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[ydication

This book ts dedicated

To some very good triends.

Fen't! kivow who you are

Because together we brought in the damp Laandry
And put it in the "warming cupboard ™
You helped chop all the vegetables

And stirred the porridge every morning.
Cll never forget you—

Your love, your help . ..

The tun and the laughter,

The muasic, and the alk,

Sprace seprarates us. Things happen.

But together we stancd on firm ground.
There is life. We grow in truth.
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“What kind of a place is this?™

Since I'm maore wsed 1o talking with people than writing, Ud like
vou to intagine that this book isn't aboak atall, huracaally a visie
1 the rambling old house in England where @ live along with my
Family and co-workers,

Asyoucrunch upthe diveway winl youyr backpack
slung over vour shoulder, vou will he welcomaed by our dog,
Timmy, His loud barks will announce YOUE arrival.

it s suany amd warmng vou will soon find yourself
sitiing on the lawn, surrounded by thiry ov sa people, Some
lounge back, soaking upthe suo. Onhers are plaving a game with
five or six little boys, A Tew are gathered in w heated discussion. Tt
is atternoon tea break, which s enjoved foraslong as possiblcin

Fogland.

Bun the people aroumt vou are not just from

England or any one corner of the ;.,lnhr: Twao voung German
stuclents are ta[Llllg witl a couple of Americans. An Australian
kicks the ball 1o the childven, while Toar English students talk
about their university courses winh an older-looking cowple.
These people are dressecl differently from cach other, since they
come Itom difterem backgrounds and couniries,

Why s snch a diverse group of people together?
Amd where are vou?

You're at i L'Abri Fetlowship Center i a simall
English country village suuth of London, L'Abri{[a-BREF) is a
Freoch wame, meaming “the shelter”™ The LPAbri hotse 1 hve
aned work o, Bke the other LA houses around the world, is a
shelter where people can come 1o get away Fromther evervday
routines and think about their guestions, and look at answers.

Sorme peoplic come because of tervible personal
problems: drugs, divorce, unwanted pregnancy, depression,
suiciclal feelings, aleohelsm. Other people come just because
they want to Bgure sone things oul. (The locations of 1he five
L'Abri Fellowship Centers—in Switzerland, Holland. England.




Massachuseus, and Minoesala—do add some appeal to visits
there, especally tor people who hke to 1ravell}

When I was fourteen vears old, iny parenis,
Fraticis aned Edich Schaefler, started the [irst L'Abrn Center in
Switzerland. [ all began i 1955 swhen oy sister Priscilla, the
oldest ol the Tour children in our family, wemn to the nearby
wmversity town of Lansanne, and stavted brimging a few friends
home tor weekends, These students were asking lats of
important quesdens, which often led o one big topic: "What is
life all abour?” They couldn’t believe that this Gimily would sit
and talk aboun thedr guestions entl midnighn or 1200 A0 They
loweel the hamey care iny mother gave, the sled rides, and the
family hot dog roasts. But what brought more and more voung
people w visit Tor bonger and longer periods of ime was the
possilnliny of asking, thinkiog, and hindimg answers, My pares
helieved that you could talk about trunh. They alsa belicved that
the roof over our heads and the food my mother preparcd for
those who came week by week would be provided by a God who
was a part of our daily hves.

I conldn’t even guess how many peaple have come
and gone at L’Abri in the years since then, The originat family
grew up and had children of their own, Other peaple have come
atd worked in Switzerland and in the several other new L Abri
centers, The L'Abri vou are visiting in England stared ¢leven
_"_A-'CHI'S 'ﬂ.gﬂ.

In this book you'll share with me some stories of
people’s lives and their ideas. '[he questions and problems are
real ones, the peaple who had them are rezl, oo ([ changed
seme details 1o protect their privacy.)

Don't pack lots of fancy clothes when you come.
Bring your very oldest jeans, and lots of warm swealers, I'm
afraid the huge, old manor house (butlt in 1789) gets chilly, and
there’s lots of work to do. Everyene is asked to help with the
laundry, gardening, cocking, etc! ¥ ou will study for four hours
and help for four hours every day.



The people living and working heve at L'Abri are
iy biisband, Ranald, and mvsclf, dwec of our four children (our
aldest daughter is at college), plus three other Fanilies and three
singrle workers. At mealtime, vou mmay have a meal somewherein
the main house, in the old stable block, in an apaiment, e inthe
ald schoolhouse, @ mroed e homes of those working here.
Upstairs there are bunk beds 1o flop down on at night. You will
gl very ured!

This visit will be easy io arrange. All vou have todo
15 turn the page. Somenmes there ire maore people who want 1o
cenng to LA than we can howse, Bat i thas case, vonn can visi
anil eavesdrop without cven writing a letter, [ hope the ideas we
clistuss will jump the gap of the space that separates us, Come
and join owr conversations. They sometimes last for howrs!







Chagner Onie

“Deon't ask questions.”

Sailly sunk intoin avmchair by the crackling fire anc closed her
hand around a cup of coffer, Traces of wars smudged her
cheeks, and et bands shook. Her wrist, freshlv bandaged where
she Buwd slashed i, imade her wince whenever she noved.

As Isatdown across from her, my heart sank. What
should T sav® ! decrded just wr listen.

"My life is such a mess, . .7 Sally murmured,
staring into the fire. "The whole world is @ mess. And I don’t
think it's going to get better. What's the use in going on living:”

On anenher day Manhew stood by the kitchen sink,
wasting stacks of cups with short, jerky motions, It looked as if
he were trying to kill the cups!

“Take a look at me!”™ he said. "People say 'ma
success. Ha! 1f only they knew " e Lsupghed bitterly. T thought 1
had it made, o, 1 finished school, goran fmponand’ job, could
attord a comfortable life-stvle, had a beawtful girl fricnd. 1
really cared about this girl, too, and the huture looked promising.
... His voice trailed off.

"Burt then our feelings for each other died,” he
contunued, yretting angry again, “and we broke the thing up! I
wits muscrable, And, vou know, as [ looked arcund atevervthing
else that | had, it all tasted like—like sawdust withouat her”

He turned from the sink e glare at me. “"What's
this crununy lile all about, anyway?”

Nexttime vou're ot with a friend for a hamburger
and fries or a sundae, trv to look your friend in the eye and ask
Saliv's or Matthoew's quesnions: “What is lite all abouwt*" “What's
the use m going on living?”

Your triend will very likely joke or laugh, not
believing vou're serious. Or he might stare a1 you nervously, or
even call a psychiairisi, Afterall, people don’t usually ask those

“And yet they drink, they
laugh;

Close the wound, hide the
scar . ..”

Carly Simon, “That’s the Way I've Always
Heard It Should Be”
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kinds of questions. Our culture 1ends to squelch deep thinking,
or else to label it as something that only superbraims or strange
people do.

Yet Sally and Matthew aren’t weird. They are real
pecple 've known, Lwo oul ot many who have brought their
questions to L’Abri Fellowship in Greatham, FEngland, where 1
bve and work.

Why were they asking questions, when most
people don't bother 107 Because difficult evenis in their lives had
shaken them cruelly. T'he way they'd tred living wasn’t working.
They'd come Lo the end of their rope.

Rather than weird, Sally and dMaithew are quite
typical. Have you ever noticed that people usually only pay
attention ta the “heavy questions” of life when things go wrong?

We don't do much scrious exarmining of ourselves
after gening a date with Mister or Miss Wonderfui—bu we do
after that same person has informed us that hefshe is
shamypooing hisfher hair thar night? We'te: Less inclined 1o think
decp thoughts afier winning a championship game than after
losing i a shuicul.

When thingsin lifcare gomg along well, we assuimeg
that we must be doing soncthing right. Tt's when they go wrong
that we begin to wonder. Amd even then we often try to shut out
the: questions that bother us. We go 1o a party, ar turn the music
uplonder, or work harder. We buy a new sweater or a par of skis
te cheer ourselves upp, or drown our problems with a chocolate
shake ar a few beers or a few pills.

“Don't think about it,” soccry wells us. “Don’t ask
questions.”

You might say that the culture around us
brainwashes us. [here are maore images and words thrown at uy
every day than ever before m mian's history. Magazines, tv,
newspapers: these form the media. They are cut tosell opinions
12 us. On top of this, we are surrounded by [riends and
neighbors who tend to repeat what they have heard. Some



people say that youny people ave especially susceptible to being
mfluenced by thetr peers. That may be true. But evervone teticls
tothink thun theideas most people have :1{'::(,};&::1 trnst therelore
he "right™ wdeas. We forget to think for ourselves.

Liut no ane can run away from these questions aned
decisions lorever. You already believe 1o something. Whether
solrve thought aboot n or not, you have vour own philosophy of
life. It's made tip of what von believe abou nghin and wrong life
ared death, truth aned God and man, And vour life view allecs
vou, 1t affects the way vou take o test tomorrow as well as whan
voul'll cbo i a job ar i your love lile 1en years fram now,

Lstaricd 1the process of thinking through my
bediels alinvost accielentally, when Lwas eleven vears U]{l-,gruwing
up in Switzertand, What touched it of was a squabble with my
Eo'rs S151eTs, I)chb}' anel Prisoilla. We had nearly finshicd weeding
the family vegetalle garden, and we were ot Gred, and [.'I'Ei.hh}'-.
As T grew mareand more obnoxious inmy side of our avgument,
one of my sisters piped up and saicdd that T wasn't being a very
good Christian example to any villagers passing by,

Withow thinkmg, 1 said the inost shocking thing
than cane e ey head—preny shocking, at least, when vour
tather 1s a nunester. "Well, o not a Christian anvway!” 1 velled.
“1 don't believe any of it!”

I was receiver! with the dramaotic reaction 1'd
winterd: shocked silence.

As we preked up our hoes and walked dow the
mountan peth toward our howe, T suddenly felra nngle of fear
creep upany spane. Tuside, | hail the clizzy sensation of standing
om the edge of a dangerous clilT. [ had said that [ wasn't a
Christian hecause I'd wanted o shock Debby and Froscilla, B
nenw [ wondered: Dacd 1 really beheve o Goel? Was the Bibile treer
el T have veisons tonhimk so, or baed 1just bliodle accepted what
my parentts had told mer

The mare Hhought about it, the worse I el | had
lonverd this Goel of the Bible since Dl been iy, Now bl that Id

“Thinking is the hardest
work there 1s, which is the
Frﬂbahle reason why so
ew engage in it.”

Henry Ford, 1929

R giiat
1)
S WD
t“'"t—q_:-:_{.d'“‘}
Wl
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heard about his teachings and his love seemed to be turaing to
ashes in my hand.

Al the supjwer 1able, Priscilla announced, "Susan
says she isn't a Christian.”

By then [ didn’t {eel like denying her words, even
though 1 could see that my mother looked sad. 1 wassad, too, for
| telas if [ had lost God and has love T wasn'osure that there even
sas i Ganl

But 1 was alse determined. 1 couldn't helieve m
fairy 1ales! [ had to grow up.

That casily could have been my last day ot knowing

How 1o Be Shallow: key Words and Flivases

1. “Sorry, but I never discuss religion or politics while I'm
eating.™

. “What did you da, swallow a dicticnary or something?”

“I don't want to talk about ir.”

*“What do you think this is, church er something?”

“Thinking gives me a headache.”

“Do you like anchovies on your pizza®”

P o o 10




Crod wits there, and that ] was safe in the order he had provided.
It could have heen the death ol my faith.

Or it eould have been the end of my progress inleo
thankang as an aduoli. Allit wonld have laken was a comment ke,
“OF course you're a Christian, Susan,” or, “You're only eleven;
you dan’t know what you're saying,” or, "Dan’'t be foolish—iu's
obvious that the Bible is rue.

But something else happoened instead. That night
whon [was ready for bed, alone and quict inany ronm, my Bither
Came in.

“Let's talk, Susan,” he said seriously. *L'ell me why
you zaid you are ne longer a Christian,”

[ confessed thar I'd st sand the words becaose T
wars rmad, “But as soon s 1 said it, 1 was scared,” | explained, "I
can't call myself a Christtan! All this time, I've only believed it
because vour and mother wold me about it. Now Ul have to wail
and see b i's true or not. Mayle the sther rehgrons are truge. Or
ravhe there o't even 2 Gaed an alit”

There was a moment of silence, | still remember
the gquiet, Fricodly companicnship in the atmosphere when my
el finally answered me. "Sasan,” he sad, "1hose are good
guestions. I'm glad you've asked them.”

When a relict? Thar dizzy, lonedy fechng leh me. Te
was OK to ask questions! It was imporiant for me to find out for
myscll it what 1% helieved was true,

As we talked 1hat might, T discovered that my dad
had asked these saine guestions abowt God 1n his own scarch tor
answers, Dad epened the door lor me into a new adventure. He
said that 1 dido’t have to go through lite with a blindfold on my
minel to belicve in God, merely clinging to hopes and feelings.
Neither did [ have 1 throw my beliefs oul the window.

[t something is true, he explained, you can look at
it harel, aned think aboutit, and compare it with other beliefs, and
1t will stand. It will e reliable.

[ decided to do just that.

“No man can live without
a world view; therefore,
there is no man whe is not
a philosopher.”

¥rancis Schaeffer, He I's There and He Is
Net Silent

L7
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One way {'ve locked at all this since then is to
realize that peaple are hke plims, They need roots. A plant can
appear o be growing and thriviog, Buif i1 doeso’t have firm
roots, it can easily dry out, be uprooted, o blow over.

Take alook at voursell, What are your roots? What
isit that vou hold ento to keep vourself going, day afier dayy Do
vou believe i things your parcots okl yvou? Uelevisions Your
school? Your friends?

Do you knew what's really true?

Andwhat willit lake trget vou wolook lor answers?
Yo could wait, like Sally 2nd Manhew, antil you reach the end
of your rope. Butif vou'd like to discuss it further, this book is for
YOI



“In ordinary times we get along
surprisingly well, on the whole, without
ever discovering what our faith reall
is. If, now and again, this remote an
academic problem is so unmannerly as
to thrust its way into our minds, there
are plenty of things we can do to drive
the intruder away. . . .

“But...tousin wartime, cut off from
mental distractions by restrictions and
blackouts, and cowering in a cellar with
a gas mask under threat of imminent
death, comes in the stronger fear and
sits down beside us.

“ ‘What,’ he demands rather
disagreeably, ‘do you make of all this?
... What do you believe? Is your faith a
comfort to you under the present
circumstances?’

Dorothy Sayers, Christian Lelters to g Post-Christian World
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“As long as you're sincere . .7

A muddle-aged couple stood chattering with me in a theater
lobby. We all held steaming cups of coffee.

"How tror{ectly lovely that you work with young
peaple, Mrs. Macaulay,” the plump Mrs, Briggs gushed. Eler
hushand beamecl. Then, siill smiling, she launched into 2 inajor
statement. "But surely vou don't think that any one belief is
right? Why, evervbody knows that all roads lead 10 God in the
end!”

“¥es, lows of people do feel that wav, But are they
right " Lasked. “1F something is right, then some ather thigs
have to be wrong, don’t they? If soimething is true, aren’t other
things falser”

The couple looked swrprsed. (You may have
noticed that s’ considered proper etiquette to express a
delinire point of view 1thal opposes athers.)

“Just think," T went on. "You have to drive home
fater ontonight, [N told you thar o didn’t maner which road you
chose todrive an, it wontd pul you ina mess. Why, if you were to
geton the freeway hiere, you couldn’t get of f for another twenty
irtiles!”

“OFf course! That's obvions,” Mr. Briges sputiered.
“We mean that you can’t kuow what's true about saimething like
religron”

The Briggses were mouthing a popular view, that
there are some unseen things you just can’'t kaow the iruth
about. They think that the facts of religion are different from the
facts af living in the real, everyday world of penicilling grocery
stores, satellines, pey dogs, and road maps. The truth in those
arcas seerus quite cear, Obviousty, if vou didn't know the
difference between up anddosa, you'd bave ahard time getting
1 your cliass o the fourth floor!

If vou sincerely thonght that you were a cow, and

21
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insisteel that you should stay ouiswle and eat the lawn, men in
white coats would come and tike you somewhere clse!

But, religion, many people say, is different. Inahar
aren, any belict you hold is OK as long as you are sincere about il
and it “helps™ vou. In fact, you can't say thar someone else’s view
is either right or wrong, true ot talse.

You've probably already nonced this “anything
goes” ldea. Society puts up with a loi of strange beliefs and
superstitions because of it pyramid power, palin reading,
good-luck charms, reincarnanon. 1 can remeniber jumping over
the seams in the sidewalk when I was about five vears obd,
because I'd heard the saving, “Step on a crack, break your
mother's back!™

Harmless? Silly? The little child Susan was playing
a game. But there comes 2 noment when it isn't a game
anymore. [Mvou lived in tribal Afvica and sincerely thought that
you needed to cat a hezlethy baby'stiver if the demons were to be
appeased and you were 10 regain vour health, would it matter?
Could vou be wrong?

Think of what bappened in November 1978 when
mine hundred people believed in their religious leader, Jun
Janes. They were so comimitted o him and his teachings than, at
his command, they drank poison. They gave it to their babies.
These people were not sinlple savages. The poison was mixed by
prersons who had studied at some of 1he mosu advanced US.
tedhical sehowls!

tvery ulea has consequences that grow out of it as
a plant grows from asced. And thelogical resuit of thinking that
anviling goes in religion is to think that any sincere religious
action is QK. Even suicide or murdey.

Though the examples 1 gave may seem extreme,
they point cut two things. First, what vou behieveabout truth and
right and wrong and God aren’t ho-hum matters. Second,
although many people might say that “anvthing goes” in
religion, o actual situations they find themseives drawing a linc
and calling some religious beliefs wrong, horiful, or stupid.



“It is tmportant thae a person choose the right
arswers 1o lbe,” Dold Mo and Mrs. Briggs in the theater lobby
thast ex'ening, "It s @ |Jer5:)n;i] clisaster of ke or she chooses the
WEOTHE OIS, Thatis why Lwerk i L'Aber Fellowshyp: we believe
thit there is one right roacd,”

They shook therr beards,

What yvou belicve affeets everything ahout yvour
I"‘”'h every ay. W hd.t vosu think and feelaned dosprings out ol
¥our beheﬂ Forinstance, iFvou beleve you are a cow,and den
act like one, vou might lined vourself in a memad hospital one
meorning. Yo belicks magh leave you in conplete despair, like
Sally in the Bast chaper, or with deepr anger, like Mathew.

Later, when [ was thinking over the conversation
with Mo and Mres. Briggs, 1 thouaght that the foliowing incicken
coultl have clarthed what T wanted 1o say o them.

When our Family Birst went to the old manor hottse
in Greatham that is now I7AbT, we were givenr o huge pile of
kevs. We couldn’t inagine that theve could be so many doors to
untlock—1umtil we ot e the property,

Our first task was 1o Dol he key for the main oak
tloor w the front of the house. My five-year-old, Kirsty, tried
helpnng mac. I3 this the one?” she asked.

“Opininn is the queen of
the world.”

Blaise Pascal

“As one can ascend to the
top of a house by means of

adder or a bamboo or a
staircase or a rope, so
diverse are the ways and
means to approach God,
and every religion in the
world shows one of those
ways.”

Ramakrishna Paramahamsa

“'—urf
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Before I could reply, her older sister Margaret,
aged eight, retoried, “No, thacs 1o thin, How aboan this one,
IMoTHTEY 2

I looked at the key Margaret held np. “Well, yes,
that looks like the right thickness. But it's the wrong shape.” |
said. T pounced an a more hikely candudare, *This kreks aboot
right!” But when Itrieel it, it didn’s goomto the keyhote. Irdidn’s
fit.

1 think that our search for the right key {which we
finally Found—ane howr Later) s much like the search Lor truth,
The kevhole had a certain shape, Only one key would fic

1 believe that the world around us has a definite
shape, wo. Al kinds of facts make up that shape. And [ helicve
that anly one cxplanation of truth and life—and only one
religion or philesophv—will liv all the tucts. The other options
wantr't work, Finding the right oneis like sorung through a pile of
keys For the one that fits,

"The basis of this book s the idea that vou can fud

Flying in the Dark

When I was a child in Switzerland, I nsed to lie awale and listen
to the night. Where we lived in the Alps, there were no cars
roaring by our door, and no voices or clatter from the
neighborhood. We were quite isolated, so the silence was an
interesting thing to me. I tried to cawch the sounds of night
creatures outside or the drip of icicles off the chalet roof.

Once in a while, the roar of a passing aircraft
would drown the small souznds. I woguld feel my body tense up
as Ilay there, tistening. How could a pilot fird his way over the
mountains in the dark? I imagired the drone of the plane’s
engire turning into an explosion as the aircraft plowed into a
towering peak of the nearby Dents du Midi mountair range.

On foggy or stormy nights, my tension was even
greater. Wouid the pilot make it?




the key 1o truth. Bul before vou read on, vou must decide it
there’s really sonething to ook For, Do vou think that there
gl be a keyv 1o realiey? "Phat some things are true and others
tubse, sonme right and others wrong? 'monot rushing vouw mna an
answer: some people would answer yes 1o the above question,
ancl others no.

What o vow thinks

I now understand how a pilet flies when he
cannot see, He uses his insiruments, of course, and he also uses
amap. He has 1o have justthe right map. If he climbed inte the
cockpit for the Alpine flight T heard at night and was handed a
map of the ocean, he'd say, ““That map doesn’t accurately show
the place I'm going to! It won't be of any help!”

Maps of the wrong monntain range wouldn’t help
him either. He had te have a map that desceribed the area Ilived
in, near Lausanne in the Rhone River Valley. £ *

We need maps, too, to find our way through our SDHIIE PEBPIE SaY I In a

lives without crashing. We need a guide that shows us what life esus fI'EHk,
really is about. World religions and phifosophies offerusmany | And I do believe it’s true.

“rmaps.” But which one fits where we're going? Which one will n
help us as we fly into the dark? Whose freak are you:

That is for you to find out.

Servant, “Holy Roller Blues™






Chapter Three

“Let's all meditale on ver navels.™

I 'was coaking supper in the big, warni 1" Abri kitchen. Outsiele,
the cold winter night had descended, and through the window [
saw nothing but bluckness,

Sucklenly I neardy jumped out of my skin, A
strange and very white face was pressed up against the window!
Eventhough [ was frightened at {urst, I went to the door tolet the
person in.

When I brought the ghostly {iguve into the
kitcher, I saw that  had sothingo beatvind of. My visitor wasa
ihin, almost emaciated voung nun whose head was shaved
completely bald, He was shivering with the cold and damp, and
gratelolly acceped a hot drink.

Ax we talked, 1learned thar bis name was Joe, and
that he was a voung Brinsh student who had been searching for
meantng in his life. He had pet seme members of an Eastern
religious sect, and had been attracted 1o their otherworldly way
of living. He thought these people had grasped the mysteries of
the universe.

Rut by the time Joe came to us, he was so absorbed
in this other world and so divorced from the real world around
him that he was mentally and phvsicaily il

According o his new beliefs, Joe's own separate
self dido’t exaist. He was oae with all the: other spirits in the
universe, and a part of the one sprrit: God. Spirit was all that
existeel. The physical world was only an illusion, he said.

However, as Joe lived at L'Abiri. it becane obvious
that he couldn’t Tunction in the reality he claimed was the true
one. Hesaud he didn't believe in the physical world, But of course
he hael to eat—and be did.

He said he didn't behieve in bis own existence as an
individoal. Yet he would tined himself saving, “f think .. " Then
he would realize what he was doing, and a puzzled look would



“I am plagued by doubts,

What if everything is an
illusion and nothin
exists? In that case,

definitely overpaid for my

Woody Allen, Withou! Feathers
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cross his face. Could he really say “[7?

In his search for truth, Joe had absorbed the wdea
thay rehigious truth was boyond comiman sense, a {;umplclﬂ]}'
ditterent kind of vealiry. So he chose 1o believe what his Easiern
friends told him, rather than trust his own life experiences.

A number of people and religious groups in the
world would agree with JToe. They would say 1hat you can’t use
your mind 1o foul ent whar Life is really all abouar. They may
suggzest drugs for finding this ether reality, ot meditation. This
way, you can escape from vour mind, and float into a kind of
dream experience.

They make an interesting point that most of us
don’t think about: that we live by trusting our senses, whether we
ought to or not. For example, if [ were to ask vou, ™ Doces this
ook exist?” you'd say, "(H coursce! I'on holeliog oin my hand ™

The Hindu and the Teakettle

One afternoon, my parents visited Cambridge University, and
met with some students in the living room of a college
apartment, My husband-to-be, Ranald, his good friend Tom,
and other students gathered around the fireplace. A teakettle
was whistling cheerfully on a gasburner nearby, promising hot
cups of tea.

As the group discussed ideas, one young man
from India, who was Hindu by religion, started to speak out
against Christian ideas of trath. My Eather dercided to probe
this fellow’s own conclusions, to show that he could not
actually live and act upon what he said he believed.

“Are we agreed,” my father asked, “that you
believe there is only one reality, which includes all things, all
ideasr™

The young man nodded.

“Then,” my father pursued, “this means that,
ultimately, everything is the same. Any difference we see is



But when you say that, voo've neking an
asstmpien. You're wostng that what yoor common scase welis
youis rue. But how do vou know you're not imagining what vou
see? How do you know that you're not iinagining vourself:

The Chmese plulosopher Lac-tse, whodived in the
sixth contury B0, asked, "I, when [ was asleep, 1 was a man
dreaming L wasa butterfly, how do [ know when Lamoawake that
i am not & butterfly dveaming L am a man#”

When 1 was o teenager in Switzerland, this kind of
chiseassion alou what existed and what dide'veften ook place o
our living reont. Aod it would always leave me bopping macl!
thought that it was some Lind of stupnd game.

I can remember shoaung ava philosophy student
once: “Butof courie the rase is on the table, iand of course the tegs
trold theable up! Thisis crazy! Why,when my hittle brother was

temporary, an illusion. There is no such thing as a separate
personality, correct? No final difference between good and
evil, or between cruelty and noncruelty?

The young man agreed again, but the others in the
ropm were surprised at what the full extent of their friend’s
Hindu beliefs could be.

Tom was steuck with the Fact that such beliefs
didn’t fit into the real woerld. But instead of arguing, he reached
for the steaming teakettle, lifted it off the gas burner, and held
it over the startled Indian’s head. Evervone looked surprised,
and the Indian student [ocked scared to death.

“If what you believe is really true,"” Tom said
firmly, “there is no ultimate diflerence between eruelty and
noncruelty. So whether 1 choose to pour thisboiling water over
your head or not doesn’t matter.”

There was a moment of silence, and then the
Indian rose and left the room witkout comment. He could not
match what he believed with real life.




“The truth of Christianity
is that 1t 1s true to what is
there.”
Francis Schaeffer, He Is Thereand He Is Nat
Silent
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etght months old he knew than he couldn’s crawl throngh a table
icg! A baby is (doser 1o the truth than you are!”

“Well, whatss the point ol all this?” you're prabably
asking, just as T was then. The point is & very practical one,
believe itor nat: you have achoice when vou ask questions about
religions and life vicws. You can assume that what you see
aronnd you and what you feelinside vouare real, amd investigate
on that basis, Or you can assume that you need some special,
mystical knowledge, and that thinking won't help you inuch at
all.

Peaple who hold the first point of view can leok for
truth by ohserving, People who hold the second poinn of view
hive to resort 1o more mystical techniques: blanking ou all
thoughts by repeating 2 single imeaningless syllable called a
“manira,” for imstange. Taking drugs. Meditating on the
thought of the sound of one hand clapping, asin Zen Buddhism.
Or, just believing unbelievable things!

When L was a teenager, T was fortunale encugh o
be able to talk with people who held points of view different from
those I'd grown up with, The Hindus volced something like [oe's
beliefs: cverything around me, incuding the rocks on the
mountainside, and good as well as evil, were a part ol'the cternal
consciousness that was God, There wasit't a separate, distinet,
solid me.

My nmawural instinet led me 1o disagree with these
people. T lelt sure that T had a personadity, | didn’e see how 1
could possibly live with thinking that Uwasn't really me.

Jou lived in twe worlds. His religion told hinm one
thing. His senses told him something else. Tostay alive, he had o
dothings his religion told him were nonesseantial or meaningless
{like eat and seay warm).

But I belicve real iruth is praciical and sensible. It
fits in with—arul explains—the world vou sec around you and
fecl inside. | propose that a good test for a view of life is to ask
yourself: Can [ live this way? Does it make sense with what [



obmerve? {That gquestion is one Joe should have asked ) A hic
view that is true would Fitwith the workngs ofihe physical world
and the lams of human personality.

I vou cdou't Feel that you need a practical sort of

truth, then you can close your eves, or meditare on vour navel,

and anything can be true in vour head.

If vou would rather use your comanon sense and
vour mine in your seareh For iruth, you can continue |'e;a_ding,
asking and locking with both eves wide open.

“It seems to me quite
disastrous that the idea
should have got about that
Christianity 1s an
otherworldly, unreal,
idealistic kind of religion.
« . . On the contrary, it is
fiercely and even harshly
realistic.”

Daorothy Sayers, Christian Letters to a
Post-Christian Warld
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Chapter Fam

*1 het you believe in the tooth lairy, toe”

Bichard, o imddic-aged min who somehow locked older than he
really was, satatthe dining roonm table with his head in kis hands.

“I've lost everything that meant anything to me in
ie,” he sighed. “After iny parents” marriage broke up when [
witt g teenager, [staned drinking—ioo mnch. Sall [ managed 1o
finish college, geta job, and marry someone who really cared for
me. Fora while [ stayed of( the botde. Then irouhles at work gon
me drinking mere and more antil finally, my own wife and
children were trightened of me! My marriage broke up. Llost my
Jjub. And do you know what? Nobody cares!”

He lacked up atine with a sudden spark of anger:
"What a mess I'onind I there s a good God, why does he e
people ike me have semuch irouble? Come to think ol'it, why is
there so much suffering in the world? [t doest’t make sease 1o
think there coulil be a God.”

Richard’s anguished conclusion was one [ had
heard before. Like muny people, he wished that there wasa God.
But becuuse of all the pain and suffering in the world, he didn't
think a good God could possibly exist. He liked the idea ofthere
being a Grod who planned things, who stoed for right, and whe
wotld perform lavors and miracles—something like Superman.
Bun it seeined as foolish (o hope for that as o would to believe in
the tacth fairy. T'he evidence did not seem to point in the
direction of there being a good power in control of things.

“Richard,” I said, "I know you feel horribly
trapped, et down, and misgrable. But you innst separare the two
questions you're asking. Fivse, is there a God? Second, if theve is,
then why is there suffering ¥ 1fthe God of the Bible is there, he is
perfectly good and hates sulfering even more than we do. The
Bible says that although God is all-pewerful, he alsa made the
human race separate from himself. We aren’t puppetst The
choices we have made in history and are making right now have

i3
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resulted inan abhnormal world. Much of what we see around us is
the work of man, men of Geod ™

Another L'Abvi student, Allan, put down his fork
and mterrypled the discussion Richard and 1 were having.
“Here yvou are, saying that the Bible explains how a good God
couicl let evil come intathe world by letting people have choices.
Bt T want o know why vou ave so surc that there's a Goed ar all.
Isr't the bBelic in God the same as a gullible chald’s faith i Saata
Claus, or the tooth fairy? Lsn't it wishful thinking, because yau
wanl somebody (o pull you out of trouble, and to tuck you inte
Beed at aighe? Richard is raghi s the though ol an empry, uncaring
universe is uncennfortable. Bat sn’t himesiy better than
deceptions”

Allan turned w Kit, 2 biologist from New Zealand,
whe had said he believed that i Christian answer macle perfect
sense. "1 don't see how vou have the nerve, as a biologist, 1o say
voou believe in God. You should koow berter as a saennst. Wha
thase religious puyvs experience is a blind leap of Eaith. Nothing
more. Nothing less, There's no proof lor God's existence! If [
take of f i a rocked for Mars, am [ going to bump into angels on

Imagine that you are hiking through a great forest, and lose
your way. A storm sets in. You're relieved to see ahut in a
clearing. A light shines from the window, and smoke curls
from the chimney. You practically run to the door, hoping to
find shelter there.

You knock. No answer.

You call. No voice replies.

You go to the window 1o logk in. What a relief!
The hut is occupied. There is a fire burning, and a kettle
bubbling merrily over it. The table is set for supper, and a
freshly baked pie sits in the center.
What do you konow about this setting, using



the way? Or see a demon or nwo? Masiwe Pl Laoud i hesiven 14
o e I saw no G:?d”nnr angels
Allan bawd o vadid poane To bis observanon of the Whlle in Dl'blt.

world around him, he hadn’tseen God, On top ol this, he didn't
lect he'd seon any proo of God's exstence, enher Tle seaored
scwenhific evulenec.

Kit had something w say about proot. "Listen,
Allan. As a biologisi 1 aperate oo something thar is the mos ;;G d - d d "
obvious dnd reliable Lace of all: the arder in rthe nature of od 15 dead.
(_:'L'{‘l'}'l}l!Ilg !II e l.lIII\-'L'._I'Hf..‘. Scienoc {I}[_!IL‘I'HI!..‘.‘\' 51 Illu.‘ fact 1tha Friedrich Nietzsche
evervthing is orderly. Even though it is all amazingly
coraplicated, certim causes alwavs bave the same efleor 1 oan
TUIL an experinent again andd again with a certain, sure result,
Fyen the stoallest chald can qpackly see that, You cannaet even go
home and anake o cop of colfee wihuont operatmg on the
assumption that natural lews are ovderly, not chaotic. You know
that the stove’s heat will alwavs make the kettle boil: it won't
Itecze on the Tame one dav! So where did all this arcer come
from:”

Gherman Titov, Soviet cosmonaut and
second man in space, 1962

"I evolves],” Allieny saenel.

scientific observation? Yoeu know that someone lives in this
hui, even though no one is home at the momeni.

Someone had to have built the fire, put water in
the kettle, set the table, and baked the pic. From the state of
things, you gather that the person will come back soon to eat the
supper he's prepared. You are not alone in the forest.

You cannot see the owner of the het any more
than you can see God or angels. Yet the evidence of that
owner’'s existence seems overwhelming.

Try looking at the world as you did that
imaginary huat in the forest. Do you see evidence of the hand of
aCreator? Isthe evidence as convincing as you would like it to
be? Is there somebody at home in the universe?
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““Not only is there no God,
but try getting a plumber
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on weekends.’

Woody Allen, Getting Even

My husband, Ranald, joined in. “The order we see
in our world is the basic rule ol all life. And yet, in mathematics,
the odds of all of this arder merely happening out of nothing,
out of chaos, are virtwally nil. 'T'o complicate the picture, we not
anly face the complexity of the mechanical universe, butthereis
alser the nature of the hwman betng. Here there is more than
order. Whist aboan the facts of personality, love, Kindness,
cruely, the existence of heauty#”

I had something ta say here, wo. “Allan, when Liry
to expiain to children this idea that all things and people were
made by chance, 1ell them that my watch made iselt. *Ir ook
milliots and millions of years,’ I tell them, ‘but the bits of gold
somehow were thrown off of the planct i just the right shapes.
Seveirteen tiny jewels came together. I'os not sure just how, but
finally this watch came out”

The students around the table Jaughed.

"Does it make better sense to helieve that ail the
atoms, molecules, IMNA codes, stars, and planets just
happened?” 1 continued. “Children are ofter more
down-to-earth than adults, for they accept that it imtkes sense
that somebody powerful and intelligent created us. They can
also see that 1his God could not be just a big machine or force. He
had to 1hink, 1 act, to feel. A machine could not produce the
little boy who jumps e my arms, or the girl who com past's
sensilive music, An infinite computer could not produce the
chowee of love, conld 1127

"1 sympathize winh you, Allan,” Ranald said in the
voung man’s defense. “In a sense we can't bump into God in the
utiverse, But in another sense, | belicve the Face ol his existence
bumps o us cvery day.”

Allan had a lot to think about, but he deaded not o
comnmit hinself just then. "Pass the cabbage, please . . "

Whast would vou have said it vou had been cating
lunch with us that dav? Do vou think there is a God?

You could decide that itmakes sense to assume that





