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On Football.
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I experienced my first football game at Ole Miss not too long ago.  Buying into the national advertising campaigns and recent attempts to modernize campus symbolism, I expected to see a modern multiracial environment.  What I saw was quite the contrary... 

I arrived in The Grove to see thousands of white people celebrating their money and football with exotic drinks, expensive clothing, and the finest tailgating tents money can buy.  I stopped at my first tailgate to hear discussion of the joys of not being from Utah.  To which a young man, donning a pledge pin from a large campus fraternity, replied, “...at least they don’t have all these n******.”  Honestly, looking around, I had no idea who he was talking about.  The only persons on The Grove were members of Mississippi’s white privileged elite.  The Mississippians this young man seemed to be speaking of are unable to afford the tickets or comforts he and his buddies enjoyed.  Somewhat shaken, I continued to journey toward the stadium.  Upon gate arrival, I became more frustrated when I saw African-Americans filling most of the menial/servant tasks of cleanup and security.  I bought a program from a vendor and wasn’t surprised to see most of the players were also African-Americans.  When I got to my seat, I noticed the crowd around me was all white.  The longer I sat the more I realized where I was...the Roman Coliseum.  Mississippi’s white elites scream for blood as mostly young African-Americans place their lives on the line (see Bennie Abram) for collective white entertainment.  I left knowing, despite trite cosmetic efforts to the contrary, the historical traditions of oppression are alive and well at Ole Miss.

The entire experience made me wonder when people will get as upset about inequality as they do loosing football games.

Jeff Hood

September 30, 2011
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On Spiritual Direction
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Direction.

God is never more distant than when talk of spiritual direction arises. 

Darkness touched every crevice of the room.  We had come to have an experience with God.  This was our weekend.  Spiritual direction weekends were common in the world I grew up in.  I never wanted to go.  I never felt like anything was real.  Then, things popped off.  Light flooded the stage.  The music pounded.  I could feel my organs jiggling around inside my body.  Ricky Rufio ran on stage pumping his fists.  As all attention focused on Rufio, the entire room started to chant repeatedly, "Jesus!  Jesus!  Jesus!  Jesus!  Jesus!  Jesus!"  I can still hear it.  Before Rufio started talking, we flailed our hands wildly in praise.  Rufio pointed directly at us and declared, "You need a standing appoint me with God."  For just under an hour, we were pounded with ideas of spiritual direction.  Then, the music kicked back up.  As the guitar chords cycled repeatedly in our ears, we were called to the front.  "If you want to commit to a standing appointment, run down to this altar and declare it to God."  I did.  We all did.  We wanted a closer relationship.  We felt like we needed it.  The night began a period of searching for me.  After keeping a quiet time of prayer, scripture meditation and solitude for a few weeks, I knew that shit wasn't for me.  Scripture meditation reminded me of why I didn't read the Bible more often.  Solitude only made me feel lonely.  Quiet only made God feel more absent.  I walked away from it all.  

Spiritual direction is often spiritual destruction.  

Different theologies offer different paths.  Whatever I had wasn't working, so I decided to try something new.  "Beat your faith into submission."  I remember my spiritual director repeatedly telling me that I needed discipline.  The words always felt so violent.  I assumed that they were the words of God.  For a number of years, I tried hard.  I fasted on a regular basis.  The only thing I experienced was hunger.  I practiced rest.  I just got bored.  I tried stillness.  I lost my mind.  Eventually, I realized that none of this was about God.
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