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Preface






My full name is Hannah Petronella Hendrina Wilhelmina Zeeman.
In high school at the tender age of thirteen, I made the serious
mistake of confessing my love for my best friend. I thought that
our feelings for each other were mutual because she had
reciprocated the tenderness and affection that I had shown towards
her. When I eventually confided in her that I was a lesbian and
that I was in love with her she drew away from me as if she was
recoiling from a reptile. The rumour that I was a lesbian spread
like a wild fire, and the expected summons to the office of the
headmistress for a tête-à-tête soon followed. Over a cup of tea,
Mrs Gladys Hornsley an astute politician, and pragmatist took a
realistic approach to the problem of lesbianism at an all-girl
school. All the time addressing me as Miss Zeeman, she referred to
it as the eternal problem that would never go away, and that while
she did not condone lesbianism in any way, she thought it served no
rational purpose to expel or persecute lesbians so long as they
don’t become a nuisance or create problems or trigger scandals.
Lighting a cigarette, she told me to be discreet in expressing my
affections towards members of my sex. She also solemnly warned me
that she would not tolerate any kissing, hugging, handholding, or
bed-sharing between girls at the school. She did not ask if I was
indeed a lesbian so I assumed she had obtained all the information
she needed from a prior interview with my ex-best friend. Anyway,
things normalized pretty quickly and I ceased to be a social leper
as most of the girls generally accepted my sexual status and got
used to the idea that there were lesbians in their midst. It was an
all-girls school so what do you expect? It was inevitable that
there were going to be some bad apples in the mix. This was Mrs
Hornsley’s philosophy; a philosophy of resignation in the face of
the inevitable realities, which accompanied the passage of large
numbers of girls through her school, statistically speaking
lesbianism would continuously rear its head, announcing its
presence in whispered confessions of homosexual love between girls.
My personal story is not only about women in love with women. It
also explores what can be called a theology of the lesbian body and
lesbian love.

















Chapter 1 - Susan


1

It was one of those unforgettably beautiful evenings. A full
moon had just risen and the spring evening air was filled with the
fragrance of fresh jasmine. For some time now, they had invited me
to join their Bible study and prayer group, which they held weekly
on a Wednesday evening. I usually sat with them for supper and out
of curiosity, I finally accepted their invitation. After supper,
Susan spread out a blanket on the lawn beneath the towering silver
oaks, in the gardens of the Sunnyside residence for women on the
campus of the University of the Witwatersrand (Wits for short).
When I arrived, the four of them, Susan, Charmaine, Barbara, and
Moira were already there sitting on the blanket, they had just
finished their prayers. I heard Susan say ‘Amen’. I felt that I was
the object of their prayers, and maybe my arrival was an answer to
their prayers. We had been in the Sunnyside women’s res since our
first year and therefore were not strangers. Charmaine asked me
about my overseas holiday. I gave them a very short edited version
of where I had been, what I had seen, and what I had experienced.
Of course, I told them nothing about my travelling companion and my
escapades in Paris with Monique or Kate’s attempts to get me
interested in playing sadomasochistic games of bondage and
domination with her in our hotel room in Rome, while the Cathedral
bells were ringing, inviting the faithful to Evening Mass. Instead,
I told them about the Cathedrals that I had visited, Notre Dame in
Paris and Saint Peter’s Basilica in Rome. To my surprise, I found
myself speaking about Catholicism and the Catholic Mass. I suddenly
realized that I had absorbed a lot of Kate’s Catholicism, as in
some kind of spiritual osmosis. Kate’s Catholicism was a complete
anomaly given her lesbianism, and her sexual predilections, which
were invariably kinky, learning to the dark side of feminine
sexuality.

2

For three intense days - with Kate in Madrid - I had lived,
breathed, and experienced an intensity of Roman Catholicism that
left me feeling giddy and light-headed. In Madrid, Kate was in a
state of profound penitence and existential angst. Her mood in
Madrid contrasted sharply with her spiritual elation in Rome, which
bordered on the manic. I am not sure if it was because of the row,
which we had in Paris that had transformed her into some kind of
spiritual pilgrim in Madrid, seeking atonement and
absolution.

Now sitting on the blanket on the res lawns with my four
Evangelical Protestant friends from the Baptist Church I found
myself speaking about Madrid as my memory became alive with the
vividness, with the illuminative brightness of a spiritual
re-awakening. The light was fading fast, the evening star had
become visible, and in the surrounding shrubbery, I was aware of
cape robins and thrushes’ busy filling up on their last foraging
foray before retiring to their secret roosts. Bats taking advantage
of the warmer evenings, now also flitted overhead, and the sweet
night fragrance of jasmine settled over the gardens. It was a
profoundly Zen moment. Everything that could be attached to the
meaning and significance of the two words, Transcendence and
Immanence, become palpable. I have never been a spiritual person in
the religious sense. This is not because I am agnostic or atheist.
I had no problem believing in God. Intellectually, I was already a
Marxist, and I saw myself as being a radical concerning my
political beliefs. I had an open mind, and a genuine willingness to
hear the other side of a story. Nevertheless, I also had a strong
antipathy for dogmatic positions whether they were religious or
political. That evening I spoke reflectively about my experiences
and insights following my summer holiday in Europe with Kate, and
they listened intently.

I spoke about the Cathedral experience, which I had shared
with Kate on our last day in Madrid. After entering the Cathedral,
we both curtsied and made the sign of the cross before the altar
before taking our seats in the second row of pews in the front of
the altar. I instinctively slide into the kneeling position and
found myself closing my eyes in a prayerful attitude. Upon opening
my eyes, I gazed at the altar, three alb-vested servers who had
just emerged from the sacristy. Remaining in the kneeling position
I watched them carrying out their duties in the sanctuary. One of
the servers began to light the liturgical candles. He lit the six
altar candles, and the two procession candles were usually held by
two acolytes. Every Easter a new Paschal candle would be lit. The
name ‘Paschal’ is derived from the Hebrew word Pesach, which means
Passover. The Paschal candle symbolizes the Hebraic Paschal mystery
of God’s salvation. As a towering large white candle, it symbolizes
the pillar of the cloud, which led the Israelites in their Exodus
from slavery in Egypt to the promised land of Canaan. Canaan was
the land originally promised by God to Abraham. When the Paschal
candle is lit, its burning flame symbolizes the column of fire,
which led the Israelites at night during their Exodus from Egypt.
The flame of the Paschal candle, which burns before the altar
throughout the year, from Easter to Easter, represents the presence
of the Messiah, the Alpha and Omega, the Light of the World, which
burns in the midst of His people. My four friends from the
expressions on their demeanours indicated that I should not stop.
So I continued:

‘For the ordinary Catholic believer there is always another
reality behind every appearance encountered, behind all accidents
of colour, sound, taste, fragrance, and behind all the textures
that excite the manifold feelings of touch. To the question, ‘where
is God?’ the answer to the Catholic is that God is everywhere. God
is transcendent, but also immanent. Everywhere in the world and
cosmos, God’s fingerprints have left their impressions for everyone
to see with the eyes of faith’.

I then remembered a familiar passage from the Gospels, which
was relevant to the point I was making, so I decided to quote it
for effect:

‘Show us the Father and we will be satisfied.’

The four listened, and I continued:

‘How can we see God? How can God become visible to the naked
eye? How can God appear to the five senses? How can God become a
visible and sensible materialization behind the accidents of
colour, sound, taste, fragrance, and touch? To the Catholic, even
if God can never be seen, or perceived directly, God is always
present in the form of a Real Presence. God is always perceived as
being essentially present, even if God, in His essential Being,
always remains invisible and hidden from sense perception. Yet,
God’s existence converges with God’s essence, and the being of God
or the ‘isness’ of God in the sense of God is love, God is
ever-present, God is the Truth, God is the Logos, all constitute
the essence of God, which we are able to perceive from time to time
as being present in the World, as a Real Presence, so ‘show us the
Father and we will be satisfied’ requires a very special kind of
seeing, a very special kind of awareness or consciousness, a seeing
that is mystically attuned to the omnipresence of God in
everything, but not as a pantheist.’
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I told them
what I had learnt in Madrid, but I also told them what I had learnt
in Rome and Paris:

‘The Catholic sacramental view of the world has played a
fundamental role in the formation of the Catholic imagination. In
the Catholic imagination, the presence of the invisible and hidden
God becomes manifest to the sensibilities in the signs and symbols
of speech, gesture, music, vestments, art, colour, fire, water,
bread, and wine. Catholics live in an enchanted world of grand
church architecture, of altars and sanctuaries, of rite and
gesture, of the Blessed Sacrament, of tabernacles, of vestments, of
processions, of chalice-ciborium-patens, of holy water and stained
glass, of candles, incense, and bells, of saints and rosaries, of
bread and wine, turned into the actual body and blood of
Christ’.

As an Anglican, I also knew about this stuff, because before
Father Digby lost his faith he had spoken about his experiences on
a Catholic spiritual retreat, so I expanded on an idea that
interested me:

‘Catholics are sustained by the Real Presence of God in the
Communion Host. For Catholics the whole world is filled with the
awesome holiness of God, every good thing is a sign of God’s grace.
While ignoring the sensibilities of the Catholic imagination for a
moment, it is not unusual from a purely philosophical or even a
strictly scientific perspective to conclude that something else
must necessarily exist behind the veil of sensory perception. In
everyday practical life, everyone lives and eventually dies as
hard-nosed empiricists, trusting in nothing but the senses, the
only reality that everyone can trust is the one that is accessible
to the general public through sensory perception’.

And I
continued to elaborate:

‘The results of ordinary sensory perceptions seems to suggest
to us that every sensible or perceivable effect, including every
incident or every event or every emergent complex property like
consciousness, which has ever occurred in the Universe must be
connected as an effect to a preceding series or chain of events or
causes which are not directly visible or perceivable. This idea
follows from the view that nothing can happen by itself, something
is always the result of something else. Something cannot arise from
nothing. Nothing cannot give rise to something. Nothing gives rise
to nothing. Therefore, we are led to believe that behind any event
there always exists an interconnected chain of preceding events.
Every event must then be the outcome or culmination of such a
series of preceding events. If every event is the culmination of
such a series, then how far back can any chain of events go? If we
go backwards down any chain of cause and effect, will it ever, out
of metaphysical necessity, eventually terminate in some first
cause? The idea that there could be such a thing as a Universe that
has a pre-history, which terminates at a beginning, is not
irrational or logically inconceivable. A non-terminating series of
events will go on backwards, forever, and never end at any
beginning, whereas a terminating series of events will run
backwards until the beginning is reached. In the latter case, a
series of events could begin as the result of the action of a first
mover. This was something that I found hard to dismiss or ignore.
For me, there was no logical reason or empirical proof that could
be compelling enough to demonstrate in a transparent self-evident
manner that the series of perceptible events such as the unfolding
Cosmos should not have a beginning. For me, the reasons for the
existence of the Universe are not empirically self-evident. The
Universe exists as a wonderful mystery, an inexplicable enigma; I
say this even though I consider myself a radical and a
Marxist’.

I was on a roll so I continued:

‘While we cannot be sure about the logical or even empirical
status of such a terminating series of events we do know that the
effects of gravity are universal and ubiquitous. We now know from
physics that without the law of gravity the solar system would not
have come into existence; nor would have Mendeleev’s periodic table
of elements have come into existence. Nor would life on earth have
emerged from the dust and ashes produced by the massive explosions
of countless stars after they had reached the end of their lives.
Nor would the gold mines on the Witwatersrand have come into
existence. And nor would I be sitting on this blanket on this
beautiful evening with you guys, here on the lawn if it had not
been for the interactions between star dust and
gravity’.

‘So ultimately we are just star dust,’ Susan suddenly blurted
out.

‘Yes,’ I answered with conviction. It seemed that what I had
spoken about regarding my recent experiences had secured my
ambiguous Christian credentials with the four and it did remove the
slight underlying tension, which I had sensed when I had first sat
down on the blanket.
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My four
friends being evangelical Baptists knew nothing about Anglicanism
or Catholicism. Susan who seemed to be the leader of the group had
spent the July student vacation in Switzerland at a place called
L’Abri. It turned out that L’Abri was a Christian evangelical
organization founded by an American Presbyterian minister called
Francis Schaeffer.

Susan had brought back from her overseas trip cassette tape
recordings of the lectures that Francis Schaeffer had given, and
which had covered the themes he had written about in his books.
Over the next couple of weeks we listened late into the night to
Susan’s cassette tape recordings of the lectures of Francis
Schaeffer on what he had written about in his books ‘Escape from
Reason’, ‘The God Who Is There’, and ‘He is There and He is not
Silence’.

We normally ended the evening together by kneeling on the
blanket in a circle, and while holding hands, each one of us would
get a turn to pray. I was the only one who did not pray. I bowed my
head, closed my eyes, and listened to their prayers. Sometimes we
sang hymns in between the prayers. Then one evening during the
prayers, I decided to pray as well. I was emotionally and
psychologically unable to pray a spontaneous prayer from my heart
so instead, I prayed from memory one of the Anglican Evening Song
prayers of supplication and penitence. I prayed the following
prayer:

‘Almighty and
most merciful Father,

we have erred
and strayed from thy ways like lost sheep.

We have
followed too much the devices and desires

of our own
hearts.

We have
offended against thy holy laws.

We have left
undone those things

which we ought
to have done;

and we have
done those things

which we ought
not to have done;

and there is
no health in us.

But thou, O
Lord, have mercy upon us, miserable offenders.

Spare thou
them, O God, which confess their faults.

Restore thou
them that are penitent;

according to
thy promises declared unto mankind

in Christ Jesu
our Lord.

And grant, O
most merciful Father, for his sake,

that we may
hereafter live a godly, righteous, and sober life,

to the glory
of thy holy name.

Amen’.

As I prayed, I felt my hands being squeezed tightly. After
ending the prayer with the Amen, they all responded with their own
resounding Amens. We stood up and they hugged me and kissed me on
the cheeks and the lips. I was completely taken aback by the sudden
intense and spontaneous display of warm affection. It was the kind
of Christian response reserved for a new convert to the faith, and
I realized this immediately. I was a baptised and confirmed
Anglican, who was leaning towards Catholicism, but here I was being
treated as a new convert to Christianity. I heard myself
defensively saying: ‘Hey guys, I am actually a Christian you
know!’
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And now, it was a warm evening in October, and it was the
last week of the term. The November exams were approaching, the
Jacarandas would soon be in full purple bloom, and the year 1974
was rapidly coming to an end. Susan held her arm tightly round my
waist, and I put my arm around her waist just above the cleft of
her rump, and I spread the palm of my hand over her hip. She had
showered and washed her hair before what now had become our regular
Bible study and evening prayer meeting get-together on the lawns of
the res under the tall and magnificent silver oaks which were now
ablaze with the early summer flush of orange-red flowers. The
erotic fragrance of her hair and her perfume was intoxicating, I
kissed her on the cheek, and her arm tightened around my waist.
However, from her side, our intimacy was holy and not sexual.
Nevertheless, I felt sexually aroused by our closeness. As we moved
apart we grasped each other’s hand, and we stood together holding
hands tightly in the sacred joy of holy and blessed sisterhood.
Susan presented herself as being heterosexual and I had fallen
secretly and painfully in love with her. At night as I lay in my
bed I yearned for the closeness of her body in the bed with me. She
was also a keen swimmer and we swam almost daily in the Wits pool,
and afterwards we showered in the communal showers, together. She
was innocently and virginally beautiful. We were sisters and our
love was one of agape and not Eros. She had beautiful thighs, a
very sexy butt, and no one had yet caressed and fondled her lovely
virgin breasts. Her full firm breasts were beautifully shaped, like
ripe pomegranates. We spoke about love and relationships, and she
said that she had high standards and expectations regarding what
she wanted in a man. He had to be a devout Christian.

She said she was against premarital sex and was saving
herself for her wedding night. She believed that as a Christian she
should subject herself to her husband with regard to his sexual
needs, and it would be his right to have free sexual access to her
body at all times except when she was menstruating. This marital
prospect was something too ghastly for me to even contemplate. When
I asked her what would happen when she was not in the mood for
penetrative sex while he insisted on having sex. She said that it
was her duty to submit at all times to her husband’s physical
needs. I remarked that this would give the husband the right to
rape his own wife. It was her belief that within the bonds of
marriage, rape does not exist. Given the direction that our
discussion was going, she asked if I was a feminist. This was the
first time that anyone had asked if I was a feminist. Up until this
stage of my life, I had not given feminism much thought. However, I
felt that I was morally obliged to defend the cause of feminism, so
I admitted to being a feminist. At that moment, I could read her
mind, she was going to ask me if I was a lesbian. However, she
couldn’t bring herself to say the word, so instead, she asked if I
was heterosexual. I had to say no.

‘Are you a
lesbian then?’

‘Yes, I am a lesbian.’

She smiled and asked if I had developed feelings for her. I
confessed that I had feelings for her. She admitted that she was
flattered and that it was OK, she valued our friendship and she
wanted us to remain friends, irrespective of my sexual preferences.
Anyway, we were sisters in Christ, and this was what was important
to her more than anything else. It was clear that she was bound by
a sense of Christian duty to preserve our friendship no matter
what. She mused that in all likelihood, many of the nuns in
convents must be having lesbian relations, possibly even sexual
relations, and yet, despite this, they had to be Christians, even
if the Bible forbade same-sex sexual unions. I quoted Saint Paul
that in Christ, we are neither male nor female and that biology
casts a completely new perspective on the essential and real nature
of sex in all of its genetic, metabolic, physiological,
psychological, and anatomical complexity.
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I drew Susan’s attention to the fact that the Bible did not
forbid the institution of slavery. Slavery was one of the most
morally reprehensible institutions ever invented by man, and yet it
was condoned by the Bible. If anything was unquestionably evil, it
was slavery. So obviously, the Bible was morally flawed and
inconsistent, or alternatively, the Bible was not a reliable manual
for morals and ethics. If the Bible had failed to forbid such a
serious moral evil as slavery then the moral condemnation of
same-sex sexual relationships was irrational. What possible moral
harm could lesbian sex cause between two consenting partners? How
could it possibly offend God? Also, how could slavery not offend
God, it does not make any sense.

After listening to my argument, she conceded that the Bible
could not be used as a consistent moral guide if it had failed to
speak the truth to one of the most serious moral issues confronting
humanity, which happened to be the ancient institution of
slavery.

I explained that I could not find any rationally justifiable
reason for why it could be morally wrong for two women to enjoy
having sex with each other especially if that act was not going to
hurt or harm anyone. I explained that I was a lesbian by birth; I
explained that I did not choose to be a lesbian; I did not choose
my sexuality or gender orientation. I could not change it. If God
was omnipotent and omniscient then ultimately He made me a lesbian,
and if I was a lesbian according to the will of God then it would
be a cruel act of God if I was forbidden the love and sexual
pleasure of women. Furthermore, if God was rational, if God was the
God of reason if God was reason itself, then it would have been
against His nature to create me as a lesbian and at the same time
forbid me from being a lesbian, which would be irrational and
incompatible with God’s own nature.

Susan was taken aback by what I said. We were both standing
naked together under the hot showers. I felt the luxurious streams
of warm water over my body. Standing under her shower, she asked
whether I believed that Jesus had died for our sins and whether he
rose from the dead on the third day. I said yes. I confirmed my
belief by reciting the Nicene Creed.

When I had
finished affirming my faith by reciting the Nicene Creed she said:
‘That is so beautiful, I have never heard something so
beautiful.’

‘I care for
you,’ she said.

‘I also care for you deeply, I will always be there for you,
you can come to me anytime you wish, my door will be open and I
will be waiting for you,’ I answered. What I said just come out. I
had invited her to my bed. She smiled indulgently. She was in the
final year of her medical BSc in physiotherapy. Every evening we
continued to train together in the pool, swimming over fifty
lengths. Our bodies were magnificent. She had received her
provincial colours for swimming. We were fit and strong like
Amazons. Once more, I felt as strong as a lioness, a lioness on
heat. We continued to shower together, standing naked under the
warm water while enjoying the pleasurable sight of our bodies, we
debated theology and we debated the will of God.
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Every night I waited expectantly in my bed for Susan. I fell
asleep dreaming that our bodies were intertwined, our lips pressed
together, swollen with passion. On the other hand, there was the
complicated situation with Kate. My relationship with Kate had not
quite ended. We were still in a strange kind of
relationship.

And then, as if in a dream Susan came, she carefully,
noisily, turned the door handle, and silently pressed the door
open, she gently closed the door behind her. Shrugging her
shoulders, she shed her gown, the sleeves slid from her arms, and
the soft satiny fabric flowing from her body gathered into a
rumpled heap around her ankles. Bathed in shafts of moonlight, I
could make out the silhouette of her body. Lifting the covers she
slipped into the bed as I moved away to make space for her to lie
next to me.

‘Are you
awake,’ she whispered as I embraced her, drawing her into the bed
against my body.

We kissed, and as we kissed my mind was racing: ‘Was this an
erotic adventure for Susan or was it something more?’

‘Is this what
you really want?’ I asked her.

‘What do you
mean by that?’ She replied.

‘Do really
want to be with a woman?’

‘Yes, I want
us to make love,’

‘Are you
straight?’

‘What do you
mean?’

‘Are you
heterosexual or are you queer like me?’

‘I think I am
actually queer. I want to be queer like you,’ she said.

‘You really want to be queer?’

‘Yes, I want to be queer. I want us to have sex.’

‘So is there going to be sex with no regrets, no guilt, and
no hang-ups?’ I asked.

‘There is
going to be no guilt and no regrets. I have feelings for you.’

‘What kind of feelings do have for me?’ I asked.

‘I am in love
with you,’ she answered

Later after we had made love, she asked:

‘Why do you
think God made lesbians?’

‘Maybe it is because there is nothing more beautiful in human
sexuality than queer sex. Maybe there is nothing more beautiful
than two women kissing, than two women making love to each other.
In my opinion, it is wrong to look at sex dichotomously;
masculinity and femininity are not a difference in kind, but rather
a difference in degree along a continuum of sexual variability.
However, I personally think that female sexuality is far more
flexible and plastic than male sexuality. I don’t think God is a
God of dichotomies, God is One even though we believe in a triune
God, the trinity is not a trichotomy consisting of three gods bound
together into a Godhead. Going back to the reality of queerness, I
think that it is far easier for females to explore same-sex
eroticism than males, and there may be biological or evolutionary
reasons for this. Same-sex eroticism may have had adaptive value in
human evolution. Being queer may be a legacy of natural selection
in animal evolution. Maybe God created same-sex eroticism as a
property embodied within the potentialities of matter itself. So
queerness or the propensity for queerness does not fall into any
category of good or evil. Being queer and engaging in queer sex
outside the bounds of the heterosexual marital bed is neither good
nor is it evil, it is morally neutral like eating, drinking and
sleeping.’

‘Wow, what you saying is really radical. Could it possibly
have any truth?’

‘True with respect to what?’

‘I don’t know,
maybe true with respect to the moral order of the Universe or true
to human nature or true with regard to morals,’ she replied.

‘There is no
moral order to the Universe.’

‘How can you
say that, how do you know that there is no moral order governing
the Universe, it flies in the face of all the facts,’ Susan
exclaimed.

‘Describe one
fact that provides proof for the existence of an externally imposed
transcendental moral order governing the Universe.’

‘What about
everything that Francis Schaeffer has spoken about,’ Susan
countered.

‘He has not
made a sufficiently compelling case that convinces me.’

‘But you do
believe in God?’ Susan asked.

‘Yes, I do.’

‘And you don’t
believe that homosexuality is a sin?’ She asked.

‘Homosexuality
and queer sex cannot be sinful. This is no rational basis for
believing that queer sex is morally wrong or that it can be
construed as a sin.’
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During the nineteen seventies and eighties, the cinematic
voyeuristic commodification of lesbian sex, including women kissing
had been created solely for male consumption. As a ‘biological’
lesbian I became increasingly critical of any form of the cultural
or social depiction of ‘lesbian chic’, especially in the form where
straight women indulged in whimsically contrived demonstrations of
lesbianism. Having lived in the secret world of lesbianism, I had
personally experienced the social and emotional cost that was
involved in being queer. In all likelihood, it was because I had
publically self-identified as a lesbian in high school that I was
not made a prefect, despite getting my colours for swimming and
being one of the top academic achievers. I was deemed not fit to be
a role model in an all-girls school. Being queer, was not a choice,
which could be freely made. It was not an option among many
options. I did not decide to be queer. Queerness was not just
ontogenetic, it was ontological, and it was metaphysical because it
problematized the very idea or the ideology of what was ‘natural’
and what was abnormal. Throughout my teenage years, I had to live
with the prejudice that queerness was abnormal and that I was a
freak of nature. Coming to Wits changed all this. Some very vocal
students were openly challenging anti-queer prejudices, and
suddenly I was in a place where I could be myself.
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Inadvertently it was through Susan's introduction of Francis
Schaeffer to the Christian study group, which she had led, which in
turn had awakened my life-long interest in philosophy. From
listening to the Francis Schaeffer tapes and reading his books, I
became familiar in the context of Schaeffer’s Christian apologetics
with names such as Kant, Kierkegaard, Hegel, Heidegger, Sartre,
Camus, Karl Barth, Paul Tillich, Paul van Buren, Ingmar Bergman,
Federico Fellini, Michelangelo Antonioni, Aldous Huxley, and Julian
Huxley. I was already familiar with Sartre, and of course, I was
familiar with the names and work of Bergman, Fellini, and Antonioni
as film directors from the Wits Film Society, of which I had been a
member of since my first year. Barth, Tillich, and van Buren were
some of the prominent Protestant liberal theologians who have
played a role in shaping twentieth-century theology. Paul van Buren
was one of several of the ‘God is dead’ theologians who rose to the
summit of notoriety in the nineteen sixties. Also in the context of
Schaeffer’s Christian apologetics, I learnt a bit about
existentialism, the Nature-Grace dualism, the relationship between
the One and the Many, which was basically, another name for the
particulars versus universals problem. Of course, it was too early
for me to recognize the towering figure of Plato as the key to
unlocking the problem of the One and the Many, especially in the
relation to between Being and Becoming, and also concerning the
Idea of the Good, which was ultimately embodied in the true nature
of God. Plato understood who God really was. If ever there was a
contest on the nature for truth involving Moses versus Plato, Plato
would always wins hands down in the moral battle on the Idea of the
Good in which all truth is embodied, and this has been the verdict
of my life. This is why I have remained a Hellenic ‘pagan’, and
also why I could never become a Jew.
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It was the writings of the ‘God is dead’ theologians, and
other theologians, such as Thomas Altizer, William Hamilton, Paul
van Buren, and Paul Althaus, which had played a role in triggering
the crisis of faith that Father Francis Digby experienced. His
crisis of faith had in turn resulted in the failure of his
marriage, and in his resigning as a priest from the Anglican
Church. I felt a kind of connection between Francis Digby’s
personal crisis of faith and the intentions behind the Christian
apologetic work of Francis Schaeffer. Schaeffer’s Christian
missionary project was to reverse the modernist and
enlightenment-induced crisis of faith, which had taken root in
Western or European Christianity. I had my doubts on whether
Schaeffer’s fundamentalist-based apologetic mission would become a
lasting legacy in the Church.
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I was now having regular sex with Susan, who was
self-identifying as bisexual, and like Francis Digby, her faith was
falling apart, and she was undergoing an existential crisis on the
eve of her final exams. The fact that I did not find Francis
Schaeffer’s apologetics or defence of evangelical Christianity
compelling had a negative impact on Susan. I had just finished
reading Jacque Monod’s book ‘Chance and Necessity’. Susan also read
the book and it had the same negative impact on her faith as the
writings of Altizer and Hamilton had on Francis Digby, it shattered
her faith.

She could see Schaeffer’s apologetic edifice collapsing under
the burden that Darwinian evolution was true and that the case for
a materialist view of reality and the Universe was perfectly
rational and reasonable in terms of the available empirical
evidence. She could now see my point that a simple biological
evolutionary-based critique of Francis Schaeffer was not easy
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