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aprvien wore them down. S0 now they think homosexual
behavior 13 fine.”

My husband, in his evening Bible studies with the
¢hildren, has been focusing on people wha decided to
make an exception for themselves in obeying certain rules,
gither hecause they didn’t understand why God made
such a rule, or simply because his law conflicted with their
desires. He has ot been pounding away at homosexuality
in particular; we'd just as soon our kids forget it exists for
fow,

INNOCENCE GRIEVED

They can’, of course. Our older son, blushing, said ar sup-
per one night, uneasily, “I like Aaron. 1 really, really like
Aaror. .. Aaron is three years oldet, and has a peller gun,
OF conrse he likes Aaron, But he's worvied about it now
ar nine years uld, he's confused abour male friendships,
ahout what he feels, about what people might think.

We trivd ro reassure him, mostly by shrugging it off.
“And anyway, you don's want ro hug and kiss him,” our
daughter pointed out.

“Ypah, bur 1 don't want to hug and Kiss girls,
either”

“Che day you will,” my husband said. “But there’s
no riush about chat In che meantime, don't worry about
it, Boys like o hany out with boys. 1e's fine.”

It was with relicf that we saw him, a few days [ater, do
as he has always done, raking his brother’s hand as they
ran across the fieckd to the playground

So somie uf his innocence has beer: preserved, though
a guod bit of ir las gone for good, | grieve for that. And |
prieve for the girl who broughe this unvelcome knowledge
ineo his ke, for “what chance,” as a Christian friend of
mine said, “does she have?” She’s pov bright, nor is she
pretty; she's frony a broken home, is living with lesbians,
15 disconoencesdy itond “spucializing,” as she herself purs it,
“in being bored.” She has a lot of strikes against her and,
making matters worse, is willing 1o embrace the role of
ViCtHm,

[do the only thing | know to du [ pray, T ask God to
guide iy children's thoughts and attitudes, Task him to
dinide the new girl's life, He is srrong enough o waork a
miracle there, though it may be a slow miracle, one [ may
NEver see.

I hiwve, Bowever, been allowed to see one small step.
Recently 4 new family moved in down the sereet, and the
gl with rhe fesbian morn suggested that my children go
with her to s theim,

“Yoil ever know,” she said hopetully. “They mighr
b s ans, G
A Wert ddiso o <hoistéaonity, cubrre, and ife as a bameschooling
anarhr gt the apblg Vretiangehere (aevews wittingihve blogspot.cam). She
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Eric MILLER on Finding Thick Communily
in the Receding West

WENTY-TWO YEARS AGO, a boy I know well

went off to college. It was the age of argyle

knee socks and skinny ties, of spikey mullers

and tidy perms -a time, in other words, when
college students were trying to figure out how to be hip
withour being hippies. Sting and Thriller filled the air,
Cosby and MTV the screen. And che genial pep of Ronald
Reagan, conragious in its way, was already making the
poor guy the Democrats senf Up 1o a sacrificial lamb,
though the election was stll two months away.

All of this was the stufl of mystery to this boy. He
had been averseas for several years, and had just returned
home that summet, John Travolra, flowers, and eransistor
radios had given way to Boy George, plaid, and boom-
boxes. [t was all unsettling, in an exciting sort of way, and
he was eager ro jump in. And he was scared ro jump in.

How does one safely enter something as powerful
and vast as a culture? From the proteetion of the family
room? Behind the wheel of & car? Tnside a mall perhaps.
wandering from shop o shop?

A TRUE COLLEGE

Fle had venrured into a small Christian college in a semi-
suburban, still largely rural pare of snutheastern Pennsyl-
vania, living on somerhing called a “campus.” This was
his primary entry point into that bewildering, indeedd,
ominous-sounding world of America, 1984, The collegy
was a safe place, His father's alma mater, iv was a beloved
place. Ir was probably just the sorc of place that e, ae e
delicare and critical moment of ve-entry, needed.

Bur unfortunarely for him and for the athes members
of the rormmuniry, it was also a college that was oy weling:
te map a course For irself in chat srranee worrdel, A swen il
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hat was not just bewildeting o freshmen, but to the
EEOWnEUpS, [0, and for all kinds of reasons. To artain to
the renliny of cullege, alter all, is no simple task, wharever
thie v or age

To teuly be a college requires that the educational
COTTTTNLILY 10 JUEKLION POSSESS both social integrity-
people living togerher as humans should- and inteflecrual
integrity people thinking rogether as humans should.
Iy taking upon ieself the holy responsibility of instruct-
ing himans i living and thinking, a college community
publicly obligates itself to cnact those ideals for which it
srands i all aspeers of irs L From the way 10 strucrures
irs pay-seale o the way it struerures its classronms, from
the atgention it gives o its students to the atrention it
apves to g Food preparion.

(1 fails at discerving the nature of the good life,
or ar inteyraring chis amderstanding into its own life, it
will not pussess integrity and will Took ridiculous--and,
ivdeed, B will be deserving of ridicule. The social and
grbeblectual spheres must come rogether to form one
philosoptieat, ethwal, aesthetic whole: This is what the
ideal of collome means, and waches, If the community
nygrenon aetually veres e embody the moest central
St ele et b Tman dealss coblege is achieved The
iyt e

T v hansollge cerniniiy in which the Juw
[eennad Bied e il ed wrth earnest, smatre pengHie sLriv:
TR TR TN aniniel acvnfsing culrural circimstance, this
by adomanding ead B chete confinien and disorien-
Croewen padpable ey o froshgen ©onfusion alwut
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erormous question: Whitt ate we after all, for?

I the aftermath of a cenrury that featured political
brurality of caraclysmic proportians, thar saw what was
perhaps the most culturally, intellecrually, and CCOnOMmie
cally sophisticated nation in rhe West seeking to destroy
the Jewish people, that saw a gandy and transient form of
wealth criumph anly at ottrageous cost to the earth and
its ereacures, we find outrselves Fiveted to the most basie
of questions: Who are we? Whar i our purpese? I8 there
anything worth fighting for? What is worth living for?

As had many collegians before him (one hopes), our
disoriented young student even rually discovered thar one
of his course texts, The Norton Anthology of English Literature.
Great Awthors Bdition, concained many searching, fearned
meditations on the nature af eivilization, and the age, and
the even more fundamental matter of human identity.
One of these meditarions wok che form of a poem that
begins like this:

Turning and purming i the widdening gyt

The Galeon canoat hear the fboone

Things fal apare thecen cannot hald:
o i il
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aehiet i practice, conuined w lose their shaping power,
andd the searels was on to 811 the vacuum they lefr.

By 1he mid-twentieth cenieury, the West was in the
fitnal stages of the long and slow process of shifting, for
whatever vobesion it stiil required. to anocher center, 10
what we miph eall, simply, a self-cenrer. This was not
a pokiy twunded upon a broad (if unstable) consensus
about a sleity who creares and comnds, but instead 2
polity devoted mosc fundamentally ro a selfthag deserves
ang denands,

Pt differently, we Aptericans, and others in the West,
fane iosen, o pechapes defauleed, ot ro one cranscens
dent s enier bt rahier temitlions of huaman centers. vach
ol it L vnee hineself or herself, Once our old binding
doeen e s drabdowe [l e Aced part we ten
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Stay Awake!
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