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  DEDICATION



To those who will one day tune themselves to A440,
and who will “Dare to Lead!” the practice of Independence.






  
  Epigraph


“Liberty is a note struck once; 
Independence is the melody each generation must hear and learn to play.”
~Michael J Gallucci






  
  Preface



There are books that map the world from above, and books that describe it from within. This one is the latter. It is not written from the balcony of theory or the distance of academic analysis, but from the ground level — from the lived experience of someone who came of age in 1970, in the middle of an awakening that promised to remake America.
In 1967, Joseph A. Mussulman published Music in the Cultured Generation, a landmark study of how music shaped the American mind between 1870 and 1900. Mussulman showed that music is never just entertainment. It is a civic force, a cultural mirror, a social catalyst. He traced how songs carried the aspirations, anxieties, and contradictions of a nation struggling toward modernity. But his work stopped short of the era that shaped me. He never reached the civil rights movement, the women’s movement, the anti‑war movement, or the counterculture. He never reached the music that raised my generation, challenged our conscience, and called us to a more perfect union.
This book picks up where Mussulman left off.
I also owe a debt to William Strauss and Neil Howe, whose generational theory offered a language for understanding the cycles of American life. Their work helped me recognize my own place in the Prophet generation — a cohort born into postwar promise, awakened by the music and movements of the 1960s, and now entering elderhood in a time of national crisis. But Strauss and Howe wrote from the altitude of theory. They mapped the archetypes, but they did not explore the cultural forces — especially the music — that shaped those archetypes from within. They described the Prophet generation; they did not describe what it felt like to be one.
This book attempts to fill that gap.
But the deeper truth — the one I did not understand until much later — is that my generation stepped onto a stage already cracked. The fracture in the Liberty Bell, the flaw in our founding, was not just a historical curiosity. It was the first symbol of the fragility of independence. And the cracked record that carried the soundtrack of our youth was its cultural echo — a parallel fracture that reminded us that the melody of liberty was always vulnerable.
We believed we could heal both.
And for a moment in time, we succeeded.
The civil rights movement narrowed the crack.
The women’s movement widened the promise.
The anti‑war movement exposed the cost of conscience.
The music — our music — carried us across the broken places.
But as the years turned and the music softened, the fractures widened again — faster than our willingness, or our strength, to hold them together. In the end, we were not undone by ideology, but by the quiet, universal fragility of human nature. And in that widening space, we became a generation swallowed by the very cracks we once tried to mend.
I write not as a theorist or historian, but as someone who lived the awakening, served through the unraveling, and now watches the crisis unfold. This is the boots‑on‑the‑ground account of what the Prophet generation believed, what we abandoned, and what the music reveals about our unfinished work.
The music of my youth — the folk hymns of the civil rights era, the anthems of the anti‑war movement, the cries for liberation from women and men who refused to be silent — was not background noise. It was the moral fire of a generation. It told us who we were supposed to be. It called us to conscience. It demanded that we build a more perfect union.
And yet, somewhere between the awakening and adulthood, something broke.
The generation that sang for liberty became the generation that privatized it.
The generation that marched for justice became, in time, a generation that learned to wield justice as a weapon — not always against oppression, but often against one another.
The generation that demanded transformation became the generation that settled for personal gain.
The music did not fail us.
We failed the music.
This book is an attempt to understand how that happened — how a generation that believed it could change the world became, in Don McLean’s haunting words, “a generation lost in space, with no time to start again.” It is a reckoning with the aspirations we carried, the fractures we deepened, and the America we left to the generations that followed.
It is also, in its own way, a confession.
Because I was there.
I heard the music.
I believed the promise.
And I lived long enough to see how far we fell short.
This is the story of that journey — what it did for me, and what it did to me. It is the story of a generation that sang for liberty, marched for justice, demanded a more perfect union — and then turned inward, leaving behind a nation still waiting for the awakening we promised.
If this book has a purpose, it is simple:
To understand the music that shaped us.
To confront the awakening we had abandoned.
And to ask whether there is still time to start again.






  
  Author's Note



I began this book knowing only that my generation once held the world in its hands and that our music was consequential in shaping who we became. What I had yet to understand was the depth of its influence — how profoundly it touched the practice of our inalienable rights and how directly it challenged us to pursue a more perfect union. That discovery unfolded as I wrote.
Our music was more than a soundtrack. It was a response to the calling of our Founding Fathers — but in a very different set of notes. It was our declaration, our moral compass, our way of practicing the independence we inherited. Some will say — many may say — that I have overstated its impact or overplayed its role in our generational development. But I believe history will cast a different shadow.
And if history is to judge us fairly, then we must first judge ourselves honestly. We must face our shortcomings and relinquish the power we have so tightly — and often greedily — held, so that the next generation may soar past the fragile space we only touched. That is not surrender; it is the final act of stewardship.
If this book reveals anything, it is that the melody we carried mattered more than we knew, and its echo may yet matter to those who follow. My hope is that the next generation will hear what we once heard, tune themselves to A440, and dare to lead the practice of independence we only began.






  
  INTRODUCTION


No generation in America’s history since the Founders has been more inspiring, more controversial, or more contradictory than the Baby Boomers. The Founders built the framework for self‑governance and declared the inalienable rights of life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness. Every generation that followed worked within that framework — defending those rights, protecting the structure that made them possible, and preserving the parameters of the American experiment.
But the Baby Boomers did something no generation before them attempted. They stepped outside the inherited boundaries to examine, question, and challenge the society they were given. They sought not merely to defend the inalienable rights of the Founders, but to practice them — to test their elasticity, to stretch their meaning, to live in the connective tissue of the word “and” between life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.
This does not make the Boomers better than any previous generation. It simply makes them different — the first generation to inhabit the pursuit itself rather than simply protect it. Their effort was noble. Their contradictions were inevitable. In this way, the Boomers mirrored the Founders: visionary in aspiration, human in execution.
This book traces the evolution, the revolution, and the eventual demolition of that generational arc — and it does so by placing music at the center of the story. Throughout history, the beat of music has rallied people. Every generation finds its own tuning note — its own A440 — the tone that resonates with its moment. In America, no sound carried more civic imagination than the music of the Boomers.
In the musical world, A440 is the single pitch to which every instrument tunes. It does not erase individuality; it enables harmony. So it was with the music of the Boomers: rebellious, searching, expansive, urging the country to stretch the meaning of the rights the Founders declared. Their contradictions became their legacy, and their music became the record of a generation that reached farther than it could hold — capturing what they achieved, what slipped through their hands, and the long shadow that both haunted them and fell across the generations that followed.
I was born in 1952, in the middle of a nation that believed it was on the cusp of something extraordinary. America had emerged from the Second World War with confidence, purpose, and a sense of moral clarity. We were the children of victory, the heirs of prosperity, the generation raised to believe that the world could be remade — and that we were the ones destined to remake it.
By the time I came of age in 1970, the world felt electric with possibility and trembling on the edge of collapse. The Vietnam War raged overseas while civil unrest exploded at home — protests in the streets, clashes on college campuses, cities burning, families divided across dinner tables. The civil rights movement confronted the nation’s original sin with courage and blood, while the women’s movement demanded a long‑denied equality.
At the same time, Washington was promising the stars — literally — as the
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