Have your students read and complete this story, which deals with the struggle of a young person who is thinking about a major life choice.  Needless to say, the anticipated reactions he will get from parents, friends, and others are on his mind.
Out of the Blue

“I can’t believe I’m under the covers with a flashlight reading this stuff.  Am I seventeen or seven?” Scott asked himself. For the record, he’s a high school senior with a 3.94 G.P.A. and letters in cross-country, basketball, and track.  

He had seen the brochure but didn’t pick it up the first time because he wasn’t ready to admit that the topic was even in the realm of possibility.  Besides, his girlfriend was with him.  He told himself he could pick up the information some other time.


Since the middle of his junior year, Scott had been sending inquiries to colleges.  Now, he was getting piles of information in the mail, even from schools he never contacted directly.  During Christmas break, he and his dad drove to M.I.T. and Boston College to see the campuses.  While on the East Coast, they also visited St. Anselm College, in New Hampshire, which is run by the Benedictines.  Now there’s a study in contrast.  “I bet none of my friends are looking at St. Anselm,” Scott told the retired abbott who was showing them around.  Meanwhile, Scott’s dad seemed kind of puzzled and yet bored during the tour—a look he definitely didn’t have at M.I.T.  On the way home, they only talked about M.I.T. and Boston College.  

They had already visited UW-Madison, which is where Scott’s girlfriend wanted to go.  With her grades, extracurriculars, and SAT score, an acceptance letter seemed to be a question of “when,” not “if.”

A week or so after he got back from Christmas break, Scott passed the brochure rack again.  This time, he was by himself and pocketed the pamphlet that had caught his eye before.  That night—seriously—he read it by flashlight.  Some things in it made a lot of sense to him, but he could already envision what Monica, his girlfriend, would say.  His dad would probably tell him to take some time to think things through because Scott had some fantastic opportunities that he would be throwing away, especially at M.I.T.  His mom, well, she would defer to whatever her husband said.  (The feminist movement seemed to have completely passed her by, and independent thinking was either something she didn’t do much or, at least, didn’t express.)


Scott has great prospects for a scholarship to pay all or most of his way through college.  He isn’t positive about his major or career goals, but he likes computers.  Still, there’s a part of him interested in philosophy.  That would be a tough sell with his parents.  He can see his dad’s point that maybe the best thing is to keep his options open.  

In January, there was an optional assembly at school.  Two seminarians from other countries told about the interaction between religion and politics.  They were from Venezuela and Colombia, where Church and state are integrally connected and religious leaders have political clout. Scott and Monica both attended the assembly.


“Wasn’t it surprising how those guys said they’re missionaries to the United States?  I never thought of missionaries coming here,” Monica commented on their way out of the auditorium.


“Me neither,” Scott said.  “I think it would be awesome to be a missionary in a Third World Country somewhere, though.”


“You mean, be a priest?”


“Well, not every missionary is a priest.”


“But still, you’d have to leave everything and everybody behind.  It must be hard to come back and find that all of your friends have moved on with their lives while you were gone.”


“That happens even if friends only just go to different colleges.”


“Speaking of that, have you heard from Madison yet?” Monica asked Scott.


“No, have you?”


“Not yet.  If you do, is that your first choice?”


Scott answered, “I’m still checking things out.  There’s a lot of appeal to whichever place gives me the best financial aid.”


“That’s part of it,” Monica said, “but I hope it’s about us, too.  I really don’t want to graduate in June and go our separate ways.”


“I picked up a brochure from the rack at Church,” Scott said.

“A brochure?”



[Complete the story.  What do you think was the topic of the brochure?  Could it have anything to do with Scott’s consideration of philosophy as a major and his desire to look at St. Anselm College, which is run by a Catholic religious order?]  

