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Bottle Drop Fundraiser
Weaving Fala is  now working wi th
wi th Bot t le  Drop of  Oregon to a id in
our  fundrais ing ef for ts  as we make
str ides towards greater  sel f -
susta inabi l i ty .  As a resul t ,  a
designated can and bot t le  recycl ing
is  now f inding a home in  the Mugs
Coffee House lobby.  Your
intent ional i ty  to   p lace deposi table
cans and bot t les into th is  b in is
s incerely  appreciated.  The money
we ra ise through bot t le  drop wi l l  go
direct ly  back to  the community,
funding Kindred Charms,  where a l l
prof i ts  go towards our  f ree Level  Up
student  programs.  

ELECTION DAY
NOVEMBER 4TH

THANKSGIVING
NOVEMBER 27

VETERANS DAY
NOVEMBER 11TH

NATIVE AMERICAN 
HERITAGE MONTH

In Other News...
Weaving Fala is  cont inuing our  th i rd
year  of  running our  f ree Level  Up
Programs for  a l l  grade levels  and we
would love for  your  students to  jo in
us!  Vis i t  Weavingfala.org and select
the Programs drop down menu to
learn more about  the programs and
to s ign up!  We also of fer  advocacy
support  to  students and thei r
fami l ies in  the community.  To reach
out  and learn more,  contact
support@weavingfala.org
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Exerpt of “To This Day”  
by Shane Koyczan

Weaving Fala is  so thankful  to  our
sponsors.  With thei r  support ,  we are
able to  conf ident ly  serve our
community  as a growing grass-roots
organizat ion.  This  month we are
honored to h ighl ight  The Col l ins
Foundat ion,  L inn County Heal th
Services and The Heather ington
Foundat ion.  Their  par tnership and
sponsorship supports  us to  make
conf ident  st r ides towards fu l f i l l ing
our  mission for  Lebanon.  

W E A V I N G  F A L A  S P O N S O R S

“We weren’ t  the only  k ids who grew up th is
way.
To th is  day,  k ids are st i l l  being cal led
names.  The c lassics were,  “hey stupid” .
“hey spaz”.
Seems l ike each school  has an arsenal  of
names get t ing updated every year.
And i f  a  k id breaks in  a  school  and no one
around chooses to hear. . .  Do they make a
sound?
Or are they just  the background noise of  a
soundtrack stuck on repeat ,  when people
say th ings l ike “k ids can be cruel”?
Every school  was a b ig top c i rcus tent ,  and
the pecking order  went  f rom acrobats to
l ion tamers-  f rom clowns to carnies.
Al l  of  these were mi les ahead of  who we
were-  we were f reaks.  Lobster  c law boys
and bearded ladies.  Oddi t ies juggl ing
depression and lonel iness,  p laying
sol i ta i re,  spin the bot t le,  t ry ing to  k iss the
wounded parts  of  ourselves and heal .
But  at  n ight  whi le  the others s lept ,  we kept
walk ing the t ightrope.  I t  was pract ice-  and
yes,  some of  us fe l l .
But  I  want  to  te l l  them that  a l l  o f  th is  is  just
debr is  lef t  over  when we f inal ly  decide to
smash al l  the th ings we thought  we used to
be.
And if  you can’t  see anything beautiful
about yourself :  get a better mirror.
Look a l i t t le closer.  Stare a l i t t le longer.
Because there’s something inside you
that made you keep trying despite
everyone who told you to quit .
You bui l t  a  cast  around your  broken heart
and s igned i t  yoursel f ;  you s igned i t ,  “ they
were wrong”.
Because maybe you didn’ t  belong to a
group or  a  c l ique.  Maybe they decided to
pick you last  for  basketbal l  or  everyth ing.

Maybe you used to br ing bruises and
broken teeth to  show and te l l  but  never
to ld,  because how can you hold your
ground i f  everyone around you wants to
bury you beneath i t?
You have to bel ieve that  they were wrong.
They have to be wrong.
Why else would we st i l l  be here?
We grew up learning to  cheer  on the
underdog because we see ourselves in
them. We stem f rom a root  p lanted in  the
bel ief  that  we are not  what  we were
cal led.  We are not  abandoned cars sta l led
out  and s i t t ing empty on a h ighway;  and i f
in  some way we are-  don’ t  worry,  we only
got  out  to  walk  and get  gas.
We are graduat ing members f rom the
class of  “we made i t ” .  Not  the faded
echoes of  voices cry ing out  “names wi l l
never  hurt  me”. . .  Of  course they did.
But  our  l ives wi l l  only  ever  a lways
cont inue to be a balancing act ,  that  has
less to  do wi th  pain,  and more to  do wi th
beauty.”


