
 
Daniel Jeremy Silver Collection Digitization Project 

Featuring collections from the Western Reserve Historical Society and 
The Jacob Rader Marcus Center of the American Jewish Archives 

 
 
  

Western Reserve Historical Society                 American Jewish Archives 
10825 East Boulevard, Cleveland, Ohio 44106 3101 Clifton Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio 45220 
(216) 721-5722                                                 (513) 487-3000 
wrhs.org                                                         AmericanJewishArchives.org 

 
MS-4850: Daniel Jeremy Silver Papers, 1972-1993. 

Series III: The Temple Tifereth-Israel, 1946-1993, undated. 
Sub-series B: Sermons, 1950-1989, undated. 

 
 

 
 
 

Reel     Box         Folder  
         49           15           870 
 
 

The Lost and Found Generation, 1967. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

WRHS 

a 



The Lost and Found Generation 
Daniel Jeremy Silver 

May 14, 1967 

Marshall McLuhan has made himself something of a cultural phenomenon 

~,ith his punditing and prophesying about our changing society and our systems of commu-

nication. His writing is opaque. Insofar as I understand his thesis it is this - that as 

still 
we have progressed from an era of type, the aura of picture to the aura of film we 

have little by little lost the distance which separated us from the scene which we observed. 

It was possible to hear the current event or to see some shot of the scene and yet to re­

main somewhat a stranger to it. It was part of your world but you were not part of it. 

It was real, but not that real to you. Today, thanks to the miracle of the telestar satellites 

news pictures are sent instantaneously across the globe. i'fve follow scenes whose conclusion 

is not known to those who are broadcasting it. Mr. McLuhan has said we can sit in our 

living rooms and see our own sons being shot in Vietnam. And lest you feel that this is 

wild prophesy, Thursday of this week I picked up a newspaper and I read a story from 

LaGrange, Georgia. A mother and father sat watching a Vietnam battle scene on tele-

vision when suddenly their son appeared on the screen. They saw him fall, a victim of 

Viet Cong booby trap. That's Landon, Mrs. A. L. Morrel sobbed, when the field around 

their son exploded before their eyes. The demilitarized zone, the back alleys of our 

cities, run right through the center of our living rooms. Reality has shattered the four 

walls of our privacy. With it or not, the world is part of our lives. None of us can 

separate himself out, draw himself off into some blackish backwater, some quiet pool 

and allow the current of history to pass him by. We are all swept along by history and 

this intrusion of reality into our lives has a profound effect upon us, but especially on 

our children. 

Many of us came alive to the world when we were 12 or 13 or 15, Our 

children are coming alive to this world at 8 or 9. Think back for a moment on your 
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own childhood. Some of you were born, as I was born, in the last years of the 1920 1s. 

Our first awareness of this world, the world outside the world of our family, came during 

the Depression. Now ,~,e know about the bread li.nes a .nd we know about the men ~,ho were 

selling apples on the street, we knew about the lockouts and the viole.nce, but ~re went to 

school each morni.ng. We played in the school yard each afternoon, Our homes were 

calm. The world was carefully kept out. The Depression was of our world, but we were 

not in that world, We read about the Depression much as we might have read about some 

ancient history, some great cataclysmic economic event in the past, some war, its long 

range implication, its meetings, its incidents, its people, its tragedy, its glory, but not 

its personal meaning. It took us a long time to realize that the economic cycle, that the 

dangers of unemployment, that the possibilities of the proletariat, would be part of our 

lives till we died, The technological revolution in communications has finally and irrevo-

cably destroyed that distance which we had as young people from our world. Our children 

no longer have it. I came into my adolescence during the second i~orld War. I knew 

of it, of course, I read about it, but it did not become my ~,ar and I did not become a part 

of it. I did not sense the maelstrom, the violence, the meaning, until I ~,as in high 

school when I saw the seniors signing up for the draft and being measured for their uni­

form. My nine-year old has already asked, Dad, if I have to go into the service which 

branch do I have the least likelihood of being killed, And that's the difference between 

what ~,as once a presumably secure, middle-class American home a .nd what we mistakenly 

to be 
believe today a secure, middle-class American home, Our children are caught up in 

the maelstrom of the world. The world is theirs, they are its. You and I have read a 

great deal of late about the so-called generational gap~ i~ell, I submit to you that the 

ge.neratio.nal gap begins in the glow of the television tube. Some have said that it begins in 

the explosion of knowledge. True, our children are taught with different techniques in 
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our schools, but if you examine what they kno,1:r it is not so different than what we knew. 

Their curriculum is not so different than ours. And some have said that the generational 

gap begins in the changing environment, the technological revolution and true, much has 

changed, but how much remains the same? 

A generational gap is a psychological, an emotional factor, not a tech­

nical, not an intellectual fact. And if the habits of our young people in the lover's lane 

are somewhat different than they ~rere a generation ago the answer, I submit, lies not Ln 

the peer, but in the child, not in the fact that there are certain securities, safeguards, 

for him, for them, that ~rere not available but that he is inside a different person than 

we were then. We were sheltered, he is of the world, He resents the sheltering. He 

wants to explore, to experiment, to kno~,, to feel, to live and we, as parents, we continue 

as if nothing has changed, we seek to protect, to build high the walls, to make sure that 

they are not exposed to the ugliness of the world, their youth is so short, we want them 

to enjoy it. We act as if Humpty Dumpty hadn't fallen off the wall, as if ~re could put the 

pieces together again, and we cannot. There's no point in beating our breasts and pulling 

our hair and rationing television to Captain Kangaroo. What the child he will see on the 

set next door, and this new world of communication, this new reality, is part of his life, 

part of the life of his peer group, he can't escape it and there's no point in our trying to 

put blinders on him because those of us who live as if the world was what it ~,as a genera­

tion ago, or seems to be, devastate our child, dissipate his energies, destroy his ability 

to relate to the world. 

I had a young person, one of your o'Wl'l, tell me not so long ago that through­

out his childhood he had the sense that he was sitting in the ballroom of an ocean liner. 

He was watching a great gala. Everybody was talking brightly and dancing up a storm and 

everyone knew that the ship was flooding, it ~,ould seen dive under the waves. He said, 
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my parents acted as if there were no war, as if there was no violence, as if there was 

no confusion to life. They danced on and when I asked to tell me, help me, help me to 

join the world, they said we don't ,1:,ant you going down into Hough to tutor or to be a re­

creation specialist, it's too dangerous. Of when I spoke to them of my wanting to know 

and to feel they spoke to me of studies and books and hand-me-down kno~.rledge, well, I 

don't ~,ant hand-me-down knowledge, second-hand knowledge, life isn't a spectator sport. 

I want to be part of the ~,orld and my parents pushed it off from me. They made me feel 

that whatever uproar was not only ugly but demonic, devilish, satanic, it was something 

to be feared. 

,~hat happens to a child who is brought up1.to feel that the world out there, 

outside the four ,,:,alls of his home, outside the green years of his suburb, is a dangerous 

world, a devilish world, an ugly world, an unredeenable world, what happens to that 

child? He quickly finds confirmation of his beliefs and he turns away from an ugly ~,orld 

he never made. He turns away from it and denies it, he seeks to live by trips within, 

by drugs, by LSD, by experimentation ~,ith all the emotions of life. He turns off the 

world, he signs out from it and becomes a member of the lost generation and the vacant 

stare, the empty look. He lives for the moment, there is no past and there is not future 

and the moment is terrifying. Trying to protect our children from the ugliness of life, 

,,:re often destroy their ability to relate to life as it is. And if the child is strong enough and 
that 

not overly sensitive he will not turn the world off. He lacks often, because of the in-

adequate training we give him in life, an ability to relate effectively to it. How many of 

these children today are Don Quixotes, crusaders with a thousand windmills, a thousand 

enemies to overcome? It mattered not ~,hat slogan is written on the plaque, but the placard 

is the thing, the protest is the all important element. They're angry ~,ith life and they 

strike out to this and to that, always against this world because they have never seen in 

their homes the example of a parent that will pick one cause, one service, one relationship, 
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one activity and stick to it. All they have heard is the grumbling, the complaint, the barrage 

of complaints against the evils of the world. There they have seen an impulsive act here and 

now, their parents going out to join some crusade, but they've heard also the rationalization 

for having turned aside, for having turned back; lacking focus, lacking an example of the 

parent who somehow walked out into the confusion, out into the bruising, out into the cold 

world and was not frightened by it and was effective in it, they flay against it ,vith might 

and mane; they fight the shadows and the enemies, the world it is and the world that they 

only assume to be and they waste their energies and destroy their young adulthood in this 

fight. But one cannot fight the world. V.Te have to join the human race even as our children 

have been made part of that race. Many adults are shackled by a training which taught us 

that life was something other than living, that life was a round of eating, working, leisure, 

sleep, eating, working, leisure, sleep, eating, working, leisure, sleep. There are no 

depths and the hope - the hope, really, was to turn off life, to get out of the mainstream, 

out of the hustle and bustle, to escape to the green fields, to the green forests, to the 

greenness of money. We lived in an unreal world and often unconsciously and out of love, 

a mistaken kind of love, we're trying to teach our children that this is the world. It's not. 

And our children are paying a terrible price for this mistraining, They know that the world 

is a fearful place. They know that they may be called upon to die in their youth, They 

know that the last sixty years have been years of confusion and violence and cruelty and 

hate beyond description. They want no part of another sixty years made of the same, They 

are tired of parents who tell them it's too ugly out there, don't get your hands dirty, don't 

get in the muck, Here I have so much I can give you, so many things I can provide for you, 

just stay out of life, stay away from the political arena, stay away from the Peace Corps, 

stay away from crusades and responsibility, mind your p's and q's, keep your hands 

clean and neat and all will be well until one day the world will open up and all of us will 

be sucked into the maw of the devil. 
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It's time, it seems to me, to recognize that if ~re ~,ant happy children and 

successful adults we don't need any more neat psychological recipes of ho~v to raise our 

children, neat formulae by which to guide the governance of our homes, because our home 

is no longer the theme, the thing, the meditn1.The world is the thing, the world is the 

medium, the world is the center of the child's life. If ~re want happy children let's create 

for them a happy world. If we want children who know ho~, to feel and ho~, to live and ho~u 

to love and ho~, to labor and how to think and how to be aware and how to be effective, 

let.!!!. think and labor and dare and go out there and find out ~,hat the world I s like. It's 

time and you and I rediscover some of the most basic teachings in our religious tradition. 

Jewish ethics begins with a simple statement that most of us push aside because we don't 

want to hear it - woe unto them that are at ease in Zion. i~oe unto them that are at ease 

in Shaker Heights or Pepper Pike or Cleveland Heights or Beachwood or South Euclid. 

Woe unto those of us who have mistaken leisure for life , existence for living. To exist 1s 

simply to labor, to eat, to work, to go to sleep. To live is to dream and to feel and to 

be aware, to be sensitive, to love, to act, to react. 

The economists are cons tant l y ta lking about the great rise in the standard 

of living in the United States in this century. I submit to you the standard of living has re­

mained constant, lo~, and rather drab. It is the standard of existence that has risen. We 

have much more, but I don't believe that we know much more about how to live, what it 

means to feel, how to accept life for ~,hat it is, to find adventure and meaning and purpose 

and fulfillment in it. rr,~oe unto those who are at ease in Zion" - woe unto us who are so 

fatted of soul that we are no longer sensitive to the real world. Woe unto us who have trans­

mitted to our children a definition of life vthlch begins with material things and speaks of 

purely physical responses and ends in a purely surface life. Woe unto those of us who 

do not know what it means to have a holy cause, who do not know what it means to dare 
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the disapproval of respectable people, what it means to reach out into the world and to 

react to the world, to share its loves and its fears, its hopes, its failures, and not to be 

frightened, not to be afraid of it, 

Judaism is a lean and spare faith. It is an urgent faith - go out, establish 

justice, seek righteousness, do the right, dare to be among the heroes of mari{ind. 'Woe 

unto them that are at ease in Zion, Our faith is a wise faith and it's a realistic faith. It 

knows that the problems of the world are many and we're not going to solve all of them. 

It's not upon us to undo all the evils of the past or to remake the world up to our own image -

yours is not the work to complete, but neither are you a free man to desist from it. ~re 

know that we cannot be messiahs, any of us, but~,e also kno~, that the wise man walks 

into life and lives and takes his child along with him. The wise man does not deny that life 

is what it is - brief, and unpredictable, there are not promises and there are no guarantees -

yet, he refuses to live life as a spectator. He refuses simply to go along from morning to 

dusk. He will determine something about his life, the path he will follow, the priorities 

that will be his, the feelings which he will dare, and he will teach his child to bare his 

soul, not to another human being but to life itself and bare his heart to emotion and to 

feeling and to greatness. 

We speak of a lost generation, The younger generation is lost because 

their parents are lost and if we are lost and they are lost we have simply lost our grip 

upon reality, our hold on the world, we've slipped out of life. We found a neat little place 

for ourselves. It's very comfortable, and we work hard to maintain that place, but it's 

not part of the world, it's off there, in a world where half the people every night go to bed 

without enough in their belly, in a world where one fourth of the people are not literate, 

in a world where we're only a push button away from war - this little world out there, =ttiat 1s 

not life, it's a dream, a mirage, and some day it can become a nightmare. 
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All that I've been trying to say to you this morning I found summed up 

in the imagery of a beautiful little poe~ written by a young Israeli and I conclude with it. 

It's called, As We Stand On The Edge of a Crag. 

As we stand on the edge of a crag 
a great wind began blowing. 
All drew back d ishe ve led 
but I, I grasped the sledgehammer, 
Preserved here from a generation past 
And began to strike the rocks 
And the wind answered 
Amen, amen. 
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Parents .Watch JV, 
See Son Hit in.Viet ··· ... 

LA GRANGE, Ga. (m - A hear if ·he were dead or alive. 
mother and father sat watch- A telegram came the next 
ing a Vietnam battle scene on day. He was seriously wound­
television when suddenly their ed. Metal fragments from the 
son appeared on the screen. booby trap had penetrated .his 
They saw him fall, victim of a abdomen and both legs. • 
Viet Cong booby trap. • That was last' week. This 

"That's Landon,'' Mrs. A. week the Morrows rec,tved a 
. Morrow sobbed as the field letter from their _son saying 1 

around ~er son exploded be- h~ had had several operations 
ore then- eyes. and was being transferred to j 

The camera cut to a close- a hospital in apan. 
p of the soldier. The Mor- Morrow arrived in Vietnam 
ow~ were not mistaken. The on Dec. 29, his 20th birthday. 
oldier was Spec. 4 A. L. Mor- He has a month-old daughter • 
ow Jr. he has never seen. 
The M or r o w s and their -----------­

on's wife, Mary, waite<I,• to 
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