
Life's Teaching...

There is a story of an elementary teacher-Mrs.Thompson. And as she
stood in front of her 5th grade class on the very first day of school, she
told the children a lie. Like most teachers, she looked at her students
and said that she loved them all the same.

But that was impossible, because there in the front row, slumped in his
seat, was a little boy named Teddy Stoddard. Mrs. Thompson had watched
Teddy the year before and noticed that he didn't play well with the
other children, that his clothes were messy and he constantly needed a
bath. And Teddy could be unpleasant. It got to the point where Mrs.
Thompson would actually take delight in marking his papers with a broad
red pen, making bold "X's" and then putting a big "F" at the top of his
papers.At the school where Mrs. Thompson taught, she was required to
review each child's past records and she put Teddy's off until last.

However, when she reviewed his file, she was in for a surprise.
Teddy's first grade teacher wrote, "Teddy is a bright child with a ready
laugh. He does his work neatly and has good manners... he is a joy to be
around."

His second grade teacher wrote, "Teddy is an excellent student, well
liked by his classmates, but he is troubled because his mother has a
terminal illness and life at home must be a struggle."

His third grade teacher wrote, "His mother's death has been hard on him.
He tries to dp his best but his father doesn't show much interest and his
home life will soon affect him if some steps aren't taken."

Teddy's fourth grade teacher wrote, "Teddy is withdrawn and doesn't
show much interest in school. He doesn't have many friends and sometimes
sleeps in class."

By now, Mrs.Thompson realized the problem and she was ashamed of
herself. She felt even worse when her students brought her Christmas
presents,wrapped in beautiful ribbons and bright paper, except for Teddy's.
His present which was clumsily wrapped in the heavy, brown paper that he
got from a grocery bag. Mrs. Thompson took pains to open it in the middle
of the other presents. Some of the children started to laugh when she
found a rhinestone bracelet with some of the stones missing, and a
bottle that was one quarter full of perfume. But she stifled the children's
laughter when she exclaimed how pretty the bracelet was, putting it on,
and dabbing some of the perfume on her wrist.



We tried so hard to make things better for our kids that we made them worse.
For my grandchildren, I'd like better. I'd really like for them to know about hand

me down clothes and homemade ice cream and leftover meat loaf sandwiches. I
really would. Ihope you learn humility by being humiliated, and that you learn
honesty by being cheated. Ihope you learn to make your own bed and mow the lawn
and wash the car.

And I really hope nobody gives you a brand new car when you are sixteen.

It will be good If at least one time you can see puppies born and your old dog put to
sleep. I hope you get a black eye fighting for something you believe in, I hope you
have to share a bedroom with your younger brother. And it's all right if you have to
draw a line down the middle of the room, but when he wants to crawl under the
covers with you because he's scared, I hope you let him.

When you want to see a movie and your little brother wants to tag along, I hope
you'll let him. I hope you have to walk uphill to school with your friends and that
you live in a town where you can do it safely. On rainy days when you have to catch
a ride, I hope you don't ask your driver to drop you two blocks away so you won't be
seen riding with someone as uncool as your Mom. If you want a slingshot, I hope
your Dad teaches you how to make one instead of buying one.

I hope you learn to dig in the dirt and read books. When you learn to use
computers, I hope you also learn to add and subtract in your head. I hope you get
teased by your friends when you have your first crush on a girl, and when you talk
back to your mother that you learn what ivory soap tastes like.

May you skin your knee climbing a mountain, burn your hand on a stove and stick
your tongue on a frozen flagpole. I don't care if you try a beer once, but I hope you
don't like it. And if a friend offers you dope or a joint, I hope you realize he is not
your friend. I sure hope you make time to sit on a porch with your Grandpa and go
fishing your Uncle.

May you feel sorrow at a funeral and Joy during the holidays. I hope your mother
punishes you when you throw a baseball through your neighbor's window and that
she hugs you and kisses you at Christmas time when you give her a plaster mold of
your hand.

These things I wish for you - tough times and disappointment, hard work and
happiness. To me, it's the only way to appreciate life. Written with a pen.
Sealed with a kiss. I'm here for you. And if I die before you do, I'll go to heaven and
wait for you. We secure our friends, not by accepting favors,but by doing them.

'Paul Harvey
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