Chapter Twenty-Six

OMEOFLITTLE FAITH

Thursday 11th May
University of Queendand, St Lucia

James sat outsde his Supervisor's office holding a rough draft of his Magter's
thess and a copy of the article he hoped would be accepted for officid publication. As
he waited for his weekly gppointment his mind was in turmoil. Late last night he had
fdt tired as he druggled to finish off the aticle, but as he ran off the find copies on
his printer his tiredness vanished. He was then s0 keyed up he found it fard to get to
deep 0 he garted worrying about his future with the Dally Mall and his forthcoming
dinner with his boss. He ill wondered what was behind the invitation. Also he was a
little disgppointed that Stephanie hadn't got back to him about the radio interview.

He adso fet excited about the progpect of publishing an article and the
posshility of getting some recognition for his new theory. He fantassed about
changing direction to a career in religious academic sudies dthough he knew that
woud require a Doctorate and more years of study. He knew he was probably pipe
dreaming, but he fet unsattled and in need of a new god. He was dso looking
forward to this evening's dinner outing with Mary. It was their anniversary and they
were going late night shopping afterwards to buy themsdves a joint present. With his
extra hours and her recent rise, their finances had improved somewhat and they could

afford to have alittle splurge.



‘Well James, what do we have here? asked Dr Phillip Gill with genuine
interest.

James placed the two documents on the desk and sat back. ‘An outline for my
thesi's and a copy of the condensed verson you suggested | write for publication.’

Phillip picked them up and flicked through them. ‘I'll read them with great
interest, James. But fird, take this’ Dr Gill handed him a sheet of paper. ‘It's the
name and address of a publisher that I'm having quite a bit of success with lately.
They're one of the few remaning publishers that Hill accept articles direct without
making you go through agencies’

James looked down at the sheet and read, ‘Asia Journa of Theology'. ‘Thank
you Phillip. You've been agreat hep.’

‘“You're welcome, but I'm not sure it'll be enough.” Phillip gathered a smdl pile
of books in frort of him.

‘“Why?What do you mean? asked James anxioudly.

Phillip pointed a the pile. ‘Wdl, these books have just been published recently.
They are not even in the library yet but you may like to borrow them.’

James looked over and recognised some of the authors - John Hick, Ramon
Panikkar and others, dl leading scholars in the fidd of world rdigions and spiritudity.
‘Thanks, | will. But what do they have to do with getting my article published?

Phillip pushed the pile closer to James ‘They dl exalt the mystica experience
asthe higher truth behind dl rdigions’

‘“Then my theory’s dill origind? James asked hopefully.

Phillip leant forward. “Yes, but the point I'm making is that the market seems to
be only interested in the mystical viewpoint, or a least the publishers think so. You

could be going againg the trend.’



‘Do you think they're right? asked James, once agan suspicious that his
Buddhist supervisor was being influenced by his own bdiefs, but his reply dispeled
that thought.

Phillip held up a restraining hand. ‘Not at dl, but don't get your hopes up about
getting your article published. The market may not be ready for your theory yet.

‘Oh! | see what you mean.’

‘Its dl a matter of timing. There just seems to be a popular swing towards
mydstical experience a the moment, probably fudled by the New Age movement.
Phillip shrugged. ‘ Anyway, send it away and see what happens.’

‘I will,” said James without much enthusiasm.

‘Did you get something in for that essay competition?

‘Yes, | did.” Jamesreplied, ‘but | haven't heard anything yet.

‘The reaults are out.” Phillip pointed a James. ‘You should hear today if you've
won anything.’

If I’'ve won anything. ‘If' being the operative word, thought James. He felt
depressed by his supervisor's pessmigtic estimate of his article's chances of success.
His supervisor sensed his mood swing and redlised that he had probably contributed to
it as he brought the interview to a close in a podtive way. ‘You get that aticle away
and I'll let you know what | think of the draft of your thesis next week, OK?

‘OK." James forced asmile. ‘Thanks again Phillip.’

* * *

A Restaurant, Carindale

‘Thank you very much. This looks very nice] sad May to the water as he

placed the entrees in front of them.



‘Do you want to say grace for a specid occason? asked James as soon as the
waiter had gone.

‘We don't normaly say grace at restaurants’ answered Mary. ‘You dways say
it looks ostentatious.”

James thought Mary was acting a bit cool. ‘Yes | forgot. Maybe | wanted to
show some gratitude for three happy years.” James started to eet his entree.

May softened a little but her eyes became a little misty. ‘Yes. Our third
anniversary and gill an uncertain future” She hadn't started to edt yet.

James stopped eating and looked hard at Mary. Why was she so concerned
about the future, just because he was uncertain about his job at the paper? Then it hit
him. How could he have been so blind? He reached over and took her hand. ‘You
want to sart having children?

She looked back a him and her eyes confirmed hisingght.

‘Then why don’t we, you know - go ahead in faith?

‘James; she said shaking her head reprovingly. ‘I'm the main bread-winner a
the moment. We can't afford for me to give up work, and I'd have to eventudly. |
don't have that much faith. She withdrew her hand gently and Started to eat as if there
were no moreto be said.

They finished ther entrees in dlence. Not quite the anniversary dinner that he
had envisaged. The problem was he didn't know what he could do to rectify the
gtuation. Eventudly he sad, ‘Daling, I'm very sorry that | can't offer you anything
more definite. | have no ideawhere my futurelies. ‘I'm so confused.’

Mary looked a him and smiled sadly. ‘Would it help to talk about it?

He nodded briefly. ‘ Probably.’

Jugt then the waiter returned with their main med. Mary withdrew her hand and

could hardly conced her exasperation. Every other time they had been to a restaurant,



they had waited for ages for their main med. Why couldn't they have been dow this
time just as James was about to open up? But she need not have worried because
James wanted to talk. In between mouthfuls he taked about his options of continuing
in Journdism if dlowed, or changing to full-time academic work eventudly or going
back to the ministry.

Between mouthfuls Mary asked, ‘How long would it be before you could apply
for alecturing postion?

‘There are tutoring podtions avalable next year but they're not full-time Full-
time positionswou d need a doctorate — at least three more years full-time study.’

Mary paused again and looked at him anxioudy. ‘ Then isthat redly an option?

‘Not if we want to have children.” He looked down at his food. ‘I think I've left
my run too late’

May dghed in rdigf and sad, ‘Then you only have two options left — full time
Journdlism and going back to the ministry.’

‘Mmnm’. James was not comfortable with those options. He was till hoping thet,
somehow, his new theory might lead to something in academia. ‘You're probably
right. The Sgns pointing to further academic research are not clear.’

Mary frowned a the redization tha he hadn't redly given up on that path but
asked dutifully. “Why not?

‘Wdll, this new theory of mine’ James put down his fork and sighed. ‘I was
hoping to test it by publishing an aticle but Phillip thinks I'm up againg a popular
swing to mygicism.

Mary did not understand. ‘But your theory places equa weight on mysticism.’

James nodded. ‘I know. But he thinks that publishers and the market place aren't

ready for abalanced approach.’



Despite her own opposition to his academic ambition, she didn’t like to see him
give up o quickly. ‘So aren’t you going to send your article in now?

James shrugged. ‘I don't know if it's worth it. | sent an essay on the subject to
that essay competition but it couldn't have been any good or | would've heard
something by now.’

‘Wait a minute’ Mary pushed her plate away and opened her handbag. ‘There
was something in the mail for you today from interstate. Sorry, | forgot about it. Here
itis’

James heart missed a beat. He took the letter from her and opened it eagerly. ‘It
says that | missed out to an essay cdled ‘The Mysticism of Infinity’. There you are.
What did | tel you? Even the essay judges are into mysticism.’

Mary shook her head in exasperation a his negativity. ‘You can't assume that.
Maybe the other essay was better written. Does it say anything else?

James read on despondently. ‘It says, ‘Your essay was highly commended. The
judges believe that your ideas could make a sgnificant contribution to the world-wide
sudy of rdigion and that you should therefore offer it for publication’.” James looked
up in surprise. ‘Wel, what do you know?

‘Say ‘thank you Lord’, for the dgn’ May pointed a& him grinning
mischievoudly.

‘Thank you Lord for the sgn, sad James without a pause. He amiled ruefully
and finished the remains of his now cooler med with relish while he reconsdered his
outlook. Eventudly he sad, ‘Oh me of little fath... Maybe I'll receve some sgn
about my future on Saturday evening.’

Mary took his hand this time and didn’t withdraw it. It then occurred to James

thet this was going to be a nice anniversary evening after al.



‘If we go now, he sad, ‘We should have time to find something specid a the
shops before closing time.”
They gathered their beongings, paid the bill and walked out hand in hand.

* * *

Saturday 13th May

Hamilton

The Preson's had a beautiful home on the top of a hill in Hamilton with
panoramic views from the living areas. Stephanie was an excdlent hogess and they
had shared a ddicious roast dinner with old-fashioned hospitdity. James had a
momentary thought that he might be being fatened up for the kill but the conversation
had been mainly socid chitchat with no reference to the issues that concerned him.
They had discussed ther families, their respective homes and the effort needed to care
for them and humorous incidents in their dailly work. Peter persuaded Mary to reved
some handy hints that could hedp him with his tax return. Stephanie had them dl
laughing with some awkward sStudions that had arisen in the course of some of her
interviews. When it came time to adjourn to the lounge for tea and coffee, there had
dill been no mention of the red reason for the invitation and James was becoming a
little anxious.

When they were settled PP cleared his throat as he often did before making an
announcement to his saff and said, “You may be wondering why we invited you here
tonight.’

James tensed up but didn't say anything.

‘Well." Peter leaned forward. ‘One of the reasons was to thank you for what you
have done for us as a couple. | know you fet a bit avkward about counsdling your

boss and his wife but | didn’t know how long you would be with us and - | didn't want



to miss the opportunity of usng your particular skills and ingghts’ Peter amiled sdf-
conscioudy as he spoke these last few words. He was not accustomed to giving out
compliments.

However, James had fixaed on the comment a&bout the length of his
employment and sad rather tentatively, ‘But | can change the content of my aticle if
the negative feedback continues’

Peter Preston stared a him. He suddenly redlised that James thought he had
invited him to dinner to terminate his services and he was embarrassed. ‘Of course
you can James but not until you finish the current series. To hell with the feedback. |
want to see it through to the end. Anyway, if people are getting annoyed then it shows
they must be reading it

James gave an dmogt inaudible sigh of relief. ‘1 don't know what to say.’

Peter raised a redraining hand. ‘Say nothing for the moment. Baring my soul is
not easy for me. | wanted Stephanie to say it but she has things of her own she wants
tosay.’

James heart gave a little legp of excitement a the prospect of an invitation from
Stephanie to go on radio but he made an effort to give Peter hisfull attention.

Peter continued, ‘As | was saying, we are very grateful to you for your help to
us with our persona conflict of religious loydties, and the reason why | didn't think
you would be with me much longer was that | know where your heart lies. You are too
good a pastor and theologian to be satisfied with a newspaper job for too long, even
with a rdigious column. You're wasted here and you know it” He paused to martia
his thoughts while James sat like a sunned mullet. ‘The Church needs men - people -
like you, who can see both ddes of a problem as you can and be spiritualy open
minded - especidly in a religioudy plurd society like ours. Now do you see what |

meant?



‘Yes. | see’ Hefdt quite overwhelmed by what was said.
Mary jogged James with her ebow. ‘A sign about your future? she whispered
quietly. Stephanie and Peter exchanged glances but neither inquired about the sotto

voce comment.

‘Well, think about it.” Peter pointed a James. ‘Meanwhile what are you going to
do about your theory? Are you going to publish it?

James dghed. ‘At this dage, it's only in the form of an aticle. I've sent it avay
to amagazine and I'm waiting for areply.’

Peter raised his eyebrows. ‘ That's an academic magazine | presume?

James nodded. ‘Y es. One recommended by my supervisor.’

Stephanie cut in. “What about a book for the genera public?

James boked at her quickly with a frown. ‘I was thinking about it but | think it
might be awadte of time.’

‘“Why? asked Stephanie.

James lifted his hands pams upwards. ‘Because in dl the books coming out
lady from leading scholars, it's mygicism and spiritudity that’s being promoted as
the ultimate truth.’

‘James,” Stephanie asked, ‘have you lost confidence in your theory.’

‘Not in my theory, but Phillip Gill feds that the market is not interested in
bal anced theories just now.’

Peter Preston’s eyes narrowed as he said dmost angrily, ‘Listen James. Do you
remember my origind brief? | asked you to find some common truth behind the
world sreligions’

James nodded.



‘Well, | meant it Peter shrugged. ‘1 admit | had an ulterior motive - a chance to
solve my domedtic dilemma - but | am genuinely concerned about sectarian violence’
He pushed one finger into the pam of his other hand. ‘Last week, there was more
violence in Indonesa between Chrigians and Mudims. There is a grest need for a
hamonisng of bdiefs and a reconciliation of reigions - not the exdting of one
understanding over another. There is a need for your theory.” He paused and then said
dowly, ‘Y ou must publish’

‘Yes' Stephanie took over the conversation. ‘I don't care how attractive har
arguments are. You have convinced me - us - that exdting one religion over ancther is
not the answer. | don't care how popular this trend is, it must be opposed in the name
of tolerance’ Stephanie leant forward and lowered her voice. ‘James, you have the
evidence. You have to make it known.’

James was dating to fed more optimidic. ‘You redly think my evidence is
enough?

Peter nodded and Stephanie replied, ‘Actudly, you have provided more
evidence for your theory than you redise’

James screwed up his face. “What do you mean?

‘“Your mind game, James. Your ‘switching' technique. Every doctrine you used
to test your theory made perfectly good sense in both world-views. That's very useful
evidence. Actudly, that’swhat findly convinced me’

‘Almogt every doctrine” James said quietly and then brightened up. ‘Yes That
isanother argument isn't it? | hadn't thought of it that way.’

Stephanie smiled and reached out with one hand. ‘Now, to give your theory
more exposure, | propose that you let me do a four week series on my programme.

What do you say?



James jaw dropped. ‘| say ‘great’ but | thought | had to publish something
firg?

Stephanie gave a smug smile. ‘Normaly yes, but we can twist the rules a little.
My producer said she will dlow me to interview you on the bass of the aticles in
your column.’

Peter brokein, ‘It will be good publicity for your column.’

‘And it won't do your paper any harm ether, dear, sad Stephanie with a
ddeways grin a her husband. Then she looked back a James. ‘Can you dart
recording next Friday?

‘I mogt ceartainly can,’ replied James with fresh confidence as he looked a Mary

who smiled widdy and squeezed his hand tightly.

* * *



