woods

My friend Mimi told me that she was concerned because her
middle school son was spending hours on his phone behind his
locked bedroom door.

“Do you think he’s watching porn?” I asked her.

“No!” Mimi said. “He can’t be. He’s so young!”

“I just read that the average age kids discover porn is eleven.”

“Jesus.” Mimi shook her head. “I just feel bad spying on him. I
mean, it’s his phone.”

“Nah. You pay the bill. It’s your phone, he’s borrowing it.”

“I’'m afraid of what I'll find,” Mimi said.

“I know. Me too, every time,” I admitted. “But what if he’s
already found porn? What if he’s lost in that world by now? Don’t
you want to go in and find him?”

“I just have no idea what I'd say.”

“Listen, I know plenty of adults who find certain kinds of porn to
be liberating, but the porn kids come across on the internet is
misogynistic poison. We have to explain that to them so they don’t
learn that sex is about violence. I just think that saying anything at



all—even if we say it awkward and stumbling and afraid while our
kids roll their eyes—is better than saying nothing at all.

“What if you said:

“Sex is an exciting and wonderful thing about being human. It is
natural to be curious about sex, and when we are curious about
things, we turn to the internet for information.

“But here’s the problem with using the internet to learn about
sex: You cannot know who is doing the teaching. There are people
who have taken sex and sucked all the life out of it to package it and
sell it on the internet. What they’re selling is not real sex. It lacks
connection, respect, and vulnerability, which is what makes sex sexy.

“This kind of porn is sold by people who are like drug dealers.
They sell a product that fills people with a rush that feels like joy for a
short while but then becomes a killer of real joy. Over time people
prefer the rush of drugs to the real joy of life. Many who start
watching porn very young will get hooked on the rush. Eventually
they will find it hard to enjoy real sex with real human beings.

“Trying to learn about sex from porn is like trying to learn about
the mountains by sniffing one of those air fresheners they sell at the
gas station. When you finally get to the real mountains and breathe
in that pure, wild air—you might be confused. You might wish it
smelled like that fake, manufactured air-freshener version.

“We don’t want you to stay away from porn while you're young
because sex is bad. We want you to stay away from porn because real
sex—with humanity and vulnerability and love—is indescribably
good. We don’t want fake sex ruining real sex for you.

“What if you said something like that?” I asked Mimi. “Do not
leave that sweet boy alone in the woods because you are too afraid to
go get him.”

We don’t have to have answers for our children; we just have to
be brave enough to trek into the woods and ask tough questions with
them.

We can do hard things.



