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Flatlanders Inn is a diverse and intentional community
that seeks to cultivate a positive, nurturing, and
relational place to live for people who want to get their
feet back under them.
When Worship and Justice Kiss
by Amanda Leighton, Flatlanders leader
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We have these really really big windows here. The light that
shines in leaves nothing uncovered. Our plants are massive,
our couches warmed. When the sun is shining, I like to
stand in the window, turn my face to the sun and just
feel. The view down though…that’s another feeling
altogether. And more often than I stand to look up at the
sun, I stand to look down at the street. Over the years of
living here, I have witnessed so much violence. Knives,
Hammers, Boots, Cars….all these things that should be
useful tools, I have seen used as weapons. I have seen
men bloodied just on the other
side of the fence where my
children play. I have screamed
and shouted at violent acts and
sometimes that is enough to
scatter the fray.
Sometimes I find out that I’m
yelling at the wrong person….
One night while I was looking out
these windows, I saw a man run
after another man on a bike. He
caught him and was trying to
shake him off and take the

bike. I ran to the door and
yelled. “Hey! Stop it.” The man who was
trying to take the bike yelled back “This is
my bike! He stole it from me!!” so I yelled
back, “Well, how am I supposed to
know?!”
Other times, I’ll see a couple fighting and
he gets rough with her and I run down and
open the door to yell, but they’re now
walking away hand in hand.
And yet, the longer I live here, the softer
my heart has become for the things I see
outside the windows. My heart weeps
(and often my eyes) and somehow, strangely, I’ll say, “I don’t want to be
anywhere else.” Somehow, strangely, it does not make me fearful. It
provokes a response of love and compassion and compels me to reach
out and touch the pain.
Over the years of observing the police and emergency response teams in
this neighbourhood, it is rare that I have witnessed tenderness. I have
witnessed many moments of kindness. I have seen care demonstrated
and heard good will in their voices. But tenderness is lacking. And
tenderness is healing. I think this is what the world needs: more
tenderness. But tenderness is vulnerable. It means we have to come in
close and often it feels too close. It means that we have to bend down low
and look into each others’ eyes. It means holding hands.
My desire to run and reach out to
situations like I described starts to
be clouded by uncertainty as I get
closer. That initial motivation
sometimes fades into fear as I get
near. Will I be safe? And
sometimes getting close enough
to touch isn’t an option! But
when it is, our response
matters. If reaching out is the
difference, then God give us
courage.

There is a phrase painted on the outside of our entrance to the
2nd floor. Dorothy Day says, “Love casts out all fear, but we have to get
over the fear in order to get close enough to love.” I believe there is a
strong literal meaning here. So God, may we look into the eyes of those
we meet and hold the hands of those who have them open.
Amanda Leighton lives at Flatlanders Inn with her husband and two young
children, in a family suite filled with theology books and Lego. She is a
reader, a gardener, a worship leader, and an activist. She has been a
leader at Flatlanders Inn since the early days.
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Updates and Neighbourhood Stats
by Tara Glowacki, Administrator/Landlord

This summer, Flatlanders continued with many of the regular rhythms of
community life. We ate together, cooked together, played together, and
watched hockey together. In a surprise turn of events, one cold September
day we found a lizard living in our dorms. (We have no idea where it came
from. We also had no idea how to care for it, so we gave it to animal
rescue.)
All of these things —the daily routines and the surprises—take place
against the backdrop of our life and work in our neighbourhood: the corner
of Main and Sutherland in Winnipeg’s North End.
The most recent census data available on the City of Winnipeg website*

give a bit of a picture of our specific corner of the North End, Lord
Selkirk Park:
 The census showed an unemployment rate of 18.9% here, compared
to 5.9% for Winnipeg as a whole.
 The median household income in Lord Selkirk Park was $17,252,
compared to $57,925 for Winnipeg as a whole.
 67.6% of households in our neighbourhood had an income of less
than $20,000/year, compared to 13.7% of Winnipeggers.
 56.6% of our neighbours did not have a high school (or any other)
diploma, compared to 19.8% of Winnipeggers.
 The most common family type in our neighbourhood is single
mothers, who comprise 47.2% of Lord Selkirk Park families
(compared to 15.3% of Winnipeg families).
 90.2% of Lord Selkirk Park residents were renting their home
(compared to 33.9% of Winnipeggers) and 51.4% had moved within
the past year (compared to 14.3% of Winnipeggers).
On the corner of Main and Sutherland, homelessness, addiction,
violence, and poverty are not issues that we hear about but realities that
we see when we look or step outside and as we talk to our friends. As
60% of our neighbours have indigenous ancestry, we are faced daily
with the impacts of colonization, and we wonder what reconciliation
looks like when so much harm has been done and continues to be
done.
In this fall’s newsletter, we offer you some of our reflections on life in our
neighbourhood. It is not by accident that we wound up on this corner of
the city. One of our foundational community values states: “We live
where we do on purpose. We love this neighbourhood and want to see
its good parts flourish and its troubles
transformed.” A decade in this
neighbourhood has not taught us all of
the answers to the struggles around
us, but it has taught us to sit with the
questions, and to let the Holy Spirit
slowly shape our hearts to see and to
love our neighbours as their Creator
loves them.
*Census data available from: https://
winnipeg.ca/census/2011/Alpha/default.asp

Our (temporary) pet lizard.

Neighbourhood Interactions

by Sarah Moesker, Flatlanders resident
Blessed am I,
by the poor in spirit.
Lonesome, drunk,
asking, weeping.
The lowly and cast off;
the addict, the naked.
Poor.

------------ - - -

My mouth is a hard line of
anticipation, ready for the
subsequent request to help you
out. Not that I have a problem with
helping in the ways I can, I just
begrudge the attempts to
manipulate my compassion.
I wish I didn’t take it so personally.

You move toward me,
watery eyes and cheeks pinched
by cold.
You smile like you think you know
me.
I assure you that you don’t.
Nevertheless, in a moment I am
scooped into a hug.
A heartbeat of bewilderment before
I extricate myself.

You sob and I am impressed.
You have no house and you sob
again.

You are speaking.
I would attend, but I have to focus
on your hands,
how they are trying to find mine.
It is not long before I realize how
very slow your hands are, sort of
scooping at the air. I discover I can
easily shift and angle myself away
from your flailing arms; then I pay
more attention to what you’re
saying.

Your wife has died of cancer.
You suspect that is why your son
developed the drug addiction.

You have lost your house, you tell
me.

Your son lost your house three
days ago to a drug addiction.
I am aware of the wind testing my
layers, of your florid ears and
knuckles--eyes.

As you tell me these things you are
gazing behind me at something I
know I will not see if I look.

The request for help never comes.
You ask me if I know what you are
going to do next. I tell you that I
don’t.
“I’m going to buy more beer,”
comes the slurred reply.

You move to hug me again.
I plant my hand firmly upon your
chest and push you back, saying
“No. Boundaries.” continually until
you stop.
The fact that you do--stop, that is-breaks my heart a little and I want
to thank you, but I don’t.
You say: “Okay.”
“My name is Cal,” you add.
When I’d asked you before, you
had said your name was “Crazy,”
wheezing at your own joke.
I had smiled and told you that my
name was not that.
(I don’t know why I said that).

“No”
“Why not?”
“I don’t want to, that’s all”
You roll down your pant leg and I
am silently pleased with my
effective No-ing.
You try several more times to
embrace me. It only seems strange
to me now, in reflection, how silent
it was and how long these slow
attempts and easy deflections
might have gone on for as cars
passed and, all the while, the
length of my arm and gaze
stretched between your need and
mine.

You were once a marathon cyclist.
My face lights up with interest and
you respond to that by leaning
against the wall to roll up your pant
leg.
You expose a surprisingly welldefined block of calf muscle to the
elements.
“Wow! ...but you should cover your
skin again. It’s too cold for that.”

You suddenly stop and rummage
around your layers for a moment
before producing a lollipop, which
you extend toward me gently,
stopping midway between us. I
remove my mittens in an oddly
reflexive way and reach out both
my hands toward you. It is one of
those Halloween lollies with a giant
eyeball on the wrapping. I draw it
back toward me and feel
inexplicably overwhelmed.

I must have missed something you
said as you were rolling because
you ask, “What, you don’t want to?”
and I am confused until you tell me
(ostensibly again) to touch it,
gesturing to your exposed lowerleg.
“No, I’m okay”
“What, why not? Just touch it”

You reach out and take my bare
hand in yours, as if to shake it, but
you just hold it like that. I let you. I
search your face to find you
searching too. I tell you that I
should go and you agree with me.
You try once again to hug me and I
am confused to experience both
anger and compassion striving in

the womb of my heart. I’m not sure
which wins, but I do not let you
hug me again. Instead, I give you
my sight, hoping it displays for you
how very moved I am by you--that
you have mattered to me.
You try instead to bring my hand
shakily to your face for a sloppy,
wavering kiss. I resist, and you
pause in that drunken, slowprocessing way before trying
again. Angry and bruised and
longing for a world where I don’t
have to choose between your
need and mine, where it doesn’t
feel like caring for you
necessitates violating my own
bounds, I crack under the
ambiguity and find myself
compromising: You raise my hand

to your lips again and I don’t resist
even as, in writing this, I
experience an aggressive anger
toward myself for the “weakness”
and caving. At the time, though, I
confess I mostly felt like the
bottom of my heart had given out
under the immense sorrow I felt for
you and the overwhelming reality
of my own limitations.
I take my hand back and place it
on your shoulder.
“Take care, Cal.”
Your eyes hold mine for a beat of
silence before you stagger along
the building and I cross the
intersection.

Sarah is a full-time Flatlander and a very-part-time CMU student. Her days
consist of a practicum placement with Siloam Mission, working a couple
cleaning gigs, being a part of the WCV's School of Mercy & Justice, and
making space to explore creative side projects. She loves to bike during
the summer, walk during the winter, audiobooks, popcorn, journaling and
seeing if she can get random plant cuttings to grow.
Below: The world outside our windows (Main Street)

In the midst of the hard things around us, we continue to enjoy each other’s presence
in the Flatlanders community.
Above: Flatlanders and friends celebrate thanksgiving, and reflect on the many
things we are thankful for.
Below: Flatlanders are loyal Winnipeggers, who gather to support our team!
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