
his would-be benefactors, a large smile 
spread across his face. ĶExcuse me gentle-
men, God bless you!ķ he said, wasting no 
time playing the ĶGodķ card. This guy knew 
what he was doing; he knew the tactics and 
phrases to use to make it nearly impossible to 
deny him. The phrase ĶGod bless youķ was 
one such phrase that became somewhat of a 
recurring theme. ĶIĴm from Trenton, New 

Jersey and IĴm trying to get something to eat. 
Could you help me out?ķ he asked. This was 
quickly followed by another ĶGod bless 
you.ķ My roommate, Chris, was not to be 
fooled. It was impossible to trust that our 
monies would be used for said food so Chris 
suggested that he let us buy him food some-
where. This was, for some reason, not to the 
manĴs liking. He replied, ĶNo, I just want 
some money to buy some chicken and rice.ķ 
We explained that we were aware of that and 
were willing to take him to the diner not 
two blocks away and buy him exactly what 
he wanted. It was becoming clear what was 
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City Mice  
By: Doug Linstedt  
 I find it hard to believe that it is 
already the middle of November. I had just 
reconciled myself with OctoberĴs hasty 
passing only to turn and catch the fleeting 
days of early November passing me by as 
well. 
 Where has the time gone?ļ
seriouslyļI want to know. I remember 
entering the city wide-eyed and over-
whelmed. I hadnĴt a clue where I wanted 
or needed to go, let alone how to actually 
get there. Sure I can laugh now, in spite 
of myself, at the same bewildered expres-
sion on the faces of people I see on the 
street practically spinning in circles at-
tempting to orient themselves; much to 
no avail I might add. For those of you 
who have successfully acclimated to city 
life and graduated from Ķcountry mouseķ 
status, you know what IĴm talking about. 
The world that was once a terribly 
daunting prospect bearing the name 
Philadelphia has since won me over. It is 
no longer about surviving, but rather 
enjoying, appreciating, and living. IĴm 
happy to say that I am comfortable here. 
The fears of change and the unknown 
can sometimes cast shadows on the won-
derful things that are to be embraced. 
Gradually my eyes have been opened to 
the beauty, the humor, and the good of 
the city. That is not to say that there isnĴt 
the dark, the danger, and the more de-
pressing parts of the city. But it is the 
stark contrast between the two sides that 
offers an odd novelty to the urban life. 
 I often laugh at the little experi-
ences where I spot the cityĴs sense of hu-
mor. I should preface this little anecdote 
by clarifying that I do not find poverty 
funny, on the contrary it is quite sad and I 
struggle with its very blatant presence on a 
daily basis. That being said, I shall continue. 
One day my roommate and I were ap-
proached by a man as we were returning 
from Fairmount Park. He wasnĴt looking at 
us at first, but as we neared I inadvertently 
made eye contact. I quickly looked away, 
glancing around, pretending as if it had 
never happened but it was too late. The 
deed was done. I remember thinking to 
myself, Ķgood grief, here we go again.ķ As 
the man closed the gap between himself and 

going on. He then attempted to distract us 
with some obscure tale of his suffering from 
diabetes, having just lost three toes to the 
diseaseļand another ĶGod bless you.ķ He 
apparently subscribed to the common mis-
conception that the more details you add to 
your story, the more plausible it becomes. 
False. 
 Again we asked if we could buy 

him some food at the diner, and again he 
asked for the money. It seemed we were at 
an impasse. The stalling continued for a 
while longer until a random man yelled 
from across the street, ĶStop tellinĴ people 
you lost your toes! You ainĴt lost no toes!ķ 
A look of horror sprang into the hungry 
diabeticĴs countenance. He looked in an-
guish at the stranger across the street as if to 
say ĶWhy would you say that! I had them 
fooled!ķ He then literally hung his head and 
walked away, ashamed. There was a nota-
ble absence of the familiar ĶGod bless youķ 
as he departed without farewell. 
 As the tension lifted, we resumed 
our travel. I laughed at what a strange in-
teraction that had been. Looking at it now, 
the only thing missing was that Seinfeld-
esque slap bass line as the scene from the 
city sitcom comes to a close. The city says 
Ķrelaxķ; I say ĶIĴm working on itļķ Thank 
you, city, for your sense of humor, strange 
and uncomfortable as it is, IĴm still laugh-
ing. Good one. 
 Experiences like the one I just 
narrated used to be dreadful. I attempted to 
avoid encroaching on the limits of my 
comfort zone with excruciating care. 
However, Philly was not about to let me 
off that easily. Playing on my ignorance and 
insecurities was something that city life has 
done with a passion. Every time I build my 
walls back up around me they are com-

pletely demolished with a wild abandon. 
You might think of a little boy and a tower-
ing structure of blocks. The bigger the build-
ing the more fun the little boy has destroying 
it. So was the relationship between my ex-
pectations and comforts and the city. After so 
many tries and so many failures one learns to 
adapt and embrace. I would not call my life 
in Philadelphia a harmonic existence by any 
means, but it is dynamic, exciting, and new. 
I am a part of the city just as it has become, 
very much, a part of me. 
 
 

Image via Doug Linstedt 
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A Plea From My Inner Tree -Hugging 

Hippie  

By: Chrissy Gelok  

 Living in Philadelphia can do some crazy things to you. 
After you get over the initial excitement of being in a new and 
bustling city, thereĴs a tendency to get overwhelmed. Maybe it is 
the first time you decide to take on the city alone, get off at the 
wrong subway stop and have a mini-panic-attack. Or perhaps you 
decided to go for a walk to clear your mind and be alone -  but 
wait, there is nowhere to be alone! Some of these aspects of city 
life can be overwhelming.  
 I frequently find myself missing the low-key lifestyle of 
home (and Grantham). I despair over the lack of (clean) leaf piles to 
jump in. I long for open grassy meadows to run barefoot in until it 
gets dark and our friendly firefly friends come out to play. I sup-
pose watching Lord of the Rings to admire the Shire in all its gran-
deur doesnĴt help. But I digress. I have no nature trails to walk, no 
stars to gaze at after dark, and no forest critters to delight in. 
Granted, there are squirrels here, but they appear to have lost their 
minds. My point is: there are precious parts of the rural lifestyle 
that you just donĴt get in Philly.  
 DonĴt get me wrong, Philadelphia is incredible and excit-

ing to live in. But I canĴt deny that my heart longs for nature, and 
when the day comes that I can be home again, my inner tree-
hugging hippie will emerge content and grateful. In the mean 
time, there are sights to see and experiences to soak up. I have only 
a short month left in this concrete jungle and I, for one, wonĴt 
waste it wishing I was somewhere else. On that note, I end this 
rant with a tiny love letter to nature: I miss you. DonĴt forget me 
while IĴm away. WeĴll be together again soon.  Youda best. 
With all the love in my city-dwelling heart,  
       Chrissy 
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From the Editor: Give Thanks  
By: Katie Taylor  

 If there is one thing that this city has taught me, it is that I 
am so completely blessed.  It is easy to get caught up in life and 
everything that we think we need; to adopt the mindset of entitle-
ment.  We fall victim to complaining about things like how our 
cafeteria food just is not good enough, 
or even how we have to wait in line to 
get it.  Around every corner in this city, 
however, is a reminder to me of just 
how thankful I need to be.   
 Rainy days in general are not 
my favorite, and I think it is safe to say 
that they are despised by many.   One 
day when I was walking back from the 
gym (which is about 4 blocks away), I 
was feeling sorry for myself that I had 
such a far walk back on a night that was 
trying its hardest to be miserable.  It was 
cold, damp, and windy; the kind of 
night where the only good thing about 
it is that it justifies curling up in bed 
with a hot drink and a book.  Just as I 
was reasoning with myself that it was okay to have a bad attitude 
on a night such as this, I rounded the corner to see a man curled up 
on a subway grate, attempting to sleep for the night near the only 
source of warmth available to him.   Talk about a reality check; 
here I was, so privileged in so many ways thinking that life was 
treating me badly.  This encounter completely changed my atti-
tude that night, and it, along with others, has stayed with me 
throughout this entire semester.  As I walked back that night, I was 
thankful to have those blocks to walk because I had a warm room 
to walk to; I was thankful that I was in work-out clothing that did 

not keep me warm because it meant that I had access to facilities 
that keep me healthy.   
The amount of suffering and poverty in the city can be over-
whelming; one is left wondering what on earth they can do to 
make any difference.  It is implausible to help each person that asks 
for money, especially considering that you have no control over 

how your money will be used.  This does 
not, however, mean that we are entirely 
helpless. 
 Being surrounded by people in 
need has the tendency to breed guilt; I 
question why I am so privileged, and if I 
should really utilize my privileges when so 
many around me are not afforded them.  
However, I must remind myself that there 
is a reason for where I am in life, and for 
why on earth God has chosen to bless me 
so much.  As Evan reflected on during 
Community Gathering the other week, to 
whom much is given, much is required.  It 
is a lot to swallow, and I am still working 
out what this means in my life. 
 This city is, if nothing else, an eye 

opening experience (though I would tend to argue that it is much 
beyond that as well).  In this season of Thanksgiving, I am so very 
reminded of how much I have been given in life.  When I am 
tempted to start complaining that I am cold while walking, or that 
my classes are too early, or that I have too much homework, I try 
to put things in perspective.  Yes, I may be cold, but I have a 
jacket, a warm place to go, and a functioning body to get me there.  
I may be tired, but I am receiving education.  I may have a lot of 
homework, but it is teaching me things.  And for this and so much 
more, I am grateful.   

Image via Google Images 
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Across: 
1/ PA and Philly border 
2/ Subway stop between Ellsworth-

Federal and Snyder 
3/ Source of clothespin, murals, game 

pieces, etc. 
4/ First ___ in the United States 
5/ _____ largest city in the U.S. 
6/ Philadelphia Museum of Art abbr. 
7/ PhillyĴs religious roots 
8/ Phillies nickname 
9/ No (to leaving Philly J) 
10/ Last name of 25 across character 
11/ Famous cracked ringer 
12/ Subway stop just south of Spring 

Garden 
13/ Nearby street 
14/ Subway stop just north of Fair-

mount 
15/ Order your cheese steak in English 

here 
16/ DonĴt want to go back to 

________ 
17/ Be an affectionate tourist here 

18/ ________ Terminal Market 
19/ Philly ĶyĴallķ 
20/ To be somewhere 
21/ Eastern _____ Penitentiary 
22/ Philly football team 
23/ Region nickname, ­­______ of 

Liberty 
24/ Come to MCPC, just __ __! 
25/ Immortalized the Philadelphia 
Museum of ArtĴs steps 

Down:  
   2/ Buy a lot of these to get around 

the city                                                                                                                                                                                            
3/ Elton John song about our city                                                                                                                                                                              
6/ PhilliesĴ mascot                                                                                                                                                                                 
8/ Philadelphia International Airport 
abbr.                                                                                                                                                                                   
18/ _____ for Life in Philadelphia 
next year 
26/ Subway 
27/ You can always take the _____ 

home 
28/ Not really across or down, like 

the sign 

29/ Traditional steak cheese 
30/ Largest urban park in U.S. 
31/ Unpronounceable river/highway 
32/ ItĴs shady, itĴs hipster, itĴs got 

Condom Kingdom 
33/ PA founder 
34/ Not rural 
35/ Eagles QB Kevin _____ 
36/ Between the nightlife and study-

ing, you might not get much of 
this 

37/ College here for short 
38/ Northern subways stop 
39/ Cheese steaks 
40/ West coast state and subway stop 
41/ Philly ______ fans 
42/ Parking violation 
43/ Come to ____! Abbr. 
44/ THE street around here 
45/ Subway system 
46/ Street layout 
47/ Phillies player Chase _____ 
48/ Our area of Philly 

Answers on Page 4 
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Letter From A Young Teacher  
By: Liz Arnold  
This week I thought I would change it up with a little student 
work that I love. Currently, the second graders are learning how to 
write letters. Lucky for me, all of those letters are addressed to me 

and I get to respond to each of them. As the week goes on I'll be 
receiving more letters that I'm sure I'll share with you. For now, I'll 
start you off with this one: Quanesha wrote me this dear letter and 
I am having a bit of a hard time de-coding it. Perhaps you can give 
it a shot?  

As the semester is quickly drawing to a close, I am reminded that 
I have to say my goodbyes to these kiddos soon. It is my hope 
that I can give them at least an ounce of what they have left with 
me. Something that is helping this transition for me is the com-

pletion of their scarves. In case you are wondering, we're up to 13 
scarves completed...10 to go! It is my prayer that these scarves will 
protect these joy- filled students not only from the cold, but 
through the ups and downs of where life takes them.  



Pictures, from top clockwise: 

Matt Hunter explains a mural to students 

Doug, Chris, and Katie Taylor paint a church door 

The exterior of Church of the Advocate 

All images via Liz Arnold 

"We, too, were sold into slavery" 
MCPC Immersion Weekend  
By: Annie Chase  
 

 The MCPC community recently welcomed campus pas-
tor Eldon Frey and Biblical and Religious Studies professor Matt 
Hunter as special contributors in our Immersion Weekend events. 
On November 5, as Messiah College students came to the end of 
another full week in Philadelphia, I made my way to the 2032 
chapel with an appetite that City View pizza would soon tame. As 
I collected my belongings, including a newly started crochet pro-
ject and delicious Trader JoeĴs snacks, I sat down with my col-
leagues for a special viewing of Invictus. This evening, Eldon in-
troduced the film starring Morgan Freeman as newly elected Presi-
dent Nelson Mandela. The film depicts President Mandela in his 
new position, working alongside the national rugby team to build 
reconciliation in South Africa, a country all too familiar with 
apartheid and its destructive capacity. 

 Students at 
MCPC prepared for 
this weekend by read-
ing a common text 
entitled Reconciling 
All Things: A Chris-
tian Vision for Justice, 
Peace, and Healing. 
In the book, authors 
Emmanuel Katongole 
and Chris Rice em-
phasize the impor-
tance of Christian 
leaders and those in-
volved in the recon-
ciliation process 
bridging societal gaps. 
These disparities are 
reinforced by the dis-
tance that we have 
the tendency to create 
in times of difference 
and conflict. Both 
Reconciling All 
Things as well as In-
victus encourage an 
encounter with dif-
ference and conflict 

that can only occur with the hope that Ķthe way things are is not 
the way they have to be.ķ For Mandela, he relied on the mastery 
of his own soul. For Christians, we acknowledge the gift of God 
choosing to bridge the gap created by our own sin and reconciling 
his children to himself through the sacrifice of Christ. 
 On Saturday, we rose for an early breakfast with Eldon 
and Matt and a day of service learning at the Church of the Advo-
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cate. A handful of students painted inside while others dutifully 
cleaned and dusted a staircase. Three other students and I were 
commissioned to paint the beautiful red doors in the courtyard. It 
was a cold day, but we were blessed to be working together, and 
Lebanese food for lunch was the perfect fulcrum of our day. 
 Personally, one of the most meaningful aspects of Immer-
sion Weekend was hearing the explanations of the murals found in 
the sanctuary of the Church of the Advocate. Matt Hunter, who 
recently completed his dissertation on this community art by 
Richard Watson and 
Walter Edmonds, led 
the interactive tour. 
The tour included 14 
murals, each linked to 
a passage of scripture 
and a comment on the 
African American ex-
perience (these were 
given to the artists as 
inspiration when Fa-
ther Paul Washington 
commissioned the 
works) as well as the 
artistĴs personal state-
ment. Students volun-
teered to read each 
passage before Matt 
explained the inten-
tions of the artist in 
each painting. As a 
whole, the works were 
completed between 
1973 and 1977 and 
brought the eyes of 
congregants and com-
munity members from 
the top of the grand 
nave and pristine 
stained glass images to a more culturally relevant understanding of 
the divine and the plight for liberation. 
 One of the most fascinating executions of the artists was 
the personification of white supremacy. Ephesians 6:12 reads, ĶFor 
our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, 
against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and 
against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms.ķ The art-
ists did not associate a recognizable face with the white suprema-
cists depicted in their pieces. Instead, a reoccurring demonic figure 
enhanced the understanding that the African American battle is not 
to be sourced to a specific person or group of people but to the 
mentalities and skewed frameworks of society that enslave our 
minds and souls. Matt encouraged us to identify what manipula-
tions and paradigms of society we have allowed to restrict our own 
freedom, freedom of thought, of character, of being. This personal 
connection aids in the process of ridding oneself of an unhealthy 
mindset of guilt and instead allows the modern citizen to resonate 
in some way with the freedom sojourn. 
 The weekend events concluded with student commen-
tary on the Church of the Advocate tour as well as discussion about 
our own experiences with prejudice. In small groups, we also 
identified some avenues of our own lives in which reconciliation 
should begin to take place. The weekend and its opportunities for 
conversation and reflection have been for me a source of personal 
freedom from the unnecessary trap of guilt as well as deeper under-
standing of and identification with the global liberation experience. 



What deems a photo worthy to be deleted? Perhaps an embarrassing facial expression, food spilling out of your 
mouth, or the ever classic "awkward angle". What makes a subject worthy of being painted? Does it have to be beau-
tiful or staged into the perfect composition? I paint to make the unworthy worthy. I feel if I can take these candid 
shots of everyday life and make people focus in on them for more than a second, they could see the beauty in the 
truth that is behind them. A photograph translates differently as a painting. You can take a horrible photograph, but if 
you paint that picture well, it is suddenly a Ķmarvelous paintingķ.  It is weird that when someone puts a lot of time 
into something, that something suddenly becomes more important than it was before. Completely upstaged pictures 
are the truest outlet to our memories, and I paint them to express the real beauty in that truth.  
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Politics  
By: Alejandro Garcia Davalos  

 Elections are meant to be the primary way in which the 
people of a nation voice their preferences and take part in the po-
litical decision-making process. Countries see elections as very 
important times because they can be turning points, and the 
United States is no exception. This month, the entire House of 
Representatives and some senatorial seats were up for elections. As 
a politics major from a different country, it was very interesting to 
live through this period of time in a city like Philadelphia.  
 The first things that stuck out to me were the campaigns 
by the two senatorial candidates. In Bolivia, I had always com-
plained about what I call Ķnegative campaigning,ķ which is when a 
campaign is based on talking negatively about whoever is running 
against you instead of focusing on the positive aspects of your own 
policy.  
 I was very surprised to see the same thing happen here. I 
had always thought of the United States as a knowledgeable, pro-
gressive country where candidates for public office would have to 
actually discuss their own ideas in order to gain votes. I recognize 
that candidates do, in some form or another, address their own 
policies, yet three out of every four advertisements I saw focused 
on why you should not vote for Candidate X.  
 To make things worse, I found that people defend their 
voting decisions in the same way. I heard too many political sci-
ence students say, ĶIĴm going to vote for Joe Sestak (the Democrat 
candidate) because if Pat Toomey (the Republican candidate) wins 
he is going to cut Medicare.ķ  There is some merit in knowing 
why you should not vote for a certain candidate but this should be 
accompanied by a strong understanding of the strengths of the can-

didate you have selected.  
 Despite how surprised I was by the campaigns I was even 
more surprised by the somewhat complacent atmosphere that ex-
isted around the time of elections, especially since I felt this attitude 
was particularly strong among Temple students.  
 In Bolivia, the days leading up to an election are like the 
days leading up to a very anticipated movie premier. Everyone is 
excited and everyone is talking about it. People in the streets are 
holding open conversations about different policies and everyone 
knows who is running for what office. I saw Joe Sestak on campus 
as I walked down Liacouras Walk and by the time I got onto Nor-
ris I had been asked Ķwho is that man?ķ three times.  
 Also, I was surprised to find that Election Day was just 
another normal day. This might not seem strange to most of you, 
but in most other countries, everything stops on Election Day. In 
Bolivia all the shops are closed and no one works that day; Election 
Day is all about the elections that are being held and nothing inter-
feres with them.  
 I do not intend to say that Americans are horrible people 
and that Bolivians are better because they are more politically in-
volved. Bolivians, and every other person in the world, have many 
faults and have a lot to learn from the United States. What I am 
trying to say is that it looks to me like the United States is losing an 
integral part of its political system, the voter.  
 Political involvement has decreased dramatically since the 
time the nation was founded and Madison and Hamilton came out 
with the Federalist Papers. The United States political system was 
designed in order to give the voter ı you ı a voice, but too many 
people seem too willing to give up this right. As university students 
we are meant to be using this time to prepare ourselves for the 
future so maybe itĴs time we take that beyond the classroom and 
start to get involved.   
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University of Pennsylvania Mu-

seum of Archaeology and Anthro-

pology  
By: Katie Santa Ana  

 One of the perks of taking art history classes at Temple 
University is the multitude of art related fieldtrips you are re-
quired to take. For instance, I am taking four art history classes 
and by the end of the semester, I will have participated in no less 
than five field trips. Although several of these forays into the art 
world have taken me to New York City, my most recent trip 
was right here in Philadelphia, at the University Of Pennsylvania 
Museum Of Archaeology and Anthropology (usually referred to 
as just University Museum or Penn Museum.) 
 As you might have noticed, this is actually a museum of 
archaeology and anthropology, rather than just straight Ķart.ķ  
This was especially interesting for me as someone interested in 

museum studies, since there is a real significance in how the ob-
jects, many of which might be almost exactly the same as within 
the Metropolitan Museum of Art, are presented so differently. 
Museums like the University Museum take a much more educa-
tional approach than the average art museum. Their exhibits are 
loaded with background information and historyĲincluding the 
modern excavation of the objectĲalong with many multimedia 
teaching tools. This came as somewhat of a surprise to me, since 
IĴm used to the stereotypical Ķwhite cubeķ of an art space where 
the extent of background information included is a small caption 
or discrete wall text. In contrast, the University Museum has an 
exhibit currently on display entitled ĶFang! The Killing Tooth.ķ 
Within the exhibition space, youĴll find not only objects relating 
to the subject, but video and texts delving deep into vampire 
mythology. I could not help but smile when I saw the sign for 
this exhibit; even museums these days are joining the current 

vampire craze. 
 Part of my trip to this museum took me to a place the 
public does not often enter, the museumĴs archives. As my class 
entered the circular room lined with two levels of carefully la-
beled boxes of papers and photographs containing the history of 
the museums collecting process, I heard one of my classmates 
whisper ĶItĴs like Harry Potter!ķ With the roomĴs early 20th cen-
tury style, the 
wrought iron 
balcony on the 
second level, 
piles of yellow-
ing paper and an 
old typewriter 
peeking out 
from a top shelf, the room very much evoked a movie set. One 
of the archivists had carefully laid out papers and photographs on 

an enormous table lit by old style reading lamps. 
This archivist had a sense of humor; he thought-
fully drew our attention to a photograph of a 
gloved, lady- like woman placing her hand awk-
wardly near the butt of a classic looking nude 
statue. This same archivist came in on his day off to 
talk to my class about his beloved archives. He also 
had simple, yet classic style. Needless to say, this 
man quickly became my archiving hero. I can only 
hope to one day be as fabulous as him. 
 Wandering around this museum, both in 
front of and behind the scenes, I cannot help but 
be affirmed in my choice to be an art history ma-
jor. I love the objects within institutions like this 
and all the quirky, over-educated people that make 
up these places. The building itself is fantastic, with 

its brick walls, 
fountain courtyard 
and walled garden 
with reflecting 
pool. The head 
archivist of Penn 
Museum has 
worked here for 
twenty years and 
after exploring his 
workspace for the 
day, I can hardly 
blame him. 

All images via Google Images 
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Valerie, Katie S., and Alejandro work hard to cook for Thanksgiv-
ing dinner 

Via Liz Arnold 

Annie and Maria inspired by a statue in Rittenhouse Square 
Via Katie Taylor 
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MCPCôs Chris Vasaturo and Messiah friends 
Katie Blosenski, Joanna Larson, Amy Dun-
can, and Erin Horst after they participated in 
the Philadelphia Half Marathon 

Via Katie Taylor 

Liz, Maria, and Katie Taylor at Thanksgiving Dinner  

Adrian, Lauren, and Liz after Thanksgiving Dinner 

Laura at Thanksgiving Dinner 


