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The Little Boy
 
Once upon a time, there was a little boy who went to his first day of school.  The little boy thought that the school seemed very, very big. 

Soon, the little boy discovered that his classroom had a door that led into the street.  This made him feel better, because it made the school seem not so big.  

One morning, the teacher said, "Today, we will make a drawing."

"Oh, that is nice!" thought the little boy.  He liked to draw.  He could draw lions, tigers, hens, cows, trains, and boats.  Excited, he took a crayon and began to draw.  

But the teacher said, “Wait!  It is not yet time to begin!”  When all the students were ready, she said, “Now, we will draw flowers.”

“Oh, that is nice!”  thought the little boy.  He liked to draw flowers.  He began to draw a pink, orange, and blue flower.

But the teacher said, “Wait!  I will show you how to do it.”  The teacher then drew a red flower with a green stem.  “Now, you may begin.”

The little boy looked at his teacher’s flower and then he looked at his own.  He liked his flower better, but didn’t say so.  He turned over the piece of paper with his flower on it and drew one just like the teacher’s red flower with a green stem.

The next day, while outside, the teacher said, “Today, we are going to make something out of clay.”

 

“Oh, that is nice!” thought the little boy.  He enjoyed playing with clay.  He could make all sorts of things out of clay.  He could make elephants, mice, cars, and trucks.  He collected some clay and began to sculpt.

But the teacher said, “Wait!  It is not yet time to start!”  When all the students were ready to begin, she said, “Now, we will make a bowl.”

“Oh, that is nice!” thought the little boy.  He liked to make bowls.  He began to make bowls of all sizes and shapes.

But the teacher said, “Wait!  I will show you how to do it.”  The teacher then made a soup bowl.  “Now, you may begin.”

The little boy looked at his teacher’s soup bowl and then he looked at the bowls he had made.  He liked his bowls better, but didn’t say so.  He lumped his bowls together and made a soup bowl just like the teacher’s. 

This way, the little boy eventually learned to wait and do things exactly like his teacher. 
The next year, the little boy and his family moved to another town.  The little boy started going to another school. This new school was even bigger than his old one and now there was no door that lead to the street.  

On the first day, his new teacher said, “Today, we are going to make a drawing.”

“Oh, that is nice!” thought the little boy and he waited for the teacher to show the class how.  He waited and waited, but all the teacher did was walk around the classroom looking at what the students were drawing.

When she came to the little boy, she asked, “Don’t you want to draw?”

“Yes,” said the little boy, “what am I going to draw?”

“I won’t know until you draw it,” said the teacher.

“How should I draw it?” asked the little boy.

“However you think is best,” replied the teacher.

“What colors should I use?” asked the little boy.

“What ever colors you like,” said the teacher.

“But if you don’t show us what to do,” said the little boy, “all our drawings will be different.”

 

With a smile, the teacher said, “If everybody made the same drawing, using the same colors, how can I know who drew what?”

I don’t know,” said the little boy.  He thought about it for a while, and began to draw a red flower with a green stem. 
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