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too many young men are lost,
unmotivated, full of hate, or all
these combined. In these cases,
“growing up” is really not at

all what they’re doing. I came
upon a book called Boys Adrift
recently; it’s not about how mass
murderers are made so much
as it’s about the factors that, ac-
cording to the author, Dr. Leon-
ard Sax, lead boys astray, cause
them to squander their abilities.
They’re doing a dangerous

kind of drifting, he argues, and
the whole society suffers as a

result. Video games, prescription
drugs, devaluation of masculin-
ity, teaching methods that favor
girls, and environmental factors
- these are all contributing to the
problem, and we’d better take
notice.

This rings true to an extent,
based on what I've seen. And yet,
as The Adventures of Huckle-
berry Finn forever reminds us,
drifting done right - in the pur-
suit of true freedom - can also be
glorious.

Here’s what Huck says at

the end of Chapter 18: “I was
powerful glad to get away from
the feuds, and so was Jim to get
away from the swamp. We said
there warn’t no home like a raft,
after all. Other places do seem
50 cramped up and smothery,
but a raft don’t. You feel mighty
free and easy and comfortable
on a raft.”

Amen to that. For my own
boy, and so many others coming
into their own strength, having
plenty of drive is a good and
necessary thing of course. Once

in a while, though - not when
they’re actually behind the wheel
- some Huck-like drifting might
just keep them from getting
“all cramped up and smothery.”
Let’s all do what we can to
celebrate our boys . . . to care
for them, to support them, to let
them know that they can make
a positive difference and enjoy
themselves, too.

(Polly Ingraham lives in Hopkin-
ton and blogs at pastorswifeblog.
com.)
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