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Denice Hicks, actress and artistic director of the
Nashville Shakespeare Festival, reads from the
letters of O’Connor during “The Enduring
Chill: Remembering Flannery O’Connor” at 
the Mercy Lounge. (left)

Vanderbilt University Chancellor Nicholas S.
Zeppos congratulates Myrick Clements Shinall
Jr. upon receiving the Founder’s Medal from
Dean James Hudnut-Beumler during the 2009
commencement exercises. 

Myrick Clements Shinall Jr. distin-
guished himself during Com-
mencement 2009 as the first student

in the history of Vanderbilt University 
to earn, concurrently, the master of divinity
degree and the doctor of medicine degree.
For the past six academic years, Shinall
explored the intersection between the 
disciplines of theology and medicine, and 
his studies culminated in his being named
the ninetieth Founder’s Medalist of the
Divinity School.

As a volunteer at Siloam Family Health
Center in Nashville, Shinall provided health
care to uninsured patients and fulfilled 
the Scriptural mandate to extend hospitality
and compassion to individuals whose 
medical and spiritual needs would otherwise
be neglected. 

Serving as a representative of the Divinity
School’s chapter of the United Methodist
Student Association, Shinall also was instru-

The Theology of  Medicine
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mental in organizing Covenant Disciple
groups in the tradition of the eighteenth-
century Wesleyan class meetings when
members assemble and are held mutually
accountable in practicing acts of devotion,
justice, and mercy. 

A member of Alpha Omega Alpha
medical honor society, his scholarship has
been published in three medical journals:
Pediatrics, The Journal of Trauma, and The Jour-
nal of Pediatric Surgery. The faculty of the
Divinity School awarded him the mark of
honors for his paper titled “Wiping Rachel’s
Tears: A Wesleyan Response to the Suffering
and Death of Children.” 

Having earned his dual degrees, Shinall
has begun his residency in general surgery 
at Vanderbilt University Medical Center
while continuing to serve the United
Methodist Church as a certified candidate 
for ordination. 

Celebrated for their close harmonies and mountain-
rooted melodies, the musicians of the band Old
Black Kettle perform during the benefit concert for
the Flannery O’Connor—Andalusia Foundation.
Proceeds from the Divinity School’s initiative pro-
vided for the largest gift, apart from grants, in the
history of the foundation. (below)
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The artistic legacy of modern American
writer Flannery O’Connor was cele-
brated during the spring semester

when the Religion in Arts and Contemporary
Culture Program at Vanderbilt University
Divinity School sponsored “The Enduring
Chill: Remembering Flannery O’Connor.”
Directed by Robin Jensen, the Luce Chancel-
lor’s Professor of the History of Christian Art
and Worship, and David Perkins, doctoral
student in the graduate department of reli-
gion, the initiative supported the Flannery
O’Connor—Andalusia Foundation for the
restoration, preservation, and management
of the farm where the writer lived from 1951
until her death in 1964.

Artists who performed in a benefit concert
at the Mercy Lounge included the bands Old
Black Kettle and Over the Rhine, perform-
ance artist Minton Sparks (Jill Webb-Hill,
MEd’91, D’96), singer-songwriter Mary Gau-
thier, and actress Denice Hicks.  

Located in Milledgeville, Georgia, Andal-
usia is the 544-acre dairy farm inherited by
the writer’s mother. The farm complex pro-
vided O’Connor the inspiration for the set-
tings, plots, and fictional characters that are
the signature of her stories.

Saving the Farm
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The problem is that we cannot tell you which
half is which. You have acquired a lot of
information that you did not know before
enrolling: be careful how you use your
knowledge.

Knowledge becomes wisdom when it is
used in a fitting way, so pay attention. Con-
text is everything. If someone were to tell
you a series of great recent calamities in
one’s life, it would be neither wisdom nor
kindness to ask, “Do you think God is pun-
ishing you?” This does not mean that theod-
icy is not an important question, only that it
is a question that has its time and place. My
faculty colleagues and I hope you will distin-
guish us by being both knowledgeable and

wise, but only you can realize that hope—
and only by paying attention.

You are graduating in a time of uncer-
tainty as you and most of us have never
experienced. Just as there is no textbook for
President Obama to follow for the time he
has been elected, there is no textbook for
service in a church where backbone families
are losing jobs, or in an agency that serves
the poor when the pantry shelves become
empty. As Walker Percy wrote, “We live in a
time of not knowing what to do.” The old
formulae are in need of revision.

It is in times such as these when prophets
are most needed. Great prophets pay atten-
tion to what is happening and then say,
“Here are our values, and here is our situa-
tion.” These gifted prophets together lay
before those who will listen a clear course of
response.

You have attended the School of the
Prophets; consequently, we expect you to

bring vision and discernment to those whom
you meet and serve. I ask you, as the newest
members in a long line of graduates of the
Schola Prophetarum, to accept this charge: 

May you have the courage like Jeremiah
possessed to tell people to plant a garden,
even when they are experiencing exile, that
they may flourish in any context.

May you make your home like Ruth with
good people, even when they are not your
people.

May you kindle the extravagant hope of
Isaiah that situations will get better, that the
day is coming when the lion will lie down
with the lamb, even for people who have lost
their hope.

May you stand up as Esther did against
genocide and all forms of violence, even
when you do not feel safe.

May you teach like Micah that doing jus-
tice, loving mercy, and walking humbly with
God is enough religion, even in a world that
tries to turn faith into a difficult formula.

May you act as Jesus did when he was
approached by the rich young ruler, some-
one who did not have his values. Jesus
looked upon him with love. May you, like-
wise, be filled with compassion for everyone
you meet.

And above all, I charge you: pay attention.

From the Dean

Some years ago I was pressed into serv-
ice to make a short video about revital-
izing religion in urban communities.

You probably do not think of me as a film-
maker. I lack the hair and the beret for the
part; all that Francis Ford Coppola and I
have in common is that we each use three
names. When it comes to media, I am more
of a content guy.

What remains with me from the video is a
segment that I filmed with the rector of the
Catholic cathedral in Louisville, Kentucky.
We were recording footage in a variety of sit-
uations where transformative leadership
was developing, and we asked Father Ron
what accounted for his success and what he
would tell others who wanted to be
successful in ministry. 

To my surprise, he said, “Tell
them to pay attention.” 

Father Ron admitted that he
had not learned to pay attention
during his seminary days when he
was all too eager to learn how to be
a priest. It was not until he earned a doctor-
ate in ministry with other clergy that he was
helped to see that good ministry comes from
paying attention to what is happening, and
not what you think should be happening, or
what you would like to be happening.

“Pay attention,” Father Ron repeated. “I
would tell them to pay attention.”

I know you have heard these words
before, even at the Divinity School. On the
occasion of your graduation, I wish to tell
you to pay attention, but not in the “because it
is going to be on the examination” meaning
of these three words. Today marks a transi-
tion in the direction where your attention
needs to be focused. I say this so that you
may be useful and effective in the contexts of
your ministries.

Half of what we have taught you in the
classrooms of Vanderbilt Divinity School
may prove useless and may be safely forgot-
ten; the other half will transform your lives.

When Knowledge Becomes Wisdom
(Dean James Hudnut-Beumler delivered the following address to the sixty-seven graduates
when he welcomed them into the alumni/ae community on Friday, May 8, 2009.)
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…there is no textbook for service in a

church where backbone families are losing

jobs, or in an agency that serves the poor

when the pantry shelves become empty.
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During the spring, the Divinity School honored the donors whose generosity supports the 250 
students currently pursuing theological education at Vanderbilt University. Benefactors gathered
in the courtyard to meet students and recent alumni/ae and to learn of their various ministries.   

Supporting the Next Generation of  Ministers and Theologians
PHOTOGRAPHS BY PATRICK SMITH

Rob and Beth Harwell and Jackie Shrago Shirley Forstman, Bette Halverstadt, and Doris Farley 

MarLu Scott, John Collett, Nancy Neelley Ann Wells, Mary Fern Richie, Mary and Paul Stumb

Chancellor, emeritus, George Alexander
Heard, who acknowledged Vanderbilt
Divinity School as “the conscience of

the University,” died on July 24, 2009, at the
age of ninety-two. 

As the fifth chancellor of the University
from 1963–1982, Heard also served as an
advisor to United States Presidents John F.
Kennedy, Lyndon Johnson, and Richard
Nixon. Before assuming the role of chancel-
lor, Heard had distinguished himself in the
Academy as a scholar of the American presi-
dency and the country’s election process.
During his tenure at Vanderbilt, he was
highly regarded by higher education admin-
istrators for maintaining campus stability
during the tumultuous 1960s and 1970s. 

“In the history of twentieth-century 
education, especially the challenging
decades of the 1960s and 1970s, few leaders
have been as effective, courageous, ethically
consistent, or influential as Alexander
Heard,” wrote the Reverend Theodore Hes-
burgh, president, emeritus, of Notre Dame
University, in the foreword to Heard’s book,
Speaking of the University.

From the beginning of his administration,
Heard earned the respect of the student body
for his staunch defense of the open forum, a
practice which he interpreted as the right of
students and faculty to invite to the campus
speakers of diverse political persuasions in
an effort to understand better their perspec-
tives. With his endorsement, students organ-
ized in 1964 the program, Impact Symposium;
now in its forty-fifth year, Impact Symposium
is among the nation’s longest-running stu-
dent-initiated programs for speakers.

When Heard encountered resistance in
1967 to the University’s invitation to Civil
Rights activist Stokely Carmichael, critics
were reminded of a statement the chancellor
had exchanged the previous year: “The 
University’s obligation is not to protect 
students from ideas, but rather to expose
them to ideas and to help make them capable
of handling and having ideas.”

In Remembrance of  a Gentleman and a Scholar
Heard was instrumental in the effort to

appoint the first woman, Mary Jane Werthan,
BA’29, MA’35,  to the University Board of
Trust. To ensure that the trustees remained
aware of the perspectives of young Vander-
bilt alumni, he also persuaded the board to
establish a new class of trustees comprised of
four recent graduates. 

Upon the occasion of Heard’s death,
Chancellor Nicholas S. Zeppos remarked,
“For more than forty years, Alex Heard was
a powerful presence at Vanderbilt Univer-
sity. Through his intellect and calm
demeanor, he raised Vanderbilt’s stature on
the national stage during this twenty-year
administration. After he stepped down as
chancellor, he graciously made himself avail-
able to his successors for advice and guid-
ance. I am gratefully one of the beneficiaries
of his wisdom, and his loss is one I feel deeply.”

George Alexander Heard (1917–2009)
The fifth chancellor of Vanderbilt University
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Auniversity’s first concern is the human

intellect— reason, knowledge, under-

standing, and their applications. 

Modern universities are thus the seedbeds of the

modern world’s pervasive dynamism, the world’s

irresistible compulsion to change. Yet universities

are ironically suspicious of proposals to change

themselves, their own structures and habits, 

traditions and preferences, whether proposals to

do so come from within or without. But universi-

ties, too, must change—not their primary values,

but their ways of living. The great danger always

in the development of institutions is timidity. 

Vanderbilt is not an abstract idea, a 

disembodied spirit with a future somehow inde-

pendent of Vanderbilt people. Albert Einstein

wrote that “Communities tend to be less guided

than individuals by conscience and a sense of

responsibility.” He was asserting that the respon-

sibility for a community’s welfare, such as 

Vanderbilt’s welfare, rests ultimately in individu-

als. And that means all individuals. Albert

Camus, writing on the duty of the artist, 

concluded, “We must simultaneously serve 

suffering and beauty.” He was saying that not

even artists, no matter how rare their talents, can

be excused from community service, let us say, 

university service.   

—Alexander Heard

from his final commencement address 

delivered on  May 14, 1982

published in Speaking of the University: 
Two Decades at Vanderbilt
Chapter XI, page 367

Vanderbilt University Press, Nashville, Tennessee, 1995

Leaving 1982
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Editor’s Note

Like the nineteenth-century American philoso-
pher and essayist Henry David Thoreau, Jewly
Hight has stepped always to the music of a differ-
ent drummer. As an elementary school student,
she aspired to become a percussionist, but her
teacher chose for her the clarinet, an instrument
considered more appropriate for a young lady’s
musical education. 

Stepping outside a gender role defined for her,
Jewly fulfilled her ambition to become a drummer,
and she has established herself not only as an
instrumentalist, songwriter, and vocalist but also
as a music journalist whose articles have been
published in the Nashville Scene, American

Songwriter, No Depression, Performing

Songwriter, and georgia Music Magazine.
Upon fulfilling the requirements for the master of
theological studies degree and
the Carpenter Program’s certifi-
cate in religion, gender, and sex-
uality, Jewly was graduated
with first honors as the 2008
Founder’s Medalist for Vander-
bilt University Divinity School.
Her research on the spiritual
themes in the music of seven
female Americana songwriters
was inspired and guided by her
study of theology and serves as the foundation for
her first book to be published in 2011 by Baylor
University Press. 

As one who has been privileged to teach Jewly
and to witness the development of her scholar-
ship, I also have been fortunate to hear her
recount experiences from her spiritual journey.
My favorite story from her repertoire occurred
twenty-five years ago when she was baptized in
the Gulf of Mexico by a Baptist minister whom
she describes as having an independent spirit.
Emerging from the baptismal waters and walking
to the shore, the four-year-old girl joined hands
with a gospel choir and sang the hymn, “I Have
Decided to Follow Jesus.” 

For this issue of the Spire, Jewly introduces
us to the choir of seven Americana artists whose
voices will be heard in her forthcoming book:
Lucinda Williams, Ruthie Foster, Mary Gauthier,
Julie Miller, Victoria Williams, Michelle Shocked,
and Abigail Washburn. Like the essayist, these
women respond passionately to the sounds from a
different drummer. 

Several years ago, i made a mix CD for a
friend who was seeking a divorce. She
had been treated poorly by her husband

and had grown emotionally and spiritually
deadened over the course of a twenty-year
marriage. i cannot remember half of the
lyrics i chose, other than that all the songs
were recorded by women. But i do recall that
lucinda williams’ “Joy” was one i made
sure to include. i thought it could offer my
friend something important, a visceral
empathy that she had not found anywhere
else, from one woman—a particularly potent
singer-songwriter, to another—a listener in
the thick of life and pain. 

indeed, “Joy” stomps with defiance, har-
nessing an anger that feels earned. williams’
speaker names the wrong that has been done
her and spits the memory and the relation-

ship out of her mouth like the sour-tasting
thing that it is. Her voice flares as she vows
to reclaim what is rightfully hers—her joy.
the song makes the argument that such a
reclaiming can be done.  

the fact that i chose to show my friend
support with a customized compilation CD
instead of any number of other ways says a
lot about me—namely, that i often refer to
music in order to get something across to
someone. But it says even more about the
songs: they have substance, a lived, tested
truth that is bigger and deeper than strict
autobiography and that offers the listener
something valuable. it is no coincidence that
i now find myself writing a book about the
spiritual insights of female Americana song-
writers, lucinda williams among them.i

As a music journalist and critic, i do the
lion’s share of my writing about Americana
music and American roots-oriented music in
general. yet when i encounter songs that say
more than seems possible for three minutes
of music and lyrics, revelatory performances
that are better windows to the soul than the
eyes could ever be, the realities of finite word
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counts and keeping up with all the new
music coming out means that i do not get to
dwell on them as i once could. 

while i was a student at Vanderbilt Uni-
versity Divinity School, i found another com-
pelling reason to give female songwriters
sustained attention.ii Feminist and womanist
perspectives have widened substantially the
playing field in theology and ethics, proving
the importance of listening to particular voic-
es on the ground long held to the margins by
the oppressions of sexism, racism, homopho-
bia, and classism. Could that also apply to
women who put their voices out there
through artistic media and make their living
doing it? Absolutely. 

womanist theologians and ethicists have
built their work on the strong foundation of
black women’s literature. in fact, the very idea

of womanism was articulated
first by a poet and novelist,
Alice walker. womanists regard
stories written by black women
such as walker, toni Morrison,
and Zora Neale Hurston as
meaningful accounts of spiritual
formation, sprouted from the
roots of experience, memory,
and imagination.iii

Female songwriters, too, can
be valuable sources of spiritual insight. And i
suppose that a female music critic, writing in
the midst of a field that even now—nearing
the end of the first decade of the twenty-first
century—is still populated with a majority of
male writers and more prone to give male
songwriters than female songwriters their
due, is in as good a position as any to illumi-
nate that fact. 

Spiritual Notations

Books have been written tracing the spiritual
journeys of American musical icons, like
Johnny Cash and Bob Dylan, or using pop
music to explore the finer points of American
society’s spiritual yearnings, cultural values,
and theological paradigms—an endeavor
that often involves superimposing external
categories on the music.iv the history of
women in country music has been thorough-
ly documented, and religion and spirituality
in country music has been discussed.v there
are also many writings on women and rock
or blues and a smaller number on women
and folk or gospel.

Feminist and womanist perspectives have widened 

substantially the playing field in theology and ethics,

proving the importance of listening to particular voices

on the ground long held to the margins by the oppres-

sions of sexism, racism, homophobia, and classism. 

Roots
Spiritat the

“If a man does not keep pace with his companions,

perhaps it is because he hears a different drummer.

Let him step to the music which he hears, however

measured or far away.”

—Henry David Thoreau

(1817–1862)

Jewly HigHt, MtS’08



Marcus’ statement. Roots music hooked me
as i tried to renew a sense of meaningful con-
nection with my own southern roots, embod-
ied by the small, fading North Carolina
towns from where my family hails.

Americana as a genre is somewhat less
affected by commercial pressures than oth-
ers. within it, there is a fair amount of room
to express political and spiritual ideas that
might not translate as well in more main-
stream, corporate-controlled sectors of the
music industry. Quality songwriting is val-
ued highly, too. Still, Americana does have
radio charts, publications, a trade organiza-
tion, and annual awards; and the performers
who make their livings at it, however hum-
ble, are by no means completely insulated
from business considerations. 

i could easily have chosen other songwrit-
ers for this book. But those i selected have
made distinctive contributions to what is
now known as Americana, and were willing
to sift through their accumulated bodies of
work in conversation with me. A few, like
lucinda williams, are well known outside
the world of Americana and have inspired a
generation of imitators. Several have had
their songs recorded by other artists, big or
small. But each possesses an immediately
recognizable singing and songwriting voice,
a voice that could not be mistaken for any-
one else’s.

lucinda williams has forged an enduring
body of songs out of blues, rock, country,
and folk textures and lean, literary lyric writ-
ing. She communicates her devastation and
desire in a fabulously grainy drawl. Mary
gauthier entrances listeners with heavily
shadowed, country-tinged folk, so austere
and penetrating that you would almost
believe she can see through bone and sinew
to soul. 

Michelle Shocked has recorded as politi-
cally pointed and wildly varied a body of
music as anybody on earth, but her heart lies
in country-blues, folk, and gospel—especial-
ly gospel, which she holds up as the mother
root of American music. Ruthie Foster, a clas-
sically trained singer whose voice is spicy
and supple in turns, has traveled a gradual
journey from singer-songwriter of folk to
blues, gospel spirituals and soul—music that
revives the memories of her early life. 

Julie Miller and Victoria williams are kin-
dred spirits. Miller, wife and musical partner

of Buddy Miller, was known first as a con-
temporary Christian singer-songwriter, then
a country-tinged folk-rock one, not that she
entirely overhauled the sound and content of
her music when she shifted from one market
to the other. Her frail, child-liking singing is
striking, and williams alone can match her
quavering, youthful vulnerability. williams’
songs, steeped as much in jazz and folk as
anything, are gleeful, meandering adven-
tures that often spill out—way out—of famil-
iar song structure. 

Musically, Abigail washburn does quite a
bit of reaching back to tradition, not least
because her primary instrument is the
clawhammer banjo, which predated the
Scruggs-style banjo playing identified with
bluegrass. She draws on the styles and songs
of old-time, gospel, and Appalachian and
Chinese folk music. 

All of these women, except for washburn,
are a generation older than i and have
recorded at least five albums in their decade-
plus careers. washburn serves as an impor-
tant link to a new generation. She has pro-
duced only four full-length albums—two of
those as a member of the all-female string
band Uncle earl—but washburn came to
music with an already thoroughly consid-
ered worldview and has given us enough to
get a good sense of her voice. 

Then Sings Their Souls

there are reasons why people cling to these
women’s songs as meaningful works. Ruthie
Foster took her ultimate direction from the
episode that got her singing in the first place:
her mother’s firm, exhorting words to her
shy teenaged daughter, who was tucked
away in her bedroom, strumming quietly on
her guitar. Foster remembers, “She burst my
door wide open, and she just stood there
with a dishrag in one hand and her hand on

her hip in the other and said, ‘girl, just open
your mouth and sing.’”

Now she carries on the spirit of that
exchange, speaking especially, but by no
means exclusively, to other women. By
singing songs like “Phenomenal woman”—a
Maya Angelou poem celebrating the female
body and set to strutting soul music—and by
taking the stage with an all-female, all-
African-American band (a lamentably rare
sight), Foster creates a space in which other
women can begin to imagine expressing
themselves just as assuredly. 

Ruthie Foster’s songs embody an alterna-
tive version of mothering. Sometimes, as in
her songs “Mama Said” and “Full Circle,”
she immerses herself, and by extension the
listener, in her own mother’s empowering
words. At other times, her songs feel like tes-
timonies—her way of conjuring the bold
spirit of the Missionary Baptist Church’s
“Amen Corner” where her grandmother
played a vocal role—only this time in a bar.
She will retell her own experiences, then sug-
gest that all people have a unique voice with-
in them, a voice worth recovering, preserv-
ing, and putting to use.viii

Just as palpable as the joy Foster gets from
singing is the sense of responsibility she feels
in her musical role. “i’ve got to pay attention
to what i want to say and the story i want to
tell, even if it’s my own,” she says. “it’s like
Mama used to tell me, i have a soul to save

and it’s mine. And if i have to sing that, then
that’s what i’ll do. i have a story to tell and a
soul to save.”

For Foster, the phrases “story to tell” and
“soul to save” are near-synonyms. when she
talks about soul-saving, she is getting at
something entirely different—and more this-
worldly—than the idea of escaping damna-
tion in the next life. She means: “Saving that
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I Got Thunder: Black Women Songwriters on
Their Craft is an important reference point
simply for what it is—a collection of inter-
view transcripts with a wide range of black
women songwriters—although author
lashonda Katrice Barnett offers no analysis
of their work or interview responses and
does little to amplify the distinctiveness of
their voices. Only a very few feminist and
womanist theologians and ethicists have
drawn on music in their work to date.vi 

But no one has looked to the bodies of
work of active female Americana songwrit-
ers and made note of the spiritual insight
they found there. So that is precisely what i
am doing. More specifically, my subject mat-
ter is the written and recorded works of

lucinda williams, Ruthie Foster, Mary gau-
thier, Julie Miller, Victoria williams (no rela-
tion to lucinda), Michelle Shocked, and Abi-
gail washburn.

i aim not to pin down their systematic
theologies for that would be impossible, not
to mention inappropriate because none of
them claims to be a theologian, at least not in
any formal sense. My intention is to see what
has emerged in their songs thus far: how
they view the world, what they think is
important, what concerns them ultimately.

Spending a chapter on each songwriter
affords me the rare luxury of engaging their
music in considerable detail. Part of the work
is narrative analysis: the types of stories they
tell, the kinds of characters toward whom

they gravitate, the recurring imagery, themes,
messages, language, tones, and emotions. 

Because this book is being written by a
music critic and was inspired, in part, by the
insights of feminist and womanist theolo-
gies—none of which is party to mind-body
dualism—music never takes a backseat to
lyrics or biography. Music itself is a form of
storytelling, and the types of music these
women choose to play and the ways they
sing—during a single song or over the
course of a career—say a great deal about
how they experience the world. extended
interviews bring me into direct conversation
with them; they weigh in on their intentions,
inspiration, motivation, visions, and devel-
opment, as well as what their songs reflect of
their lives. 

A Sense of Place, a Sense of Voice

Because i am writing about female Ameri-
cana songwriters, i should  specify what i
mean by “Americana” music. it is a slippery
enough musical descriptor, made all the
more confusing by the fact that it is applied
also to non-musical things, like quintessen-
tially American landmarks, Route 66 or Rock
City, for example. 

within the past two decades, Americana
has become a catch-all category for contem-
porary music that maintains strong ties to
American music traditions. Often it is folk-
or country-based fare by singer-songwriters
or alternative country bands. But it can and
should encompass the entire array of Ameri-
can roots music that thrives just a little ways
outside of the present-day pop mainstream,
be it blues, gospel, R&B, bluegrass, old-time,
Cajun, rock, or something else; and it should
give non-white artists every bit as much and
as serious attention as white ones. 

Americana performers lend themselves
particularly well to career-spanning treat-
ment; the genre suffers little from ageism.
Additionally, engaging their past, and all of
ours, gives them greater sources from which
to draw. greil Marcus wrote of late ‘60s
country-rockers the Band, now regarded as
patron saints of Americana music, “Against
a cult of youth they felt for a continuity of
generations; against the instant America of
the sixties they looked for the traditions that
made new things not only possible, but valu-
able; against a flight from roots they set a
sense of place.”vii i can attest to the power of
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The history of women in country music has been thoroughly docu-

mented, and religion and spirituality in country music has been

discussed. But no one has looked to the bodies of work of active

female Americana songwriters and made note of the spiritual

insight they found there.

The genesis for Jewly Hight’s research in spiritual themes within the music of female Americana
songwriters developed during her studies at Vanderbilt Divinity School. A vocalist, instrumentalist,
and songwriter, Hight wrote and arranged her first compact disk titled Darlin’ Understand which
was released in 2007. USA today praised the songs’ artistry for their “chilling, shadowy blues
groove and fearful moans” while other critics acknowledged Hight’s talent for incarnating the
“rocking, honky-tonkin’ rhythm of a southern August night.” She performs as a member of the band
Carry A. Nation and as a dancer with the Southern Country Cloggers of LaVergne, Tennessee. 
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writes songs that veil the speaker’s gender;
Shocked has sung a number of songs from
the vantage points of male characters.

Victoria williams and Miller keep con-
cerns and insights of girlhood alive and pres-
ent with their disarming voices. Miller’s
voice sounds like a ten-year-old’s, in the best
possible sense, full of breathy wonder and
often sadness, defying the tendency to settle
into ordered, armored propriety with age.
williams sounds young and old at the same
time, like a child engrossed in the wonder of
her surroundings and a jazz-pop singer from
the last century. She conjures for harried
adult listeners the unfettered adventures of a
tomboy.

Foster and washburn speak especially to
women, both in what they sing and with
whom. Uncle earl is not the only all-female
group washburn has performed with, and
Foster currently tours with a female, African-
American rhythm section. Foster mothers lis-
teners toward feeling comfortable in their
skin, and washburn taps into the somewhat
obscure tradition of old-time songs that are
pro-woman. 

Another thread is that these songwriters
are all, in their own ways, dedicated to per-
sonal and artistic growth, which is not at all
something to be taken for granted given pop-
ular music’s rapid turnover of names, faces,
and sounds. their artistic voices are like
vines, both the sort you cultivate and the sort
that grow wild. Horticultural wisdom holds
that if you tend a muscadine vine properly
and diligently, it will give you robust grapes.
likewise, if you trim back a Virginia creeper
and thwart its progress in one direction, it will
almost willfully push through another way. 

And so have their songs. Shocked battled
her former label in order to follow her vision
and record the music she felt compelled to
record; lucinda williams pared down her
lyrics and began wringing a world of mean-
ing out of simple images, even after she had
already earned expectant and exacting fans
with her narrative songs. Victoria williams,
having emerged on the other side of a
painful divorce, is redefining her relation-
ship to her early songs, and what they mean
to her now. 

empathy is also evident in each of these
women’s repertoires. they are not just writ-
ing for themselves. Miller takes on others’
pain and blankets them in her prayers. Fos-
ter wants to help them find their voices.
Shocked throws her lot in with others and
takes up for them politically. washburn jour-
neys to them, in more ways than one. Nearly
all of these women strive to identify with
others, tell their stories, and understand their
pain, which brings us back to that mix CD.
the gesture accomplished what i had hoped
it would for my friend: put a little water back
in her well.

i the as-yet-untitled book is to be published by Baylor

University Press in 2011.

ii i owe a tremendous debt of gratitude to Professors

ellen Armour, John McClure, Melissa Snarr, Robin

Jensen, Diane Sasson, and Victor Judge for their guid-

ance, ideas, and willingness to let me begin working out

these ideas in classrooms and conversations. i dare say

this project would not have happened without them. 

iii Black women’s literature is important enough to wom-

anism that Stacey Floyd-thomas developed a thorough

methodology for tracking the moral and spiritual forma-

tion of its female protagonists in Mining the Motherlode:
Methods in Womanist Ethics. 

iv Bill Friskics-warren’s book, I’ll Take You There: Pop
Music and the Urge for Transcendence, is one of the finest

examples of an alternative, spiritually astute interpretive

frame for pop music.

v Mary Bufwack and Robert Oermman’s Finding Her
Voice: Women In Country Music, 1800-2000 is the defini-

tive history on the subject. tex Sample’s White Soul
points to the tendency in country music to differentiate

between institutional religion and authentic spirituality,

among other things. David Fillingim’s Redneck Liberation
tries, perhaps too forcibly, to fit the country music tradi-

tion into the mold of liberation theology.

vi Cheryl Kirk-Duggan’s essay “African-American Spiri-

tuals: Confronting and exorcising evil through Song” in

A Troubling In My Soul: Womanist Perspectives on Evil and
Suffering identifies a theodicy in African-American spiri-

tuals. in Sweet Dreams in America: Making Ethics and Spiri-
tuality Work, Sharon D. welch appeals to jazz as a model

for political engagement. wendy Farley, in The Wounding
and Healing of Desire: Weaving Heaven and Earth, suggests

that Appalachian folk songs are profound articulations

of the will to survive and thrive here and now, and not

just the desire to escape to the next life. Heidi epstein’s

Melting the Venusberg: A Feminist Theology of Music offers

just that: a feminist theology of music that does not

devalue the body through hierarchy and logo-centrism;

however, she devotes the bulk of her attention to classi-

cal music before briefly discussing African-derived tradi-

tions and the influential gospel-blues singer Sister Roset-

ta tharpe.

vii Mystery Train, p. 50.

viii Foster does not invoke the term “womanism,” but in

a very organic way, her music and commentary embody

many of the traits identified with womanist ethics and

theology. in particular, her story exemplifies radical sub-

jectivity, as described by Floyd-thomas in Mining the
Motherlode: younger women claim their identities as they

are mentored by experienced older women, their literal

or figurative mothers. Floyd-thomas also likens this

aspect of the process to testifying, and much like Foster,

shows how creating ritual space underscores the porous

boundaries among spiritual practices, life, and art.

ix the essay, “going Back to the Old Mainstream: No

Depression, Robbie Fulks, and Alternative Country’s

Muddied waters,” appeared in the collection A Boy
Named Sue: Gender and Country Music. 
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sense of who you really are and what you
came here for. Finding that again.”

Foster’s career itself is a demonstration of
the ongoing process of claiming and exercis-
ing her voice. She does not look like a singer-
songwriter is “supposed” to look. Music crit-
ics and industry personnel all too frequently
interpret “singer-songwriter” as white, and
she is African-American. She recalls her
father’s skepticism when she sent him pho-
tographs taken during her brief relationship
with a major record label: “i got this picture
in my mail, and the first thing i wanted to
know was, ‘who is this white woman with
my baby’s nose?’” 

Undeterred by the record
label’s, and her own, early
inability to grasp what she
wanted to do and who she
wanted to be, Foster gradu-
ally developed proficiency
as a folk singer-songwriter.
Since then, she has taken up
musical styles familiar from
her childhood, so that she now moves freely
between musical traditions and has a broad
range of expression, from intimate story-
telling to cathartic belting. A fully realized
voice, for her, requires room to maneuver. 

when lucinda williams writes songs that
depict the dynamics of relationships—and
she often does, some of them narrative-driv-
en, some straight-up blues, and others lyri-
cally lean and incantatory—she demon-
strates an uncommonly acute awareness of
how people affect one another. She captures
them wounding or comforting one another,
satisfying one another’s desires or denying
them, even helping one another reach
greater spiritual awareness. Human connec-
tion is so important in williams’ body of
work that isolation seems like one of the
worst evils that can befall a person. 

Abigail washburn is just as focused as
williams on human relationships, only she
envisions how those interactions play out on
a global scale. Her music draws on a sense of
interconnectedness, as in interconnectedness
with everyone, everywhere on earth. Plenty
of songs critique the status quo and argue for
change, but washburn offers songs that actu-
ally incarnate the change she desires, mov-
ing freely between Asian and American fla-
vors. She charts a new spiritual geography, a
new way of being in the world, and enlarges

the idea of home, helping people to place
themselves in a rapidly changing, globaliz-
ing world. 

like washburn, Michelle Shocked was
pursuing social and political concerns well
before music-making ever presented itself as
a possible career. But Shocked is an
unabashed, full-fledged musical activist, jab-
bing at abuses of power wherever she finds
them. in a very real way, Shocked has acted
as a prophet to America by placing before
our eyes our nation’s sins, especially those of
racial injustice, and the country’s blessings,
including a rich musical heritage that offers

spiritual sustenance. the seemingly scatter-
shot course she has pursued from jump-
blues and jazz to dub and western swing has,
by design, denied industry personnel, critics,
and fans the chance to place her within sty-
listic boundaries. 

i have not yet interviewed Julie Miller on
the record because of her health issues which
also have prevented her from being on stage
for the past few years, but she has made it
clear that she wants to participate in my proj-
ect. Despite the physical distance her situa-
tion currently forces between her and her
audience, her recordings reveal the most inti-
mate and sensitive of singers and songwrit-
ers. As Miller encounters others’ pain, she
takes it into her heart, until it overflows into
songs that tenderly acknowledge the suffer-
ing she has seen—and not just seen, but felt
deeply. She often returns to a central image:
everyone, regardless of age or station, is a
spiritual orphan, a child without parent,
comfort, or home in this world. She includes
herself within the orphaned number. 

Victoria williams, a close friend of Miller,
invites her adult listeners to remember the
adventures, humble miracles, and resilient
hope of childhood and to rethink what
things in life are worth serious attention and
what is silly enough to overlook. Her songs
are rife with imagery culled from nature and

the mundane which she treats with wonder
and whimsy, rarely getting caught up in real-
ism. And she has never published her song
lyrics, in liner notes or anywhere else—a sig-
nificant move meant to beckon listeners to
join her in the game and come up with their
own interpretations of her lyrics. 

Next to williams and Miller, Mary gau-
thier seems serious, indeed. She intentional-
ly crafts songs that require effortful listening,
then leads her live audiences into the ele-
mental human act of watching, listening, and
reflecting side by side. Only when they are
paying rapt attention can they really experi-

ence the leap that she makes
in her songs: she moves
from a particular voice to
one that consciously bears
the weight of many people’s
stories, from “i” to “we.”
Striking a thoroughly egali-
tarian posture, she tells the
stories of people living on
the fringes and confronts her

listeners with their common humanity, dignity,
and worth.

Muscadine Wine

Mary gauthier, Victoria williams, Julie
Miller, Michelle Shocked, Abigail washburn,
lucinda williams, and Ruthie Foster are as
distinct from one another as they are from
their musical peers. But there are also
threads running through all of their work,
commonalities i had not contemplated
before conceiving this project. 

One recurring theme is really more like
the absence of a thread. A few years back,
Barbara Ching wrote an essay characterizing
alternative country, one of Americana’s trib-
utaries, as hyper-masculine nostalgia and a
reaction to feminized commercial country.ix

the songwriters i am treating do not play
into either category, but occupy a separate
space—or spaces—altogether. they are
women, as i have mentioned many times
over by now, and that aspect of their identi-
ties significantly shapes their work. But it
also takes them to very different places.

Some, like lucinda williams, gauthier
and Shocked, sing in a way that could be
heard as brash and unfeminine, and use lan-
guage as visceral as any of their male coun-
terparts to convey what that they feel, to tell
a story, to provoke. gauthier intentionally
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… if you tend a muscadine vine properly and diligently, it

will give you robust grapes. …if you trim back a Virginia

creeper and thwart its progress in one direction, it will

almost willfully push through another way.
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space continues to celebrate the legacy of this
important figure in Vanderbilt history. 

Benton came to Vanderbilt in 1939, inher-
iting a School of religion steeped in financial
crisis. During his tenure as dean, financial
difficulties were eased as the School rose to
national prominence. Under Benton’s guid-
ance, the School of religion increased its
focus on ministry, improved the library facil-
ities and increased its circulation, and
attracted a number of prominent faculty
members.iii Dean Benton also was involved
in the 1952 decision to admit african ameri-
can students to the Divinity School.iv in 1956,
the School of religion became Vanderbilt
Divinity School, signaling the School’s mem-
bership among the most prestigious theolog-
ical schools. at the time of Benton’s death,
the School was “a major, interdenomination-
al institution that would soon rival the best
in the country.”v The naming of Benton
Chapel is a most appropriate tribute to a
man who contributed significantly to the
Divinity School.

after Benton’s death, J. philip hyatt, pro-
fessor of old Testament, served as interim
dean, and discussions of a new home for the
Divinity School continued. During this inter-
im period, Marvin halverson, executive
director of the national Council of Churches’
Department of Worship and the arts, visited
Vanderbilt as a consultant for the Universi-
ty’s plans for a new chapel. halverson
praised the Divinity School for taking such a
step, asserting that the project had “a singu-
lar possibility of making a fresh architectural
statement for theological education.”vi

J. robert nelson became the dean of the
Divinity School shortly thereafter, and he
oversaw the building project through its
completion, including “a lofty chapel in con-

temporary style.”vii The nashville
architectural firm of Brush,
hutchison & Gwinn was hired
to design and construct the new
building. in his consultations
with the building committee,
halverson noted the importance
of architects being prepared to
explore “the symbolic role of the
religious building in the commu-
nity.”viii Brush, hutchison & Gwinn
proved more than willing to
enter such exploration; in the
midst of a secular university, they
created a structure that attests to
the importance of worship.

While the firm of architects
oversaw the structural consider-
ations of the chapel’s construc-
tion, a number of artists were
brought in to attend to the aes-
thetic elements of the building.
Most notably, robert harmon of
emil Frei, incorporated, in St.

louis, Missouri, was commissioned to design
the chapel’s stained glass windows. The
plans included the more than three hundred
small windows that flood the space with col-
ored light and one elaborate window above
the entry doors, the Word of God window.
The building committee determined the
Word of God to be an appropriate theme for
the window, suggesting that it “is basic for
the essential concern of theological educa-
tion—the wholeness of the Christian Gospel”
and that “[i]t lends itself to artistic expres-
sion.”ix Within the window itself, this theme
is represented through the waters of chaos
and the inspiration of creation, as the seed
that carries the logos into the world, and as
Christ, the Word incarnate. This beautiful
window, the funds for which were given by
Divinity School alumni/ae in memory of Dean
Benton and in honor of the School’s contin-
ued work,x serves as a continual reminder of
the space Vanderbilt makes available for the
study of religion.

a great deal of energy went into securing
quality stained glass at an affordable price.
The figure $20 per square foot is mentioned
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An entire semester at the Divinity
School passed before i found
myself in Benton Chapel. on a radi-
ant spring afternoon, i instinctively

veered left as i walked toward 21st avenue,
South instead of taking the familiar right
turn to the library. after climbing the stone
steps to the entrance, i pulled hesitantly on
the knight handle guarding the door, not
wanting to disrupt whatever might be going
on inside. entering the foyer and finding the
building empty, i drank in the calming
silence and immediately decided that the
chapel was the perfect place to work on my
essay on emily Dickinson’s exploration of
spiritual formation and the Crucifixion in
“The props assist the house.” 

i walked past the statues of Dismas and
lazarus, made my way up the green terraz-
zo stairway, and sat down in a pew in the
middle of the balcony. i stayed in that pew
for several hours, allowing my gaze to alter-
nate between my volume of Dickinson and
the soaring ceiling, between the notepad in
my lap and the afternoon light streaming
through the stained glass. Benton Chapel
filled me with theological insight, centering
both my essay and my spirit.

Benton Chapel celebrates its fiftieth
anniversary this year. Since 1959, the
chapel’s spire has stretched into the
nashville skyline, reminding the Vanderbilt
community of a most basic commitment: the
place of the sacred in intellectual pursuits.

The chapel has served the Divinity School as
its symbolic scaffolding, offering support in
times of growth and struggle, and as its
foundation, helping students and faculty
alike to keep central the faith that drives
their studies and vocational discernments. in
the fifty years since the construction of Ben-
ton Chapel, Vanderbilt Divinity School has
matured into a leader in theological educa-
tion and a committed advocate of social jus-
tice; it now stands “adequate, erect.” We
mark the anniversary of Benton Chapel—
proud that such a fine structure stands on
our campus and proud of the history that
makes its presence central to the work of the
Divinity School.

in the mid-1950s, Divinity School Dean
John K. Benton set in motion plans to move
the School to a new building all its own. Wes-
ley hall, the School’s original home, was
destroyed in a fire in 1932. after a few years
in leftover space in Kissam hall and neely
auditorium, an old YMCa facility was
added to Vanderbilt in 1936 and christened
the new Wesley hall.i Twenty years later, the
time had come to provide the Divinity
School with a more appropriate space. early
plans provided for “administrative and fac-
ulty offices, classrooms and refectory, men’s
dormitory and chapel,”ii that eventually
became the Divinity Quadrangle. Dean Ben-
ton died on august 21, 1956, three years
before the building was completed. Benton
Chapel is dedicated to his memory, and the
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The Props assist the House

Until the House is built

And then the Props withdraw

And adequate, erect,

The House support itself

And cease to recollect

The Auger and the Carpenter—

Just such a retrospect

Hath the perfected Life—

A past of Plank and Nail

And slowness—then the Scaffolds drop

Affirming it a Soul. 

—Emily Dickinson

repeatedly in correspondence between Dean
nelson and robert harmon. Though the
artist urged the Dean to allot more of the
budget to the chapel’s windows, all parties
involved felt that the glass used in the end
was most reasonably priced. in one letter,
Dean nelson jokingly remarked that com-
pared with the $160 per square foot glass that
was used in constructing a window at The
Upper room, the chapel’s stained glass
seemed like “bargain basement stuff.”xi 

Several other artistic details complete the
space. on the building’s exterior, the corner-
stone proclaims simply, “To the glory of
God,” and wrought iron iconography sur-
rounds the walls. Two pairs of metal knights,
each holding swords, serve as door handles at
the main entrance. a pair of statues represent-
ing in poignant detail the biblical figures Dis-
mas and lazarus stand in the foyer and are
dedicated to edwin Mims, professor of eng-
lish literature from 1912 to 1942. on the pulpit
are four carved panels, each representing an
evangelist, helping speakers to proclaim the
good news. Dean nelson once admitted, “i
have discovered quite by accident that one of
the most attractive architectural features of
the building is the rounded stairway coming
from the ground floor to the chapel.”xii

Basic considerations for the requirements
of a chapel included the installation of a pub-
lic address system. Though this seems an
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skyline, reminding the Vanderbilt community of a most basic

commitment: the place of the sacred in intellectual pursuits. 



demands recognized by the administration,
the Divinity faculty withdrew their resigna-
tions.xxi The events of 1960 forced Vanderbilt
to grow and change in ways other Southern
universities had not yet done, and they
secured for the Divinity School a prophetic
role within the University.

harvie Branscomb’s involvement in the
chapel runs deeper than his general approval
of the project. The chapel project as a whole,
including the creation of a chaplain position
within the University, was part of
Branscomb’s plan for Vanderbilt from the
beginning. Before his tenure as chancellor,
Branscomb served as the dean of Duke
Divinity School and was a prominent new
Testament scholar; the establishment of a
first-rate divinity school at Vanderbilt was
important to him. Branscomb oversaw the
creation of the office of University Ministry,
feeling “that preaching in [a nondenomina-
tional] context would really bring quality
thought to religious issues and engage the
Vanderbilt community in discussion of these
important matters.”xxii Chancellor Branscomb’s
commitment to the availability of ecumeni-
cal preaching on Vanderbilt’s campus, and to
the University’s continued support of theo-
logical studies, was so great that he is now
part of Benton Chapel’s physical structure.
his ashes, along with those of his wife Mar-
garet, are interred in the wall just to the left
of the pulpit. 

on the Vanderbilt campus today, Benton
Chapel continues to stand tall, reminding vis-
itors of the importance of making a place for
the study of religion and for inclusive wor-
ship in an academic institution. Today the
chapel is the setting for several lectures,
including the Cole lectures, which take place
every year during homecoming and reunion
weekend, and the antoinette Brown lecture,
which highlights the work of women in theo-
logical scholarship. Worship services of mul-
tiple denominations also take place in the
space each week. Benton Chapel remains
unlocked, allowing students, faculty, and vis-
itors to enter the sanctuary for prayer and
meditation, or for the composition of essays.
in the midst of a bustling college campus, the
chapel offers peaceful silence. 

Since its spire first reached fifty years ago
into the nashville sky, Benton Chapel has
been fully incorporated into the life of the
Divinity School and the University, provid-
ing a place where ecumenical worship and
academic theological exploration are
allowed to complement each other. perhaps
a part of the inspiration for my essay on
Dickinson’s poem came from the voices of
great theologians that continue to echo
through the chapel: rudolf Bultmann, h.
richard niebuhr, paul Tillich, paul ricoeur,
Walter Brueggemann, Gustavo Gutiérrez,
James h. Cone, Sallie McFague, phyllis Tri-
ble, elisabeth Schüssler Fiorenza, peter
Gomes, ada-María isasi-Díaz, and Katie
Canon. They have breathed the forces of
their lives’ work into our chapel, and as ben-
eficiaries of their service to the academy, we
are surrounded and uplifted by the weight of
their work. The contributions of such schol-
ars and the intellectual gifts from genera-
tions of professors and student theologians
comprise an unrepeatable legacy to our
Divinity School; they have “affirm[ed] it a
Soul.”xxiii

Bonnie Cooper Chappell earned her baccalaure-
ate, summa cum laude, in English and Christi-
anity from Mercer University. She will be gradu-
ated from Vanderbilt University Divinity School
with the master of theological studies degree in
December 2009. The photographs accompanying
her essay were taken by Steven Green of Vander-
bilt University Creative Services. 
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obvious choice for such a large space, the
sound system was almost omitted. While the
architects made provisions for the system’s
incorporation, Dean nelson reported that the
faculty felt it an unnecessary addition:
“Sleeth is of the strong opinion that we do
not need any such thing at all. as professor
of preaching, he insists that any half way
respectable preacher will have the voice ade-
quate to fill that Chapel. as to the acoustics,
he said that is what we have architects for!”xiii

robert Gwinn responded that though he and
the other architects “sincerely trust you will
develop strong-lunged preachers who will
be able to fill the Chapel without mechanical
aid…. The pa system is, we feel, a precau-
tionary measure costing a minimum amount
of money.”xiv having attended lectures of
soft-spoken professors in the chapel, i am
certainly grateful that the architects’ prag-
matic proposal was accepted.

Dedication ceremonies for the Divinity
Quadrangle and Benton Chapel were held
on March 20–22, 1960. General opinion of the
building around the University was unani-
mously positive. Dean nelson beamed that
visitors “expressed their appreciation for the
design and construction of the building in
the most extravagant terms.”xv Sidney F.
Boutwell, assistant dean of men, commented
that the Divinity Quadrangle was “a very
handsome addition to the campus.”xvi in the

historical context
of the University
and the Divinity
School, the comple-
tion of this major
building project
was eclipsed by a
series of events as
foundational for the
University as the
brick and mortar that support Benton Chapel. 

as Benton Chapel and the Divinity Quad-
rangle changed the physical landscape of the
University, the Divinity School took on an
increased role in Vanderbilt’s ideological
landscape. in the fall of 1959, Divinity stu-
dent James lawson began leading training
sessions in non-violent resistance in prepara-
tion for a lunch counter sit-in campaign
aimed at integrating downtown nashville.
lawson moved to nashville in conjunction
with his work for the Fellowship of reconcil-
iation, hoping to play a role in the develop-
ing Civil rights Movement.xvii Because the
Divinity School had been admitting african
american students since 1952, lawson was
able to work toward his baccalaureate while
maintaining an active role in the nashville
community. 

in February of 1960, the sit-in campaign
and the protests it generated gained so much
attention both in nashville and beyond that

the University became uncomfortable with
lawson’s prominent role. on March 2, law-
son was given twenty-four hours to with-
draw from the University or face expulsion;
Chancellor harvie Branscomb announced on
March 3 that lawson was no longer a Van-
derbilt student. The Divinity faculty was
shocked and dismayed by the administra-
tion’s actions, and they worked diligently for
lawson’s readmission. When attempts to
have lawson simply apply again were reject-
ed by the University, nearly every faculty
member submitted letters of resignation. The
administration was so frustrated with the
ordeal that it threatened to turn the newly
constructed quadrangle, Benton Chapel and
all, over to the law School.xviii Dean nelson
even sent a letter to Brush, hutchison &
Gwinn in which he conveyed his remorse
that their creation would “not be used indef-
initely for its intended purpose. i hope that
you understand the inevitability of the deci-
sion which we of the faculty have taken,”
nelson told the architects. “it is with the

utmost regret, not only because of this build-
ing and the University but because of friends
like you and the community of nashville
which we love.”xix

The lawson affair was so much a part of
Vanderbilt’s life at the time that it was the
topic of the chapel’s dedication address on
March 21, 1960. liston pope of Yale Divinity
School delivered a speech on that occasion in
which he chastised the University for its
opposition to lawson’s activities and
praised the Divinity School for its uncom-
promised support of lawson.xx in the months
following the building’s dedication, the fac-
ulty continued to work for lawson’s rein-
statement. not until a number of professors
from the Medical School and from the Col-
lege of arts and Science threatened to resign
were the concerns of the Divinity School ade-
quately addressed. That summer, on June 13,
James lawson was readmitted to Vanderbilt,
though he chose not to return. With their
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“As professor of preaching, he insists that any half

way respectable preacher will have the voice adequate

to fill that Chapel. As to the acoustics, he said that is

what we have architects for!”

—Dean nelson



Life in the Hospice
By JoHn WILLIAM oRzECHoWSkI, MTS2

I was tired, but they just kept playing up and

down the sepia tiled hall of the hospice. The boys

were bouncing on couches and throwing pillows,

blankets, and stuffed animals at each other. Lord,

I thought, never let me have kids.

Some stacked the bright pastel hospital-
grade mattresses and took turns jumping off
the bed frames onto the pile, twirling and
flipping through the air to a not-so-graceful
crash. Bongi held my hand warmly and
stood at my side, his awkward metal crutch-
es leaning against the wall. His injury kept
him from the maelstrom, but not from the
delight. The other bright round faces kept
dashing past us, every now and then a stray
pillow grazing us. Bongi laughed heartily as
I surveyed the antiquated yet important-
looking medical equipment: large boxes like
tube radios; hoists for lifting useless limbs;
countless books and charts. 

The English nurse, Emma, had talked me
into this night. She was able to stomach large
doses of screaming children when she invit-
ed them to stay with her once a month. The
girls had been over the weekend before, and
she asked if I would be willing to stay with
the boys this week. I was assured that I
would not be left entirely on my own; Emma
would come kick off the festivities and leave
around bed time.

I was most interested in getting a good
night’s sleep after a week of hot shoveling in
a narrow ditch. This was my third summer
volunteering at the farm in Swaziland, and I
was willing always to help wherever I could.
I spent time with the children, too—and
loved them—but always in small doses:
tutoring a couple in reading after school,
helping another with math homework, play-
ing the occasional soccer game. I was not
prepared for all the testosterone-crazed boys
at once. 

I rolled my sleeping bag and carried it
across the farm to the hospice, setting it up on

a small cot. The building was new and
smelled fresh, but it felt ominous as I consid-
ered its intended purpose. In a country where
almost half the population is HIV-positive,
the need for good end-of-life care is ever-
pressing. I had spent some time in the
Mbabane government hospital downtown
and had seen the AIDS patients: a man, look-
ing like death personified, pushing his IV on
a wheeled frame, his sunken eyes full of
unspeakable pain; a woman with the tell-tale
sores around her mouth and a rasp of pneu-
monia or tuberculosis. Expiring people were
stacked up in corners and on top of each
other in large wards with no privacy and
bathed in the stench of incontinence and
despair. We would anoint them and pray
while trying to get past the platitudes. This
hospice, tended by the watchful grace of
Emma, would be different from that hospital.

Crowding onto a couple of couches to
watch Star Wars, we enjoyed cokes and cook-
ies. With the light sabers still whirring, Emma
gave them directions to listen to me and go to
bed soon; she disappeared into the cold
Swazi night. When the movie was over, the
chaos began: hide and seek—up and down
the halls, in storage rooms and between rows
of beds—smashing each other with pillow
projectiles. Someone found the light switch
and flicked it on and off, and on and off, like
a lightning bug signaling to a mate.

I walked back to the living room—if you
could call it that—where we had watched the
movie. I ripped one of the cushions from the
couch, slowly, deliberately. Dodging the
chaos in the flickering hallway, I found
Senzo sulking in a doorway. He was one of
the oldest boys—almost as old as I—and it
seemed an even match as I pummeled his
shocked face—his blue beanie flying off his

head in the onslaught. 
Finally, the boys calmed down. They

crowded into the room where bright pillows
and mattresses were scattered kaleidoscopi-
cally on the floor. We said our prayers and
prepared for bed; I patted their curly black
hair as I hugged them goodnight and tried to
pronounce their names with the awkward
guttural syllables and clicks.

A few hour later, I awoke suddenly to my
alarm and remembered Emma’s instructions:
I had to wake Muhle so that he could take his
ARVs. These HIV medications had to be
taken at precisely the right time, so I crept
down to their beds and searched for Muhle
among the sleeping faces. 

Muhle was sixteen, but HIV and malnu-
trition made him look like a child. Seneliso,
his big forehead sticking out of the covers,
saw me and realized why I was there. He
gently nudged Muhle awake, walked over to
the faucet, and poured a glass of water for
the bitter pill. Like a father, he said a few ten-
der siSwati words as Muhle blinked cau-
tiously and swallowed the pill in one big
gulp. The two promptly went back to sleep—
Muhle’s fragile immune system boosted not
least by the care of his friend.

The irony of the evening was not lost on
me. In the midst of children playing in a hos-
pice—children who were acquainted with
death—there was life, God-given life. And
the contrast was strikingly beautiful. And
these children understood the hardness, per-
sistence, and goodness of grace more than I
probably ever will. To say that suffering is
redemptive or for some greater purpose is
too often a way to look past another’s pain.
But we might do well to stop, recognize, and
remember these moments in the midst of
darkness—moments of intense grace, beauty,
and life. 

The author, a graduate of Southeastern University,
composed this essay for Pencil Markings, an
anthology compiled by the students enrolled in
the pastoral theology seminar in transitions and
crises offered during the 2009 spring semester by
Professor Evon Flesberg. 
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RoBIn M. JEnSEn, PH.D.

The Luce Chancellor’s Professor of the History of Christian Worship and Art

A substantial but enigmatic painting hangs in an open and unimpressive stairwell at Vanderbilt

University Divinity School. Perhaps this setting was the only place large enough to allow a viewer to

step back far enough to get a good look. Yet, even though students and faculty pass this painting sev-

eral times a day on their way to offices and classrooms, very few actually stop more than once to take

notice of the work of art. Furthermore, few know anything about the painting or the artist, although

given its prominent placement—even in the unimpressive stairwell—it has to have made an impres-

sion, perhaps even raised some questions, or demanded some consideration. 

O F  C H R I S T  

T H E

Tragedy, Resignation, and Courage in the Life
and Work of Artist Eugene Biel-Bienne

In the midst of children playing

in a hospice—children who were

acquainted with death—there

was life, God-given life.
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pieces of the artist’s life story which gave the
subject and style of the painting itself much
more significance. 

The first of these individuals, Wilson
yates, was a young divinity student in the
early 1960s. yates remembered Biel-Bienne
as a craggy-faced, commanding presence
with a heavy German accent. They met in the
home of Gordon kaufman, at that time a
young professor of theology. The occasion
was a gathering of students who had com-
plained that the Divinity School did not take
the arts seriously enough. kaufman invited
them and his friend, Biel, from Vanderbilt’s
art department to dinner. As yates recalled,
none of the students had ever seen any of
Biel’s work, but the conversation was lively
and went on into the evening. one of the
topics of conversation was Biel’s acquain-
tance with Paul Tillich whom Biel described
as “a most unusual theologian—one who
had a sense of the sensual and the sexual.”
yates remembered a particular story told by
Biel about Tillich:

Tillich came to my studio one day and he
said, ‘Biel, I do not have a ticket to the
artists’ ball and they say that it is all sold
out.’ I said, ‘Tillich, I would be embarrassed
if you came because you would be embar-

rassed. You see, this year it is a masked ball
and there will be a lot of nudity.’ Tillich
responded, ‘That’s all right, I will wear one
item so you are not embarrassed and you
see, it will allow me to extend my theologi-
cal explorations. Indeed the nudity will
help all the more.’ I got Tillich the ticket
and asked him which item of clothing he
would wear. ‘Ah Biel, that will be the sur-
prise, won’t it?’ On the night of the ball I
watched to see if he would arrive at all, and
he did. He came in the door dressed in his
trench coat but then took it off to reveal
himself, as you say in America, in his alto-
gether. I went over and I said, ‘Tillich, you
have worn no item of clothing and you said
that you would. What will the artists
think?’ ‘But, Biel, I have. Don’t you see
this mask? Now we will see how the artists
react.’ And we moved in good spirits
among the artists. Tillich, you must under-
stand, was an amorous man. Who knows
how he went home? 

yates concluded his story by returning to
the evening at kaufman’s. “And then Biel said
to all of us gathered: ‘I hope this will be instruc-
tive for all of you young theologians. A masked
ball is a good place to practice theology.’”i

A second set of recollections came from

Robert Baldwin, professor of theatre and fine
arts, emeritus, at Vanderbilt. He was designer
and technical director of the University’s
theatre at the time that Biel came to
Vanderbilt. He met Biel when the artist
joined the Vanderbilt faculty in 1959 as a
teacher of drawing and painting. Walter
Sharp, then chairman of the fine arts depart-
ment, introduced Biel to Baldwin as a man of
“considerable artistic distinction and a great
draftsman.” As it turns out Biel’s application
had been supported by letters of recommen-
dation from Ben Shahn, Pablo Picasso, Marc
Chagall, and Fernand Léger. Shahn’s com-
mendation claimed: “I find Biel’s work of the
best. There is no question about his compe-
tence or his deserved position in art. There is
no question about the depth of meaningful-
ness of his work.”ii When Sharp received the
application he thought at first it was a
hoax—a joke played on him by junior mem-
bers of the department.iii

Baldwin and his wife, Helen, became
great friends of Biel and acquired one of his
paintings, Night of the Three Clowns. This
large work which measures four feet by
eight feet was completed in a single evening
in 1960 and according to Baldwin, “was
painted with great verve” although the
theme and the style are very disquieting.

The viewer’s interpretation is guided
by the painting’s title attached to the
lower frame: The Mockery of Christ. A

dark expressionistic group of three figures is
set into an open architectural space. The
haloed central figure must be Jesus; a sign
hanging around his neck reads “REX,” refer-
ring to the mocking title given him in the
gospel passion accounts: Matthew 27.27-31;
Mark 15.16-20; Luke 23.11, 36-38; and John
19.2-3, 14-22. His bald head is skull-like and
his eyes are downcast, seeing nothing and
making him seem passive, pensive, or
detached. His body is wrapped in a heavy
blue and red cloak—suggesting the purple
or scarlet robe that the soldiers put on him in
order to show him false homage and
ridicule. on his right (the viewer’s left)
another balding figure in a short tunic holds
an object that appears to be a mirror
although we only see it from the back. The
angle of his head suggests that he is looking
over his left shoulder at Jesus, possibly try-
ing to show him how he appears in his
“royal garb.” He may be a Roman soldier,
perhaps even Pontius Pilate. To Christ’s right
a naked and whitened figure crouches, but-
tocks high in the air, with a face similar to but
even more skull-like than Jesus’ since the
eyes are mere empty holes. 

The background group of buildings, arches,
stairways, and a balustrade is constructed of
cubes and triangles that look like stacks of
children’s blocks. A moon hangs low in the
sky shedding its cool white light. The space
has the unsubstantial, eerie, and slightly false
appearance of a stage set. A nude woman
leans out of a window. Her right hand covers
her mouth in mock horror; her left makes a
gesture that could be interpreted as either

dismissive or beckoning. Perhaps she is a
harlot calling out to prospective clients.
Perhaps she is laughing at the scene in the
foreground and catching the eye of viewers
as if to say that she sees what they see. The
artist’s signature appears in the lower left, a
monogram (“E”) within a small white oval.
According to the attached plaque, the artist’s
full name is Eugene Biel-Bienne.

The image is disturbing. It does not soothe
nerves or calm hearts, and it certainly does
not beautify the stairwell. Rather, it jumps
from the wall as an accusation. What is that
sardonic looking naked figure doing there?
Why does Jesus seem so resigned to his fate?
And who is the teasing, even dancing, indi-
vidual who holds up the mirror? The colors
are at once both vibrating and chilly.

An art historian might associate this work
with German expressionist paintings from
the pre-war period as it shows affinities to
works by Max Beckman or otto Dix.
Beckman’s clowns and actors, symbols, and
even colors are evoked. But here the space is
not so constricted as in most of the expres-
sionists’ paintings of that era—not quite so
claustrophobic. The lines here are more

curved and less staccato. But one is also
reminded of Picasso and even Matisse in cer-
tain respects. The artist incorporates cubism,
especially in the crouching figure, the
woman in the window, and in the stacked
geometric architectural elements. At the
same time, the figure on the left is delineated
very differently with its carefully drawn
hands and classically draped tunic. All three
figures are placed along the same plane in
the foreground—even to the point that their
features are cut off by the frame, making it
seem as if they are right on top of or even
surrounding the viewer. The subject matter
of the painting is clearly Christian, but it also
appears to throw a challenge. Is it mocking
those who pay too little to the hurt and hor-
ror of Christ’s story or who likewise find
themselves academically distanced from the
realities of human despair, evil, or betrayal?

Unfortunately, answers to questions
about this painting or its artist are not easily
available. no one in any office of the Divinity
School has information pertaining to how
this painting came to be hanging in the stair-
well. A little sleuthing, however, turned up
three individuals who provided crucial

Is it mocking those who pay too little to the hurt and horror of

Christ’s story or who likewise find themselves academically distanced

from the realities of human despair, evil, or betrayal?

Biel-Bienne’s Night of The Three Clowns 



york and Washington, D.C., and the memo-
ries of his struggles, disappointments, and
the prolonged decline of his wife. His
mourning for Maria was expressed in a
series of paintings, one titled Ma Princesse est
Morte, and another (a self portrait of himself
lost in grief) titled Après la visite de la Mort. A
posthumous portrait shows her in her
shroud—a painting Biel had hung over his
bed for the remainder of his life. He was then
fifty-seven years old but according to
sources, misrepresented his age by claiming
to be forty-seven in order to be a more attrac-
tive candidate for the position.

Biel’s work at Vanderbilt is referred to as
his “nashville Period.” His first year was
focused on producing drawings, but soon he
began to paint in oil. He was an extremely
popular and respected teacher but a difficult
colleague for some of his peers at the
University. An article in the Vanderbilt
Hustler from 1965 titled, “Biel—The
Emotional Approach to Art,” quotes one of
his students as saying: “Dr. Biel doesn’t just
teach names, dates, and places. He inspires
you. He wants to make you learn to love
what is really beautiful in art and to be able
to make critical judgments. He is the finest
teacher I have ever had.”x

The years at Vanderbilt were perhaps no
more happy than those in new york and
Washington. Although he held four exhibi-
tions in nashville from 1962 to 1963 (at the
Cheekwood Art Museum, Tennessee Fine
Arts Center, the Parthenon, and the
Vanderbilt Art Gallery), he did not find the
daily grind of faculty meetings or academic
paperwork compatible. According to various
sources who recall those times, Biel’s person-
ality clashed with that of the chancellor, and
he tried the patience of department chairman
Sharp. Biel was not an easy colleague, and
was almost universally perceived as some-
what haughty, yet just as committed to caus-
es of justice in his last years as he was in his
anti-nazi youth. According to yates, Biel’s
friendship with several faculty members at
the Divinity School, including Gordon
kaufman, prompted Biel to join them in their
Civil Rights activities which led to the con-
troversial expulsion of then-student
Reverend James Lawson in 1960.xi The paint-
ing The Mockery of Christ was given by Biel to
the Divinity School in 1963. no one remem-
bers why the painting was mounted in the
stairwell.

Terminated at Vanderbilt that same year
(1963), he remained living in nashville, in an
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one of his colleagues would visit, stand in
front of the painting for some time, and then
bow in respect. yet another would altogether
avoid the room where the painting hung,
saying that the image frightened her.

Baldwin recounted an occasion when
Chancellor Harvie Branscomb visited the
Baldwins at an after-theatre party. When
Branscomb saw the painting he remarked that
“one would have to be emotionally disturbed
to live with that.” Biel, who was present at the
time, suggested that the chancellor might like
to attend an exhibition of his works at a local
museum. The chancellor replied that he did
not think he would care to, and Biel responded,
“you should. It would do you good.”

The third individual—and the one who
provided the most information about Biel—is
prominent nashville artist Paul Harmon.
Harmon first met Biel in the early 1960s when
he was a young artist working in nashville.
Biel had taken some of his Vanderbilt stu-
dents to view a juried exhibition of local
artists at the Parthenon and rather caustically
critiqued many of the works and their artists.
When he got to one of Harmon’s works, how-
ever, he immediately said: “now this is a
painting—this man is an artist.”iv

That was an auspicious introduction.
Harmon and Biel became close over the suc-
ceeding years; Biel served as a mentor to
Harmon who became an internationally
respected painter in his own right. Harmon
has become the conservator of a large collec-
tion of Biel’s works and personal papers. A
portion of Harmon’s studio doubles as the
archive of Biel’s papers and stores a large
proportion of Biel’s surviving paintings and
drawings.v The affection and respect he still
feels for Biel is palpable, and he shares his
materials and memories generously, includ-
ing a photo of Biel’s gravesite in Calvary
Cemetery, nashville.

A well-spent few hours with Harmon
reveals Biel as a prolific and remarkably tal-
ented artist whose work spanned five
decades and three continents. Harmon’s files
also tell a life story no less dramatic, dark, or
tragic than the artist’s paintings. In fact, it
appears that his paintings are truly a visual
biography of the artist himself.

Eugene Biel-Bienne was born Egon Vitalis
Biel, to French-Swiss parents in Vienna on
november 27, 1902.vi Reared Roman Catholic,
he was well-placed socially and culturally as
his father was the Austrian ambassador to
Japan. After being trained at köln where he
received his doctorate in art history, he went
to Paris to study art and was associated with
the School of Paris in the 1930s. It may have
been at this time that he changed the
Germanic form of his name (Egon) to the

French version, Eugene, and adopted the
name of Swiss border town Biel-Bienne as
his professional surname. During this phase
of his life he became friends with famous
artists and intellectuals of his day, including
Paul Tillich. He also was much influenced by
the works of Sigmund Freud and the atonal
music of Arnold Schoenberg. In 1936 he had
his first solo exhibition at The Wildenstein
Institute in Paris and was on the cusp of
international recognition. A review of this
show in Paris’ La Liberté claimed that Biel’s
“fecundity and imagination equal Picasso’s;
his intensity too. one thinks, also of the great
tradition, of Daumier, of Forain; but one real-
izes soon that one is confronted with a
unique artist.”vii

However, the outbreak of World War II
radically changed his fortunes. In 1938 Hitler
declared Austria a province of Germany, and
Biel, along with his Jewish wife, Hertha
Maria, was forced to flee Vienna permanently
for Paris.

During the early part of the war he served
with the French army and was in the south of
France when the French surrendered to the
nazis. Publicly critical of the nazi regime, he
and his wife were both in grave danger. Biel
took risks by delivering contemptuous cri-

tiques of the nazis on radio broadcasts and
by drawing derisive caricatures of nazi
authorities. When the nazis moved into
Paris, they raided the radio station from
which he made his broadcasts, and they
were forced again to flee—this time to the
south of France where Biel joined the French
resistance. His wife, attempting to bring his
artwork by car from orleans, was strafed by
the Luftwaffe, and her injuries left her dis-
abled and physically fragile for the rest of
her life.

Biel’s predicament came to the attention
of officials in the United States in 1942. His
name surfaced on a list of intellectuals and
artists that the Roosevelt administration
attempted to evacuate from war-torn
Europe. Biel was especially aided in this by
Marie norton Whitney Harriman, wife of

William Averell Harriman and owner of the
Marie Harriman Gallery in new york where
an exhibition of Biel’s work had been held in
1938. After several fruitless attempts to
achieve proper immigration papers (attribut-
able in part to his wife’s medical problems),
they finally arrived in new york in 1942.

Biel’s plight on arrival was nearly as dire.
He and his wife were penniless and had no
possessions beyond a small case of his draw-
ings. All of his paintings were lost and, pre-
sumably, became part of the spoils of war. At
some point during the war, in order to secure
crucial medical care for his wife, Biel
returned to France as an intelligence agent
for the United States. Fortunately, Biel’s
work came to the attention of the Baroness
Hilla von Rebay, an expatriate artist herself,
the mistress of Solomon Guggenheim, and
the director of the Guggenheim Foun-
dation.viii With Rebay as his patron, Biel was
supported by Guggenheim fellowships in
1943 and 1944. Rebay, primarily an avant
garde portrait artist, was known to have a
difficult and tempestuous character, but she
also was recognized as a patron to struggling
painters, often persuading Guggenheim to
provide emergency assistance to those in
financial crisis. 

Rebay’s significant correspondence with
Biel demonstrates both her material support
of his work as well as her criticism of it.
Given his German-Swiss background and
his probable identification by the nazis as a
degenerate, it is not surprising that she
would have developed an interest in the
artist. His style, however, was not one that
she approved. The letters between them
reveal both her criticism of his work and his
own pride. His ego matched her scorn as
well as her frustration with his lack of
progress in his studio. Meanwhile, Biel’s
wife, Maria, also corresponded with the
Baroness with words that appear to have
tried to mollify and soothe her so that their
stipend would not be halted. 

In order to supplement his income from
grants and sales of art and to acquire and sup-
ply a studio, Biel taught at Fordham Univer-
sity, Parsons School of Design, and the new
School for Social Research. His teaching was a
secondary occupation, however. From 1944 to
1953 Biel had four major exhibitions of his
work in new york, two of them at a group
invitational at the Guggenheim Museum (that
included work by Bauer, Chagall, kandinsky,
klee, Modigliani, Mondrian, and Seurat) and
a solo show at the Weyhe Gallery, which was
glowingly reviewed in the New York Times, Art
News, and Art Digest. He also participated in
a group show in Philadelphia at the Pennsyl-
vania Academy of Fine Arts. Around 1957 a
set of twelve of Biel’s drawings were given to
the Paris Musée national d’Art Moderne
whose curator, Bernard Dorival, pronounced
them the most gratifying examples of Vien-
nese Expressionism that sought its effects in a
“graphism at once biting and light, caricatural
and elegant, continuously shuddering and
vibrating in pain.”ix

In 1954 he and his wife moved to Venezuela
to join her sister, Martha Ertl, who had emi-
grated to South America during the war.
Three exhibitions in Venezuela from
1954–1956 established his reputation in Cara-
cas, where the Museo de Arte Contemporaneo
has more than two hundred of his works in its
permanent collection. Two years later, how-
ever, Biel accepted the position of the director
of the French-American Art Institute in Wash-
ington, D.C., and the couple moved back to
the United States. 

After his wife’s death in 1959, Biel joined
the fine arts faculty at Vanderbilt as a teacher
of drawing and painting. He told colleagues
that he wanted to escape the worlds of new
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The artist’s posthumous portrait of his wife

A review of this show in Paris’ La Liberté claimed that Biel’s 

“fecundity and imagination equal Picasso’s; his intensity too. 

One thinks, also of the great tradition, of Daumier, of Forain; 

but one realizes soon that one is confronted with a unique artist.”
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apartment overlooking Centennial Park and
continued to exhibit his work in nashville
and Caracas. After his death in the winter of
1969, several galleries in different cities host-
ed retrospective exhibitions, and these con-
tinued until 1982. His work is still held in
many important collections including the
national Gallery in Berlin, The Victoria and
Albert Museum in London, the Musée
national d’Art Moderne in Paris, The
Guggenheim Museum in new york, the
national Gallery of Fine Arts in Washington,
and the Cheekwood Museum of Art in
nashville.

Despite critical acclaim during his life,
however, Biel’s work has largely fallen out of
view and his story nearly forgotten. Much of
his work is carefully stored at Paul Harmon’s
studio, along with archives of letters, papers,
reviews, photographs, and scrapbooks. Such
obscurity seems only another undeserved
tragic episode in this life story. Perhaps the
painting The Mockery of Christ, hanging in an
obscure stairwell at the Vanderbilt Divinity
School, is profoundly understood against the
backdrop of that biography. The image
seems to express a resignation to such mock-
ery, which is the vanity and folly of human
hubris. Christ, REX, is looking past it all and
challenges us to seek what it is that is perma-
nent, lasting, or meaningful in this life
marred by suffering and loss, but also
marked by moments of sublime beauty and
fragile joy. 

In the catalogue of his retrospective solo
exhibition at the Tennessee Fine Arts Center
in 1960, then director Harry Lowe comment-
ed that to be exposed to the art of Biel was
“to undergo a shattering experience.” This
was, he explained, because of the intensity of
the art: “It smolders, then flares up in the dis-
ciplined violence of his color, in a sort of fero-

cious dismemberment and distortion of
forms in order to capture the essence of an
attitude, the full implication of a gesture.”
But, he added: “Inseparable from this inten-
sity is the humanity of Biel’s art….Biel is, in
the main preoccupied with the character of
man…His people—whether they wear a sol-
dier’s tunic, a politicians cut-away, a lawyer’s
robe, a laborer’s cap, a fop’s top hat, a harlot’s
sheath, or an executioner’s mask—cannot
escape the limitations set by pessimism to the
scope of life, the uneasy, unending fluctua-
tion between boredom and pain.”xii 

Such pessimism undoubtedly grew from
a life that witnessed great horror, betrayal,
suffering, and despair. But this life was one
lived not only with resignation, like that of
Christ in the Divinity School’s painting, but
also with dignity and courage. 

This essay will appear in the forthcoming book,
Visual Theology, edited by Robin M. Jensen
and Kimberly J. Vrudny (Liturgical Press,
2009). The images of Biel-Bienne’s painting The
Mockery of Christ were photographed for The
Spire by Steve Green of Vanderbilt University
Creative Services. 

i From correspondence with Wilson yates, September 3,
2007. 

ii From the archives of Paul Harmon.

iii Based on conversations with Robert Baldwin,

February, 2005. 

iv From conversation with Paul Harmon, May 19, 2008.

v A collection of Biel’s papers, photographs, and digital

images of his work are also at the Smithsonian Archives

of American Art, donated in 1995 by Paul Harmon. 

vi The author would like to thank John Guider of

nashville, for a short unpublished essay that contains

much of this biographical information. 

vii From a translation included in the catalogue: A
Retrospective Show of Paintings and Drawings by Biel
(Tennessee Fine Arts Center, Cheekwood, october

9–november 13, 1960). The comparison, however, infuri-

ated Biel, who deemed it superficial and thus thought it

diminished him.

viii Rebay inspired Guggenheim to found the Museum of

non-objective Painting (later the Guggenheim Museum)

and convinced him to commission Frank Lloyd Wright

as its architect. See Rolph Scarlett and Harriet Tannin,

The Baroness, the Mogul, and the Forgotten History of the
First Guggenheim Museum (Midmarch Press, 2003). 

ix From the Retrospective catalogue.

x Vanderbilt Hustler, 1965. 

xi Reverend Lawson at that time had been encouraged to

come to nashville by Reverend Martin Luther king Jr.

Enrolled as a student in the Divinity School, he also served

as the southern director of the Fellowship of Reconciliation

and conducted nonviolence training worships for the

Southern Christian Leadership Conference. In the 1960s

Lawson and his colleagues launched a series of sit-ins to

protest segregation in various downtown nashville

stores and lunch counters which led to his expulsion

from the University. years later, Lawson received an 

official apology from the University, and he served as a

Distinguished University Professor.

xii From the Retrospective catalogue.
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Eugene Biel-Bienne 
Photograph by Herb Peck Jr. 

Christ, REX, is looking past it all and challenges us to seek what it

is that is permanent, lasting, or meaningful in this life marred by

suffering and loss, but also marked by moments of sublime beauty

and fragile joy.

There is a French film from 1958 
with a wonderfully evocative title:
L’ancenseur pour l’echaffaud, which

translates “Elevator to the gallows.” you feel
the irony bite the more you think about the
title. on your way to your own hanging? At
least you will not have that tiring climb up
the stairs! In fact, this elevator will get you to
your destination quickly and conveniently;
just try not to think about where that desti-
nation is. 

There is the same acid irony in the
Crucifixion scene painted for us by the evan-
gelist Luke. For what we are witnessing, if
we only have the eyes to see it, is the inaugu-
ration of a king. But what king has ever had
to drag his own throne to his coronation?
Every king is high and lifted up, exalted; a
banner announces his identity. Just try not to
think about what sort of lifting up this is or
what sort of sign will announce his office. It
is incumbent upon Christians to consider
with great care who this king is.

The glory of a king is reflected by the aura
of praise and wonder from those who strug-
gle to catch a glimpse of him, who shout his
name, who bestow titles upon him. The king-
ship of Christ, in its most peculiar glory, must
therefore be read from the reactions of those
around him. But the announcement of his
regal title: king of the Jews, king over the
people chosen by God to bear the divine
name in this world, to be in the world the
sign of God’s eschatological order, the sign
here and now of the final banquet in which
there is perfect community between all—that
sign is intended as a joke. So who hails him? 

Luke tells us that the people, the common
folk, the king’s subjects, are standing by,
watching. They are spectators to a drama in
which is being played out just what it might
mean to be the ruler of this chosen people.
They are in suspense, waiting to see what
will happen, waiting to learn what God’s
kind of kingship is. They are finally unready
and unable to bestow the title upon him. 

The people standing by and watching are
the people of God in every time and place.
They are the sheep that God speaks of through

The Greatest Mockery Ever Told
PAUL DEHART, PH.D.
Associate Professor of Theology



ourselves comfortable, at home in this world,
and carve our niche and huddle inside the
machinery of worldly power and authority.
All this is shown for what it is because the
one executed is the real and genuine human
being, the one who understands and lives
fully human communion. The world of
humanity is what we have made of our-
selves, and it is we who shove the one real
and true human being out of this world
entirely.

But because of who this king is, the story
does not end there; it does not end with our
miserable betrayal and Jesus’ execution. In
that death a new life of community is offered
to God’s people, a new way of creating a
common identity beyond the terrifying and
crushing structures which seem to be the
only way human beings have found to unite
themselves. 

If the world—the world which is in all of
us and shapes all of us more deeply than we
know—if that world in putting Jesus to death
says with great precision just what kingship
means, then in this same bloody culmination
of Jesus’ life we are offered a glimpse of
another way, another possibility of living
together, and hence of what it means in
Christian faith to confess Christ as king. 

The author of Colossians prays: “May
you be strengthened with all power, accord-
ing to his glorious might, for all endurance
and patience with joy.” The Church’s lord,
the true ruler of the people of God, is no
mere wielder of power but has the ability to
give power, to create power, and this power
which he gives is in turn the power of com-
munal life, of life together in spite of the ter-
rible darkness of this present age. 

But what kind of king gives strength to
his subjects instead of deriving it from them?
What kind of king can strengthen with all
power? Jeremiah’s prophecy long before
anticipated the answer: “I will gather the
remnant of my flock… I will bring them back
to their fold… Behold, the days are coming,
says the Lord, when I will raise up for David
a righteous branch, and he shall reign as king
and deal wisely, and shall execute justice and
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Jeremiah as “my sheep,” my people, those
who have been preyed upon by their so-
called leaders rather than guided and pro-
tected, dispersed rather than united. As those
who assume the burden of being a people
bearing the name of Christ, Christians are
even today these watching and waiting peo-
ple, these sheep. They are waiting to learn;
they need to hear and be shown, again and
again, what kind of king they have in Christ.
As always, they will settle for watching and
hearing the tribute brought to him by those
who can make themselves heard all too easi-
ly: the strong, the brilliant, the successful, the
prominent, or the bearers of authority. If we
are to learn what kind of king Jesus is, we
will have to listen to the latter. What does
Luke tell us of their tribute? What title do
they give Jesus?

The rulers scoff at him, and the soldiers
mock him. To the rulers, the supposed pillars
of the people, this man is no king. Is there
anything more telling than their justification
of this judgment? He saved others, but can-
not save himself! To them, the strong one—
the true leader and ruler—is precisely the
one who has saved himself, who has exalted
himself above others. Jesus has gotten it all
wrong. He clearly does not understand how
power works in this world. What kind of
miserable excuse for a king is it who does
not know that to save the people, to give
oneself to their healing, to their flourishing,
is simply to be dragged down to their level?
And the proof that this cannot be the king of
God’s own people is that this so-called
anointed one has met with total failure. 

So the leaders of God’s people, those
entrusted with guiding and protecting and
shaping the community chosen by God to
bear the divine name in the world, these
leaders pay Jesus only the tribute of scorn.
But in the grand irony of the Crucifixion, in

what Luke sees happening quite over the
heads of these supposedly realistic and
sharp-eyed observers, this very mockery
unwittingly really does tell us who he is,
what God’s chosen king must look like.
Whoever he is, he must be one whose devo-
tion to the people of God will place him far
beneath the esteem of the powerful. This king
will, time and time again, be seen by those
who bear real power in this world first as a
potential rival, and eventually as a laughable
failure, someone who started something in
this world that he could not finish.

This judgment of the world is quite cor-
rect. Jesus has indeed got it all wrong; he has
indeed failed. This man who presumed to
shepherd the people of God, to gather them
under his wings—it is as if he did not know
what kind of world this human world is, this
world we have made for ourselves. 

Think of the soldiers. They at least know
what a true king and ruler is. The king is the
victor, the commander, the one who has
authority to give orders and have them
obeyed. That this man bears the title of king
is to them an insult, a joke, a slap in the face
to those who honor the real power and lead-
ership associated with the name of king. But
there is irony here again, for the soldiers are
more correct than they know. This dying
man, this utter failure of worldly power is
indeed a mockery of all kingship; it is the
most devastating mockery possible; it is the
mockery of human power by God. For as
human, he is despised, shoved aside, and
finally squashed, quite easily; however, this
man will bring into the world the future of
God whose coming cannot be stopped. 

That is why this condemnation and exe-
cution is really our condemnation, the execu-
tion of the world we have made, of the myr-
iad of ways in which we almost desperately
stave off true community, in which we make

This dying man, this utter failure of worldly power is indeed a

mockery of all kingship, the most devastating mockery possible,

the mockery of human power by God.

righteousness in the land…. And this is the
name by which he will be called: ‘The Lord,
God, is our righteousness.’” 

That is the answer. only God is justice;
only community with God enables true
humans belonging together. God is our jus-
tice. We did not earn this rightness; we do
not deserve it; we cannot achieve it. We have
only to receive it and show it in this world.
Colossians reminds us that it is the blood of
this king, handed over to the people, which
works this rightness in the world. The signs
of his death are the food and drink of the
people of God, strengthening them with a
life not theirs, enabling them to be the sign of
the coming kingdom here and now. The real
king is God given for you.

Let us return finally to Luke. A king—
even if it is God appearing in the middle of
this world’s history—a king must be recog-
nized as such, his followers are his sign, his
glory in the world. But who in this dark
scene really recognizes that Jesus is king?
Luke tells us. It is not the rulers, not the sol-
diers. It is not even the people, those sheep
scattered and confused by their mercenary
shepherds. only an outsider, a criminal, one
who—though for very different reasons—
finds himself like Jesus outside the law, out-
side the circles of human society. only one
who is looking from outside upon that
makeshift and miserable house of worldly
polity, only he understands that what he is
watching is the king’s enthronement. He is
witnessing with new eyes the installment of
God’s own presence as justice in the world. 

We who bear the name of Christ have no
other role in this world than to see with those
eyes. of course, we may think we have it eas-
ier. After all, we see the crucified one bathed

in the backward light
of the Resurrection.
But that triumph, great
as it is, turns out to be
only another sign—an
announcement that
the true future of this
world is God among
us as the realization of
perfected communi-
ty—but a premature
announcement. It is
one more sign, along
with the body of
believers around us,
and the shared blood
of the cup. 

All we have are signs, played out against
the backdrop of the crucifying world, the
world which still seems to reign around us
and in each one of us. So we must ask our-
selves again: Who among us can match this
criminal’s confession? Who of us can do what
he did, to look at Jesus on the Cross, really a
dead man already, and make one of the most
astounding confessions of faith to be found in
the new Testament: “Jesus, remember me
when you come into your kingdom.” 

Appointed in 1997 to the faculty of Vanderbilt
University Divinity School, DeHart is the author
of Trial of Witnesses: The Rise and Decline of
Postliberal Theology and Beyond the neces-
sary God: Trinitarian Faith and Philosophy in
the Thought of Eberhard Jüngel. 

Only an outsider, a criminal, one who finds

himself like Jesus outside the law, witnesses

with new eyes the installment of God’s own

presence as justice in the world. 
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It is impossible to purchase groceries
without passing a dozen or more 
magazines plastered with too-skinny

celebrities partially-covered by bold-face
type wondering, “Could She Be Anorexic?”
The tragic irony, of course, is when the 
photographs and headlines are juxtaposed
with whimsically lettered teasers promising
that this will be the issue to help you shed
seven pounds in seven days. 

The lifestyles of “girls these days” who 
do not have anything more important to 
do than to worry about calories, fat grams,
Chanel sunglasses, and Juicy Jeans are impos-
sible to be taken seriously. Most of 
us are sick and tired of hearing about eating 
disorders and the girls who dwell obsessively
upon food and fitness. We simply 
do not care.

But we rarely spend much time contem-
plating the myriad messages these magazines

reflect about contemporary culture and the
feminine mystique circa 2007. instead, we
mindlessly internalize these messages and
images as the ideal and move along through
the check-out line and on with our lives.

not all of us, however, move along with-
out consequences. indeed, for millions of
women and girls, the pursuit of a feminine
ideal results in the loss of relationships,
careers, and even their own lives in a vicious
attempt to lose another pound, run another
mile, skip another meal, purge another
binge. The statistics speak for themselves:
eleven million Americans suffer from eating
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disorders, seventy million worldwide; eating
disorders have the highest mortality rate of
any psychological disease; fear of being
overweight is the most common motivator
for teenage girls considering suicide.

But this is not a disease affecting only
teenagers, and certainly not only the stereo-
typical rich, white adolescent girl. Moreover,
this is not a disease of which the devastating
personal and social impact can be communi-
cated adequately via statistics. Rather, it is
through works like Courtney E. Martin’s
recent book, Perfect Girls, Starving Daughters:
The Frightening New Normalcy of Hating Your
Body, in which we begin to understand more
completely the totality of both the personal
and social implications of the emerging 
eating disorders epidemic.

A first step toward better understanding
the disorders is to move beyond the stereo-
types. On this point, Martin, a twenty-five-

Ministerings
Beginning with this issue of The Spire, we introduce a new forum, Ministerings, to illustrate the

various forms of ministry practiced by students who receive their theological education at 

Vanderbilt Divinity School. Alumni/ae are encouraged to submit proposals for reflective essays to: 

divinityspire@vanderbilt.edu.

year-old writer, filmmaker, and teacher, 
is helpful: “in a study conducted in urban 
public schools in Minnesota of five 
thousands teenagers, it was found that 
hispanic, Asian American, and native
American girls tended to report similar or
more concern with the size of their bodies
and as much eating disorder-like behavior as
their white peers, if not more.” Moreover, the
rate of middle-aged women seeking treat-
ment for eating disorders has recently
increased by four-hundred percent. 

despite the arduous work of first and 
second wave feminist pioneers and the con-
tinuing efforts of today’s third wave contin-
gent, body hatred, weight and exercise
obsession, and emergence into womanhood
with a destructive self-identity are the new
rites of passage. detailing this journey, 
Martin beautifully builds upon the work of
Joan Jacobs Brumberg’s 1997 work The Body 
Project, which argues that women and girls
are seen too often as unfinished business, not
enough, and lacking typically in some 
physical dimension. The dominant cultural
messages say that our worth lies in our will-
ingness to be tweaked, tuned up, changed,
improved, nipped, and tucked—even to the
point of death.

And of course this emphasis on the
female body is rooted in the pervasive 
message that girls are objects of pleasure—
objects to be enjoyed, gifts to be given. 
Consider the common phrase, “She’s the
total package.” not only are such messages
demoralizing and demeaning, they encour-
age girls down a path that leads to nothing
more than chasing their tails. inevitably 
arising above the din of a thousand mixed
messages is the mortal wound to one’s self-
esteem and self-confidence: “you are not
enough.” And even as girls and women
accomplish more and more, there is never
enough accomplishment. As success results
in greater autonomy, there is never enough
control. As nutrition and fitness gain increas-
ing status as daily priorities, there is never
enough perfection. As Martin notes, our

… body-hatred, weight and exercise obsession, and

emergence into womanhood with a destructive self-

identity are the new rites of passage.

“perfect” girls are our “starving” daughters. 
What Martin brilliantly and convincingly

accomplishes is to give faces to overwhelm-
ing statistics. She moves the evidence of
research from our heads to our hearts as she
writes from a raw and vulnerable vantage
point, relating her own history with 
disordered eating tendencies and an 
insatiable drive towards perfection. Ampli-
fying the author’s fresh and profoundly 
honest perspective, however, are the voices
of hundreds of girls whom Martin has 
interviewed for this project. Perhaps for the
first time since Sara Shandler’s Ophelia
Speaks do we hear from girls about girls.

As Martin notes, body-hatred within girls
has become normal, and a self-critique of
one’s thighs, arms, calves, noses, ears—any
and all parts of the body—has become rou-

dominant cultural messages say that our worth 

lies in our willingness to be tweaked, tuned up,

changed, improved, nipped, and tucked—

even to the point of death.
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tine. Body hatred is expected and demanded.
it is a community identifier, a form of girl-
bonding. Without a certain amount of body
hatred, one risks being ostracized or referred
to as one who “thinks she’s all that,” which is
not a compliment. 

For those of us located in Christian com-
munities, this notion of identification and
bonding should resonate. Our faith is based
on the act of Baptism—a community identifier
created in response to the question “Where do
i belong?” in our attempt to answer this ques-
tion, we naturally begin to compare ourselves
to others. As one wrestles with questions of
identity, emotional and psychological vulner-
ability too often incubates notions of body
shame and body hatred that too frequently
result in the development of eating disorders,
disordered eating behaviors, and profoundly
warped self-images.

it is not easy to wrap one’s mind around
the notion that a girl could have a pathologi-
cal fear of fat to the point of running so hard
and so often that she actually breaks her
feet—and then continues running. Who can
relate to the girl who holds her breath when
she smells food to the point of passing out
because she fears the aroma alone will put
pounds on her?

Well, i can. i know firsthand. i survived
anorexia, and now work in the field of eating
disorders where i often encounter people
who tell me that they could never do what i
do. Such confessions of inability are not
about the daily difficulties of running a non-
profit foundation. The work is not over their
heads; rather, the work is over their hearts.
Such comments reveal an inability to show
compassion towards those who suffer from
an illness one does not understand. The reac-
tion that Martin recounts, and that i have
personally heard, goes like this: “it makes
me sick to see really skinny girls. i don’t
understand why they do this to themselves.
it is a disease, i know. But it is hard to feel
sorry for them. i want to say to them, ‘Just
eat already!’”

in returning to the topic of magazine 
covers, the temptation to roll our eyes and
think there are bigger, more important 

problems to solve and better ways to spend
our time is a real one. Spending a second of
our over-committed lives on a girl’s obses-
sion with her thighs while we are in the 
middle of an unjustified war, a burgeoning
immigration debacle, and a global ecological

crisis seems like an act of individual social
injustice and a waste of our collective time.
And so, sadly, most of us do not care. Our
uninformed instincts suggest that the obses-
sion that leads to anorexia or the need to con-
trol that leads to bulimia is the fault of the
person. Such blame, however, ignores the
roles played by our culture, our communi-
ties, and ourselves.

For Christians, the belief that we are made
in the image of God holds a certain power to
reframe our understanding, but before 
moving far down the path to re-imaging
God, we must expand the metaphors used in
reference to the divine. The use of female
imagery for the divine has the potential to
curb the cultural onslaught of body-hatred
against our women and girls. Such simple yet
profound change may encourage the belief in
girls that they are fearfully and wonderfully
made, indeed. The call to the Church is to risk
moving beyond male-exclusive language for
God and to include feminine terms for the
divine, not just for those special sermons and
occasions, but throughout our worship and
everyday discourse. 

As Martin contends, “For an adolescent,
an adult’s inaction is an action. Silence 
is speech.”

We must speak out! From the pulpit, 
during Sunday school, Bible studies, and 
fellowship hours, we must address the 
normalized body hatred present in our 
culture and take a stand. 

We must be more vigilant in our use of
language. in conversation, refuse to accept
put-downs and unkind remarks made by
others and be aware of the spoken (and
unspoken) remarks we make too casually
about ourselves. Comments made “in jest”
teach others to be concerned about externals
and critical of their own bodies. Speak kindly
and lovingly about your own body. verbalize
the amazing ways your body shows up for

you each day. never criticize another’s
appearance. Praise others for the individuals
they are, not how they look.

And do not diet—ever. diets do not work
and send unrealistic messages about quick-
fix solutions. Rather than diet, adhere to a
healthy, balanced routine of nutritious eating
and fitness-promoting exercise. And during
those many Sunday afternoon potluck and
Wednesday evening shared meals together,
avoid comments about what you or someone
else is eating and how much. Be a conduit of
change in the way you recognize and honor
the image of God within yourself and others.
And by all means, talk about eating disor-
ders. identify resources for your congrega-
tions and be informed.

i recommend beginning with Courtney
Martin’s important new book. indeed, we
owe Martin a debt of gratitude for her
courage and refusal to stay silent. her fresh
and profoundly honest perspective is a clari-
on call for personal and cultural transforma-
tion that should challenge and inspire each of
us who lives in community with women and
girls seeking to understand their bodies in
relation to the Imago Dei and desperately in
need of love and support as they journey
towards physical and spiritual health and
wholeness.

Readers of The Spire were introduced to Shelli
Renee Yoder in the fall 2002 issue when her auto-
biographical essay titled “Pursuing a Crown of
Perfection: A Journey from Atlantic City to 
Vanderbilt University Divinity School” was 
published. A finalist in the 1993 Miss America
pageant and a survivor of anorexia nervosa,
Yoder served as the executive director of the 
Eating Disorders Coalition of Tennessee. During
the summer, she and her family returned to her
home state of Indiana where she is developing a
book manuscript on re-imaging motherhood and
working as a consultant in the areas of disordered 
eating behaviors and body image consciousness.
Yoder was graduated from Purdue University
where she earned a baccalaureate in interpersonal
and public communication and from Indiana
University where she received a master’s degree
in counseling and human services. She attended
Vanderbilt University Divinity School as a 
Dollar General Scholar and fulfilled the require-
ments for the Carpenter Program’s certificate in
religion, gender, and sexuality. 

Illustration by Aimee M. Swartz
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The use of female imagery for the divine has the

potential to curb the cultural onslaught of body-

hatred against our women and girls.
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Mark L. Bramlett Jr., A’46

Kathleen E. Brandt, MDiv’85

Brookemeade Congregational Church UCC, 

Nashville, Tennessee

Melinda McGee Brown, MDiv’00, and 

Ian R. Brown, JD’00 

Joseph E. Brown Jr., BA’61

Rosemary Brown, MDiv’77

Jonathan D. Brumberg-Kraus, PhD’91

Mary Lea Bryant, MEd’07, and 

Frederick L Bryant, MTS’04 

Theodore H. Bryson, MTS’99

William T. Buckner, MDiv’57, and 

Frances N. Buckner 

Roger A. Bullard, PhD’65

Richard Alan Bunch, MDiv’70, DMin’71

Robin Jensen and Patout Burns

Mary R. Butler, BSN’57, and Harry A. Butler, PhD’59 

Jimmy G. Byrd, MDiv’78

Shane T. Cadden, MTS’99

Mark A. Caldwell, MTS’04

Stephen A. Caldwell, MDiv’71, and Lindy Caldwell

Thomas E. Camp, DMin’53

Alan R. W. Campbell, MST’67, and Louise Campbell

Linda S. Campbell, MDiv’80

Amy Carr, MDiv’93

Jerry B. Carr, MDiv’58, DMin’75

Terry Blaine Carty, MDiv’83

Mary Allison Beasley Cates, MDiv’03

Robert L. Caufield, MDiv’54

Wilfred Kenneth Cauthen, PhD’59

Merrill O. Challman, MDiv’47

George P. Chandler, MDiv’59

Palamittathu V. Chandy, DMin’74

H. McCreal Chapman, DMin’76

David T. Childs, MMus’61, MDiv’65, PhD’71

Emily S. Christy, MA’85, and Neil F. Christy, MA’81 

Keith E. Clark, MDiv’80

John B. Clark, MDiv’60, DMin’82

Janice Earlene Clark, MA’70, and 

Terry L. Clark, MDiv’71 

J. Fred Cloud Jr., BA’44, MDiv’47, DMin’90

Peter Coccia, MA’80

James Raymond Coffman, DMin’80, and 

Mary Kathryn Coffman

Alan E. Cole, DMin’72, and Marylyn Cole

Harry A. Cole III, MDiv’70, DMin’81

Curtis D. Coleman, DMin’76

Alice Brunson Coleman, MLS’67, EdS’79, and 

Gillis Byrns Coleman, PhD’76 

Monica A. Coleman, MDiv’98

Thomas Bryan Conner III, BA’88

Sandra Hooper Cook, MA’60, and 

John Thomas Cook, MDiv’63

Robert M. Cooper, DMin’72

Jerry F. Corlew, MDiv’58, and Martha Ann Corlew

Faith M. Cornwall, MDiv’66, DMin’74

John G. Corry, DMin’81, and Shirley Corry 

Charles W. Courtoy, DMin’76

Ann G. Cover, MDiv’01

Margaret Parks Cowan, PhD’90, and John D. Cowan

Martha Jane Reineke, PhD’83, and 

William Ira Cozart, MS’77

Fred B. Craddock Jr., PhD’64

Billy E. Craighead, MDiv’55

Toni Craven, PhD’80

Barry Steele Crawford, PhD’78

Deborah Beth Creamer, MDiv’93

William C. Creasy, Oberlin’54, DMin’71

James L. Crenshaw, PhD’64

Carolyn T. Crocker, D’74, and 

Richard R. Crocker, MDiv’73, PhD’88

Jason W. Crosby, MDiv’04

Robert H. Crumby, DMin’73

Rebecca S. Curry, MDiv’76

Clyde W. Cutrer Sr., PhD’59

Mary Louise Danner, G’61, and 

Charles E. Danner, MDiv’63

Katheryn P. Darr, PhD’84, and John A. Darr, PhD’87

Randal Lee Daugherty, MDiv’82

Myra Agee Davenport, MLS’68, and 

Carl W. Davenport, MDiv’60, PhD’68, MLS’71

Gene L. Davenport, MDiv’60, PhD’68

Robert F. Davenport, DMin’70

David R. Davis, MDiv’70, DMin’77

Dent C. Davis III, MDiv’74

James Burt Davis, DMin’80

William C. Davis, MDiv’49

William Gerald Davis, MDiv’82 and 

Kathryn E. Quick

Daniel G. Deffenbaugh, PhD’99

Jane Kieve Depee, BSN’62, MSN’63, and 

George W. Depee, MDiv’61 

Rory Cooke Dicker, PhD’98, and Paul DeHart

Dennis C. Dickerson, MDiv’07, and Mary Dickerson

Marcia Dillard

Angela Marie Dillon

William E. Dodson, MDiv’73

Jeanine Anne Dorfman, MDiv’94

William E. Dorman, MDiv’70

Jennifer Lane D. Downs, MDiv’06

Clare Golson Doyle, MDiv’88, and 

Lloyd A. Doyle, MDiv’88

David R. Drain, DMin’72

Joseph D. Driskill, MDiv’71

Paul A. Duffey, MDiv’45

James Thomas Dunaway, MA’77

Montfort C. Duncan Jr., DMin ‘73

Stanley G. Duncan, MDiv’76

Thomas F. Duncan, MDiv’63

Victor W. Dungan, MDiv’63

Sanders R. East, MDiv’59

Rebecca Jorgensen Eberhart, MDiv’00, and 

Timothy Reinhold Eberhart, MDiv’00 

Tom Eblen, MDiv’71

E-Card Consultants, Inc.

Florence Thorpe Eddins, MDiv’79, and 

Woodrow Wilson Eddins, MDiv’78

Gaylyn Elaine Ginn Eddy, PhD’99

Clifford Alan Edge, MDiv’82

Fred P. Edie, MDiv’86

Gwen Efird, BSN’59, and Gene Efird, MDiv’60

Allen V. Eikner, PhD’62

Patterson D. Ellis, DMin’75, and Rhonda G. Ellis 

Joe Elmore, MDiv’56

Bobby H. Ely, MDiv’62

William Dean Emerson, MDiv’91

Schola Prophetarum
Donor Society

Gene Vaughan, BA’55, and Susan Vaughan

The Washington Foundation

Betty and Bernard Werthan

Gudrun and Bob West

Ridley Wills, BA’56, and Irene Wills

Justin Wilson, JD’70, and Barbara Engelhardt 

Carol Zwick, G’75

(Gifts of $500-$999)

Carol Adams, MA’59, and David Adams, 

MDiv’58

John F. Ahner

Wendell Barnett, BE’74, MBA’82, and Pam Barnett

Chappy Bradner, MDiv’69

William Brockman, MDiv’58, and 

Margaret Brockman

Gwen Brown-Felder, MDiv’03

Frank Graves Broyles, MDiv’79

Frederick Clifford, Oberlin’46

David Damon, DMin’74

Ann B. Day, MDiv’78

Josephine Doubleday, BA’48, and 

B. B. Doubleday, BE’46

Riggins Earl, MDiv’69, PhD’78

Dorothy Parks Evins, MDiv’67, MLS’70

Robert Ford, MDiv’59, and Elizabeth Ford

Bruce Fulton, MDiv’78, MLS’84

George Gray, DMin’80, and June Gray

Luke Gregory, MA’81, and Susan Gregory

Stuart Gulley, BA’83

Carolyn Higginbotham, MDiv’83, and 

Jim Higginbotham, MDiv’83, PhD’05

In memory of Liston O. Mills
David Hilliard, MDiv’59, DMin’80, and 

Patsy Hilliard

Eric Holmstrom, MDiv’78

Paula Hoos, MS’75, PhD’82, MDiv’01

Stephanie Wood Hunt, MTS’89

Mary M. Johannes

Kitty Norton Jones, MDiv’98

Ryan LaMothe, PhD’94

James Lapsley

Sally Levine

Metropolitan Community Church, 

Austin, Texas

Virginia McLeod, MDiv’75

Pete Nebhut, BA’56, and Judy Nebhut

Evon O. Flesberg Nelson, PhD’96, and 

Mr. Norman M. Nelson

Norman Nettleton, MDiv’53

Elizabeth Pankey-Warren, MDiv’87

Tom Patterson, BA’63, and Michael Eldred

Ruth Ann Rowland, and Marc S. Rowland

Diane Sasson and Jack Sasson 

In memory of Howard L. Harrod
Second Presbyterian Church, 

Nashville, Tennessee

E. Dan Smith, BA’59, and Sue Smith

Tony Spence, E’75

Rubye Lynn Thomas, and Bethel E. Thomas

MaryGoodloe Tucker, BA’93, and David Tucker

Vincent Walkup, MDiv’71, DMin’84

Nancy J. Weaver

Bill Wilson, JD’64

Gifts to Vanderbilt University Divinity School

between July 1, 2008, and June 30, 2009

Chancellor’s Council
($10,000 or more)

Carol and Barney Barnett

E. Rhodes and Leona B. Carpenter Foundation

Estate of Marguerite Folkerth

Estate of June L. and George L. Herpel, BA’53

The Henry Luce Foundation

Eva and Peter Hodgson

Berta and James Laney

Francis Asbury Palmer Fund

Joe Nix Quin, BA’54

Judy Thompson, BA’69

Janell and Walter Rein, MDiv’62

Cal Turner, BA’62, and Maggi Turner

Dean’s List
($5,000-$9,999)

Heidi and James Hudnut-Beumler

Magee Christian Education Foundation

Kathy and Frank McArthur, BA’64

United Church of Christ, Cleveland, Ohio

Member’s Level
($1,000-$4,999)

Bruce E. Barrett, MDiv’56

Kay Beasley, BA’56, and Earl Beasley, BA’55

Daniel Beck, MA’80

Mary Ann and Bill Blaufuss

Randy Boone, MDiv’78, PhD’87

Beth Boord and Henry Ambrose

Cheryl Brown, MS’77, and Ted Brown, 

MDiv’79, PhD’88

Arthur Burrows, MDiv’65, MST’67

In memory of Hubert W. Morrow, 
MDiv’48, PhD’65

Betty and David Buttrick

Canterbury United Methodist Church, 

Birmingham, Alabama

Cathedral of the Incarnation, 

Nashville, Tennessee

Erie Chapman, MTS’00, and Kirsten Chapman

In memory of Michelle Rebecca Jackson, MDiv’03
Raymond Clothier, MDiv’92, and Darby Ray, PhD’96

Anita Cochran, BA’59, and Bill Cochran, BA’59

Rita Collett, BA’74, and John Collett, MDiv’73

Mary and Charlie Cook

Don Cottrill, MDiv’71, and Glennell Cottrill

Tom Cross, MDiv’61, and Ruth Cross

Dee Doochin, MLAS’97, and Jerry Doochin, BA’52

Donna Dykes, PhD’76, and Ray Dykes, 

MDiv’70, DMin’73 

Kimberlee Maphis Early, MDiv’81, and Robert Early,

BA’71, MDiv’76

In honor of Robert Maphis, MDiv’64, and in honor 
of R. Mark Maphis

Sandra Earthman, and William W. Earthman III

Harold Elmore, MDiv’55, and Sylvia Elmore

Jane Entrekin, BA’51

Ervin General Partnership

First Presbyterian Church, Nashville, Tennessee

Shirley and Jack Forstman 

Ruby and Eugene Fowinkle

Gloria and Henry Gildemeister

Frank Gulley, PhD’61, and Anne Gulley

Gus G. Halliburton

Annemarie Harrod, PhD’87

In memory of Howard L. Harrod
Liz Hauer, BSN’55, MLS’66, and Chris Hauer, 

MDiv’55, PhD’59

Toni Heller, MTS’05, and Richard Heller Jr.

Jean and Ed Jenkins

Mary M. Johannes

Nancy P. Jones and Sam Jones

Virginia Kessen, BA’78, MDiv’82, and 

Mike Kessen, D’82

Pat and Kassian Kovalcheck

Forrest Lammiman, MDiv’69, and 

Barbara Lammiman

Shirley LaRoche, MTS’98

Herbert Leslie, MDiv’64

In memory of Herman A. Norton
George B. Lynch, MD’92, and Amy Lynch

Robert Maphis, MDiv’64

Dan Matthews, D’58, and Diane Matthews

M. Douglas Meeks, A’63, and Blair Meeks

Jennie W. Mills

Tom Moon, BE’66, MDiv’98, and Vicki Moon

In honor of Nanette Maria Bahlinger, MTS’98
Susan and Jim O’Neill

Bill Parsons, BA’66, MAT’68, and Evelyn Parsons 

Joe Pennel, MDiv’64, DMin’77, and Janene Pennel

Harrell Phillips, MDiv’63, and Alice Phillips

Sandra Randleman, JD’80, MDiv’99

Nancy W. Ray and Marcie Nash

In honor of Heidi and James Hudnut-Beumler
David Rodgers, MDiv’87

Anne and Charles Roos

Bob Rothman, BA’49, MDiv’51, and 

Rowena Rothman

Marlin Sanders, BA’53, MS’55, and 

Bill Sanders, BA’42

Saint Stephen’s Episcopal Church, 

Houston, Texas

MarLu Scott, MDiv’03

In memory of Michelle Rebecca Jackson, MDiv’03
Gene Shanks, BA’69 and Susan Shanks

Jackie Shrago, BS’68, MBM’75

Cathy Shull, BA’68, and Harrison J. Shull Jr., BA’66

Ada Smith, BSN’47

Kathryn Smith, BA’53, MLS’70, and 

Lester Smith, BE’54

Beth Pattillo, MDiv’90, and Randy Smith, 

BA’84, MDiv’88 

Ann Soderquist, MDiv’96

Damaris Steele, BA’41

Saundra and Alex Steele

Mary Stumb, BA’57, and Paul Stumb, BA’56, MD’60

Carol Transou, G’60, and Bedford Transou, 

BA’57, MDiv’60

Ann VanDervoort, MDiv’83, and Robert L. 

VanDervoort

John Van Nuys, MDiv’91

Jeanne and Henry Varnell 
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Suzanne G. Listemann, MDiv’86

Jack M. Loflin, MDiv’59

Laura Horne Lowery, MTS’97, and Frank Lowery

John N. Lozier, D’77

Laura Mann Magevney, BA’91, JD’97, MDiv’98, and 

Hugh M. Magevney IV, BA’91, MBA’98

Curtis L. Malone

Blake Austin Mann, MTS’05

Herbert R. Marbury, PhD’03

Paul Y. Marchbanks, MDiv’69

Coleman C. Markham, PhD’67

Ronald K. Marmaduke, Oberlin’58

Richard S. Marsh, MDiv’70

Beatrice W. Martin, MA’62, and 

Albert W. Martin, PhD’71

Thomas O. Martin III, MDiv’74, DMin’75

John S. Mason, PhD’01, and Sandra C. Mason 

Emily Askew, PhD’04, and Viki B. Matson 

Ronald H. Matthews, MDiv’80, and Patsy Matthews 

Molly Mattingly, MDiv’07

Earse Mauler Jr., Oberlin’52

F. Howard Maull, MDiv’70, and Glady Lou Maull

Homer L. McCall, MDiv’78, DMin’80

*John M. McClearen, MDiv’58

Annie McClure and John S. McClure

Mary N. McCullough, BS’80, and 

John H. McCullough, MDiv’79

Kenneth A. McCullough, MDiv’70

William P. McDonald, PhD’98

Alex McLeod, EMBA’88, and Dotsie McLeod

William S. McLoud, MDiv’72

Sandra Babcock McNary, MDiv’86

Richard L. McVicar, MDiv’82

Donna Jean McWhirter, MDiv’87

Paul W. Meier, MDiv’02

Jacqueline Frances Merritt, MTS’06

Lady Love Merryman, D’87

Dale Miller Jr., MDiv’47

John T. Miller, DMin’71

Perry S. Miller, DMin’87

Bonnie Miller-McLemore and 

Mark Miller-McLemore

Zachary W. Mills, MDiv’08

Anselm Kyongsuk Min, PhD’89

Gordon Minehart, MDiv’59, and Sara Minehart

Walter E. Mischke Jr., MDiv’56

Steven A. Monhollen, MDiv’72, DMin’73

John C. Montgomery Jr., D’52

Bobby J. Moore, MDiv’61

J. Scott Moore, BS’74

Maurice B. Moore, MDiv’56

W. Eugene Moore, MDiv’50

Roderick K. Morgan, MDiv’74, DMin’75

William B. Morgan Jr., MDiv’74, DMin’76

Michael K. Morning, MDiv’79, and 

Shirley M. Wickland

Glyndon Morris, MDiv’00

Paul Morris III, MA’87

William W. Morris, DMin’73, and Princella Morris

M. Michael Morse, Oberlin’66

Jane Summey Mullennix, MDiv’86

James R. Mulroy, MDiv’54, DMin’77

Andrea Roth Murdock, MTS’02

Kaye Murphey

Laura P. Myhr, MDiv’90

Charles Scott Myser, MDiv’83, DMin’85, and 

LaCretia Myser

Helen L. Nablo, MDiv’90

Susan E. Warner Nance, MDiv’90

Nancy G. Neelley, MDiv’03

In memory of Michelle Rebecca Jackson, MDiv’03
Richard R. Neil III, BA’60, MDiv’64

Raymond R. Newell, MDiv’73, MA’77

Donald D. Newland, Oberlin’59

Nancy W. Newton, BS’59, MS’61, and 

Joseph Allen Newton Jr., MA’71, DMin’77

Jane Ellen Nickell, MDiv’00

Kaye P. Nickell, MDiv’02

Ruth Noll, MLS’73, and Mark Noll, PhD’75

Jim Norton, BA’75, MDiv’78, and Linda Norton

Cheryl Lynn Nulty, MTS’03

Donald A. Nunnelly, DMin’84

Mary Lou O’Gorman, MDiv’84, and 

Robert T. O’Gorman

Sister Mary Aquin O’Neill, PhD’81

Norman W. Orr, MDiv’60

Noel D. Osborn, PhD’78

Robert G. Osborn, MDiv’78

Michelle Nielsen Ott, MTS’07, and 

Adam Rodney Ott

Marc Overlock, JD’87, MDiv’87, and 

Wendy Overlock 

Pamela Jean Owens, BA’69, D’73, and 

Richard John Ream

Melita Baucom Padilla, MDiv’97

Katherine Thomas Paisley, MDiv’89, PhD’06

Jean Stout Palmberg, BA’58

Cherie Parker, MDiv’79, and Jack Keller, PhD’88

Linda C. Parker, MDiv’79

Adrienne M. Parker, BA’65, and 

Bob Parker, BA’65, JD’67

Donna Parramore, BA’83, MDiv’02

Sarah Barbee Parsons, MDiv’00

JoAnn H. Patterson

John B. Payne, MDiv’56

Pamela Pearce, MA’73, and Larry Pearce, MDiv’73

Ernest C. Pennington, BA’60, MDiv’64

David H. Perkins, MDiv’03

Peter W. Peters, PhD’79

Andrew R. Peterson, MDiv’93

Frederick C. Petri, MST’64

Gary A. Phillips, MDiv’74, PhD’81

Jack C. Phillips, MDiv’63

Paul L. Phillips, MDiv’59

Janet Pierce, MDiv’86

Charles E. Pipes, MDiv’59

Cynthia Dehaven Pitcock, MA’57, and 

James A. Pitcock

In honor of Professor J. Patout Burns Jr.
Ruth Landes Pitts, PhD’68, and Bill Pitts, PhD’69

Karl A. Plank, MDiv’77, PhD’83

Ruth Coggin Poole, BA’64, MA’66, and 

Charles H. Poole, BA’49, MDiv’51, MA’57

William J. Postler, MDiv’75

James J. H. Price, PhD’77

Robert Warden Prim, MDiv’86

George W. Privett Jr., MST’68, and Martha Privett  

Gloria Munger Pyne, MTS’94

Richard Lamar Qualls, MDiv’85

Richard Thomas Quinn, MDiv’92

Nancy Jean Ramsay, PhD’87

Sharon Reddick, BS’86, MEd’87, MDiv’92, and 

James E. Cole, MDiv’91

Jenny Redding, MDiv’05, MEd’07

Paul L. Redditt, PhD’72

Fred M. Reese Jr., MDiv’54

Catharine L. Regen, MAT’55, MDiv’90, and 

Barney B. Regen, JD’68

Margaret L. Reid, Oberlin’45,’47

Suzanne D. Rhinehardt, BS’88, and 

Eric Rhinehardt, MTS’89

Frank G. Rice, DMin’65

Carol Richardson, MDiv’93

Elizabeth Ann Richardson, MDiv’84

Sunny Buchanan Ridings, MDiv’04

Patricia Rothwell Robbennolt, MDiv’57

Kevin Roberts, MTS’96, and Alyson Roberts

In honor of Kimberlee Maphis Early, MDiv’81
Mark Edward Roberts, PhD’02

Roger D. Robison, Oberlin’45

James H. Robnolt, MDiv’68

David Grant Roebuck, PhD’97

David Rollins, A’53, and Mary Rollins

S. Daniel Rosemergy, MDiv’82, DMin’88, and 

Jan Rosemergy 

Beverly Jean Ross, MDiv’00

Paula Rudy-Brown, MDiv’87

Marijean Suzanne Rue, MTS’06

Barbara McBride Russell

Michael Ray Russell

Lisa Dordal, MDiv’05, and Laurie Samuels, MEd’02

In honor of Kitty Norton Jones, MDiv’98
Christopher K. Sanders, MDiv’95

In memory of James Barr
James A. Sanders, BA’48, MDiv’51

James A. Sawyers Jr., MDiv’07

Christina L. S. Scheuller, MDiv’98

Andrew Schleicher, MDiv’07

Kurt G. Schreiber, MTS’03

Darla Schumm, PhD’02, and 

Jonathan Harris, MDiv’00

Donna Jeanne Scott, EdS’75, MDiv’85

Charles W. Scragg Jr., MDiv’56

Julius R. Scruggs, MDiv’68, DMin’75

Henry J. Segars, MDiv’57

Elmo B. Self, PhD’68

Thomas W. Shane, DD’71

Jill Sawoski Shashaty, MDiv’02, and 

Michael Sawoski Shashaty, MD’03

Sandy Parrish Shawhan, MDiv’97

Ruth Ann Sheets, BS’75, MDiv’88

John C. Shelley Jr., PhD’77

Jason A. Shelton, MDiv’03

Marcia Mount Shoop, MDiv’96, and 

John Phillip Mount Shoop, MEd’94

Florence and Dexter Shurney

Ralph Silvis, Oberlin’60

Landa Harris Simmons, MDiv’82

Richard L. Sinex, D’77

C. Freeman Sleeper, PhD’63

Paul Slentz, MA’79, MDiv’98

Leslie Rawlings Slezak, BS’84, MTS’90

Judy Gattis Smith, BA’55, and 

David H. Smith, MDiv’54

John C. Endres, PhD’82

Rosa DeGeorge Erickson, MDiv’02

Martin L. Espinosa, MTS’90, and Renita J. Weems 

Deanne Love Sory Everton, MDiv’90, and 

Sean Farley Everton, MDiv’90 

Erskine Boyce Falls Jr., MA’98

Bevington H. Farnsworth, MDiv’59, DMin’80

Melissa Beigler Faulkner, MDiv’92

Noah E. Fehl

Eleanor Daly Finnegan, MTS’05

First Missionary Baptist Church, 

Huntsville, Alabama

First Presbyterian Church, Franklin, Tennessee

Eli Daniel Fisher Jr., PhD’98

Marie M. Fleischer, MDiv’70

Ronald B. Flowers, MDiv’60, MST’61

Furman Clark Ford, DMin’64

Martha Lyle Ford, BA’84, MDiv’95

John Mark Forrester, MDiv’83

Fourth Presbyterian Church, Chicago, Illinois

E. Quinn Fox, PhD’99

Paul Nimrah Franklyn, PhD’86

Terrence L. Freeman, MDiv’72, DMin’73

Kaki Friskics-Warren, MDiv’92, and 

Bill Friskics-Warren, MDiv’84 

Richard Frothingham, Oberlin’51

Leanna Kelley Fuller, MDiv’99

Ron Gaddie, MDiv’66

Russell N. Gillimore, MDiv’60

William C. Gannaway, DMin’82

Allen C. Garner, MDiv’57

Nancy Holt Garver, BA’56

Inez Travis Genaway, MLS’69

William R. Gentry, MDiv’55

Myrl Gephaart, Oberlin’64

Eleanor Gibbons

In honor of Randall W. Smith
Laura Hayes Gladson, EdD’85, and 

Jerry A. Gladson, PhD’78 

Linda Hughes Glenn, MDiv’85

Michael Ray Glenn

Caroline Wallis Goddard, MDiv’91

Billy Starr Goforth, DMin’86

Henry J. Golson, MDiv’63

Steve R. Gordy, MDiv’76, PhD’84

David E. Goss, MDiv’63

Earl F. Gossett Jr., MDiv’57, PhD’61

Robert Buck Goyer, DMin’76

George Robert Graham, MDiv’90

Ruth Wade Grant, BS’77, and 

R. Charles Grant, MDiv’76, DMin’83

Kay C. Gray, DMin’85

Mildred Denby Green

In memory of Reuben H. Green, DMin’73
Todd Howell Green, PhD’07

John W. Gregory, MDiv’68

Russell Inman Gregory, PhD’83

Marvin C. Griffin, Oberlin’47

Paul V. Griffith, MTS’00

Frank P. Grisham, MDiv’52, MALS’58

Lisa Hamilton Gwock, MTS’05

Jennifer Hackett, MDiv’00

E. John Hamlin, D’40

Guy B. Hammond, PhD’62

Joan M. Haner, Oberlin’57, ‘59

William Christopher Hankins, MTS’91

Jerry L. Harber, MDiv’69, DMin’75

William E. Harkey, MDiv’73

Lynn A. Harmon, MDiv’57

Jane Edwina Harper, MDiv’93

Andrew W. Harrell, BA’70

In honor of William Monroe Calohan
Fred M. Harris, MA’70, MDiv’70

Stanley Ray Harris, MTS’95

Sharman Kay Hartson, MDiv’02

Charles D. Harvey, BA’51, MDiv’54, MA’62, 

and Billie L. Harvey 

Douglas D. Hawthorne, MDiv’74

Warren E. Haynes, MDiv’55

Donald F. Heath, PhD’73

Rebecca Heller, MDiv’00

Claire Helms, MA’63, and 

John Wayne Helms, MDiv’65

Thomas L. Helton, MDiv’75, and Mary Helton

Joseph G. Hembd, Oberlin’65

Christine Henchar-Reed, MA’94, MDiv’03 

Harold C. Henderson, MDiv’57

Doug Hendrix, MDiv’80

Jack H. Henton, MDiv’56

Kay Hereford Voorhees, MDiv’88

Jennifer Wyles Herrin, MS’94, and 

Jeffrey David Herrin, MDiv’95

Richard E. Herrmann, MDiv’64

Kimberly Hibbard, MTS’07

Allie J. Higgins, MTS’05

Robert L. Hill, MDiv’80

Hillsboro Presbyterian Church, 

Nashville, Tennessee

Lynn Strother Hinkle, BS’71, MDiv’01

Judith K. Hoffman, MDiv’91

Basye Holland, MA’72, MTS’02

Lawrence T. Holmer, Oberlin’63

Molly O. Holtsford, MDiv’57

Denise Dombkowski Hopkins, PhD’84

Phillip H. Horne, MMus’58, MDiv’69

Charles G. Hosay, MDiv’62

Margaret H. Howell, MDiv’85

Donald E. Howitz, Oberlin’56

C. Phillip Huckaby Jr., MDiv’59

Mary Linnie Hudson, PhD’92

Mary Fran Hughes-McIntyre, MDiv’73

Robert Hull, MDiv’66

John W. Hulme, MDiv’53

Alice Wells Hunt, MTS’96, PhD’03

Rodney J. Hunter

Susan Hylen and Ted A. Smith

Randall L. Hyvonen, MDiv’73

Rebecca S. Ikehara, MA’81

In honor of Professor Dale A. Johnson
Immanuel Baptist Church, Nashville, Tennessee

Kenneth Monroe Jackson, MDiv’07

William Edwin Jacobs, MDiv’76, DMin’78, and 

Maria S. Jacobs

Daniel Peter Jamros, PhD’86

William M. Janes, BA’53, MDiv’55

Dierdre W. Jarrett, MDiv’94

Sheryl Jaynes-Andrews, MTS’92

Jerry L. Jeffords, MDiv’70, DMin’76

Nancy Jacobs Jenkins, MDiv’05

Kenneth Allen Jessee, MDiv’87, 

and Jana Lynn Jessee

Andrea Kersh Johnson, MDiv’03

Charles M. Johnson, G’78

Norma Johnson and Dale A. Johnson

J. Thomas Johnson, Oberlin’67

James R. Johnson Sr., DMin’77

James T. Johnson, MDiv’63

Linda J. Johnson, MDiv’77

Warren H. Johnson, Oberlin’54

George K. Jones, MDiv’58

Patricia Ann Jones, MDiv’92

Paul H. Jones, PhD’88

William B. Jones, PhD’65

Kathryn R. Jordan, MAT ’69, and 

R. Craig Jordan, MDiv’71, DMin’74

Patricia B. Jung, PhD’79, and 

L. Shannon Jung, PhD’73

In memory of Howard L. Harrod
Sara S. Kauffman

Curt D. Keller, MDiv’83

Sherry Kelley and Ken Kelley

Mai Hogan Kelton, MA’51

Thomas G. Kerns, MDiv’54

David B. Kidd, MDiv’70, DMin’86

Harold E. Kieler, MDiv’57, MA’63

Yung-Suk Kim, PhD’06

Edith Winters Kimbrough, MDiv’91

Stephen Duane Watkins King, PhD’93

Angela Gay Kinkead, MDiv’97

Cecil E. Kirk, DMin’78

Karen Anita Knodt, MDiv’85

John William Knoespel, DMin’80

Millard B. Knowles, MDiv’54

Ann W. Koelemay, BS’53, and 

Ralph L. Koelemay, BA’51, MDiv’54

Robert Frederick Kohler, MA’92, and Judith Kohler

Susan Hutcheson Koose, MTS’98

Gary L. Kornell, MDiv’71, and Karen N. Kornell

In honor of Professor Dale A. Johnson
Marjorie H. Kuntz, Oberlin’47

Carol P. Kurtz, BS’71, and 

Paul M. Kurtz, BA’68, JD’72

Robert L. Kuyper, MDiv’68 

Nadia M. Lahutsky, PhD’84, and 

Edward J. McMahon II, PhD’84

Frances Beth Palmer, MA’88, and 

Paul F. Lakeland, PhD’81

William F. Lamar Jr., MDiv’57

Richard L. Lammers, Oberlin’54

Susan Lynne Lausch, MDiv’80

Nora Victoria Law, BS’99

B.F. Lee, MDiv’55

Robert E. Lee, MDiv’57

Robert Allan Leftwich Jr., DMin’79

Charles Cauthen Lever, DMin’83

Sara Lever and Chauncey W. Lever

In honor of Charles Cauthen Lever, DMin’83
G. Douglass Lewis, MDiv’60

Robert H. Lewis Jr., BA’58, MDiv’61

William B. Lewis, DMin’56, PhD’63

Sister Elizabeth Ann Liebert, PhD’86

Russell E. Lindsay, MDiv’59



Jerry C. Smith, MDiv’68, DD’70

Norris E. Smith, DMin’76

Roy L. Smith Jr., G’59

W. Alan Smith, MDiv’76, DMin’83

Felix M. Snell, MDiv’60

James D. Sonda Jr., MDiv’95

Robert H. Spain, MDiv’54

Bruce P. Spang, MDiv’71, MA’75

Garry D. Speich, MDiv’69, DMin’84

John Mark Spiegel, MDiv’82, DMin’86

St. Paul’s Episcopal Church, Franklin, Tennessee

LuAnne Marie Stanley Hook, MDiv’92

Robert H. Stegal, MDiv’66, D’77, and Kay Stegal 

Susan E. Steinberg, MDiv’92

Glen J. Stewart, MDiv’74, DMin’75

Joseph E. Stock, MDiv’60

Frank A. Stone, Oberlin’52, DMin’53

William C. Stooksbury, D’87

Pamela L. Strader, MDiv’88

William J. Strickland Sr., PhD’67

Teresa Lockhart Stricklen, MDiv’87, PhD’01

Frederick C. Stroebel, Oberlin’53

Linda R. Strominger, MDiv’80

Mark M. Strothmann, MDiv’79

Roy T. Sublette, MDIV’55

Vinson H. Sutlive Jr., MDIV’56

James E. Syphers, Oberlin’68

Carol Ann Tate, MDiv’00

Charles E. Tate III, MTS’98

Sarah S. Taylor, BA’56

W. Garie Taylor, MDiv’61

Robert J. Teitelbaum, MTS’01

Charles Stephens Thomas III, MDiv’00

James F. Thomas, Oberlin’66

Marcy Hobbs Thomas, MDiv’03

In memory of Michelle Rebecca Jackson, MDiv’03
Ashley D. Thompson

Danielle Lee Thompson, MDiv’06

Deanna A. Thompson, PhD’98

James W. Thompson, PhD’74

John Mark Thompson, PhD’65

Marilyn Thornton, MDiv’02

James O. Thurmond, MDiv’57

Gene R. Thursby, Oberlin’61,’64

Joel W. Tibbetts, MDiv’63, PhD’76

J. David Tidwell, MA’77

Diane Prelac Tobias, MLS’80, and 

Charles E. Tobias, MDiv’82

Barbara Delores Toms, MTS’06

James K. Townsend, MDiv’96

Edmund W. Tratebas, D’60

Robert J. Trobaugh, PhD’66

Sandra Beth Tulchinsky, PhD’77

Kelly Turney, MDiv’91

Paul Bruce Tuttle, MDiv’86

David Van Epps, MDiv’67

James W. VanHoeven, MST’65, PhD’72

Jonathan David Vance, MDiv’91

Gregory Kyle Vickers, MA’86

John L. Vickrey, MDiv’68

Nancy Victorin-Vangerud, MDiv’86, PhD’95, and 

Robert D. Victorin-Vangerud, MDiv’86

Ray Waddle, MA’81

David S. Wade, MDiv’78

Anna V. Wadlington, BA’49, and 

Bill Wadlington, BA’48, MD’52

Ahmad Fawad Wahidi and Florence Wahidi

Beverly C. Waites, BA’54, MA’56, MAT’56, and 

Byron Waites, MDiv’55

Charles T. Waldrop, MDiv’63

Charles A. Wallick, MST’67

Frederick L. Ware, MDiv’91, PhD’99

Charles H. Warfield, BA’47, LLB’49

Mervyn A. Warren, DMin’75

William D. Waters Jr., MDiv’65

Robert N. Watkin Jr., PhD’69

Sidney Childs West, MA’69, and Dan C. West, DD’69

Westminster Presbyterian Church, 

Charlottesville, Virginia

John L. White, PhD’70

Linda T. White, MDiv’94, and Raymond D. White

Robert G. White, MDiv’85

Robert H. White Jr., MDiv’65, DD’70

Paul B. Whittemore, PhD’78

Ken Wilkerson, MDiv’58, PhD’67, and 

Gail Wilkerson

Douglas T. Williams Jr., MDiv’74

John P. Williams, MDiv’64

George Williamson Jr., PhD’71, and Carol Williamson

Sherry S. Willis

Keith A. Wilson, MDiv’79

Thomas R. Wilson Jr., MDiv’54

Andrew R. Wolfe, MDiv’74

James Paul Womack, MDiv’73

Laurence N. Woodruff, MST’67

David O. Woodyard, Oberlin’65

Richard E. Wrangle, MDiv’58

Bill G. Wright, MDiv’59

H. Elliott Wright Jr., MDiv’62, MST’67

Julian H. Wright Jr., JD’92, MDiv’92

Selena A. Wright, MDiv’08

Stephen A. Hamilton Wright, PhD’00

Kenneth R. Wyant, MDiv’72

Robert Odell Wyatt II, MTS’03

Sanford W. Wylie Jr., DMin’84

Henry G. Wyman, Oberlin’61

Stephen Groves Yates, MDiv’98

William Ray Yearwood, MDiv’70

Linda Gibson Zelenka, BA’64

Mills-Buttrick Society
Gifts from churches and religious organizations

between July 1, 2008 and June 30, 2009

Brookemeade Congregational Church UCC, 

Nashville, Tennessee

Canterbury United Methodist Church, 

Birmingham, Alabama

Cathedral of the Incarnation, 

Nashville, Tennessee

First Missionary Baptist Church, 

Huntsville, Alabama

First Presbyterian Church, Franklin, Tennessee

First Presbyterian Church, Nashville, Tennessee

Fourth Presbyterian Church, Chicago, Illinois

Hillsboro Presbyterian Church, 

Nashville, Tennessee

Immanuel Baptist Church, Nashville, Tennessee

Metropolitan Community Church, Austin, Texas

Second Presbyterian Church, 

Nashville, Tennessee

St. Paul's Episcopal Church, Franklin, Tennessee 

St. Stephen's Episcopal Church, Houston, Texas

United Church of Christ, Cleveland, Ohio

Westminster Presbyterian Church, 

Charlottesville, Virginia

Sarratt Society
Individuals who have made planned gift 

commitments to the Divinity School

Elbridge W. Bartley, Jr., MDiv’40

Beth Boord 

Randal Lee Daugherty, MDiv’82

Kimberlee Maphis Early, MDiv’81, and 

Robert Early, BA’71, MDiv’76

Dorothy Parks Evins, MDiv’67, MLS’70

Doris and Ed Farley

Shirley and Jack Forstman

Idella and Walter Harrelson

Toni Heller, MTS’05, and Richard Heller Jr.

David M. Hilliard, Jr., MDiv’59, DMin’80  

William J. Hook, PhD’92, and Theresa Hook

Robert T. Ireland, MDiv’73, DMin’74, and 

Jo Beth Ireland 

Malcolm Jones, A’45, and Catherine Jones

B.F. Lee, MDiv’55, and Ruth Lee

Ron Matthews, MDiv’80, and Pat Matthews

Frank D. McArthur II, BA’64, and

Kathy M. McArthur

Virginia McLeod, MDiv’75

Heston Milligan, MDiv’47, and Sue Milligan 

Michael K. Morning, MDiv’79, and Sharon Wickland

Jack C. Phillips, MDiv’63

Joe Nix Quin, BA’54

S. Daniel Rosemergy, MDiv’82, DMin’88, and 

Jan Rosemergy

MarLu P. Scott, MDiv’03

J. Samuel Shelby, MDiv’41, and Elaine Shelby

Ada T. Smith, BSN’47

Gina L. Tollini, MDiv’91

Carol Transou, G’60, and 

Bedford T. Transou Jr., BA’57, MDiv’60 

V. Ann Van Dervoort, MDiv’83 

Woodrow W. Wasson, BA’39, MA’40, MLS’67

Robert O. Wyatt II, MTS’03

This donor report includes gifts received from July 1,
2008, through June 30, 2009. If you have made a gift 
after this date, please accept our sincere gratitude and
know that your generosity will be acknowledged in our
next report. While we have made every effort to ensure 
the accuracy of this list, please inform us of any omissions
or errors by calling 615/322-4205.

*deceased

T H E  S P I R E40

Va n d e r b i l t  U n i v e r s i t y  D i v i n i t y  S c h o o l  a n n o u n c e s  t h e  

 Cole Lectures
t o  b e  d e l i v e r e d  b y  

The Reverend Doctor James M. Lawson Jr., D’60

Thursday, October 15, 7:00 p.m.
Friday, October 16, 10:00 a.m.

Benton Chapel 

The Reverend Doctor James M. Lawson Jr. 
2008

by Simmie Knox
American

(born 1935, Aliceville, Alabama)
oil on linen
44” x  34”

Tillett Lounge
Vanderbilt University Divinity School

photographed by Steven Green
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An ancient symbol of faith, 

wisdom, and friendship, the iris

grows abundantly in a garden

bordering the John Frederick

Oberlin Divinity Quadrangle. 

Your gift to our annual fund 

provides abundant opportunities for

student theologians to grow in the

traditions of their

faith, 

to acquire the 

wisdom
for serving the world, 

and to forge 

friendships
in a community dedicated 

to intellectual and spiritual 

formation.

You may pledge your gift online 

by using the secure gift form at 

www.vanderbilt.edu/thevanderbiltfund,
by calling 615/322-4205, 

or by corresponding with us at

The Vanderbilt Fund Office

PMB 407727

2301 Vanderbilt Place

Nashville, TN 37240-7727
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