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POLL QUESTION

Do you think HU has a good grasp on diversity?

You can leave comments on 
any article online at 

Answer online at www.huntingtonian.com
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What do 

think?  

From the Editor Faculty Columnist

On my second day of col-
lege, Kevin Miller put the fear 
of God in me.

I had already been trauma-
tized by the terrifying amount 
of work I’d been assigned the 
day before, and my 17-year-old 
freshman nerves were a bundle 
of anxiety when I sat down in 
Introduction to Communica-
tion, awaiting another jam-
packed syllabus.

K-Mil walked in four min-
utes late (early for him, I now 
know), hunched over due to the 
massive stack of books under 
one arm, and 
stared around 
Hiner Lecture 
Hall (probably 
trying to re-
member what 
class he was 
supposed to be teaching).

“Where is Jessica Emmert?” 
he demanded, one eye bulging 
slightly as he transformed from 
Dr. Jekyll to Mr. Hyde.

My trembling hand went 
up. How in the world was I in 
trouble already?

“Can you set my computer 
up to the projector?” he asked, 
and then plopped into a chair to 
watch.

I had no clue how to set up 
the projector. I was a stupid 
freshman, for crying out loud!

I stumbled down the steps 
to the front of the room and 
glanced up at my classmates.

The other freshmen looked at 
me with pity, all thankful they 
weren’t in my shoes. The few 
sophomores in the class looked 
bemused, familiar with K-Mil 
and his antics.

With the help of a few 
techies and K-Mil’s barked 
instructions, I eventually set up 
that stupid projector. 

I went on to survive K-Mil’s 
brutal first weed-out paper 
(it was on menopause, for 
goodness sake!) and, knock 
on wood, have made an A in 
every class I’ve taken under 
him (Mass Communication this 

semester is 
my ninth).

I’ve argued 
with him 
until we were 
both blue in 

the face – about whether or not 
Jesus would have a Christmas 
tree, about what model of 
healthcare is the most “Chris-
tian” and whether or not beauty 
school is an admirable career 
choice for teenage girls. 

I’ve chuckled through his 
long rants on women’s rights, 
been challenged by his lectures 
on immigration, and been thor-
oughly educated through it all. 
He’s got a funny way of doing 
things, Kevin Miller, but boy 
have I learned from him.

Sometimes, the only way 
to figure out how to make the 
dang projector work is to stand 
up and start plugging cords 
into sockets. It’s awkward and 
clunky and pretty embarrass-
ing. You just pray the whole 
time you don’t start a fire, and 
before you know it, it’s running 
your powerpoint. 
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Beneath the Surface

Our Opinion

Huntington University is 89 percent 
Caucasian. It is a percent shy of mak-
ing the 150 most diverse schools in the 
Midwest list. The overwhelming amount 
of students here are Christian, white, con-
servative, middle-class. Despite the diver-
sity emphasis three years ago and the 
still fairly new Horizon program (which 
offers scholarships to ethnic students), we 
are a far cry from being what most would 
consider “diverse.”

But wait.
Consider that 89 percent of HU stu-

dents are from the state of Indiana, a state 
that is 87 percent white.

Consider that HU is in Huntington, Ind. 
– a town that is 89 percent white; a town 
that has a long and rather ugly history of 
racial prejudice.

Consider that in 2007, HU worked 
with local business leaders and elected 
officials to form the Harmony Initiative, 
a group striving to promote acceptance of 
diversity in the City of Huntington.

Consider that in February, HU received 
The Robert and Susan Andringa Award 
for Advancing Racial Harmony from the 
Council for Christian Colleges and Uni-
versities. CCCU President Paul Corts said 
HU won the award for “pursuing racial 
harmony and diversity at multiple levels.”

This year’s seniors will remember the 
diversity emphasis of our freshman year, 
probably with a furrowed brow. The 
emphasis was met with frustration by 
many for multiple reasons, one being an 

accusation that the school was shining 
an unnecessary spotlight on its ethnic 
students.

But we’re not the same school we were 
three years ago.

As a community, we have made prog-
ress in understanding what it means to 
appreciate and embrace diversity without 
putting those in the minority in the spot-
light. We have made progress in educat-
ing ourselves about other cultures without 
unleashing judgment on them. We have 
made progress in recognizing the value of 
having students, staff and faculty who are 
outside the cookie-cutter HU mold.

We’re not there yet. We don’t quite get 
it. But we’re trying.

We have lessons yet to learn. For 
instance, how to uphold the Christian 
values that rest at the core of our univer-
sity without shunning a LGBT student, a 
pregnant student, a non-Christian student. 
This is an entire pool of a different kind 
of diversity we’re just beginning to dip 
our toes into.

At the first chapel of the year, our cam-
pus pastor Arthur Wilson introduced this 
year’s verse, Romans 15:5-6: “May the 
God who gives endurance and encourage-
ment give you the same attitude of mind 
toward each other that Christ Jesus had, 
so that with one mind and one voice you 
may glorify the God and Father of our 
Lord Jesus Christ.”

We haven’t achieved diversity.
But we’re pursuing it.

The quiet kid down the hall

A realistic picture of diversity

I learned something last week.  
Evidently, there are no longer 
such things as sexually transmit-
ted diseases. 

Oh, of course there are the 
regular repercussions for pro-
miscuity, but someone decided 
that “disease” makes people 
uncomfortable, so the proper 
term is now sexually transmitted 
“infections.”

I made note of this detail first 
because I am the sponsor of the 
English honor society, Sigma Tau 
Delta. Yes, the acronym is un-
fortunate, and believe me when I 
say that English majors across the 
nation have come up with some 
colorful riffs on it.

But more important than the 
fact that I can now send an email 
with the subject STD without 
worrying about it getting picked 
up by the spam blocker, this 
linguistic shift reminded me of an 
old George Carlin sketch. Despite 
his profanity and disregard for 
all things “PC,” Carlin loves 
language, and he insists that we 

use it truthfully. In particular, he 
despises euphemisms, that way 
we have of blunting the reality 
of what we really mean – like 
“infection” in place of “disease.”

Carlin, for example, describes 
the evolution of the term “post-
traumatic stress disorder.” In 
World War I, the term to describe 
the extreme trauma of combat 
was “shell shock,” which Carlin 
notes is “[s]imple, honest, direct 
language ... Almost sounds like 
the guns themselves.”  

But by the time World War II 
came along, the term changed 
to “battle fatigue.” “Fatigue is a 
nicer word than shock.” Dur-
ing the Korean War, the term 
was “operational exhaustion,” 
which “sounds like something 
that might happen to your car,” 
and then with the shift to “post-
traumatic stress disorder,” “the 
pain is completely buried under 
the jargon.”

We Christians have become 
adept at euphemisms as well.

When I go to a BBQ place and 
eat a whole slab of ribs, suck-
ing every last bit of sauce from 
the bones until I can barely walk 

to my car, I may have “over-
indulged.” It’s innocent enough.  
I’ve merely enjoyed something 
too much.

Or when I eye the last slice of 
extra-cheese pizza and my mouth 
convinces me to eat it even 
though my stomach is begging 
me to undo the top button of my 
pants, I’ll confess that I’ve “over-
eaten.”  

That has a bit more sting in it, 
for it admits that what I’ve done 
isn’t healthy.

The stark reality, though, is that 
I’ve sinned in both instances; in 
fact, I’ve committed one of the 
seven deadly sins: gluttony. That 
takes not-healthy to a completely 
different level, a spiritual level.  
And the thing about sin is that it 
isn’t simply a spiritual infection; 
it’s a disease.

Naughty words
Opinion Comic

By Tyler Johnson
Opinion Artist

I am an introvert. 
No, I don’t hide from 
people (usually) and 
I am not socially 
awkward (typically).  
I even enjoy classes 
with discussion, love 
a good debate and 
am not called a very 
quiet person by many 
people. But yes, I am 
an introvert. 

Time alone is what 
fuels me. I’ve learned 
to begin to accept this 
quality in me and what I 
have to do as a result, but it 
wasn’t always this way.

Our culture mainly en-
courages extroversion.It’s 
viewed as healthy. 

If a child doesn’t have 
many friends, then he’s 
socially crippled. If a child 
prefers to be in his room 
above interacting with the 
family, then he doesn’t 
care about them as much. 
If someone you have met 
once or twice doesn’t 
respond to your small talk 
then you think he or she 
is rude. All of these things 
could be the case, but truth 
is, you may have just en-
countered an introvert.

I spent years hating the 
part of me that didn’t want 
to be with people con-

stantly and was awful at 
networking.  

Two summers ago I went 
to a camp aimed at teach-
ing college-aged students 
about discipleship. Out 
of the hundreds of people 
there, I had only met two 
of them once or twice. 

Hating the place made 
me feel weak not only 
as a person, but also as a 
Christian.  I left an experi-
ence meant to build up 
and strengthen me entirely 
drained and discouraged, 
and I blamed it on myself. 

The following semester 
I was a resident assistant, 
but I had nothing to offer 
the girls on the floor and 
failed yet again. Two things 
I thought were amazing 
opportunities from God I 
failed in, and I blamed it on 

my introversion. 
In reality, I failed be-

cause I neglected my own 
needs and strove only for 
strengths that contradicted 
my personality. 

Since then, it’s been a 
long process of regaining 
all that I lost during that 
time and relearning how to 
appreciate myself.

My point is not that an 
introvert should not try 
new things. It is good to 
stretch our comfort zones 
and these experiences, no 
matter how difficult, have 
taught me invaluable les-
sons. 

Don’t let the world, ob-
sessed with “friending” or 
“following” everyone, tell 
you that you are doing life 
wrong. Don’t let the church 
tell you that you can’t be 
a good Christian without 
witnessing to everyone you 
meet. 

Introverts are often 
creative, good at concen-
trating, have deep one-
on-one relationships and 
are skilled at deep self-
reflection, among other 
things. Learn your strength 
and run with it. Even one 
minute is too long to spend 
wishing you were someone 
other than who you are, 
even if you are the quiet 
kid down the hall.

Jessi Emmert

Tyler Johnson
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