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LGBT. It is not a Lettuce, Gua-
camole, Bacon, Tomato sandwich, 
though that does sound quite delicious. 
Rather, I am referring to the Lesbi-
an, Gay, Bi-Sexual, and Trans-gender 
community and culture. It is a culture 
that is getting more and more popular 
by the year. To me, this hits a bit close 
to home. I have a friend—let’s call her 
Cat—who was my best pal growing up. 
Ever since I first knew her, she claimed 
a homosexual lifestyle. I was still her 

March 17th is a day that is said to 
belong to St. Patrick, and it is generally 
celebrated by wearing the color green, 
speaking in imitation Irish accents, 
and, for the more worldly sorts, drink-
ing beer unto oblivion. This is consid-
ered an imitation of Irish culture, seeing 
as St. Patrick is the patron saint of the 
Emerald Isle. It is for good reason that 
he is the saint of Ireland, though sadly 
the general public has no clue as to why. 
Evangelicals are only slightly ahead of 
the rest of the world, thanks to a group 
of vegetables retelling the story. Even so, 
I find that the Evangelicals’ understand-

ing of Patrick’s life and, more important-
ly, his significance to church history, is 
wanting. 

 St. Patrick has an almost myth-
ical status, akin to the leprechauns and 
faeries the float about on his day. One 
often fails to see him—and the other fa-
thers of the faith of years gone by—as a 
real, tangible human, subject to the same 
powers and emotions every person fac-
es. In fact, Patrick was noted for his fiery 
and abrasive nature. But I get ahead of 
myself. The question still stands: how 
did this man achieve the status of patron 
saint of Ireland? 

 The conversion of Ireland from 
pagan druidism to Christianity was 

You climb into the Swiss cable 
car with a handful of people. Instead 
of hiking up the back of the granite 
mountain, you take the time to wait in 
line and crowd onto a cable car with 
some people who clearly didn’t take 
so much care as you did to smell good 
today. This is the easy way to reach the 
top of the mountain. Soon, you are 
dangling in this car 825 feet above the 
ground. 

Glancing down, you see ant-sized 
bodies making their way up a winding 
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In the WorldToday

The other day, I managed to 
make a fool of myself when some-
one asked me a seemingly sim-
ple question: “What’s going on in 
Ukraine?” My immediate - and, 
sadly, honest - response was, “I have 
no clue.”  But fear not, O reader.  I 
have gotten some minimal under-
standing of this conflict - largely via 
CNN and abcnews.com - and I in-
tend to pass on what little I know 
to you.

1. Putin
The first person we need to 

know is Russian president Vladimir 
Putin, (who has somehow found a 
way to serve three terms as presi-
dent, despite provisions in the the 
Russian constitution that limit him 
to two terms).  

President Putin has ordered 
troops into the Crimean region of 
Ukraine, which has a population 
that is about 60% ethnic Russians.

His argument seems simple: 
there is a group of anti-Russian ex-
tremists now in power in Ukraine, 
so troops were sent in to protect the 
Russian-speaking population.

2. With the rising political ten-
sions, Ukrainian president Viktor 
Yanukovych is now in Russia.

 The Ukrainian population is 
split between those who want to 
align politically with Russia, and 
those who want to align with the 
European Union. 

Last month, Yanukovych ig-
nored a pro-European trade deal in 
favor of some quick cash from - you 

Ukraine Conflict: The Basics
Let’s play a game.  Close your eyes 

and picture something with me.  Pic-
ture a freight train speeding down a 
track.  No it doesn’t matter what color 
it is, focus.  This thing is booking, chug-
ging at an incredible speed. Got a good 
image?  Now imagine another train on 
the same track, a mile ahead of the first.  
However, this train is just leaving the 
station.  As the passengers wave good-
bye, five miles-per-hour seems fast.  In-
sane speed and momentum versus slow, 
meandering acceleration; it’s not hard 
to guess what will happen if the former 
catches the latter, who will win.  Okay, 
open your eyes and welcome to my life.

Dramatic?  Maybe.  But maybe not.  
Allow me to explain my analogy.  The 
freight train we see careening down the 
track is the ministry I have been a part 
of for the last I-don’t-know-how-many 
years.  It has gained momentum in my 
life, taking free time and effort, the bulk 
of my prayer and concentration.  The 
time I have spent with students and 
thinking about my interactions with 
them is unparalleled in my life.  I have 
never been so immersed in something 
as I have been in youth ministry.  Be-
fore you attach any negative stigma to 
this, let me say that it has been a good 
thing.  It has been one of the most 
meaningful and amazing things God 
has made me a part of.  The fact that 
this train has picked up unimaginable 
momentum isn’t a bad thing.  We all 
have our freight trains, our ministries, 
the places God has plugged us in.  And 
it is good.

So what about the little passenger 
train just leaving the station?  What 
could that be?  Surely it isn’t as import-
ant as years of student ministry mo-
mentum, right?  Wrong.  Absolutely 
wrong.  This is my family.  For those 

of you who haven’t heard it through 
the grapevine yet, I have a family.  I 
married Autumn Rose Hautzenroder 
(wouldn’t you like to lose that one, la-
dies?) on January 11th, 2014.  Marriage 
is a big step in a college guy’s life.  It 
comes with responsibilities and duties 
that a college kid never has to think of.  
Marriage is incredible, and marrying 
Autumn was and continues to be one 
of the best decisions I have ever made.  
Speaking of responsibilities and du-
ties, surprise!  Autumn has a daughter.  
Nora Rose Hautzenroder (sorry about 
kindergarten, Nora) was born on July 
26th, 2013 and has been a ball of energy 
since.  I was in the waiting room for ten 
hours that day…doing what people do 
in waiting rooms…waiting.  So when 
I say “my family” it is because I have 
one, and I love them more than life 
itself.  My passenger train is just leav-
ing its station.  My family is just tak-
ing off.  Sure, we 
may have figured 
out who gets up 
to feed the baby 
at midnight and 
who gets the 4AM 
feeding, but we 
have a long way 
to go.  Marriage 
is an amazing 
life-long journey.  
Not everyone has 
a passenger train, 
a family, anoth-
er place God has 
plugged them in.  
And that is okay.

It’s easy to 
guess what would 
happen if the 
first train over-
took the second.  
The freight train 
would obliter-
ate the passenger 

train, carrying my wife and daughter.  
Even moving in the same direction, a 
speeding bullet will smash a clay pi-
geon.  This is the great obstacle of be-
ginning a family, or at least it has been 
for me.  Many of you will encounter 
this one day so pay attention to my cau-
tionary tale.  I have been confronted 
with the question, “What is my min-
istry?”  The answer that jumps to the 
front is, “CHURCH!”  It has to be the 
Church, right?  “Big C” church where 
God is glorified in community!  But 
while I have been reciting all the right 
answers, I have watched the distance 
between my trains lessen.  The answer, 
I believe, is that my ministry is, first and 
foremost, my family, and, secondly, the 
Church.  It feels awkward to type and 
worse to say, but let’s think about it for 
a moment, because you, too, will most 
likely be faced with this reality.

 

by andrew steier
editor-in-chief

Ministry, Family, Trains and Other Grown-Up Things
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guessed it - Russia.   
This, my friends, is what set 

off Ukrainian protesters and led to 
deadly clashes with national securi-
ty forces.

In the heat of these protests, Ya-
nukovych has fled to Russia for pro-
tection.

3. A lot of this has to do with 
Ukraine’s relations with the rest of 
Europe.

President Putin obviously wants 
political alliance with Ukraine, and 
is taking somewhat indirect action 
against anti-Russian forces.

4. Other world powers are tell-
ing Putin to back off.

World leaders, including EU 
leaders and President Obama are 
threatening actions against Russia 
if the occupation of Ukraine contin-
ues.  

Most likely, this will include 
economic sanctions against Russia.  
The UN is also sending a team to 
investigate the situation later this 
week.

5. This conflict has been most-
ly non-violent.

There were 
some violent 
protests in Kiev 
before the Rus-
sian occupation, 
which unfortu-
nately cost about 
80 lives.  How-
ever, the Rus-
sian military has 
mostly worked 
in a non-violent 
manner.

There are about 6,000 Russian 
troops in Crimea, and they have oc-
cupied several military bases, build-
ings, parliament, and the airport; 
however, they have found a way to 
do this without violence.

As of March 4, there were five 
military bases that had not surren-
dered to Russian troops.

6. We don’t know what’s going 
to happen next.

Ukraine is not currently taking 
any military action against Russia, 
but has mobilized its troops to be 
ready for any action in the near fu-
ture.

7. The information you have 
just read is already outdated.

This is a bare-bones exposition 
on the Ukraine-Russia conflict, and 
my sources are primarily Western 
news outlets (which have been said 
are not 100% reliable). I am writing 
this on March 4, and there will have 
been plenty of politicla develop-
ments by the time you read this in a 
week or two.  

For additional information on 
this conflict, I suggest bbc.co.uk.
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caused by a distinct brutality. Patrick, a 
native of Britain in the 5th century, was 
kidnapped by Irish pirates and forced 
into slavery. It was there that Patrick was 
shocked out of the sins of his youth and 
into faith. Over a period of six years, he 
learned the Celtic tongue and ways, all 
the while praying constantly to God for 
aid. In the midst of his darkness, Patrick 
found a sturdy Rock to which he could 
cling. 

Patrick, by nature of a vision, was 
compelled to flee Ireland to return to his 
homeland. Yet the ghost of pagan Ire-
land followed him home. Once he was 
ordained as a deacon, Patrick immedi-
ately sued to return to the Irish people 
so that he might bring them the gospel. 
Little is truly known about this time, and 
though many myths could be expound-
ed and denounced, it is sufficient to say 
that Patrick succeeded in his mission. 
Rather, it should be said that God suc-
ceeded in using a willing vessel to bring 
light to a dark nation. 

Though he was not himself Irish, it 
seems that the characteristic abrasive-
ness of Ireland shaped his spiritual life. 

Not only a passionate defender of the 
faith before pagans, Patrick fought on 
behalf of his fellow believers. In one of 
the only surviving writings of this saint, 
a letter to a soldier named Coroticus, we 
see the holy fire of Ireland’s saint. These 
soldiers, while claiming to be Christians, 
slaughtered and kidnapped many people 
directly under Patrick’s influence. The 
strong emotion this shepherd felt for his 
flock flows out of his words. It is not un-
like the imprecatory psalms of scripture, 
for as in them we see the genuine affir-
mation of the humanity of the psalmists, 
we see the truth of Patrick’s faith and 
humanity. 

While precious little is known of 
Ireland’s patron saint, his influence is 
lasting. Some say boldly that, without 
the influence of St. Patrick, we would 
not have western civilization as we know 
it today. Mr. Thomas Cahill has written 
far more eloquently and academically in 
his book How the Irish Saved Civiliza-
tion, and it would be impossible for this 
article to transcend that work. Suffice it 
to say that because Ireland was Christian 
they gained a unique concern for Latin 

literature, that being the language of 
the 5th century church. This led to the 
preservation of many works in spite of 
the sacking of Rome. As such, God used 
Patrick to save not only the souls of the 
Irish but also the soul of western civili-
zation. 

As precious little is known about St. 
Patrick in the general church populace 
today, the average evangelical knows 
far less about church history, presum-
ably because they do not have a day of 
their own, save Sts. Valentine and Nico-
las. I confess that I feel the depth of my 
own lack of knowledge. However, this 
touches at a problem of Protestantism, 
and particularly Evangelicalism at large: 
we do not know where we have come 
from. The Protestant movement broke 
away from the traditions of the Catholic 
church. Beyond this, many Evangelical 
churches have divorced themselves from 
the tradition of even Protestantism, thus 
lifting themselves out of a historical con-
text. Thus, the traditions and history of 
faith is largely lost. 

I do not say that the church should 
not have split at the Reformation, nor 

that a modern church must 
hold to some older tradition to 
be legitimate. It is a problem, 
however, that many Christians 
do not know their own story. 
Ancient Israel was commanded 
to often rehearse their history, 
that they might not forget the 
works of the Lord. The psalm-
ists often did the same, call-
ing Israel to remember from 
whence they had come. The 
story of St. Patrick is but one 
example of our ignorance of 
our people’s history. A return 
to the stories of the past can 
only enrich our understanding 
of the present. 

Much of this information 
about St. Patrick came from 
The Confession of St. Patrick, 
translated by John Skinner. It is 
available in our library to curi-
ous seekers, at least, as soon as I 
return it. 
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St. Patrick, cont. from page 1

Let’s think about the Church.  Yes, 
the Church can be made of individuals, 
but we see a very heavy concentration of 
families.  Man and wife bringing Tim-
my, Tommy, and Trudy all dressed up to 
learn about God.  The family is part of 
the gathered Church body for one hour 
a week.  The kids may be part of a youth 
program or a kids’ program and Mom 
or Dad might be part of a small group, 
so we’re going to bring the grand total to 
five hours.  The family comes together 
with the Church for five hours a week.  
Guess how many hours a week they are 
a family?  You guessed it, 168.  Feel free 
to check my math, but that family is a 
family all week long.  So let me ask a 
question that you can feel free to pon-
der.  Is a well-rehearsed, well-produced 

service or one more ski trip or lock-in 
worth compromising a man’s ministry 
to his family?  Before you write me off 
as a ministry-hater, remember that I am 
not just talking about my family.  The 
focus on family ministry is bigger than 
me, it needs to be taught and imple-
mented so we don’t have thriving min-
istries filled with failing families.  As a 
husband and father, I can honestly say 
that my wife and daughter come be-
fore my students at church.  I love my 
students to death, but God has called 
me to more.  He has blessed me with a 
family and commanded me to care for 
them, to provide for them, and to love 
them unconditionally, and I will do 
that.  Forever.   

So what about our trains?  How do 

I keep them from colliding?  Do I speed 
up the passenger train?  I don’t believe 
so.  That train is going to run until God 
decides to take me home, ever accelerat-
ing and gaining momentum of its own.  
The answer is a slower freight train.  The 
cargo may be precious, students’ lives 
and spiritual growth, but readjusting 
my priorities, slowing down this train 
and bringing it to a speed matching the 
speed of my family growth, is going to 
both prohibit a collision, and allow my 
trains, my ministry and my family, to 
grow together.  I haven’t given biblical 
support, just my discovery based on my 
experience.  Scripture supports my dis-
covery, but I’ll let you wrestle with that 
when you’re in my shoes playing with 
your own train set.

Family, cont. from page 2

I was recently introduced to the 
movie The Secret Life of Walter Mitty, a 
Ben Stiller film from December of last 
year. While the movie itself has come 
and gone from theaters at large, I feel 
the need to point it out to those who 
have not seen it and call it to remem-
brance for those who have. It is the type 
of movie that is, on the outside, quite 
simple; yet, upon further consideration, 
contains deeper themes that make it 
into a great movie. 

Walter Mitty is the type of man 
who lives a very average existence. He 
has never done anything “noteworthy”, 
as the movie tells us; thus, he turns to 
daydreams that steal his attention from 
reality. There is a distinct incongruity 
between the romantic life he imagines 
and the mundane life he lives. 

His life is suddenly interrupted, 
however, by a large inconvenience. The 
magazine company he works for, Life, is 

going paperless. They need a powerful 
cover photo, and Walter, who works in 
the negatives department, has a photo 
which the photographer has dubbed 
“the quintessence of life.” The problem 
is that the photo is missing. And Walter 

is the only one who can find it. He be-
gins his search for this photographer, a 
trip that takes him quite literally across 
the globe. 

GK Chesterton once wrote an es-
say titled “On Running After One’s 
Hat.” In it, he makes the point that how 

we see life is mostly a matter of perspec-
tive, stating that “an adventure is only 
an inconvenience rightly considered.” 
An inconvenience is only an adven-
ture wrongly considered.” He says that 
the things people typically complain 
about really aren’t worth complaining 
about. The inconveniences and little 
troubles people meet daily can become 
moments of great joy rather than dol-
drums that must be endured. 

Walter Mitty saw the adventure, 
and took it. In the movie, there is a de-
fining moment where he has one last 
daydream; but this one encourages 
him to climb aboard the adventure that 
awaits him. After that, his life is an ad-
venture, and he doesn’t need the dreams 
he once had. And this adventure chang-
es his whole life. He becomes adventur-
ous in the mundane: pursuing a woman 
he loves; standing up to his boss; selling 
a family heirloom. This movie is great 
not just because it encourages wild 
adventures, but because it encourages 
common ones as well. And that is why I 

by nik ellison
secretary

“”An adventure is only 
an inconvenience 

rightly considered.
-G.K. Chesterton

Why G.K. Chesterton Would Like ‘The Secret Life of Walter Mitty’
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friend. I remember this one day in sixth 
grade when Cat asked me point blank, 
“If you’re a Christian, why are you my 
friend? Your kind is supposed to hate 
me.” I was crushed! She had such a dis-
torted view of my faith and in doing so, 
was border line to viewing me in the 
same distorted view. This really got me 
thinking about what my responsibilities 
as a Christian were when it came to my 
friends who associated themselves with-
in the LGBT culture.

If one was to look in Christian me-
dia, you would often see two different 
extremes. You may see Christians as-
sociated with Westboro Baptist church 
with their “Fags Burn in Hell” sign 
while promoting hate-fueled protests 
and rallies. This has painted such a false 
and ugly picture of our faith, portraying 
Christianity as a religion of judgment 
and condemnation. On the other hand, 
you’ll see the Christians who are ordain-
ing those in LGBT culture as priests, 
and pastors, and having the “Come as 
you are, and never change” philosophy. 
So what stance should Christians have? 
As 90’s kids would say, “W.W.J.D; what 
would Jesus do?” 

1) Jesus would not avoid them
Jesus spent all of His time hanging 

with the Pharisees, teachers of the law, 
and religious men. False! The church is 
supposed to be a hospital for sinners, not 
a museum for the “saintly”. Jesus sought 
after those whom Jewish society deemed 
as despicable, lowly, sinful, and even 
disgusting. These people were tax-col-
lectors who cheated people of money, 
prostitutes who worked the streets, lep-

ers who had disease-riddled bodies, and 
gentiles who didn’t even read Torah. 
Mark 2, John 4, Luke 7, Mark 7, Luke 5, 
Luke 19, and so many more depict events 
in which Jesus sought out and conversed 
with those people Jews would deem un-
favorable. If Jesus did this, and we claim 
to be His followers, why shouldn’t we do 
the same? Scared? That’s OK; our God is 
bigger than our fears. Don’t know what 
to say? How about “Hi” and start a con-
versation. Get to know them! Their ori-
entation doesn’t define them. They are 
people with hopes, dreams, and goals. 
They have one MAJOR thing in com-
mon with you—yes you; both of you 
need Jesus. Both of you are born into 
sin. Both of you are dearly and deeply 
loved by Christ. So why don’t you tell 
them about that?

2) Jesus would love them
God is love. How much has that 

one phrase been hammered into our 
minds growing up in Sunday school? 
John 3:16, the classic, often-memorized 
piece of scripture clearly says, “For God 
so loved the world.” It doesn’t say “For 
God only loved people who dealt with 
the sin of lying, cheating, and stealing.” It 
doesn’t say “For God so loved everyone 
who didn’t struggle with sexual identi-
ty.” He said the world. Why? Because ev-
eryone is in equal need of His love and 
salvation. No sin is greater than another 
sin. You are just as bad as Hitler, Stalin, 
Osama Bin Laden, the five year old boy 
who pushed his sister, the student who 
cheated on her exam, and the sweet old 
lady who cheated on her taxes. We are 
all equally guilty. If God could love us 

with all our junk, we should love others 
as well. Why? 1 John 4:19 says “We love 
because He first loved us.” 

3) Jesus would minister to them
Jesus, during His earthly minis-

try, didn’t only teach salvation through 
Him, but He also cared for the non-spir-
itual needs of those He interacted with. 
For example, the feedings of the thou-
sands were to meet an immediate physi-
cal need (which also served the purpose 
of providing an object lesson via a mir-
acle) as was Luke 5’s story of the leper 
who was healed of the disease’s afflic-
tion. Reaching out to those in the LGBT 
culture may mean that you will interact 
with people who are carrying heavy 
baggage, emotional damage, abusive 
backgrounds, in need of a friendship, in 
need of direction, and in need of a hope. 
For many in this community, they may 
just want a person to listen and talk to 
them in a safe, non-condescending en-
vironment. 

My friend Cat is someone I am try-
ing to minister to. I feel a more urgent 
need to do this for “Cat” has recently 
become “Gavyn.” She, or rather he, is 
now dealing with a lot more both phys-
ically and mentally. I cannot lose hope 
that one day Gavyn will meet Jesus. Je-
sus cannot be overwhelmed by anything 
we bring to Him. Gavyn can still have 
that wonderful relationship with Christ, 
and I will do my best to continue being 
a friend, a light, as well as an example to 
him. We need to hold on to hope that 
we will make some sort of difference in 
people’s lives for the glory and honor of 
God and His kingdom. 

Homosexuality, cont. from page 1

42% of 
LGBT youth 

say their
 community does 
not accept them.

LGBT teens
are twice as

likely to report
being bullied.

Two-thirds
of LGBT youth

report being “out”
to their classmates.

Approximately
4-10% of

Americans
claim to 

be homo-
sexual.

LGBT teens are
twice as
likely to 
drop out
of high
school.

About 25-50% of
homeless
teens are

homo-
sexual.

Statistics from pflagync.org and hrc.org
Infographic by Melissa McCutchan

path towards the top of the mountain. 
Sure, the conditions of the cable car 
are not the greatest, but at least you 
aren’t sweating… too much. Your 
mind wanders as the car creeps along 
and you recognize that the people who 
hike up the mountain are stronger than 
you. The trek is hard, but it is more 
than rewarding. They have a longer 
and more arduous journey, but those 
ant-sized people chose the hard way so 
that their legs would be strengthened. 

I do not often want to take the 
hard way. I want the easiest option - 
the option that takes the least time, 
the least amount of effort, and results 
in the greatest amount of happiness 
for myself. That is my human nature. 
So why should I ever choose the 
harder option? Maybe I will accept the 
harder option, but choose it? I do not 
jump at the opportunity to suffer, but 
I recognize that the times of trial can 
be the most rewarding, because they 
usually produce the greatest spiritual 
growth in my life.

When I look back at my life, the 
tough trials, the times of frustration, 
and the lack of big-picture clarity 
have stretched me most. It is pain that 
brings my sin to the surface and allows 
me to repent. It is also my suffering 
and my sin that have painted me a 
clearer and more vibrant picture of the 
grace of the Lord. Without the hurt, 
I would not see Him as Comforter. 
Without confusion, I would not see 
Him as the giver of  clarity. Without 
frustration, I would not see Him as 
Peace. I could go on. Without the 
bitterness of life here on earth, I would 
not so greatly anticipate the sweetness 
of heaven. The bitterness of life here on 
earth makes the presence of the Lord 
so much sweeter. 

If climbing up the mountain is the 
hard choice, why make it? Why choose 
the more difficult option? Surely not 

for the expectation of reward! That is 
how many people live, though. They 
choose to do the right thing because 
they expect that the Lord will bless 
them in some material way later on. 
For years, I lived like that. Sometimes 
I still make decisions based on the 
expectation of reward. The intentions 
of my heart are so often muddled by 
the filth of my sinful nature.

God’s glory should be the 
motivation behind my actions. 

That sounds so cliché and typical 
of a Bible college student, but it is true. 
With time, I have gained a deeper 
understanding of what it is to obey the 
Lord out of pure love. If my actions are 
based on the hope of reward, I deceive 
myself. That is not obedience to God 
that overflows out of a love for Him 
and His glory. That obedience is out of 
a greedy place in which I am seeking to 
get something from God.

There are a few prominent lessons 
that I have learned as I face the pain of 
this temporary world: 

Affliction exists to grow our trust 
in the Lord. Hurt can drive the sick 
to the Physician and the Comforter. 
Without pain, I would not seek out 
answers from the Lord who can give 
them.

Affliction exists to bring glory to 
God. When we can respond to suffering 
with an appropriate response, the Lord 
receives glory. Our obedience through 
trial demonstrates the strength of 
God’s relationship with man. 

Affliction exists to sanctify us. 
It exposes our sin and leads us to 
repentance.

Affliction exists to remind us that 
this world is temporary. Praise God 
that this fallen universe is not our 
home!

Recently, I did not choose to 
tough out a foot injury for God’s glory. 
However, I have been challenged by 
how I respond when the pain does 
not go away. Will I pity myself and 
cry “woe is me”? Will I choose to 
praise the Lord? If I was not training 
for a half marathon, my response to 
this pain would not be the same – it is 
through these circumstances that the 
Lord illicited the sinful attitude that 
was hidden in my heart. My difficult 
choice in this affliction is my response 
to it.

Will I respond to the Lord joyfully 
when there is no promise of healing? 
Will I suffer, will I make the hard 
decision when there is no promise of 
reward?

Suffering, cont. from page 1
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How to...Navigate the Cafeteria
Are you a fruit 

person? 

Ye
s

N
o

O
nl

y 
ba

na
na

s.

Select your
grapefruit.

Go back for a bowl 
for said grapefruit.  
You forgot again.

Does anything on 
the hot line appeal 

to you?

NoYes
Well, that 
was easy.  

Bon appetit!

Awkwardly cut 
through the mob 
of people waiting 
for the hot line.

You have about a 
50/50 chance of 

actually getting a 
banana. May the odds 
be ever in your favor.

Are you still 
hungry?

Starving.Stuffed.

Awesome. Are you a 
health nut?

Ha! No.Yep.

Really?

Not really.Really.

Time for ice 
cream!

Yay for 
salad!

Cereal’s 
always a safe 

option.

is it lunch or 
dinner?

DinnerLunch

Is it worth 
waiting for 

pizza?

Of course.No

You lie! It is 
always worth 

waiting for 
pizza!

You should 
wait for pizza.

Do you feel 
guilty about 
eating only 

pizza?

No way.Yes.

Throw on 
a few more 

slices.

The salad bar 
was meant 

for times like 
this.

Do you have 30 
minutes to wait 
for fried rice or 

pasta? 

Nope.Sure.

You go for it.  (We’d 
help you choose 

your spices, garlic, 
etc. but that would 
take a whole sepa-

rate flow chart.)

Go to the sub zone!
Throw in a salad!  
Take a trip to the 

potato bar! 
Go crazy!

If all else fails...cereal.

A Helpful Guide for the Most Difficult Decision of Your Day.

Will was alone. He sat in his private 
bedroom overlooking the city. His eyes 
were cold and dark, his skin erupting 
with little black hairs, and his eyebrows 
drooped like decaying willows next to his 
obnoxiously long nose. 

A sigh escaped from deep in his chest. 
Gel squirted into his calloused hands as he 
fixed his hair up nice for the day ahead. 
Just because he was alone didn’t mean he 
had to be a bum. It was great to look good. 

He walked outside into the hallway. 
Everything was silent. No one was talking, 
playing loud music, or leaving their rooms. 
It was perfectly peaceful for the first time 
in ten years. There was usually some kind 
of commotion going on.

But today, there was nothing. Will 
grinned. “That’s odd,” he thought to him-
self.

At the bottom of the staircase was the 
beautifully decorated lobby. This was nor-
mal. The odd part was that there was no 
one at the reception desk. Usually some-
one said good morning to Will in an over-
ly sweet, rehearsed manner.

“Did you enjoy your stay?” They 
would say, filling the air with their pleas-
ant, sugary aroma.

“Yes.” He would reply in his dark, 
stormy demeanor and roll his eyes as he 
walked past. If he didn’t, he would’ve 
found a different place to live. 

“Is anybody there?” He finally man-
aged to utter, clearing his throat at the 
desk, hoping some cheery receptionist 
would reply. “Hello!” He yelled in the lob-
by. Only the calming flow of the waterfall 
and the elaborate furniture heard his voice. 

“Ha. Ha. Ha. I get it! This is some 
kind of elaborate prank! I figured it out! 
You can stop now.” He glanced in all of the 
security cameras smiling and sticking his 
tongue out sarcastically at the digital sur-
veillance. “Great.” He thought to himself 
and walked towards the door. 

“It’s ok! I can find my way outside of 
this hotel without a ‘Good Morning!’ to 
greet me. I didn’t like you anyways! Bye!” 

He said and stormed out of the 
revolving glass door. 

His jaw dropped. Every car 
was still. Wind blew through the 
city, breaking the silence with 
wisps of air. There were no car 
horns, or pedestrians. Little piec-
es of trash blew past his still fig-
ure. The city was stagnant.

In every direction, not a 
single person was in sight. Red 
lights, yellow lights, and green 
lights gave instructions to no 
one. The billboards flashed on the 
sides of buildings, but something 
was strangely different.

Will walked up to a bill-
board by the deserted bus stop. 
He blinked and tried to focus as 
hard as he could. In front of him 
was the same advertisement that 
he had seen every morning for the past 
few weeks. It said “Miria’s Mirage” and 
featured a pretty girl with long, blonde 
hair holding up a purple bottle with gold 
stripes. 

Today, the sign was different. Words 
couldn’t escape his mouth as he tried to 
make sense of it all. This same billboard he 
had casually observed became a concen-
trated fixation. Thoughts tried to translate 
to his bewildered, trembling lips, but they 
couldn’t. The billboard only advertised a 
floating, purple bottle with gold stripes. 
The blonde girl he had gotten used to see-
ing every morning had vanished.

He backed away slowly, and glanced 
at the other billboards. Images of half eat-
en hamburgers, sodas pouring themselves 
out, and deserted beaches flooded his 
senses. His body trembled as he ran back 
into the hotel. 

Each breath became harder to grasp 
as he yelled “Hello! Is anyone there?! 
Please answer me!!” There was nothing. 
Little lights flicked on the monitor. The 
computer was still on. He walked over to 
it slowly. He realized something. That’s it!

Will had gotten to use this system 
a couple of times when he used to work 
for a hotel. In it, he could find the history 
of who occupied each room. His fingers 
typed rapidly at the keyboard. Little clicks 
filled the room with sound as he brought 
up the list.

“No.” He said, backing away from the 
screen and trembling. “No! No! How?!” 
He couldn’t finish his thought. In front 
of him was a blank chart, with one name 
written in room 227, “Will Walters.” The 
other rooms were blank. 

He took a deep breath. “It’s ok. This 
is some kind of dream. I’ll wake up and 
laugh about it later.” Will said to himself. 
His eyes casually glanced down at a piece 
of paper. An idea came to him. “Help 
desk.” He grinned, “Help desks are usu-
ally in other cities. If I call this number, I 
might be able to get someone who can tell 
me what on Earth is going on!” He said 
excitedly.

His heart beat in his chest as he rap-
idly dialed the number in his cell phone. 
The phone rang, and a smile stretched 
across his face. “Now we can finally clear 
up this nonsense. Someone can at least an-
swer the phone so I know I’m not crazy or 
dreaming! Maybe someone…” The phone 
stopped ringing.

 Every muscle in Will’s body 
tensed. “Thank you for calling, the person 
you are trying to reach is unavailable at 
this time. Please leave a message for room 
number 227 at the beep. They will return 
as soon as possible. Thanks for calling City 
Watch hotel! Have a good day.”

 The phone dropped out of his 
hand. There was no one to call for help, no 
one to wake him from this desolate night-
mare. Will was alone.

by jonathan shuffler
staff writer

Desolate Part 
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Watts’ Cooking

Major: Youth Min
Class: Seminary
Hometown: Honolulu, HI

What’s your position on the 
Rambler?
  “Comic relief and generator of 
puns and pickup lines.”

What’s your craziest CIU mem-
ory?
  “Reenacting the ‘twilight bark’ 
from 101 Dalmatians from 
Founders 3 to Memorial 3 at 11 
pm my freshman year.” 

What’s your favorite thing to do 
at CIU?
 “Run from security while hum-
ming the Mission Impossible 
theme.” 

meet our 
staff

Dot
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Dear Uncle Jesse,
I have a problem.  I fall.  I know 

what you might be thinking, but it’s not 
when I am walking or even when I am 
playing Frisbee.  It is when I sleep.  My 
roommate and I have bunked our beds, 
and, being on the losing end of the de-
ciding rock, paper, scissors match, I 
have been forced to take the top.  I have 
fallen out of bed every night this week 
and although the neat bruise on my 
left hip looks like a map of the 10-40 
window, something’s gotta give. Please 
help!

-Bruised in Columbia

Dear Bruised,
The answer is simple; literally right 

in front of you… Well… maybe down 
the hall.  If you are a freshman, you’re 
in a better position than your upper-
classmen comrades, seeing as you have 
three on-hall sleep aides as opposed to 
one.  You may, depending on the sever-
ity of your bruises and the compassion 
of your RA/FLT, be able to coax one to 
three friends and/or mentors to pro-
vide nightly support by standing in 
your room, waiting to catch you when 
you fall.  Don’t be afraid to ask.  And 
if they say no, remind them that they 
have to love you.
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Meals for Your Microwave
Brought to You by Allison Watts

Scrambled Eggs
(Super Easy, Super Delicious)

2 eggs
2 tablespoons milk

Shredded cheese (optional)
Salt and pepper

In a coffee mug, 
mix together milk, eggs, salt, 

and pepper.  Microwave for 45 
seconds, and then stir.

Microwave for another 45 seconds.
Top with cheese if desired.

5 Minute Mac & Cheese

 
1/3 cup pasta
½ cup water
¼ cup milk

½ cheddar cheese

Combine pasta and water in a large 
coffee mug or bowl.

Microwave for 2 to 4 minutes, or 
until pasta is cooked.

Stir in milk and cheese, and then 
microwave for another minute.

Stir until combined.

Nutella Hot Chocolate
(You’re Welcome.)

1 cup milk
2 big spoonfuls of Nutella, or simi-

lar product
Whipped cream (optional)

Mini marshmallows (optional)

Combine milk and Nutella in a 
mug, stir a little, and then micro-

wave for 2 minutes or so.
Stir and add toppings if desired.

Cake in a Mug

¼ cup cake mix
¼ cup water 

 
Combine the ingredients in coffee 
mug adding water slowly until you 

feel batter is thin enough.
Microwave for about 2 minutes or 

until fully cooked.

Photos courtesy of babble.com, 
mashupmom.com, and 
realmomkitchen.com.

Dear Uncle Jesse,
My room keeps getting dusty!  

Everywhere I look, dust is covering 
all my things.  There is a thick lay-
er of dust on my desk, my chair, my 
computer, and my toothbrush.  You 
know that thing they say about blow-
ing the dust off of your Bible because 
you never use it?  This dust problem 
is going so far as to make me feel like 
a bad Christian!  What on Earth can 
I do?!

-*cough* *cough* in Columbia

Dear Cough,
This is a problem that almost ev-

ery college student in the world will, 
at some point, get fed up with.  I can 
understand how brushing your teeth 
might prove difficult with a mouth-
ful of dust.  If you’re feeling bold, you 
can do what I do whenever I leave 
my house.  As you’re leaving, turn all 
of the furniture, dishes, utensils, and 
pets upside down!  This will ensure 
that when you return and flip every-
thing over, it will be dust free.  Also, 
the extra thick layer of dust on the 
floor can be optimistically viewed as 
a good carpet substitute.

Ask Uncle Jesse
Dear Uncle Jesse,
 I’m thinking of transferring out of 

CIU.  I know, I know.  It might seem like a 
rash decision, but I just can’t get over some 
things here.  First and foremost, we don’t 
have a sand volleyball court.  As a 20 year 
old female college student, I feel that it isn’t 
wrong for me to be entitled to a sand volley-
ball court.  I heard through the grape vine 
that Bob Jones has a sand volleyball court… 
even if you have to wear long sleeves and 
long pants to play… Is it wrong for me to 
want to transfer because CIU is so far be-
hind the times?

-Sandless in Columbia

Dear Sandless,
 Sand volleyball is a major com-

ponent in any… well, almost any… college 
student’s life.  So I partially understand 
your concern.  However, there might be a 
different way to go about this.  Transferring 
might not be the best option.  You might try 
approaching student life about this issue.  
You could write a strongly-worded letter 
“to whom it may concern.”  You might even 
try chaining yourself to the ground where 
you’d like the net to be placed.  Either way, 
I suggest forgoing the transfer for the time 
being.  Besides, have you ever gotten sand 
in a sweat-suit?  Not pleasant.
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Lobsters, moose, ocean waves, 
snow, blueberries, and whoopie pies. All 
of these are things that make me think 
of home. For those of you who don’t 
know, I am from the cold easternmost 
state in the nation, Maine. I have lived in 
Maine for fifteen years and I am proud 
to call it home. I’ve grown accustom to 
its people, its weather, and its culture. 
Needless to say, living in the South has 
been quite an adjustment for me.

I did not cross the Mason-Dixon 
Line until my senior year of high school 
when I came down to CIU for the Mc-
Quilkin Scholarship Weekend in 2012. 
I still remember having lunch at an 
Asian restaurant downtown and order-
ing an “iced tea”. The waitress paused, 
stared at me and said, “sweetened or 
unsweetened.” I paused, stared back, 
and thought for a good twenty seconds 
before replying, “Sweet, please.” It was 
my first cup of sweet tea at age seven-
teen. Coming to CIU as a freshman, I’d 
never had Chick-fil-A, Sonic, Krispy 
Kreme, or any of that Southern good-
ness. I’d never shopped at Publix, and I 
still haven’t eaten at Moe’s. “Bless your 
heart” is still a confusing phrase to me. 
At the same time, I am sure there are 
many things that some of you South-
erners have never experienced that I 
have. Back home, winter is a season, not 
a week. While South Carolina is enjoy-
ing seventy degree weather, Maine is 
experiencing highs of 40 degrees. Oh, 
and did I mention that there’s over two 
feet of snow on the ground? Beyond 
the snow, there are a great many other 
things exclusive to my home. Uno’s Piz-
zeria (deep dish pizza is to die for) and 
Market Basket (the local grocery store) 
are just couple of examples. Oh, and by 
the way, New England runs on Dunkin 
Donuts, not Krispy Kreme.

I honestly 
think that Maine 
and South Caroli-
na are quite differ-
ent yet very simi-
lar. Please excuse 
me if this article 
sounds stereotyp-
ical because it is. 
I’m not judging 
anyone; I’m sim-
ply presenting a 
general perspec-
tive on the two 
cultures. First, the 
differences. When 
I came to the South, I quickly learned 
that people are naturally cordial. That’s 
not the case back home. It’s quite easy 
to walk down the street and pass sever-
al people and not even glance in their 
direction. It’s not rude; it’s just none of 
your business to look. It sounds harsh, 
but it can honestly be somewhat re-
freshing sometimes. There are some 
days where I’m not doing well and I just 
don’t feel like mustering up a smile. In 
Maine I don’t have to. Also, being from 
Maine means that I have no problem 
being blunt and speaking my mind, 
which often isn’t a good thing, but it’s 
just what I’m used to. That’s definitely 
not the case here in South Carolina. The 
most striking difference to me is that the 
Bible Belt is by far the most churched 
region in the United States (thus earn-
ing its title), and New England is by far 
the least. South Carolina is tied for first 
in church attendance at 58%. Maine is 
tied for forty-fourth at 31%, only 7% 
better than my former home state, New 
Hampshire. Taking these differences to 
heart, it seems that the South is a much 
warmer place in regards to its tempera-
ture and in regards to its culture. Yet, I 
would argue that in reality, the two re-
gions are quite similar.

While we Mainers were not raised 

to greet people when we passed them, 
it doesn’t mean that we never do. And 
while some of you may have been raised 
to be courteous and greet people, I’m al-
most positive that there are many times 
where you wish you didn’t have to. It’s 
human nature. While most Mainers 
don’t go to church, how many people in 
the South do so hypocritically? While 
we Mainers may speak harshly and 
blunt, how many people in the South 
have at least thought the same thoughts? 
I am not saying that either culture is 
right, in fact, I believe that both are 
wrong. But like I said, it’s human nature. 
Whether Maine and South Carolina are 
similar or not, the fact is, both places are 
in desperate need of Jesus. As believers, 
yes, we must understand the culture, 
but also understand that every culture 
is broken if it is not centered on Jesus 
Christ with Him as the Rock. I am from 
Maine, and there’s a 99% chance that you 
are not. While we don’t share that com-
mon bond, I’m guessing that we share 
the same passion for spreading the Gos-
pel and a desire for making disciples. 
So please forgive my forwardness, and 
I’ll certainly try to refrain from saying 
“you guys”; you can bless my heart all 
you want, and together let’s sit and sip 
some sweet tea while we share the love 
of Jesus with cultures all over.

by tim lapointe
treasurer

Y’all, you guys, and y’inz
A Northerner’s Observations on Northern vs. Southern Culture
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