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Hello, good morning, everybody.  For those of you who don’t know me, my name is 
*********.  I have been off campus for awhile.  Since last May I have actually been working 
full time at a family law firm over in Tyson’s Corner. A job like that gives you some really 
interesting experiences.  During my interview for the position, my boss warned me that the girl 
before me had left after only a week, without even giving notice because she couldn’t handle the 
drama.  I soon figured out why she had left. You see, when every morning you come in and you 
are not sure whether the police had been called the night before or whether that good for nothing 
husband had ever even brought those  kids back, you really have either of two choices: you 
choose to laugh or you choose to cry.  My boss chooses to laugh.  For example, just the other 
day, she was joking about what’s the proper way to commit suicide in front of the kids. And it’s 
not that she’s a cold or even a brutal person.  It’s just that how else do you respond when 
someone calls in and they’ve tried it not once, but three times.  It’s something like that that 
makes me wonder why on PHC campus we have this thing called a “cynical upperclassman.” 
You might laugh or smile at it, but it’s real. Whatever happened to us, though, to make us so 
cynical?  
 
And thinking about that and what I wanted to talk to you about today, I came up with an answer. 
 Growing up is hard, cliche as that sounds.  Especially the way that we've been raised.  Now, by 
way of disclaimer I am going to make a lot of generalizations in this speech, and of course not all 
of them are going to apply to each and every one of you.  And please don't be insulted by 
anything that I say, it’s not meant to come across that way, but realize that what I am going to 
say is based on my experience and those of a lot of our classmates.  
 
Most of us were raised in conservative Christian churches by conservative Christian parents.  In 
that environment, we were taught that we knew absolute truth--the Gospel and whatever 
interpretation that our parents put on it. Most of us were also homeschooled, meaning that our 
parents held so firmly to their rendition of the truth, that they were willing to risk the scorn of 
their own family, society, even legal repercussions in order to raise us in that truth. I don't think 
we realize what a huge step that was for our parents.  Our parents’ generation doesn’t get a lot of 
credit. They didn’t combat the Great Depression or Nazis but they still grew up in a world that 
was falling apart.  Moral relativism, Vietnam, the expanding threat of communism, a threatened 
nuclear holocaust--this wasn’t an easy world to grow up in. Our parents usually came to Christ 
later in life, and when they did they followed Him with their whole hearts. They responded to the 
sins of the world by taking a 180 degree turn away from it.  There was no middle ground for 
them.  The mini-skirt emerged, and they bought us denim jumpers. Public schools removed 
prayer from the classroom, and our parents removed us.  The government invaded areas it 
shouldn't, so our parents called for a return to original intent.  And as fatherless homes became 
an American norm, our parents favored a family structure that was little short of patriarchy, 
temper it as they might.  Our parents raised their kids in sheltered coves, as it were, where they 
taught us to love the Truth--as they described it to us, to be brave--as they had been brave--to 
fight the good fight, and to be leaders.   
 



And so we came to Patrick Henry College as eager freshmen, proud to be part of this upstart 
little school.  Proud to be different from 99% of our peers.  And then something happened to a 
lot of us, something that has happened to a lot of the PHC classes before us.  And I know I can't 
speak for all of us, but I know what happened to me.  My trust was shattered.  
 
You see, God gave us the desire to know the Truth, as Christ is the Truth and our hearts yearn 
towards Him.  And our parents nurtured that desire.  We can't fight or ignore that desire without 
destroying who we are.   And when we came to PHC, trained wholly in our parents' mental 
framework,  we thought we had a good grasp on the Truth.  But something odd happens when 
you are taken away from everything you ever knew, asked to wrestle with the some of the 
greatest works penned by man, debate with some of the smartest people you've ever met, and 
then to apply what you’ve learned rationally to your own mental framework.  Suddenly, we 
didn't agree with everything that that the administration, or the professors, or even our own 
parents were saying. 
 
And, don’t get me wrong, I'm not talking about apostasy here.  I'm talking about everyday 
choices.  What words will you choose to say?  Who are your friends?  When and how are you 
going to see those friends? What are you going to wear? Watch? Listen to? How about a little 
different. Who are you going to vote for? What are your political opinions? Who do you respect, 
admire, emulate? Even more important decisions - What are your life goals and how are you 
going to accomplish those goals? 
 
See, in our search for the truth, we ended up stepping on a lot of toes.  To our parents’ 
generation, who have literally sacrificed their lives for what they believe in, disagreeing with 
them, about any of these examples that I’ve provided or many more, isn't just an annoyance.  B/c 
their faith is present and determinative in every facet of their life, as it should be, out 
disagreements are not use annoyances, they’re sinful.  And from our parents’ perspective, if they 
don't take the appropriate action, our very souls are in danger. 
 
Of course, not all of us have faced this conflict with those in authority, be they parents, the 
administration, or anyone else, but a lot of us in this room have.  And for many of us who did, 
we responded to what we perceived as their stubbornness and just plain injustice with cynicism.  
They broke the trust we that had put in them as our wise counselors.  And now, we are unable or 
unwilling to debate with them anymore, we just hide who we are, often in bitterness, and pray 
that someday, when we are in their position, we won't make the same mistakes--although we're 
terrified that we will.  
 
So what is the answer to this? To this cynicism that so many of us face?  
 
I honestly don't think that we are ever going to cross the generational divide and get them to 
agree with us or vice versa.  But I want to encourage you to be different.  That seems like an odd 
encouragement to give Patrick Henry College - by just going here you have shown that you have 
the courage to be different from your peers.  But that was a courage formed with the support of 
the Christian, conservative community that raised you.  Let me challenge you: it is not brave to 
be different from an outside world that you scorn. What is brave, is seeing your allies, your 



friends, your family for what they are--fallen individuals, and to be willing to be different from 
them, if and when the need arises--even if they vehemently disagree.   
 
Our parents had that kind of bravery.  They showed it when they homeschooled us and when 
they formed the Christian, conservative movement.  But Christian conservatism, like any man-
made movement, is prone to certain temptations.  And I challenge you to take courage if and 
when you see those around you who are closest to you falling into those temptations: that they’re 
cold, that they’re judgmental, legalistic, unloving, unjust, or just plain wrong. That you will stand 
up to them.  Don't just denounce someone whose opinion of you you don’t care about.  Stand up 
when its your community, your place of safety, your loved ones who have done the wrong. And 
don't for a moment believe that by surrounding yourself with like-minded Christian 
conservatives you will escape the need to stand up for righteousness's sake. You have only 
ensured that making that stand, as you someday must, will be that much more difficult. 
 
Now, don't take what I'm saying as permission to be the complainer that everyone hates.  It's not 
a permission slip to air out every petty grievance you have against your parents, your church, or 
the administration.  It is, however, an acknowledgment that Christian conservatism and the 
community that adheres to it, is a human rendition of the Truth, and thus is imperfect.  And God 
doesn't call us to close our eyes to those imperfections just because those in authority disagree.  
 
Our parents probably thought that by sending us to a Christian school like PHC, we would never 
stray from what they taught us.  And I’m sure the administration and faculty would never intend 
to drive that wedge between us. But attending a school that trains us to find the truth, no matter 
what it is, just isn't that simple, not when you are dealing with convictions, strongly held 
convictions, about daily living, about conflicting Biblical interpretations, about what the nature 
of justice is, and the list goes on and on.  Growing up is really hard.  I don't think we're cynical 
because we stopped caring about what our parents instilled in us.  I think our parents did such a 
great job that we are still following their exhortations to live rightly, to seek justice, to be 
Christian leaders--we just disagree on how to do those things.  And those disagreements turn into 
frustration.  Frustration into cynicism.  But my brothers and sisters in Christ, let us not weary in 
doing good.  
 
I want to leave you with one final thought, especially for the younger classes who may not have 
had this experience with authority yet.  Remember, you don't have to live your parents' lives.  
You don't have to have your parents' convictions.  Your relationship with God is between you 
and Him, and no one in the world--not this college, not your Church, and especially not your 
parents--can dictate that relationship.  Worship that isn't from the heart, isn't worship at all.  
Don't follow convictions because you are expected to.  What pleases God is honesty.  And if you 
sincerely believe, after much prayer and thought, that God doesn't even demand these 
convictions from you--why are you bothering? Don't let the fear of man control you.  Be an 
adult.  Make an adult decision about what you believe and, more importantly, you better have a 
darn good reason for why you believe it.  And then, be willing to be different. Thank you. 


