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Introduction 

I 
often fed fed up with faith. So much said in the 

name of God represents a God I do not believe in 

or want to have anything to do with. The public 

religious discourse is narrow, bigoted and judgemental 

I cringe when I hear these attitudes from my Christian 

colleagues who believe they are speaking for God. Often 

I wonder how much these purported followers of Jesus 

actually know about him. 

I could renounce my faith or try to start a new 

variant, but that seems unrealistic. I am stuck. Stuck 

because the truth is that my faith is my lifeblood. It has 

nourished the very foundations of my life and made 

me who I am. I have written before on hope; this is my 

attempt to do justice to faith. 

I see that this is true in so many others who are part 
of this faith, the largest worldwide religious community. 

Like me, they have been touched, changed and given 

purpose by their faith. So, though fed up with it, I realise 

that without the Christian faith and its spirituality of 

connection to others I cannot live meaningfully. I have 

Buddhist, Muslim and Hindu friends who share this 

feeling about their respective faiths. They too feel caught: 

needing the beauty and meaning of their faith in order to 
























