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In the sci-fi series “Star Trek: The Next Generation,”
one of the most dangerous aliens is the Borg – a spe-
cies that travels in huge black cubes, “assimilating” all
other species they encounter. The Borg captures any-
one in their path and turns each organism into a half-
organic/half-mechanized hybrid. With humans this
means a person is transformed into a machine, part by
part. Frightening, horrible. “You will be assimilated” is
the most fearsome thing the crew of the Enterprise
hears as they cross the galaxy.

In their persistent quest to stop the Borg, the star-
ship crew tries everything. Finding they can’t outrun
the Borg or hide from them, they hit the big powerful
cubes with massive firepower, but nothing works;
there seems no way to avoid being absorbed into the
predator network. The Borg is a “collective” – like a
mammoth bee hive – that operates as one, each part
working in sync with the other. Unless a species
chooses to join the collective (and no one would), the
voice from the Borg booms out: “Resistance is futile.”
And for most species in space, it is.

So how does the Enterprise finally stop the Borg?
They find a way to separate one of the “bees” from the
“hive” and show him, through human kindness and
friendship, that he is an “individual” with a mind of his
own. He discovers he can think for himself and freely
choose whether to go back to being a “drone” or a self-

determining person. I won’t spoil the whole story, but
the moment “Hugh” says “I think” rather than “We
think,” everything changes, for him, and for the Borg.

See any connection to religious faith here? Not only
religion, of course, but any “hive,” any group or party
that seeks to incorporate individuals into a collective.
To operate efficiently, the machine requires obedient
members who cooperate as a single unit. The machine
won’t function if too many decide they don’t want to be
cogs any longer. “I think” can be the greatest threat to
the corporate machines.

For a great many people in history, resisting the col-
lective has been futile. They feel powerless to discon-
nect from the overpowering control of the Great
Cubes. When people are led to believe the Cube is in-
vincible, that assimilation is inevitable, they give up
their power with their individuality.

On the other hand, we might find a positive element
to the cube collective. A bee hive can be a highly effi-
cient community working together for the benefit of
all. If every individual unit is able to follow their in-
stinct for preservation and production (honey), the
hive thrives. Of course, bees aren’t evangelizing other
bees or other species – they go about their business
and don’t bother anyone who doesn’t bother them. 

Yet, we’re not bees (or ants, or a herd). If we become
drones living only to serve the Queen (the Almighty
Authority), some good can certainly come from that –
a well-ordered society … and honey! Yet, how many
drones know they are drones? And, is the Queen (the
ultimate leader, perhaps a deity) benevolent, or is it
malevolent and abusive?

To resist means to stand and withstand. Resistance
is not futile, though sometimes it seems that way. An
individual, or a coalition, pushes back on the power of

the impersonal Cube and they meet resistance from
the Cube. In order not to be forced into a collective
where we lose our precious individuality we have to
stand and insist on resistance.

The crew of the Enterprise discovered a weakness
in the Great Machine that threatened their freedom.
The search for the underbelly of the Borg presented a
response, a clear way to resist. The word “futile” comes
from a word for “leaky” – literally, something can’t hold
water, it’s useless, pointless. In matters of belief, futil-
ity means giving up the will to resist, giving in to a
“greater power.” If that greatness can be found in a cre-
ative and constructive collective, where each is val-
ued, that’s not futile. Who would resist that?

Though we have a right to resistance, we don’t need
to resist positive change. The National Park Service is
faced with some difficult decisions about which lands
to protect. In new guidelines, park managers are being
asked “to think beyond resistance to change and begin
considering transformation” (The New York Times,
“What to Save?,” May 18, 2021). Priorities may need to
be re-ordered to take a stand to benefit all. 

Concerning the religious enterprise, people of faith
can stand alongside secular people to transform our
world for good, insisting on individual autonomy and
resisting Cube-thinking. We need many voices among
the crew, in a circle not a cube, where a galaxy of per-
spectives are assimilated.

Chris Highland served as a minister and chaplain
for many years. He is a teacher, writer and humanist
celebrant. Chris and his wife, the Rev. Carol Hovis, live
in Asheville. His latest books are “Friendly Freethink-
er,” “Broken Bridges” and “A Freethinker’s Gospel.”
Learn more at chighland.com.
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“It’s far easier to preach this than to live it,” he
would write in a book, “Blindsided,” which documents
his journey. 

In the hotel lobby late that night, after sleeping two
hours, a front desk worker told Mark about his sister.
He said she was raped as a child. 

“Why did God let that happen?” the man asked.
Mark answered, as he always does, even as he grap-

pled with his own questions.
“I don’t know,” he eventually said. 
They thought about selling their home. 
Everywhere the Rosers looked they saw Ethan, who

was 19 when he died. And for Mark Roser, that meant
more reminders of God’s silence.

Sitting on his patio outside, four years later, Mark
points to a 35-foot retaining wall his son helped build.
They needed 40 tons of gravel, he remembers. On the
other side of the yard, he points to a faint line in the
grass. Ethan helped him install a pipe from the gutter
through the yard to a stream behind their house. 

“It was hard work,” Mark says. “And Ethan never
complained.”

Not like his other kids, the 62-year-old father says
with a smile. 

But here’s the truth behind that smile: Ethan’s
death was not easier for Mark because of his faith. In
many ways, it was harder. Not only did he have to con-
front Ethan’s death, but he also had to confront God. 

The day after their meeting with the university, his
family went to the morgue. Standing by his son’s body,
covered with a blanket in a cold room, Mark asked God
to bring him back. He touched his son’s foot and
thought about how this was how he used to wake him
up before soccer games.

When they returned to Cincinnati, Mark berated
himself. If he had stronger faith, he thought, God
would have risen Ethan from the dead. 

A man used to having all the answers suddenly had
none.

In his book, published last month, Mark wrote
about going to church the day after reading an article
that described in graphic detail how Ethan died. In
church, the congregation sang about the blood of Je-
sus. Mark could only picture his son’s blood on a field
in Illinois.

“Will you remain silent?” he asked God.
Mark became obsessed. He needed to know why.

Why would God take a young man studying to be a
minister; a young man who would ride the elevator up
and down his dorm, stopping at each floor to say hello
to anyone he saw; a young man who wasn’t even sup-
posed to be at the hammer-throw event, but stayed af-
ter his shift to cover another student with visiting par-
ents; a young man who could have touched so many
lives?

There were times Mark wanted to die, because he
couldn’t imagine a future without his son. 

Every night before bed, he thanked God the day was
over. And in the morning, he prayed for the strength to
continue. It scared his wife, whose mother killed her-
self years ago. 

This lack of an explanation became the reason
Mark didn’t want to get out of bed in the morning, as
well as why he eventually did. Mark knew there was a
reason God let his son die. He knew that with every-
thing inside of him. But there were times he forgot. 

There were times he didn’t lock the front door be-
cause he hoped Ethan would walk in. There were times
he cried when he got to his car in the morning because
he didn’t want his wife to see him. There were times he
fought with his other children about contacting a
lawyer.

“We have to move on with our lives,” Pat Roser once
told her husband. 

Inside their home in the middle of May, Pat works in
the basement. Their daughter is getting married in
June, and they’re hosting a shower soon. Ethan’s room
was in the basement. Pat is turning it into a room for
their grandchildren.

Standing in that room, near a picture of Ethan as a
baby, Mark talks about safety concerns for the ham-
mer-throw event, a competition where athletes try to
throw a heavy steel ball as far as they can. He says in-
ternational competition requires a bigger cage around
the thrower than the NCAA does, to protect against er-
rant tosses. He says there is no whistle to signal the
start of play, and he says referees aren’t required to be
certified.

He stops before he gets upset.
In their living room upstairs, there are pictures of all

four Roser kids. Ethan is standing alone in his picture,
while others pose with their spouses. Above the dining
room, Pat points to a smudge on the wall. 

It’s Ethan’s fingerprints, she says. He used to run
around the house and slap the wall like he was dunking
a basketball. Then, he would cheer, his mom remem-
bers. 

It has been four years since his death, and Pat is
cleaning the house. She doesn’t wipe away the finger-

prints.
Pat first noticed another set of fingerprints above a

basement wall about a year after Ethan died. 
She was taking classes at Sinclair University in

Dayton, studying interior design. It kept her busy. But
this was one of those moments that snapped her back
into the reality about her son. And his absence. 

She missed hearing his music from downstairs. She
missed watching him load up his plate with more than
she could ever imagine eating at once. In his dorm
room in 2017, she hugged his pillow, hoping to smell
him one more time. 

In their kitchen today, Mark keeps an open box of
shredded wheat cereal Ethan liked. 

It expired in 2018. 
After months of silence following their son’s death,

Mark came to believe God spoke to them in little ways.
Through a children’s book. Through a Bible verse
packed away in a box of Ethan’s things. Through a
bookmark. 

Mark came to believe Ethan was an offering for God.
He was a redemptive story of suffering and love in
God’s image, a story everyone who knew his son could
share. A story that would help bring people closer to
God. 

“Suffering can be beneficial in ministry,” Ethan once
wrote. 

Mark knows these answers won’t bring his son
back. To deal with that grief, he started writing. He
poured through Ethan’s belongings and old school pa-
pers. He wrote and rewrote. The working title – “You
Turn My Darkness into Light” – reflected his desire to
reframe the tragedy.

By telling his son’s story, he thought he could find a
way out of his own hell. Mark’s book was published in
April, released under the new title “Blindsided,” and
he’s sold a few thousand copies. He has 5,000 more in
his garage.

Now what? 
It’s another question he’ll have to answer, because

he still misses his son. But these days, the reminders of
Ethan are no longer accompanied by sadness and sad-
ness alone. Mark smiles more, even if he cries while
preaching more than he ever did before. 

And he’s glad they didn’t move. If they would have
moved, his wife never would have pointed out his son’s
fingerprints, which greet everyone who enters their
home.

It’s another reminder his son’s story isn’t finished. 
Mark Roser’s book is available on Amazon or via his

website, mcroser.com
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