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OUR TRANSFORMATIONAL JOURNEY
BY SEAN MILLER

If you’ve been with us over the last several months, you have probably heard of our Dream Meetings 
and maybe even attended one of them. These were gatherings when we shared our hopes and dreams as 
a church community. We also talked about our current reality and the need to intentionally move into our 
dreams. We called it moving “Here to There.”

On Sunday night November 7, we packed the Courtyard, huddling under heaters to worship our great 
God and share more dreams. I am so encouraged by the level of ownership and involvement from all of 
you who participated. We look forward to the joy of being able to gather more consistently and safely in 
the future.

The collaborative nature of these times has been powerful to experience. It gave us a strong sense of 
togetherness and unity. The consensus of all of our conversation is that we are on a journey of transformation. 
God is moving Saratoga Federated Church into a new chapter of our long and beautiful story.

Not many of us could have imagined the last two years. Many have become disconnected from God and 
others. In fact, there seems to have been a great disengagement. But our God is much greater, and we are 
passionate about championing a great re-engagement. We want to inspire everyone to reengage with 
God and others.

In his goodness, God has stretched our faith and is doing a work of transformation in Saratoga Federated 
Church. These journeys are never easy—for individuals or churches. However, they are necessary. In fact, 
transformation is the story of the Gospel. “But because of his great love for us, God, who is rich in mercy, 
made us alive with Christ even when we were dead in transgressions—it is by grace you have been saved.” 
Ephesians 2:4-5. We have been transformed by God’s great love and grace. Now we are ministers of this 
Gospel, and we invite others into the transformational journey.

In this newsletter, you are going to find stories of transformation—not advertisements for activities 
and events (we have other ways of communicating those). These are stories that are told by our brothers 
and sisters who are seeing the power of the Gospel at work. We are committed to being storytellers who 
celebrate what God is doing. What and who are you celebrating these days? What stories of transformation 
are you witnessing or experiencing? How is God at work in your midst? How is he changing you?

In the weeks, months, and years to come, we want to invite everyone to become storytellers of life 
change—in your LifeGroups, ministries, families and friendships. Be a storyteller as we follow Jesus on 
a transformational journey, participating with the Spirit of God to fill the world with God’s love, justice, 
and beauty.
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UNEXPECTED BRIDGE BUILDERS BLESSINGS
BY DEBBIE LILLO

To be honest, it was hard to prepare for our September respite event, even though it had been nearly 
two years since our last event, and I knew how badly our families needed the respite. It was a bit terrifying 
to plan an event knowing that there could be severe consequences if we failed to keep the event COVID-
safe. It was sad to have to limit our numbers to have room to distance, and even sadder to limit our 
attendees to older students who were fully vaccinated. It was disappointing when some of our faithful 
volunteers could not help because they were not vaccinated.

As the event drew close, we were blown away by the creativity of several volunteers. One took over 
planning crafts and another stepped up to lead karaoke with her teen daughter. Teens from Valley 
Christian and our youth group offered to help. Faithful respite volunteers helped prepare in tangible and 
helpful ways. Discouragement was quickly replaced by cautious optimism.

We had planned for 15 students or less, and God sent 14. Four of those families had never attended 
respite at SFC before. One was added just the day before the event because of a personal invitation from 
an SFC family. That last student came from a family that did not normally attend a church. He had so much 
fun that he has been attending our 11:00 Bridge Builders class nearly every weekend since. He tells us 
that our class feels safe and that he likes to talk about God there.

God sent a perfect blend of personalities and energy levels—a handful of sweet, calm girls to balance 
out the 6’ tall active young men. We shifted our room use to allow for movement and spacing. Each Bridge 
Builder student enjoyed crafts, karaoke, shaving cream, snacks, and play in spaces that did not interfere 
with another. It was beautiful to watch these older students move freely without worrying about younger 
students getting bumped along the way, and our safety protocols worked to keep the students and 
volunteers safe.

We tried a few activities with our small group that might prove chaotic with a larger group—such as a 
shaving cream tactile activity. By the time we brought that particular activity out, we had gotten to know 
the students well enough to guess who would enjoy it most, and we could offer it to students one at a 
time.  For those who participated, it was the high point of the day. One boy sweetly remarked (looking at 
his shaving cream covered hands), “Wow! This is clean and dirty at the same time!”

One of our volunteers was a mother of two boys with autism. Her family was not attending a church 
either. When asked if she wanted her older son to attend respite instead of her being a volunteer, she 
insisted she wanted to serve another family this time. She was part of a buddy team with a long-time SFC 
member, who told her all about his love for God, SFC and Bridge Builders. Afterwards she described the 
event as sacred, and her family has been attending on Sunday ever since.

Since for 13 years we’d done large respite events three times a year, I knew that everyone involved 
would be encouraged watching the parents’ tired faces at drop-off be transformed into rested and 
thankful faces at pick-up. I knew that buddies would be wonderfully surprised by the joy and authentic 
friendships offered by students who would not naturally be in their friendship groups, and I was confident 
that everyone would have a fun morning. But I was not prepared to be overwhelmed with thanksgiving 
that the event was small and limited to older students. I was surprised by the unexpected:

• It was an unexpected blessing to focus on the older age-group.
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VOLUNTEER PROFILE: PATTY WEBER, LIBRARIAN
BY ROSALIE HACKETT

For over 15 years, Patty Weber has faithfully served as the lead librarian for our church. In that role, 
Patty evaluated donated books, researching all their details and entering them into the Library database.  
She generated catalog cards for each book so library visitors can easily find what they are looking for by 
the author's name, book title or subject.

Several years ago, Patty facilitated donations to improve the children's collection. She was glad to 
answer questions or suggest books, and she did everything with warmth and good humor.

Patty retired in September, and we miss her contributions. Volunteers Pat Belote and Rosalie Hackett 
are now managing the library collection. Donations are not being accepted at this time, as many new 
books are being processed. However, we urge you to return any SFC books you may have on your shelves 
at home.

• It was an unexpected blessing to have parents remind us how rare it is to have special activities 
designed just for older students.

• It was an unexpected blessing to have 10 of our Bridge Builders attend as young adults who had 
first begun attending respite as young children.

• It was an unexpected blessing to welcome two new families to our Sunday ministries from a respite 
event so small.

I learned that God honors our obedience, even when our hearts are restless and our humanness 
pushes us to feel discouragement. If he calls me to do something—and there is no question in my mind 
that he called us to offer respite to these parents who were coming out of their most challenging year of 
parenting—he will bring the volunteers, and he will orchestrate the day to point everyone involved to him.

We have made the difficult decision not to do our traditional Advent respite event because our COVID 
safety protocol depends on spending part of the morning outside, so he is already stretching our team’s 
faith again.I am now confident in a fresh new way that he will show up big when we are able to welcome all 
ages to respite on March 19, 2022. I pray that many of you will consider joining that day to see him shower 
us with unexpected blessings once again.

Pastor Sean has frequently mentioned N.T. Wright, highly esteemed theologian and university professor. 
Some people compare him to a modern day C.S. Lewis. We have two of his books: Surprised by Hope and 
After You Believe.

Surprised by Hope is described by Dallas Willard: "This book recovers the original radical understanding 
of resurrection, salvation and the good news."

A local newspaper wrote this about After You Believe:  “Have you ever thought:  ‘I know I am a Christian, 
but there has to be more to Christian living than waiting around for heaven? If so, this is the book for you.

BOOK RECOMMENDATIONS
BY ROSALIE HACKETT
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WE BUILT THAT HOUSE!
BY JANELLE ABY

Our church has a tradition. Every spring we gather together a big group of people and go to Tijuana, 
Mexico to build houses. It started as a youth group trip, but it was such a cool thing to do, everyone else 
wanted to go too. By the time our kids were in elementary school, it was more of a youth-family-adult trip 
with 100–150 participants, including a whole bunch of people who don’t attend our church. Participants 
ranged in age from 7 to 80 years old.

Unfortunately, the dates for the trip never seemed to line up with our kids’ spring break. Our school 
district operates on its own calendar and has its own criteria for determining when spring break should 
be. One year, when Jack was 7 and Katelyn was 10, the trip finally landed on our week off. Glenn and I 
talked about it briefly and decided we should all go.

There were months of preparation, including team meetings, group packing of tools and supplies, and 
fundraising events. At home, we pulled the family tent out of the garage and four sleeping bags out of the 
attic the night before departure. We packed our hammers and our pillows. We were ready to go.

After a nine-hour bus ride and an overnight in San Diego, we found our team members and joined 
them in a rented white 14-passenger van. The eight identical vans and two white moving trucks made 
an impressive caravan as we crossed the border into Mexico. Once we got to the big field that was to be 
our home for the week, we set up our family tent, unrolled our sleeping bags, and helped put chairs in 
the big meeting tent. The kids and I filled our solar shower bags with the water from the big blue plastic 
drums and laid it on a tarp in the sun next to all the others. Glenn pitched our tent. We took a look around. 
The field was grassy, but with the kind of rough, weedy grass able to withstand continual camping. There 
was a large concrete enclosure with hooks for hanging the shower bags and a portable hand-washing 
station. A long row of odiferous teal port-a-potties lined one side of the field. The experienced ones came 
prepared with hanging air fresheners. Honestly, they didn’t do too much to change the air inside, but it 
was a nice idea.

As evening settled in, the warm air got chilly. The sun dropped behind the purple hills and silhouetted 
them against a backdrop of pink-orange clouds. We put on hoodies and headed over to the big tent for 
singing and information about our worksites. No amount of information could have prepared us for the 
experience ahead, but it didn’t really matter. We were about to live it. So after the meeting, some hot 
chocolate and one last trip to port-a-potty row, we tucked ourselves into our bags and went to sleep.

Way before dawn, we awoke to the sound of torrential rain on our tent. Since Glenn, a seasoned camper, 
had strategically located our tent on the side of the field that was ever-so-slightly higher, we were still dry. 
Others were not so fortunate. When the sky finally changed from black to gray, a whole bunch of soggy 
teens emerged from their tents. We all lined up for breakfast and watched helplessly as our camping field 
was transformed into a muddy bog. Since it was too wet to build, there was nothing else to do. All morning 
we sat and waited.

Finally around lunchtime the sky cleared and the rain stopped. We loaded our damp and muddy selves 
into the van and headed out. The van bumped and jolted over the uneven dirt roads, which had become 
mudslicks overnight. Through the mud-splattered van windows, we saw a different world. Trash was 
everywhere, like part of the landscape. It collected in ravines, lined the roads, and dotted the hillsides. Old 
tires were piled in tumbled-down stacks or were pressed into the slopes to make rough stairs. Makeshift 
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shelters lined the abandoned tracks. Plywood, tarps, boxes, doors…anything that might provide shade 
and protection from the rain and wind was assembled into structures. We took it all in and rode on by.

The van tires spun out as we headed up the final steep hill to our building site. They simply couldn’t 
get any traction. Finally one tire connected with something firm and lurched us forward. We made it to 
our site and met the family we’d be building for. There was a middle-aged grandmother, a young mother, 
a 3 year old girl and a baby. The house they lived in had a single bed on one side and an old refrigerator 
against the back wall next to a small table. The floor was dirt. There was no door – just a piece of fabric 
hung over the open entryway to provide some privacy. The kitchen was outside. It was just a small cabinet 
to work on top of, a double burner cooktop, and a big blue plastic jug for water. There was no tap. The 
bathroom outhouse was about 8 feet up the hill, behind the house. It was positioned over a fairly shallow 
pit apparently, because by the end of the second day, urine was seeping out of the ground between the 
outhouse and the rest of the house. We learned to step over the damp spots.

Since half of the work day was lost, we got right to work making concrete for the foundation. Sand 
and rocks were piled high in separated mounds and bags of cement were stacked to one side. Most of 
us started filling buckets with sand and cement to get things going. A few people began hauling water. 
Katelyn and Glenn sifted sand. The teenagers on our team brought the muscles, so they started mixing 
concrete in wheelbarrows with garden hoes. Jack found a place at the rock pile. The shovel was too big 
for him, so he just knelt down, tipped the plastic bucket sideways and started scooping rocks in with his 
hands. Every so often one of the high school guys would call out, “Jack, we need more rocks!” He’d fill a 
bucket and they’d pass it up to the mixers. He stayed at that job for hours, on his knees, scooping rocks. 
The concrete mixers needed him to do his part, and he did it.

The next day, we were framing walls. Jack helped measure. He marked the boards and handed them 
over to one of the bigger kids to cut them. After that, he pounded nails. There are a lot of nails to be 
pounded when a house is being wired for tar paper and stucco, so there was plenty to do in the five feet 
between the ground and the end of his reach. We found that things went a bit smoother if either Glenn or 
I set the nails a bit to start them, but once they were stable, Jack hammered them home.

While Jack hammered nails, Katelyn painted ceiling panels and trim boards and entertained the 3 year 
old. Katelyn is a magnet for children. She loves them and they love her. She’s part Mary Poppins actually. 
So it was no surprise to anyone that Katelyn invited the little girl to help her paint. She helped in the 
way all 3 year olds help. Enthusiastically. The girl looked thrilled as Katelyn handed her a paintbrush and 
showed her how to dip it in the paint then wipe it on the board. She dipped a lot and dripped a lot. There 
was considerably less activity around wiping the paint on the boards. Before long, there were splotches 
of light blue paint all over Katelyn’s jeans and t-shirt. The little girl had paint on her hands and in her hair. 
Even the stray puppy had light blue spots. But there were plenty of smiles.

On the last day of building, I noticed Jack standing off to one side, looking at the house. He seemed to 
be deep in thought as he surveyed the scene. Several people were putting finishing touches on the door 
and windows as he watched. The puppy wandered in and out of the worksite. I walked over to him. He 
didn’t look up, he just kept looking at the newly erected structure. “Hey!” he said quietly. “We built that 
house!” "Yes, we did.” I said. The two of us just stood there for several minutes, taking it all in. As we stood 
there, it occurred to me. This was the first time our kids were participating in something truly important. 
Something that really mattered. Something life-changing. They could feel it. We could feel it. And they 
knew they were an integral part of it all. When the team leader handed the keys to the grandmother and 
she used them to open the newly installed door, it opened our hearts up wide. “We” built that house. Not 
“our church,” not “our team.” We.
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As soon as we got home, Katelyn asked, “Can we go again next year?” We never had to check the school 
calendar again. We were going to Mexico. If it didn’t line up with our spring break, too bad. The kids would 
get the missed assignments from their teachers and catch up when we got back. There was never any 
complaining about it. Our kids wanted to go. We wanted to go. So year after year we went. Even when the 
workload was heavy and missing a week of school was a little costly, we went.

There was no question about it. We learned more during that week in Mexico than we often did in a 
whole year back at home. We learned compassion. We experienced joy. We learned about poverty...their 
kind and ours. We saw the effects of loss and faith and love in action. We witnessed the power of hope.

Above all, we were changed. Changed by participation. No amount of information could have had the 
same effect. Somehow, inexplicably, in the scooping of rocks and setting of nails and splattering paint our 
hearts were being changed. We were being changed. In all the best ways.

Just for a second, look at your calendar. The stuff that’s on there, the stuff you’ve been participating 
in, it’s changing you too. Think about what you have been experiencing. Think about what you’ve been 
learning. If you’re a parent, think about what your kids have been learning. Are you being changed for 
the better?

If not, maybe it’s time to sign up for something different. It doesn’t have to be a trip to Mexico. It might 
just be a trip across town. Or across the street. It might not be a good time or it might be a little costly. It 
might be out of your comfort zone. It might even require you to make a few visits to port-a-potty row. Just 
make sure it’s something important, something that really matters. You’ll know when you’ve picked the 
right thing...it’ll be the best thing you could ever do.

Members of Saratoga Federated Church will return to Mexico in the spring of 2022 to again build homes in 
partnership with Amor Ministries. For more information, or to join that trip, contact Spencer Sells or Renee Hart. 

STORIES FROM OUR CHILDREN
BY LINDA KERIN GARVEY

At Village Preschool, we are so blessed to be witnesses to the lives of our children and families, and 
hearers of their stories. As the children begin to feel comfortable in their monthly chapel visits, they feel 
more free to share what they are realizing about God; how he created them and lives in their hearts; how 
he is with them every day in every way; that God is their friend. One little boy shared that his friend, God, 
taught him how to be kind, and that when you are kind, you can make even more friends. Another child 
told us, “When I go to sleep at night, I pray that Jesus snuggles me.”

It is so powerful to witness how our stories, songs and prayers can transform these precious children's 
minds and hearts and teach them the importance of a relationship with God and his son, Jesus.

mailto:spencer.sells%40stanfordalumni.org?subject=
mailto:renee_hart%40yahoo.com?subject=
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THE POWER OF LISTENING TO GOD
STAFF PROFILE - JERRY BRUCE
BY JERRY BRUCE

In 1998, I was a successful financial executive in Silicon Valley. As Vice-President of a large public 
company, I turned down the offer to become the CFO partly because I knew this was not what I needed. 
Shortly thereafter, I began praying that God would show me my next job. I committed to keep praying 
until he answered. Six months later, he finally answered in a most unexpected way.

I was on a plane, waiting to come home, when we stopped just after leaving the gate: mechanical trouble. 
There on that plane, I resumed a negotiation I had been having with God. In my desire to leave my current 
employer and go anywhere else, I had weeks earlier started to craft a temporary employment situation 
that would allow me to respond to God’s call to my next job. I was thinking I would do consulting, so I 
would be flexible and ready to move whenever he got around to telling me where he wanted me. There on 
that runway, with nothing else to do, I resumed my conversation with God. At one point, I told God I would 
only book myself four days a week, so I would be more flexible.

Well there on that plane, after six months of veritable silence from God in response to my frequent 
prayer for employment guidance, he spoke to me. I did not expect the person next to me to hear it, but it 
was clear in my head: “Jerry, now that you have set aside one day a week, I want it. I want you to tithe your 
time, not just your money.”

Thus began one of the biggest periods of transformation in my life. Those next few months were 
punctuated by a lot of wrestling with God. Did he really mean that? I did not want to give up control of my 
life, but God was telling me to let go and trust him. Specifically he told me to let go of controlling my time 
and become available. Following up on what God told me led me to donate my Tuesdays every week here 
at SFC.

Being available also led me to answer the Nominating Committee when they asked me to become 
an Elder. Being available meant answering the request from Bob Goedjen that I take over as church 
Treasurer. And in the midst of all this change, God was teaching me to let go and simply trust him. I learned 
in that season to trust God completely for my life and stop worrying about whether my family would 
“have enough.” Scripture is clear that God promises to meet our needs, but be careful how you apply that. 
I believe Scripture also says God gets to define what we need.

Secondly, I learned that obedience to God is wiser than “logic.” My change in career path didn’t make 
economic sense. I can remember sitting with Mary Jane, discussing how I didn’t know where I would get 
consulting clients, how many hours would be billable, or when the clients might pay, but “Don’t worry, God 
will take care of us.” Strangely, we realized that despite the apparent uncertainties, we were not worried. 
We honestly believed we were doing what God wanted and therefore he would take care of us. And he 
has. Hindsight shows it was clearly the smart decision. Two full years later the church asked me to come 
on board full-time.

I am certain my change in career was God ordained. The past 22 years have been the most blessed years 
of my life. If you have the opportunity to hear God’s direction, I recommend you take it, no matter how 
crazy it might sound.
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THE LIFE-CHANGING WORK OF ANDRÉ CHAPMAN
BY SALLY BRYANT

What makes a successful man leave a lucrative career in high tech? If you are André Chapman, the 
answer is God. In 1993 while still working his day job as a National Director of Sales for a software 
company, André started a ministry by launching a non-profit to provide housing for foster kids. Because 
of this work, he was invited by the founders of Applied Materials to attend a dinner honoring Coretta 
Scott King. When Mrs. King, widow of Dr. Martin Luther King, heard about André’s volunteer work, she 
stopped the dinner to pray over him. Her words were prophetic: she told him that he would touch the 
lives of thousands of young people. Within six months of that dinner and during the beginning of the 
internet boom, André left his high tech career to devote his full-time energies to Unity Care. Working 
with children, youth, young adults and families, Unity Care focuses on providing housing, education, 
employment, well-being and unconditional care to transitional age foster youth in Northern California.

Foster youth are among the most vulnerable children in America, at risk for sexual assault, prostitution, 
violence, homelessness and substance abuse. Children in foster care too often lack a stable home and 
emotional security. All too often, growing up in foster care leads to incarceration later in life. Can you 
imagine what it would be like to grow up without a loving home? A safety net? Knowing where your next 
meal was coming from? Attending 12 different schools before you reach high school?

Jesus tells us the greatest commandment is to love God with all our heart, soul, mind and strength. And 
the second commandment is to love our neighbor as ourselves. How can we love our neighbor when we 
don’t know our neighbor, or understand what his or her life is like? Jesus invites us to love our neighbor by 
seeking to understand how their lived experiences have shaped them, to listen to the trauma they have 
endured, to love them, to recognize the imago dei in each of them.

André answered God’s call to care for these forgotten kids. In some ways, he is the lifeguard trying to 
keep them out of shark-filled waters, and sometimes he wonders what the church is doing to help the 
least of these. Jesus tells us that whatever we do to the least of those among us, we do to him. If Jesus 
were a foster kid, what would we be doing?

André shared more about his story and the transformational work of Unity Care when he spoke to our 
congregation during our Sunday gatherings on November 14. You can watch the service from our website.

André has written a book, called Roses in Concrete: Giving Foster Children the Future They Deserve, which 
can be purchased here. You can learn more about André and the life-changing work of Unity Care at www.
unitycare.org.

http://www.saratogafederated.org/media
http://www.rosesinconcrete.com
http://www.unitycare.org
http://www.unitycare.org
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TRANSFORMING A CITY ONE YOUTH AT A TIME
POINTS OF LIGHT OAKLAND
BY AL TRIMBLE

Oakland, California is consistently ranked one of the most dangerous cities in America. In Oakland, 
homicide is the leading cause of death among youth ages 15 to 24. There are three times as many child 
abuse and neglect cases in East Oakland as there are in the rest of Alameda County.

Points of Light (POL) is shining God’s love, justice and beauty into the dark of these heartbreaking 
statistics. Below are just a few examples of the way POL is transforming lives and transforming a 
community through their work.

Oakland, California is consistently ranked one of the most dangerous cities in America. In Oakland, 
homicide is the leading cause of death among youth ages 15 to 24. There are three times as many child 
abuse and neglect cases in East Oakland as there are in the rest of Alameda County.

Points of Light (POL) is shining God’s love, justice and beauty into the dark of these heartbreaking 
statistics. Below are just a few examples of the way POL is transforming lives and transforming a 
community through their work.

Jimon Clark was murdered as he walked in his East Oakland neighborhood at 9:20 pm on Wednesday, 
August 25, 2010. In partnership with Jimon’s mother, POL wanted to ensure that even in the midst of a 
violent community, Oakland youth will hear a message of hope and encouragement. The SLICE program 
was birthed from this vision. Every week this program impacts over 500 students throughout the Oakland 
Unified School District offering these students a slice of pizza and a slice of life.

Karla Coronel was 12 years old when she first came to POL. She wrote, “The amount of love and kindness 
I was instantly greeted with took me by surprise. I couldn’t understand why these strangers (POL pastors) 
were so happy to see me when they had never met me before. POL quickly became more than a weekly 
program. It was my home, the place where I learned who Jesus was, and where I surrendered my life to 
him. The impact of POL on my life was so profound that it even reached my family and opened a door for 
them to know Jesus as well.”

Chris Coronel says, “POL impacted my life at the age of 17. This program helped me see life from another 
perspective and made me realize the type of life I was living was contrary to what God intended.  POL 
gave me more than just a Friday night with games and prizes, it showed me love, inspired me in life, and led 
me to Jesus. POL is still leading a city to God and leaving points of light every place they go.”

Arjana Neal wrote, “I started attending POL when I was 8 years old. POL helped me grow into what 
God called me to be and know my purpose in my calling. It has helped me learn to forgive those who hurt 
me. I am currently enrolled at SUM Bible College, and I am also at the beginning of the journey of being a 
children’s leader at POL.”

Makayla Ford accepted the Lord as her savior at the age of 8 at the POL 2010 Christmas event. Since 
that moment, she started attending the kid’s ministry Mighty Blaze and over the years she became one 
of the most influential youth leaders at POL. This fall Makayla enrolled at the SUM Bible College and 
Theological Seminary and is beginning her journey to become a Christian children’s worker.
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FILLING THE WORLD WITH GOD'S LOVE
BY KELLY BLOUGH

Saratoga Federated Church has a rich 100-year-old history of community outreach and engagement. On 
October 30, our church family once again came together to bless our neighbors through food, fellowship, 
fun and “trunk-or-treating.” Hundreds of visitors from the community joined us in this special outreach 
event, and many of them left with a desire to know more about us and our ministries.

As Christmas approaches, we have a great opportunity to continue to share the love of God with our 
neighbors through engaging experiences. On December 11, we will gather around our new outdoor 
Christmas tree for an evening of making music together. United through carols old and new, we will lift 
our voices and other instruments in celebration of this joyous season.

On Christmas Eve, we will meet in the Sanctuary to celebrate the birth of Jesus in two identical candle 
and glow-stick family gatherings, at 4:00 pm and 6:00 pm. We hope you will join us.

The need for more youth minister role models is high, but ninety-five percent of Oakland churches can’t 
afford full-time youth directors. Points of Light urban missionaries are answering the call. POL currently 
supports a staff of ten youth ministers, and has set a goal to increase that number to a total of 28 by 
next year. These urban missionaries minister to the youth of Oakland for a modest minimum wage which 
doesn’t cover the high cost of living in the  Bay Area. The POL Executive Board plans to solve the ongoing 
staff housing issue by purchasing a small apartment complex in the Oakland area that would provide safe 
housing for the youth ministers at a subsidized rental rate.

Saratoga Federated Church is partnering with Points of Light this Christmas season to bring more light 
into the lives of the children and youth of Oakland. Points of Light kids will be some of the recipients of 
our Giving Tree gifts again this year, and our Local Outreach Team has chosen POL to be the recipient of 
our annual local advent offering. The team hopes to raise $25,000 to assist POL with the purchase of the 
above-mentioned apartment complex for youth ministers.

http://www.saratogafederated.org

