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with plain browns and tans. But more and more he
concentrated on one thing—the central thing in the
picture—the face. As the background faded, the face
became more and more the center of attention. That
is what we can do with our lives. “This one thing I
do,” wrote Paul.

What can the church do to help? The church is
ourselves, and the elderly are ourselves, either presently
or soon to be.- We can pay more attention to the issue,
neither making the aged feel that they are the wards
of a magnanimous society nor making them feel like
outcasts. We can create occasions for the feeding of the
spirits of the aged, not just “holding church services,”
but providing situations in which old people may be
with younger people. They need each other. What
ever gave us the notion that the elderly either want to
be or should be shunted off into a quiet corner? We
can do more to help elderly people remain independent
and capable of handling their own decisions with dig-
nity. How can you help but admire the elderly person
who hangs in there and maintains his own residence,
even though it is very hard to do, refusing to give up
and vegetate? Why can’t the church spend some of
its zeal attending to such fine old people, seeing to it
that they have transportation to the store, or church,
or doctor, or checking periodically to see that they are
not ill> Why not use the great untapped reservoir of
talent residing in the elderly of most any church?
There is a veritable diamond mine lying right in our
own yards.

Most of all, let the church speak the comforting word
of God’s grace to the aged that they may come to the
end assured that life’s meaning is not gone and will
not be over when the day is done and the night falls.

* Milton L. Barron, The Aging American, VII, (Thos. Y.
Crowell Co., N.Y,, 1961).

*Paul Tournier, Learn to Grow Old, ( Harper & Row,
N.Y,, 1972) pp. 5,6.

* Ibid., p. 52.

“The Family’s Future in Secular City”
Harvey G. Cox

Mr. Chairman, first of all, I would like to thank
everyone who is responsible in any way for inviting
me to this small, intimate seminar. For some reason,
the word “seminar” where I come from has a slightly
different connotation than this! I hope everyone can
hear me and if you people in the back are having
problems that you will put your hand up and I will try
to speak louder.

This is a special treat for me to be at a meeting
sponsored by a part of the Southern Baptist Convention,
I 'am a Baptist. I have remained a Baptist (although
some people have their doubts about that) during most
of my theological career. I have been invited to speak
by a lot of different churches and denominations, but
I think this is the first time I have been with the
Southern Baptist Convention. So this is kind of a land-
mark in my ecumenical pilgrimage!

I regret to say that Pope Paul VI beat the Southern
Baptists out by two and one-half years (since I met
him a good two years ago). I think it is significant
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that this seminar happens around the particular issue of
family life. I don’t think we can be Very narrow or
denominational about our concern with reference to
family life and what family life has stood for, our
doubts and hesitations about it, and where we hope
and fear it may be going,

When I first got this assignment, I had a little
meeting of our family council to talk about this and it
became quite evident in my own family that two of
the images which have thrust themselves upon our
consciousness most forcibly in recent weeks about
family life have been provided by television. One of
them is that now notorious widely publicized series
called “The American Family.” Many of you here may
have seen episodes of “The American Family.” Many
of you may have heard of the famous Loud family of
Santa Barbara, California, who are living their lives
out on the tube.

Also, many of you have either heard about or seen a
television program called “The Waltons.” It so happens
that on Thursday night in our area (Cambridge,
Massachusetts—where I am proud to say the churches
also outnumber the golf courses) from 8 to 9 p-m.
“The Waltons” is televised, and from 9 to 10 p.m.,
“The American Family” comes on. So you can get a
massive dose of what’s worrying us about the family
in two hours of television watching. I want to allude
to that very briefly (although not very profoundly)
at the beginning because I think it does say something
to us, “The American Family” is a series based on
three hundred hours of video taping of an upper
middle-class affluent family from Santa Barbara, Cali-
fornia, called the Louds—Pat and Bill Loud and their
family. Unfortunately during the course of the filming
of their typical American life, Pat and Bill laid plans
for getting a divorce. Now, we know about the divorce
plans from the outset of this series so we watch it
with a certain kind of poignancy. We watch every
little signal, every little altercation between husband
and wife, every little lack of communication among
the children as a kind of portent or a sign or symptom
that something terrible is going to happen.

In the Commonweal magazine, which is a Roman
Catholic publication, a week or two ago, a writer com-
mented in this way about the Loud family: “This
family is thoroughly American. Pat and Bill have
traveled from the security of America a few years ago—
the extended family, the comfortable religion, the green
backyard—to some strange territory where nothing is
the same. All of their relatives are in other cities.
Religion has been dropped and the fire is literally
licking around the swimming pool. (Those of you
who have seen this know that it really is licking
around the swimming pool—the brush fire in California
is creeping up on this symbol of their affluent enter-
tainment.) For Bill-the husband—money making is a
desperate pursuit which is taken for granted or mocked
by his children. For Pat—the wife—marriage itself
has failed to transform her into a mature and fulfilled
person. The children drift bemused by the absurdity of
work, the absurdity of study, and the absurdity of
adult life in general. Most significantly, none of these
griefs is ever expressed directly. All fears, resentments,
joys are buried instead in a genial patter or ignored
in an intensive preoccupation with guitars, fruit juice,
Mexican food, and automobiles.”

























































































































































