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A Warm Welcome To Our Newest Partner Agency,
Black Women’s Wealth Alliance (BWWA)
Our new partner agency, Black Women’s Wealth
Alliance is working to provide a clear pathway for Black
women to build generational wealth.
Their goal is
to empower and equip Black women with the
necessary education, tools, and networks to build quality, and
financially sound, futures for themselves, their families,
and their communities. BWWA is a collective movement
that leverages Black culture to facilitate cooperative
economics through financial literacy, home ownership,
and coop business education.
BWWA connected with MicroGrants out of the need to provide
Black women with a means of removing the barriers to starting
businesses, furthering education, getting to work, or building
wealth. According the BWWA's Executive Director, Kenya
McKnight Ahad, "to date, BWWA has partnered with
MicroGrants in assisting 18 Black women with $18,000 in
grants in the areas of business, transportation, and education.
MicroGrants partnership is a tremendous asset to BWWA."

MicroGrants is now partnering with over 40 local agencies. The partner agencies
identify people of potential then we give them the hand up they need to reach
economic self-sufficiency. See our website for a full listing of the partners:
https://microgrants.net/partner-agencies/

Grantee Grows Her Business
How do you start your own hair salon when you’ve had no previous
business experience? You create a business plan and jump right in. That’s
what Yesenia Aceves did when she opened Salon Yesenia in a
charming mall on Payne Avenue in St. Paul.
With her business off to a good start and her customers delighted, it was
time to improve the look of her salon’s interior. Using her grant, Yesenia
was able to give her salon a fresh and inviting new look that has attracted
new customers.
“Everybody at MicroGrants was so nice and very helpful. They allowed me
to give my salon a vibrant new look, including a new logo! My business is
doing well, and I’m in the process of expanding by adding a reception
area, a break room, and a retail area where I can sell products and
increase profits.”
Yesenia’s passion and dedication, coupled with her larger, updated salon,
will soon enable her to hire an additional employee for her expanding
business.

Grantee, Yesenia Aceves in her newly
renovated salon “MicroGrants allowed
my salon to get a needed makeover.
I’m already attracting new customers!”

We are reprinting this newspaper article because it is still a timely and powerful story. Our CEO, Don Samuels has lived
and served 21 years in his North Minneapolis neighborhood alongside many of our grantees. He continues to holistically
address the economic, educational, and cultural transformation of our community. Although this event occurred two
years before Don joined MicroGrants, he was already directing people to some of MicroGrants partner agencies.

reprinted by permission

Not in my city!
Urinating in public? Menacing your fellow citizens? Taking what isn't yours?
By DON SAMUELS OCTOBER 7, 2012 — 12:21PM
It was light dusk as I left home
to fetch my daughter from the
movies in south Minneapolis. As
I approached Broadway south,
from Irving, I saw a guy, about 6
feet 2, peeing against a
building. A second guy, about 5
feet 8, was waiting nearby. They
were in a good mood.
I slowed next to them, lowered
my passenger window and said:
"Guys, peeing in public is illegal.
You really shouldn't be doing
that.” The big guy, the pee-er,
bent at the waist and glared at
me as he walked. “What you
say bitch? You talkin' to me?"
he asked. "Yes, I am talking to
you and I'm saying that I saw
you pissing on the wall, on busy
West Broadway, and that is
illegal. You shouldn't do that."
"M.F.," he said, "you got to be
crazy. You can't be talking' to
me. What you go'n do, M.F.?"
His head was now inside the
car. "Call 911?”
“Don't worry about 911. I'm
talking to you right here and
saying you can't do that in
public."
"You can't be talking to us, B'.
Get the f' outta here before you

get your f'ing ass kicked, M.F.”
Now this is where my street
outrage and savvy kicked into
overdrive. I bucked to a halt and
jumped out of the car, but stayed
in the relative safety between my
door and the car.
"You're gonna do what?" I
asked. "Did you say you were
going to kick my a'? Well, here I
am. Come on over here and
show me how you're going to do
this.”
He moved around to my side of
the car, but halted just in front of
my left headlight. I could see his
wheels turning, and I knew I had
the upper hand.
"You got to have a piece. I just
know you got to have a piece.
You couldn't be that crazy, get'n
outta that car, knowing you go'n
get an ass whuppin,' if you
didn't."
I have been at this point many
times in urban confrontations and
I knew I was in control. "Don't
worry about a gun," I said.
"You're there and I'm here -- now,
what's your plan”?
Just then, I noticed a wry
approving smile across his face.
He was looking at the smaller

man, who was at the passenger
side of my car. I kept my focus
on the big guy. But I knew
something was getting out of
control.
Quickly, the short man moved
toward the big guy and they both
ran forward, laughing, through
the parking lot of KFC and into
the night. Puzzled, I ducked into
the car and followed for a few
yards, but I stopped short and
began to inspect the car. The
window had been open from our
initial exchange, and I figured he
had spit into the seat. Cautiously
I searched for the sight of foam
and phlegm.
Then it dawned on me. My
iPhone had been on the seat. It
was gone. I'd been chumped. I
had just recently lost my office
phone, and now my personal
phone was stolen. Frustration
and embarrassment enveloped
me.
I raced home and called the
cops and returned to the scene,
all the while using my wife's
phone in a vain attempt to
activate the "Find My iPhone"
app. Thirty minutes later, officers
[continued on next page]
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Chris Smith and Jeff Sworski
arrived. They took a statement
and gave me a blue card. They
promised to return if my "find"
feature ever located the phone. I
have no idea if they knew I was a
City Council member.
I hurried to retrieve my
daughter, and an hour later
returned to the task of activating
Find My iPhone. After another 30
minutes and finally getting the
right password, the miracle
began, and the night switched
from a gritty urban tragedy to a
story of tech magic and
reclamation.
Right there on the screen of my
wife's iPhone was the white
graphic of my white iPhone
floating at the curb of a precise
home in the 1400 block of a North
Side avenue, on a crystal-clear
satellite picture. The foliage and
roof configurations were plain to
see.
I jumped in my car, hurried to
the Fourth Precinct and asked for
Smith and Sworski. They were
notified, and I cruised back home
to await their arrival. But I just
had to drive by to see the house
for myself. The hair stood up on
the back of my neck as I half
expected to see a dozen tough
dudes hanging out front, but the
house was silent. I looked at my
graphic again and discovered that
the phone had moved into the
house. Modern technology was
magical.
Many minutes later, our
doorbell rang. I excitedly showed
the graphic to the two cops, and
we counted off houses from the
corner to positively identify the
house. They would drive to the
house and call me when they got
there, then I would remotely

activate the "find" alarm on the
stolen phone.
Five minutes later, they
called,and I activated the alarm
repeatedly. It turns out this was
a fourplex, so they had to go
door to door. But within 10
minutes, right before my eyes,
"find" indicated that my phone
had moved from the house to
the middle of the street.
I woke my wife excitedly,
"Honey, I think the cops have the
phone. It's now in the middle of
the street.”
Immediately, the phone rang,
and the next six words sent chills
down my spine. "Hello, sir. We
have your phone.”
It turns out that the thief (our
short guy) had come to the door
in his white T' and plaid shorts,
just as I had described. Hearing
the electronic and descriptive
evidence against him, he'd
quickly pulled the phone out of
his pocket.

He ﬂinched. "I'm
sorry, sir, you
saved me from my
ﬁrst felony.”
The cops assured me that he
had been very cooperative, with
no attitude or reluctance, but
they said it was up to me to
decide whether to press
charges. I got the message; this
was a soft recommendation to
not press charges. I requested
that they and the suspect meet
me at the scene of the crime,
where I would accept a heartfelt
apology.
Five minutes later, we were all
in the parking lot of Pizza Hut,
and the thief had been extricated

[continued from previous page]

from the back seat of the
squad. He had no cuffs on and
was in stocking feet. I
approached and stood three
feet in front of him, with both
cops flanking us.
“Okay," I said, "here's my
plan. I will recount the incident
and you tell me if my version is
correct, then it's your turn to
say your piece.”
“Yes, sir," he said.
We went through the entire
incident blow by blow,
punctuated by "yes, sirs" after
each sentence in a strange
call-and-response sequence
made all the more bizarre
because I included every
profanity in the very tone they
were spat at me.
"Now," I said, "consider this.
Here I am, a 63-year-old black
male of this largely black
community. I see two young
black men breaking the law and
pull over to caution them, and I
am cussed out, threatened,
intimidated and chumped. I did
not call 911, I didn't have a gun,
and I was simply interacting
with you as an older man to
younger men. Now, two hours
later, here we are with you
saying "yes, sir" to everything I
say. But the reason I am
earning your respect is not my
age or the respect I gave you
but the respect you have for the
two white cops with guns.
What has become of our
community?"
He paused, "Sir...I didn't
mean to intimidate ..."
"Hold it right there, "I said,
"that is precisely the problem.
You didn't mean to intimidate.
Two young, fit 20-year-olds are
telling a 63-year-old they are
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going to f'him up. But you didn't
mean to intimidate? Do you have
a girlfriend'?
"No, sir."
Well, you will and I know what
will happen. You will get angry
and punch the wall or pick up a
weapon. She will be smaller than
you and will be scared to death,
but you won't consider it
intimidation. You will have a kid
and get angry, kicking his toys
and yelling curses. But you won't
mean to intimidate anybody.
You'll just go around leaving
people traumatized and
damaged. Well, let me tell you,
you do intimidate. I was
intimidated; you are going around
the community scaring people.
You are scary!"
He flinched. "I'm sorry, sir. You
saved me from my first felony.”
“Okay”, I said, “so here we are,
two white cops and an old dude,
and there you are, the scary guy,
and we all agree we are going to
give you a break."
I went to my car and brought
him back one of my special large

business cards. "This is for you
and one for your friend. There are
resources here for school,
housing, jobs and other supports.
I made them up for guys who
hang out on the corners and piss
on buildings."
He smiled his first smile of the
night and said thanks.
Now look at the cover," I said.
"Do you see that? Don Samuels,
City Council Member. That's me.
Here we are at the end of a long
adventure, and this is the first
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time I have told you who I am.
Do you see now who you are
threatening on the street? You
were punking the chair of the
Public Safety Committee. The
police department reports to me!
You have no idea who you are
abusing."
I gave him a hug and said:
"Now, one more thing." I put my
iPhone in camera mode and
handed it to him, "Take a picture
of your two heroes and me.”

Don Samuels was a member of the Minneapolis City Council from 2003-13.

A note to the South St. Paul Police Department, placed in a neighborhood online newsletter:
“I would like to comment on the police officer who pulled me over yesterday for a broken tail light.
It’s not often that someone actually enjoys being pulled over, and rarely do they have a pleasant
outcome. But this officer was not only pleasant with me, he gave me a voucher for a free repair to
fix my tail light! Wow! Thank you, officer and thank you, LightsOn! Program.” –Lisa M
Since April of 2016, the LightsOn! program has issued over 500 vouchers through 20
different police departments. Raising over $50,000 via crowd-funding, and using the
donated labor from Bobby & Steve’s AutoWorld, the LightsOn! Program is making a
difference in many communities.
To learn more please visit: http://MicroGrants.net/lightsonmn

Success Story Spotlight
It’s no surprise that Taalibah has a deep passion for health, wellness
and caring for others; natural medicine has been practiced for
generations in her family by both her mother and her grandmother.
With only a massage therapist’s certification however, she had been
struggling to get her small business off the ground, because she
couldn’t pay for the extra classes she needed to expand her services.
“MicroGrants gave me the opportunity to take additional classes so I
could increase the number of modalities I can offer, and that has
resulted in a growing number of repeat clients looking for the longterm healing help they seek. I am now able to take care of myself
financially as I continue my work caring for others. I have great
appreciation and respect for MicroGrants, and I thank them for
changing my life for the better.”
With her growing new client base, Taalibah is now financially ready
to sign up for the classwork necessary to continue fulfilling her
lifelong dream of becoming a certified Naturopathic Physician.

“Thanks to MicroGrants, I am
now able to take care of myself
ﬁnancially as I continue to
care for others.” - Taabihah

BE INSPIRED by our SUCCESS STORIES on our website: https://microgrants.net/success-stories/

Board of Directors
Joe Selvaggio (Chair)
Tom Rock (Secretary)

Welcome to our new
board member,
Sherman Patterson Jr.

Allen Lenzmeier (Treasurer)
Omar Akbar
Chuck Garrity
Rob Gottsch
Barbara Grossman
Don Hall
Neda Kellogg
Mike Kroening
Sherman Patterson
Tim Rose
Sam Selvaggio
Lynne Thompson
Tom Welch

Mr Patterson has long been committed to
the values and activities that represent
community leadership.

• 21-year military career
• Received the 2008 Minneapolis Park
& Recreation Board’s Martin Luther King Award

• Public Safety Administration degree from Saint Mary’s University
• Eight years as a Public Safety Policy Liaison to Mayor R.T. Rybak
• Served as Community Engagement Coordinator for the Minneapolis
Police Department for four years
• Founded the Annual Turkey Giveaway, providing meals for
thousands of families in North Minneapolis.

• Started Lead By Example, a mentoring program to reduce gun

Staff
Don Samuels

Chief Executive Officer

Kristine Barstow

Internal Operations Manager

Mike McCloskey

Chief Operations Officer

violence.
• Received the Bush Fellowship in 2014
• In summer 2015, gave a Tedx Talk about his mentoring experiences
and the impacts of gun violence.

To learn more about Sherman and our other dedicated
board members, go to MicroGrants.net/about

Don's Desk
Our region will experience a significant worker shortage over the next
decades. To meet that challenge, we must train our unemployed and
underemployed for job readiness and entrepreneurship. But even then,
barriers faced by the poor will still cause disproportionate workplace
and business failure. That’s why we identify people of potential who
need a timely boost to solve a crisis or seize an opportunity for a job
or a business. Together, with our donors, we are transforming lives
and strengthening our economy.

1035 E Franklin Ave
Minneapolis, MN 55404
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