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Why do we study history? That’s not 
really the question I’m trying to answer. 
Let’s try again. What is one of the main 
ideas that people try to communicate 
about why we study history? I think 
there’s something going around that says 
we study history to avoid repeating it. 
Let’s say that’s true.

 Flash back to the Reformation. 
Actually, a short time before the 
Reformation took place, John Wycliffe 
was doing his best to give people a Bible 
in their language. While Wycliffe sought 
to provide a Bible in Middle English for 
the people in the 14th century, a couple 
centuries later, Luther worked hard to 
translate the Greek New Testament into 
German for the common people. On 
January 1, 1534, a proclamation from 
Geneva called for the burning of Bibles 
in the French and German languages. 
For two centuries, people were trying 
to translate the Bible for the common 
people, but in those two centuries, the 
religious leaders did not turn their 
frowns upside down. It was not until after 
William Tyndale was strangled and then 
his body burnt at the stake in 1536 that 
Henry VIII authorized the Great Bible 
for the Church of England in 1538. This 
English Bible was read in the churches, a 
change from the usual Latin recitation of 
Scripture. 

 Before this reform took place, 
the church at the time did not give the 
common people the freedom to hear or to 
read the Scriptures in their own language. 
We certainly don’t do this today, right? Of 
course not! Right? 

 Sometimes, I think I repeat this part 
of history in my own life, at least a version 
of it. I just turned in my hermeneutics 
final, obviously proving that I can interpret 
the Bible because I have been trained 
to do so. (Except I haven’t received my 
grade back as of when I wrote this article, 
so that grade could potentially prove the 
opposite.) So what about those people in 
churches across America, teaching youth 
and adults without this sort of formal 

training? Maybe they shouldn’t teach. 
Certainly nothing really good can come 
of their teaching unless they’ve been 
trained.

 But then, isn’t that what the religious 
leaders of the 14th-16th centuries were 
saying? But if Christians need proper 
training to read the Bible, what about 
those who come to the Lord in parts of 
the world where formal training is not 
an option? What about believers at USC? 
Are they lesser Christians because they 
haven’t chosen to study the Bible while 
at school? Should believers around the 
world be able to read and interpret the 
Bible without formal training?

 I think it is incredibly important 
that we have a biblical education here at 
Columbia International University. This 
Bible college has prepared many people 
before us to impact the world in beautiful 
ways for the glory of God. But there 
may also be those who leave CIU with a 
prideful heart and a misunderstanding of 
the privilege of a Bible education. 

 All humans have prideful hearts, 
but humility is especially essential for 
the Bible student. We need to be able to 
admit when we do not know something 
and be able to admit when we’re wrong. 
We cannot admit the latter if we think we 
know everything. (Maybe that’s just me 
that falls into the thinking that I know 
better than others, but I would venture to 

say that a few others may think the same 
thing at times, even if they know it’s not 
true.) If we leave CIU, filled with the idea 
that we are superior, involving ourselves 
in ministries where we look down on 
others, what did we really learn at college?

 First and foremost, we need to grow 
in our relationship with the Lord while 
we are here at CIU. There has to be a deep 
understanding of His character, not just a 
knowledge of who He is to other people 
or what He has done throughout history. 
A relationship with the One whose image 
we bear must be the goal of our education 
and growth. Secondly, we need to mature 
in humility. Humility, according to 
Spurgeon, is to rightly estimate yourself, 
knowing your own ability and not 
denying it. However, humility is to use 
the gifts God has given us – this includes 
a biblical education – in a way that is 
glorifying to Him and that also treats 
others as imagebearers of God, whether 
or not they have had theological training. 
To deny that we can interpret Scripture 
or teach it is not humility if we can do so, 
but we have to treat others in ministry as 
capable as well. So to the Bible students: 
Do not let keep the Bible from those 
who cannot read Latin. Understand the 
privilege of a Bible degree, but realize that 
there are some incredible Christians who 
never went to Bible college and never 
learned Latin. R

emily thornhill
secretary

Comparing Bible College, Reformation Movement
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In the WorldToday

On Aug. 9, 2014, a white police 
officer named Darren Wilson shot and 
killed an 18-year-old African-Ameri-
can male in the town of Ferguson, Mo.  
The town and the entire country held a 
collective breath while they waited for 
the ruling of a grand jury, who would 
decide whether or not Wilson would be 
charged with a crime for the shooting.

On Nov. 24, the grand jury gave 
the ruling:  Wilson would not be 
charged with murder. Though most of 
the protesters did so peacefully, riots 
also spread across the city. Mass panic 
spread across Ferguson; cars, business, 
and other objects were set on fire. The 
air space directly above Ferguson was 
shut down because multiple gunshots 
had been fired. The riots weren’t just 
limited to Ferguson; small riots and 
non-violent protests spread across the 
country.  Flights were even temporarily 
suspended at St. Louis-area airports. 

While the city and the country 
experience riots and violence, Brown’s 
parents continue to plead for nonvio-
lence.  Though they say they are “devas-
tated” that Wilson will not be charged 
for their son’s death, they want the trag-
edy to bring about positive change in 
the future. R

Most every father looks forward 
to walking his daughter down the aisle.  
However, for fathers who cannot walk, 
this can seem like an impossible dream. 
This was the case for Augie Nieto, who 
was diagnosed with amyotrophic later-
al sclerosis (otherwise known as ALS or 
Lou Gehrig’s disease) at age 47. Before 
his diagnosis, Nieto had built his own 
business of fitness-related equipment.  
He had never thought that he would 
one day be trapped in his own body. 

Nieto slowly lost his ability to 
move, to speak, to breathe, or to eat 
without assistance. After a failed at-
tempt to commit suicide, he decided 
that he would try to improve his out-
look. Soon after he made this deci-
sion, his daughter became engaged.  
This gave Nieto a new goal: to walk his 
daughter down the aisle, even though 
he had not walked in years. He started 
going to physical therapy, where ther-
apists helped him to move and stretch 
his body and muscles. When his daugh-
ter’s wedding day came, he walked 
his daughter down the aisle, with the 
help of a walker and an assistant.  As 
the world experiences riots, violence, 
and genocide, Nieto chose to show his 
daughter, and the world, that there were 
still triumphs to be made. R

ISIS and Iraqi forces have been en-
gaged in a fight for control of the Anbar 
Province in Iraq.  As of late, the battle 
has shifted in favor of Iraqi forces. The 
Iraqi forces have used airstrikes to push 
back the ISIS militants and retake some 
of the territory that was lost in a pre-
vious battle. The Iraqi forces also took 
back the military supply line that went 
into the city, giving them an advantage 
over ISIS. 

The battle began on Nov. 21 and 
was continuing as of Nov. 25, with 
much of the conflict occurring just 
1,000 feet away from the government 
building in Anbar. Although there have 
been at least 41 deaths since Friday, 
ISIS has been retreating.  The fighting 
has become less intense since the battle 
began on Nov. 21.  Although ISIS still 
controls a large area of Anbar, the Iraqi 
forces have made progress in regaining 
control of the area. R

Riots, Violence Across 
Country Following Darren 
Wilson Jury Verdict

ISIS, Iraqi Forces Fight 
for Control of Iraqi 
Province, Anbar

Father Crippled with ALS 
Walks Daughter Down Aisle

Briefs by Allison Watts, treasurer
Photos courtesy of www.bbc.co.uk, today.com
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Whether you play Candy Crush, 
Skyrim, Pong or anything in between, 
almost everyone has played a video 
game in their life. I have fond memo-
ries from my childhood of being curled 
up under a blanket on the couch play-
ing Mario Cart 64 with my brother, or 
of sneaking into his room while he was 
gone so I could play on his Xbox. Gam-
ing has always been something I’ve 
loved and enjoyed. I love to talk about 
the newest gaming tech and games that 
are coming out. 

Even though this is a huge interest 
of mine, I tend to not let many people 
outside of my friends know. I know that 
many others really enjoy gaming, but 
instead of rejoicing in this shared inter-
est, there has always been a bit of a wall 
to jump over. This ranged from people 
looking at me with surprise when I ac-
tually knew what I was talking about 
regarding video games, to people test-
ing my knowledge with obscure video 
game trivia. Although I have not had 
any hostile encounters there are people 
who have. However, until lately no one 
really addressed the issue. 

The conversation was really start-
ed this past summer. In August, Indie 
Game developer Zoe Quinn’s ex-boy-
friend declared that the only reason 
Quinn’s most recent game, Depression 
Quest, had gotten a positive review was 
because she was involved with the man 
who wrote the review. This led to many 
people harassing Quinn. It culminated 
with her personal information being 
released to the public and as a result, 
Quinn fled her home. 

But Quinn is not the only victim. 
Every woman who has come out to be 
in alliance with Quinn has also had her 
personal information published. Feli-
cia Day, an avid gamer and actress, is 

one of these women. When she wrote 
a blog post about the fact that she was 
scared to talk about Gamer Gate be-
cause of the possible repercussions of 
speaking out, she was trying to be cau-
tious. Soon after, her personal email 
address and home address were pub-
lished. These events only fueled the fire 
for change on this problem. 

People quickly realized that this 
was not simply a discussion on females 
in game development, but a conver-
sation about sexism. When a male 

would speak out about the issue, he 
would be largely ignored, no matter 
how harsh his words. But if a woman 
made a vague comment about it, she 
was called out on what she said. Even 
more concerning is the fact that many 
major players in the industry did not 
want to give a reaction to Gamer Gate. 
They addressed the smaller issues asso-
ciated with it. They talked about how 
they did not appreciate hate speech or 
harassment. They refused, however, to 
address the fact that a majority of this 

harassment was aimed at women. Al-
though they called for the hate to stop, 
they avoided making direct statements 
against Gamer Gate in order to avoid 
the backlash. 

Sexism in video games has long 
been a conversation that needed to 
happen.  Whether it was a character 
having revealing clothing or complete-
ly unrealistic proportions, it has been 
pushed under the rug by saying that 
the main consumer of video games 
is the male demographic. However, a 
study from 2013 shows that 48 percent 
of people who play games are females. 
In reality, female gamers take up a large 
portion of the gaming community. 

This argument is about sexism, 
but there is another underlying issue. 
I think that it is also about how you 
treat another human. If someone dis-
agrees with someone else, the correct 
response is not to go about telling oth-
ers how they are wrong and they are 
terrible people. This would be ridicu-
lous! Just because someone does not 
agree with you does not mean they are 
wrong. But that doesn’t happen here, 
right? But what about when WMHK 
was sold? There was a huge number 
of people disagreeing with what hap-
pened either in person or on Facebook. 
The confusion and outrage led to many 
very negative comments about the sale 
of the radio station. Just because one 
does not agree doesn’t mean you can 
go kicking and screaming about how 
wrong they are. Now I am not saying 
you cannot disagree with someone else. 
However, it is important to go about it 
in a civil and respectful manner. Re-
member that whether you are talking 
with someone face to face, over the 
phone, the internet, or any other way of 
communication, that the person on the 
other side is a living, breathing person, 
just like you and me, and they deserve 
to be treated with respect. R

“
”

Remember that wheth-
er you are talking with 
someone face to face, 

over the phone, the 
internet, or any other 

way of communication, 
that the people on the 

other side are living, 
breathing people just 
l ike you and me, and 

they deserve to be 
treated with respect.

allison watts
treasurer

Gamer Gate Controversy Reveals Sexism in Gaming Industry
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I remember it clearly. I was 15 and 
my family had just returned home from 
the Sunday evening service at my church. 
The night air was cold and the sky was 
cloudless. As I climbed from our van, I 
happened to notice the stars. Standing 
there in the cold darkness, I was suddenly 
overwhelmed by the sheer magnitude of 
the universe. I considered the vast num-
ber of nebulae and galaxies and stars, and 
found myself tiny and insignificant in 
comparison. And I was filled with awe and 
wonder at the fact that my God, who is far 
greater and far more magnificent than the 
universe, cares about and provides for me, 
a minuscule part of the cosmos. 

I’m sorry to say that kind of experi-
ence doesn’t happen often to me. It’s not 
that the universe has somehow become 
less wonderful, or that somehow God has 
shrunk. The problem is that I forget to 
pause in the middle of my self-imposed 
busy schedule. I let myself settle into a fast-
paced life that leaves little time for mar-
veling at God’s handiwork. I rush through 
each day focusing on assignments I need 
to complete, or work need to do, or events 
I need to attend. If I do stop to think, I’m 
more likely to dwell on the pain and hurt 
in my life or in the lives of my friends, 
classmates, and coworkers. It’s easy to get 
caught up in the trials of life, but it’s much 
harder to remember to wonder at and 
praise God for creation.

Wondering at the world around me 
is not the same as noticing, or appreciat-
ing the world around me; I notice things 
often enough. Wondering is active and 
time consuming. It is pausing to think 
about God’s creation and how amazing 
it is and how it reflects the nature of its 
Creator. I dare say our culture has lost the 
art of wondering. Most of the problem is 
that we simply don’t care enough to won-
der. Grass, clouds, toes, rocks, and water 
ceased to amuse us long ago, but even 
these common things are created amazing 
and wonderful.

I mean, really. Just think about rocks 
for a moment. Imagine an ordinary, small, 
gray rock. Boring? Maybe. But examine it 
carefully. Perhaps it has stripes or speck-
les. Maybe it’s jagged, or perhaps it’s worn 
smooth. Rocks come from boulders which 
come from the rock bed that forms the 
earth’s crust. They don’t grow, and they 
only multiply by breaking into smaller 
pieces. Rocks come in such a huge variety 
of colors, sizes, textures, and shapes. And 
when you really start to think about them, 
rocks are pretty amazing.

Or take sunsets for instance. I have 
yet to observe an ugly one. We see them 
only once a day, but in reality, just as the 
sun is always shining somewhere, it is also 
always setting somewhere. Sunsets are 
made entirely of light and dust and water, 
but each sunset is brilliant, beautiful, and 
unique. In sunsets God puts colors togeth-
er that normally clash, but somehow they 
are always perfect when side by side in 
the sky.  The shifting colors create an ev-
er-changing masterpiece that God shows 
us every evening.

And consider the changing colors of 
the leaves. Even the way they change is in-
credible—from greens to yellows to orang-
es to reds. Some leaves only turn yellow. 
Some just turn brown. Sometimes hints 
of green linger around the edges. And 

the leaves don’t all change color at once, 
even if they are on the same tree. The fiery 
colors only come as the tree leaves are dy-
ing—a glorious finale before they fall from 
the tree and decay into nothingness.

Finally, think about people. Human 
beings are, in my experience, the strangest 
of creatures. We are quirky and brilliant 
and emotional. God created us to heal 
when we get hurt or sick. He created us to 
learn, to think, and to create. He created us 
with different personalities, appearances, 
desires, and talents. Yet in some ways, we 
are also very similar. We all need fellow-
ship and friendship; we need purpose and 
worth. We are indeed marvelously created.

Yes, we live in a world that is bro-
ken and hurting. It’s full of pain and loss. 
Things fade and die and decay. But even 
in this broken world there is incredible 
beauty and detail. The world is tainted by 
sin and death, but that doesn’t change the 
fact that creation is amazing. And when 
we get our eyes off ourselves and our busy 
schedules, and focus instead on God and 
on His awesome power and creativity, our 
problems and worries tend to fade in com-
parison. So in the busyness of life, stop 
and marvel at the universe God created 
and worship Him for His handiwork. It’s 
worthy of our wonder, and He’s worthy of 
our praise. R

katie helland
copy writer

Wonder: Maintaining Awe for 
God in a Busy World
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It’s that time of the semester 
again… Finals week! You are ready to 
conquer those text books and write 
those research papers, but one arch 
nemesis stands in your way: “Lack of 
Motivation” and her accomplice “Lack 
of Sleep”! Well, insert some epic Mortal 
Kombat music here cause I have some 
study tips that will keep you in the 
study fight longer!

Caffeine Switch-Ups
This is a trick I picked up back 5 

years ago in my undergrad days (yes, 
Dot is old). After using the same source 
of energy, your body can become used 
to it and build a sort of resistance to 
it. You ever noticed that after a coffee 
binge, one cup doesn’t quite do it for 
you like it once did? Reminds you of 
what drugs can do, huh? Try having 

some joe, then Moutain Dew, tea (there 
is plenty of caffeine in a cup of chai), 
then perhaps some juice (Vitamin C 
can boost energy levels), then back to 
coffee. Keep your body guessing and on 
its toes! 

Epic Music
Gladiator. At just that word you 

probably picture Russell Crowe being 
AWESOME and screaming “Are you 
not entertained!?” to the Roman mob! 
Have you ever simply listened to the 
soundtrack? No words aside from some 
eerily beautiful linguistics (sung by 
“Enya”) so there isn’t a danger of sing-
ing along with the tunes. With every 
crescendo of the brass and strings, you 
will feel like Maximus Decimus Meridi-
us slaying your papers with the skill and 
speed of a Roman General! Other great 
sources are “Two Steps from Hell”, “At-
tack on Titan” (for those familiar with 

anime), “Avatar” Soundtrack, “Last of 
the Mohicans” Soundtrack, and “Brave-
heart” Soundtrack.  YouTube has videos 
of the full soundtracks available, or you 
can plug any of these into Pandora and 
make a customized study radio station 
for you. 

Short (but effective) Study Breaks
Figure out some 10-20 minute 

study breaks that relax your mind like 
drawing, taking a walk, or my person-
al favorite, playing a game! Dutch Blitz 
is a great pick, and the best part is that 
most games (if played with the right 
homeschoolers) don’t last more than 5 
minutes! Be creative and take the time 
to calm down and unwind, you will 
benefit from it later, guaranteed. 

Before you break down and go cry 
in your corner, try some of these out, 
you may surprise yourself with the re-
sults! R

dot strickland
staff writer

How to Survive Finals Week
Without Curling into a Ball, Throwing Library Books, or Dropping Out

On the 12 days of finals 
week, my professors gave 

to me…
A Dependence on Caffeine 

2 Much Stuff to learn
3 Scantron Sheets
4 Grey hairs found

5 E.O.T.s
6 Mental Breakdowns
7 Straight All-Nighters

8 AM Exams
9 Hours Napping

10 Trips to Starbucks
11 RamShack Visits

12 Prayers for Passing

The 12 Days of Finals Week
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Major: Music
Class: Freshman
Hometown: Charlotte, NC

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

How do you take your coffee?
“With lots of cream and sugar, 
but none of those 
Starbucks milkshakes.” 

What’s on your CIU bucket list?
 “Perform a guitar-banjo duet 
with Dr. Rod.”

If you had a parrot, what’s the 
first thing you would teach it to 
say?
“Freeze! Stick ’em up!”

meet our 

Michael

staffDear Uncle Jesse,
I just transferred to CIU from the 

small town of Atlanta, Georgia.  As a 
freshman at Georgia State University, I 
made friends with a particular tree out-
side my dorm. I was able to focus on my 
studies beneath its benevolent branches.  
As I uprooted myself from GSU to my 
new home at CIU, I had to leave my leafy 
friend, and I have yet to find a compara-
ble study spot on our beautiful campus.  
What’s a sophomore to do? 

Sincerely, 
Treeless Transfer

Dear Treeless,
I am sorry for your loss.  I under-

stand how hard it was to leaf such a trea-
sured pal. But fear not; the joy of this 
campus is the wide variety of both lo-
cations and trees under which to study. 
My recommendation to you is to grill 
upperclassmen for their favorite secret 
study spots. 

Each upperclassman houses a 
slough of campus secrets that could as-
sist in making your transfer to CIU sig-
nificantly smoother. They know of places 
on campus that freshmen and transfers 
only ever dream about. The method 
through which you ask is up to you, but 
I warn against kidnapping and interro-
gation. Upperclassmen are exceedingly 
stressed and may pose a threat to your 
health and safety. Perhaps the most ef-
fective way to sleuth is by offering these 
upperclassmen free food, a guaranteed 
success in 9 out of 10 interrogations. I 
do hope you uncover some helpful hints 
and find yourself a sturdy new pal.

Sincerely,
Uncle Jesse

Dear Uncle Jesse,
As a new student to CIU, I keep 

hearing the phrase “ring by spring.”  
However, every time I ask someone to 
explain the term to me, my guy friends 

Ask Uncle Jesse
laugh in my face or tell me to wait my 
turn, while my girl friends just blush 
and giggle.  Since you are the Solomon 
of CIU, I figured you could enlighten me 
on this most mysterious topic.  Does it 
involve a rioutous game of Ring Around 
the Rosey?  An order of Sonic’s crispy, 
heart-clogging onion rings (which, by 
the way, should be offered in the Ram 
Shack)?  The rings of Saturn?  Nothing’s 
really ringing any bells for me.  Please, 
Uncle Jesse, I don’t think I can go much 
longer without knowing what this all 
means.

Sincerely,
Anonymous Ignoramus

Dear Anonymous,
This ancient phrase “ring by spring” 

is the scientific term for a phenomenon 
that occurs on this here campus of ours. 
Scientists have studied the occurrences 
and have yet to provide a solid hypoth-
esis as to the origin and reason for such 
a phenomenon, but, in simpler terms, 
here’s what it means. Broken down into 
its various parts we obtain three words, 
“ring” being the first. This does not refer 
to a childhood game with a dark mean-
ing, nor to delicious food or planetary 
anomalies. This word refers to the small, 
circular object made of varying metals 
and set with stones which is placed upon 
the finger of a young woman to show the 
world she is betrothed. The next part of 
the phrase, “by”, indicates that a dead-
line exists. You know what a deadline is 
of course, if you don’t, you may want to 
check your grades. And finally, the last 
piece of the puzzle, “spring”, quite ob-
viously refers to the season of the year 
which usually lasts from mid-March to 
late in May here in Columbia. Put them 
together and you have “Engagement 
ring on a girl’s finger at a time before or 
up to May.”   Do you understand now?

Sincerely, 
Uncle Jesse.   R
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michael lanier
staff writer

The rumbling became all the louder, 
and the wind threatened to lift larger 
objects into the air. 

Frank was now every bit as frightened 
as his father had been up to this point. 
Frank had done the calculations on the 
risk of possible inter-dimensional damage, 
but he had never figured out specifically 
what that damage would be, or what form 
it would take. Now the odds had turned 
against him, his life’s work was fighting him, 
and for the first time in his life, Franklin G. 
Derbyshire had no control of the situation, 
and no idea what would happen next. One 
thing was certain, however: Frank had to 
get back through the portal he had made 
before it closed and trapped him, possibly 
forever.

The ground was now rocking like 
an earthquake, and Frank fought to keep 
his machine pointed at the mirror as he 
stumbled towards the opening. With 
all his might he managed to stand his 
ground, slamming into the walls and being 
pummeled by flying objects. But all the 
time he moved towards the mirror, closer 
and closer. 

On the other side of the mirror, 
Gerard had positioned his wheelchair 
against the wall that the mirror was 
propped up against, and he held his hand 
outstretched, as close to the portal as 
possible, to grab his son when he came 
back through the hole. The two of them 
were only a couple of feet apart, but at the 
same time, they were also literally worlds 
apart. And Gerard was feeling the latter 
more strongly all the time.

Gerard leaned over, and by doing so 

could see Frank gradually coming closer to 
his dad’s waiting arms. Gerard ventured to 
shout over the huge din of the quake.

“What’s going on!?” he called.
Amidst the chaos, Gerard’s voice 

reached Frank’s ears. But when Frank 
looked up and into his father’s eyes, he 
had a look of terror about him that Gerard 
could not recall ever seeing before.

“I don’t know!” was Frank’s chilling 
answer.

Gerard forced himself to be brave. 
“Well, come on!” he called. “You’re 

almost there!”
Frank took a large step and suddenly 

was much closer. Father and son stretched 
out their hands towards one another. 
Frank was so close to safety.

That’s when the unthinkable 
happened. The hole began to close. 
Despite the fact that Frank was using his 
fully-charged machine to keep it open, 
the gap between dimensions was rapidly 
shrinking.

“No, no, no!” Gerard yelled, his hope 
draining faster than the hole was closing.

At that moment, Frank leaped and 
grabbed his dad’s hand. Gerard was pulled 
towards the mirror and was struck with 
the fear of falling into the other dimension 
with his son. But he suddenly came to a 
halt as the mirror blocked his path. His 
brief relief was replaced by the horrific 
realization that he hadn’t fallen through 
because he couldn’t fit.

Gerard looked down his arm, and on 
the other end, he found his son attached, 
holding on with everything he had.

“Son!” Gerard called desperately. 
“Frank!”

Frank looked up with a tear rolling 
down his face. 

“I’m so sorry, Dad,” he began, “but 
you have to let go.”

“No,” pleaded Gerard. “I can’t lose 
you. I can’t bear to see you in the mirror 
every day!”

“Dad, listen to me. If you don’t let 
go, your hand will be stuck in the mirror, 
possibly forever. You must let go.”

“I need you,” Gerard sobbed. “Please... 
don’t go.”

“Dad,” Frank comforted. “I may be 
able to jump right back through once all 
this has quieted down. But I can’t do it 
holding on to you.”

“Please, son. Promise you’ll come 
back.”

Frank fixed his father with a stare, 
and said, “I promise.”

Then Frank wriggled out of Gerard’s 
grasp, and the last thing he heard over the 
noise was his father calling for him, and 
then the hole closed, and all was quiet once 
again.

Frank opened his eyes, unaware that 
he had even lost consciousness. He slowly 
sat up, and found that his body was sore 
from the impact of all the debris during 
the quake. Nevertheless, he managed to 
stand, and he began to walk around.

The rubble from the quake was all 
over the floor: furniture that had been 
smashed, pictures and paintings, light 
fixtures, and glass; all were scattered across 
the premises.

Frank checked his machine. It had not 
taken any damage and was still in working 
order. Frank theorized in his mind that 
further travel between dimensions would 
not have any more severe affects.

Frank looked up and saw the mirror. 
He ran to it. And when he arrived there, he 
did not see his father, or his home. What 
Frank saw was a completely different 
dimension. And from that moment on, 
Franklin G. Derbyshire was forced to roam 
every dimension, all the rest of his days. R

 

‘Mirror’ final part of the 
three-part series

Photo courtesy deviantart.com.
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‘Whisper’ final part of the 
three-part series

jonathan shuffler
staff writer

Everything was falling apart. The pub-
lic image he had worked so hard to attain was 
cracking, threatening to shatter into mean-
ingless pieces. His hands held tightly to the 
steering wheel as he finally approached the 
house. Meredith would be waiting for him 
with those beautiful blue eyes and innocent 
smile, but he knew the truth.

It was too much of a coincidence that 
Mr. Tern had shown up a few days after she’d 
left. He knew that someone had to tell those 
people in the office what had happened the 
night before, and Meredith was the only one 
who knew. Those two were in this together.

He opened the front door and entered 
in.

“Meredith! I’m home!” He called, look-
ing for her.

“I’ll be right down,” she said.
Barnabas went into the kitchen and 

started making coffee. The pleasant aroma of 
fresh ground coffee beans filled the air as she 
came into the room behind him. 

“That smells good.  Can I have some?” 
she asked, gently putting her hand on his 
shoulder.

“Sure. Honey, I need to talk to you 
about something,” he said, trying to contain 
his emotions. 

“Of course. What about?” She asked, 
sitting down at the table. There was a deep-
ening concern appearing in her eyes as she 
searched his eyes for clues.

“It’s about what happened last night. 

Well, actually about today in the office,” he 
said, handing her a cup of coffee.

“Thanks. What happened?” she asked 
softly.

“You didn’t forget what happened last 
night did you?” he asked, studying her in-
tensely.

“Let’s see. We just ate dinner, watched 
some TV, and went to bed. Was there some-
thing else? Are you ok?”

“I knew it,” he said, looking away from 
her.

“Knew what?” 
“You’re lying to me!” he screamed leap-

ing from the table.
“About what? Why would I lie?”
“So I’m not the nicest guy. OK, call me 

a rat. But that’s between you and me! What I 
do in this house stays in this house!  Do you 
know what the people out there think of me 
now? You told them what I said last night, 
how I acted, and now they’re onto me. So, 
you’re mad.  I get it!  But your cute little joke 
nearly got me fired!” he yelled, slamming the 
table down with his fist.

Mrs. Baring sat staring with a face so 
blank and confused that it had to be real.

“But Barnabas,” she whispered gently, 
“Everyone likes you because you’re such a 
wonderful person.  I’m sure nobody could 
possibly be angry at you.”

“Look, I’ve had it with this stupid game! 
I suppose you’re going to tell them tomorrow 
what I’m doing right now. Well, I’m warning 
you, Meredith.  If you do, you’ll regret it!”

 For once, Meredith seemed un-
affected by her hus-
band’s tirade.  “Let’s 
go to bed, honey.  You 
look so tired.”

“So now you’re 
going to pretend not 
to hear me? Oh, that’s 
cute, Meredith! If you 
think I’ve been bad so 
far, you just wait!  I”ll 
just…I’ll…”

B a r n a b a s 
poured out his fury 
until his words ran 
dry. Then, the door-
bell rang.  Regaining 
his composure and 

hoping the visitor had not overheard his 
raised voice, he opened the door to find two 
policemen.

“Are you Barnabas Baring?” one asked.
“Um, yes I am.  Is there something I can 

do for you?”
“We’ve been sent to investigate a threat 

you just made.”
“A threat?” Barnabas asked, shrinking 

from the words he’d spoken only minutes 
before.

“Yes. Do you know a Ms. Nicole Clem-
mons?”

“Yes.  She’s a co-worker.”
“How about a Mr. Steve Dickson?”
“He goes to our church.”
“Do you know it’s illegal to threaten 

people, Mr. Baring?”
“But…”
“There are more complaints here.  

They’ve decided not to press charges this 
time, but if it happens again, well…do you 
understand Mr. Baring?”

Barnabas cringed at what was becom-
ing all too clear.

“Honey, who’s at the door?” Meredith 
asked stepping to his side.

“Ma’am, has this man ever threatened 
you?”

“Oh, that’s silly,” she smiled.  “He’s the 
nicest man in the world.”

With an unmistakably ominous warn-
ing, the policemen left, and Meredith went 
up to bed.  Barnabas stood alone, frozen 
to the floor by the door.  While Meredith 
could no longer see or hear his anger, his ev-
ery word had become an open book to the 
world.  What had always been done in secret 
was now shouted from the housetops in an 
instant. The secret life he’d worked so hard 
to hide had suddenly broken loose into ev-
eryone’s living rooms, and now he stood for 
once in his life terrified of what he might do 
next.

Afraid to move a step, Barnabas be-
came very aware of his own breathing.  Then, 
he became aware of something else.  Some-
one else was in the room.

“Well, I’d say you’re all set, Mr. Baring,” 
the voice spoke from behind.  “I think Mere-
dith is home to stay.”

Instantly recognizing the raspy voice, 
Barnabas turned to see Mr. Tern.

“You did this,” he growled.
“Careful, Barnabas,” the man smiled as 

his form faded into fog. “I’d watch my step 
from now on if I were you.  After all, what 
will people say?” R
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What Type of Finals Week Student Are You?

The Blissful Denier
Does this person have just as 
much to do as anyone else? 
Yes.  Will this person actually do 
it?  Probably not until an hour be-
fore.  This person has probably 
been through a season of their 
favorite show, thrown a Frisbee 
for a few hours, and tried to pull 
all their friends into doing some-
thing fun off-campus.  However, 
the night before the exam, the 
Blissful Denier will likely turn into 
the Crammer.

The Hakuna Matata
For whatever reason, this person 
is taking a light academic load, 
and there’s every chance that 
they were done with the semes-
ter before Thanksgiving.  If they 
look like they’re studying, they’re 
probably just blogging. You may 
be tempted to hate this person, 
but instead you’re thinking about 
bribing them to help you get your 
projects done.  

The Crammer
This person used the last $20 of 
their Ram Bucks on coffee and 
energy drinks.  Now that the Ram 
Bucks have run out, they’re not 
sure how they’re going to survive 
on their schedule of two hours 
of sleep.  This person may have 
procrastinated at the beginning 
of the semester, but now they’re 
considering putting up a tent in 
the library.    Fear not, Crammers.  
Only a few days until you can 
sleep again.

The Overachiever
This person could have been 
done three weeks ago, if it 
weren’t for their lead role in 
Fiddler on the Roof, their twen-
ty-hour part-time job, or their 21 
credit hours.  You may find this 
person saying, “At the beginning 
of the semester, I thought I could 
handle it..”  But now, they’re half 
an inch from bursting into hyster-
ical laughter. A note to the Over-
achiever: next semester, learn 
how to say “no.”

Let’s begin.  Will you 
go to bed before 2 a.m. 

during finals week?
Is your homework 

planner crammed full 
with assignments?Are your assignments 

done already?

Are you feeling 
overwhelmed?

Because you’ve 
been putting 
off homework 
for the past 14 

weeks? 

Because you’re in 
18 credits/work-
ing two jobs/the 

president of every 
organization on 

campus?

Good, but you 
still only have 
a week left. 
Get to work!

Uh...y’know, it’s 
a type of book?

Seriously? Are 
you in college? 
Do you even go 

here?

Is your home-
work already 

done?Have you spent 
more time doing 

homework or 
watching Netflix?

Okay, okay. Have 
you moved into 
the library since 
Thanksgiving?

Because you’ve 
been procrastinating 

all semester?

Because you 
overcommitted this 

semester?

Yeah!

Oh yes.

Heck 
yes.

Home-
work.

Yep! Maybe..

Maybe..

Huh?

...uh, no.

...uh, no.

...planner?

Netflix.

Ha! No. No.

No.

Yeah, I 
just don’t 
have one.

Yeah!

Yes.

Yes.

Yes.

Ha! No.

Not really.

No.

No.

Wait, 
seriously?
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The glowing screen glares at me 
in judgment. After firing off ideas 
all semester, I have finally drawn a 
blank. My mind whirs around its 
synaptic gears as I try to pump out 
another witty article for the local pa-
per, but nothing is coming. It’s like 
waiting for the mail man to come 
only to see the truck drive by, and 
the driver angrily throw an empty 
cardboard box at your face.

So you know what I thought? 
Why not think inside the box? So 
what if it’s empty? Maybe the dark 
void of my worn out brain will pro-
vide entertainment for the readers. 
They can finally see the inner work-
ings of what a creative writer expe-
riences when they have absolutely 
nothing to draw from. 

Ideas constantly flirt with me, 
but when I try to write them down 
they tell me they are not ready for 
commitment and promptly slam the 
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door on my brain. They’re like a girl-
friend who only wants to talk on the 
phone and never see me in person. 
So, I dump them.

Speaking of dumping…I totally 

forgot where I was going with that 
thought. Maybe it’s best that I didn’t 
follow through. As my fingers collide 
with the clicking keys, I realize that 

ideas are coming to me as I write. Fi-
nally, through the working of whim-
sical wit, this article is turning into 
something that I can actually use.

By looking inwardly into my 
own creative consciousness, one can 
understand the inner workings of 
my world. I don’t always have some-
thing to say, but sometimes not hav-
ing anything to say is saying some-
thing. It shows that even through a 
cloudy, tired, blank brain creativity 
finds a way to craft words into some-
thing that people will hopefully want 
to read.

So, for all of those creative 
writers out there who stare at this 
white, ominous nothingness known 
throughout history as the “blank 
page”, don’t worry about it. The ideas 
will eventually form in your mind 
and you will feel like a genuine ge-
nius. Maybe someday you will write 
something amazing, and it all would 
have started from a blank page and 
an even emptier mind. R

jonathan shuffler
staff writer

“
”

By looking inwardly 
into my own creative 
consciousness, one 
can understand the 

inner workings of my 
world.  I  don’t always 

have something to say, 
but sometimes not 

having anything to say 
is saying something. 

Empty Mind: Musings of a Rambler Staff Writer
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High school seems like it was for-
ever ago. Maybe that’s not a bad thing. 
Don’t get me wrong. I learned some 
valuable things and the Lord certainly 
grew me, but most of high school was 
quite forgettable. I was an honors stu-
dent who succeeded in the classroom, 
but I didn’t do much of anything out-
side of it. I regret that. While I learned a 
lot through my education, I missed out 
on a wealth of knowledge in the class-
room of life. And so, my freshman year 
of college, I decided to change things 
around.

As some of you may know, I have 
my hand in quite a few pots at CIU. I’m 
on chapel team, I write for the Rambler, 
I work for athletics, and I’m involved in 
many other things. One of the biggest 
reasons I am so involved is because I 
recognize the ways in which the Lord 
teaches me through each one of these 
things. In high school, I was so focused 
on academics that I neglected four 
years of learning in other areas. In the 
school of life, academia is certainly one 
of the classes, but so are relationships, 
hobbies, etc. 

I’m not encouraging you to neglect 
your studies. The Bible calls us to excel-
lence in all that we do, but I’ve found 
that in my own life, I need to be more 
intentional in pursuing excellence in 
my relationships, my hobbies, and my 
passions. That being said, if I’m doing 
poorly in academics, I need to priori-
tize that. But I would be perfectly happy 
taking a “B” over an “A” if it means that 
I spent time pursuing excellence in an-
other aspect of life.

I’m not here at CIU for a diploma. 
If I was, I wouldn’t be here. I’d probably 
be back in New England at some film 
school. Again, I don’t mean to under-
state the importance of my education. 
Every aspect of learning, as I mentioned 
before, plays a critical role in who I am 

and who I’m becoming. Personally, I 
prioritize academics and people as far 
as “classes” in the “school of life” go. For 
me, pursuing my passions and hobbies 
is easy. I love music and film, and I’m al-
ways expanding my knowledge in those 
areas. But for me, I have to be more in-
tentional when it comes to schoolwork 
and people. I believe that my diploma 
enables me to do greater things while 
my relationships with people prepare 
me to do greater things. My diploma 
looks good on a résumé. It also symbol-
izes all of the knowledge that I have in 
the field that I am pursuing. But there 
are certain things that can’t be taught 
in a classroom or a textbook. Relation-
ships with people teach the intangibles 
that prepare me for living out in the real 
world once I leave. If I only know what 
I’ve learned from my digital media and 
cinema and Bible majors, what good 
does that do me? I may be skilled in my 
field, but I’ll have little ability to apply 
it. After all, the world is full of people. 
Lots and lots of people. And my rela-
tionships today will affect my relation-
ships in the future. Everything I learn 
now, every increment of knowledge 
that I gain, somehow shapes who I am 
and will be.

But, perhaps you’re not like me. 

Maybe you need to be more intention-
al with your passions and hobbies. For 
some people, this is more challenging, 
especially if you’re not sure what you’re 
passionate about. What do you love? 
What do you enjoy doing? Do it. Make 
time in your day for such things. I find 
that my pursuit of academics and rela-
tionships can at times be exhausting, 
but my pursuit of passions and hobbies 
can be therapeutic. Remember that 
your passions and hobbies, no matter 
what they may be, are equally import-
ant to who you are as a person and who 
you will be.

Pope Paul VI once said, “Some-
body should tell us, right at the start of 
our lives, that we are dying. Then we 
might live life to the limit, every minute 
of every day. Do it! I say. Whatever you 
want to do, do it now! There are only 
so many tomorrows.” As the tomorrows 
pass by, our need to pursue excellence 
and walk worthy becomes more and 
more urgent. This life is too incredi-
bly short to waste away and there is so 
much to learn. The world is a seemingly 
infinitely deep pool of knowledge, it’s 
just waiting for you to dive in. Learn 
well, live well, and love well until the 
day you graduate from the school of 
life. R

tim lapointe
managing editor

Prioritizing Academics, People, Other Commitments
School of Life
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