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2017-2018 Meetings
1st & 3rd Tuesdays @ 5:45pm

November 7 & 21
December 5 & 19

January 16
February 6 & 20

March 6 & 20
April 3 & 17
May 1 & 15

THEME VERSE
The Spirit of the Lord is upon 
me, because he has anointed 
me to preach good news to 
the poor, he has sent me to 

proclaim release to the captives, 
and recovery of sight to the 
blind, to set free those who 

are oppressed, to proclaim the 
favorable year of the Lord.   

Luke 4:18-19

Interested in contributing in our 
monthly newsletter? Contact Kathy at 

kathyostlund@hotmail.com

Fall Birthdays
Casey Plamondon 10/3

Kathy Ostlund 10/25
Tina Becker 11/5

Monthly Journal
Leland MOPS & MOMSnext

Those of you that know me, know parts 
of my story. You know that I continually 
say that without MOPS and MOMSnext I 
would not be the mother I am today. Like 
many of us I had no idea what I was doing 
when I first became a mom. I felt like I was 
always failing at the simplest of tasks. That 
is until I found Leland MOPS & MOMSnext. 
I had a few people that I could turn to for 
help but not anyone my age that I could 
count on that could relate with me and 
what I was going through as a mother.  
Within this amazing group of women I have 
found friendships without expectations. I 
have found a no-judgement zone. I have 
found a safe place to cry and I can go to 
the bathroom without little fingers peaking 
under the door. I have learned to be a 

better friend to all of the women in our 
group and figure out what their needs are 
and how I can help them. I have learned to 
accept help from others. I am so thankful 
for all of the ladies from our group because 
you have helped me become an advocate 
for my family. I have learned my marriage 
and the relationship actually does come 
before my children. I could go on and on 
and on of all the ways that MOPS and 
MOMSnext has made my life as a mother 
better, but none of it would be possible if it 
weren’t for all of YOU! Thank you for being 
YOU - the raw, inspiring, honest and selfless 
daughters of our Lord that you are. This is 
me giving thanks for you.

Kathy Ostlund, Mother of 2
MOPS Coordinator

Giving Thanks For YOU!

Let LOVE Be Your Loudest Voice
I turned my shopping cart down the next aisle 
and felt a familiar tension creep into my neck. 
The trees, lights, wreaths, ornaments, candy 
canes and wrapping paper exploded in green 
and red. That familiar tension in my neck was 
one of bracing myself for what was to come: 
the stress of over scheduling, over spending, 
over eating. The stress also known as Christmas.
   The holiday season can be a silent scream 
in our direction. One we can’t audibly hear, 
but we know is looming. With every Toys 
R’ Us advertisement, every commitment on 
our calendar, every tradition expecting to be 
continued, we feel the pressure of Christmas 
pressing down on us. Why? Because we are 
the Christmas orchestrators. Somewhere 
we’ve absorbed the message that this holiday 
must be made magical. Memorable. One for 
the Pinterest boards and Instagram feeds 
and commemorative scrapbooks. And we’ve 
taken on the task of making the magic happen. 
Because if we don’t, who will?
   We stage-manage Christmas for our people. 
We bake, shop, wrap. We go to concerts, 
parties and send out cards. We do stockings, 
decorate the house (the office, even the 
car), and collapse at the end of it all. Because 
Christmas making is exhausting. There is always 
more that could be done – another tradition to 
start, another gift to buy (or worse, to make!), 
another address to track down. In this crazy 
making, because really that’s what it is, we 
lose the essence of the season. We forget that 
Christmas is about love coming down to earth.
   When we stop and consider how this holiday 
started, we remember a mom and her baby. 
There is a single verse in the middle of the 
Christmas story that’s overlooked by many, but 

speaks directly to moms everywhere, “Mary 
treasured up all these things and pondered 
them in her heart.” (Luke, 2:19) Mary was in her 
post-delivery haze in a barn, in a strange city. 
Her visitors, the shepherds, had just left and 
I’m guessing there was a moment of quiet in 
the midst of the chaos that surrounded her. 
I imagine she looked at her baby, counted 
his toes, considered the miracle that he was, 
Emmanuel, God with us, and let the wonder of 
the moment swirl around in her heart. She didn’t 
pull out the Christmas lights or Elf movie to 
begin the Christmas merrymaking. She sat and 
considered that God, who is the very definition 
of love, had come in the form of a baby to 
express that love to the world.
   No doubt there is real stress during the 
stretch of holiday season in front of us. There 
are extra bills and tenuous family dynamics 
we’d rather avoid. We feel the pull of added 
obligations push against an already busy life. 
And yet we are able to stop and consider that 
God came to express his love for us in the 
form of a baby. With just a few minutes a day, 
lighting a candle, sitting by the tree, listening to 
a favorite Christmas carol, we too can ponder 
in our hearts all that happened because God so 
loved the world, he sent a baby. We can allow 
love to be the loudest voice as we face the 
weeks leading up to Christmas. Because God 
didn’t come in flesh and bone that we might 
have the cutest seasonal throw pillows this 
December. He came that we might know his 
love in a new way, a life-altering way. And we 
can choose to listen to that voice all the way 
through the months ahead.

Alexandra Kiykendall
www.blog.mops.org
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Leelanau True Tales...
Homemade marina sauce simmers on the stove.  A warm 
fire is lit near me.  The wind causes the trees to bend and 
sway outside and the white caps wink at me on the bay.  Its 
finally quiet.  The house is in disarray all around me, but I 
am choosing rest.  Rest is a choice, I am learning and trying 
to practice.  Last weekend at 7:11pm Saturday evening I 
got the dishwasher running and dinner put away and then I 
said, “I’m done!”  That did not mean that there wasn’t more 
to do, but I chose to stop.  Chose to be with the family and 
be present.  Sunday after church we ate sandwiches at a 
park by the water and wandered around, lost track of time 
and enjoyed the late summer weather.  
     I am trying to navigate what the Sabbath looks like right 
now in this season for my family.  A busy family with three 
under five and never-ending dishes and laundry.  What’s 
realistic?  What is going to be a blessing to us?  What 
will honor God?  What will give us true rest and isn’t just 
burden or a rule?  We shut off our phones to only have 
texts and calls for Sabbath (yes, like back in the “olden” 
days when we had flip phones-ha!)  Sabbath means more 
of a mindset to me, to be more intentional about saying no 
to certain things and saying yes to rest.  No, I will not pick 
up those clothes strewn all over the floor, the dishes can 
wait, the toys and crumbs scattered all over the table will 
be there when we wake from a nap.  
    We are in the early phases of trying to practice this and 
figure it out, so please read with caution.  I am an amateur.  
However, this week I let my wheels spin to fast.  All week 
I pushed hard to keep up the house because company 
was coming for the weekend.  It was also the week Lydia 
decided to stop sleeping through the night (I was severely 
missing those sweet uninterrupted, blissful hours of sleep!)  
When the weekend came I was tired and since we were 
busy we didn’t practice the sabbath.  I can feel a difference.  
Yes, my body aches for sleep and that adds a whole new 
level of exhaustion, yet, my mind swirls of the coming week 
and what I need to get done and when.  All the while my 
children are around me and I am snapping at them and 

grumbling and grouchy.  Do I see them?  Smell them?  Let 
them sit in my lap and read books to them and become 
fully present?  I am finding if I give God those hours and 
turn in my worry, stress, anxiety, distractions for a night and 
part of a day it makes a world of a difference.  We have 
all heard the sermons and read the books about rest and 
Sabbath and how God commanded us to keep it Holy.  God 
even rested himself on the seventh day.  We know.  I have 
known, but actually practicing it makes a all the difference.  
     Last month I was reading Loop Devotional (a devotional 
for woman from Jesus’ perspective) and came across 
a beautiful paragraph.  It brought tears to my eyes and 
encompasses what I am trying to say and make a lifestyle: 
“from the beginning, when I made you there has been a 
rhythm.  There has been a pace where you feel most at 
home.  Trust that.  Trust that it can be discovered-trust that 
we do things together where you don’t have to race to 
keep up.  If you are racing, it is outside of the rhythm I have 
placed within your heart.  Trust my pace for you.  Pause to 
find it so you can walk into it: my whisper, to the right, to 
the left.  I show the way, I set the pace.” 
     When I find my pace causes a clenched jaw and pursed 
lips and it leaves me ungrateful and unsatisfied it’s not 
from Him.  It’s from me, I am adding on more then what he 
is asking me to do.  I pile things high on my shoulders so 
my load feels like a wet blanket.  I bow down to my to-
do list and only feel false relief when things are crossed 
off.  Matthew 11:28-30 God’s way is free and light.  God’s 
rhythm is unforced.  I can’t force my way into feeling rest, 
feeling peace, feeling free.  I can’t survive on yesterday’s 
bread.  If I go to God He will see to it that my load is light 
and most of all, that he walks along with me, helps me.  We 
are “evenly yoked” just as the oxen walked side by side 
together pulling the plow.  One of them didn’t rush ahead, 
nor fall behind.  They walked together in sync to the right, 
to the left.

Alissa Spinniken, MOPS Mom and Mother of 3

In theaters now!


