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Value in Secular Media

Loneliness, Brokenness

Want some more 
recipes for your 

micrwoave?
See page 8.

Want a biblical model
for pursuing that 

girl? Uncle Jesse’s 
got you covered 

on page 10.

Should you put 
that useless item 

on your hall’s altar? 
We’ll help you decide 

on page 11. 
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by tim lapointe
treasurer

see “Media,” page 6

by emily thornhill
staff writer

see “Brokenness,” page 12

by andrew steier
editor-in-chief

see “Driving,” page 2

 You’re driving down the road.  
You look left, clear.  You look right, 
clear.  You look in your rear-view mir-
ror, clear.  Feeling pretty good about 
yourself, you let your eyes return to the 
road ahead of you… just in time to see 
the front of your car become an accor-
dion of metal and paint thanks to the 
gentleman who decided seventy miles-
per-hour was a little fast and decided to 
kick it down to forty… in the passing 
lane.  Let’s play again.

 You’re driving down the road.  

In September of last year, the New 
York Times reported of a fascinating find 
in Pierce, Nebraska. In that small town 
of less than 2,000 residents, a construc-
tion crew was uprooting several trees on 
residential property when they discov-
ered about 500 cars and trucks from the 
50’s, 60’s, and 70’s worth a cumulative 
total of a half million dollars. An old car 
dealership had been there years ago and 
the cars had somehow become nothing 
more than a forgotten memory. Yet in 
this small wooded area, where nobody 
would have expected, a treasure was 

Making friends can be relatively 
easy. You introduce yourself, you tell a 
joke or two, and instant friends. (You 
get the picture.) Friend groups slowly 
form, determining your friendships 
for the rest of your life. (That may be 
a bit of an exaggeration.) Friendships 
become a lot like relationships at this 
point. These deeper friendships expose 
faulty thinking, insecurities, and past 
hurt, but they also cultivate beautiful 
memories, inside jokes, and uplifting 

You look left, clear.  You look right, 
clear.  You look in your rear-view mir-
ror, clear.  Feeling pretty good about 
yourself, you let your eyes return to 
the road ahead of you… just in time to 
realize that you’re the only one on the 
interstate for fifty miles in either direc-
tion.  As reality sinks in, it’s all you can 
do to stop the crushing loneliness and 
despair from taking over.  

 It may seem like a “choose your 
own adventure” article, (note to self: 
write a “choose your own adventure” 
article someday) but the real game 
played above is actually called “You 
Might Live in ________ If…”  The ob-
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In the WorldToday
On April 28, the Iraqi govern-

ment hosted parliamentary elections 
for its police and military forces, the 
first since US troops withdrew from 
the war-torn nation in 2011.  

However, the elections quickly 
turned bloody as the polling centers 
became the site of shootings and 
explosions.  Several suicide bomb-
ers also took their own lives at the 
polling centers.  When the smoke 
cleared, 92 Iraqis were injured and 
32 were killed.

The country has been in reli-
gious and political turmoil for years.  
The Shiite government - which took 
over after Saddam Hussein was over-
thrown in 2003 - has often pinned 
Shiite Muslims against Sunnis, who 
are a minority in Iraq.  Violence has 
increased in Iraq, with 8,000 deaths 
in 2013 alone.  

Elections for the general public 
were held two days later.

Downtown Lynchburg, Va. was 
covered in a thick cloud of black 
smoke shortly after a train carrying 
crude oil derailed in the small city, 
which is also the home of Liberty 
University.

Between 12 and 14 cars were 
involved in the derailment, caus-
ing a loss of about 50,000 gallons of 
oil.  Much of this oil went up in a 
fiery blaze, while the remainder was 
spilled into the James River.  Au-
thorities are not sure  exactly how 
much was burned, and how much 
was spilled into the James.

Four hours after the derailment, 
the train was still burning, though 
authorities had managed to contain 
the fire.  

Environmentalists are deep-
ly concerned about the impact this 
will have on the James River and 
other portions of the Lynchburg en-
vironment.  Authorities are not sure 
how much damage this accident has 
caused.

Duke University students have 
taken a stand against bullying and 
verbal harassment in a campaign 
called “You Don’t Say.”  The cam-
paign is intended to bring light to 
gender-specific, derogatory lan-
guage which is commonly used at 
the Durham, NC campus.  

These students have taken a 
stand against the bullying that is 
all too common at this university.  
Students call each other derogato-
ry terms such as “fag” or “gay”, and 
largely without regard for the stu-
dent’s actual sexual orientation.

These students are speaking 
out regarding the effect these nega-
tive terms have had on them.  Their 
hope is not that the university will 
somehow ban these terms, but that 
students will be personally chal-
lenged to think about the terms that 
they use lightly.  

Attacks Kill 32 in 
Iraqi Elections

Duke University 
Students’ Campaign: 
the Power of Words

Oil Train Derails,
Burns in Virginia

Briefs by Melissa McCutchan, managing editor
Information, photos courtesy of www.cnn.com

vious answer to our first scenario being 
South Carolina, and the second being 
Virginia… ok… it’s really North Da-
kota, and before you ask, no, covered 
wagons aren’t “a thing.”  Call me a gen-
eralizationizer… generalizer… gener-
al.  Call me a general, but as one who 
has driven the twenty-eight hours that 
it takes to get from South Carolina to 
North Dakota not once, not twice, but 
three times (eighty-four hours total), I 
think I know a thing or two about driv-
ing.  When I talk about the loneliness 
of a North Dakota interstate, I may be 
exaggerating, but only a little.  When I 
talk about the absolute… don’t say igno-
rance, Andrew… don’t say ignorance… 
special-ness of drivers I have encoun-
tered on I-26 and I-20, I may be exag-
gerating, but I’m not.  Pondering the 
difference between our states and the 
many states in-between led me to write 
a quick and extremely opinionated ar-
ticle that may help you in your travels 
from sea to shining sea.  

The Midwest (aka “pokey”)
 Here’s the thing about shad-

ow-boxing.  It’s ok to swing your arms 
around like an idiot, punching wherev-

er you please, because there’s nothing to 
hit.  No harm, no foul.  More like no 
opportunity for harm, no opportunity 
for foul.  In North Dakota and a lot of 
the Midwestern states, you won’t en-
counter a lot of other drivers.  Yes, the 
occasional Canadian will be down for 
a vacation… or because they sudden-
ly realized that they live in Canada… 
but driving like a slow, pokey imbecile 
doesn’t hurt anyone because we aren’t 
trying to maneuver like sardines in 
a Prius’ glove compartment.  In fact, 
sometimes I get SO bored that I do a 
little thing called “pac-manning.”  It’s 
exactly what you think; driving in the 
middle of the two lanes saying, “wak-
ka wakka wakka wakka” and eating the 
painted stripes with your car.  Don’t 
knock Midwestern driving, because it’s 
wayyy better than generalization nu-
mero two-o.  

The… No.  South Carolina (aka 
“what?”)

 Here’s the thing about shad-
ow-boxing in a crowded elevator.  It may 
be possible to throw some really cool 
punches between people’s legs or over 
their shoulders, but eventually you’re 

going to knock somebody out.  Harm.  
Foul.  Period.  What I don’t understand 
about the I-20/26 frequenters is why 
on God’s green Earth you wouldn’t use 
a blinker two seconds before trying to 
fit your car in a space comparable to 
our aforementioned Prius’ glove com-
partment.  If I had a nickel for every 
car I saw broken down on the side of 
the road, broken down in the middle of 
the road, or blatantly breaking twelve of 
the laws of traffic and common decen-
cy, I still wouldn’t have enough money 
to buy a bag big enough to put all my 
nickels in!  Bottom line: I don’t under-
stand why or how, but it works with…
minimal damage…moderately-mini-
mal damage.  Ok, moderate damage.  
Sorry if I offended you.  You are prob-
ably a great driver.  And now you hate 
North Dakota even more.

The Northeast (aka “pissy sur-
geon”)

 I think surgeons should be al-
lowed to be as mean as they want to be.  
Just think about it.   The one paying the 
money is unconscious the whole time, 
and if the surgeon is good at their job, it 
shouldn’t matter if they cuss and belit-

tle people, right?  Welcome to the 
Northeast.  New Yorkers have the 
ability to cut in and out of traffic, 
and, although stuck in jams a lot 
of the day, are surprisingly profi-
cient.  I’ll admit that it is terrifying 
for any North Dakotan to drive in 
a large city, but knowing that the 
people cussing at me and throwing 
things at my car are wonderfully 

precise is comforting.  
 So there you have it.  

I’m sure you have your own 
generalizations about how peo-
ple drive and you could think 
of thirty-four mean things to 
say about North Dakota (but 
seriously, it’s not that hard, stop 
flattering yourself), but there is 
truth to these words, or at least 
from the perspective of a pokey.PH
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Driving, cont. from page 1
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Well I thought about You the day 
Stephen died / And You met me between 
my breaking / I know that I still love you, 
God / Despite the agony / Some people 
want to tell me you’re cruel / But if 
Stephen could sing he’d say it’s not true, / 
Because He loves us, / Oh, how You love 
us.

 How many of you recognize these 
lyrics? Songwriter John Mark McMillan 
penned this third verse of “How He 
Loves” shortly after the death of his best 
friend, Stephen. For some of you, this 
may be a realization that David Crowder 
didn’t write “How He Loves.” For 
others, this may be old news. However, 
whether you are an “unforeseen” or 
“sloppy-wet” kind of Christian, this 
verse reveals a fundamental gap in our 
thinking of worship music. 

 At CIU, we say that “Context is 
King!” (Thank you, Dr. Crutchfield.) 
We apply this so excellently to our 
exegesis of Scripture, yet I believe that 
context is a necessity in all aspects of 
life. A half-naked man with a large 
letter painted on his chest at a coffee 
shop is seen as crazy, yet the same man 
at a USC football game would simply 
be another fan. Similarly, John Lennon’s 
“Give Peace a Chance” became an 
anthem for his generation in 1969, yet 
now any artist covering that song is just 
another hippie.

 Similarly, I find a disturbing trend 
in contemporary musicians. When 
asked about the meaning of a song, 
many artists say something along the 
lines of, “Well, I kind of wrote this song 
about blank, but I don’t want to say 
what the song is really about. I want my 
fans to find their own meanings in my 
lyrics.” Now, I commend lyricists for 
engaging listeners on their own terms. 
Audiences should internalize and 
contemplate the lyrics for what they 
invoke within. However, I find that the 
context and intent of the song cultivates 
better contemplation and meaning than 

simply what I impose on the lyrics. This 
occurs for several reasons. 

 First: I could radically depart 
from the intent of the lyrics. If you 
think Journey wrote “Don’t Stop 
Believing” for Christians to persevere 
in their faith....well, I believe we may be 
listening to very different songs. Yet, it 
is the subtlety of this error that ensnares 
us most. We are just right enough to be 
horribly wrong. Take “How He Loves.” 
I deduce from the lyrics that God loves 
us. This is a valid meaning drawn from 
the song, and it is a true statement. 
So, every time I listen to “How He 
Loves” I feel a triumphant exultation 
of God’s love for me. However, why 
did John Mark McMillan write “How 
He Loves”? He wrote it as an anchor 
during a tumultuous time of life. “How 
He Loves” ultimately tells of the love 
for God in the midst of loss. The legacy 
Stephen left behind to McMillan is the 
confession that God’s love is sufficient 
in every circumstance. The context of 
“How He Loves” reveals a song meant 
to be sung with tears and joy, grief and 
hope. It is about God’s love. However, 
we miss so much when we neglect the 
context. 

 Second: I am shallow. I admit 
it. Unfortunately, so is the rest of 
humanity (to varying extents). Some 
read Robert Frost’s “Stopping by Woods 

on a Snowy Evening” and cannot stop 
thinking about which Instagram filter 
they would have used for that scene. 
Some find the phrase “sloppy-wet kiss” 
in “How He Loves” immature or gross. 
But again, there is something deeper 
going on there. The song is about the 
love of God in the messiness of life. 
Does heaven meet earth like a sloppy-
wet kiss? Yes. Yes it does. Life in a fallen 
world is messy. A cursory reading of 
these lyrics doesn’t do it justice.

 Now, my dear roommate Nik 
Ellison wrote an article contrasting 
the depth of lyrics between “How He 
Loves” and “How Deep the Father’s 
Love for Us.” I agree with the premise 
of his article: contemporary worship 
music often lacks the theological 
richness of traditional lyrics. However, 
I write in defense of “How He Loves” 
not to critique Nik’s work, but rather to 
expound upon it. Every word penned 
by a lyricist reveals a deeper story 
that transcends the signs on paper. 
Within a culture saturated by obvious 
and uninspired lyrics, we must not 
forget our hermeneutics: context is 
king. In our worship, let us not merely 
recite words on a screen. Rather, let us 
contemplate the richness expressed in 
words, the signs that transfer a lifetime 
of meaning into a few syllables. May this 
contemplation enhance our worship. 

by hunter green-myers
non-staff writer

In Defense of John Mark McMillan’s ‘How He Loves’

community. Relationships like this 
should be convicting and sanctifying. 
However, danger can creep in through 
the window and hide behind the floor-
length curtains when these friendships 
become our primary sources for 
advice, encouragement, and expressing 
frustration. When we begin to lose the 
perspective that it is God working in 
our lives through someone, we walk 
dangerously on the edge of a precipice. 

 There is a defining line between 
finding rest in the Lord and finding 
rest in the community of His people. 
Augustine wrote wise words on the 
desires of the heart over 1,500 years 
ago. He said to God in Confessions: 
“For thou hast made us for thyself and 
restless is our heart until it comes to 
rest in thee.” The tendency is for the 
human heart to search for rest in all 
the wrong places: in social status, in 
academia, and especially, in people. 
God intends for us to find our rest in 
Him, but if we fail to do that we shuffle 
closer to an option that is idolatrous 
and possibly harmful to our spiritual 
health. Christian community in and of 
itself is a beautiful thing, but the way we 
view it can be quite another. 

 Living with people is hard. 
Living in Christian community is 
challenging. Living away from Christian 
community can be challenging as well. 
As we develop deeper relationships 

with people, we 
should depend on 
them for support, 

but the starting 
point for 
c o m m u n i t y 
begins with 
Christ as the 
cor ners tone . 
He is the head 
of the Church. 
He deserves 
great respect 
and love from 
His people. 

Out of that relationship, we better 
respect and love each other. However, 
the cornerstone must be in place before 
we erect the rest of the foundation and 
framework.

 While it is good to maintain 
Christian community, there is danger 
in placing too much hope in people. 
Too often, I go to people for advice 
and encouragement before I go to the 
Lord. Placing people (however godly 
they may be) before the Lord shifts 
my focus off of the Lord’s sovereignty 
in my life. As my perspective shifts, so 
does my attitude. I may be receiving 
godly advice, but I am not bathing that 
advice in prayer first. This—placing 
people before the Lord— is idolatrous. 
I do not mean to set people up as idols. 
It is just a slow shift of my sinful soul 
to valuing the words and time of people 
more than I value the Word of God and 
my time with Him. It is a subtle scheme 
that Satan uses to draw people away 
from God. 

 As my freshman year comes 
to a close, I better understand why so 
many alumni before me urged me to 
protect my time with the Lord before I 
even began school last fall. Even though 
CIU is a community that is uplifting and 
godly, where biblical truth is spoken 
continually, it can be an idol for those of 
us who are not aware of its dangers and 

our own wandering tendencies. Daily 
quiet time combats the placement of 
the created people before the Creator. 

 When we understand why time 
with the Lord is so important at a Bible 
college, it becomes a better picture of 
putting on the armor of God. Satan 
seeks to pervert the good things of God 
and use those blessings against the One 
who gave them to us. Seeking rest for 
our hearts in Christ is a fulfillment of 
Old Testament prophecies, and it is 
a sturdy shield to protect us from the 
devil’s flaming arrows. Christ came to 
fulfill the Sabbath, bringing us eternal 
rest for our souls, and protecting that 
rest is crucial. If we do not actively 
pursue rest, we travel along the 
road where Loneliness, Bitterness, 
and Discontentment lie in wait. If 
we attempt to traverse these roads 
without asking the Lord to protect us, 
we fall prey to the hurt that can result 
from placing too much confidence in 
community and not enough confidence 
in Christ and the work that He did on 
the cross. 

 So much good comes out of 
allowing the restless heart to be stilled in 
the presence of the Lord. A biblical self-
image will naturally grow and mature 
when the heart receives its self-worth 
from the Lord. With eyes so steadily 
focused on the Lord, the opinions of 
others melt into the background. To 
experience real and non-idolatrous 
community with fellow believers that 
avoids paranoia and hurt, one has 
to take care of his own heart before 
he attempts to deal with the hearts of 
others. It is comparable to the amusing 
safety instructions given before a plane 
ride: in case of an emergency, you 
should put on your own life jacket or 
oxygen mask before helping another. 
In order to properly pour into our 
community and receive what we need 
from people, we must first confidently 
stand in the rest of the Lord. 

Brokenness, cont. from page 1
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He is jealous for me.  Loves like a hurricane, I am a tree, bending beneath the weight of His wind and 
mercy, when all of a sudden I am unaware of these afflictions eclipsed by glory, and I realize just how 
beautiful You are and how great Your affections are for me. Oh, how He loves us so, oh how He loves 
us, how He loves us so.  We are His portion and He is our prize, drawn to redemption by the grace in 
His eyes. If grace is an ocean, we’re all sinking.  Heaven meets earth like an unforeseen kiss and my 
heart turns violently inside of my chest. I don’t have time to maintain these regrets when I think about 
the way that He loves us, oh how He loves us, oh how He loves us, oh how He loves.  He is jealous for 
me.  Loves like a hurricane, I am a tree, bending beneath the weight of His wind and mercy, when all 
of a sudden I am unaware of these afflictions eclipsed by glory, and I realize just how beautiful You 
are and how great Your affections are for me. Oh, how He loves us so, oh how He loves us, how He 
loves us so.  We are His portion and He is our prize, drawn to redemption by the grace in His eyes. 
If grace is an ocean, we’re all sinking.  Heaven meets earth like an unforeseen kiss and my heart 
turns violently inside of my chest. I don’t have time to maintain these regrets when I think about the 
way that He loves us, oh how He loves us, oh how He loves us, oh how He loves.  He is jealous for 
me.  Loves like a hurricane, I am a tree, bending beneath the weight of His wind and mercy, when all 
of a sudden I am unaware of these afflictions eclipsed by glory, and I realize just how beautiful You 
are and how great Your affections are for me. Oh, how He loves us so, oh how He loves us, how He 
loves us so.  We are His portion and He is our prize, drawn to redemption by the grace in His eyes. 
If grace is an ocean, we’re all sinking.  Heaven meets earth like an unforeseen kiss and my heart 
turns violently inside of my chest. I don’t have time to maintain these regrets when I think about the 
way that He loves us, oh how He loves us, oh how He loves us, oh how He loves.  He is jealous for 
me.  Loves like a hurricane, I am a tree, bending beneath the weight of His wind and mercy, when all 
of a sudden I am unaware of these afflictions eclipsed by glory, and I realize just how beautiful You 
are and how great Your affections are for me. Oh, how He loves us so, oh how He loves us, how He 
loves us so.  We are His portion and He is our prize, drawn to redemption by the grace in His eyes. 
If grace is an ocean, we’re all sinking.  Heaven meets earth like an unforeseen kiss and my heart lovesoh, how he
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Once you accept Christ, you are im-
mediately a perfect human being! No more 
sin! No more struggles! In fact, you actually 
start farting rainbows and sunshine all to 
the sound of giggling cherubs! How often 
do we meet believers with this attitude? If 
you are a fellow believer like myself, you 
probably have a particular sin that you 
struggle with, whether it is sexual immo-
rality, lying, envy, pride, etc. What about 
Christians who are saved by the Blood of 
the Lamb but label themselves as being 
gay, lesbian, bi-sexual, or even transgender 
(particularly those who live with Transgen-
der Identity Disorder)?

I am close to several brothers and 
sisters in Christ who live with the daily 
struggle of same gender attraction and I 
have observed two different approaches by 
them. The first is acceptance. These partic-
ular sisters and brothers tell me, “If I wasn’t 
meant to have these feelings, why did God 
give them to me?” or, “The Bible means 
non-consensual relationships in regards 
to homosexuality so within the confines 
of a Godly relationship and marriage, it is 
ok.” Let’s dive into some good responses to 
these, shall we?

“If it is a sin, why would God give me 
these feelings?” 

The common verse used to argue this 
point in my interviews has been Galatians 
3:28—“There is neither Jew nor Gentile, 
neither slave nor free, nor is there male 
and female, for you are all one in Christ 
Jesus.” The problem with using this verse 
in this way of eisegesis is that this was not 
what Paul was meaning to convey. His au-
dience were the subjects of the Roman Em-
pire where you were either free or a slave 
in debt, a Jew or a gentile, and a man or a 
woman. There were no “in-betweens” in 
these categories. This was not about ori-
entation or how you viewed life but rather 
what role you had in society. 

“It is only in regards to sex outside 
of marriage, being unevenly yoked, and 
non-consensual relations.”

The main problem with this line of 

thought is WHERE DOES THIS SAY THIS 
IN THE BIBLE!?!?! I kid you not, I have 
talked with several believers who subscribe 
to this thinking (LGBT as well as straight). 
This is the same kind of reasoning as saying 
being drunk only on hard liquors is bad, but 
on beers or low-proof mixes is ok. It makes 
you think, “What the French Toast?!?” If 
the Bible, which a Christian claims to obey 
and believe, says no homosexual relation-
ships…I think it means NO homosexual 
relationships. 

Here are three steps I believe can 
be manageable and easily sought for the 
Christian who struggles with the sin of ho-
mosexuality:

A Call to Celibacy
It may be that the Christian who strug-

gles with the attraction for the same gender 

may be called to a life of celibacy. Like for 
the Christian who is a recovering alcoholic, 
it may be a battle for the remainder of his 
or her life. They would be encouraged to 
completely eradicate the presence of alco-
hol from their life and it would be wise to 
never even cook with it nor sip champagne 
at a wedding or celebratory event. The dan-
ger of even allowing it in a small way back 
into their life is too large to risk. Those with 
these urges towards homosexuality should 
cease romantic relationships at the present 
and for the future as well. 

Finding a body of believers who have 
been there.

You see it for soldiers with PTSD, 
alcoholics, divorcees, and even for those 
who struggle with particular sins. Finding 
a group of others who have or are going 
through what you struggle with can be such 

a HUGE source of encouragement! As long 
as the group that is selected for the Chris-
tian to attend is aiming to overcoming the 
struggle rather than accept and integrate it, 
then the possibility of victory of sin is ten-
fold!

Proverbs says in 27:17, “As iron sharp-
ens iron, so one person sharpens another.” 
Fellowship with other Christians can be 
the best source of encouragement one can 
collect. God can speak truth and life into 
you via other believers in a way that can 
encourage, empower, and challenge in an 
environment that is loving, compassionate, 
accepting, yet firm. 

Removing the temptation
This goes in tandem with the first step. 

Not only would dropping the habit be ben-
eficial, but completely removing yourself 
from the environments that facilitate the 
sin can help. For recovering alcoholics, this 
may be in the form of not stepping foot in a 
bar or that wine gallery or attending a par-
ty that serves the stumbling block of liberal 
amounts of alcohol. For the Christian who 
lives with the sin of homosexuality, this 
would mean not going to the LGBT clubs/
cafes or even run-of-the-mill places where 
specific stumbling blocks (certain people 
whom they are attracted to) frequent as 
well as websites that promote LGBT dating, 
chatting (with romantic or sexual intent), 
and porn will drastically reduce (though 
will not completely destroy) the urge to sin 
in this specific way. 

As with all sins, we need to remember 
that these are people who struggle with the 
sin of homosexuality. They are NOT ho-
mosexuals who happen to be human. Sin 
should not and does not define who you 
are. It places you in the position of fallen 
and sinful with the need of Jesus Christ, 
but it isn’t the deciding factor of your value. 
Christ sees everyone as equally loved and 
equally in need of Salvation. Just like we 
have ways of reaching out, caring for, evan-
gelizing, and discipling people who strug-
gle with adultery, cheating, drunkenness, 
gambling, drugs, and even promiscuity, we 
need to approach this community with the 
same attitude of love (reflecting Christ) and 
the goal of reaching them for the Kingdom.

by dot strickland
staff writer

Homosexuality Meets Christianity

“”As with all sins, we 
need to remember 

that these are people 
who struggle with the 
sin of homosexuality.

found. 
I wonder how many times as be-

lievers, we too don’t realize that there is 
treasure right under our noses. We ig-
nore the fact that we are surrounded by 
profound truth and often write off some-
thing before we even approach it, partic-
ularly in the realm of media.

Each piece of media is a world of its 
own. This article will only deal with two 
media: music and film. The goal of every 
director and musician should be to pull 
you into a world of their creation, a place 
you’ve never been before. Every movie 
and every song is a canvas of sorts. There 
is much at the surface, but so much more 
beyond the canvas itself. Each canvas 
that we see presents us with knowledge. 
It is our responsibility as the viewer to 
accept or reject the knowledge present-
ed to us. But the key is not to reject the 
artwork as a whole, but rather to see it 
all as a compilation of elements. Each 
nugget of value (whether cheap or rich) 
makes up the song or movie. This is how 
we weigh whether the song or movie is 
worth our time. Does the garbage out-
weigh the truth? Each person has their 
own standard but it’s something of which 
we should be conscious. Nonetheless, 
sometimes what is seemingly nothing 
but garbage, is in fact full of truth.

Growing up, I was very sheltered. 
No R-rated movies whatsoever; in fact, 
sometimes PG-13 wasn’t allowed. I re-
spected my parents’ decisions and un-
derstood they did not want me exposed 
to certain things, but since I’ve moved to 
college, I’ve seen some movies I wasn’t 
allowed to see. I’ve recognized the ele-
ments that my folks protected me from, 
but I see so much value in these movies 
and songs. 

For example, Gladiator. Simply 
put, it’s one of the most incredibly pro-
found movies I’ve ever seen. Every line, 
every character struggle, every physical 
battle, presents so much to be learned. 
“What we do in life echoes in eternity.” 
This quote alone is full of truth. It’s not 
from the Bible and it’s not in a worship 
song. It’s in a violent R-rated film. And it 

doesn’t stop with film. 
Even explicit music can be full of 

value. I’m not a fan of explicit language. 
You’ll probably never hear me curse, and 
if you do, I promise you I’ll feel terribly 
guilty. Nonetheless, I do listen to explicit 
rap music on occasion. I don’t condone 
all of Lil’ Wayne’s choices in lyrics, but 
there is still so much truth behind his 
lyrics. His rap in Eminem’s “No Love” 
really makes me wrestle. (Disclaimer: 
This song is explicit, so if you listen to it, 
please do so with caution.) But in his rap, 
Wayne writes, “Married to the game but 
she broke her vows / That’s why my bars 
are full of broken bottles / And my night 
stands are full of open Bibles.” 

Here I heard the brokenness in this 
man’s pursuit of life. I saw his yearning 
for finding truth and it hit me with a cold 
dose of reality. Sometimes the value in 
movies and songs doesn’t come from up-
lifting lyrics or quotes, but in the broken-
ness. CIU is a safe bubble that sometimes 
makes it hard for us to understand the 
sorrows of the world. There is so much 
value outside of this culture that is there 
for us to find. If we refuse to be open to 
finding value in other areas, we run the 
risk of developing arrogance coupled 
with ignorance.

I feel as if we often settle for finding 
truth in our Bible classes, but when we 
listen to our pump-up rap music, we are 
blind to the truth behind it. The same can 
be said for movies. To be frank, I often 
find deeper truth in some R-rated films 
than I find in some Christian films. This 
being said, there seems to be two schools 
of people that I am addressing. The ones 
who avoid certain songs and movies be-
cause they don’t see the value in them, 
and the ones who listen and watch these 
things but don’t look for the value. Both 
groups are missing out. That’s not to say 
that media can’t be viewed simply for 
entertainment. I certainly don’t watch 
Nacho Libre for the purpose of being en-
lightened on the meaning of life. But not 
all media is just entertainment. Some-
times media is the pouring out of one’s 
heart, of one’s thoughts, and we can see 
the artist as transparent and learn from 
their experiences through their art.

I often view media the same way 
Thomas Jefferson viewed the Bible. 
There are certain elements that I accept 
and certain ones that I reject. If there 
is more that I reject, then it is probably 
not worth viewing again. But like it was 
said in the old TV show The X-files, “The 
truth is out there.”

Media, cont. from page 1

What message is the filmmaker 
trying to convey?

Does the garbage in this media 
outweigh the truth?

What can be learned from the plot, 
characters, and filmmaking?

Can I learn from the brokenness 
of this media?
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Entertainment

Major: Teacher Ed
Class: Sophomore
Hometown: Aiken, SC

What’s your position on the 
Rambler?
 “Baked good enthusiast and 
enabler for those on the paper 
to eat the baked goods.” 

How do you take your coffee?
  “In a coffee mug.” 

What’s your favorite thing to do 
at CIU?
 “The paint wars or the mid-
night Walmart and Waffle 
House trips.” 

What’s your favorite thing about 
Andrew Steier?
 “His sarcasm and the fact that 
he can bring out a smile in most 
people.”

meet our 

Allison
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staff Potato Chips (Really!) Apple Crisp

1 potato
Salt

(optional) Olive oil

Slice the potato into thin slices.
Place in bag with olive oil, 

shake to coat.
Place on microwave safe plate and 

microwave in 3 to 4 minute 
increments, flipping the slices over 

at the end of each timer. 
Repeat until crisp. 

Sprinkle salt or other seasonings 
on if desired.

1 Apple
2 tablespoons quick oats

2 tablespoons all purpose flour
1 tablespoon dark brown sugar

1 tablespoon butter, melted
1/8 teaspoon ground cinnamon

Combine everything but the apple 
in a bowl and set aside.

Core and thinly slice the apple, place 
into mug or bowl.

Put the oat mixture and put on top of 
the apples. 

Microwave 2:30-3 mins, depending on 
how done you want your apples.

Let cool and enjoy!Breakfast Burrito

1 tortilla
Enough cheese to cover tortilla

1-2 eggs
Breakfast meat (optional)

Microwave egg for 45 seconds, take 
out, stir and cook for an additional 30 

seconds.
Place cheese on tortilla along with 

cooked breakfast meat.
Place egg on tortilla, place in 

microwave, and microwave for about 
30 seconds.

Let cool and enjoy!

Watts’ Cooking Meals for Your Microwave
Brought to You by Allison Watts

A Note from the Chef

Hey everyone, 
I hope to take this section to let 

y’all know that I would love some feed-
back. Whether that is just you think it 
is cool that I am doing this or you aren’t 
very fond of this type of stuff. 

I really enjoy cooking and help-
ing others cook, but finding microwave 
recipes that are not only simple, but do 
not use too many ingredients such as 
meat, because what college kid has the 
time to do that. Anyway,  hope that y’all 
do enjoy this section and I hope that I 
can continue to give out cool recipes to 
cook in the microwave.

Happy cooking!
Allison Watts

His room was cold. Little chills ran 
up his spine as he sat down on the bed. Will 
shivered and looked out the window. Ice 
pelted the streets below. 
 He exhaled hot breaths into his shiv-
ering hands and looked at the thermostat on 
the wall. Thirty degrees. Why is it so cold in 
here? Will thought, turning up the heat dial.
 Nothing happened. He turned it up 
higher, until it reached ninety degrees. Noth-
ing. 
 “Why won’t you work?!” He yelled and 
hit the wall. 
 All he had to do was survive the night. 
The city was now covered in transparent ice. 
Everything was frozen. 
 As he lay there, memories started re-
playing in his mind like a mental cinema.
 The doorbell rang and a tall, muscular 
man stood there.
 “Great, you’re here. Took you long 
enough. Mind looking at my thermostat? It’s 
too cold in here,” Will said, pointing.
 “No problem, sir. I will look at it right 
away.”
 “You better. I don’t have much time,” 
Will growled.
 “Don’t worry. It won’t take long.” The 
man smiled and went to the thermostat.
 A few minutes later, Will returned and 
stood over the man, staring at him.
 “What’s taking so long?”
 “Sir, your thermostat is broken, and I 
need to fix it.”
 “Well how did it get broken?”
 “I don’t know sir.”
 “Do you guys ever know?”
 “I need time to fix it, so please let me do 
my work, sir,” the man said, with slight agita-
tion in his voice. 
 “You know what? Never mind. I gotta go, 
and I don’t want you in my room when I’m not 
here.”
 “I’ll only be a few more minutes. I’m al-
most done…”
 “Get out,” Will said, opening the front 
door.
 As Will came back to the present, a 
harsh realization hit him. He never got the 
thermostat fixed. That man had been willing 
to help him, but in his rush and selfishness 
he’d told him to leave. Will tried to concen-

trate. What had he been late 
for? He couldn’t even remember 
what was so important that he 
had to rudely excuse him.
 Will looked out the win-
dow as the sun set behind the 
buildings. It was night time. Ev-
ery muscle in his body stiffened, 
and he couldn’t move.
 Breathing became hard-
er as he stared at the ceiling. 
Life seeped out of him with ev-
ery breath. Will was dying. He 
could feel his eyesight leaving 
him as everything became blur-
ry. Will thought about his life 
and how selfish he was. He was 
always rude to the lady at the 
front desk, always cursing at the 
valet, and had rudely excused 
the maintenance man who was 
trying to help him.
 What a jerk he was. Of 
course, now that the city was abandoned, no 
one would miss him. He would just die on 
this bed, frozen and alone. He looked up at 
the ceiling and said. “I am sorry for every-
thing. Please forgive me.” Will took his last 
breath, and everything went black.

*   *   *
 Sunlight streamed into the room over 
Will’s still form. Everything was peaceful, un-
til a sudden noise woke him. 
 He was still alive! 
 He could hear car horns beeping. Peo-
ple were yelling at each other down the hall. 
He got up and looked in the mirror at his 
scraggly reflection and smiled. Nothing had 
changed, but Will.
 Laughing to himself, he then got oddly 
quiet. His selfish, ignorant behavior was un-
acceptable. Maybe other people were import-
ant. 
 With that thought, he got dressed and 
walked downstairs. Today was the day he 
would change his life. He managed a smile 
as he went downstairs. It felt awkward at first 
since he hadn’t smiled in years, but he’d get 
used to it.
 The nice lady at the desk was typing 
away at the computer when he arrived in the 
lobby. 
 “Good morning. How are you?” He 
said.
 She jumped suddenly and stared at 
him, her eyes widening as she slowly backed 
away from him. 
 “What’s wrong?” Will asked, looking 

behind him.
 Everyone in the lobby stared at him, 
and then hid behind their newspapers and 
magazines. He caught quick glances here and 
there as they whispered to each other.
 “I’m glad you’re feeling better today, 
sir,” the lady stammered, smiling, but trem-
bling slightly.
 “What do you mean? I’m perfectly 
well,” he replied, trying to keep a smile as 
worry crept in. 
 The lady paused and looked up at Will. 
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
 She turned her monitor toward him, 
and clicked a button. Will watched himself 
walk down the stairs. The receptionist smiled 
and spoke, but he stared right past her, look-
ing around and yelling. He then started 
laughing and sticking his tongue out at the 
cameras and eventually stormed out the door.
 The lady switched the camera angle to a 
view outside the hotel. Will snatched the keys 
from the valet and walked past his car. Min-
utes later, he returned, pulled out the key, and 
got into the car. Without turning the ignition, 
he then began madly turning the wheel, going 
nowhere, and screaming as people walked by 
in shock. The lady skipped ahead. 
 Will got out of the car exhausted, 
looked at the hotel, and ran back into the lob-
by terrified. The rest he didn’t need to see. He 
looked around the lobby at the scared, fleet-
ing glances, and then left. Some say that no 
man is an island unto himself. Will now knew 
why. An island of one is truly desolate.

by jonathan shuffler
staff writer

Desolate Part 
Three

G
R

A
PH

IC
 B

Y
 J

O
N

A
T

H
A

N
 S

H
U

FF
LE

R



theRambler 10 11 rambler
May 2014May 2014

Features

....dedicated to challenging, informing, 
and uniting our campus.

7435 Monticello Rd.
Columbia, SC 29203

Contact
andrew.steier@mailbox.ciu.edu

Published by 
Williamson Printing

Orangeburg, SC

Advisor
Student Senate 

Editor-in-Chief
Andrew Steier

Managing Editor
Melissa McCutchan

Secretary
Nik Ellison

Treasurer
Tim LaPointe

Copy Editor
Katie Helland

Staff Writers
Jonathan Shuffler

Dot Strickland
Leah Thomas

Emily Thornhill
Allison Watts

For archives of previous issues,
visit www.theciurambler.

wordpress.com.

Any member of the faculty, 
staff, or student body is free to 
submit articles to The Rambler 

for publishing.  Articles will 
be published upon approval by 

The Rambler executive staff.  
All submissions can be sent to  

theRambler

Should I Put This Item On the Altar? 

Major: English
Class: Freshman
Hometown: Military Kid

What’s your position on the 
Rambler?
  “Scapegoat.”

How do you take your coffee?
  “Black, unless it is a blonde 
roast. Then it is slightly less 
black.” 

What’s your craziest CIU 
memory?
 “Exploring the tunnels under 
CIU and running into an alliga-
tor. (Just kidding. I wouldn’t do 
that. I would get in trouble.).”

What’s your favorite thing about 
Andrew Steier?
 “How fun he makes newspa-
per meetings, even if it involves 
making me feel awkward.”

meet our 

Emily
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Dear Uncle Jesse, 
I’m a freshman guy at CIU, and since 

I’ve been here, I’ve heard a lot of talk about 
relationships and a lot of confusing words 
thrown around like “pursuit” and “court-
ship.” Since finding a spouse is so import-
ant, I was wondering if you could help me 
to understand the biblical model of rela-
tionships. 

Sincerely, 
Single and not sure how to mingle 

Dear Single, 
You’re right in saying that finding a 

spouse in important, and the process can be 
quite confusing. Fortunately for us, howev-
er, the Bible offers many useful examples of 
how one might go about doing so. 

If you are the shy sort, it is possible to 
have a friend find one for you (Gen. 24). The 
process is quite simple: call a friend to your 
side, and inform him of your desire to find 
a fitting spouse. Then – and this next por-
tion is very crucial – have him make a cov-
enant with you that he won’t return to the 
residence halls until he has found a proper 
spouse. As he will naturally be compelled 
to find one quickly, it shouldn’t be too long 
before you have yourself a girlfriend. 

I hear, however, that women today 
prefer men to be direct and bold. In light 
of this, a story found in Judges 24 may be 
of particular help. When you spot a group 
of girls, as girls are wont to travel in packs, 
simply pick out whichever one pleases you 
the most. Giving her no time to say yes or 
no, lift her upon your shoulder and take 
her away. Alternatively, you may deal with 
her father, an equally bold move. Simple 
discover what it is he desires in exchange 
for his daughter, and promptly return with 
double (1 Sam. 18). 

Finally, it wouldn’t be out of the ques-
tion to propose a speed meet-and-greet 
event for the guys and girls on campus to 
get to know each other (Est. 2). Once you 
have met all the young ladies in your class, 
find the one that is the best, and follow 
through. Hopefully, by implementing one 
of these biblical methods, you will be well 
prepared to find the right spouse for you. 

Dear Uncle Jesse, 
I haven’t filled out my housing survey 

yet because I don’t know what to do! My 
roommate thinks we’re rooming together 
next year, but I don’t really want to. How 
can I break the news to her? 

Sincerely, 
About to be Fined in Columbia 

Dear Fined,
The roommate dilemma is a unique 

one, and I am sincerely sorry that you find 
yourself in this scenario. However, in pass-
ing along a roommate to another, you must 
first consider how much you care about 
your social standing. If you care little, then 
this process should be easy and mostly 
painless for you. 

Of course the easiest way to avoid 
telling your roommate you do not desire to 
continue rooming is by making her want to 
leave you first. Many odious and noxious 
behaviors can achieve this. If she is an early 
riser, begin by slurping Ramen late at night 
as she tries to sleep, and explain it away as 
“not being that loud” or “that’s how you 
have to eat them.” If she is a night owl who 
enjoys her beauty sleep, awaken early to a 
terrible alarm such as the song “Pink Fluffy 
Unicorns Dancing on Rainbows” and eat a 
large bowl of oatmeal. Either way, be sure 
to leave the dirty bowl in the sink and let 
it sit until it becomes covered in a properly 
crusty layer. The longer you ruin her sleep 
cycle and let dishes pile up, the less often 
she’ll care to be around you. Eventually, 
she’ll ask Res Life for a switch, and you can 
peacefully go on your way. 

 Word may get out though about 
your obnoxious behavior, leading you to 
become without roommate. Thus, it might 
be best to leave little hints about the switch 
before breaching the subject yourself. When 
it does come to words, begin with a jocular 
attitude to ease the blow. Then, allow her to 
guess what you want. If she figures it out, it 
will be far less unexpected than if you sim-
ply tell her. It is also not a bad idea to have 
chocolate prepared on hand. As my mother 
always said, “Sweets soften sharp sayings.” 

 

Ask Uncle Jesse
staff Do you want 

to keep said 
item?

Yes. Not sure.

N
o.

Why?

I...don’t 
know.

 I just like 
it.

I’ll ac-
tually 
use it.

Keep it! 
Keep it 
forever!

Moderate 
emotional 
attachment 

to said 
item.

What purpose 
does it actually 

serve?

It makes sure 
my storage 

bins  don’t get 
lonely.

I used it that 
one time...

last semester.

To the altar 
with it!

Will it be 
useful in the 

future?
No. Yes.

Uh...
keep it.

Have a mature, adult 
conversation with the 

item in which you 
explain that it’s time 

to part ways.

Is this something 
that a normal 
person would 
actually want?

No.

No.

No.

No.

No.

No.

No.

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.
Is the trash 

can full?

Throw it 
away!

Congratu-
lations, you 
may put this 
on the altar.

I wouldn’t 
suggest 

putting it on 
YOUR altar, 
but maybe 

you could try 
West 1’s altar.  
(See Toby for details.)

Wait till the 
hall is clear. 

Place on 
altar and 

run. 

Is this  item causing dis-
unity between you and 

your roommate(s)?
(i.e., an obnoxious CD 

or a live squirrel?)

When asked 
about the 

undesirable 
item later, deny 

everything.

Really?
Does it help you 
live a victorious 

Christan life? 

Put it on the 
altar. Unless, of 
course, you en-
joy tormenting 

him/her.

Would this item 
scare a preview 

student? 
Unclean! 

Please 
follow Old 
Testament 

Law.

Do you remem-
ber why you 

actually bought 
it in the first 

place?

Place on altar. 
Follow direc-
tions of Lev. 

1:6-12.

Eh...use 
your best 
judgment.
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To the reader,
So here we are.  One last time… 

Yes, it’s true.  I, your __insert colorful 
adjective about your feelings toward 
me__ Editor will be joining the grad-
uated masses who have successfully 
completed their education at CIU.  As 
your soon-to-be-gone Editor-in-Chief, 
I have been given this page to say my 
goodbyes to students, faculty, staff, and 
The Rambler.  

If you know me, you know that 
I am not very…as some would say… 
“involved” at CIU.  It’s not because of 
anything the school has done to me, 
nor is it because we changed the mascot 
from a cougar to a ram the year I ar-
rived.  Side-note for the higher-ups: A 
cougar would win in a fight.  I am not 
very involved because I’ve never been 
very “college-y.”  I have wanted a family, 
a house, and a job since my Junior year 
in high school.  Now that I have all of 
that, I can reflect on my time at CIU.  
The constant for me, in all my ups and 
downs of appreciating and resenting 
college, has been the newspaper.  

My journey began on day one 
of my CIU experience.  I was the first 
newcomer to sign my name on the Pil-
grim’s Protest sign-up sheet.  After being 
a small part of the Pilgrim’s Protest for 
a semester, I was asked to fill in as the 
staff secretary.  I was told that I wouldn’t 
have any note-taking responsibilities, 
so I said yes.  From there, I became Ed-
itor-in-Chief of the Pilgrim’s Protest.  I 
ran with my position, and with the help 
of my awesome staff, I took it to a new 
place.  Exit Pilgrim’s Protest stage left 
and enter The Rambler… lowered from 
the rafters with a cool fog effect.

It’s funny how things come full 
circle. There I was, a year later, coaxing 
new freshmen into signing their names 
during an organizational fair.  This is 
where I met Melissa McCutchan, God’s 
gift to any school newspaper.  Melis-

sa spent four years doing newspaper 
in high school and had an interest in 
joining The Pilgrim’s Protest.  I mention 
Melissa for two reasons: 1) if you don’t 
know her, you should, and 2) she will 
be taking over as Editor-in-Chief from 
this point on.  Oh, and did I mention 
that she and Nik Ellison do the coveted 
flow charts?  I know this is a goodbye 
and all, but dang.  I almost feel like I 
am doing CIU a favor by graduating if 
these are the hands in which I am leav-
ing The Rambler.  Just like me, Melissa’s 
journey to Editor-in-Chief status began 
with signing her name.

I hope that my time as Edi-
tor-in-Chief has done something to 
benefit your experience here at CIU.  
I have stayed away from serious “rela-
tionship” articles, “modesty” articles, 
and other articles that lead to angry 
students and bring little change.  Many 
of you have submitted articles that 
have helped to shape the newspaper.  If 
you are a faculty member here, thanks 
for putting up with the opinions and 
whims of a young buck, and if you are 
a student, thanks for not punching 
me in the cafeteria for saying __insert 
sarcastic Andrew quote from some arti-
cle__ about __insert topic dear to your 
heart__.  

I have tried to do three things with 
The Rambler.  I have tried to challenge 

you.  You probably don’t agree with ev-
ery article, but my goal was to make you 
think.  If your reaction to an article was 
blind anger and you did zero follow-up, 
that’s on you.  The idea of challenging 
you isn’t to make you mad, but to make 
you discover how you feel about a top-
ic. I have tried to inform you.  We all 
suck at keeping up with the news so I 
hope the World News section of the pa-
per helped.  We all piss and moan about 
standards and other frivolous things on 
campus so I hope you learned a thing 
or two about the “why.”  I have tried to 
unite you.  This is hard to practically 
do.  My only hope is that through dis-
cussion, or our use of humor, we caused 
you to feel a unity with your campus.  
Oh, and the fact that Challenge, Inform, 
and Unite make up CIU was actually an 
accident… believe it or not.  We’re just 
that good.

So goodbye, CIU.  Goodbye, fel-
low students, faculty, and staff.  Good-
bye Rambler.  It has been an interesting 
journey as I have grown as a person 
and as a leader.  I can say that my time 
at CIU wouldn’t have been nearly the 
same without the newspaper, and I feel 
extremely blessed that I got to be in a 
position that garnered an entire page 
every issue to say whatever I wanted.  
As I part, allow me to say this.  The 
people that I have gotten to work with, 
my newspaper family, are some of the 
greatest people I know.  They work 
hard, they think hard, and they all share 
the same vision for this campus.  And 
I know they, under Melissa’s direction, 
will continue to use the newspaper as a 
vehicle by which students are encour-
aged and God is glorified.  I leave it in 
capable and passionate hands.  And 
with that, farewell.

-In Christ, 
Ex-Editor-in-Chief Andrew Steier
 

Letter from the (Graduating) Editor

“”My only hope is that 
through discussion, 
or our use of humor, 
we have caused you 

to feel a unity with 
your campus.


