The organizer of this conference asked me to connect what I said about literary journalism back to Enrique’s Journey. “What we all have in common, the one thing, is that we have all read this book,” she said. I suggest that it is not just this book we have in common, so much as we have STORY in common. 
Whether we are relaying our Friday night adventures to our best friend or describing for our parents exactly why there was mud on their car that night we were grounded, we all love a good yarn. And a TRUE one is even better, right?
From stories we learn and explain, of course. But from stories, we also empathize, and understand, and share and connect. It is no coincidence that in Native American literature, Greek and Roman mythology, European fairytales, even the Bible we see very similar characters and storylines over and over. 
Our stories make us human and demonstrate the universality of our common situation. Through stories, we are inspired to assert a position in our worlds, to be known, to be heard, to be understood. When we are talking to our parents about that Friday evening, we emphasize our heroic act pulling someone’s car out of the mud, rather than our presence at the party we were not supposed to be at. We tell about our lives, presenting ourselves as hero, as soothsayer, as trickster.
Journalists tell our society’s stories. Back in the 1940s the Hutchins Commission assigned journalists a social responsibility to act as a Fourth Estate. They are supposed to be the ones who bear witness and then explain to everyone else what the heck is going on. 
Reporters ascribe meaning to those events today so we can self-govern and be a little bit smarter tomorrow. 
And if that isn’t enough pressure, journalism is also about understanding one another’s experience and relaying that understanding so that we can understand one another. 
Think about that for a minute. Think about the power of that role and what it means to be a reporter with that responsibility, to turn people’s experiences into sensible and meaningful and significant stories. 

Literary journalism is a kind of news storytelling that is meant to perform that function through fiction techniques, and Enrique’s Journey falls into this category. We are going to talk about why, but first I want to talk about the genre itself.
Many people peg the start of literary journalism with Truman Capote and his famous In Cold Blood during the 60s. At the time, much journalism was straight news accountings that emphasized subject over form and celebrated the reporting skills at the expense of the writing technique.
And then Truman Capote, who had been experimenting with different kinds of nonfiction writing styles in the New Yorker for several years, saw a small 300-word item in the New York Times about the murder of a Kansas family by a couple men who just wanted to rob them.  
He said, “I was looking for a subject that would have sufficient proportions. …I was looking for something very special that would give me a lot of scope.”

He spent four years working on the book, interviewing everyone and getting to know the killers, and writing up all of these facts using descriptive technique, metaphor and suspense and foreshadowing. He wrote the piece around the psychologically thrilling theme: Man vs Himself, and he used all of the stuff we learn in our high school English classes and in English 101 to craft the drama. 
When he was done in 1966, he labeled it the nonfiction novel, and it became an international bestseller and was made into two movies (including one starring Philip Seymour Hoffman just a couple years ago). 
A new genre was born. Or so it was declared.
But I posit that this kind of story has been around ever since we have communicated as humans. Even our early myths were no more than composites of the human experience, as a way to explain existence or to teach each other how to treat one another. 
Journalism is rife with such narrative examples, whether we are talking about the Sob Sisters or the muckrakers from a century ago. These early literary journalists infiltrated various communities from the meat industry to the insane asylums to raise awareness about various societal problems – often at outrageous risk to themselves – and wrote it all down with dramatic flair and sometimes, one must admit, with much poetic license. 
But it should be noted, much policy change enacted as a result of these accounts. Our meat is much safer; our psychiatric wards much more regulated. And isn’t that what journalism is all about too? Educating people so they can make the world a better place?
Scholars have long labeled what happens in our news accounts as either myth or chronicle. 
In myth, a storyteller crafts a tale that explains baffling or frightening or interesting situations that surround us in life: why people do great things, why bad things happen. Through myth we can teach values and standards that we as a community need to abide by in order to have a working society without anarchy. 
So when you think about all the crime news you see every day, consider it not so much as a frustrating annoyance, but rather as one of our symbolic ways of conveying right and wrong, about how to recognize wayward characters, about the parameters of proper behavior. 
Myth creates order out of the chaos that makes up the details of our lives (and explains our sometimes nefarious instincts).
And then there is chronicle, which provides for us a record that something noteworthy has happened. And some news scholars consider this accounting to be a vital part of the process of sense-making. It is a roll call of events and facts and statistics and evidence that serve to assure us the world continues to revolve and our values remain intact. 
I do believe the very best of the literary genre do both of these – myth and chronicle – and together they make story. 
Since Truman Capote’s In Cold Blood, many many journalists have delighted us with story about ourselves: think of the ones you know: Perfect Storm by Sebastian Junger or Into the Wild by Jon Krakauer. They are at their heart about the human experience, told to us via a variety of techniques that culminate into Story. 

So is Enrique’s Journey. First I am going to talk about how Enrique’s Journey weaves for us a story with mythic characteristics. And then, I will talk about how Enrique is also a chronicle at its heart and why that is important as well. 

This story is meant to be a modern-day Odyssey – an allusion made not only by reviewers of the book but by Nazario as well throughout. In the evocation of this myth, we are to think about the importance of loyalty, the strategy and cunning necessary in overcoming of obstacles and the power of love. And aren't all of these present in this book? Are we not awed at the incredible pull Lourdes has for Enrique? His perseverance in beginning anew after every single failure? The eternal hope and sense of loyalty all the characters exude even in the face of daunting misery and despair all around them? 
Story, Pulitzer Prize winner and literary journalist Jon Franklin tells us, is about a sequence of actions that occurs when a sympathetic character encounters a complicating situation that he confronts and solves. 
This complicating situation must involve tension surrounding a BASIC human situation: love, death, loss, betrayal, pain, triumph. Franklin asks us to think about all of our stories carefully in three words: a noun with an active verb and a direct object. These three words must encapsulated the inherent POINT of our tale. Cancer strikes Tina. Joe survives war. These three words must contain all the values and feelings and basic human condition that the story is supposed to evoke.
In our book, the complication can be summed up with the three-word sentence: Enrique loses family. And then the plot: Enrique pursues family. The resolution? Enrique regains family. (And all that that entails: acceptance, belonging, community, inclusion. 
In this story, he is our protagonist. He faces a complication and acts to overcome it. He achieves a measure of resolution. He meets obstacles and engages in love and hate and fights and tenderness as our favorite fictional protagonist might. We root for him to succeed, do we not?
But Enrique is a complicated character: we sympathize with him but the author does a great narrative job of showing us his complexities. I mean, we wouldn’t want him for our brother or our boyfriend or our son, right? 
Even as we understand why he is sniffing glue, we are also being warned that he has this character flaw, this way of dealing with his problems that is self destructive. And even as we understand this complication, we are also rewarded with the idea that can overcome that flaw. 

Nazario builds suspense into the book: how WILL he handle the coming reunion we are told shall be fraught with as much tension as it is joy? Will there BE resolution? Is that even possible?
When you are in your groups today you might consider this question: How is Nazario using fiction techniques like foreshadowing and metaphor and dialogue to weave this narrative of Enrique? Can you find where she employs these techniques? For it is through these tricks of the writing trade that we can truly know Enrique and his mom, girlfriend and sister and understand this story.
Are there flaws in the story as well? Of course, as the nyt book review suggests, the story flow seems disjointed in times, in the style of straight newspaper reporting with repetitive information and eye-glazing reports. Were we not sometimes bored by the litany of statistics or dismayed at the occasional redundancies of information?
But consider what we know to be a necessary task of journalism: that to be a journalist is bear witness in order for us to really understand ourselves, each other and our lives. Here is where journalistic story as CHORNICLE comes into play. 

The journalist must serve as biographer and not as friend or confidante. By industry standards, she was not allowed to take any poetic license. If she had made anything up – bits of dialogue or thoughts of the characters that she could not verify – she would have been discredited and fired and in that process, the attention she wanted to bring to her issue would have shifted to her and the job she did as a reporter instead of to the plight of the immigrants.

Likewise it is not for the reporter to demonize or to paint a portrait of a one-dimensional heroic figure. Rather, it is her job to not only make us aware and to care and to understand – i.e. what the myth of this tale does – but also to understand this is not a unique accounting or merely a nice story to teach us a lesson about hope and perseverance. 
No, Nazario also wanted people to know that this story unfolds again and again, every day. She wanted us to picture not just Enrique riding on top of those trains, confronting the Beast and losing limbs and risking everything, but hundreds of thousands of people like him – many children seeking their families. 
The documentation makes the story feel more credible because we are hit over the head with the evidence. With every statistical repetition and narrative redundence we are reminded again and again that Enrique’s journey is many immigrant’s journeys. Enrique is no Odyesseus in that sense, for Odyesseus was portrayed as being singular in his bravery and his adventures and Enrique is sadly one of many.

And as with any such tale of truth, risk is involved. Nazario had to swim around with all of the messy details that the real life of these immigrants dumped in her lap. It is a fine line to walk, this balance one must judge as a literary journalist. She must be companion but never intervene. She must empathize but try to remain impartial and never promise something she cannot deliver, like friendship or a positive portrayal. 
Posterity demands a true witnessing and one’s actions will always change outcomes. Every journalist must consider not only all the stuff of myth, the characters and plot and lessons and not only all the stuff of chronicle, the statistics and facts and documentation and repetitive accountings. But also all the potential consequences of telling the story to begin with, of adding this detail or refraining from that one. 
Just like each of us must do when we tell our story about Friday night to our best friend or our parents: we must consider our audience, think about the lesson we want to highlight, and stay true to our own individual ethical being.
Should she mention the glue sniffing and the distressing behavior of Enrique or the lies, crimes and betrayals she witnesses or would that mean her readers lose compassion for him and other immigrants? 
Should she help the immigrants she saw on her own journeys through Central America and at the border or would that change the story? And she would certainly have born some responsibility if he or his family had been deported. But she also shared in some of the victory such as the reunion with becki. 

And it is this complexity that we do not get in many of our Hollywood movies or our Harry Potters or our other fictional novels. And that is the truth and all the complicated webs of that truth. Even happy endings are compromised when we tell stories about real life. So even though literary journalism as a genre is often compared to and read as fiction, this book about Enrique is NOT fiction, and we must always remember that. And rather hear Nazario’s message and work to improve the situation that created the need for Enrique’s Journey to begin with.

