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Editor’s Note 

Mikel Hall 

 

To speak and to listen is one of the most common exchanges of communication. However, the 

process of reading and writing is much more complicated, as composition includes all that is 

unspoken. There is an internal colloquy that takes place due to reading, which is one of the 

most intimate conversations one can experience. Inexhaustible words and limitless stories 

provide a podium for unheard voices and an outlet for a voracious mind. Please enjoy this 

edition of Blackberry Winter, which is filled with words and photographs that are worth 

thousands of them. May you be inspired to investigate the infinite realms of the muses. 

 

 

Dedication 

This edition of Blackberry Winter is dedicated to the wordsmiths and illustrators who are 

eternally developing the definition of art. Through illustrations, pictures, and symphonies of 

words, our physical world has expanded to unimaginable reaches. 

“The true alchemists do not change lead into gold; they change the world into words.” 

-William H. Gass 
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Faculty Note 

Melissa St. Pierre 

As a young writer, I was lucky enough to have a teacher, Dr. Marsha Chapman, at Oxford High 

School, who listened to my poetry and read my verse and encouraged me to continue writing. 

As a result of her encouragement, and the encouragement of my loving and supportive parents, 

I followed the path that was set out for me.  

It is my distinct honor to follow in the footsteps of those teachers, professors, family, and 

mentors that guided me. 

Thank you to the Rochester University students, faculty, and staff that support the creativity 

and expression on our campus. 

No path is complete without art, in every way, shape, and form. 

 

  



 
 

Table of Contents 

 

Poem One      Jai’Len D. Smith RU student 

Pink Hydrangea     Tiffany Engelmann RU student 

Poem One      Jillian Thom  RU student 

Photograph      Nathan Freundl RU student 

Orationis Gratiarum       Nathan Freundl RU student 

Sublimity with Biblical and Non-Biblical Texts  Zac Watson  RU professor-English 
 
Photograph      Wyatt Emmons RU student 
 
Poem Two      Jillian Thom  RU student 
 
Poem Two      Jai’Len D. Smith RU student 
 
Purple Flower With Bee    Tiffany Englemann RU student 
 
Ballade of Genesis     Mikel Hall  RU student 

Vapors       Melissa St. Pierre RU professor-English 

Agios Stephanos Monastery    Zac Watson  RU professor-English 

Poem Three      Jai’Len D. Smith RU student 

Poem Three      Jillian Thom  RU student 

Tower Windmill on Idra with View of the Peloponnese  

Zac Watson  RU professor-English 

Immortality      Mikel Hall  RU student 
 
Photograph      Wyatt Emmons RU student 
 
Poem Four      Jai’Len D. Smith RU student 
 
Solitary Confinement                                                 Mikel Hall  RU student 
 
Purple Hydrangea                                                      Tiffany Engelmann RU student 
 
Angels and Aliens     Melissa St. Pierre RU professor-English 

 

What Unfinished Business?    Mikel Hall  RU student 

 



6 
 

Linear Perspectives at Cape Sounion   Zac Watson  RU professor-English 

 

Poem Four      Jillian Thom  RU student 

 

The Importance of Story for Transcendence  Zac Watson  RU professor-English 
 
 
  

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

  



 
 

 

Poem One 

Jai’Len D. Smith 

 

The wind wraps itself around me  
And I almost mistake it for you 
Almost mistake us peaceful 
Unclouded 
Majestic 
But reality hits 
The fog’s been dense for awhile  
The tide is high  
And neither of us know how to swim 
I’m screaming out for you 
This water 
This holy body dispels me 
I am in awe of it  
and you 
remember me 
… 
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Pink Hydrangea 

Tiffany Engelmann 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 
 

Poem One 
Jillian Thom 

 
  
  
One of the greatest gifts of being a teacher is the wonderful kid you meet.  

You fall in love with their silly jokes and when they hug you at your feet. 
 You love the way they make you laugh and seeing their smile so bright  

Knowing there could be nothing better in sight.  
 
I know this is what I was made to do even if some days are blue. 

It's hard to maintain everything on your own but 
 I know this classroom will always be my home.  
 
The kids I knew in classroom 203 made me the happiest I could ever be.  

Saying goodbye was the hardest but  
Knowing I change their lives forever I can finally part.  
 
I will miss you forever my dear friends  

Until we meet again 
 
Love Miss Jillian.  
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Photograph 
Nathan Freundl 

 
  



 
 

Orationis Gratiarum 
Nathan Freundl 

 
Blessed be my expensive fuel– I am fortunate enough to have a car.  
Blessed be my hunger– I was given a mouth with which to enjoy food.  
Blessed be my stubbed toe– I was born with all my limbs!  
Blessed be my imperfect parents– through them I have life!  
Blessed be Michigan snow– we have no cockroaches. 
Blessed be my poverty, for my Lord richly blesses!  
Blessed be my dizziness, for now I can lean on you, Lord!  
Blessed be my emptiness, for now you can fill me.  
Blessed be the road ahead, for it leads to you!  
Blessed be my weariness, for I may repose in you 
 

Find me joy on this earth; it does not exist. 

It does not come out of the ground like gold, 

Nor does it grow in gardens. 

You cannot eat joy; you cannot smoke or drink it. 

Joy comes from loving– 

For it is in loving that we will know love, 

In giving that we will receive, 

In serving you that you will serve us. 

 

Praise you, Lord, alchemist making gold from our worthless lead. 

Praise you, Lord, architect and doctor of our souls. 

It was you who joined my bones with sinews, 

It is your air filling the lungs you made, 

Your heart beating your blood, 

This mind of your design that ponders you now. 

Which one of us can imagine a new color, 

Or invent a new creature? 

Life is a gift only you can give, 

Love a powerful song you sing through feeble human mouths. 

 

Praise you, Father of my youth, protector and lover! 

Praise you, beloved Son, who accompanies me in death. 

Praise you, Spirit, my advocate and comforter– still my heart! 

 

Death fades, life endures– 

How can night resist the break of day? 

Then from my tired day you will set me asleep, 

From sleep you will bring the bright dawn, 

And from the new day, I can only imagine what wonders you are bringing. 
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Sublimity with Biblical and Non-Biblical Texts 
Zac Watson 

 
In On the Sublime, Longinus says, “Sublimity is a certain distinction and excellence in 

expression” and that the sublime is described as a “spell” which has the capacity to “transport” 
an individual.  This idea of transporting is also mentioned by Augustine in On Christian Doctrine 
when he says the physical life with its objects should be thought of in a “transient” way.  Does 
Augustine, then, link the reading of Biblical Scripture with the sublime?  One way to consider 
this possibility is to recall my own experiences with Scripture and other literature in regards to 
the notion of transport.  

Certainly, I have experienced a transient feeling with other literature when 
encountering a Biblical  allusion.  For example, I remember being surprised and excited to 
discover an allusion in Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows.  When Harry is at the grave of his 
parents, their gravestone reads, “The last enemy that shall be destroyed is death.”  This can be 
regarded as an allusion to Paul’s statement, “The last enemy to be destroyed is death.”  But, 
this Scripture, itself, may transport the reader to the future when death will no longer affect 
humanity.  Thus, could each work actually be transporting the reader to this sublime 
concept?  I do wonder if I would have experienced the same weight of significance when 
reading Harry Potter if I had not sensed that it was making an allusion. 

While I cannot undo my prior association with I Corinthians when reading The Deathly 
Hallows, I can think of another experience with a non-Biblical text that can be regarded as 
sublime.  In Ray Bradbury’s Something Wicked This Way Comes, Charles Halloway says, 
“Sometimes the man who looks happiest in town, with the biggest smile, is the one carrying the 
biggest load of sin.  There are smiles and smiles; learn to tell the dark variety from the 
light.”  Halloway’s speech elevates the reader into considering a universal concept about 
appearance and reality.  This idea is also referenced in the Gospels when Jesus says, “Woe to 
you, scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites!  For you are like whitewashed tombs, which outwardly 
appear beautiful, but within are full of dead people’s bones and all uncleanness.  So you also 
outwardly appear righteous to others, but within you are full of hypocrisy and 
lawlessness.”  Augustine might say that this speech, as well as Halloway’s, may point the reader 
to a better appreciation of God, in whom “there is no darkness at all.”  

Biblical and non-Biblical texts, both, may be sublime in pointing the reader to a 
universal truth.  However, sublimity, itself, is not this truth.  For, that would be to make the 
sublime an end goal, and Augustine tells us that such a goal can only be God.  However, there 
can be a distinction between texts in regards to degree and clarity with which they address 
universals.  In the Bible, the understanding of defeating death is associated more directly with 
Jesus, for it is in the context of a chapter on the resurrection.  The allusion in Harry Potter may 
point to this truth, but it does so in a less direct way.  Still, Augustine uses the metaphor that 
this life should be viewed as a road to a destination of finding “true happiness” in God, and non-
Biblical texts can assist in this understanding.  Recalling moments of sublimity with texts, a 
person may  see how the idea of the sublime, as conveyed by Longinus, can be related to the 
study of Scripture.   
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Photograph 
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Poem Two 

Jillian Thom 

 

  
When you talk to someone you are starting to adore it's a feeling like no other.  
 
Every day is another conversation that melts you like butter.  
 
You text till dawn losing all hours of sleep  

(but you know every time the phone dings your heart skips a beat) 
 
Days turn into months but we are still taking your time. 
 
I want to be able to learn about the man you are and just unwind.  
 
I think about you all hours of the day and into the night  

(hoping that we will see each other when the time is right) 
 
 Until then let's just take our time because someday… 
 
 I'm gonna make you mine. 
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Poem Two 

Jai’Len D. Smith 
 
Voices cracked like levees  
During apologies in the end 
Secrets still impenetrable  
Generational curses we’ll never break 
A lineage of brokenness 
Made in the same image as you 
Anguish is my final memory of you 
Forgive me for not saying goodbye  
A shell of a woman I never knew  
Never questioned why you were  
But often wished to understand you 
I grieve 
Not for us  
For the woman life turned you into 
A tree 
Mid-windstorm 
Uprooted 
Losing all of its bearings  
And its life  

 

  



 
 

Purple Flower With Bee 

Tiffany Englemann 
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Ballade of Genesis 
Mikel Hall 

 
What’s next, now that we are close to the end? 
We’ve come to our conclusion here and now.  
The choice left to debate, “Do we ascend, 
Or do we stay with our feet on the ground?”  
A little more of life’s answer we’ve found. 
Our journeys might divide us all apart, 
But we are confident we share one heart.  
We’ve learned how to carefully look within 
And how to see back to where we all start. 
The question now is, “How should we begin?” 
 
Beginning is more difficult to do 
As ending takes less effort to conduct.  
To take that first step is the hardest move. 
The rest is left for us to then construct.  
We need to know how not to self-destruct. 
It’s up to us to look into the next, 
And to be mindful of what we have left. 
There’s comfort knowing we are not alone.  
That we have all come from that one same Breath, 
And one day we will all meet there, our Home.  
 
The journeys that we have partook of late 
Are different, yet outcomes are the same. 
We have the power to make and create, 
But why don’t we make something of our name? 
If not for money and if not for fame, 
Why are we so content in leaving then, 
With nothing to show of where we have been? 
It’s time we work so that we leave a mark. 
So that the future has to look back when  
We all decided to forget the dark. 
 
To leave the world without a shift or change 
Should be considered something short of sin. 
Creations that know of their crime and shame 
Have shown that somewhere we must all begin. 
 
 

 

 
 
 



 
 

Vapors 
Melissa StPierre 

 

I call him Casper VanCookins. 

I smell it over and behind my left shoulder. 

In the kitchen, one would think the scent could be anything, a meal on the stove, something in 

the oven, dish soap, or even the unmistakable smell of something boiling over onto my glass 

top stove. But, it isn’t a predictable smell. 

It also wasn’t a natural scent.  

It’s the smell of men’s cologne. 

The first time I smelled it, I was alone in the kitchen, moving swiftly and putting away clean 

dishes. The window was open and I thought a mixture of the sage oil in my hair, and early 

Michigan spring, came casually through the open window.  

I turned, not really thinking about what, if anything, I’d find.  

I knew no one was there. And scents, even pungent cologne wearers, wouldn’t leave a scent 

trail that far.  

It’s not pandemic fatigue.  

Strange yes, but not noteworthy.  

Until it was.  

The second time, I was in the kitchen. Again, chopping vegetables and singing along to the 

songs my phone selected at random. 

I turned, ready to add chopped cucumber into a bowl. 

There it was. There he was: VanCookins. 

I started looking for an origin. Anything that would explain the smell. Where was it coming 

from? 

The windows were open but I don’t live close enough to my neighbors to smell them for Pete’s 

sake. 

If I had a peeper, I had two dogs that were really lazy on the job. Not that it would come to 

anyone’s surprise. 

The latest whiff of VanCookins was a couple days ago. 

Again, in the kitchen. This time, I wasn’t alone.  

But my kitchen is where he most comfortably appears, in vapors.  

I asked my daughter, “do you smell that” and she didn’t. 
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“They” say that scent is specifically tied to memory. 

The smell is one that I recognize but I can’t put my finger on who wore it or when. I guess it’s 

from a long time ago: passing.  I pretend it’s a drugstore cologne picked up as a joke on a nine 

hour road trip never taken. 

Or, it’s the scent of a made up memory.  A Christmas or a birthday wrapped up. A bottle almost 

dropped and comically saved, sliding in slippers.  

Eyes closed, I inhale the memory, letting the imagination go. 

The reason it’s a scent instead of an image allows for the clay to create what I need. What I 

want to see instead of what is, or in Casper’s case, isn’t. 

I once wrote that over and behind my left shoulder, that’s where angels are supposed to ride. 

It might also be where they are supposed to visit. 

Even if they’re very much still alive. 

 

 

 

As vapors. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 
 

Agios Stephanos Monastery 
Zac Watson 
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Poem Three 
Jai’Len D. Smith 

 

I have dreams in waves  
I feel magical  
Hope to see a fairytale come to life 
I want nothing but to be fulfilled 
To make my soul flutter 
Willing to sacrifice ambition 
To be completely committed 
To be your desire 
You have always been worth waiting for 
I honor you  
I’ll want you forever  
Wishing to always love you 
And never look back 

 

 

 

  



 
 

Poem Three 
Jillian Thom 

 
 
As I hear the sound of the bagpipes, 

 I have goosebumps crawling up from underneath 
 My toes are killing my spine and tears fall down my face  

As I think of my ancestors who came from this place.  
Scotland and its beauty all around and all the wonderful things that surround 

I am proud to have this in my blood and be able to celebrate the country I love.  
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Tower Windmill on Idra with View of the Peloponnese 

Zac Watson  



 
 

 

Immortality 
Mikel Hall 

 

To live is to exist in the present, 

And there are few who remember the past. 

But what happens in the time in between 

Where do we go and can we ever leave? 

There is a place where one can live for years, 

And be reborn indefinitely. 

A silence so profound, it makes one deaf 

And ignorant to the advancing world. 

A finger caresses different spines, 

And wonders what adventures lie inside.  

Should they choose the quest or abandon it? 

Is this the life they have been searching for? 

Light streams in from still panes, which then divides 

The darkness. Particles of dust are now 

Trapped in between realms of uncertainty. 

As with most things, their fate cannot be changed. 

 
However, those few that remain inside 

Control their fates and many destinies. 

It’s in the quiet where battles are waged, 

How true this is for avid readers now. 

To live a thousand lives is time well spent 
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Confined to a prison of one’s free will. 

It’s by choice that old souls are born and raised 

And separate from the world and its pain. 

Why would we focus on the hurt when we 

Have happier options to freely choose?  

The sanctuaries of life are dying 

And are slowly becoming more silent. 

What used to be a beacon of self-worth, 

Are libraries that serve as storage now. 

 

 

  



 
 

Photograph 

Wyatt Emmons 

 

 
 

  



28 
 

Poem Four 

Jai’Len D. Smith 

 

I wonder about myself 
My curiosities  
Caught on a cloud overlooking the skies 
Conversations with myself 
Empty smiles  
Caught in a gaze 
An escape from the outside  
Caught in the storm of simplicity 
My plane rocks  
No emergency landing 
Hopping off the plane seeing what the world might look like 
Give my body guidance 
 
 
 
  



 
 

Solitary Confinement  
Mikel Hall 

 

Why can’t we all find just one place to be fine 

 Where we all are accepted and free? 

For most of us all, we are stuck ‘tween the walls 

 And are left with no real guarantee.  

We think we are lost and can’t pay back the cost 

 To be loosed and set out in the world. 

We're scared we won’t win if we look deep within 

 And our secrets will all be unfurled.  

 
The world has its needs and at times it does plead 

 For a break in the midst of our work  

It’s sad ‘cause we’re blind, and in buildings we hide 

 To refuse to take blame for the murk.  

It seems the world found out a plan to be sound 

 All it took was one man to go mad. 

Our brains need a push to then turn it to mush 

And voila! Then the world’s not so bad.  

 
The mind of a man can be empty and bland, 

 And at times, it is full of surprise. 

What shame, for it’s shown and that all must have known, 

 That the mind can be someone’s demise.  

It’s true that the brain, while it’s full, can be plain, 
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 And not all who have one can be smart. 

Thank God, we’re astute, and have nothing to prove, 

 But just that we still have our good hearts.  

 
There’s times when it’s true, your worst enemy’s you 

 And you’re stuck in a constant nightmare.  

But how can you tell, when you’re really not well 

 Or if you’re being tricked by “up there”? 

The question at hand, “Are you proud to be man, 

 To believe that you’re one of a kind?” 

Explain what is worse, could it be just a curse, 

 To be locked in a cell or your mind? 

  



 
 

Purple Hydrangea 

Tiffany Engelmann 
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Angels and Aliens 

Melissa St.Pierre 

 

 “There are angels masquerading as people walking around this planet”. No matter what 

anyone says or thinks, Fried Green Tomatoes will always be one of my favorite movies, and it is a 

source of great wisdom for me. While Fannie Flagg, nor the screenwriters, never knew Dora 

Inez Lamb, they were talking about her. At the corner of Blood Road and Brocker Road, in 

Metamora, Michigan, on a large horse farm, lived one such angel. My great-grandmother, my 

“warm” grandma.  

 The memories I have of her are scattered and partial, but I remember the feeling that 

she gave me. I always called her my “warm” grandma. I was only blessed to have two 

grandmothers, and they are both on my father’s side of my immediate family. My mother’s 

mother passed away when she was seventeen, so when I was born in 1985, I only had the 

chance to know my dad’s mother, my grandma Scott, and his grandmother, my grandma Lamb. 

She was 78 years old when I was born, but she quickly became one of my best friends. 

She could, and often did, find shenanigans of all kinds. She never found danger, but she found 

things that even as partial memoires are some of my most vivid. I distinctly remember making 

raspberry jam, peach cobbler, and deviled eggs. To this day, I will not eat raspberry jam, peach 

cobbler, or deviled eggs. I only want to experience and remember one taste for each of those 

foods, and that taste is hers. 

 I remember feeding feral cats and setting those cats loose on the woman that rented my 

grandmother’s second floor. I remember my grandmother’s mean dog, Tinker, the snotty little 

Pomeranian. I remember her big cat, Mama. I remember my grandma telling me stories, and I 

couldn’t recite any of them if I tried. Every time I see an organ or a piano, and I am allowed, I 

reach out and touch the keys. My grandma often tried to teach me to play, telling me that I had 

piano hands. I remember the feeling of being with her, but I can’t recall the specifics any longer. 

 Keeping memories is something that I am good at. Among my tight circle of friends, 

family, and to the ladies that run the photo department at Walgreens, I am a legend. I take 

pictures of everything, and there are few spaces along the walls in my home that don’t have a 

frame. Additionally, there are few tables or counter spaces that don’t have a photo or album 

either. One of my many ambitions as a homeowner is to turn the already finished basement into 

another living room. To create a welcoming space, I have lined the walls leading downstairs 

with photos.  

 There is one photograph that hits me right at eye level when I am about halfway down 

the stairs. Every day when I go downstairs to retrieve laundry, a pair of shoes, run on the 

treadmill, or get the dogs up from a nap, I see her. I see my warm grandma holding me in her 

lap.  

She was probably whispering something to me, making me giggle the light laugh of a 

three year old. “You know, they land in our fields.” I’ll never forget when my grandma told me 

that Metamora, Michigan was an alien landing ground. She had the entire Time Life book series 

and the one about UFOs was a bedtime story one night. My great grandma would often have 



 
 

me at her farm to spend the night and spoil me when I was growing up. Metamora, Michigan is 

famous for a lot of things including historic farms, rich horse country, The White Horse Inn, 

and not so fabulously, a toxic waste site. However, I am sure that many residents do not know 

of the aliens. My grandma knew things that other people do not. 

 She’s smiling, and the only lines on her face are those that trace back to 8 years of 

laughter. I am smiling too, and I have six visible teeth. I also have my tongue sticking out a 

little, which is something that still happens when I laugh. Her hair, like mine, was light. Mine 

was the corn silk color of youth, and hers was white without a hint of gray. That may be why I 

called white hair “angel hair” for many years.  

 I am three years old in the picture, and it was late April, 988. I am wearing a white and 

turquoise Minnie Mouse sweatshirt, which I am sure was all the rage among my preschool 

friends. Grandma Lamb was wearing a pastel pink polo shirt with white stripes. The long 

sleeves were fitting for each of us. One of our favorite things to do was play on my swing set in 

my parents’ backyard. 

 Her eyes strike me. They are the same shade of worn comfortable denim as my dad’s, 

and as my own. I find it funny that I share the same eyes as my warm grandma, because I 

would have loved to have known what she saw, what her life was really like, and what she 

thought of the world. She passed away when I was thirteen. I was not yet old enough to ask her 

the right questions about life and experiences. Although I doubt she could have told me. 

Dementia began its slow descent on my grandma’s mind long before she died.  

 There is something honorable about carrying her eyes into the world. I am looking at 

the world for both of us now. Many times I hope that I am making her proud, doing what I do. 

When I drive through Metamora, I still look at the fields and chuckle, just a little, about the 

aliens. I look at horses and think of my grandma’s farm. I have driven by the house multiple 

times, wishing that I had the means to buy it, regardless of the fact that someone else already 

own it.  

 When I stop halfway down the basement stairs, I see many things in this photo. I see 

my warm grandma, I see myself, and I see someone else taking the picture. There is a third 

party present in the room. Another person that saw us and managed to capture the essence of 

what it was like to be in my great grandmother’s presence. That person’s eyes saw us as we 

were, and for me, what I can remember about my Grandma Lamb begins there. 

 I see a face without any lines, minus smiles. I see white angel hair without a trace of 

gray. I see a little girl with a big smile and fair hair. I see two people genetically destined to 

share the same eye color. I see what I hope to be at 8. I see a graceful woman that told 

marvelous stories and made a little girl her best friend, her “baby”.  Not coincidentally, she’s 

slightly behind me, and to my left, just over my shoulder. 

 I suppose that is where angels are supposed to ride. 
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 What Unfinished Business?  
Mikel Hall 

 

In the dark of the night, it is easy to see 
All the shadows that wander, so focused like me.  
From my window I watch as the figures pass by. 
I could never forget them, but certainly try.  
 
With the turn of the day, those forms fail to appear, 
And I’m left with the rest who are visibly clear.  
Then I think to myself there is hardly a change.  
For we are what we fear, in the end we’re all strange. 
 
Those who walk for eternity never look back. 
How can this fate be worse than the life that they had? 
Oh, these lives which they left when they took their last breath, 
As they worked all their lives, but they worked themselves dead. 
 
We have all of our lives to work towards success, 
But then when does it start, when we truly can rest? 
For when we are laid down and then lowered six feet, 
They prepared us a way that’s positioned to sleep. 
 
There’s no diff’rence between those lost ghosts and ourselves. 
It is all the same choices, and lies that we tell. 
We expect death to take all the pain and the strife, 
But it never stops there, hence the name, “Afterlife”. 
 
 

  



 
 

Linear Perspective at Cape Sounion 

Zac Watson 
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Poem Four 
Jillian Thom 

 
 

Gently the wind blows into her auburn hair  
How soft the cold feels like his spirit is still there 
One day the cardinal came to visit in the tree, 
She sat for a while and smiled with glee 
The ghost of her long-lost love was finally free. 

 

  



 
 

The Importance of Story for Transcendence 
Zac Watson 

 
In Christ and Apollo, William Lynch says the Spiritual Exercises of Ignatius focuses on 

“the events of the life of Christ” and that the “consecutive actions [. . .] are marched through by 
the mind seeking the way of illumination.”  This is in contrast to how “many of the most 
intelligent men of our day have attempted to reduce the idea of Christianity to a set of non-
temporal ‘doctrines’--to purely intellectual statements.”  In a class discussion from 206, 
someone asked what “the role of literature” may be in “overcom[ing] this doctrine-centered 
attitude.”  Perhaps one way of considering this is to compare and contrast abstract principles 
from Scripture with the plot-driven stories that accompany them. 

 One example of this can be associated with the story of the Good Samaritan.  Jesus tells 
this story in response to the lawyer who asks, “[W]ho is my neighbor?” Instead of telling this 
story, though, what if Jesus had responded, “A neighbor is someone who shows mercy to 
another”?  What is the difference in meaning between that statement and the story?  In other 
words, what is gained from hearing the story that could not be from hearing such a definition?  
One thing that is gained is the story itself: a reader’s own life story has been expanded by 
adding this narrative to others he or she has heard or experienced.  Also, the Good Samaritan 
story infers that the way to apply the principle is through story, or life.  For example, when the 
lawyer tells Jesus that the way “to inherit eternal life” is to “love the Lord [. . .] and your 
neighbor,” Jesus encourages him to “do this,” or take action.   However, this does not satisfy the 
lawyer.  He wants to “justify himself,” and this reveals his desire to have already accomplished 
necessary requirements instead of needing to do more.  It is significant, though, that in the 
story, the priest and the Levite pass by but the Samaritan takes time to stop and become more 
involved in the story of “the man who fell among the robbers.”  Thus, when Jesus instructs the 
lawyer to “go, and do likewise,” He is suggesting that faithfulness involves not only 
understanding but also living.   

Another comparison between principle and story can be seen in the story of Joseph.  
After Joseph has been reunited with his brothers, he tells them, “[Y]ou meant evil against me, 
but God meant it for good, to bring it about that many people should be kept alive, as they are 
today.” The entire story could be summarized in this way.  However, as mentioned with the 
previous example, the reader would miss out on having the Joseph story be a part of her or his 
personal story.  Also, if this is a story God wants to share with people, then the story is also a 
way of connecting to God and achieving a better understanding of God.  Additionally, God’s 
relationship to Israel, as well as all humanity, is conveyed through this story’s larger context in 
which God is willing to stay in a relationship with Israel over the course of time.   

 These examples show how meaning is associated with stories.  If a story is merely 
summarized as a statement, then part of the meaning becomes lost.  Richard Stone says, “We 
are first and foremost our stories” and that these “must also reveal who we and the other 
players are through our actions, not through encapsulated descriptions.” He reinforces this 
concept by explaining that “‘narrate’ is related to the Greek word gnoscere, to know.”  By 
conveying meaning through stories, God reveals his willingness to connect with humanity 
through events that span time instead of only through a set of instructions like the Ten 
Commandments.  In complement to this, then, Lynch suggests, “Ultimately the most solid form 
of prayer for the Christian, no matter what spiritual state he may be in [. . .] is not rest but 
motion.” 
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