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                                              Children’s Honesty a Trait to Treasure

            I love the way children speak up and tell you exactly what they are thinking. 

Sometimes they say the sweetest things and you feel like the luckiest parent in the world. Then there are the days when you wonder what you did wrong. 

            When my sons went off to college, my daughter went through a stage where she didn’t want to sleep in her room.  She would complain that since her brothers were not in their rooms, she felt all alone. “You use to sleep by yourself when you were a baby,” I told her one night.  “I know you can do it again.”

            “But mami,” she said. “When I was a baby, I didn’t know I was all alone. I don’t know what’s happened to you, one day you were a nice mami, and now you don’t understand me.”

When my daughter was in first grade, she came home from school one day and said, “Mom, you’ve taught me a lot about life.”

“Really like what?”

“You’ve taught me not to splash water outside the bathtub.  And you’ve taught me to be nice to people, and not to burp out loud. My teacher taught me something today, too.”

“She did.”

“Yep, she told us about Martin Luther King because it is Black history month.  Did you know he was a rich man because he worked hard?  He told people, ‘Hey, your black and that’s okay, you can sit anywhere on the bus.’  He was a good man.  Yes, he was.” 

 Last year, on a Saturday afternoon while my daughter and I were watching a program, we saw an interview with a man who had won the lottery.  

“He’s really lucky,” my daughter said. “I know exactly how he feels.”

“You do?”

“When I was in second grade I found a dollar in the playground and it made me feel rich, but then you made me take it to the office and I felt really poor.”

My daughter is in the habit of blurting out whatever exciting news she wants to share with me the moment she gets inside the car.

 “Did my brothers tell you everything they did bad,” My little second grader said one afternoon when I picked her up from school.

“I hope they did,” I  said.  “I always told your brothers they would get in less trouble if they were honest with me and told me the truth, instead of me finding things out from someone else.”

“You promise you won’t be mad.” She said.

“I might be disappointed, but I’ll be happy that you were honest with me.” I said.

“Today was the worst day of my life.  I got in trouble in the cafeteria for shaking a piece of lettuce in my friend’s face.  The principal saw me and she made me stay in the cafeteria instead of playing outside with my friend,” she said.

“It sounds like you were embarrassed by what happen.”

“Yes, I was,” she said. “I learned a lot today. 

“What did you learn?”

“That you should never put a piece of lettuce on a person’s face, because they might not like lettuce.”

Every once in awhile my little angel tells me, I’m the meanest mami in the world, because she doesn’t get to do what she wants.  And that’s okay.  In fact, as long as she and I keep on talking and sharing what goes on in her life, I’m not really worried about what she says.

It’s when our children stop talking to us that we need to worry.
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