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Dear reader,

Welcome to the Spring 2019 issue of  Cornerstone, and hel-
lo from your resident senior citizen! Everyone says this, but 
seriously, these last semesters go by quickly. As I’m finishing 
college, I can’t help but remember how I felt as a freshman: 
energetic, confident, and ambitious in my plans for the next 
four years. Alright, I had thought to myself. I’ve done it. I’m here. 
This is my time, and from now on, my life is in my own hands.

Now, I laugh at the idea. If  there’s anything I’ve learned from 
college, it’s that much of  life is simply out of  our control. Of  
course, our efforts do have some effect on the general direc-
tions of  our lives. But as for how and when things actually play 
out, we may never know. Looking back, I wish I could say the 
events of  my college life—my experiences, my relationships, 
my career outcomes—were the immediate results of  my own 
choices. But in fact, so little happened on my agenda. I waited 
for things that never came. I made carefully constructed plans 
to watch them fall apart. I made decisions that led to wildly 
unexpected outcomes, whether for better or for worse.  

Sometimes, these experiences made me want to challenge 
God: Why now? Why not then? When will things actually work out, 
the way I want them to? But eventually, I came to realize that if  
my plans became too precious to me, I would lose sight of  
what gave them meaning at all. In those moments, God had 
to step in and say, Hey, it’s in My time. Not yours.

Time must be an amusing thing for God. To us, it’s every-
thing: we’re always looking for ways to save time, to use it well, 
to schedule and master it. But to God, time doesn’t exist like 
this. He is the very beginning and the end, a being that rep-
resents infinity and eternity. As a Christian, what does it mean 
to live while knowing that ultimately, our time is His?

With this issue’s theme of  “Time,” we hope to inspire ques-
tions about God’s time, our own, and the picture of  faith as it 
grows through it. In “Embrace the Season You’re In,” Anna 
Delamerced discusses appreciating the present as an under-

graduate and medical student. In “Circles,” Hope McGovern 
describes how God’s patience can break the cyclical patterns 
of  our lives. And pieces like “Good Creation” take us all the 
way back to the beginning, tying it to our present and future. 
Together, we hope that these pieces paint a powerful picture 
of  God’s power and promise throughout all of  time. It’s not 
always easy to grasp this big picture of  the Gospel, especial-
ly in seasons of  struggle. But those are the times in which it 
is most crucial to remember it. So no matter your season, 
whether you are in a time to weep or a time to laugh, we pray 
that God speaks to you through these pages.  

And now, it’s time for something much simpler: to close this 
letter and let you browse the rest of  the issue. A part of  me 
feels sentimental ending this, knowing that when I do, I also 
end four semesters of  one of  the most engaging, challeng-
ing, and rewarding parts of  my college life. But rest assured, 
with the new staff on board, Cornerstone will be around for 
a while. Our only hope is that our mission—to celebrate the 
truth and beauty of  the Gospel, for the believer and non-be-
liever alike—stays as timeless as the God who inspires it.

Thank you for four wonderful semesters, and happy reading!

Until next time,

Kathy Luo is a senior concentrating in English and Sociology.

Letter from the Editor
A Time for Everything
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Melt the wax that wars against my ears,
Tear away the scales from my eyes,
Did You not say: ‘he who seeks finds’?
Then here I am, lost,
Following Your silhouette shining among shadows,
Desirously, hopefully expectant of  the voice I do not know yet.

Pablo Caban-Bonet is a sophomore concentrating in Comparitive 
Literature.

Silhouette
Pablo Caban-Bonet

End of  Autumn, Hope McGovern '19
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Embrace the Season You're In
Anna Delamerced

In the spring of  2012, senioritis hit me. After reading my ac-
ceptance letter to Brown, I immediately began to daydream. 
Whether it was envisioning myself  walking across the Main 
Green to class or chilling in the dorm lounge with my hall-
mates, I was preoccupied by thoughts of  college. Before I 
knew it, prom and senior projects had become things of  the 
past, and I stood next to my classmates at graduation. “Where 
did the time go?” I asked myself. I had been thinking about col-
lege so much that I had missed out on savoring my final mo-
ments as a high school senior. 

This is something I’ve struggled with for a long time. Even at 
Brown, similar thoughts crept up on me. I loved many parts 
about college life: late night conversations in Perkins, studying 
at the Ratty with friends, singing worship songs on a Friday 
night. My faith grew exponentially through fellowship, prayer, 
reading God’s Word, and spending time with Him and my 
brothers and sisters in Christ. Still, it seemed like the pattern 
of  wanting to move on to the next season continued.

With certain classes, for instance, I 
sometimes found myself  thinking: 
Why am I here? Sitting in a Barus 
& Holley room, staring at a stain 
on the ceiling, I dreaded lectures. 
Knowing I wanted to become a 
doctor, I reasoned that I probably 
wouldn’t need to study physics for the future. I deluded myself  
into thinking, let’s just get this over with. 

But the truth was, I had been blind. I was so caught up in 
my own thoughts that I failed to see God’s hand in all of  it. 
Looking back at those seasons of  life, I slowly began to realize 
that  maybe God had placed me in that physics class to help 
me be more in awe of  Him and the complexities of  His cre-

ations. Maybe He placed me there in that specific semester of  
sophomore year so that I could sit next to someone who would 
eventually become my study partner, and now, a friend that I 
still talk with to this day.

Though I know not everyone has shared this experience, I’ve 
seen students—undergraduates and postgraduates alike—
struggle with the similar feeling of  wanting to move on. But, 
brothers and sisters, we can’t keep looking so far ahead that 
we become blind to what God is doing right now. 

Ask Him: 
Lord, what are You teaching me right now?
Lord, how can You use me and refine me in this particular season?
Lord, I may not understand the reasons why I’m here right now, but 
would You sustain me and be my strength to help me get through this?

As a medical student now in the trenches of  third-year rota-
tions, I’m asking God to do just that: to help me embrace the 
season He’s placed me in right now. I’m clinging onto this 
verse: 

“There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the 
heavens.” Ecclesiastes 3:1 (NIV)

I confess that sometimes I still wish I could graduate already. 
But I now need to fight this mentality with gratitude, humility, 
and contentment in the Lord. This means surrendering to the 
Lord, understanding that He is in control. We must recognize 
that in every season, God is using that time and place in which 
He has put us for His glory and our good. He wants to reveal 
more and more of  Himself  to us and to transform us contin-
ually. And if  we keep living in the past or rushing towards the

But the truth was, I 
had been blind. I was 
so caught up in my 
own thoughts that 
I failed to see God’s 
hand in all of it.
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God has you. He makes all things work together for our good. 
That includes making the bitter into the sweet, making all 
things beautiful in their time. Our mountain top moments, 
our deepest lows, and everything in between—God can and 
will make all things beautiful. This is the day the Lord has 
made. This is the season of  life God has placed you in right 
now.

Lord, I pray You give us fresh eyes to see what You’re doing in this season 
of  life right now. I pray You help us see Your goodness and mercies each 
day, and to remember that each moment is a gift from You. Teach us how 
to live with Godly contentment and gratitude, knowing that You hold all 
the chapters of  our lives in Your hands. In the beautiful name of  Jesus 
Christ, we pray, amen.

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

future, we will miss out on all the things God is teaching us in 
the here and now. 

For medical students, this may mean fighting the temptation 
to move on to the next rotation. When I was on my surgery 
rotation, all I wanted to do was progress to the next one. But 
I fought that mentality fiercely, with Scripture and prayer. I 
prayed simply, Lord, please teach me and use me where You’ve placed 
me. Help me to love You and love others right here, right now. That 
same week, I met an elderly woman who was in need of  a 
comforting presence. She had been in and out of  the hospital 
for various medical conditions and lived alone by herself. She 
looked like she needed someone to sit with her and listen, and 
I could feel God pushing me to be that kind of  person for her. 
I truly believe that He puts specific people in our lives accord-
ing to His timing and ways. 
 

For college students, here’s a 
call to embrace the season you 
are in, too. Maybe you desper-
ately want midterms or finals 
to be over (and that’s not nec-
essarily a bad thing—maybe 
you do have tons of  papers 

and exams, and you’re in need of  respite and sleep). But what 
if  He places someone right next to you in that class or in the 
library, and He wants you to share kindness and love with that 
person? Perhaps, also, God is refining you and teaching you 
through these times of  trial and fire. And He will never leave 
you nor forsake you. So in any season of  life, in any moment, 
He is with you always. There is respite and refuge for us right 
there, even in the hardest of  times. 

So whether you’re rotating through a tough field or wanting 
to switch clinics, whether it’s cramming for a final in the SciLi 
or wanting to leave the cold New England weather for Cali-
fornia, let’s embrace where God has called us, in the here and 
now.

We must recognize 
that in every season, 
God is using that time 
and place in which 
He has put us for His 
glory and our good.
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True Vine, Anthony Mao, Northeastern University '22
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i. kneel in the communion pew on
the first sunday of  the month
hands cupped together to receive
the body of  Christ, broken for you
take into your fingers one of
the tiny plastic cups of  grape juice
the blood of  Christ, shed for you
beside you your mother bows her head
you lower yours too and pray,
Lord, i believe (hoping, wishing it were true),
help my unbelief

ii. lie awake at night in the dark,
your face to the wall, and
wrestle with God until you limp,
asking, are You truly there? 
asking, why is it hard to believe?
asking, why do You not show Yourself  to me?
frustration overflows into anger and
no one speaks to part your stormy red sea

iii. in church your pastor says,
not in my inadequate words but in
the words of  Your son, who taught us to pray
and voices in the pews all around you
join hers and fill the sanctuary 
you, too, move your lips and say,
our Father, who art in heaven,
hallowed be Thy name…

ways to pray
Naomi Kim

iv. find yourself  stumbling over your words
as you write your fledgling prayers
turn to fragments of  long-familiar liturgy
flickering within your heart like tongues of  fire
merciful God, we confess that 
we have not loved You with our whole hearts
prayers travel down your arteries into your fingers
and seep into the ink of  your pen

v. sing great is Thy faithfulness on sunday morning
behold His love in the declaration
I, the Lord of  snow and rain
I have borne my people’s pain
I have wept for love of  them
holy are the hymns which unveil His face
to you who see through the glass darkly
and give you a way to express 
how great Thou art in words
older and stronger and surer than yours,
the sung prayer of  praise

vi. in the morning before the day begins,
put your hands together as though
to shelter a mustard seed between your palms
you struggle to rein in a wandering mind
you stumble over fragments of  psalms
may the words of  my mouth and
the meditations of  my heart
be pleasing in Your sight, O Lord
and ask for grace to know, to love, to serve
pace the carpet of  your bedroom the way
saints before you have walked the labyrinths
in a pilgrimage of  prayer

Naomi Kim is a sophomore concentrating in English.
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The Good Creation
Jorge A. Muñoz

The story of  creation in Genesis has an intriguing assertion: 
“God saw that it was good.” However, man mistrusts his Creator 
and, in his disobedience, decides to follow his own definitions 
of  good. As a result, sin enters the world, and for generations, 
this pattern continues. But ultimately, God reestablishes what is 
truly good through Jesus’s incarnation, death, and resurrection.

From the beginning, the Bible gives examples of  God having 
the power to decree what is good. In Genesis, the scripture 
writer declares that “God saw that the light was good." Indeed, 
each day of  God’s creation ends with the phrase “God saw that 
it was good,” concluding on the sixth day with the statement 
that “God looked at everything he had made, and found it very 
good.” Moreover, in Genesis 2 (NIV), it is written, “The Lord 
God said: It is not good for the man to be alone,” which depicts 
a God who desires and creates good for man’s benefit. Particu-
larly, the Genesis narrative reveals the internal dialogue of  God 
in the process of  creation. When God "sees" that creation is 
good, He simultaneously declares His judgment of  it. 

However, this good of  which scripture speaks seems to be be-
yond the comprehension of  man. Eventually man, in the form 
of  Adam and Eve, finds reason to mistrust in the will of  God, 
and in his disobedience, believes that “the tree was good for 
food and pleasing to the eyes and desirable for gaining wisdom." 
Here, the word “good” is used again, but through the eyes of  
man, rather than God. Therefore, man, in his disregard of  
God’s explicit order to not eat of  the tree of  the knowledge of  
good and evil, seems to fundamentally challenge God’s defini-
tion of  what is good. After this decision, death was allowed into 
creation. But sin could not change what God declared from the 
beginning. After the sin of  man, the good that God desired for 
creation was alluded to as a promise—the promise to restore the 
supreme good to humanity and creation.

To live in a good creation 
means that God’s 
power  is effective in our 
lives and in the world.

Water Towers, Julie Joo '19
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of  it. This responsibility arises from God’s own promise found 
in the good of  creation, and it is twofold. First, should we be-
lieve that God is the true authority on what is good, there is a 
responsibility to trust, listen and be attentive to His word. Sec-
ondly, we have a responsibility toward our fellow men to help 
them share in the promise of  
God. If  the good creation 
of  God is fulfilled in the 
resurrection of  Christ, then 
we should follow the Risen 
Christ, who sends us on a 
mission to make disciples of  
all nations. He himself  says 
in John 20:21(NIV): “As the 
Father has sent me, I am sending you.” Lastly, we must forego 
things that may seem good according to man’s perception, 
but can ultimately cause us to reject God’s definition of  good. 
In this way, we allow the light of  God to shine forth through 
us and to the world. As we hold onto this promise of  good, 
now in the form of  the return of  Christ, Christ himself  still 
encourages us and confidently says through the gospel of  John 
16:33 (NIV): “...In this world you will have trouble. But take 
heart! I have overcome the world.” 

As a conclusion, let us note that Christ as the true image of  
God is the fulfillment of  God’s good creation. Therefore, 
through the merits and victory of  Christ, we are created anew, 
and through Christ and in Christ, our image and likeness to 
God is perfectly restored. Thus, the supreme good is reestab-
lished to humanity and creation and it consists in our union 
to God. This is what Jesus expresses in his prayer before his 
Passion, as recorded in John 17:20-21 (NIV): “My prayer is 
not for them alone. I pray also for those who will believe in me 
through their message, that all of  them may be one, Father, 
just as you are in me and I am in you.”

Jorge Muñoz is a facilities management employee at Brown University.

This promise is fulfilled through the life of  Jesus and his res-
urrection from the dead. Both the whole of  creation and the 
desires of  the faithful through history seem to be moving to-
wards this point, as it is expressed in Psalm 16:10 (NIV): “...
because you will not abandon me to the realm of  the dead, 
nor will you let your faithful one see decay.” And it is precise-
ly in the resurrection of  Jesus, in that conquering of  death, 
where the faithful finds that his hope has been fulfilled. As 
Pope Emeritus Ratzinger beautifully writes in his book, A New 
Song for the Lord:

“Resurrection means that through the twisted paths of  sin 
and more powerfully than sin God ultimately says: ‘It is 
good’. God re-establishes his definitive ‘good’ to creation by 
taking it up into himself  and thus changing it into a perma-
nence beyond all transience” (Ratzinger 79). 

This means that the good that God spoke in the resurrection 
of  Christ fundamentally transforms reality, allowing the hu-
man body of  His Son to be incorruptible and beyond the laws 
of  death—essentially reversing the introduction of  death af-
ter the first sin. Thus, the light of  eternity enters into human 
history and creation itself, and a full disclosure of  the good 
that God thought in the beginning is realized in the Risen 
Christ. It is as if  when God said “Let there be light,” He not 
only thought of  the original creation, but also of  the second 
creation through the resurrection of  Christ, who is the true 
light of  the world (John 8:12). 

What does it mean to live in this good creation, under this 
promise? To live in a good creation means that God’s power 
is effective in our lives and in the world. It also means that the 
statement “love conquers death” is not mere optimism, but a 
profound assertion about the way the world was designed to 
operate. If  we believe this, we cannot become passive in our 
faith, but must bear witness to the reality of  God’s action in 
the world through our own actions and words. Furthermore, 
to live in a good creation implies the responsibility to take care 

Therefore, through the 
merits and victory of 
Christ, we are creat-
ed anew, and through 
Christ and in Christ, our 
image and likeness to 
God is perfectly restored.
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Lemonade, Kathy Luo '19



16 Spring 2019

God and Evil: An Inquiry
Josiah Jordan

Over the centuries, theist and atheist philosophers alike have 
converged upon a common point of  belief  that the funda-
mental characteristics of  God, whether God exists or not, are 
omniscience, omnipotence, and omnibenevolence. For one to 
describe some being that is omniscient and omnipotent but 
not omnibenevolent, or omnipotent and omnibenevolent but 
not omniscient, or any such combination that fails to recon-
cile the coexistence of  these three traits, would be for one to 
describe something other than God. And if  it be the case that 
God is not simultaneously all-knowing, all-powerful, and all-
good, we have good reason to believe that God does not, in 
that God cannot, exist. If  we can, however, then perhaps we 
have one more reason to believe that such a God does. 

Alongside this conception of  God, theists and atheists con-
verge at a common point of  belief  in the experienced reality 
of  evil. However, it is at this same point of  convergence where 
their commitments to the notion of  God also diverge, for it is 
the very undeniable reality of  evil in the 
world that shakes one’s confidence in the 
co-reality of  a God Who is truly all-know-
ing, all-powerful, and all-good. If  God is 
indeed omniscient and omnipotent, would 
it not then be within God’s power to prop-
erly eliminate every evil state of  affairs? 
And if  He doesn’t, would it not then be a complete contradic-
tion against His omnibenevolence? That is, if  God has fore-
knowledge of  some evil that will occur, why would He not 
eliminate it unless He were not capable of  doing so? And yet, 
if  He were capable, why hasn’t He eliminated that evil? Given 
all of  the evils in this world, what does this suggest about God?
 
In response to these pressing worries that have challenged the 
theistic worldview, 2017 Templeton Prize winner, Christian, 
and analytic philosopher Alvin Plantinga provides an argu-

ment that attempts to reconcile the coexistence of  God and 
evil, beginning with the claim that perhaps God simply cannot 
properly eliminate every evil state of  affairs. In other words, 
it may be possible that there are things God is incapable of  
performing in spite of  His omnipotence, yet, as it accords with 
His omnibenevolence. Take, for instance, the possibility that 
Jack suffers from a minor cut on his finger, while Jill takes 
great pleasure in Jack’s pain. If  we conjoin Jack’s pain with 
Jill’s pleasure, we may consider the resulting conjunctive state of  
affairs to be good, rather than evil, since we would be amiss 
to take Jack’s subtle annoyance toward the cut as outweighing 
the great pleasure Jill receives from it.1 For God to eliminate 
Jack’s pain is, effectively, to eliminate an outweighing good 
that results from it; and while this may seem trivial or even 
slippery, Plantinga asserts that the mere possibility that there 
be an outweighing good state of  affairs that necessarily results 
from some evil, which thus makes the conjunctive state of  af-
fairs good, suggests that God cannot eliminate every evil state 

of  affairs—namely, those from which out-
weighing goods come about. For, as Plant-
inga recognizes, it wouldn’t be a complete 
subversion against the goodness of  God 
for Him to not eliminate every evil but, 
rather, for Him to prevent outweighing 
goods from occurring by eliminating those 

necessary, concomitant evils. Despite how evil it is to strip 
someone naked and whip them to a pulp and hammer nails 
1 Here, I am simply taking after the nature of  an example Plantinga 
uses and am aware that it is controversial and taps into a discussion 
involving the ethics of  taking pleasure in someone else’s pain. The 
purpose of  this example is to show that Jill’s pleasure, in and of  itself, 
is a good; Jack’s pain is, in and of  itself, an evil; and Jill’s pleasure 
as being caused by Jack’s pain doesn’t make that pleasure an evil, 
necessarily. Plantinga would argue that pleasure is a necessary good, 
and evil is a necessary evil, regardless of  how each came about (i.e., 
pleasure in someone else’s pain is still pleasure, and though it can be 
perceived as evil, it doesn’t change the fact that it’s pleasure).

For, when we allow God to be-
come the third-person party...
our perspectives shift focus; 
for while we see absolute 
evil, God sees absolute good.
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this is so, and if, indeed, God gave us this capacity of  will-
ingness upon His creating us, knowing full well that through 
such free will evil would come about, is not God, then, the 
original agent of  evil? And in His knowing full well that evil 
would about through it, why would God grant us this capacity 
in the first place, lest He Himself  be evil and everything but 
all-good?

It’s tempting—almost rational, even—to deduce that the ori-
gin of  evil is, itself, evil; and that every cause in between that 
place of  origin and the ultimate consequence of  evil is evil, as 
well. However, if  Jack’s small cut—a tremendous evil he may 
claim—be the cause of  some far greater, necessarily attached 
good—that is, Jill’s hysterical joy—we come to conclude not 
only that the conjunctive state of  affairs is good, but also that 
even before we judged Jack’s minor annoyance as evil and 
Jill’s outbursting pleasure as good, we find that Jack’s cut is 
actually neither evil nor good. To Jack, the small cut is evil, 
and to Jill it is good; and to a third-person party who weighs 
the total moral value of  the phenomenon, the overall state of  
affairs is good. By this larger judgement, we define Jack’s small 
cut as, itself, a good, since it has the property of  bringing out 
some greater good than the possible resulting evil. 

When we examine the original cause of  human evil as point-
ing to free will, we are left with the conclusion that free will, 
and the Creator and Bestower of  that capacity, is, Himself, 
evil. But when we examine the original cause of  human evil as 
pointing to God, we are left with the conclusion that free will, 
and what it enables for a human being, is, itself, a good. For, 
when we allow God to become the third-person party Who 
weighs the total moral value of  every possible absolute evil 
that comes from free will, as well as every possible absolute 
good that comes from it, our perspectives shift focus; for while 
we see absolute evil, God sees absolute good. While we ask, 
whence does evil come?, God considers, whence does good come? Is it 
not from the willingness of  a noble and sober mind that one is 

into their hands and through their feet on a Roman cross, 
mocking, “Hail, King of  the Jews!” it would be contradictory 
to the very nature of  God for God to eliminate that deep suf-
fering if  it meant that doing so would prevent some promised, 
infinite, and eternal good that would have otherwise come 
about. Outweighing goods that are necessarily attached to 
evils, then, seem utterly permissible—and for good reason.
 
But what about those evils that seem to have no good ending, 
or no comprehensible reason for their permittance? What is 
God’s purpose for allowing a black man to be shot in his own 
home or for a community of  Jews to be ruthlessly murdered in 
their own sanctuary? What possible outweighing good might 
result from such devastating, absolute evils? Is God not good 
for not preventing those evils that aren’t accompanied by 
good—evils that in God’s omniscience He knew would come 
about and, in His omnipotence, had the power to prevent? 
In the face of  these worries, should we even believe that such 
an omniscient, omnipotent, and omnibenevolent God even 
exists?
 
As agonizing as it is to ponder over these issues, Plantinga re-
sponds by providing a defense that shifts our origin of  judge-
ment from the most apparent evil phenomena to the place 
where they all begin. In the same way that God permits the 
evil of  an innocent man dying on a cross and the accompanying, 
outweighing infinite good of  eternal life in him for the very fact 
that such a good accompanies the evil, perhaps there is some-
thing necessarily attached to these absolute evils, also, which 
explains their existence and God’s permitting them. We might 
ask, whence do these evils come; and why is there evil in the 
first place? Is it not from the willingness of  a corrupt and de-
ceived mind that one is moved to enact injustice? Is it not by 
one’s own decision, however constraining the circumstances 
may be, that one is moved to perform some wicked act? If  all 
of  this is so, is it not then reasonable to conclude that human 
willingness—or our capacity to choose—marks the beginning 
of  every evil and the agent by which it comes about? But if  
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Glint, Liana Chaplain '21

moved to fight for justice? Is it not by one’s decision, however 
constraining the circumstances may be, that one is moved to 
perform some good deed? And, is it not one’s genuine and 
free acceptance of  the free gift of  salvation that, in Christ, 
not only outweighs but eternally cancels every possible evil? If  
all of  this is so, is it not then reasonable to conclude that our 
God-given human willingness—or our capacity to choose this 
infinite good—marks the beginning of  every good and the 
agent by which this ultimate outweighing good comes about?

For, while we see absolute evil, God sees a redemption that ne-
gates it. While we see pain, God sees a healing that triumphs 
over it. And while we see hopelessness and despair, God sees 
hearts that might receive an eternal hope, but only if  they are 
willing. And that they might be willing, God gave them the 
capacity to choose; and this, itself, be the greatest good of  all.

Josiah Jordan '18 is a first year Master's student at the Yale Divinity 
School.
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How many times have I caught myself  wishing 
History was something I could reverse 
As if  I should amend all the pages penned by the author of  the universe 
I know You will still be good tomorrow
And yesterday unfolded at Your will 
I am but dust refusing to trust You and yet somehow You love me still 
Yes, somehow You love me still 

You are always so good to me 
And I am undeservedly at the hands of  Your mercy
At the foot of  the cross 
Where You clothed me in righteousness
And Your blood paid my cost 

How many times have I sinned against You
A rebel battling Your sovereignty
As I ache for control, but You, Lord of  all, establish eternity 
So I will remain in Your promises 
And in faith I will listen to Your call 
The fear I face is not too strong for Your grace for You make all things beautiful
Yes, You make all things beautiful 

You are always so good to me 
And I am undeservedly at the hands of  Your mercy
At the foot of  the cross 
Where You clothed me in righteousness
And Your blood paid my cost 

You make all things new
You make all things new 
You make all things new 
In Your time, Lord 

Charisa Shin is a freshman intending to concentrate in Computer Science and Visual Art.

In Your Time
Charisa Shin

Across Waters, Kathy Luo '19
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Circles
Hope McGovern

I once heard in a sermon that finding yourself  back in the 
same situation does not mean that God hasn’t been at work in 
your life. These words hover almost menacingly in the back of  
my mind as, once again, I find myself  wrestling with familiar 
voices of  dissatisfaction, loneliness, and doubt. Once again, 
I spend my time trying to convince those around me I’m 
worthy of  their time and affection, only to feel guilty for the 
deception when it works. Once again, I settle for that which 
feels secure rather than reach for that to which I know I’ve 
been called. And it makes me wonder how, after deliverance 
from every storm, my trust can be tossed and turned anew 
with each crashing wave of  uncertainty. It seems audacious to 
claim God has been at work when traveling in circles feels so 
much like spiraling.
 
I know what is required of  me: 
to love God and keep His com-
mandments. But still, like Jonah, 
I run from the call of  God when 
it is uncomfortable. Like Pha-
raoh, I deny the reality of  God’s 
power as soon as the memory of  His omnipotence fades. Like 
Job, I question God’s goodness when He takes from me what 
I love. Like Samson, I trust in my own gifts rather than the 
One who has given them. Like Israel, I forge a golden calf  of  
my pride although it was the LORD who delivered me out of  
Egypt. From the genesis of  my exile there has been no revela-
tion of  the Promised Land, no exodus from the outcry of  my 
lamentation. Time and again, although I know what is good, 
I do what is not, and I spend another lifetime wandering in 
the desert. 

But there is one who, in the midst of  trials, was obedient to 
God unto death. He did not doubt God’s omnipotence, but 
performed miracles in faith. He said, “I do nothing of  myself, 

but as the Father taught me,” and in the wilderness, did not 
turn to other gods. Because of  this, I can look beyond my own 
folly to see deliverance on the horizon. In Jesus, the cycle of  
rebellion is broken so that it may be broken in me. Though 
I am brought lower with each turn in my downward spiral, 
Christ was brought to the lowest of  the low when he died a 
death he did not deserve on a cross meant for someone like 
me. It is because of  the cross that I am both already justified 
and not yet perfected.1

Herein lies my hope: if  all I can ask of  God in times of  trial is 
only to feel that the wound be somehow less gaping, the grief  
be somehow less cavernous, then all my religion is nothing 
more than sophistry, an elaborate delusion for coping with 
pain. I suffer that I may be perfected, refined by the flames of  
the furnace and weathered by the journey through the Valley 
of  the Shadow of  Death. God did not wall His own son off 
from suffering, nor does He allow it for me. Instead, Jesus bore 
his cross, although despising its shame, for the glory that was 
set before him, and so will I.
 
Lord, if  I am like Jonah, pursue me with wind and waves that I may 
not escape You. If  I am like Pharaoh, send plagues until I cannot deny 
Your power. If  I am like Job, send ruin that I may proclaim You alone are 
sufficient. If  I am like Samson, relieve me of  my own strength that I may 
see Yours. If  I am like Israel, send me into the desert that I may hear Your 
voice crying out in the wilderness.
 
God, let it be so.

Hope McGovern is a senior concentrating in Engineering Physics.

1 Hebrews 11:10-15

It seems audacious to 
claim God has been 
at work when travel-
ing in circles feels so 
much like spiraling.
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Julie Joo '19

We wait in hope for the Lord; he is our help and our shield. In 
him our hearts rejoice, for we trust in his holy name.

Psalm 33: 20-21 (NIV)

In Reflection, Cindy Won '20
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Healing
David Shin

I jolted awake to the sound of  the alarm. 5:45 am. I took a 
glance at the mirror across the room—I was still dressed in 
my scrubs, my hair was a mess, and the bags under my eyes 
seemed to reach the bottom of  my nose. Papers were strewn 
across the desk, some of  them sticking to my reddened arms. 
Slowly, I remembered where I was. I had fallen asleep at my 
desk in the hospital again. 
 
The door creaked open, and light entered the room along 
with my fellow resident, Jonathan. He stared at me for a short 
while, and with a slight grin of  empathy, tossed me my cardi-
gan. “Get up, man. You have a full day ahead of  you.” Barely 
managing to put on my sneakers, I wrapped myself  in my 
cardigan and followed him out to the lobby. 
 
The day was like any other. Trying to maintain a smile, I 
greeted the patients, checked their charts, asked how they 
were feeling. Sometimes, they reciprocated the question. In 
response, I attempted the biggest grin I could at the moment: 
“As healthy as a resident can be.” Nonetheless, as I was leaving 
one room, a young girl came up to me, pointed at my face 
and told me, “You look like a starved panda,” and gave me 
a wide grin. I patted her head and walked out. I’ve seen better 
days, trust me.
 
Breakfast consisted of  a quick biscuit and coffee with extra 
sugar. Is life supposed to be this exhausting? I caught myself  won-
dering. As I took my last sip, my senior resident poked his 
head into the café and motioned me out with a curt nod. It 
was time to make rounds again. We made our way around 
the department, visiting new ER admissions, current ICU pa-
tients, and documenting notes. Two children had their very 
first asthma attacks, one man most likely had appendicitis, 
and a young boy with pneumonia was sent into the ICU. And 
I looked like a starved panda.

By the time I left the building, the street lamps had already 
turned on as they usually were during my late-night trek back 
home. As I walked back to my apartment, I passed the same 
small park, which was always empty by this time in the eve-
ning. I stopped at the entrance and stared at the set of  met-
al and plastic. Setting my bag aside, I got on the swings and 
rocked back and forth.
 
I had wanted to become a doctor to help people, to save the 
world—or so my innocent, naïve younger self  used to believe. 
I had thought that this was the road that God had wanted me 
on, that once I became a doctor, life would be easier. Instead, I 
found myself  working impossible hours, dealing with patients 
who demanded the best of  me all day, every day, and earning 
barely enough to cover rent.
 
God, what am I doing here? Why am I stuck on this swing, contemplating 
my life? Is it right for me to be so anxious, so doubtful, so scared?
 
Suddenly, the swings next to mine started to creak. Next to me 
sat a boy in a white cap. He had a calm look on his face, one 
too mature for what seemed to be his age. “Are you okay?” He 
asked. “You seem a little stressed.”
 
I shrugged my shoulders and continued to swing. The last 
thing I needed was a prepubescent boy giving me life lessons.
 
“So? What did God say?”
 
Woodchips flew everywhere as I slammed my feet to stop the 
swing. The boy seemed unfazed, continuing to stare with an 
oddly sincere look on his face. 
 
What did God say? Was I expecting an answer? With a start, I re-
alized that as I prayed, I was actually completely blocking 
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God out from my “conversations.” I was the only one talking, 
complaining, without listening to what God had to say. I had 
turned a job which should have been God-centered into one 
centered around my needs, my troubles, my wants—myself. 
 
“Hey, it’ll be alright,” the boy 
said, startling me out of  my 
thoughts. He touched me 
lightly on the shoulder as he 
got off the swings. “Remem-
ber to stay strong and cou-
rageous. It’s perfectly fine to 
have doubts; just don’t let those doubts sway you from the 
path that God has for you. Trust in Him—that’s what faith is, 
trusting during uncertainties.” With a warm smile, he patted 
me on the back again, handed me the hat, and walked out of  
the park, disappearing beyond the flickering streetlight.
 
The apartment radiators buzzed as I sat on the swings, a 
white cap on my lap, thoughts swirling in my head. Faith. 
That was what I needed. I was asking God for a lot of  things, 
but doubting my walk in Him. I jumped off the swings, put 
the cap in my bag, and walked towards my house.
 
“Hey, I’m home,” I called. It was a force of  habit—I lived by 
myself, there was no one to call to. Turning the lights on, I 
carefully closed the door and walked to the kitchen, eyeing a 
note on the table. I had a routine of  writing notes to myself  
for the next day. I had completely forgotten what I left for 
myself  this morning, scribbled in a rush:
 
2 Corinthians 5:7 “For we walk by faith and not by sight.”
 
I stared at the notepad, only now feeling the weight of  what 
it meant. Faith during uncertainties. That’s what the boy had 
told me. What I needed to do was not to hold onto everything 
I wanted, but to surrender everything I was, trusting that God 
would provide.

 I ripped that page out of  the notepad, folded it up, and put it 
inside my wallet. I took a pen out of  my bag and wrote myself  
another verse for tomorrow:
 
Lamentations 3:22-23 “The steadfast love of  the Lord never ceases; his 
mercies never come to an end.”
 
I placed the page carefully on the table, under the boy’s white 
cap, and made my way to the couch.  I laid awake for a while, 
staring at the cap on the table. And finally, with more peace 
than I had felt in a long time, I closed my eyes and went to 
sleep.
 

—

I write this at a time when not everything is going too well for me. I have 
yet to be a graduate from Brown, never mind become a doctor, and I still 
have to study for the MCAT exam and apply for medical school. I have to 
raise my GPA, add more extracurriculars to my list, volunteer and shadow 
at hospitals, socialize with friends, try to make meaningful relationships 
with others: the list never ends. But despite all this, I have a strange calm 
in my heart, a feeling that causes me to cry tears of  both sorrow and joy—
for I know that my God hears my cries and wipes those very tears off my 
cheeks, telling me that all is well (Psalms 40:1), that He would leave the 
ninety-nine to go searching for my lost and wandering self.

David Shin is a junior concentrating in Neuroscience.

What I needed to do 
was not to hold onto 
everything I wanted, but 
to surrender everything 
I was, trusting that 
God would provide.
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Meeting Daylight, Liana Chaplain '21
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Transactions
Liana Chaplain

He waited with eager desire for the moment to see his prediction verified, and for as extraordinary 
a phenomenon as that of  Venus on the Sun. The day arrived, and agreeable to his expectation he 
saw Venus wholly entered upon the Sun at 3 h. 1 5 m. P. M.1

A ray of  light and a quiet moment
in front of  all the Earth.

Venus reaches for the Sun’s hem
Bleeding hot.

2  The Sun’s limb 
reached back

Crowds press
eyes against telescopes

Gaze gravitating
towards a shadow upon a yellow Sun.

An expectation becomes an ellipsis, 
3 dots to diagram an encounter.

The faith of  a world in orbit.

And when the woman saw that she was not hidden, she came trembling, and falling down before 
him declared in the presence of  all the people why she had touched him, and how she had been 
immediately healed. And he said to her, “Daughter, your faith has made you well; go in peace.”3

Liana Chaplain is a sophomore concentrating in Art History.

1 From page 2 of  An account of  the observation of  Venus upon the sun, the third day of  June, 1769, at Providence, in New 
England. With some account of  the use of  those observations, by Benjamin West. Full text available at The John 
Carter Brown Library.
2 Diagram from page 17 of  An account of  the observation of  Venus upon the sun.
3 Luke 8:47- 48 ESV
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The Last Horseman
David Ferranti

Far, far removed from both the gleaming towers of  Paradise 
and ashen pits of  the Netherworld is another realm to which 
no human soul has ever borne witness. Nine days would it 
take for a stone dropped from the tallest spire of  Paradise to 
reach there, and another nine days for that same stone to fall 
from there down into the farthest abyss of  the Netherworld.

The landscape is unspectacular. There is only an endless 
ocean of  tall grey-green grasses, grasses that wave back and 
forth in a lazy monotonous rhythm although there is no wind. 
The sky is black and spotted with a legion of  cold stars, and no 
sun of  gold or moon of  silver has ever shone down from high 
above. It is locked in a perpetual twilight, this far-off unknown 
realm, a twilight that threatens to swing to either brightest day 
or darkest night. 

It is in this place that I make my home, beside a saddled horse 
ready for a speedy journey, a horse and its rider eternally wait-
ing for the inevitable sound of  a seal breaking. For as long as I 
can remember, I have been waiting for it. 

I am War. Rider of  the red horse, the blood-red charger that 
will set upon the doomed Earth to make ready the world’s 
end. Here I dwell, in a place beyond mortal sight and knowl-
edge, until I am called to fulfill my task.

From the moment I formed my first thought, I have heard 
other voices in my mind. My own mind is a single sound in 
the silence of  our home, but there are other sounds too. Since 
my brothers entered the world with me, we made a harmony 
together. At first it seemed strange and discordant, but soon 
the harmony became as familiar to me as the weight of  the 
blade in my hand. Now, I can scarcely even remember what I 
was before I heard the harmony. The harmony is the one, our 
combined song of  spirit, and we are the four, the sounds that 
echo within the music. A mental cobweb binds us together so 
that what one sees, we all see, and what one hears, we all hear.

It is not perfect, this mental bond. Lack of  focus clouds it the 
way poison clouds water. But we are seldom without focus. We 
know that one day, the harmony will guide us in the fulfillment 
of  our duty.

This bond is how I know that deep within the grasslands, my 
brothers are waiting: Pestilence, Famine, and Death. Even 
though I have never laid eyes upon them, I can see them in my 
mind’s eye as clearly as if  they stood before me now, for they 
are my brothers and we have listened to each other from the 
first moment of  our existence. Three more riders, and three 
more horses. 

Pestilence is the first, and the unluckiest I think. For he is the 
first to ride to Earth, the rider who must be ready for the 
sound of  the first seal being broken. He sits upon his horse, a 
great white horse that is forever saddled, and waits. Waits for 
the sound of  the shards of  the first seal to hit the marble floors 
of  Paradise. His horse has never known the taste of  the grey-
green grasses of  this place, nor slaked its perpetual thirst in a 
stream of  cool water.

I am the second rider. My horse is saddled and tethered, but 
free to graze as I sit beside it, sharpening my sword upon a 
whetstone. It is already sharp enough to sever the tips from the 
grass about me, but it must be sharper still for what is to come. 
One day an entire world will cower before the blade’s edge, 
and I must be ready to wield it well. My sword is part of  me, 
just as I am part of  it. It was fashioned from my rib, my own 
flesh and bone. It whispers as I sharpen it, and its whispers 
are the echoes of  cries of  rage, the clash of  steel on steel, the 
thunder of  gunfire.

Famine will follow me, bearing his set of  scales upon a black 
steed. His horse roams free, far and wide about the grassland, 
unencumbered by bit or bridle, ready to return to its master at 
his call. Famine has more time than Pestilence or I. His call is 



27

with protest as I donned my helm. The fiery red horse, ghost-
ly crimson flames flickering about its hooves to match those 
blazing along the edge of  my sword, reared high into the air 
in anticipation. I swung into the saddle, feeling the tension 
in my steed’s taut muscles. For once, the surrounding grasses 
were still.

The sound of  the second seal breaking pulled at me like a 
lodestone, tugging me viciously towards my destination. I 
drove my horse forward, and we were sucked through the 

breach in an instant. The last thing I saw 
was the chilled carpet of  stars, winking at 
me from the corner of  my vision.

I was not afraid. But I did not know what I 
would find upon Earth. I knew I must ride, 
and the Earth must be undone. I did not 
know what would follow in the days and 

nights to come. I knew nothing of  damned Earth, or exalted 
Paradise, or divine judgement. 

I do not wish to write of  Earth, but I know that I must, or my 
telling will be counted false. I wonder, however, if  my words 
will be sufficient? It is one thing to read words. It is another 
to have lived them. Can anyone, anything picture what we 
saw and what we did? Can anyone feel what those people felt 
as their world ended around them? I do not believe it to be 
possible. I do not believe that this terrible judgement will ever 
happen again. 

Nonetheless, this chronicle would be incomplete without the 
events on Earth. It is for that reason I write of  it. I must write 
of  it. I am War, and must be honest about my horrors.

I brought war to earth. I am War, a red rider on a red horse. I 
am your barbarian, clad in skins and brandishing my wooden 
club. I am your steel knight, filling the air with the thunder of  
my charge. I am your bomb and your shell and your poison 
gas. I am your shattering fire in the sky, as reality broke asun-

the sound of  the third seal. He will be able to prepare himself  
for his ride.

And last among us is Death. He is the eldest, our leader, the 
last rider, the rider on the pale horse. Death will follow the 
rest of  us, Pestilence and War and Famine, reaping the bitter 
harvest we have sown. 

I can feel them all in my mind: Pestilence’s blazing impatience, 
Famine’s tired amusement, and Death’s silent calm. We have 
all been waiting, we four, and will have 
no forewarning of  the end time, no time 
to prepare, and so we must be perpetual-
ly ready. We will know neither the day nor 
the hour, as it has been written. And when 
judgement falls at last, we must be ready to 
enact it without hesitation. Death’s scythe 
and my sword must never lose their edge. 
The bow of  Pestilence must have a sufficient supply of  ar-
rows, and Famine’s scales must never become imbalanced. 
Our steeds must never tire, must never go lame. If  we falter, 
there will be no one to take our place. 

We were created for this. That is the only thing we know, the 
only thing that matters. That is why we hear our combined 
harmony, and why my sword cries out as I sharpen it. We be-
lieve the Creator fashioned this soulless world for our benefit, 
that we might wait for His call. We waited for year upon year, 
age upon age, eon upon eon for His call. And eventually, He 
called.

I cannot speak as to why the appointed time had come. I did 
not know why judgement had arrived, only that it had arrived, 
and it was time to act. How could I have known? Does an axe 
know why an executioner chooses to swing it? Does it need to?
The sound of  the first seal breaking tore a hole in my world. 
A circular hole of  blinding light that pulsed and danced in the 
center of  the plains. I smelled brimstone, tasted salt and cold 
iron. A flash of  white light on the horizon—Pestilence urging 
on his mount—and I rose. The joints of  my armor snarled 

This Earth is not the place it 
was meant to be, no matter 
how many sunrises I watch 
glimmer upon the open wa-
ters. Something in it was 
broken at the beginning.
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der and the city below vanished in a single flash. I am the rage 
that springs from your whispered lies and devouring greed. 
As the judgement unfolded, I was everywhere, my sword 
whispering its sibilant whisper. I enflamed the hearts and the 
minds of  the people and they thought only of  fighting and 
killing. Brother turned against brother, friend against friend, 
nation against nation.

And I was the catalyst for it all, a solitary rider appearing 
in the midst of  every conflict, holding my sword aloft and 
trampling all before me. What are blows and bullets to War? 
Nothing at all. Humanity could not touch me. To do so, they 
would have to cut me out of  their hearts and minds. I do not 
know if  that is possible.

Under my direction, humankind cast down its proudest mon-
uments. Under my manipulation, they pillaged the great 
places of  culture of  the world, smashing the fleeting wonders 
of  ages past. They dried up sparkling rivers and destroyed 
golden fields, in the name of  War. All of  this is my work. 

My brothers did the same. I saw them enact their judgement 
even as they saw me enact mine. I watched the plagues and 
hunger they cultivated unleashed upon the doomed world. 
Pestilence and Famine left nothing but corpses and ruins in 
their wake. And always came Death, riding after the three of  
us, riding silently upon his pale horse. 

I know my brothers looked upon Earth in the same fashion 
that I did. We were born together and were far more similar 
than any of  us would admit. We fulfilled our duty, but found 
no pleasure in it. Why?

Because now I had seen the Earth. I had seen the sun rising 
over the mountains. I had heard the cry of  the sea eagle and 
the rush of  great wings. I did not belong here. I was the in-
truder, the outsider, the ugly thing set apart. I was the terror 
I saw in my victims' eyes, the looming steel shadow that bent 
over them before they finally died. 

What I remember most are the faces, for they changed the 
most between the living and the dead. A living face was end-
lessly changing, eyes and lips and muscles all flowing from 
one expression to the next. A dead face was flat and broken. 
There was no meaning in the faces of  the dead. Their eyes 
were empty, whether open or closed. Their lips were silent, 
whether sealed or screaming. And I looked upon them from 
my crimson saddle and found no satisfaction. I opened and 
closed my gauntleted hands, searching for something in those 
flat faces, and finding nothing. Only emptiness. Was this what 
I was fated to be? 

I am a steel rider upon a flaming steed because the world 
needs a steel rider upon a flaming steed. This Earth is not the 
place it was meant to be, no matter how many sunrises I watch 
glimmer upon the open waters. Something in it was broken at 
the beginning. I was not there, but the echo of  this first wrong 
resounds about me every time I wheel my horse into our next 
bloody undertaking. So I rode on. I might have wept inside the 
steel cage that covers my face, and left your blood to dry upon 
my sword, but I rode nonetheless.

Over the course of  my ride—whether it lasted a day or a 
millennium I cannot say—I did meet with my brothers, and 
beheld them at last in the flesh. I rode with Pestilence, and 
together we united many a tribe into a conquering army, only 
to have them at each other's throats as they grew fat and bloat-
ed with the spoils of  victory. I rode with Famine, and stirred 
the starving dregs of  humanity into hungry desperate turmoil. 
The memories I share with them will stay with me forever. A 
queen proclaiming a great future for her people, if  only they 
would follow her into glorious, righteous battle. A writhing 
mass of  emaciated bodies, scrabbling at the soil, scooping dirt 
into their mouths. A pack of  men loping through a shattered 
city on all fours, hair long and unkempt, nails crusted with 
dried blood.

None of  us ever rode side by side with Death. He was shaped 
into being before the rest of  us, and to him alone was giv-
en knowledge of  things to come. He kept apart, only visiting 
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places after we had already left them. At least, that is what we 
believed at the time. Whenever we reached for Death with our 
minds, we only found the same images we had already seen 
ourselves. As our ride went on, the images became harder and 
harder to look upon for a second time. Soon we no longer 
tried to bond with our elder brother.

When it ended, we looked upon Paradise. Have you seen it? 
Its towers are tall and gleaming, gold and silver beyond the 
sun and moon of  the Earth. The light does not shine down 
into Paradise. The light is Paradise. Radiance suffuses every 
brick, every marble column. The saints who dwell in it sing 
of  the light and their song rises up and up and up, twisting 
and dancing.

A fresh note rose in our minds as we sat upon our horses lis-
tening to that saintly song, a single shared thought. We could 
not enter the city. There, before the gate, before humanity’s 
intended dwelling place, we knew that, knew it as well as we 
knew the sound of  the seals breaking. How could we enter 
Paradise? We were never meant to. We were meant for what 
we had just done. Judgement! 

And in that final, almost musical revelation, we saw a lamb 
rise above the city, its coat whole and unblemished. Stars 
crowned its head. We looked upon the lamb and we knew that 
our ride had been done as it should have been.

We left Paradise then, still covered in the dust of  a dead world. 
We rode until we returned to our sunless, soulless home. Then 
we took the saddles from our steeds' backs and the bits from 
their mouths, and bade them run free in the grassland, to 
eat their fill of  the grass and quench their thirst in the cold 
streams. They were loyal. They had earned their rest.

I broke my sword over my knee, and cast the fragments away 
into the tall swaying grass. The sword that had once been so 
sharp and so polished was now pitted and scarred with the 
blood and grime of  countless battles. Its whispers had gone 
silent, and its fragments will lie here undisturbed forever. And 

Pestilence did the same with his bow, Famine with his scales, 
and Death with his scythe. There was no more use for them.

Death did not speak. He did not have to. There are some 
things that simple speech is not enough to convey. There are 
some things that can only be shared soul to soul. They have 
no place in this account.

By the power given to him, Death cast us into a deep trance. 
Here we shall lie, still and silent. Here I shall lie, and know 
rest.

David Ferranti is a senior concentrating in Biology.
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We're all one small part of  the picture,
One single piece of  the wall.
And yet, it's unfinished without us—
Without one of  us, the tapestry falls.
 
The strings have a purpose together,
Though we, in our place, see no frame.
From the Artist's perspective, a grand story is told,
All of  His frail threads loved the same.
 
Deep greens color forests, blues feed the sky,
And flowers are made crimson red,
And one giant tapestry hangs on God's wall,
And one world is made out of  thread.

Kaitlan Bui is a freshman intending to concentrate in English.

The whole world is made out of  thread,
All tangled in one heaping ball,
But God picked apart all the little, thin strings
To sew tapestry for His wall.
 
We're all secured tightly together,
No matter what some people say.
One thing only leads to another;
One rip makes the whole picture fray.
 
All the simple colors mix finely,
Lone threads, many hundred, entwine,
And stories are told, and scenes are made bold
From thousands of  bare, simple lines.
 

Thread
Kaitlan Bui

Shore, Kathy Luo '19
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he had started to run again, he had felt light as a feather. No, 
lighter than a feather; he had felt like the wind itself. Surely 
the light could not keep ahead of  him this time. 

This elation had faded faster than light on a winter day. And 
when it was gone, the race was as difficult, as mind-numbingly 
predictable as before. He had run endlessly through the forest, 
chasing that ever-elusive light. 

Anyway, the task before him now is to free himself  from this 
mess. The sticky muck clings so tightly he can hardly lift his 
limbs. First the left leg. Then the right. Left arm, right-and 
everything falls apart.

But before we continue, before you become overly invested in the man’s 
current struggle, let’s first see how he came to be here.

A rustle ran through the great cloud of  witnesses. Here, Abra-
ham nudged Sarah and pointed. There, Rahab rested her 
head on her hands, watching intently. And in the front seats, 
Joseph chuckled at a light-hearted joke from his father. The 
prophets gathered and whispered, for their Lord had wel-
comed a new runner into the race.

To the onlookers, the race was as a beloved friend. They had 
seen men and women run through countless times, and they 
had seen still more fall short. But as much as they might long 
for every runner to endure, theirs was not the power to direct-
ly interfere. Their role was simply their presence, the aware-
ness of  which pushed many a runner to take an extra step, last 
an extra mile.

To the participants themselves, the race was an enigma. Not 
one of  them knew how he or she came to be running the 
race, but they all knew the light they were chasing to be in-

“Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of  witnesses, let 
us also lay aside every weight, and sin which clings so closely, and let 
us run with endurance the race that is set before us, looking to Jesus, the 
founder and perfecter of  our faith, who for the joy that was set before him 
endured the cross, despising the shame, and is seated at the right hand of  

the throne of  God.” Hebrews 12:1-2 (ESV)

It’s been a weeklong sort of  day, but I’m glad to end it with you all. 
There’s a special kind of  joy in coming back from the world with all its 
temptations and relaxing in God’s peace with His children. What should 
we do together? Sing some songs? Play a game or two?

A story, you say? Alright, you’ll have a story, brothers and sisters. 
Hm. I think I’ll tell you a story from Hebrews 12. In many ways, it 
reminds me of  my own testimony, but perhaps that’s because it is, in a 
way, the testimony of  all Christians around the world.

Before we begin, imagine for a moment the walk of  Christian faith 
through life to be a race, stark and lonely. Hold that image in your mind. 
It is neither perfect nor complete, of  course, but then what story is?

The Race

Light fades around the corner. Trees drenched in shadow, 
path faded in darkness, whispers drowned in wind. Yet again 
he has fallen short. He had been so close this time, bringing 
that precious, murmuring light within arm’s reach. But, as 
always, he collapses, a broken heap in the mud and grime. 
There’s something inevitable about this place, dragged away 
from the light and mired in hungry filth. No matter how much 
he pours into the race, no matter how hard he pushes himself, 
the oozing ground always seizes him in the end.

This time had been different; he had been so sure that this 
attempt would finally bring an end to it all. He had done ev-
erything right: stripped himself  of  all his clothes, tossed out all 
his supplies, made himself  as light as he possibly could. When 

The Race
Jeremy Wang
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finitely worthier than anything they had known before. And 
so they ran, not knowing where the race would take them, 
each following their own path through sprawling grasslands 
and scorching deserts, through rolling hills and suffocating 
jungles. 

This latest runner was an ambitious one. From the start, he 
ran with all his heart, soul, mind and strength; foot in front 
of  foot, step by step he ran. Filled with the sheer joy of  the 
race, he stretched out his strides and reeled in the light, leav-
ing his companions behind in the dust. His family, unable to 
keep up with his relentless pace, gradually fell behind. Soon, 
those that began the race with him, his church family, also 
faded from view. All this escaped his notice; as he drew close 
to that light, it whispered tenderly to him, spoke of  love, of  
grace, of  a never-ending peace, and his burning desire for the 
fulfillment of  these promises drowned out everything around 
him. How he yearned for that promised rest. And so, heedless 
of  the the shifting ground beneath his feet, wilfully ignoring 
the heavy clothes on his back, he sprinted recklessly onward.

It came as no surprise, then, when he fell. 
He could feel his steps slowing, but he could 
not understand why, when the light was only 
meters away. Surging forward, he pushed 
past whatever  obstacle held him back, and 
through sheer force of  will, he kept his legs 
moving forward. Then came the moment when he hung in 
the air, suspended for but a fraction of  a second, and in that 
briefest of  instants, as his head flew forward and his feet were 
anchored in place, the man felt nothing but frustration. 

The tangling thorns finally had him firmly in their clutch, and 
he slammed to the ground in a painfully abrupt stop. Winded 
and momentarily disoriented, the man lay sprawled there for 
an eternal moment. But driven by that still-fresh desire, he 
dragged himself  to his feet, dusted himself  off and continued.
This happened time and time again over the course of  the 

coming weeks, and the man learned countless lessons from his 
countless failures. In the deserts, heat stroke struck him down. 
Deep among the marshes, air denser than water stifled him. 
Upon the jagged rocks of  the cliffs, slicing shards left him near 
hamstrung. Eventually, he learned to stay away from these 
places, to stick to the forests and the plains, to place his feet 
carefully, to be ever alert. But as quickly as the lessons came, so 
quickly did his original passion depart, until the man felt hol-
lowed out by these unending trials, until a seed of  resentment 
was planted in his heart.

And the watchers sighed in resignation, for they had seen it 
all before. Without fail, the runners of  this race burned fierce-
ly at the start. Test them with narrow roads and many trials, 
though, and only a few would persevere. All that remained to 
the witnesses was to watch and to hope.

Thus did the man struggle, bitterly, as if  alone, sadly unaware 
of  both his grand, faithful audience and the greater Presence 
which ran close beside.

Soon, the man began to question his very par-
ticipation in the race. The niggling concerns 
came slowly at first. Why did he leave behind 
his comfortable home? Why did he trade 
that perfectly normal lifestyle for this race 
with neither beginning nor end, fraught with 

danger and without even the pettiest of  petty joys: food and 
sleep? As they continued unanswered, his questions began to 
intensify, to grow in anger and frustration. Why was the light 
so much faster than him? Why in the world was he never good enough 
to catch up? These questions reached into his darkening heart 
and dredged up all of  the banked frustration, the anger at his 
earlier falls, the unique disgust which arises only from passion 
curdled and twisted and spoiled into hatred. Why did he heed 
a single word of  those fools who told him of  a joyous, reward-
ing race? Why would he trust that tiny whisper of  hope in his 
heart, hope that those absurd promises of  an eternal life with 

Seeing now Who it was 
that accompanied him, 
he cannot understand 
why he had relied so 
heavily on himself.
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a perfect God might be real?

Utterly spent by this crest of  fury, the man settled to his knees. 
There wasn’t much left for him to do, it seemed. It was clear 
that he would get nowhere simply running forward in the 
same fashion. And so he resolved to push forth one last time, 
casting aside every little weight in a final effort to catch that 
light. 

That attempt ended, of  course, where this story began, with the man 
lying prostrate in the grime. Let’s take a moment to reflect here, brothers 
and sisters. Consider what it was that caused the man’s failures. 

As the man strains to raise his right arm from the mud’s 
clutch, something gives way. Perhaps it is his arm, his spine, 
his ribs; he can’t tell. All of  a sudden, everything is washed 
away. Frustrations with his condition, ambitions to finish the 
race, all of  it uprooted and caught up in a white-hot flood of  
pain. And it doesn’t recede either. Something is deeply wrong. 
The man isn’t really surprised; the human body wasn’t made 
for the stresses that he put it through, after all. But in the ab-
sence of  surprise there is still despair, as he realizes that all his 
efforts earlier have amounted to nothing, now that he’s stuck 
here, body broken and useless and half-buried in the dirt. 

So he gives up. He threw everything he had at the race, and 
has nothing to show for it. He lets his limbs sink back into the 
clinging mud and sobs into the ground. The man stews in 
self-pity, casting his mind back and cursing every little misfor-
tune that came his way during the race. He fumes and fumes 
and fumes until he is truly, truly spent. 

In this dark place, what is there left to do but pray? With no 
hope left and all the passion stamped out of  him, the man 
finally reaches out to God and implores Him to 

please lift me from this place please show me how I can finish this 
race should I finish this race you were so good to me at the beginning 
why did you abandon me why am I so alone God please please please

He struggles to even find the words to say, the pain is so great. 
It is here that, as He promised, the Holy Spirit begins to inter-
cede on the man’s behalf  with groanings too deep for words. 
Somewhere, the Lord hears these pleading cries, and he an-
swers thus:

The man sees, even through his closed eyes, a shining bril-
liance, and for a moment his heart  stops as he entertains the 
impossible notion that the light he was chasing for so long has 
turned around and come to him. But when he finally musters 
up the willpower to wrench his head off the ground and open 
his eyes, he sees that the light is everywhere: not just in front of  
him or behind him or even all around him. It is in him, deeply 
entwined and interwoven with his very flesh. How could he 
have missed this? If  the very light he had so eagerly pursued 
had been running with him all along, what then was the pur-
pose of  the race? What was the race really? Was there even a race 
at all?

As he considers these questions, the man casts his eyes upward 
in amazement at this revelation and sees that he was not only 
surrounded by the light all along, but also by a vast cloud of  
witnesses, a crowd filled with faithful men and women vaguely 
familiar to him. These heavenly onlookers gaze at him loving-
ly, eagerly, awaiting his every decision. 

Shaking his head, the man closes his eyes once again, in won-
der this time, not despair. Seeing now Who it was that ac-
companied him, he cannot understand why he had relied so 
heavily on himself. And witnessing with his own eyes the peo-
ple who had run this race to its finish before him, he cannot 
understand why he had relinquished hope so absolutely. For 
the first time since the race had begun, the man rests.

Jeremy Wang is a freshman intending to concentrate in Computational 
Biology.
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Prayer is one of  the most important aspects of  a strong, vibrant, and 
informed faith. In conjunction with immersion in Scripture, prayer can 
help us hear God's voice through our circumstances and dwell in Him in 
our everyday life. Check out these weekly opportunities for prayer around 
our campuses!

Christian Union: Prayer breakfast every Thursday at 8AM, 
at The Judson House (168 Llyod St.)

Reformed University Fellowship (RUF): Prayer meet-
ing every Thursday at 12pm, in the BCSC formal lounge (68 
Brown St.)

The Branch at Brown: Daily afternoon prayer meetings, 
location and meeting times posted on the FB page (@The-
BranchatBrown)

Manning Chapel: Reserved for prayer from 8:30AM-
10AM every day (21 Prospect St.)

City Lights , Julie Joo ‘19

Prayer Groups
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Besides this you know the time, that the hour has come for you to 
wake from sleep. For salvation is nearer to us now than when we 

first believed. 

Romans 13:11 (ESV)


