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CAPITAL CAMPAIGN AT 87.5%

On behalf of the Capital Campaign Committee, Treasurer, Eila Savela announced on November 20th that at this point in the capital campaign we had pledges of $350,000 or 87.5% of the $400,000 goal.  With a bridge loan from the Endowment Fund (we'll pay it back with 6% interest), we have enough to finish the renovations.  Pledges will be used to repay the bridge loan.  Any money raised on top of the renovations costs will be used go into a building/maintenance fund for future building related costs. This will free up money for ministry.

Members continue to be visited and former members and friends will continue to be given the opportunity to participate in this miracle.  In fact, if you'd like to give using your credit card, you can go to razoo.com and in the upper right hand search box, put type Lyndale United Church of Christ.

SpringHouse Ministry Center

Don Portwood

That’s the name decided on by the M.C Board at a retreat in November and affirmed by the three church councils. Paul Wharton from Salem led a team with Claire Klein from Lyndale and Dennis Sanders from First.  Out of pages of names they came up with the following 10 that fit their criteria.  (If you want to see the criteria, let Don know and he’ll get them to you1.  

1.  Spiritus MC

2.  Pathways MC

3.  Faith House MC

4.  Whittier Christian Cooperative

5.  SpringHouse MC

6.  Agape MC

7.  Welcome House MC

8.  Sojourner MC

9.  Miracles MC

10. New Song MC

Names were discussed and eliminated until SpringHouse received 80% of the vote. 

Back in the day a “house” was built over the ground where a spring miraculously came forth.  The “house” was naturally cooled, provided a safe place to get water and was a place to store perishables.  Spring (the season) captures the “new growth” happening there as well as the biblical image of a spring of living water running from the sanctuary and out the doors to form a river, the trees that grow up provide fruit for people to eat and the leaves are for the healing of the nations (Ezekiel 47 and Rev. 22).  Some of the times there may be a descriptive line below it.
      SpringHouse Ministry Center 
      A Christian Cooperative in the                LynLake Neighborhood
SpringHouse Ministry Center Update

The latest is that if all inspections go according to plan, we'll have our certificate of occupancy by December 21st.  That means the first service in the renewed building would be Christmas Eve.  Though things are happening quickly now, it's hard to think it's actually going to happen a month from the day I'm writing this. But here's how it's looking since the November Lyndaily.    

The driveway is completed and all windows are in except one in the kitchen.  Storm windows on garden level windows began going on the week before Thanksgiving and stained glass windows are being repaired and cleaned before they had storm windows installed.  Doors are being installed, bathrooms are completed, ceilings are being hung, rooms painted, the exterior sign foundation has been built, the circle of lights installed in the north sanctuary and “hanging” pew lights installed in the garden level sanctuary.  The wooden floor for the north sanctuary is also being installed.  The elevator appears to be nearly completed but won’t be usable until after inspections.

MARK YOUR  CALENDAR

February 4, 2012 from 1 – 4 p.m. has been set as the date for a SpringHouse Ministry Center Open House, co-ordinated with Greenleaf Apartments.  March 18th has been set as the date for a 2 p.m. Dedication of SpringHouse.

A CHECK FOR YOUR CAMPAIGN PLEDGE?

Writing a check for your capital campaign pledge?  For ease in counting, accounting and making deposits, please keep that check separate from your regular giving.  You can put it in the envelope and mark it on the outside, but please use two separate checks.  

Thanks! 

your money counters and Treasurer
DECEMBER/Early January
CALENDAR 
Thursday, December 1

9:00 a.m.  Faith and Fellowship at Audrey’s.
Sunday, December 4

9:15 a.m.  Christian Ed for all ages

10:30 a.m.  Worship, with communion in the theater

11:45 a.m.  Activistas meet in the medial room.

12:10 p.m.  Celebration Cmte meets in the conference room

Tuesday, December 6

4:00 p.m.  Lect. Bible Study at IA

Thursday, December 8
7:00 p.m.  Ministry Center Board meeting at First.  

Sunday, December 11

9:15 a.m. Christian Ed for all ages
10:30 a.m.  Worship in the theater

11:45 a.m.  Second Sunday of Silence

Tuesday, December 13

4:00 p.m.  Lect. Bible Study at IA

6:30 p.m.  Stewardship Council at Mary Lewis’s.

Thursday, December 15

9:00 a.m.  Faith and Fellowship at Audrey’s.

.

Sunday, December 18

9:15 a.m. Christian Ed for all ages
10:30 a.m. Joint Worship with Salem  in the theater.  Children’s Christmas Program.   Possible procession to SpringHouse. 

Monday, December 19
JANUARY NEWSLETTER DEADLINE

Wednesday, December 21

SpringHouse ready?

Thursday, December 22

9:00 a.m.  Move?????

Saturday, December 24

4 p.m.  Salem Christmas Eve service in SpringHouse?

9 p.m.  Lyndale UCC Christmas Eve service’ in SpringHouse?

Sunday, December 25

10:30 a.m.  Joint Lyndale/Salem Christmas worship in SpringHouse?

Sunday, January 1

10:30 a.m.  New Years Day worship in SpringHouse?

Sunday, January 8

9:15 a.m.  C.E. for all ages in SpringHouse

10:30 a.m.  Worship, Ritual Sunday in SpringHouse.

A Call for Advent Meditations
adapted from Larry Pray 
lodging, ungrounded, longing, hope, home, - seeds for advent meditations. To date we have seven. We could use 21 more.  Would you consider writing one or more?  

As we were last year, we are on tiptoe waiting to gather and hear your reflections.  We ask you to email or send them by December 7th.  We have 7 and can make it from Nov. 27th to December 3rd, after that we’re longing in silence with expectation and hope. Send them in--a thought, a poem, a prayer, a painting, heart's reflection as it arrives again, and asks for lodging with us.  Send them in by email to lyndaleucc@juno.com
Advent Brunch

The Women’s Ministries of First Christian Church would like to extend an invitation to the women and men of Lyndale UCC and Salem English Lutheran to join us at our annual Advent Brunch. It will be Saturday, December 3rd at 10:00 am in the Fellowship Hall. All are invited, but please RSVP by calling FCC’s church office (612-870-1868) so that we will know how many to prepare for. Reservations are due by Thursday, December 1st. Child care will be available upon request when you make your reservation.  We look forward to celebrating the Advent Season with our partners in Christ!    FCC Women’s Ministries

Adult Ed in December

December 4, 11 & 18 Mary Martin leads a discussion of forgiveness. December 25th and January 1st NO   adult ed.

SANDCASTLES OF BAREFEET AND BONES

by BethAnne Nelson

Ezekiel 34:11-16, 20-24; Matthew 25:31-46

Hola.  Yo soy una voluntaria de No Mas Muertes y de la iglesia.  Tenemos agua y comida y ayuda medica.  No hablo mucho español, pero estoy aquí para ofrecer lo que necsicita. 

Hello.  I am a volunteer with No More Deaths and the church.  We have water, food, and medical aid.  I don’t speak much Spanish, but I’m here to give you what you may need.

In June of this year I traveled south of Arivaca, AZ near the US/Mexico border to work with a humanitarian aid group.  It is now November, and I am still processing everything I saw, did, and felt on my journey.  It comes in snatches.  In images and ideas.  Brief castles, etched in the desert sand, covered in bare footprints and hiding bones.

Summer of 2010: it began with a notice in the Lyndale bulletin for “Stranger to Neighbor Training” at the Minnesota Council of Churches. I happen to have the day off, but should realize by now that nothing seems to happen by chance, and decide to attend.  The name “No Mas Muertes/No More Deaths” is mentioned in passing and my hand is guided to write it upon the page of my journal.  At the end of April 2011 they finally post their summer program application online; I hear back from them on the first of May, they would like me to volunteer beginning the first Monday in June.  With incredible support and belief, my friends, community, and family see me ready in less than a month.

I see the desert spread before me, passing beneath the tires of our broken down trucks held together by duct tape and prayers.  There is a great vastness; awe-inspiring and full of wonder.  The desert seems simultaneously barren and overwhelming.  I know, I feel, that it hides many secrets.  We are told that there are more bodies in the desert than the world will ever know about, because the desert can swallow them whole.  Just look up at the sun, it bleaches and burns anything left to die.  This same sun that also nourishes anything that is still alive.  It makes me think of the United States; the free and safe land that so many run to, so many cling to.  Yet, like our scorching star, it is burning up the lands and peoples south of its borders.

I am back in a Tucson court room.  Sitting silently in the back, watching with eyes filling with haunting images; surrounded by others doing just the same.  Operation Streamline they call it.  Before being deported, the courts are giving seventy-five chosen men and women criminal records.  Longer jail sentences now and even harsher ones if they are ever caught here again.  More money for the private prison corporations.  People file past me, some having lived in the US since before their memories began, and they are being sent back to countries they never knew.  When I return to Minnesota, I cannot bear to see plants pulled up from my mother’s garden.  Life should not be disrupted from where it has set roots.

I hear the whistle of the winds as we hike.  Our feet take us past shrubs and over hills; I can see no place to hide anywhere, and yet I feel the eyes on us, surrounding us.  Are we friend or foe?  Why should humans ever have to make that distinction among other humans?  As women we are asked to shout out, there are fewer female border patrol officers than male ones.  “¡Hola Compas! ¡Tenemos agua y comida!”  No sound by the winds and far off cattle calling to one another.  Before we press on, we hide some food and water bottles behind a tree.  We write messages in Spanish, all I cam manage is “Suerte.”  After miles of hiking, checking trails, and food drops, we reach Lake Arivaca.  A vast and deep lake in the middle of a hot and dry desert.  New friends swim naked together and dry ourselves off on warm stones.  Connecting with nature, with the sense of the Great Mother, provides a needed respite for our spirits.  When we return to our morning drop see that our food and water has been taken.  Happier than any child on Christmas morning, that’s the feeling and image I get and a boost of strength to continue on.  You are always aware: our bodies are this tired and aching after a day with more than enough food, rest, and water, one can hardly imagine the state of those whom we search for.

Encounters with an angry cow and a barbed wire fence shred my pants and scar my skin.  But it ends up as a great dinner story; laughter is as precious and vital as water here.  We giggle like children, calling to each other from our tents at night, when the cool air cleans through our minds removing the haze of the day.  Javelinas roam the camp and are chased out of the kitchen tent.  We have signs in Spanish instructing anyone who comes through our camp to help themselves, and to let us know if they need medical help.  One man who came at breakfast said he was fine and quickly passing through.  But he soon described his hallucinations from dehydration and admitted to drinking from a dirty cattle trough; so we have no idea what bacteria might have entered his system.  He is handsome with the most piercing eyes I have ever seen.  I can’t help but picture him in a catalog modeling a suit or a watch or cologne, ogled over and praised by strangers who currently despise and hunt him due to his poverty, lack of papers, and the lies spread by fear supporting an inhumane system.  He sleeps during the days and leaves our camp a few nights later.  My interactions with him were limited to giving him plates of food and warming him its hot (“Cuidado, caliente”).  We all miss him when he is gone.  A few months later I get a letter from my friend Delaware telling me she heard from him, he safely made it to Phoenix and has work.  Wherever I go now, no one is ever a stranger.

My heart wants to turn away from the pain as I force my eyes to look.  There is a pair of women’s underwear hanging from a tree.  A trophy of rape by a coyote; someone who will try to get you across the border for an exorbitant fee.  Women almost always pay extra, and pay with their bodies.  There is a child’s show left behind; I pray that the child was carried or could continue on.  Often little legs are abandoned when they cannot keep up or if a coyote feels that the border patrol are close.  There is a massive pile or rocks on the edge of the mountain; pushed up long ago at the whim of geological forces.  Now the stones hide massive piles of abandoned clothing, backpacks, blankets, desiccated and decimated shoes.  There are no wants here, anything of vanity or frivolity or sentimentality was left behind before the journey began.  No, here needs are cast aside as each struggling step is for nothing less than survival.  Three days after my return, I sat crying uncontrollably in my living room.  I was holding a bar of rose-scented soap in my hands that I had just purchased with my groceries.  Rose-scented soap for skin that had already shed the dust of the desert.  It was one of my strongest moments of sadness and intense self-loathing.

My veins are so often filled with anger and unbelievable sadness.  To see people look at other people and completely dehumanize them.  How can you do this?  I cannot comprehend what my eyes are seeing in theirs.  There is an agent with brown hair and glasses who is taking away a migrant man, and I try to sear my thoughts into his mind: “How dare you?!  You are in your place merely by the chance of your birth.  Look in his eyes, I swear to you, they are no different than yours, no different than mine.”  Rage pumps my heart faster than if I was running.  Hot tears and sweat burn my cheeks.

In the desert, at night, the moon is so bright in the sky.  Like a spotlight.  You can see everything, and as always before I sleep, I pray for those who are traveling under its guiding beams.  I often pray to the moon, perhaps a remnant of a pagan act of my childhood, thinking that the Goddess can hear me better when I do.  As I look into her face and beg my prayers before her, there is another illumination.  It is small and simple but strong in its reverberations; I feel for the guards and border patrol agents, the politicians, warriors, drug runners, and vigilantes: no less than myself, my sleeping friends, and the migrants who move under the stars this night, no less than any of us, they are also children of the divine.  What parts of the soul they have shut down in order to do the things they do?  When did they last listen to their spirits?  To hear their spirit communing with the spirits of others?  What are their stories?  Unemployment is shattering dreams and robbing food and homes for daily sustenance.  Between your children’s hungry bellies and desperation to provide, how could you turn from a training-provided high-starting-salary position as a border patrol agent?

 I remember that cool Arizona night now, whenever I look at the moon.  There can be no condemnation.  The vengeance spoken of in the last part of the Matthew scripture is only, I believe, to placate the living and the anger we feel.  But the greatest justice, the greatest and most humanly incomprehensible facet of divine love is the complete embracing of every human soul.

There are so many memories I have, and certain many more to make.  Faces, faces, faces, and stories from so many others.  Stories that are not mine to tell.  I will never stop learning from the time I spent there.  Never stop seeing the border on every street corner of Minneapolis.  For it was in the desert, far from anything I had ever known, that I discovered no the depravity of human actions but the strength of the human spirit, and the beauty and necessity of human love.

THE HOUSE WE LIVE IN
60% of Minnesota’s homeless are people of color; while people of color make up just 10% of Minnesota’s overall population. Why do Black, American Indian and Hispanic people compromise a much larger proportion of the homeless population? Join us in learning about housing disparities Saturday, December 3 at 10a.m. We will view a PBS documentary titled “The House We Live In.” A discussion will follow. Simpson Shelter 2740 1st Avenue South
RSVP to Christina Giese 612-455-0859.
REJOICE AND CELEBRATE
Elly Wagner
Lyndalians have need of a lot of prayers this month, and although some of them do not involve rejoicing and celebrating at this point, our hope is that prayers for Divine healing will bring us to a time of gratitude for us and our loved ones.

Teri Homan is experiencing depression again, after doing well being off the medication that was toxic to her. Jeanine and the children have also been sick over the past week, so they are all going through a tough time. With Jeanine’s mother still recovering from her medical problems as well, we pray for the whole family’s health and wellness.

Sam Goodrich and Eila Savela share their concerns for Sam’s mother, Jennifer, who is home from the hospital now in Missoula, Montana. She has stabilized and is getting round the clock assistance. We pray for healing energy for Jennifer and God’s presence with Sam and Eila, who were able to go to Montana to visit and be with Jennifer for Thanksgiving.

Glenda Rooney’s mother, who lives in Texas, fell and broke her hip. Glenda was able to go to Texas to be with her mother, and we pray for both Glenda and her mother as they deal with this crisis.

Continued prayers go to Joyce Battcher-Malchow, who was hospitalized before Thanksgiving for complications. We hold both Joyce and Doug in our hearts on their healing journey.

We were pleased to learn that Allan Henden’s mother is home from the hospital and getting better day by day. We pray for her continued recovery.

I think most of us wished we could be three or more people at once on November 20th, when there were THREE concerts involving members of Lyndale Church, all at exactly the same time! Emily Miller sang with the Twin Cities Girls Chorus in their "Journey to the Final Frontier" performance, Mary Lewis sang with the Northern Lights Chorale, a combination of classical and Christmas music, and Claire Klein sang in the Minnesota Chorale’s "Bridges" program, in which they teamed up with the Courage Center. Amazing!

And if you missed Claire’s concert, you have several more opportunities for performances she will be involved in a sing-along performance of the Messiah on Dec. 4th, the Minnesota Chorale performance of the Messiah Dec. 10th and 11th at Orchestra Hall, and the Merry Music Makers winter concert (a choir of adults with developmental disabilities that Claire directs) on December 14th.

VickiJoan Keck continues her performances with Telebration, presenting a Sicilian feminist folk tale on November 26th, always a fun time, and Janet Skidmore is singing in a production of "The Sound of Music" from December 9th to the 18th, with the Minnetonka Community Theatre.

Mindy Eschedor says "Hair Spray" has been extended and will run through the end of May, so if you haven't had a chance to go, you have plenty of time to make plans.  I've heard really good things about it, which isn't surprising, with Mindy performing in it!

Remember to share what’s happening with you, so others at Lyndale can share in your special times. Let me know in person, by email at ellyrw@aol.com or by phone at 952-922-7703.
WOMEN'S ART

FESTIVAL 

Elly will be selling her stuff at this festival. Stop by and see her. 

Saturday, December 10th, 10 to 5 pm 

Midtown YWCA,  2121 E. Lake St.,  
It features over 125 local women

artists with live music all day as well as food and drink!

SHOP WITH PURPOSE

HOLIDAY FAIR
Friday, Dec. 2, 3 - 9 p.m. and Saturday, Dec. 3, 9 – 5 p.m.  Shop with a Purpose Holiday Fair to Benefit Friends for a Non-Violent World at Minneapolis Friends Meeting Hall  4401 York Ave., S.  Mpls        
• Fantastic meals & handicrafts
• Stunning array of holiday gifts
• Huge selection of new & used books
• Live music and freshly cut trees
• Special family event Sat 10 - 12:00

It isn't just shopping it's contributing to a peaceful future 100% of profits go directly to FNVW
DECEMBER BIRTHDAYS
12/1
Darla Baker 

12/4
April Conlee

12/6
Jon Schouvieller

12/12
Joe Bunce

12/17
Don Portwood

12/18
Les Schraeder

12/20
Lynn Pierskalla

12/29
Claude Meyerhoff

12/31
Ron Rooney

12/31
Scott Peterson
TAKE THE CHALLENGE

Mary Vanderford

Take the Challenge to make your Christmas celebrations more environmentally-friendly and more Christ centered.  Focus on less commercialism and less consumerism.

(some ideas are from the Alternative Celebrations Catalogue)

· Banish Santa Claus from your Christmas and give the festival back to Jesus.

· Put an end to ritual gift-giving to family and relatives.

· Redirect your attention to Advent and Christmas as time of God’s grace and our response.

· Rather than gift-giving, give a promise of work performed for someone; ie. window washing, rototilling a garden, preparing a meal, etc.

· Give your neighborhood a gift by volunteering.

· Give gifts which are personal.  Re-gift “treasures” from your home.  Prepare dinner for a friend.  Give a fruit basket (or vegetable basket) to a neighbor.

· Give gifts which are homemade and useful, ie. jams or pickles.  

· Make your own holiday cards.  Recycle pictures from old cards that you have held on to.  Or, email your Christmas greetings.

· Give a contribution to American Refugee Committee, World Vision, Doctors without Borders, or some other group working directly to improve people’s lives.  Invite your relatives to also contribute to this organization instead of purchasing a gift for you.  Invite your children to help decide on which non-profit to give to.

· Invite friends and neighbors to your home for an afternoon of conversation, music, games or whatever brings you joy.

· Invite friends to explore a natural area with you near your home.

General notes:

· Involve your whole family in decisions about reduced consumption and spending this Christmas season.

· In January, let’s set up a process by which we can share what we did to meet this challenge.  What worked well for us?  What didn’t?


THE SELF-DEFEATING GIFT-GIVING RULES

1. You should give a gift to everyone you expect to get one from.

2. If someone gives you a gift unexpectedly, you should reciprocate the same year, even if you had no previous intention of giving that person a present.

3. When you give someone a gift, you should plan to give that person a gift every year thereafter.

4. The amount of time and money you spend on a gift should be directly proportional to how much you care about the recipient.

5. The gift that you give someone should be equal in monetary value and/or personal significance to the one you receive from that person.

6. The presents you give someone should be fairly consistent over the years.

7. If you give a gift to a person in one category (ie. co-workers or neighbors), you should give gifts to everyone in that category.  And the gifts should be similar.

8. The gifts you give your children should be equal in number and monetary value, while at the same time suiting the unique qualities of each child.

9. Men should not give gifts to their male friends, unless the gifts are alcoholic beverages.  Women, however, are encouraged to give gifts to their female friends, and those gifts should not be alcohol.

10. Homemade gifts are more “meaningful” than store-bought ones.

(from:  Unplug the Christmas Machine by Jo Pobinson and Jean Coppock Staeheli)
Simpson Shelter Set for 2012

Everyone gear up: we are signed up for 11 meal service dates in 2012, 

beginning on Wednesday, January 4: what a perfect way to put the 

commercialism of the holidays behind us and dive back into doing for others! The full list of dates for 2012 is at the end of this message.

Before I list those, though, Theresa and I have a request. Dan Reyelts has been a stalwart on the Simpson stove, missing only a few nights over the last five or so years. (It is hard to recall just how many years.) Probably it is even more than five: he remembers the days when we varied our menu, before we went on a "stroganoff every month" kick. Both Theresa and I could relax when Dan was tracking the boiling water and pasta or rice, cooking everything that the main course needed, and - crucially - managing the timing of it all!

Donna Reyelts has been nearly as stalwart: in the pre-stroganoff days of mac-and-cheese, she earned the nickname Madame de la Roux by launching into the delicate task of preparing the roux base for cheese sauce for one hundred. That was just one of the many ways she helped us prepare a welcome meal for our guests, and on time. I must also include how very often she entertained me and made me laugh while we were at Simpson! And, I much appreciate how graciously they stored Lyndale's big pots and carried them back and forth from Simpson every month after we moved from the 31st and Aldrich building and had no place to store them.

At the end of 2011, Dan and Donna began a well-deserved break from their long-time volunteering with us at Simpson. The full list of ways they made the jobs Theresa and I do easier, and shared their gifts of leadership and service for our guests, would be long, and maybe not all that welcome: they are resolutely humble about their contributions. We can only hope they re-join us in the future. Meantime, Theresa and I ask that all members of Lyndale raise up prayers of thanks for the Reyelts, for their steadfast and willing service to those less fortunate, and for their good health and happiness. They deserve all thanks and prayers we can offer on their behalf. (By the way, I include "health and happiness" as a general request. 

As I re-read that, I thought I best reassure anyone who might have 

wondered: their break is not motivated by any health issues!)

Here's another little tidbit for 2012: we begin on January 4 with spaghetti again, and plan to work back into our range and menus and, as we can, improve some choices and perhaps create new menus. Be part of the excitement!

Here are your chances for 2012:

Wed. Jan. 4

Thurs. Feb. 2

Wed. March 7

Thurs. April 5

Wed. May 2

Thurs. June 7

Wed. July 4

Thurs. Aug. 2

Wed. Sept. 5

Thurs. Oct. 4

Wed. Nov. 7

COMMUNITY MATTERS

Allan Henden, Community Minister

      cell:     612-490-8935

      home:  612-824-5793

      e-mail: ajaj5520@msn.com

December 7, Wed., 7:00 PM
Brave Souls & Dreamers concert sneak-preview
One Voice Mixed Chorus
Unity Unitarian Church
732 Holly Avenue, St. Paul

This is a FREE opportunity to hear portions of One Voice's January concerts as part of an observance of Pearl Harbor Day, sponsored by Unity Church's Wellspring Wednesday program.  The program will also include a discussion on alternatives to violence as part of this observance.  Lyndalian Allan Henden sings with One Voice.


December 15, Thursday 

27th Annual MN Homeless Memorial March and Service
5 pm | March & Silent Vigil
Hennepin County Government Center
3rd Avenue South & 5th Street South, Minneapolis
The march will proceed south to 28th Street 

6:30 pm | Service of Remembrance
Simpson United Methodist Church 
7:30 pm | Community Meal
Simpson Shelter
Lower level of Simpson United Methodist Church

All are welcome! 
Shuttles to the march will depart from Kmart, Lake St. & 1st Ave, Minneapolis, at 4:20 sharp.
Helping our Neighbors.

Zoom House, a place of safety for low-income and homeless families needs our help. Their food shelf is lacking a few essential items and the 5th and 6th grade Sunday School are excited to help, but they NEED YOUR HELP too. There are posters located in each Church service as well as in the cafe space.  Please take the time to look at these posters and if you are able, please pick an item or two that you would be willing to bring in.  Money donations are also welcomed.  There will be a basket below each poster  where you can place your items that you bring in.  We will collect through Sunday, December 11th. If you have any questions please ask Jillian. jemery001@luthersem.edu or 612-723-3356

HOLIDAY BENEFIT CONCERT FOR FAMILIES MOVING FORWARD

You are invited to the

6th Annual Holiday Benefit Concert for Families Moving Forward

performed by The Lake Wobegon® Brass Bandconducted by Michael Halstenson.

Where: Colonial Church of Edina, 6200 Colonial Way, Edina 

When: Friday, Dec. 2, at 7 PM  

Doors open at 6:30, arrive early for best seats. Refreshments will be served.

Your free will offering will help to fund our emergency shelter program plus advocacy and supportive services for families moving into permanent housing.

Families Moving Forward partners with more than 40 Twin Cities area congregations to provide emergency shelter, meals and support for families experiencing homelessness. We help families locate safe, stable permanent housing and provide ongoing support as families transition from homelessness to home.

Thank you to our generous sponsors: Target Corporation and the law firm of Moss & Barnett.

Claire Klein writes: 
Hello everybody!
I MIGHT be/probably am singing the Messiah with the orchestra. Saturday Dec. 10 8pm and Sunday, Dec. 11. 7pm at Orchestra Hall. Ticket prices are as follows:

$54.25, $45.25, $38, $30.75, $20.   If you'd like a ticket tell me WHEN and WHAT PRICE and AS SOON AS POSSIBLE!

ADDITIONALLY...

there is a FREE concert on Sunday, December 4 a SING ALONG Messiah... That's right.  You can come and listen and sing!  It will be great!  6:30 PM at St. Olaf Church in Minneapolis (Downtown).  I will definitely be singing on stage for this one.

AND the infamous MERRY MUSIC MAKERS (the choir for adults with developmental disabilities I direct) will be having their winter concert on WEDNESDAY, DECEMBER 14 at 7:30pm at Champlin Park High School.  It will be full of merriment and happiness.

Janet Skidmore writes: 
Hello everyone,

I want to let you know that I'm in the chorus of what promises to be a wonderful production of The Sound of Music this December with Minnetonka Community Theatre.  It should make a fine holiday outing for the whole family, and I hope to see some of you there.  Here are the details:

The Sound of Music  December 9 – 18, 7:30 Fridays, 2:00 and 7:30 Saturdays, 4:00 Sundays at the Arts Center on 7  18285 Highway 7  Minnetonka, MN 55345Tickets $12 - $18  15% discount for groups of 15 or more!  Box Office: 952.401.5898 or www.minnetonkatheatre.com  The 

Hills are Alive!

JANUARY

NEWSLETTER

DEADLINE
Monday, December 19

WHEN HOPE COMES BACK: A POEM FOR THE 99 PERCENT
by: Josh Healey  (from Tikkun Magazine)

November 17th, 2011 

Last night, I was out on Sproul Plaza at UC-Berkeley, with over 10,000 people reclaiming the space for OccupyCal. I was there to receive the Mario Savio Young Activist Award, which had been scheduled for the same night across the plaza inside Pauley Ballroom. But with thousands of people outside demanding free speech and equal education on the very same steps that Mario Savio had once stood himself, the two events were beautifully combined, and I was able to give my poem outside with the people, right where it belonged.

when Hope comes back
he will be more than a campaign slogan
and a face on a poster faded red, white, and blue
he will not come from a presidential palace
bought and paid for like a Citibank stock option villa
he will put not forget to put on his walking shoes
and join the picket lines in New York
the bread lines in Baltimore
to shake the calloused hands
of everyone walking by

when Hope comes back
he might be named Barack
but he won’t be named Obama

when Hope comes back
he will be a Black Panther baby
who speaks Spanglish
and cooks Korean tacos
and does 180 sun salutations
to the soundtrack of Zion I
- yes, Hope is hella Bay

when Hope comes back
he will be a UFW farmworker
who loves his fields and his flag
more than he hates his foreman
he will be a runaway foster child
who forgives his parents
he will be an Iraq war veteran
who returns to protest in Oakland again
without tear gas canisters to his head

when Hope comes back
he will come back from the future
in a DeLorean like Michael J. Fox
and show us all the things we’d won
like people swimming across the Rio Grande
for fun rather than survival
and the only student debt being to our livers
rather than to our banks
and then Michael J would take us
for a ride back to the past
and show us this is not our first occupation
Flint, sit-down strikers in ‘36
Alcatraz, American Indian Movement in ‘69
Sproul Plaza, Free Speech Movement in ‘64
and every semester since then that was worth a damn
and reminded Berkeley what it means
to be called Berkeley

when Hope comes back
he will be one of my students
East Asia meets East Oakland
brilliantly cross-continental
even though he hates the ocean
speaks with the wisdom of Buddha and Mac Dre
really, he is my teacher
and I think he knows it
and we’re both ok with that

when Hope comes back
he will actually be a she
because hey, that’s who actually gets shit done
she will be a librarian by day, a DJ by night,
an Occupy activist in between
she will be thick hair and thick hips
and if you try to touch either one
you’ll get a thick hand to the face

when Hope comes back
she’ll show us to burn down the banks in our
hearts and love without lust or profit or restraining orders

when Hope comes back
she will be an OPD cop,
then NYPD, then UCPD,
refusing to follow orders
putting down their riot gear
and picking up a picket sign
cuz when the cops join the 99% they actually belong to
that’s when the banks will have nowhere to hide

when Hope comes back
she will be a midwife
in tune with the moon and the womb
an ancient healer who knows every herb in the redwoods
ready to help us birth a new world
one without bombs or borders or Michelle Bachman
a planet of peoples free to honor the earth
and each other like the God
in whose image we’re still trying to evolve into

when Hope comes back
she will be here
right here, right now
on the streets and plazas and parks
of New York and DC
Milwaukee and Austin
Portland and Nashville
London and Manila and Cairo
San Francisco, Oakland, and Berkeley, CA
with the people and the hashtags
setting up her tent in the morning
paintings banners in the afternoon
attending ridiculously long meetings in the evening
shutting down the port of Oakland
and reminding us all that yes,
Hope still lives here in America
she has always lived here with us

and now she is back before our eyes
marching head high, fist higher
and whispering to the millions amongst her,
“Thank you.
Thank you.
You’re bringing me back.
Take my hand,
feel my pulse joined with yours.
Trust my taste on your tongue,
my strength in your lungs,
and let’s see how far we can go
together.”
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