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Friends and Loved Ones --
As March draws to a close and April follows close on its heels, I am in a mood to celebrate. In this past 
week alone, I have: joyfully passed the 8-month marker in my journey towards mature dreadlocks; blown 
out 25 birthday candles with the enthusiastic and breathy assistance of neighbors and housemates all 
around; and have gratefully received all (plus some!) of the financial support needed to cover my living 
expenses from now through the end of July. Thank you, thank you, thank you for the ongoing and 
meaningful role you continue to play in the development of my relationships, neighborhood and service 
in Houston this year.

Welcoming the 
Stranger
Although it can play 
itself  out in a variety of 
different ways – 
whether through the 
sharing of  home space, 
time, a listening ear, 

emotional investment, physical resources or other forms 
of  generosity – at the essence of  God-breathed 
hospitality remains the indisputable fact that the 
recipient receives a tangible sense of  welcoming, grace 
and kindness.

Philoxenia, or the love of  the stranger demonstrated in 
tangible ways, serves to create a social and emotional 
space in which both host and recipient alike are 
reminded of  Jesus. Disguised in the face of  the least of  
these, He can also be recognized through generosity 
shared from an overflow of  abundance. The giving of  
hospitality to another is characterized by real physicality 
and social import. It is also marked with true emotional 
and spiritual resonance. To quote a moving observation 
by Henri Nouwen, “Hospitality is the virtue which 
allows us to break through the narrowness of  our 
own fears and to open our houses to the stranger, 
with the intuition that salvation comes to us in the 

form of  a tired traveler. “Hospitality,” he continues, 
“makes anxious disciples into powerful witnesses, makes 
suspicious owners into generous givers, and makes close-
minded sectarians into interested recipients of  new ideas 
and insights.” 

In other words, what I’ve discovered this year through 
living in intentional community with housemates and 
neighbors alike (regardless of  whether or not they 
actually have a home themselves) is this: the practice of  
hospitality is one that consistently and beautifully 
transforms the reality of  each person involved, leading 
to a deep sense of  connectedness, belonging and 
gratitude.

Modern Day 
Manna
Every week, we spend 
$17 (or less) per 
person on a shared 
grocery budget for 6 
people. Every week, 
we routinely feed 

anywhere from 5 to 25 extra mouths on that same 
budget. Every week, we always have the perfect amount. 
If  that isn’t a call for celebration, I don’t know what is!
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“Ma’am,	  I	  don’t	  mean	  to	  cause	  no	  offense	  or	  nothing…	  but	  –	  well	  –	  I	  just	  don’t	  get	  why	  you	  would	  ask	  someone	  like	  me	  
to	  eat	  with	  someone	  like	  ya’ll.	  I	  mean,	  usually	  when	  I	  walk	  through	  the	  streets	  downtown,	  
people	  stare	  right	  through	  me	  as	  if	  I’m	  not	  even	  there.	  As	  if	  I’m	  completely	  invisible.	  

But	  ya’ll,”	  Leroy	  paused,	  rubbed	  his	  shaved	  head	  and	  then	  continued	  on	  in	  a	  rush	  of	  words,	  
“ya’ll	  meet	  me,	  look	  me	  in	  the	  eyes	  and	  ask	  me	  into	  your	  house	  –	  your	  own	  home!	  –	  to	  eat	  chili	  with	  ya’ll	  less	  than	  
Fifteen	  minutes	  after	  meeting	  me	  for	  the	  First	  time.	  Don’t	  get	  me	  wrong,	  ma’am,	  I’m	  grateful	  but,	  well,	  I	  guess	  I	  just	  

don’t	  get	  it.	  I	  just	  don’t	  get	  it,”	  he	  repeated	  in	  conclusion.	  
“And	  until	  I	  met	  ya’ll,	  I	  was	  beginning	  to	  think	  that	  people	  like	  you	  no	  longer	  existed	  in	  the	  world	  today.”

-‐-‐	  Conversation	  with	  a	  Homeless	  Vietnam	  Vet	  during	  the	  First	  Week	  of	  March

Texans, BBQ & Dominoes
One of  my favorite discoveries about Texans is the immense love/addiction they all seem to 
nurse for a lengthy, smoky, finger-lickin’-tasty grilling session. Several weeks ago, my 
housemates and I had the immense joy of  being on the receiving end of  generous Southern 
hospitality with a little bit of  urban flair thrown in for good measure, present in the form of 
hours upon hours of  pick-up street ball. When Pops, one of  our very favorite and most 
genial of  neighbors, first invited us to a neighborhood barbeque, I was, I confess, 
envisioning a small, pleasant lunch outing around a wooden picnic table. Seven hours, six 
games of  dominoes, five packages of  chicken, four tables, three basketball tournaments, two 
rented port-a-potties and one uproariously delightful Saturday later, I learned just how off  I 

was in my estimation. Not only were we officially initiated into the “in club” of  the First Ward social life but I was forced to accept a 
sad truth in the process: we up North have no idea what true BBQ really entails. Sorry, fellow Yanks! 

Knock Me Over with a Feather
Much of  my time throughout the course of  a typical week is spent interacting with the homeless population in this city. This often 
takes place through spontaneous, one-time encounters that may be as short as a granola bar exchange underneath the overpass or as 
lengthy as a sit-down story telling at a bus stop. Every now and then, however, God provides me with the chance to form a genuine, 
authentic and ongoing relationship with an OTR (On the Road) friend. As I wrote in a previous newsletter, my friendship with 
Theresa from Louisiana has been exactly that: a significant presence in my life. After countless hours of  conversation, prayer, 
housing provision, resource networking and a general sharing of  life together in the fall, my heart broke when Theresa went 
missing shortly before Christmas. This, sadly, is an all too common reality amongst the transient and unpredictable lifestyle of  
many homeless individuals, especially for the women who often lack reliable communication access at best; at worst, abuse, rape or 
even murder are very real and pressing dangers on the streets. After 4 entire months went by without any word from Theresa, I 
had come to believe I would never see this beautifully resilient woman again. You can imagine my surprise, therefore, when the 
morning of  my birthday rolled around and who should show up in our coffee shop courtyard but a skinnier, tired-looking yet 
incredibly precious Theresa herself ? Needless to say, our tearful reunion was the best birthday gift I could have possibly received 
this year. I’m immeasurably grateful for God’s grace in bringing our paths together again and I invite you to join with me in 
praying for her ongoing safety as well as for housing and employment provision in the near future.

Gastfreundschaft: In Which the Stranger Becomes a Friend
In some ways, my time spent in Houston has heralded a season of  radically uncomplicated expectation. More 
often than not, all I seek to do is remain physically, emotionally and spiritually present with a people who are 
far too often ignored, neglected or avoided altogether. Consequently, I eat: rice, beans, tortillas, potatoes, 
curries, whole wheat bread and other shared meals. I sit: on the bus, on the concrete floor of  the laundromat, 
on the rickety front porch step of  my neighbor. I relate: hula-hooping with 7-year old Esmerelda; discussing 
books like Catch-22 with Bennie, my homeless friend from east Texas; flipping through photo albums with 
sweet, 84-year old Miss Hilda; and laughing, crying, then laughing some more. Sometimes I tutor kids, other 
times I take photos. Sometimes I dust and organize shelves of  canned goods at the food pantry, interview 
people down the street or listen to stories of  crack addiction, single parenting, alcohol poisoning, HIV/
AIDS, unemployment, marital abuse, racial profiling and more. I make a lot of  phone calls to shelters, 
hospitals, jails and clinics in the area, give away numerous glasses of  cold water, squeeze sweaty hands and 
file paper after paper. Honestly, sometimes all I do -- all I can do -- is pray. At the end of  the day, however, 
I’m learning that God’s redemptive, healing transformation is exactly what I’m supposed to be sharing and 
receiving here: ordinary yet profound life moments with people in which gastfreundschaft takes on an entirely 
physical dimension and alienation is usurped by belonging.

With great love, 
 Kate


