
Finding Community 
By Cherie Monge 
 

The year was 2000, we heard our first theme  

message – A Year of Joy, and we were intrigued. 

We were looking for a place of worship in our 

neighborhood with authen"c preaching and an 

ac"ve life in the Spirit.  We wanted to be comfort-

able enough to be at home and uncomfortable 

enough to con"nue to mature.  Li'le did we know 

how integral BCF would become to our lives.  
 

A*er a'ending BCF two weeks, I received an  

enthusias"c, joy-filled call, “This is Millie Iverson 

from Bethel Chris"an Fellowship. Tom and I are 

wondering if you want to come for lunch this  

Sunday?”   I was dismayed; a stranger cold-called 

with a dinner invita"on?  I reluctantly accepted, 

not sure who they were, and wondering what they 

wanted from us.  We had no way of knowing how 

deeply Tom and Millie would impact our lives as a 

newly married couple and how o*en we would 

pray together through tragedies and triumphs.   
 

In the fall of 2001 I started 

a'ending Moms Life with my 

newborn; I was a new mom, but 

not a young mom.  I walked into 

the room, feeling out of place 

and uneasy about what would 

happen in this group of church 

women. You see, I grew up  

under the spiritual direc"on of 

my grandma, who took me to 

brunches and lunches with “the 

church ladies.” I was very aware 

that I did not want to be one of THEM when I grew 

up. Yet here I was, a working-at-home mom  

nearing 40, joining a group I knew li'le about,  

and fearful it was church ladies hos"ng tea par"es.   
 

As it turned out motherhood is no tea party and 

these women challenged my view of church ladies.  

At first I a'ended to gather informa"on and learn 

"ps on motherhood; I was focused on sleep  

schedules, healthy feeding, cheap date nights, free 

kid ac"vi"es, discipline, easy meals, how to talk so 

your kids will listen, and how to listen so your 

spouse will talk.  However, as I observed seasoned 

mothers navigate sibling rivalry, marriage conflicts, 

margins, boundaries, and Biblical teaching, I  

realized motherhood was not a solo journey.    
 

At some point in that decade with two children,  

I began to lead Moms Life ministry.  Someone 

asked me, “How did you choose this par"cular 

ministry to be involved with?” Answer: I didn’t.   

Honestly, I was content to simply par"cipate in 

ways of involvement that minimized the risk of 

investment - bring a snack, pray for others,          
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Editor’s Note:  

18 Years of LIFEline Publications! 
By Liz Kimmel 
 

When I first stepped into my posi"on at Bethel in August of 2002, 

one of my early, super-fun projects was to meet with a commi'ee 

to begin planning for a monthly newsle'er to inform and encour-

age the church. In March of 2003, during the Year of Increase, the 

first issue of the LIFEline was published. 
 

In the beginning we included lots of calendar events, with  

scheduled mee"ng "mes and loca"ons for LIFE Groups (our name  

for Connect Groups at that "me), worship prac"ces, prayer "mes, 

and other planned get-togethers. Birthdays and anniversaries were 

also listed on the Family News calendar. 

 

The inaugural issue was only eight pages long, and contained just six 

ar"cles which focused on several of our ministry areas. Of those six 

authors, three of them are s"ll a'ending Bethel (Ken Holmgren, 

Carole Pankow, and Jean Ramphal).  
 

Our original plan was to have a new issue every month, but when we 

moved away from the calendar content and toward more thoughEul 

and inspiring ar"cles wri'en for the most part by Bethel a'enders, 

we shi*ed the frequency. Ul"mately we landed on producing an              

issue every other month, which has been our prac"ce for the past  

ten years. 
 

When you look at our achievements, the numbers are amazing: 

 18 years 

 149 issues 

 370+ authors (about 1/3 are s"ll a'ending Bethel) 

 2,076 ar"cles (plus fun features like the graduate and new 

            baby celebra"on pages, Christmas gree"ngs 

            from over-seas workers, and more) 
 

Our most prolific writer has been Ken Holmgren, with 239 ar"cles to 

his credit. Included in that total is a back page ar"cle in every single 

issue, originally called “Ken’s Korner,” un"l we changed our format in 

2018 and removed all of our column headings. 
 

There has also been a Fun Page for Fun Kids in every issue, comprised 

of puzzles and ac"vi"es that help to bring home the theme of the 

issue to the kids. In 2015 I started crea"ng some of the puzzles               

myself, and by 2017 the en"re page was of my own design. I can only 

hope the kids like doing them as much as I love making them. 

 

Enjoy the memories! 
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The Years of the Aughts 
By Liz Kimmel 
 

The year 2000 brought to us a sense of great relief 

Surviving Y2K, there wasn’t much transi"onal grief. 

Social media didn’t exist un"l Facebook in 2004. 

So we interacted with our friends  

     by showing up at their door. 
 

We read our news in printed form  

     and used our phones to talk; 

They were small enough to take along  

     when we went out for a walk. 

But we couldn’t use them for pictures of our  

     haircut or cat or lunch. 

And we couldn’t check our emails  

     if we were in a "me crunch. 
 

The kids had fun outside on their  

     Razor Scooters and Heelys; 

But those skates were dangerous,  

     so they were cau"oned not to be doing wheeleys. 

Beyblades were hot as a spinning toy  

     and the kids took their games out back 

Where they tested their skill with all three styles,  

      stamina, defense, and a'ack. 

No NeElix or Prime or Hulu yet  

     for movie night at your house. 

Instead you’d drive to Blockbuster,  

      or maybe you’d send your spouse. 

Sets of encyclopedias were packed off  

     to second-hand stores, 

For Wikipedia launched in ‘01, which helped  

     to improve the kids’ scores. 
 

Some of the phrases coined at this "me:  

     Whatever, Wassuppp, and Bling, 

You go girl, Cool Beans, and Cool your jets  

     all had a catchy ring. 

My bad, and Dawg, and Don’t have a cow,  

     and Hasta la vista, baby… 

All things that date you as from this "me,  

     or show that you’re cool, just maybe. 
 

As we reflect on what life was like two decades  

     in the past, 

Remember that through it all we’re assured  

     that God’s love will always last. 

From one genera"on to the next His faithfulness  

     will endure. 

And though our world changes, we’re rooted in Him       

     who is strong and steady and sure. 

provide a meal to a new mom, child-swap to give 

another mom "me for self-care.  I wanted to leave 

my op"ons open so I could easily disappear from 

group if it became uncomfortable, intrusive, or 

demanding.  I did not want to commit to a ministry 

because I had been hurt, used, and discarded  
 

before by church leadership.  YET, in the end I said 

“yes” because someone had seen me, no"ced  

my ability, validated my passion, valued my  

contribu"on, and asked.  Li'le did I know how   

that decision would set me on a path of  

discovering a deeply rooted sense of belonging.  
 

I had an exhilara"ng and exhaus"ng "me leading 

Moms Life – it was a solid group of women that 

challenged and championed one another in a  

life-giving way.  We didn’t all agree with one  

another; we held different thoughts on and  

responses to church, scripture, educa"on, 

marriage, paren"ng, poli"cs, employment, sex, 

screen "me, happy meals, and scrapbooking.   

But we were willing to explore and discuss our 

common ground and differences.    

Though I began to a'end Moms Life to learn how 

to mother be'er, I end up being part of something 

larger than myself.  Perhaps we all came for  

different reasons. Regardless, we showed up, 

helped each other, shared our stories, and  

engaged in crea"ng a shared history that  

produced pockets of belonging at BCF.  It was in 

this decade, in this group, that my understanding 

of God’s vastness, of His crea"vity, and of the  

profound value His places on His image bearers, 

shi*ed the necessity of community to my life. 

Li'le did I know that from this group of church 

ladies, this collec"ve of strong, smart,  

compassionate, wise, sacrificing, fierce women, 

would come my essen"al community of true, 

deep, life-long rela"onships.  
 

I am grateful we came AND grateful we stayed.  

Grateful to my Mentor Mom and Hippo Pod! 
 

 

(Editor’s note: You’ll have to ask Cherie about that              

last comment!) 

Finding Community con"nued from page 1 
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Building His Church Through 

Prayer 
By Karen Underwood 

 

When James and I saw BCF’s entry in the Yellow 

Pages, “Called to be a House of Prayer for All             

Na"ons”, we were cau"ously excited.  Did they 

really mean it?    
 

In spiritual inventories, we had seen a recurring 

theme of the na"ons throughout both of our  

lives: interna"onal and intercultural experiences, 

interests, and strong connec"ons.  And both of us 

felt called to prayer. [When seeking God some 

years earlier, I heard that personal call. That was a 

surprise to me! But when God speaks so clearly, 

what can you do but believe Him?]  
 

We first came to BCF in late October 2002. My 

notes from that sermon began: 2002 is The Year of 

the Open Door; to go through that open door, you 

must walk out of some things.  Well, God had 

called us, like Abram, to leave a church with   

people we knew and loved, to go somewhere 

new He would show us.  
 

As we explored BCF, we certainly found an Open 

Door to very much in common with God’s work  

in our lives.  We were welcomed to many  

opportuni"es to minister, yet without pressure.   

The emphasis was to fit God’s gi*ings and calling, 

not just fill a need.  This allowed "me for us 

to rest, receive and be renewed.  
 

I’d been reading in Isaiah for my quiet "mes. Isaiah 

56:6-8 says I will bring [them] to My holy mountain 

and give them joy in My house of prayer.... for  

my house will be called a house of prayer for all 

na"ons.  My journal noted: “that’s Bethel Chris"an 

Fellowship’s mo'o/iden"ty. It’s so neat that the 

Lord gives joy in His house of prayer! It’s not just 

travail and spiritual warfare, as we might picture 

it.  Of course, if prayer is conversing with God and 

drawing near to Him, not just praying about X,  

there must be joy.  Makes me want to see what 

the Lord will do next at BCF.”  
 

We became members in 2003: A Year of  

Increase.  We hadn’t fully realized how much  

the flow of the  

Holy Spirit    

had been  

constricted in 

our lives over 

the previous 

years, "ll we 

experienced  

the increase--

like floodgates 

opening-- of 

free worship, 

being led by 

the Holy Spirit,  

digging 

deep together  

in God’s Word, and welcoming spiritual gi*s.   
 

A*er being in a prayer mee"ng with Pastors 

Jim Olson and Harrison Williams and Cary Kimmel, 

my journal noted “I’ll certainly have my vision 

broadened and expecta"ons raised if I pray much 

with them!”  This has proved true, not only with 

them but many other prayer warriors in BCF and 

the All Na"ons Family of Churches.  
 

Early in our "me at BCF we got to join Jean        

Ramphal’s class, Learning to Do What Jesus 

Did, a*er it had been extended from 6 weeks to  

18 weeks.  This was God’s ini"al training ground 

for Lifestreams prayer ministry, which has been a 

con"nuing source of growth and joy for us.  We 

learned new things about the variety of ways God 

speaks to us.  For instance, a sudden feeling 

(whether emo"onal or physical) might not be  

ours, but God indica"ng what someone else is 

feeling, to lead us to pray for them.  We see the 

great value of ministering as a team, as God 

weaves together the varie"es of spiritual gi*s 

and brings confirma"on that we’re on the  

right track.  Later years included a season of  

praying with many women at Minnesota Adult  

and Teen Challenge.  We were privileged to 

see God do miracles of inner healing 

from great trauma (not that discipleship and  

counseling wasn’t s"ll needed to live this 

out, but it was a deep and decisive turning point in 

knowing God’s love and iden"ty in Jesus).  This 
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Blessed with Spiritual Growth 
By Ken Holmgren 

 

Sunday, July 27, 2003, was a significant day in the 

life of Heidi Joy Bergstedt. It was the first "me she 

came to Bethel Chris"an Fellowship. 

 

Heidi Joy came to BCF in response to the invita"on 

of Stephanie Schwartz, a friend who, like her, lived 

at the Montreal Hi-Rise in St. Paul. (Stephanie was 

a rich blessing to the BCF family for many years. 

She has gone home to heaven.) Even before her 

first visit, Heidi Joy had been blessed by the  

ministry of BCF through the Montreal Hi-Rise 

Bible study and small group that Nancy Stone, a 

BCF member, was leading. 

 

The ministry Heidi Joy receives at BCF has helped 

her grow in her rela"onship with Christ. “So many 

people have helped me with my spiritual growth,” 

she says. She loves the worship music, and she has 

been especially blessed by sermons that include 

object lessons that illustrate the pastor’s message. 

She remembers how pastors would give object 

lessons when she was a girl at a Bible camp in 

Michigan and “make the sermon come to life.” 

Part of Heidi Joy’s  

spiritual growth has also 

come from ministry she 

has offered out of her love 

for Christ. When she was 

living at the Montreal  

Hi-Rise, she helped Nancy 

Stone with the small group 

there. She was blessed to 

see God’s kingdom grow 

there and wrote about it in the October/

November 2010 LIFEline.  

 

When the BCF congrega"on was invited to help 

with the ministry of SALT (Somali Adult Literacy 

Training) in 2004, Heidi Joy was one of those who 

responded to the call to create classrooms with 

teams of volunteers tutoring Somali adults in  

Minneapolis. She has also par"cipated in ministry 

to BCF’s children over the years. Heidi Joy has 

been blessed by the ministry of the BCF family, 

and she has also been a blessing at BCF and  

beyond. 
 

increased our faith, hope and vision, seeing God’s 

heart to redeem treasures whom our spiritual  

enemy has tried to destroy.  
 

Another high point for me in 2003 was being  

welcomed, along with others from BCF, as part of 

the prayer team for an Ethnic Workers Summit.  

I wrote “what a blessing to join with people from 

around the Twin Ci"es who share God’s heart and 

vision for His Bride made up of those from every 

people and na"on, for unity among us, and who 

are depending in prayer on Him to accomplish 

it.”  As we began to worship and pray, I could feel 

the Lord saying “This is my heart, and I will bring it 

to pass.”  He is s"ll doing this today, through 

Merge Twin Ci"es and other partnerships.  

One more precious example of God’s work 

through prayer: In (2010?) BCF had 40 days of 

fas"ng and prayer. One day focused on refugees 

and immigrants.  Naomi Ryman knew the  

latest wave of refugees due to her work at the  

Interna"onal Ins"tute. So we prayed for the  

Bhutanese, that God would raise up a church 

among them in the Twin Ci"es. Two years later –  

I forgot, but God didn’t-- He began to do this right 

in our midst, and let us join in His birthing 

of Himalayan Chris"an Fellowship! Taking prayer 

ministry into homes was part of His work to draw 

Hindus and Buddhists to freedom in Jesus.   

And He is s"ll building His church! 
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The Birth of S.A.L.T 
By David Pestel – Associate Director of Somali Adult 

Literacy Training 

 

“Look across the street!”  

 

Mike Neterer, in Minnesota 

preparing with his family to 

return to some of the least 

reached people groups on 

the planet, felt he heard a 

guiding word from the Lord 

during a "me of prayer – 

“Look across the street!” 

 

So he stepped out the third story veranda of their 

home just off Lake Street in Minneapolis and 

looked across the street. 

 

Lake Street, bustling as usual. 

 

Liquor store, the old Sears building, the local  

Somali restaurant – the typical view. 

 

Mike had been preparing to return to the  

Afghanistan-Tajikistan border to serve, 

 but felt compelled to spend a season in prayer. 

 

Do they know Me? 

 

“What? At the restaurant?” asked Mike of the 

Lord. 

 

Do they know Me? 

 

Thus began a pivot for the Neterer family from a 

planned journey into Central Asia, to a roo"ng 

down in Minnesota to learn about Minnesota’s 

newest se'ling people group – the people of  

Somalia. 

 

The year was 1999 and all that was in place was a 

people group and a plan to pray. 

 

Mike started teaching interna"onals in an  

“English for Work” program, and began to develop 

rela"onships with Somalis.  A pivotal mee"ng with 

a Somali Chris"an pastor named Yaqub put the 

idea of outreach and an organiza"onal name  

together: Somali Adult Literacy Training – SALT. 

 

On Interna"onal Literacy Day, September 8, 2003, 

SALT was born. 

 

By 2004, a call had gone out to help with the 

effort, and people like Karen Underwood, Heidi Joy 

Bergstedt, Nancy Stone, Sharon Holmgren, and 

Julie Thompson responded to the call to create 

classrooms with teams of volunteers tutoring  

Somali adults in Minneapolis. 

 

In 2005, the Concordia-St. Paul site was opened  

in partnership with the efforts of Pastor Jim and 

Pastor Harrison of Bethel Chris"an Fellowship  

and Concordia University.  Soon the BCF team 

men"oned above, plus Ken Holmgren, David  

Pestel, and Vicky Ellis-Myhrom joined the team, 

with prayer support from Jean Swenson,  

Stephanie Fisk and others. 

 

“The joy of seeing Muslims and Chris"ans siXng 

knee-to-knee to learn was one of the greatest  

joys of the early years of SALT,” Mike recently 

men"oned, “and through the years, the growing 

rela"onships is what has kept this going.” 

 

Seventeen years later, Mike con"nues to lead a 

growing SALT network - based in the Twin Ci"es - 

reaching out with 250 volunteers across  

Minnesota and beyond. 

 

“But one of the biggest challenges came about 10 

years ago,” Mike told us, “when a couple of the 

classroom sites were struggling with different 

problems that were making it hard to keep a 

whole class of students going.”  One site was 

asked to pay a large sum for rent, while a different 

site had another English school move right into the 

building where the Somali families lived.  “The 

numbers of Somali students were dropping, and 

we weren’t certain what to do.” 

 

Through a "me of prayer, frustra"on, and  
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adjustment, sites tried going directly into the 

homes of our Somali neighbors.  The challenge  

of this?  No more classrooms with teachers,  

textbooks, and the safety of structure.  In its place 

was a much more fluid situa"on of entering into a 

home, and learning the ways of a family.  But with 

it, came a much greater opportunity to connect 

with a family, and share the love of Jesus. 

 

By 2014, most of the volunteers were mee"ng  

directly in homes, and over "me, rela"onships 

deepened. 

 

What spurs us on?  The Somali people are s"ll one 

of the least-reached people groups on the planet – 

there is almost no contact the average Somali  

person has – even in the U.S. – with the Good 

News.  

 

But the eternal difference of these volunteers over 

the years has been one person at a "me.   

 

For instance, one Somali refugee family was  

welcomed by World Relief back in 2001, and later 

matched with a SALT volunteer tutor.  Only later 

did we find out we were tutoring a leader of many 

tribes.  That rela"onship con"nues today to the 

level where Mike spoke with him recently - this 

Muslim leader was reques"ng help for his region.  

But he didn’t want just anyone – this regional king 

said; “I want real Chris/ans – true believers.  Their 

love is sincere.  I wouldn’t be where I am today 

except for the Minnesota Chris/ans.” 

 

Now, a season of focused prayer has emerged in 

SALT, including the launching of a prayer-group 

website where the goal is to “create groups of 

people around the world that will be in prayer for 

their Somali neighbors” at a regular "me in their 

week.  With world-wide coverage, we are hoping 

to cover every one of the 168-hour blocks in a 

week.  The great movements of His Kingdom have 

come through earnest prayer – and we are asking 

God for a Gospel movement to flourish among this 

confederacy of tribes, and along every branch of 

the big Somali family tree through this "me of  

intercession. 

And a word of thanks for the member of Bethel 

Chris"an Fellowship.  SALT would not be the same 

without the consistent love shown by the BCF 

team – all the way back to the very beginnings of 

SALT.   

 

And as Mike told us: “I will always be thankful for 

Pastors Harrison Williams and Jim Olson for how 

they would call me weekly in the early days and 

pray for SALT over the phone, and then they 

would say, “Now, come over to St Paul!  We need 

SALT on this side of the river too!”  

 

“God bless you, dear Bethel Chris"an Fellowship 

for how you have partnered with SALT over the 

years to share Jesus with our Somali neighbors 

through literacy and friendship!  May the Lord 

con"nue to bless BCF to be fruiEul to mul"ply  

disciples from every na"on un"l His Kingdom 

comes!”  

F� ! "#$ " %: D()*+, V*./0, K(�$1, K$1, J34*$ 

B$5*11*15  6 A�"*.4$: M*/$ N$"$�$� 



March 2000 
BCF steps into ministry to  

ethnic churches; opens building 
to host a Hispanic congregation 

Fall 2006 
BCF sends adult team  

on missions trip to visit 
Steve & Jan Rasmussen  
in Tanzania, East Africa 

Fall 2001 
First class sessions of 

Leading Edge Discipleship 
Training School (LEDTS) 

begin. Fruitful Life 
Streams Prayer Ministry 

grows from it 

Sept-Oct 2005 
BCF celebrates 75  
years of ministry 

April 14, 2007 
Inaugural service of church plant Bethel 

Christian Fellowship Minneapolis 
(now known as Cross Culture 

Community Church) 

April 2008 
BCF hosts the FCA  

International Convention 
(Pastor Carol Warner was 
chairperson for the Upper 

Midwest FCA planning 
committee) 



  Bethel Timeline 

2000—2009 

May 2004 
Immigrant Ministry  

Listening Team is  
established to help BCF 
minister intentionally to 

refugees & immigrants 

April 2002 
MSP leadership team  

begins meeting, planting seeds  
for the later development of 

monthly prayer by St. Paul pastors 
for each area of the city 

March 2003 
BCF publishes first 

LIFEline issue 

Winter 2004 
BCF partners with  

St. James/St. Francis  
parishes  in West 7th  

Alpha Outreach  
(a strategic initiative of  
Mission St. Paul prayer) 

2005 
 A Year of Destiny, inviting BCF 

to move purposefully into 
God’s calling & destiny to be an 

Apostolic House of Prayer  
for All Nations 
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CONGRATULATIONS!  Graduates of 2020 

High School   

Caleb Marquette 
St. Anthony  
Village HS 

Plans: Attend 
Mpls. Community 

Tech College/
Business 

 

Ian Lloyd  
Christopher Monge 
Gateway to College 

 
Plans: Attend  

St. Paul College/ 
Art Therapy  

 

Nathan 
Hackenmueller 
Nova Classical 

Academy 
Plans: 

St. Paul College/
Auto Service Tech   

 
 

Ihmani Dohbila 
Woodbury Sr. High 

Plans:  
Study Biology on a 
pre-med track at 

Iowa State  
University 

Post-Secondary Grads: 

 

 Stanley Roberts 
Luther Seminary 

 
Master of Divinity 
Plans: Continuing 

education 

 

Emilie Wall 
Concordia Univ. 

Education  
Specialist 

Plans: Find either  
a teaching or  

principal position 

Ellie Haugen 
St. Paul Conservatory 
for Performing Arts 

Plans:  Attend 
Mount Holyoke          

College in Maryland/
Theater & Environ. 

Science 

                       

  

 Isaac Rasmussen 
Northwestern U/

Chicago 
BS in Mechanical 

Engineering 
Plans: Find work 

in my field 

 

Rachel Rasmussen 
Northwestern U/

Chicago 
BS in Education & 

Social Policy 
Plans: Continue at 

World Relief 

Hannah Rasmussen 
Africa Intl Univ. 

Master of Divinity 
 

Plans: Continue 
editing and  

encouraging writers 
at Oasis Intl. 

 

Joshua Cook 
White Bear Lake 

Senior High 
Plans: 

Attend a local 
trade school 

(TBD) 

 

Tchangu Byakweli 
University of 

Northwestern SP 
Degree: Masters in 
Business Admin 

Plans: 
Work in my field 

 

Alyssa Doebler 
Bethel Global U 

Degree: Masters in 
Intercultural Min. 
Plans: Continue in 
my current job & 
serving at CCCC 

 

Ernest Dohbila 
Maryville Univ. 
St. Louis, MO 

Degree: Masters in 
Bus. Data Analytics 

Plans: Seek a  
position in my field 
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Finding My Fit 
By Ma'hew Cox 

 

“I don’t remember you a'ending BCF back in 

2002,” is the response I most o*en get from  

old-"mers when I tell them I started a'ending BCF 

in college. “Do you remember the kid with the 

blue hair?” is my usual response. “Ohh...you were 

that kid?” I can see their memory returning as 

they recall how I also painted my nails for a spell.  

“...We were praying for you...” 

 

I had arrived at Macalester feeling both as if I had 

arrived home and like an alien in a strange land.  

I had been a'racted to this college as it was,  

in many ways, the inverse of my high school  

experience. Students here were born around the 

world, while in my hometown, they planned to live 

their en"re lives within the same county. Here, 

wri"ng songs about organic chemistry was more 

valued than being able to throw a football in a  

perfect spiral. While in many ways I felt at home 

as one brightly colored oddball among many, my 

faith hindered, rather than helped me fit in with 

my peers. To illustrate: my roommate regularly 

invited over the roommate of my bible study  

leader and got drunk together while we read 

Mark, just to try and balance things out. 

 

I’m grateful that I found BCF early in my college 

career. I recall walking in the doors of the church 

and seeing the flags, realized that there was a  

way for me to con"nue to build my faith without 

sacrificing the diversity that I cherished at my  

college. I soon poured myself into the Macalester 

Chris"an Fellowship, wondering if perhaps this 

eclec"c group of students would be the oasis I had 

been looking for on campus. The reality was that I 

had some maturing to do, and my leadership in 

the ministry led to isola"on. Personal issues flared 

up, and the people that I had hoped would help 

provide stability were also the people I was finding 

myself in conflict with. 

 

I don’t quite recall how I got plugged into Life 

Group. Did I go solo because it was an outlet that I 

tried to keep to 

myself, or because 

none of my peers 

had interest. I 

don’t recall how I  

coordinated with 

Chip for him to 

pick me up on the 

corner in the  

family minivan.  

I have no idea 

what we were  

discussing as I sat 

in the Hackenmueller’s living room. I don’t recall 

most of the names of people who were gathered 

in a circle near the Olson’s piano.  

 

What stands out the most from those evenings 

was that I was always warmly welcomed, no 

ma'er what struggles I had most recently been 

going through, no ma'er what color my hair  

was at the "me. It dawned on me that for all 

Macalester had going for it, I was s"ll very much 

living in a monoculture of a different kind. We 

were all roughly the same age, we shared an  

unjus"fied pride in our intellect, and all pre'y 

much assumed that we were going to save the 

world in roughly the same ways.  

 

In those life groups, I saw toddlers hanging out 

with re"rees, people sharing from deep fountains 

of wisdom using simple words, and those from all 

walks of life being woven into a beau"ful tapestry. 

I thought I had found home in the diversity of 

Macalester, but I discovered a deeper, more  

inclusive diversity in the body of Christ through 

BCF. 

 

And so it was with sadness that I le* BCF in 2006 

as I decided to teach on the Rosebud Indian  

Reserva"on. I returned to the Twin Ci"es a decade 

later, married and looking for a church to plug  

into. Surprisingly, we had lived in the area the 

be'er part of a year before we walked through 

the doors of BCF.   

 

But that’s a story for another day... 
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Transformed by Family 

by Allan and Joan Bu'on 

 

When Yollaine Mulatre invited Joan and Allan 

Bu'on to join her at BCF 

on Mother’s Day, 2002 it 

began a new adventure, a 

new life for this 63-year-

old couple.  Life is a series 

of adventures, some very 

good, others very difficult.  

We were worn out and 

discouraged by a long  

wilderness experience, 

death of a 20-year-old son 

in an auto accident in 1990, loss of the small,               

loving church congrega"on we had helped to    

build and served as elder, missionary to Hai",    

worship team leader; unsuccessful search for                

another church home, an ongoing ba'le with              

major depression for Allan, leading toward early 

re"rement from his career as a PhD research                  

scien"st at 3M company.  

 

We had come to life-changing faith in our Lord 

Jesus Christ in 1977, following a stormy marriage, 

a divorce in 1970, Allan’s near suicidal despair      

and Joan’s being filled with the Holy Spirit in the       

Charisma"c Movement and her growing faith.  

Young Pastor Ned Berube discipled Allan as a part 

of his first "ny home church. The Lord removed 

our bi'erness, brought us to forgiveness, renewed 

love, remarriage, and the blessing of a wonderful 

daughter, Sarah Joy. 

  

In 1985 the Lord led us to serve as missionaries to 

Hai", where Joan, our son Daniel, and daughter 

Sarah joined Allan several "mes in walking the 

mountain trails to love and encourage the new 

Chris"ans there in Pastor Daniel Mulatre’s growing 

ministry.  For twenty years God did miracles of 

healing, changing lives, educa"ng children, and 

growing rela"onship between our Lamb of God 

church in Minnesota and Pastor Daniel’s Leglise 

Agneau de Dieu (Lamb of God in Creole) church in 

Hai" as we exchanged visits  and became one 

family.   

God did  

miracles to 

bring  

Yollaine to  

be our  

informally 

adopted 

daughter.  

We helped 

her learn our  

language  

and culture 

and she is 

now a        

naturalized 

US Ci"zen with  a bachelor’s degree in nursing and 

an expert in helping    people manage diabetes, 

very important in Hai". 

  

In 2002 we were weary, discouraged, and in need 

of peace and rest.  Tom and Millie Iverson hosted 

Daniel Abraham’s family from Hai", and invited us 

seniors to meals and gatherings in their home, 

where we found love and acceptance.  Dave and 

Lynda Larson shared their love of the Lord, of   

music, of good books with us.  Pastor Jim Olson 

revealed the wealth of God’s Word, and he also 

went to Hai" to celebrate the dedica"on of the 

large new church building there.  The wonderful 

BCF worship team all welcomed Yollaine and       

Allan and showed us love, acceptance and prayer 

support. 

  

We are blessed to serve others through driver 

training, helping with English at college level,         

recording weddings, recep"ons, gradua"ons,         

special events with DVD videos and s"ll photos      

to help preserve special memories, and tes"fy to 

God’s power to resurrect a dead marriage,        

remove bi'erness. and bring new love.  

  

We praise our Lord for star"ng with two very shy 

outsider children and transforming us to insider 

members of His family. 



Page 13 

Leaders’ Edge Discipleship 

Training School (LEDTS) 
By Andrew Gross 

 

Back in the early 2000s, Bethel Chris"an Fellowship 

joined three area churches to begin a school of  

discipleship for the whole family. We called it the 

“Leading Edge Discipleship Training School” or LEDTS 

for short. It lasted for the be'er part of a decade and 

represented an intensely fruiEul season of life-giving 

ministry within BCF, as well as a season of beau"ful 

partnerships with other churches. 
 

LEDTS was birthed out of prayer and friendship. Our 

senior pastor at the "me, Jim Olson, was a close 

friend of the senior pastor of Christ Community 

Church, Ned Berube. These two were co-founders 

and co-leaders of Mission St. Paul, a coopera"ve 

prayer and outreach effort among area pastors that 

con"nues to this day. Pastor Ned and his elders had 

already been talking about a more formal and inten-

"onal discipleship plan for their church members. 

When our Pastor Jim hear this he eagerly asked:  

“Oh, please let us do this with you!” 
 

A'endance at BCF’s Sunday night services had been 

waning in recent years, so we saw that as an ideal 

"me to hold the LEDTS classes. Another local church 

in the Frogtown neighborhood, St. Paul Community, 

stepped up to join, as well as Cornerstone Church,  

a tradi"onally African American church led by  

Reverend Ronnie Jackson, also located in Frogtown.   
 

What was our plan going to be? Christ Community 

Church elder Michael West originally devised our 

LEDTS structure. He created a 3-trimester system of 

12 weeks each, star"ng in the fall. Each trimester 

had at least one or two longer 12-week classes and  

2-3 shorter 6-week classes. We took breaks for 

Christmas and for the summer. Our youth group was 

held at the same "me to make it easier for parents. 

We started crea"ve children’s programming for the 

elementary age, o*en culmina"ng in a big musical 

produc"on by the kids or some kind of art show that 

displayed projects the kids had been working on for 

the trimester. We set up a shared childcare system 

for our youngest children and infants so the whole 

family could par"cipate. And best of all, we began 

each Sunday with a big meal with churches taking 

turns providing it.  

But how would we disciple the members of four very 

diverse churches, all coming from different tradi"ons 

for interpre"ng the Bible? We covered all kinds of 

topics in our classes. These ranged from prac"cal 

Chris"an living (marriage, paren"ng, devo"onal life, 

etc.), to bible study (for instance, a typical trimester 

might have a study on the Book of Isaiah or the Book 

of Ephesians or a class on how to study the Bible), to 

leading Chris"an ministry (how to do cross-cultural 

ministry for example, or how to flow in the spiritual 

gi*s, etc.). We had to have lots of discussions among 

the pastors and elders of the four churches (who did 

the majority of the teaching) to make sure we were 

OK with each others’ doctrines. For some students,  

it was the first "me they were exposed to teaching 

from a different Chris"an tradi"on. This could  

some"mes produce anxiety at "mes. It was 

 stretching for everyone and led to all kinds of  

fascina"ng discussions. But almost all found it 

 very enriching in the end.  
 

Lay people also got to teach, which increased the 

sense of engagement and bore long term fruit. One 

of the most popular recurring classes was led by our 

own Jean Ramphal, called “Learning to Do What  

Jesus Did.” In it, she taught people to follow the 

prompts of the Holy Spirit when praying for others in 

need. Not only did it train up a whole genera"on of 

prayer ministers, but it gave birth to a powerful and 

fruiEul ministry that con"nues up to this day, the Life 

Streams Prayer Ministry.  
 

Most weeks each class was packed by members from 

all four churches. In fact, at "mes it was hard to find 

room for everybody. This was a good problem to 

have—it indicated a deep hunger to grow as disciples 

of Jesus and an eagerness to do this growth in  

community. The meals we shared allowed for  

enriching discussion and nurtured wonderful  

rela"onships between people from different  

backgrounds that con"nue even now.  
 

Eventually, as the decade wore on, each church had 

to drop out for one reason or another. BCF was the 

last one standing un"l we turned our focus more 

fully to outreach through Alpha, to a more stream-

lined Bible study program and to star"ng the All  

Na"ons Family of Churches. In its "me, LEDTS 

strengthened many disciples and deepened God’s 

kingdom deepened in and through us, all for the  

glory of God. 
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Freedom to Stand 
By Anna Williams 
 

My story began with a dream. A month before a 

scheduled immigra"on interview for a green card, 

I dreamt that I was arrested in the presence of my 

son, who was then four years old. As I entered the 

prison, the heavy metal door clanged shut and the 

warden said, “You are here for life.” I was trapped. 

Upon hearing the warden’s words, Chris Junior 

brokenly sobbed, “MOM!” My dream ended with 

the famous Easter scenery of dark clouds hovering 

over three white crosses. Each cross was about the 

height of a three-story building. I woke with fear 

and anxiety as a trumpet sounded that filled the 

en"re earth. I asked my husband Chris if he had 

heard the trumpet, but he said no. I shared my 

dream with him, but we did not pray about it at 

that "me. 

 

For weeks the dream was bothersome and  

horrendous to me. I was scared, worried, and 

nervous, because I have done everything in life to 

stay out of jail. The dream had me completely         

exasperated. Growing up as child, jail was for 

those who commi6ed a crime.  Or so we thought.  

 

A green card is a lawful permit allowing a foreign 

na"onal to reside permanently in the United 

States. On the day of my interview I was arrested 

because the interviewer’s supervisor said I had a 

clause about deporta"on. I was arrested in front of 

my husband and son and taken to the arres"ng 

officer. He thought it was a mistake on the part of 

immigra"on because my pe""on for residency 

was approved and I was covered since my husband 

was a United States ci"zen. The arres"ng officer 

was baffled and said, “I cannot understand why 

they are arres"ng you. You have no charge against 

you.” I did not see my family again that day. It was 

a very sad morning for them. I le* for prison with 

shackles on my feet. A long, heavy chain connect-

ed my handcuffs to the shackle. I was placed in a 

high par""oned bus with "nted windows. 

 

At the immigra"on building in Bloomington, the 

officer was told to send me to the Sherburne 

County Jail in Elk River, but he refused that order 

because he said I was from Saint Paul and it would 

have been hard for my family to visit.  At the  

prison I was fingerprinted and given a card to use 

to make a call to my family so they would know 

which prison I was placed into. Surprisingly it  

was the Ramsey Deten"on Center, a building we 

frequently drove by, and wondered what it was. 

Now I knew. 

 

A*er the call home my whole world changed. I 

was strip-searched and placed in an orange 

jumpsuit. I was given a brown plas"c square pan,  

a small worn out drinking cup, a gray wool blanket, 

and a brown pair of mis-matched rubber slippers.  

I was assigned a room number and cuffed with a 

rubber bracelet that had my picture and prison 

number on it.  

 

My belongings were placed in my room and I  

was told to come downstairs to join the other  

prisoners. As I sat in the noisy open space filled 

with loud noises from murderers, drug dealers, 

rogues, pros"tutes, and more, I sat quietly and 

began to commune with God. I learned that we 

can commune with God at any "me, and any 

place. I cried out to God and said, “I have accepted 

this, but please do not make me to return to this 

place.” I heard Him say, “Then you have to forgive 

those who hurt you.”  

 

In that instant I remembered a sermon Pastor Jim 

preached about “Forgiveness.”  It is the story of 

Corrie Ten Boom, a holocaust survivor, and was 

called “Forgiveness is LeXng go of a Rope.”  When 

Corrie asked how she could forgive those who hurt 

her, she was told a story about a bell in a tower. 

To stop the bell from gaining momentum when it 

is tugged and pulled, one has to keep one’s hands 

off the rope; the movement would begin to slow, 

and eventually the ringing would stop. Pastor Jim 

told this be'er than me. He is good at illustra"ng. 

It was simple. I let go, and received an inner peace 

that surpasses all understanding (Philippians 4:7).  

I was set free to forge ahead with even greater 

poten"al for inner freedom.  
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Con"nued on page 17 

I realized then that the dream I had was a vision.  

It was a forewarning of what was ahead for me.  

If I had not experienced being in a jail in a dream, 

and then had to face it in life, I would have gone 

insane. Our God is Omnipotent, Omnipresent and 

Omniscient.  My life was in His hands.  

 

Immediately following my commune with God, I 

heard the officer yelling my name. She said that I 

had a visitor. Chris had retained one of the best 

immigra"on lawyers.  She was shocked to have 

seen the state that I was in. She repeatedly asked 

if I was Anna, the wife of Christopher Williams. 

She read my bracelet numerous "mes to iden"fy 

me. She said that she was surprised because, and  

I quote her, “Your husband told me that you have 

never been arrested and I should expect you to be 

broken with fear.” I had put on the whole armor  

of God to stand against the wiles of the devil 

(Ephesians 6:11-18). I was calm and brave in her 

presence. I knew that life has some good and bad 

sides, but with the help of God I could survive  

riding this storm in my life. 

 

Mathew West’s song, “Forgiveness”, has a por"on 

that says, “It’ll clear the bi'erness away, it can  

set the prisoner free. There is no end to what its 

power can do. So, let it go and be amazed by what 

you see through eyes of grace. The prisoner that it 

really frees is you.” 

 

As I let go during my ordeal and relied on God,  

I gained a lot of strength to persevere. My  

husband hired one of the best, and I had Pastor 

Jim physically visi"ng on Wednesdays to have  

devo"ons and words of encouragement with me. 

Physical visita"on was only allowed for pastors 

and lawyers (who only came once in a while). I 

was the only one with visitors. How blessed I was. 

 

Any family visita"on was done by the means of 

skyping. My family made no visits for the four 

months I was detained. We did not entertain  

skyping because it could have caused some mental 

breakdown for us. It was be'er for me especially. 

Pastor Jim visited twice in one day during a winter 

storm because all communica"ons were down in 

the facility and  

I had not heard 

any news from 

home. Hearing 

from home was 

so soothing for 

me. It was one 

of my coping 

mechanisms  

for fear.  

 

Some other 

strengths came 

from the church 

and families 

praying for my 

release. Senator Norm Coleman and Pastor Jim 

were pleading for the release of my files.  

Immigra"on had told my lawyer that its policy was 

“No releasing of files.” Wasn’t that a viola"on of 

human rights?  It did not weaken my spirit. One 

thing I knew is, I was not detained for life. One 

way or the other, I would get out. 

 

But through it all my eyes were on God and I told 

Pastor Jim that the book of Ecclesiastes says there 

is a "me for everything. Since it was my "me, all I 

had to do was to cast my burden upon Jesus to 

find some surviving strategies to carry me through 

the storm. He helped me to develop posi"ve 

thoughts, feelings, and behaviors, although it was 

tough at "mes. I told Chris that I imagined I was 

vaca"oning in Canada. Since there was no African 

food, I used this "me to work on my weight. It was 

a "me of die"ng. We were scheduled to eat in the 

open and have no food in the rooms. It was also 

the "me in my life when I did the most reading 

ever. It was even more than the reading I did  

during the war in Liberia. That wasn’t a pleasant 

"me, because we had to run from falling missiles 

and flying bullets. 

 

A*er three months of immigra"on giving us  

the run around about releasing my files for the 

reopening of the case, they finally told the lawyer 

and others that the prosecutor in New Jersey was 

the one who could have reopened the case. It 
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A Beautiful Time 
By Sam Snyder, CCCC Lead Pastor 

The last 11 years have been a beau"ful "me filled 

with several different seasons. Before moving to 

Minneapolis to lead Cross Culture, Sarah and I 

knew that our "me was finished in Breckenridge, 

MN. Even though we didn’t want it to be, God had 

showed us that a change was coming. It didn’t 

seem like the right "me to us…in fact, everything 

was finally going well in several different areas. It 

took us a while to release control of our plans to 

God.  But we did follow His direc"on and "ming 

and moved to Minneapolis to join the “rhizome” 

team that had begun mee"ng in 2008.  That              

team would eventually become Cross Culture 

Community Church.  

 

Once we said yes we s"ll had to finish the work we 

were involved with. The "ming wasn’t quite what 

Pastor Jim envisioned, or the rest of the leadership 

team for that ma'er, but in retrospect we can see 

that God was working to line things up for that 

first year in ministry. 

 

Many of our plans didn’t work out as we hoped. 

We made several building changes and several key 

leaders moved away in our first few years. But  

we knew that God was with us and that He was 

leading us. At "mes it felt like things were really 

picking up speed and then God’s word would 

come that He was going to be doing some pruning. 

It felt like things were falling apart…yet we kept  

following His leading and we moved forward as a 

church community.  Every year we saw growth and 

more involvement from the church family. We all 

became fully engaged in what it means to BE the 

church, both gathered in the building and 

sca'ered to our neighborhoods and workplaces.  

 

We’ve seen a great group of leaders rise up in the 

church. We have been so blessed by the growth 

that we have seen as people have found life in 

God. Believers have found freedom and matured 

in their faith. And the church has engaged in  

ministry in organic ways that go beyond the  

weekly gatherings in the building and in homes. 

But through it all it has been important to ask 

these ques"ons:  What is God doing right now?  

How can we join Him in His work? 

 

As I look back over the last 11 years of leading 

Cross Culture, I see God’s hand at work in the 

highs and lows, in the gains and the losses, in  

victories and the defeats, in the receiving and in 

the sending. God has caused “all things to work 

together for good” (Romans 8:28). This applies to 

our family and our church community, as we’ve 

given ourselves to Him and to His purposes for ALL 

people! It has been a beau"ful thing which we 

could not have planned. In walking with God and 

seeking to make the most of every opportunity 

that God has put before us, we have seen Him  

do things that have been “exceedingly, abundantly 

more than anything we could ask or imagine.”  

(Ephesians 3:20)  

S10+$� F(!*40 *1 2009: S(!, A==0, S(�(# 
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took a month for the prosecutor to receive the 

files because the immigra"on service was not  

coopera"ng. When my file was received in New 

Jersey, an order was given by the prosecutor  

instruc"ng a 24-hour release because immigra"on 

had no case against me.  

 

Coming into the jail, I had no fear, but going out 

became so terrifying.  My lawyer said that my  

release day was a Thursday, but on a late Tuesday 

night I was told by the night officer that I was 

being released to immigra"on at 6 AM Wednesday 

morning. Wow, that was very, very frightening. 

There was no means of communica"ng with  

Chris and the lawyer that night to tell of my  

early release. It was a torture for me. What a 

NIGHTMARE. I was only instructed to board the 

same bus that transported me to the jail. The  

driver said nothing to me. 

 

Upon my arrival at the office, I was placed in the 

holding cell for some hours. I finally mustered up 

courage to inquire of the same female officer  

who had to be reprimanded during my arrest for 

singing religious music and making mockery of  

my arrest. Why was I brought a day before my  

release?  I was told that Ramsey County Deten"on 

Center informed immigra"on that it was  

compulsory that I be removed from their facility 

within the 24-hour period.  Did I believe her? No.  

 

A*er four months in jail I was given a sheet to sign 

with a heading that read “Charges”. Now I knew 

the law from my "me spent while “vaca"oning” 

and refused to sign without my lawyer.  My lawyer 

was put on the phone and told me that it was 

okay, my family was wai"ng outside for me. I s"ll 

did not trust her, but from her tone with one of 

the other officers present, I decided to sign. He 

volunteered to escort me outside. I s"ll thought it 

was a hoax. Why will I sign my charges on the day 

of my release? 

 

I felt mixed emo"ons. I was happy, sad, free, and 

hurt when I saw my husband and son. It caused a 

stress for my family. I had been an integral part of 

the family because I cared for Chris Junior while 

my husband worked the evening shi*. Our lives 

had been completely interrupted. 

 

This is my story.  Forgiveness. LeXng go of anger  

is the only way to set a person’s mind free.  Free 

from anxiety, high blood pressure, stress, and  

depression. And a*er all this, I would STAND,  

because I was wearing the armor of God. I had 

stood before the wiles of the devil. 

Freedom to Stand con"nued from page 15 

Part of the Planting 
By Bethany Rasmussen (CCCC missionary) 

 

Growing up in a church plant was a unique 

experience that I feel privileged to have had.  

I was in early high school when Bethel Chris"an 

Fellowship Minneapolis (now Cross Culture  

Community Church) was in its planning stages,  

and because my family was part of the “core 

team”, I got to sit in on many planning mee"ngs.  

I, along with the rest of the team, felt the  

excitement of what God was building, and held 

dreams and hopes of what this church plant  

might become. God knit together this core team  

of people into a family that labored for God’s  

Kingdom to come in Northeast Minneapolis.  

 

Although there were many difficult weeks and  

discouraging "mes, this family of believers  

persevered faithfully, growing and changing,  

serving and dreaming, believing and becoming. 

This family discipled me and helped me grow into 

a discipler. I was able to be a part of many facets 

of ministry (some"mes out of necessity) during my 

forma"ve high school years. Because of this, I was 

empowered to discover and cul"vate God-given 

gi*s that may not have surfaced in me if I hadn’t 

been part of this church family.  

 

Though I’ve had many changes in my own life – 

marriage, moving to another state, parenthood, 

now moving to the mission field – this church has 

and always will feel like a small glimpse of my 

heavenly home.  
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Weekly reminders of our               

Annual Themes 
By Greta Sandquist (interviewed by Liz Kimmel) 

 

For many years, only three people (other than  

Pastor Jim) knew the annual theme ahead of "me.  

These were the ar"sts involved with crea"ng the 

bulle"n covers and the banners, Greta Sandquist 

(and her husband David, who provided technical 

help) and Julie Thompson. Pictured here you will 

see the ten bulle"n covers for the years 2000 

through 2009.  

 

In the year 2000, no separate banner was created, 

so Greta painted the bulle"n artwork onto canvas.  

That year the same image did double duty.  Since 

it was more graphic in style, Greta drew out the 

design and David helped her with the pain"ng. 

They had to move the dining room table to the 

side, and it filled much the floor between their 

dining and living rooms. 

 

In 2001, Julie recreated the bulle"n image in  

fabric for the banner. The idea came out of a 

brainstorming session between the two of them, 

integra"ng worshippers into the design of Jesus’ 

face. Greta wasn’t sure she would be able to pull  

it off, but in the end, it was one of the most  

impacEul covers/banners of all the years. 

 

Both of these two ladies are very talented and 

have created beau"ful artwork that we’ve enjoyed 

over the years.  
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I asked Greta some specific ques"ons about her 

process that I thought would be interes"ng to 

share. Here are her responses: 

 

WHO KNEW? 

PJ was very secre"ve about the theme message. 

The only one who knew at our house, besides me, 

was David. That was in the early years when I             

didn't know much about technology. David had to 

help me scan the art and prepare a digital file for 

the printer. As my skill level in technology grew,            

I could do it on my own and then David wasn't   

told in advance. Nobody knew besides me, PJ,              

and Julie. I think we were always able to keep it             

a secret, and to my knowledge, there were no 

oopsie reveals.          

 

TELL ME ABOUT YOUR PROCESS: 

PJ and I would start with a mee"ng where he told 

me about the theme, the verses, what it meant, 

and any imagery he had in mind. Some"mes he 

had visual ideas for me, other years he didn't. In 

the early years, there were more check-ins and he 

had input on sketches and ideas. As we worked 

together year a*er year, I learned to understand 

his process more and more, and likewise, I think 

he learned to trust me more and more. So in the 

later years, PJ and I would have an ini"al mee"ng 

to hand off the concept and then maybe one  

more check in for him to approve it, but he  

became much more hands off and relied on me  

to interpret his vision without much input. It was  

a good collabora"on, and we always worked well 

together. 

     

HOW LONG DID IT TAKE YOU? 

I don't know how to answer that one because 

there were so many steps involved: concepts, 

mee"ng(s), revisions, sketches, final artwork,  

digital prep. There is no way to narrow it down to 

an average "meframe. Suffice it to say that each 

project took many hours from start to finish.   

They were all so different. 

 

WHAT MEDIUMS DID YOU USE? 

Over the years I used different mediums: pen and 

ink, charcoal drawing, pencil drawing, watercolor, 

and one year acrylic pain"ng (although that one          

is not included in the images shown here). If I              

remember correctly, the original acrylic pain"ng 

was auc"oned off at one of the youth fundraisers 

at church. I remember that back in the day we 

were limited to a single ink color, so I had to factor 

that into my design. It changed over the years to         

2 color, and eventually full color bulle"ns printed 

at church.  

 

HOW WERE THEY PRINTED? 

In the beginning, we had them printed at a local 

print shop. We had boxes of a years worth of              

bulle"n blanks shipped to the church with the  

explicit direc"ons to arrive AFTER Theme Message 

Sunday. The new bulle"ns were handed out at 

church the following week. PJ wanted to make 

sure that the boxes wouldn't  arrive early and          

accidentally be opened and spoil the secret ahead 

of "me. 

 

HOW DID YOU PRESENT THE IMAGES? 

In later years we were able to digitally present the 

artwork to the congrega"on AFTER the message. 

At first, that was a flash drive installed just before 

it was needed so that even the technicians in the 

sound booth didn’t get a sneak peek of the new 

bulle"n. Eventually that process eased a bit, and 

the images were sent to Liz to incorporate into the 

slideshow for the morning. 

 

David and I always helped PJ to hang and cover 

the banner either the Saturday night before 

Theme Sunday, or early that morning. Julie also 

helped as she was able (her height created some 

challenges ). It was tricky to get the sheet                

hanging over it just right so that it wouldn't fall                       

off, but could be easily pulled away at just the 

right moment. 

 

Pastor Jim LOVED the big reveal! 
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A Destiny of Irresistible                          

Influence 
By Ken Holmgren 

 

In our March/April LIFEline, I described how God 

called BCF to prac"ce the founda"onal value  

that “our life and vitality as a congrega"on is  

dependent upon prayer.” The la'er years of the 

1990s saw a core group of prayer ministers lead 

our church body into the prac"ce of res"ng in 

God’s presence through prayer, and the Holy Spirit 

began to reveal a vision that He wanted to fulfill 

through us. One facet of this vision was His design 

for us to have an irresis"ble influence in St. Paul 

and beyond. And oh, how the gracious, irresis"ble 

influence of God’s presence was manifested 

through BCF in the years 2000 – 2009!  

 

As I reviewed highlights of our church life in the 

first decade of this millennium, I especially no"ced 

two specific expressions of God’s irresis"ble  

influence. First, in April 2002, the Mission St. Paul 

Listening Team, composed of interested persons at 

BCF, began mee"ng for the purpose of discovering 

how we could cooperate with God’s heart to reach 

St. Paul with the gospel. Early fruit from those 

mee"ngs included a West 7
th

 Alpha outreach, in 

partnership with the St. James/St. Francis parishes 

in 2004. Later in the decade, a partnership of St. 

Paul pastors began mee"ng for monthly prayer  

in Mission St. Paul mee"ngs that con"nue to  

strategically touch each area of St. Paul. 

 

A second expression of God’s irresis"ble influence 

happened when BCF par"cipated in His calling to 

plant a church in Minneapolis. The founda"on was 

laid through the prayers of a listening team that 

was established in the early years of the decade. 

As steps were taken toward the church plant,  

BCF gave some of its members to be part of the 

exci"ng opportunity. And on April 14, 2007, our 

church plant, Bethel Chris"an Fellowship                       

Minneapolis   (now known as Cross Culture                 

Community Church), held its inaugural service.  

 

What a privilege it was for BCF to be part of these 

ministries of irresis"ble influence! What a joy it 

was to be part of a church body with a call and 

des"ny to be an Apostolic House of Prayer for  

All Na"ons! BCF’s theme in 2005 was “A Year of 

Des"ny,” and it was so very appropriate. From 

2000 to 2009, God was at work in us, leading us  

to enter more fully into fruiEul ministry that  

irresis"bly expressed the love, presence, and  

power of Christ to all that we touched.  

 

It is important to note the meaning of the theme  

A Year of Des/ny. In a sermon he preached in  

December 2005, Jim Olson, our former pastor,  

explained, “We some"mes confuse des/ny with 

des/na/on. Des/ny is a journey.” Our journey in 

the first decade of this millennium included prayer 

and envisioning for ministries that came to frui"on 

some years later. We rejoice in what God did then, 

but we also must remember that we are s"ll on 

the journey of God’s call for us to be a House of 

Prayer for All Na"ons.  

 

So how do we live out God’s des"ny for us? First, 

we must make ourselves available to Him. God is 

calling us to walk with Him on life’s journey,  

listening to His heart with a willingness to serve 

Him. Second, we are called to the simple ac"on 

step of obedience. It’s the heart issue of turning 

from sin and self and choosing to walk in commun-

ion with Him. Our choice to rest in God’s presence 

through prayer will overflow in the ministry of His 

irresis"ble influence to St. Paul and beyond.  

 

Let’s take the next steps in God’s des"ny for us! 


