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Springfield, VA – My initial inclination was to entitle this essay “Children of a Lesser Generation.”   I am referring, of course, to my own generation, that is, those born during or after World War II.  Thanks to our parents, and their parents, our group of Americans has enjoyed a remarkably good run. Most of our parents valued education and made considerable sacrifices to ensure that we had the opportunity to attend good schools  and to achieve sufficient learning to pursue successful careers.  In my own case, for example, neither of my parents had a college education - in fact, my father’s formal schooling ended at the third grade when he went to work delivering milk from a horse-drawn  wagon to help pay family bills -  yet, he and my mother took steps to ensure that I had the opportunity to earn not only an undergraduate degree, but two advanced degrees.   Many of my friends had similar experiences.
My generation have also been blessed in that we have lived during a period of relative peace.  Although the U.S. became involved in several conflicts in foreign countries during our lives, most of our peers were not personally directly affected.  Over 55,000 Americans died in the Vietnam War, but for most in our nation of 300 million, that war was an abstraction - particularly if one’s family had wealth and/or connections.  None of those years presented hardships to most Americans close to what was endured during the World Wars.  Nor have we had to face the horrors of conflict on our own soil (aside, of course, from 9-11), such as during the Civil War.  In short, most Americans of my generation have had it rather good.
I mention these historical facts as a background to lament our general lack of success at passing down those virtues embodied by our parents to our own children and grandchildren.   Affluence has consequences, many of which are negative.  We are seeing those now on an almost daily basis. As I write this, I am sitting outside a Starbucks just before noon watching a steady stream of customers enter - sometimes in their pajamas - to purchase a five dollar cup of coffee rather than making their own at home for perhaps one-tenth the cost.  While I do not question how others choose to spend their money, this does symbolize just how fortunate we are compared to others around the planet.   Our national wealth and peace have also affected how we raise our children.  Many youngsters now receive everything they desire, and more.  It is difficult for us “middle class types” to choose a Christmas gift for our children or grandchildren because they already have not only necessities, but everything else. Such incredible affluence has many unintended consequences, such as a softness which manifests itself in our daily lives.  An example which comes immediately to mind is the faux outrage this generation expresses when feelings are hurt upon hearing certain “trigger words.”  The “wokeness” of many Americans suggests that they have not been battle-hardened by living in the real world and is undoubtedly a predictor that they may have extreme difficulty coping with future adversity. 
While in college, I saw a sign in a gym which proclaimed, “When the going gets tough, the tough get going.”   If you have never had to scramble for essentially anything, how does one respond when anything is no longer there?  In my recent book about the Great Depression, I recount the interviews I had with many Americans who lived during that turbulent period of the 1930’s when many did not have much of anything.  Their response was to buckle up, pull together, and work doing whatever was required to survive.  This may have been the best preparation for our fighting forces to survive the dangers of the  savage world war which followed.
Recently while having lunch with a friend,  I asked what his 35-year old son is doing.  He responded, “Well, I guess he’s practicing for retirement.”  He went on to explain that this fellow is living in their basement after he quit working 18 months ago because “he was bored.”   Apparently my friend and his wife are content to feed, clothe, and provide shelter for their able-bodied son indefinitely.
So….what to do?  For starters, Americans need to do what is best for their children, and in most cases, that is to replace the silver spoon and drone life style with some very tough love.  Children need chores to learn that their daily manna does not magically appear, but must be earned. Eat dinner together while talking and listening to each other to understand how and why that food is on the table.   Instead of giving children everything they ask for, teach them to give to others less fortunate.  And if you have an adult child living in your home, give them 30 days notice.
Obviously, my prescription for turning around this societal mess is simplistic, but unless we do something soon, this nation’s future will be, I fear, very difficult.
I thought you might like to know.
E-R
P.S.   Most of the missionaries kidnapped in Haiti remain in captivity.  Their plight remains buried in our consciousness.  What is our government doing to end this outrage?

