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Dear Gramps, 

I really enjoyed your letter in the June-July issue of the Beacon Lights. It’s easy for us 

young people to forget that you are sincerely concerned about us. And that’s exactly the point of 

this letter. I was asked to write an article for the Beacon Lights on the topic: “How Young People 

View Old People.” So, I hope you won’t mind if I address this article to you (since you are one 

of my favorite oldsters). 

I personally don’t like the label "old people". It's such a relative distinction to make. How 

old is old? Some people 70 years old can seem so young. I prefer to use the comparative degree 

and make it “older people". Young people are surrounded by older people. First of course, there's 

good o’le Mom and Dad or as some young people put it “my old lady and my old man." Already 

we have a marked difference in the attitude of young people toward their elders. 

Then there are the teachers who have such a tremendous bearing upon our lives. For 13 

years or more they attempt to guide us in the ways in which we should walk. They have 

struggled patiently to help us grow up into (as you put it so nicely) “mature, decision-making 

citizens, future fathers and mothers, feet-on-the-ground politicians and statesmen, preachers, 

teachers, lawyers, doctors, merchants, and chiefs." Permit me to summarize, Gramps. They want 

us to become God-fearing older people who will just as they have, continue to hold fast to the 

truth of God’s Word and instruct our covenant seed in that Truth. 

Finally, there’s you and Gram and a multitude of other older people with whom we come 

in contact every day of our lives—our boss, our minister, the policeman who pulls us over, the 

customer who gives us a hard time. Think back, Gramps. Why do we feel surrounded and 

restricted at times by older people? Of course, fundamentally we must confess that it is because 

of our evil depraved natures. We are rebellious by nature. And somehow older people always 

bring to our minds the word authority. And rightly so. By nature we don't like authority. We 

don't like magistrates, employers, teachers, elders, and parents ruling over us. But there's more, 

right Gramps? We don’t like God ruling over us. It's not really a gap between generations. It's the 

chasm of Sin! 

Thus the conflict between young and older has developed from the time of the first 

oldsters, Adam and Eve. Essentially things haven’t changed, have they Gramps? Admit it, you 

tried to pull things over on your parents too. Oh! Don't get me wrong. Things are getting worse. 

This world’s cup of iniquity is getting fuller and fuller. Thus, children and young people are 

getting more and more rebellious. 

What’s the answer Gramps? Who could possibly put it better than the inspired writer of 

Proverbs 22:6? “Train up a child in the way he should go: and when he is old, he will not depart 

from it." Especially during the early years of our life we need training. Instruct us diligently. 

Punish us when we need it. But when we are “older" show us that you trust us. If you truly 

believe that you have instructed us in the fear of the Lord, then show that you believe in us as 

covenant seed. Don't get me wrong. Sometimes we young people don't deserve to be trusted. 

Sometimes we rebel against your wisdom and guidance. All we can ask is that you do your best. 

We know you’re not perfect either. Even you, Gramps, make mistakes. You too are sometimes 

hypocritical, tell us one thing and do the opposite yourself. Aren’t we all so sinful? I’m sure you 

realize that even more vividly than I do. What a great God we have! “O the depth of the riches 



both of the wisdom and knowledge of God!" 

I better be careful. Not only you older folks can be accused of rambling. As each year 

passes, more and more we are able to see things from the point of view of older people. I guess 

that’s obvious because each year we are nearer the time when we will be called an old person 

ourselves. But it's true nevertheless. Life begins to look shorter. We begin to understand that our 

whole life here on earth is but a wisp of smoke in comparison with the glorious life that awaits us 

in glory. More and more we understand that parents aren't trying to be cruel tyrants, that teachers 

aren’t purposely mean, that older people aren't really ignorant of how things are today. More and 

more we are led to cry—O Lord, "Remember not the sins of my youth!” 

Well, I have to sign off now. So you see, Gramps, deep down we love you. Deep down 

we don’t even think you’re an old fogey, even if you did listen to KDKA, Pittsburg. 

Your loving grandson, Jack 

P.S. Say hello to Gram for me. 
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