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What Salsa is Doing to My �eology
by Constance Chan, MCS

Missing Prayer
by Madi Simpson, MDiv

I thought I’d follow up my article from 
two weeks ago to let you know how 

the prayer events went. First there was 
Pray for UBC on Thursday 5th, then 
Pray for the World the night of Friday 
6th March. Both events were challeng-
ing as we faced up to various issues 
on campus and around the world and 
reckoned with our own shortcomings 
as we turned to God in prayer. At the 
same time, I found them deeply encour-
aging. I was particularly impacted by 
the harmony of each group gathered: 
ÛÏÌɯ ŗÙÚÛɯ ÈɯÔÖÛÓÌàɯ ÎÙÖÜ×ɯ ÖÍɯ 4!"ɯ ÚÛÈřɯ
workers, faculty, students involved in 
Christian fellowships, and others; the 
second largely Regent students. There 
was a deep sense of unity and solidar-

ity in our prayers and worship and fel-
lowship at both events. Far from strug-
gling with apathy and fatigue, it actu-
ally seemed at Pray for the World that 
the energy of our prayers and worship 
grew towards the dawn. The Spirit was 
powerfully present, sustaining us and 
energising us.

There was, however, something 
missing: You. The bulk of the Regent 
community. It struck me in the days 
that followed that of the 30 or so people 
who gathered to pray for UBC, only a 
handful came from Regent, yet we were 
the ones hosting the prayer event for 
our brothers and sisters on campus. At 
Pray for the World, numbers swelled as 
the evening drew on, but the 50 or so 
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I am no apologist for Salsa dance. In 
fact, not too long ago, I even hesi-

tated to tell others that I dance Salsa, 
ÈÕËɯ ÙÌÎÜÓÈÙÓàɯ ÚÖȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯ (ɯ ŗÙÚÛɯ ÚÛÈÙÛÌËɯ
Salsa lessons last January, my weekly 
2ÈÓÚÈɯ ŗßÌÚɯ ÞÌÙÌɯ ÚÌÊÙÌÛɯ ÐÕËÜÓÎÌÕÊÌÚȭɯ
Almost giddy with anticipation every 
Monday for my Salsa class, I neverthe-
less feigned nonchalance, “Oh, I am 
ÑÜÚÛɯ ÏÌÈËÐÕÎɯ Öřɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÚÖÔÌɯ ÌßÌÙÊÐÚÌɯ ÈÛɯ
the SUB...”! This term, I commenced a 
Guided Study on Dance. With the sup-
port of the community here at Regent, 
I see that Salsa is presently the primary 
means through which God speaks to 
me and works in my life. With trepida-
tion (major writer’s block over this ar-
ÛÐÊÓÌȵȺȮɯÓÌÛɯÔÌɯÚÏÈÙÌɯÈɯÓÐŲÓÌɯÖÍɯÞÏÈÛɯ2ÈÓÚÈɯ

has been doing to my theology…
.     .     .     .     .

The Closed Position Hold in Salsa: The 
male Lead’s left hand clasps the female 
Follow’s right hand in a stylized, raised 
position, while his other hand is on her 
back, between the shoulder blades and her 
left hand is resting on his shoulder. Physi-
cally, this is a vulnerable position. As 
the Follow, I could, by pressing my left 
hand hard into the Lead’s shoulder, 
keep a comfortable physical distance 
from the Lead. Nevertheless, this is a 
vulnerable posture because the physi-
ÊÈÓɯÐÕÛÐÔÈÊàɯÊÖÜÓËɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÌß×ÓÖÐÛÌËɯÉàɯ
unscrupulous partners that do not re-
spect my body. 

Yet, this is also a posture of promise, 
where, within the healthy boundaries, 
ÛÏÌɯ %ÖÓÓÖÞɯ ÈÕËɯ +ÌÈËɯ ÊÈÕɯ ÈŚÙÔɯ ÌÈÊÏɯ
other with the goodness of touch. I see 
you as a fellow human being, with a unique 
material existence and I am, real-time, cur-
rently present to you, to your leading or 
your response to my lead. In this hold, 
I am reminded of what philosopher 
Emmanuel Levinas calls the “beauti-
ful risk” of opening ourselves in love 
to healthy and healing connections. 
Like Salsa, relating in life is never 100% 
safe or foolproof. In loving another, I 
always run the risk of being hurt. Salsa 
is teaching me to abide in such a po-

Quotable
�e Christian stands and falls with prayer.... In Christ, the human being, the God who elects does not come globally to a whole people but�more 
urgently than in the prophetic calls�to individuals: you, follow me. �e force of my hand is laid on you, choosing, challenging, and pressing you 
into service. �e one called drops everything and follows: there is nothing on which to fall back, no reserve in case things go wrong. If freedom is 
o�ered there is only �Lord, to whom shall we go? You have the words of eternal life.� I have staked my life on your words which ring out to me from 
eternity; how then can I deny you your reply?	 - Hans Urs Von Balthasar

See Salsa, p. 3

gathered before midnight represented 
only a fraction of the Regent commu-
nity, and many of these left before we 
ÎÖÛɯÛÖɯ×ÙÈàɯÍÖÙɯÚ×ÌÊÐŗÊɯÕÈÛÐÖÕÚȭɯ

Where were we those nights? What 
led us away from and not towards 
prayer?

I am not cynical enough to believe that 
because people don’t show for midday 
×ÙÈàÌÙȮɯÖÙɯÈŲÌÕËɯÚÐÔÐÓÈÙɯÚÖÙÛÚɯÖÍɯÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯ
events, that we as a community don’t 
pray. But when on one night of the year 
we are invited to join together, to seek 
God together, to receive the blessing of 
"ÏÙÐÚÛɀÚɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÊÌɯÐÕɯÌßÛÌÕËÌËɯÞÖÙÚÏÐ×ɯ
and prayer, and we don’t show, what 

See Prayer, p. 3
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How to Submit:

For the Et Cetera: etcetera@regent-college.edu.  
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5ÐÌÞÚɯÌß×ÙÌÚÚÌËɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ$Ûɯ"ÌÛÌÙÈɯËÖɯÕÖÛɯÕÌÊÌÚ-
sarily represent the views of Regent College, the 
Regent College Student Association, or the Et 
"ÌÛÌÙÈɯÚÛÈřȭɯɯ!ÜÛɯÏÌàȮɯÛÏÌàɯÚÛÐÓÓɯÔÐÎÏÛȭ

The Et Cetera can be viewed on-line at:
 ÏŲ×ȯɤɤÞÞÞƖȭÙÌÎÌÕÛɪÊÖÓÓÌÎÌȭÌËÜɤÌÛÊÌÛÌÙÈȭ

At the beginning of the year many 
folks asked me if I missed being the 

editor of the ETC.  I usually gave one of 
those generic “yes and no” answers.  A 
few weeks ago, though, someone asked 
me a more pointed version of the ques-
tion: what do you miss about being the 
ETC editor?

After we performed our Cuban Salsa 
Rueda at Taste of the World two of my 
non-Regent friends commented to me, 
“Christians sure know how to create 
community,” and  “I went to UBC for 
four years and we never did anything 
like that.”  I was glad to hear my dance 
friends felt welcomed amongst us that 
night.  It was strange, however, to leave 
the Regent building with them right 
after we danced—Taste of the World 
has been one of my favorite events of 
the Regent year, and it felt a bit like a 
betrayal to leave before the program 
was over.  But as I hung out with my 
dance friends that night, I realized I had 
a new community to be apart of.  And 
that might have been right about when 
I knew what it was I missed about being 
the ETC editor.

Flash back to some Thursday night 
last fall.  I asked some friends of mine 
what it was they felt was needed in the 
ËÖÞÕÛÖÞÕɯÌÈÚÛÚÐËÌȭɯɯ6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÚÐŲÐÕÎɯÐÕɯ
the ‘clothing room’ at my church’s week-
ly Out of the Cold meal.  I was crocheting.  
.ÕÌɯÖÍɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÚÐŲÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯ ÐÚɯÈɯ
First Nations man who recently enjoyed 
ÙÌÈËÐÕÎɯ ÕÕÌɯ +ÈÔÖŲɀÚɯ ÉÖÖÒɯTraveling 
Mercies.  The other is a woman who re-
grets the day cocaine was introduced 
into her life as a teenager.  “It’s ruined 
my life, Johannah,” she’s told me.  Both 
these friends have been a part of our 
Out of the Cold community for years. We 
were discussing life, the weather, and 
what books they’ve read recently when 
the subject of the DTES came up.  Their 
comments about the plethora of food 
and health services available prompted 
my question: what do you think people 
need?  “They need to know someone re-

ally cares about them.” 
You can probably guess by now 

where I am going with this.  However 
I don’t want to go in the usual way.  I 
could pen a few passionate paragraphs 
about trying to be a part of communities 
ÖÜÛɯ ÍÙÖÔɯÜÕËÌÙɯ ÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÌÕɯÙÖÖÍɭ(ɯËÌŗ-
nitely have ideas about how we might 
engage and more readily welcome ‘the 
other’.  I could also start listing ways 
to create community under the green 
ÙÖÖÍɭ(ɯ ÒÕÖÞɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ Ôàɯ Ìß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌɯ ÖÍɯ
ŗÕËÐÕÎɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÈÕËɯËÌÌ×ɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚÏÐ×ÚɯËÜÙ-
ing my years under this roof is tragically 
ÕÖÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ Ìß×ÌÙÐÌÕÊÌɯ ÖÍɯ ÌÝÌÙàÖÕÌȭɯ ɯ &ÖËɯ
knows I have plenty of ideas for such 
editorials.  Yet even I grow tired of my 
own ideas sometimes!

I have obviously told the above sto-
ries to get us to think about the rami-
ŗÊÈÛÐÖÕÚɯ ÖÍɯ "ÏÙÐÚÛÐÈÕɯ ÊÖÔÔÜÕÐÛàȭɯ ɯ 8ÌÛɯ
what has propelled me to write is much 
more straight forward.  Simply put, I 
am grateful.  

The answer to the question of what 
I’ve missed about being the ETC editor 
is found in Rod Wilson’s infamous c-
word: community.  I’ve missed having 
a job that links me directly to the Regent 
community.  But that loss has not only 
come from not being the editor.  I’m in 
Ôàɯ ÍÖÜÙÛÏɯ àÌÈÙɯ ÈÛɯ 1ÌÎÌÕÛȭɯ (ɀÔɯ ÎÌŲÐÕÎɯ
ready to graduate.  Increasingly, with 
each passing year, I have made choices 
which have invested me in communities 
out from under the green roof.  I have 
intentionally done so because I have 
wanted to make the eastside of Vancou-
ver my home. Of course, then, it has fol-
lowed that I feel less and less apart of 
the Regent community.  Yet all of this 
has driven home the point: my years at 
Regent have been a feast at the banquet-
ing table of community, and I wanted to 
take the time to say thanks.

Regent has changed my life.  I’ve 
been changed not just by the words I’ve 
read or the ideas I’ve discussed—I’ve 

Regent�s Health and Wealth
Guest editorial by Johannah Wetzel, EtCetera editor emeritus

W������ R������� N����� M�����
Celebrate with Micah Smith and Sarah Coull on the birth of 

their second daughter, Chaia Lael Coullsmith, 
born on March 6, 2009.

See Health and Wealth, p. 3



Salsa
continued from page 1

sition of vulnerability, in dance and in 
life. Salsa gives me the opportunity to 
practice making healthy and healing 
connections—even if only for the dura-
tion of a dance.

Good Following: Never, ever anticipate. 
Last Friday, I was dancing at the very 
crowded Polish Community Hall. At 
one point, my partner raised his left 
ÏÈÕËɯ ÛÖɯ Ú×ÐÕɯ ÔÌȭɯ $ß×ÌÊÛÐÕÎɯ ÏÐÔɯ ÛÖɯ
transition from a double spin into a 
dip (where I am lowered towards the 
ŘÖÖÙȺȮɯ(ɯÚÏÐÍÛÌËɯÔàɯÞÌÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯ×ÙÌ×ÈÙÈ-
tion for the dip. I almost lost balance. 
My partner’s remark was, “I wasn’t go-
ing to dip you…” 
(ɯ ÚÖÔÌÛÐÔÌÚɯ ÎÌÛɯ ÈÕßÐÖÜÚȮɯ ÞÖÙÙàÐÕÎɯ

how God will work out the details of 
my future—when He calls me only to 
stay open to Him presently and follow 
'ÐÔɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÝÌÙàɯÕÌßÛɯÚÛÌ×ȭɯThat dance 
also breaks down when I anticipate. 
$ÝÌÕɯÐÍɯ(ɯËÖɯÎÜÌÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÕÌßÛɯÚÛÌ×ɯÙÐÎÏÛÓàȮɯ
I am not allowing myself to be led when 
I anticipate. I am relying and restricting 
myself to my previous understanding 
of the Lead. I am not trusting His Lead. 
I often make wrong guesses even with 
a familiar human dance partner, what 
more with God? When I stop anticipat-
ing, I move only when guided to do so, 

often to surprising beauty. The Lead 
ÐÚɯÎÙÈÛÐŗÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÓÌÈËÐÕÎɯÐÚɯÏÖÕÖÙÌËɯ
and heeded and the Follow is amazed 
at the resultant dance. Oh, to let my Di-
vine Lead lead! 

Spinning: In New York / L. A. style 
Salsa, the Follow does a lot of spinning--- 
even up to 14 or 15 revolutions in a row. 
The Follow is no puppet, simply spin-
ning as the Lead directs her. No, any 
ÞÌÓÓɪÌßÌÊÜÛÌËɯ2ÈÓÚÈɯÔÖÝÌɯ ÐÚɯÖÕÓàɯ×ÖÚ-
ÚÐÉÓÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯ%ÖÓÓÖÞɯÖřÌÙÚɯÈ××ÙÖ×ÙÐ-
ate resistance to the Lead. As the Lead 
raises his hand and that of the Follow’s 
to twirl her around, he cannot spin her 
even one turn if her hand resists the 
twirling action entirely. Similarly, if her 
ÏÈÕËɯÖřÌÙÚɯÕÖɯÙÌÚÐÚÛÈÕÊÌȮɯÚÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛɯÉÌɯ
ÈÉÓÌɯ ÛÖɯÚ×ÐÕȮɯÉÜÛɯ ÛÏÌɯÚ×ÐÕÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÖřɪ
balance and uncontrolled. Only when 
the Follow responds to the Lead’s 
twirling with some opposing force of 
her own can the Follow turn fast, cen-
tered spins, stopping as prompted by 
the Lead. 

Salsa convinces me that there is 
something not quite right about Ultra-
calvinism. We are not puppets in God’s 
hands, but human beings who respond 
to God’s Leading not with total self-ef-
facement but an assertion of our God-
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Prayer
continued from page 1

does this tell us about our community? 
Why do we come in hordes to eat Thai 
food and apple pie and be entertained 
at Taste of the World, but don’t unite to 
pray for the world? 

Perhaps it was the wording in the an-
nouncements. You don’t have a “heart” 
for UBC. Well, to be honest, neither do I. 
My “heart” is for somewhere else. Per-
haps you were tired at the end of a busy 
week. Well, so were we, we just brought 
sleeping bags. Maybe you were sick. So 
were we, we just layed down when we 
thought we might throw up (pregnan-
cy can do that to you). Perhaps you had 
papers to write. So did we. Children. So 
did we… 

What I’m saying is, you were missed. 
And what’s more, you also missed. 
God is present in a unique way when 
we gather together in prayer. You know 
this. When we gather as people of dif-

ferent nations and tongues worship-
ping God together, all heaven breaks 
loose. Why would you not want to take 
part?

I have many more questions than an-
swers. I guess I just want you to chew 
on the gristle. I know people had valid 
reasons for not coming. What about the 
rest of us? I care deeply about the place 
of prayer in this community. It sad-
dens me—but there’s also something 
mildly disturbing in the thought—that 
we might prioritise entertainment, edu-
cation, work, rest and relationships 52 
weeks of the year, yet downplay our 
role in the college’s one night of prayer 
because “that’s not my ministry,” “I’ve 
got a theology paper to write,” “I’m 
tired,” “I’m sick,” “I don’t have a heart 
for this…”
6ÏÌÙÌɯÌßÈÊÛÓàɯ ÐÚɯàÖÜÙɯÏÌÈÙÛɯ1ÌÎÌÕÛɯ

College?

created personalities. In the words of 
Henri Nouwen, “no real dialogue is 
possible between somebody and a no-
body”—whether this somebody is a 
ÍÌÓÓÖÞɯÏÜÔÈÕɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÖÙɯ&ÖËȮɯÖÕɯÖÙɯÖřɯ
ÛÏÌɯËÈÕÊÌɯŘÖÖÙȭɯ

SALSA DANCE WORKSHOP 
(AKA Incarnational ‘Life Application’ 
of the Week) 

Come, muse theologically on Salsa 
with me or just have some fun this 
WEDNESDAY, 25 March 2009, 5:00-
6:30pm, Room 10 right here at Regent! 
I will be teaching some Salsa basics 
and carrying on this conversation on 
Salsa and theology…

been changed because these words and 
ideas were embodied to me.  The trans-
forming story of the gospel has been 
ÌÔÉÖËÐÌËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈřɯÈÕËɯÈËÔÐÕ-
istration who have created an academic 
space which is safe enough to embrace 
weaknesses—mine and theirs; the pro-
fessors who humbly have sought to live 
out the ideals they teach—in the class-
room and beyond; my fellow students 
who challenged me to seek and pursue 
justice and mercy—even when I don’t 
want to; my good friends who have 
faithfully spoken the truth to me—es-
pecially on the days I’ve been overcome 
by darkness.  God has used the people 
I’ve known at Regent to renew my faith, 
increase my hope, and challenge me 
to love.  Because of my time under the 
green roof I am learning how to embody 
the Christian story in new ways.  

Two years ago Theresa Diewert 
(Greek Professor Dave Diewert’s wife) 
said something I’ll never forget.  We 
were at a Streams of Justice discussion on 
wealth and poverty in BC, and Theresa 
was talking about when she and Dave 
were students, living well below the 
poverty line. “But we were wealthy,” 
she said. “We were wealthy in other 
ways. We were wealthy in community.” 
As I leave Regent, I go gratefully and 
Ìß×ÌÊÛÈÕÛÓàȭɯ (ɯ ×ÙÈàÌÙÍÜÓÓàɯ Ìß×ÌÊÛɯ &ÖËɯ
to grant me opportunities to give gener-
ously of the riches I have been granted 
here.

Health and Wealth
continued from page 2
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Tonight, Tuesday March 24 is your 
chance to witness the estimable Sar-

ÈÏɯ"ÙÖÞÓÌàɯ"ÏÌÚÛÕÜÛɯ ÐÕɯÈɯÝÌÙàɯËÐřÌÙ-
ent role than most of you might know. 
She will be out or her Soup Group ca-
tering apron and on stage for a read-
ÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÏÌÙɯÛÖÕÌËɯÞÏÐŲÓÐÕÎɯÖÍɯÞÖÙËÚɯÐÕɯ
a new collection of poetry for her: A 
2ÈÓÛÌËɯ 3ÖÕÎÜÌȭɯ 3ÏÌɯ ÚÌŲÐÕÎɯ ÐÚɯ &ÙÈÕË-
view Calvary Baptist and the purpose 
is her MCS IPIAT candidacy. 

I asked Sarah to give some back-
ground on her writing, the IPIAT pro-
cess and what inspired her on the proj-
ect. This is what she said: 

A few notes on my ‘literary’ history:
I edited school creative writing an-

thologies in high school, college, and 
here at Regent (Portico editor in 2006 
and 2007). Also I have always been 
involved in creative endeavors with 
my peers—whether instigating and 
‘directing’ “The Beach Kids” in the 
third grade (we choreographed and 
lip-synched Beach Boys songs and 
performed them at school rallies!), 
performing in school plays, or  coor-
dinating evenings of shared song and 

Sarah Crowley Chestnut�s Salted Tongue
by Du�y Lott-Gibb

poetry like Beatniks and Downbeats.  
When I came to Regent I was un-

certain as to whether I would pursue 
the IPIAT or academic thesis work. Af-
ter Jeanne Murray Walker’s summer 
school class “Writing to Revive Broken 
3ÙÜÛÏȯɯ /ÈÙÈËÖßȮɯ,ÌÛÈ×ÏÖÙɯ ÈÕËɯ1ÌÝÌÙ-
ÚÈÓȮɂɯ ÍÌÓÛɯ ÊÖÕŗËÌÕÛɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ (/( 3ɯÞÈÚɯ
the way to go.  I am indebted to Jeanne 
ÍÖÙɯÏÌÙɯÈŚÙÔÈÛÐÖÕɯÛÖɯ×ÜÙÚÜÌɯ×ÖÌÛÙàȭ

A note on the process of writing my 
IPIAT and on poetry:

I am convinced that writing poetry 
has been and will continue to be one of 
the primary ways God draws me into 
his mystery, and there-
by makes me more like 
ÏÐÔȭ ɯ /ÜÛɯ ËÐřÌÙÌÕÛÓàȮɯ
writing poetry has been 
(and will continue to be) 
an invitation to be puri-
ŗÌËȭ ɯ3ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÛÖɯÚÈàȮɯ×ÖÌÛ-
ry is a vocational calling 
in the way that prayer is 
a vocational calling: it is 
a calling to learn to lis-
ten and follow.  I cannot 
say I always succeed at 

ȹ3ÏÌɯŗÙÚÛɯÖÍɯÚÐßɯ×ÖÌÔÚɯÐÕɯÈɯÚÌÙÐÌÚɯÖÍɯ+ÌÊÛÐÖɯ#ÐÝÐÕÈɯ×ÖÌÔÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÍÌɯÖÍɯ
Simon Peter)

“Do not fear, from now on you will be catching 
people.”  (Luke 5:10)

With a great roll of laughter in his throat
he spun my tangled fear to a wet but 
willing weave and in my mind I saw them:

ŗÚÏȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÊÌÚɯÖÍɯÔÌÕȮɯÈÕËɯÞÖÔÌÕɯ
ÞÐÛÏɯÉÙÐÎÏÛɯÙÖÉÌÚɯÍÈÓÓÐÕÎɯÍÙÖÔɯËÌÓÐÊÈÛÌɯŗÕÚȭ
Eyes growing alive with lashes, crow’s feet;

gills growing ears; tails split to toes tripping 
on the smell of scales swelling; mouths sprouting
ÛÖÕÎÜÌÚɯÈÕËɯÛÌÌÛÏɯÐÕɯÈɯÉÜÉÉÓÐÕÎɯÊÏÈŲÌÙɭ

all of them, to my surprise, caught in nets 
I—I?—tossed and tugged.  Tumbling delighted,
laughter rising, all of them like children, 

caught up in our glorious game, all this 
as my boat, brimming with the applause
ÖÍɯÈɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯÛÏÖÜÚÈÕËɯŘÈ××ÐÕÎɯÛÈÐÓÚȮɯÛÖÖÒ

water and weight and in its heavy tilt
I fell prostrate, his laughter dousing me—
drowning me—over and over, in the name

of the Father 
and of the Son 
and of the Holy Spirit, amen.  

Amen.

Simon�s Baptism
by Sarah Crowley Chestnut

following words into the labyrinth of 
God’s love (more often than not I am 
still trying to say something in my po-
ems and take the lead, rather than let-
ting them say to me), but that is what I 
believe poetry can do, and will do, and 
is most fundamentally about.  

 
A few notes on the project itself:

I have titled the project A Salted 
Tongue.  In the end, the predominate 
theme for me personally in the writ-
ing process, and thereby the predomi-
nate theme in the poems collectively, 

See Salted Tongue, p. 5

corner on          

   t
he

 a
rts




