All of us do have memories of family gatherings, especially during Advent, Christmas and 

Epiphany seasons. It is now December, the beginning of darkness and cold winter months. As we stand on the 

threshold of a new year what is in store for us and our kinswomen and men at SMT? We don’t exactly know what 

the coming days and weeks will bring, whether or not the gridlock between Congress and the White House will 

continue unabated and whether or nor the economic conditions in our country and on the globe will get better, 

whether or not our own personal and spiritual conditions will improve, whether or not .…. etc., etc. Let us not 

enter the coming New Year with old burdens on our heads or back. Let us hand our “stuff” over to Jesus for he is 

a burden bearer. 

 We believe that with Jesus our Preeminent Ancestor on our side, our future is directly related to how we see 

ourselves today. Our relationship with him becomes more important for Jesus is a God of yesterday, today and 

tomorrow. As we go through our end of year family rituals, as we celebrate Christmas, Kwanzaa, New Year, MLK 

and Black History in the days ahead, let us remember that more than Ekua Egyebu’s clan, Jesus by his blood and 

the outpouring of his Spirit has made us into one permanent and perpetual family. We have obtained balance, 

solidarity and reconciliation through his death on the cross. By faith in him we can say with boldness that “we are 

a people of yesterday and we shall still be a people, God’s own people, after tomorrow!” 

 Medase! 

OSOFO 

 

About This Issue 
 Among the items included are: a Children’s Story; a set of articles (Bethlehem Times-Dispatch) on Christmas-

related contemporary issues; cultural items on Kwanzaa, Black History & African Creation Stories; and personal 

reflections.  Medase paa to all the contributors. Special thanks to Jesse Coley, Beverly-Jean Cambridge, Ibukun 

Osei, Ngozi Osei & Phyllis Lewis for their superb efforts in helping to produce this issue.   Afehyia Pa. 

Kweku-Muata         December 2011 
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Children’s Time: 
How All Stories Came to be Known as ‘Ananse Stories’ 

 A long time ago, indeed since creation, all stories belonged to God. They were called “his stories.” Kweku 

Ananse the SPIDER, wanted to change that. He wished that all stories were named after him. So he went to God 

to request that all tales in human folklore be named Ananse stories. But God said that would not be possible. 

Ananse fussed and made earnest appeals to God to reconsider God’s decision. He even offered to buy the stories 

if God so desired to sell them. Finally, God said to Ananse, “my stories are not for sale, but I could name them 

after you if you are willing to undertake three tasks for me without fail. The three tasks are: capture and bring me 

a gourd full of NKOTOKRODOO(hornets);then bring me ONYIN, the great python and lastly bring me OSEBO the 

leopard. If you can accomplish these tasks successfully the stories shall be yours. Mind you, many a warrior and 

many a rich and powerful person have not succeeded.” Ananse told God, “please let me try and succeed where 

others have failed, because I really would like to have all stories named after me”. 

 Ananse thanked God and left his presence. The next day Ananse went to the bush and found a big gourd on a 

vine. He harvested it, made a small hole on the “neck” of the gourd, poured out all the fruit and seed from it and 

hung it to dry. He then got a big calabash full of water. He carried it on his head and held on to the gourd as he 

went to the tree where NKOTOKRODOO lived. Ananse poured half of the water on his head and the other half on 

the hornets so that all were dripping with water. Then he put the calabash on his head as if it was an umbrella. 

Ananse shouted out to NKOTOKRODOO,” Why are you sitting in the rain? Your wings will fall off!” 

NKOTOKRODOO answered back, “Where might we go, Ananse?” Ananse held his gourd and pointed to the hole, 

“Here, into this dry gourd.” NKOTOKRODOO thanked Ananse and flew into the gourd through the small hole. 

Ananse covered the hole with fresh grass and took the gourd to God. He had accomplished his first task. 

 To capture ONYIN the python and complete his second task Ananse went to the forest and cut the tallest 

bamboo tree and the strongest vines he could find. He carried the bamboo and vines to ONYIN’s compound. He 

then started speaking loudly to himself and repeatedly so, as he walked to and fro. “He is longer and stronger. 

No, no, no, he is shorter and weaker. Ei, ei, ei, does he deserve respect or not? Yes, yes, yes, I am right, he is longer 

and stronger.” ONYIN came out of his house to investigate the noise in his compound only to find Ananse in 

agitated soliloquy. “Why are you talking to yourself like that?” ONYIN asked. “I have a dispute with my 

neighbors”, answered Ananse. “They say you are shorter and weaker. But I say you are longer and stronger.” 
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ONYIN assured Ananse that it was not a problem at all. Ananse could find out the truth right away. “Where is the 

pole? Bring it out and let’s measure”, said ONYIN. Ananse laid down the bamboo in ONYIN’s compound and 

ONYIN stretched himself beside it to measure. Ananse tied ONYIN’s head to one end of the bamboo and his tail 

to the other end. He also coaxed ONYIN, ”Let me tie you in the middle so you don’t slip, for when you stretch at 

one end you get shorter at the other end.” In this way, Ananse used all the vines to tie ONYIN to the bamboo tree 

and the python could no longer move any part of his body. Ananse carried ONYIN and the bamboo on his head to 

God. He had accomplished his second task. 

 For his third and last task Ananse went into the forest and dug a deep hole in the area where OSEBO the 

leopard went on his prowls. He covered the hole with dried leaves, twigs, tree branches and sprinkled dust on 

them to make the ground look as normal in the forest as possible. It was getting dark and Ananse went home, 

hoping to visit the deep hole the next morning. However, during the night OSEBO went on his usual prowl. It was 

dark and OSEBO fell into the bottom of the deep hole Ananse had dug for him. When it was morning Ananse 

went to the hole to see what had happened since he left the forest the day before. He saw OSEBO at the bottom 

of the deep hole. OSEBO asked Ananse to help him get out of the hole. Ananse said to OSEBO, “What if I bring 

you out and you don’t thank me but all of a sudden you feel hungry and want to eat me and my children? Promise 

you won’t do anything of the sort.” OSEBO vowed not to harm Ananse if he was freed. Ananse bent a tall tree 

toward the hole so that OSEBO could barely touch its branches. He tied the tree that way. Then he tied another 

rope to the top of the tree and dropped its end into the deep hole and asked OSEBO to tie that end to his tail. 

OSEBO did as he was told. Ananse took his machete and cut the first rope that held the tree downward over the 

deep hole. The tree sprang up and straitened itself out. The force of the spring pulled OSEBO out of that deep 

hole. But he was still tied to the tree by his tail and his head hung downward even as his body twisted and turned 

in the air. Ananse overpowered OSEBO, wrapped him in a big cloth, tied him up so he could hardly move, and 

carried him away to God. He had accomplished his third and final task for God! 

 God said to Ananse, “Congratulations! You have been successful where others have failed. You captured and 

brought to me the stinging KOTOKRODOO (hornets), the big and powerful ONYIN (the python) and the fierce 

OSEBO (the leopard) All my stories are yours. They belong to you from now on. They shall be called Ananse 

Stories”. That is why whenever a storyteller tells a tale, she or he must acknowledge that it is an Ananse story. 

This is how Kweku Ananse the SPIDER came to own all stories. 
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 In a way Jesus the wisdom of God, is like Ananse the SPIDER who used his wits to accomplish the tasks given 

to him by God. By his life, death and resurrection Jesus accomplished the task of our salvation. He fulfilled God’s 

grace and became a human being in order to reverse our fortunes and create for us a new kingdom of love and 

peace. The bible says that his name is above every other name in heaven, on earth and under the earth (Phil.2:1-

11), that “there is salvation in no one else, for there is no other name under heaven given among mortals by which 

we must be saved”(Acts4:12). That name is “Yahweh” and/or “Kurios” in the Hebrew and Greek versions of the 

bible, which is translated “Lord” in English. Just as Ananse is lord of all stories, Jesus too is the Lord of all Life! 

OSOFO 

Bethlehem Times-Dispatch: 
Celebrate JESUS’ Birthday 

GIVE A GIFT TO JESUS 

I was hungry and you fed ME, naked and you clothed ME, … as 
often as you do it to the least of these you have done it unto ME 

 
Lutheran World Relief: www.lwr.org , http://lwrgifts.org/  

Hyacinth’s Place: aims to take homeless women with a mental health diagnoses from a place of homelessness to 
independence: http://www.hyacinths.org/Give%20a%20Gift.html 

  

http://www.lwr.org/
http://lwrgifts.org/
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Bethlehem Times-Dispatch: 
Memories from The First Line 

How did Maryam, then just a teenager, feel when she first learnt that she was pregnant and that her husband-to-

be Yosef was not the father? How did Yosef feel when he first learnt that his fiancé was pregnant and that he was 

not the father? Below are recollections of a some members of the SMT family of their early emotions relating to 

their first pregnancy: 

 
My mother is going to kill me!! How am I going to tell her? She is gonna kill me! How am I going to support my 

baby? There goes my hopes and dreams for my future. I had wanted to be a fashion designer. I was really 

good at it. And now: It would be all gone. 

 

The details of their faces flashed before my eyes, each of these people who had tried so hard to mentor me. 

"I told you so", I could imagine them saying with disappointment more than anger. I wondered: How I would 

continue my basketball career and college? Where would I live? How would I find a job? 

 
My first pregnancy was at the age of 20. My immediate reaction was Wow!  I am now a full-blown woman 

and I can have a child. This was immediately followed by a turmoil of mixed emotions … joy intermingled with 

fear since I was the unmarried daughter of a God-fearing- Bible- thumping - back-water Preacher … who lived 

by the strong belief that I was going to be the first of his children to bring shame to the family by having a 

child out of wedlock.  To my horror, my boyfriend declared that he was leaving the country to further his 

studies and neither baby nor marriage was in his plans. He was, however, willing to support an abortion. The 

little joy now turned to anger and disappointment. The only thing I could do now was leave.  I immediately 

started my plans to immigrate to one of the neighboring islands. 

 
We had gotten married shortly after we finished high school, and our first child came into our life when we 

were nineteen.  Fatherhood changes things.  I remember feeling first a sense of joy, surprise, and faith that 

things would be alright. I was excited, nervous, and worried all at the same time. What really surprises me as I 

look back to those days is how the circumstances never filled me with hopelessness. We were 19.  I was the 

only one working and the job that I had did not pay enough to for one person to live on let alone three.  But 

God had provided the essentials. God had taught us how to Love. 
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Bethlehem Times-Dispatch: 
No Room in The Inn, or If You Stump Your Toe On The Bed Don’t … 

 
 No Room in the Inn: My wallet and everything that identified me as being a human being was left in my 

truck, which was now locked with the engine running. So I waited around for about 30 minutes and finally a few 

people walked by and I asked them if I could use their phone to call either my son or AAA. None of them would 

oblige to help me. The last person I asked was this neighborly white person who told me he would call the police 

since I looked suspicious and probably had some scheme to rob people “right in front of the church.” 

 Saturday Evening Closing Down: “Get in the car!”, he had said. So I said: “Get in the car for what?”;  he said: 

“Because I told you to get in the car”. I looked at him with anger and disbelief. Here was I, an honorable, law-

abiding, tax-paying citizen of D.C. for so many decades. I had tried to explain to him that I had inadvertently 

locked my keys in my truck as I headed to the church building to get my phone that I had left inside the church. 

This Caucasian cop was young enough to be my son. I was so mad at this obnoxious policeman for dealing with 

me so disrespectfully and I so debated with myself as to whether or not I should get out of his taxpayer provided 

car. He appeared eager to take it to another level, to have a confrontation with me; he kept on showing me the 

handcuffs while keeping his hand on the gun. I just wasn’t going to take that. I knew it was time for prayer. 

 Precious Memories: I had soon realized that this was not a reasonable policeman. There was already a 

problem here. That’s when it dawned on me something my father had told me many decades before. I never 

really thought I would use it again. The last time I thought about it was when I was telling the same thing to one 

of my sons when he was upset and throwing things around in his room. You might not need these wise sayings 

today or even tomorrow but 20 years later you might, and when you need one, it comes out if you had earlier 

digested it.  

 Dancing with My Father Again: When unexpected things go awry, he used to say to me:  “If you stump your 

toe on the bed, don’t break your wrist hitting the desk”.  In doing that you would make a bad situation worse. I 

was thankful that I remembered what my daddy had taught me so many years before. Growing up in the South 

when we were going out to school, work, and other places, he was always worried about us reacting to 

something unjust that was done to us. He told us this story like every week.  

 Save Us in the Time of Trial: My truck was parked at People’s Congregational Church where I had earlier 

catered for an event. This is in an upscale part of D.C. where everybody has a big house, and the people in the 
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neighborhood are used to people being in the church’s parking lot. And it was not dark at the time as we were 

still in daylight saving time. I had been in this location so many times before to perform, or teach, or cater. The 

thing about all of this with this police officer even an unkind word could have provoked him. When he put me in 

the car the first thing I did was pray because I knew that this had turned from and innocent situation. 

 Be Kind to Each Other and So Fulfill the Law of Christ: He didn’t put cuffs on me but he put me in the car and 

called in my name and found out that the truck is mine, I lived where I said I lived, and I am who I said am. 

Knowing that he had a device to get into a locked car I asked him to let me in my car. He told me to get out of his 

car and that he does not provide community service for people, and would I have to call in to get this service. He 

said he doesn’t have any idea why I am out here except that I check out but he can’t provide any free services to 

me. I was astonished as I have been a taxpaying District resident for several decades. He then let me out of his 

taxpayer provided car and drove off without helping me.  This had all started at around 5:30pm, it was then 

around 8:30pm, and my car engine was still running.  

 The Key Thing: Soon after the policeman left, one of the members of People’s Church came by the church to 

bring some plants that he was going to leave outside. He knew me and so he called the Assistant Minister, who 

came about 9:30pm to let me into the building to get my phone. I called my son and about a quarter to 11 he 

showed up with the extra set of keys and so I could get into my truck. It was too late to come to SMT for the 

annual Choir Concert so I went on home and stayed up until around 2 -3 o’clock in the morning because I was so 

upset. I missed the SMT concert but I’m still here to tell this story. When I was in the police car I was thinking 

about going toe-to-toe with this guy, but what overshadowed this was the simple key thing that my father had 

taught me many years before: “If you stump your toe on the bed, don’t break your wrist hitting the desk.”  

Wes ‘Sugar’ Biles , SMT’s resident bassist, is an economist and highly accomplished musician and music educator. This 
article was prepared by Kweku-Muata Osei based on a November 2011 oral report by Wes. 

 

My soul magnifies the LORD 

and my spirit rejoices in GOD my Savior 

because HE has regarded the lowliness of HIS handmaid 

for behold all generations shall call me Blessed 



AKASANOMA:  Winter 2011/2012 

 

 

Mission, Ministry, Fellowship … Come Journey with Us 
 

11 

 Bethlehem Times-Dispatch: 
Those Forhn-ners …. They Act Like They Own The Country 

 Most of the passengers had just left the bus. Then she looked in my direction. This black woman who I had 

found to be incredibly attractive, who I had seen so many times as I rode the Metro bus that she drove was 

obviously upset and reeling with frustration exclaimed: Those forhn-ners. Those damn forhn-ners! They come 

here and next thing they act like they own the country. I didn’t respond for I was one of those forhn-ners. The 

departing passengers, the bus driver and I, were all Diasporan Africans whose ancestors had been brought as 

captives to the mainlands & islands of the Americas in order to provide free labor for the ruling powers of 

darkness & profit. We, she & I, had the same skin color and so if she didn’t hear the accent in my voice, wouldn’t 

realize that I was one of those forhn-ners who so obviously irritated her. This event occurred in the early 1980’s. 

 The First Family, the real First Family: Yosef, Maryam and the young Yeshua The Annointed One were 

immigrants  in the early part of Yeshua’s earthly life, foreigners in pre-Arab controlled Egypt; immigrants at a 

time when there was no question that Egypt was part of Africa, and the distorting concept of the Middle East did 

not exist. During their sojourn in Egypt, did the native Egyptians consider the members of this First Family to be 

foreigners? Did they consider our Lord, Yeshua The Annointed One, who was then a young child to be one of 

those damn forhn-ners who should not be entitled to the rights and privileges of native- born Egyptian children? 

Was there a need or desire for a Dream Act? 

 And now as I think about my life as I struggle to be a faithful follower of the Man in whom the Creator & Lord 

of the Universe did appear without distortion, Yeshua The Annointed One, I am challenged by HIS Life and Words: 

Love One Another as I have loved you; I was hungry and you fed ME, naked and you clothed ME, in prison and you 

visited ME; The Spirit of the Lord is upon ME, because HE has anointed ME to proclaim good news to the poor. HE 

has sent ME to proclaim liberty to the captives and recovering of sight to the blind, to set at liberty to those who 

are oppressed; If the world hates you, you know that it hated ME before it hated you.    If you were of the world, 

the world would love his own;  but because you are not of the world, but I have chosen you out of the world, 

therefore the world hateth you. When those who conform their lives to standards of this world look at us, do they 

see us a foreigners who are dancing to the beat of a different drummer, that of the LORD of the universe? Do 

they in frustration exclaim: Those forhn-ners. Those damn forhn-ners. They think and act like they own the world. 

Submitted by Kweku-Muata Osei who has been a member of the SMT Faith Community since Fall 2005. 
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Bethlehem Times-Dispatch: 
Reclaiming Our Children for JESUS 

 It is not disputed that we have problems in our community, especially problems with our children. I have 

heard people say that "we are loosing our children in overwhelming ways that it seems as though nothing can be 

done about it". Statistics seem to support the feeling that we are indeed loosing our children to all kinds of things 

not beneficial to them. There are 25% out of the 13 million black folks in America who are under the criminal 

justice system with close to a million of our males either in jail or on parole. Black folks are more than 6 times 

likely to be jailed than whites. Homicide is the leading cause of death among black children aged between 13-25 

years. A third of our families are in poverty and even though statistics suggest that unemployment in our 

community is 15%, the rate is probably much higher and close to 30%. In the big cities the dropout rates of our 

children are around 40% and our children seem to have dropped out emotionally and  physically. In fact 60% of 

black teachers don't believe that most of the children they are currently teaching will go to college and since 

there are more black children in prison than in college, they may be right in their assumption. 

 In spite of  our president being black and all, we know that our situation is decidedly complicated by racism, 

which creates limited opportunity for advancement in the larger community. The media really does not help at 

all. For the daily news hardly mentions 8 positive things happening in our community and instead prefers to 

report the same negative things about us constantly. That's not reporting, that is exploitation! It makes others 

fear us and it tells us that there is no way out. Or that even if we work hard it won't lead to a job and so we don't 

see the benefits of doing so. There is also the realities of peer pressure, what the movies and TV tell us we need 

to do to become cool--drugs, fast bucks, instant gratification. There are fewer children in Sunday School and 

Vacation Bible School or in Church because we the adults don't get them there and are  ourselves often 

delinquent or not present as we should. 

 The problems our children face are solvable and we the adults must find solutions to them not by relying on 

the government or what others are going to do for us. Instead of watching our children go malnourished morally 

and emotionally due to violence they receive from one another or from adults, we should seek to generate 

significant friendship with them, for we are in a war zone. One of the "learnings" to come out of war zones is that 

children who survived the wars in Bosnia, Kosovo, Angola, Sierra Leone, Liberia, the Congo and Southern Sudan, 
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all had a significant relationship with an adult! We used to think that in our community, our children needed self-

esteem. But now they need more self-control and discipline than ever. 

 To reclaim our children for Jesus we must go back to the sources that have shaped our community over the 

years. The book of Proverbs tells us that "if you train a child the way he should go, when he's old he will not 

depart from it" (22:6). Jesus also instructs us not to "prevent the children from coming to me, for to them belongs 

the kingdom of God" (Mark 10:14). That means we adults should introduce our children to Jesus, to Sunday 

School and to Vacation Bible School. We should teach them how to pray and our own prayer life at home is the 

key. Our family prayers at meals, before the family retires, when we get up in the morning, when we face 

important family decisions or are in crises, all play an important role. We have to witness to our children about 

our faith in Jesus and invite them to trust in him for everything. The church must be a place where children want 

to be, not where to rob or paint graffiti or do drugs. We must give our children the message that they are part of 

the church now, not when they grow up, for the "forest is not only big trees, but includes shrubs, vines and small 

trees." Adults in church should work consistently with young people to help them not only succeed but also to 

learn how to give back to the society in which they live and how to think through some of the problems they 

are facing today with faith in Jesus. 

 We must also go back to our African source, our traditions, to "draw water from our own wells" so to speak. 

Going back to our source is "SANKOFA", a retrieval of neglected and forgotten systems of thought  and behavior 

which teach that "children are the most precious of all our possessions for they continue the family name and 

lineage." We must teach them to respect our ancestors for they sat long and thought hard and figured things out 

for us. We must give them a sense of fairness, sympathy and the ability to overcome oneself  and check one's 

emotions which are related to silence, introspection and meditation. We must objectify responsibility to them, it 

is there to be performed, not evaded. We must help them think by telling them stories, especially dilemma 

stories. We must use proverbs and signify to them and show them how all things are related to the one 

common creator who has saved us in Jesus Christ. 

 Some of these proverbs ( I mention few of them) deal with character development-- "cattle are born, their 

horns grow later", meaning a child does not rush into maturity instantly or in short order. He or she has to be 

enabled to grow emotionally, intellectually, physically and spiritually ; or perseverance --"rain beats a leopard's 

skin, but it does not wash out its spots!": or fearlessness-- "the eyes of the frog do not prevent the zebra from 

drinking at the water hole." For us adults  here at SMT we realize that it takes all of us to do our bit in order to 
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bring our children to Jesus. Children do not always know what is right and surely do not know what is taboo. We 

live in a permissive society. If we allow our children to do what they like, that can be very dangerous to our 

community. Re-claiming our children for Jesus assumes that a lot of them don't know him and that it is a difficult 

proposition. But that should not discourage us for as the saying goes "the moon moves slowly, but it eventually 

crosses the village". 

OSOFO  

 

Bethlehem Times-Dispatch: 
In Celebration of A Gift Giver 

 Throughout my life there was one person in our family who was always considered a gift giver, my older sister 

Dorothy Jean Howard. Dorothy was the third of nine children who never married. She was one of the oldest of 

my siblings and by the time I was 9 years old she was living on her own in Indianapolis about 100 miles from our 

home in Delphi, IN. 

 Dorothy started working as a licensed beautician but her main career was as a 30-year employee of the U. S 

Postal Service. She professed hope in Christ at an early age and served as Pastor’s Aid at St. Anthony’s Temple 

and later at Greater King Solomon Missionary Baptist Church performing many of the same duties as our 

Assisting Ministers. Dorothy understood the importance of a single women being self-reliant and made sure that 

she was always able to support herself. She was able to purchase her own home and used this as another way to 

be a gift giver. Dorothy would open her doors, cooking meals and offering a bed to any of her friends in need. The 

Gospel group “The Mighty Clouds of Joy ”, were regular visitors early in their career when times were hard. She 

displayed the loving kindness that she saw manifested in her parent’s home to their visitors. 

 Growing up in Delphi (the country), our home would have about 9 children present most of the time as my 

nieces and nephews would visit for extended periods. My father was a sharecropper and my mother’s job as a 

domestic did not leave much money for the extras although our needs were always met. Dorothy would always 

remember everyone’s birthday, and holidays – graduations, etc… with a special visit and gift. She always did this 

joyfully even when she might not receive something in return. Dorothy even opened her house to me when I 

would return home between college semesters so I could work in the city.       
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 Now that I am an adult, I look back and know that it could not have always been easy for Dorothy to sacrifice 

for others as she did joyfully and without hesitation. She saw a need and without being asked gave so that others 

would have joy in their lives.  

 This is my definition of a Gift Giver: by Charles R. Howard, PhD 

                       One Final Gift 

          Scatter me not to restless winds 

            Nor toss my ashes to the sea. 

          Remember now those years gone by… 

           When loving gifts I gave to thee. 

         Remember now the happy times… 

           The family ties we shared. 

         Don’t leave my resting place unmarked 

           As though you never cared. 

         Deny me not one final gift 

         For all who come to see...  

        A single lasting proof that says 

         I loved ….and you loved me 

___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Charles Howard has been a member of the SMT Faith Community since 2004. 

Stepping Out the Box 

 My husband (Robert) and I have been married for forty-four years. When we first met, during our high school 

years, he was Baptist and I was Lutheran. We were married in the Lutheran Church. As the years passed and we 

were having children Robert decided to attend confirmation classes and become Lutheran. We both believed in 

attending Sunday School and church with our children as they grew up, and subsequently with our grandchildren. 

 Our involvement in the church has always been somewhat active. However, it was never like it was OUR 

church, but Pat’s church. In 2001 we moved to Maryland and we attended Bethany Lutheran Church until its 

closing. Subsequent to leaving Bethany we attended and joined St Michael’s Truth. It was a blessing from God 

because we now have OUR church. Robert was very impressed the first day we attended SMT. In fact, he has 

actually stepped out the box and is becoming more involved than ever. His stepping out of the box includes his 
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tithing. No matter what I contribute he insists that he has to contribute based on his earnings. I never really 

thought about our tithes being separate, but it gives him a since of fulfillment.  He joined the men’s group and he 

attends Wednesday night bible study when he is not having medical issues going on. I know I am stepping out of 

the box as well. I joined the women’s group, I attended the women’s retreat and I am planning to attend choir 

rehearsal. I have been very reluctant because of my business traveling. I spoke to Sendy Brown and she assured 

me that it was no problem, so why I haven’t attended? I guess because I have not stepped out the box. 

 Looking back, I now see that we take our church for granted and not really think about what it takes to run a 

church. Nor do we take time to consider what the church does for us. Let’s see: It provides a spiritual foundation; 

it provides us the teaching of the bible; it nourishes our minds and help us to look at who we are; it provides a 

family base among the members of the church; it assist us in bringing up our children in a Godly manner.  I guess I 

can go on and on. My point to all of this is,  “How much are we willing to contribute to the church in return for 

what we receive?” I love going to church to hear the choir sing and the Pastor speak. I love going to church to 

meet and greet the members of our congregation. I think we all need to take a few minutes of our busy schedules 

and think about how blessed we are to have a church of our own. We should also think about what we can do, 

will do, and are willing to do for our church. Maybe we should all think about stepping out the box and 

reevaluating our commitment to OUR church whether it is financially, spiritually and/or physically. 

 Another way of looking at this is the price we pay for education these days. We go to Sunday School and are 

taught the words of the bible, we go the service and are again provided the words of the bible plus more. What 

do we pay for this? Knowledge they say is power, we are given knowledge that no one can take from us, we are 

blessed with the words of our Lord and uplifted on a daily basis. Let’s wake up, smell the coffee and STEP OUT 

THE BOX. How, you say? You can join the choir, the men’s group, the women’s group, council and more. I suggest 

that we first start looking at what we can do for our church instead of what the church can do for us, then we are 

well on our way of Stepping Out the Box. I did not intend to write this, but the thought continued to come to 

mind so I just let my pen do the work for me.  I appreciate you taking the time to read this. Sometimes we need 

to vent and I guess I needed to not just think this but share it. May God bless each of you and happy holidays. 

____________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Pat Williams and her husband Robert have been members of the SMT Faith Community since Summer 2011. 

HE has done great things for me  

I will be a witness for HIM
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 Vulture Capitalists & The Year of Jubilee 

The Spirit of the LORD is upon me, for he has anointed me to bring Good News to 

the poor. … to proclaim that … the Time of the LORD’s Favor has come  (Luke 4:16-19) 

 

In a year when the Occupy Wall Street Movement and its offshoot movements aim to draw our attention to the 

fact that even in materially privileged western nations such as the USA, the economy, police & other state 

resources are organized to benefit the 1% while the 99% suffers with people loosing jobs and houses, many 

Christians take a passive stance.  Yet in the 1990s many churches and other justice-oriented organizations were 

active in the economic justice movement via the Jubilee 2000 Movement that linked the biblical concept of 

Jubilee to modern debt relief programs. For long before the occurrence movement of the Occupy Wall Street 

movement, the Bible and Our LORD were not silent on the issue of economic justice. The Time of the LORD’s 

Favor or the Year Jubilee was to occur every 50th year:  

Leviticus 25.10-23:   Consecrate the fiftieth year and proclaim liberty throughout the land unto 

all the inhabitants thereof: it shall be a Jubilee unto you - and you shall return every man unto 

his own clan, you shall return every man to his family …   The land must not be sold 

permanently, for the land belongs to me. You are only foreigners, my tenant farmers.  

The Jubilee 2000 Movement staged many demonstrations including at the 1998 G-8 meeting in England and 

also in the USA in 2000. Some notable successes that resulted, at least in part, from Jubilee 2000 pressure, 

included a promise from the United States during the G-7 (G-8 financial ministers, excluding Russia) meeting in 

Cologne, Germany in 1999 to cancel 100% of the debt that qualifying countries owed the U.S.A. Jubilee also 

lobbied the U.S. Congress to make good on this promise. The Congress of the USA responded to the growing 

pressure to address debt relief issues in 2000 by committing $769 million to bilateral and multilateral debt relief. 

Standing in contrast to the message of Jesus & Jubilee 2000 is the position of the Vulture Capitalist, a business 

person or organization which buys companies or debt at giveaway prices with the objective of making maximum 

profit, as opposed to venture capitalists who invest in floundering firms in the hopes that they will turn around. 

Vulture Capitalists via their Vulture Funds sue some of the world's poorest countries for full repayment of debts. 

For example, in November 2010 the US-based debt vulture fund FG Hemisphere swooped in a court of Jersey, 

United Kingdom  and was awarded $100 million from the Democratic Republic of Congo, where millions of 

people live in extreme poverty. The judgment ordered the Jersey-based mining company GTL to send “all future 
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payments” on a mining contract with the Democratic Republic of Congo’s state-owned Gecamines to the US 

vulture fund FG Hemisphere Associates LLC.   The original debt, which FG Hemisphere bought in 2003, was for 

$37 million. It has now risen to more than $100 million in principal, interest and fees, and is growing by 

approximately $27,500 a day. The debt was incurred during the rule of dictator Mobutu Sese Seko in the 1980s. 

Vulture Funds tend to be quite secretive, and very many of them are based in tax havens. Some are owned by 

large (often US-based) financial institutions such as hedge funds. Often these companies are set up simply to 

pursue one debt, then shut down again. See: http://www.jubileedebtcampaign.org.uk/vultureaction, 

http://news.bbc.co.uk/2/hi/programmes/newsnight/8538889.stm 

____________________________________________________________________________________________ 

The Significance of Afrikan Unity 

 The significance of unity for all Afrikans in the diaspora is coming together as one race. I think that it is good 

to have unity in our race, because that is the one thing that we actually need right now. Since we are not 

practicing unity, the Afrikan diaspora is not able to fight back. If Afrika were united they wouldn’t need anyone, 

they would have their own food, shelter, clothes, electricity, and technology. Also if blacks around the world 

were united they could have their own businesses and wouldn’t have to rely on other businesses for money. 

 The way that I use unity is by helping others when help is needed. If I don’t use unity around others how can I 

expect others to use unity when around me? I just wish that our race could be united. That is the significance of 

unity to me. 

___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Submitted by Nyamekye Osei  who has been a member of the SMT Faith Community since Fall 2005. He serves as a 
drummer with Mantsim-Adze and is a member of the current Rites of Passage class. 

Grandmother 

 Been thinking a lot about my maternal grandmother lately! Her name was Martha Razar Berry of Betie 

County, North Carolina. She was married to Issac Berry and they had a large family. She had a husband who was a 

circuit preacher. He'd ride horseback in a buggy, to preach at different churches most Sundays. They were serious 

farmers, who grew or raised all the food for their family and neighbors too.  

 My dearest memories of Grandma Berry are those of her standing in a very long dress with an apron as 

equally long on top of it. If you have ever watched the very old TV shows of Wagon Train and Bonanza, my  

grandmother looked like one of those pioneer ladies. It amazed me as a child that she could cook in an open 

http://www.jubileedebtcampaign.org.uk/vultureaction
http://news.bbc.co.uk/2/hi/programmes/newsnight/8538889.stm
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hearth using many large cast iron pots that would hang there. She was always cooking something and it always 

tasted good. When I was afraid, my grandmother would hide me in her long skirt and apron. I remember 

Grandma's hands! 

 
Grandma's hands Clapped in church on Sunday morning 

Grandma's hands Played a tambourine so well 

Grandma's hands Used to issue out a warning 

She'd say, "Billy don't you run so fast 

Might fall on a piece of glass 

"Might be snakes there in that grass" 

Grandma's hands 

 

Grandma's hands Soothed a local unwed mother 

Grandma's hands Used to ache sometimes and swell 

Grandma's hands Used to lift her face and tell her, 

"Baby, Grandma understands That you really love that 

man 

Put yourself in Jesus hands" 

Grandma's hands  

 

Grandma's hands Used to hand me piece of candy 

Grandma's hands Picked me up each time I fell 

Grandma's hands Boy, they really came in handy 

She'd say, "Matty don' you whip that boy 

What you want to spank him for? 

He didn' drop no apple core" 

But I don't have Grandma anymore 

 

If I get to Heaven I'll look for 

Grandma's hands  

___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Submitted by Martha Thompson (Nana Aba Essoun II). 

Two African Creation Stories  

On Creation Stories: 

 The awareness of creation stories either as an act or by birth from various ethnic groups around the world 

should not be deemed as a threat to our Christian faith that God is our creator. This is what we affirm in the first 

article of the Apostles’ Creed and in our song “Nasadiki” every Sunday. For if there is agreement that God is our 

creator, then it is possible to agree that God is also our redeemer and helper. The two creation narratives in 

Genesis 1:1-2:4a and 2:4b should be seen in the context of worship as God is praised. The history of religions 

shows that creation stories are concerned more with the present than with the past. They are told and re-told at 

New Year festivals and during Rites of Passage because they help in ensuring the stability of the present situation. 

A Kemetic Creation Story:   

 At first there was only Nun, the primal ocean of chaos that contained the beginnings of everything to come.   

From these waters came Ra who, by himself, gave birth to Shu and Tefnut. Shu, the god of air, and Tefnut, the 

goddess of moisture gave birth to Geb and Nut, the earth god and the sky goddess. And so the physical universe 

was created.   
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 Men were created from Ra's tears. They proved to be ungrateful so Ra, and a council of gods, decided they 

should be destroyed. Hathor was dispatched to do the job. She was very efficient and slaughtered all but a 

remnant, when Ra relented and called her off.  Thus was the present world created.  

 Against Ra's orders, Geb and Nut married.  Ra was incensed and ordered Shu to separate them, which he did. 

But Nut was already pregnant, although unable to give birth as Ra had decreed she could not give birth in any 

month of any year. Thoth, the god of learning, decided to help her and gambling with the moon for extra light, 

was able to add five extra days to the 360-day calendar.  On those five days Nut gave birth to Osiris, Horus the 

Elder, Set, Isis, and Nephthys successively.  Osiris became the symbol of good, while Set became the symbol of 

evil.  And thus the two poles of morality were fixed once and for all. (www.gateway-africa.com/stories/ ) 

A Yoruba Creation Story:   

 In the beginning was only the sky above, water and marshland below. The chief god Olorun ruled the sky, & 

the goddess Olokun ruled what was below. Obatala, another god, reflected upon this situation, then went to 

Olorun for permission to create dry land for all kinds of living creatures to inhabit. He was given permission, so he 

sought advice from Orunmila, oldest son of Olorun and the god of prophecy. He was told he would need a gold 

chain long enough to reach below, a snail's shell filled with sand, a white hen, a black cat, and a palm nut, all of 

which he was to carry in a bag.  All the gods contributed what gold they had, and Orunmila supplied the articles 

for the bag.  

 When all was ready, Obatala hung the chain from a corner of the sky, placed the bag over his shoulder, and 

started the downward climb. When he reached the end of the chain he saw he still had some distance to go. 

From above he heard Orunmila instruct him to pour the sand from the snail's shell, and to immediately release 

the white hen. He did as he was told, whereupon the hen landing on the sand began scratching and scattering it.  

 Wherever the sand landed it formed dry land, the bigger piles becoming hills and the smaller piles valleys. 

Obatala jumped to a hill and named the place Ife. The dry land now extended as far as he could see. He dug a 

hole, planted the palm nut, and saw it grow to maturity in a flash. The mature palm tree dropped more palm nuts 

on the ground, each of which grew immediately to maturity and repeated the process. Obatala settled down with 

the cat for company. Many months passed, and he grew bored with his routine.  

 He decided to create beings like himself to keep him company. He dug into the sand and soon found clay with 

which to mold figures like himself and started on his task, but he soon grew tired and decided to take a break. He 

made wine from a nearby palm tree, and drank bowl after bowl. Not realizing he was drunk, Obatala returned to 

http://www.gateway-africa.com/stories/
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his task of fashioning the new beings; because of his condition he fashioned many imperfect figures. Without 

realizing this, he called out to Olorun to breathe life into his creatures.  

 The next day he realized what he had done and swore never to drink again, and to take care of those who 

were deformed, thus becoming Protector of the Deformed. The new people built huts as Obatala had done and 

soon Ife prospered and became a city. All the other gods were happy with what Obatala had done, and visited 

the land often, except for Olokun, the ruler of all below the sky. She had not been consulted by Obatala and grew 

angry that he had usurped so much of her kingdom. When Obatala returned to his home in the sky for a visit, 

Olokun summoned the great waves of her vast oceans and sent them surging across the land.  

 Wave after wave she unleashed, until much of the land was underwater and many of the people were 

drowned. Those that had fled to the highest land beseeched the god Eshu who had been visiting, to return to the 

sky and report what was happening to them. Eshu demanded sacrifice be made to Obatala and himself before he 

would deliver the message.  The people sacrificed some goats, and Eshu returned to the sky. When Orunmila 

heard the news he climbed down the golden chain to the earth, and cast many spells which caused the flood 

waters to retreat and the dry land reappear. So ended the great flood. (www.gateway-africa.com/stories/ ) 

Conclusion: 

 There are many African myths and stories about creation and origins (e.g. the collection by H. Baumann in 

Schopfung und Urzeit im mythos Der Africanischen Volker, 1931). Even though these myths talk about the 

beginning of time, their real purpose is to deal with the middle of time where the issues are more pertinent. As 

Christians we believe that Jesus too originated from the beginning, but HIS incarnation in the middle of time is 

the most important story of "good news" for humanity, for his coming at Christmas is an indication of GOD's love 

and intent for our future. 

Osofo 

 

GOD who made the world … did this so that men would 

seek HIM and … find HIM, though HE is not far from 

each one of us. ‘For in HIM we live and move and 

have our being.’ As some of your own poets have 

said, ‘We are HIS offspring.’ 
 

http://www.gateway-africa.com/stories/
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Lateral Thinking 

He called his twelve disciples to him and gave them authority to 

drive out evil spirits and to heal every disease and sickness. … I 

am sending you out like sheep among wolves. Therefore be as 

shrewd as snakes and as innocent as doves  (Matthew 10: 1-16) 

 
    Many years ago in a small Indian village, a farmer had the misfortune of owing a large sum of money to a 

village moneylender. The moneylender, who was old and ugly, fancied the farmer's beautiful daughter. So he 

proposed a bargain. He said he would forgo the farmer's debt if he could marry his daughter. Both the farmer 

and his daughter were horrified by the proposal. So the cunning moneylender suggested that they let 

providence decide the matter. He told them that he would put a black pebble and a white pebble into an empty 

moneybag. Then the girl would have to pick one pebble from the bag. If she picked the black pebble, she would 

become his wife and her father's debt would be forgiven. If she picked the white pebble, she need not marry 

him and her father's debt would still be forgiven. If she refused to pick a pebble, her father would be thrown 

into jail. 

    They were standing on a pebble-strewn path in the farmer's field. As they talked, the moneylender bent over 

to pick up two pebbles. As he picked them up, the sharp-eyed girl noticed that he had picked up two black 

pebbles and put them into the bag. He then asked the girl to pick a pebble from the bag.  

    What would you have done if you were the girl? Refuse to take a pebble and expose the moneylender as a 

cheat? Pick a black pebble and sacrifice yourself in order to save your father from imprisonment? Any of these 

options spell trouble. Was there a solution that was favorable to the girl and her father? 

    To avoid the obvious dangers of calling the man a cheat and causing her father to go to jail she put her hand 

into the moneybag and drew out a pebble. Without looking at it, she fumbled and let it fall on to the pebble-

strewn path where it immediately became lost among all the other pebbles. "Oh, how clumsy of me!" she said. 

"But never mind, if you look into the bag for the one that is left, you will be able to tell which pebble I picked." 

Since the remaining pebble is black, it must be assumed that she had picked the white one. And since the 

moneylender dared not admit his dishonesty, the girl changed what seemed an impossible situation into an 

extremely advantageous one. 

    Many complex problems do have a solution but it is necessary that we both PRAY CONSTANTLY & THINK 
DEEPLY. 
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Authenticating Facts about Black History is One of My Passions 

 I have always been interested in History. When I heard about the Million Man March in 1995, I was 

determined to learn as much as I could about its formation and planned to attend. I knew this would be part of 

American history in which I could participate. I also felt this could be the last time my bad legs could support my 

participation in such an event. 

 I was not disappointed. Early in morning of October 16, 1995, Edna drove me to the Addison Road metro 

station where I would begin my trip into Washington, DC. It was still dark and I was amazed to see the busloads 

of proud Black men from all over country, embarking on the same journey as I. I vividly remember a gentleman 

stepping off a bus from Flint, Michigan who stated “There won’t be any Cadillacs built today, because all the 

Black men from the plant were attending the Million Man March.” She also remarked that was the first time she 

had ever seen that many men assembling to attend something other than a sporting event. 

 My experiences that day prompted me to pay attention to the history of our ancestors and awakened my 

interest in the work of Black historians such as Arturo Alfonso Schomburg, a.k.a. as Arthur Schomburg and Dr. 

John Henrik Clarke. As I purchased calendars that contained historical date references to important Black 

milestones, I became upset that the calendars would have different dates for the same historical reference. As I 

attempted to validate which date was correct, I also found out that the major reference books and encyclopedias 

would also contain contradictory dates and facts. This began my ritual of authenticating historical facts of interest 

to people of color. 

 On June 3, 1997, I issued the email that will establish the beginning of the "Today in Black History" series that 

will eventually be known as the "Munirah Chronicle."  Munirah (moo-NEE-rah) is an Arabic word from Northern 

Africa meaning "one who enlightens."  The primary goal of The Munirah Chronicle is to bring to light the many 

great and momentous events that have shaped who we are as a people, culture and nation. The Munirah (Moo-

NEE-rah) Chronicle is an electronic almanac that presents the historical events and facts of interest to people of 

colour, specifically African Americans. The Munirah Chronicle is the Internet's most authoritative guide to Black 

historical events, facts and information of specific interest to people seeking multicultural diversity. 

 The gradual compilation of the database behind the daily emails consumed four to five hours of research 

daily for a period of four years. The focus of the database is associating an item of Black history to a particular 

day and year. Facts that cannot be isolated to a specific date are not included. Some resources will state that a 
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specific event occurred in a particular year.  If that is as specific as can be determined, the Munirah Chronicle 

does not generally include it. 

 The Munirah Chronicle encompasses Black facts from all over the world, not just American Black facts. I 

encourage people of color from other countries to let us know of significant Black facts that we may not know. All 

suggested historical items are thoroughly researched prior to their inclusion in the database. If the fact cannot be 

authenticated, it will not be included. I am indebted to F. Leon Wilson (blackagenda.com) for including the 

Munirah Chronicle on the ICORS.org Listserv at no cost to me.  

 If anyone is interested in receiving the “Today in Black History” emails, they may subscribe by sending an E-

mail to: <LISTSERV@LISTSERV.ICORS.ORG>  In the E-mail body place:  Subscribe Munirah Your FULL Name. If you 

don’t care to receive the emails, but would like to review the current day’s facts, go the my web page 

http://www.informationman.com/today.htm. 

___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Submitted by René ‘Ray’ Perry  who has been a member of the SMT Faith Community since Spring 2011. 

In Defense of a “Grabber” 

 His name meant “Grabber”. He was given that name (probably by his mother), because he was born clutching 

the heel of his twin brother, Esau. Later he would grab his brother’s birthright, and the blessing that was meant 

for his brother. He was a quiet man, a man more interested in the business of the tents than in hunting. He was a 

shepherd, shrewd and he knew how to take advantage of a situation. His brother hated him and wanted to kill 

him. Yet he was his mother’s favorite. In spite of all this, God selected him as the one that the line leading to the 

Messiah would go through. Because he never lost sight of what was really important. 

 Imagine, a few days after Jacob tricks his father, Isaac, into giving him the blessing he wanted to give to Esau. 

Isaac and Rebecca are talking about the events of the past days as they share their evening meal. Isaac says to his 

wife: You heard me talking with Esau, that’s how you knew. It’s not right Rebecca. Esau is the oldest, if only by a 

few seconds. What you and Jacob tricked out of me was his right by birth. If you felt that God wanted it otherwise 

why didn’t you speak to me? 

 His wife replied: Would you have listened?. We both know that you would have been less generous with your 

blessing if you had known it was Jacob. You love Esau too much.  Your love and pride in him has always, clouded 

your vision. That’s why you were so easily deceived. You were so determined to do things your way you even 

ignored the questions raised in your own heart when Jacob brought the food to you so quickly. Besides, Esau has 

mailto:LISTSERV@LISTSERV.ICORS.ORG
http://www.informationman.com/today.htm
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never really cared about anything more than his own flesh.  Look at the women he married. Remember when he 

complained to us about his brother forcing him to give up his birthright.  What did Jacob “force” him with? A bowl 

of stew! He sold it all for a bowl of red stew! He was foolish and he still is.  He’s telling everyone that he plans to 

wait until after your death then he’s going to kill Jacob. He has always acted before he’s thought things through. 

We could lose them both. We need to send Jacob away. With Jacob gone Esau will calm down enough to be 

reasoned with.  Then you will remind him, that Jacob is not a threat to his ambitions. After all, he, Esau, will still 

inherit all of this, the herds, the servants, the land, etc. What has he lost?  

 Isaac speaking more to himself than Rebecca, asks:  Where should we send Jacob?  Rebecca replies: To live 

with my brother Laban and his family.  Everyone knows how I feel about our sons marrying the women here. No 

one will question us when we say that he is being sent to find a wife from among our own people. Laban will 

welcome him, first because he’s my son, but then, after he see’s how good a shepherd he is he will give him work, 

and one of his daughters as his wife.  And I am not worried about Laban taking advantage of our Jacob. I’ve seen 

how our son refuses to be defeated, and our God is always with him. 

 Isaac remains silent for many moments thinking about his wife’s plan, finally he says to Rebecca: Find our son 

and send him to me. I will bless him once again and send him to Laban’s. 

 
 Exiled from his family for twenty years, Jacob’s struggles and triumphs are a witness to God as a promise 

keeper. God was with him every step. On the fir st night of his exile, as he slept, God appeared to him in a dream 

and gave him a glimpse of reality.  He saw the servants of God traveling between this world and the spirit world 

as they carried out the will of God. Jacob was told by God that he would be the father of a numerous people and 

that all of humankind would be blessed through his offspring.  

Submitted by Jesse Coley, the leader of SMT's Adult Sunday School class which meets every Sunday @ 9:00am. 

What is Kwanzaa 

Kwanzaa is a weeklong cultural holiday created in 1966 by Dr. Maulana Ron Karenga to bring African-Americans 

together to celebrate family, heritage, community and culture. Kwanzaa is observed yearly from December 26 to 

January 1.  

Kwanzaa was born out of the whirlwind of social and political changes of the sixties decade. The 

sixties represent one of many eras during which the African and African-American struggle for 

freedom and self-identity reached its historical peak, spawning multiple revolutionary movements.  
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By creating Kwanzaa, African-Americans sought to rectify the cultural and economic exploitation 

perpetrated against us during the months of October, November, and December (the Christmas 

season). During this season, corporate America typically ignored the quality of life concerns of 

African-Americans, yet encouraged participation in the commercialism of Christmas. Additionally, 

African-Americans did not observe a holiday that was specific to our needs. A review of the major 

holidays celebrated in the United States would reveal that not one related specifically to the growth 

and development of African-Americans. The development of Kwanzaa assumed a reassessment, 

reclaiming, recommitment, remembrance, retrieval, resumption, resurrection, and rejuvenation of 

the "Way of Life" principles recognized by African-Americans. These principles have strengthened 

African-Americans during our worldwide sojourn./1 

 

Kwanzaa was not created to give people an alternative to their own religion or religious holiday. Many 

Christian African American who celebrate Kwanzaa, do so in addition to observing Christmas. Kwanzaa is an 

opportunity to incorporate elements of our particular ethnic heritage into holiday observances and celebrations 

of Christmas. 

 Kwanzaa Greeting: The greeting each day of Kwanzaa is Habari Gani and the reply is Habari Gani followed by 

the principle of the day: Umoja (Unity): To strive for and to maintain unity in the family, community, nation, and 

race; Kujichagulia (Self-Determination): To define ourselves, name ourselves, create for ourselves, and speak for 

ourselves, and to stand up for ourselves; Ujima (Collective Work and Responsibility): To build and maintain our 

community together and make our brothers’ and sisters’ problems our problems, and to solve them together; 

Ujamaa (Family): The belief in family and general communal understanding; Nia (Purpose): To make our 

collective vocation the building and developing of our community in order to restore our people to their 

traditional greatness; Kuumba (Creativity) To do always as much as we can, in the way we can, in order to leave 

our community more beautiful and beneficial than we inherited it; Imani (Faith): To believe with all our hearts in 

our people, our parents, our teachers, our leaders, and the righteousness and victory of our struggle. 

 Symbols: Kwanzaa symbols were designed to convey the seven principles. They include a decorative mat on 

which other symbols are placed, such as corn and other crops; a candleholder with seven candles (called a 

kinara); a communal cup for pouring libations; gifts; a poster of the seven principles, & a black, red, & green flag. 
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 Observances: Families celebrate Kwanzaa by adding art and colorful African cloths throughout their homes; 

have ceremonies that include drumming, artistic and musical selections; perform libations and candle-lighting 

rituals; discuss the principle of the day, and finally: the feast! 

 Kwanzaa is a way of life; not just a celebration. It is a week of remembering, recommitting, and evaluating 

ourselves and our history. 

1http://www.history.com/topics/kwanzaa-history, 2http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kwaanza, 12/4/2011 
___________________________________________________________________________________________ 
Submitted by Edna James who has been a member of the SMT Faith Community since Spring 2011. 

12 Days of Christmas, 7 Days of Kwanzaa: 

Opportunities for  

Reflection, Transformation & Growth 

 

NGUZO SABA 
(The Seven Principles) 

UMOJA (Unity) – Dec 26: Ephesians 44-6 
To strive for and maintain unity in the family, community, nation and race. 

KUJICHAGULIA (Self-Determination) – Dec 27:  1 Peter 315; Acts 43-47 

To define ourselves, name ourselves, create for ourselves and speak for ourselves. 

UJIMA (Collective Work and Responsibility) – Dec 28: Nehemiah 217-18; Galatians 62  

To build & maintain our community together and make our brother's &sister's problems our problems and to 
solve them together. 

UJAMAA (Cooperative Economics) – Dec 29: Acts 32-37; Timothy 58 

To build and maintain our own stores, shops and other businesses and to profit from them together. 

NIA (Purpose) – Dec 30: Isaiah 116-17; Hebrews 12 1 

To make our collective vocation the building and developing of our community in order to restore our people to 
their traditional greatness. 

KUUMBA (Creativity) – Dec 31: Proverbs 61-19; Ecclesiastes 910 

To do always as much as we can, in the way we can, in order to leave our community more beautiful & beneficial 
than we inherited it. 

IMANI (Faith) – Jan 1: James 218-26; 1 John 54 

To believe with all our heart in our people, our parents, our teachers, our leaders & the righteousness and victory 
of our struggle. 

http://www.history.com/topics/kwanzaa-history
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kwaanza
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About St. Michael’s Truth (SMT) Church

 
Service Hours: 

Sunday:  
Sunday School 9:00 am; Worship Service 10:00 am 

Wednesday:  
Prayer Meeting 7:30 pm 

Friday:  
Rites of Passage 7:30 pm 

Saturday:  
 Women’s Bible Study: 9:15 am on the 2nd & 4th Saturday of each month  
 Men’s Breakfast & Bible Study: 9:00am on the 1st Saturday of each month 
 Mantsim-Adze African Drumming & Dancing: 12:00noon – 2:00pm 

Upcoming Special Events: 
 Celebration of the Nativity of Our LORD   :  December 24, 2011 @ 8:00pm 
 Kwanzaa Service     :  December 28, 2011 @ 7:30pm 
 New Year’s Eve Service & Karamu   :  December 31, 2011 @ 10:00pm 
 Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. Birthday Service  : January      16, 2012 @ 10:00am 
 Ash Wednesday Service     :  February    22, 2012 @ 7:30pm 
 Black History Month Jazz Service    : February    27, 2012 @ 10:00am 
 Good Friday Tenebrae with Jazz    :  April             6, 2012 @ 7:30pm 
 Easter: Resurrection Day Service    : April             8, 2012 @ 10:00am 
 Africa Pilgrimage 2012      : August 2012 

___________________________________________________________________________________________ 

A Church Where Culture 

Meets the Cross  

to Promote the Gospel 
2nd Letter to the Corinthians Ch 4: 1 – 7 

GOD in HIS mercy has given us this work to do, and so we do not become 

discouraged. … Yet we who have this spiritual treasure are like common clay 

pots, in order to show that the supreme power belongs to GOD, not us. 

 


