Profoundities – Children’s Funnies

Kids’ advice to kids: “Never trust a dog to watch your food.” -- Patrick, age 10.  “When your dad is mad and asks you, ‘Do I look stupid?’ don’t answer him.” -- Paul, 8.  “Never tell your mom her diet’s not working.” -- Michael, 14.  “Don’t pull Dad’s finger when he tells you to.” -- Emily, 10.  “When your mom is mad at your dad, don’t let her brush your hair.” -- Taylia, 11.  “If you want a kitten, start out by asking for a horse.” -- Naomi, 15.  “When you get a bad grade in school, show it to your mom when she’s on the phone.” -- Alicia, 13.  “Never try to baptize a cat.” -- Eileen, 8.  “Never allow your 3-year-old brother in the same room as your school assignment.” -- Traci, 14.  “Puppies still have bad breath even after eating a Tic-Tac.” -- Andrew, 9.  “Never hold a Dust Buster and a cat at the same time.” -- Kyoyo, 9.  “You can’t hide a piece of broccoli in a glass of milk.” -- Armir, 9. “Don’t wear polka-dot underwear under white shorts.”-- Kellie, 11.  “Felt markers are not good to use as lipstick.” -- Lauren, 9. “Don’t pick on your sister when she’s holding a baseball bat.”  -- Joel, 10. (Rocky Mountain News)

A city boy was being led through the swamps of Louisiana by his cousin. “Is it true an alligator won’t attack you if you carry a flashlight?” he asked. “Depends,” smirked the cousin, “on how fast you carry the flashlight.” (Rocky Mountain News)

Soon after her brother was born, little Sachi began to ask her parents to leave her alone with the new baby. They worried that like most four-year-olds, she might feel jealous and want to hit or shake him, so they said no. But she showed no signs of jealousy. She treated the baby with kindness and her pleas to be left alone with him became more urgent.  They decided to allow it. Elated, she went into the baby’s room, shut the door, but it opened a crack -- enough for her curious parents to peek in and listen. They saw little Sachi walk quietly up to her baby brother, put her face close to his and say quietly, “Baby, tell me what God feels like. I’m starting to forget.” (Dan Millman, in Chicken Soup for the Soul)
Boarding a railroad train, the Rev. H. John Murchie , Baptist minister, noted a small boy sitting alone. Taking a nearby seat, the minister asked: “Aren’t you afraid, traveling alone like this?” “Oh, no,” replied the boy, “my father is driving.” (United Press International) 
Dad: “Zoe, Mommy and I have noticed that you’re using a lot of band-aids lately.” Zoe: “Thanks.” Dad: “No, what I mean is, we think you’re using too many band-aids.” Zoe: “Oh.” Dad: “They need to be saved for the times when you really get hurt. What are those for?” Zoe: “You hurt my feelings.” (Rick Kirkman & Jerry Scott, in Baby Blues comic strip)
A little boy was overheard talking to himself as he strode through his back yard, baseball cap in place and toting ball and bat. “I’m the greatest baseball player in the world,” he said proudly. Then he tossed the ball in the air, swung and missed. Undaunted, he picked up the ball, threw it into the air and said to himself, “I’m the greatest player ever!” He swung at the ball again, and again he missed. He paused a moment to examine bat and ball carefully. Then once again he threw the ball into the air and said, “I’m the greatest baseball player who ever lived.” He swung the bat hard and again missed the ball. “Wow!” he exclaimed. “What a pitcher!” (Robert Schuller, in Life Changers)
I was tossing balls to my seven-year-old son so that he could practice his hitting.  When he complained that the vibrations of his aluminum bat were stinging his hands. I suggested we get him a new one. He agreed, then said, “You know, Dad, they’re making them out of wood now.” (Jim Whitright, in Reader’s Digest)

At the beach, my younger brother and two cousins were building castles, moats and network of tunnels. Finally my cousin Scott, apparently tiring of his labors, said to the other two, “Now let’s play urban renewal and knock ‘em all down.” (William D. Kimball)
Dolly says to her Mom in the bookstore: “Audio books are no good for bedtime. They don’t tuck us in and kiss us goodnight. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Jeffy: “Daddy’s home from his trip!” Daddy: “Sorry, guys, I didn’t have time to bring you anything.” Jeffy: “Yes you did, Daddy! You brought us you!” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

During Drug Awareness Days at my school, we evaluated our self-esteem by answering questions such as “If you could be a car, what kind of car would you be?” Most students gave pat answers: “A Porsche, because we both run fast” or “A Mustang, because we’re both good-looking.” But Khang, a Vietnamese student, thought for a second, then answered, “A Hyundai.” Unclear as to what was so special about that make of car, our teacher asked him to explain. “Because,” Khang replied with a smile, “we’re both Asian imports.” (Shawn Gilbreath, in Reader’s Digest)

Dennis says to his friend: “No wonder cats have nine lives. They spend eight of them sleeping.” (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis The Menace comic strip)

Mom: “Quit fooling around, Heart. We have to leave for church in five minutes. Go put something nice on.” Heart: “God doesn’t care what I’m wearing. He’s just happy to see me. God’s pretty cool that way.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)

Billy says to Dolly: “Instead of a heart, I drew a circle. A heart can be broken, but a circle goes on forever.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Now that my cold is gone, I’m making up for lost hugs. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

During a phone conversation with my daughter Carolleigh, a freshman at the University of Georgia, I asked how she was enjoying college life.  Her response was a detailed description of fraternity parties, sorority functions, terrific football games and off-campus club activities. I quickly told her that too much partying could lead to flunking out and that she had better hit the books. “Mother,” she replied in that tone only a daughter can achieve, “do you really think I’d flunk out and miss all this fun?”(Lesta Smith, in Reader’s Digest)

A preacher put this question to a class of children: “If all the good people in the world were red and all the bad people were green, what color would you be?” Little Linda Jean thought mightily for a moment. Then her face brightened and she replied: “Reverend, I’d be streaky!” (Ernest Kurtz, in The Spirituality of Imperfection) 

A young Communist girl once came to Dr. George Hedley, a college professor working with labor groups. She gave him the usual Communist line, saying that she didn’t believe in God. “What kind of a God don’t you believe in?” Hedley asked. It turned out that she didn’t think there was a grandfatherly gentleman sitting on a throne in the skies. “Do you think the universe makes sense?” he asked the girl. “Do you think that effect follows cause regularly enough so we can count on it?” She had to admit she did -- or abandon the whole Marxists philosophy. “Does it seem to you,” the questioner continued, “that this kind of sensible universe may have been planned and set going by a conscious intelligence?” “It must have been,” said the girl. “Well, then,” concluded Dr. Hedley, “if you are confident of that, you are much surer of your belief in God than a lot of clergyman and professors I know!” (A Synoptic Study of Unity)

One child says to the other: “My dad doesn’t really cook, but he heats up a lot.” (Gail Machlis, in Quality Time comic strip)
A small boy at summer camp received a large package of cookies in the mail from his mother. He ate a few, then placed the remainder under his bed. The next day, after lunch, he went to his tent to get a cookie. The box was gone. That afternoon a camp counselor, who had been told of the theft, saw another boy sitting behind a tree eating the stolen cookies. “That young man,” he said to himself, “must be taught not to steal.” He returned to the group and sought out the boy whose cookies had been stolen. “Billy,” he said, “I know who stole your cookies. Will you help me teach him a lesson?” “Well, yes--but aren’t you going to punish him?” asked the puzzled boy. “No, that would only make him resent and hate you,” the counselor explained. “No, I want you to call your mother and ask her to send you another box of cookies.” The boy did as the counselor asked and a few days later received another box of cookies in the mail. “Now,” said the counselor, “the boy who stole your cookies is down by the lake. Go down there and share your cookies with him.” “But,” protested the boy, “he’s a thief.” “I know. But try it--see what happens.” Half an hour later the camp counselor saw the two come up the hill, arm in arm. The boy who had stolen the cookies was earnestly trying to get the other to accept his jackknife in payment for the stolen cookies, and the victim was just as earnestly refusing the gift from his new friend, saying that a few old cookies weren’t that important anyway. (Bits & Pieces)

A kindergarten teacher was giving a lesson on the shape of things. She asked for examples of cubes.  Each child in turn named something shaped like a cube--a box, a block, an ice cube, and so on.  Eventually the class ran out of ideas, the last one mentioned being a half pound of butter. “That’s fine,” said the teacher, “now let’s have one more.” The class was silent, apparently having exhausted its originality, until finally one little boy, who hadn’t thought of anything up to then, raised his hand. “The other half of that pound of butter,” he offered. (Bits & Pieces)

Talented in friendliness, a homely young Indian student on crutches won many scholastic honors and the respect of his classmates. One day a classmate asked the cause of his deformity. When the fellow answered “infantile paralysis,” the friend questioned further. With such a misfortune, how could he face the world? “Oh,” the boy replied with a smile, “the disease never touched my heart.” (Rajendra K. Saboo)

A man stopped to watch a Little League baseball game. He asked one of the youngsters what the score was. “We’re behind eighteen to nothing,” was the answer. “Well,” said the man, “I must say you don’t look discouraged.” “Discouraged?” the boy said, puzzled. “Why should we be discouraged? We haven’t come to bat yet.” (Bits & Pieces)

Grandpa: “Nelson, I’ve told you before not to draw on my head while I’m asleep.” Nelson: “Sorry.” Grandpa: “You know you need to be punished, don’t you?” Nelson: “Yeah.” Grandpa: “So, what do you think we should do about it?” Nelson: “I think we ought to forget all about it and see if it ever happens again.” (Brian Crane, in Pickles comic strip)
A little girl was sitting on the floor furiously drawing a picture with colored crayons on a big sheet of cardboard. Her mother asked her what she was doing. “I am drawing a picture of God,” said the little one. The mother was shocked at this and said, “But nobody knows how God looks.” The little girl wet her crayon in her mouth and dashed it again at the paper, saying, “They will when I get through.” (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity, p. 10)
Dolly: “The eraser is just a tiny part of a pencil ‘cause you’re not s’posed to make many mistakes.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Math teacher: “You have ten fingers. Suppose you had three less. What would you have?” Johnny: “No music lessons.” (Jeannette Fidell, in Jokes, Jokes, Jokes, p. 111)

A first grader had an explanation for the fire at his school. “I knew it was going to happen,” he told his parents, “because we’ve been practicing for it all year.” (Bits & Pieces)
My nine-year-old son, learning that I planned to go fishing the following day, asked to go along. When I replied that he would have to be ready by 5 a.m., he seemed discouraged, and nothing more was said.  I was tiptoeing out the door with my fishing gear at 5 o’clock the next morning when I realized that the line of my reel was caught on something. I followed the line through the kitchen and down the hall to my son’s bedroom--where I found the end of the line tied to his toe. You bet he went fishing. (Jack Phillips, in Reader’s Digest)  

The math teacher asked, “If there were four flies on a table and you killed one, how many would be left?” A bright youngster answered, “There would be only one -- the dead one.” (Jeannette Fidell, in Jokes, Jokes, Jokes, p. 111)

After my first child, Kate, was born, I returned to work as the business manager of a TV station. When my second daughter, Kelly, arrived three years later, life just got too complicated. I tried to juggle job and family, and finally decided to put my career on hold. Giving up a good position was a hard decision. But everything came into perspective on my last day at the office. A bouquet of flowers arrived with a card in my husband’s handwriting: “We’re so glad you’re coming to work for us--Love, Kate and Kelly.” (Carol K. Stephenson, in Reader’s Digest)

Heart: “Mom, do you ever wish I was one of those genius kids? You know, with the really high I.Q.s who graduate from college before they’re ten?” Mom: “Heck, I just wish you could remember to hang up the towel after your bath.” Heart: “Look for a happy kid and you’ll find a mother with low expectations.” (Mark Tatulli)
Only child Heath was always carefully guarded against germs. The telephone was sprayed daily. Cups and drinking glasses, as well as plates and other dishes, were carefully sterilized. And of course the youngster was not allowed even to go near a public drinking fountain.  One evening he said, in a tone of desperation, “Daddy, do you know what I’m going to do when I grow up?” Then he added, “I’m going to eat a germ!” (Margaret Wilcox, in Catholic Digest)

Yesterday’s the past, tomorrow’s the future, but today is a GIFT.  That’s why it’s called the present. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

He was just a little lad, and on a bright Sunday was wandering home from Sunday School, and dawdling on his way. He scuffed his shoes into the grass; he found a caterpillar, he found a fluffy milkweed pod and blew out all the “filler.” A bird’s nest in the tree over head, so wisely placed and high, was just another wonder that caught his eager eye. A neighbor watched his zig-zag course and hailed him from the lawn, asked where he had been that day and what was going on. “Oh, I’ve been to Sunday school.” He carefully turned the sod and found a snail beneath it. “I’ve learned a lot about God.” “Mmm, a very fine way,” the neighbor said, “for a boy to spend his time. If you’ll tell me where God is, I’ll give you a brand new dime.” Quick as a flash his answer came, nor were his accents faint, “I’ll give you a dollar, Mister, if you’ll tell me where God ain’t.” (A Synoptic Study of the Teachings of Unity, p. 10)

In describing some of the remembered hardships of his youth to his eight-year-old son, the middle-aged father lamented, “Why, we had to milk cows every morning, ride a horse to school or walk a mile through the snow.” The wide-eyed youngster looked up at his dad and sighed, “Gee, Dad, you had all the fun!” (Quoted by Herm Albright in Beech grove, Ind., Perry Weekly)
When I told my grandson that we are here in the world to help others he asked, “What are the others here for?” (Mrs. H. Priday, in Catholic Digest)

Mom: “Here you go, cheese crackers and chocolate milk!” Boy: “Home is where they serve you exactly what you want without having to ask for it.” (Steve Breen, in Grand Avenue comic strip)
One sweltering day, I was scooping ice cream into cones and told my four children they could “buy” a cone from me for a hug. Almost immediately, the kids lined up to make their purchases.  The three youngest each gave me a quick hug, grabbed their cones and raced back outside. But when my teen-age son at the end of the line finally got his turn to “buy” his ice cream, he gave two hugs. “Keep the change,” he said with a smile. (Nancy Gallets, in Reader’s Digest)
Dennis says to another boy: “My Grandpa says you learn most everything after you think you know it all.” (Hank Ketcham, in Dennis The Menace comic strip)

Our 15-year-old son, the youngest child, is beginning to show signs of wanting to leave the nest. When he chose to be with his friends rather than go on a family outing, I jokingly told him that I wasn’t ready to cut the umbilical cord just yet.  “Mom, get with it,” he replied. “I’m cordless.” (Pat Williams, in Reader’s Digest)

A small boy, confined to the house one rainy Sunday afternoon, became somewhat of a pest to his father who wanted to take a nap. “Go away, son. Daddy’s sleepy,” he said. “Find something to play with.” “Like what?” “Anything.” “There isn’t anything,” the boy complained.  Whereupon his father rose from his couch and turned to the Sunday paper. Finding a large map of the world printed on one of the pages, he got a scissors and cut it out. Then he cut it into a good many irregular shapes like a jigsaw puzzle. “See if you can put that together. And don’t disturb me until you’re finished.” He turned over on his couch, thinking that would keep the boy occupied for at least an hour. But ten minutes later the lad was tugging at his father’s shoulder. “Don’t tell me you’re finished already?” he said. The boy nodded. His father went to investigate and couldn’t believe what he saw. Every piece of the map of the world had been fitted together perfectly. “How could you do that so soon?” his father asked. “It was easy, Daddy. There was a picture of a man on the other side and when I got him together right, the world was right.” (Bits & Pieces)

W. Clement Stone, founder of Combined Insurance, was a poor boy who started peddling newspapers on the streets of Chicago when he was six. The bigger boys tried to keep him out of their territories, so he tried selling his papers inside Hoelle’s Restaurant.  Stone’s persistence taught him a valuable lesson. Stone said, “I learned that if I couldn’t solve a problem one way, I could another.” (Joe Griffith, in Speaker’s Library of Business, p. 276)
Mom: “I’m trying to decide what to have when our Pastor is here for dinner.” Dolly: “I think he likes daily bread.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

In a speech at Sarah Lawrence College, actor Paul Newman told a story about his Hole in the Wall Gang Camp for children with catastrophic diseases: A counselor was talking about God with an eight-year-old boy. The boy said he wasn’t very conversant with God, but he did know a little about physics. It fascinated him that, in the expanding universe, whatever force you exert in one direction is precisely what comes back from another. The counselor said he was glad that the camp was different than the rest of the universe because he got back a good deal more than he put into it. The kid wrestled with that one awhile and said, “Well, maybe that’s God.” (Reader’s Digest)
Some years ago a small boy about ten years old entered a restaurant and sat at the counter. The waitress went over and put a glass of water in front of him. “How much is an ice cream sundae?” he asked. “Fifty cents,” replied the waitress. The little fellow pulled his hand out of his pocket and studied a number of coins clutched in it. “How much is a dish of plain ice cream?” he asked. There were many people waiting at the counter, and the waitress was slightly impatient. “Thirty-five cents,” she said brusquely. Again he counted the coins. “I’ll have the plain ice cream,” he said. The waitress took his money, brought the ice cream, put it in front of him, and walked away. When she returned a few minutes later, the boy was gone. She stared at the empty dish and then swallowed hard at what she saw. There, placed neatly beside the empty dish were two nickels and five pennies--her tip. (Delia Sellers, in Abundant Living)
Heart: “Hey, Mom! Look it!” Mom: “Oh my! What a beautiful summer flower!” Heart: “Still, now I kind of feel sorry for her. Such a pretty plant stuck in this stupid little plastic pot. All dressed up and no place to grow.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comics)

I’m not old enough to play baseball or football.  I’m not eight yet. My mom told me when you start baseball, you aren’t going to be able to run that fast because you had an operation. I told Mom I wouldn’t need to run that fast. When I play baseball, I’ll just hit them out of the park.  Then I’ll be able to walk. (Edward J. McGrath,, Jr.)

Tired of nagging my teen-age son about emptying his pants pockets before washday, I told him that all the money I found would not be returned. Instead, I’d put a jar in the laundry room, and when enough money had accumulated, he would have to take me out for Saturday-night dinner and a movie. The next washday, I handed him a laundry basket and asked him to gather up his soiled clothes from his room. I peeked in and was pleased to see him emptying his pockets. But, just as he was about to toss his dirty jeans in the basket, he paused, pulled out his wallet and put a handful of change and a dollar bill into his pants pocket. (Nancy Ervin, in Reader’s Digest)

A store owner was tacking a sign above his door that read “Puppies For Sale.” Signs like that have a way of attracting small children, and sure enough, a little boy appeared under the store owner’s sign. “How much are you going to sell the puppies for?” he asked. The store owner replied, “Anywhere from $30 to $50.” The little boy reached in his pocket and pulled out some change. “I have $2.37,” he said. “Can I please look at them?” The store owner smiled and whistled and out of the kennel came Lady, who ran down the aisle of his store followed by five teeny, tiny balls of fur. One puppy was lagging considerably behind.  Immediately the little boy singled out the lagging, limping puppy and said, “What’s wrong with that little dog?” The store owner explained that the veterinarian had examined the little puppy and had discovered it didn’t have a hip socket. It would always limp.  It would always be lame. The little boy became excited. “That is the little puppy that I want to buy.”  The store owner said, “No, you don’t want to buy that little dog.  If you really want him, I’ll just give him to you.” The little boy got quite upset.  He looked straight into the store owner’s eyes, pointing his finger, and said, “I don’t want you to give him to me. That little dog is worth every bit as much as all the other dogs and I’ll pay full price. In fact, I’ll give you $2.37 now, and 50 cents a month until I have him paid for.” The store owner countered, “You really don’t want to buy this little dog. He is never going to be able to run and jump and play with you like the other puppies.” To this, the little boy reached down and rolled up his pant leg to reveal a badly twisted, crippled left leg supported by a big metal brace. He looked up at the store owner and softly replied, “Well, I don’t run so well myself, and the little puppy will need someone who understands!” (Dan Clark, in Weathering the Storm)

Billy says to another boy: “How can that rabbit’s foot bring you luck? It didn’t work for him and he had four of ‘em!” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

While reading to my young son, I noticed that he was getting drowsy. As I started to put the book away he awoke enough to say: “Don’t stop, Daddy. Sometimes my ears stay up later than my eyes.” (Green Bay, Wis., Press-Gazette)

Many years ago I had occasion to scold my ten-year-old daughter for something she had done. She listened quietly then explained her reasons for behaving the way she had. Her reasons were amazingly sound. In all fairness, I couldn’t say that she was wrong. “Well, Georgia,” I confessed, “maybe you’re right.” Startled by her easy victory, Georgia looked up and giggled. “Nobody knows if they’re right, Daddy,” she said.” (Bits & Pieces)

A small boy on his first day in kindergarten walked all around the room looking at everything; the low table and chairs, the little cupboards, the small coathangers, and the lavatory within his easy reach.  Everything was just the right size for 5-year-olds. Then he walked up to the teacher to declare: “I don’t like it here. There’s nothing to grow up to.” (Wesleyan Methodist)    
St. Patrick’s Day ought to be in April. The world will be greener then.”

(Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Dolly says to Billy: “I’m never scared in the middle of the night ‘cause I know a happy morning is next.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

The clergyman was preparing his sermon as his small daughter watched. “Daddy,” she asked, “does God tell you what to say?” “Of course, honey,” he answered, “why do you ask?” “Oh,” was the reply, “then why do you scratch some of it out?” (First Federal Savings & Loan Ass’n, Richmond, IN, Visitor) 
If grownups learned to share their toys, we wouldn’t have so many wars. (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
During the years Bishop Fulton J. Sheen appeared on television, my friend Emily and her family were faithful viewers. One morning, her young son Jerry woke up feeling ill. “If you’re too sick to go to school,” Emily told him, tucking his quilt around him, “you’d better stay in bed and rest.” After a nap, he felt better and asked to watch television. So she rolled the set into his room and arranged his pillows to make him comfortable. Later, she took him juice, then water. When she carried in lunch on a tray, Jerry lay back smiling, hands clasped behind his head. “Bishop Sheen is right, Mom,” he said, “Life is worth living.” (Martgaret Wiedyke, in Catholic Digest)

The first night in their new room, my two granddaughters, ages four and five, were afraid to go to sleep. After their mother had tucked them into their double bed and assured them several times all was safe, she finally said, “Remember, you’re not alone. God ia always with you.” As she left she overheard the four-year-old say, “Move over, Courtney. Let God sleep in the middle.” (Ruth Kuhns, in Guideposts)

For years, the family campaigned to get my father to stop smoking.  But, try as he might, he was never able to quit for long. Soon after I gave birth to his first grandchild, I had a monogrammed bib made for my daughter to wear when she saw her doting grandfather. It read: “Dear Grandpa, I love you, and I want you to dance at my wedding.  Please stop smoking.” He hasn’t smoked since. (Dawnette C. Thompson)  

When our neighbor’s young son was asked how his soccer game went one morning, he said, “Really good. If we just scored four more goals, we would have beat them by one point.” (Cindy Moore, in Reader’s Digest)

A four-year-old girl was at the pediatrician’s office for a check up. As the doctor looked down her ears with an otoscope, he asked, “Do you think I’ll find Big Bird in here?” The little girl stayed silent. Next, the doctor took a tongue depressor and looked down her throat. He asked, “Do you think I’ll find the Cookie Monster down there?” Again, the little girl was silent. Then the doctor put a stethoscope to her chest.  As he listened to her heart beat, he asked, “Do you think I’ll hear Barney in here?” “Oh, no!” the little girl replied. “Jesus is in my heart. Barney’s on my underpants.” (Jack Canfield, Mark Victor Hansen, and Patty Hansen, in Chicken Soup for the Soul)
Dolly says to her Dad: “At the store today, the computer wasn’t on line, we stood in line, and Billy was out of line.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)

Among the most accurate of all political surveys is the “Weekly Reader National Presidential Election Poll,” an enormous sampling of what school kids think. It’s been right before eight presidential elections so far. (L. M. Boyd)

Important Things Learned from Kids: It is more fun to color outside the lines. If you’re gonna draw on the wall, do it behind the couch. Ask why until you understand. Even if you’ve been fishing for three hours and haven’t gotten anything except poison ivy and sunburn, you’re still better off than the worm. Make up the rules as you go along. It doesn’t matter who started it. Ask for sprinkles. If the horse you’re drawing looks more like a dog, make it a dog. Save a place in line for your friends. Sometimes you have to take the test before you’re finished studying. (Rocky Mountain News)

A ten-year-old child was riding his bicycle when he saw traffic backed up for miles. There was a truck stuck under an overpass. The little boy asked, “What happened to the truck?”  The policeman patiently told him that the truck got stuck, and the foremen were trying to get the truck unstuck. The little boy looked at the firemen working with their crowbars trying to free the truck. The little boy said, “Why don’t they let the air out of the tires?”  And that is exactly what they did. (Joe Griffith, Speaker’s Library)
On the many anecdotes about George Washington, this one suggests a great deal more about the graciousness of the man and the courtesy of his times than it actually tells. Washington had been visiting in the home of friends and the hour came for him to leave. After saying goodbye to the adults, he paused at the entrance where a little girl opened the door for him. Washington bowed to her and said, “I am sorry, my little dear, to give you so much trouble.” She replied, “I wish sir, it was to let you in.” (Good Reading)
Although we’re not sports enthusiasts, my husband and I still didn’t want to limit our son’s experience. So when David reached school age, we signed him up for baseball. I took David to get his uniform fitted, and the coach introduced himself to me.  I tried to carry on a conversation that would hide my ignorance of sports. “So,” I asked, “when is our first rehearsal?” He looked at me rather oddly and said, “Do you mean our first practice?” I bit my lip and nodded, trying to think of some way to make up for my error. Before I could utter another word, David emerged from the fitting room. “Look, Mom!” he shouted. “I’ve got my costume!” (Beth Kennedy, in Reader’s Digest)

In 1985 the Washington Post published a story about 15 American children and 15 Soviet children who met near Washington to discuss the threat of nuclear war. The Americans were gifted students from local schools. The Russians, children of Soviet diplomats and journalists, attended an embassy school.  During that meeting Alexei Palladin, 14, pointed out that the Soviet Union and the United States were once friends. “What do you know about the Second World War?” Alexei asked the Americans.  No answer.  He nodded smugly. “Nobody even knows that we were allies fighting Nazism together.” Alexei sat down to hearty applause from the audience of parents and students. (William J. Bennett, in Reader’s Digest)
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