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 In the Mind's Eye
Or: Contemplating one’s navel can lead to severe neck strain

Moral Decay
23 July 2000
Much has been said about the slippery slope of moral decay we have experienced over the past several years. One only has to turn on a television set to witness how far we have come. The Hollywood crowd delights in—as Governor Huckabee once put it—“moving back the fences”. Step by step, we have become desensitized to what only a few years ago would have been totally unacceptable in societal discourse. Profanity has always existed, but we all recognized that it had no place in dialogue among respectable people; certainly not in our homes nor in mixed company. No longer is that true; the language of the outhouse and the gutter has moved into our living rooms and offices. 
The worst aspect of all this corrosiveness, in my opinion, is what it has done to our children. It has denied them the joys of being a child by abolishing any semblance of the innocence we experienced while growing up. Not so long ago, we were aghast when some of our grandkids were discussing things they had heard at school relating to kissing. And these were kids barely able to tie their own shoe laces. In the recent past, the children of America have been subjected to the lurid details and specifics of various forms of sex on the front pages of our newspapers and in television news reports. Discussions and details that would heretofore have appalled decent people. And some of us are mortified, even now.
Words that in the past have only been used in the lower, vulgar levels of discourse and on the walls of the boys’ toilet at Sparkman, for instance, now are heard with regularity on late night TV and even on daytime programs. Drip, drip, drip; the corrosive effects of the crude and vulgar is eating away at the foundations of what we once knew as a respectable, God-fearing society.
It has occurred to me that when all the four-letter words are heard with regularity, what does the profane segment of our culture use in their place? A neighbor years ago had a hint of the future when she instructed her two small children to use a substitute word when they needed to express something in the strongest terms. I don’t recall what it was they were supposed to use when expressing excessive emotions. Maybe “broccoli!” or “rutabaga!”
What I am getting at, is that it will be somewhat ironic, I suppose, when the offensive, vile words that we knew of but didn’t dare use back then have lost all shock value, therefore becoming useless.
Grace and Peace
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