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Connections . . .

The newsletter of Southside Fellowship, Elkhart, Indiana

Fall 2010 
Newsletter editors: Buddy Dyck and Kathryn Rodgers • Pastor: David Moser
From our Commitment Statement:  Southside Fellowship is a Christian church which invites persons to worship God, experience and grow in Christ’s love and community, and share God’s peace, hope and joy.  Affiliated with Mennonite Church USA through Central District Conference.
Sharing: at Central District Conference   
by Pastor David Moser 

At every annual conference for Central District Conference, three congregations are asked to share a story from the life of their congregation.  This year Emma Hartman, conference administrator, called and said, “I heard Southside has an angel who visits your congregation from time to time.  Would you please tell that story at CDC this year?” Here is what I shared. 

Henry the Angel

Abram offered hospitality to three angels by the oaks of Mamre.  Jacob wrestled with one.  Mary was visited by Gabriel – probably the most well known angel ever.  But my personal favorite is Raphael – the angel of healing from the book of Tobit. When I told Henry the angel that Raphael is my favorite angel, but that he is a close second; Henry modestly replied, “Second isn’t bad.”  

Henry visits our church, Southside Fellowship, from time to time.  We don’t know when he’ll show up, and we don’t know what he will do when he does show up.  He is a Holy interruption.

The first time Henry came to SSF, all I saw was a homeless man in tattered clothes and a hat who was sitting at the back of the sanctuary.  He entered late.  He sat quietly saying not a word to anyone, and left immediately after the benediction without breaking this silence.  But he created a stir in our small congregation, “Who was that?”  He had signed the guest book, “Henry.”

The second time Henry showed up he was wearing what looked like the same tattered clothes and hat, but this time everyone also noticed small orange plastic wings, taped to his back with duct tape. (Henry likes orange.)  Again, he came unannounced, but this time he disrupted the flow of our service with a gentle boldness.  Henry walked to the front of the church, and stretched out his arms as if to embrace the light emanating from the many candles that worshipers had lit as an act of prayer.  He stood there for a long time, arms outstretched, enfolding the individual beams of light emanating from each candle.  In that moment it seemed each prayer represented in the light was being read and considered by this frumpy, plastic winged angel.  Then he left.

Henry has shown up on a number of other occasions, always unannounced, and always unexpectedly breaking into the well laid plans of our worship.  In The Art of the Common Place by Wendell Berry, the author notes, “The most important religion in [the Bible] is unorganized and is sometimes profoundly disruptive of organization.”  If Chaos is a destructive disruption to Life, then encountering Mystery is a constructive, life giving one.  Henry personifies the positive disruptive force of Mystery in our midst.  He reminds us to welcome these epiphanies in all aspects of life.

Henry’s most recent  appearance came just as I was about to stand up and preach. He was wearing the now familiar tattered garb and orange plastic wings.   He came in pushing an old shopping cart.  Two lit candles were taped to the front of the cart with duct tape.  The shopping cart was full of oranges.

Without a word Henry walked up to the front and handed oranges to the worship leader and me. Then he passed through the congregation and gave everyone there an orange.  People spontaneously cupped their hands to receive their orange as one might receive communion.  People smiled.  Some cried.  One wide-eyed little boy looked up at Henry as he received his orange and whispered, “Can you fly?”  Henry, who seldom speaks, whispered back, “I’m workin’ on it.”

 

Henry’s visit on this occasion came as we were reflecting on the theme of being in the wilderness.  His gift of oranges was the sustaining nourishment each of us needed.  The Word came to us through the flesh of an orange from the hands of an angel.

You may wonder – is Henry a member of our congregation?  Who wears this quiet angel’s alter ego?  But to answer this question would be akin to pulling off the Loan Ranger’s mask or exposing Superman’s hidden identity.  Some questions are better left unanswered.  Sometimes exposing Mystery to too much scrutiny only serves to destroy our fragile ability to suspend our disbelief.  This is perhaps the most important lesson we have learned from Henry.

At Southside Fellowship, we believe in angels.  We watch for them with anticipation.  We have one in our midst. His name is Henry.  (  
Looking back on the summer
by Reuben Sanken, Ministry Inquiry Program intern

Initially I was not too thrilled to do the Ministry Inquiry Program. Yes, I have felt a calling to go into ministry since high school, but I felt like I had already “inquired into ministry.” I completed the youth inquiry program after high school called !Explore (a program offered at AMBS) and I had a positive experience.  Last year I was a member of Parables, Goshen’s traveling worship team, and I had a great experience. I loved the non-traditional style of the service Parables gave to the congregations. The style worked in our traveling group, but I was doubtful that it could be translated into congregational ministry, or if it would be accepted on a regular basis. 
I didn’t know what more I could learn about congregational ministry. I was pleasantly surprised this summer.

In my previous experiences going to church, there seemed to be a programmed and set way of worship. Once I came to Southside, I realized that this church has a different style. Each service is approached as something new. I loved how construction of the services was not set. It leaves more space for the Spirit to organically form the service. I love the use of silence during the service. It makes more space in the service to invite the Holy Spirit. 
The Ministry Inquiry Program was very different from previous experiences I had with congregational ministry. The assignments were more in depth, and I had more independence and responsibility.  I really enjoyed visitation, because it did not seem like work. All I needed really for these visits were an open heart and ears to listen. 
I explored prayer this summer, and as a result I have grown to appreciate it more. I realize that prayer is the place where our hopes, fears, joys, and every other aspect of ourselves meet before God. Giving a sermon and being worship leader several times was also very helpful.  The process could be stressful, but I learned from the process and was satisfied by the final products. 

I’m also happy that I was able to speak with several other people in the congregation who have non-congregational forms of ministry. I was surprised at the diversity of ministry professions present at Southside. I could not observe Southsiders while they were working, but had meaningful conversations with many people. It was helpful to see what options for ministry are out there. 
I am thankful to God for placing me at Southside.  My experience this past summer refreshed my calling and brought excitement back to it. This was the first time that people I didn’t know before affirmed my calling. I still 
feel called to pastoral ministry.  (
Excerpt from 
Mennonite Weekly Review 

Southside Fellowship, Elkhart IN –

The summer months allow us at SSF a variety of settings for worship. This summer we had congregational worship services in both the Lambright Center (AMBS) and at Bonneyville Mill County Park where we also enjoyed a potluck meal.   
Our June worship series on ‘What is Healing?’ reminded us of a wide range of factors in the experiences of healing.  The underlying assumption of course is that not all is well with the world, nor in our local groups or our individual selves.  There is room for individual responsibility and medical expertise and the quiet acquiescence to the mystery that defies definition or compliance to our expectations of health despite our best efforts for quality of life.
Among the speakers on this subject were Pastor David Moser, Dr. Peter Carney, Dr .Harley Yoder, and Shirley Souder.   A penetrating conviction of Dr Yoder’s was/is:  “Healing comes from God; we can only treat.”  Harley referred to Jesus who went about healing and did so without office, appointments, or prerequisites of health insurance. The theme song was ‘Healer of Our Every Ill’ by Mary Haugen.
A truly novel contribution to worship was the praise tap-dance performed by Rueben Sancken. A passage from Sirach 38:8b gave testimony to the conviction of the ancients: “God’s works will never be finished; and from God health spreads over all the earth”.  
But a question that lingers is:  Why is it that many of the most conscientious servants of God are indiscriminately taken in sickness and premature death when it is they who are most exemplary and effective in bringing healing to the masses? 



– B.Harry Dyck
A gift from above   
from Buddy to David 

David; I can't help but still chuckle at the experience 
you had during our worship at Mark & Suzanne's place when at prayer you got pooped on by a passing bird. I 
have my own recollections of having birds nail me from above which generated no shortage of XZ#%$!ZX, even as it elicited howls of laughter in the rethinking/telling of 
it later! My reflections of your incident and your sharing 
of it in the somber moment of prayer brought me to the Exodus account of the people receiving manna everyday except the Lord's day. If nothing else, the incident proved 
that "It happens to the best of us!"  And we can all laugh about it again.  (
CCS and Psalm 113
by Reuben Sanken 
Here is a devotional I wrote for Goshen College about my experience at Church Community Services this summer. Psalm 113 should be read with it. 

This summer I volunteered in the food pantry at Church Community Services (CCS). My favorite part of the job was helping people who came to the pantry by carrying their food out to their vehicles. It was during this time that many would share parts of their story. They told me a little about their backgrounds and how they were struggling to get by. I felt honored, because most of us do not have a chance to hear them. For the majority of the time, the poor are treated as invisible in our world. During the times the poor are visible, they are often treated as an inconvenience that should be avoided. 
Psalm 113 is filled with words of praise and wonder at God’s ability to lift the poor out of their dire situation. When the world is blind to their suffering, God sees them and chooses to help. God sent Jesus, who came and lifted up the outcasts and invisible people of the world through his teachings and actions. CCS, motivated by Jesus’ example, uses its services to feed the hungry and provide resources to bring people out of poverty.  These acts of compassion and mercy have the potential to transform individuals by giving the gift of hope. One man, who used to regularly receive help from CCS, eventually was able to start his own business. He was so grateful for the help he received that he gave all this earnings for one work day to CCS.   The hope of Christ is not limited to a specific group of people. It is a gift given to everyone.
Psalm 113 -- Who Is like the LORD Our God?

Praise the LORD! Praise, O servants of the LORD,
praise the name of the LORD! 

Blessed be the name of the LORD
from this time forth and forevermore!
From the rising of the sun to its setting,
the name of the LORD is to be praised! 

The LORD is high above all nations,
and his glory above the heavens!
Who is like the LORD our God,
who is seated on high,
who looks far down on the heavens and the earth?
He raises the poor from the dust
and lifts the needy from the ash heap, 

to make them sit with princes,
with the princes of his people.
He gives the barren woman a home,
making her the joyous mother of children.
Praise the LORD!

Now who is David Lind really?  

by Buddy Dyck 

Some of us at SSF have memorable ties to various countries in Africa, considering the fact that we collectively have spent many years, even decades there.  Some can even claim that continent as their place of birth.  But, until David Lind came to join us, I doubt that any of us could claim a “Born in Madagascar” in our passports.  
It could be said with some integrity that David Lind has Africa in his blood, since his parents spent years working in countries like Madagascar, Congo/Zaire, Lesotho, South Africa, and Nigeria and David has added his own international stays in Cote d’Ivoire, and Chad.  Despite all his moves and travels (he has hop scotched to at least 15 different countries, mostly within Africa), David found himself on American turf often enough to acquire chunks of his elementary and high school education the U.S.  He attended schools in Akron/Scottdale, Pa. and Elkhart, Ind. where his parents served with MCC and or where they pursued academic upgrades themselves.  
Despite his somewhat rootless youth, David remembers his childhood as having been fun.  He found athletics invigorating, and participated in whichever sports were available, not the least of which were soccer, softball and wrestling.  He says he also delved into music but that activity did not have the adhesion it required for it to become a significant part of his life. 

David leaves little doubt but that his is an adventurous spirit.  He did his Goshen College SST term in Cote d’Ivoire where he was part of a contingent of college students readily in touch with each other for the three-month term.  David remembers that he roomed with a bartender who was in the country for language and cultural upgrades.  The second half of David’s stay involved assistance with a very rudimentary program of production and marketing aspects of a chicken industry.  
David remembers his experience in Chad under the MCC ‘SALT’ program as a more memorable personal growth period. Here as a 19 year old, he found himself in an isolated village, far removed from any other whites or English speakers, and therefore obliged to transition to an entirely new culture totally on his own resources.  David describes that time as having been ”pretty tough.”  
But this transition ultimately proved to be rewarding after he got to know these kindly people whose norms were so different from his own, and whose resources were absolutely basic at best.  David’s integrity shines through when he acknowledges times when he was neither happy nor gracious in his new familial setting but he persevered nonetheless. 
He found his efforts to be ‘one of them’ thwarted numerous times as for example, when he, despite his youth, and a foreigner at that, was regularly honored to eat with the adult men, when his peers were excluded from this privilege. 
But David’s appreciation for all that the village had given to him found expression in his submitting to baptism in the local church.  It turned out to be a full day’s celebration beginning with a long worship service, after which the church throngs joyously paraded the approximately 20 baptismal candidates to the river where the rite was performed.  Then as each emerged out of the water, the women of the congregation who were singing and dancing throughout the rite, formed a welcoming tunnel and as each baptized one passed through that tunnel of arms and scarves, the women toweled them dry.  When the baptisms were completed, the singing and dancing continued on the trek back to the church.  To complete the day’s celebration each new member was accompanied to his/her home, given some food, after which the crowd would proceed to the next newly baptized member’s home with similar tokens of support and care.   

Not surprisingly, David’s health in Chad was constantly under threat.  Village food was the first issue with which he had to wrestle.  David describes his daily fare as a composition of malleable grain-based ‘boule’, eaten with okra sauce, and dried fish. This was not a great combination, but ultimately it became more palatable.  Be that as it may, David lost 30 pounds in the course of the year, due in large measure to constant bouts of diarrhea, malaria, hepatitis and or schistosomiasis.  All of these could be attributed to unsanitary food and water supplies, and the routine of bathing in the rivers teeming with every which kind of bacteria.  
While a student at Goshen College, David pursued a course in sociology and followed up with a Masters degree at Columbia University in MO.  
Sociology was the drawing card because as with so many young people jostled about between cultures, David did not know where he belonged, and simultaneously, just wanted to get away, establish his own roots on his own turf. Wherefore, sociology was the means, and Columbia was the place.  
This academic interest in conjunction with his academic advisor took David to Union Parish, Louisiana where he interviewed all the chicken farmers in the parish about their quality of life subsequent to their (usually obligatory) transition from family owned operations to subjugation to the dictates of corporate conglomerates who by their overwhelming political and economic clout could either make or break the chicken producers throughout the southern states. 

Almost wholly identical to the producers in the video, Food, INC, David found that in practically every case, the chicken farmers in Union Parish, La. had been overwhelmed by the huge corporations, and acknowledged that resultant from the transition to corporate buyouts, these former individually operating producers,  were now worse off, having fallen into extreme debt, having no control as to what changes should or should not be made, having no influence as to vacation time - if any, and having no prospects for reclaiming their former independence. 
Upon completion of his Masters requirements, David found his way back to Goshen College where he now serves as assistant professor in the Sociology / Agriculture department.  It is a relatively new field in academia with real practical value in a day of increasing momentum to corporate control of industry, whatever one’s vocational pursuits. 

However, in difficult economic times, David, like most everybody else, also feels anxiety about job security.  It is in times like this that he both smiles and frets.  After all, David and Kendra suddenly find himself the parents of beautiful twins – adopted, from Zaire of course – who will soon celebrate their first birthdays plus a newborn baby!  What can one say except--It never rains but it pours!  



























