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Quotes



“Then, in my early twenties, the suspicion took root in my mind
that this god had been made up by people, like the golden calf the
Israelites had made while Moses was on the mountain. I became
convinced that people created this God of Words over the course of
centuries for the same reasons the people of ancient Israel made
the golden calf …”



“After 45 minutes I walked out and … I was disappointed.
Disappointed in the so-called sermon that consisted mainly of a
pseudo-science/history lecture to ‘prove’ that Christ had really
died.”



“The fact is, we cannot function without faith – that tomorrow
would for example be similar to last Tuesday in terms of work
schedule and other activities, is faith. We can only believe
that Napoleon or Julius Caesar or Aristotle ever existed; they
cannot convince our senses of their past existence. We believe they
existed, because we read about them or we read what they have
written.”



“Even though many members of the community of believers don’t seem
to have the faintest idea about this, the Christian religion is in
the grip of heretics. These believers recite word for word
everything the heretics teach them Sunday after Sunday, sermon
after sermon. More than that, many so-called Christians are doing
their utmost to proclaim the heretic deviation of Christian
doctrine as widely as their ability enables them.”



“Of course, many Hindus believe this to be nonsense: they can point
to the personal experiences of millions of people that prove to
them that Krishna really exists. Same with followers of any other
religious tradition. The ability of any person with a firm
intention and an established interest in a particular view to find
evidence for something that they believe can never be
underestimated.”



“So I am not saying the person who is referring to religious
writings when looking for an answer to the question of what to do
with their lives is primitive. After all, the authors of these
texts were respected in their day as authoritative figures. I
simply ask: Why not consider a second opinion, especially if the
opinion is reasonable and perhaps relatively logical?”



“The follower of Jesus as I think of him will also not attach much
value to the identity label of ‘Christian’. He will simply say you
can call him what you want. All that matters to him is to love his
fellow human being as he does himself.”



“If someone claims that water boils at a certain temperature, and
someone else looks at him in disbelief and asks how he knows that,
the one who has made the claim can simply put a pot of water on a
hot plate, stick in a thermometer and – voila! – within minutes the
claim will be proven as fact. If the other person argues that it
was a fluke, they can do it again, or even better – the
“non-believer” can perform the experiment himself, with exactly the
same result.”

 





INTRODUCTION



Who is the writer?



Born on 29 June 1971 in Pretoria, in the Republic of South
Africa.



Went to South Korea in June 1996 to work as an English
teacher.



Worked in Johannesburg for six months in 1998.



Departed for Kaohsiung, in southern Taiwan, in January 1999.



What is this collection of notes about?



Boy grows up in a Christian home.



Serious about religion as a teenager and as a young adult.



Confronted with the historical development of his religious
beliefs.



Doubt in the “truths” he was raised with leads to a crisis of
faith.



* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *



The notes and essays in this collection were written between 1999
and 2016.

 


 





NOTE: I’m not saying I do not believe in “God”



Saturday, 14 August 1999



I don’t know about “God”. This doesn’t mean I do not believe in
“God”. All I’m saying is that everything I thought I knew about
“God” has been given to me by people. At one stage in my life, it
became clear that many of these people were either not worthy of my
trust in what they had to say, or that they had simply told me what
had been told to them, which they had decided to believe for their
own personal reasons.

Fact is, I have never seen “God”
– if “God” can be seen in the conventional understanding of the
word, so I have to settle for other people’s opinions or doctrines
about “God”. The problem? These people have also never seen “God”!
They simply believe what they have been taught to believe. Or they
base their belief on a combination of what they’ve been taught and
their own experiences – which still means this person’s truth is
subjective.

Another thing: knowledge – or
“truth” – that is carried over from one generation to the next does
not even always remain the same! Cultural practices change; the
world in which we live sometimes undergoes profound change; when
these things happen, subtle alterations are made to doctrines and
personal beliefs.

So I’m not saying I do not
believe in “God”, I’m just saying I do not know about “God”. I know
what others think they know, but I cannot believe in something just
because others believe in it. I must seek the truth on my own time
and in my own way.

 


 





My lack of faith in the God of Words



[Originally part of the piece, “Qwert yuio plkj!”]



Sunday, 10 September 2000



Qwert yuio plkj hgfdsa zxcv bnmn …

 I
wish it could have worked like that. Unfortunately, for the
umpteenth time in my life I’m forced to employ the vocabulary of an
actual language to express my feelings, and to use the limbs called
fingers to set down words on paper so I, and perhaps you, can see
how I feel.

I do it in the language known to
the world as Afrikaans. I can do it in a different language, but it
would have the same effect. Someone else will look at it and say: I
think I understand.

Right now, you are on the other
side of this text. I hope the process works as it should.

How do I feel? Anxious and
lonely. Anxious because, oddly, I still believe in the god my
parents presented to me with good intentions; the god about whom I
learned that he was like a good father – the best of fathers any
child can ever hope to have.

Then, in my early twenties, the
suspicion took root in my mind that this god had been made up by
people, like the golden calf the Israelites had made while Moses
was on the mountain. I became convinced that people created this
God of Words over the course of centuries for the same reasons the
people of ancient Israel made the golden calf: They wanted a god
they could see, whom they could worship, before whom they could lay
down sacrifices. The god with whom Moses went to confer in the
Bible story was too far – too far, too invisible, too mysterious,
too untouchable. The God of Words, like the golden calf, is not
mysterious. He is called mysterious, but only because it is a
characteristic that people like to ascribe to their god. How can a
god be mysterious if the people who call him mysterious also claim
to know what he thinks and know what he has done and what he will
do? (“But we know nothing of these things,” people will say with
indignation. “We don’t know what God thinks! We don’t know what He
will do! We don’t know a fraction of all He has ever done, and we
can never understand His plans, or His intentions!”) This God of
Words can also be felt. In the right circumstances, it must be
added, which usually takes place in churches with plenty of
instruments on stage, and a preacher who walks around with a
microphone in his hand. (“Oh no,” people will say, “you can feel
God in the privacy of your room, too.”) And, like the golden calf,
this God of Words can be made content, and his favour can be
curried for your cause by the magical power of a series of rituals.
You can sing and fall down, and clasp your hands together, or do
Bible study, or say long prayers, and so on, and so on. And the
aggrieved will accuse me on every point that I distort everything,
and that I clearly don’t know the first thing about their god, and
may they pray for me, right now, I don’t even have to close my
eyes.

What all of this boils down to
is that I no longer believe in the God of Words. I have spelt out
the case in my own version of an official declaration. And I felt
better afterwards because words can make something look so
official.

As time went by, though, I
realised that you don’t get rid of youthful beliefs that easily. I
don’t believe in the detail anymore – the Personal Salvation
doctrine is one example. But every now and then, in a quiet moment,
I have this vision of the god I don’t believe in anymore: an
all-powerful king sitting on his golden throne, staring at me in
pensive silence. I will know the way he looks at me is not that of
a loving father figure. This figure will not utter a single word,
but I’ll have a good sense of what he’s thinking: that I just have
to wait – my day will come. “Then we’ll see who’s boss. Then we’ll
see what you do with your well-thought out arguments. You want to
criticise me? Because I didn’t do what? Because I said I’d
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