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On a long flight from Melbourne to Athens, an Aus-
tralian carpenter, an Indian college professor in hydrol-
ogy, and I had a memorable late-night theological
discussion. The three of us were seated in one row,
and the subject of God came up because our meals
were accompanied by a little card on which was
printed a short prayer of thanksgiving.

The professor made some remarks about 7ot being
thankful to any of the gods for this particular food.
The carpenter composed a prayer of complaint. And
the discussion was off and running.

~ The carpenter declared his theology had a lot to do
with fleas and a dog.

Arguing whether or not a God exists is like fleas
arguing whether or not the dog exists. Arguing over
the correct name of God is like fleas arguing over the
name of the dog. And arguing over whose notion of
- God is correct is like fleas arguing over who owns the-
dog. | |

We three ate our meal in silence for a while—
digesting the godforsaken meal and the Australian
version of theological Truth.

Later on, the Indian professor and I stood in the
forward alcove of the 747 where the galley and rest
rooms are, comparing the route map with what we
could see out the porthole in the door.
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