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Dear reader,
            
Welcome to another issue of  Cornerstone! To be honest, being 
able to say "another" feels strange. I'm writing this as I end my 
junior fall at Brown, and like everyone will tell you, it went by so 
quickly. Without our notice, day to day becomes week to week, 
then month to month, and eventually, year to year.

Christians say that the moment you choose God, your life will 
never be the same. How then do we explain the way we float 
through it? I wrestled with this dissonance for a long time. My 
pursuit of  God didn’t bear any similarity to the miraculous con-
version stories I heard about in church; I didn’t have a great en-
counter that changed my perspective on faith forever. Instead, 
I grew so slowly that I often questioned if  I was growing at all. 
I would wonder if  God was disappointed in me for my lack of  
vigor, or temporary bouts of  it, only to lose it again.

But in this state of  tedium there’s a strange paradox. C.S. Lewis 
had a nice way of  putting it: “Isn’t it funny how day by day 
nothing changes, but when you look back, everything is differ-
ent...”. I think transformation often works like this. After re-
flecting on the past two years of  college, I’ve realized that the 
daily events and challenges my life have amounted to more than 
the sum of  their parts. There have been spiritual lows, spiritual 
highs, a plethora of  days that cruised closer to the median. But 
through it all, I’ve grown—and to my surprise, so has my faith. 
I’ve learned that even when nothing makes sense to me, God 
knows the ways in which He is molding me with certainty. And 
that is my version of  transformation.

The process is unique for all of  us. Perhaps some of  you have 
had that miraculous event in your life that brought you closer 
to God (I have to say, even though I’ve accepted the nature of  
my walk, I’m still a little jealous). For others, change could have 
been a step-by-step journey. You may be undergoing change at 
this very moment, with or without an understanding of  God’s 
place in it. To accompany you on this walk, the theme of  this 
issue is Transformation. In these pages, we have pieces deal-
ing with identity seeking, instability in the church, even fresh 
thoughts on age-old fundamentals like the Old Testament and 
the Trinity. Considering change in any of  these contexts can be 
intimidating. But in that consideration, there is also tremendous 
opportunity for beautiful transformations—and I pray that 
some of  these words may encourage you in that journey.

Letter from the Editor
Kathy Luo

And of  course, for those who feel like life is pretty stable right 
now: the absence of  transformation may not be a bad thing. As 
a final note before sending you forward, let us remember that 
the feeling of  sameness does not necessarily mean dullness. A 
certain thought has kept me going recently: that in some ways, 
a life that steadily continues may be the greatest testament any 
of  us could have to God’s steady hand over it. 

That thought does shake a little bit of  the stupor out of  my 
life, even in the small, daily things. It’s yet another paradox: 
that something so constant can be the very force that changes 
everything.

Changing but remaining,

Kathy Luo, Editor-in-Chief
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when I look outside the window
and see the birds of  the air
I think of  You
all the times You rescued me
all the times You lifted me
back up on my feet
when I fell down or tripped or 
wandered into an unknown pit

I see how they fly
high above the canopy
freckled leaves transforming into 
orange-gold and burgundy

I hear how they sing
in tune with one another
echoing an orchestra of  praise
in harmony amidst the rain

they make their beds in 
Your creation, homes hidden
from the storm

they’re fed each day
not from the crumbs of  my table
but from the feast of  Yours

when I look outside the window
and see the birds of  the air
I think of  You
all the ways You care for them
and how much more You care for us

This poem was inspired by Matthew 6:26, ESV: 
Look at the birds of  the air: they neither sow nor reap nor gather into barns, and 
yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not of  more value than they? 

Anna Delamerced is a 2nd year medical student at the Warren Alpert 
Medical School.

Birds of the Air
Anna Delamerced



Beauty of Deuteronomy
Mikaela Carrillo

Even if  you have been banished to the most distant land under the heavens, 
from there the Lord your God will gather you and bring you back.
(Deut. 30:4)

Regardless of  the season of  life, I still find it incredibly difficult 
to stay motivated and disciplined in reading scripture—espe-
cially when it comes to the Old Testament. Leviticus? Num-
bers? It’s a struggle. Don’t get me wrong—these books are crit-
ical to the believer in that they help lay down the foundations 
upon which the story of  our savior is built. They might be dry, 
but they are certainly not worthless. Nevertheless, if  you’re 
searching for relevance in the Old Testament, for something 
more than ancient laws and procedures, look no further than 
Deuteronomy. In contrast to its older, drier brothers, Deuteron-
omy finally begins to get to the heart of  God's character towards 
the Israelites, and on a broader level, us. Deuteronomy—a se-
ries of  sermons given by Moses before the Israelites entered the 
promised land—reads in certain sections like Paul’s letters in the 
New Testament, emphasizing God's promise and provision for 
His people, richly depicting how deeply He loves and is jealous 
for us, all of  which would be reflected in Jesus Christ. Yet, it also 
reminds us that when we rebel—when we throw God's blessings 
in His face—we, in turn, miss out on the glorious plans He has 
for His people.

...Deuteronomy for myself brought me face to face 
with the context for God's perpetual pursuit of our 
souls and enduring love for us. 

This depiction is beautifully crafted in Deuteronomy, and re-
flected in the words of  Paul in the New Testament. Here are a 
few verses for comparison:

Be careful not to forget the covenant of  the Lord your God that he made with 
you...For the Lord your God is a consuming fire, a jealous God.
(Deut. 4:23-24)

But because of  his great love for us, God, who is rich in mercy, made us 
alive with Christ even when we were dead in transgressions—it is by grace 
that you have been saved. 
(Ephes. 2:4-5)

Know therefore that the Lord your God is God; he is the faithful God, keep-
ing his covenant of  love to a thousand generations of  those who love him 
and keep his commands. 
(Deut. 7:9)

But when the kindness and love of  God our savior appeared, he saved us, 

not because of  righteous things we had done, but because of  his mercy. He 
saved us through the washing of  rebirth and renewal by the Holy Spirit…” 
(Titus 3:4-5)

For the Lord your God is a merciful God; he will not abandon or destroy 
you or forget the covenant with your forefathers, which he confirmed to them 
by oath. 
(Deut. 4:31)

These verses filled me with awe and fear for our Holy God, 
bringing an intense awareness of  both the depth of  His love 
and the "consuming fire" of  His jealousy and anger. Despite this 
anger, despite knowing His people will rebel, He still holds to 
His covenant with the Israelites, still says He will welcome back 
His people when they turn from their wicked ways. That's not 
to say there isn't real, and painful, punishment for turning our 
backs to God. His anger is not an empty threat. The Israelites 
can speak to that. What Deuteronomy is getting at is that God 
is both righteously angry and supremely faithful even when His 
people are not. God’s love and to a lesser extent His anger are 
not foreign to the Church, but reading Deuteronomy for myself  
brought me face to face with the context for God's perpetual 
pursuit of  our souls and enduring love for us. Not the passive, 
limp love that doesn't face the trials, failures, and faltering status 
we hold. No, God's love is agape—the Greek word for love that 
is sacrificial, unconditional, and selfless. It's committed, even 
when we are not. It's deep, even when we are shallow in our love 
to Him. It's raw and rough edged, even when we try to present 
our perfect selves, when we try to hide our realities under the 
rug. The Israelites messed up badly. And, unfortunately, so do 
we. God brings punishment upon them—discipline, death, and 
destruction. Yet even in the midst of  sin and death, His love 
remains for these broken people—his “treasured possession”—
and He endlessly pursues generation after generation, ultimate-
ly sacrificing His one and only son for their redemption. 

Deuteronomy then speaks to how we, in turn, should approach 
the Lord and live our lives under this “covenant of  love:”

Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with 
all your strength. These commandments that I give you today are to be upon 
your hearts. Impress them on your children. Talk about them when you sit at 
home and when you walk along the road, when you lie down and when you 
get up. Tie them as symbols on your hands and bind them on your foreheads. 
Write them on the door frames of  your houses and on your gates. 
(Deut. 6:5-9)
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Christ is God’s fulfillment of  His covenant and of  His promise. 
The parallels seen between Deuteronomy and the New Testa-
ment illustrate God’s unending faithfulness and everlasting love, 
incarnate in Jesus Christ. The relentless love and faithfulness 
of  God and His covenant described in Deuteronomy form the 
groundwork for the coming of  Christ.

Deuteronomy changed my opinion of  the Old Testament. It 
showed me that the rawness, truth, and conviction found in 
Paul’s letters in the New Testament originated in the Old, pro-
viding the basis for the narrative that would unfold in the Gos-
pel. I found a newfound love and praise for our God. He is 
beautiful in His dichotomous character—in His fierce love and 
anger. He is also faithful, keeping His holy covenant through the 
generations from the promised land to the blood of  Christ. He 
is glorious, righteous, my provider, my conqueror. I know more 
now what it means to truly fear and love our God.

All passages taken from the 1984 NIV.

Mikaela Carrillo is a freshman intending to concentrate in Public Health.

There, in the presence of  the Lord your God, you and your families shall eat 
and shall rejoice in everything you have put your hand to, because the Lord 
your God has blessed you.
(Deut. 12:7)

The Lord has made a covenant with us and we are to hold our-
selves accountable to it so that we may reap God's provisions. 
We are to put God’s commands “upon our hearts” and “walk in 
his ways,” constantly rejoicing and remembering the covenant 
God has made with us. God should be the center of  our hearts, 
minds, and lives. Some of  the most beautiful, simplistic verses 
in Deuteronomy describing this entanglement, this relationship 
of  God and man are verses 26:17-18: 

"You have declared this day that the Lord is your God and that you will 
walk in his ways, that you will keep his decrees, commands and laws, and 
that you will obey him. And the Lord has declared this day that you are his 
people, his treasured possession as he promised, and that you are to keep all 
his commands." 

This covenant remains in the New Testament, as God gifts His 
people the Holy Spirit in keeping with his promises:

He anointed us, set his seal of  ownership on us, and put his Spirit in our 
hearts as a deposit, guaranteeing what is to come. 
(2 Cor. 1:21-22)

It is in the midst of the laws and regulations of the 
early Old Testament, and the constant stumbles of 
his people, that God's divine love and faithfulness 
shine through, culminating in the powerful, arrest-
ing affirmations and truths of Deuteronomy.   

A beautiful covenant between God and His people is reflected 
in these lines as both declare their commitment to one another. 
It is in the midst of  the laws and regulations of  the early Old 
Testament, and the constant stumbles of  his people, that God’s 
divine love and faithfulness shine through, culminating in the 
powerful, arresting affirmations and truths of  Deuteronomy. 
This makes it all the more beautiful to see those promises, those 
affirmations, those truths reflected in the Gospel and God’s ul-
timate sacrifice. He pursues His people to the point of  giving 
His one and only son: the epitome of  sacrificial love. In His 
covenant to His people and in His unconditional love, God lays 
down the life of  His son, Jesus Christ, so that His people may be 
reconciled to Him and redeemed from the laws and procedures 
established in the Old Testament that could never be upheld. 



Still Water, Kathy Luo '19
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Downward, Leticia Calvillo '19



Aiming for a Capital “C" Church in Korean America
Kion You

And let the peace of  Christ rule in your hearts, to which indeed you were 
called in one body. And be thankful. 
(Colossians 3:15, NIV)

27% of  Koreans living in Korea identity as Christian. 80% of  
Koreans living in America, vastly constituted of  first and second 
generation immigrants, identify as Christians. This dramatic 
shift in religious demographics deserves to be looked at critical-
ly, especially considering the fact that Christianity in the United 
States has been on a rapid spiral downwards. What is it about 
the Korean American church that has allowed for this kind of  
growth, and what positives and negatives can we glean from it?

My own background in Christianity follows a similar thread 
to that of  many Korean American Christians: my parents met 
through the church in Seoul, moved to San Diego when I was 
three, plugged into a local Korean church called Hanbit, and 
then fostered community through that church. They dedicated 
a major part of  their life to serving Hanbit—my dad poured 
hours into building the church’s online infrastructure.

My dad decided to leave Hanbit after 9 years. I remember the 
entire pastoral staff visiting our house, essentially begging my 
dad to stay. My mom served coffee to the men at the table and 
then went upstairs, as did I—we were tacitly uninvited to spac-
es such as these. However, my dad’s obstinacy won over, and 
our family moved to an American church called Maranatha, a 
supposedly temporary arrangement. I left behind my formative 
childhood years, saying goodbyes to both best friends and bul-
lies. At Maranatha, I made no friends and hated service, while 
my parents couldn’t even understand the sermons. We spent 
three unnecessary years at a church that was objectively very 
good, but clearly wasn’t for us.

Finally, after starting my freshman year of  high school, our fam-
ily decided to switch churches to Calvary, another local Korean 
American Presbyterian church, in what was supposed to be the 
final move. I cautiously began to involve myself  in the youth 
group, slowly making friends among those who had grown up 
together in Calvary. Over the course of  years, I began to find 
my place in Calvary. I joined praise team, made great friends, 
and began to unpack some of  my emotional struggles with 
them. However, just as I began to truly open myself  up to those 
around me, our adult congregation made a decision that threw 
the entire church into chaos—they decided to vote out our se-
nior pastor.
 
My youth pastor at the time took a stance of  rebellion, preach-
ing that it was not biblical to force out a minister the way our 

church did. Unsurprisingly, he was then forced out too. I vividly 
remember that in his last few weeks on the job, senior elders 
came in and sat in our youth service, leading my youth pastor 
to not say a single word. Instead, he showed biblical videos to 
express silent rebellion. Over the course of   four more years 
in high school, I also saw two other leaders leave after finding 
better jobs. 

The now former senior pastor, at the urging of  supportive 
church members, started his own church elsewhere in San Di-
ego, and my dad followed along, dragging the rest of  my family 
with him. However, I refused to follow my parents out, stand-
ing firm in my commitment to Calvary. It had given me every-
thing throughout my high school years, and I was unwilling to 
leave yet another faith community. Soon, however, my dad grew 
again disillusioned and mistreated by the church, and left again, 
reverting back to the stable Maranatha Chapel. My mother and 
my seven year old sister followed, but this time, my 16 year old 
sister stayed. Essentially, it was a nomadic struggle my sister and 
I grew sick and tired of. 

Finally, after a long, complicated, and frankly tedious history 
with church, the present day: our family of  five attends three 
different churches back in San Diego. 

I pushed out all of  the emotional trauma these schisms caused 
me until I physically escaped them in college. I shut out the 
emotional difficulty of  alienating myself  from my family, of  go-
ing to a church my family had left, of  worshipping in a building 
riddled with sin and strife. I packaged all of  my emotions into a 
box labeled “church drama” and tucked it away, which was ul-
timately a futile action—church schism bled into family schism 
which bled into internal schism. It was impossible to separate 
an unstable church life with an unstable spiritual life. Only from 
this past year did I begin to understand why I had such an ad-
amant refusal to become vulnerable with a church: the risk of  
hurt and separation was too great. I also began to see that my 
problem was much more common than I had thought. 

As one person who grew up in one geographical area, my 
knowledge about the Korean-American church as a whole is 
miniscule in scope—I can only speak for my personal experi-
ences. However, through talking to Korean-American church-
going friends from across the nation, as well as through dig-
ging online, common threads began to appear—problems that 
are not limited to the Korean American church, but apply to 
the church in general. There is a ubiquitous culture of  shame, 
which I felt when the first youth pastor who I felt genuinely loved 
me was ostracized by church elders. Before I attended Calvary, 
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this definition, stating: “Religion that is pure and undefiled be-
fore God the Father is this: to visit orphans and widows in their 
affliction, and to keep oneself  unstained from the world.” I be-
lieve James’s two pronged church calling poignantly addresses 
the Korean American situation: ideally, we must engage with 
the Korean immigrant world-at-large, but we must also directly 
confront the problems a large secular community brings. 

Today, like all college students, I am transient, stepping into my 
home church a few weeks a year and then leaving for months. 
I say hi to old friends, grab lunch, play basketball, but just as 
quickly I am sent off back to Brown. After joining a Christian 
fellowship and a local church here in Providence, I realized 
that institutional conflict will always be present in a lowercase 
c church.   

At first, I was stunned and emotionally pained, realizing that I 
was unable to escape these problems by flying to the opposite 
corner of  the United States. I still haven’t resolved this issue in 
my heart, and residual bitterness from both my Korean Ameri-
can church at home and my faith community here remains. But 
I am confident that God “works for the good of  those who love 
him” (Romans 8:28). And one thing I am sure and resolved in: 
that no matter where I go, I am constantly overwhelmed my 
brothers and sisters’ love for God and for me.

At this point in my life, I don’t know where my “home church” 
is, nor where my home itself  is either. However, I was called to 
both Providence and my local fellowships for a reason, and I 
lovingly and joyfully serve through being the best arbitrary body 
part I can be (ideally something like a macrophage, or maybe 
a kneecap). I’ve accepted instability and transience as a part of  
my life, and I hope I can trust my fellow followers of  Christ no 
matter where I am. 

I want to finish by extolling the Korean-American church for 
all it has done to my life, as well as hundreds of  thousands of  
others. Calvary church has intimately connected me with oth-
ers who follow Christ, growing us together in His discipleship. 
Without my brothers and sisters in Christ back home in San 
Diego, I can only imagine where I would be now: pursuing my 
selfish ego and ambition so stringently my heart would by now 
be nothing more than a withered pulp. 

Romans 5:20 brings me hope and joy for a future in which my 
home church(es), the Korean-American church, and the entire 
body of  Christ on Earth can draw closer to what Christ intend-
ed Church to be: “Now the law came in to increase the trespass, 
but where sin increased, grace abounded all the more.”

Kion You is a sophomore concentrating in English.

there were numerous other administrative coups, including one 
in which a senior pastor left due to an embezzlement scandal. 
There is a commitment to honorable public appearance, the 
surreptitious hiding of  internal fracture. Furthermore, there 
is an imposition of  rigid hierarchies that divided the body of  
Christ between men and women, parents and children, elders 
and laypeople, pastors and administrative staff. There is devo-
tion to works-based righteousness, and a veering away from the 
gospel and grace. 

The Church, capital C, is the bride of Christ, joined 
together in a perfect union. The church, lowercase 
c, is the human endeavor at that capital C Church. 
But how could I understand and feel intimacy with 
Christ in a church that had splintered into three 
pieces? 

The Korean-American church also suffers a tough balancing 
act between serving as a fellowship of  Christ and a gathering 
of  immigrant peoples. New Korean immigrants need a way to 
plug themselves into community, and church often acts as the 
sole place for that. Inherent social desires brought, on one hand, 
a horde of  new Korean-American believers. On the other hand, 
the Korean American church risks unintentionally transform-
ing a place of  worship to a welcoming, but nonetheless secular 
place of  community.

The Church, capital C, is the bride of  Christ, joined together in 
a perfect union. The church, lowercase c, is the human endeav-
or at that capital C Church. But how could I understand and 
feel that intimacy with Christ in a church that had splintered 
into three pieces? How could I know what Church truly was 
when both my church and family lives were all emotionally frac-
tured? At many points in my life, because I could not trust either 
church or family, I found myself  desperately alone. 

Paul speaks over and over of  the Church not only as the bride of  
Christ, but as Christ’s actual body. For example, 1 Corinthians 
2:27 gives the command that “now you are the body of  Christ 
and individually members of  it.” As Christ’s body, he says we 
are his walking and breathing manifestation here on Earth, the 
sole manifestation of  a supernatural and uncompromising love 
found nowhere else. Our mission is to induce social change, 
fight inequity, love the least among us, provide a healthy moral 
framework, and most importantly, love God and each other. 

As it stands, my church, as well as countless others, is internally 
bleeding and ripping itself  apart from the inside out. Thank-
fully, God’s transformation of  the church also begins from the 
inside out, and his unending flow of  love for my church will 
never cease. We are “God’s household” (Ephesians 2:19), and 
He won’t let us slip away without a fight. James 1:27 adds to 



Introspection, Julie Joo '19
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Who am I?
Who is this person called me?

Maybe I am as society knows me.
A collection of  memories and thoughts
In the minds of  others;
A thin mist held amongst a collective consciousness.
Hardly,
There’d be too much conflict.
We know the self  to be at odds,
But contradict it cannot

Maybe I know who I am.
Aren’t I ever-present to myself;
My thoughts and motives always at the forefront of  my own 
consciousness?
Again, hardly,
There’s likely more conflict here than anywhere.

But, I am…
Right?
This person called Me exists,
And exists somewhere;
It must be known.
For how else could I be
Unless I am known?

Perhaps then
There is a Mind.
One that knows Me fully;
In all the wretchedness and glory of  my humanity;
The entirety of  my being.
Yet plagues me with perceived anonymity
In the hopes that I’d reciprocate,
In whatever limited way,
By coming to know it,
And in that knowledge finally find what no one else could:
Myself

On Identity
Anonymous



The Doctor
David Ferranti

“He was a lucky one,” the doctor said. “The blade was made 
of  soft stone, and crumbled on impact. There were many small 
pieces, but none too deep. The patient was stable, so I had the 
time to remove them all.” He held up a small fragment of  stone, 
no bigger than a fingernail. Its grey dullness somehow still re-
flected the dim light in the outer medical ward.

Malcolm nodded. Small pieces, he jotted down on the electronic 
pad. Remove if  the patient is otherwise stable.

“You needn’t write down everything I say,” the doctor said.

“I want my account to be as clear and accurate as possible,” 
Malcolm said.

“Course you do,” the doctor chuckled. “But if  you want that, 
you shouldn’t be talking to me. Go talk to the prisoners. They 
may not be clear, but they will certainly be accurate. I’ve seen 
you in the cafeteria, eating with the guards and supervisors. Go 

talk to the prisoners.”

“I’ve tried that,” Malcolm said disdainfully. “They don’t want 
to talk.”

The doctor laughed this time, a full-throated laugh. “Would 
you? If  some reporter came up to you from Earth to the soulless 
place where you were going to spend the rest of  your life, would 
you talk?”

Malcolm sniffed. “Half  of  them don’t even seem to be able to 
talk.”

“You’re referring to Yellowtooth?” The doctor began to wash 
his hands at the sink. “Forty-odd years without a glimpse of  
Earth will do that to you. He used to talk. Then shriek. Now he 
mostly stays quiet.”

Elevation, Julie Joo '19
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Malcolm’s grip tightened on his stylus. “Fine,” he said. 

The doctor sipped clear liquid from a bottle by his bed. The 
glowing orb that had replaced his eye in the left side of  his face 
stayed focused on Malcolm. The reporter looked away, unable 
to meet the mechanical stare. Replacement technology had 
always made him uncomfortable.

Artificial replacements for body parts were nearly a century 
old now. They had been improved upon both in function and 
appearance until now they almost perfectly resembled actual 
flesh. The doctor’s eye was so crude that it must have been an 
early model. But how had a man who was now a doctor at the 
prison for Earth’s worst criminals been able to afford the eye?

The doctor replaced the bottle on the floor. Then he began to 
speak.

"This is where I needed to be," the doctor said. "It is 
where I can remember what I was, and where I am 
now."

“There was an accident,” he said. “The accident gave me the 
eye you’ve been staring at for the last week. And it gave me 
these.” He held up his hands, and balled them into fists. Their 
silvery metal caught the light from the glowing screen and 
threw it around the room in a bright blur.

“What sort of  accident?”

The doctor lowered his arms. “The kind that might have been 
fatal. Mistakes were made. Some of  us died. Some of  us lived. 
They agreed to pay for our surgeries, and our futures. That is 
how I became a doctor.”

“W—why did you have only one eye replaced?”

The doctor turned his head so that all Malcolm could see was 
the other half  of  his face, the half  that was a mess of  metal 
implants and scar tissue. The eye socket was dark and sightless, 
a stark contrast to the glowing orb that sat within the other 
socket. Then the doctor turned his head again, and his artifi-
cial eye focused back on Malcolm.

“Not pretty, is it?”

Malcolm shook his head.

“Back in the day, these were expensive,” the doctor said. 

“There was no need for me to have two eyes when this one—” 

Malcolm shuddered, trying to keep the image of  Yellowtooth 
gnawing at the bars of  his cell from creeping back into his mind.

“You still talk,” he said. “And you’ve been here longer than forty 
years.”

The doctor dried his hands carefully. Malcolm chewed on the 
end of  his stylus.

“That’s what you’re chasing?” The doctor moved towards the 
door, motioning for Malcolm to follow.

“You think I’m going to be your story?” The doctor opened the 
door, and flipped the light switch. A corridor of  light led away 
from the now darkened medical room.

Malcolm smiled a thin-lipped smile. “You’d be part of  the 
story, sir,” he replied at last.

“I don’t get much news from Earth anymore,” the doctor said 
as he walked down the hallway. “The prison warden sends me 
the budget he has, and I send him back what I need shipped 
up here. Sometimes I get what I need. Sometimes, I make do 
with otherwise. Either way, there are always people in need of  
treatment. Prisoners and guards alike.”

“Funding shortages?” Malcolm scribbled another note on his 
pad.

“What else? How many people on Earth want to make sure a 
bunch of  convicts imprisoned on the far side of  the moon stay 
alive? We’re lucky to have a backup generator in case heat and 
air services fall apart.”

The doctor pulled open the door at the end of  the hallway. 
Inside the small room was a cot and a metal desk. A glowing 
screen was mounted on the far wall, sending soft light across 
the worn floor. Malcolm knew the screen was connected to 
the monitors in the inner medical ward. If  any of  the patients 
displayed any untoward behavior, the doctor would be alerted.

The doctor seated himself  on the cot. Malcolm sat cross-
legged on the floor.

“I will make a bargain with you, young man,” the doctor said. 
“I will tell you my story—or the parts of  my story I am willing 
to share. And when you write for your fancy newspaper down 
on Earth below, you will write everything I have said.”

Malcolm blinked. “Sir, you have to understand—”

“Those are my terms,” the doctor interrupted. “I do not 
haggle.”



he jerked his silver thumb up at his artificial eye “—would do 
the job just as well. No need, and no money.”

“Why not now, then?”

“The accident that cost me my eyes also cost me nearly half
my head. It’s stable enough now, but if  I ever had it opened 
up, chances are my brains will start leaking right through my 
skull.”

“And then, after the accident and your training, you came 
here?” Malcolm was writing down the doctor’s words and his 
own observations as fast as he could.

“And then I worked on Earth for nearly a decade,” the doctor 
corrected. “I was quite good, I suppose. Never an operation 
failed. Never a patient unsatisfied.”

“So why did you come here?”

The doctor snorted. “So many questions. You would not un-
derstand why, not now. Perhaps one day.”

He pulled something from his coat pocket. A worn sliver of  
metal, a ragged mirror image to one of  his artificial fingers.

“I carried this since the day I woke up in the hospital,” the 
doctor said quietly. “I never meant to keep it, not really. But it 
has stayed with me since then.”

He passed the metal piece to Malcolm, who held it gingerly.

“This is where I needed to be,” the doctor said. “It is where I 
can remember what I was, and what I am now. That is worth 
more to me than the blue seas and golden fields of  the Earth. 
That is worth more to me than the wealth and glory of  all the 
kingdoms of  the world.” He tapped his eye.

“It does not blink,” the doctor continued. “It can focus amaz-
ingly well, and see much better in the dark.”

The glowing red artificial eye dimmed, then intensified. The 
doctor looked down at his silver hands.

“And these do not tremble.” The sharp metal fingers opened 
and closed. “Not like my old hands. Even when I was young, I 
could not hold them so steady.”

“Does it help with your medical work?” Malcolm held the 
metal shard up. The doctor took it, and slipped it back into his 
coat pocket.

“I do not know,” he said. “When I first awoke in the hospital, 
I could not see at all. All I could remember were the terrible 
things I had done before—things that you would not believe 
if  I told you of  them. And then I was alone in the dark until 
my sight was given back to me. I do not know if  I could be a 
doctor, had I not lost my eyes, and my hands. I do not know 
if  the prisoner recovering in the inner medical ward would 
still have that tumor in his neck if  I were still entirely flesh and 
blood. I do not know if  I still would have drunk from this cup 
had it not been given to me. All I know is that I am a doctor, 
and there are men and women here in need of  healing.”

Malcolm nodded.

The doctor looked up at the glowing screen.

“Curfew starts soon,” he said. “You had best be on your way, 
or the prison warden will have you sent back to the main colo-
ny in a waste container.”

“Is there more to your story?” Malcolm rose, keeping a firm 
grasp on the stylus and pad.

“No,” the doctor said. “Write it, for your newspaper on the 
Earth.”

He held out his hand. Malcolm shook it, and turned to leave. 
The doctor’s voice froze him before he could step out in the 
hallway.

“And remember, young man, to blink. You still can.”

David Ferranti is a junior concentrating in Biology.
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City Haze, Julie Joo '19



There's something about this field of  stones.

It is not the flowers, nor the bones,
but a spirit of  remembrance

come as souls both noble and base we reverence.
We honor them with flowers, rocks, and words,

crosses, stars, and sepulchers—
our monuments to those interred.

All other deeds forgotten, their names alone remain.

One stone bears this script, engraved in snowy white:
“Righteous among the nations”—oh fearless man of  light!

“The unforgettable lifesaver of  1200 persecuted Jews”—
who, in the face of  risks to life, himself  did not recuse.

And just as they give praise to him, who fame and glory won,
let us give higher praise to Him—the Son, the Holy One—

and write in stony hearts a sacred vow this day:
“Righteous among all nations, the Light, the Life, the Way,

Eternal Savior of  countless wandering souls—
from Thee I’ll never stray!”

And when one day our time is through
they’ll lay us down to rest,

and etch in stone a line or two—
what we’ve in them impressed.

***

And when your life’s reduced to words, what few things will they write?

There's something about this field of  stones.

There's something about this field of  stones.

Jordan Jones is a first year PhD student in Portuguese and Brazilian Studies.

This poem was inspired by the grave of  Oskar Schindler, depicted on the opposite page. 

Field of Stones
Jordan Jones
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On the Trinity
Tom Hale

The concept of  the Trinity is undoubtably a fundamental part 
of  the Christian Faith. Followers of  Christ begin their journey 
with baptism in the name of  the Father, the Son and the Holy 
Spirit. However, the concept of  the Trinity itself  is complicated, 
especially in the political connotations of  its origins. Further-
more, unlike many other core tenets of  the Christian faith, the 
term “Trinity” is never explicitly described in the Bible. 

Instead, our modern understanding of  the Trinity is derived 
primarily from a series of  councils in the early church from 
300-700 AD, in particular the First Council at Nicaea of  325 
AD. The three hundred bishops in attendance agreed on what 
would become the Nicene Creed, which essentially states the 
following:

that God consists of  three persons, the Father, the Son and 
the Holy Spirit; that all are equally God and of  the same 
substance; and that none created the other.

These statements, although controversial in and of  themselves, 
are complicated even further by the unfortunate context of  the 
councils that passed them. On the one hand, the Nicene Coun-
cil and others like it were called to unify the early church and 
prevent the spread of  certain dangerous heresies. On the other 
hand, these councils were political in nature, called with the in-
tent of  solidifying and unifying the church as a political tool. In 
the case of  the Nicene Council, the political nature is especially 
egregious: the council was called by Constantine the Great with 
the obvious intent of  creating a single, united church. Constan-
tine himself, although an early convert, would not be baptized 
until his deathbed.

This raises obvious problems as to the legitimacy and authority 
of  the Council. One need not look far to find dangerous exam-
ples of  religion and politics mixing. How then can one trust the 
outcome of  such a heavily politicized gathering?

In considering the authority of  the Nicene Creed, it is import-
ant to note that although Constantine assembled the council, he 
exerted no major influence on its outcome and had no vested 
interest in the result—as long as the result was unanimous, that
 is. Meanwhile, the actual bishops assembled had a real interest 
in producing a text consistent with their best understanding of  
Biblical teachings. In other words, the Council being called for 
political reasons isn’t necessarily a good reason to dismiss its 
outcome, and the Biblical foundation of  the Creed they pro-
duced is an excellent reason to accept it (Councils and Creeds, 
David Wright).

This in turn produces another problem: how Biblical is the con-

cept of  the Trinity? After all, the actual term “Trinity” never 
occurs in the Bible and the concept of  the Trinity is barely even 
implicitly present in the Old Testament.

Johannes Wolleb, a 17th-century Swiss theologian, has the fol-
lowing comments: 

“this objection [that the Trinity cannot be read in the Bible] 
can be raised against every dogma and against theology in 
general … It would also have to be raised against proclama-
tion [of  the gospel], which does not stop at the mere reading 
of  Scripture but goes on to explain it too (Barth 308-309).

In other words, any understanding of  our faith requires a de-
gree of  extrapolation from Scripture; the Trinity is no different. 
Karl Barth, another Swiss theologian widely considered to be 
the greatest reformed thinker of  the twentieth century, builds 
on this idea in his Church Dogmatics: 

“The Bible can no more contain the dogma of  the Trinity 
explicitly than it can contain other dogmas explicitly. For its 
witness, which was given in a specific historical situation or in 
many such, does indeed confront erring humanity generally 
as the witness to revelation, but it does not confront the spe-
cific errors of  Church history as such (Barth 310).

Barth goes on to say that we cannot “prove the truth of  the dog-
ma that is not as such in the Bible merely from the fact that it is 
a dogma, but rather from the fact that we can and must regard 
it as a good interpretation of  the Bible” (310). In other words, 
simply because the Bible does not explicitly contain Trinitarian 
doctrine doesn’t mean that Trinitarian doctrine is false. Indeed, 
if  you interpret the Bible as being written in a specific time peri-
od and as addressing specific human mistakes it follows that the 
Bible does not and should not contain a comprehensive list of  
human errors, leaving significant portions up to human inter-
pretation (with the guidance of  the Spirit). This makes intuitive 
sense and has significant precedent, especially in light of  the 
New Testament. After Christ’s ascension the apostles go on to 
create what is essentially dogma; consider Paul’s words in regard 
to circumcision (Acts 15) and meat sacrificed to idols (1 Cor 8).

As important as interpreted dogma may be, it is still crucial that 
it refers back to the scriptures. Just as the Apostles refer back to 
the Old Testament, so must our dogma refer back to the scrip-
tures. As such, the Trinity is most clear in the rite of  baptism. 
Matthew 28:19 is widely referred to as a key reference: "There-
fore go and make disciples of  all nations, baptizing them in the 
name of  the Father and of  the Son and of  the Holy Spirit.” In-
deed, Christ’s own baptism is Trinitarian: “As Jesus [the Son] 
was coming up out of  the water, he saw heaven being torn open 
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and the Spirit descending on him like a dove. And a voice [the 
Father] came from heaven: ‘You are my Son, whom I love; with 
you I am well pleased’” (Mk 1:10-11, emphasis added). In fact, 
Christ’s baptism is almost exactly the same in the three synoptic 
gospels, with the Spirit descending on the Son with the Father’s 
affirmative voice. The Trinitarian theme of  baptism continues 
in Acts 8, where Samaritan Christians are initially baptized on 
belief  in “God and the name of  Jesus Christ” and then are final-
ized as believers by the arrival of  the Holy Spirit.

In short, in order to be a Christian and to believe in 
Christ's sacrifice one must believe in a Triune God: 
a God whose very nature is Love.

The importance of  the Trinity in our salvation also continues 
past the initial stage of  baptism. 1 Peter elaborates on this, as 
Peter introduces “God’s elect” as those “who have been chosen 
according to the foreknowledge of  God the Father, through the 
sanctifying work of  the Spirit, for obedience to Jesus Christ” (1 
Pt 1:1-2). 1 John also clearly contains at least an implicit under-
standing of  the Trinity: “God has given us eternal life, and this 
life is in his Son” and “it is the Spirit who testifies [to Christ], 
because the Spirit is the Truth” (1 Jn 5:6,11). 2nd Thessalonians 
continues this theme: “from the beginning God chose you [the 
Thessalonian church] to be saved through the sanctifying work 
of  the Spirit and through belief  in the truth. …  May our Lord 
Jesus Christ himself  and God our Father … encourage your 
hearts and strengthen you” (2 Thess 2:13,16-17). Yet again, in 
2nd Corinthians Paul ends his letter with “May the grace of  the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and the love of  God, and the fellowship of  
the Holy Spirit be with you all” (2 Cor 13:13).

These passages make it abundantly clear that the Trinity—God 
the Father, Christ the Son, and the Holy Spirit—is not only sim-
ply a core part of  our faith but the foundation of  our salvation. 
That being said, many details are not entirely clear. What is 
the role of  the Holy Spirit in the Trinity? Is the Spirit equal to 
the Father and the Son? Is the Son derived from the Father? 
These are the kinds of  questions that plagued the early church 
and caused countless theological fallouts. Indeed, therein lies 
the significance of  the Nicene Creed; for the better part of  two 
thousand years it has served as a foundation to our understand-
ing of  the Trinity.

However, as much as we may focus on the minutiae of  the Trin-
ity ultimately its importance lies in one key aspect: a trinitari-
an God is relational.  A Trinitarian God is a God defined by 
relationships and the love in these relationships: the Father to 

the Son, the Son to the Father, etc. A relational God desires 
to be in relationship with us, and understanding God in this 
way helps us understand so much of  His nature. A relational 
God creates Adam and Eve in love so that He can share the 
perfect relationship of  the Trinity with others. A relational God 
is heartbroken by sin and the separation sin creates. A relation-
al God forgives Israel’s sins again and again. A relational God 
punishes sin not for the sake of  punishment but in the hope of  
remorse. A relational God can forgive, remembering His love 
for us. A relational God is willing to sacrifice His very own Son 
to restore the original communion Adam and Eve lost. Indeed, 
the magnitude of  Christ’s sacrifice is made evident in the Trin-
ity. His prayers in the garden of  Gethsemane and His cries on 
the cross are so much more powerful when understood as a Son 
appealing to a Father (Mk 14:36, 15:34). Similarly, the Father’s 
willingness to allow Christ’s death is made meaningful by the 
Father’s love for the Son, revealing the depth of  God’s love for 
us.  This is ultimately why the concept of  the Trinity has sur-
vived the test of  time: a Triune God can justly condemn and 
redeem in a powerful, understandable and meaningful way. All 
this—the redemptive story at the heart of  our faith—is made 
possible and made meaningful by the Trinity. In short, in order 
to be a Christian and to believe in Christ’s sacrifice one must 
believe in a Triune God: a God whose very nature is Love.

All passages taken from the 1984 NIV.

Tom Hale is a junior concentrating in Computer-Engineering.
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flashlight—nothing. The light was simply there, its own origin, 
its own identity. As for himself, he had lost his years ago, just like 
he had lost everything else.

Eight nineteen. Dinner consisted of  two biscuits and water. He 
scoured his surroundings, searching for anything dry with which 
he could start a fire. A few branches, a piece of  bark, and an old, 
deteriorated book hidden under a pile of  plastic bottles. The 
fire was warm, keeping his hands and feet from the numbing 
cold. Throwing a few more branches into the fire, he lied down 
on the cold cement and threw the tarp over himself  and his bag. 
He stared at the starless night until he fell asleep to the silence.

The road was his guide, and the light, a promise at 
its end. 

The pulsating light was still there, this time warm and welcom-
ing. He gazed at the light in admiration, his eyes like newborn 
stars from the reflection. As he approached the light, a brilliant 
glow pierced through the darkness and filled the sky. The numb 
cold in his feet was no more, and the ticking of  his watch now 
seemed to complement the radiating brightness. The sky was a 
beautiful blue, a color he had not seen in years, and the water 
sparkled in resonance, glittering to the rhythm of  day. 

---

He awoke. 

He found himself  yet again on the road. There were still no 
markers, no signs, no indication of  where he was—and yet he 
seemed to know where to go. The road was his guide, and the 
light, a promise at its end. 

David Shin is a sophomore concentrating in Neuroscience.

He stared across the water, trying to piece together the puz-
zle that the darkness presented. The waves rushed by his waist, 
their destination unknown. Keeping him company was only the 
ticking of  his watch and the pulsing of  his heart. His feet were 
submerged, cold to a dull numbness. 

Suddenly, a light flickered in the distance, dancing despite the 
silence. He tossed his bag over his shoulder and waded towards 
the light. Minute by minute, it seemed to grow brighter. Slowly, 
he drew nearer—

A deafening clap of  thunder woke him, and, he found him-
self  still alone, by the side of  a road, drenched in cold rain. He 
found his bag buried under the tarp he had set up prior to his 
sleep. As he stood, the wind seemed to be whispering for him 
to leave, and the clouds seemed to agree as they blew past him, 
flipping the hood of  his jacket over his head. Undeterred, he 
followed the path set before him. Withered trees flanked both 
sides of  the paved highway, no cars present. The road was his 
only guide, his unwavering escort to wherever he was headed.

The sun was nowhere in sight, a gloomy eeriness permeating 
throughout. He looked down at his watch: Nine twenty-four. He 
tried to remember the last time he slept in, the times someone 
was there to pester him awake, roll him out of  bed, kick him 
out of  his stupor. When was the last time he ate with somebody, 
talked about his day, received a simple “good morning”? He 
shook his head and laughed dryly. Those days were long gone. 
He was alone now.

One thirty-seven. How far had he walked on the road? A mile? 
Four? Ten? His ankles ached; it was harder and harder for him 
to lift his feet off the ground. Hungry and tired, he decided to 
step off the road and eat. Building a seat of  leaves and branch-
es, he sat down, opened his bag, and pulled out a spoon and a 
can of  soup. As he began to eat, he longed for the once simple 
pleasure of  a cup of  coffee.

Small breaks were all he could afford, but he knew he had to 
keep moving, wherever the road led him. He glanced back at 
his watch. Four fifty. The murkiness had grown darker, the clouds 
more ominous, the sun still hiding from the wasteland. A strong 
gust of  wind blew past him, causing him to stagger. As he re-
gained his balance, he continued down the path, dragging his 
aching body along. He tried to remember what the light was 
like back in his dream. There had been no source, no fire, no 

The Promise
David Shin



They say,
work more, push more
you know you can always
do more

I say,
I know, I know, I know

I think if  I heard those orders just
one more time, 
my skin would turn to plastic
my eyes would glaze to glass
and I’d turn into a clock

run on cogs and ticks, 
never miss a meeting again
no sleep, no dreams
just a charged battery,
and I’d run smooth and proud
like a perfect machine

but I woke up this morning
still a human being.

She says,
watch out for yourself  take care of  yourself
you need to stop loving everything but yourself

words from a mother’s mouth
because she was tired of  sending off a daughter in the fall
and getting back a ghost by Christmas Eve 

I say, 
I know, I know, I know

I tell her, I was turning the other cheek
She says  they already slapped that one.
I rub my face 
and wonder if  she’s right

do what I’m saying and 
follow this road
don’t question these things I’m just
helping you grow

Mantra
Kathy Luo

Okay, I say,
I know, I know, I know

If  only they knew
how little I know,
that the string I reply with
is just a plagiarized promise
it’s something I heard first
long ago

I say,
God, you wouldn’t believe
what happened today…

A voice:
I know, I know, I know.

Kathy Luo is a junior concentrating in English and Sociology.
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Beachside, Kathy Luo '19



A Prayer for the Season of Advent
 
Most gracious, heavenly, divine Creator, as we move toward a 
season of  Advent, let us continue to give you thanks for the gift 
of  life. In the midst of  consumerism, filled with wish lists and 
presents, let us not forget the ultimate gift and the real reason for 
the season, your Son, Jesus the Christ.
 
For many of  us who are waiting in expectation, our season of  
anticipation is riddled with fear of  the unknown, eclipsed by the 
angst and anxiety of  what lies ahead. But we know you have 
carefully knitted and crafted us in your own image and that our 
steps have been divinely ordered. For in your Word it states, 
“For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the LORD, 
“plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you 
hope and a future.” (Jeremiah 29:11 NIV) Therefore, give us 
peace regarding our own futures. Let us not stress about finals, 
prospective internships, post-graduation plans, graduate school 
applications, GRE, GMAT, MCAT, and LSAT scores. Help us 
to not worry about tomorrow, but remind us to hold on to your 
unchanging hand as you are with us every step of  our journey.
 
Oh God, help us not to lose faith in humanity. In a society where 
innocent lives are lost in senseless acts of  gun violence, where 
migrants are being auctioned in modern day slavery and where 
individuals are rendered voiceless due to harassment in toxic 
work environments, it is easy to grow weary of  this world. How-
ever, we know that we serve an all-powerful, all-knowing and 
mighty God.  Continue to give us the courage to speak truth to 

power and shed light on the systemic acts of  social injustice that 
continue to plague our society.  
 
Lastly, we pray for the marginalized, the oppressed, and the 
homeless who often go unnoticed. Open our eyes so we may see 
them and extend grace to them when others have labeled them 
invisible. We pray for those who will return to broken homes 
this season. While the holidays should be a time filled with joy 
and cheer, we know sorrow and trauma will sometimes inhabit 
these places. Continue to be a comforter for us who are experi-
encing isolation, loss and grief  during this season.
 
May your hand continue to be upon us and your love feel our 
hearts as we celebrate the King.
 
Amen.

A Prayer for Brown and RISD
Jermaine Pearson, Interim Associate Protestant Chaplain
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Ministry Profile: Reformed University Fellowship
Edward Park

City On a Hill , Julie Joo ‘19

Reformed University Fellowship (RUF) is an Evangelical Chris-
tian campus ministry serving Brown University, The Rhode 
Island School of  Design & Johnson & Wales University, and 
other Providence-area schools. RUF is made up of  students 
from many different backgrounds. It is part of  the nationwide 
campus ministry of  the Presbyterian Church in America (PCA) 
and overseen by Southern New England Presbytery. Our aim is 
to bring the whole testimony of  scripture and the gospel to the 
whole person, reaching and influencing the whole campus for 
the sake of  Jesus Christ, his church and kingdom.

The word "reformed" means that we hold to an historic un-
derstanding of  Christianity. Though many today would claim 
that truth is relative or unknowable, we believe that Christianity 
stands upon very clear and specific truth claims. Jesus himself  
said that we must believe who he claimed to be and hold to his 
teachings. In RUF, you are given opportunities to wrestle with 
the truth (through the Bible as God's word), and to see that the 
gospel speaks to every area of  life. Through exposure to truth, 
we hope that many will come to know the one who is truth, 
Jesus Christ.

We also believe that Christianity is not just a moral system. It 
has a moral system, but that is not what it is. Christianity is not 
intended to make us better people; the gospel makes us new 
people. It brings new life for those who are dead in sin, and 
brings hope for the hopeless. We believe that those who come 
to see that Jesus is the truth will also see that he is life and so be 
transformed in every part of  their lives.

RUF exists to reach students for Christ and equip them to serve. 
It is the aim of  RUF to be a ministry for the campuses of  Brown, 
RISD, JWU, and other Providence-area schools—not for our-
selves. Our intent is to see the campus communities from which 
we come transformed by the power and beauty of  the presence 
of  Christ. God has placed you on your campus. Your calling as 
a student is to glorify God by diligently studying in whatever 
area he has gifted you, whether it be in the liberal arts, fine arts 
or design, or culinary and hospitality. We also encourage you 
to involve yourself  in all that campus life has to offer and to 
serve in your campus community, whether you hail from Brown, 
RISD, JWU, or another Providence-area school!

But Christianity is not something that can be lived out alone. 
The believer is called to live within a very special community—
the church. Because Christ loved the church and gave himself  
up for her, we gather together to worship Christ, to strengthen 
each other, enjoy life together, and face our struggles together. 
While RUF is an arm of  the church on the campus, it is not 
a substitute for a local church. We encourage you to involve 
yourself  in RUF as well as worship weekly in a Bible-believing 
church here in Providence.

In conclusion, our aim is to bring the whole testimony of  scrip-
ture and the gospel to the whole person, reaching and influenc-
ing the whole campus for the sake of  Jesus Christ, his church 
and kingdom.



Blooming, Leticia Calvillo ‘19

Therefore, if  anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation. 
The old has passed away; behold, the new has come.

2 Corinthians 5:17 (ESV)


