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by Deborah-Ruth Ferber

Where are you going? Emo-
tionally, physically, spiritually, 
metaphorically? Are you go-
ing to the cafeteria? The Kat? 
Your next class? Are you going 
to eat? Sleep? Are you going 
to be late? Angry? Tired? Joy-
ful? Are you going nowhere? 
Are you going somewhere 
else; anywhere but here? Up? 
Down? East? West? Are you 
going to heaven or hell? Do 
you know where you’re going? 
Does anybody?

Well for now please go on to 
the next page, read and enjoy.

           ~ Mark Fisk

The title “Going Places” was 
initially an elaborate attempt 
at me asking you out on a date.  
But then, some students took 
the theme and really went with 
it! Now I work a lot and don’t 
have time for a relationship.  
Oh come on, don’t be like that! 
Its just bad timing is all!

          ~Peter Adourian
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After a couple of years of nice, professional, career-
advancing summer jobs, I fi nally broke the Shack-

les of the Resume and fl ed to the Wild West. Serious. It was 
something I’d dreamed of doing for years, and at last, in 2009, I 
decided to risk plunging “waitress” in amongst the “research as-
sistant” categories of my CV. That was how I ended up at Latigo 
(www.latigotrails.com), a guest ranch nestled high up and away 
in the Rocky Mountains of Colorado. And I mean high and away. 
The nearest Walmart was an hour’s drive from us. The nearest 
grocery store was thirty minutes’ drive.

I lived in a barn. Early mornings would fi nd me jogging 
beside fl owing mountain water (beware the mountain lions and 
the llamas), or hiking a mountain to watch the sun rise, or … 
all right, I admit … reading epistemology – all before starting 
breakfast duties at 6:45am. When we weren’t pouring drinks, 
washing dishes, or hauling ice cream and creamy apple dip up 
to the cookout site, I’d spend my free time learning to ride … trot 
… lope, or splashing beneath icy cold waterfalls, or working on 
the novel I began at the ranch, or learning to crack a bullwhip, 
or debating about women’s role, or posing for photo-shoots with 
guns or chaps or elvish attire, or taking a walk with God and 
my Bible. When there aren’t stores around, when you choose 
to practice roping instead of watch a movie, it’s amazing how 
much less money and time you waste. This was a lifestyle that 
exercised body, mind, heart, and spirit.

Maybe that’s why I felt so much at home. I often feel like 
God gives me a “theme” Bible passage for different segments of 
my life. That summer, it was Psalm 84, a psalm in which Da-
vid ponders the question of fi nding a home. I, too, was asking, 
“Where do I belong?”

My body may have left Latigo in August ’09, but I’m not 
sure that I really did. But as the possibility for visiting again this 
past summer (’10) seemed to dissolve, I began to learn things 
about going places, and about home. “Could it be,” I journalled, 
“that I have been holding back joy here, not really living here, 
because I was waiting to live at Latigo?” Now Psalm 84 began 
to become real to me again, perhaps in a new way. In verse 4, 
David says:

"Blessed are those who dwell in Your house; They will still 
be praising You."

Then, right afterwards, in verse 5, he says:
"Blessed is the man whose strength is in You, Whose 

heart is set on pilgrimage."
How is it that we are to be both dwellers and pilgrims? —

those who remain in one place and those who journey?

"How lovely is Your tabernacle," David says in 
verse 1; but a person couldn't really “dwell” in the taber-
nacle forever, could they? – No, unless we realize that 
the tabernacle was a sign of God's presence: "They will 
know that I am the LORD their God, who brought them 
out of Egypt so that I might dwell among them" (Ex. 
29:46). And Jesus was called “Emmanuel” – “God with 
us.” We aren’t called to pitch camp in church, but we are 
called to dwell always in God’s presence.

As for pilgrimages – the Jewish people had several 
pilgrimage feasts (including Passover) where they were 
supposed to go up to Jerusalem, to the house of God. 
They were journeys to remember and rejoice in Him and 
His redemption.

Where is home? It is wherever God is. Because 
“home is where the heart is,” and our hearts are sup-
posed to be in heaven, with Christ (Col. 3). It is not 
an earthly place or person or position that makes life 
meaningful. If He is there, and we are abiding in Him 
and Him in us, then all is well, though in the darkest 
dungeon. If He is not there, and we are not abiding in 
Him, then nothing is well, though in the most sumptu-
ous palace (or most smashing barn!). "I have learned 
the secret of being content in any and every situation...I 
can do everything through Him who gives me strength" 
(Phil. 4:11,13). Wherever God has placed me right now 
– whatever job He’s given me, people He’s brought into 
my life, opportunities He’s provided – this is where I 
should be living and rejoicing and growing in Him.

So how can we be both dwellers and pilgrims? 
I think perhaps it is that we are always to be resting 
in God's presence, walking and talking with Him; yet 
we are also to be pressing on (as Paul says in Phil. 3) 
to know Him more – on pilgrimages deeper into His 
presence and His love. This tabernacling with Him and 
this journeying with Him can happen wherever we are. 
Because wherever He is, home is. :)

This past August, my family and I had the oppor-
tunity to spend a week at Latigo. I waded near an icy 
mountain waterfall and loped over hill and dale. I also 
picked up the heart I’d left behind to bring back with me. 
Welcome home. We have work to do here. We’ll get 
crackin’…as soon as I can get my hands on a 
bullwhip. 

“Excuse me; 
   I think I left my heart here. 

     
Have you seen it?”

            BY: AMY GABRIEL
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Departures
Arrivals

and

by Jonathan Dyck

 My sister and I fi rst got the news over a meal; I don’t 
remember what we ate. My parents asked us about 

moving to Indonesia. My sister was enthusiastic; I was indifferent. 
In my mind I’d no particular love for the small Saskatchewan town 
in which we lived and a new place seemed as good as any.  Plus, 
moving meant travel, and better yet, this move meant travel by 
fl ight, something I’d never done before. Flight must be the most 
freeing feeling in the world, or so I suspected from the few dreams 
I’d had about it. 
 We entered a time of waiting, of secrets, for my parents 
were not yet certain and rumors travel fast in small places where 
most people think that the two-and-a-half hour drive to Regina is 
a pretty big deal. Rumors travel even faster in church, and my dad 
was the pastor.  So understandably my parents wanted to be sure 
that we were going before the news got out that we were going. 
I’m not sure how my sister and I did it, going to school every day 
with not just any secret, but a really cool one. After all, we were 
moving to the other side of the world, certainly farther than any of 
our friends had ever been. Somehow we never told, the conspira-
cy to travel obscenely far to exotic places tucked away, waiting. 
We waited for confi rmation, my parents for consent from mentors, 
for prayer, and fi nally when all was set, we waited for orientation, 
and after that we waited still. 
 The head offi ce for Canadian Baptist Ministries is in Mis-
sissauga, Ontario. Orientation itself mostly took place at a camp 
somewhere south of that  (I wasn’t too interested in distances and 
directions then), and consisted largely of the staff at CBM trying to 
fi nd stuff for my sister and I to do while my parents were off learn-
ing about culture and other adult things. Mostly we watched mov-
ies, a lot of them, or rather we watched a few movies a lot of times. 
Even now if I put in a copy of Cool Runnings, I can speak every 

line before it happens. A few times a week we’d be taken 
out somewhere to see something, and I was glad for the 
chance, though not, I think, appropriately grateful. I didn’t 
know at the time how much work my sister and I were to 
entertain.
 It didn’t feel real. Orientation was an exception-
ally long, if somewhat repetitive, holiday. There we were, 
somewhere in southern Ontario, apparently preparing 
to become missionaries while watching Star Wars. I 
wasn’t sure what to make of that, not that I minded. I’d 
never seen Star Wars before and it fi lled the time which 
dragged on, each day like the week before Christmas. 
Then, fi nished, packed, seen off by relatives, and board-
ed, the much-awaited something arrived all at once. We 
were off: four people and a fl ock of boxes, bags, carry-
ons and checked-ins.
 Winnipeg to Calgary, Calgary to Los Angeles, 
Los Angeles to Taipei, Taipei to Singapore, Singapore to 
Jakarta and all the layovers; either barely long enough 
or exercises in creative waiting in the nether-hours of 
airport operation. The worst layovers have always been 
in L.A. The aging international terminal is understaffed, 
undersized, overcrowded and exhibit A of that special 
paranoia about security that is so peculiar to America. 
Singapore was much more entertaining. While my par-
ents slept, I ran up and down deserted moving walkways, 
choreographing elaborate fi ghts with action fi gures on 
the railings. I don’t remember how long I did that, wait-
ing, waiting, waiting seven hours there for the forty-fi ve 
minute fl ight to Jakarta.
 So it was that in the beginning of August in the 
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year 1999 and at the age of eleven, I received the fi rst 
markings in my very fi rst passport, and with a stilted 
round of questions directed at my parents and a suc-
cession of stamps slapped against the wet heat, I lost 
my nationality. I have yet to recover one. I still struggle 
with what this means.

 When I look at my passport, it tells me that I 
am Canadian. It tells me that I was born in Vancouver 
on February 4, 1988. It bears a smart gilded Canadian 
coat of arms on its dark blue face and the pages inside 
are tastefully subdued- I’ve always thought American 
passports gaudy by comparison. It is bilingual, French 
and English mirrored dutifully even where spellings 
differ by a single letter. On the inside cover it acknowl-
edges the Queen. It is a piece of Canada in a pocket. It 
is also my ticket out of the country. 

 I do not remember my fi rst few days in Indone-
sia well and what I remember is now largely distorted 
by subsequent visits. The wall of humidity and smoke 
that clogs your lungs as soon as you step out of the 
carefully conditioned environment of an airplane, the 
heat, the crowds, the mobs of taxi-drivers, the porters 
hijacking your luggage for a fee, the airport immigration 
offi cer who wants a little something extra for your tour-
ist visa, and the sign, red and white, bright and friendly, 
in the arrival corridor “Welcome to Indonesia. Death 
Penalty for Drug Traffi ckers”:  these are all comforts 
now, though they were disorientating uncertainties at 
fi rst. Welcome to Jakarta, welcome to Indonesia. 
What I felt then was not this. It was new, a tide of new. 
The events of the previous 42 hours were entirely new. 
In one two-day span I went from having never before 
fl own in an airliner, from living in rural Saskatchewan, 
to about as far as you can reasonably get from Canada 
without starting to come back again. All this and jet-lag 
too. My parents had the worst of it. I just had to follow; 
they had to navigate what really is chaos to the unini-
tiated. Now the chaos is an old friend, seen to have 
order with inside eyes, but the fi rst time you experience 
it—well, it’s a wonder you don’t turn around and get 
right back on the airplane. 
 We had a lot of help, though I am sorry to say 
not a lot from the mission. The Rochows, an older 
couple whom my parents had known some years 
earlier but whom I had not met within memory, met us 
in Jakarta. Amid the blur I remember something of a 
dinner which I almost fell asleep in. It was in a classy 
restaurant, I know, because the ceiling was painted 
beautifully. We stayed in Jakarta only a day or two, for 
my parents were to do a year of language study 
in Bandung. When we arrived there, the 
man sent to pick us up from the 
airport dropped us off 
at a hotel 

and I recall 
maybe seeing 
him once again. 
We did not speak the 
language and almost no-
one in Indonesia speaks Eng-
lish. We were set to start school in 
a few days, we had no house, we had 
no idea where to get groceries, we had 
no idea where to buy clothes, we had no idea 
how to use the public transportation system, and 
we had no idea where anything was. Of course my 
sister and I were blissfully unconcerned. The hotel had a 
pool, that’s what mattered. 
 By providence the Bandung International Church met 
in our hotel that Sunday. International churches are composed of 
expatriates, usually English speaking, who want an English church 
service in the cities in which they live. The pastor was Canadian, 
and there we met the Hairgroves, an American family who took us 
in, helped us look for a house, helped us look for a helper, helped 
to get my sister and I enrolled in the Bandung Alliance International 
School, and in general made sure that we were settled in enough 
to stumble towards a kind of self-suffi ciency. It worked, we lived, 
we stayed, and in a year we moved to Pontianak. My parents are 
still there, teaching at the Sekolah Tinggi Teologia Kalimantan, a 
Baptist seminary. 
 They are there, and I am here and we are all of us foreign-
ers.
 
My passport functions as both lifeline and chain. It is at once that 
by which I escape the country I have long regarded as my place of 
exile, and a reminder that I am ever fated to return to it. Freedom 
and imprisonment all in a smart 48-page booklet. Don’t misread, 
I am no more Malaysian or Indonesian than I am Canadian. Too 
many things in too many places—I simply can’t be just one of them. 
I did not lose my nationality for a lack, but rather for an abundance, 
too touched to feel at home in the country I am told I am from.  
You’d not know it from looking. I’ve all the markings of a born and 
raised Canadian. Outwardly I am no different than a thousand other 
Manitoban Mennonites, many of whom probably share both my last 
and fi rst names. My other cultures, well, neither skin color nor an 
accent nor my name give me away as having any of them. They 
ghost along both unacknowledged and fundamental. You crowds, I 
am not who you think I am. What you see is not what you get. I am 
not really here by choice.
 I remember the fi nality of graduating from high 
school too well for comfort. I did not want 
it; I did not want graduation to 
come. It signifi ed to me 
the end and it 
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took me over a year afterwards to fi nd any kind of a beginning. In the 
space of a few days I was torn from my friends and family, two of my 
three countries, and two of my three main cultures, and fl own back 
to the one I liked least. I spent parts of the fl ights in tears, the rest in 

a kind of walking sleep, emotionally dead with a sense of dread 
fi nality. I returned to Canada an exile, a wraith in a land of 

wraiths, expelled from the garden.   
 I have since had time to resign myself to 

this, to at the very least bide my time here and 
perhaps recover some faint sense of belong-

ing. I was bitter, toxically so, for my fi rst 
year—such a very different reaction 

from my arrivals in Indonesia and 
Malaysia. If my body was 

here, my mind certainly 
was not, and I bristled 

at a thousand Canadian 
faults and lived by cor-

respondence with friends 
thousands of miles away. I am, 

at the very least, here now and 
am no longer seething at it, though 

I’ve never been able to shake that 
sense of not belonging. I’ve not shaken 

that sense of being a foreigner in what is 
apparently my own nation. I live here, for a time perhaps I shall work 
here, and I no longer fear the thought of a few more years here, but 
I jump at every chance I get to fl ee as far as my tether allows me. If I 
am loyal it is to my passport, not to this place in particular.  
 As a consequence, immigrants to Canada interest me. I sup-
pose I fi nd it odd that some people spend so much time and energy 
attempting to become part of the very country that I have spent my 
entire adult life trying to escape. They choose this place and I assume 
love the choice. They are Canadian, perhaps even understanding 
what it is to be Canadian, in a way that I am not and cannot. At the 
same time, they have undoubtedly lived lives much more intertwined 
with other cultures and nations than I have. I have, to my occasional 
annoyance, lived most of my life in Canada. 

 So what makes a Canadian? What does it mean to be Cana-
dian? These questions matter to me, for they don’t yet have answers. 
I am not here by choice, or desire, or patriotic duty, yet here I live, 
here I have lived and—for the near future—here I must continue to 
live. I am Canadian by default, by birth, but experience has stripped 
me of any comfort or assurance in that. It’s not that there is really any 
place much better to be from; Canada is non-demanding, well gov-
erned, quiet, and on polite good terms with most places. I don’t covet 
a passport from anywhere else. No, I am just not from any one place I 
have lived.
I take a particular interest in jets fl ying overhead. I know most of their 
markings and good eyes, or eyes made good with glasses, can spot 
various companies if the jets fl y low enough. KLM, Northwest Airlines, 
Air Canada, all fl ying overhead, all going somewhere, all going not 
here. Every time I am struck with a pang of longing. Go quickly now, 
book a ticket, take your passport, vanish into another place across 
another border and feel a real sun and see a million shades of green 
and feel the warm rain and smell earth and a million people and fresh 
spices. Go to a place alive. Leave this shadowland sprawled across 
the twilight latitudes. I pause, the longing deep but foolish, for it is not 
yet time. I must learn to live where my passport comes from as 
well.   

Going Places
Dress freshly pressed, with ribbon and bow,
Its dancing gems and twirling lace
Is laid out before it meets the face
Of she who waited her life to show

To her loved ones the rose in her glow,
Breath of her step and twinkling face. 
That when she comes in limelight and grace
They all would whimper among the row.

The dress is untied, gently shaken, 
Aired out with tears, handled with care. 
She waits there in peace, her face so fair, 
They prepare her to be taken

To the church on her wonderful day
That she had thought of all her life. 
She waits at the front so very white
As hymns are sung and people pray. 

And as she leaves, carried off by men, 
The people stand and bravely wave,
Catching sight of the wee little girl
As she’s laid in the family grave. 

  ~Chelsea Windsor
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It's not that his hands were too weak,
They were stronger than any I had ever seen
It was just his sunny disposition.
He was getting in the way of my cloudy existence.

Being locked in a closet for days,
Can teach you a marvellous number of things.
Such as how to do things right the next time around,
And how to see past the kindness that is used to abuse.

It's not that his voice was too loud,
In fact, he whispered when he was the most angry,
But it was the way he twisted my words.
I was destined to be a broken child.

Being free from the chains for the fi rst time,
Is like seeing the world again after being blinded.
When his hands became too weak, and his voice too loud,
I was fi nally able to grow a spine.

No longer am I an enabler.
No, now I am a bird.

Our wintering has begun.

The leaves have yet to settle,
yet the frost is in our bones.

Calling for a hibernation
we weren't yet prepare for.

Is it that simple?
To sing a heart to sleep?

Or will this undefi ned amount of time
be torture to our souls?

Slow is this process,
but our will is so quick.

Will we survive this wintersleep,
or will we never awake?

There's great healing to be had,
so many emotions to reconcile,

and so much, so much left to prove.
When we awake,

who will we be?

Our wintering has begun. 

~the poetry of Lena Rigby 
http://lenarigby.blogspot.com/

Season

Sparrow 
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The words I speak are nothing new
Nothing that inspires or warms your heart
But yet the signifi cance in the words I speak remain
It holds itself tightly to the phrase
Moving through different sequences, pitches and speeds
The same message being told repeatedly
Yet my soul does not awaken to its meaning, nor does yours
It only tires at the familiarity of it all
It falls faint at the mention of the fi rst word, anticipating what will follow
For you these words are spoken to claim meaning
For you these words are spoken to be truth
But to you, the words in which the repetition exhausts
                                    Do nothing for you

But how could the words I say that are meant to hold the key
To all the explanations for discourses and fears,
And how could the phrase that leaves my lips cause such defect, so much numbing?
                                    The words I love you...

The words that are meant to be the most sincere
Words that are spoken through the very breath of my pain
Even in the midst of failure, abandonment
This phrase forever rings in my heart, soul and mind
It brushes the loss, the determination
So take these words, and I pray it breaks through
To the very center of your soul and awakens the beauty that was intended to shine
Do not fret dear one
Because even if you forget, even if you wander, even if you can’t
I will never forget
My feet stay grounded to the love Christ has given me 
I can, and I do...
      I love you...

        ~Sarah Rhodes

words
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Ring by Springby Practical Perceval

 Many Tyndale students, during their short stay here, 
are going to the same place. That place is a somewhere I 
don’t plan to go for at least a few years. I used to make fun 
of these people behind their backs and laugh at the obvious 
mistake they are making. They are far too young, in too much 
debt and often too immature to go where I speak of. They 
jump there too early and too fast. I can’t really blame them – 
Tyndale is nicknamed bridal college after all. I guess they just 
came here with certain expectations. Yet, it never ceases to 
amaze me those who, with little or no hesitation, jump to that 
special place in this early stage of life. If you haven’t guessed; 
that place I’m speaking of is the altar. 
 When I get out of here I’ll have a useless Bachelor 
of Arts degree, no money, and about fi fteen extra pounds of 
fat. One thing I won’t have, however, is a ring on a certain 
fi nger on my left hand. That’s right; I’m planning on leaving 
this place unengaged and unmarried. What a shocker! I would 
say that you could fi le me under the sane column but Tyndale 
sees it otherwise. And I’m beginning to think Tyndale may be 
right…
 See Tyndale wants their students to get married – in 
fact, they encourage it. Tyndale will give you – yes you! – free 
tuition if you get married! Hurry this is a limited time offer 
and only lasts while you and your potential spouse are here 
at Tyndale! You can go here for free if only you tie-the-knot, 
exchange the vows, get hitched, fi nd the old ball and chain, 
get taken off the market, fi nd your better half… you get the 
picture. Now before you all run to the nearest church or court-
house let me clarify this a bit: You won’t all get free tuition. 

Only half of the nuptial pair will get in for free the other half still 
has to pay. Oh, and your match has to be either a staff member 
or student at Tyndale. (Tyndale likes to keep it in the family).
 So Tyndale rushes its students into a decision that they 
will have to live with for the rest of their lives so that they can 
save a few grand. (Well technically only one of you has to live 
with the decision for the rest of your life; the other half is free as 
soon as one of you croaks). I wish someone came up to me in 
fi rst year and said: 

 “Hey you want to pay $48,000 to go here or $24,000?” 

The answer is a no brainer: 

 “$24,000 of course”

 “Well all you have to do to receive your fi fty-percent-off 
coupon is get married in the summer after your second year.”

 I wonder how many of the married couples here rushed 
the ceremony so they could save some money?

 “Well Hun, we could do the year-long engagement  
like you wanted, or we could get married in the summer and 
save twelve thousand dollars next year.”

 “That’s a great idea Babe! We could use that extra 
money for that special wedding ceremony I’ve always wanted.”
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 I wonder if consummation is in the agreement… Is that 
like a bonus? 

“Consummate and you get an extra fi ve-hundred dollar savings!” 

 “Want to get married and save $12,000 doing it?” …
Literally.

 If it isn’t in the agreement to consummate it would have 
been a good idea to get married in my fi rst year and then just 
get the marriage annulled as soon as I graduated. It could be 
like a business arrangement. Any takers? Come on fi rst years, 
you could save a load of cash! (We’ll split the savings – pre-nup 
required).
 Talking about prenuptial agreements—those would be 
pretty important when 12,000 dollars (give or take) in savings is 
being divided between the two of you. Imagine a situation where 
a marriage dissolves or an engagement is broken off because 

the pair can’t agree to split the money evenly:

“I’m taking 5 classes and you’re only taking 3, I deserve 
more savings.”

“Not if you don’t want to sleep on the couch tonight.”

Overall this whole get-married-at-Tyndale-and-save-money 
thing is pretty messed up. It sends the wrong messages 
like: ‘Marriage is expensive’; ‘Tyndale cares about the 
fi nancial wellness of its newlyweds’ and ‘We promote faithful 
unions’. When I come to think about it, you should fi le me 
under insane for not weighing the benefi ts carefully against 
the risks. I should have found a wife in my fi rst year! Let’s 
face it; getting married while at Tyndale is just practical. And 
what other reason do you need for getting married? 

a comic from 
Danforth Jones

-11-



Bring me Lord down to that tree
That lives in more than memory

That from thee I might learn by there
Some truth of which I’m unaware

Bring me to the soul of grace
That warm but somehow frightful place
Where mystery fl oats beneath the skin

Of loving one who harmed my kin

Bring me to the heart of love
The kind that comes down from above

So I may love all those who hate
And bear it all for you prostrate

Bring me to the head of peace
Where ripen’d minds will never cease

To hear and help the ones who go
To dance in darkspun webs of woe

Bring me to the one who gives
So all mankind again may live

And not rest here so weakly blown;
Leaves that fall from limbs that groan

Teach me now just how to hold
Onto this branch until I’m old

Upon the heights I may be seen
A leaf to match the evergreen

So bring me, Lord, right here to stay
Until your fi nal calling may
Take me dead yet still alive

To heights anew and there to thrive

Upon your tree I’ll stay to grow
The sap is blood from you that fl ows

Into the bleak and empty hearts
To save our souls from slavers’ marts

And when the cross again grows roots
The purest blood feeds all the shoots
It grows a grove to spread the land

These saplings were from Adam banned

And there I’ll stand a single leaf
Within the greatest author’s sheaf
To brightly sway upon the spring

Made by once dead but risen King

By the tree alive again
His blood in all ends Adam’s ban

And brings more life than they recall
Who live within this present fall.

  ~Mark Fisk

The
Tree

of

Life
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The Fallen Tree
There is a fallen tree out there in the middle of the fi eld
The tree stands tall and strong
Until it is hit by a severing blow
It falls further and further
A man in slow motion falling
A silent, fallen fortress
Never to rise again
Never to rise from the ashes
Although new life abounds here
As the animals make their home there
As new plant life starts to creep upon it
And we know that even in something dead and lifeless
New life abounds
Always

            ~Deborah Ruth Ferber

Poem #168
The author would like to extend his grati-
tude to Lrrr of Omicron Persei 8 for inspir-
ing this poem.  Were it not for Lrrr, the 
author suspects he would have swam into 
the centre of Lake Ontario, you know, not 
for fun, in 2007.  So thanks.

Gallop and jump
Canter and splinter
I wrote this poem
To test my printer

Thanks again, Lrrr.

            ~Peter Adourian
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Eulogy for Violence
Violence was born on the Day Sin Entered the World B.C. 

in the small town of Bitterness, located just a few miles 
south of Eden.  He entered the world when his mother, Eve, 
and his father, Adam, decided to sin by eating the forbidden 
fruit from the tree.  He had many brothers and sisters includ-
ing Cain, Ahab, Jezebel, Judas Iscariot, and Herod.  Most 
recently his parents have had other children such as murders 
and gang members (out of respect, they will not be named).  
Violence has also had many aunts, uncles, and cousins such 
as Resentment, Self-Pity, Anger, and Rage.  Surviving him 
are his beloved wife, Much Afraid, and his children, Re-
venge, Grudge, Hurt, Abuse, Pain, and Ill-Will, as well as his 
beloved dog, Fighting.

Violence passed away in a tragic accident last night on his 
way home from a meeting in the town of Care-Less.  As he 
got into his car and headed for his home in Tragic-Springs he 
hallucinated and thought he was seeing a deceased enemy – 
Peace, jumping in front of him.  As a result, he hit the railing 
at the No Faith intersection and landed in a ditch.  He re-
mained unconscious for about half an hour (police estimate) 
before a kindly old gentleman named Grace who was in the 
car with his wife, Mercy, and grandchildren, Joy, Gentleness, 
and Self-Control noticed the car in the ditch.  They called an 
ambulance immediately and within seconds, Violence was 
airlifted to a hospital in the town of Patience.  It is said that 
once they had landed, he regained consciousness, but once 
he saw the words “Patience District Hospital” he went into 
convulsions.  Within fi fteen minutes he was pronounced dead 
by Dr. Love, and Nurse Kindness.

Violence was well known for his active work with orga-
nizations such as “Political Unrest International”, “Guns, 
Bombs, and Missiles”, and most recently with the “Moral 
Defi ciency Campaign”.  He was well known for his dedica-
tion as a disturber of the peace in many different communi-
ties, and his book entitled “The Art of Killing without Being 
Killed”.

Violence taught us that doing the right thing was always 
wrong and that it is okay to get what you want even if it 
means hurting or threatening someone else.

Although some are saddened by his death, we look forward 
to a world of peace, justice, and mercy.  Farewell, Violence.  
Adieu.

  ~ Deborah-Ruth Ferber
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Section 3. . .
The CosMos, Planet Centra (Sagittarius A), 

Royal Galactic Dominion Capital Senate Tower Exterior, 
Earth Year 2030...

 After the order was given, the Tower began reconfi guring. The many 
bridges linking it to the Victorian-style towers surrounding it retracted and the 
solid supports tethering the Tower to the surface retreated down to their cav-
erns. On the underside of the disc at the base of the tower, a series of engines 
ignited, ready to lift the Capital Senate Tower into the skies above the clock-
work planet.
 In orbit, a large golden starship was looming over the defensive moon, 
Centrilia, protected by its proximity to the gravity source the CosMos rotated 
around, the immense crystalline Heart of Galaxia. It began fi ring purple beams 
at the surface of the Dominion Capital. The shield in orbit prevented the weap-
ons fi re from reaching the surface, but it did not abate. The Serenian battleship 
was in the one position in the system where the defenses could not touch.
 When the Serenian battleship fi nally pierced the planetary shield, the 
Tower felt the brunt of the blows. The spires surrounding the Capital Tower fell 
to the constant fi re, but they were never inhabited in the fi rst place, as a de-
fense. When the Prime Minister gave the order, the Tower lifted off. The sonic 
shockwave destroyed the remnants of the surrounding buildings and boosted 
the Tower high into the sky. As it exited the atmosphere, it realigned to fl y up-
right and, still under fi re, passed the Serenian battleship, fi ring its weak defen-
sive lasers. A massive golden glyph, bearing the Dominion Symbol, appeared 
in space before the Tower, and as the Tower passed through it, it vanished into 
A-Space, headed for Flanders’ Planet.
 As the glyph disappeared behind it with a golden fl ash, the Serenian 
battleship left the safe zone and was hit by the electricity disabling Havok Can-
non on the Robot Moon, Centrilia.
 On board the Tower itself, as it was in transit, the Prime Minister was 
speaking, “As you all know, obviously, that the capital planet of the Royal 
Galactic Dominion has now been attacked by the Independent Grand Duchy 
of Serenia, operating out of the extra-galactic cluster, the Lesser Magellanic 
Cloud, with the intent to destroy the Senate. This is apparently as retaliation 
for our alleged attack, and subsequent destruction, of Serenia Prime and their 
Original Colony. Am I right so far?”
 The four-armed Senator from Avalon replied, “Yes, Prime Minister. 
Might I add, however, that we, the Dominion, have no interest in attacking 
Serenia. In fact, had we known about the attack in advance, we would have at-
tempted to protect them. Also, I thought that the Senate may wish to know, the 
fl agship of the “Dominion” fl eet was actually a refi tted Avaloni Medical Cruiser. 
As you know, we, the Avaloni, are healers, and as such, would never partici-
pate in such an act of xenocide for any reason.”
 The Allegian Senator spoke next, “Also, we have now received infor-
mation stating that several hundred 
Allegian Entropy-Class vessels were 
sighted in the fl eet. At fi rst, we did 
not give it a second thought, as the 
shipyards over Allegia sell to private 
investors as well as the Dominion 
Navy. However, it came to our at-
tention that only seventeen Entropy-
Class vessels have been built, and all 
seventeen are in the ownership of the 

FrameWork
 by Ben Household

continued
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Monolith Group.”
 “All seventeen are accounted for, honorable Senators,” 
said the representative from the Bellacroix, capital city ship of 
the Monolith Group, “All seventeen are currently protecting a 
group of Monolith Group mining vessels in the Managro system.”
 The Prime Minister took control of the conversation, 
“Thank you, Mr. Representative, that was very informative. 
However, it was not very useful. We now know that Serenia 
Prime was attacked by a fl eet led by a ship that should not be 
running under that function, backed up by ships that should not 
exist. However,” she said, holding up her hand, “Avaloni Medical 
Cruisers are very generic in exterior design. Around fi ve thou-
sand races we have contact with have at least imagined similar 
designs. Allegian Senator, how unique are the Entropy-Class 
vessels?”
 “Well, Prime Minister,” said the Allegian Senator, “We 
only built seventeen because the material the hulls are made of 
is one of the rarest in the universe. There are seventeen depos-
its within scanning range, and that is several billion light-years. 
Each deposit was enough to build one ship. Scans from those 
deposits did not pick anything else out.”
 “Mr. Senator,” intoned Alundra Djinn, “For the record, 
what is the material the star-vessel exteriors are composed of?”
 “The material, Alundra Djinn,” replied the Senator, “Is 
neutral Platinum.”
 “Mr. Senator,” intoned Alundra Djinn, “What is neutral 
Platinum?”
 “Allow me to answer,” said the robotic Avatar of the 
Librarian, ruling intelligence of the Galactic Library, centered on 
the Arkhev System, “neutral Platinum is neither matter nor anti-
matter. It is in between, hence, the ‘neutral’. Platinum is the only 
element in what little we know of reality that can be neutral for in-
defi nable reasons. However, as the laws of physics are currently 
breaking down, as evidenced by our escape so close to Centra’s 
gravio-metric fi eld, we may never be able to see another ‘neutral 
element’.”
 “Thank you,” responded the Prime Minister, “Allegian 
Senator, why is neutral Platinum so useful for starship design?”
 “Well, Prime Minister,” he replied, “neutral Platinum is 
useful for only one thing. It is incapable of transmitting any type 
of current whatsoever.”
 “Madam Prime Minister,” intoned Alundra Djinn, “This 
is getting us nowhere. What is pertinent is that the mysterious 
fl eet is led by a ship that isn’t designed for war, backed up by 
hundreds of ships that shouldn’t even exist. Also, the Tower 
is approaching Flanders’ Planet. We are dropping out in three 
minutes. Am I cleared to assign rooms to the tourists that were 
caught up in this?”
 “Yes, Alundra Djinn,” said the Prime Minister, “Assign 
them the Ambassador’s Wing and take the Tower down to the 
Golden Citadel. Please avoid the ruins of the capital city. We do 
not need to see it again.”
 “Yes, Madame. Miss Lillian, do you know the way to the 
Ambassador’s Wing?”
 Lillian spoke for the fi rst time in a long while, “Yes, Alun-
dra Djinn. Follow me,” she said, gesturing to the tourists. 
 They all got up and left the Hall. 

-12- -16-



The Sobbit: 
A column written by local derelict intellectual 

  T.T.C. Tolkien 

 It’s a crisp, dry November day in Toronto and nothing is going well 
for anyone.  Something is bothering someone and no one else cares.  Should they? I certain-
ly don’t.

 Look outside.  From my window here in Leslieville I can see a chickadee, three pines, 
a pair of maples, a sorted variety of a dozen or so cars (mostly Asian), a defunct rake and a 
book that has been left for dead, tattered and torn by the sewer grate.  What do you see out 
your window? Is it real enough for you?

 I posed this question once to a fellow at a bar. He threw his eyes at the window facing 
Queen Street and laughed heartily, smacking his tumbler against the table, boasting, “Last 
night, I had the best sex of my life.”  Well here, here! This man is the only poet who tells the 
truth! And we’ll need another round!

 However, there are twenty-four hours in a day.  Do you spend your time thinking, or 
being? I know that’s a popular thing to say – that we should spend our time ‘being’ because 
we’re called human ‘beings,’ and we should be ‘kind’ because we’re human‘kind.’  They also 
call us homo sapiens because apparently we can think, but thinking is what built The Bomb.

 If none of these squiggly lines on this slice of manufacted pulp have successfully 
stimulated the glubbery insides of your cranium, then let me be clear:

 You see, earlier today, while I was reading the paper, I looked out my window and 
saw a man in a white shirt, covered in sweat, take a rake to the open pages of a book.  I 
couldn’t tell you what page it was, but I know the book – it was Anne of Green Gables.  I knew 
this man’s kind.  His frustrations are surmisable based on many people’s frustrations with that 
book.

 You’re forced to stare at this young Canadian girl, probably disabled far beyond what 
her Island could diagnose, and wonder how someone as homely and backwards as her can 
succeed under extreme oppression from the hawk-eye of Rachel Lynde.  And you wonder at 
how she can fi nd heartbreak rewarding.  And you wish you lived on the red mud of the Island 
instead of the grey slabs of Toronto.  And now you feel disabled, too, but this is another kind 
of disabled – a disability in drawing logic.  She’s not a reasonable character! Nobody acts like 
that! you say.

 This man could very well have used his hands to tear the book, but he probably didn’t 
realize that he had hands.  He knows he has deadlines, and frameworks, and maps, and 
charts, and pressure from his mother-in-law, and that he is constantly dying because of all-
powerful bacteria, and let’s not forget the business cycle, and the meaning of words, and the 
opinions of others, and a concept labelled ‘Africa’, and the devil called ‘Wal-mart’, and Py-
thagoras’ theorem, and the corruption of living politicians he’s never met, and the languages 
he doesn’t understand, and the relative price of oil, and on and on.  He knows all these things 
but he doesn’t know he has hands.  And that’s why the rake, and that’s why the confusion.
 
  Anne whispers, “God’s in his heaven, all’s right with the world.”  
  Man answers, “If God’s in his heaven, I’ll kill that Anne girl.” 

 There’s nothing deep here.  If you’re thinking about it, then you’ve already lost. 
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Ballyconnor Campus / Bayview Campus / Bestview Park / Lauraleaf Plaza

Date:2010-11-1, 12:09pM EDT

MissedConnections

winterblue: See you jog through the park on my way to work some mornings… Me: 
brown hair, googley-eyed.  You: put the ‘stud’ in student! Let’s work out to-
gether?

Soooclueless: Dear clueless friend: You say girls never like you and you’ll be 
single for life.  Little do you know, I know personally of a handful of girls 
who have had a mad crush on you.  For being so smart you sure are dumb.  You say 
you can never tell and it’s true – she could hold up a sparkly sign with block 
letters declaring her love, and you’d still not get it.  I’m not sure what’s 
wrong with you, but at this rate you will have the life we envisioned for you. 
Such a shame and best of luck.

drknght: you: one in a million.  me: right in front of your face.  your boy-
friend: the only thing between us :( 

OLP91: Next time you see me in the Kat, just say HI! I won’t bite! You know who 
you are… 

ChickenFingers: Cut me off in the caf line-up yesterday while I was waiting for 
chicken fi ngers, must have been in a rush to a student council meeting.  Me: Av-
erage student waiting for J&T’s.  You: Bought a bagel and chocolate milk, really 
curly chestnut hair, second year English major.

Everybody’sFriend: Hi, you might not know me, but I’m everybody’s friend… except 
yours… on facebook… 

MrTumnus: We’ve had all the same classes since fi rst year.  I saw you outside 
2082 and asked you how your paper was going.  You didn’t remember that I was in 
your class, but we’re both in that psych class this semester… See you in class… 
or at least I’ll see you, I guess… good luck with your paper.

shaggyblue: When I told you how I felt it was just that; how I felt. You didn’t 
need to build walls to hide from nonexistent expectations. I was never angry, 
only confused.

notcockybut…: But really, ladies, come on, I’m right here!!!

Tulip: Don’t know your name, but we chatted recently about Calvinism.  Love to 
chat with you again, but haven’t seen you since that day.

MissedConnections is a service provided by Canon 25 to the students, staff, and residents in the Tyndale 
community.  Please email your missed connection with your real name (not printed), screen name, and 
short blurb to tyndalestudentpublication@gmail.com, subject line “MissedConnections.”  Responses to 
missed connections can be directed to the same address, subject line “Response to MissedConnection.”  

Responses will be forwarded by Canon 25 to the original sender.  All communication and personal 
information is kept PRIVATE and CONFIDENTIAL by Canon 25.
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We hope that you hated this issue. If so then let 
us know because the next issue’s theme is: 
“Things Christians Hate about Christians”

Write about what bothers you about the church, 
what problems do you see? Write about those stereo-
typical Christians. Write about things you hate about 
Tyndale. Or maybe you want to express your love—
you hate the hate perhaps? Then write what you love 
about the church, Tyndale, and Christians. Or rebel 
and write something completely different. We just 
look forward to reading it all!

 -Mark & Peter

Send submissions to: 
tyndalestudentpublication@gmail.com 

DEADLINE: FRIDAY NOVEMBER 26th
Join our facebook group: Canon25 Literary Contributors


