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INTRODUCTION

Mary, my mother, taught me to respect the dirt. Like many black women from
the South, she knew the earth like she knew her own soul. I came along late. 1
was the last of her eleven children, born not of the South but of the North, the
fruit of the great migration when black folks wearied of the Jim Crow South and,
in search of work, pointed their hopes toward northern cities and replanted their
lives in colder air} So I was born in Grand Rapids, Michigan, and found myself
cach spring with my mother, Mary, in her garden in the backyard.

There near the soil Mary deepened my understanding of her life, her history,
and her hopes. My mother and my father, Ivory Jennings, were both magnifi-
cent storytellers. They told stories the way water cascades over Niagara Falls or
runs down the Mississippi, stories that encompassed larger or smaller fragments
of people, places, jokes, incidents, sayings, sermons, arguments, clothing, foods,
meals, body parts, and prayers. I could never take in all those stories. I had to
simply let them wash over me, again and again, until I was able to locate myself
in the stream of their historical consciousness. Yet running through their amaz-
ing stories were several themes. Like large, immovable rocks that shaped the con-
tours of the water’s flow, these themes carried the keys for understanding every
story.

Foremost was Jesus. Ivory and Mary loved Jesus. To say they were devout
Christians is simply too pale a descriptor. A far more accurate characterization
would be, “There were Ivory, Mary, and Jesus.” Woven into the fabric of their
lives was the God-man Jesus, who, rather than simply serving as an indicator of
their orthodoxy, became the very shape of their stories. The stories of Jesus and
Israel were so tightly woven into the stories my parents told of themselves, their
lives in the South and in the North and then with their youngest children in the
North, that it took me years to separate the biblical figures from extended family
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members, biblical sinners from the sinners all around us, and biblical places 0" 5
pain from their places of pain. I was never able to separate biblical hopes frop Rk

their real hopes. They knew the Bible, but, far more important, they knew ke
world through the Bible. ’

Ivory and Mary also channeled what Toni Morrison so eloquently called “thé g

hurt of the hurt world,” the knowledge of the deepest struggles and contradi

tions of black folks living among white folks My mother was one of those black

women who carry intimate knowledge of slave voices. As a little girl she lived}

with her grandmother, a former slave. She also knew from her own experiences

the lives of poor folks in the South who picked cotton, got cheated for their back
breaking labor, and worked diligently to stay out of harm’s way with whites. The
experience of agricultural labor, life in the dirt, also brought her into a contradj

tory but very intimate relationship with the land itself.

My parents loved the soil, the earth, the outside, and in their garden I saw the i

freedom they felt with it. The garden announced to them and the world that they':' '
were absolutely free to be themselves. My mother was a small woman with very
muscular hands formed in the crucible of picking, pulling, holding, and hauling
She had a strong back, and when she bent over to touch the earth you could
sense her power. She moved through her garden like it was an extension of he
body. While in her garden, momma loved to talk about the Native American side
of the family, her mother looking and her grandmother being part Cherokee
She had irrefutable evidence for this native lineage, but I could rarely follow a
the names, places, and events, especially as I was more content with observing
how she worked the plants and the dirt with such brilliant efficiency. I was more
interested in the corn, tomatoes, potatoes, beans, blackberries, carrots, and other
gifts she brought forth from the earth. It was while she and I were in the garden }
that they came upon us.

To reach the garden in the backyard, you had to walk up the long driveway §
of our house and cross a gravel area and then walk across some grass. From the
garden you could hear anyone walking across the gravel, the sound of pebbles 1
crunching announcing their presence. But on one memorable occasion, I did ;
not hear them. All T heard was the sound of feet moving through grass, and as §
I turned I saw two white men walking toward us. I knew my mother was at the
farthest end of the garden, and T wanted to alert her. But that was unnecessary. I
don’t know how she knew or how she moved so quickly, but as I turned to find her §
with my eyes she was already positioning her body in front of mine. Her actions

—_

were ancient and modern—a mother moving her body in front of her child in
the presence of strangers, a black woman placing her body between the body of

her tender young son and the bodies of white men.
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«ello;” they said, “I am and this is . We are from First Christian
Reformed Church down the street.” They went on to ask my mot}ller hf:r name,

hich she told them in her regal southern voice: “I am Mary Jennings.” She d.1d
’ t tell them my name. This was for my protection my mother would say. White
nO hould not know the names of young black boys, as such knowledge would
rrleﬂrs be used for my good. The older man proceeded to talk about their church,
?}TZ zctivities they had for kids, and what they were hoping to dO'iT.I the neighbor-
hood. He talked for along time and quite formally, like he was giving a rehearsed
speech. The younger man stood looking around nervously. /.\fter what slee.:med tf)
me hours, the younger man showed his impatience with his fellow missionary’s
speech and bent down to speak to me. This was an odc'l gesture, I thought,.not
only because it too seemed rehearsed but also because it seemed 1.nappropr1ate.
[ was about twelve years old, and when he bent down he was facing my navel.
His words and verbal gestures were equally misplaced. He talked to me like I was
2 kindergartener or someone with little intelligence: What was my name, what
school did I go to, did I like school? Does any twelve year old hke. school?

The strangeness of this event lay not only in their appearance in our backyard
but also in the obliviousness of these men as to whom they were 'addressmg—
Mary Jennings, one of the pillars of New Hope Mission‘ary Baptist Church. 1
thought it incredibly odd that they never once asked her if she went to ‘chgrch,
if she was a Christian, or even if she believed in God. Mary and her twin sister,
Martha, were about as close to their scriptural counterparts as you could get.
Without fail they were in their customary seats in church every Sunday, and you
could calibrate almost every activity of the church by and around them or us,
their children. In addition, every Sunday they would visit every single person on
the sick and shut-in list. The depth and comnplexities of Mary’s faith were unfath-
omable, as unfathomable as the blindness of these men to our Christian lives.

My mother finally interrupted the speech of this would-be neighborhood mis-
sionary with the words, “T am already a Christian. I believe in ]esusl and | attencj
New Hope Missionary Baptist church, where Rev. J. V. Williams is the pastor.
I dor’t remember his exact reply to my mother’s declaration of identity, but he
kept talking for quite a few more wasted minutes. Finally they gave her'some
literature and left. T remember this event because it underscored an inexplicable
strangeness embedded in the Christianity I lived and observed. Experiences lil.<e
these fueled a question that has grown in hermeneutic force for me: Why did
they not know us? They should have known us very well,

The church they were from—down the street—was not simply any church.
It was First Christian Reformed Church, a mother church of the Christian Re-
formed denomination, a denomination that has its spiritual roots in the theology
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of John Calvin, its ethnic roots in the Netherlands, and the branches of its o
sciousness shaped by the historical contours of American immigrant life. O
house at 717 Franklin Street was about two hundred yards from where that beg
tifully majestic church stood. I knew the church grounds very well because th,

had the nicest basketball court in the neighborhood. The court stood at the eng
of the large church parking lot, and that was where I planted, in John Edgyy

Wideman'’s beautiful characterization of every aspiring basketba
ning, my “hoop roots.”* Unlike Wideman, however, T never harbored any ill

usually if you were looking for me and I wasn'’t ridin
with my best buddies, Kevin and Troy,

past that church and that court heading to New Hope.

Why did these men not know me, not know Mary and Ivory, and not know
the multitude of other black Christians who filled the neighborhood that sur- 3}
rounded that church? I am not asking why they weren’t familiar with us, and
T'am certainly not asking about the logistics of their missional operations, The 3§

foreignness and formality of their speech in our backyard signaled a wider and
deeper order of not knowing, of not sensing, of not imagining, The most com-

mon way to narrate this historical reality of Western Christianity displayed in
my backyard is to speak of different Christianities, white and black, or different 1}
cultural expressions of Christianity, (European) immigrant and (African) slave, i}

or even of a sinful division by faith formed from the historical realities of sl

avery.
However, such narratives draw away too quick

ly from the strangeness displayed
at the edge of my mother’s garden. In the small space of a backyard I witnessed

a Chuistianity familiar to most of us, enclosed in racial and cultural difference,
inconsequentially related to its geography, often imaginatively detached from its
surroundings of both people and spaces, but one yet bound to compelling ges-
tures of connection, belonging, and invitation. Here, however, we were operat-
ing out of a history of relations that exposed a distorted relational imagination.
There is within Christianity a breathtakingly powerful way to imagine and
enact the social, to imagine and enact connection and belonging, I could sense
that power not only in the courageous yet wooden display of those neighbor-
hood missionaries but also in the beauty and ease of my mother as she worked
the ground, the earth. Though very different, their gestures drew from a crucial
aspect of Christian existence and Christian desire buried inside the more mun-
dane sense of what it means to be a Christian. In order to understand this I need

It player’s begin.:
u
sions of being a serious basketball player because T was too short and too slowang
had a pitiful jump shot. But what I lacked in talent I made up for in effort, So°
g my stingray bike, playing‘
or running with my nephew Jonathan in
the neighborhood, I was, along with many other black boys and young men, in
that parking lot playing basketball. And every Sunday, we drove back and forth 4
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her story. Years later I found myself a student at the very coll.ege
. erhS rcill' and that denomination, Calvin College. By the time
wed C}:l?\ti:l Clllollege I was sure [ was called to.be a mirTister. M(); }rlo.ewtli ;;1
Lanived & i uite rocky, not because I resisted my intense Chris
sl ery early [ emerged as a precocious provocateur of t.he
; becixusrec;l t}ile Reverend J. V. Williams. I questioned evlerythmg
f HZ: ) u‘::stio}ls to Reverend Williams, who had no ea.rthl'y idea how
s(e)ariocllls theological inquiry. My questions and questlonlnf wtere iz
toamm® anyl as a Michigan winter, and my youthful patience as shor z};h :
consant 37 Onges Needless to say, I did not endear myself to the pastor. This
Summtetrhlglektl;tj:/ed‘the usual (for most black Baptist young men) fatherly men-
mean theu : ‘
tor® ‘Of i youngl@ézli;f;tziz};leigistgﬁi.ng would have in fact been wasted on
ik lr)ea 11le€ of my thorn-in-the-flesh constant queries but also becagse
me.ne. Onlyd ecaenera’[ion of postrnigration black children who tore large rlpsf
Lrepreen s i y f racial and denominational identity we dutifully wore 'out 0
e ar ﬁlers He was so right to be suspicious of us. We were poised to
respe'Ct " Oubr ? ilil in ways unanticipated by our parents anc? grandparenics
e Ourd ehorfate%ul South. But those imaginative possibilities desperately
o ﬂ'ed o They needed theological voices that would have.drawn us be-‘
neece 8 ?tnCZi nati};nalism, or the conservative theo-political ideologies, or
o 'the Cut 1;iralism that would beckon in the coming decades. ' o
" s (;1 t 1 found myself as a student at Calvin College being as ke ‘o
. 1t'wa;t al [t was a last-minute invitation, the scheduled spe.aker ha?/mg re-
Pre‘acg Ln chillljled-not be available for the program. The irony of this occasion wcali
f}?;ﬁt sefved as the site of my trial sermon.}lliere thi)s S(;ri }(l)j l\b/llj(rﬂ}: ifu?i P]fi "
i i e womb o ,
o Worf(is fa moreli }Sucshzv(;lln spheaolfelz il: tthe austere aesthetic of John 'Calvin‘dl
:}elfn]:mult)ce}ll' thz ’?er;? Galatians ’z: 20, but not the sermon. I was glad when it ended.
i , ned afterward.
Bu/t\zOr:;t)}l]:;iisliilnagri)}:i%?egathering up books and book bags tofr,;t;l;l K)nclsiz
et o e o et P, T
: m
. ?ze:eile(;l;tiu[s)euit:}clgrrlj eot? }r)eing Ziven to exaggerated ‘displays of berqi)l-
i?or:l) %?;r classroom demeanor matched the orderly presentation of L}:; rlrll; I
ings' and the grounds: clear, precise, thoughtful. But as thely Sapill)lro?tcwﬁh bo,t .
remember vividly how each reached fo¥ my ?and, seorer;ew(;t;l1 Eyef oo
[l hands, ot hu'gg'ing me:[ﬁH IOOkllinsgaiz i(;rtrl?/eig/ moment of touching me,
fatherly love and appreciation. 1hey eac

to tell you a7
founded by t

this sell”
upbringlng b
poor pastor 0

and brought th
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“Willie, thank you for the Word of God.” I knew their words were standard anq
proper responses to sermons heard in Reformed churches with histories much
older than I, that young black man. But their gestures spoke something ever,
more ancient, of a sense of connection and belonging and of a freedom to claim,
to embrace, to make familiar one who is not. After chapel, we returned to class,
where they assumed their proper pedagogical form, but the stark contrast be.
tween that moment and the theologically informed Christian education I was re-
ceiving was now overwhelming, Nothing else in my formal theological education
corroborated that moment. Indeed it juts out as a moment of clarity regarding
the deeper reality of theology and theological identity hidden beneath historical
tragic developments. '

I could narrate this story as a moment of Freudian transference built on a
psychological replacement, Dutch professors in the place of a black Baptist pas.
tor; or I could invoke current sensibilities and narrate this as an aspect of the
psychic exchanges common inside of colonized subjectivity. I mouthed words,
I performed rationalities conducive to the further production of knowledge and
self-knowledge within certain white Western regimes of identity formation and
was rewarded for it with displays of approval. However, such accounts sound like
jazz musicians who have not learned to hear the intricacies of standard classic
jazz tunes and subsequently can neither play what they hear nor hear what they
play. T am not dismissing such narrative possibilities, but more is going on than
these narrations can see. On that day in that space, I saw and felt what I had
seen in my mother’s garden and in the many hospital rooms she visited in pas-
toral care and in the few snatches of time when someone’s actions move them
toward a depth of intimacy both unanticipated and startling. It was the exercise
of an imaginative capacity to redefine the social, to claim, to embrace, to join, to
desire. Yet it is precisely the episodic character of this capacity among Christians
that indicates something deeply, painfully amiss.

This book attempts to narrate exactly what is missing, what thwarts the deepest
reality of the Christian social imagination. Indeed, I argue here that Christianity
in the Western world lives and moves within a diseased social imagination. I
think most Christians sense that something about Christians’ social imaginations
is ill, but the analyses of this condition often don’t get to the heart of the con-
stellation of generative forces that have rendered people’s social performances of
the Christian life collectively anemic. Those shortsighted analyses suffer on the
one side from unfamiliarity with the deep theological architecture that patterned
early modern visions of peoples, places, and societies and therefore lack the sense
of what was turned horribly wrong theologically. And on the other side, Christian
theology now operates inside this diseased social imagination without the ability
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ern how its intellectual and pedagogical performances reflect'and fuel the
sc

. d\;l . further crippling the communities it serves. That s, theology lacks the
roblelil,

o see the profound connections between an fembrace.by very different
i hapel and theological meditations articulated in the class'room‘,
people e . ; d to the possibilities of identi-
n connecting to the earth, to strangers, and to the p
b'etwee d and reformed precisely in and through such actions.
" f(frf'ne bility is not due to conceptual gaps in the history of Christian thought,
ﬂ“?tlzie to}ifncoherence in doctrinal logics, nor should it be attrﬂ.)uted to any
- f intellectual problems and challenges arising with the Enhghtenmel:nt.
number Ot ;ook more deliberatively at the soil in which the modern theological
'One ‘muts' n grew and where it continues to find its deeper social nutrients. Qne
lmag‘lrlhGl 'lt(:: w%lere I have watched the display of this interrupted social imagina-
C'TUCI'a 'Sl the theological academy. As student, professor, and academic .dejcm,
;1?12;; \:\thched with a sense of melancholy the formation process of Chrl.stlan
tellectuals. I watched what at first 1 took to be a cultur:al and soilal clum31ne§s
1111 t seems bound to what the sociologist Pierre Bourdieu calls the'scholash.c
tli:position."s Later I realized that what I was V\{itn?ssing was Eozl a social 1c;1(1mrs;-
ness at all but a highly refined process of socialization. I watched a co‘.r]r)lpd - pb o
cess of disassociation and dislocation that was conr.lected to the prescribed ha
of mind for those who would do scholarly theological work. e theory
This process of disassociation and dislocation I watched was nlot t 56 ej[(i)z11
practice split in conceptual work, or the split between the classica am1 ! pbratc el
disciplines, or the separation of the church from the .acaderny, ora }slp it betw "
orthodox and orthopraxis; neither can it be characterized throughlt e arfgugnténct
regnant in the tired debates about the nature, purposes, and \El ues oﬂ'a ts ;; X
thinking versus situated thinking and all the permut'atlons of t lat ‘co? ic d "
process touches on these matters. What 1 observed in t}}e theo ogica le;ca E };
was fundamentally the resistance of theologians to think theologica yﬂa ou
their identities. [t was the negation of a Christian intellectual posture ri ecttl}\ie
of the central trajectory of the incarnate life of the Son o.f God, w'ho' too orsl E
life of the creature, a life of joining, belonging, connection, and.mtlmacy. 1uc f
a posture would inevitably present the likelihood of transformatlons. r11<ot 02 y 1;)1—
ways of thinking but of ways of life that require the presence of t}'le ris ; anl’t\'/ 1
nerabilities associated with being in the social, cultural, economic, and politica
iti sformed. o
pofflltllz r;cEZigle\t;:ir;n that holds court in the theological academ.y imagines its
intellectual world from the commanding heights of various s.ocml econ;)m}esi
cultural, political, and scholastic. I don’t mean tha’c schola.lr.s in the 1tllle(i oglcan
academy think they are in charge of the academic or political worlds, I mea

ability t
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that the regulative character of their intellectual

cultivated capacities to clarify, categorize, define, explain, interpret, and so

eclipses its fluid, adaptable, even morph-able character, This eclipse is no
to the emergence of a new intellectual style but points to a history in whic
Christian theological imagination was woven into processes of colonial
nance. Other peoples and their ways of life had to adapt, become fluid
morph into the colonial order of things, and such
and its theologians inside habits of mind and
ized that order of things.

Adaptability, fluidity, formation, and reformation of bein
weighted on the side of indig
tianity developed both in th
Americas, Asia, and Africa, it was no lon
Indeed, it is as though Christianity,
verted its sense of hospitality. It claimed to be the host, the owner of th
entered, and demanded native peoples enter its cultur
in the world, and its conceptualities. Thus the persisten
modern theological academy with various enl
such matters as answering the intellectual threat of atheism, reasserting the im

portance of orthodoxy, engaging in new forms of the conservative-liberal debate,
determining how one should read sacred texts, or
tioning of theological trends (for example, Barthi
postliberal, radical orthodoxy,
the continuing enc

h th

a situation drew Christian;
life that internalized and norm

g were heayj

t preoccupations of the

the obsessive labeling and posi-
an, ressourcement, liberationist,
femninist, womanist, postcolonial) not onl

asement in racial logics and agency, but also reflect the deep
pedagogical sensory deprivation of t

intellectuals still imagine the world from the commanding heights.

My claim here would seem to fly in the face of a number of theologians and
philosophers who believe that societies have now entered a post-Christian or post-
establishment Christian reality in the Western world in which the easy alignment
of Protestantism with the quasi-religious sensibilities of the nation-state has van-
ished. Whatever the claimed cause of this situation for the church in the modern
“post-Christendom” world, the conclusion is the same: Western Christians are a
minority, an exilic people in a strange land ¢ While the old Anglo-Saxon Protes-
tant hegemony may be over, such readings of the reality of Christian existence
in the West are painfully superficial, They bypass the deeper realities of Western

Christian sensibilities, identities, and habits of mind which continue to channe]
patterns of colonialist dominance,

At one level these are the historical

commanding heights imagined by West-
ern, white, male identities, but at

another level these are ways of being in the

posture created through the

fort};
t dug

* tanity

» even:

igenes as their requirement for suryival, Ag Chris.
e old world of Europe and in the new worlds of the
ger able to feel this tragic imbalance, #E
wherever it went in the modern colonies, in. ‘g

€ spaces it
al logics, its ways of being 3§

ightenment problems bound upin -

y display 4

his horrific imbalance. Western Christian 4F
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J that resist the realities of submissionl,lde;ire, a(?ctl ;rfe:?sf?i;nearﬁo}?é SAyiildr;sd
born of such realities but hlSt.OI‘ICEl y formec  xest therm s yieded
a oo ofrelgion hfle that' til:lv aCr;Srilsttsiadr?seell) ?:ict;]ntsltlj:‘_cunderstands ii/s own deep
o e oining, mix i ing changed by multiple
maz};m P o who o rr'lergmgi)arii\jjeei)?gdiﬁereices Zmd draws
Ve o o s a'GOd' Wh’?hm'lrr iralszful:lisliazon Instead, the intimacy that
us o new ?aPaCIE;St;;) lir:zgll)r;nfu(lﬂone, one in which the joining often mean;
mar (?hUStfa? ce a};ld death, if not of bodies then most certainly of ways 0
OPPIF SSIO: ;)\f/ll(;lfguaée and visions of the world. What happened to the original
Jife, form : ;
e . lrlitlrlnaca};?t to answer that question by telling the story of. modefn
In’ t'hls 'bo’o (i'se:vsed social imagination. It was not my intent to write a hlsli
O e bi m. This book is not a historical account that moves through a
fryof e B Titiés of churches and colonialist nations, indige.nes and' slavez,
e o dity forms, racial formation and social imaginatlon‘, nation an
o a'nd (Ci?mrrtlo allyfrom t7he fifteenth century through the twentieth. Such a
eCde'Slal e ct would be a welcome addition to what I have done here. B1.1t
mUItWOlum‘e o oal has been to paint a portrait of a theological problerr_l in
o thedoglanit ;n\y)vag forward. In order to arrive at my goal I take the reader 051
or'der . Su'gz%fcesthe 1i\iles of several people who may seem comp?etely unr‘elzite f
st ame o le from diverse places and times who are drawn 1nt<? my circle o
e ariipiog cause they are Christians attempting to live as C'hnstl‘ams at vari-
Con:ier:]r;s 1rrsl thz colonialist moment. But, more important, they illumine aspects
ous
" Pmblen} Ln ptrﬁioir;(g]gl?gcis of the problem nor its triggers. They 'represent
'They o nz}:'tt}: greapt transformation. What I am doing is work'mg lhke‘ a ﬁlrri
dirstor. Ra i f a devastating flood by reviewing its me
director. Rather than telling the story o a e el
teorological antecedents or tracking the rise of the wa er ((1) o the
atterns of the water (the buildings it topples, the crops it des 10y }71 jocus on e
P trapped on the roof with no place to go, the woman in a she i o
Eglsé)rnenrif;;ting for word on missing relatives, a d(ﬁg despe]zatigf tzlllrfdts::;; "
; jori he chapters build a
to a spot of land to rest. Thus the .Il’la]Ol‘lt}.f of t haplers Do et
oples and their approach to their new ‘sxtuatmn m‘
E:nfral argument and a theological positlon. ﬂ(?w tlno\ugh"illitz trezct.exploration ;
At this point, however, I simply want to invite readers 1 y eton
isti ' inti d why Christians have been so u
the Christian capacity for 1nt1macy. and why CI e Lo epeth
enter fully into this marvelous gift given by God’s Son to e s rom the
of this gift in terms of reconciliation. But I have purposely stay

worl

wis
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theological language of reconciliation because of its terrible misuse in Wester;
Christianity and its tormented deployment in so many theological systems angh
projects. The concept of reconciliation is not irretrievable, but I am convinge
that before we theologians can interpret the depths of the divine action of recq
ciliation we must first articulate the profound deformities of Christian intimg
and identity in modernity. Until we do, all theological discussions of reconc al
tion will be exactly what they tend to be: (a) ideological tools for facilitating t
negotiations of power; or (b) socially exhausted idealist claims masquerading
serious theological accounts. In truth, it is not at all clear that most Christians 5
ready to imagine reconciliation.

The smaller steps I take in this book are to outline specific things that change ;
and in so doing brought us to the present moment. Understanding these changes;
involves considering concepts, Christian doctrines, and events together that
my knowledge have not been thought of together. To draw these things togeth
['have attempted to listen quietly and patiently to voices rarely heard by theolo-;
gians and to ask questions about things only now entering the horizon of the
logical reflection, questions of race, space, place, geography, and identity and of
the theological significance of Native American identities and Jewish-Genti
identity in relation to black-white racial identity as well as the importance
translation, literacy, and language. I draw attention to all of these matters in th
book, but I must warn that the journey I take here will be different, and the turns :
should not be anticipated but followed and only at the end should readers decide
whether this was a sure route and a good destination. .

This book is a work of Christian theology, although it may not seem so to

those readers steeped in Christian theological discourse. Admittedly, this text
does not enter into extensive conversation with Western or Eastern theologians
of the past. It is not in that sense an exercise in retrieval and comparison. How-
ever, it does enter into sustained theological analysis of particular Christian per- 4
formances in order to capture the social condition of Christianity itself. This act gk
of analysis is coupled with an act of retrieval in which I atternpt a recalibration of 2§
a theological trajectory in order to posit a new vision for theology itself. In effect,
I'am attempting to do theology in a different modality —theological analysis of
theology’s social performances—in hopes of articulating a vision more faithful
to the God whose incarnate life established and establishes the contours, charac-
ter, and content of Christian theology.

This work also joins the growing conversation regarding the possibilities of a
truly cosmopolitan citizenship. Such a world citizenship imagines cultural trans-
actions that signal the emergence of people whose sense of agency and belonging
breaks open not only geopolitical and nationalist confines but also the strictures
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. and racial identities. This is indeed a noble dream even if it is a moying
e the conceptual confusions and political struggles around multlc'ul-
velrllrse Yet I hope to intervene helpfully in this conversation by retl.lr.nmg

el (t)o th(;, question of the constitution of such a peoplfa an'd sucha cmzer:
precy r rather than building the hope of a cosmopolitanism from th‘e sol
ship. I"Iowe've ;1 democratic spirit, I seek a deeper soil. That deeper rich soil is not
of a lmaglr:;ed Tt is surely not resident at the surface levels of Christianity and
cusiy }Hllear'stenée today. Yet Christianity marks the spot where, if noble dre.am
eC‘dCSla (ZIXI with Cod-inspired hope and presses with great impatience against
o ha? ?ties of life, for example, national, cultural, ethnic, economic, sexual,
the I?Sl% ?Hseeking th,e deeper ground upon which to seed a new way of belong-
ond lafllzl‘i\;ing together, then we will find together not simply a new ground, not
n d, but a life already prepared and offered to us.
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