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be that the scientists and philosophers keep trying to tiptoe out of the 
theist pasture into the deist one, where the grass seems greener?" 
 

* * * * * 
 

 Fraser turned to enter the kitchen and came upon a curious 
sight: it was Lucy's hindquarters seemingly magnified out of 
proportion. She was on her hands and knees on the kitchen floor, 
intent on giving it a good scrubbing. Because she was facing away 
from him, she was not aware of his presence at first. Something of the 
illusion one sometimes sees on television when hands get too close to 
the camera and appear enormous in comparison to the rest of the 
body now seemed to be playing tricks on Fraser's eyes, for suddenly 
Lucy seemed larger than ever in the rear end department. Over the 
years she had spread out a bit in that regard, but Fraser had never 
seen her looking so broad before. 
 
 Moreover, she was dressed in clothes that almost seemed to 
protest the necessity of cleaning. It was as if her clothes were a 
reproach to Fraser for not doing his fair share of the housework. And 
when she turned to face him, he could see that her hair was a mess. 
 
 "I wish you'd do something about your appearance," he said 
cautiously. 
 
 "On a Saturday -- when I'm supposed to clean the house? I'll 
tell you what: I'll nip over to the beauty salon while you take over 
washing the kitchen floor." 
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 "No, I don't mean the way you look right now," he said, 
realizing that he was telling a white lie to spare her feelings. "I just 
mean, in general. You have nice hair, and I think you could do more 
with it." 
 
 "You mean I should cut it shorter?" She almost seemed to put 
the question to him as a challenge, for she knew that Fraser liked long 
hair on women. 
 
 Fraser squirmed for a way to extricate himself. "I guess there's 
something to that old term `Sunday best,'" he said gently. "And when 
it's cleaning time on Saturday, well, you wear something else. I 
understand that." 
 
 Fraser's gambit was not as successful as he hoped, for he and 
Lucy were still engaged in their version of a fight -- or perhaps only a 
tiff. Before long she was accusing him of sexism. Now that she had 
some wind in her sails, she started to talk about the power vs. beauty 
dichotomy and complained that women just can't win. The cards are 
stacked against them from the beginning. 
 
 Then she threw an earlier theme into the discussion: she went 
back to the notion of God taking all the glory or credit. "Let me 
explain something to you, Fraser," she said condescendingly. "Your 
so-called Christian theology is shot through with sexism and 
paternalism! That's really what's wrong with the notion of the glory 
of God: it's a reflection of what's wrong with the typical marriage 
relationship. The woman is supposed to be what you call beautiful, 
but she doesn't get the time and opportunity to do much about her 
looks. Meanwhile, the man is the brains of the operation and takes 
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the credit for everything. He's the one who's supposed to get all the 
glory." 
 
 "Is that really how you see me?" asked Fraser, feeling aggrieved. 
 
 "Well, you're not the worst one. So try not to take this too 
personally. But this is how works between men and women: if the 
wives are to get their way, they usually have to do it by manipulating 
their husbands. Some are taught by their mothers to plant an idea in 
their husband's mind and then wait for the day when he comes up 
with it himself just as though he thought of it in the first place. That 
little game probably goes all the way back to the Garden of Eden. 
That's why Christianity is having such a problem with feminism and 
the women's movement. It can't accommodate women anymore. 
Many women just won't stand for this sort of thing, and so they're 
leaving the churches." 
 
 "You should visit a few services and count heads some time," 
responded Fraser. "I think you'll find that there are more females 
than males in the typical church service. The church is hardly a men's 
club." 
 
 "Even if that's true," she shot back, "take a look and see who's 
running the show. Don't the worship leaders -- or most of them, 
nowadays -- still have to be men? The old paternalistic theology and 
understanding of God is woven into the very fabric of the churches. 
God gets all the glory, just as men are preoccupied with getting the 
glory. After all, God is one of the guys." 
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 Fraser could not decide whether Lucy had been reading 
feminist theology or had reached these vehement conclusions 
through her own reflections. He decided it made no difference: she 
had to be taken seriously either way. 
 
 And she was far from done. She continued: "Take this 
business of men's childish preoccupation with paternity -- they're 
always asking: Is it really my child that you're carrying? Who gets the 
glory when a new life enters this world? It used to be that a woman's 
egg was considered no more than nourishment for the developing 
baby, which had somehow entered life fully formed from the father. 
The mother provided the womb, and the genetic information came 
from the father. I learned about it in a university class years ago. Of 
course that's utter biological nonsense, but the attitude that 
accompanied such thinking is still with us. Men have the big muscles; 
men do the planning; men make the decisions. And if the men are 
Christians, they like to assure each other that God is getting all the 
glory." 
 
 "Are you about done?" asked Fraser? 
 
 "As a matter of fact, I'm not. While I'm mad enough to get 
these things off my chest, I might as well tell you that part of the 
reason for the trouble we're having with Kelly is exactly this problem. 
I know I agreed to allow you to raise the children in the church, and I 
still don't think it's basically a bad idea -- it gives them something to 
rebel against -- but it works better for Matthew than for Kelly. The 
church is not a good place for females." 
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 "Would it help if we called God beautiful and got away from 
the preoccupation with credit and accomplishment and changing and 
making things?" asked Fraser. "It may interest you to know that 
there's a lovely old hymn that opens with the words `Beautiful Savior, 
King of creation.'" 
 
 "Come off it, Fraser. You don't really believe that! If God was 
considered beautiful in the Christian tradition, there wouldn't be that 
commandment against making an image of him. So you may demand 
that the woman in your life be beautiful, but even if she succeeds, 
she's not imaging God. Only you get to be God's image, because you 
get to do all the manly things that God also likes doing." Noting the 
look of incomprehension on her husband's face, Lucy added: "I 
sometimes wonder why I'm in this marriage at all." 
 
 "Am I really as bad as all that?" asked Fraser. Then he 
withdrew to lick his wounds. 
 

* * * * * 
 
 In his mind Fraser was thinking dark thoughts about how 
women are impossible to talk to. He wondered whether Angela 
would be at all sympathetic to what Lucy was trying to say. Of course 
Angela had never been married, and it was hard for Fraser to imagine 
her in grubby clothes washing the kitchen floor. Nevertheless, he 
thought it might be worth his while to discuss the issues and see if he 
could get some insight and perhaps even some consolation. 
 
 It turned out to be a few days before he could get in to see her. 
When he telephoned her, he indicated he did want this to be a 
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private encounter -- a coffee shop would not do. And so he wound up 
in her office at St. Capacia's. 
 
 Angela was indeed sympathetic to Lucy and seemed to think 
that her task was to give a more theologically informed version of 
what Lucy was articulating. "Fraser, those voices cannot be stilled," 
she said gently. "I know there are men in the church who want to 
hear nothing of that: it's as though they're sitting there with their 
hands over their ears. They think that all the issues were settled 
centuries ago, and all we have to do is keep on mumbling the same 
prayers. Well, it won't work. We can't avoid the issue of God as 
mother. Of course it sounds ridiculous in the ears of many of the men, 
but that's in part because they never saw their mothers getting any of 
the credit. So our traditional theology in which God gets all the credit 
and has all the power and muscle and planning attributed to him 
needs to be replaced. No, I shouldn't say that, let's say instead that it 
needs to be supplemented by a feminine -- not necessarily feminist -- 
theology of love. We need to recognize that God is not just in the 
business of demonstrating his power by planning and building dams 
and forcing people into line. God is not an engineer. Sometimes he's 
a still, small voice, as Elijah found out in I Kings 19." 
 
 "I can live with most of that," responded Fraser, "even though 
it doesn't arise out of my own experience as a male. 
 
 Then they drifted off into a discussion of women's ordination. 
If Lucy was demanding the kind of recognition of women that comes 
with women's ordination, why didn't she ease up in her attitude now 
that it had been done -- in many churches, at least? Fraser began to 
think aloud, saying things that he would like to have said to Lucy if 
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only he had thought of them earlier. Having Angela as his 
conversation partner seemed less threatening, and so he was not 
thinking defensively. 
 
 He talked about his impressions of the clerical garb worn by 
Anglican priests during their services. He also commented on all the 
"housekeeping" that seems to take place during Eucharist, or Mass, as 
the Roman Catholics like to call it. "It all looks so womanly," he 
observed, "so why do the Roman Catholics not ordain women?" 
 
 Angela had no fresh wisdom on this age-old question and 
simply suggested that it would inevitably come about. Fraser had 
heard that one before. She went on to observe that within 
Anglicanism there were still a lot of holdouts against women's 
ordination, especially in England. But she agreed that it seems 
perfectly natural to see a woman in the priest's role, especially when 
you consider what the priest does during the celebration of the 
Eucharist. 
 
 Then Fraser asked Angela whether she considered herself a 
feminist. She shook her head gently. "As a priest, I have to be here for 
all of the people, including the men. I would never want to create the 
impression that Christianity is some kind of `for women only' 
movement, or that it's mainly for women. I'm encouraged by what I 
see in my ministry. It's possible for men to recover their softer side, 
what some of the psychologists, like Jung, called the feminine side of 
their nature. As they participate in rituals like the Eucharist and see a 
male priest up there performing an essentially feminine role and 
dressed like a woman, the feminine side cannot help but come to the 
fore somewhat. This is all to the good. One of the glorious things 
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about the sacraments is that they allow us to see again how the 
church is our mother." 
 
 You know," responded Fraser, "the business of the church 
being our mother is also found among the Calvinists, including some 
of the rather strict and conservative ones. The theme that the church 
is the bride of Christ leads naturally to the image of the church as our 
mother." 
 
 Fraser paused and then ventured into more personal territory. 
"But what about you, Angela? Does the logic of your understanding 
of the priesthood suggest -- I know I'm treading on sensitive territory 
here -- that you should be a mother in the earthly sense? You have no 
children. Does that bother you?" 
 
 "Because I'm a priest, they're all my children. Now, I don't say 
that I would never marry, but it's not on my mind at all. And 
marriage is definitely not something I look toward in order to fulfill 
myself as a priest. " 
 
 Fraser then changed the subject and decided to ask Angela 
about the doctrine of creation, which he also been discussing of late. 
Angela's first response seemed fairly familiar and predictable to 
Fraser. She maintained that what we call creation is an "ongoing 
affair." 
 
 To Fraser, "ongoing affair" sounded like a rather weak or tame 
doctrine of creation, and so he pressed her on the point. Angela 
responded: "The reason that you -- maybe not so much you in person, 
Fraser, but others in your churches -- are so nervous about the 
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doctrine of creation is that you're afraid of leaving the door open to 
Darwin and his version of evolution. I think that at bottom, what 
you're afraid of is that you'll wind up in the animal kingdom." 
 
 "What about the image of God?" countered Fraser. 
 
 "Maybe it's just that human beings possess it in greater 
measure," responded Angela. When Fraser offered no comeback, she 
continued: "Because so much Christianity was shaped by Platonism, 
by the deep split between the higher and the lower, between matter 
and spirit, and so forth, you -- maybe I should say `we,' but I really 
don't feel this way myself -- became estranged from the animals. You 
developed this idea that Platonic souls are somehow the recipients of 
salvation and God's blessing. And so you left the animals on the 
outside, looking in, so to speak. That's why St. Francis comes across 
to you as little more than a kook." 
 
 Fraser admitted to himself that he had never given Francis of 
Assisi much thought. 
 
 "But what is an animal, etymologically speaking?" asked 
Angela. "`Anima' basically just means living thing. Indeed, the term is 
sometimes translated soul -- it's something alive. It should not bother 
us to be called animals. If we were not animals and did not have a 
great deal in common physiologically and anatomically with certain 
of the animals, how in the world would it be possible for animal body 
parts to be transplanted into human beings? " 
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 "So you'd bring animals into the sphere of religion? You'd 
want them to be saved? Little kids sometimes ask whether their dog 
will accompany them to heaven someday." 
 
 "Well, it's a good question. Tell me the answer, Fraser." 
 
 "I think I know the answer -- at least, for you as an Anglican. 
I'm familiar with the ritual of the blessing of the animals in your 
churches and also among the Roman Catholics. In fact, you invited 
me to attend such a service once. Now I wish I had done so. Maybe 
the next time. But what does the service really prove? So you haul 
some animals into church and thereby show that you're great animal 
lovers. Did Christ somehow die for the animals?" 
 
 "What happened your Calvinistic theology of cosmic 
redemption, Fraser? Isn't that the kind of talk I often hear from you, 
or actually, even more from Folkert? If dogs and cats and creation, as 
you like to call it, and the environment all come under that cosmic 
redemption, why shouldn't the animals be blessed in church?" 
 
 "So what's next?" asked Fraser. "Communion for dogs and 
cats?" 
 
 "That might not be a bad idea," said Angela. 
 
 "Okay, I'll put it to you directly, Angela: are you an animal?" 
 
 "I know who I am." 
 
 "And what's that supposed to mean?" 
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 "The realization that I'm part of the animal kingdom does not 
upset me," she explained. "But of course, I'm also much more than an 
animal. Why is this so mysterious for you, Fraser?" 
 
 Fraser went back to his line of questioning about creation. He 
asked Angela about the relationship between creation and 
providence. 
 
 "Why should there be some kind of a clear line of distinction 
between them?" she responded. "I see no such need. Why would it 
matter? The important point we need to get across is that this world, 
however it originated, stands in relationship to God. Now, whether 
God made it, or whether he's renewing it or recreating it or providing 
for its needs or redeeming it, as you Calvinists like to say, doesn't 
make a great deal of difference to me. Running through all those 
categories and possibilities I see a relationship of love -- God's love 
for this world. And that love calls for a response from us." 
 
 Fraser nodded, encouraging Angela to continue. "In my own 
theology -- well, maybe I shouldn't apply this term to my own ideas. I 
suppose its presumptuous on my part. Anyway, the way I see it is that 
we should regard God as both father and mother, as the source of our 
being in terms of the kind of paternity that you men are so keen on as 
well as the one who envelops me in a warm and loving embrace. But 
what I don't get is why these facets or dimensions of God's 
relationship to us and to this beautiful world we live in would need to 
be chopped up. Why do we need all those separate categories that 
you philosophically minded thinkers can enumerate so neatly? 
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Couldn't we try to do away with those labels and think more in poetic 
and metaphorical terms?" 
 

* * * * * 
 
 Fraser was back at the Christian high school, visiting the 
chemistry class where he had started quite some discussion about 
prayer a while back. He had returned to that class since then and had 
promised to try and come back again. 
 
 The chemistry teacher, seemed to have lots of time to kill that 
term, and so he was more than happy to oblige Fraser. He 
encouraged him to forget all about chemistry and just speak to the 
students about whatever might be in his heart. He also asked Fraser if 
he would be offended if he left the class in his sole custody, for he had 
some important lab preparations to make for another class. 
 
 What Fraser presented was a combination of homily and 
lecture. Something about his tone of voice and manner seemed to 
signal to the students that it would not be appropriate to interrupt 
with questions. And so it was not the kind of lively class for which 
Fraser had developed a reputation around the school. 
 
 Part of Fraser's agenda was to change his image slightly in the 
direction of a safe teacher who knew the tradition and affirmed it. He 
did not want his reputation for conducting lively classes as a 
substitute to get out of hand. And so he began with what many 
people would regard as truisms. 
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 He assured the students the God accepts us as we are. If this is 
truly so, we're should feel free to pray just as we are. Surely this was 
also the message of the parable of the Pharisee and the tax collector: 
there should be no thought of putting on airs when we pray. 
 
 He then told the students about a pair of men who had 
separately submitted to the pope what looked like the same question, 
but wound up with different answers. The one had written to the 
pope and asked whether it is permitted to smoke while one is praying. 
The pope thought not: it would hardly be respectful. But the other 
man, more committed to smoking, cleverly asked whether it is 
permitted to pray while smoking. The answer was yes -- one should 
always feel free to pray. The upshot seemed to be that prayer needs to 
be inserted into everyday life. 
 
 But what is it that we should be praying for? Our tradition 
encourages us to be "childlike" in our prayers. Well, what would it 
mean to be childlike? Little kids pull on their mother's sleeve and 
demand this and that when they're in the supermarket with her. 
There's an enthusiasm in their demands, and bystanders may well 
chuckle at the sight. May we pull on God's sleeve, so to speak, and ask 
for the stuff that we would really like to have? Fraser answered his 
own question with a yes: God accepts us as we are, and so he also 
accepts our small-mindedness. In his eyes we are lovable children. 
 
 Fraser then pointed out that there are people who are rather 
restrained in prayer because they think all prayers somehow have to 
fit in with one another. Therefore they feel they may never pray in 
opposition to what someone else is praying. When championship 
time comes, they may have an impulse to pray for victory for their 
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favorite team, but then they are held back by the thought that the 
supporters of the other team in the championship game may be 
doing the same thing. Just as Christians should not meet on the 
battlefield and kill one another, so Christians should not clash in 
terms of what they ask of God in prayer -- at least, that's what many 
people think. 
 
 Fraser now told the students that these were needless scruples. 
We are allowed -- indeed encouraged -- to be childlike. Therefore we 
may even say and ask stupid things in prayer. God does not give us 
just whatever we want. He does not respond to our requests like the 
Sorcerer's Apprentice. 
 
 Fraser drew the attention of the class back to the earlier 
discussion and asked them whether they remembered the pointed 
question asked by one of the students: what's the point of praying? 
He told them that there were a number of answers that can be 
offered to this valid question. One important answer is that prayer 
elevates us and ennobles us. It encourages us to set our pettiness 
aside. 
 
 Fraser told the students that they have something to look 
forward to. These things gradually become easier as time goes on. 
When we age, we become a bit less demanding and less self-centered. 
We slowly come to the realization that this world will one day 
continue on its course without us in it. And in our last days -- at least, 
if we live to a ripe old age -- we will not be at the center of things but 
will largely be watching from the sidelines. It takes a special grace to 
accept such a role. And that grace can be communicated to us as a 
response to prayer. 



Speaking Silence 

289 

 
 A student then made an astute observation: "When you give 
us all these rules about praying, we're afraid to get started for fear 
that we're leaving something out or not doing it properly." 
 
 "Then I'm doing a bad job of explaining prayer to you," said 
Fraser. "I want to encourage you to pray very simply and not make a 
big deal of it. But remember that our Lord taught us how to pray -- 
that's where we get the Lord's Prayer from. And ever since then we've 
used it as a kind of model for the life of prayer. And so, for those who 
find the prospect of prayer daunting, especially when you have to 
lead in prayer before others, I advise you to reflect on the fact that 
our tradition has long recommended the use of formal prayers or 
prayers composed for certain kinds of occasions. It's not that we're to 
use such prayers exclusively, for extemporaneous prayers also have 
their place in our life." Fraser paused for a moment to explain the 
term "extemporaneous." Then he continued: "Some churches have a 
marvelous way of blending the formal or written-out prayer with the 
extemporaneous prayer." 
 
 Next Fraser turned his attention to the corporate element in 
prayer. "One of the great benefits of prayer," he declaimed, "is that it 
links us with a wider world. Not only do we pray for others, we pray 
with others. We are to think in terms of the worldwide church of 
God. That was also what Jesus had in mind when he taught us to 
address God in prayer as `our Father.' And then there's the business 
about the coming of his kingdom: we pray `thy kingdom come.' 
Thereby we're putting God first. But in uttering such a prayer, we 
don't mean to be seeking the sidelines ourselves. What we call God's 
kingdom is also our kingdom. Each of us, individually, has a place in 
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that kingdom and should identify with that kingdom. In all that we 
do, we should seek the welfare of Jerusalem." 
 
 Fraser then switched over to talking about the notion of God's 
glory. "Some people go on and on in prayer about God's glory. They 
express the wish that he may be `glorified' in this and that and the 
other thing. That's all right to do, and it has warrant in the Bible, but 
we need to realize that we deserve some credit too. And here's the 
really important thing for you to realize -- I want you to think 
carefully about this, also later today, when you have some time to 
yourselves." 
 
 "They give us too much homework," one of the students 
offered, without raising his hand. 
 
 Fraser ignored the interruption and continued: "When we 
take credit for good deeds and accomplishments, it's not a question 
of taking the credit away from God." The students looked puzzled, 
and so he explained: "It may help to think in terms of politeness here. 
If you're involved in a group project together and somebody 
compliments you on it, you're inclined to say that your partner or 
partners in the project did most of the work -- at least, if you're a 
polite person. You want to step back modestly. And your partners 
will perhaps do the same. In that same spirit, it's a beautiful thing 
when we offer God the credit. But remember that God turns around 
and says to us: `Well done, my good and faithful servant.' That text, 
you may recall, comes from the parable about the servants who were 
given various amounts of talents to work with. So, in one sense 
everything good that happens here on earth is God's doing and is to 
God's credit. But the farthest thing from God's mind is to want to hog 
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all of that credit. He wants us to be his faithful servants -- no, more 
than that, he wants us to be fellow-laborers. Look at that passage in 
the third chapter of First Corinthians." 
 
 A student asked: "Does God draft us into service and use us 
whether we like it or not?" 
 
 "That's what some of the great thinkers have maintained," 
Fraser offered. "It's surely within his power to do so. But I want to 
stress again that what pleases God the most is whole-hearted service, 
by which I mean service in which we consciously seek to please him 
and to carry out his aims here on earth. And when we work with God 
in that spirit, we know ourselves to be part of a universal 
brotherhood of people all over the world. Ultimately, what we call the 
church is the worldwide body of Christ. It's not some little fellowship. 
In a way, I always admire the Roman Catholic tradition for being a 
worldwide body in a deeper organizational sense. The cause of Christ 
should not be limited geographically or tied up with a single church 
in the sense of a denomination. That's part of the point of what we 
call ecumenism." 
 
 Then Fraser turned for a moment to the life-situation of 
people as they become old and infirm. He explained to the students 
that many organizations and networks connect with one another in 
such a way that they wind up borrowing a little bit of glory or credit 
from what some of the organizations with which they are connected 
are doing. "We might speak here of affiliated glory," he said. "Now, 
there are some who don't like this notion and can only take pleasure 
in what they have accomplished with their own hands, but I think 
you can see that such an attitude is not worthy of us. When we get 
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older, we need to take pleasure in whatever is worthy and useful and 
pleasing to God, even though we might not be in a position to take 
credit for it in the strictest sense of the term. And so, in prayer, we 
give the glory to God, and he, in turn, in his radiance, reflects glory 
back upon us." 
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Chapter 8 
 

Here I Stand 
 
 "This one's for you," said Lucy, handing Fraser an envelope. 
He put it down absent-mindedly on the end table next to his reading 
chair. As usual, Fraser was not easily distracted from his book. But a 
few minutes later, when Lucy began talking on the telephone, thereby 
interfering with his concentration, Fraser put his book down and 
opened the envelope. To his surprise, it turned out to be an invitation 
to address some sort regional meeting of women's societies. And it 
had a Christian Reformed connection. The meeting was to be held in 
the Lumley Christian Reformed Church. 
 
 Where's Lumley?" asked Lucy. 
 
 "About forty miles east of here." 
 
 "I wonder why they asked you?" Lucy said, and then wished 
she could take back her words. 
 
 "Surprised?" 
 
 "I suppose so -- a little," Lucy said, almost apologetically. 
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 Fraser mused: "I wonder whether Folkert had something to do 
with this." His hunch turned out to be correct. When he got hold of 
Folkert on the telephone, his friend admitted to having planted the 
idea. "You're getting quite a reputation in our community as a 
provocative speaker," said Folkert. "What happens at the Christian 
high school when you make those guest appearances as a supply 
teacher seems to get back out to the community. The kids are often 
bored -- you remember what high school was like -- but I hear you 
really stir them up. Now you'll have to stir up some ladies as well -- 
some of their mothers, indeed -- and also inspire them." 
 
 "You think I should accept?" asked Fraser, hoping for some 
encouragement and further praise. 
 
 "Of course you should! It would be a fine opportunity for you 
to try out some of your ideas. But make sure you don't talk over their 
heads. Perhaps you and I should discuss your speech before you give 
it. How much time are they allowing you?" 
 
 "Ninety minutes, but the letter says that includes a bit of 
discussion." 
 
  "Ninety minutes? You could get a lot said in that time. So 
send them an e-mail or something, and get working on your speech." 
 

* * * * * 
 
 The talk with Folkert had elevated the invitation in Fraser's 
mind. Of course, whenever an audience asks to hear from you, you 
should consider yourself complimented. Even at the university, 
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where he regularly addressed his somewhat sullen class of 
undergraduates, he still had to pinch himself at times when he 
considered the fact that here were all these people willing to listen as 
he held forth on grand metaphysical topics. And to think that he got 
paid for it too! 
 
 But what could he say to these Christian Reformed women? 
He had been invited to choose a topic himself, provided that he could 
soon send in a title for his speech, so that they could use the title in 
advertising the event. They also wanted some more information 
about him. Fraser wondered whether he should allow them to put 
down that he was a professor at the university. Whether he could 
properly be called a professor was a debatable point. 
 
 Folkert seemed to be telling him to lay out the basic ideas of 
his own philosophy, although the term "philosophy" should probably 
not appear in the speech. But just what was his philosophy? It was 
easy enough to talk around all kinds of issues in a university 
classroom where you had many, many hours to address the students, 
but if you had to sum up your philosophy, what did it come to? 
 
 Just then he thought of a little story Lucy had told him. She 
had been watching television one day during an election campaign. A 
leading politician was asked what should be done to get the sluggish 
economy moving again. The politician responded gravely: "I wouldn't 
be able to explain my plan to you in a mere thirty seconds." The 
interviewer responded by saying: "Okay, you have four minutes." At 
that point the politician's face fell. He turned pale. He started to 
stammer. Plainly he had no plan, but he had used the excuse that it 
was not possible to sum up all the complexities of his program in a 
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mere thirty seconds. Well, thought Fraser, philosophy is a bit like 
economics. It's hard to sum up, whether in thirty seconds or four 
minutes or ninety minutes. 
 
 And Fraser wasn't the only philosopher with difficulty in this 
department. He thought back to his graduate school days when one 
of his friends, Jeff Murray, was writing a doctoral dissertation on 
Wilhelm Dilthey. The two of them were enrolled together in a 
seminar in nineteenth-century German philosophy. The students 
took turns making presentations. Jeff, of course, was assigned to let 
the class in on Dilthey. The professor told the other students that 
Dilthey's philosophy was rather elusive but then promised that Jeff 
would make everything clear for them. Now, Dilthey was well known 
as a great proponent of hermeneutics or interpretation theory and as 
a lover of the historical approach to all things (what some scholars 
call historicism), but he tended to talk around systematic issues. 
Commentators complained that it was hard to get hold of Dilthey's 
own ideas. 
 
 And so, when the day came for Jeff to make his presentation 
in which all was to be made clear, he informed the seminar that 
Dilthey had been pressed from time to time to sum up his own 
philosophy. Perhaps he would be invited to write a short essay about 
his fundamental ideas for thus and such a publication. And so he 
would proceed to outline something on paper with some such title as 
"The Fundamental Idea of My Philosophy." But it would turn out to 
be an incomplete work. In the collected German writings of Dilthey -
- Jeff had undertaken to learn German so that he would not base his 
dissertation simply on the finished works of Dilthey that had made it 
into English translation -- there were a number of these incomplete, 
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inconclusive pieces. And so Jeff speculated -- inconclusively, thought 
Fraser -- on why Dilthey had found it so difficult to sum up his own 
philosophy. 
 
 Fraser mused that perhaps Dilthey should have had such an 
invitation as addressing a group of ladies. It might have helped him 
clarify his ideas. But he was also sympathetic to Dilthey's plight. 
Philosophers are also writers, after all, and every writer knows the 
terror of the blank sheet of paper that is just waiting to be filled up 
with your words. And so Dilthey, as Jeff explained it, seemed to be 
easily distracted. He could go on at great length about 
Schleiermacher or Hegel or some other great thinker, but he did not 
like to be pinned down as to just what he himself thought. But on the 
other hand, part of the reason for his considerable reputation was the 
abiding mystery about what he actually believed. 
 

* * * * * 
 
 It occurred to Fraser that he could try out the talk he was 
working up for the women on his introduction to philosophy 
students. The end of the term was not far away, and he felt the course 
needed some sort of review or wrap-up. Early in the course he had 
made some high-sounding comments about the relationship between 
believing and knowing in our time. He had told the students about 
Kant and how he had seemingly sundered these two epistemological 
concepts. So what had become of knowing since the days of Kant? Its 
domain seemed to have shrunk, while the domain of belief expanded. 
But this left us with a dualism in our epistemology, and that dualism 
had undermined our cognitive confidence. One result of this loss of 
confidence was that we were no longer so bold about taking action 
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when it was needed. Kant had opened up room for religion (that was 
generally what scholars made of his domain of believing), but it now 
appeared that religious folk did not know anything. Or perhaps it 
should be said that what they did know had no bearing on their 
religious life. And so religion had become a thing apart -- private, 
subjective, arbitrary. 
 
 And that was where William James came into the picture. 
Fraser had long been intrigued by James' philosophy. It seemed to 
him that in principle there was something of a recovery of our 
cognitive confidence in the thinking of James. And then he thought 
to himself: "That's it! I should call the talk `The Recovery of Our 
Cognitive Confidence.'" It had a nice ring to it. 
 
 By appealing to James, he could also deal with something in 
the bank of his mind that had been bothering him for a while. It 
stemmed from the talk that he and Lucy had had with Kelly, when 
she had thrown some stinging words his way: "You don't do 
anything." The indictment had originally included Lucy, but Lucy had 
managed to wiggle out of it. And with justification, thought Fraser to 
himself. But he still felt stung, and so he thought he would discuss the 
issue again with Kelly, with an eye to what he might say to the 
women, but he did not take Kelly into his confidence by telling her 
what sort of speech he was preparing. 
 
 As Kelly responded to her father, she seemed to be reading 
from a script written for teenagers: "Dad, you are so out of it! You 
have no idea what goes on in the world. You live in a dream world, a 
world defined by the limits of those dreary books you read all the 
time! And you claim to love philosophy? Tell me, does your 
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philosophy have anything to say about how people should live 
nowadays, in a changing world?" 
 
 It was a sobering challenge, and Fraser listened to it quietly. If 
he had flared up, he could easily have gotten into a row with Kelly -- 
it had happened before. But he decided that he should not be too 
proud to learn from a thirteen-year-old. And so he resolved to use his 
speech to present his own -- perhaps slightly original -- philosophy of 
living the Christian life. And in his own mind, at least, the speech 
would function as an answer to Kelly. Of course Kelly would not hear 
the speech, but once he was done with it, he would have the 
assurance that her charge was not warranted. 
 

* * * * * 
 
 Lucy asked him now and then how the speech was coming 
along. After he had done some work, he told her bit about it, 
including the stuff about Kant and William James. Cautiously Lucy 
suggested that he would wind up talking over the heads of the 
women. She then advised: "Try to be more concrete about the 
assignment. I'm afraid that when you get to looking out over the 
audience of women, you'll have a sinking feeling that your speech is 
not right for them. So use your imagination and try to get an idea of 
what kind of women they might be." 
 
 Then an idea came to her: "Consider Corky for a moment -- I 
know she's not Christian Reformed, but there are women who think 
like her in all kinds of churches nowadays. They can't understand 
philosophy -- you can be sure of that. What you need to do is give 
them something more practical, something more down-to-earth." 
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 "Well, that's easy for you to say," responded Fraser, "but it 
hardly counts as constructive criticism. It's like telling someone: 
`You're doing it the wrong way!' So what is the right way?" 
 
 Then Lucy, trying to be constructive, dredged up a phrase -- 
"philosophy of life." She started out slowly and asked Fraser: "Didn't 
you once tell me that philosophy is supposed to be philosophy of life? 
Don't you claim that the ideas of all the great philosophers have 
profound implications for everyday activities? Well, running is an 
everyday activity. Isn't there some kind of philosopher of running call 
George Sheehan -- or something like that? Now, I know that running 
isn't sufficiently highbrow for you to take seriously. You probably 
have trouble connecting the concept of running with the concept of 
philosophy. But I have a friend who's always talking about this 
Sheehan guy. She calls him the `philosopher of running.'" 
 
 Fraser thought it was worth a try and promised to look up this 
George Sheehan. He asked her how to spell the man's last name, but 
she didn't know. Fraser assured her he could soon find out on the 
internet. He figured the Sheehan lead would come to nothing, and he 
was still determined to stick with William James. 
 

* * * * * 
 
 It did not take Fraser long to track down a couple of books by 
George Sheehan. And when he began to read them, he was in for a 
pleasant surprise. The man did have a wonderful way of intertwining 
running and philosophy. And he didn't use the term "philosophy" in 
the superficial way of salesmen and all kinds of other people who 
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haven't the slightest idea what philosophy is really about. Sheehan 
had read a number of the great philosophers, and he worked their 
ideas effortlessly into his discourses on running. But he was especially 
enamored of certain streams among the philosophers -- the 
pragmatists and those who advocated what he had once told Lucy 
about, namely, "philosophy of life." Scholars usually reckoned Dilthey 
among the philosophers of life. 
 
 Since Sheehan liked the pragmatists and William James, 
Fraser could stick to his original intention and still make grateful use 
of Lucy's suggestion. And so he reconsidered his theme and thought 
of addressing the women on "Learning to Walk Again." He knew that 
even in conservative Christian Reformed circles there were a number 
of women who had gone through some crisis in their life, such as a 
marriage breakup, and were trying to start a new life. To some degree, 
that new start was like learning to walk again. Moreover, the notion 
of learning to walk would appeal to the mothers among them, since 
they would have lived through that very process with their children. 
 
 In the background of his talk, Fraser could draw on the 
pragmatist's idea of cognition passing over into action. William James 
maintained: "Cognition ... is but a fleeting moment, a cross-section at 
a certain point, of what in its totality is a motor phenomenon. ... 
Cognition, in short, is incomplete until discharged in the act ...." And 
then, in the spirit of William James and even Theodore Roosevelt, he 
could include a pep talk about how we have to overcome our fears, 
our paralysis. After he was done and had returned -- in triumph, he 
hoped -- he could tell Kelly that he had worked Theodore Roosevelt 
into his talk and thank her for bringing him up in family conversation. 
For that matter he could also mention the other Roosevelt -- Franklin, 
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who had served as president a little later -- for the second Roosevelt 
had proclaimed that we have nothing to fear but fear itself. 
 
 He wondered whether he should put in his favorite passage 
from William James: "“We stand on a mountain pass in the midst of 
whirling snow and blinding mist, through which we may get glimpses 
now and then of paths which may be deceptive. If we stand still we 
shall be frozen to death. If we take the wrong road we shall be dashed 
to pieces. We do not certainly know whether there is any right one. 
What must we do?” He was aware that the passage had a kind of 
masculine flavor to it. But then there was a possibility that these 
women, most of them rather liking men, he suspected, would be 
drawn to this muscular rhetoric. And Fraser was no feminist or lover 
of the feminists. He believed very much in the male/female polarity. 
 
 Then his thoughts returned to his original intention, which 
was to pick up the aftermath of the philosophy of Kant and the great 
separation between believing and knowing. Perhaps he could work in 
some of the aftermath-of-Kant material as a secondary theme. He 
could tell the women that if we are stuck with the uncertainty that 
clings to believing, if there is no longer any knowing in the strict 
sense of the term, or if perhaps knowing in the strict sense is 
restricted to a very small province of human knowledge, as the logical 
positivists seemed to believe, we are left with a world in which we can 
never grow up and become adults. We remain forever gawky 
teenagers not knowing which way to turn. 
 
 He could then work in a reference to Robert Bly and that 
stimulating book The Sibling Society, which he had read some time 
ago. Bly was talking about how difficult it is nowadays for males to 
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grow up. They seem to remain perpetual adolescents. Even when 
they are in their thirties, they are still not ready to settle down and 
become husbands and fathers; instead they continue carrying on like 
teenagers. 
 
 Maybe, mused Fraser, they need a father to overthrow. Would 
that be a characterization of the modern era -- the overthrow of God 
the Father, which is made more real by beginning with one's own 
earthly father? Hasn't much of the history of the last couple of 
centuries had rebellion and revolution as its undercurrent? 
 
 But then Fraser paused to ask himself whether the path of 
patricide -- whether real or symbolic -- really works. Could it be that 
you still remain kids if you actually manage to get rid of your father? 
He thought of Dostoevsky's novel The Brothers Karamazov. 
Dostoevsky had sounded a somber warning. 
 
 Perhaps, to give all of these ruminations a more positive spin, 
Fraser thought he could appeal to Dietrich Bonhoeffer, the great 
German theologian who had been murdered by the Nazis just before 
the end of the war and had thereby become a martyr and a hero to 
Christians all over the world. Bonhoeffer's heroic resistance to evil 
had won him quite an audience for his theological ideas about a 
"world come of age," a world without traditional religion. Bonhoeffer 
seemed to think that we might have to make do with a "religionless 
Christianity" for a while, before something else emerged. Fraser was 
reminded of the later Heidegger and some of his speculations in 
more mythological direction. 
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 As Fraser thought, he typed some of the ideas running 
through his head into his computer. But as he looked over his notes, 
he pulled up short and reminded himself again that his audience 
would include women like Corky -- or so Lucy seemed to think. 
High-sounding talk about Bonhoeffer and Heidegger would leave the 
women to conclude that they had invited the wrong speaker. They 
would cross Fraser off their list, and perhaps the word would spread 
to others that he was to be avoided. No, it was time to look for a bit of 
help from someone who knew the Christian Reformed world and the 
intended audience much better than he did -- Folkert. 
 

* * * * * 
 
 Fraser knew it was about time he ran some of his ideas past 
Folkert. As he drove over to his office at the university, he expected 
to be reproved. And indeed, Folkert began to shake his head after 
listening for about ten minutes. "Listen, Fraser," he said, "you need to 
be more positive and affirm something. That's what our people are 
looking for. You know that our people admire Luther -- the business 
of `Here I stand.' By the way, I suspect that Luther is also in rather 
good odor in Presbyterian circles. After all, he's the one who got the 
Reformation going." 
 
 "Sure," replied Fraser, "that's a famous phrase -- `Here I stand.' 
But what does it mean? As I recall, it was followed by some words to 
the effect: I can do no other. But by itself doesn't really mean or say 
anything, doctrinally speaking." 
 
 "Yes," responded Folkert, "there's something to what you say, 
but at the same time his most famous saying embodies commitment 
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and firmness. Christians need to know what it is they believe and 
stand for. By the way, did you know that John Shelby Spong, that 
Anglican bishop in the States who's always stirring people by denying 
the fundamentals of our faith, has published an autobiography in 
which he has the gall to use `Here I Stand' as his title? I saw it in a 
bookstore the other day. I couldn't believe it! What gall! He's about as 
far from Luther as they come!" 
 
 "Surely you don't want to identify Christianity with 
stubbornness!" said Fraser, who hardly knew who Spong was. "Is 
Christianity a matter of always refusing to give an inch?" 
 
 "Well, no, there's more to it, of course. But what is it that Paul 
says at the end of I Corinthians 15 -- something along the lines of 
`Therefore, my beloved brethren, be steadfast, immovable ....' Of 
course that's not the whole Bible, but those words are in the Bible. 
And it's a sound our people like to hear." 
 
 "It's a sound you Frisians like to hear," said Fraser. 
 
 "That's what people are always saying about the Frisians," 
Folkert replied. "They're supposed to be so stubborn. I can 
understand why people say that, but stubbornness isn't quite the 
word for what they're pointing to. What was it Abraham Kuyper said 
-- or was it Groen van Prinsterer? `In our isolation lies our strength.' 
That so-called stubbornness is more a matter of being willing to 
stand alone. It means firmness of principle. A Frisian always admires 
someone who sticks to what he believes. You're supposed to choose 
principle over opportunism." 
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 "But the big question is: what counts as a principle? Do the 
Frisians have as many principles as the Jews have commandments?" 
 
 "Of course not," said Folkert. "But I should add that it's not 
only the Frisians who are known for this kind of firmness: it's 
characteristic of many of the Dutch, especially the ones who have 
been Calvinists for generations. And it even carries over in the Dutch 
character when they turn liberal. The Dutch are not wish-washy 
liberals: they can be very firm about their liberal principles, if that's 
possible. It's like that business of being an atheist. You can't be an 
atheist in general. You have to tell people which God it is that you're 
denying. What it really amounts to is revealing your religious 
background. And so there are Calvinist atheists who are in rebellion 
against the stern, predestinarian God they were introduced to in 
childhood." 
 
 Fraser mused: "I suppose this firmness you speak of 
contributes to the psychology behind church splits. Still, some people 
put a little different spin on it. They think it has to do with the desire 
to win an argument at all costs. What was that long Dutch word you 
told me about a while back -- it begins with a `g'?" 
 
 "You mean `gelijkhebberij,'" answered Folkert. "Taking great 
pleasure in having been right all along, and wanting desperately to be 
shown to have been right -- that sort of thing. It's in my bones too -- 
I'll admit it." 
 
 "Isn't it the reason why Dutch churches tend to split?" asked 
Fraser. 
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 "It certainly had something to do with the devastating church 
split of 1944, the one in which Klaas Schilder played a central role. If 
you try to explain that struggle simply in terms of the doctrinal issues, 
if you treat it as an honest disagreement about doctrine, it doesn't 
add up. You have to bring in the psychology of the Dutch. You have 
to get into their personal characteristics, and of course the historical 
setting -- the fact that the Netherlands was under Nazi tyranny at the 
time." 
 
 "Couldn't the two sides unite in the face of their common 
enemy?" asked Fraser. 
 
 "That's what they should have done, of course." Folkert 
paused, and then added: "I probably shouldn't say it, but what 
happened in the course of that strange struggle is grist for your mill -- 
at least, insofar as you like to criticize the Dutch Reformed world. 
You see, a mere fifteen years after the split took place, the big church 
that had expelled Schilder and many of his followers took back its 
doctrinal pronouncements. It was trying to heal the split and pave the 
way for a reunion. But it was rebuffed. And now the question is: why 
did the Schilder group -- of course Schilder himself was dead by this 
point, as were some of the other 1944 leaders -- not respond more 
positively to what the big church was trying to do? On a purely 
doctrinal level, the Schilder group took satisfaction at seeing the 
doctrinal declarations of 1943 and 1944, which they had resisted so 
fiercely, retracted. In this regard they were vindicated. But then there 
were psychological factors and issues of character that came into the 
picture. As principial Frisians and Dutchmen, the people in the 
Schilder group admired `steadfastness.' You should stick to what you 
said. So here came this group that was wanting to unite, or perhaps 
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re-unite, with them. That was good -- no getting around them. But 
what was the basis for uniting? They said sheepishly: `We just 
changed our mind.' Would you want to associate with people like 
that?" 
 
 Fraser nodded. That was so often the problem, the barrier -- 
"gelijkhebberij." It was too bad we had no such word in English. 
 
 He then asked: "But isn't there also a kind of love of battle for 
its own sake that plays a role in those nasty episodes in church 
history? Lucy has me reading George Sheehan. Have you heard of 
him? Anyway, in this wonderful book about running and cancer and 
all sorts of things he explains how Thoreau had what he calls an 
`adversarial view of life.' He says that Thoreau was `energized' by 
causes. But I think a lot of Christians are like that -- especially in the 
Calvinistic world." 
 
 "Yes, there's something to that," responded Folkert. "We need 
to strive for balance in these matters. That's what made Herman 
Bavinck such a great theologian -- his sense of balance. Abraham 
Kuyper, whom some would consider an even greater thinker and 
probably had more ability than Bavinck, was too much a man of 
causes and polemics and one-sidedness. He was probably closer to 
Thoreau in personal make-up than Bavinck was." 
 
 Fraser then explained that hold-your-ground Christianity 
made him uneasy. When he heard endless talk about heritage and 
inheritance and so forth, he got suspicious. The people who loved 
such terms were surely `Here I stand' people. They had staked out a 
little piece of turf and were not about to be budged from it. "But is 
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that the Christian faith? Doesn't our faith have the character of a 
journey? Shouldn't we be going somewhere? There's that wonderful 
old saying: keep moving -- that way they can't bury you. It sounds a 
bit irreverent, and it's not from the Bible, but it does speak for me." 
 
 Folkert then said: "But if you're so concerned to keep moving, 
why do the folks in your churches -- by the way, I think this is true of 
the Anglicans as well as the Presbyterians -- sit down once the 
worship service is over? You get dismissed with some sort of a 
commission to go out into the world and do the things you've been 
talking and praying about. And you respond to the `Go forth' by 
sitting down! Well, that's not how it is in our churches. We're 
commissioned to go out, and we actually do it -- we exit the 
sanctuary. Now, we don't all dash out in a mad rush, and we may take 
time to drink coffee before heading home -- there's order to it. But 
the idea is that the service is over and now it's time to depart. The 
Christian life has a rhythm. We leave worship and turn to the world." 
 
 Fraser had nothing to say in response to Folkert's point. He, 
too, had been struck by this difference between their respective 
traditions. But in his mind he was still focused on the notion of 
holding one's ground. And so he suggested to Folkert: "Have you ever 
considered the possibility that the Dutch are hung up about holding 
their ground because they had to wrestle so much of the ground on 
which they live from the sea? A major proportion of the land on 
which the Dutch actually live is below sea level -- that's where the 
country gets its name, although many people over here don't realize 
this. And so the Dutch know that they have to tend the dikes very 
faithfully and never given an inch. Maybe they learned their 
theological stubbornness from tending those dikes. Maybe they have 
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the tendency to become closed-minded and feel threatened because 
they know that the sea is always around them to overwhelm them. 
The sea is the world." 
 
 "That's an interesting idea," responded Folkert. "I never 
thought of that. But when it comes to being stubborn and liking a 
fight, aren't the Scots just as bad?" 
 
 "There's no denying that they tend to be cantankerous," 
admitted Fraser. "But again, we need to ask whether there's a reason 
for the attitude they take. Why all those wars with the English? It had 
nothing to do with dikes and the threat of the sea, of course. And the 
way those wars were conducted leaves me feeling ashamed as a Scot 
who also dares to call himself a Christian. But still, there was some 
reason behind it: the resistance to Anglicanism is understandable. 
For example, those Scots made a big deal of refusing to bow the knee 
in church. Of course one might wonder what could possibly be 
wrong with bowing before God. But in the way the Anglican 
authorities and the English rulers in the south conceived of things, 
bowing before God in effect meant that you were bowing before the 
bishop and the king -- all that hierarchical stuff that Scotland was 
trying to get away from. Could it be that the king and the bishop and 
the altar were all rolled up into one ball of wax for the Scots? Anyway, 
I've read that many Scots think of their resistance to Anglican forms 
of worship and church governance as part of the struggle to preserve 
their liberties and to foster the democratic spirit. Surely that's worth 
something." 
 
 "I think you're largely right about that," said Folkert. "You're a 
Scot -- you'd know these things better than I would. In the Dutch 
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Reformed tradition there's also an awareness that our system of 
church government, which is essentially the same as yours, 
contributes to democratic attitudes and helps to shape the freedoms 
we enjoy in this world." 
 
  Fraser was still uneasy about the "Here I stand" theme and 
wanted to get back to it. It seemed to him too static. And so he 
mused: "Isn't there also something martial about Christianity? Or 
shouldn't there be? We used to sing `Onward Christian soldiers, 
marching as to war.' And if you go back a little ways in history, you 
come upon the Crusades. We were going to liberate the Holy Land 
from the infidel. Tell me -- who talks about `the infidel' nowadays? 
Of course I don't mean to defend everything that happened in the 
name of Christ during the Crusades, but sometimes we go overboard 
in terms of scorning the ideals that motivated some of the Christians 
back in those days. Nowadays it's more like we're singing `Onward 
Christian peaceniks ...." 
 
 Fraser paused, but Folkert didn't say anything. To drive home 
his point still further, he added: "Here I stand, or stand your ground -
- that sort of thing just doesn't fit in with `Onward Christian soldiers' 
and the `Go forth' emphasis." 
 
 "As a literary man, Fraser, I need to advise you not to take 
those metaphors so seriously. Metaphors have their place, but they're 
not exhaustive. And so, if a metaphor or an image, for example, to 
the effect that the Christian life is a matter of standing on a carefully 
chosen spot is taken too far, it leads to distortions and 
misconceptions. So I'd be quite content to combine `Here I stand' 
with `Here I march,' if that would make you happy." 
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* * * * * 

 
 Fraser's next stop was Angela's office at St. Capacia's. He did 
not lay out his stuff about Kant and William James on believing and 
knowing; instead, he started with his discussion with Folkert on the 
"Here I stand" theme. Angela's initial response was in line with what 
Folkert had said: there's more to the Christian life. "Luther was 
certainly a great leader in the church, and we have a great deal to 
thank him for, but in some respects the continental reformers went 
to far." 
 
 "So I suppose you're going to add another image," said Fraser. 
"You're going to throw in `Here I kneel' -- right?" 
 
 "Yes, of course kneeling is an important part of the Christian 
life and of our worship. But we don't kneel all day. If you want to 
make a list of these `here I ...' statements, you can also add `Here I 
walk.' You've attended enough Anglican services to know that we 
make a point of moving around during worship. And when I attend a 
service in a traditional Protestant church, it always seems odd that 
the people have to stay in that one spot in which they have chosen to 
sit for the whole service. It's like they're not released until the service 
is over. Moving around in the service of God, moving while 
worshipping him, seems perfectly natural to me. So, in that sense, I 
guess I can understand your reluctance about `Here I stand.'" 
 
 Fraser then turned to the subject of marching and Christian 
soldiers and the Crusades and so forth. Angela pulled a face at the 
mention of the Crusades. She then observed: "We should remember 
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that during the Middle Ages you also encounter the notion of 
pilgrimage, which has roots in Scripture. Just as believers come to the 
front to take communion and so go up to meet the Lord, there was an 
element of pilgrimage in the Old Testament. You went up to the 
temple in Jerusalem. Many people nowadays, knowing that the Jews 
worship in synagogues just as we worship in churches, project the 
synagogue system into the Old Testament era and suppose that the 
Jews trotted off each sabbath to the synagogue. That wasn't the case. 
They made a pilgrimage every now and then to Jerusalem, which for 
most of them was quite a long journey. And if you read the Psalms of 
Ascent -- Psalms 121 through 134, as I recall -- you get some sense of 
the rhythm of taking step after step, while steadily climbing higher. 
Something of that pilgrimage mentality carried over to the Middle 
Ages. Think of Chaucer and his `Canterbury Tales.' There are also 
people in our time, Anglicans and others, who are recovering the 
pilgrimage character of the Christian life. So perhaps pilgrimage 
would be a theme for you to work into that talk you have to give." 
 
 Fraser didn't know how to respond to this suggestion, but 
because he was so comfortable with Angela he simply began to 
express his thoughts aloud, without quite knowing where he was 
going with them. He said: "Christians who wander around make me 
somewhat uneasy. Take those charismatics who are always talking 
about their `walk with the Lord.' They make it sound so holy. But I 
ask myself: where are they going?" 
 
 "Is it fair to apply literal categories to images and metaphors?" 
Angela asked gently. 
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 "It's what philosophers do all the time," replied Fraser. "The 
British philosophers, in particular, think much of the confusion in the 
intellectual world comes through these metaphors and images that 
fall apart when they're examined carefully. Another one in this vein 
that bothers me is the business of how we have to grow and grow and 
grow spiritually. In the Dutch Reformed churches, the elders, or 
perhaps the minister with an elder, come around once a year to each 
home in the congregation. They're very systematic about visiting the 
people. Of course, that's a fine practice in and of itself. But what 
happens during those visits? Well, they come to check up on you 
somehow, spiritually speaking. And so they ask you whether you are 
`growing' in your faith. Now, what's being presupposed here? Are we 
supposed to get bigger and bigger, spiritually speaking, or could it be 
that there is such a thing as trimming down, or losing weight in the 
spiritual domain?" 
 
 "The Bible does recommend fasting," Angela pointed out. 
"And so the idea behind fasting would seem to be that we need to get 
rid of superfluous things, both physically and spiritually. Think also 
of what St. Paul says at beginning of Hebrews 12: something about 
how we are to `lay aside every weight' and so forth." 
 
 "To me there's something acquisitive and materialistic and 
perhaps even greedy in this business of growing and growing and 
growing. When I think about these issues, I go back to what John the 
Baptist said about Jesus in John 3. John emphasized that he was not 
the Christ but had only been sent to prepare the way for the Christ. 
Then he told the people that the Christ must increase, whereas he, 
John, must decrease. Does that sound like `grow and grow and grow'? 
I sometimes use that passage as a way to make a joke about losing 
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weight. But there's something significant about the contrast between 
increasing and decreasing. Must we be forever puffed up? I think the 
Roman Catholics would be able to teach us something about 
humility." 
 
 "Those are some interesting ideas, Fraser, and you might 
think about including them in that talk of yours." 
 
 Encouraged by these words of praise, Fraser ventured some 
more ideas. "So let's say that we're supposed to walk with God. Do we 
journey forever without arriving anywhere? Abraham walked with 
God a piece -- it's in Genesis 18 -- and you might say that the last part 
of his life was a sustained journey with God. So if anybody could talk 
about his `walk with the Lord,' it was Abraham. But note that God 
brought him somewhere -- to the promised land. So maybe, we as 
Christians need to become more concrete in our thinking and 
recover something of the notion of the promised land. I'm not saying 
that we have to make it physical and localizable, as the Jews do. But 
we need to do something with the notion that God wishes to bring us 
somewhere." 
 
 "Sure," responded Angela, "to some degree every new 
challenge or crisis has to be accepted as a time of opportunity. But 
men and women of the cloth sometimes get tired of making that 
point over and over in so many different situations. It starts to sound 
cheap when you hear yourself saying it." 
 
 Fraser then suggested that a little humor might make 
Christian platitudes easier to swallow. He asked Angela whether she 
was acquainted with Peter De Vries, a comic novelist who had sprung 
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from the Christian Reformed world. She replied that she had read a 
few of his novels and enjoyed them. "Anyway, Peter De Vries has this 
character -- by the way, he's always mocking these ponderous types 
he invents -- who says something to the effect of: whatever your lot in 
life, build something on it (bad pun!). I was thinking of that statement 
the other day in a serious vein. Lucy has me reading a couple of books 
by George Sheehan, who's supposed to be a `philosopher of running.' 
Anyway, he's a very athletic and vigorous and positive man. But what 
makes his life story so interesting is that he comes down with 
prostate cancer, and the cancer eventually kills him." 
 
 "Does he come to accept the cancer?" asked Angela. 
 
 "I can't answer that with a straight yes or no," replied Fraser. 
"He certainly doesn't become a model patient in any traditional sense. 
In his book he tells us what it's like to be in the last stage of life, 
struggling with an unforgiving cancer. Yet there's a positive note that 
comes through. His daughter Sarah was once asked how her father 
was doing, now that he was facing a terminal cancer. Her response 
was: `He just loves it! He writes about it in all his columns and talks 
about it endlessly.' Isn't that an interesting response?" 
 
 "It reminds me a bit of May Sarton," offered Angela. "What 
was that book she wrote about a woman who was dying? I think it 
was called A Reckoning." 
 
 Fraser vaguely remembered the book. He then continued: 
"Many people in his shoes -- running shoes, I guess -- would be 
devastated. Some would be ashamed to be struck with a deadly illness. 
They would consider their cancer a reason to keep silent and pull 
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back from the world. But Sheehan embraces it as an opportunity. I'd 
call that an example of building something on your lot in life. So 
maybe God takes you to such and such a point, and then the journey 
ends -- at least, as far as you and this life are concerned. I suppose 
that's part of what we used to mean by `calling.' I don't hear much 
about the concept of calling anymore." 
 

* * * * * 
 
 Fraser was in a rush to get his new ideas down on paper -- or 
into the computer. Even if they were somewhat jumbled, he could 
always eliminate the confused parts later on. The important thing 
was to have a text to work with. The thought of having a distinct 
number of words already written that the computer could count for 
him made him feel good. 
 
 But then his computer froze up. He had been saving his file 
regularly as he worked, and so he was confident that his work was not 
lost -- provided he got the computer running again. He tried turning 
the machine off, but then it would not boot properly. He seems 
stymied for the night. 
 
 Fraser did not know a lot about computers, and neither did 
anyone else in the house. He generally looked to David Hasselfreud 
for advice on these matters. It was too late to phone David, and so he 
decided he would try to catch his friend the next morning before he 
left for work. But when David came to the phone, he explained that 
he had a busy day and was also tied up that evening and would not be 
able to come over and take a look at Fraser's computer. He did have 
some time open at lunch, but Fraser's home was too far from David's 
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office at the university for an on-site inspection. Perhaps they could 
talk about the problem over lunch: David could then suggest a few 
remedies. "Let's meet at Herpolsheimer's Cafeteria. I can select some 
of the vegetarian stuff there -- that way I won't have to worry about 
keeping kosher. Do you know where it is? Right on the corner of 
University and Porter." 
 
 Once they sat down with lunch before them, David gave 
Fraser a few strategies that were likely to get the computer going 
again. He promised to come over the next day if none of them 
worked. "That might be too late," replied Fraser nervously, knowing 
that his speech still needed plenty of work. 
 
 David then began to press Fraser for details of the address that 
he was to give. As usual, he started offering feedback. On most 
occasions Fraser welcomed David's comments, but now he feared 
that David would wind up adding to the confusion that was already in 
his mind. 
 
 "You Calvinists are basically a bunch of Cartesians in your 
theology," argued David. "Almost everything you talk about in that 
theology of yours happens in some strange sort of `space' -- I really 
need to put the word in quotation marks -- that is utterly separate 
from the real world. It can well be compared to Descartes' mysterious 
mental space which has no connection with the real space of the 
physical world. Tell me, where does what you call `regeneration' take 
place -- this `mysterious operation' of the Holy Spirit? That's why 
these postures -- here I stand, here I kneel, and so forth -- are 
confusing to you. You've lost all concreteness in your relationship to 
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God. You don't know how to integrate the body into your theology. 
You need to think in more earthy terms." 
 
 "Is `earthy' the same is `earthly'?" asked Fraser. "I think there's 
a difference. Our theology may not as clear as it should be, but it 
certainly is earthly -- it's about this world. We're orderly in our 
thinking, and we start with creation. Well, that's the world that you 
and I walk around in everyday." 
 
 "Yes," countered David, "but you're so utterly rationalistic 
about it. Have you ever heard of postmodernism? You Calvinists 
seem to think you have to have `foundations' for everything. Your 
theology has to start with `prolegomena,' as though the things of God 
can somehow be deduced from first principles of some sort. You're so 
preoccupied with images drawn from the domain of houses and 
buildings that you neglect to think in terms of the human body that 
you actually inhabit. And so you wind up forgetting that before you 
can stake out your turf and dig in your heels so that you won't give an 
inch, as so many of you seem determined to do in theology, you need 
a leg to stand on." 
 
 "Are you guys talking about Oliver Sacks?" 
 
 Someone had stopped at the table and had overheard the last 
words David spoke. Fraser looked up and saw that it was Sergei 
Kowalski. Sergei was carrying a tray with his lunch, and so Fraser 
invited him to sit down. Sergei and David also knew each other but 
had not met for some time. They exchanged pleasantries. 
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 It turned out that the very words David had used, `a leg to 
stand on,' served as the title of a book by Oliver Sacks which Sergei 
was just then reading. Indeed, he had a copy of the book with him. It 
was a fascinating book and clearly served to reinforce some of the 
points that David was trying to make to Fraser. 
 
 It was not long before Sergei caught on to the drift of the 
discussion and jumped in. He went further than David in terms of 
undermining Fraser's customary way of thinking. Sergei started to 
explain how even the body -- for many of us the fortress we inhabit -- 
should not have privileged ontological status. The body is simply part 
of the world -- it is something, it is there. Sounding a bit like 
Heidegger, Sergei went on to explain that such a realization hits you 
only in a time of emergency, a time when something goes awry. And 
that was what happened to Oliver Sacks when he had a check nasty 
climbing accident and broke his leg. And it was no routine fracture. 
The result was that the leg no longer seemed part of him. "Just listen 
to this," said Sergei, pulling the book from his backpack. He started to 
read: 
 
... the leg suddenly assumed an eerie character -- or, more precisely, if 
less evocatively, lost all its character -- and became a foreign, 
inconceivable thing, which I looked at, and touched, without any 
sense whatever of recognition or relation. It was only then that I 
gazed at it, and felt I don't know you, you're not a part of me, and, 
further, I don't know this "thing," it's not part of anything. I had lost 
my leg. 
 
Sergei skipped a bit of the text and then read further: 
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... I had lost my leg. It had vanished; it had gone; it had been cut off at 
the top. I was now an amputee. And yet not an ordinary amputee. For 
the leg, objectively, externally, was still there; it had disappeared 
subjectively, internally. 
 
 "That sounds like an intriguing book," observed David. "I must 
read it soon. But I also ran into a case like that. Marcia's cousin, Sally 
Sloper, broke her leg a few years ago in a strange, unaccountable way. 
There was no climbing accident involved. The leg just sort of gave 
way under her, and it turned out to be a very severe break. She was 
immobilized for months, and it took her a good year to get back the 
use of that leg. And for her it was a profoundly disorienting 
experience. She seemed to become a different woman during her 
time of therapy and reorientation. Although she's not philosophically 
minded, she began to talk about a whole new relation to the world 
now that she was conscious of what it meant not to have a leg to 
stand on. I should get Sally to read the book too." 
 
 David wanted to get back to the line of argument he had been 
pursing before Sergei came along, and so he looked directly at Fraser 
and declared: "Before you look for ground to hold, you need a leg to 
stand on -- or preferably two of them. In general, more bodily 
emphasis is needed in your thinking. Remember that you're talking to 
women. They're more earthy. The feminist philosophers just hate 
Descartes and his disembodied consciousness." 
 
 "I suppose you'll lecture me next on the Song of Songs," 
countered Fraser. 
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 "Now that you mention it, that wouldn't be a bad idea," said 
David with a twinkle in his eye. "You Christians largely ignore it, even 
though it's right there in your Bible -- comes after Proverbs for you, 
doesn't it?" 
 
 "No, it follows Ecclesiastes," said Fraser, happy for a chance to 
correct David for once. 
 
 "That makes it even more tucked away, so to speak," replied 
David. "At least most of you appreciate Proverbs, but Ecclesiastes is 
another story altogether. Anyway, many of you defend a very strange 
interpretation of the Song of Songs -- you allegorize it. You pretend it 
has nothing to do with sex, which is preposterous. I don't know how 
you can defend such an interpretation with a straight face." 
 
 By this point Sergei seemed to be done with as much of the 
food on his plate as he cared to eat, and he now took control of the 
conversation. David, meanwhile, picked up the book and began to 
browse through it. Fraser watched the eager interest on his face. As 
Sergei gently undermined any notion of structural foundations, 
whether in the form of basements or legs, David began to wonder 
whether the book supported Sergei's thinking as much as he had 
assumed. Before long, he could not resist breaking into the 
conversation. He asked if he might also be permitted to read an 
interesting passage. 
 
 "Here's something of interest about 50 pages farther into the 
book -- he gets the leg back. And so, this business of being without a 
leg to stand on is not the end of the matter. It's not somehow the 
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human condition, as though matter and the body were simply 
illusory -- maya, as the Hindus like to call it." 
 
 "I never said he was a Hindu," countered Sergei. "In fact, he's 
Jewish." 
 
 "All the better," said David. "That means he has his feet 
planted firmly on the good earth -- or wants them there. Anyway, 
listen to what he says here: 
 
... the leg was utterly transformed, transfigured. It still looked 
profoundly strange and unreal. It still looked profoundly unalive. But 
where it had previously brought to mind a corpse, it now made me 
think of a fetus, not yet born. The flesh seemed somehow translucent 
and innocent, like flesh not yet given the breath of life. ... It lay there 
patient, radiant, not yet real, but almost ready to be born. 
 
 Fraser returned to the Cartesian theme. Like a great many 
philosophy instructors, he was accustomed to attacking Descartes in 
his lectures, and he did not like being told that he was a Cartesian. 
And so he asked David: "If we Christians are such Cartesians, 
wouldn't we lie down to pray? Didn't Descartes like to sleep late?" 
 
 He assumed that David would have heard the stories about 
Descartes and his untimely, premature death in Sweden, which was, 
in some sense, the result of getting up too early. Descartes was one 
who liked to lie in bed; more specifically, he enjoyed the unusual 
states of consciousness that lie (clever pun intended) between sleep 
and the waking state. 
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 David asked: "Don't many of you fall asleep during prayer? I 
understand that in your church, they used to have these long prayers 
during which a good part of the congregation would drift off. In 
many of our yeshivas and synagogues, prayer is very lively: people 
sway back and forth and makes faces and generally carry on. It would 
be hard to imagine someone drifting off." 
 
 "So what's so bad about drifting off while you're praying?" 
asked Sergei. "Why couldn't prayer and worship be an occasion to 
drift off into a different state of consciousness?" 
 
 Fraser asked: "But when you guys do your form of praying -- 
or whatever you call it -- isn't it usually in some sort of sitting 
position, something like the lotus posture? I've never heard that 
you're supposed to drift off to sleep when you're meditating." 
 
 "What is sleep?" asked Sergei, rhetorically. "Some of the gurus 
maintain that when we meditate we're intensely aware of everything, 
but in my own experience I become disconnected from my 
immediate surroundings and get the sense of being immersed in a 
wider self. The whole process is the most refreshing and invigorating 
thing there is in my life. It's what worship should do for you -- 
otherwise get rid of it. Don't worship if it's not doing you any good." 
 
 By this point Sergei was also aware of Fraser's planned speech 
two days hence. So David felt free to ask him: "How about it, Fraser? 
Are you going to work meditation into this disquisition of yours?" 
 
 "Not likely," said Fraser. "The speech is supposed to be given 
to a bunch of Dutch Reformed women, and they're of a somewhat 
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more activist persuasion. Besides, I suspect that most of the people in 
those churches are rather suspicious of anything having to do with 
meditation. They're quick to dismiss this or that as `New Age.' Those 
Dutch Calvinists are go-getters. They're more like the Jews in that 
regard." 
 
 The reference to the Jews gave David an opening. "Yes, there 
are some interesting parallels between the Jews and the Calvinists. 
But there's also a difference to be pondered here. We Jews are more 
honest -- I mean, about what's involved in serving and pleasing God. 
We don't pretend that our life in the business world, for example, has 
any deep religious significance. Take this business of computers, my 
own line of work -- there's absolutely nothing Jewish about it. 
Computers simply are what they are. So whatever we do out there in 
the business world or as technicians, we try not to break the 
commandments while we're about it, which is why I eat vegetarian 
whenever I come to this restaurant. Otherwise we don't make a great 
big deal out of what we're doing, the way the Calvinists do. It's no 
wonder that they talk about the danger of triumphalism -- they're 
forever congratulating themselves. We don't make great claims for 
ourselves -- we're just happy if we can avoid wrong-doing and 
catastrophe. And so we don't claim to be serving God when we're in 
effect serving ourselves." 
 
 "Don't you have to love God above all?" asked Fraser. "It's in 
your Bible too -- look at the book of Deuteronomy, especially the 
sixth chapter." 
 
 "Of course God comes first -- above everyone and everything 
else. But we try to stay away from messianic pretensions. In fact, 
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we've been so successful in that regard that many of us hardly believe 
in the coming of the messiah any more." 
 
 "Isn't Israel supposed to be the messiah?" asked Sergei. 
 
 "Many of us are utterly opposed to that idea -- it's a new 
idolatry." Now David turned his attention to Fraser again: "But you 
Calvinists are different. You feel you have to be activists all the time 
and so you wind up confusing the kingdom of God with your own 
property holdings. Some financial advisor I was reading the other day 
said something to the effect that Calvinism is capitalism in action. 
check Of course he was echoing Max Weber, who developed this 
classic thesis about Calvinism and capitalism and pointed out that 
the most successful countries in terms of dynamic business 
development are the Calvinist countries. And so, when it comes to 
church matters, the Calvinists may wish to insist on holding their 
ground and never giving an inch. But when they get out of church, 
they don't let the grass grow under their feet. They're going places. 
On the one hand they want to stay standing right where they are, but 
on the other hand they want to be everywhere." 
 
 Fraser did not try to argue with David. His observation about 
the differences between the Jews and the Calvinists was nothing new. 
Instead he steered the conversation toward politics. "Some of the 
Calvinists, especially in the Netherlands, are quite taken with politics 
and government. They get involved. They run for office." 
 
 "Not in Britain they don't," replied David. "In Britain you 
stand for parliament. It's here in North America that you run for the 
Legislature or Parliament or Congress or whatever. I think running 



Speaking Silence 

327 

suits the Calvinists better. Aren't they forever worrying about their 
salvation and trying to prove that they really are saved by getting rich? 
They want people to see that God is blessing them so that they can 
believe it themselves. Isn't Calvinism, in the end, another obsession 
with certainty, and so a cousin to Cartesianism?" 
 
 "But in India religion is more of a withdrawal from life," said 
Sergei. "Except that you can't really call it religion -- that's a Western 
term that's been foisted onto Asian attitudes and practices. As for the 
business of having a `foundation' for everything and being 
preoccupied with where you are -- definitely very Western. The 
spiritual communities of India take a different approach. And they 
don't feel so attached to this earth. It's not `Here I stand' or `Here I 
kneel' or `Here I run' ...." 
 
 "How about `Here I levitate'?" asked Fraser. 
 
 "Do you really believe some of those yogis can levitate -- just 
rise up in the air and hover there for a while?" asked David, 
addressing himself to Sergei. 
 
 "I suppose the strictly physical side doesn't really matter," 
replied Sergei. "What counts is that people think they levitate. Isn't 
that basically the story with the resurrection of Christ in Christian 
theology? What really happened that day is almost beside the point. 
It's the magic that counts. And so, for a little while, Jesus allegedly 
appeared to all kinds of people and then conveniently drifted up into 
heaven. I suppose you could say that he levitated. So what really 
happened there? There's no way to know. But the belief is a powerful 
reality -- you can't get away from that." 
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* * * * * 

 
 Fraser went home that afternoon with the feeling that he was 
moving backwards in terms of summing up his fundamental ideas. 
More and more, he understood why Wilhelm Dilthey, who read 
widely in all kinds of literature and philosophy and religious thought 
and was sympathetic to almost everything he read, found it so 
difficult to formulate the fundamental idea or ideas in his philosophy. 
 
 But Fraser still had computer woes to worry about. David had 
outlined a couple of possible fixes for his problem, and the second 
one worked. And so, that afternoon, he was back at it, trying to 
organize his woolly thoughts into a framework that a bunch of 
philosophically unschooled women would be able to understand. He 
took time to send David an e-mail message informing him that he 
was back in business and thanking him for his help. 
 
 But as he worked on the speech, he began to feel distinctly ill. 
He sensed a fever coming on, and before long he was in the 
washroom, where it seemed that everything he had eaten in the last 
two days ran out of him in liquid form. And just when he thought he 
had expelled it all, he felt another urgent call of nature, and then 
another. It was a first-class intestinal disorder. And the speech was 
less than two days away! 
 
 When Lucy came home, she observed that his sudden illness 
had a good side: it would force him to stop tinkering with the text. 
"Just give them what you've already got, Fraser, and I'm sure it will be 
much more than they bargained for." Fraser was not sure whether she 
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was expressing confidence in him or not. He had not yet thrown up, 
but he already saw himself worrying before the women about what 
would now come out of his mouth. 
 
 Lucy, playing both doctor and nurse, advised him to limit his 
food intake very sharply and stick mainly to fruit juices. He would 
just have to wait out the illness, whatever it was. 
 
 She also prevailed upon him to take to his bed. Indeed, by 
early evening, he was so weak that he was happy to be in bed. Fever 
and an upset stomach and diarrhea were nothing new to him, but he 
could not recall a previous illness that had come on so rapidly and 
left him so weak. 
 
 The next morning there was no improvement, and by now he 
was feverish to the point that he was having trouble thinking clearly. 
He was still determined to work on his speech, and even asked Lucy 
to stay home from work to take some dictation, but she dismissed the 
idea with a wave of her hand and breezed out the door. 
 
 She promised to try to quit early so she could come home and 
tend to him in the afternoon. But when she returned at about four 
o'clock, Fraser was still no better. And the speech was to be given the 
next morning! 
 
 Now, Fraser was not one to stay home from lectures at the 
university just because he had a touch of the flu or an upset stomach. 
He had often lectured when he was feeling far from well. He 
considered himself to be tough. And so he would have to be tough in 
the face of this challenge as well. He told Lucy he was going to get up 
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for a while to show that he was in charge -- and not the illness. 
Thereby he would demonstrate the power of mind over matter. 
 
 With her support, he managed to get his legs over the edge of 
the bed. Slowly he stretched out to his full height, with her strong 
right arm supporting him. "Ready?" she asked. He nodded. Then he 
took a step or two, but his legs gave way under him. Lucy was right 
there but did not catch him. She saw that he would fall harmlessly. 
And once he did fall, he finally realized that he would not be giving 
that speech the next day. He was simply too weak. 
 
 It was Folkert who had helped get him the speaking 
engagement, and so the only thing he could think of to do was to 
inform Folkert of his plight and ask whether he would be willing to 
fill in at the last moment. Of course he got Lucy to do the 
telephoning. Lucy was quite matter-of-fact about it: she phoned from 
the bedroom, and so Fraser got to hear her end of the conversation. 
 
 Folkert proved willing: as it happened, he had nothing on his 
schedule the next morning. Fraser piped up from his bed: "Ask 
Folkert to come by this evening, and I'll print up the speech, and he 
can read it for me." 
 
 Lucy related Fraser's offer to Folkert, and then chuckled when 
she heard his response. She turned to Fraser and informed him that 
Folkert had flatly refused to use Fraser's material. "He said not to 
worry: he would pluck something from his own files." 
 
 Fraser felt relieved, and then was surprised at his own feeling 
of relief. Deep in his heart he knew that the speech was not ready. 
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And he began to wonder whether the sudden illness might not be his 
own body's way of telling him he was not ready to give that speech in 
which he intended to sum up the fundamental ideas in his philosophy. 
 
 In a moment of weakness, he admitted his suspicion about 
himself to Lucy. She suggested -- Fraser was not sure whether she 
was joking or not -- that a higher power might have intervened, 
knowing that the speech was not yet ready for delivery. "Or maybe it 
was something you had for lunch with David yesterday at the 
cafeteria." 
 
 "Neither of us ate meat," said Fraser. 
 
 "Even if you stuck to the vegetarian entrees," responded Lucy, 
"well, you might be surprised at how dirty some of that produce they 
bring in from Mexico is -- even a leaf of lettuce. You can never be 
sure when it comes to these things." 
 

* * * * * 
 
 The next evening Fraser was only marginally better. He was 
well enough to telephone Folkert and ask for a report on the meeting. 
Of course the women had been disappointed that their invited 
speaker had fallen out, but Folkert gave Fraser to understand that the 
pinch-hitter had proven satisfactory. Fraser was both relieved and a 
little jealous. "Do you think they'll ask me back some other time?" he 
inquired. 
 
 "Do you think you'll ever get done polishing and refining your 
philosophy?" his friend replied. "You really are a lot like Dilthey -- 
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you reflect other people's ideas and even explain them well, but you 
come across -- I'm speaking here as your friend -- as somewhat 
lacking in conviction." 
 
 "I'm still young," replied Fraser, somewhat lamely. "I still have 
many years ahead of me to become dogmatic and closed-minded." 
 
 "And that's what you think I am?" 
 
 "Let's just say that you're firmly rooted in your tradition," said 
Fraser, choosing his words carefully. "As for me, I'm still afloat." 
 
 Fraser did not dare repeat this conversation to Lucy. Despite 
her matter-of-fact attitude toward illness, he felt somewhat ashamed 
and rejected -- and perhaps even reproved by this episode. 
 
 Lucy sensed what he was feeling. She tried to cheer him up. 
"Did it ever occur to you that I didn't like you going off to be with all 
those women?" she asked, as she laid a hand on his knee. "Maybe God 
was saving you for me." 
 
 "You know I'm all yours -- always." 
 
 "It's getting late -- especially for a guy who couldn't even stand 
on his own two feet yesterday." Lucy took Fraser's hand and said 
firmly: "It's time for bed." 
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Epilogue 
 
 
 Stories for children often end with an assurance that the main 
characters lived happily ever after, having survived their perils and 
adventures. And so I suppose it falls to me, as the author, to assure 
the readers that Fraser and Lucy, together with their family and 
friends and discussion partners, did exactly that -- lived happily ever 
after. But it will be apparent to any careful reader that Fraser has a 
long way to go and a good deal to learn. He's a work in progress. 
 
 Where did he come from? He's a fictional character, but most 
characters in fiction carry within them some aspects of their creator's 
fears and aspirations and personality and thinking. And so Fraser has 
some of my traits -- and also my limitations. However, in writing this 
book and developing its set of characters, I parceled out bits of myself 
to a number of them. Likewise, I looked around the circle of my 
acquaintances and adopted features and dimensions of some of the 
people I know, which I then transplanted into my characters. But no 
character in this book is intended to be identified with anyone in real 
life. And so I am not Fraser. Those who are curious as to what I think 
in real life are welcome to consult my other publications. 
 
 But if the characters are fictional, the ideas discussed in this 
book are not. There are some ideas voiced by characters that may be 
relatively original -- one never knows for sure whether one's own 
ideas may have been anticipated by some other writer in some book 



Theodore Plantinga 

334 

one has not read -- but the main ideas discussed are drawn from 
well-known philosophical and religious sources and traditions. Part 
of my purpose in writing was to help people understand difficult 
ideas in their bearing on the religious life. 
 
 I have taught philosophy in various institutions, including a 
couple of Christian colleges, for many years. My entire teaching 
career has been dominated by my interest in the interplay between 
religion, considered as a set of ideas, attitudes, practices and rituals, 
on the one hand, and the philosophical tradition, on the other. From 
the time I began my undergraduate studies, I was convinced that one 
cannot understand religion without some knowledge of philosophy. 
In four of the courses which I teach regularly, I have tried to make 
these connections for students. 
 
 Philosophy of religion is one such course: the title already 
indicates that the connections made in this book are central to the 
subject-matter. Jewish philosophy is another such course. It is 
philosophy for Jews and by Jews, and it is developed with an eye to 
the lively tradition we call Judaism. Many believing Jews are oblivious 
to philosophy and consider the practice of Judaism to be possible 
without ever developing and philosophical insight into what they are 
doing -- just keep the commandments, and you'll be all right. Perhaps 
it works for them, but the study of Jewish philosophy has proven 
stimulating for many Christians, including my students. 
 
 Another such courses is Asian philosophy. Not all the 
philosophers of Asia root themselves in what the West calls religious 
traditions, but most of the Indian thinkers do. The two most 
important religious traditions whose philosophical ideas get 
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discussed in the course are Hinduism and Buddhism. Christian 
students who take the trouble to think deeply about Hindu and 
Buddhist texts and terms usually find that their understanding of 
their own faith is thereby enriched. 
 
 The final course in the set of four is introduction to 
philosophy, which has a number of purposes, one of which is simply 
introducing students to the discipline. But when this course is taught 
in a Christian setting, the kinds of ideas that surface in this book and 
then get explored further in the other three courses I mentioned all 
come up for discussion. 
 
 I enjoyed writing this book, and I hope many readers will be 
entertained by it. But I had educational purposes in mind throughout. 
I was thinking especially of courses in philosophy, theology and 
religious studies.  
 
 At various points in the book the characters refer to the Bible 
and make comments about this or that text. Sometimes I made sure 
that a Bible was at hand so that they could quote from it accurately. 
But even when the characters were talking about the Bible off the top 
of their heads, I made sure that their references were accurate. I even 
stretched the usual conventions of fiction just a bit to have them 
mention not only the Bible book but in most cases also the chapter in 
which the passage in question can be found. And I made sure that all 
the Bible references are accurate. 
 
 And so the book is also intended as a reminder of the value 
and relevance of the Bible for our life as Christians. I often tell 
students that any appeal to the Bible will be respected in such an 
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institution as the one in which I teach. And so it should be a valued 
resource in religious dialogue. The partners to such dialogue will 
have different understandings of how the Bible came to be and what 
sort of authority we should ascribe to it today, but a great many of 
them -- I wish I could say: all -- will look to it with respect as 
humankind’s primary religious resource. And so it is my hope that 
this book, too, will encourage people to study the Bible with some 
new questions in their minds so that their philosophical ideas may 
ultimately come to fruition in what we call religion, which is simply 
the service of the living God. 
 


