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Dear reader,
            
Welcome to the Spring 2017 issue of  Cornerstone! How this 
magazine came into your hands is a complete mystery to me. 
Maybe you saw a copy lying around in Faunce. Maybe you’re a 
friend of  someone on staff, and they gave it to you themselves. 
Or maybe you’re not holding a magazine at all, but viewing it 
online after following a link on Facebook (wow, technology!). 
Regardless of  how you’re reading this, we’re glad you are. I 
know God has a lot to do with it. After all, as Isaiah 59:1a (NIV) 
says, “Surely the arm of  the Lord is not too short to save”— I 
doubt it’s too short to hand you a magazine either!

Thinking of  the unexpected, random ways someone might 
stumble upon a copy of  Cornerstone reminds me of  how un-
predictable life is. Maybe it’s because of  this unpredictability 
that wandering is such a universal human activity. We make up 
cool names for it, like “exploring,” “browsing our options,” or 
“living with arms wide open.” And sometimes, it really is as fun 
as it sounds. I still have vivid memories of  walking onto campus 
for the first time, ready to stroll through every green and browse 
courses like there was no tomorrow. But as I (and anyone who 
has ever grappled with the open curriculum) would soon find, 
wandering isn’t fun forever— eventually, it becomes exhausting. 
And at these times, we need something upon which we can rest.

What is that thing for each of  us? That question can be hard 
to answer. Every day, dozens of  different items call for our at-
tention, forcing us to make calculations on where to put our 
energy, how to spend our time, and ultimately, what to deem as 
important. I used to plug and chug this equation endlessly. The 
answer I got changed depending on the day. But eventually, I 
realized that it just didn’t work: Whether I put my value into my 
grades, clubs, friends, or even myself, the things I painstakingly 
determined to be the most solid in my life always turned out to 
be fallible. And every time something went wrong, I would lose 
direction, left to wander again.

Does that mean that these things are bad? No, of  course not! 
But as God is showing me more and more every day, placing 
our joy, faith, or worth in them is a dangerous game. The sec-
ond we mistake any God-given gift as more reliable, comforting, 
or perfect than God Himself, we miss the point: that ultimately, 
“every good and perfect gift is from above” (Jas 1:17, NIV). It 
is through this truth that we can finally take a break from our 
wandering and find a definite, fulfilling peace.

Letter from the Editor
Kathy Luo

I wanted to touch upon that because I feel like it’s on a lot of  
our minds. Indeed, though there was no formal theme for this 
issue, many of  our submissions returned again and again to this 
theme of  feeling lost. I pray that if  you’re in that place, that 
one of  these pieces may resonate with you. We’ve also covered 
a plethora of  other topics, from evangelism, to the Wild West, 
to finding bits of  heaven in thermodynamics. When it all comes 
together, I think it shows that God really is everywhere, so long 
as we’re looking.

So as I leave you with the rest of  the magazine, feel free to 
wander! The good thing about it is that God is present on that 
course, too. He is surely waiting around every corner— even 
when you close the cover.

Wandering, but not lost,

Kathy Luo, Editor-in-Chief

Kathy Luo is a sophomore concentrating
 in English and Sociology.
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Winding Road, Julie Joo ‘19
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View From a Window, Julie Joo '19
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She hobbles in on her walking cane
Pausing in front of  her favorite waiting room chair to lower
her purse,
bag of  medications,
creaking bones,
and herself  into the seat.
Out of  breath and full of  faith.
She waits for me to emerge,
stethoscope in hand.
Smile on my face.
Tightness in my throat.
She looks worse than the last visit.
Year 39 going on 40 of  her battle
with anemia and pain from all of  her medications.
From her skin to her neutrophils,
nothing is familiar except the steady deterioration.
Chronically painful yet,
eternally hopeful.
She sees a restorative hope in Jesus and I see
the humanity in her.
As she bravely extends her arm,
I collect tubes of  the red Nile running through her veins—
the same life force that flows within me,
beneath my white coat.

Nicole Negbenebor is a 3rd year medical student at the
Warren Alpert Medical School.

Faith in the Wards
Nicole Negbenebor
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Taking the Leap
Roxanne Wong

As a child growing up in Singapore, I had no idea what I want-
ed to be, but I knew it had to be something glamorous and lu-
crative. The one thing I knew I didn’t want to become was a 
teacher. My mother was a teacher, and the long hours, draining 
days, and constant drama from parents and colleagues wore her 
down. The reality of  teaching  — no glamour, low pay, low status 
and very little free time— was apparent to me from a young 
age. I was not about that life. 

In my freshman year of  college, I was leading a youth retreat 
when the girls in my group started telling me about a teacher 
at their school who was vehemently against Christianity. One 
girl was singled out and ridiculed just for raising her hand when 
the teacher asked who was Christian. Due to the school being 
an international school, it was beyond the reach of  any laws 
against religious discrimination. As I listened to these girls, I 
felt a sudden strong stirring in my heart. If  there are teachers there 
against God, there should be teachers there for Him, I thought. The 
thought gripped me and took hold, and I couldn’t shake it off. 

As soon as the retreat ended, I was online, searching for gradu-
ate programs in education.

The complete 180 in my attitude towards teaching made me 
realize that God had moved and was calling me on this path. I 
started seeking out opportunities to learn more about teaching, 
volunteering as a tutor at a children’s home, embarking on a 
teaching internship, and intentionally taking education classes. 
Then, my senior year came and I started seriously looking at 
graduate schools in the US.

One look at the cost of  taking the GREs created an overwhelm-
ing cloud of  doubt. I had grown up in a low-income single par-
ent household and there was no way I could afford the GREs, 
let alone the tuition costs of  a master’s program. Feeling com-
pletely confused, I turned to God, surrendering myself  to Him. 
I’ll go wherever you want me to, Lord. The words came out in a rush, 
but I meant them. I knew that I was in the hands of  the one who 
knew the best plan for me.

Blue Lake, Meagan Peters ‘18
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Surrendering is difficult, but God always provides.

Now I’m coming to the end of  my time at Brown, where I’ve 
learned, grown, and experienced so much more than I could 
have in my comfortable little world back in Singapore. This past 
January, I attended an international school job fair in Massa-
chusetts, where I was hired by the best international school in 
the Philippines. When I got the job offer, I broke down, knowing 
that this was entirely God’s plan, the one He had been prepar-
ing me for since He’d planted the first seed in my heart fresh-
man year.

Surrendering to God has been the best decision I have ever 
made. Teaching may not provide a life of  glamor or wealth, 
but knowing I’m where God wants me to be is better than any 
money or fame. Although there are times when I’m anxious 
or worried, I know He’s got my back, and He’s taking me on 
a journey I could never have planned on my own. In August, I 
will have lived in three countries in three years, a far cry from 
spending 21 years in the same city. Jesus clearly stated that with 
God, all things are possible (Matt 19:26). If  you feel God tug-
ging on your heart, or even if  you have no idea what your next 
step is, I encourage you to trust God completely and surrender 
yourself  to His will. Have the courage to let yourself  be used in 
incredible ways.

Roxanne Wong is a graduate student in Education.

A few weeks later, I embarked on a research project for a class, 
interviewing immigrants about their experiences with religion 
and migration. As my last interview wrapped up, the couple I 
was interviewing started asking me questions about my future, 
and I spoke in passing about my dilemma. The conversation 
continued, and as I was about to leave, my respondents looked 
at each other and one of  them spoke. “We’d like to pay for you 
to take the GREs.” I was blown away. Tears filled my eyes as 
they told me about how they felt compelled to allow me this 
opportunity.

The application process rushed by in a blur and I was constant-
ly reminded that everything I was doing was for the will of  God. 
As acceptance letters began to arrive, I prayed about which 
school I should choose to attend. Brown had consistently been 
my first choice, and when they offered me a partial scholarship, 
it seemed like a clear sign. Still, it was only a partial scholarship, 
and I found myself  doubting this path and wondering how I 
would ever be able to afford the rest of  the tuition fees.

I'll go wherever you want me to, Lord. The words came out in 
a rush, but I meant them. I knew that I was in the hands of the 
one who knew the best plan for me.

Give me faith to trust what You say. My prayer was still the same, and 
again I told God to use me and send me wherever He wanted 
me to go. However, reality was hitting me hard. I had spent 21 
years in the same country, and now would be living on my own 
10,000 miles from home without the structure of  dorm life. I 
kept wondering if  this was really where He was calling me. Was 
the trouble and expense worth it? After all, I rationalized, wasn’t 
there work I could do in Singapore, where I was comfortable?

The thing is, God never calls us to be comfortable. Through-
out the Bible, God constantly calls people to leave their homes 
into the unknown. Abram left his nation (Gen 12:1-20), Mo-
ses turned on his comfortable life in the palace (Exod 2:11-22), 
Ruth departed from her people and the only place she had 
ever known (Ruth 1:8-19), and Jesus called His disciples away 
from everything familiar to them (Matt 4:18-22; Mark 2:13-14). 
Clinging on to my sense of  security in Singapore, I decided to 
create a crowdfunding page, knowing that this was a longshot 
and telling myself  that if  I wasn’t able to raise enough money, 
I wouldn’t go.

Incredibly, beyond my wildest hopes, people from all over the 
world — even complete strangers— supported my crazy cam-
paign. The editor of  my college newspaper asked me to write 
about my crowdfunding venture, and soon the story was be-
ing shared hundreds of  times on social media platforms and 
through word of  mouth. The generosity was astounding. To this 
day, I feel like I’m living a dream. I couldn’t believe the power of  
compassion and the power of  God. 
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The Wanderer
David Ferranti

Sam glanced back at the saloon door. 

Abe hit his shoulder, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough 
to be felt. 

“Quit gawking,” Abe hissed. “He’ll get here eventually. Have 
Bill pour you another drink.” 

Sam swung back around. “I wasn’t gawking,” he said. 

“Sure you weren’t,” Abe replied. He sipped his whiskey. 

Abe’s biting mockery combined with the sour sound of  the 
tuneless piano in the back of  the Dead Horse Saloon made 
Sam grit his teeth. He gestured for Bill to fill up his glass. The 
bartender obliged. 

For perhaps the hundredth time that night, Sam wondered if  
coming to the saloon had been a mistake. He’d been following a 
hunch, and so far, his hunches hadn’t let him down. 

Sam hadn’t gotten a hunch one way or another on the cattle 
drive job. That’s why he’d come here, to find Amos and speak 
with him. 

Abe finished the rest of  his whiskey and set the glass down with 
exaggerated care. His long, slim fingers traced the smooth wood 
of  the bar, worn down over the years by hundreds of  patrons. 

“What do we actually know about Amos?”

The question caught Sam off guard. “This isn’t another one of  
your jokes, is it?”

“No,” Abe said. “For once it’s not. I’m just curious.”

“He passes through town every now and then,” Sam replied. 
“He’s not a cowboy, or a trader, or anything. Doesn’t even own 
a horse.”

“Brave man.” A slight sarcastic edge crept back into Abe’s voice. 
“Walking all over the West with no horse. How does he eat? Or 
hide from Indians?”

“The birds feed him.” The comment came from a grizzled man 
sitting further down the bar— it was Ray, one of  the town’s 
deputies who seemed to spend very little time deputizing and 
quite a lot of  time drinking.

“That sounds like a tall tale to me,” Abe chuckled.

“It’s true,” Ray insisted. “Heard it off a man who rode with a 
man who saw it. A flock of  ravens brings him meat whenever 
he’s hungry.”

This was a story that Sam had not heard. He exchanged a look 
with Abe.

“He talks to them,” Ray continued. “To the birds. And they 
talk back. Tell him things. Secret things. Just ask Bill, he’ll tell 
you. Amos has been coming through his town since he built this 
saloon.” 

The bartender had been making his rounds of  the saloon’s few 
tables, but the sound of  his name brought him back to the bar.

“You youngsters want to know about Amos? Well, you aren’t 
the first, and you won’t be the last either.” He set down his filthy 
cleaning rag.

“He’s a tycoon from the East who grew tired of  that life and 
came out West to find something different. Or a Confederate 
soldier who survived Gettysburg. Or the son of  a fur trader and 
an Indian woman, abandoned by his mother and raised by des-
ert coyotes. No one knows the truth. No one even knows where 
to start looking for it.” Bill shrugged. “More whiskey?”

Abe wanted more whiskey. Sam refused. He examined his fin-
gernails, and began to clean them with his knife.

The saloon door creaked open. A man stood there, outlined 
against the murky night by the dim lamplight coming from the 
bar. As he walked into the saloon, Sam noticed a slight limp 
in his step. The stranger’s eyes were dark and hooded, his hair 
tangled and flecked with grey, his clothes ripped and covered 
with dust. There was no gun belt around his waist, no holster at 
his hip. He was the only man in the saloon not wearing a gun.

“It’s him, isn’t it?” Abe nudged his shoulder. “That must be 
Amos.”

Sam slipped his knife back into his sheath. The stranger reached 
the bar, accepted a glass from Bill with a nod of  thanks. Sam 
watched those hooded eyes flick back and forth as he drank.

Abe nudged him again. “Well?  Go ask him then. I still say we 
should take it, but if  it’ll put your mind at ease, you may as 
well.”
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“Alright kid, tell you what. You’re young, got nothing in this 
town to hold you here.” He held up his hand as Sam opened 
his mouth. “Yes, I know you’ve got nothing here in this town.  
I know things, remember? You’ve got a partner who will stick 
with you no matter what.” He jerked his thumb at Abe. “So, 
why wouldn’t you go?”

Sam opened his mouth, and then closed it again. “If  I go, what 
will I find? Can you see what will happen?”

Amos studied the whiskey glass in his hands. “The sun will 
scorch you,” he said at last, in a deep voice that carried into ev-
ery corner of  the saloon. “And the rains will drench you.  There 
will be thunder, and ice storms. There will be rivers crawling 
with snakes and packs of  wolves stalking the herd. But you may 
find something on the trail that can be found nowhere else.” 

Sam waited.

“Truth,” Amos said. “On the trail, you shall know the truth, 
and the truth will set you free.” He flipped Bill a coin, gathered 
his dusty coat around himself, and was gone before Sam could 
say another word.

Abe held out a glass of  whiskey. “So, partner, what do you say 
now?” For once there was no mockery in his tone.  “Yes or no?”

“Let’s take the job,” Sam said.

David Ferranti is a sophomore concentrating in Biology.

Then Amos’s gaze found Sam’s, and the wanderer locked eyes 
with him for a long moment. Amos broke the tension with a 
chuckle that sounded of  rust and dry wells.

“Kid? You want something from me?” His voice easily carried 
over the clanging piano and low murmur of  conversation in the 
rest of  the saloon.

“Come here, kid.”

Sam slid along the bar until he was next to Amos.

He doesn’t smell like a man. The thought rose in Sam’s mind, 
quick as a striking rattlesnake. He smells like… the desert. He tried 
to squash that line of  thinking, in case Amos could read his 
thoughts.

On the trail, you shall know the truth and the truth will set you 
free.

“How’d you know I wanted something, sir?”

Amos shrugged, the movement fluid and powerful despite his 
ragged appearance. “It was plain enough to anyone with eyes.  
There’s a question gnawing on you, kid, like a coyote gnawing 
on a dry bone.” He laughed that rusty chuckle again. “Go on, 
ask it.”

“Sir, there’s—”

But Amos cut him off with a wave of  a blunt-fingered hand. 
“Don’t call me ‘sir,’ kid.  Just ask your question.”

Sam took a deep breath and felt a bead of  sweat slide down the 
back of  his neck.

“There’s a cattle drive leaving town in three weeks,” he said. 
“The rancher is offering good money. And I want to—”

“You want to know if  you should take the job, huh?”  

“Yes.” Sam caught himself  before he could say “sir” this time.

“Kid like you, asking an old man like me if  he should go on a 
cattle drive? Most of  your lot wouldn’t even bother.”

Sam tried to think of  a response to that. “Well I heard—”

“You heard that Amos here knows things, is that right?”

Sam nodded mutely.

Amos laughed again, a real laugh this time, not the rusty chuck-
le from before. The piano in the back of  the saloon was silent.
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i leave pieces of  myself  
on the roads i travel 
fragments of  my memories 
on the clouds i fly over 
bits of  my reality 
on the waves that carry me to shore 
and remnants of  my heart 
in the people i have loved 

i did not know
leaving home would tear me apart 
that being left would rip my heart
that i would become an exile 
that what was once familiar 
could be so foreign 
no one told me 
this journey would leave scars 

i am pulled left and right
yet the only direction i am going
is away from You
and i have never felt more unlike myself
i have never felt more lost
more confused

i rest.
You lavish me with love and grace— 
reminding me who You are
and what You have done for me,
reminding me of  Your promises—
whispering I never left and I will never leave you
holding me to say you are mine

In Progress
Gianna Uson

i accept my fate.
i am a traveler
a sailor
a soldier

every step is a struggle
the storms are violent
and every mountain is a war

but there,
on the cliff of  the mountain
in the eye of  the storm
in the heat of  the battle

You are

and in You,
i will remain

Gianna Uson is a junior concentrating in Computer Science.
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Airport, Julie Joo '19
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Foreign
Nicholas Chuan

The Sack of  Rome happened in the year 410 AD, a key event 
in the fall of  the Roman Empire. Christians then were worried 
about the fall of  Christendom. Living under Roman rule with 
Christianity as the official religion was all they knew. In short, 
they feared living in a culture hostile to their own. Does that 
sentiment perhaps resonate today as America seems to be be-
coming less friendly to Christian beliefs? 

In many ways, I am an alien in this land. I didn’t grow up here, 
I speak with an accent that others often don’t understand, and 
I don’t relate to much of  the culture here. But most saliently, 
whether here or in Singapore, I am an alien in this world be-
cause as Paul says, my citizenship is in heaven (Phil 3:20). As 
the famous hymn goes, “This world is not my home; I’m just 
a-passing through.” Given that truth, alongside an increasingly 
adverse culture, how are we supposed to live while we remain 
in this world?

To answer this question, we need to go back even further in 
history, to ancient Israel as revealed in Jeremiah 29:4-7. Jere-
miah was a prophet whose ministry extended from the reign of  
King Josiah through the Babylonian exile. In chapter 29, Jer-
emiah writes a letter to the Israelites whom Nebuchadnezzar 
had taken into exile from Jerusalem to Babylon before the final 
destruction in 586 BC. This follows Hananiah’s false prophecy 
of  Babylon’s swift fall in chapter 28, which Jeremiah rebuked by 
the word of  God. Instead of  holding onto false promises which 
Hananiah proclaimed, Jeremiah exhorts the dejected, discour-
aged, and downtrodden exiles to go obediently to Babylon with 
these words.

This is what the Lord of  Hosts, the God of  Israel, says to all the exiles I 
deported from Jerusalem to Babylon: “Build houses and live in them. Plant 
gardens and eat their produce. Take wives and have sons and daughters. 
Take wives for your sons and give your daughters to men in marriage so that 
they may bear sons and daughters. Multiply there; do not decrease. Seek the 
welfare of  the city I have deported you to. Pray to the Lord on its behalf, 
for when it has prosperity, you will prosper.” (Jeremiah 29:4-7, HCSB)

Verse 7 (“Seek the welfare of  the city I have deported you to. 
Pray to the Lord on its behalf, for when it has prosperity, you 
will prosper”) is the third of  three commandments on how God 
wanted the exiles to live in Babylon, which comes before His 
promise to bring them back to Jerusalem. It exhorts us today to 
live faithfully and obediently as pilgrims in this foreign land by 
seeking its flourishing and praying for it.

First, seek the flourishing of  the land. The first part of  verse 
7 reads, “Seek the welfare of  the city I have deported you to.” 
The noun in various English Bibles (welfare, peace, or prosperi-
ty) is really a translation of  the Hebrew word shalom. Although 
I have gone with the translation of  “flourishing,” it falls short 
of  the wholesome concept of  shalom. Shalom does not simply 
refer to an absence of  conflict; it is also a state of  prosperity 
and harmony. It is also used as a greeting in modern Hebrew 
and Arabic (salaam), connoting a blessing. Thus God, speaking 
through Jeremiah, is not merely exhorting the exiles to seek for 
Babylon to be without conflict— He wants them to seek the 
shalom of  Babylon. Moreover, it is not the case that God has no 
power to bring them out of  Babylon back to the land He gave to 
them. The words immediately following it are, “the city I have 
deported you to.” God intended for Israel to be deported to 
Babylon, due to the sins of  the King Manasseh (2 Ki 21). Clear-
ly, the Babylonian exile was well within God’s sovereign control.

In fact, the Bible teaches that God does send His people, some-
times unwillingly, to a foreign land for His purposes. Think of  
Jonah to Nineveh, Joseph to Egypt, and Daniel to Babylon. We 
may not experience something to that extent, but we too are 
sent to uncomfortable circumstances. Whether it is a difficult 
rooming situation, a cold and harsh region of  the country, or a 
“liberal and secular” school, God has a purpose for you to be 
right where you are, right now.

To be clear, this does not advocate a brand of  fatalism that calls 
for the status quo; God may indeed be working to change your 
life circumstances. However, instead of  adopting the low toler-
ance of  discomfort for which our society often advocates, we 
must first take heart that God is sovereign over our lives and 
is working through our circumstances. We may then ask God 
what He wants us to do in our current state. Maybe it means 
bravely sharing the Gospel with someone in your Orgo study 
group, or being there for a friend experiencing a panic attack 
the night before your midterm. We cannot stay in a holy huddle, 
untouched by the rest of  the culture. Just as how God instructs 
the exiles to seek the flourishing of  the city, we are to also con-
tribute positively to the land we are called to.

So be faithful students to the glory of  God. Get involved in vari-
ous communities, serving and loving those in the school and the 
surrounding city. Be that beacon of  hope amidst uncertainty, 
inviting others to that unshakeable hope you have in the Gospel. 
This is how we live faithfully and obediently as pilgrims in this 
foreign land.
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Moreover, pray as you do this. The second half  of  Jeremiah 
29:7 reads, “Pray to the Lord on its behalf, for when it has pros-
perity, you will prosper.” This is the other side of  the same coin. 
If  you believe that you have access, through prayer, to the Cre-
ator God who is omnibenevolent, omniscient, and omnipotent, 
how can you seek the prosperity of  the land you are in without 
prayer? To do so would be foolish. Instead, we should pray for 
members of  our local communities, such as students, profes-
sors, and residents of  Providence, with the belief  that the God 
of  peace will equip us in every good thing to do His will (Heb 
13:20-21).

In fact, as Volz, a Biblical commentator, points out, this is the 
only place in the Old Testament where prayer for one’s ene-
mies and for unbelievers is commended by God. Why is that the 
case? I think it is intrinsically linked to God’s purpose in using 
Israel as a light to the Gentiles. Remember that in the ancient 
times, the only sure way of  becoming a follower of  God, was to 
become a Jew, which was equivalent to becoming a citizen of  
Israel, with painful circumcision and all. Israel’s shalom, then, 
was how the peoples of  the earth were to know that their God 
was the one true God. Given that, if  other nations were to pros-
per, what motivation would they have to see Israel as the city of  
the true God?

Be that beacon of hope amidst uncertainty, inviting others to 
that unshakeable hope you have in the Gospel.

On the other hand, in this case, with the Jews exiled in Babylon, 
they were to pray for its flourishing, for, “when it has prosperity, 
(the exiles) will prosper.” There are a few layers to this. First, 
God goes on to promise to restore the exiles back to Jerusalem 
in verses 10-14. If  God guarantees that the Jews will return, why 
must the Jews pray for the flourishing, instead of  the downfall, 
of  Babylon? This is because God is only going to restore them 
after a period of  time, and for the Jews to continue to be a light 
to the nations while they are still in exile, they must flourish. The 
best way for this to happen is for Babylon to flourish. It’s amaz-
ing that God isn’t only at work when Israel is a strong, sovereign 
nation; He works through the exile period as well. 

What about today? The good news, or Gospel, is that Jesus 
came to earth as a man, died for our sins, and was resurrected 
from the grave by God, so that not just Jews, but any of  us who 
call upon His name would be saved from God’s just judgment 
of  our sins. This salvation is available to all, and hence, one does 
not have to become a Jew, or an American for that matter, to 
become a Christian. Since the salvation of  others can happen 
outside the context of  a “Christian nation,” we should pray for 
the flourishing of  other nations, so that the Christians there can 
flourish as well, and more might be added to their number. 

This means that when we pray for other nations that perse-
cute Christians, we do not merely pray for their prosperity, but 
for the hearts of  their leaders to be softened, that Christianity 
might spread there.

Back to 410 AD, in response to the impending Sack of  Rome, 
St. Augustine of  Hippo wrote his famous treatise, the City of  
God Against Pagans. He draws a distinction between the City 
of  Men, referring to earthly rule, and the City of  God, the ce-
lestial city, of  which all Christians are citizens. Recognizing the 
peace which the City of  Men experienced, he writes, “But it is 
our interest that it, (the City of  Men) enjoy this peace mean-
while in this life; for as long as the two cities are commingled, 
we, (the City of  God) also enjoy the peace of  (the City of  Men). 
For from (the City of  Men) the people of  God is so freed that it 
meanwhile sojourns in its company. And therefore… the proph-
et Jeremiah, when predicting the captivity that was to befall the 
ancient people of  God, and giving them the divine command 
to go obediently to Babylonia, and thus serve their God, coun-
selled them also to pray for Babylonia, saying, In the peace 
thereof  shall you have peace, (Jeremiah 29:7)— the temporal 
peace which the good and the wicked together enjoy.”

Augustine exhorted the Roman Christians to heed the same 
commandment which God gave to the Jewish exiles through 
Jeremiah. Here in this similarly foreign land, live faithfully and 
obediently as pilgrims, seeking its flourishing and praying for it.

Nicholas Chuan is a senior concentrating in Physics and Philosophy.
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The Second Law of  Thermodynamics states that systems tend 
toward disorder. Wood burns to ash and scatters in the wind, ice 
cubes melt on a countertop, and your bedroom floor becomes 
gradually more cluttered because of  this universal tendency to-
wards chaos we call entropy.
 
Yet this stuffy law that ostensibly describes heat transfer holds 
deeper philosophical ramifications. We die because of  entropy. 
Our bodies break down and wither away. Empires turn to dust 
and great leaders are toppled. To a cynical eye, entropy means 
that you can never win. There is a limit to how much you can 
achieve, how effective you can be, and how long anything can 
be sustained. In a word, it is inevitability.

However, the law of  entropy is not an immutable property of  
the universe like the electromagnetic force or general relativity. 
It’s a statement of  statistics. It doesn’t have to be true; there’s no 
physical reason why ash doesn’t spontaneously reassemble into a 
log or Kool-Aid powder suddenly un-mix itself  from your drink, 
other than that it’s statistically unlikely. There are so many more 
possible ways for a system to be chaotic than ordered that chaos 
always wins out. For this reason, entropy is called an arrow of  
time. Every other physical law works just the same backwards 
and forwards, but not entropy. The Second Law of  Thermody-
namics tells us that we are always moving irrevocably further 
away from a perfect world.

But there is always nuance. Rarely do structures degrade from 
order to utter chaos without forming some intermediate ordered 
structure. Stars tear through the atoms that keep them burning 
and collapse to form neutron stars or black holes, which them-
selves are ordered. An egg shatters to reveal a chicklet, a more 
highly structured being which is also more chaotic than an in-
animate egg. In little miracles, such as these, we see a desire for 
any facsimile of  order bucking against the grain. In short, we 
live in a universe that is shouting out for order while running 
inevitably towards chaos.

If  entropy should be part of  our physical intuition, it is more 
than a passing curiosity that the entirety of  human endeavor 
has been to combat it. We herald myths of  perpetual motion 
machines, fountains of  youth, long-lasting phone batteries, even 
while the ethos of  the universe is that nothing lasts forever. Still, 
we push back against the inevitable. We hope that our children 
will never outgrow bedtime stories; we fight to forge our lega-
cies; we build empires thinking they will withstand the test of  

A Lesson in Thermodynamics
Hope McGovern

time. But children grow up, and all that remains of  Ozymandias 
are trunkless legs of  stone. Entropy says it must be so.

We feel wronged that things must come to an end, that we must 
die, that everything we love must break down, even though this 
is the natural order. Entropy is “Out, out, brief  candle!”, the 
realization of  our mortality played out on a cosmic stage. All 
of  our enterprises and natural sentiments bespeak a desire for 
something that is nowhere to be found in our universe: eterni-
ty. We seem to yearn for perfection and permanence, having 
glimpsed only in reverse a pilgrimage towards a perfect world. 
We, with the universe itself, groan against the steady descent 
into chaos because we feel it should not be so. Surely, the arrow 
of  time must point to something beyond, where everything that 
was once broken is restored and perfected. Entropy means that 
written into the very fabric of  our dying universe is a call to 
Heaven.

Hope McGovern is sophomore concentrating in Engineering-Physics.
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Today, Christians are so bogged down by the fact that unbeliev-
ers see their faith as historically oppressive and morally intoler-
ant that the Christians' goal is no longer to win them to Christ, 
but to persuade them that Jesus loves everyone, regardless of  
faith, sexuality, gender, and the like. While this love is true, the 
problem with this message is that it falls short of  our true calling 
as evangelizers who must go and make disciples of  all nations, 
baptizing them in the name of  the Father, the Son, and the 
Holy Spirit. In this day and age, we have come to people in 
the name of  reconciliation, good works, and a humanism that 
leaves the unbeliever satisfied but not saved.

As Christians, we often subscribe to a “love the [unbelieving] 
sinner, hate the sin” mentality, but we have come to realize that, 
in this culture, hating the sin is incompatible with loving the 
sinner. What remains, then, are two options for our evangelistic 
pursuit. On the one hand, we may choose to hate the sin but fail 
to convince the unbeliever that we accept and love him as he is; 
for, if  this is so, it must be that the unbeliever regards his sin— 
whether it’s the lifestyle he lives or the practices he engages in— 
as a part of  his identity. To hate the unbeliever’s sin, then, would 
be to hate him, as well—even if  hating his sin and warning him 
against it is what it means to truly love him.

And so, we might be drawn to the second option, in which we 
may convince the unbeliever that we accept and love him as he 
is, even if  it means disregarding the sinfulness of  his lifestyle or 
practices in order to do so. By disregarding his sin, however, we 
inevitably disregard what it means to truly love him, at which 
point we also completely misunderstand what it means to tru-
ly evangelize. Consider this: if  an unbeliever living in sin no 
longer sees our Christian faith as intolerant of  his lifestyle and 
therefore puts to rest his preconceived notions of  Christianity 
as a close-minded and oppressive religion, then we have been 
deceptively convinced that the unbeliever is now open to ac-
cepting Christianity and, thus, Christ. At this point, the peace 
we ought to experience only upon his acceptance of  Christ we 
now experience upon his mere openness to Christianity— and 
so it is at this point our evangelism comes to an end. Indeed, 
in this model, our evangelism ends upon the reconciliation be-
tween believer and unbeliever, without regard for reconciliation 
between Christ and the sinner. Our evangelism ends when we 
have caused the unbelievers to no longer see us as the bigoted, 
homophobic, and misogynistic Christians they’ve seen us to be 
for so long. But it seems that we have become too preoccupied 
in trying to fix the reputation a Christianity that led slavery, the 
Crusades, and our parents’ sociocultural traditionalism, that we

Evangelism [INCOMPLETE]
Josiah Jordan

have left salvation in Christ out of  our evangelism. Sin is okay, 
so long as tolerating it is necessary and sufficient for convincing 
the believer that he loves and the unbeliever that he is loved. In 
this day and age, our evangelism is satisfied when the unbeliever 
is satisfied, even if  the unbeliever’s satisfaction does not rest in 
Christ alone.

Surely, then, we may come to ask: what’s the point of  our evan-
gelism if  not for Christ? What do our efforts to build relation-
ships with unbelievers amount to but eternal unfruitfulness 
if  they are not to see the unbelievers’ ultimate acceptance of  
Christ? Why consult more creative ways to reach our college 
communities as campus ministers if  our end goal ends at serv-
ing the community or building larger fellowships? Even if  our 
end goal is to show the love of  Christ through good works, we 
have fallen short of  what it means to evangelize if  good works 
are not purposed for a person’s ultimate salvation; for what 
good have we done for an unbeliever if  that good not be eter-
nal? What eternal good have we done for a poor man or a hurt-
ing sister if  our aid and support ends upon their being aided 
and supported but not their hearing of  the redemptive work of  
Christ on the cross? Surely, just because a Christian is good to 
an unbeliever does not make the unbeliever any more inclined 
to see the Christian as a Christian than he is to see the Christian 
as a good, moral Buddhist. Accordingly, our evangelism must 
center around Christ, and not the Christian, Christianity, or the 
unbeliever, himself.

In this day and age, our evangelism is satisfied when the un-
believer is satisfied, even if the unbeliever's satisfaction does 
not rest in Christ alone.

In the end, this message is a call for intentionality in our evange-
lism—a move from surface-level outreach to a kingdom-minded 
effort. Surely, seeing to it that believer and unbeliever be recon-
ciled is not wrong, and neither are good works. And while it is 
true that every believer has a part in evangelism—whether it be 
planting the seed, watering the seed, or preparing the ground—
we cannot become so dependent on others’ roles that we effec-
tively become stagnant and also forget our own capability to see 
God’s work come to full fruition. In these last days, we ought to 
have an eternal purpose in all that we do, and this more than 
for the sake of  our unbelieving family members, friends, and 
enemies—but for the sake of  Christ, without Whom none of  
this would even matter.

Josiah Jordan is a junior concentrating in Philosophy.
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Betty
Isaac Whitney

If  your identity was in your name, what would you be called? 
How would people address you if  they could see into your past, 
present, and future? Would your name exemplify virtue, wealth, 
and happiness, or pain and destruction? Imagine your name be-
ing Problems or Tears. Such are the all too common translations 
of  names given to poverty-stricken children in the slums of  Lu-
saka, Zambia. Unlike in popular Western culture, where names 
are relatively insignificant, Zambians often choose names based 
on the destinies they foresee for their children. Some children 
are given the name “Lackson,” for seemingly being destined for 
a life of  lacking. Those on a path toward sickness and death are 
given the name “Ishtumbe,” which translates to “graveyard.”

Betty was one of  these children. Though her name seems harm-
less, Betty was named after a witchdoctor—her grandmother—
and expected to continue the trade when she became of  age. 
Much like her name, Betty’s life was full of  darkness. At only 
age ten, Betty had lived through a nightmare most of  us could 
never dream of. She’d watched her mother die at the hands of  

her father. She was physically abused regularly. She survived 
only on scraps from the floor, or food she stole from local mar-
kets. She moved from house to house in her slum compound, 
only to be repeatedly driven out like a dog. This story is not 
an uncommon one for children in the slums of  Lusaka, and it 
seemed as if  Betty would live out the life of  darkness her name 
predicted.

But God had a different plan. In 2012, Betty attended Family 
Legacy’s Camp Life, a week long Christian camp that connects 
American ambassadors with orphans like Betty from Lusaka’s 
compounds. At this camp, for the first time, Betty felt loved. She 
was shown the grace and mercy of  her Savior. She was sing-
ing, dancing, and praising God. Upon learning her story and 
the meaning behind her name, Betty’s group leaders decided to 
give her a new one—a name that did not depict darkness and 
misery, but rather one that depicted her new steadfast trust in 
Christ: Faith.

In Passing, Julie Joo '19
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resort to countless pleasures offered by the world, only to be
left feeling more lost and confused than before.

There are some of  us who have been victimized by more than 
just the false promises of  this world. Maybe we have faced abuse 
and neglect that makes everything in this life seem hopeless. 
Maybe our past paints a future from which no good can seem-
ingly come. Those of  us in these situations can gain hope from 
Betty’s transition. We can learn from her throwing away of  her 
past self  and putting on her new one. Betty’s broken life has 
ended, and Faith now walks in her shoes, rejoicing in the days 
that are to come. 2 Corinthians 5:17 (ESV)  says, “Therefore, 
if  anyone is in Christ, he is a new creation. The old has passed 
away; behold, the new has come.” A new life bought by the 
shed blood of  Christ removes a past life of  sin and wickedness, 
brokenness and pain, lies and confusion. In its place, God plac-
es a brand new person filled with righteousness, completeness, 
and wisdom. We are given a new hope that Hebrews 6:19-20 
describes as a strong and trustworthy anchor for our souls.

As transforming as this hope is, it by no means eliminates our 
earthly suffering. Instead, it serves as a reminder. It gives us a 
glimpse  into the past of  what our lives once were. It shows 
us the Betties we once were—the lost, lonely, aimless wander-
ers—and lets us rejoice in the Faiths we are now. Furthermore, 
it reminds us of  the life free of  suffering we will one day live. It 
is an encouragement to press on, to run the race, and to fight 
the fight.  We will still stumble. We will still suffer. But the hope 
we have in Christ carries us through life’s storms by giving us a 
glimpse of  the glory that lies beyond this earth.

Isaac Whitney is a junior studying Economics.

After camp on Thursday, Faith returned home, only to be vio-
lently chased away yet again. This time, her caretakers threat-
ened her to never return. From there, she walked an astounding 
eleven miles in the dark to the site of  camp. When she was found 
by on-site workers, she told them that her name was Faith, and 
that Camp Life was the only place she wanted to be. The work-
ers searched the camp registry in an attempt to identify her, but 
were unable to find a match, since they had not been notified of  
her name change. Finally, one of  the workers noticed she wore 
a beaded necklace which still read “Betty.” But when asked if  
her name was actually Betty, she insisted her name was Faith. 
Only after much persistence from her interrogators did she re-
luctantly admit that her name used to be Betty. It was as if  she 
had always been Faith, and Betty had never existed.

Shortly after, she moved into the Tree of  Life, Family Legacy’s 
orphan village. As one who has volunteered with the mission 
organization for multiple summers, I have had the opportunity 
to interact and build relationships with the children living here 
where they are fed, clothed, discipled, and given an education. 
Like Betty, these children begin a new life and put on a new self  
as soon as they move in.

. . . a name that did not depict darkness and misery, but rather 
one that depicted her new steadfast trust in Christ: Faith.

The 700 other children currently living in the Tree of  Life have 
stories similar to Faith’s. Before their new lives, they experienced 
extreme levels of  abuse and pain. However, their new lives now 
offer something completely different. Those who come from a 
past of  physical abuse can now live a life of  safety. Those who 
came from a past of  sexual abuse are now able to live a life of  
purity. Those who came from a past of  hunger have run into a 
life of  plenty. The ones who were once at death’s doorstep due 
to HIV have entered into a life of  good health. The uneducated 
are receiving knowledge.

These outward transformations are miraculous, but they pale 
in comparison to the children's inward transitions. The Tree of  
Life allows them to lead a life of  comfort and safety they could 
otherwise never have. However, it is clear from their exuberant 
attitudes and praise-filled lives that their true happiness does 
not come from the fascinating books they read, the filling meals 
they eat, or the fluffy pillows they lay their heads on each night. 
Salvation through the blood of  Jesus Christ has provided them 
with a hope that reaches beyond this world. It is a hope they 
would cling to just as firmly, if  not more so, if  they were to be 
sent back to their old homes.

This hope is not exclusive to children living in extreme poverty. 
Many of  our stories may not be as graphic as theirs, but we 
may nonetheless lead lives of  brokenness and pain. We wander 
in search of  meaning. In an attempt to find true happiness, we 
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She shivered 
Held her hands over the small fire
I kept my oath
I freed you
She heard the words but did not answer
She had been born in the cold
Captured in the cold
Sold in the cold
Escaped into the cold
The cold was a tormentor and a lover
The cold was the figure that beckoned to her in nightmare
The cold was not the man across the fire now
He was speaking again
I gave my oath I would see you to safety
Where do you want to go?  
Home, she might have said
But the cold was all she had ever known
So she did not answer
The silence stretched
Her fingers burned with cold
She licked snow from her lips
Again
Where do you want to go?
She raised her head
A half-buried memory formed in her mind
“Through the valley of  the shadow of  death…”
She added a stick to the fire
And felt the cold vanish 
As the flames crackled

David Ferranti is a sophomore concentrating in Biology.

Cold
David Ferranti
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Once upon a time, there was a boy. The boy once belonged to a 
home, ever so bright and warm and splendid. But thinking that 
he no longer needed anyone’s help, the boy left. He became lost, 
and wandered through a vast desert. For days, the boy roamed 
and traveled and walked alone, determined to find his way back 
home.
 
But soon enough, hunger came to him. With each passing day, 
the emptiness in his stomach grew deeper. Unable to find any 
food, the boy was about to give up when a doe appeared before 
him, with it a loaf  of  bread and a sack of  water tied to its side. 
The boy was startled to see such an animal in the middle of  the 
desert, with a flawless pelt and gentle and soothing eyes. The 
doe approached the boy and asked, “Little boy, are you lost?” 
The boy, shaking off his astonishment, answered, “No, I’m okay. 
I’ll find my own way.” The doe offered to guide the boy to the 
nearest human settlement, but the boy declined and went on his 
way, wandering yet again, lost and alone.
 
The boy eventually reached a small town. The buildings were 
compact and antiquated, the scent of  old wood markedly pres-
ent. The people seemed to be lost themselves, downcast and 
somber, eyes facing down, dark shade over their faces. Ap-
proaching an old man, the boy attempted to ask for directions, 
but was ignored. The man simply went on his way without 
stopping, merging with the flood of  shadows. Every person he 
approached walked away, and once again, the boy was lost and 
alone. 

Suddenly, a dove appeared before the boy, white and pristine, as 
if  crafted from freshly fallen snow. In its beak, the bird carried 
a small olive branch. The dove approached the boy and asked, 
“Little boy, are you lost?” The boy, agitated and still flustered by 
the lack of  communication, answered, “No, I think I’m okay. 
I’m still going to try and find my way back alone, thank you.” 
The dove offered an olive branch to the boy, but again, the boy 
declined and went on his way, wandering, lost and alone.

Days later, the boy came upon a forest of  trees, lifeless and bare. 
The long branches covered the canopy, connecting and inter-
twining to prevent any light from passing through and illumi-
nating the floor. Though intimidated, the boy walked on, deter-
mined to find his way through. After a few steps into the forest, 
however, the boy grew terrified of  the darkness and began to 
cry. Wanting to turn out of  the trees, he tried to look for the 
entrance, but the darkness had enveloped him, and all he could 

A Boy's Way Home
David Shin

see were shadows. The boy sobbed and cried until he had no 
more tears to spend. Looking up at the blocked sky, he shouted, 
“Help me, please! Anyone, please…”

And seconds later, a glowing light descended upon the forest 
and appeared before him in the shape of  a lion. The lion’s mane 
radiated a bright light, its eyes piercing through the darkness 
with a magnificent and breathtaking presence. At the sudden 
bright light, the boy covered his eyes and crouched with his head 
between his knees. Moments went by before the lion spoke in a 
calm, resounding voice, “Boy, I am here for you, and I am your 
strength. I was there when you began your journey, and I will 
be with you until the end.” The boy wiped his tears and raced 
to the lion, embracing the animal in a warm hug. Together, they 
walked towards the marvelous light that severed the darkness.

David Shin is a freshman intending to concentrate in Neuroscience. 
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“I’m very grateful to have been a part of  the staff of  Cornerstone. They 
showed me time and again what a community of  believers should look like: 
a family. The phrase “brothers and sisters in Christ” takes on a new reality 
when working alongside people of  dramatically different graces and denom-
inational persuasions and complete commitment making the best possible 
magazine.”

“Joining Cornerstone my freshman year was both providential and forma-
tive in my spiritual walk with God. I have been challenged to think criti-
cally and write clearly about my faith, lead a diverse staff from various per-
suasions, and mentor those who have come after me. I will definitely miss 
writing, editing, and publishing, but most of  all, I will miss the evidence of  
gospel grace in each and every staff member.”

Jessica Tennis

Nicholas Chuan

Senior Farewells
Class of 2017
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“I didn’t always make it up the hill to all of  the Cornerstone meetings, 
but the times that I did, I was so grateful for the genuine and authentic 
community I experienced. I think that this is what David was talking about 
in Psalm 133:1 (HCSB) “How good and pleasant it is when brothers live 
together in harmony!” How loving, confident and kingdom-minded are the 
people that make up the Cornerstone staff. All for His Glory!”

Roxanne Wong

Bianca Galán-Guzmán

“Being at Brown has seen my faith grow more than any other period of  my 
life. Getting to attend the Augustine Collective retreat with Cornerstone 
was one of  the highlights of  my time here. I am so thankful to have had the 
opportunity to be a part of  this incredible community, and I'm excited for 
what God has in store for each one of  us.”
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“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.” (Jer 29:11, NIV)

God, we were created to worship you and to praise you. We 
love you, knowing that you first loved us. We love you, knowing 
that you are intimately familiar with us--with every hair on our 
heads, every dream we hold, every burden we carry. Knowing 
that our love can never compare to the grace and mercy you 
demonstrate toward us daily, we honor you and lift your name 
on high. 

We approach your throne of  grace, casting all of  our cares be-
fore you, wanting only to bask in your love and grow in relation-
ship with you. We wish to unlock the mysteries of  your word 
and your ways, and pray that we might receive your direction 
through the Holy Spirit, our advocate and guide.  

In your word you say, “if  my people, who are called by my 
name, will humble themselves and pray and seek my face and 
turn from their wicked ways, then I will hear from heaven, and I 
will forgive their sin and will heal their land.” (2 Chr 7:14, NIV)

God, help us to be humble, to seek you in prayer, and to turn 
from all that is not right in your eyes, that we might have 
your healing. We seek healing in our relationships with

ourselves and with each other. Heal the brokenness that we see 
here on campus, in our families, and in our government. God, 
heal this broken nation, this broken world.

God, we are so often walking around burdened with the cares 
of  this world. Help us to place our faith fully in you, to trust in 
you with all of  our hearts, to lean on you, knowing that you will 
direct our paths. Believing that all is done, we lift up holy hands 
and we raise our eyes to the hills from whence cometh our help. 
We make a joyful noise, oh God, blessing your holy name.

Amen.

A Prayer for Brown and RISD
Kirstin Boswell-Ford
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Athletes in Action (AIA) at Brown is a movement of  athletes 
seeking to honor God in sport and life. We're a bunch of  bro-
ken people who don’t have it all figured out. We're a support 
network. We're a mix of  varsity, club, friends of, and former 
athletes. We're a hodgepodge of  spiritual, social, economic, and 
geographical backgrounds. And we're a fun community.

Athletes in Action (AIA) is an interdenominational Christian 
fellowship for any and all college athletes. AIA exists on college 
campuses throughout the country as well as in many nations 
around the world. AIA at Brown has a desire to serve the Brown 
athletic community, providing a support network for students 
and coaches to find help and encouragement. 

AIA exists to help transform student-athletes into Total Athletes, 
people who maximize the unique potential for which God has 
made them, and people who seek to honor God in and through 
sport, academics, service, leadership and their future careers.

AIA meets on Thursdays from 8:00-9:00pm at Pembroke Field 
House for large gathering, and also holds smaller Life Groups 
to wrestle with questions about the Bible and grow in faith with 
others. 

All are welcome to email Jarrod Lynn at jarrod_lynn@brown.edu for more 
information.

Ministry Profile: Athletes in Action 
Jarrod Lynn

Miyanoshita View, Kathy Luo ‘19
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You have circled this mountain long enough.
Now turn north.

Deuteronomy 2:3 (NASB)


