
 

with gloom in their eyes. 

 I am not an occupier 
(except for that one time when I had 
to create a costume thirty minutes 
before a Halloween party). The 
problem that I have seen with this 
movement is that the protesters have 
so many demands and so few realis-
tic solutions. The movement seems 
to be more complaining about lifeõs 
unfairness than providing a solution 
for the government to change. And 
while these protesters are out there, 
they are wasting so much time that 
could be spent studying for a degree 
or working hard at a job. And for 
those who donõt have jobs, they 
could be out there looking for one 
or thinking of tangible things to pro-
test in a more orderly and effective 
way.  

 If you live in Philadelphia, you 
hear about the Occupy Philly movement 
on an almost daily basis. Even outside 
major cities like Philly, this movement 
has spread like wildfire all over the coun-
try.  Now over two months into the pro-
test, this movement is going strong in 
almost every major U.S. city. 

 This may finally start to change. 
Although it has taken a lot of police 
work, Occupy Wall Street is now in the 
process of shutting down. And here in 
Philly, the Occupy movement may be 
ending soon as well. 

 On the grounds of City Hall, a 
$50 million renovation is set to take 
place on Dillworth Plaza. Yet directly in 
its way stand the determined Occupy 
Philly protesters with all their tents and 
colorful signs. Mayor Nutter has now 

threatened the occupiers with eviction so 
the construction can begin. 

 Itõs just another development this 
month that has seen the Occupy Philly 
movement go from bad to worse. Just last 
week, an allegation came forth that a wom-
an was raped inside one of the Occupy 
tents. Between this rape and the growing 
tensions on City Hall, it seems as though 
Occupy Philly is becoming more and more 
of a safety hazard. 

 Last Tuesday, I took the oppor-
tunity to walk through the Occupy Philly 
tents. I went in the afternoon, after I had 
gone to City Hall to look up a case for my 
investigative reporting class. 

 Most of what I saw as I walked 
through the site were dirty tents and signs 
lying on the ground. Many of the protesters 
were not outside at the time. It seemed 
more like a homeless encampment with 
terrible smells and poorly dressed people 
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SPIRITUAL  POVERTY   Iõve heard many things on the 
way to my internship as I walk down 
Broad Street and head towards Girard. 
Every Friday this semester Iõve found 
my way to the Fishtown area of Phila-
delphia to work for a free local newspa-
per.    

 The catcalls I get are obnox-
ious, but every woman living in Phila-
delphia finds a way to tune them out 
eventually.   

 I wait for the trolley or bus 
(whichever decides to show up first) on 
Girard Street. I see the same man every 
morning who repeats òloosey, loosey, 
looseyó while selling single cigarettes to 

those waiting for transportation and 
in need of a nicotine fix.  
 Every conversation Iõve had with a 
person on the way to my internship 
this semester usually starts with, 
òHow long have you been waiting for 
the bus?ó or, òWhy does this 
(expletive) trolley take so long?ó 
  Meaningful conversations? 
At face value it wouldnõt seem like it. 
but looking at the combined conver-
sations Iõve had with strangers over 
these past months has changed my 
viewpoint significantly.  
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 Right now my stomach is full to 
the brim, happy and content. Tonight 
was The MCPC Family Thanksgiving 
Potluck Dinner, and letõs just say I pot-
lucked myself out. Starting with Jeffõs 
homemade mashed potatoes and ending 
with Nicoleõs chocolate chip cookie 
dough truffles, I ate more than any kind 
of classy person should eat in a lifetime, 
let alone one sitting. The food kept piling 
on the serving table as everyone contrib-
uted to the building mass of delicious 
dinner, and that warm and fuzzy holiday 
feeling was slowly rising, in me for sure, 
if not for everyone else in the house. 
Tonight was a cozy and deeply comforta-
ble night, and thatõs not just the trypto-
phan talking.    

 PSAB co-chairs Christian and 
Sofia did a great job at keeping the night 
completely low-key, friendly and oh so 
Thanksgiving-y. With A Charlie Brown 
Thanksgiving playing in the background on 

mute, and the perfect jazz music serenad-
ing us at just the right volume, this din-
ner was bound for great success. It felt 
like a real Thanksgiving with family. And 
okay, I realize how cliche it is when peo-
ple refer to MCPC as a family, but itõs so 
true - and that, my friends, is what I am 
thankful for this year.  

 These people that I came here 
knowing almost nothing about, who I 
never would have gotten to know on 
main campus, are now those who I re-
gard as my closest friends,  

heaven,ó this idea began to intrigue 
me. What would abandoning all hope 
besides God look like?  
  I began to embrace a harsh 
reality, which is this: That those who 
are financially unstable, homeless, 
and broken are often in a better place 
to hear from God than I am. Some-
times the only time we hear from 
God is when we are in a state of spir-
itual poverty. 
  As college students, we of-
ten try to define ourselves, plan our 
futures, and defend our actions. 
Could it be that the one thing we 
need to do is humble ourselves before 
an omnipotent God and surrender 
our will? 
  Philippians 3: 7-9 says, òBut 
whatever were gains to me I now 
consider loss for the sake of Christ.  

  One instance of observation 
on the trolley didnõt even come from a 
direct conversation but rather from 
listening to an older woman who was 
wearing ragged and dirty clothes. She 
spoke to a young woman with a child 
on her lap and said, òYou just gotta 
have faith and hold on,ó she repeated 
this statement over and over.  
  To bystanders she might have 
seemed crazy to keep repeating this 
phrase, but I simply smiled, knowing 
deep down that she couldnõt have been 
more right.  
  A couple weeks ago at Epiph-
any Fellowship we spoke about the 
term òpoor in spiritó which means total 
inability to rely on oneself. Ever since I 
heard the verse, òBlessed are the poor 
in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of 
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Thanksgiving dinner, photo by Meg Hoover 

By Emma Huntington 

and, yes, maybe even family. I can 
walk around the house in my pajamas 
and feel completely comfortable. We 
fight over who gets to control the re-
mote, (TLC forever!) and we cry to-
gether when we run out of Lucky 
Charms. We spend all our waking (and 
sleeping) moments together, and still 
we love each other.  

 Even though we donõt all have 
everything in common, we have all 
gone through these uniquely Philly 
experiences together, and thatõs 
enough. In the least corny way possi-
ble, I am boldly declaring that I am 
thankful for and love all my family 
here. And I never want to leave! 

     
   
 This Is Just to Say:  

This is just to say, I have eaten the 
Thanksgiving food that was in the caf, 
and which you were probably saving 
for leftovers. Forgive me, they were 
delicious, so sweet and so filling. 

What is more, I consider everything a loss 
because of the surpassing worth of know-
ing Christ Jesus my Lord, for whose sake I 
have lost all things. I consider them gar-
bage, that I may gain Christ  and be found 
in him, not having a righteousness of my 
own that comes from the law, but that 
which is through faith in Christñthe 
righteousness that comes from God on the 
basis of faith.ó 

From left: Anne Fosnocht, Abigail Saunders, Brandi 
Holladay, Nicole Amper and Cjloe Vinoya, photo 
courtesy of Anne Fosnocht. 



 One of the most anticipated concerts of the year made 
its way to Philadelphia on Thursday, November 10. The Foo 
Fighters played for a sold-out Wells Fargo Center in one of the 
biggest shows played all year.     
 Lead singer Dave Grohl showed unmatched energy 
from the opening song to the very last song. The band played 
classics like òMy Hero,ó òLearn to Fly,ó and òThe Pretender,ó 
along with songs off their new album Wasting Light like òThese 
Daysó and òWalk.ó      
 The Grammy award winning band finished the main set 
with òAll My Life,ó followed by a six song encore that was par-
tially done acoustic with songs like òWheels,ó òBest of You,ó and 
òTimes Like These.ó Also in the encore, the Foo Fighters covered 
a Tom Petty song called òBreakdownó before closing out the 
show with their big hit òEverlong.ó     
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During the show, Grohl promised that they 
would play a concert at the Electric Factory located at 
22nd and Arch Streets, a venue that they have played a 
number of times in the past.   
 This was the Foo Fightersõ 72nd  show on the 
tour, which has stretched across the United States, Eu-
rope, Australia, and will eventually make its way to 
South America.     
 Grohl, a former member of 90õs alternative 
rock band Nirvana, started the Foo Fighters in 1994 just 
months after the death of Kurt Cobain. They have con-
tinued on strong for the past 16 plus years and have made 
timeless hits like the ones previously mentioned. 
 The band exhibited in the concert why they 
have had such longevity. They continue to give their fans 
what they want, and are still able to usher in new fans 
with new material.  

 The harsh reality is that the protestors are not really 
accomplishing anything. People are tuning out the occupiersõ 
message as the Occupy news gets older and older. No changes 
are happening. Oh, and those rich 1% people? They live in 
houses with working heat and have cushy jobs; their inconven-
ience seems very minimal when compared to what the occupi-
ers will face when winter starts. 

 I agree with the Occupy movement that there is a lot 
of economic and social inequality in our country. But I disagree 

that protesting in this fashion is the way to go about trying 
to generate change. 

 Instead, the Occupy movement needs to create 
more sustained and tangible arguments. Yes, the system is 
unfair, but complaining without bringing up any possible 
solutions will accomplish nothing.  And if there is one 
thing these past few months have shown us, itõs that this 
change will not be coming with the Occupy movement. 
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PHOTOS  

Above: Boaz Chung, Chris Samaniego and Allen Birol at a Kno Clothing 
party on November 19, celebrating the companyõs one year anniversary 
(knoclothing.com). Photo by Anne Fosnocht. Right, Ashley Jones at 
MCPCõs Thanksgiving dinner, fresh from running the Philadelphia Mar-
athon. Photo by Emma Huntington. 



Sunday, 9:25 am 
I crossed the finish line 
At the same time as 
The marathon winner. 
 
Sunday, 9:26 am 
I know I didnõt win, 
But I like to believe that 
They cheered for me too. 
 
Sunday 9:27 am 
Medal, space blanket 
Water, granola bar, friends. 
Big hugs, we made it 

Saturday 
It was nerve-racking 
Too much last minute planning 
Need peace and quiet. 
 
Sunday, 5:45 am 
I canõt believe I 
Was too wired to sleep for 
The last two hours. 
 
Sunday, 6:55 am 
Weõre gonna be late 
Lines are long. We still have to 
Go to the bathroom. 
 
Sunday, 7:15 am 
My home team woke up 
Early enough to see me 
At the starting line. 
 
Sunday, 8:25 am 
Signs 
òOccupy 26.2ó 
òChafe now, brag lateró 
òYou got this.ó 
 
Sunday, 8:40 am 
My butt might fall off 
If this hill doesnõt end right 
Now ...(pause for 5 minutes)... and now é 
(pause for 5 minutes)... and now. 
 
Sunday, 9:00 am 
Grateful for down hills 
Though with every step I pound 
My ankles pound more. 
 
Sunday, 9:20 am 
Where the heck is this 
Finish line?! People keep yelling 
That Iõm almost. 
 
Done, so it doesnõt 
Seem fair that Iõm still running. 
Stop the trickery! 
 
 
 
 

T HE  2011 PHILADELPHIA  H ALF  M ARATHON  

FIRE ALARMS 

This house likes to cook 

Though we do not always think 

To open windows. 

 

THANKSGIVING DINNER 

So many blessings 

There are too many to count 

Thanks for all the food. 

 

KNO CLOTHING 

They have spent a year 

Making a real difference 

In so many lives. 

By Cjloe Vinoya 

H AIKUS  BY  CHRIS  

By Christopher Samaniego 

PHILLY MARATHON 

It takes months to train 

And weeks to heal from the pain 

But it is worth it. 

 

NOVEMBER 

How fast time has flown 

Since we began in August 

Now spring approaches. 

 

BROAD STREET 

Always so busy 

So full of life and of noise 

Dull moments? Never. 

Cjloe, right, with Emma Huntington. Cjloe ran the 
Philadelphia half Marathon on Sunday and finished 
within her goal time. Photo by Emma Huntington. 

Chris coloring 
with Eva Gladwin 
before Thanksgiv-
ing dinner. Photo 
by Emma Hun-
tington. 



 There once was a room with three wise men. This 
room was on the corner of Broad and Diamond. In this 
room the creative juices never ceased. No other could meas-
ure up to that of their God-given intellect and humor. Until 
that fateful dayé It was a Tuesday and there was an air of 
gloom and uncertainty. Gloom that came from the darkness 
of the basement. Where Cody dared not go for fear 
of...  Fear of the unknown is often thought of as the greatest 
fear of all. This fear would escape as fellow wise men, Matt 
and Allen would accompany him, Allen with nun chucks in 
hand, Matt with fire torch. They would begin to consume 
peaches and speak with Italian accents as they drove their 
chariots through the rainbow-laden skies. The fateful night 
began with Cody starting his laundry at 1:00 a.m. Allen 
brought perfectly sliced apples and oranges. It was all well 
and good until an employee of Eastern State Penitentiary 
came into the laundry room and hid behind the drying ma-
chine just waiting for that perfect moment. The mood was 
ominous with the light flickering outside the laundry room. 
It was almost paranormal, but lucky for Matt as he was im-
patiently trying to find the TV remote in the cave. In the 
cable cave all of the carnivorous bats proceeded to eat him 
alive. Allen and Cody ran screaming from the basement after 
having lost their fearless leader to the carnivorous bats 
where Allen was able to save Matt's life using his genius 
medical knowledge. Matt was forever grateful. Unfortunate-
ly, there was something even worse than the carnivorous 
bats lurking in the chapel, just waiting for unsuspecting vic-
tims. As they were setting up the controls, the most unbe-
lievable thing happened. This thing was the most interesting, 
new, and different thing that has ever occurred in the 
world... ever. It was even more interesting because the 
three wise men were so relaxed; they were even eating 
granola bars and sunflower seeds. Steph came in and said a 
phrase that made sunflower seeds fly out of their 
mouths. She asked politely if we would stop playing Mari-
okart and watch SPORTS with her. To try to identify if 
Steph was being serious or simply whimsy, Allen asked her 
which sport she wanted to watch.  She thought and ex-
claimed, "How about Hockeyball?" She then asked if we 
would write for the Broad Street Journal. We all agreed to 
write for the Broad Street Journal for the rest of our lives if 
she found one single solitary game of Hockeyball to 
watch. As she thought about it, a noise came from the bath-
room at the front of the chapel. Immediately everyone began 
to wonder how Cody could pinpoint a noise that well, until 
we realized that he has ultrasonic hearing. And then the 
most unbelievable  thing happened. It's not even worth say-
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By Allen Birol, Matt Hess, and Cody Powis 

believe it. I know that I don't believe it. Steph grabbed the re-
mote and immediately turned on a Hockeyball game between 
Real Messiah and the Owls. Matt, Cody and Allen got up that 
instant to get their laptops to start typing, but forgot about the 
sound in the bathroom, which was a high pitched squeal. Steph 
immediately started screaming and running around in circles. 
Allen tried to protect her with his nun chucks, but could not. 
We all ran into the Wendy's and Cody was kind enough to buy 
Matt a frosty. Matt was exhausted after sprinting the entire way 
to Wendy's and needed to catch his breath for three hours. Eve-
ryone sat at a table to rest when the front door opened and they 
heard a voice say, "Rrooaarrr Dinosaurrr!" Paul Wall walked in 
and began stroking Matt's back repeating "Rrooaarrr Dino-
saurrr!" for all eternity. Cody was watching the situation with a 
look of utter confusion on his face. After what felt like an eter-
nity, Cody noticed how Paul had been looking at Allen with a 
hungry look on his face, drooling into Matt's frosty. Then we 
realized that a zombie apocalypse had started and Paul was the 
first zombie. Fortunately we had prepared by watching I Am 
Legend, The Book of Eli, and all of the Resident Evils the previ-
ous weekend. No one noticed that Allen fell asleep during these 
viewings, however.  Except that when Cody noticed Allen was 
asleep, Paul bit Cody on the arm, and shortly afterward he be-
came a zombie as well. And then Matt awoke from his dream 
and there actually wasn't a zombie apocalypse at all, he had just 
passed out from running to Wendy's. What Matt couldn't have 
dreamed came soon after. He realized that he was in a dream 
within a dream and he was actually on a desert isle in the middle 
of the pacific. In his dream, his best buddies happened to be 
with him: Cody, Allen, and Sofia. Cody didn't understand how 
he got from Wendy's into Matt's stupid dream, because all he 
wanted was a frosty and Matt's dream had none. THE ENDé 
we think.  

Allen, Matt and Cody created this short fictional story by taking turns writ-
ing one line at a time, using Facebook chat. 

Clockwise from top left: 
Matt, Cody, and Allen.  
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The Broad Street Journal is 
a bi-weekly publication. 
Like what youõve read? 
Come be a part of it! Email 
Stephanie Wilson at 
sw1285@messiah.edu  to 
get involved. Thanks for 
reading! 

MCPC enjoyed a potluck  Thanksgiving dinner this past Sunday night. The 
spread included typical holiday fare, but also included more unique creations, 
such as cranberry applesauce and chocolate chip cookie dough truffles. All pho-
tos courtesy of Emma Huntington. 


