
(Little) Letter(s) from the Editor  
By: Katie Taylor  
Dear Philadelphia, 
 It is official: youĴve won over my heart.  This is an amazing feat, you 
see, as I love trees and stars and silence and fields and winding country back 
roads.  But this semester, I have discovered that I also love being surrounded by 
people, lights, constant noise, and the proximity of everything.  Thank you for 
treating me so kindly, and for welcoming me in with open arms.  I truly feel 
like one of your own now, which makes leaving that much harder.  IĴll be 
back. Pinky promise. 
Dear SEPTA, 
 Thanks for being so convenient.  IĴm going to miss you when IĴm 
back at Grantham and stuck in traffic on Route 15.  I love the diversity that I 
can experience through youĲall different walks of life meet at one point with 
one common goal; destination.   
Dear sidewalks, 
 Thanks for leading everywhere.  Your possibilities are truly endless. 
Dear litter,  
 I wonĴt miss you.       
Dear Reading Terminal Market,  
 Thanks for aiding my addiction to in-season orchard apples.   
Dear Rittenhouse Square, 
 You are, to me, the epitome of city life.  It seems that every walk of 
life collides within your boundaries; there are the homeless and the elite that 
live in Center City, young couples on the lawn and old couples on the 
benches,  school children and university students walking home, musicians and 
hipsters riding their fixies, people dancing on the lawn while others play with 
their children and dogs.  And then, there is me.  And somehow, it all fits to-
gether beautifully. 
Dear Philadelphians, 
 People say that Philadelphia is not the City of Brotherly Love. And I 
say that they are simply wrong.  I have never encountered more friendly people 
in one place.  I love it when people on the street talk to me, even though it is 
only a simple Ķhiķ or Ķhow you doinĴ?ķ  You all are so vibrantļso alive. 
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A Poem  
By: Maria Toews  

My time here 
consisted of: 
 
people watching 
climbing stairs 
flashing cards 
unlocking doors 
dropping tokens 
thinking. 
 
talking to Marcell who fills the ketchups 
speaking Russian 
saying without thinking 
homemade songs, Trader Joe's desserts 
balsamic vinegar 
the luxury of all luxuries ı  
our own bathroom. 
 
The ĶCķ Bus 11th and Nedro to 8th and Cayuga in 
Hunting Park 
the 9th floor of Gladfelter Hall 
filling my water bottle over-achieving water foun-
tains 
Modern Family, leftover cookies in the 'caf' 
cereal, oatmeal, and bananas 
being a local 
running to the gym 
Circle of Thrift 
 
l o o o n n n g g  walks 
being in the presence of scarf makers 
listening to f * * *ing conversation from the streets 
shutting down Green Peace, charitable fraternities, 
and the guy who ushers in the end of the world 
from the Bell Tower 
Free gum, free R*d B*ll, free water bottles and con-
certs 
trying to fit in 
trying to blend in 
trying to stand apart. 

My City by: Katie Taylor  

Maria Via Katie Taylor 
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Who Wouldça Thought? 

By: Chris Vasaturo  

 Unlike most of us here for this semester, I did not choose 
to come here; I had to for my major. As a result of this, my original 
outlook on the experience I 
would have in the city during 
this semester was a negative 
one because I went to Temple 
freshman year and knew I 
didnĴt like it. I am writing this 
now to report that all of that 
has since changed. 
 My experience this 
semester was completely dif-
ferent and I enjoyed so much 
of it. However, while the 
experience was different I was 
still having a hard time com-
ing to terms with the city it-
self. Sure, itĴs good for shop-
ping and thereĴs a lot to do 
within a short distance, but 
there were still things I could-
nĴt get past. I donĴt like how 
dirty it is, and it is hard having your faith tested every day you walk 
out onto the street.  I hate having to turn down homeless people 
because I donĴt know how they will use the money. During the 
semester all of this has slowly been getting better but these things 
were never completely resolved. 
 However, on November 21st, all of this changed. I ran 
my first Philadelphia half marathon on November 21st, and during 

that race my eyes were truly opened to what I had been missing 
all semester. I was able to experience the beauty of the city in all 
its varieties and the amazing people that inhabit it during the two 
hour race. I canĴt explain how awesome it was to have my 
friends and family out to support me, yet it is even harder to 

explain how amazing it 
was to see thousands of 
other people out as well 
to help the runners 
along. I saw a commu-
nity I had never seen 
before as complete 
strangers called out my 
name in encouragement, 
offered me water and 
energy snacks, and set 
up skits and played mu-
sic for inspiration. Since 
that day in November, 
which now seems like 
forever ago, my feelings 
about the city have been 
changed and are staying 
that way. As our time 
here is nearing its end, 
what I thought would 

never happen has happened, the city that I at one point could 
not wait to leave has now forced me to the realization that I will, 
despite how much I donĴt like to admit it, miss all that it has to 
offer. 

{Broad Street Journal 2} 

Greetings friends, 
 What a JOY it has been to spend time "dancinĴ in the city" together this semester.  Your energy, tender and inquisitive atti-
tudes, and willingness to ask good questions have been such a gift to us ALL this semester.  May our appreciation for all you contrib-
uted while you were here at MCPC this semester be vibrantly evident to you. 
 As we walked through the decision to begin our journey away from MCPC, God has used you to encourage us, make us 
celebrate all that Yahweh has brought across our path here in Philly, and enable us to step out in faith for the next chapters of our 
sojourn.  Thank you! 
 As this semester comes to a close, please make sure you spend time centered and focused on and quiet before The Al-
mighty.  Quietly think through with Him what you anticipate in each day, before you march into it!  This may enable you to handle 
the unexpected events and circumstances with an extra measure of grace and perspective and joy. 
 We love and appreciate you! 
 Shalom 
  Dr. P & Debi 
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Philadelphia Marathon Via Katie Taylor 



{Broad Street Journal 3} 

Top 11 Philly Moments  

(Because Top 10çs are overrated) 

By: Jean Zipagan  

1. Dressing up as "V" from "V for Vendetta" and having random strang-
ers ask to have a picture taken with me during Halloween (Of course, I 
said yes. Also, the girl taking the picture was convinced I was a guy 
until I opened my mouth.) 
2. Eating at an amazing Indian buffet. Twice... for free.  
3. Seeing a public pay phone just start ringingļtwice. I ignored it the 
first time and forced a friend to pick it up the second time. (No one was 
on the other end, in case you were wondering.)  
4. Watching a police car chase involving a Temple police officer on a 
Segway, an unmarked police car, and two other police cars popping 
out of nowhere a few seconds later. This was all happening as I was 
crossing the streetĲno big deal. 
5. Being 15 minutes late to class. Why, you ask? Because I decided to 
go to a thrift store in between classes instead of being studious. 
6a. Riding a long board around Temple's campus 
6b. Riding a long board to class 
6c. Nearly face-planting while long boarding 
7. Learning the "flick" in Frisbee and getting to play in two tourna-
ments, two weeks back to back.  
8. Signing up for a ĶText Messaging Researching Studyķ and getting 
paid $50.00 to answer a couple questions and get an MRI done. 
9. Going to a Piano Smashing event to de-stress before Finals.  
10. Seeing two guys on horses casually riding down Broad Street on a 
Tuesday night. 
11. Getting emotional while handing out Mylar blankets to runners 
finishing the Philadelphia Marathon. (I also got a free shirt for volun-
teering. That was nice.) 
 Thank you MCPC, Temple, and all of Philly for these memo-
ries. IĴve learned a lot; IĴve grown a lot. I honestly donĴt think IĴve ever 
smiled more in a three month time span than I have during my time 
here. But alas, it is time to say farewell. I donĴt speak French and Philly 
isnĴt much of a French-speaking area, but whatever: ĶAu Revoir, 
Philly.ķ  
(If you want more random Philly blurbs, come find me in person. 
Good luck on stalking me.)  
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Reflection  
By: Laura Barberides 
Some things IĴve done in Philly: 
 
 drank too much coffee 
 spent too much time on Facebook 
 fallen in love with a million different people 
 procrastinated too much 
 walked an insane amount 
 spent too much money 
 But IĴve also learned. 
 
 IĴve learned that my experience here isnĴt geo-
graphical. It isnĴt dependent so much on my locationĲitĴs 
personal, itĴs relational. My semester here has been made rich 
not just by the buildings that surround me, by the persistent 
rush of traffic I can hear from my bed, and by the sirens that 
have greeted me every morning (and afternoon, and night), 
but  it  is  what  it  is because of the peopleĲthe people who 
I have grown accustomed to. The ones who I expected to 
see every morning when I was getting that first of many cups 
of coffee. The people who talked to me on the street. The 
people who I learned that it was okay to smile at while I was 
biking to class or walking back from Alliance for Progress. 
The (little) people at Alliance for Progress. The people who I 
knew, the people who I met. The old friends who I hadnĴt 
seen in a while and the friends who I see too much 
(roommates you know who you are). The people who have 
helped contribute to this family that we have found in each 
other at MCPC. And most importantly the One who has 
orchestrated all of this so perfectly. Every conversation, every 
good laugh, every smile, every hug. God has blessed me so 
richly while IĴve been hereĲthe growing that he has done in 
me and the growth that IĴve seen Him doing in others. The 
growth of each one of these relationshipsĲnew or old, brief 
or long lasting. 
IĴve done a lot of things while IĴve been here. 
 
But one thing that I havenĴt done, not even once, not even 
for a second, was regret my decision to come here. 
 
And one thing I have done is miss all of this before itĴs even 
over. 

Laura in the City 

Via Sarah Hawkins 



{Broad Street Journal 4} 

My favorite place in Philly  

By: Jen Reed  

 From the massive student body on TempleĴs campus to the 
runners in the Philly marathon, to the MCPC students who ride 
bikes everywhere to the subway cars that hurtle loudly through the 
tunnels just below Broad Street, in the city everything and everyone 
is always moving. My favorite destination in Philly embodies this 
classic concept of perpetual movement which nothing but a city can 
offer: 30th Street Train Station. 
 My relationship with 30th St. Station began during orienta-
tion weekend where we had to make a brief stop at the location 
during a scavenger hunt.  Though first intimidated by the hustle and 
bustle of commuters and the magnitude of the building, over the 
next few weeks I became much more familiar with the station 
through various trips on Megabus, which arrives and departs just 
across the street. On these occasions I would arrive early to the train 
station just to purchase a raspberry and sweet cheese croissant from 
the bakery inside the station. I would then sit outside the bakery 
with a book, and enjoy the busy atmosphere and observe all the 
passengers moving about, especially the professional commuters 
who looked so nonchalant with their black rolling suitcases. 
 In my experience with 30th St. Station, IĴve learned to ap-
preciate the ability to find calm amidst the often cacophonous 
movement of the city. Once, beneath the large clock that hangs 
high on the wall of the station, I saw a man completely barefoot and 

doing yoga, and I thought maybe that is what this experience in 
Philly has all been about for me: finding an inner peace in places 
one wouldnĴt expect. 
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{Broad Street Journal 5} 

Letter From a Young Teacher  

By: Liz Arnold  

 As the semester is drawing to a close, it is hard to articulate how amazing my time with the second graders at 
Duckrey has been. I feel blessed to have such a wonderful opportunity and experience thanks to Duckrey, Miss S, and 
each student in room 124. God is working in some marvelous ways in that classroom, and I am thankful that I got to see it 
firsthand. By the time you read this, all of the scarves should be complete to give to the kids. Thank you for helping me to 
give them a gift that cannot compare to the gift I have received from them. I leave you with this touching, hilarious, and 
cute letter from Arnold: 


