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“It’s your fault and the fault of other people about your age and a little older!” 

A young man about 21 years old was speaking. 

“We inherited this mess from you and others like you.” 

This young man was a Christian, a Baptist. 

“Look at the conditions this world’s in! Now we have to take over and make something out 

of it!” 

He said this with a bit of bitterness and anger as he looked me straight in the eye. I couldn’t 

help admiring him, he was a fine looking young man, he stood erect, had black hair, was of 

medium height, rather solidly built, clean and neat appearing, almost always had a smile on his 

face and his most admirable characteristic was his frankness, let the chips fall where they may. 

To top it all off, what he spoke was the truth. I felt a little uneasy, although I knew that I 

personally wasn’t responsible for the mess that the country is in today. I sort of gulped as I 

swallowed hard to defend myself. 

“Now see here,” I said, “I want you to know that in the past 24 years, I have voted 

consistently in presidential elections and only one man that I voted for got in office. President 

Eisenhower, every other man I voted for was defeated, and even Eisenhower I considered the 

lesser of two evils. Can I help it if all the presidents believed in the socialistic way of life?” 

We were discussing the deterioration of present day America, sort of a father to son talk, and 

I must admit I couldn’t say much in favor of the older people. Inflation, race riots, war, loss of 

freedom, decay of morals, the draft, sit-ins, unionism, modernism in the church, the mounting of 

the public debt, the constant increase in taxes, the increasing interference of the state in the 

personal life of its citizens, etc., etc., had all been under discussion. Now he was telling me that if 

you older people had been on your toes, we young people would have had something to look 

forward to, that is a much better life, but now we have to correct all of the evils in present day 

America and what promise does the future hold for us? It doesn’t look very encouraging. He 

believed that as a Baptist, he could get behind such men as Rev. Carl Mc Intyre and straighten 

things out. What do Protestant Reformed young men believe? What does the future hold for 

them? Better still, what do Prot. Reformed young people believe both young men and women? 

I know of no other young people in the world today who, if they understand our doctrines 

and have the spiritual vision they are better prepared to meet the future. I say this because I 

believe God gave us a prophet in the person of Rev. Herman Hoeksema who walked with us and 

led us for over forty years. I say this because forty years of history have proved the Protestant 

Reformed teachings to be scriptural and sound. I say this because we have a glorious past and a 

most promising future. I say this because I see church after church go apostate and die while we 

remain true to our calling. I say this because in our practical life marriage is still held sacred, 

membership in unions is forbidden, supervision of the Lord’s table is maintained, discipline is 

exercised, and the poor are cared for. I say this because person for person, Protestant Reformed 

people give five to six times as much as the average church member, and the department of 

Internal Revenue can hardly believe the proof they are furnished with when they question de-

ductions. I say this because those' that left us admit that they are starving for the Word of God 

while we are satisfied. Not only that, but God’s blueprint for the future, the book of Revelation, 

has been correctly interpreted for us, and we see its gradual fulfillment. How fortunate Protestant 



Reformed young people are! God has indeed blessed us and worked through us to bring glory to 

his name. Let all young Protestant Reformed people be thankful and never be ashamed of being 

Protestant Reformed. 

A short time ago, I saw my Baptist friend. He was departing for the army. We shook hands 

and I wished him good luck. 

"Good luck!,” he said, “Don’t wish me good luck, wish me God’s blessing!” I felt 

sort of silly, once again he was right. He smiled as though he had not a care in the world and 

walked away. I don’t know when I’ll see him again, or if I’ll ever see him. 

How about you? You have a greater blessing than he ever had. Do you appreciate it? Do 

you? 
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