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Dedication 
 

To those wise men, women, and children 
who, within every generation, 

rediscover the secrets for 
saving the world, 

and 
To those who are wise enough to listen 

and implement those ideas 
in their daily lives. 

 
-- TDG 
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FORWARD 
 

I hate Forwards!  I’ve always hated Forwards.  I hate to 
read Forwards.  I hate to write Forwards.  They delay one from 
getting to the meat of the book (apologies to my vegetarian 
readers).  They (forwards, not vegetarians) seem to imply that 
either the author feels he has to justify what he has written or 
he believes the reader is so dull-witted as to need some 
before-the-fact explanation about what will follow.  By its mere 
name – Forward – it further implies that it comes before the 
book, which is clearly not the case since it resides within the 
covers.  (Thanks for listening.  I feel much better, now!) 

“So,” I said to myself, “I’ll be more enlightened and 
write a Preface, instead.”  I took out Mr. Webster just to make 
sure.  It read, “Preface – to be preliminary to; a Forward.”  
Devastated that Old Dan had failed me, I dumped the whole 
Forward idea. (“So,” you say to yourself, “How can it be, then, 
that I am reading it?”  Perhaps in the next edition, I will include 
a Preface to the Forward, which will explain all that.) 

Being an honest sort - which I hope will become clear 
as you read on – I have, on the following page, substituted the 
more accurate and descriptive heading for what I need to 
accomplish here at the outset. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

/// 



 

  

 
 
AN EXPLANATION OF THINGS IMPLIED ALL QUITE 

ESOTERICALLY BY THE AUTHOR WHO WOULD RATHER 
ADD A STATEMENT UP FRONT THAN MAKE THE MORE 

APPROPRIATE, EFFORT-FILLED, MODIFICATIONS 
WHERE THEY BELONG WITHIN THE TEXT PROPER 

 
I entered the World with an extra-large portion of 

intellectual horsepower (a nebulous term but one generally 
understood to imply great ease of learning, abstracting and 
remembering).  I take no credit for that and only mention it 
here so the reader will understand how, at such early ages, I 
was able to generalize from what I observed in those around 
me to the axioms of ‘world saving’ social values and behaviors 
that prompted this volume.  Early on I learned to disguise 
much of that mental prowess, since I found it muddied life’s 
waters with lofty expectations from others, which tended to 
distract me from what I thought was most important, 
comfortable, and fascinating. 

At nine, unhampered by things such as years of 
relevant experience, the careful study of man’s accumulated 
knowledge, and personally acquired wisdom, saving the World 
(mankind, really) seemed a pretty straight forward, simple, 
operation to me. 

Recently, as I began focusing my writing on pieces of 
interest for youngsters, it all rushed back at me.  Once again 
(70 years later) it seems all quite straightforward and simple.  
What goes haywire between ten and eighty?  (That is not a 
rhetorical question, but one that will go unanswered for the 
time being.)  

So, I set out to reconstruct the developmental path my 
thinking about living the good and appropriate life took during 
those early years. 

It may be useful to note that as a youngster, in the 
privacy of my thoughts, I could play with precise, “quarter” 
words and language, rather than the more commonplace, 
“penny” and “nickel” words, which I found more acceptable as 
I went about my day to day interaction with folks.  Within these 
pages, I have done my best to use the words I figure I was 



 

 

using at each of the various ages levels from which my 
thoughts will be presented.  

After getting into bed most nights I would spend a few 
minutes contemplating the ‘real’ meaning of the things that I 
had encountered that day.  My mother kept a diary and I 
considered also doing that until it dawned on me it would 
require writing and spelling – two properties that had not come 
as dependable, original equipment in that big brain of mine.  
[My fifth-grade teacher – Mrs. Clapper – once said to me, 
“Tommy, I’m not sure what you will be when you grow up, but 
just make sure have a secretary because your handwringing is 
atrocious and your spelling is appalling.”  I took her at her 
word and became a writer!  But, back to the topic: I would lay 
there and dictate entries as if onto the pages of my journal 
(the proper name for a diary, I eventually learned, if 
undertaken by a boy). 

In the following pages, I will do my best to reconstruct 
some of those important, mental ‘Journal’ entries that would 
have reflected my concerns and joys at each age.  I was an 
impatient lad, so mastered the art of the short cut at an early 
age.  Dear Diary (a term I began using before I understood it 
was inappropriate for my gender and proud masculine style) 
was soon shortened to Dear Di.  As the reader will come to 
understand, I thought of that ‘diary’ as if it had substance that 
would somehow weather eternity intact.  It goes without 
saying, I suppose, that I have changed the names of my 
family, friends and adversaries to protect whatever innocence 
they may have left.   

A final point: I am going to assume you have an 
adequate imagination and that once you unleash it you can 
enjoy whatever adventure it presents for you.  I believe if you 
will approach these accounts with that sort of openness – 
believing you are listening to Tommy’s actual thoughts, you 
will find it to be a pleasant ride.  I promise to be as accurate as 
ancient gray matter will allow. (That is clearly my disclaimer.)  
AGE 7 ½    

Dear Di,    
I really like talking to you – or should that be with you – 

If you were a sheep it would clearly be WITH EWE!  Ha! Ha! 
I think of you as my best friend after Ginny.  I know you 



 

  

aren’t really alive but I think every time I talk to you, you 
absorb a part of me, so in that way, you’re becoming more 
and more alive every day.  (I feel like the Geppetto of 
diaries!!!) 

When I’m talking with you it’s often like you won’t let me 
get by with an incomplete or poorly constructed idea. Once I 
put it out there, you seem to urge me on to ‘fix’ it or complete it 
or sometimes even scrap it entirely.  Thanks for that. I know 
I’m not easy to sway once I get something in my head. 

We’ve been at this since before I was four – back when 
I first discovered mom writing in her diary and probed her 
reasons for entering into such an activity.  I guess that makes 
you about 3 ½ by now.  When I think back on what you have 
to say, you seem pretty smart.  You always understand me, 
and you never judge me harsher than I judge myself.  I love 
your sense of humor and you know what else, Di?    If 
anybody else ever ‘read’ this, they’d send me to the Loony Bin 
– do not pass go; do not collect $100; proceed directly to the 
Loony Bin.  Perhaps I should stop.  Just one more thing, Di - I 
truly do love and cherish the relationship we have. 

Your best friend, 
Tommy 
 
One final consideration here: Were the ideas and 

insights expressed here truly Tommy’s?  He talked with Di 
about that when he was nine and seemed to understand his 
situation. 

 
AGE 9 

Dear Di,    
. . . I’ve decided it’s difficult to know which of my 

discoveries about life are actual discoveries of mine, and 
which are things I’ve read and heard.  I know that even when it 
is something I have  discovered  on my  own,  that  doesn’t 
mean that somebody else hasn’t also discovered it on their 
own.  

 I love being a human being!  Beyond having an 
opposable thumb and language, we people are so 
WONDERFULLY versatile.  For example, if I were a tree, I 
could never go out on a limb about one of my ideas.  If I were 



 

 

a flower, I could never blossom into a caring parent.  If I were 
a stone, I’d never get to rock my kids to sleep at night.  (This is 
Great, isn’t it, DI?)  If I were a mattress, I would never be 
prone to spring to life over a new idea (I’d probably just sleep 
on it!!)  If I were a clock, my face could never indicate what a 
great time I was having.  (You have to ‘hand’ it to me – that 
was clever!)   If I were a wheel, I could never get tired.  (Wait!  
Perhaps I spoke too soon.  Not getting tired might not be so 
bad.  Let me get my bearings on that BEFORE I ROLL ON.)  . 
. . 

As I recall that passage clearly deteriorates over the 
next two dozen, pun punctuated entries.  One thing about 
Tommy, he never let a little thing like failure keep him from 
trying – and believe me, many adults in Springtown thought 
Tommy was VERY trying!  Tommy had a heart as big as all 
outdoors but was dauntless once he took up a cause.  

I hope what follows will be insightful and useful, but if 
not insightful and useful, at least a lot of fun! 

 
                  -  Tom Gnagey 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

  

 
SECTION ONE 

(I know, an odd name for what is clearly Section Two) 
 
 

Tommy Sets Out To Save The World 
Prior to the time in my young life when my being 

became absorbed with such all-consuming concerns as hair, 
pimples, social status and – the most thoroughly distracting 
and confusing of all – girls, I spent considerable time 
observing and reflecting on the human condition.  Between six 
and ten I made numerous discoveries and arrived at a number 
of principles (agreements) which I was convinced would solve 
all of man’s ills and produce a veritable paradise on Earth. 

Since I was endowed with a great deal more cerebral 
proficiency than was in any way reasonable, I was indeed 
fortunate to have adults in my life that always listened with 
interest and support to my questions, concerns, ideas and 
hypotheses.  I was, therefore, quite certain that all I needed to 
do was present my miraculous findings to them and in a 
matter of weeks (a month, tops) my principles would be 
implemented worldwide and life would become simply grand 
for everyone.  There would be no bullies, no wars, no poverty 
or hunger no uncontrolled sickness.  People would live happily 
in safety, leading productive, personally meaningful lives, 
based on love, demonstrating a willing and eager, mutual 
helpfulness. 

With such a major contribution accomplished prior to 
my tenth birthday, I had some all quite serious concerns about 
just how I would productively occupy the remaining eight or 
nine decades of my life. 

It was at age nine that I first encountered the most 
pernicious of all intellectual monsters - the “Yesbutt” (the final 
‘t’ was added for reasons – not entirely pure of heart - that will 
become clear). I would present my list of principles to adult 
after adult (those outside my immediate, supportive circle).  
They would listen (well, most would listen.  I guess I had a 
reputation of being doggedly tenacious even at an early age 
so they knew it was best to just let Tommy get it off his chest).  
They would nod.   (I would take that to be encouraging.)  



 

 

When I finished, the lurking monster (all that time quietly, 
invisibly, skulking in the shadows of their minds) would 
inevitably rear its head.  “Yes but . . .”  They would proceed to 
agree that, yes, if enacted my principles would in fact save the 
World, but then would proceed to tell me why they could 
never be enacted.   

“They work in my home,” I’d rebut. 
“Yes but that’s a special situation,” they would come 

back. 
“All the adults I’ve talked with about my plan agree it is 

a good one.” 
“Yes but even good plans often don’t work.” 
“The plan is flawlessly logical.” 
“Yes but most people don’t act logically.” 
“My plan meets all of man’s positive emotional and 

physical needs.” 
“Yes but!  Yesbut!   Yesbutt . . .!” 
It came to me that I had virtually never encountered a 

“yes but” emanating from anyone ages ten and under.  I 
proceeded up the age scale to determine when it surfaced.  
Perhaps it was related to hormones.  Perhaps it was a virus to 
which kids - up to some certain age - had a natural immunity.  

The biggest Yesbutts were definitely between the ages 
of thirty and sixty.  Once I began tapping the 65+ age group, I 
noticed a definite mellowing.  Even those who had been the 
most dyed in the wool Yesbutts prior to retirement, rapidly 
grew into the more comfortable and helpful Givitagoers.   

Thus, came about my four categories of responders to 
ideas for social change.   

There were the Letsdoiters who were generally under 
age eleven, although forty-two-year-old Miss Oakley – she 
was known to wear slacks and buy instant coffee, so most of 
the women of the town looked down on her – somehow 
seemed to have escaped catching the Yesbutt syndrome.  I 
loved to talk with her.  No topic was ever off limits and no idea 
was ever rejected out of hand as unworthy.  I wished she had 
been a teacher – goodness knows, we needed more teachers 
with those traits.  But I digress. (One of the traits I have always 
admired most in myself!) 

People from eleven into their mid to late twenties were 



 

  

the Disticks (Disinterested Skeptics).  They’d neither offer 
discouragement nor encouragement – they just didn’t seem to 
have the time or energy necessary to contemplate events 
occurring outside their own heads. (I assigned the blame for 
this in males to the rampant growth of ugly hair over the 
private areas of their bodies and to the female’s eventual 
insistence on wearing sweaters and blouses having those two 
unsightly bumps in them!) 

Those falling within the thirty to sixty-five age range 
were the aforementioned Yesbutts, who always had long lists 
of reasons why new ideas would not – could not – work, and 
therefore should not be tried.  I figured they were probably 
terrified at having their lives turned upside down, so they went 
out of their way to prove the worth of the status quo or at least 
protect it from all boat-rockers.  (Look in the dictionary under 
boat-rocker to see a picture of Tommy at age nine!)   

Then, the Givitagoers, those past retirement age, 
seemed to project some mixture of what had been, what was, 
and what might have been.  It was a kind of wisdom that 
allowed for possibilities other than those they had lived and 
known, and in most instances, had even treasured.   

So, early on, several unexpected stumbling blocks 
loomed in my campaign to save the world.  Unfortunately, the 
nay-sayers – primarily the Yesbutts – seemed to hold the 
power in my world. 

Those with kindred spirits were either too young to 
effect change (the Letsdoiters) or too old and feeble to provide 
any muscle  ( the  Givitagoers ) –  though  both  groups  were  
long  on encouragement, and I appreciated that. 

Pop had what seemed to be a modestly helpfully 
suggestion: Encourage the Givitagoers and the Letsdoiters to 
demonstrate, in the way they live, just how helpful and 
powerful my principles really were.  It was the best advice I 
have ever been given, although I didn’t fully understand that at 
nine – just shut up and demonstrate, model, and reflect! 

Eventually, I came to see that when you tried to push 
ideas on someone else they typically reacted by needing to 
defensively prove their own way was better or right.  An attack 
on their way of living was an attack on the core of their self-
concept and only one’s life itself is typically more tenaciously 



 

 

defended than one’s ego. 
Discussions with them, therefore, were really not 

discussions at all.   I would state one of my principles and say 
they should adopt it.  While I was building my case, they were 
not really listening, but instead using that time to think up 
counter arguments that would support their previous – 
comfortable – position.  In that way, they really never heard 
the details of my position that they were so tenaciously 
arguing against. 

The Yesbutt Generation was clearly the worst about 
using this defensive positioning rather than listening.  
Interesting to me, they thought it was a fine approach when 
they utilized it, but they became enraged when their teenagers 
used the same strategy with them (and teenagers ALWAYS 
do, of course!).   

I thought long and hard about Pop’s advice. It made 
sense.  I realized that when I admired the way a person lived 
or what he had accomplished in life, I tended to emulate him.  
Part of my problem was contained in the concept ‘admire’.  It 
was inextricably tied to what one believed was the most 
important goal in life – the purpose for living.  Bullies were 
admired by those whose purpose was acquiring personal 
power or seeking a protective alliance.  Teachers, by those 
valuing knowledge.  The clerics, when spiritual aspects were 
held in highest esteem.  The Yesbutts when it was the status 
quo one sought to preserve.  The rich and famous for those 
who sought status and personal worth in such artificial 
accomplishments, fully divorced (I thought) from the true 
purpose of living - being a helpful person. 

My most basic problem, then, was how to convince 
people to cooperatively strive for a World in which the 
universal human condition was positive, and where love, 
compassion, reciprocal esteem, and mutual facilitation were 
the means for achieving and maintaining it. 

It appeared to me that the Yesbutt Generation – in 
particular – was so deeply committed to accumulating great 
piles of stuff or power to prove themselves worthy 
(successful), that they had little room left in their beings to 
consider that stuff was relatively meaningless compared with 
assisting one’s fellow-men.  It was black and white to me – 



 

  

abject selfishness vs. necessary altruism.  The stockpilers vs. 
the sharers.  Those who thought in terms of ME vs. those who 
thought in terms of US. 

When I curled up in bed at night and thought back over 
my day, it was always the nice and helpful things I’d been able 
to do for others that filled my young being with feelings of 
contentment and self-worth.  In a ‘passage’ from my diary at 
age fifteen, I referred to that feeling (somewhat indelicately, 
perhaps, though from the perspective of a fifteen-year-old 
male it represented the ultimate height of positive feelings) as 
“the orgasm of inner joy.”  Later, in my books about the Little 
People of the Ozark Mountains™ I coined the word 
‘fuzzalatious’ to cover the same set of wonder-filled, deep 
down inside, warm, feelings.  At nine, I had no catchy phrase 
– perhaps that would have helped my cause – so herein I may 
from time to time borrow from the Little People’s vocabulary in 
order to proceed with an economy of words. 

Since my call to arms based on logic had been 
relatively unsuccessful, I decided to go the route of common 
sense.  Although it seemed blatantly clear to me that logic and 
common sense were cut form the same cloth, most others, 
interestingly, did not make that connection.  ‘Logic’, I came to 
understand, was the less trusted, Ivory Tower version of the If 
this - Then that connection, while ‘common sense’ was the 
dependable, reliable, if-then connection of the common man.  
“If treating people in one way curtailed crime (for example), 
then it was only common sense to treat them that way.”  Call 
that common sense and it was immediately accepted.  Call it 
logical and it produced immediate skepticism. 

Armed with my new, more laid back, less academic 
approach, I went forth to again make my attempt at saving the 
world.  But again, the army of Yesbutts remained steadfast.  In 
fact, I noted a substantial increase in their defensive 
maneuvering.  That told me (at ten) one thing for sure.  
Common sense (in which they tended to believe) was even 
more threatening to them than logic.  One principle of human 
behavior became clear: ‘The more powerful (believable, 
perhaps) the threatening belief, the more resistance a person 
manifests.’ (Stated another way: ‘The more reasonable the 
threatening information, the more resistance the person 



 

 

manifests – up to a point.’   It is usually that point at which 
either the teen or the parent marches out of the room, the one 
with the most clearly reasonable argument remaining 
victoriously behind.) 

I’d seen it in Harold, a fifteen-year-old who was 
particularly kind to me and who would come over and play 
catch or shoot baskets with me.  There were times when his 
parents got on him unmercifully about something he had done 
- something that he really could have cared less about ever 
doing again. But, the reasonableness implicit in their reaction 
seemed to force him to defend what he had done and turned it 
into something he just needed to keep doing.   

I climbed the huge pear tree behind our house to 
reconnoiter.  I was dumbfounded (as a youthful pacifist) when 
I recognized that both logic and common sense were 
tantamount to using force when it came to trying to change 
another’s behavior (at least among the Yesbutts and their 
teenagers.). 

If the lessons of history and the discoveries of 
psychology had demonstrated anything, it was that force and 
punishment were the least effective (almost always ineffective, 
in fact) means for making long-term changes in behavior.  
Long term change only came through personal commitment to 
some belief or value or goal, and personal commitment 
seemed to evolve most readily when someone witnessed a 
meaningfully dramatic demonstration of the merit (power), 
which the belief, value, or goal held. 

So, it was back to Pop’s wise observation that effective 
modeling was at the core of initiating positive change (or 
negative change, also, for that matter).   

It brought me back to thinking about the importance of 
what a person holds as his most important personal concern 
or goal.  That seemed to be the bedrock, the ultimate starting 
point.  My plan would be to go out of my way to become an 
altruistic model for those folks whose main goal in life was to 
be rich, or to own a big house, or fancy car, or to achieve 
great power.  It seemed a less difficult task to sell my ideas to 
those folks whose ultimate concerns were things like improved 
mental health, housing for the poor, or a healthy planet. 

What had initially seemed a simple sell had quickly 



 

  

become an extremely complex undertaking.  I soon found that 
I needed to beat a strategic retreat and regroup.  I needed to 
find some common ground upon which I could approach the 
fully selfish folks on the one hand and the altruistic on the 
other, while accommodating everybody in between. (Whew!) 

Three pears and a juice dampened chin later, the 
flickering of an idea occurred to me.  “Happy, productive, 
helpful, well-adjusted people (four of my plan’s basic goals) 
were clearly both easier to live with and less of a financial 
burden to society as a whole than their opposites.”  The 
altruists would certainly understand the importance of that 
statement if only out of compassion for their fellow man.  I 
figured that even the most self-centered, cold-blooded, hard-
hearted person on Earth would also buy into the idea, 
because it meant in the long run he would have to spend less 
tax money for social programs (mental health, crime, poverty) 
and was more likely to be able to live in a more comfortable, 
safe, crime-free, neighborhood.   

I tried it out on Mom and Pop first.  After a thorough 
discussion (with actual, mutual listening involved), they agreed 
it fit both ends of the continuum I had set up (altruistic to self-
centered). I took the idea on the road.  First to Doc. He agreed 
with very little discussion, and although he didn’t discourage 
me, I could tell he believed my plan was doomed to failure. I 
admired Doc a great deal – after Mom and Pop, probably 
more than anyone I knew – but he and I had disagreed about 
man’s basic human nature my  whole  life (well, for  the  six  
years  of  it  that  I  could remember, at least).  He saw man’s 
nature as dark.  I saw it as positively constructive.  He thought 
the bad stuff was buried deep and immutably in man’s genes.  
I believed that dark side only flourished when a child failed to 
learn positive values such as compassion, helpfulness, and 
self-respect based on integrity.  (I was, as you can imagine, 
some bothered that such a wise man as Doc held a totally 
different point of view from mine, but I would live with that until 
life proved one of us right.) 

In fact, Doc had once said he hoped I was right about 
man’s nature and would prove him wrong.  That suddenly 
seemed to put the weight of the world on my young shoulders.   

My discussion with Parson went on and on, but really 



 

 

never addressed the main issue.  He got off onto the idea that 
people who would go along with my plan just so they could 
live a safer, more comfortable life among more congenial 
people, were doomed-to-hell-sinners.  He went on and on 
about how it was the “intention’ not the action or outcome that 
had to be pure and Godly.  I listened, but probably not with a 
completely open mind after the first half-hour. I was late for a 
ball game at Ronny’s, which meant I’d be stuck out in left field 
again. 

The discussion quickly petered out when I asked him, 
“If all you have said about intention is true, then how it is you 
accept Harry Osco’s donations to the church when everyone 
knows he is all quite intentionally the most ungodly man who’s 
ever trod the streets of our little town?” 

(I walked three times, got one hit, and caught one of the 
six fly balls that came my way in left field, so I was a pretty 
happy nine-year-old by supper time.) 

That summer I pursued the field of psychology and 
read everything that I could find on the subject.  I was pleased 
to learn that John Watson and B. F. Skinner had proved the 
importance of positive reinforcement in changing behavior – 
something I had personally discovered sometime prior to my 
6th birthday.  I was more taken, however, by the field of 
Phenomenology.  It showed that people act on what they 
‘believe’ is real, rather than on what may ‘actually’ be real.  In 
fact, in terms of human behavior, ‘real reality’ virtually never 
plays any significant role.  (If we think a guy is dangerous, we 
react to him as if he were dangerous, even though in “reality” 
he is a safe, saintly person.) 

All of that, coupled with the gnawing realization (thanks 
to Parson) that to know a man’s heart you needed to know his 
intentions not just his deeds – provided new dimensions for 
me to explore and utilize in fulfilling my life’s mission. 

Regardless of all the new things I learned, it all kept 
coming back to modeling.  Show people the benefits of living a 
compassionate, helpful, love-based life and they just might try 
it themselves.  Modeling seemed to initiate a whole lot less 
defensiveness in folks than did discussions, logic and 
common sense.  Still, I could see that a little kid’s actions were 
seldom taken very seriously (as a model of behavior for 



 

  

adults).  A nice, well behaved, helpful, little kid (which I was – 
generally) got lots of smiles and unending pats on the head 
(perhaps that explained why I remained so short) but I 
doubted he was looked upon as a model for adults’ behavior.  
Although I hated to have my hair ruffled, I had to admit the 
experience reinforced my belief in my mission – my values.   

The light bulb lit brightly above my head. That was the 
secret.  It all fell into place early one morning as I was looking 
down from my favorite oak tree, watching the first beams of 
daylight chase the shadows across the graves in the cemetery 
behind the church.  Use Skinner’s reinforcement techniques to 
establish universally applicable basic positive values 
(intentions) rather than merely building situation-specific 
behaviors (deeds). 

That suggested that one would not have rules for kids 
based on what they could and couldn’t do (behaviors), but 
rather guidelines that would help them make decisions about 
their own behaviors based on their positive values.  (Had my 
Wisdom Quotient matched my Intelligence Quotient, I would 
have realized that was essentially the way Mom and Pop had 
raised me – even without ever having read Skinner, Watson, 
Freud, Snygg, Combs, James, or Tommy Gnagey.  Modeling!  
Reinforcing values!  It just doesn’t get much more positively 
powerful than that!) 

So, I would enlist a band of folks to model behaviors 
based on positive values that would encourage others to 
accept those underlying values and use them to guide their 
own behaviors so the human condition would be forever 
improved.  It worked fine right up to that last phrase.  
Someway, improving the human condition had to become 
each person’s ultimate incentive, and quite clearly that was 
not the case. 

Well, it was the case for altruists – about ten percent of 
the population according to my experiences (Doc put it at 
more like two percent.).  The rest seemed more concerned 
(except on Sunday morning, perhaps) about improving their 
own condition.  They rationalized their position by saying, “I 
take care of myself so, others can (should) take care of 
themselves.” 

It was akin to the big lie promoted by motivational 



 

 

speakers: “You can be anything you want to be.” I wanted to 
be just an average kid, a little taller and a lot dumber – that 
could never happen.  Perry, a mentally retarded friend of mine 
wanted to be an airline pilot – that could never be.  We all 
have limitations – sometimes fewer than we believe, I’ll admit 
– but to deny their limit-setting power is a giant deception. 

[Excuse another digression but it really felt good, so 
just be happy for me!] 

As the phenomenologists pointed out, people invent a 
perception of reality that reinforces their own needs or biases. 
If I believe that since I can take care of myself, that indicates 
that everybody else can do the same – my version of reality – 
then I am relieved of any responsibility for them or their 
welfare or even for the future, human generations.  (It may be 
a perception – like the one above – that is based in ignorance, 
but the quality of its source becomes irrelevant once it 
becomes one’s reality.) 

My basic job, as it turned out, was to find ways of 
helping people include in their definitions of reality the concept 
that improving the human condition must be everybody’s 
primary concern.  To do that, people had to become 
convinced just how precious the human being – the human 
species – was.  There had to be locked links between emotion 
and logic, passion and values. 

Once that was achieved, the rest would be easy.  
Clearly, certain ways of treating and approaching people and 
society improve things for everybody – other ways harm, even 
devastate things.  I felt that certainly anyone with an IQ larger 
than his shoe size should be able to understand that!!!   

Later, as I read man’s history more seriously (as a 
teen), I was fascinated to realize that just as I had 
“discovered” the agreements necessary to establish and 
maintain a humanity-friendly social order, so had thinkers of 
every previous generation also discovered those same truths. 

So, why had the World remained in such a mess?  I 
think I found the answer in that tree when I was nine.  It’s not 
the rules of appropriate behavior that have been elusive.  It is 
the unwavering commitment to the necessary value-base that 
seems missing – or at least floundering in a sea of 
nearsighted selfishness and greed. 



 

  

It seemed such a simple concept at ten.  “If every 
neighbor in the world would willingly and eagerly just make 
sure that the neighbors on each side of him were safe, well 
taken care of, happy, and had reasons to be self-respecting, 
then everyone in the world would live in a positive human 
condition – in a humanity-friendly environment.” 

At seventy-five, it still seems a simple concept.  
Perhaps the details need to be specified. That runs against my 
grain.  I’ve always believed in providing sound, broad, 
generalized, value-based principles that people could then 
thoughtfully apply to a wide range of situations and conditions 
(rather than trying to cover each possible, specific situation 
with a rule or law).   

Perhaps by considering the two-dozen Positive Social 
Agreements (Section Three) that I believe people must make 
and keep with each other, folks will be able to work backwards 
and formulate that single, general principle, themselves. 

I have divided Section Three into several dozen areas.  
Within each, I first state the nature of each topic, illustrate it by 
the simplistic though often profound observations taken from 
Tommy’s childhood ‘diaries’, and then pull all of that into an 
“Agreement” followed by some “grown-up” observations and 
discussion as the spirit moves me. 

The Agreements are just that: Pledges to act in certain 
ways with one another (a two-way street). I imagine that you 
will find little that is new to you here.  It is my hope, however, 
that the presentation will provide some gentle, concrete, 
reminders about the truths that you and I have known from a 
young age, and of the crucial, immediate, necessity to spread 
them (model them) among those whose lives you have the 
privilege of touching. 

Before getting down to those more formal, concrete, 
nitty-gritty, aspects, let me lead you on a short romp around 
the little town that provided my introduction to social order and 
introduce you to some of the folks that helped form my early 
impressions of mankind. 
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SECTION TWO: 
Early Impressions of My Fellow Man 

(And more than a few suggestions for God !) 
 
I grew up in a very small town during the 1940’s and 

early 50’s.  Springtown (pseudonyms are used for the names 
of towns, landmarks, and all the people involved, to protect the 
privacy and dignity of my precious early friends and teachers) 
wasn’t so much a wide spot in the road as it was a narrow 
corridor, three blocks wide and eleven blocks long, flanking 
both sides of the well-maintained, gravel, County Highway 
111.  The year I was eight, the Main Street was paved and we 
suddenly felt quite cosmopolitan.  

To the east, was a wide, deep gully, home to the 
proverbial babbling creek and spanned by a wood-timber 
railroad trestle.  The western border was defined by a small 
rise - the hill, we called it. There were large, two-story houses 
there replete with garages and halls.  At an early age, I 
observed that a house with one or more halls defined it as 
belonging to rich people.  The more square feet of hall, the 
richer the owner.  The houses of us poorer folks didn’t waste 
room on halls – a much more clever and efficient design to my 
way of thinking.  Please note that in my mind, the rich guys 
were “people” and the rest of us were ‘folks’ – a generally 
compassionate, helpful and good-humored lot to which I was 
proud and pleased to belong.   

Mom washed and ironed for the people on the hill so I 
gained many valuable, first hand, experiences as I made pick-
ups and deliveries for Mom with my wagon.  In general, they 
had little inclination to chat and were pretty much all business.  
I was continually amazed because their houses didn’t ever 
look lived in.  I fantasized that they must have some 
subterranean rooms to which I was not privy.  Their homes 
never smelled like fresh baked cookies or bread.  When they 
were asked to donate time to some worthy cause, like painting 
the County Home or rebuilding Jake’s barn after the fire, they 
typically offered money instead of help - a very sad state, I 
thought.  Perhaps they were allergic to many of the good 



 

 

things in life – conversation, homemade fun, helping one 
another, and enjoying their homes and neighbors.  It was an 
observation that held more truth than I could possibly have 
known at seven. 

Those people on the hill weren’t unkind, mind you, they 
just seemed disconnected from most things that Mom, Pop, 
and I treasured about life.  And so it was that at an early age I 
developed a sincere compassion for those less fortunate 
people over on the hill who had to muddle through life with lots 
of money. 

It all really came home to me the Christmas I was eight.  
I decided I wanted to make a card for every family in town – 
204 in all.  I’d make 210 just in case any Hobos stopped under 
the railroad trestle on Christmas Eve. 

I worked at odd jobs around the community in order to 
earn the money I would need for paper, envelopes and other 
supplies.  I spent most evenings during November and early 
December working on them – each one created to be a 
perfect match for the person or family to which it would go.   

I fretted for a time over how they should be signed – 
from the whole family (I had two much older brothers), or just 
me.  I didn’t want to be selfish about it.  Finally, I shared my 
dilemma with Mom and Pop. Pop said that although he and 
Mom would be proud and honored to have their names on my 
cards, they were my cards, my idea, my money and my time.  
They thought the cards should just bear my name.  They 
made it seem just right and then I could move on. 

Each card had a seasonal picture on the front and a 
holiday verse or message – tailor-made for each family – on 
the inside.  My printing was large, so the messages were 
necessarily short and to the point. 

Few projects in my life have given me the warm, 
wonderful (fuzzalatious) feeling in my heart that came my way 
that Christmas. 

But that is all preliminary to my insightful experience 
that season.  In my plan, I had allowed fifteen minutes for 
each delivery.  I figured they’d invite me in, open the card, and 
oooo and aaaah for a maximum of sixty seconds.  Then we’d 
sit and chat for another ten minutes – maybe downing a cup of 
cocoa – and I’d then be off to the next house. (Considering the 



 

  

substantial amount of cocoa I expected to consume, I also 
scheduled time for breaks behind trees or in the bushes.) 

That’s pretty much the way it went – until I got to “the 
hill.”  There were only 19 houses I classified as “Hill Houses.”  
I had set aside two hours on each of three evenings to make 
my deliveries up there.  From the time, I rapped on the first 
door, until the moment I arrived back in my kitchen, far less 
than one hour had elapsed and I had delivered all 19 cards. 

Most hadn’t even opened the envelopes in my 
presence.  Only six had invited me inside and I got the idea 
that was mostly to keep from losing heat.  They all did say 
thank you but they just wouldn’t or couldn’t stop at that.  Some 
offered me quarters – one even a fifty-cent piece.  Several 
took a small gift from under the tree – removed the card and 
handed it to me.   

I quickly surmised that if I had been at home, none of 
these people would have ventured there to present me with 
quarters, gifts or apples.  It was all like some kind of very 
uncomfortable pay-back or trade-off. 

I refused each gift or offer of silver with a smile and a 
polite, “No thank you.  I’m not here to get things.  I’m just here 
to give you the card I made for you.” 

That would be followed by a soon predictable period of 
dead silence, which I would break by smiling again, wish them 
a Merry Christmas, and wave as I turned and left. 

They had missed the point.  They seemed unable to 
comprehend the point.  I loved the people and folks in my 
town.  They represented my whole world.  They were 
important to me.  Most of the flatland folks understood about 
my love and that love was a one-way thing – I chose to love 
them and didn’t expect anything in return.  They respected 
that.  The people on the hill, however, fully missed the point.  I 
wondered how they could have lived so many years and 
learned so little about living and loving. 

I decided it was because the Hill People were more into 
having and getting more and more stuff, and less into 
honoring the human part of their being. 

It was early experiences like that one that led me to 
become fascinated by, if not preoccupied with, the observation 
and study of human beings (hereafter called ‘people’ as an all-



 

 

inclusive term). 
My first simplistic categorization of people divided us 

into just two groups – those with PFL’s (people-focused lives), 
and SFL’s (stuff-focused lives).  Although experience soon 
taught me that no category truly characterized any one 
member accurately (and, in fact, often led to gross 
misjudgments, prejudice and despicable acts), used 
judiciously, this dichotomy had great predictive value.  During 
my thirty-five plus years as a clinical psychologist, I found that 
to initially determine if a person leans more toward the PFL or 
the SFL orientation is helpful.  It becomes a very good 
predictor of the amount of unrelenting turmoil, family problems 
and unhappiness a person tends to experience day by day.  
[The SFL’s experience persistent problems and the PFL’s far 
fewer, less intense and more short-term problems – the 
thoughtful reader already understood that.] 

But this is adult extrapolation from my early 
experiences and I shall try to avoid that from here on. 

By the time I was eight and a half, I began finding that 
my People Categorizing System didn’t account for many of the 
troublesome human characteristics I was beginning to 
encounter.  Eventually, those new observations led to an 
expanded system.  I defer to the following several entries in 
my early diaries. 
AGE 7  3:30 pm 

Well, I’ll tell you, Di, this has been the greatest day in 
my whole long life.  Mary Ann – beautiful Mary Ann – said 
she’d come over to my place after school and we could do our 
homework together and then play or something.  Play sounds 
good. I’m not sure what “or something” might be, but I guess 
I’ll find out.  Fourth grade girls seem pretty worldly and they 
stick together in things – like many of them came to 4th grade 
this year wearing sweaters and blouses with big bumps in 
them. I think they look pretty silly. Gotta go.  She’ll be here any 
minute.  (Yes, I was really that dumb.) 

8:00 pm 
Well, I’ll tell you, di, this has been the worst day in my 

whole life.  Mary Ann came over, but I don’t think she really 
likes me that much.  She was nice while we worked on 
arithmetic, but I saw she was just copying my work. I didn’t 



 

  

say anything, but it didn’t seem right.  When we finished (when 
I finished, really) she looked at the clock and said it was late 
and she had to go.  I said, “What about playing or something?”  
She said I could kiss her if I hurried up.  I said, “Why would I 
want to kiss you?”  She rolled her eyes and left without even 
thanking Mom for the cookies. 

Girls are pretty hard to understand and I’ll tell you one 
more thing, Di, I suspect it has something to do with those 
bumpy sweaters. Anyway, she just used me.  The university 
tried to use me when they used to send psychologist interns 
out  to  practice  testing  me.  Pop finally put a stop to that.  I 
guess when I agree to be used its okay.  I just feel bad for 
people who’d rather take advantage of other people instead of 
trying to do something on their own – How will they ever know 
if they can really do things or not?  People Users are a sad lot.  
They steal a part of you and think that’s all okay.  

 
AGE 9 

Dear Di:  I just came back from visiting Old Mrs 
Stephens next door. I can never tell if she’s happy or sad. Oh, 
her face always lights up when I go to see her but her mood is 
hard to judge.  Mostly she sits, listens to the radio and rocks.  
Personally, rocking makes me car sick, but not her I guess.  
(Hmm!  Maybe it’s really that riding in a car makes me rocker 
sick.  I’ll have to think on that.) 

I was thinking, when I was with her today, that she is 
like a ‘nothing being’ – I mean she never does anything.  She 
won’t go to quilting at the church – both Mom and I have urged 
that.  She’ll talk to folks, but not about anything meaningful –
mostly who did what with whom and when. She’s lived here in 
Springtown for 78 years and it’s like she was never here.  
When she dies, it won’t matter to our town because she’s like 
a shadow – she’s here but has no substance.  It’s like her 
main purpose is to get old and die so she can fill up a hole in 
the ground for eternity.  I guess I’m saying she never gets 
involved in anything.  She never makes a difference in 
anybody’s life – Well, I should say that another way – she 
never seems to try to make a difference in anybody’s life.  She 
does make a difference in my family’s life because we all feel 
sorry for her and that makes us sad.  I don’t think  she  means  



 

 

to  make  us sad but then I can’t remember  a time she ever 
tried to make us feel anyway at all.  She doesn’t vote so she 
sure doesn't help things that way. 

I mow her yard every week all summer long.  I do it 
because I want to – she’s old – I don’t expect to be paid – I 
wouldn’t take pay because it’s something I just want to do. But 
she seldom ever says thanks – sometimes she has a plate of 
sugar cookies and says I can have one if I want, but it’s not 
really given to me with any sense of appreciation you know.  
She just sits back and watches – observes – the world going 
by.  It’s like she’s helpless, but it’s something more than that.  
Doc says she really isn’t depressed. 

What will her obituary say? “She was born, she lived, 
she died, the worms are now enjoying her flesh (she finally 
made a difference!!).” 
AGE 9 

I’ve been thinking a lot recently about Butchie and Miss 
Barry.  Everybody hates both of them – well, Mom and Pop 
and I don’t hate people and I doubt if Parson hates them either 
considering his connections, but those who are prone to hate, 
really do truly hate them both. 

Butchie steals and beats up on kids all the time. If he 
can’t steal it, he seems to enjoy ruining or breaking it.  For 
some reason, I’ve never been the recipient of one of his 
famous thrashings.  I suppose that’s been good for my health, 
but bad for my image.  He cusses all the time and calls 
everybody bad names.  If he lived with Mom she’d use up a 
whole bar of lye soap every week just washing out his mouth. 
(On such occasions when I have personally let a bad word 
slip, I’ve tried to explain to Mom that it’s not really my mouth 
that’s at fault but my brain.  She says my mouth is as close  to  
my  brain  as  she  can get so that will have to do.  But I guess 
that’s a side trip.) [Digressing started early, you see.] 

I don’t think – now there’s a strange phrase – Of course 
I think . . . Let me start over – I believe he has probably never 
worked to earn so much as a nickel in his life – he just takes 
what he wants.  (I’m still talking about Butchie, here.)  He’s 
probably the only one who spends more time in the principal’s 
office than me. That doesn’t sound so good, does it.  Anyway, 
I’m never their because I’ve hurt anybody or been mean or not 



 

  

carried out my responsibilities.  It’s usually just differences of 
opinion between the teachers and me. 

Then there’s Miss Barry the 4th grade teacher. She and 
Butchie are a lot alike – Oh, Miss Barry doesn't steal (as far as 
I know, anyway), but she really hurts kids.  She treats students 
rudely. She is sarcastic.  She never praises anyone.  No one’s 
work is ever good enough.  She yells all day long.  Pop says 
some people think they have to make kids afraid of them in 
order to keep control of them.  Well, kids are afraid of her and 
she does control them, no doubt about that, but then Miss 
Distlemeyer controls kids, too, and I’ve never heard her raise 
her voice and she’d never say hateful things to her students. 

Remember, Di, how last year Miss Barry hit my 
knuckles with her yard stick because my writing was sloppy.  I 
got into a little trouble when I grabbed it from her and broke it 
into three pieces.  Boy, I’ve never been so popular in all my 
life!  The trouble was worth it.  When I told Pop about it [and I 
always tried to tell him about my ‘incidents’ before he heard 
about them elsewhere] he rubbed his mouth and coughed – 
well, really it was a chuckle and a smile he was trying to cover 
up – I could tell – Anyway, he  reminded  me  about treating 
everybody with respect and then never brought it up again.  I 
overheard Mom and Pop giggling about it after I went to bed 
and he did go see Mr. Martin about it.  Her yardstick was not 
replaced. 

So much for the certainties of life I’ve been searching 
for.  John calls her “Mrs. Hitler.” He’s another guy I don’t 
understand (Hitler, not John).  He just went out and took whole 
countries when he wanted them, killing millions of people – 
many of them his own – along the way. It’s interesting to think 
that Hitler, Miss Barry and Butchie all belong to the same 
group.  As bad as Hitler was, he really never effected my day 
to day life the way Miss Barry did.  Ginny (my best friend since 
age two) says the three of them are evil. I’m not sure anybody 
really clearly knows what evil means.  It makes more sense to 
me to call them Destroyers. 

 
AGE 9 

I know I’ve said it before, Di, but I must be just about 
the luckiest boy in the World when it comes to the grown-ups 



 

 

in my life (well, except for Miss Barry and old lady Blaston out 
at the County Home).  My parents gave me plenty of smarts 
and a body that’s really okay (though a little taller would be 
nice in case you’re listening, God). 

Parents, at least mine, are a really special kind of 
breed.  They take care of me.  Nobody pays them to.  Nobody 
makes them do it. They love me and make themselves easy 
for me to love in return.  Everybody in town loves them (us!).  
It’s opposite in every way from what Butchie has experienced. 

In terms of money-wealth, they don’t have a lot, but still 
put back money every week to help those who are less 
fortunate than we are.  Every week – usually on Sunday 
afternoons – we do something helpful for somebody – mow 
their yard if they can’t, spade their garden, weed their flowers, 
shovel their snow, wash and iron, take them a hot meal, clean 
their house, fix fences, sometimes just sit and talk when they 
are lonely or sad.  The list just goes on and on.  I love doing 
that stuff.  It gives me the most wonderful feeling I can 
imagine. (Ronny says sex will be a better feeling, but I’m not 
sure how he knows that. He still believes women get pregnant 
from kissing boys in the dark.) I guess when Doc explained 
sex to me he left out the part about great feelings.  I’ll have to 
ask Pop.  He’ll be happy to explain that part to me.  [Sure, he 
will, Tommy!  Just wade right in, little fella!  Should make a 
good conversation starter when you have guests over for 
Sunday dinner – and it DID!] 

I think one of the best things about being a member of 
this family is presents – Oh, we don’t get very many, but we 
always make them for each other.  We very seldom buy them 
if they can be made.  It doesn’t really ever matter what it is – 
it’s just so precious because someone put so much time and 
love into it.  Ronny got a new 22 rifle for his birthday.  He talks 
about it all the time, but he’s never once mentioned that it was 
a gift of love – Maybe it wasn’t.  I sure hope it was. 

It has been my observation (well, my two observations, 
really) that if you haven’t spent a lot of time creating special 
gifts for somebody else, you never really seem to understand 
how precious a gift is when you get it.  And that second 
observation is this: I really feel sorry for the poor rich kids 
(what an interesting idea – poor rich kids).  Anyway, I really 



 

  

feel sorry for them because when they want something new 
they have to go out and buy it.  When I want something new, I 
get to make it - I plan it all out, figure where to get the parts or 
material, find ways of earning money if I need any, and then I 
put it all together – I create it.  Heck (woops!  Sorrry, God) I 
have two bicycles I didn’t even really want – I just have so 
much fun making them.  Pop and I are going to take them out 
to the County Home for the kids if I can convince old lady 
Blaston to let them have them.  Maybe Doc will tell her they 
need them for pelvic exercise – then she could hardly refuse. 

I guess I got off track somewhere. I just thought of this: 
“Getting off track is like discovering a wonder-filled new path in 
the woods.” I’ll tell parson that and he can use it for a sermon 
topic (or at least a metaphor – I’ve discovered that all 
ministers really love metaphors). 

Anyway, I was talking about good people in my life and 
my point was going to be this:  I don’t believe going to church 
defines you as being a good person – Parson might not even 
argue that one for long.  I believe a good person is somebody 
who truly gets a heart-warming kick out of being helpful to 
other people.  That’s interesting because it’s almost like my 
definition of success: “Having lived every day to improve the 
lot of mankind or at least those folks close enough for you to 
reach.” Doc and I worked that out sort of together not long 
ago.  Good and successful people are the ones who build a 
better world – that’s why I call them Builders.   

Lots of folks seem to have that all messed up in their 
heads.  Grown-ups are always asking me what I’m going to be 
when I grow up - as if what job you do is the most important 
big deal in life - like your success in life depends on your job.  
I’ve decided that I’m never going to ask kids that question. 
Instead, I’ll ask: “What’s your plan for making people’s lives 
better?” or maybe “What’s your plan for helping make the 
World a better place?”  I’m sure what you ask a kid about such 
stuff turns him in that direction. 

Here I am nine years old and already I’m a full-blown 
success because every day I really do enjoy helping others.  
Wow!!!!  Sometimes I boggle my own mind, and, Di, you’d 
better believe that it takes some tremendous boggling to 
accomplish that. 



 

 

 
AGE 9 ½   

Okay, Di, here’s my most recent revelation – you have 
probably already picked up on it because I’m sure it’s all in 
here in bits and pieces. (I wonder how a ‘bit’ is different from a 
‘piece’ and why that phrase – bits and pieces – requires both 
words to make it accurate or complete?)   

After years of consideration and observation, I’ve found 
there are four basic types of people – well, at least in so far as 
how they contribute to the happiness or sadness – the life or 
death, really – of humanity. 

First, are the Mary Anns of the World – The People 
Users, I’ve decided to call them.  They use you until you have 
nothing left they want and then they throw you out like so 
much rancid meat.  They are fully self-centered people and 
never even seem to consider the fact that other people’s 
needs are legitimate, important and deserve to be met.  The 
People User only does for himself. Taken to its logical 
extreme, if we were all people users, no one would ever help 
meet anybody else’s needs and the human species would 
rapidly die out. 

So, the first group is People Users.  Then there are the 
Mrs. Stephens – they just sit on the sidelines of life watching it 
go by. (That’s pretty good! – what I said, I mean, not the 
activity.)  They never make a difference. They never help 
improve the human condition and often make it worse by not 
attending to the ills of their neighbors.  I’m not sure if they 
don’t want to be helpful or if something just holds them back. 
One day I’ll study about that.  Maybe I can find a way to get 
them off their butts (Opps!  Sorry God.).  Maybe if they were 
happier people they would want to be more helpful, but then, I 
believe it’s through being helpful that we really become happy 
in the first place – It’s a dilemma about which has to come 
first.  It’s like the chicken or the egg thingy.  (I’ve solved that, 
by the way.  The thing that came first was the eggplant! – Ha! 
Ha!) 

I call the Mrs. Stephenses of the World, the Observers 
– It’s different from being depressed like Mrs. Lempke – Being 
an Observer is more like the ultimate attempt to remain 
separate, unconnected from other human beings.  I imagine 



 

  

it’s based on fear.  They are probably extremely scared of 
some aspect of social interaction whereas the depressed 
person seems to be trying to keep his anger under control (or 
so says Freud.  I’ll bet on some kind of brain function problem, 
myself.) 

The third group includes the Barry/Butchie/Hitler types 
of the world – the Destroyers.  They’re the ultimate selfish, 
non-compassionate beings in our world.  They hurt others with 
no remorse.  They take what they want because they seem to 
believe anything they want is rightfully theirs. 

I imagine their minds are short-circuited in a similar way 
as those of people users but they take it to an extreme – They 
are more direct, more obvious.  If the World was made up of 
Destroyers only, eventually there would only be one person 
left – because destroyers even like to destroy each other – 
and unless I misunderstand the sex talk from Doc, that means 
there would eventually be no one left at all. 

One more thing I just remembered about – Mr. Easly – 
He’s rich and he bought the gas station out at the crossroads. 
Then he put the gas price so low – below his own cost, I’m 
told - that the Johnsons couldn’t compete here in town and 
they went out of business.  Then, Easly put the price up higher 
than it was to start with.  I personally bawled him out about it.  
He said it was just good business – free market competition – 
as if business and living a good life were somehow separate, 
and played by different rules.  I told him I thought it stunk.  
What about cooperation?  Shouldn’t cooperation and 
helpfulness be more important than competition and 
hurtfulness?  He snorted.  I was really steamed, so I snorted 
right back. [I learned that his bass snort has much more 
impact than my soprano snort!!!] 

It’s only the Builders that make continued human 
existence possible.  I mean a really great existence – a good 
life – where everybody has their needs met, it is safe and 
comfortable and loving and everybody gets to develop 
themselves so they can meet their own personal potential – 
like in my home.   

A world full of Mary Ann’s couldn’t be that way. 
A World full of Miss Barry’s and Mr. Easley’s couldn’t 

be that way. 



 

 

A world full of Mrs. Stephens could not be that way. 
But, Di, can you just imagine what a wonderful World it 

will be when it is chuck full of Mom and Pop Gnageys, and 
Docs and Parsons and Ginnys.  WOW! 

So, you see, Di, I have my work cut out for me.  Next, I 
have to discover all the positive traits that Builders have that 
are pertinently different from the negative traits all the non-
builders have.  I should have that well in hand by my tenth 
birthday.  I already have some ideas.  It’s sort of like football. 
(Parson and his metaphors have rubbed off on me, I’m afraid!)  
Linemen seem to all have a bit of the destroyer in them.  They 
really like knocking around their counterparts on the other 
team.  I’ve found that many of them aren’t really very 
compassionate guys even off the field.  The Backs are – in my 
experience – like people users – they take all the glory but 
really, they couldn’t do a thing without the line.  The Fans are 
the Observers – they watch but they can never make much 
difference – in a physical sense.  The coach should be the 
Builder.  Coach Lasky is that – he’s a kind, teacher.  I’ve seen 
some coaches who were at least people users if not 
destroyers.  Winning is all that ever counts to them.  That’s the 
attitude that will destroy mankind, I’m sure of that.  They scare 
me.   

Out of time.  It’s Wednesday . . .  and time to go help 
Mr. Deets carry his groceries home now.  . . .  I need to check 
on his canary.  Sometimes he forgets to put out food and 
water.  He’s pretty old.  See you later. 

 
AGE 9  

Our voters just voted down a referendum to start a 
Family Guidance Clinic in our county. [Mental Health Center]  I 
think the guys in the courthouse ran the campaign all wrong.  I 
tried to tell them so before the vote.  They spoke about all the 
human suffering that mental illness and family-living problems 
cause folks in our county.  It’s not that I’m not compassionate 
about those things – I really am – I hate to see anybody suffer 
for any reason – but let’s face it – that argument only really 
holds up with us Builders.  Unfortunately, there are clearly not 
enough builders around here to pass such a referendum. 

I wrote the administrator of the county Health 



 

  

Department and told him how he should do it the next time.  
Here’s the pitch:  “Happy, well-adjusted people are easier to 
live with and cost the taxpayers less in the long run. They 
support themselves, obey the laws and pay taxes rather than 
being in jail and on relief.  It doesn’t really matter if you want to 
help the emotionally disturbed people because you have 
compassion for them or just because you selfishly want them 
to all become folks who are easy to live with and who pull their 
own weight.  Either way, providing this clinic is in everybody’s 
best interest.”  

See, Di, even the most selfish folks – the destroyers, 
observers and people users want their own lives to be 
happier, safer and less frustrating, so even they will buy the 
idea that that can happen a whole lot easier if they are living 
among happy, helpful, law abiding, well adjusted, employed 
people.  Spending just a few bucks a year to make that 
happen makes sense to the lot of them.  Mark my word, if they 
use that approach next time, we’ll have a Family Guidance 
Clinic.  [They didn’t and we didn’t!] 

* * * 
And so it was that before I turned ten, I felt sufficiently 

prepared to meet and improve the World.  I had people’s 
approaches to living pretty well figured out and narrowed 
down to a manageable four.  I understood which ‘styles’ 
helped and which hindered the ongoing and developing 
human condition.  I had designed for myself a daily living plan 
– my philosophy translated into behaviors.  Actually, what I 
decided I had was a daily living plan that still needed some 
tweaking.  It needed a concisely stated, all-encompassing 
philosophy that could guide me in my moment to moment 
decisions.  Here are several thoughtful ‘passages’ that 
indicate the growth and development of that philosophic 
guidepost. 

 
AGE 9 ½ 

DI, 
I’ve decided that now that I’m practically grown up that I 

need to put down in black and white what my philosophy of 
living is so here goes. I call it My Builder’s Way Of Living.  It’s 
kind of like my starting point or baseline.  I’m even going to 



 

 

write it down, tonight.  
Everyday I: 

1- Do the jobs I have to do (Like brush my 
teeth, take out the trash, set the table, go to school 
and do the work assigned, go to my job after school 
and on Saturday, things like that.) 

2-  Do something especially nice for 
someone else (Something not expected or required.  
Do it anonymously whenever possible.  Taking 
credit for a charitable act puts you in the limelight – 
like feeding your ego.  The emphasis should just be 
to quietly be helpful – NOT make yourself look good 
in the process.  Then it wouldn’t be a charitable act, 
but a self-promotional act.  Like people who give 
money to colleges so a building will be named after 
them.  Shame on them) 

3- Learn something new every day.  (It may just be 
something interesting, but who knows when it may be helpful 
to me or to someone else.  “There are so many things to learn 
about and so little time in which to learn them” – that’s a quote 
from Mom.) 

4- Do something nice for myself.  (It’s like legitimate 
selfishness.  I think if you don’t take good care of yourself like 
that, you can’t do your best for others. – I learned that from 
Doc.) 

I may need to revise it when I get to be a grownup, but 
Mom and Pop say probably not.  You can’t know what the 
world’s going to be like later on with atom bombs and things.  
Maybe it will need some rearranging.  I’ll keep a close watch 
on it just in case. 

[Not long after this I felt the need for something else 
AND felt the available guidance needed some tweaking before 
it would be truly useful.] 

 
AGE 9 ½  

DI - I just came from Parson’s.  We had a long talk 
about living a good life. (I think it was actually Pop’s idea that 
the talk take place.)  I’m less and less inclined to take what 
Parson has to say as God’s truth without first examining it 



 

  

pretty carefully.  That drives him insane!  (Parson not God – 
Well, maybe God too, I can’t be sure about that.)  If there is an 
all-wise God (and, God, if you are really there, I assume you 
will forgive me for having some doubts right now) I have to 
conclude that some – no, many – of his intentions have been 
grossly misinterpreted or at least misstated by those who are 
supposedly in a position to receive them.  (Who they are, how 
we know who they are, and how they come to be that, are 
very important topics for another day.)   

Parson keeps coming back to the Golden Rule, which 
he states this way: Do unto others what you would have 
others do unto you.  Taken literally, that’s really a pretty 
dangerous statement if you ask me.  (and no one has, of 
course!)  It only seems like a good guideline for people who 
are really good and wise people to begin with.  What would it 
mean to the destroyers?  It’s logically incompatible with their 
position.  They would have others get out of their way or die, 
so they (the destroyers) can have everything they want.  What 
destroyers would have others do unto them is to give them 
everything they want.  Clearly, they would not then give it all 
back as per the rule.  Same for the People User and the 
Observer.  And even us good guys would make a shamble of 
the world if we followed that Rule to the letter.  I’d really like to 
have a Baby Ruth candy bar every single day (three times 
every single day, in fact) but if I did that unto all the other kids 
how would that help anything (except the Baby Ruth company 
and dentists, I suppose.)?   All us kids would have tummy 
aches, we’d lose our appetites and fail to eat what’s really 
good for us and on and on and on. 

It’s just not a simple thing, and in my estimation, God 
needs to change his rule.  I’ve thought a lot about it, but I’m 
not sure yet what the rule should be. 
AGE 9  8/12  

Di – That blasted (sorry, God) Golden Rule will be the 
death of me.  Betty Ann, Jimmy’s four-year-old sister wanted a 
bite of my cookie this afternoon, so, I thought, “Do unto others 
what I would have them do unto me.” I broke the cookie in two 
and gave half of it to her. Her mother called up Mom and 
complained that I had to stop giving Betty Ann sweets before 
supper. She seemed really angry about it.  Maybe the Rule 



 

 

should really say: “Do unto others only those things that 
everybody else in the World thinks you should do for them.” 
(And then, only after a committee meeting of all parties even 
remotely concerned!!!)  I did know it might ruin her appetite, 
but the Rule doesn't say anything about that – it says “what I 
would have others do for me” and I’d sure have others give 
me half a cookie anytime the opportunity arose.  This Golden 
Rule thing is really confusing. 

 
AGE 9  11/12 

Okay, God, here’s the deal.  I’ll concede that if you’re 
really out there you have to be a pretty smart and wise guy (or 
woman – humm – more than likely an ‘it ‘ since if you are all 
alone in the god business you’d therefore not have the 
possibility of a wife, and if you exist forever, you’d have no 
need for little god-kids to carry on for you, so I guess gender is 
irrelevant.)  What was I saying. Oh, yes. If you exist, you’re 
smart and wise and if you’re smart and wise you’d not give out 
a Rule that’s as completely useless as I find the Golden Rule 
to be.  Therefore, I have concluded that your intention has 
been misinterpreted and knowing what I know about people 
interacting with other people, I think I understand what you 
intended that Rule to really be.  Here is what I’m sure you 
meant: “Only do to and for yourself and others those things 
you have good reason to believe will be best for all concerned 
in the long run.” 

I’ve given it a lot of thought. I’ve written and re-written it 
a hundred times (well, I didn’t actually keep count.).  I’ve 
changed it and added to it.  I’ve tried it out in every form I had, 
and this form has to be the real rule.  I know it’s a whole lot 
more complicated and it calls for each person to work really 
hard at gathering all the facts before he acts, but I think this is 
a much more useful – pragmatically practical - Rule.  (You 
may call it the “Platinum Rule” if you want to and I don’t care if 
you give me any credit for it – even though I have put in a 
great deal of time.)   

AGE 9 11/12  [grade 9] 
Hey, God!  Tommy, here.  I ran the new Platinum Rule 

past Doc, Parson, and Mom and Pop. None of them seemed 
to believe I put it all together – well, they know I don’t lie so I 



 

  

didn’t mean it that way (just in case you were wondering). I 
meant they were amazed - impressed, I think.  Parson said 
he’d use it in a sermon.  I told him it would take at least four to 
properly present it.  He patted me on the head – I hate that!! (I 
suppose it’s okay to hate a behavior, isn’t it?  I don’t hate 
Parson because he does it, you understand.)  I guess I’ll just 
have to outline the sermons for him so he gets the right idea 
about it all. 

It’s the word “best” in that rule that requires the most 
work – the most responsibility, I guess would be more 
accurate.  It’s also ‘best’ according to whom or what that is the 
part that makes it open to a lot of interpretations.   

So, I’ve started making a list of values and beliefs and 
behaviors that make things better for mankind and the world, 
and then the other side of it - the values and beliefs and 
behaviors that are harmful and destructive.  That way the term 
‘best’ will be defined pretty well, I think.  It’s hard to believe 
that one little rule can require so much work.  I can’t talk with 
my friends about it because they either aren’t interested or 
they don’t understand.   

If it’s that they don’t understand, I’ll have to find ways of 
simplifying it because I think it’s important for kids to know all 
this stuff as early in life as possible.  Maybe if I were just 
dumber, I’d understand how to say it better so they could 
understand it – of course, if were dumber, I’ve concluded, I 
might not have thought it up in the first place.  What an 
interesting conundrum (I’m not sure that’s the right word but 
no time to look it up now – I got a game of marbles with Chuck 
and Billy in six minutes. I got to put some rosin on my right 
thumbnail.  I have found that really helps make straight shots.  
Chuck always spits on his thumb to help him so I don’t 
consider the rosin cheating.  Spit, by the way, actually just 
makes his nail slippery and his shots go awry.  He doesn’t 
seem to pay attention to the results of his procedure.  He’s just 
so caught up in the procedure he overlooks what happens.  I 
suppose that will assist him if he ever becomes a teacher.) 

* * * 
[Knowing as I did even at age nine that each person 

had his or her own unique twist in defining just about every 
important word, it seemed particularly important to carefully 



 

 

define each word and phrase related to “the rule.”  Since 
people often seem to understand what they see better than 
what they hear, I set out to exemplify, in my behavior, the 
positive values I had discovered. Tommy’s “Platinum Rule” is 
the basis of the parenting book titled, The One Rule Plan For 
Family Happiness.  In it, the application of the concept is 
described within the family setting.]  

The agreements that follow in the next section amplify 
“The Rule” and represent a further attempt at clarifying and 
specifying aspects of social interaction that seem to be crucial.  



 

  

 
SECTION THREE: 

 

Twenty-Four Positive Social Agreements 
 
[Understand that some aspects of the ideas have been 

cleaned up a bit and the language modified to be appropriate 
and accurate for the purpose of this presentation. 

In this section the several topics will be presented, one 
or more sets of childhood experiences will be recalled, and a 
Positive Social Agreement will be stated based on the insights 
I gained from those experiences – stated as an adult, 
understrand.] 

 
 

TOPIC ONE:  
Basing one’s life on love 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 5 

I think this was probably the most important day in my 
whole life, so far, but I’m not completely sure why yet.  I was at 
the feed store before school – where the men and I drink 
coffee and play checkers every morning.  (Well, I don’t drink 
coffee, but I am a mean checker player). Mark was with me. 
He just watches. He’s like my cheerleader.  

Mr. Garth was there – he’s new around here – bought 
the Springer place on the other side of town.  Came from 
Mississippi I think.  Maybe Alabama.  I’m not sure. 

Well, I was trying to make him feel welcome here so I 
went up to him and put out my hand for a shake and told him 
welcome to our little town.  I introduced Mark. That’s when he 
said it and that’s when I went crazy. (Believe me, DI, going 
crazy is never the thing to do.) 

He shook and smiled a really nice smile, but then he 
said, “You’re mother and father let you play with nigger boys?”  

Hearing him call my friend a nigger, sent me into a 
rage.  I don’t remember a lot about what happened next 
although second hand reports all seem to tell it the same way.  
It seems I flew at him, hitting and kicking and screaming that I 



 

 

hated him.  It’s my best estimate that it took four grown men to 
drag me off the man.  Mark was long gone but the time it was 
all over.   

I remember Doc finally picked me up and put me under 
his arm and carried me home.  He sat me down on the back 
steps and told me to wait right there while he went inside and 
talked with Mom and Pop.  I just sat there and cried like a little 
kid.  I had a strange feeling that I had just done something 
terrible and something wonderful all at the same time.   

I was still on the steps when Doc left.  He didn’t speak 
but he did lean down and kiss me on the top of my head – a 
mixed message to be sure – Doc and I always talk about 
everything – like yesterday when we discussed the pros and 
cons of circumcision. 

Anyway, pop came out alone and sat beside me.  
When it is just pop alone, it means it is going to be a really 
serious talk.  He handed me his red handkerchief and waited 
for me to dry my face before he started. 

He said we had a serious problem.   I said I figured as 
much and nodded.  He said Doc had explained what had 
happened and he retold the story to me and asked if that’s 
how I remembered it.  I said yes it was.  Pop nodded. (a good 
sign, I thought.)   

Then he started talking.  He didn’t sound angry – but 
then I can’t ever remember pop sounding angry.  Anyway, he 
said he would allow me to believe most anything I wanted to 
believe and he knew once I left his home I would believe 
anything I wanted to, but as long as I was a part of his family 
he would not allow me to hate other people.   

I said “But…” and he shushed me quiet.  He said, “I 
know that the man called your friend a DESPICABLE name.  
But we can’t know what he meant by it. And even if he meant 
the very worst by it, Gnageys don’t hate him for saying it.  
Gnageys don’t hate anyone for any reason.  Is that clear, 
son?” 

I looked up at him and began crying all over again.  I 
nodded and said, “Yes, Sir. That’s clear.”  He reached out and 
I snuggled up as close as I could get to him.  I always feel so 
safe in his big strong arms.   

We just stayed close like that for a long time.   



 

  

   Tomorrow I have to go and apologize to Mr. Garth.  I 
am trying to figure out if I should try to explain to him why I did 
it. I suppose he knows.  I hope I didn’t hurt him too badly.  I do 
remember getting in a few good blows to where a guy never 
wants to get a few good blows.   

I have decided that I really do not hate him.  I really did 
hate what he said and I guess I still do, even if maybe he 
didn’t mean anything as bad by it as I imagined he did.  I know 
we Gnageys love people – that’s just about the best thing 
about my family – we love everybody and just about 
everybody I know seems to love us back.  I’m afraid I gave our 
family a big black mark around here by what I did.  I can’t 
undo that.  That’s why I told pop I thought I should apologize 
to Mr. Garth at the feed store in front of all the men who heard 
me say it.  That will be the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do, 
but I believe it is the proper thing to do.  It will be hard to sleep 
tonight. 

 
AGE 10   

Sixth grade is not turning out to be one of the most 
positive experiences of my life, di.  It’s very strange – 
everybody is suddenly a snob.  The girls all talk badly about 
each other behind each other’s backs.  The boys expend the 
majority of their conversational energies trying to one-up 
everybody else – another way of really putting everybody 
down – but at least guys do it right to each other’s faces.  It’s 
not a very healthful environment in which to live and grow.  I 
have to assume relationships get better after 6th grade 
because a world based on all this negative stuff couldn’t 
possibly exist for long.  I’ve concluded it is the most insecure 
lot of humanity I’ve yet encountered herded into one small 
space and forced to sit still for prolonged periods of time 
(perhaps that helps account for it!).  The girls seem more 
vicious.  If they can make another girl cry or break a boy’s 
heart they seem overjoyed.  I suppose it’s a search for self-
worth through power and popularity.  I sure hope my genes 
allow me to skip that stage.  I would feel positively terrible (an 
interesting 2-word phrase!) every night as I looked back over 
my day if I lived that way.  They seem to live by the 
destroyer’s rule: “do badly unto others before they do badly 



 

 

unto me.”  A visitor from outer space would surely think 6th 
grade was the earthman’s training ground for future John 
Dillingers and Al Capones.  It’s very difficult to believe my 
modeling of positive values among them makes one whit of a 
difference, but I will keep trying.  I figure when they put me 
down as being a ‘goody-goody’ for acting civil (or is it civilly?) I 
assume they are trying to alleviate their own guilt through 
some form of group consensus.  Thinking back over what I’ve 
just contemplated, it is hardly a ten-year-old’s passage, di.  
Unfortunately, it was clearly not an 6th grader’s passage either.  
I really don’t seem to fit in anywhere but at home right now.  
Thank god for mom and pop and doc – and usually, for parson 
although recently he is becoming really thick headed about 
religious matters.  

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 1: 

I WILL build my life around love and I recognize 
that love is a one-way characteristic with no expectation 
or requirement of being loved in return, 

RATHER THAN allowing hate to guide me or cloud 
my direction and behavior, 

BECAUSE hate can only destroy the human 
species while only love can preserve and enhance it. 

 
 
 

TOPIC TWO: 
Love Must Be Guided By Appropriate Knowledge 

and Understanding 
The Experiences 
AGE 8  

Ginny and I were talking down at the creek today.  We 
decided life will be a whole LOT easier for us if we just love 
everybody.  That way there’s only one group of people we 
have to deal with – those we love.  For her 8th birthday my 
present to Ginny was explaining how you could love 
somebody, specifically her older brother, and still not like the 
kind of person they are.   

She said it was one of the best presents she had ever 
received.  I’ve always felt that learning something new was 



 

  

like a wonder-filled present.  Ginny and I are a lot alike even if 
she is a girl. One thing that amazes me about her is that she 
really doesn't even mind that she’s a girl.  That’s pretty hard to 
figure, but I suppose she’ll be a lot happier person because of 
it. 

Ginny’s brother, Jim, is 24.  He’s not married and can’t 
keep a job.  He drinks a lot and smokes – both things our 
Church of the BRETHREN doesn’t allow.  He’s not one of the 
good guys in this world.  His mother and father love him a lot 
and they’ve always let him know that, but that’s clearly not 
been enough.  They are good people, but they don’t seem to 
understand that there is a lot more to being a good parent 
than just loving your kids.  I’m sure they have never taken the 
time to study child growth and development or even read any 
books on improving family life.  David (he’s 22) turned out 
better, I guess. He moved to California when he was 
seventeen so I barely remember him.  Ginny, of course, is 
great, but I’ve often personally given her parents some 
pointers on raising her.  People just don’t dare count on 
having somebody else around to help you out like that, 
though.  

I guess what I’m saying is that it seems to me we have 
to start out by just plain and simply loving everybody, but 
that’s not enough if we also believe we have some 
responsibility for improving this human species we belong to.  
We have to encourage ourselves to learn what we need to 
know so we can help in the right (proved) ways. I’ll bet you, DI, 
that not a single man down at the feed store even knows there 
are proven guidelines available that can help parents raise 
good, well-adjusted children.  Maybe that’s the biggest crime – 
not taking time to find out if there are already good answers 
available to help you do those things you have to do (like be a 
good parent, or a good teacher, or, earlier in life, a good date 
or friend). 

I guess the most important subject is never even taught 
in school – “What kind of helpful information is available and 
where to find it.”  

 I’ll have to speak with Principal Martin about that.  
Time for bed. I think I’ll sleep on the floor in the kitchen in front 
of the open door – it’ll be cooler there tonight – the breeze is 



 

 

from the south. 
 

POSITIVE SOCIAL AGREEMENT # 2: 
I WILL build my life on love and will guide it with 

the kinds of knowledge, experiences and expertise 
necessary to apply it appropriately, 

RATHER THAN behaving on the devastating 
assumption that love needs no rational support for its 
helpful application,  

BECAUSE, when you truly love, it becomes your 
responsibility to fully understand what is and is not 
helpful in those situations that come up.  (Example:  
There are parenting procedures that typically raise 
mentally healthy, happy, productive youngsters and there 
are those that do the opposite.  Both can be administered 
through ‘love’ but the latter is also based on ignorance, 
which typically trumps love.  Knowledge is the key to the 
effective administration of love, and its acquisition has to 
become more important than work, socializing with 
friends, or watching hour after hour of TV.)  

 
TOPIC THREE: 

Making the survival and enhancement of the human 
species paramount in your life 

The Experiences 
AGE 7 
Dear DI, 

Today my teacher told Mark that if he continued to not 
do his homework god would punish him.  I told her I thought 
that was a terrible thing to tell him and that she should speak 
to her minister about her behavior at her earliest convenience.  
I spent most of the day with Principal Martin.  I was reading 
about the many species of animals that are now extinct and 
got to wondering - worrying, I suppose - if mankind would 
become extinct too, someday.  If that happens, I assume it will 
come long after I’m worm food, but that was not at all 
reassuring to me.  If there is something I can do today to help 
mankind survive, I think I should do it for the millions of unborn 
– no that’s not what I’m thinking about – I mean unconceived 
kids who should have a chance to be a human being for a 



 

  

while.  Assuming that someday I really will get rid of this 
DISGUST about the process of making a baby, some of those 
kids I’m thinking about could be my grand and great grand 
kids. It’s like a little part of me won’t get a chance to be reborn 
and be a person again and again if mankind goes extinct.   

I suspect extinction could come about in at least two 
ways.  One would be that we humans eventually kill each 
other off and another would be that some disease does us in.  
Maybe another ice age, but that would come on gradually and 
we are plenty smart enough to prepare for that with warm 
places inside to live and grow things. Maybe a comet or 
asteroid could hit the earth and make life impossible. (We 
probably should be planning on building a huge gun powerful 
enough to pulverize it way out in space.) 

Well, some of those things I can’t do anything about, 
but we can all decide to live in such a way that we will never 
kill ourselves off.  It is another reason to live according to 
positive values that improve things for people.  I think I am 
doing that pretty well.  I know a lot of people aren’t. (I differ 
with my church on many issues but they just may be the very 
best when it comes to defining and living by positive values.)   

It’s pretty hard to know how to help others change.  I 
worry about that.  We have to find ways of getting along and 
being helpful to each other.  We just have to and if history can 
be believed, it won’t be religions that will help us do it.   
Century after century they seem to have been the worst 
offenders of all.  WE all have to understand how dear 
humanity is and make it our goal to be sure it is saved to go 
on and on forever (Well, forever is another topic I do want to 
talk about, but not now.)  Goodnight 

 
AGE 8   

Di - Our English assignment is to write an essay about 
the thing that means the most to us.  I thought about it a long 
time.  My family was one of the top contenders. So was my 
swimming skill – I was the best 7 year-old in the county meet 
last summer. But, I decided to write about the part mom and 
pop and I play in improving what parson calls ‘the human 
condition’ – that has to be the most precious thing in my life.  
When people are sick or hurt or down on their luck my family 



 

 

is always right there to do what we can.  Every week I visit the 
kids out at the county home – they are orphans and live with a 
bunch of old people.  Doc and I sort of team up to make their 
lives better.  Also, I meet old Mr. Deets at the grocery store 
every Wednesday after school with my wagon to take his 
sacks home for him.  We have this thing we do.  After I’ve 
helped him put everything away in his kitchen, he holds out 
two pennies for me in his palm and I close his fingers over 
them and say, “Put them in the collection plate.”  He smiles 
and nods and I am sure he does put them in.  I like Mr. Deets 
– he must be in his 80s – he’s not very smart – doc says he is 
mentally retarded - but is one of the nicest people I have 
personally ever met and I believe ‘nice’ beats ‘smart’ every 
single time.  Well, I just have to make sure it [the essay] 
doesn’t sound like I am bragging because that is not what I 
mean.  She said to write about what is most important to me 
and people’s well-being is most important to me.   Most of the 
boys are writing about their bikes and the girls about their 
clothes.  I don’t understand how those things could ever be 
most important in all of one’s life.  I guess I still have a lot to 
learn about what makes people tick.  I wonder what mom and 
pop would have written about.  I guess I know. It would have 
been the same thing, but I am sure their love for me would 
have just about tied for first place.  We are really lucky to be a 
part of this family, di.  (There should be a better word than luck 
or fortunate because they don’t really say what I feel.) . . . 
 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 3 

I WILL embrace and act upon positive values and 
goals that will tend to protect and enhance the human 
condition and this planet now and in the future, 

RATHER THAN acting out of destructive self-
interest for personal gain today, at the ultimate expense 
of humanity and the planet on which we live, 

BECAUSE we each have but one brief moment in 
time to experience being this most marvelous of all 
creatures – a person – and when one of us is disallowed 
his or her opportunity to grow himself in all possible 
positive human dimensions, we are all diminished. 
 



 

  

 
TOPIC FOUR: 

Judging your own and others self-worth on the basis of 
their positive values and goals 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 7 
Dear DI,   

I’m cute as a bug (a cute bug, I assume).  Everybody 
says so.  I know that someday I’ll grow out of cute and into 
something else – maybe handsome, maybe plain, maybe ugly 
(though I’m told my parents are pretty good looking and that 
should count for something).  Mrs Henry always says to Mom, 
“He’s so cute!  I just love him.”  I’m glad she loves me, but I’d 
rather she’d love me because I’m a really good human being.  
She never brings that up. 

Mr. Deets always tells Pop,” Tommy’s fun to have 
around – he’s a really good kid and always makes me laugh.”  
I like to be liked for those reasons.  It’s about the real me 
inside that I’ll carry along with me from cute to whatever 
comes later. Take Ginny (well, no, don’t take her. She’s my 
best friend. I don’t like to think about when we grow up and 
move away from each other.). Anyway, I’ll start over.  
Consider Ginny.  She is really cute, really smart, and really 
kind and nice, but when I think about her – the real Ginny – it’s 
just that’s she’s a nice person that I think about.  Parson’s wife 
pats me on the head (I hate that!!) and says, “He’s sharp as a 
tack, that lad.”  (As if, either mom or I had anything to do with 
that).  I hate being liked just because I’m smart.  Next to just 
being so smart in the first place, THAT’S the thing I hate the 
most about it.  It’s like people can’t (or won’t) look beyond my 
brain and see the really nice me.  I guess that’s why I work so 
hard at it.  I’ll tell you, DI, some days it’s just plain exhausting 
to be so nice.  By night, my smiley cheeks ache and feel like 
they’ve turned into well-stretched rubber.  Don’t get me wrong.  
I want to be a nice and helpful guy.  I just wish people didn’t let 
things like looks and smarts get in the way of seeing that.  
(SIGH!!!!) Goodnight.  Let’s hope my cheeks recuperate by 
morning. 
 



 

 

AGE 9 ½  
Dear DI, 

Lots of kids and even some adults are not very nice to 
Petey. (You remember him, DI – six and really slow in the 
brain department.)   Doc says he was a breech birth and had 
the cord wrapped around his neck.  A regular birth is revolting 
enough to think about let alone that kind.  Anyway, I like 
Peaty.  He’s a good little kid.  He smiles a lot and he tries to 
be helpful – he just doesn’t know how to do lots of the stuff he 
wants to help with and he seems to have clumsiness built right 
into his little being.  When he stumbles or lets the ball hit him 
in the face or gets bad grades, the other kids laugh at him.  
That really hurts me.  Since it’s about the only way Peaty ever 
gets any attention, he goes along with it and laughs with them.  
I think since he’s so dumb (no offense intended) lots of that 
goes over his head and he doesn’t feel put down – that’s like a 
blessing, I guess. 

I get a lot of that, too, but I have taken on Eleanor 
Roosevelt’s approach to it.  She says you can never be put 
down by someone’s ugly comment unless you accept it as the 
truth.  So, I just refuse to think badly about myself on the basis 
of what others may say to or about me.  If what they say is 
true, I think about it and I’m appreciative.  If it’s not or if it 
doesn’t matter, I let it roll off.  I don’t accept it.  I don’t let it 
become part of my reality about myself.  

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 4 

I WILL define my self-worth in terms of my positive 
traits and values, my daily helpfulness to my fellow man, 
and the development of my own positive human 
potentials, 

RATHER THAN in terms of the amount and kinds of 
stuff and status I accumulate or the power I can yield over 
others, 

BECAUSE the good and helpful person who I am, 
deep down inside, is more important than what I have or 
how people look upon me.  Of all the known species in 
the universe, only man possesses the positive potentials 
of full-blown love, compassion, rational problem solving, 
and planning for the welfare of future generations.  So, to 



 

  

fail to live up these unique, positive potentials defines 
one as behaving well below his human capacities and 
more on the level of the lower animal species. 
 
 

Topic Five: 
Basing one’s life on positive values 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 6 ½   

I had a long discussion with Principal Martin today.  
One of the things we talked about was the rules at school – I 
was against them and he was for them in case you are 
wondering, DI.  I guess that’s really not right either.  What the 
rules are trying to do is mostly okay, but they are all “do nots”.  
I pointed out that I could sit in school all day long and abide by 
every single rule and do nothing at all.  “Do not spit.  Do not 
talk.  Do not squirm.  Do not hit.  Do not get out of line.  Do not 
swear.  Do not tattle. Do not answer without raising your hand.  
etc, etc.” 

The problem with “do not” rules is that they never tell 
kids what they should do instead.  My suggestion was that he 
replace all the rules with just one – “be nice”.  That way, if you 
followed that rule you’d never break any of the “Do nots” and it 
gives a kid something good to shoot for, to do, you know – to 
Be Nice! 

He patted me on the head (I hate that!)  and said that 
might work for me, but most kids weren’t smart enough for that 
to work.  I hate that when people use my smarts as a weapon 
against my ideas.  I was steamed, so I folded my arms and 
turned away from him.  He picked me up in the chair and 
moved me to the table in the corner of his office - it has sort of 
become my office away from the classroom.  He pulled three 
books off his shelf at random, put them on the table, and left.  
Instead of re-reading the books, I made up a survey.  At the 
top I wrote: “If a grown-up told you to be nice, which of these 
things would you do?”  Then I listed 20 things from the “do 
not” list - like swear, steal, talk during class, pass notes – stuff 
like that – and then mixed into the list 20 positive things like 
help clean the erasers after school, hold the door open for 



 

 

teachers, clean the mud off your shoes after recess and things 
like that.  After school, I gave my survey to sixteen kids on the 
playground and you know what, DI?  You know what? All 16 
got every single one right – by right I mean they chose to do 
the socially good and not to do the socially bad things.  Kids 
know what it means to be nice – it doesn’t take a freakish, 
over-grown brain like mine to know what is and isn’t nice. 

Well, you can bet I’ll march these results into Principal 
Martin first thing Monday morning.  He’ll have to change things 
after he sees what I found out 

[I did, of course!  He didn’t, of course!  And as I 
remember, all I received for my effort was a smiling, double-
long session of hair ruffling – my how I double hated that!] 
 
AGE 8 

DI – Ronny stayed overnight with me.  His parents went 
to a wedding in Indianapolis.  When he left this morning, he 
told me my house was the most comfortable house in town. 
(He meant ‘home’ not ‘house’ but I didn’t correct him.) I asked 
him why.  He said he didn’t know, but that he always felt good 
while he was here.  I have reflected on that since he left. I 
thought about his home.  It is filled with things he isn’t allowed 
to do.  Here, mom would say (as we left to go climb the pear 
tree, for example) “Have a good time and take care of each 
other.”  His mom would say, “Don’t fall out of the tree and hurt 
yourselves!” or “Don’t get into trouble, you hear?”  I’ve been in 
every home in town, DI, and I will say I agree with Ronny; 
mine is the most comfortable one.  I am such a lucky boy.  
(Thank you god, if in fact you are really out there and if in fact 
if you are, you really had anything to do with it.) 

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 5 

 
I WILL base my living style on Positive Values 
RATHER THAN on negative values, 
BECAUSE Positive Values tell me what to do, what 

to move toward, what and who to include, and provide a 
variety of acceptable action alternatives, while negative 
values tell people what not to do, what to keep away from, 
what and who to exclude, and prohibit without providing 



 

  

appropriate action alternatives. 
 

Topic Six: 
Regularly demonstrating one’s positive values 

The Experiences 
AGE 7 

DI – I’ve decided it’s one thing to have good intentions, 
but it’s a whole other thing to act them out every day.  I know 
Ginny’s Dad believes in being a good person and in taking 
care of those in need, but he always has excuses that keep 
him from following through. Today was clean-up-the-Church-
Saturday for September.  He signed up to help with the roofing 
over the anteroom (that may be misspelled – it came out 
looking like a place in which you’d play poker – not exactly a 
churchly activity.)  (And, God, if you’re wondering, I only know 
about poker because Billy’s big brother talks about it.)  
Anyway, Mr. Roberts didn’t show up to help.  It was 
embarrassing for his family and sure not helpful for the church.  
So you see, good intentions aren’t worth the gray matter 
they’re stored in (or on?) unless they are acted on.  Lots of 
(well, some, anyway) people who go to church every Sunday 
really aren’t very nice people.  I wonder if they just go for show 
and don’t believe in what the Church teaches, or if they are 
like Mr. Roberts and they do believe, but they can’t make 
themselves demonstrate those beliefs in their daily life?  I 
wonder why I wonder about stuff like this. Other kids don’t 
seem to.  Sometimes I wish I didn’t either. I like questions with 
verifiable answers.  The older I get the more important I 
understand that is.  I can’t understand how some grownups 
can live their lives and clearly not understand that. Good night. 

 
AGE 9 

Values held, but not acted on are like no values at all.  
Doc calls it “Lip Service.”  It’s like lying to yourself – saying 
you believe in some really good goal or value, but never (or 
seldom) getting around to living by it.  We just finished the 
Community Chest Drive (and just for the record, I did once 
again bring in the most contributions – thank you!).  People 
wonder how I do it every year. I’ll tell you how I do it, DI.  The 
people on the hill are the biggest “value liars” I know.  I don’t 



 

 

mean they are bad people – I don’t think they are.  But they 
know they actually contribute very little to the good of our little 
town – except the Mayor, I suppose – anyway, I use that 
value-lie-thing to the advantage of the community Chest.  I 
knock on their door and say, “I know how busy you folks are, 
so you can’t contribute much time to help out our town, so I 
wanted to make sure you had a chance to support our 
Community Chest with a money donation.”  When they hand 
me a five-dollar bill (or whatever size) I look it over and then 
look up at them with a furrowed brow.  They almost always 
double it on the spot. I think it’s using their guilt feelings – 
better still I think I’m giving them an opportunity to ease their 
guilt feelings.  I hope they feel good about their donation.  (By 
the way, my secret method is just between you and me, DI – 
well, and you too, god, if you’re really out there.)  Then take 
Doc, for example.  He’s as hardheaded and opinionated a 
man as ever lived, but when he says he believes in something 
you can be sure that’s how he lives.  He is helpful and 
compassionate (though he works hard at hiding that for some 
reason) and does lots of wonderful things for people in this 
area that nobody ever even knows about (well, except me.  
There’s nothing that goes on around here that I don’t know 
about.  It’s amazing what you learn by dropping in on a half-
dozen breakfast tables every morning! – and yet, I’m skinny as 
a rail?)  I guess I was getting to a bothersome thing about 
Doc.  He is one of the finest men who ever trod this Earth and 
yet he doesn’t believe in God.  He’s honest and open about it. 
But even so, he has his list of positive principles (which he can 
state – I’ve asked him to do that) and he lives by them every 
day.  It’s like Parson’s a Good man (and he is a very good 
man), but he’s that way because he’s afraid of God, while Doc 
is a good man because he loves his fellow man so very much.  
I’m afraid I’m leaning more and more toward Doc’s point of 
view. That will break Mom and Pop’s heart.  Perhaps I don’t 
need to be open about that so long as I live a good and helpful 
life.  I sure wish I were a lot dumber than I am, DI. Being smart 
makes being a kid very, very difficult (and often, like just now, 
very, very, scary.) 

 
 



 

  

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 6 
 
I WILL not only base my life on positive, humanity-

friendly values but each day I will act on them 
RATHER THAN merely subscribing to positive 

values without regularly acting on them 
BECAUSE positive change does not take place 

through belief alone, but through action based on positive 
beliefs. 

Positive Vision + Positive Value + Positive Action = 
Positive Contribution 
[(GOAL) + (GUIDE) + (BEHAVIOR) = (Improved Human 
Condition)] 

 
 

 
TOPIC SEVEN: 

Emphasizing cooperation in one’s life 
 

The Experiences 
 

AGE 9  
 

Geeze, Di!  (Sorry for swearing.) I try to do what’s right 
and I still get into trouble.  Mrs. Trumble, my reading teacher 
(and why we still have reading in the 6th grade is beyond me!) 
did this ‘reading race’ thing this month.  For every book you 
read, you write a one page report and she tacks it on a chart.  
The one who reads the most will ‘win’ the race. (Whoopee!)  I 
read lots of books I didn’t tell her about.  I thought Ellen Kay 
should win because she reads a lot and she’s really smart and 
I just thought she should have a chance to win.  Well, Trumble 
found out and said it was like lying.  So, she made me list all 
my books.  It was the darndest (sorry, again, but I’m really 
steamed!) thing.  She punished me by making me win.  It’s a 
strange world, I’ll tell you that, DI.   
AGE 9 ½  

. . . Competition!!! I just don’t understand why 
everybody thinks it is so great.  As far as I can see, everything 
about it is destructive.  Almost everybody always loses – only 



 

 

one out of all the participants can win – so all the losers feel 
bad and then the guy who wins has to work even harder to 
stay the best and lives being afraid he may be beaten the next 
time so he can’t even really enjoy his victory.  . . . I wonder if 
there is ‘sleeping’ competition – I better not mention it or there 
will be.  Good night.  grrrrrr 

 
AGE 9 ½  

Well, DI, you know I have this problem about 
competitive things.   So, I invented a couple of board games 
that are based on cooperation between the two players.  They 
try to improve their combined score from game to game by 
helping each other.  Almost all the kids like them - especially 
Domineckers, but you know what?  Three days later, they had 
divided themselves into two-man teams and were comparing 
scores among teams to see who the best team was.  It’s like a 
death wish, DI.  I give them a way so everybody can feel good 
about themselves every time they play and they change it 
back into a ‘let’s see how we can change this game so most of 
us can feel bad about the results’.  Perhaps it’s all about 
expectations they have been taught by adults.  I’d say it was in 
the human gene pool except mom, pop and I aren’t that way – 
neither is Ginny, actually, though her older brothers sure are.  
It just seems a shame people think they have to be the best at 
something in order to feel good about themselves.  They miss 
out on enjoying the process.  I personally enjoy basketball a 
lot even though I’m way too short and small to really do well 
against the other guys.  The point is, I don’t care if I win (good 
thing since I never do).  I just love to play the game.  It’s the 
same with marbles – I’ll always take the difficult shot over the 
easy one just because it’s more of a challenge.  I lose lots of 
marbles that way, but that’s not the important part to me.  
Somehow, if I am ever going to save this world – I have to find 
a way to make ‘cooperation’ – where everybody wins and 
feels good about themselves – more important than 
competition.  (I could use a little help here, god!) 
 

 
 
 



 

  

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 7 
I WILL base my living style largely on cooperation 
 
RATHER THAN largely on competition, 
  
BECAUSE with cooperation most folks win and it 

emphasizes the equality of worth among all people, While 
with competition, most folks lose (there being only one 
winner) and it emphasizes perfection as the necessary 
component in self-worth. 
 
 

Topic Eight: 
Maintaining an altruistic focus 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 6 

DI - I earned 20 cents this afternoon for helping Mrs. 
Goldsmith clean out their basement.  That meant I could 
spend a nickel on a Baby Ruth bar (I cleared it with mom 
ahead of time).  Billy Brown was hanging around the store – 
he’s my age and sometimes we do stuff together though in 
general he would rather make fun of my brain than enjoy my 
company.  Anyway, Billy saw I had 15 cents left and asked 
why I didn’t buy three more candy bars.  (I think he had his 
eye on one of them for himself.)  I broke off a piece of mine for 
him and we walked together 'til we got to his place.  I 
explained to him that in my home we always put 20% of what 
we earned in the charity jar and used it to help others who 
were in need and that we always saved another 10% for 
things we would need or want in the future.  “Altogether that is 
three cents out of every dime,” I explained, since Billy clearly 
didn’t understand about percents.  So, out of this 20 cents, 
that’s 4 cents for charity, 2 cents for savings and 5 cents for 
the Baby Ruth.  That’s 11 cents, which meant there was only 9 
cents left.  At most, I could buy one more candy bar.  I didn’t 
tell him this, but I’m saving that nickel to buy one on Saturday 
for Ginny and me to share.  I felt bad for him because he didn’t 
seem to understand either charity or savings.  I hope he 
catches onto the concepts pretty soon or it will probably be too 



 

 

late to make a people-person [That was My opposite of ‘Stuff 
Person’ at six] out of him.  

 [I’m told that Billy grew up to be a Methodist minister 
and, of course, I take full credit for that, based upon our talk 
that Wednesday afternoon!] 
 
AGE 8 ½   

Dear DI - I just finished my second book. – Well, I 
thought of it as a book.  It took up 28 pages of handwriting.  
Then, Mrs. Shipley, Mr. Martin’s secretary, typed it up for me 
and it turned out to be just four pages.  At first I was 
disappointed, but then I realized that I must be a very good 
writer to manage getting a whole book’s worth of ideas into 
just four pages.  I took the pages from Mrs. Shipley down to 
Jake Wilson, the editor of the Chronicle [Springtown’s weekly, 
local, paper – eight pages during an especially newsworthy 
week!]  He said I could type set my books there and he’d print 
up some copies for me.  He showed me how to turn it into 12 
pages by printing two book size pages the long way across a 
sheet. So, now I’m doing the typesetting.  You have to do 
every line backwards – right to left – so when it prints it comes 
out frontwards.  Jake can set a line in 45 seconds.  My first 
line took me five minutes, but I’ll get the hang of it.  I check it 
with a mirror so I’m sure I haven’t messed up.  I’m going over 
for a half-hour before school every morning.  But, I got off the 
track.  It is a book about altruism – that means making other 
people’s needs at least as important, if not more important, 
than your own.  I find this thing quite interesting, DI.  Mr. 
Cramer let me out of English the past three weeks (quite 
altruistic!) so I could go to my table in Mr. Martin’s office 
(Altruistic of Mr. Martin for providing it) to write the book.  Mr. 
Martin let Mrs. Shipley type it up for me (altruistic of both of 
them).  Jake is letting me use his shop (altruistic), and doc 
says he’ll chip in up to $5.00 to help pay for the printing 
(altruistic - I had ten dollars saved for it, myself.)  Then, I’m 
going to give the book away to those I think need to learn 
about altruism (I’m starting over on the hill.). Isn’t that a 
remarkable set of events – all that altruistic behavior to put out 
a book on altruism? I think the word is ‘irony’ – I’ll look it up to 
make sure.  I actually made a basket in P. E. today.  The guys 



 

  

carried me around on their shoulders. I have the idea it was as 
much making fun of me as it was celebrating for me.  At any 
rate, it felt really good and I let myself enjoy it.  I thought my 
cheeks would bust!  Pop got a big charge out of it when I told 
him. 

 
AGE 9 

DI - Ginny’s family is like a microcosm (I love that word 
– just learned it but may have misspelled it) a microcosm of 
social Interaction types.  Her oldest brother is a Destroyer.  
Her Dad is an Observer.  Her Mother is a People User – not to 
a terrible degree but still a people user, and Ginny, is a 
Builder.  I think our relationship has helped each other a lot all 
these years.  We’ve learned from each other.  She’s learned 
about all the positive stuff from my family and her good, 
common sense has tended to keep me from doing lots of 
foolish things.  We think alike about most things.  I can see 
she is maturing physically now – from the waist up, at least – I 
sure hope that doesn’t change things between us.  Me, I’m still 
a little boy between my legs.  On the one hand, I’m quite 
interested to learn how maturing effects the way boys think 
and act.  On the other hand, I’ve not seen much that is socially 
redeeming about adolescents, so I’m a bit frightened about 
those changes as well.  Anyway, Ginny and I worry together 
sometimes about all the selfishness we see going on around 
us (and adolescents seem to be really self-centered, which is 
why I brought that up.).  So many people can’t seem to see 
beyond what they want for themselves to the things that are 
needed by other people.  During the war (WWII) I think people 
were more prone to be mutually helpful, but now that it’s over, 
it’s like it’s everybody for himself.  And that, it seems to us, is 
the attitude that started that war in the first place.  How can 
grown-ups be so stupid – eternally stupid, it seems.  (I like that 
phrase – I hate what it has to say about our future.) 

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 8 

I WILL altruistically keep my focus on the welfare of 
mankind (mindful that I am a member of that group) 
[humanity-centered] 

RATHER THAN focusing primarily on myself to the 



 

 

exclusion of mankind as a whole [self-centered], 
BECAUSE (1) Unless people take good care of each 

other the species will surely die out. (2) People who are 
well cared for (safe, happy, loved, productive, well-
adjusted, self-esteemed) are easy to live among, while 
those who are not (ignored, needy, fearful, sad, angry and 
poorly adjusted) are very difficult (and very expensive) to 
live among. 

 
 

 
Topic Nine: 

Making the first move to resolve conflict 
 

The Experiences 
AGE 7 ½  

Dear DI, 
Pop made an important point to me tonight.  He knew 

that Brenda and I had a falling out over decorating my 
classroom for Valentine’s Day. He asked me if I had handled 
that problem yet. I said I would apologize to her if she would 
apologize to me first.  He didn’t tell me what to do, but here is 
what he said, DI.  “Unresolved problems between folks can 
fester for a lifetime wasting the daily possibility of wonderful 
times and rewarding relationships.  If everyone waited for the 
other person to make the first move toward a solution, such 
problems could never get resolved, could they?”  (Well, those 
were almost his very words, but that is what he meant.)  “But 
what about the unfairness of me always having to make the 
first move?” I said back to him.  “Perhaps you need to 
consider forgetting about fair and unfair and seeing these 
times as grand opportunities to work your magic and save a 
relationship.”  It’s like if I take the first step then I can sort of 
take credit (in my head only of course) for having solved the 
problem and opened up the possibility for better stuff between 
Brenda and me.  If I wait, I’m the one keeping the door closed 
to my own happiness.  W O W ! ! !  I sure do love Pop. I mean, 
I’d love him even if he wasn’t so wise.  I’m just so lucky to 
have him, sometimes I can’t find ways big enough to let him 
know. I wonder if he would come to my classroom sometimes 



 

  

and just be wise for the other kids. 
 
AGE 7 ½  [The Next Day] 
Dear Di, 

Well, I told Brenda today I could understand why she 
wanted frilly Valentine decorations – her being a girl and all – 
and that I thought she and the girls should go ahead and 
decorate that way.  I also said that since boys really didn’t like 
the frilly flowers and bird stuff, that I thought we could 
decorate the back of the room with racecars and horses.  She 
rolled her eyes, but agreed.  She kissed me on my cheek.  
What is this with 5th grade girls and kissing??  Eddy was 
telling us guys how he kissed Ellen Kay on her lips and how 
they touched the ends of their tongues together.  If that isn’t 
the most revolting thing I’ve ever heard - well, almost!  But 
that’s only a tiny part of the problem, DI.  I’m smart enough to 
know that in a few years I am probably going to start wanting 
to do that same disgusting stuff myself.  Doc says I’ll 
understand all about it once that time comes.  The best thing 
about it is that even with my MAMMOTH brain, it’s one thing I 
can’t understand right now.  I love that part of it, you know – 
something I can’t possibly understand just with my brain.  
HALLELUIAH and Amen!!!   Anyway, I took the first step in 
solving the problem with Brenda. I know she thinks she “won” 
because I went first, but that’s okay.  I know I really won 
because I opened the door and allowed a solution to happen. 
OOOXXX (SHUDDER, SHUDDER)  HA! HA! HA!  (THEY 
ACTUALLY TOUCHED TONGUES, DI!  Why in the World 
would . . .?) 

 
 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 9 

 I WILL make the first move to resolve conflict, 
misunderstanding or other interpersonal tension, and 
offer compromise where it is essential for the ultimate 
good of the species, 

RATHER THAN demanding the other person always 
make the first move, 

BECAUSE if no one ever makes the first move, 
conflicts and misunderstandings can never be resolved.  



 

 

Stated another way, if everyone waits for the other person 
to make the first move, that first move will never be made. 

 
 
 

Topic Ten: 
Maintaining a sense of humor about life and oneself 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 6  
Dear Diary, 

I have known for a long time that some folks – lots of 
folks, really, I guess – don’t seem to have much of a sense of 
humor about themselves.  They take themselves way too 
seriously. If they make a mistake they try to cover it up or deny 
it like it means they are not a worthy person, or something.  
Many of them even try to blame somebody else.  Teachers 
seem especially afflicted with this malady.  (That was a great 
sentence!)  My family gets a big kick out of our little foibles. (I 
love that word, probably because my family has so many.) I 
spilled my milk at supper not long ago and Mom asked, “You 
on Mr. Miller’s [the dairy farmer] payroll, now, son?”  We 
giggled about it like girls.  When Pop put the money jar 
[change saved for charity] in the ice box [non-electric 
refrigerator] instead of on top of it where it is kept, he joked 
something about just wanting to have some ‘cold cash.’  At 
communion supper at church lot long ago I was sitting with 
Pop at the men’s table, and I sneezed, and a large bugger 
shot out of my nose and into my soup bowl.  Pop whispered to 
me, “Son, ‘thatsnot’ the thing to do in church.”  It was the only 
time I can remember the men’s table laughing during 
communion.  (Later, parson said he suspected it was Pop and 
my doing.)  But my point is that I was wondering why people 
are so sensitive or serious about themselves that they can’t 
enjoy things like that.  Doc says they are defensive because 
they have fragile self-concepts – it doesn't take much for them 
to question their own worth.  Since Parson is generally 
humorless himself, I haven’t asked his opinion on the subject.  
It’s my idea that if you like yourself and know you are okay, 
you can enjoy your own little mistakes.  More than a few 



 

  

times, I’ve been sent to the office for enjoying mine a bit too 
much. I suppose there needs to be some limits on where and 
how you do it. Principal Martin – who has an opinion about 
everything in my life – says he thinks I overdo my mistake 
celebrations in order to show everybody I’m really not always 
right – not always the smart guy.  I believe he is right this time.  
(It doesn’t keep me from doing it, but I believe he is right!)  My 
family loves to laugh.  I’ve noticed that laughing seems to give 
my brain a positive kick of some kind. It’s like there is some 
connection between laughing and really truly feeling better 
about things that were bothering me before.  Maybe laughing 
jostles some “happiness connectors” up there.  I like to watch 
Pop’s stomach when he laughs.  It sort of quakes.  The more I 
see that, the more I laugh and the more I laugh the more he 
laughs so the more quakes I have to laugh at.  Sometimes 
we’ll miss whole sections of Red Skelton [a radio comedy 
show] because we can’t stop laughing.  I’m so lucky to be in 
this family.  I love you mom and you, too, “Quakes”.  
(Sometimes I just slay me!!!) 

 
AGE 8 

Di - I think I made a great – important – discovery 
today.  I think that people who don’t have a sense of humor 
about themselves are people who feel pretty badly about 
themselves so they take their little quirks and mistakes as 
indicating a weakness that further proves how bad or 
incompetent they are.  I have been wondering which way it 
would have to work to help them.   Must they learn to like 
themselves better before they can learn to enjoy themselves 
as they are or could they be taught to laugh at themselves to 
help them start feeling better about themselves?  Pop says 
maybe it works both ways – that as such a person sees others 
able to enjoy their own foibles, it makes it legitimate for them 
to begin smiling at their own without getting so upset.  It’s like 
modeling the concept that no one has to be perfect and that in 
fact it is our imperfections that provide most of what we call 
humor.   
 
AGE 7 ½  

Sear Di -  I know that Buddy thinks of himself as a guy 



 

 

with a great sense of humor, but all he ever makes jokes 
about is other people’s peculiarities or defects (never his own).  
I don’t think that’s humor. I think that’s just being hurtful and 
mean.  He can’t take the same kind of kidding – I have noticed 
that.  Ginny says she thinks he is sad about himself.  He has 
reason to wonder about his own worth, I suppose. He sure 
never gets any building up from his family.  They sort of all just 
do the same to each other that Buddy does to the other kids.  I 
doubt if that’s hereditary.  More likely learned.  Models are 
really powerful, aren’t they?  Ginny and I have decided to take 
Buddy on as a project and see if we can’t gradually show him 
what is really good and important about Buddy.  We think it 
will be good practice for when we become parents (which, 
thank goodness, according to Doc’s talk, will be no time soon 
for me). 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 10 
I WILL present myself with a humane sense of 

humor and learn to enjoy my own foibles 
RATHER THAN spreading gloom, and being 

defensive about my personal weaknesses and mistakes 
and allowing them to lower my self-esteem, 

BECAUSE people with a ready and active sense of 
humor tend to be healthier, happier, and more socially 
helpful people.  Laughter and happiness produce 
chemicals within the body that contribute to our physical 
and mental health.  When people become defensive, they 
then become fearful or angry, producing excess 
adrenaline and other chemicals, which not only tend to 
keep them fearful and angry, but also contribute to poor 
physical health. 

 
 

Topic Eleven: 
The Positive Social Encounter 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 7 

Di - I have said it before – the grown-ups in this town 
love the stuffing out of me.  I’m glad they do.  That is a gauge 



 

  

that I am living a pretty good life I think. (I wish the kids could 
like me that well.)  I have tried to convince Ginny’s older 
brother to be more like me.  He says, “Who cares if people like 
me?”  I think he is missing the point.   The people in my family 
are not nice in order to make people like us.  We are nice to 
help other people feel better.  It would be pretty selfish to just 
do stuff to make yourself popular (although being popular with 
the kids, for a change, would really be nice.  So many of them 
seem to hate me because I’m smart.  (I keep telling god he 
should take some of my excess intelligence and give it to 
Peaty or Mr. Deets – we’d all be better off.  I got sidetracked.)  
We (mom, pop and I) get the biggest kick out of doing things 
for other people anonymously (that word looks like it should 
mean ‘the unknown rodent’).  Pop says when you take credit 
for your charity, it’s like wanting to put yourself in the spotlight 
rather than just wanting to be helpful.  That’s very selfish I 
think. (Wanting the spotlight, not what pop says.) I am not very 
good at keeping most secrets but I can always keep ‘charity 
secrets’ because I feel so much more wonderful inside 
knowing I did something just for someone else and not for me 
(although I suppose doing things just to get that wonderful 
feeling would be selfish in a way, too.  I will have to think on 
that one.)  It all boils down to this, Di.  I have decided that 
every time I meet someone (’encounter’ might be a better 
word than ‘meet’) encounter someone, I will try to bring some 
joy into their life.  Like my ‘smilizing’ campaign when I was a 
little kid [see, the Johnny Appleseed of Smiles in Appendix 
One] did that same thing.  I’m still like ‘Johnny’ I guess. I 
always smile and wave and if I’m close enough I chat (not 
always a good thing in school, or during church, buy the way).  
Have you noticed when you ask people how they are, they 
almost always say fine or good?  (I always say ‘super’ with lots 
of enthusiasm, hoping it will rub off).  My point was going to be 
that I think it helps people when they hear themselves saying 
they feel fine - like it helps them really believe it.  Miss Woods 
always goes into her song and dance about her aches and 
pains so I don’t ask her anymore because I think when she 
hears herself complaining she believes that as well.  I always 
just tell her how great she looks (that was mom’s solution to 
the problem, really.)  “It’s sure nice to see you looking so fit 



 

 

today, Miss Woods.”  I even usually get a smile from her, now.  
Thanks for listening, Di.  You’re looking pretty good tonight, 
yourself.  Ha!  Ha! 

 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 11 
I WILL sincerely try to leave each person I 

encounter in a more positive condition than he was when 
I encountered him, 

RATHER THAN ignore or merely put down, degrade 
or antagonize him, 

BECAUSE people who are treated in positive, 
supportive ways both feel better about themselves and 
the world they live in, and tend to engage in (pass on) 
positive encounters to others. [See Johnny Appleseed 
article in Appendix One.] 

 
 

 
Topic Twelve: 

The importance of modeling one’s values 
 

The Experiences 
AGE 6  
Dear Diary, 

Pop says if you believe something is right, you should 
let people know it and that the best way to do that is to show 
people through how you live.  Mom and Pop believe in being 
friendly, helpful people.  I guess I just caught the friendly and 
the helpful from them because I see I am that way, too.  It is 
hard to understand how somebody could not show what they 
believe in.  If you believe in being polite you would not go 
around being rude.  I think it is harder to show what you do not 
believe in – I mean what you are against.  I am personally very 
much against war, but I am not sure how I can show that 
every day.  I mean people see that I don’t go out and start 
wars, but little kids don’t go and start wars.  I do not fight, so 
maybe that is the little kid’s version of not starting wars.  Mom 
says abiding by the rules is one way to be a good model.  I am 
sure she is right, but what about dumb rules?  I can see that I 



 

  

am going to have a problem with dumb rules.  Miss Distlemier 
is generally a great teacher and nice human being.  But she 
has two rules I think are really dumb.  One is, “no squirming in 
your seat.”  I told her I was sorry, but I believe I was born 
squirming because I cannot remember an instance longer 
than a few minutes when I wasn’t squirming.  It is like there is 
a part of my brain that is on a timer and every few minutes it 
sends out a message to my hind quarters that says, “Go, Butt!  
Go!”  In order not to squirm, I would have to do nothing, but 
think about not squirming and it is my opinion that after 
several hours my brain would just explode from all that effort.  
The good thing about that would be it would make all of the 
girls scream and probably even run out into the hall – that 
would be great!  What I am getting to is that I am never going 
to be a good model of the “don’t squirm” rule and just how that 
causes a problem for my learning I cannot figure out – I do not 
learn with that part of my anatomy.  (That is pretty funny!!!)  
The other dumb rule is “no whistling while you work.”  I will not 
go in to that one here, but I suspect she made that rule just for 
me.  Pop says once I learned to whistle I never stopped. . .  .  
Got to go to sleep now.  It started snowing at sunset so by four 
a.m. I need to be out there shoveling walks for the old folks.  
That will be great!  I’ll start at Mrs. Stephens and then go to 
Mr. Deets.   

 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 12 
I WILL consistently model these agreements to 

others in all aspects of my daily life, 
RATHER THAN giving lip service to them and 

behaving in ways contrary to these agreements, 
 BECAUSE a positive value can only make a 

positive impact if it is regularly modeled, and modeling 
contradictory values can only be hurtful to society and 
man’s circumstances. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 
Topic Thirteen: 

Honesty, Tact, and Integrity 
 

The Experiences 
AGE 6 
Dear Di,  

I find it hard to know how to be honest and tactful at the 
same time.  When Mrs. Harner asked me after Sunday school 
this morning if I enjoyed her lesson, I didn’t know what to say.  
It was - in all honesty - the dumbest lesson I’ve ever had to sit 
through. It was filled with misinformation and unfounded 
opinion. So, in all honesty, I could have said, I didn’t like it at 
all.  But since mom, pop and parson have launched this 
campaign to rebuild Tommy as a tactful young man, I decided 
I shouldn’t do that.  So, I had some options.  I could say, “It 
sure gave me things to think about,” which it did – about how 
Sunday school teachers can be so dumb and still be allowed 
to teach – no, to misinform – the kids.  I could have said, I 
think it was among your best lessons,” which it was- they are 
all terrible.  What I said instead was, I really enjoyed coloring 
joseph’s coat of many colors.”  I probably should have left out 
the ‘really’ but hey, I’m new at this.  I understand it is important 
not to put people down and to build them up for their strong 
points.  I just have to wonder if avoiding the ‘real’ truth by 
sidestepping it, isn’t one of those sins of omission that parson 
tends to preach about (all too often!).  I have decided not to 
define tact-based omissions as sins because what I am trying 
to do is to be helpful to the person in a different realm from the 
honest-dishonest realm.  I am working in the realm of self-
esteem instead.  I won’t lie and say something is great when it 
is terrible and I won’t say I really like something if I don’t (I can 
say, “I sure appreciate your thoughtfulness.”); however, I do it, 
I still have to make it fit my beliefs about being a nice, helpful, 
person.  Living a good life takes a lot more planning and effort 
than I thought it would – but then, I still believe nothing is more 
important than doing that.  Di, I wore myself out just thinking 
about it.  night, night. 

 
AGE 9 ½  



 

  

Dear Di.- Decisions between right and wrong are often 
difficult for me.  Sometimes it seems what is right for me is not 
right for others and vice versa. (Fourth, fifth, and sixth grade 
boys have P.E. together – how dumb can educators be!) Like 
today in P. E. – It was going to be touch football – coach said 
so yesterday.  In my class the term ‘touch’ means, “touch 
Tommy hard enough that he ends up flat on his face – over 
and over and over again.” They hate me.  I try to be nice to 
them but I’m always just the pesky little twirp that ruins the 
grade curve.  I can even understand that.  Anyway, I went to 
school early and wrote Principal Martin a note that I had 
borrowed his physics book and was going to the creek for the 
day because I was afraid to go to P. E.  I thought he should 
know where I was in case there was an emergency.  I 
wondered if he would come and drag me back to school – like 
he has done on other occasions though not for a long time, 
come to think of it.  I know it was wrong to skip school and that 
mom and pop would be disappointed about it, but I also know 
it is wrong for those bigger boys to hurt me for the sheer fun of 
it.  To have a sense of integrity; a person has to do, every day, 
what he believes is right.  Tonight, I don’t feel that sense of 
integrity deep down inside me, but you know what, di?  I don’t 
think I’d feel it if I had gone to school either.  Things are no 
longer black and white, but then, tonight, at least, I’m not black 
and blue and that must count for something.   
 
AGE 9 ½ 

Di- I had a talk with doc today about integrity.  I really 
had a question, but sometimes with doc asking a question 
gets me nowhere fast because he tosses it right back on me 
so I just talked around the topic for a while.  My problem is that 
I am coming to see that being a person of integrity does not 
necessarily mean that parson’s beliefs are ones I can respect.  
As I understand it, integrity refers to living up to one’s positive 
beliefs and standing by them regardless. Both doc and parson 
are such men.  They are both good men, but the beliefs they 
each hold [to have integrity about] are rather different.  I 
respect them both for having integrity.  But I cannot hold the 
beliefs of one if I hold the beliefs of the other.  Parson is a 
good man because he believes god says he has to be – or 



 

 

else!  Doc is a good man because it just makes sense to him 
to be that way for the good of people in general.  The two men 
respect each other from a distance though they both believe 
the other is misguided in terms of motivation.  I guess they 
share an end purpose – the betterment of the human condition 
– but they are coming at it from different motivations.  I wonder 
if maybe just being good and helpful is not more important 
than why one is being good and helpful.  There seem to be so 
many more big questions as I get older.   
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 13 
I WILL approach myself and my fellow men with 

honesty presented with tact and integrity, 
 
RATHER THAN being deceitful or deceptive or 

abruptly honest in a hurtful manner,  
 

BECAUSE honesty builds close, helpful, comfortable 
relationships and trust, while dishonesty fosters mistrust, 
discomfort and division. 
 
 

Topic Fourteen: 
Maintaining one’s focus on the inappropriate behavior 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 7 ½ 

Dear di - I spent the day in Principal Martin’s office.  My 
teacher and I had a disagreement over Butchie’s basic value 
as a human being.  She called him a bad boy and I pointed 
out to her that he was actually a pretty good human boy – tall, 
strong, healthy, good vision and hearing, and not unintelligent.  
I was trying to point out to her that it wasn’t ‘him’ that was bad.  
It was the way he acted sometimes – well usually – that was 
‘bad’ and that I didn’t think it was the Christian thing to do to 
confuse the two.  Once I saw that her cheek was twitching I 
realized I wasn’t long for the room so I forged ahead to give 
her one more thing to think about while I had the chance.  
“When Butchie is at my home, his behavior is excellent and 
my parents think he’s a pleasant lad – they have said so.  



 

  

Perhaps you should consider what there is about your 
classroom that leads him to misbehave here.  (I’ll be in the 
office for the rest of the week, by the way.   It is always a relief 
to know I won’t have to be in her room for a while.)  
Eventually, I will have to apologize to her. I will apologize for 
talking about that in front of the other children – that was 
probably poor judgment – but not about the ideas I expressed 
– and Mr. Martin knows that by now.  I know making that 
distinction between the person and the behavior is not my 
original idea, but I believe it. I think it gives more hope for 
change.  If a person were bad just because he was built that 
way there wouldn’t be much chance of helping him change (a 
bad boy), but if it’s only the way he has learned to act (a bad 
actor) you have a good chance to do something helpful for 
him. I think just that one change in most teacher’s 
perspectives, and classrooms would become happier and 
healthier places for kids.  (I like that, di –  happy, healthy 
classrooms – or should that be healthful?)  Lots of times, it 
seems, a classroom is set up more to meet the teacher’s 
needs than the kid’s.  Pretty backwards, I’d say.  Back to my 
behavior for a minute. I’m a really nice kid – I’m helpful and 
compassionate and I go out of my way to point out changes 
teachers can make to do a better job.  (I still have some 
difficulty understanding why my good intentions keep getting 
me into trouble.  That’s interesting.  I seldom ever really get 
into trouble.  I get sent to the office but I’ve never gotten a 
spanking – I’ve never been stood in the corner – I’ve never 
been sent home.  I tell Mr. Martin what happened and he sighs 
(that’s his only outward reaction, usually).  Then, he asks if I 
understand why my teacher got upset.  That gives me a 
chance to spend a few minutes outlining her specific mental 
health problems.  When I stop talking, he nods me toward the 
table where I settle in for the day.  It is a good arrangement I 
think. I love that corner in his office.  It’s quiet and I can read 
and write. He usually doesn't even mind if I hum or whistle.  
For some reason, that drives teachers wild – when kids 
express their inner joy in that way.  They say I’m a bad boy for 
doing it. They say I’m disturbing the other kids. I’ve never had 
them complain. If you ask me, it’s the super quiet classroom 
that is unnatural and unnerving to most kids.  Normal kids 



 

 

never want things to be quiet.  I guess teachers forget how it 
was.  I do wish that when I did something that bugged them 
they wouldn’t think of me as a through and through bad 
person.  That just makes no sense.  That really is not fair 
because it seems to throw out all the good in me based on 
that one deed.  People think strange or is that strangely.  I got 
it, strange people think strangely.   

 
 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 14 
I WILL react to inappropriate behaviors, goals, and 

ideas for what they are 
 
RATHER THAN reacting negatively to the person 

who holds them, 
  
BECAUSE I can disapprove of what a person does 

or proposes without disapproving of him or her. I will 
refrain from thoughts such as, “I hate him for what he 
did,” thinking instead, “I dislike (or even hate, perhaps) 
what he did.”  Once a person becomes the object of hate, 
traits such as compassion, love, and helpfulness come to 
a halt.  If, on the other hand, you have separated the 
disliked or unacceptable act or idea from the still love-
worthy person, he or she is not the object of hate and 
your basic, positive, humanity centered nature can be 
utilized to evaluate and help solve the dilemma. 

 
 

Topic Fifteen: 
The necessary effort to understand each other’s 

meanings 
 

The Experiences 
AGE 9 ½  

DI - I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but the exact same 
word can mean very different things to different people. Like 
when Mr. Stout asks me how much I’ll charge him to shovel 
his walk and I say ten cents and he says, “that’s acceptable”, 



 

  

he means it’s a good and fair price and we have a deal.  When 
Miss Bahr hands back papers to kids who get C’s she says, 
“that’s acceptable”, but she means it’s really just one step 
away from being really bad (‘poor’ would be a better word).  
Pastor says Old Miss Elzer is a beautiful person. I have to 
assume he’s speaking about the fact that she‘s a really nice 
person filled with love and compassion because she is the 
gosh ugliest lady (no offence, God!  You did your best, I’m 
sure.) that I’ve ever seen.  People say babies are beautiful, 
but I’ll tell you I’ve seen a lot of them and I’ve never seen one 
that rated anything above mildly ugly - Mary Perry’s new baby 
looks like Winston Churchill with blotches and that’s not 
beautiful.  People must mean the idea of a new little human 
being is a beautiful event.  Then there’s, “behave yourself” - 
probably the worst directive ever invented.  Mom and Pop 
seldom use that term, though when they do, I have a clear 
understanding of what it means – “live up to our family 
purpose”.  When Miss Acher said it in third grade, she meant 
“Shut up, sit down, and stay that way 'til my MIGRAINE goes 
away. (She had a lot of migraines the semester I was in her 
room so I don’t think I got her best teaching.)   When Miss 
Distlemeir said it, she meant, “be a nice person.”  I was never 
quite entirely sure what Mr. Jacks meant – the counselor at 
church camp.  When I asked him to define that term for us the 
vein in his forehead began throbbing and he sent me back to 
the cabin.  I have to assume that he did not consider asking 
for clarification as part of ‘behaving’.  The whole Church Camp 
thing was strange that way.  I’d ask questions and request 
clarification and verification of things the leaders were telling 
us about God and religion and they’d tell me to just stop 
rocking the boat.  It was really a relief when I learned the 
Camp Staff had requested that I not return next year.  I only 
heard a little bit of the conversation between Pop and Parson, 
but what I heard was something like Pop saying, “If your 
teachings are so shallow they can’t withstand the scrutiny of a 
nine-year-old, I can see no benefit from my son continuing to 
attend your camp.”  (Go POP!!!)  There are lots more 
examples, DI, but what they tell me is that I must never 
assume somebody else means the exact same thing that I 
would mean when I used that word.  It puts a big responsibility 



 

 

on the one who is listening.  Maybe that’s why so few folks 
ever seem to talk for long about subjects of substance.  Down 
at the feed store [the gathering place for coffee and checkers 
for the older men in the community] it could matter less what 
words really mean because nobody does much more than 
brag about themselves and put down the guys who aren’t 
there.  While one guy brags, the others seem more intent on 
thinking up some story to top what’s being said than on 
listening.  I have determined through careful study that ten 
men at the feed store can talk to (not with) each other for up to 
a full hour without ever really saying anything meaningful.  
(I’ve also noticed it at the quilting bees at church.) There is as 
big difference between talking and communicating – Doc said 
that and I can see it is true. What I don’t understand is why the 
guys at the feed store seem to enjoy it all so much.  Maybe it’s 
just being close with your friends – that’s what Pop thinks.  
Whatever it is, it certainly has nothing to with wanting to 
become enlightened about anything new. 

 
AGE 7 
Dear Diary, 

I got into hot water again today, DI.  I told my teacher it 
appeared to me that the way she was trying to teach the 
slower kids to multiply fractions was inappropriate and that I 
had a suggestion for her.  I said it all in private and nobody 
else heard a thing. She sent me to the office with a note 
explaining that I had called her a bad teacher and that she 
would not stand for that.   (Stand for - that is funny, DI, 
because she comes in, in the morning, and sits behind her 
desk and doesn’t leave there all day.)  Anyway, I explained to 
Mr. Martin that I had used the word inappropriate and that I 
had intended nothing that meant there was anything bad 
about her – just that her method clearly was not working and I 
had a suggestion for her.  If she had let me continue I could 
have told her that I had tried my way with Junior (no other 
name, just Junior) and it had worked well.  I got the usual 
lecture about just not rocking the boat because I knew how 
sensitive that teacher was.  Well, DI, I’ll tell you one thing – 
two things.  I don’t think it is right for her to say I called her a 
bad teacher when I didn’t, and I don’t think it is fair to the slow 



 

  

kids for her to ignore my method, which I have already proved 
is better than hers.  I guess I’ll just have to get them together 
after school.  Then tomorrow on the test they will do okay and 
she will look at me say, “See, I’m not such a bad teacher after 
all,” and according to Mr. Martin I’m just supposed to sit there 
and say nothing.  If I were really into fair and unfair this one 
would blow my gaskets. GrrrrrrRRRRRRRrrr!!!!!!!! 
 

 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 15 
I WILL make certain that I understand what another 

person means (intends) by the words he or she uses 
before I react to them, 

RATHER THAN assuming, others mean the same 
things that I mean when using the same words, 

BECAUSE the sole purpose of words is to 
communicate the speaker’s meaning and intentions, so it 
is only the speaker’s meaning, not the listener’s meaning, 
that counts.  We, therefore, never respond with, “But 
that’s not what you said,” but rather, “I didn’t understand 
what you meant.” 
 

Topic Sixteen: 
Use of specific terms 

The Experiences 
AGE 8  
Dear DI -  Here’s a new one for you.  “Swearing is the 
hallmark of a lazy mind.”  How about that?  I’ve been studying 
the people who swear a lot.  If they would just take the time to 
use the word they really mean, then everyone would know 
exactly what they mean.  As long as they just swear, I’ll never 
know.  I also get the idea the swearer really doesn’t know 
either, so that must really confuse his mind and his feelings.  
Like when Butchie said, “I hate the GD (Sorry, but that is what 
he said – well, it is the initials of what he said!) teachers 
because they treat me like XXXX.”  I doubt if he really stopped 
to specify in his mind what he really meant by GD – ‘unfair’ 
maybe, ‘hurtful’, ‘BELLIGERENT’, ‘prejudiced’?  You see, if he 
knew and used the right word then he and I would both have 



 

 

somewhere to start to solve his problems about the teachers.  
And how does he say they treat him, (xxxx)?  Who knows – 
‘unfairly’, ‘like he’s worthless’, ‘like he’s dumb’?  My point is 
that swearing always seems to be quite non-specific and 
unrevealing of anything helpful except perhaps emotion.  
There are a lot of other non-specific words people use in a 
similar way – it’s like they (the words) keep them from having 
to think about or specify what they really mean (so why even 
talk about it, then?).  ‘Thing’ is such a word.  ‘They’, like when 
people say, “They say that bla bla bla is true.”  I’ve decided 
that ‘they’ is always an unreliable source providing 
questionable information that seldom has basis in scientific 
fact or logical conclusions.  And if it does, it becomes 
impossible to trace it back to its source for verification.  
‘Something’ is another one – “let’s go do something, okay?”  
How can I answer until the speaker has clarified what 
‘something’ will be?  

Anyway, what this is all leading up to is to remind 
myself to stop using non-specifics (I don’t cuss, di, really) and 
to try and help those who do, to at least be aware of it, if not 
also try and speak more meaningfully. . . .  

My cubbies lost again – big surprise!  It certainly tries 
one’s patience to be a Cubs fan.  It’s strange how I can be 
patient about that but it drives me nuts waiting in line for a 
drink after recess.  Pop always claims to be a sox fan but I 
notice he always hangs around to listen to the cub’s games.  
Radio is really great, you know, di.  (Woops!  By ‘great’ I 
meant a wonderful modern communications convenience.)  
Ha!  Ha!  Go cubbies!!!! 

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 16 

 
I WILL, when communicating, use specific, precise, 

terms 
 
RATHER THAN using non-specific, generalizations 

(“Everybody does it.”), or lazy speech (“thing”, “they 
say”, “you know”, and the laziest of all, profanity), 

 
BECAUSE non-specific words and phrases carry 



 

  

little or no content meaning (though they often suggest 
emotions which can be more appropriately be expressed 
with a precise term) and allow imprecise thinking and 
thereby wrong conclusions. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

TOPIC SEVENTEEN: 
The careful and judicious use of categories 

and category words 
 

The Experiences 
AGE 8 ½   

Di - categories are funny things – well, not funny ha, ha, 
but funny strange.  They are troublesomely (I wonder if that’s 
a word) deceptive.  I think it’s because categories make our 
lives so easy that we begin depending on them for things they 
are never intended to imply or include – like the cheerleader 
category.  We all know who fits into that category.  It’s not the 
referees or the mascot.  It’s not the people in the stands or the 
team members.  It’s a helpful category word – you see, di.  It 
refers to the girls [1940s] who dress up in strange, drafty 
costumes and yell out inane sayings in a monotonous, 
repetitive, fashion which, for some reason, fans the fans into 
hysteria.  (I suspect it may be the short skirts and the jumping 
up and down – it certainly could not be what they actually 
say.)  Most of them are pretty girls with exceptionally large 
chests who apparently don’t eat enough (at least they stay 
slenderer from the chest down than seems reasonable.)  One 
team who visited us had a boy cheerleader.  He was very 
pretty, also, I thought.   So, it’s a useful category when it’s only 
used like it’s intended.  But the problem comes into a category 
when you start adding in traits that aren’t really implied by the 
term.   Like all cheerleaders are snooty or vain or dumb or boy 
crazy (or too thin, shame on me).  It’s like saying all Chinamen 
are sneaky or all gypsies are thieves or all Negroes are lazy or 
all women are weak or all white folks are prejudiced.  A 



 

 

Chinaman is from Chinese ancestry – period.  Negroes belong 
to a certain gene pool and are generally black - period.  
Women are adult females, period.  And so on.  It is like 
geniuses – we are all smart – period.  We don’t all wear 
glasses and carry books everywhere and shun sports 
participation.  Smart!  Period!  But even teachers seem to add 
unintended traits to the category like more mature, wiser, 
more dependable.  Those things aren’t implied by the word 
genius.  The kids think I’m weak and that I think I’m better than 
other people.  They think I’m a show-off because I get all A’s.  
It’s a category problem you see, di.  I think it’s one of the most 
virulent (I think that means really, really destructive) social 
problems.  People naturally depend on categories to make 
communication easier and maybe because they (categories) 
are so dependable and we just take them for granted, we don’t 
stop to make sure the traits we’re assigning to a group (a 
category of people) really, truly, represent all the members of 
that group.  I know some really lazy Negroes but I also a lot of 
really lazy Caucasians. Those descriptive words have nothing 
to do with either category – it only has to do with the category, 
’lazy’.  Maybe Parson will do a sermon about it.  I think I’ll let 
him read this entry and see what he thinks. Maybe he won’t 
preach about it.   All ministers are pretty narrow-minded, you 
know!   Ha! Ha! Ha!  Sometimes I just kill myself!!!!! [I know.  
As an adult I don’t get what ‘Tommy’ meant either!] 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 17 
 
I WILL look beyond categories, and make my 

decisions about people based on each individual’s broad 
array of personal traits, 

RATHER THAN first seeking to place a person 
within some broad category as my basis for 
understanding or evaluating him or her.  (Smart-dumb, 
male-female, black-white-yellow-brown, teen-adult, 
Christian-Moslem-Atheist, Lawyer-Clergyman, etc.) 

BECAUSE a category can reflect only one of the 
hundreds of important traits people possess, so reacting 
to a person by any one category (trait), forces one to miss 
all the rest.  (Are all whites, bigots? All teens, dope 



 

  

heads?  All males, slovenly?  All Christians, honest?  All 
cheerleaders, social snobs?) 

 
 

TOPIC EIGHTEEN: 
Focusing on solutions 

 
The Experiences  
AGE 5  [second day of grade one] 
Dear diary, 

I wonder how grownups can be so stupid.  After school 
today Malcolm and I did not go right straight home.  We went 
down to the creek and skipped stones and climbed trees.  We 
planned how to build a rope swing out over the water from the 
chestnut tree.  We stayed too long (way too long I have to 
guess from the way our parents reacted).  I walked him to his 
house before I went home.  His mother met us in the front 
yard screaming.  She dragged Malcolm up to the porch steps 
and began spanking him over and over and over again.  He 
screamed and kicked and I ran home.  It was the first 
spanking I had ever seen given.  It was terrible.  A big strong 
adult, beating on a fragile little kid.  When I got home I went 
inside through the kitchen door.  I was pretty upset, I can tell 
you that.  Mom came to me and hugged me and said, “Where 
on Earth have you been?  We’ve been so worried.”  I told her.  
Pop came into the room.  He said about the same thing except 
he ended it with, “Sit down at the table.  We have to talk.”  
That almost always means a problem.  They let me tell them 
where I had been and what happened at Malcolm’s.  Then 
they asked if I had any ideas what time it was.  I didn’t and 
was amazed it was almost six.  “I can see why you are 
worried,” I said to them.  Mom said, “We sure have been 
worried.  What are you going to do about things like this?”  I 
put my chin on my folded hands on the table and thought for a 
long time.  There question had been sincere, I understood 
that.  They had put it back on my shoulders – where it should 
have been.  They just sat there quietly – which I appreciated.  
I first thought that if I had a watch that would help, but I knew it 
would be too expensive and that I would certainly lose it 
anyway.  (I lose things!)  For a minute, I considered a huge 



 

 

ball of twine with one end tied to my waist so they could give it 
a tug whenever they wanted me.  I could tell they were worried 
sick and I was very, very sorry, but I learned back when I was 
a little kid that sorry is good, but it is never enough.  Then the 
best answer came to me.  “I should always tell you where I am 
going before I go there.  I guess I just figured since I was a 
schoolboy now I didn’t have to do that.  I’m sorry.”  All Pop 
said was, “We have that deal, then, do we?”  He held out his 
hand – Pop is big on handshakes over really important things.  
“Yes, Sir, we have that deal,” I said and I shook his hand a 
little longer than usual to let him know I was very sincere.  
Then Mom said, “Wash up – supper’s waiting.”  I will never 
hear any more about it, DI.  I know that.  It is all taken care of 
as long as I keep up my end of it – and I will.  And I learned 
something I really should have already knew (or known, 
maybe?).  The stupid grown-up part of all this was not my 
Mom and Pop, it was Malcolm’s mother.  She intentionally hurt 
her son really bad.  He’ll be showing off his bruised behind to 
all the guys tomorrow.  I’m sure of that.  But (what a great 
pun!) she did not really help him make a plan to keep it from 
happening tomorrow or the next day.  I will have to talk to him 
about setting a ‘go home first’ rule for himself.  She really 
didn’t help him and I suppose by now she feels really terrible 
about hurting her son so badly.  She really did hurt him.  You 
see – stupid grown-up stuff.  I do not know what more to say – 
stupid grown-up behavior!!! (That ‘but’ thing was pretty funny!) 
 
AGE 6 1/2  

DI - Teachers, most parents, and even Mr. Martin are 
really stupid when it comes to helping kids LEARN HOW TO 
KEEP FROM getting into trouble.  My teacher told Brenda to 
stand in the corner because she had stayed in the restroom 
too long.  I raised my hand and asked how that was going to 
help her learn how to get back to the room more quickly.  
Maybe she needs to learn how to wash her hands more 
quickly.  Maybe she has a lower digestive tract illness today 
so it took longer than usual.   Wouldn’t it make more sense to 
find out what had gone wrong and help her fix it? 

I spent the rest of the day with Mr. Martin.  He told me 
to go to ‘my’ table in the corner and read or something.  I told 



 

  

him I thought he should give me a spanking like he gave 
Junior last week when Junior spat at Mary Ellen.  I said, “It 
certainly makes as much sense to do it to me for speaking up 
as it did for Junior. In neither case, will it show either one of us 
what to do the next time we become frustrated about 
something going on in that classroom, but it seems to 
somehow be the thing school people think will magically give 
us the information.” [A paraphrase, you understand] I was 
really steamed and got more steamed the more I talked.  He 
just said that making the rules at the school was not my 
business and that he would deal with me and with Junior in 
the ways he decided was best.  I got in one more remark 
before he carried me over to the chair and sat me down much 
more gently than I had expected.  “School people are 
supposed to know how to help kids learn, not hurt them for 
what they have not learned well enough yet.”  Mr. Martin was 
not his usual chatty self today.  Perhaps there are problems at 
home. 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 18 
I WILL, when I, an acquaintance, or someone under 

my supervision makes an error or behaves dangerously 
or irresponsibly, approach it as a problem needing 
solving and attempt to provide the necessary information, 
training or resources so it will not need to occur again, 

 
RATHER THAN first placing blame followed by 

punishment, 
 
BECAUSE blame and punishment provide no useful 

guidelines to enable one to make the necessary changes.  
To hurt another person in order to induce positive change 
has been shown throughout history (and in laboratories) 
to be a false assumption that leads to social collapse.  
Punishment is typically utilized by those who themselves 
are unable or unwilling to provide appropriate training 
methods. 
 
 
 



 

 

TOPIC NINETEEN: 
Basing decisions on verifiable facts 

The Experiences 
AGE 9  

DI – I’ve discovered something that is more devastating 
to humanity than ignorance – the willingness to remain 
ignorant (to ignore information). By ignorance I don’t mean 
being a slow learner, I mean not having the required or 
necessary information about something.  Sometimes we are 
ignorant because some piece of information is not available – 
like the cure for polio or the dimensions of the universe 
[1940s].  We can‘t help that.  But some people don’t want to 
know the real reasons for things or the real facts –they choose 
to remain IGNORANT and that steams me, I’ll tell you that!!!  
Butchie’s dad beats him so badly that some days he can’t 
even come to school.  This afternoon I tried to explain to his 
dad that beating has been proved to be ineffective in long-
term behavior change and I even took him a book by Dr. 
Stone – a psychologist – that showed better, proven ways to 
help children behave better.  He swore at me, threw the book 
against the wall and slapped Butchie so hard it knocked him 
against the wall and onto the floor.  He spoke gibberish, but 
the essence was: “I’ll beat him if I think that’s best.   Now get 
out of my life forever and take your fancy doctor’s advice with 
you.”  Facts, information, science – none of it had any impact 
because he wanted to remain ignorant (or was too lazy to 
become informed).  All I succeeded in doing was to get 
Butchie’s head bashed in. The man is making important 
decisions for Butchie every day that are based on dangerous 
ignorance.  I don’t know for sure how to combat that when a 
person is so hell-bent (excuse, but I’m steamed!) on remaining 
ignorant.  I feel so helpless. I think I’m going to be sick to my 
stomach.  

 [I was and am!  Later in life I spent several years 
researching this ‘mentality’ by living among the people who 
believed it and wrote about it in my book, Crisis of Myths.] 

 
AGE 6 ½  

Sometimes, DI, even when a guy tries to do the right 
thing, he (me!) gets into trouble.  Ever since Ginny and I have 



 

  

been little kids we’ve sneaked off to the creek and gone skinny 
dipping.  Well, early in the summer her mother found out and 
told Ginny she was too big a girl to go skinny dipping and 
she’d have to wear a suit. I think it’s a dumb rule, but I never 
ever tried to talk her out of it.  I don’t care what she wears or 
doesn't wear.  So, today we went down to the creek and she 
wore her swimsuit just like the new rule says.  Since nobody 
had given me such a rule I just swam in my birthday suit like 
usual.  It all seemed fine to both of us.  Well, Ginny’s brother 
found us and got real mad at me.  I couldn’t see where I’d 
done anything wrong and neither could Ginny.  Well, I got 
lectures from her brother, her mom, my mom, my pop, and I 
fully expect I’ll get another from Parson in the near future.  I 
just don’t get what I did wrong.  I followed Ginny’s rule exactly.  
It appears that grownups have a big serious thing about 
nakedness and even though Ginny and I know all about how 
each looks naked, suddenly we have to keep our special parts 
covered up as if they were big secrets – big, BAD secrets.  
Sure seems absurd.  I can skinny dip with the guys, but just 
not with girls.  I really don’t get it, but if that’s the new rule I 
guess Ginny and I will just climb trees instead of going 
swimming.  The thing that bothers me is that all the grown-ups 
seem to think we were doing some terrible thing.  We’re six, 
for gosh sake!  What terrible thing could we possibly do?  
They just don’t understand.  I have the feeling it’s all 
connected to the way grown-ups go about making babies.  I’ll 
have to talk with Doc about it.  All I know is the grown-ups 
used up a whole lot more emotion and energy than seems 
reasonable.  Maybe if I’d have kidnapped her I could 
understand how upset they were but . . .  I’m sure it must be 
related to something they are all ashamed of. It just doesn't 
seem right that a person is supposed to be ashamed of his 
body, but I’m pretty sure that’s what’s at the bottom of all this. 

   
AGE 5 ½  
Dear Diary, 

This was my first day of school.  We started at 8:30.  At 
9:00 I got to meet the Principal, Mr. Martin. I’m not sure why I 
upset my teacher so much, but Mr. Martin said I shouldn’t 
worry.  He talked to her first and then he asked me into his 



 

 

office – a pretty pleasant place with lots of books – and he 
asked me what I thought had happened.  That was pretty nice 
I thought.  He tried to see all sides of it before he did anything.  
It started when Mrs. Star was called to the phone about her 
sick father.  She looked around the room and said, “Tommy, 
you’re in charge until I get back.  If anybody misbehaves you’ll 
tell me.”  I could tell they were all getting restless even before 
she had said anything– none of us had ever been corralled 
INTO CHAIRS and desks before and expected to just sit still.  
(A really dumb arrangement, by the way.)  So, I had all the 
kids go to the library corner and sit on the floor while I read 
Peter Pan to them.  They were quiet and very well behaved to 
my way of thinking and I had thought about the very good 
report I would be able to give to the teacher when she came 
back.  The kids seemed interested in the story (I sort of acted 
it out while I read).  Then Mrs. Star came back and started 
screaming about us being on the floor and out of our seats 
and she took me by the collar down to Mr. Martin’s Office.  On 
the way, I told her I was sorry she was so upset and that I 
figured it had something to do with the tension about her 
father’s illness.  At that point she let go of my collar and took 
me by the ear the rest of the way.  At the end of my private 
talk with Mr. Martin I suggested she may need some time off 
until her family problems get solved.  He smiled at me and 
said something very nice.  “Tommy, I think we are going to get 
to know each other very well during the next few years.” 

I thought that was very friendly of him.  But the point of 
all this is that he took the time to find out what had happened 
and what I was trying to do.  Mrs. Star didn’t.  She didn’t once 
ask me what was going on.  She didn’t take the time to just 
watch at first and see what was really going on.  She just fell 
apart in front of the whole first grade and God.  I feel bad for 
her.  People who jump to conclusions always seem to be 
unlikable people. I wonder if she has any friends.  I hope so. 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 

  

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 19 
 
I WILL gather the necessary facts and information 

(listen and study) before rendering decisions, opinions or 
judgments 

RATHER THAN making snap judgments and 
decisions or offering opinions based on ignorance, 

BECAUSE only through accurate information can 
appropriately helpful actions be formulated and 
implemented. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

TOPIC TWENTY: 
Respecting possessions 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 7 ½ 
DI -  Parson posed an interesting question in his sermon this 
morning and I congratulated him on it.  He was talking about 
worldly possessions (I am not sure how you could have a 
possession that wasn’t, worldly, but I let that slip by).  He 
asked, “If you could only keep 12 of your ‘Worldly” 
possessions (besides your clothes. Nakedness – namely the 
lack thereof - again rears its strange, protestant, head??? – 
‘rears’ – that’s hilarious!) – what would they be?”  Isn’t that a 
fascinating question, DI?  Parson assumed one of those 
things would be a Bible, but since I pretty well have that 
memorized, I figure I’ll skip that.  Here is my list so far: 1- a 
book of Thoreau’s essays which includes Waldon Pond, 2- a 
collection of Emerson’s writings,  3- The two-volume set of the 
Lincoln Library – it pretty well summarizes most of man’s 
knowledge [and in 1944 it was  still actually able to do just 
that!],  (those first three things would mostly be for me to pass 
on to my children someday) 4- I’d keep the American flag that 
mom made for me by hand,  5- and the jackknife pop gave me 
for my 7th birthday,  6- my blue and red bike, although I could 



 

 

always make another one if that were allowed, 7- I’d keep you 
DI – to see where I’ve been in this life – I suppose ‘you’ are a 
worldly possession even if you can’t be touched or seen.  I’m 
stumped about what else I’d keep. I guess there really isn’t 
much I need, is there?  I’d probably keep a radio as number 8.  
I wonder, if I’d keep my library card if I could delete the three 
books entries above?  I wonder if I could keep one box which 
just happened to contain 10,000 Baby Ruth candy bars.  Now 
I’m just getting silly. It really is a good mental exercise.  I am 
thankful parson finally preached about something worthwhile. 
(That is not exactly how I put it to him, however! I’m working 
on being tactful instead of honest – hmm – that can’t be right.) 
 
AGE 8 ½  

Di - I’ve said it here before; I really feel sorry for 
Butchie.  He’s a bully.  He hurts people and he steals all kind 
of things.  Whenever anything is missing here in Springtown, 
officer Hoeffer just goes over to Butchie’s place and finds it.  
Butchie is never ‘sure’ how it got there and his dad swears 
(well, he swears a lot, but it’s a figure of speech here) that the 
kids bring the stuff over to get his son in trouble.  His dad has 
been in jail for robbery more than once, himself.  I wonder if 
it’s in the genes or in the family values – I’m pretty sure about 
the values side of it at least.  None of them respects other 
people’s property. (I forget if ‘none’ is singular or plural?)  
Butchie doesn’t even seem to respect his own property – he 
bangs holes in the walls of his own house and breaks his 
furniture and I’m pretty sure he killed his mother’s cat – Dr. 
Freud would have a field day with that!   I always figured I’d 
not want anybody to take or damage my stuff so it wouldn’t be 
fair (reasonable) for me to take or damage anybody else’s.  
What do you suppose is ever going to happen to Butchie, Di?  
I’ll bet he makes life miserable for a lot of people when he 
grows up.  

 [Butchie was killed in a bank robbery attempt when he 
was nineteen.  His father was seriously injured in the same 
incident.] 
 
 
 



 

  

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 20 
I WILL keep only to my own rightful possessions,  
 
RATHER THAN molesting or taking that which is 

not legitimately mine,  
 
BECAUSE each person has the right to retain what 

he or she has earned or been given. 
 
 
 

TOPIC TWENTY-ONE: 
Responsible provision for oneself and dependents 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 7 ½  

Well, Di, I just had a strange experience – maybe 
enlightening or startling or educational experience would be 
better terms. Any way, it was a very hot and humid night last 
night, so I got up early to go down to the creek for a dip to cool 
off and think like I often do.  Well, when I got to the place I like 
to swim, I just automatically shed my pinstripes.  It was then I 
realized that Ginny’s older brother was already there skinny 
dipping with a girl (who I will not name to protect her 
reputation).  She was just coming out of the water and we 
stood there bare naked looking at each other while he laughed 
his head off in the water.  (Now I’m pretty sure I understand 
about the girl’s bumpy sweaters – poor things.)  Well, I was 
too surprised to be embarrassed (plus I am seven and I’ve yet 
to meet a seven-year old boy who feels the need to be modest 
or embarrassed about such things.).   She scrambled into her 
clothes and left. I didn’t watch her get dressed though I could 
see that he did.  When she was gone, he motioned me into 
the water.  He was still laughing. I don’t think the girl even 
knew how to swim so I suspect there had been some hanky-
panky taking place instead (though I’m not entirely sure what 
takes place during hanky-panky and I get the idea I’m not 
supposed to ask about it until I turn thirteen or so.)  He and I 
had a good time – it was the first time the two of us ever just 
did something together.  He’s like a big, hairy, seven-year-old. 



 

 

I asked him if he was going to marry the girl – seeing as he 
had seen her naked.  He said he never planned on getting 
married. He said when I got older I’d learn that girls were just 
playthings and not to get emotionally involved with them.  Not 
yet having been emotionally involved with anything, so far as I 
can tell, I’m not really sure what he meant.  I asked him if he 
loved her and he laughed out loud and snorted, “No!  Never!”  
I asked him if he had a job these days.  He said jobs are like 
the plague – to be avoided at all costs.  I asked him why he 
didn’t want to support himself like other guys his age did.  He 
just asked, “Why would I want to do that!  Dad and mom are 
still good for it (this, from a 24-year-old man!).  I asked, “Isn’t 
that like taking what’s not really yours?”  He said, “I didn’t ask 
to be born. it‘s all their doing so they [parents] can just support 
me.”  I felt so sorry for him – a grown man and he has no skills 
at all (except hanky-pankying, I presume).  I did ask him one 
weighty question which was really not my place.  I asked, 
“what if everybody took your attitude?  The world would fall 
apart.”  He just shrugged his shoulders and didn’t attempt an 
answer – he dunked me instead.  The talking was upsetting 
but the swimming was great.  I think I would have been a 
better big brother than he is – not bragging or anything – but 
he is really a lousy model. 

 
AGE 9 ½  [1946] 

Di – mom and pop never include me in their talks about 
money and that’s okay.  I suppose it is their business as the 
parents.  Sometimes I wonder how old Mr. Bowden makes it, 
though.  I know he gets a monthly check from the plant he 
worked at all those years. I saw it once by accident when I 
was helping him put his groceries away.  It was from the 
‘disability fund” and was for $42.53.  If he worked 40 hours a 
week for that, it would be like 28 cents an hour which is not 
too bad considering he never finished grade school.  I don’t 
think of him as disabled, but he does have a lung disease he 
got at the plant from working in the cutting room, so that’s 
probably what it referred to.  I figure Mrs. Adams – she’s a 
widow – has 25 families she washes and irons for so I’d guess 
she brings in close to $100 a month.  Her house is paid for – 
she never misses a chance to mention that.  She’s really 



 

  

proud that she owns it.  I think that is connected to the fact 
that her husband had been the first male child born a free man 
in his family and owning a house sort of proves that for all to 
see. Billy says his dad earns $3500 a year as plant supervisor 
and John’s dad makes $4500 because he owns the blue and 
white grocery stores here and over in Goshen.  My estimate is 
that our income comes to about $100 a month and because 
20% of that goes to the charity jar and I know pop puts in $20 
every time he gets check – once a month.  It amazes me, di, 
how well you can live on that these days.  I wonder what 
Billy’s folks do with all their extra money.  Pop has started 
giving me an allowance of ten cents a week – that’s a pretty 
good allowance in this town. I know they put some money into 
a college saving account for me.  Doc says I’ll get a full 
scholarship to college so I wish they would use more of our 
income for themselves – but then, I can’t imagine what they’d 
use it for.    

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 21 

I WILL, to the best of my ability, provide for myself 
and those dependent upon me (realizing this is a gradual 
process based on maturation), 

 
RATHER THAN being dependent upon others 

beyond what is reasonable, considering any defensible 
limitations I may be unable to overcome or work around, 

  
BECAUSE in a truly humanity-friendly society, 

everyone shares responsibilities to the limits of their 
potential. 

 
 

TOPIC TWENTY-TWO: 
Remaining curious about people and their differences 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 5  
Dear Diary, 

Billy and I slept over at Johns last night.  It was my first 
several-person sleep over.  You learn interesting things about 



 

 

other people at a sleep over.   Ronny is afraid of the dark and 
Billy worries about trolls under the bed.  John sleeps in 
pajamas over his underwear.  Billy just sleeps in his 
underwear and, of course, I just sleep in my skin.  I tried Johns 
PJ’S and he tried it naked but neither of us felt comfortable so 
we decided to trade back (well, I gave him his PJ’s back, but I 
told him he couldn’t have my skin – we cracked up over that 
one!).  John’s parents don’t listen to prayers at night.  Mine 
would never miss that. Billy can’t drink after six o’clock or he 
wets the bed.  I never considered that might be a problem.  I 
think I could design a balloon he could fasten on himself so if 
he wet at night it would go into the balloon.  I will personally try 
it before I recommend it to him.  John’s folks let him eat in his 
room. I have never been allowed to do that – well, a Baby 
Ruth now and then, but not regularly.  They have hot water 
right out of the spigot.  That is really pretty handy.  We took a 
bath together and when the water started getting cool, John 
just turned on more hot water and it was soon just right again. 
People are very different, DI, but that’s okay.  Different is not 
bad, it is just different.  I think we get comfortable with what we 
are used to.  I also think some people get uncomfortable 
around what they are not used to.   

 
AGE 8 ½  (Saturday at 6:30 AM) 

DI – We have a new family in town – well a new couple 
– they don’t have kids, but I suppose that still qualifies as a 
family. I never thought about that before.  Anyway, their last 
name is Goldsmith – his first name is Harry and hers is Sylvia.  
They look to be in their fifties so I doubt if they will start having 
kids. I don’t even know if that’s possible at such advanced 
ages.  I’ll speak with Doc about it.   Mr. Goldsmith bought the 
hardware store.  The men at the feed store say they are Jews.  
(I’m not sure if it’s respectful to call them Jews or if I should 
say ‘Jewish people’.  Maybe Parson will know.  That’s dumb, 
Tommy.  Just ask Mr. Goldsmith.)  The men weren’t very 
complementary about Jews (I’ll use that 'til I find out for sure).  
Things like big noses, bulging billfolds, money grubbers (a 
strange term).  I don’t know how any of them know any of that 
since these are the first Jews that ever lived here and most of 
the feed store regulars haven’t ever been further than Goshen.  



 

  

I looked up Judaism in the encyclopedia.  They don’t believe 
in Jesus but they seem to believe in the same God Christians 
do.  The two religions seem to share the same old testament – 
WELL, MOSTLY.  Jews have been around for many centuries 
longer than Christians so maybe they know some things 
Christians don’t.  As far as I can ascertain, the story about 
Jesus says he was a Jew his whole life.  Well, I’m going over 
to welcome them (the Goldsmiths) to Springtown.  He opens 
the store at eight so I figure they’ll be up and around by 7:30.  
Mom’s making rye bread for them.  I’ve been smelling it ever 
since I woke up.  The aroma of baking bread is like the 8th 
wonder of the world (Wonder Bread Ha!  Ha!)  More later. 

10:30 AM 
Well, di – there were no big noses and no bulging 

wallets, I’ll tell you that for sure.  They are like real people as 
far as I can tell.  They invited me right in and insisted on 
cutting the bread and sharing it with me.  They seem to eat the 
same foods we do.  She squeezed fresh orange juice just for 
me.  We sat at the kitchen table just like here at home.  Mr. 
Goldsmith told me to call him Harry, but I told him I’d have to 
check with mom and pop to be sure that would be okay. They 
both seemed very interested in me.  They made me feel good.  
Her grape jam was very good.  I mentioned it and she insisted 
on sending a jar home with me.  Mr. Goldsmith said if I wanted 
to earn extra money he needed a floor sweeper just before 
closing every afternoon.  I said I’d check with mom and pop.  I 
can see I’m going to like them a lot.  The sad part is, Di, that 
the men at the feed store are probably going to miss out on 
getting to have some good new friends because they can’t see 
beyond their own big noses – beyond the word Jew (which, by 
the way, they seem to really misunderstand, but I will try to 
correct that for them later in the week.). 

Harry (pop says that’s okay except in formal settings) 
says the term Jew is fine – Sylvia said to just use it like the 
term Baptist or Methodist.  What was really great was when 
Sylvia thanked me for asking about the term.  I can tell, I’ll be 
having lots of early morning breakfasts in their kitchen.  When 
I left, I whispered to Harry out on the porch that I had been 
circumcised, too.   I thought that might make him feel more at 
home. 



 

 

 
AGE 8 ½  

Di – I’ve written about the mountain man before - Arnie.  
He is so big and the stories about him are so bad that I’ve 
always been scared to approach him.  After my good 
experience with the Goldsmiths I figured I probably need to do 
the same with Arnie - get to know him myself, I mean, and not 
just believe what the folks in town say about him.  I asked pop 
what he thought.  For some reason his eyes sparkled.  That 
always means he knows something I don’t.  Anyway, I asked 
him because I figured I’d need his permission – considering 
Arnie’s reputation.  I’d not want to put myself in danger.  He 
said, “Go for it, son.”  The problem is, he (Arnie) only comes 
into town a few times a year, usually to sell his pelts.  I’ll keep 
an eye out for him.  I’ll bet I could learn a million new things 
from him.  Maybe I can help him learn about taking baths.  I 
have been close enough to him to know he smells worse than 
his mules. 

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 22 

I WILL be actively curious about people who look, 
believe and behave differently from myself (using care 
and common sense) and seek to understand them, 

RATHER THAN sensing their difference(s), coming 
to fear, isolate, or punish them because of their 
difference(s). 

BECAUSE, it is impossible to learn about the good 
and possibly helpful attributes of strangers unless you 
interact with them on a regular basis. 
 

TOPIC TWENTY-THREE: 
Remaining open to new experiences and beliefs 

 
The Experiences 
AGE 9 ½  

DI-  I admire lots of the grown-ups in my life, but Mom 
and Pop more than anybody else.  One of the things I admire 
the most about my special grown-ups is how open they are to 
new ideas and how important it is to them to keep learning 
new things.  Every semester Mr. Brown reads all my school 



 

  

books from cover to cover and I imagine he’d make better 
than just a passing grade on the tests.  Mr. Brown dropped out 
of school when he was in the 4th grade – that’s my age right 
now – so he could work to support his family.  It was the 
highest grade anyone in his family had ever achieved.  I 
admire him for that but feel bad he couldn’t continue when he 
clearly loved to learn.  He really likes it when I go see him and 
talk about my ideas and plans for my future.  At home, when I 
get an idea to make something or fix something or change 
something, Pop never says “no” to begin with – He says, 
“Show me” - show me the evidence or show me the 
information or show me just how you are going to do it, and so 
on.  He’s open to new things and I think that’s wonderful.  Lots 
of people aren’t – like Miss Barry for example.  She hasn’t 
contemplated a new idea since she began teaching 30 years 
ago.  Parson tends to be that way when it comes to religion, 
but he is surprisingly open in other areas – like the skylight I 
designed for his office to save on electricity and covering the 
clanger on the church bell with rubber from inner tubes so it 
would produce a mellow, less abrasive sound. (Everybody in 
town used to complain about it – now they love it.)  People 
who remain stuck with only the old ideas never grow, never 
find better ways.  I personally try new ways all the time.  Lots 
of them don’t work very well so I give them up or change 
them, but if I’d never investigated them in the first place, look 
at all I’d have missed. (By the way, the apostrophe, which I 
used three times in that sentence, is a wonderful thing.  
Someday I will write about that.) Mr. Goldsmith cautions me 
not to throw out the old ways just because they are old.  Lots 
of old ways possess the wisdom of the ages – tried and true 
you might say.  I think that comes straight from his Jewish 
background – Jews seem to treasure their traditions more 
than the rest of us.  I hope I have some traditions to treasure 
someday.  I like talking with them (the Goldsmiths, not 
traditions – though the other would be most fascinating if I 
could do it) and I try to drop in for breakfast at least once a 
week.  They eat at 6:45 like clockwork.  I think a schedule 
gives them a sense of security (the Goldsmiths not Jews in 
general – well, I guess I really don’t know about that do I.  
Hmmm?).  I wonder how I’d believe about things now if I’d 



 

 

been raised a Jew instead of an overly fundamentalist 
Protestant?  Differently, I’m sure.  I wonder how I’d believe if 
I’d been raised by Buchie’s parents. (Shudder!)  I get tickled 
(and a bit irritated, I must admit) at religious leaders in 
particular – preaching how theirs is the one true religion.  Do 
they never stop to think that if they had been raised in a very 
different culture they would undoubtedly be preaching that that 
other way was the one true way?  I asked Parson that very 
question once. His response should not have surprised me.  
He agreed that, yes, that would be true and that was why he 
was so thankful that he had been fortunate enough to be born 
into the one truly right religion.  At first, I thought he was 
actually trying to make a joke.  Then I saw he was serious.  
How can such a smart man miss the whole point so 
completely?????  (and apparently so easily!!!!). 

 
POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 23 

I WILL remain open to new experiences and beliefs 
and will evaluate their positive worth, absorbing or 
adapting those that will enhance my (our) ability to 
improve the human condition,  

RATHER THAN remain closed to the new and 
different to merely protect the status quo, 

 
BECAUSE perfecting society and the human 

condition must be an ongoing, evolving process rather 
than a single state to be achieved and never modified.  I 
will think in terms of perfecting rather than of perfection. 

 
 

Topic Twenty-four: 
Accepting the unknown merely as the unknown 
 

The Experiences 
 
AGE 8 ½  [grade five] 
 
Dear DI, 

I got sent out of Sunday School again today.  (That 
sounds like it was twice today but I meant, again today, I got 



 

  

sent out of Sunday School.”)  I have found it is hard to try and 
fit logic and scientific findings into religious discussions.  
Sunday School teachers seem to hate being asked how they 
know for sure what they are teaching is really the truth.  I 
usually get something like, “God says it’s that way.”  Then I 
ask, “How do you know God says that?”  Then they say, “It’s 
in the Bible.”  I say, “No it isn’t.  I’ve read the bible and it does 
not say that anywhere.”  Then I get sent out of class.  I doubt if 
she’s lying about it – intentionally.  I guess SS teachers are ill 
prepared - just pretty ignorant of the facts.  They do tend to 
explain anything that has no scientific answers by referring to, 
“God says so.”  Since SS teachers are generally pretty good 
folks, I have to assume they are afraid to just say, “I don’t 
know” or “I don’t have a really good answer for your question.”  
I personally prefer to just leave things as “Answer unknown” 
instead of making up stories to explain something.  It mixes 
facts and opinions together and it makes it pretty hard to 
SEPARATE what is actual from what are fairytales.  I’m not 
sure SS is such a useful experience for me (although I think it 
could be good for the ss teachers if they’d just listen to me).  
I’ll discuss it with Parson. 
 
AGE 9  [grade six] 
Dear DI – 

You know about the run down old Houston House out 
on the far west end of the hill.  Everybody knows that if you’re 
in the second crotch of the elm tree right after dark that the 
windows in the CUPOLA light up several nights a month.  The 
story among the kids is that old Mrs. Houston lights a candle 
up there so her dead husband can find his way home.  One 
problem – Mrs. Houston has been dead for 30 years, herself.  
John and Billy and I were up there tonight and we saw it plain 
as day – (bad analogy) plain as could be.  When I told the 
guys exactly when the light would come on and then exactly 
when it would go off they decided I was in league with the 
devil.  Every generation of boys for 30 years has known it was 
Mrs. Houston’s ghost lighting a candle.  I’m not sure if it’s right 
for me to tell them how it really happens.  None of the adults 
around here seem to know either.  It is all just another of those 
‘unable to stand something remaining unexplained things’ so 



 

 

an answer gets fabricated.  I never bought the story, of course 
– not being completely sold yet on the spirit world – but then I 
didn’t have an answer either.  I just put it in the category of 
“Unknown phenomena” and that was fine.  Other kids can’t 
seem to do that.  (Neither can Billy’s mom.  She still believes 
the ghost story.  I imagine lots of other grownups around here 
do, too.)  Well, I’ll tell you, Di. I don’t know if I’ll tell the guys or 
not, though.  It’s like a rite of passage around here for boys to 
sit in that tree waiting for the ghost lady to do her thing.  It's 
like a way to prove how brave you are at eight or nine or so.  
First, it only happens 2 or 3 nights a month at varying times 
from month to month.  It’s when the moon is full which the kids 
think helps prove it is supernatural.  I was up there every night 
last month and I could make it appear nine nights in a row – 
but I had to move from tree to tree going East to accomplish 
that.  You see, DI, it’s the way the moonlight reflects off the 
window.  Tonight, I watched the “moon shadow” moving 
across the hillside so I knew when it was about to hit the 
window and then again when it was about to move on.  So, 
now, I can move that ghost story out of the “answer unknown” 
category and into the “satisfactorily answered” category.  I 
think I’ll just keep the real reason to myself – unless I should 
have to defend myself at church against being the Devil’s 
helper.  (The Devil!  Now There’s another opinion-laced 
unknown.) 

 
 

POSITIVE, SOCIAL, AGREEMENT # 24 
I WILL accept the fact that there are no ready and 

reasonable answers or explanations for certain aspects of 
life, living and processes of the universe, and view those 
unknowns as “current givens” and opportunities for 
future growth 

RATHER THAN merely accepting or formulating 
fanciful stories, that “explain” them (or, if I do decide to 
live according to such lore, I will be mindful that it is 
opinion, which I have chosen to follow or believe, rather 
than fact – in the usual sense of the word. 



 

  

 
SECTION FOUR 

My Final Thoughts 
(Well, temporarily final, at least !) 

 
Fifty-five years later, I am still pursuing Tommy’s ‘month 

long’ campaign to save the World.  In the main, I remain more 
challenged than disillusioned.   

Here are several things I still want to believe about 
human beings (although I must admit that, from time to time, I 
have had to question them, given the continuing sad state of 
our World Society). 

1.  That we are not so innately selfish that we require 
the ever-present image of a punishing god (or Santa Clause) 
who will send us to eternal damnation (or withhold goodies) if 
we aren’t nice people. (Or, more positively, that we are good 
people, because that is human nature and that it only makes 
good, long-term sense to be good people.) 

2.  That we are (or can become), as a species, 
ultimately concerned about the welfare of all human beings 
now and in the future, and are willing to regularly and 
altruistically demonstrate that. 

3.  That improving the universal human condition can 
become more important to human beings than the 
accumulation of money, stuff and power.  [More on this topic 
in Appendix Two, Building A User-Friendly Society.] 

4.  That we are willing to take the time necessary to 
think through our social and personal relationships so they 
turn out well for all concerned each time we encounter a fellow 
human being. 

5.  That we will not allow ourselves to remain ignorant 
once we understand there are good, reasonable and proven 
answers or procedures available.  This seems to represent a 
continuing battle between religion and science. 

6.  That as parents (and as adults, in general) we 
accept the “agreements” (in one form or another) and are 
committed to regularly modeling them for all children. 

7.  That life-affirming love, lived and administered 
rationally, is far more reasonable, powerful and helpful than 
hate – the ultimate and inevitable annihilator – in any of its 



 

 

several forms. 
I had a teacher in High School who, although I disliked 

her general approach to living because she ignored all facts 
not in agreement with her own viewpoint, did leave one 
indelible, positive, impression on me.  When class was over, 
she would always say, “Do right, now, you hear!”    

Perhaps, saving the World (Humanity) really does just 
boil down to Tommy’s very early and perhaps not so naive 
observation. “Just be nice!” 

So, I leave you with this final thought: Do right!  Be 
nice! And build a wonderfully nurturing life for yourself and 
those you are privileged to touch. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

  

 
APPENDIX ONE 

The Johnny Appleseed of Smiles 
by Tom Gnagey 

(A true-life odyssey of personal discovery by a five 
year old boy, suddenly possessed with magical personal 
powers – really!) 

[Originally titled: The Positive Social Encounter] 
(C) 1961, 1996, and, 2002 by Tom Gnagey, USA 

All rights reserved. 
 
When I was five years old, I discovered something truly 

remarkable about myself.  I possessed absolutely awesome 
magical powers!  It's true!!  By merely smiling at Grumpy old 
Mr. Graves, I could transform his mean looking, perennially 
scary face, into a happy, grinning, pleasure center. 

It gets even better!  When I would sidle up beside him 
and begin talking, grumpy old Mr. Graves would speak back to 
me, and, I observed, in a most pleasant tone and manner.   

Well, every kid in town knew that grumpy old Mr. 
Graves had never smiled in his entire long, long, life, and that 
he only spoke when absolutely necessary - like when ordering 
things in stores and such.  So, you can understand how I, and 
all of my friends, were fully convinced that I possessed 
magnificent magical powers, never before known in the entire 
history of man.  I fantasized about the possibility that I had, in 
reality, come from another planet - Grinton, perhaps - having 
been sent to Earth to save mankind.   

Buddy, the one, nay-saying, disbeliever in the group, 
bet me my powers weren't strong enough to get a smile out of 
Miss Terry (Miss Terry the Terrible, as she was known).  She 
had taught 8th grade math since time began - or so the story 
went.  A rare, breath-holding hush fell over that gathering of 
my devoted, fellow, pre-school followers, as, chin up, I 
fearlessly accepted Buddy's challenge. 

It was widely accepted among the younger set in those 
parts, that Miss Terry's cheeks had been formed without the 
necessary muscles required to pull them into a smile.  It was 
also common knowledge that her heart had been formed from 
a lump of blackest coal, thereby explaining why she 



 

 

possessed no feelings of kindness, whatsoever! 
I had my job cut out for me - no doubt about that! 
Push came to shove one cold February morning at 

precisely seven thirty-five, as Miss Terry predictably left her 
home for the walk to school.  With four witnesses hiding in the 
shrubs that lined the sidewalk, I met her at her gate.  I opened 
it for her saying, "Good morning, Miss Terry," in as cheery a 
voice and with as smiley a face as I could muster, considering 
the significant distraction of my chest busting, run-away, 
thumping heart. 

"Well, Good morning to you, Master Tommy and thank 
you so much for opening the gate.  You're becoming quite the 
young gentleman." 

There was a smile on her face.  Perhaps just a hint, but 
I had seen a smile.  Both corners of her mouth turned up and 
that certainly qualified as a smile, even if it had lasted but a 
second.  I sure hoped that at least one of the other guys had 
been close enough to verify it! 

Apparently, my young compatriots were less well 
hidden than they should have been, for as she passed each 
one, she nodded her head, again smiled that fleeting smile, 
and - by name - bade them each, "Good morning." 

From that day forward, I proudly carried the nickname, 
"Ol' M-1," (the Magic One).   

That night it came to me, that not only had I caused her 
to smile and be pleasant to me, I had also, passed on the urge 
for her to pleasantly greet others she would meet that day!  An 
overwhelming feeling of absolute power surged throughout my 
young being. 

In the weeks following the discovery of my awesome, 
newfound powers, I contemplated, all quite seriously, how I 
should use them.  I considered several marvelous secret 
identities ("Smileman," and "The Grinning Guy"), complete 
with cape, cowl and coral tights, but, seeing as my friends 
already knew about my powers, I decided there would really 
be no way to keep secret, even such a fine alter ego. 

My own hero, at five (and in some ways, even today, I 
suppose), was Johnny Appleseed.  His unselfish seeding of 
the Midwestern United States with fruit to feed a generation 
that he would never even know, had made a tremendous 



 

  

impact on me.  In my home, an altruistic approach to living 
was the cornerstone of our value system, also, and had been 
thoughtfully imparted to me even by that early age. 

I remember - as if it were yesterday - that April morning 
when I awoke at daybreak, sat up straight in my bed and said 
out loud: "I'll become the Johnny Appleseed of Smiles." 

I scrambled into my pin striped coverhalls (as I called 
them), sped down stairs, and stopped off in Mom and Pop's 
bedroom only long enough to solemnly take my mother's hand 
in mine and make this earnest request: "From now on, Mom, 
please call me Johnny." 

Then, off I put to begin my mission in life, and may I just 
add, it has been a grand and rewarding mission (even - alas - 
without the snazzy, corral, tights!). 

By age six I noticed that my friends would often get the 
same pleasant looks and cheery conversation from those at 
whom they would flash a smile.  Rather than being in any way 
disheartened by their parallel success, I just figured that 
somehow, I had been able to mystically impart some small 
portion of my magic to them.   What a powerfully helpful guy I 
was becoming!    I knew my parents were proud of me for it, 
even though, for some unexplainable reason, they opted to 
continue calling me Tommy. 

As a child, I didn't, of course, understand the 
psychological principles behind my 'powers,' though I did 
pretty accurately comprehend the sociological impact.  Treat 
people - even total strangers - with kindness and respect, and 
most will immediately be affected in two major, positive ways:   

First, they will relax and acquire a reassuring sense of 
personal safety and trust as they are reminded that there truly 
are friendly and comfortable people out there in their World.   

Second, except for the most shy or vilest of the lot, they 
tend to pass on that pleasant, reassuring, experience - that 
Positive Social Encounter - to at least the next several people 
they, themselves, meet.  

This ripple effect is unbelievable.  At seven I had 
calculated that if I performed my magic on just two people 
early each morning, and each of them did the same with only 
two others and so on down the line - repeated just nine more 
times - that by nine A.M., over one thousand folks would have 



 

 

been "smilized" (as I had come to call the process).  
Considering that there were only 407 people in my little town, 
(well, 406 if you read the sign on the north end of town) that 
meant that quite a few got a double dose, which seemed all 
quite fitting, considering the generalized early morning 
grumpiness I had encountered on the west side of town [up on 
the hill].  I always tried to smilize Mr. Miller, the rural mailman, 
before he began his five A.M. route.  That way, I assumed, he 
could smilize the entire surrounding country-side. 

Presently, I noticed a new aspect to this whole smilizing 
thing:  My mere presence (even without a smile on my face or 
a cheery greeting from my mouth) brought out smiles and 
happy conversation from most all of those I'd meet.  The 
grown-ups would all grin in my direction, chat with me a while, 
and pat me on my head.  Wow!  That seemed to prove it, all 
right.  I could even smile telepathically!!  What a revelation! 

Now, you may not care to understand anymore about 
smilizing than I did at age six, and that's fine.  Just smile your 
way through the byways of your life, offer pleasant  greetings  
to those you meet, and manage a simple friendly nod to those 
who are beyond earshot.  You will become a major and 
important player in smilizing the faces and warming the hearts 
of all America (and beyond!).  (You see I've recently 
discovered that I can now transfer my magical powers to 
others by merely writing things for them to read.  Will wonders 
never cease!!!) 

If, however, you care to pursue the philosophical, 
sociological, and psychological aspects of the process, read 
on.  (I promise it won’t take long.) 

The basic social / psychological fact of the matter is 
this:  A World or neighborhood or household, populated by 
unhappy, discontent, suspicious or angry people, is an 
uncomfortable, if not an outright frightening and hurtful place 
in which to live.  When populated by happy, helpful, content, 
trusting, and caring people, life can be grand! 

The basic philosophic premise is this:  Whether 
motivated by an altruistic desire to improve the lot of all 
mankind; or merely by the more self-centered desire to live a 
comfortable life, unhassled by angry, maladjusted people, and 
to be freed from the significant dollar costs stemming from 



 

  

mental illness, crime and such; helping the people of the 
World to become happier and better adjusted, greatly eases 
and improves your own, and everyone else's, state of affairs.  
Not to do so, inevitability hurts everyone, including yourself, 
and just may eventually cause the destruction of the human 
species.  

The basic method is this - the Positive Social 
Encounter:  People who practice P.S.E. – at home, socially 
and in business - thoughtfully attempt to make each encounter 
with another person, a positive, comfortable, self-esteem 
providing, experience.  We want that other person to leave us 
feeling good about us, himself, and the nature of the 
population in general.  This builds a sense of trust, belonging, 
acceptance, importance, and ultimately, allows a secure and 
caring relationship within the family of man.  People who feel 
that way are quite likely to become positive, contributing, 
pleasant, and easy to get along with folks!  What a grand 
World that will be!! 

No one dares be too busy for this simple, gentle 
activity.  How much extra time does it take to smile or nod or 
say, “Good morning," as you pass someone on the sidewalk 
or in the hall?  None, of course.  It's not an undertaking that 
can be fully successful when practiced by only a few - though 
every practitioner helps.  So, let us make it a point to smile, 
nod, chat, listen, support, please and thank you, our ways 
through each encounter, every day.  Mankind will be glad you 
did.  You will be glad you did.  There is no finer, spirit 
cleansing, feeling than to lay in bed at night knowing that 
because of your own positive efforts during the day just past, 
the World is a better, happier, place than you had found it that 
morning. 

Recently, and partly due, I suppose to the fact my hair 
is now white and my walk has slowed a bit, I have discovered 
an interesting twist to the whole smilizing process.  For most 
of my life, when someone in a car, and I on foot, would 
approach an intersection simultaneously, even though I had 
the right of way, I would smile, wave, and motion the car to go 
ahead of me.  Most drivers smiled back and I assume they got 
my message that there truly were some nice guys left in their 
World (at worst, I had given them no reason to be angered by 



 

 

being slowed on their way to some place important to them). 
These days, I often assert my right and move out into 

the intersection, but as I get to the mid-way point, I always turn 
and wave at the driver, mouthing a big, "Thank you."  My 
theory is this:  Before, when I merely motioned them on, they 
realized that I was a good guy.  Now, from my, 'thank you,' to 
them, they not only know I'm a good guy, but by letting me go 
first, they also understand that THEY are a good guy.  And 
how will folks who see themselves as good guys act toward 
others they are about to meet?  Perhaps all these years I have 
been missing the very best aspect of this smilizing process.  
I'm pleased I finally slowed down enough to discover it!  We 
must each believe we're a good guy! 

End note:  The old brain - that part of our brain that we 
humans share with the lower animals - allows us to become 
selfishly angry and vengeful in order to survive in the kill or be 
killed world of the wolves, sharks and tigers.  The new brain, 
possessed by us humans, allows us to easily skip right over 
those primitive angry  and  revenge  reactions,  and,  instead,  
act  as  the calm, rational, logical, helpful, caring, beings, only 
we humans, in all of the known universe, can be.  To do less, 
renounces and abandons our humanity, and lowers us to the 
level of ... .  I believe that along with this magnificent, fleeting, 
privilege to be this human being that we are, comes the 
responsibility to utilize those absolutely unique, higher plane 
powers that have been passed on to us, alone. 

 [Read more about this topic in my book, Deep Mind 
Mastery, if you are sincerely interested in learning more.] 

Your approach to living can be that of a careful problem 
solver: calm, happy, comfortable, rational, caring and 
rewarding.  It need not focus on those self-defeating, 
unproductive, angry, vengeful feelings, or on the personal 
unfairness often read into certain situations.  Every heart-
launched smile brings you one step closer. 

[In my novel, 12 Doors to Pass, I explore the inevitable, 
down side to living according to the Revenge Philosophy.] 

My wish for you is a pro-actively positive approach to 
living your life, so that you, and those around you, will all 
experience a comfortable, helpful, happy, fruitful life - the most 
precious birthright of every human being. 



 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

APPENDIX TWO: 
Designing a User Friendly Society 

By Tom Gnagey 
(C) 1986, 2002 U.S.A., by Gary Hutchison,  All rights 

reserved. 
[From an address given at the 

Fifth Annual Symposium on Human Survival, 
Washington, DC,  8/8/86] 

 
I once posed this problem to a college philosophy 

class:  "If you were king of the World, and it was your sincere 
goal to build a completely peaceful, people-friendly planet, 
what one thing would you do to insure it?"  A pre-ministerial 
student eagerly raised his hand.  "I'd use everything in my 
power to force everyone to become pacifists."  The class 
giggled, understanding that since pacifists hold that any kind 
of violence - 'force' - is wrong, his solution had a major, built 
in, modeling problem on the part of the king.   

However, approached in a gentler, before the fact 
manner, rather than from his confrontational, forceful, after-
the-fact manner, it might, indeed, have some merit.  Foster in 
the children - through adult modeling - personalities that 
cherish and practice peaceful problem  solving,  a  willing 
mutual helpfulness, and a sense that all life is precious, and 
the deed just might get done. 

There is a point of view, apparent throughout the pages 
of history, that provides the skeleton for such a plan.  I have 
come to call its two facets by the names, Reciprocal Esteem 



 

 

and Mutual Facilitation.  Most simply it may be stated this way:  
We all respect one another's basic human rights, and always 
only do to and for each other those things that we thoughtfully 
believe will be best for all concerned in the long run.  The first 
half defines Reciprocal Esteem; the last half, Mutual 
Facilitation.  (Let us set aside for the moment the remaining 
problem of agreeing on the definition of the terms "basic 
human rights" and "best"!) 

This approach to living is actually practiced quite 
regularly and successfully in many homes and communes, 
and to some extent in certain small neighborhoods.  It has 
never been very successful much beyond that range, 
however.  Why not?  Doesn't it make sense that a World filled 
with well cared for - that is happy, content, trustworthy, caring, 
productive, helpful - people, would be a pretty ideal place in 
which to live?  Doesn't it also make sense that a World 
populated with the opposite - sad, untrusting, deceitful, hurtful, 
vengeful people - would be a pretty terrifying and stifling place 
in which to live?  And yet, how often, down through history, 
has mankind apparently opted to live in this second way?  
Almost always! 

Why?  There may be no one easy answer, and then 
again, perhaps there is.  The history books I've read, have 
quite clearly pointed out to me that every time man chooses to 
live by competition rather than by cooperation, society 
disintegrates, becoming a disagreeable, hurtful, fearsome 
place in which to live.  On the one end, there develops a very 
small, very powerful, very rich and very self-centered "upper" 
class.  On the other end, a very large, very helpless, very 
poor, very angry and vengeful "lower" class develops.  The 
day always finally arrives when the discontented, angry, poor 
guys overthrow the contented, self-absorbed, rich guys, and 
the process begins all over again.  It is the progression of 
most major societies down through history. 

And why do so many people seem so bent on 
becoming wealthy and powerful, and lording it over those who 
are not?  Mainly, I believe, because they have been misled 
into believing that having lots of stuff and lots of control, are 
the dual secrets to happiness.  I believe that is the biggest, 
ugliest, most disastrous, deception in human history.   



 

  

Happiness has nothing to do with the acquisition of 
either of those things.  Happiness is strictly a matter of 
constructing a set of positive values that move the human 
species on toward its ultimate positive development, and, 
then, living by those values day in and day out.  (More simply:  
Continually trying your best to do good things for, and to do 
right by, your neighbors.)   

To do this brings a sense of integrity, and integrity is 
the only source of true, deep down, forever and ever inner 
happiness!  There is no finer, spirit cleansing, feeling, than to 
lie in bed at night knowing that because of your own positive 
efforts during the day just past, the World is a better, gentler, 
happier, place than you had found it that morning.   

Read the history books.  It's all there.  And yet, 
generation after generation we insist on reinventing the 
happiness wheel all over again.  And generation after 
generation we insist on building it all wrong.  It's as if our 
necessarily vigilant and combative Cave Man brain - which 
served us well as we competed with the lower animals for 
survival - is still in charge of our social expectations.   

Not everyone builds it all wrong of course.  Many 
families produce children who do have a realistic, positive 
perspective about the human social process.  Others, sadly, 
do not.   

It has been my observation that people come in four 
general types, relative to all of this.   

One is the User.  The User takes advantage of others, 
using them in whatever ways fit his selfish purposes, and 
without regard to the welfare of that other person.   

The Observer is a person who just sits on the sidelines 
of life, watching it pass by but without ever jumping in and 
getting involved or making a helpful difference.  Although he 
may never actually do specific harm to anyone, he most 
certainly makes no useful contribution to society.  In some 
ways, his inaction may well be harmful, as he fails to support 
educational, charitable, political, or research efforts that could 
benefit himself and the rest of us.   

A third approach is that of the Destroyer, who takes 
what he wants regardless of who or what gets hurt, damaged 
or eliminated in the process.  As is obvious, none of these 



 

 

three categories is helpful for the survival of the human 
species, nor to the improvement of society.  Instead, each one 
damages and consumes society.   

The fourth category is the Builder - the one who uses 
his uniquely human talents and insights to renew, improve, 
and enrich society and the human species.  The Builder is 
always the calm, systematic problem solver, and never the 
blamer/ hater/ punisher/ revenge taker.  It is my belief, that 
because, as human beings, we have the innate positive 
capacity to be Builders, (something no other species in the 
entire known universe possesses), it is therefore our 
responsibility and obligation to become Builders.   

Only the Builder can protect and improve the human 
species, and it seems important to me that we do just that.  It 
seems to me that each person should take advantage of his or 
her own special talents in order to become all that he can 
become as a human being.  To do less, lets himself down as 
well as the rest of us.  It leaves him at the unfinished level of 
just another lower animal, willing to live in the kill or be killed 
realm of the lower animals. 

Even when one does not feel that he has an obligation 
to become all that the human being - which he is - can 
possibly become, he probably could agree that it would be 
wrong to interfere with another human being's right to try and 
become as fine and complete a human being as he or she can 
possibly become.   

I am going to suggest eight processes or values or 
beliefs - I call them tenets - which I believe will lead children 
(and adults) to become Builders, and which will keep them 
from getting trapped into one of the other three harmful, self-
destructive, less than fully human categories of personalities.  
These, I suggest, are The Basic Pillars of a User Friendly 
Society. 

The First tenet states:  I cannot ask anyone else to do 
helpful things  for  me,  if I am not also willing to do helpful 
things for them or others.  This is a prime characteristic of the 
Builder Personality, and is the exact opposite from the prime 
characteristic of the User, the Observer and the Destroyer, all 
three of whom always put their own, selfish interests ahead of 
everyone else. 



 

  

Second, the Builder believes:  I have the right to my life 
for as long as it naturally lasts and (under most 
circumstances) I must grant all others this same right.  The 
User will protect someone's life only so long as that person is 
useful to him.  The Destroyer sees what he wants and takes it, 
with no regard, for the life or well-being of anyone standing in 
the way.  The Observer would just passively watch as 
someone else was being harmed. 

A Third belief of the Builders of the World is this:  In 
order to have become the good person who I am today, I have 
needed the help of many other people along the way, so I 
must therefore be willing to help others as they grow and 
mature and search after their way.  The Users would certainly 
agree that they need the help of others, and constantly take 
advantage of others in this regard, but to then feel any 
obligation to be helpful in return, would make no sense to 
them.  The Destroyers would typically feel they are self-made 
men, so owe no one anything.  The Observer is never tuned 
into giving, of course, and is usually so detached from others 
that he receives few requests for help. 

Fourth:  Since I need to be able to completely trust 
those around me, (and since I am not willing to ask others to 
be ways for me that I am not also willing to be for them), I 
must be completely trustworthy in all my interactions with 
others.  The whole concept of trust is virtually irrelevant to the 
Observer, since he avoids meaningful interaction of all kinds.  
The User works hard to gain your trust, so he can then take 
advantage of you and laugh in your face about your having 
been so gullible as to fall for his line.  The Destroyer seldom 
makes any pretense of being trustworthy himself, and almost 
never trusts anyone else, which is how he must function in 
order to survive among his many enemies. 

Fifth, the Builder fully understands that:  In order to 
survive emotionally and have a good life, I need approval from 
others, and I must therefore do my part by giving that same 
kind of approval to others."  Neither Users nor Destroyers 
approve of any-one else, and it is certainly doubtful that deep 
down inside, they even ever truly approve of themselves.  
Observers are often so lethargic that approval seems just too 
effort-filled and meaningless.  None of these three negative 



 

 

personalities can ever know and understand the wonder-filled 
feeling of having won someone else's approval through those 
unique and priceless human traits of unselfish kindness, love 
and appreciation. 

Sixth:  Since I need good friends in order to survive 
and to enjoy life as a well-adjusted person, I also must be, 
and, in fact, want to be a good friend to the others in my life.  
Again, due to the aloofness of the Observer, friendship is just 
immaterial.  The User feeds on taking advantage of 
friendships, so, although he may appear to be quite expert at 
forming close personal relationships, they are always 
insincere and designed for his greedy benefit only.  The 
Destroyer may engage in friendship-like relationships - 
strategic alliances would better describe them - in order to get 
what he wants.  Destroyers never know the joys, 
responsibilities and privileges of true friendship. 

Seventh:  Keeping those around me well-adjusted will 
increase my chances for a happy life, and since positive 
strokes and tenderness are needed for good adjustment, 
every day I will give large, realistic, doses of those things to 
those around me.  The Observers make no attempts to 
influence others in any meaningful way, so the underlying 
concept of this seventh tenet is meaningless to them.  Users 
are often willing to join any cause that will promote their own 
personal comfort, so they will usually buy into the idea that 
making others better adjusted can make their own life easier.  
Destroyers don't buy the "helping" idea at all.  When they find 
someone who irritates them, they just destroy them.  Why 
mess around with rehabilitation when "poof," and they're out of 
the way forever?  After all, the Destroyer never values the 
lives of those who stand in his way. 

And finally, the Eighth tenet:  I have the right and 
obligation to become a competent, self-fulfilled human being 
(a Builder), and I must grant others this same right, and 
encourage them in their attempts.  Users and Destroyers – not 
understanding about the sources of true happiness – see 
those of  us  who  pursue personal excellence as total wimps, 
who fail to understand that the acquisition of bunches and 
bunches of stuff and the wielding of absolute power is all that 
really counts in this life.  The observer, not ever getting 



 

  

involved in life, may know he has the right to improve himself, 
but he certainly feels no obligation to ever do so.   

I am certain that by now you understand where I think 
humanity, and this precious World of ours is headed, if, 
generation after generation, we continue to produce Users, 
Destroyers and Observers instead of Builders.  The only 
certain road I see to A User Friendly Society is through 
Reciprocal Esteem (caring about and respecting one another) 
and Mutual Facilitation (all people joined together in doing 
whatever it takes to provide a safe, happy, productive life for 
each and every human being now and for our future 
generations).  This precludes a society principally based on 
interpersonal competition.  Rather, I believe, it requires a 
foundation of cooperation based on the growth producing 
attributes of shared guardianship, mutual respect and primarily 
individual - not governmental - responsibility.   

I am not advocating socialism which in is purer and 
often distorted forms precludes private ownership of property 
and businesses.  With such a way of life comes the clear 
danger of losing one’s identity as a precious, competent, 
useful, beloved individual.  I am advocating mutually 
responsible facilitation as a means of adjusting the basic, 
freedom-based democratic ideal which I find to be laden with 
tremendous possibilities for building a User Friendly Society.  
Perhaps it comes down to a matter of what one holds in 
highest esteem - the quality and well-being of human beings 
themselves or the proliferation of the stuff they have to play 
with. 

As a boy, I knew the process simply as neighbors 
eagerly and freely giving of themselves to help neighbors.  I 
was one of the lucky children who was raised in safety, with 
love, trust, responsibility, and a well-focused sense of how 
precious it is to have this fleeting privilege to be a member of 
this extraordinary human species - The Family of Man. 

 
The End  (sort of) 
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