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  We dedicate this book to CCDA pioneers who have gone home to be with the Lord:


  Lem Tucker, Tom Skinner, Spencer Perkins, Peggy Lupton, Bill Brown and Glen Kehrein
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  Foreword




  When we were first starting our work in Philadelphia, a buddy of mine asked, “Have you ever heard of the CCDA? It’s your tribe!”




  I hadn’t heard of the Christian Community Development Association then, but looking back now, it’s hard to imagine the last twenty years without the CCDA. In the early days of The Simple Way, we started piling into cars and going to conferences, reading every CCDA book we could get our hands on, and visiting CCDA ministries whenever we got the chance. I even took my mom with me so she could hear older folks talking the same way we do and have some of her fears expunged. (It worked.) The CCDA has become one of those places where we are reminded that we are not crazy—or at least not alone. It has become our tribe.




  I eventually was honored to serve on the board of directors for the CCDA and I can remember us wrestling with what we were becoming. Was the CCDA a movement? An organization? An association? I remember us asking whether it could evolve and stay relevant. Would the ideas get stale? Would it see itself age, like much of the church, and lose the next generation?




  On the one hand, the roots of the CCDA are in the Civil Rights Movement, its mission of reconciliation originating from helping black folks and white folks see each other as more than equals, as family. But over the years I have been thrilled, sometimes stunned, to see the CCDA continue to innovate and expand its vision—without ever losing its original fire or its original foundation.




  I’ve seen the CCDA navigate the fragile path between preserving its historic roots and allowing itself to permeate a new generation, whose vision for reconciliation goes far beyond blacks and whites and whose issues are ever new: gun violence, restorative justice, prison reform, immigration . . .




  But the CCDA is the place where we wrestle with these issues, and we get a wisdom beyond our own. As you will see in this book, the power of the CCDA is young and old together, as the prophets said:




  

    Your sons and daughters will prophesy,




    your old men will dream dreams,




    your young men will see visions. (Joel 2:28)


  




  This book is filled with the dreams and visions of men and women, young and old, all colors of skin, dreaming the dreams of God for our neighborhoods and for our world.




  The CCDA is one of the most promising movements in North America, and increasingly around the globe. Thousands upon thousands of folks have been inspired by this eclectic cross­cultural, intergenerational, transdenominational movement. It has now become the largest association of faith-based organizations and faith-fueled activists in North America. And one of my favorite things about the CCDA is that it has “teeth.” It has DNA. It has these distinctive values we call the “Eight Key Components” defining who we are and what we are about.




  So much of our culture—call it “postmodernity” or whatever—is resistant to formulas, brands and protocols. I remember hearing someone say that trying to nail down mission statements or doctrinal statements today is like trying to nail Jell-o to the wall. But while we don’t need universal blueprints that we try to impose everywhere, we do need some tools we share in common as we build, and we need some training on how they work. No one is interested in a brand or franchise, but we are interested in a movement. And that requires some structure and foundations. One of my heroes, Dorothy Day, often said we have to be very intentional and very disciplined as we form communities, because we are trying to create an environment where it is “easier to be good.” And there are many compelling forces in our world that make it hard to be good, and many things in our neighborhoods that don’t always make it easy to be good.




  Jesus tells a story about the farmer that sows seeds. Some of them are eaten by birds, some trampled underfoot, some choked by thorns. But then there is the seed that lands on shallow soil and shoots up beautifully, then dies quickly because it has no roots. Over the years we’ve seen lots of exciting new communities, ministries and organizations get started that are like that last seed. Their life is beautiful but short-lived, simply because they never grew roots. The CCDA is the best landing pad I know of for new communities. Like the seeds that land on fertile soil, the CCDA helps new expressions grow roots—you can see that from the fruit. All over the country and around the world, you can see folks who have grown roots in the CCDA, made the principles in this book their own and seen some pretty sweet harvests come from it all.




  So while this book is not about formulas, brands or protocols, it is about identifying and articulating some of the distinctive ingredients that make for a healthy ministry and a sustainable missional life. Where do we send our kids to school? How do we afford health care? How do we avoid gentrification in our neighborhoods? Should we take government money? Rather than keep toiling away on our own, sometimes we need to stop, admit we don’t know exactly what we should do next, and look for some help. The CCDA offers an entire community of friends who have been tilling similar ground for a long, long time.




  Like a trellis for the garden, our work needs some structure or the tomato plants will flop over and rot. But too much structure suffocates life rather than supporting growth. Structure is what Making Neighborhoods Whole is all about. While the book will help you build on the work of others, it won’t suffocate your ministry; it still leaves room for you to be yourself. All through this book are tools that create a healthy trellis for ministry that can weather storms and grow up to produce great fruit.




  This book is like the “Greatest Hits” album of the CCDA. Coach and JP have been teaching these ideas since the inception of the movement. But the ideas never get old because innovative new voices keep adapting, articulating and embodying them in fresh ways. The tried-and-true wisdom of the urban ministry veterans of the CCDA are coupled in this book with dozens of other leaders. Their voices harmonize throughout—the “Eight Key Components” for a new generation of Christians committed to Jesus and to changing the world.




  “Changing the world” is good, and yet this book is written by folks whose feet have never left their neighborhood. The worlds they’re changing are very real places. Coach, JP and all their friends who have contributed to this book are practitioners of what they preach. They are not trying to sell you Kool-aid they aren’t drinking. They have taught me and shown me that every neighborhood, no matter how traumatized and forsaken, still has hope. This is the promise we have in Jesus: nothing is beyond redemption.




  Sometimes hope gets locked up. Sometimes hope gets held hostage. But on the pages of this book you’ll find some of the keys that can set hope free.




  So, be inspired by the folks in this book. May they move you, as they have me, to participate in setting hope free again where you are.




   




  Shane Claiborne




  1
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  A Tale of Two Activists




  Roots of Christian Community Development




  The telling of any history—whether of an organization, a country, a movement or something else—cannot be considered complete without a prehistory, an account of the significant people and major events and trends that contributed to the official beginning. A thorough history of the United States of America, for example, does not begin on July 4, 1776, but rather with a description of the social and political milieu and of the events (and the people associated with those events) that came to a focal point on that day.




  The Christian Community Development Association (CCDA) is no exception. It became an official legal entity in 1989. But to understand the CCDA’s history—including the people, events and theological convictions that have contributed to its founding and its evolution—one must go back much further than 1989, perhaps as far back as 1930, when John Perkins was born on a cotton plantation in New Hebron, Mississippi. The context of poverty and injustice in which John was reared became the cauldron in which was formed the concept of Christian community development and the core principles that define the Christian community development movement today.




  At the center of the CCDA story lies a deep and abiding intergenerational friendship—a bond, a brotherhood in fact—between the two of us. In the 1960s, at roughly the same time John was being beaten in a jail in Brandon, Mississippi, because of the stand he took for justice and equal rights, Wayne, a high school kid from rural Iowa, awoke in the middle of the night sensing an unmistakable call from God to live and minister among African American people. Both of us believe that, long before we met or even knew of each other, God’s hand was at work in our lives, preparing us individually for a time when we would do something together—something significant and lasting—for the sake of countless individuals and for the kingdom of God.




  John’s Story




  I was born on June 16, 1930, in rural Mississippi. When I was just seven months old, my mother died. The cause was determined to be “nutrition deficiency.” In essence, my mother starved to death. My father gave me and my four siblings to his mother (my grandmother). She had nineteen other children to look after, so I didn’t get much attention, let alone much love.




  My immediate and extended family were not exactly churchgoing people. They were, in fact, largely bootleggers and gamblers. The only reason I could not be considered a high school dropout is because I never made it to high school; I dropped out of school in the third grade, never to return. As a teenager, however, I began to think deeply about what it meant to be fully human.




  My foray into philosophy was prompted at points by how I was treated. Working all day hauling hay for a white gentle­man, for example, I expected to receive a dollar and a half for my labor. Instead I was given fifteen cents. Formal education or not, I knew this was unfair. I began to view poverty as previous generations had viewed slavery—primarily through the lens of economics.




  Though the word redistribution had yet to enter my vocabulary, the first seeds of Christian community development had been planted: I wanted to help the haulers of hay become owners of the fields.




  In the 1940s, my older brother Clyde came back from World War II. Ironically, he survived a deadly war, but within six months of returning to Mississippi he would be dead, killed by a white police officer in a racial incident. I reacted with feelings of hatred and anger, but the incident also planted the seeds for another of the original three components of Christian community development: reconciliation.




  Some of my family and friends were afraid that I would end up like my brother, so they urged me to leave Mississippi. I had a cousin who’d migrated to Southern California, so at least I would have something of a base out of which to operate. I left Mississippi at age seventeen and remained in California for ten years.




  Though racist attitudes and behavior were far from absent on the West Coast, life there was nothing like what I had experienced back in Mississippi. California was truly a land of new opportunity. I worked for a steel foundry that made cast iron for building houses, and eventually I became one of the company’s leaders. In 1951 I married Vera Mae Buckley, and we started a family.




  A great job, a nice house, a safe community, a growing family—in many ways I was a black man in pre–Civil Rights America living the American dream. But in time I would realize that I didn’t have what I was seeking most: love.




  Not just any love, of course. I’ve never doubted Vera Mae’s love for me. Yet something was missing. I had never known my mother, and I had been virtually anonymous in my grandmother’s overextended household. I met my father when I was four years old. He showed me some personal attention, made me feel as though I mattered, but then he left the next day. I continued to see him from time to time until he died.




  I lived with this longing, becoming a workaholic to fill the void through financial success, until the age of twenty-seven. That’s when I heard the central message of the gospel:




  I have been crucified with Christ and I no longer live, but Christ lives in me. The life I now live in the body, I live by faith in the Son of God, who loved me and gave himself for me. (Galatians 2:20)




  Especially for someone who had grown up without feeling love, without receiving more than a trace of personal attention, that message was stark. Paul’s words jumped out at me: I finally recognized that my longing was for a kind of love deeper than any human being could provide. And if there was a God who loved me so much that he sent his Son to die, I wanted to know that God—to worship and follow that God.




  Soon I was being discipled and mentored by a much older white man, a Presbyterian Bible teacher, Mr. Lietch, who had a vision to train teachers to carry the gospel message to children in the ghetto. Mr. Lietch stimulated and affirmed my dream to love my people back in Mississippi. He recognized that he could live his ministry dream for the black community in part through me.




  He told me, my third-grade education notwithstanding, I had the fastest mind of anybody he’d ever met.




  Because it was the words of Scripture that led to my salvation, I developed an immediate and virtually unquenchable thirst for Bible knowledge. I applied my mind to studying the Bible early every morning. With each day came more revelations. A whole new understanding and vision for life unfolded before me.




  I was captivated by the Genesis account of God’s changing Abram’s name to “Abraham” and making him a father to many generations. Reflecting on my family name back in Mississippi—a name tarnished with the reputation of bootlegging, gambling and crime—I made a commitment to preach and teach the Bible with the hope that God would redeem my family name. Little did I know at the time that a few decades hence people all over the United States, even around the world, would be requesting a speaker by the name of John Perkins. I was reconciled to God and began to do reconciliation with people along racial lines.




  Before long I began to build relationships with Christian businessmen and others who were involved in a wide range of Christian activities—from Bible studies to prison ministry to missionary service. I met missionaries returning from the field who loved the black people among whom they served more than they loved white folk. And then one day I accepted an invitation to join a group on a visit to a local prison.




  I didn’t realize going in that the visit would change my life. I’d thought the inmates would be older men; instead they were young—some of them barely more than children. When I looked at them, I saw myself: these young men looked like me and talked like me, broken grammar and all.




  I shared my testimony with about sixty young men—boys really—in a Quonset hut. As I finished, I noticed a couple of the boys in the back shaking and crying uncontrollably. They told me through tears that their lives were like mine, and I knew it was true. These boys struggled with many of the same things I had struggled with, beginning with a lack of love in their lives. They, too, wanted to know Jesus.




  I realized that God could take my hunger for Scripture and my desire to share the gospel and turn it into an avocation. I also realized how privileged I was to have a beautiful wife, children, a big house and a great job with a stable company. And I knew—in that very moment in that prison—that I couldn’t stay in California.




  I felt an instant yearning, a confidence that I had to return to Mississippi, to my roots, humble and unstable as they were. Like Martin Luther, I could do no other. I was destined to relocate—the third and final of the original three Rs of Christian community development.




  Vera Mae wasn’t so sure. She didn’t at first quite understand my desire to return to the very oppression I’d successfully escaped. But she could see that God was working on my heart, and that trumped any skepticism she may have harbored. Truth is, I would never have returned had Vera Mae not supported me in doing so.




  I had heard a missionary speak about the parting of the Red Sea, about how the ancient Israelites first had to wade in the water before God parted the water in front of them. So in the fall of 1959 I waded into the waters. I spent six weeks in my childhood home town of New Hebron, and then I returned for good with my family in 1960. We ended up settling in Mendenhall, twenty or so miles to the northeast, where both of us had virtually limitless opportunities to reach people of all ages for Christ.




  Vera Mae and I used flannel boards to tell Bible stories to children. I led Bible studies, shared my testimony in churches and taught Sunday school. I told public school principals that if I came to their schools I would talk not just about morality but about my faith in Christ. They invited me anyway.




  Among the things I was saved from when I came to Christ was a concern for self-preservation. I didn’t care anymore about being wealthy, even though I knew very well the value of money. Many of those I’d befriended in California, including some very wealthy businessmen, considered me a missionary to the lost, and they provided financial support for me to minister in Mendenhall. One wealthy woman who considered me a son gathered people together to hear me speak when I returned to the West Coast from time to time. I started a newsletter to keep my supporters informed; my mailing list grew from seven hundred to nearly ten thousand.




  I was leading Bible studies at least two or three nights a week and speaking in schools almost every day. As more and more young people in and around Mendenhall came to Christ, our ministry spawned a church. But we knew that if we were going to have a major impact in the area, we couldn’t do it alone.




  Most of the young people in Mendenhall who’d become Christians were leaving for greener pastures at their first opportunity. In fact, this poor community was getting even poorer. I told Vera Mae that we would have to stay long enough to build a new generation of leadership. This would entail challenging young people to develop a love for God and a love for people that was deeper than their love of consumerism. It would mean developing indigenous leaders—challenging people to return to Mendenhall after going to college, bringing their leadership skills and abilities back to the community. Among the many who took this challenge to heart were Artis Fletcher, the pastor of Mendenhall Bible Church since 1974, and Dolphus Weary, who led many of Mendenhall’s outreach ministries for several years.




  Something else was happening in Mississippi and elsewhere in the 1960s South that would redirect the focus of our ministry. The Civil Rights movement was gaining strength. A turning point for us was the killing of Medgar Evers in Jackson, Mississippi, in June 1963. It was no longer natural for me to be mistreated, nor could I stand idly by while others were discriminated against based on race.




  I was committed to nonviolent action, so I began taking part in efforts to register voters, which seemed a natural thing to do after having had a taste of true freedom and equality. Vera Mae and I opened our home to civil rights workers, which led occasionally to us fearing for our lives, or at least for our safety.




  This brand of social action did not sit well with my supporters back in California, most of whom wanted me to stick with a strictly spiritual message. By 1967, most of my original supporters had cut me off. But I found others to take their place.




  I didn’t stop at registering voters. Children were dying of diabetes and other illnesses. In the midst of talk about government grants and health care surveys and feasibility studies, Vera Mae proclaimed, “The need is now. We can’t wait.” And we didn’t.




  Our emphasis on wholistic ministry (which would be foundational for the CCDA years later) was beginning to take root. Our health center in Mendenhall grew out of the Voice of Calvary church ministry. It welcomed any and all doctors and nurses who could help, even if they only stayed for six months to satisfy the requirements of a medical school scholarship. The medical care available at our health center was nothing like what white folk had, but it was more than what had existed before for black people, which was nothing.




  My social activism came to a head in 1970. Earlier during a boycott in Mendenhall, a boy had been arrested and beaten in jail; I didn’t want it to happen to anyone else. When I found out the police were coming to a store in downtown Mendenhall for another boy who’d had too much to drink, I got there first and took him home. Before I knew it, I saw flashing lights in my rear view mirror, but I didn’t stop till I had crossed the tracks into the boy’s black community.




  The police took the boy in for disturbing the peace. I went to our church, where the choir was getting ready for our Christmas program. Nearly twenty of us went to the Mendenhall jail, hoping to make bond so the boy wouldn’t get beaten. I was arrested and put in jail, where I was beaten. The beating included a fork in my nose and punches to my mid-section, producing internal injuries that cause me trouble still today.




  Two months later, after a successful protest and boycott of stores in Mendenhall, I was arrested on Highway 49 in Rankin County. I was taken to the jail in Brandon, where I was once again beaten. On the floor of the Brandon Jail, I realized the extent of the damage that racism had inflicted on white people. I vowed never to hate white people. Instead, I made a commitment to work for reconciliation, to love white people even if they hated me.




  Nevertheless, from that point on, I feared for my life. It’s partly why in 1973 we moved to Jackson, where I live and minister today. We picked up in Jackson where we’d left off in Mendenhall, launching a new ministry in 1975 with a similar if not identical vision.




  Wayne’s Story




  Long before we’d ever even heard of each other, John and I chose the same life verse:




  I have been crucified with Christ and I no longer live, but Christ lives in me. The life I now live in the body, I live by faith in the Son of God, who loved me and gave himself for me. (Galatians 2:20)




  In January 1970, I was a high school junior. One night, barely a month before John was beaten in Brandon Jail, I awoke my mother at 1 a.m. to tell her that I’d had a strong sense that God was calling me to minister in the African American community. I felt it so strongly I wanted to quit high school and get started.




  My mother advocated for patience, but she took me seriously, encouraging me to meet with our pastor. During that meeting, our pastor walked to his bookshelf and pulled out the book Black and Free by Tom Skinner. To this day, I consider it something of a minor miracle that this rural Iowa pastor had even heard of Skinner’s book. I devoured that book as if it were written just for me. It answered all my questions and addressed all my concerns about how white people can be effective ministering in a “Negro” community. Among other things, it permanently etched the concept of “paternalism” in my mind as something to avoid.




  My sense of calling never diminished from that day. If anything, it grew stronger. I spent the summer of 1970 ministering in an inner-city African American community in Chicago. In December I attended InterVarsity’s Urbana Student Missions Conference, at which Tom Skinner was the keynote speaker. I considered him my “empowerer”; I attended all of Tom’s workshops and soaked up his every word, though I never once approached him.




  In the fall of 1971 I enrolled at Wheaton College, largely because it was close to Chicago. Whenever Tom Skinner got anywhere near the Windy City, I showed up to hear him. I never asked questions, though, because I didn’t know what to ask. I just sat at Tom’s feet and learned.




  While at Wheaton I took advantage of opportunities to volunteer in Chicago. Meanwhile, in 1973, at the historic Chicago Declaration Conference, evangelicals declared their support for social action and thus for wholistic Christian ministry.




  During my final semester at Wheaton, in 1975, I went to chapel to hear John Perkins, a speaker whose name I’d never heard. I was moved almost to tears as John described his ministry. It was everything I had been thinking about, dreaming about, preparing for.




  Shortly after graduating I relocated to North Lawndale, one of Chicago’s poorest and most crime-infested areas. I became a teacher and coach at Farragut High School with no thought of ever being a pastor. I merely wanted to lead Bible studies among high school youth, lead them to Christ and love them wholistically, as Christ loves them. (Eventually the youth I was working with convinced Anne and me to start a church, and they persuaded me to be its pastor. The full story of the early years of Lawndale Community Church is told in my book Real Hope in Chicago.) It was at Farragut where I earned the moniker “Coach,” a nickname I’ve never relinquished.




  More than a few people—white and black alike—called me crazy for moving to such a dangerous part of town. But I was convinced it was what I was called to do. I was candid about this calling with Anne, the woman I wanted to date; I told her that if she could not see herself living in Lawndale, there would be no sense in dating—that was a deal breaker. Anne was not deterred, though.




  I had met Anne at a funeral in Indianapolis; she was the girl of my dreams. I fell in love with her immediately; she was everything I had hoped for: strong character, deep faith and a discerning spirit that has helped me tremendously over the years. God has done exceedingly abundantly beyond what we have asked or thought—that is what Anne has been for me. We were married in June of 1977.




  Even though both of us had second thoughts when our house in Lawndale was broken into on our first night there together, we stayed the course. That night I thought God was possibly giving me a sign that bringing my wonderful wife to live with me in Lawndale was a mistake. When I expressed this to her she responded, “I love you, and I want to live here.” Thank God for Anne, or we probably wouldn’t be living here today.




  About a year after my first encounter with John Perkins, I had my second, when I read his book Let Justice Roll Down. Although some in the Christian press had reported on John’s beating in Brandon Jail in 1970, for the most part he’d ministered in obscurity for ten years; it’s a point I like to make today among those, including mentees, who are in pursuit of instant recognition. His first book, however, put John on the map. This book really crystallized how to help the people of Lawndale; it was comprehensive, wholistic and nonpaternalistic. I knew in my heart that this was the philosophy of ministry God was calling me to.


  




  Neither of us knew in 1976 how tightly our lives and ministries would in time be woven together. The Christian Community Development Association was still more than a decade away from being formally founded. But its true story cannot be told without recounting this tale of two activists.




  2
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  Christian Community Development Comes Together




  The CCDA’s Early Years




  In the late 1970s various churches and other organizations were doing community development work in urban areas and elsewhere. Most didn’t call it that though. By and large, they didn’t know what others were doing; consequently there was very little sharing of wisdom and experience.
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