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introduction 
 
A number of times over recent weeks I have observed attitudes, had conversations, and read articles, theses and 
books that have all led me to ponder more deeply again on the interface of faith and faith development, gender, 
traditional male and female behaviour systems and the Church. We have all been shaped by these systems (both 
male and female) without realising their full effect on us. For some the effect is diminishing of personhood and 
God-given abilities and for others it gives such a sense of rightful place in the world they have no reason to even 
consider that for others it could be different. Women have long been circumscribed by defined gender roles, 
behaviour systems and faith development paradigms. Fortunately this is now beginning to be redressed by 
researchers and authors like Nicola Slee (author of Women’s Faith Development; Ashgate, UK 2004) and Anne 
Wilson Schaef (author of Women’s Reality; Harper Collins, USA 1981).  
 
My hope is that this issue will stimulate an ongoing dialogue that will be helpful in better understanding ourselves, 
our faith, the systems we find ourselves in and our reactions to God and the Church. Included in this issue are the 
stories of two people on aspects of their faith journeys and an article born out of some research into the influence of 
role models on women’s faith development.  
 

 

One woman’s spiritual journey…. 
 
I grew up in the Catholic faith tradition with a family who 
all participated in that tradition at church, home and 
school. I remember being very happy and content in 
these faith contexts as a young child.  I spent many 
years deeply receiving and growing my relationship with 
God and contributing to the faith community from a 
young age – actively involved in church activities and 
ministry from my own choice, reading at Mass on 
Sunday, in the folk music group and youth groups.  As 
the charismatic movement came in the 80’s both my 
parents were involved and so I too was enlivened to the 
Spirit in a new way.   

 

I enjoyed interaction with other Christians as a young 
adult student and the smaller more intimate, creative and 
liberal celebrations of mass, and stimulating workshops 
and conferences amongst the student groups of the 
time.  In this setting priests were seen alongside sisters 
and students – everyone was on a much more equal 
level.  Liturgies became a lot more intimate in house 
groups and so much more creative and involving of 
everyone.  More open and inclusive language (ie not all 
male gender orientated) was being introduced into 

prayer and song.  I lapped it up and grew deeper in my 
faith.  I began to write songs expressing my love of God 
and life in my own way. Then, newly married and having 
moved on from the student period of life, my partner and 
I went back to the larger parish scene.  It felt like trying 
to climb back into a box that I didn't fit into any more. 
The walls seemed to have shrunk and the air was scarce. 

 

My images and concept of God had been subtly 
changing for some time.  I was questioning the strong 
depiction of God as "male" that was reflected in most of 
the scriptures, songs, prayers and preaching used in the 
Catholic and Christian tradition.  Around this time my 
awareness was sharpening around the blatant gender 
inequality in the Catholic Church and the powerful and 
excluding hierarchical structure and I began to feel angry 
and confused.  All the richness of my faith tradition, that 
had once fed my hungry spirit, grated more and more 
strongly, and my questions around the theology would 
not go away.  It no longer made sense.  But this space 
had been central and dear to my life for so long, I could 
not easily walk away. 

   



Here it is 
Well to get to the nitty-gritty, 

here it is: 

I was suddenly sick of praying 

to men, for men. 

That was the beginning,  

the middle and the end.  

 

Ritual: remind myself I am guilty, 

wrong, and light in the head. 

 

Orthodox theology and common sense: 

yes our Father is sexless, 

God is being, God is love, 

yes the Holy Spirit is spirit 

and Jesus being a Jew 

simply had to be male 

and he was kind to girls. 

Yes I could alter pronouns privately, 

yes I am married to God 

and have no right to divorce. 

Yes Man is metaphor for Woman, 

yes I could work within, 

yes I could wait a century 

yes it is just as silly 

to think of God as Woman— 

 

yet things are right for me 

when flesh and spirit agree: 

I do not feel included. 

  

One truth is that God the Father 

calls mostly to men except 

when he wants a cup of tea. 

  
by Rachel McAlpine 
 

I struggled  over  a number of years  with these issues 
and tried all sorts of compromises in myself to be able to 
manage staying part of the church.  I would find myself 
changing language of liturgy prayers and songs in my 
head to have more gender neutral words and images 
while sitting in the pew. I got angrier and angrier at what 
was being preached – like a kindergarten version of 
Christian teaching for “sinful” followers.  I was receiving 
nothing helpful for my faith 
development in that particular parish.  
So my husband and I tried a 
neighbouring parish.  Here there was 
a lively guitar group that I joined and 
the preaching was a little improved.  
However, again I was  dismayed by 
the strong male depiction of God in all 
the songs, with music being a strong 
connection point between me and 
God.  I almost wanted to stop my 
awareness – go back to being happy 
with the status quo, non-questioning 
and feeling like I belonged. It came to 
a head for me when I directly asked 
the priest if we could alter some of the 
song lyrics to have more inclusive 
language, perhaps refer to God as 
Mother occasionally, rather than 
always Father.  His answer was an 
absolute no which left me feeling very 
hurt. After some time I recognised 
that the church was becoming a very 
unhealthy space for me and I no 
longer met God there.  So I left. 

 

I was experiencing God differently, 
very strongly in nature (which had 
been a thread in my experience for a 
long time that I hadn't noticed 
before).  I was not sure quite what to 
do about this.  I was grieving around 
losing my belonging and connection 
with a faith community and I began to 
get angry with God.  I started 
rejecting my experience of God, 
because I wasn't sure how to respond 
to this invitation – I didn't know how to 
be intimate with this God all infused in 
creation.  I felt alone and weird and 
didn't know who to talk to about what 
was going on for me. 

Around the same time other personal issues were 
happening in my life. As I became a mother, I lost 
confidence, my self-esteem plummeted and I began to 
feel depressed.  I struggled for energy to do ordinary 
things and I didn't enjoy life as I once had.  I felt I was 
dragging myself around, my thinking was woolly and I 
was easily overwhelmed, becoming tearful and anxious 
about little things.  I felt very isolated in many ways even 
though I had loving people in my life.  This compounded 
with the loss of intimacy in my relationship with God. 
Looking back I can see now I was lost in a "dark night of 

the soul".  I was in too deep to see that my mental health 
was affected. My perception of myself and my thought 
processes had changed and my hope in life was lost.  I 
just knew I felt empty.  Looking back now I can see I was 
experiencing depression, but I didn't recognize that then, 
nor was I honest with myself or others about how bad 
things had got. I masked it and struggled on. 

 

When I was involved in a car crash 
and thought I might die for a second, 
I suddenly saw how much I had 
changed.  Subtly, I had gone from 
the bubbly, confident and energetic 
young woman I had once been to 
feeling like a walking dead 
person.  I recognized sharply my 
loss of contact with God, my source 
of life - and wanted to do something 
about that.  I tried on my own at first, 
both in prayer and with my personal 
attitudes.  I finally realized I needed 
some professional help to bring me 
to a healthy space again, both 
spiritually and personally.   

 

As I recognized the centrality of the 
spiritual issues in my unwellness, I 
sought out a spiritual director who 
helped me on my slow journey back 
to health.  It was such a relief to be 
able to tell my story to a woman 
who understood the Catholic 
tradition.  For the first time I could 
share all the detail of my struggles 
and find I was not judged but 
understood.  Here it was safe to 
think of and relate to God in any 
language, in any image. Gradually I 
came to find myself in a new way 
and to trust my experiences of God 
again. I was able to  reconnect with 
this spiritual relationship and grow 
in freedom to be myself in a life-
giving way again.   

 

Curiosity led me to some theology 
classes, and here I learned that 
international scholars understood 

scripture to be depicting God as neither male nor female 
in original texts, which I found heartening.  However the 
trickle down to the reality of the Catholic liturgy is very 
slow.  I read some feminist authors, some of whom 
encouraged readers to stay part of the church to be part 
of the change process.  Although I dipped in and out of 
church at times  I could not find peace there.  I did enjoy 
retreats, a rich prayer life and found I started writing 
songs again with quite different language to my first 
songs.  I established a women’s prayer group and 
enjoyed beginning to share my creativity with others and 
gradually in wider contexts.   



Lifelong faithing necessitates each of us taking the 

responsibility for his or her own faith journey. It 

means the recognition that an individual’s faith is 

always ‘in process’ of becoming fully whole. Faithing 

never ends. It is always dynamic.  
Kenneth Stokes, Faith is a Verb: Dynamics of Adult Faith 

Development, 1989. 

My journey has continued on from this time, I am still 
choosing to remain outside of the Catholic Church or any 
other Christian denomination. 

Traditional Christian thinking 
and theology are less and 
less important to me now.  
I’ve let go of trying to fit in 
with these ideas and trust my 
own experiences so much 
more.  I still miss a faith 
community at times, however 
I am surprised how I meet and enjoy exchanges with 
others open to spiritual journey outside of church. 

I now see how interconnected are spirituality and every 
day living.  I see God in and through ordinary life and 
relationships, spiritual experiences and even the dark 

and empty times.  Like the tomb to the resurrection, my 
faith and life journey is one through death and breaking 
into new life through the process of personal 

transformation.  I have found 
this path with the help of 
counselling and spiritual 
accompaniment.  And I 
accept now it's a continuing 
journey –  lots of life/death/life 
cycles happening all the time, 
on different levels, beautifully 

reflected in creation, which call me to and teach me 
about continuous growing in myself and with Life Spirit, 
in all of life.                                                                  Sara                              

 

                                                                                                                            

                                             

No more heroes? 
Tracey Messenger 

 

Culture minister Barbara Follett was castigated 

recently for saying that today’s young girls only 

aspired to be WAGs or X-factor winners
1
.  This 

concern about the ‘right kind’ of heroes and role 

models runs deep through contemporary culture.  

In the Christian world, the Catholic tradition has of 

course given reverence to particularly holy people 

by according them the title of ‘saint’. Protestants, 

believing all Christians to be ‘saints’ have derided 

this tradition. But the Protestant tradition is not 

immune to the influence of heroes and role models. 

Particularly in evangelical, Pentecostal and 

charismatic churches, other kinds of ‘hero’ and/or 

‘role models’ have sprung up. They may be the 

well-groomed church leader, a familiar figure on the 

Christian conference circuit. They may be the 

worship leader who seems to have been given a 

particular ‘anointing’. The lives of these leaders, 

including their family lives, may be held up as 

examples for the rest of us to follow.  

 

Does this matter? Well, it may not always be 

healthy. Being the object of such adulation may 

cause leaders to believe they are beyond criticism.  

At the worst extremes, leaders may become 

extremely  controlling,  leading   to  a   situation   of  

spiritual abuse. Some of those reading this may still 

be working through the ill effects of such a culture.  

 

                                                 
1
 ‘Barbie doll girls only want to be WAGs or win the X-Factor 

complains Culture Minister’ www.dailymail.co.uk, 15 October 2008 

 

 

And women may particularly struggle as so many of 

these ‘heroes’ are men.        

                                                             

I recently conducted some 

research on the influence of role 

models on women’s faith 

development
2
. I wanted to find 

out if   women’s faith 

development   was influenced  

by key Christian leaders, 

influential writers or even, for those from a more 

Catholic tradition, saints. Did observing those who 

they considered to be ‘further on in faith’ influence 

women’s faith to develop in the same direction? 

 

I wanted to investigate whether role models 

motivated or influenced faith development in a 

particular direction. As part of this, I wondered 

therefore if role models were influential in a period 

of faith transition – for example, did they precipitate 

faith transition by modelling a different way of 

being or of practising faith?  

So the first phase of my research was to establish 

whether the women I interviewed had any role 

models who had influenced their faith. All my 

interviewees voluntarily named a number of key 

role models. But what surprised me that the people 

they named were not well-known Christian leaders, 

writers, worship leaders or saints. Rather, they 

named people they knew in everyday life – friends, 

parents, youth group leaders. The interviewees 

                                                 
2
 I focussed my research on women as this is a neglected area in 

faith development research, where sometimes men’s faith 

development is taken as normative.  

 



stressed that this was because it was important to 

know your role model well and to be able to 

observe how they reacted in a number of different 

situations and how their faith bore up (or didn’t) in 

a crisis. 

 

My interviewees also expressed the importance of 

feeling that you ‘lived in the same space’ as your 

role model and a degree of analogy or identification 

between yourself and the role model was necessary. 

So one interviewee dismissed a number of Christian 

theologians as role models because ‘they seem like 

they live in a totally different space to me … I just 

think I can’t really relate to you’. 

 

Secondly, I was interested to find out if these role 

models had been influential in causing faith 

transition (e.g. by modelling a different kind of 

faith). However, I found that this was not the case 

on the whole. As Alan Jamieson notes in A 

Churchless Faith
3
, those undergoing faith transition 

may well feel that all signposts and markers, all 

previous certainties have been swept away. Sharon 

Parks, in her book The Critical Years: The Young 

Adult’s Search for a Faith to Live By, describes this 

state as feeling like ‘being shipwrecked’
4
 and this 

was certainly the case for my interviewees. While 

all still identified themselves as Christians, most 

had experienced some kind of faith crisis or 

transition which led them to move away from the 

evangelical ethos in which they were immersed as 

young Christians. All had found this time of 

‘shipwreck’ difficult and lonely, and it had often 

involved them having to face up to unresolved 

personal issues. They often felt that there was no-

one else going through the same period of doubt or 

questioning – there were few ‘role models’ to help 

during this time, and previous role models were 

often no longer relevant as the interviewee no 

longer ‘lived in the same space’ as them. 

Interviewees had to leave behind former faith 

paradigms and forge their own way.  

However, while role models during times of faith 

transition were few and far between, I did find that 

                                                 
3
 A Churchless Faith: Faith Journeys beyond the Churches, London: 

SPCK, 2002 
4
 ‘To undergo shipwreck is to be threatened in a most total and 

primary way. Shipwreck is the coming apart of what has served as 

shelter and protection and has held and carried one where one wanted 

to go – the collapse of a structure that once promised trustworthiness. 

Likewise, when we undergo the shipwreck of meaning at the level of 

faith, we feel threatened at the very core of our existence’ (Parks, 

1986: 24) 

other people or books or events were important in 

affirming the new direction taken in the person’s 

faith. One interviewee described the importance of 

someone ‘affirming what was feeling so terrifying 

as actually being normal and healthy’.  

Another participant found affirmation and 

acceptance through attending Greenbelt, the annual 

Christian arts festival, which will be familiar to 

many readers of this newsletter – there she met 

many others who asked questions about faith 

without being considered ‘backsliders’. Greenbelt 

was a ‘safe space’ that ‘allowed unresolvedness to 

exist’. Spirited Exchanges also tries to offer this 

‘safe space’ to those undergoing ‘shipwreck’.   

 

So do we need heroes or role models in our ongoing 

journeys of faith? I can’t answer the question for 

everyone but, interestingly, after a time of faith 

transition, it appeared that there was less of a need 

for role models or heroes for my interviewees. 

Rather, having survived ‘shipwreck’, they became 

more self-reliant and more self-confident in their 

ability to  chart  their  own  course  through  life and  

faith. They had a greater sense of who they were, 

and that God loved them as they were, without them 

having to conform to a particular style of belief or 

to sign up to certain doctrinal propositions. There 

had been a move from dependence on a particular 

church or perhaps a particular Christian leader, 

author or singer, to independence.  

 

This did not mean isolation or being cut off from 

others. Rather, it meant that others, including other 

Christians, were regarded more realistically – as 

fellow travellers, perhaps with their own issues and 

problems, rather than perfect people on a pedestal. 

Healthy relationships involve accepting the other 

warts and all. Only then does true community 

become possible.                                      
 

So having a hero or a 

role model is not 

necessarily a bad 

thing – as long as we 

appreciate that they 

are real people with 

the same flaws as the 

rest of us. 
 

[Tracey Messenger has recently completed an MA in 

Psychology of Religion at Heythrop College, University of 

London. She works in publishing and is a member of the 

Spirited Exchanges steering group.] 



 

 

Away From and Toward: Emerging Hope and the Dreaming of 
Dreams.                                                                          Paul Fromont                

For all sorts of reasons, people are leaving the church. Some leave their faith behind too, while a 
number find a stronger, more mature faith outside the church.

1
 

 
“Every day people are straying away from the church and going back to God.” 

Lenny Bruce 

 
For me, the choice to leave the congregation I had belonged to for many years was definitely not an easy or 
straightforward one.

2
 It was neither a rejection of Christianity nor a “going back” on my belief that the Church is a vital and 

important part of God's loving and redemptive purposes. Rather, my leaving was the result of my needing to "survive" a 
particular expression of church and come out of that experience with some hope that one-day I would again want to 
belong to a church in a very earthed and practical way. Over the course of my journey out of church (my "drifting away" as 
one person baldly described it) I was propelled onwards by both growing clarity and also, paradoxically, by continuing 
questions, doubt, and uncertainty.  

 
So what dimensions of my church experience were significant motivators in my decision to leave?  

 
I reflected long and hard on the very conditional and utilitarian nature of relationships, the absence of genuine friendships, 
the absence of community, of shared interests and experiences. I increasingly felt out of place as my life-experiences, my 
values, my following of Jesus, and my reading of the Jesus-story failed to connect or resonate in any meaningful way with 
the overwhelming majority of others in the congregation. Serving on the leadership team highlighted once-and-for-all just 
how out-of-step I was with regards the ethos, theology, and values of my fellow leaders, and the congregation we were 
trying to serve.                                                                                                                                          [CARTOON USED WITH PERMISSION] 

 
What I'd initially hoped would be a rich, life-giving, life-sustaining, deeply 
relational Christian community had increasingly, over time, become a dry, arid, 
and desolate place - a place where I felt my sense of aliveness, call, and passion 
slowly seeping away. I increasingly came to recognise that I was becoming 
almost an "outsider," moving closer and closer to the point of not belonging in 
any substantial or meaningful way.  

 
I found myself physically, mentally, emotionally, and spiritually disengaging from 
the congregation. I was increasingly self-censoring, feeling unable to 
authentically express who I was as a human being and as a Jesus-follower.  
  
I couldn't share my faith journey with others. In fact I described myself as 
"leaving 90% of who I was at the church door when I entered."  

 
Importantly, one of my most life-giving discoveries of that time was finding a 
group of people who were pioneering new or so-called "emerging" expressions of 
church, and those exploring what it meant in a post-Christendom context to be 
missional churches. These were people and groups I felt at home amongst. I was 
introduced to a world of creativity, faithfulness, mission, spirituality, passion, 
aliveness, vision, and innovation. 

 
I found myself thinking about experiences and examples of church (both 
historical and contemporary) that were deeper and more richly woven into the 

                                                 
1
  http://www.spiritedexchanges.org.nz/page/3/whoweare.boss                                                                                                                      

2
 church was a significant part of my life. In total I've spent nearly 20 years of my adult life in two congregations. I left the first congregation only because we relocated to 

another part of the country. 
 

‘In supporting women’s development we need to press for a deep understanding of relationship that does 

not perpetuate the oppressive burdens put on women to give their selves away in the name of female 

goodness.’         Carol Lakey Hess; Caretakers of our Common House: Women’s Development in Communities of Faith 1997 

 



realities of life and living; churches deeply and practically immersed in God's redemptive mission; churches where the 
radical, whole-of-life following of Jesus was taken seriously.  
 
My particular church congregation was becoming increasingly artificial and constricting. I needed room to stretch. I 
needed “more”. I felt trapped in a Sunday-by-Sunday cycle of going through the motions, trapped in approaches to being 
church that just weren't connecting or resonating at a deep level. Nor were we engaging in any meaningful conversation 
with wider culture.  
Resourcing people within the congregation who found themselves in differing places on the faith journey was a foreign 
concept. Following Jesus, growing as a disciple was "dumbed down" to an experience of church that revolved around a 
continual repackaging of milk, milk, and more milk (Heb. 5:12). For me faith is a journey with many roads, stages, and 
paths. The one-approach-fits-all significantly hindered and undermined my faith development and growth.  
 
I came to recognise that my personality, temperament, faith-development needs, and personal insecurities all set me up 
within that particular congregational context to carry what I increasingly discovered was an unhealthy level of frustration, 
disappointment, discouragement, and responsibility.  
 
Within what was a Pentecostal church (I should have already mentioned that), I realised that I desperately needed space 
and silence for listening, for surprise and mystery; space for conversation, for debate, for communal input and shared 
output. I discovered I needed practical and communal ways of living out my faith in the world, for the sake of the world. I 
needed fewer words and more action, less monologue from "the front" and more emphasis on communal praxis, 
experimentation, learning and ministry beyond "the walls." Our sole focus was on Sunday and our "liturgy," singularly 
comprising simplistic sermons and the repetitious singing of choruses left me with no alternative ways of belonging while 
continuing to grow. 

   
Most painfully of all I learnt that I needed to care for myself and to be a whole lot more healthily self-focused. I'd grown up 
thinking self-care was selfish. What I discovered in the last few months before leaving was that I had long been running on 
"empty" when it came to church. The ripples of which had an incredibly negative impact on me, one that was far wider 
than church. I suffered, my marriage suffered, and my family suffered.  

 
Now, all to this point may sound really selfish and I may well turn out to be a child of my narcissistic times, but the truth is 
that I wanted to survive. I wanted to flourish. I had, and have, a richer sense of church and what church might be. I'm for 
life and creativity, and against institutions and forms of religion that stifle and restrict life, faithfulness, and creativity. I'm for 
hope and against hopelessness.  

 
So has leaving changed anything?  

 
Well, I still haven't found what I'm looking for. I still haven't found the kind of church I see and experience in my dreams 
and in my imagination. So, for me the challenge continues to be how to focus and transform my sadness and 
disappointment into something freeing, life giving and fruitful. I need to learn how to healthily overcome the bitterness that 
sometimes creeps into my recollections, whether expressed or internalised. For me, the edges of church belonging and 
the desert-of-the-unknown beyond those edges aren't bad places to be because in those places I've been challenged to 
think more radically, to explore more widely, and to sink more deeply into the realities and paradox of being in Christ, even 
as he is in me (Col. 1:27). 

  
Post-church I remain both unsettled and enlivened. I continue to be stretched and I'm growing. My experiences of God 
and who I am in Christ continue to be deepened. Post-Church I'm grateful for the encouragement, inspiration, and life that 
come from belonging to a national and international group of people I call fellow wayfarers, Jesus-followers, emerging 
prophets,

3
 and  above  all,  precious  friends.  It  is  these groups of people amongst whom I have been able to be most 

naturally myself, these people amongst whom I have felt deeply accepted, loved, and cared for, in both virtual and 
embodied ways.  

 
I often stop and wonder where God is with so many of us struggling to belong and leaving the established church. Is God 
within the established church with the invitation to be an influence for change? Or among the de-churched and the 
unchurched with the invitation to be a part of something needful and new? Or, is God calling from somewhere else?  
                                                                                                                                                     (Edited and printed with permission)               

                                                 

3
 I often suggest that many of the de-churched actually embody and announce a genuinely prophetic critique of church(s), a perspective that is all too often ignored. 

Alan Jamieson, in his essay, In Search of Turangawaewae, asks, "Are the post-church groups of today forerunners of new forms of the faith in our own rapidly 

changing society? Is this greening beyond the edges of established and parochial churches, God @ work in spite of and over and against what church has become?  

 



 
                                                     

 

       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

The Hat 
 

JUDY  PARKER 
 

THE PRIEST LOOKED up from the psalms on the lectern, cast his eyes over the hats 

bowed before him. Feathered, frilled, felt hats in rows like faces. One at the end of the row 

different. A head without hat. A cat without fur. A bird without wings. Won’t fly far. 

 

Voices danced in song with the 

colours of the windows.  

Red light played along the aisle, 

blue over the white corsage  

of Mme Dewsbury, green on the 

pages of the Bible. Reflecting  

up on the face of the priest. 

 

He spoke to the young lady  

afterwards: ‘You must wear a 

hat and gloves in the House of  

God. It is not seemly otherwise.’ 

The lady flushed, raised her chin, strode out. 

‘That’s the last we’ll see of her,’ said the organist. 

 

The organ rang out, the priest raised his eyes to the rose window. He did not see the woman 

in hat and gloves advancing down the aisle as though she were a bride. The hat, enormous, 

such as one might wear to the races. Gloves, black lace, such as one might wear to meet a 

duchess. Shoes, high- heeled, such as one might wear on a catwalk in Paris. 

And nothing else. 

 

(taken from 100 NZ Short Short Stories edited by Graeme Lay: Tandem Press, NZ, 1997) 

open dialogue – (will be) a space for reader response 
This will be your opportunity to express ideas, engage with previous articles, respond to what you are reading 
or inject a whole new topic in for discussion. You may offer your own story; a broadening or different view of 
the subject; or point to other resources. Please send responses to jennymac50@gmail.com 
 
We ask you to respect the same guidelines that are followed in Spirited Exchanges groups:  

o We’re not trying to produce one answer. There is freedom for differing views and opinions. 
o Anyone is free to share his/her own view even if it’s different or ‘heretical’ from some people’s 

perspective. 
o We ask for respect for each person’s opinions. 
o You have the freedom to change your view in future issues. 
o We let God defend God. 

 


