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It seems to be a perpetual pastime whereby succeeding and preceding generations wonder why 
their forerunners or their heirs don’t understand each other. 
 
The generation before and the generation after always seem to be saying to one another, 
“You don’t get us.  You don’t understand us.  You don’t get our music.  You don’t get our vision.  
You just don’t get us and you never will.” 
 
“What’s up with kids these days?” we ask ourselves. 
 
“The children now love luxury.  They have bad manners, contempt for authority, they sho 
disrespect to their elders … They no longer rise when elders enter the room.  They contradict 
their parents, chatter before company, gobble up dainties at the table, cross their legs, and are 
tyrants over their teachers.” 
 
Sound familiar?  That one’s been around a while – in fact this quote is attributed to Socrates by 
his pupil Plato. 
 
On the flip side of this coin, we ask, “What’s up with our folks these days?” 
 
“…parents are the same no matter time nor place they don't understand that us kids are going 
to make some mistakes o to you, all the kids all across the land there's no need to argue 
parents just don't understand…” 
 
This kind of statement sound familiar?  The actual wording comes from one who made a name 
for himself with my generation.  Rap artist, turned television personality and now famous 
Hollywood film star, The Fresh Prince, Will Smith and it’s from his 1988 hit “Parents Just Don’t 
Understand.” 
 
Since the dawn of time it seems as though older and younger generations have been 
cantankerously complaining about the lack of this, that or some other thing with the preceding 
and the succeeding generation. 
 
I’m starting to understand Mark Twain’s great quote, “When I was seventeen my father didn’t 
know anything.  When I turned twenty‐one I was amazed at everything he had learned in four 
years.”  
 
And while I agree with Mark Twain’s great quote, I’m also beginning to understand my mother 
and father’s famous quote, “Someday, Son, you’ll get a little older…a little wiser…and Lord 



willing a little child or children of your own and then you’ll understand what we’re talking 
about.” 
 
I didn’t think they knew a whole heck of a lot when I was growing up – however now that I’m 
reaching that middle‐age moment – I’m starting to understand – I’m starting to understand 
them and their parents and hopefully, along with my wife, the grace of God and this faith 
community, having some sort of impact on the generation I’m shaping in my son. 
 
“To what shall I compare this generation,” Jesus asks. 
 
It’s a question which could be asked of every generation – it’s a question that has been asked of 
every generation – it’s a question that can be answered only by each specific generation. 
 
From generation to generation we have a call to fulfill – a call that is not like the one which 
came before it nor the one which will come after it – of course it is influenced by that which 
comes before and will influence that which comes after – however it is a call specific to location 
and timing – it is a call which must be answered by each generation for itself.   
 
When we look at our parents or grandparents of the GI Generation, it’s difficult for our own 
generational self‐esteem to not take a beating – with good reason.  How can you top the 
generation which stormed the beaches of Normandy and saved the world from Hitler’s Nazi 
Germany? 
 
Tom Brokaw has referred to this age segment as “The Greatest Generation” in his 1998 book by 
the same title.  And they overcame tremendous obstacles.  They also created tremendous 
change ‐ some of which may or may not have been received well by their parents & 
grandparents.  When these boys and girls came home from war now men and women, they 
weren’t necessarily eager to stay put – having just seen the world. 
 
Given the chance at higher education through things like the GI Bill which provided tuition and 
spending money for education to veterans and equipped with a worldly sense not shared by 
their parents, these men and women sensed a new freedom and a new determination … and 
with these views they relocated to distant cities. 
They developed a new and strong middle class of mobile, success‐oriented families which 
defined America in a new way – in their wake creating prosperity, new ideas and also some 
dissonance.  
 
So which is it? 
Which generation stands out in distinction? 
It’s a difficult question to answer. 
Maybe the difficulty lies in that it’s the wrong question. 
Maybe it’s not about defining which generation is the greatest? 
For as difficult as it is in our culture to not compare – maybe not comparing is the beginning 
point toward understanding the response. 



 
Maybe the greatest generation is not a certain set of persons born between a given set of 
years? 
Maybe the greatest generation is about people whose hearts have been reborn – reinvigorated 
– resuscitated by a Spirit – a Spirit of the Living God which shocks hearts which are weighed 
down by heavy burdens into a more peaceful rhythm – a rhythm embodied by gentleness, 
humble hearts and rested souls – a rhythm which is lighter yet stronger than before? 
Maybe the question is not about generational greatness? 
Maybe the question is about re‐generated life?  – The kind of life lived by and lived into a higher 
calling – one from above? 
 
“To what shall I compare this generation,” asks Jesus. 
In utter frustration, he bemoans the stubbornness of hearts. 
“It is like children sitting in the market‐places and calling to one another, ‘We played the flute 
for you, and you did not dance; we wailed, and you did not mourn.’  (Matthew 11: 16‐17) 
 
What happens when we dismiss the message and the messenger? 
What happens when we ignore the one who brings this good news? 
What happens when we fail to recognize the harbinger in our midst? 
What happens when we trivialize and make irrelevant the one who fleshes out God’s love? 
 
What happens when the piper pipes and we do not hear? 
 
Life can become lost amid the din of other competing noises which clamor for our attention. 
 
There is a great story about two friends – best friends – who grew up on the plains of Kansas.  
They both had dreams.  They both had aspirations.  They both had plans. 
Upon graduation from high school one went off to college and one stayed home attending 
community college and helping out on the family farm. 
They stayed in touch. 
 
The one who went away then followed up his four years with an MBA and from there went on 
to work in a lucrative, fast paced business in New York City.  His friend often joked with him 
when they talked, “You really aren’t in Kansas anymore.” 
One conversation, the city‐slicker (an affectionate term his friend bestowed upon him) had a 
brilliant idea.  
Knowing it was a slower time in the growing season, he offered to fly his friend out to the city 
for a four day weekend on his frequent flyer miles. 
 
It was going to be great.   
 
He flew in on Friday, was met by a company car and made the trek in from LaGuardia Airport.  
He was in awe as he stepped out of the black Lincoln Towncar and looked up into the sky at the 



façade of his friend’s place of work.  It felt like Donald Trump’s Apprentice only he wasn’t being 
fired – he was being escorted in the front doors and up the elevator to the top floor offices.   
 
His friend met him as he got off the elevator and escorted him into his corner office.  The view 
was incredible.  His friend closed a few folders, hit a few buttons on his phone, turned off his 
computer, turned and said, “You ready for the weekend of your life?  Let’s go.” 
 
As they passed his administrative assistant he told her to make sure his calendar was cleared 
for the weekend and to not disturb him as he was going to show his best friend around the city 
for a weekend he would never forget.  And yet, as the elevator doors closed and they began 
their descent down toward the first floor, he knew it was going to take all his energy to calm 
the noises running around in his head… 
 
The emails he still needed to send. 
The blackberry pages he’d not responded to. 
The McMurry account he still needed to close the loop on. 
He was trying to get those sounds out of his head and focus on his friend and finding it difficult 
to focus with much attention. 
But he was trying. 
 
As they exited the front doors of the building, his friend said to him, “You hear that?” 
“Hear what?” he said. 
“C’mon you mean to tell me you don’t hear that cricket?” 
“Cricket,” he said, “Cricket?  You hear a cricket over the sound of taxis honking, hot 
dog/falafel/soft pretzel vendors hawking their wares, all these people walking up and down the 
sidewalk shouting on their cell phones…and you hear a cricket?” 
 
His friend from Kansas, turned toward the planter by the doors entrance, stooped down, parted 
the greenery, peered inside and pointed to a cricket standing in the planter dirt. 
 
Have we become so accustomed to the noise of the culture that we’ve missed the sound of the 
Lord of the Dance who calls to us to hear the music and keep the dance going forward? 
 
The dance does indeed go on from generation to generation ‐ marked not by a year of birth, 
rather by the call of the Master on their lives.  
 
From the greatest generation to the Pepsi generation to today’s generation the dance goes on. 
Together we serve… 
Together we strive… 
Together we grieve… 
Together we die… 
Together we answer the call and together we live into the future. 
 
Amen & Amen. 


