What a Few Kind Words Can Mean!

Oneday ateacher asked her studentsto list the names of the other studentsin the
room on two sheets of paper, leaving a space between each name.

Then shetold them to think of the nicest thing they could say about each of their
classmatesand writeit down. It took theremainder of the classperiod tofinish
their assgnment, and asthe studentsleft theroom, each one handed in the papers.

That Saturday, the teacher wrote down the name of each student on a separ ate sheet
of paper, and listed what everyone else had said about that individual.

On Monday she gave each student hisor her list. Beforelong, the entire classwas
smiling. " Really?" she heard whispered. "I never knew that | meant anythingto
anyone!" and, " | didn't know othersliked me so much." were most of the
comments.

No one ever mentioned those papersin classagain. Shenever knew if they
discussed them after classor with their parents, but it didn't matter. The exercise
had accomplished its purpose. The studentswer e happy with themselves and one
another.

That group of students moved on. Several yearslater, one of the studentswas killed
in Vietnam and histeacher attended the funeral of that special student.

She had never seen a serviceman in a military coffin before. He looked so handsome,
so mature. The church was packed! with hisfriends. One by one those who loved
him took alast walk by the coffin. Theteacher wasthelast oneto blessthe coffin.
Asshe stood there, one of the soldierswho acted as pallbearer came up to her.
Wereyou Mark's math teacher?" heasked. Shenodded: "yes."

Then hesaid: "Mark talked about you alot."

After thefuneral, most of Mark'sformer classmates went together to aluncheon.
Mark'smother and father werethere, obviously waiting to speak with histeacher.

"Wewant to show you something,” hisfather said, taking a wallet out of hispocket.
"They found thison Mark when hewaskilled. Wethought you might recognizeit.”

Opening thebillfold, he carefully removed two wor n pieces of notebook paper that
had obviously been taped, folded and refolded many times.

Theteacher knew without looking that the paper s wer e the ones on which she had
listed all the good things each of Mark's classmates had said about him.




"Thank you so much for doing that,” Mark'smother said. " Asyou can see, Mark
treasured it."

All of Mark'sformer classmates started to gather around.

Charliesmiled rather sheepishly and said, " | still have my list It'sin the top drawer
of my desk at home."

Chuck'swife said, " Chuck asked meto put hisin our wedding album."

| have minetoo,"” Marilyn said. "It'sin my diary."

Then Vicki, another classmate, reached into her pocketbook, took out her wallet
and showed her worn and frazzled list tothegroup. "I carry thiswith meat all
times, " Vicki said and without batting an eyelash, she continued: "1 think we all
saved our lists."

That'swhen theteacher finally sat down and cried. Shecried for Mark and for all
hisfriendswho would never see him again.

The density of peoplein society isso thick that weforget that lifewill end one day.
And we don't know when that one day will be.

So please, tell the people you love and carefor, that they are special and important. !
Tell them, beforeit istoo late...

MAY YOUR DAY BE BLESSED AND ASSPECIAL ASYOU ARE.




