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“So will they put you in a special seat?”
I was off to see The 40-Year-Old Virgin, and my friend, a 30-year-old non-

virgin, was teasing.
Easy for him. He’s a married man and a proven procreator, whereas I

match the apparently jaw-dropping demographics of the film’s title.
It isn’t something I advertise. Not that I’m ashamed. But I do worry that

people will make wrong assumptions, especially given my theological pro-
clivities.

He’s a Jesus freak. Probably thinks sex is evil.
He must not be interested in women.
No. To be a male virgin isn’t necessarily to think sex is bad. It isn’t neces-

sarily (Lord knows) to be indifferent to the things about women that make
guys say, “Wow.” You really can be Christian, enjoy women, believe that
sex is good – and want to wait.

Or, when want is too strong a word, still wait.
Waiting requires a balancing act. You’ve got to say no, maybe indefinite-

ly, while believing that what you’re saying no to is – in the right context – a
good without guilt.

Sometimes it’s not easy.
Many young Christians, if asked to summarize a Christian view of sex,

would say something like, “Not before marriage.” But that isn’t the whole
story, which the church hasn’t always told well. Christians by and large con-
vey the no of sex better than the yes.

Singles need to hear more from the church than, “Just say no.” They need
a full-orbed, positive vision of sex. Many otherwise struggle to say yes after
years of saying only no.

We habitually speak of “losing” virginity. It might be healthier to think of
giving it. I’m taking a cue here from St. Paul, who wrote (in 1 Corinthians
7:4) that “the husband’s body does not belong to him alone but also to his
wife.” My body is mine, but it’s mine to give away.

I once encouraged a teenage relative not to give hers away prematurely.
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Odds are, I said, that the guy you’ll marry is already living and walking the
earth. Try to think of yourself as reserved for him; pray that he’s thinking
the same way about himself with respect to you. Giving virginity takes more
thought than losing it.

“But you need meaningless sex.” That’s essentially the advise that the vir-
gin in The 40-Year-Old Virgin gets from his friends. I’ve gotten that advice
myself. I’ve resisted, and even now, especially now, I’m glad. Not proud,
just glad.

True, I’m reportedly past my sexual prime. It’s difficult at times not to
imagine that I’ve missed something. And yet I am thankful – by which I
mean I think there’s actually Someone to whom thanks are due – that I still
have this gift to give.

No one in The 40-Year-Old Virgin sees things quite that way, not even the
sexually experienced woman who falls for the virgin. She seems merely OK
with his virginity, as if the words “I’m a virgin” must amount to a sheepish
confession. And the virgin himself appears to be waiting less on principle
than out of resignation.

Despite the film’s silly crudeness, it does manage to tip its hat to absti-
nence before marriage. In one scene, the virgin tells his bride-to-be that all
this time he thought something was wrong because he hadn't had sex, but he
finally realized he was just waiting for her.

Cut to the wedding.
“And for God’s sake,” the preacher says, “consummate the thing!” They

do, and it’s clearly the epochal event of the guy’s life.
Friends had coached him to spend his fumbling first attempts at sex on

someone he didn’t care about. But he shows no signs of wishing he’d gotten
this moment out of the way earlier.

There’s a hint in that ending about the meaningfulness of delayed sex. It
reminded me of a comment that an Orthodox Christian theologian once
made about food. The Rev. Alexander Schmemann suggested that despite
all our secularism, meals remain a kind of sacrament. Food isn’t just fuel for
our bodies. We break bread face to face. We talk. Everyone wants a nice
dinner to be something like Holy Communion.

So, too, with sex. The final minutes of The 40-Year-Old Virgin are a
reminder that despite our secularism, we find it nearly impossible to think
consistently of sex as just sex, just flesh and friction. Even someone who’s
had dozens of partners eventually demands one who’ll be only his.

Many of us who wait want the same thing. Waiting is hard. But we see it
as the fast before the feast.
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