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RACIAL RECONCILIATION: A STORY OF TWO FAMILIES 
Doug Harris

One afternoon six years ago, two boys we had not previously met knocked on our door and asked to play basketball on the hoop in our driveway. We discovered that these black youths were twelve-year-old brothers named Mark and Joseph. We are a white family of five. Evidently, they had spotted our goal from their apartment complex nearby, and with no other basketball goal available to them, they were excited about the chance to play ball. 
Although the proximity of our homes provided the initial context for the relationship, over the ensuing years our relationship has become a story of hope, learning and reconciliation for us all. It has been a journey of two families, one black and one white, who have learned to love one another despite their differences and because of their similarities. 
None of us would have considered ourselves "racist" or "intolerant.” But the fact is none of us had ever really formed a deep friendship with someone of another race, outside of the typical work or school setting that can sometimes be superficial. This journey, however, has birthed in both of our families a deep respect for one another.

The initial chapters of this story could be characterized by the energetic, wonderful pursuit by Mark and Joseph to get to know our family. They visited us often and our times together were rich, fun hours of mostly playing ball and just hanging out. My three children, two younger and one older, learned over time that “skin color” was only “skin deep”. In other words, they saw first-hand how all children have the same challenges with school work, sibling rivalry, parental authority and issues of peer acceptance. We are all made in God’s image. On the other hand, we all perceived the subtle hints of racism that would linger from time to time. 
The second phase of this journey has been the developing relationship between the boys and me. Like many children from all over our city, Mark and Joseph did not spend time with their father, and within a year or so I became a person in whom they could confide and trust in a mentoring role. Despite our differences in age and backgrounds, we developed a strong bond that only comes from mutual respect and time spent together. The boys have so many gifts and talents and have been a huge blessing to our family. 
There was no formal program that guided our relationship, although we quickly came to rely on the common ground of Christ as a foundation. Before long, a deep and trusting relationship was established with their mom, Shelly, and another older brother. Shelly has become a true friend to my wife and me. We know we can call on each other to provide support for one another. We have shared many burdens and joys along the way—one day at a time, one month at a time.

What have we learned in this journey? First, that true reconciliation happens in relationship. This is where we build trust and learn about our differences. It takes commitment and courage. Second, the shadow of racism still exists in our city. I saw it first hand in many of our institutions. I cannot deny it. Yet I also see how my friends have overcome the hurdles. There is hope. Third, our experience reinforced the importance of family. Both families have learned how a healthy marriage is important to the children and have seen how its blessing can extend beyond the home. 
And most of all, we have learned that we cannot be indifferent if we are to reconcile with one another. We must be intentional about developing relationships and loving our neighbor…..like Jesus! 
