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among other things. With the help of others 

Lynn Anderson who shared the same concerns, Bob Jones 
saw his idea grow from a single building with 
a handful ofenrollees to a respectably-sized 
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A sizable number of young men are studying 

UNIVERSITY" to be fundamentalist pastors; an almost 
equally large number of female students are 
enrolled ina  major that, while I cannot recall 

I was at once struck by several similarities between BJU 

and BYU: nearly all the students are white; there are many 
visible signs of patriotism; and all the students are 

conservatively dressed. But those who complain about 
BYU'S Honor Code need only spend a day at wu to appreciate 

how much more leeway BYU students have. 

S EVERAL TIMES DURING the 1993 
flap about academic freedom at BYU, I 
heard a number of people raise the 

concern that BYU might turn into another 
Bob Jones University As a BW graduate with 
several cousins who matriculated from "BJ" 
(as it is referred to in the environs of 
Greenville, South Carolina), and having vis- 
ited BJU several times, I am only too pleased 
to share my experiences as a means for com- 
paring the two universities. I will leave to the 

LYhW ANDERSON'S parents hope to remain on 
speaking terms with their southern relatives de- 
spite this article. Lynn is a  g graduate and re- 
turned missionary. 

reader's fertile imagination what changes we 
might see were BYU to more closely pattern 
itself after "The Lor& University" (the official 
slogan of Bob Jones University). I know some 
of this will sound as though I'm making it 
up, but I am telling you the honest-to-good- 
ness truth as I remember it. 

Bob Jones U. was founded in the late 
1920s by none other than-you guessed 
it-Bob Jones Sr., a Baptist preacher. "Dr. 
Bobn had a vision of higher education that 
rested on one fundamental assumption: 
American college education was a sure ticket 
to hell for Christian youth. Even at institu- 
tions touting themselves as "Bible colleges," 
young people stood to be exposed to such in- 

the exact name, amounts to getting a degree 
in being a pastor's wife. (Other majors with a 
significant female enrollment are secretarial 
science and elementary education.) 

Coming onto the campus of BJU, I was at 
once struck by several similarities between 
BJU and BYU: (1) nearly all the students are 
white (and that is especially true at BJ, where 
I saw only one black student); (2) there are 
many visible signs of patriotism; and (3) all 
the students are conservatively dressed. 
Actually, in this last regard, I was reminded 
far more of the Missionary Training Center 
than of BYU: at BJU, the young men are re- 
quired to wear white shirts and ties-and 
even suitcoats, except in the hottest weather; 
young women are required to wear skirts or 
dresses-no slacks allowed. The BJU wom- 
en's dress code is similar to what BW women 
endured during and prior to the Wilkinson 
era; at least the climate is milder in South 
Carolina. What's more, BJ women have to 
wear (I kid you not) bloomers when partici- 
pating in physical education courses. It is a 
sight to behold-or at least it was in the early 
1980s, when I accompanied one of my 
cousins to class one fine day (my most exten- 
sive, and intensive, visit to BN). 1 feel confi- 
dent in saying that nothing has changed. 

How can I be so sure that nothing has 
changed in the past decade? Well, while I 
was with my cousin, I had the opportunity to 
attend one of BJU's morning devotional ser- 
vices. (Although attendance was not pre- 
cisely mandatory, I was given to understand 
that too many absences would be "noticed.") 
I believe the treasurer of the university was 
the speaker that day. He went on for some 
length about the "miraculous" history of BJU 
(from a financial standpoint), and then said 
something 1 have always remembered: he 
said that if anyone ever changed anything 
from the way Dr. Bob had set it up originally, 
he would personally dynamite the school. I 
was forcibly impressed that he was not being 
hyperbolic. BJU'S women's field hockey team 
will be wearing bloomers until the end of 
time. 

But bloomers are only the tip of the idio- 
syncratic iceberg, at least as I experienced it. 
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For example, there is a lovely spot on 
campus known as "Founder's Fountain." Two 
sidewalks form a flower-lined cross with a 
fountain in the center of the mound where 
the sidewalks meet. Roughly six feet below 
the fountain is BJ'S founder-none other than 
Bob Jones himself. While it was somewhat 
disconcerting to contemplate this fact just on 
general principles, I could not help but 
wonder if there was room in the same plot 
for Bob Jones Jr. (who senled first as presi- 
dent and then as chancellor), or Bob Jones 111 
(the current president), or Bob Jones IV (a 
callow youth in the early 80s. but likely now 
the proud father of a Bob Jones V)-to say 

nothing of where all the Mrs. Bob Joneses 
might be interred. Even if BW were to aspire 
to becoming the BJ of the Intermountain 
West, 1 imagine Brother Brigham would stay 
right where he is. (Of course, there is the re- 
flecting pool right in front of the Smoot 
Administration Building. Hmm. . . .) 

But the oddity of Founder's Fountain 
pales in comparison to what is known on 
campus as the "D.p." Before I go further, I 
should explain that BJU has a system of de- 
merits that makes BW look like uc Berkeley 
Earn 100 demerits and one is confined to 
campus (nearly all students live on campus). 
Earn 200 and one is placed on probation. At 

some point alter 200 demerits, the miscreant 
is kicked out of school entirely One easy way 
to earn a demerit is to be seen talking with a 
member of the opposite sex. Yes, you read 
that right-but there is an out: one cannot 
earn this demerit if one is in motion. In other 
words, it's okay to have a conversation with 
someone of the opposite sex while walking 
from one class to the next, but woe to the 
erring who dare speak while simply standing 
or (perish the thought) sitting outside of a 
classroom situation. 

But (I hear you ask) how do young people 
actually get acquainted and fall in love and 
get married? (Which they do with amazing 
frequency at BJU, just as they do at BW.) 
That's where the D.P. comes in. D.P. is short 
for the Dating Parlor, an immense room that 
takes up the entire second floor of the 
Student Union Building. It is furnished with 
loveseats "without number," and features a 
chaperone on either end of the room. There a 
young man-specifically, an upper- 
classman-with a high enough grade point 
average can sign up for a certain amount of 
time to be with a young woman whom he 
finds interesting or attractive. (A cousin told 
me that only people who are "really serious" 
sign up for time in the D.E-"people talk, 
you knoww-so it remains something of a 
mystery to me how people become "really 
serious" without earning demerits right and 
left. Maybe they budget their demerits.) 
Once in the D.P., however, it isn't as if things 
are going to get cozy. My sweetheart and I 
paid a visit to BJU shortly after we were mar- 
ried, and at one point we decided to rest on 
one of,the loveseats in the D.P. Horror of hor- 
rors, and silly us, we were caught holding 
hands by the pleasant but ever-watchful 
chaperone on our side of the room. "Excuse 
me," she said in a gracious Southern drawl, 
as she looked for wedding rings on our 
hands, "but I just have to make sure you're 
married." 

I'm not sure there's anyplace large enough 
for the number of loveseats a D.P. at the Y 
would require. Maybe the Mamott Center or 
(when the weather is good) Cougar Stadium. 
In any event, adopting BJU'S rules in this re- 
gard would require a complete overhaul of 
BW'S definition of P.D.A. ("public display of 
affection"). 

I was on the BJU campus only a few hours 
the day r accompanied my cousin, and 
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somehow managed to earn three demerits. 
Well, that is to say I would have received 
three demerit slips had I actually been a stu- 
dent; the staff and proctors who were all set 
to "awardn me the slips seemed very disap- 
pointed to find out I was just a visitor. I did 
manage to procure a BJU demerit slip for my 
scrapbook: many specific offenses are listed 
with convenient little boxes alongside each 
offense for the Powers That Be to check off. 
(There are blank lines for "other" offenses.) I 
know what two of my would-be demerits 
were for: first, I fell asleep in the library (I 
used to do this a lot at Bm, come to think of 
it. Must be the air.) Second, I doodled in my 
notebook. Yes, there is a proctor in every BJ 
classroom who roams the aisles ensuring that 
the students are taking notes, rather than 
writing letters or drawing pictures in the 
margins. (As Doodler Supreme of the 
Universe, I wouldn't have lasted three 
weeks.) For my third demerit I think I must 
have either talked to a student of the oppo- 
site sex while not in motion or failed to eat 
everything on my tray at lunch. (Yes, I was 
told that it is necessary to eat everything one 
takes. I didn't drink the iced tea that came 
with lunch, so maybe that was it.) 

Perhaps the most significant difference 
between BJU and BW is that the latter is ac- 
credited (at least until the next accreditation 
review, says I darkly), while the former is not 
and never has been. Part of Dr. Bob's unique 
vision included the idea that no outside en- 
tity, including boards of accreditation, would 
have any influence whatsoever on the con- 
tent of BJ'S academic offerings. So degrees 
from Bob Jones University are not recognized 
anywhere except right around Greenville. 
When I questioned my cousins about the 
wisdom of going to a school which confers 
essentially worthless degrees, I was assured 
that most BJU students do very well on the 
GRE and generally have no trouble going to 
other colleges for advanced degrees. What a 
relief. No need to blow up the school on that 
count. Those who don't do so well on the 
GRE and other such exams spend their lives 
in Greenville. 

Despite its lack of accreditation, BJU does 
have at least one claim to some kind of acad- 
emic fame: its an gallery is the repository of 
what might be the world's largest number of 
medieval religious icons. I confess I found 
this rather surprising, in that most members 
of BJU'S dominant denomination seem to 
view Catholicism with only slightly less 
loathing than Mormonism, but it is nonethe- 
less a fabulous collection, attracting iconog- 
raphers the world over. And, too, BJU's 
dramatic presentations-primarily Shakes- 

peare-are not bad at all, although I found it 
peculiar that the leading roles in these pro- 
ductions seemed to be taken by Bob Jones 
family members. 

So there you have it, although this piece 
can hardly do justice to the mindset that per- 
vades BJU and spills out into the larger 
Greenville community For example, I met an 
older BJU woman who had special-ordered 
some lovely wallpaper with raised velvet 
Javanese dancers on it. The sample she'd 
seen, however, hadn't given her the full view, 
and she was utterly homfied to discover the 
dancing figures, saying, "How can I, as a 
good Christian woman, invite my friends 
over if I have heathen Buddhas on my wall?" 
On the other hand, my experiences at BJU 
gave me just the tiniest insight into how a 
non-Mormon might react to some of BW's 
own charming idiosyncracies (such as the 

entire campus coming to a screeching halt 
twice a day as the flag is raised and lowered, 
and, until recently, the prohibition on men 
wearing sandals without socks). 

Those who complain about BWS Honor 
Code need only spend a day at BJU to appre- 
ciate how much more leeway BW students 
have about personal dress and conduct. One 
need only compare catalogs to appreciate the 
depth and breadth of BW'S course offerings. 
Yet those of us who joke about BW being 
"the Lord's university" should bear in mind 
that there apparently are some Cougars who 
truly believe it-and who, if given the op- 
portunity, would do everything in their 
power to implement "course correctionsn 
that could easily turn BW into a western- 
style Bob Jones U. 

That's scary. I know. I've been there-and 
I've got the demerit slip to prove it. 

WILD BOAR 
The old boar rooted up wild onions 
atop the Snake River pyramid 
built by dead wanderers. I'd sit 
and watch him, back to a pine, shiver 
when those bloodshot mad eyes would 
meet mine-his vision must have been poor 
or he had lived long enough to avoid 
unnecessary fights because we crossed each 
others' lives three times without incident. 
We both came to the pyramid to feed 
ourselves--the boar, onions, and I, on curiosity 

I wondered what the ancients had in mind: 
fortress when some Chief realized 
the importance of salmon-how the coming of meat 
had nothing to do with stars-how war could decide 
who moved on, and who kept all the meat? 

Or was this place a temple, deliberate comers 
pointed to the compass of stars, a promontory 
to contemplate the distance God keeps? 
Think of the women and children 
piling multi-thousand gabions 
of rock and dirt, 
singing ya-hey, hey-ya, ya-hey 
as flies bit 
and gnats drowned in their sweat. 

Oh, I think of them! 
The silence broken by snuffling, 
up trots the boar to root again among 
the spear points, pottery and bones 
of the ancients, finding at last something 
of value: blackberry, dandelion, a tuber of onion. 
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