
 

 

ENGLISH: WHOSE REALITY 
 
Ignorant oldies – I can’t imagine Y  
 
 
Sure, all of the middle-aged population are a little grumpy about economic downturns and flu 
pandemics, but since when did the denigration of 4.5 million Australians become the nation’s way of 
stress relief?  
 
I’m referring to the recent surge of ‘Gen Y hate’ oozing from every fourth media article. They’ve got 
us branded like a bunch of narcissistic, obnoxious brats. Heck, if some middle-aged codger burnt 
his toast this morning he’d probably find a way to blame it on the ‘juvenile’ generation.  
 
Articles like “Distracted Gen Y drivers ”, “Gen Y wastes 58Bn a year”, “Our lazy Gen Y” and a 
personal favourite stating the dangers of “Gen Y putting fun first” have got me infuriated as not only 
are they subjective and untrue, but they undermine the very essence of what being young and free 
is supposed to be about.  
 
Being an aging citizen is not an excuse for being ignorant. The ‘baby boomers’ and Gen X’s of the 
world seem to have completely forgotten what it is like to be young. As their brain cells die in their 
millions, these oldies have created an idealistic view on how youths of today ‘should’ behave. Just 
because we’re out having fun while the rest of the nation wallows in self pity isn’t a cause for this 
slew of denigration and ridiculous stereotyping.  
 
Some say Generation Y began in 1978, other say 1982. I guess the people within those four years 
get to make a choice. With the current climate of attitude toward Gen Y’s I wouldn’t be surprised if 
they champion themselves as Gen X’s through and through.  
 
It seems that we’re too ‘edgy’ for the rest of a conservative Australia. They say we’re too narcissistic 
for our own good. We’re too reliant on others. We’re too irresponsible for putting fun first. What!? 
Since when was growing up not meant to be fun? I’m sorry to disappoint the toast-burning middle-
aged members of society, but there is a time in one’s life – which they’ve completely forgotten about 
– that is purely meant to be about experience and enjoyment.  
 
I’ll agree. Gen Y is a generation like no other. We’ve got Facebook and MTV. We walk around in 
fluoro tops and tight jeans. We have our iPods blaring on train trips as we simultaneously catch up 
with friends on mobile. But who said all of this was a bad thing? We’re simply embracing our youth 
and the world we find ourselves in.  
 
What’s limiting the views of these oldies is just subjective, and hypocritical, stereotyping.  
 
I could throw facts at you that almost a third of Gen Y do volunteer work – compared to the 17% of 
Gen X’s in 1995 - or the trends showing that Gen Y has the lowest rates of racism and homophobia. 
Of course, you would have never heard of such things, as these days rarely anything of a positive 
nature about us makes it to the newspapers. In their bliss of ignorance, the oldies of the world have 
taken bits and pieces of Gen Y and formulated some ridiculous and highly subjective view on how 
we all supposedly act. Suddenly everyone born after 1980 is a spoiled, indolent brat who isn’t 
expected to leave the family home until the age of 34.  
 
Yet from where I’m standing, there’s nothing that differentiates us from generations of the past.  
 
All these ‘bits and pieces’ which form societies’ ridiculous views on adolescents are present in every 
generation. Each age-group has slackers and activists, kind people and downright criminals. This is 
why age based generalisations are useless and show nothing but people’s ability to be blindingly 
subjective.  
  



 

 

The only logical conclusion to this developed stigma and stereotyping toward Gen Y is that the 
middle aged population have forgotten just how rebellious they themselves were as kids. Or 
perhaps they never saw themselves as rebellious. Perhaps, like us Gen Y’s, they used to think that 
growing up wasn’t a crime.   
 
 My parents have done quite a good job at feigning the innocence of their past, but despite being in 
the ‘young’ generation, I wasn’t born yesterday. My mother wasn’t always the cook-clean-stay-at-
home person who embodies your typical fifty-year old parent, nor was my father born in a business 
tie and suit. But I’ve seen photos and heard about snippets of the past. The 60’s were crazy times 
for Perth, the whole of Australia for that matter. They sit there and mock us now, but back in those 
days my parents were rowdy, partying alcoholics, sporting edgy haircuts and pink dyed t-shirts, 
caring more about having fun than the state of things. Sound familiar? It seems that times don’t 
change too much, just people do. 
 
Sadly, this means that Gen Y and the world are never going to see eye-to-eye. Fifty years is just too 
large a gap to overcome. Try as they might, the oldies are never going to understand what it is like 
to be young again and are bound to be hypocritical.  
 
With this in mind, however, they should just keep their spiteful opinions to themselves. Just because 
us youths are viewed differently it doesn’t give people the right to stereotype and denigrate. I 
implore these 18-something million other Australians to remember that there is only a one-sided 
truth to their views. Our time to be ‘grown up’, and responsible and boring will come. For now, just 
let us be without ridiculous generalisations that prove absolutely nothing.  
 
The next time some twenty year old walks on the train with music blaring, interrupting some oldies’ 
reading of the morning newspaper, I implore the aforementioned oldie to stop and think for a 
moment. I’m sure they themselves weren’t the perfect citizen they demand we have to be.  
 
So they either accept the fact that blasting our ear drums is our personal choice, or they keep their 
mouths shut and move to another carriage.  
 
I just hope that in another fifty years, when the ‘edgy’ Gen Y image is long gone, our own generation 
has learnt  that it is not just times that change, but our supposedly ‘correct’ views too.  
 
Reflective Commentary: 
 
The prompt inspired me to consider how “portraiture is a highly subjective endeavour” in the context 
of how we generalise and stereotype the generations in today’s society. The opinion article I wrote 
explores how the ‘Generation Y’ are viewed differently by various age groups simply because they 
find themselves at different stages in their life. Despite believing in their own ‘truthful story’, simple 
factors of time and age have meant that people view age-groups differently.  
 
The opinion article I wrote particularly explores how ‘faltering memory’ can alter the subjective views 
we have on others – in this context I explored how older generations had mostly ‘forgotten’ their own 
youths and hence they were critical and misunderstanding of the ‘Generation Y’. 
 
This links to several of the major themes in Shark Net as the text parallels Drewe’s childhood and 
adolescent views with that of his parents. In the text, Drewe recounts how he was purposefully 
trying to cultivate a “rebellious teenage image” but his parents dampened his efforts to integrate into 
the strange Perth society. While Robert was innocent in his views of Perth society, his parents were 
wary of Robert associating with what they saw as “juvenile delinquents”. Similarly, Robert was also 
discovering snippets of his parent’s past. We gain a sense that Robert’s mother was dominated by 
her “Dot” persona of the present, with her instinctive motherly views, while the carefree “Dorothy” 
(Presumably the persona who retained less critical and ‘youthful views’) was fading. 
  



 

 

My piece is written as a persuasive article to try and best explore the subjective nature of 
perceptions. Just like Robert was constrained by his parents in cultivating his ‘teenage image’, many 
people are wary of the emerging “Gen Y”. I deliberately try to not only show the subjective views 
that the middle-aged people have over Generation Y, but perhaps the subjective nature of my own 
view of the “oldies” which is supposedly a ‘truthful story’.  
 
In order to portray the hypocritical nature of old people’s views I am to highlight the ethos of today’s 
youths and then juxtapose this with the childhood of older generations, highlighting how they’re 
remarkably similar. My argumentative and critical view of ‘oldies’ is maintained to also allow the 
reader to agree just how subjective old people can be. I have written the piece as a modern day 
article in the West Australian which allows me to reflect on the childhoods of my ‘parents’ who were 
in a similar generation as Drewe’s.  
 
This piece would be suitable for any audience concerned with such generational issues, as it is 
enlightening in the how ‘memory’ and time affects subjectivity.   
 
It also seems that there is some underlying message that Drewe’s efforts to “tell a truthful story” are 
somewhat vain.  
 
Just as the Gen Y issue shows, it is somewhat inevitable that an altered sense of memory and 
perception will subjectify our views. This of course is surmised in the piece as it is “doubt(ful)” Gen Y 
and older generations will ever see eye to eye.   


