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In this age of international travel and education, Christian evangelism has been greatly expanded.  It is no longer necessary to travel to the ends of the earth – the ends of the earth have come to us.  Many international students on college campuses have never heard a clear presentation of Christianity.  They may not even know the questions to ask, let alone the answers to knotty questions.   Searching the bookshelves, a curious seeker can quickly become bogged down in theological controversy and terminology suited only for the seminary, or dissuaded by unrealistic fiction, written by believers to be read by other believers.  There seems to be no middle ground.  

 
Million Mile Journey is a novel that contains Christian apologetics.  Each of its twenty chapters touches on a particular point of Christian doctrine, but it is woven into the body of the narrative, presenting an accurate and un-intimidating picture of our faith through the experiences of a foreign visitor.  Arguments are presented in a realistic way to a skeptical, yet likeable protagonist.  Skeptical readers will identify with him and with his spiritual journey, allowing him to ask the same questions and wrestle with the same issues that they face.  For Christian readers, the story will be an encouragement, and a poignant reminder of their own journeys.


The story is set in Massachusetts in 1988, prior to the Tiananmen Square incident in Beijing.  Chang Min Yi, an idealistic and introspective, Chinese Communist, has been sent to America to further his studies.  Gifted in his understanding of economics, he is to pursue a doctorate in that subject at Boston University.  It is the intention of both Chang and his government to use American expertise to improve China’s economy, ultimately to defeat their Western economic rival.  Chang is confident of his abilities in economics and in English, but he is continually perplexed by idiomatic speech and by the American sense of humor as he tries to fit new discoveries into his preconception of American culture.  America’s diversity of dialects, unusual foods and attitudes continually surprise him.  He finds that he is drawn to the language and to those who speak it, but he is repelled by what he believes to be a decadent society.  Initially, Christianity carries the same weight as all other subjects:  as American football or coffee; as Boston’s winter weather or his loneliness.  Through his interaction with the individuals he meets, however, Chang considers the issues common to searchers of truth.  His is a realistic struggle to understand his relationship with God through the gift of faith in Jesus Christ.
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I.  The Content


A.  Premise


      In this age of global trade, and international travel and education, the possibility of Christian evangelism has been greatly expanded.  It is no longer necessary to travel to the ends of the earth – the ends of the earth have come to us.  International students are on every college campus, and many of them have never heard a clear presentation of Christianity.  They may not even know the questions to ask, let alone the answers to knotty questions.  Searching the bookshelves, a curious seeker can quickly become bogged down in theological controversy and terminology suited only for the seminary, or dissuaded by stories written by well-meaning believers to be read by other believers.  There seems to be no middle ground.  

                  The purpose of this book is to present a clear, accurate, and un-intimidating picture of our faith through the experiences of a foreign visitor.  His questions are the reader’s questions.  His struggles are the reader’s struggles.  Topics for further investigation are suggested.


B.  Overview

      Million Mile Journey is a novel that contains Christian apologetics.  Each of its twenty chapters touches on a particular point of Christian doctrine, but it is uniquely woven into the body of the narrative.  Topics are presented in a realistic way to a skeptical, yet likable protagonist.  Readers will identify with the protagonist and with his spiritual journey, allowing him to ask the same questions and wrestle with the same issues that they have.  For Christian readers, the story will be an encouragement, and a poignant reminder of their own journeys
. 

II.  The author


A.  Background       


 David Gray is an unpublished writer and poet, and not a career writer.   His formal education was at Drexel Institute of Technology (now Drexel University) as a marketing major, was interrupted in 1968 by the Vietnam War.  His own spiritual journey began during his years of military service.  Since that time he has served his church as a teacher of children, youth and adults, he participates in leading worship services, and he coordinates his church’s outreach to the elderly.

B.  Personal writing                


     Some time is spent editing the work of other writers.  Mr. Gray is the editor of two published books, Gravy Wars – South Philly Feuds and Attytudes, by  Lorraine Ranalli, and The Adventures of  Dayne Traveler, by Daniel Pope and Lorraine Ranalli.  He has ghostwritten the second book in the Dayne Traveler series, which will be published in early 2010, and has been contracted to write the third book in that series.  His writing is a thirty-five year collection of correspondence, poetry, Bible studies and Bible paraphrases, and the curriculum for a drug and alcohol rehabilitation program that he conducted for eight years.  Million Mile Journey is his first novel. Before the work took the form of a novel, it was to be a handbook on Christianity; a gift to a Chinese student to broaden her understanding.   Although there are other books available on the subject, they are too complex for someone who is unfamiliar with even the basics of Christianity.  The intention was to make the information clear, accessible and un-intimidating, while engaging the reader in an enjoyable story.  
III.  Summary – Million Mile Journey

       
   The story is set in Massachusetts in 1988 prior to the Tiananmen Square incident in Beijing.  Chang MinYi, an idealistic and introspective, Chinese Communist, has been sent to America to pursue a doctorate in economics at Boston University.  It is the intention of both Chang and his government to use American expertise to improve China’s economy, ultimately to defeat their Western economic rival.  Chang is confident of his abilities in economics and in English, but he is continually perplexed by idiomatic speech and by the American sense of humor as he tries to fit new discoveries into his preconception of American culture.  America’s diversity of dialects, unusual foods and attitudes continually surprise him.  He finds that he is drawn to both the language and to those who speak it, but he is repelled by what he believes to be a decadent society.  Initially, Christianity carries the same weight as all other subjects:  as American football or coffee; as Boston’s winter weather or his loneliness.  Through his interaction with the individuals he meets, however, Chang considers the issues common to searchers of truth.  His is a realistic struggle to understand his relationship with God through the gift of faith in Jesus Christ.
IV.  The Market

  
   A.  Characteristics


    The target audience for Million Mile Journey is primarily college-aged non-Christians who are looking for answers but don’t know the questions, and college-aged Christians who are seeking to better understand their own faith or are considering alternative techniques of evangelism.  It is also likely that mature Christians will enjoy this book.  

     
  B.  Affinity Groups


       1.  Foreign students studying in America who are exposed to 



   new theological issues.


       2.  American college students faced with secular criticism of 



   their faith.


       3.  High school and college Christian organizations.


       4.  Mature Christians looking for an enjoyable tale.  


       5.  Church youth groups. 


       6.  Readers of well-written prose and fiction.

V.  Competitive analysis

            A.  Apologetic Works


As originally planned, Million Mile Journey would have been similar to Peter Kreeft’s  Pocket Handbook of Christian Apologetics.  (Intervarsity Press)    But scholarly and systematic works on apologetics are abundant. Christian Apologetics by Cornelius VanTic (P&R Publishing), Christian Apologetics by Norman Geisler (Baker Academics), Contend Earnestly for the Faith by Doug Powell (B & H Publishing) and Introduction to Apologetics by Edward Carnell (Wipf & Stock) are typical of the scholarly works available.  The works of Josh McDowell and Paul Little should also be mentioned.  But Million Mile Journey is not meant to compete with them.  It is not a scholarly treatment of the subject.  Although it contains Christian apologetics, it appeals to the heart rather than the head.
If it must be compared to apologetic works, it is closer in attitude to  
The Reason for God by Timothy Keller (Dutton – Penguin Group).  

 B.  Christian Fiction

.
In the area of Christian fiction, the work is somewhat unique, weaving apologetics into a timely story about a realistic character in real situations.  Absent are the counter-terrorists and FBI agents of Jake Thoene novels, and the suspense-mystery-horror found in Ted Decker’s Sinner, Three, Obsessed, or his Circle Trilogy.  It is more similar to the realistic issues faced by Karen Kingsbury’s characters in When Joy Comes to Stay, A Moment of Weakness, Even Now, and A Time to Dance & A Time to Embrace (Thomas Nelson, Inc) but Million Mile Journey is more mundane.  There are no neo-Nazi groups, no Hollywood princesses coping in rural Georgia, no Amish trivia or interesting historical fiction, no couples torn apart by war, no abductions, no fantasy – All it does is tell an engaging and realistic story about a likeable visitor to our country. 

Promo Sentence:

He thought he knew where his life was headed until God called him – long distance.

Surrounded by the moral relativity of American society, how is an idealistic young Communist to find his way?

Back cover story:

“What’s a nice young Chinese Communist like you doing in a place like Boston?”  

China’s ruling Party has begun to open up and has sent some of its finest and brightest youth to study in America.  Chang Min Yi, an idealistic but gentle Communist has come to Boston University to earn a doctorate in economics, thinking to defeat his decadent western economic rival in his own marketplace.  But America doesn’t conform to his preconceived notions.  Strangest of all are the Christians, and the ethic and the unusual faith that guides their lives.

Foundational Scriptural verse:
Philippians 1:6   (I am) confident of this, that he who began a good work in you will carry 

it on to completion until the day of Christ Jesus.

John 10:3b   He calls his own sheep by name and leads them out.
The Million Mile Journey of Chang Min Yi

as told to David Gray

        Introduction  
Your journey has wearied you.  Come, sit, and I will tell you of my own,            
 and over coffee we will share friendly conversation before you travel on.









      Chang Min Yi

Chapter One

Sheep Without a Shepherd


I left Beijing years ago, an idealistic Communist youth of twenty-two, 

and came to America to begin advanced studies in economics, and in English.  My government had been made aware of my aptitude for these subjects and had sent me here to perfect my skills.  I had been warned by my instructors and by my father as well, to beware of the decadence I would find here.  I was not worried, though.  I was confident of the superiority of our ways – of our idealism and morality.  We had grown strong from decades of revolutionary purification.  We had become efficient at weeding out counter-revolutionaries – subversive snakes and spirits who secretly worked against the Party Center leadership; who opposed the dictatorship of the proletariat and Mao Zedong thought.  I would not be easily influenced by American class instincts and capitalist factionism.  There would be no political error on my part to allow negative comments in my personal history file!  I saw myself as one of a rather large army of Chinese youth who were infiltrating that land in a subtle invasion.  We would take all that America might teach us, bring it home to China, and use it against them by modernizing our own economy.  Ultimately, we would subdue the decadent giant in his own market.


My family is poor, but my father is an honorable man.  Although we could not afford the western products that increasingly appeared in Beijing, we felt no loss.  Father was unaffected by status.  A young man in the turbulent days of the Cultural Revolution, he had risen to the position of Workplace Secretary.  He had conducted many criticism meetings, drawing public confessions from the enemies among us, reforming those subversives through labor.  Counter-revolutionaries needed to be reminded of the dignity of the peasantry by working and living as such.  My father taught me to dislike distinctions of wealth, and to look rather to the character of men.  Perhaps to inspire me toward decent character he named me Min Yi at my birth. Min denotes understanding and clear thought. Yi speaks of goodness of person – what might be called righteousness in the west.  These are the qualities that defined his life.  They are the two qualities that my father believed to be essential, and it is likely that he also wanted me to understand what true goodness is.  At the university, my name was sometimes a source of humor, especially if I behaved in ways contrary to its meaning, and so my father was able to exercise his influence upon me even in his absence.  But this constant reminder of my name was typical of the gentle guidance he provided in my youth.  I love my father, and the name that he gave me.


My flight to America included a number of American engineers and tourists who were returning to their country, a few elderly Chinese visiting families there, and nearly eighty other Chinese students, many of whom shared my disdain for American capitalism.  We landed in the state of California at eleven o’clock in the morning, were processed through American customs, and then dispersed into the depths of the airport to await our various flights to distant cities.  My destination was the city of Boston, three thousand miles farther east.  

In my entire life I had never been out of China.  Soon I would find myself as far from home as one could possibly be.  I was thinking of physical distance.  I was about to discover some other varieties.


It was not difficult to follow the signs to my departure gate.  The cleanliness of the airport terminal impressed me, and even by my now superior standards, the bathroom seemed luxurious, but I was disturbed by the many colorful and often provocative advertisements along the way.  Unlike the posters at home that were regularly hung to call attention to error, these advertisements contained nothing useful.  Although they were well executed artistically, there was no call to rise to higher ideals – certainly no denunciation of weakness or backward thought. Numerous shops I passed sparkled with bright lights on glass shelves, displaying interesting and expensive objects deliberately placed to distract me.  The well-dressed travelers in these shops exhibited arrogance in the way they examined the items being sold.  I thought they acted as if the proprietor should pay them for the privilege of serving them.  They seemed to believe they could recognize the smallest fault in the finest wares, and I wondered if they were as able to see the flaws in their own character.  “Smug Americans,” I thought, “just as I had imagined.”


Before me was the wide concourse that led to my flight.  After finding my departure gate I placed my two bags at the end of a row of comfortable seats, and sat where I could see both the entrance to the boarding corridor and the clock on the wall.  It was then that I realized that I had hours more to wait before my flight to Boston.  How might I pass the time?  I surveyed my surroundings.  Farther down the concourse, between my gate and the next one, was a kiosk of television screens showing the arrival and departure times of flights.  Suddenly a terrible thought entered my mind – Had I read my ticket correctly?  Had I followed the signs to my gate correctly?  Was I resting casually at an incorrect boarding gate when I should be hurrying somewhere else to my flight?  The idea of being lost in a large foreign airport caused in me a slight sense of panic.  I looked again at my ticket.  It indicated flight 155 to Boston, from gate eleven of terminal C, at 4:15 p.m.  I stood and quickly walked to the television screens – not so quickly, I hoped, as to draw attention to myself.  On one of the screens I found flight 155.  Yes, the flight left from this gate, and the departure time was posted as 4:15 p.m.  I looked at my watch to verify that it agreed with the time displayed on the screen.  I reexamined my ticket, holding it next to the screen to compare them.  And I felt relief that I was where I needed to be, but discomfort with my foolish, if brief, panic.  Had it been noticed?  Then I perceived that a group of travelers was watching me, the foreigner, and evaluating my actions and my composure; my confidence; even my appearance.  And then for the first time I felt that my business suit, which I had always thought to be acceptable, looked somehow wrong compared to the ones worn by the American men passing by.  I returned quickly, but not too quickly, to my seat at gate eleven and sat quietly with my hands in my lap.  Observing other passengers, however, I realized that my attempts to appear typical were achieving the opposite effect.  They were drawing the attention of others who would not otherwise have noticed me.  “This is very foolish of me,” I thought.  “Why am I so self-conscious?  I have done nothing wrong!”  I stood quickly to escape the curious eyes of strangers but, in doing so, nearly knocked a traveler to the floor as he entered the seating area.  This drew even more attention.  Embarrassed, I bowed politely to the man and apologized as he straightened his tie.  If this was a subtle invasion of America, I deserved to be tied to the airport fence and shot!   


The stranger sensed my embarrassment and, smiling, he apologized to me for his inattention and asked if he had injured me.  Other passengers in the seating area refocused their attention onto their newspapers and conversations.  This stranger was being very kind.  I sat again, and the stranger sat next to me.  Again, I apologized for our collision, and again he assured me that my apology was unnecessary – that he was at fault.  He asked about my destination and, upon learning it was Boston, he said cheerfully that he, too, was flying to Boston.  

He lived very near the city of Boston, and he spoke excitedly of his city and of 

its history.  He described the winter weather, and the dialect spoken by the inhabitants and their curious driving habits.  He spoke passionately of baked sole, and of pumpkin pie; of basketball (which had apparently been invented there), and of their baseball team that never won but that the people loved anyway.  In what seemed like only a moment he thoroughly explained American patriotism, 

he gave me a yearning to row on the Charles River, and he created in me a fully-developed affection for the Boston Symphony Orchestra.  He handled ideas and language like a juggler.  It was exciting, and humorous, and confusing at the same time, and my mind struggled to keep pace with his very fluid speech and his transitions from topic to topic.  This was not the English I had been taught in Beijing.  I found myself smiling broadly, and no longer mindful of the other passengers in the terminal.  Then I noticed the clock on the wall – an hour had passed!  I could not restrain my laugh.  


Noticing that I had glanced at the clock, he looked at his own wristwatch.  After a brief pause he suggested that we get something to eat – that there was a long wait before our flight, and that waiting rooms offered little amusement.  

I thought this was a good idea, but I worried about my luggage.  He seemed to sense my concern and offered to help find a locker where it could be stored temporarily.  This was most convenient.  We walked casually back down the concourse toward the bright shops I had passed before.  It was then that he apologized for not introducing himself.  His name was Luke Harris, and he was returning home to his wife and daughter after attending a business seminar.  He worked for an industrial manufacturer near Boston.  Not much more was said of himself – he seemed more interested in learning about me.  At a row of storage lockers, Luke chose the correct coins from my hand and inserted them into the slot.  He opened the locker, placed my bags within, and handed me the key.  


“Now let’s eat,” he said.


We continued down the concourse to a large intersection and turned toward a group of shops.  Noticing that one was a bookstore, Luke asked if I would mind if he took the time to buy a newspaper for the flight home.  Of course, I did not object, and we entered the busy shop, which contained a surprising assortment of newspapers, books, magazines, maps, tobacco, and small gifts that a tourist might buy to show where he had been.  While Luke looked over the selection of newspapers, I investigated the magazines.  There were so many different ones on display!  Six or eight other travelers were standing there reading magazines, and two of them seemed very interested in the one that they shared.  They placed it back onto the shelf and moved down the aisle looking at other bright covers.  Curious to learn what had been of such interest to them, I opened the magazine they had been reading, and was unexpectedly introduced to what Luke would later identify as pornography.  The photographs startled me.  These were not merely provocative, as the airport’s advertisements had been.  This was beyond being provocative.  This was shameful!  And the magazine was in view where anyone might see it.  “What kind of a society was this that would allow such offense?” I wondered.  I closed the magazine quickly and looked to see if I had been observed.  I had not.  I opened it again to confirm that my eyes had not deceived me.  I turned several pages – each was the same.  This was not good.  I looked around again – fortunately, no one had noticed me.  Then another man approached the magazines and, selecting one like the one I held, he turned pages with apparent boredom.  While exchanging it for another, and then another, he noticed that I was watching him, and he gave me a friendly but curious look.  I suddenly recalled my father’s warnings, put the magazine back on the shelf, and  quickly walked away.  Luke had just paid for his newspaper.


“Did you find something to take onto the plane?” he asked.


“No, nothing,” I replied.  I could feel the blood rising to my face.


In silence we continued walking down the concourse past many more bright shops with their attractions, and approached two restaurants.  One was very informal and open with high tables, where many travelers stood in groups of two and three, eating sandwiches and drinking beer.  Through the large windows, aircraft on the runways could be seen.  But it was noisy there, I was weary from travel, and I did not like the smell of the food.  Glancing into the entrance of the other restaurant I could see well-dressed travelers, comfortably seated at attractive tables.  This was more appealing to me, but I wondered if such a choice was appropriate.  Was it within the bounds of correct Party attitude?  At home this would not have been a problem – I had never seen such a fine restaurant.  I looked to Luke for his evaluation of the two.  The first restaurant was what he called “fast food.”  It would cost much less than at the other one but the food would not taste as good.  And it would not be as comfortable.  I reasoned that since we were not hurried, there was no need for “fast food.”  Luke agreed and we entered the more attractive restaurant.  I did not tell him, but I thought it might give me a better opportunity to practice my English with a willing listener, and perhaps to learn more about this strange land I had come to.  We were led to a polished wooden table and were seated on spacious padded green chairs.  The silverware was heavy, lying on thick cloth napkins of the same green color.  In the center of the table were yellow flowers in a small vase.  It was quiet and the lighting was restful, and the green padding on our menus was nearly as thick as the padding on our chairs.  Opening my menu, however, I felt that I was suddenly not able to read English.  I scanned down the columns of text searching for the names of foods that I recognized, but there were few.  I found “chicken” and “fish” and “broccoli,” but not within any context that I understood. 


When glasses of water were brought to the table I drank half of mine and, returning to my menu, I began to experience again the sense of panic I had felt earlier.  Something was very wrong.  I was supposed to be a good student of English – why was this so difficult?  Luke looked to me with a question on his face.  Turning my menu toward him and pointing to the paragraph beneath 

the word “chicken”, I stammered like a first-year English student, “I don’t understand.”


He looked where I was pointing and paused to consider how to explain 

the menu to me.  He was clear and thorough and patient in his explanation: Since there were many people in the state of California who speak Spanish, many of the items on the menu contained Spanish words, or clever “Anglicized” words that sounded like Spanish words.  He explained that I might find this sort of mixing 

of languages in many American cities because there were many nationalities contributing to American culture.  My brief panic subsided, but it was now replaced by my wondering if I were truly prepared to study in this country.  

Luke lightened my mood by saying that he understood my confusion.  He said that I was much more adventurous than he was – that the thought of his being alone in China was more than he wanted to think about, his only asset being a poor pronunciation of his favorite Chinese foods.  We both laughed. 


Moving his chair closer to mine, Luke guided my eyes over the menu, quickly evaluating what my reaction to various items might be.  He passed over entire sections of the menu, reducing its size to something I could manage.             

We both decided against a large meal and focused on the luncheon section.  The sandwiches listed there were very interesting to me.  I wanted to taste several of them, but upon Luke’s advice I decided to try a “Reuben” sandwich, and I ordered a cup of strong coffee.  This was what Luke referred to as “jumping into the water

with both feet,” a curious but descriptive expression for daring experimentation.  My daring was rewarded with the most wonderful blending of flavors I had ever experienced – to this day the Reuben is still my favorite sandwich.  After eating, we sat in relaxed conversation.


Luke asked about my first impressions of America.  As a guest in his country, I did not want to deliberately offend him or to create an unfavorable opinion of my nation on my first day in America.  I had many different thoughts, and I can’t explain why I chose the words that I chose.  I said, somewhat mechanically, that except for his kindness toward me, what I had seen so far confirmed my opinion of American decadence.  I recounted the scene at the bookstore, and the stares of strangers; the shameful sexuality of the public advertising; the arrogance I believed I saw in wealthy travelers.  Luke sat in silence.  Perhaps I had been too harsh.  I apologized for expressing myself so freely.  Was I incorrect?  What did he see when he viewed these things?  His answer was unexpected – he agreed with me!  And he said that when he looked 
on these travelers he saw sheep; lost sheep that had no shepherd.  He suggested that most of the people I saw, and that I would eventually meet, were lost.  They had no direction for their lives other than to gratify their senses.  His reply intrigued me.  I asked Luke if he also was a Communist.


“No,” he laughed, “you won’t find many American Communists.”


I asked of his political affiliation and to my surprise he said that, technically, he was a Monarchist.


“How is this possible,” I asked, “in a nation that so proudly exports its two-party system of government?  I know of the Democratic and the Republican parties,” I said, “and of the occasional appearance of an independent third party 

in American history when a large portion of voters felt ‘disenfranchised’ 

(I especially enjoyed using this word), but how is it possible to be subject to a monarch in this country?  Was this an example of American humor?”


Luke said that he was being humorous, but that there was actually some truth in his words.


“Politically,” he said, “I’m one of those independents you mentioned.  Both of the other parties would be happy if I’d side with them, but being ‘independent’ they need me more than I need them.  Regarding the travelers, though, what I’m suggesting is that these sheep won’t find contentment until their minds are made new.”


I told Luke that I understood completely!  A good shepherd would educate these sheep and show them their error.  Was this not so?  This is what the Party does in China, and it was obvious to me that a one-party system was more efficient than two.


Luke paused.  I would learn that when Luke paused, his mind was organizing ten minutes of conversation.  I would discover that he was able to calculate the direction and speed of a discussion; able to anticipate difficulties 

that might arise; then to adjust his course and his technique to patiently guide to what would be a mutually agreeable destination.  He was to become a valuable 

friend – but when Luke spoke again he ignited a revolution in my mind.  An assault was launched upon all the ideas that I believed to be true and worthy.  Basic concepts were challenged and logic was turned up side down.    I was to experience a simultaneous revulsion and attraction, and I would both hate Luke for what he had done to me, and yet be forever grateful.  I could not blame him, however.  He was merely the spark.  My preconceptions were the fuel.
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