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they confronted me with the soccer ball smashing Mrs. Johnson’s prize winning Tulips.
| said, “Dad, but it wasn’t me whom kicked the ball.” He replied, “If you were with them that makes you just
ag guilty. Run with the dogs and you get to experience the itching from the fleas.” My father carried me
over to Mrs. Johnsons’ to apologize and make ameands.
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| apologize to Mrs. Johnson and asked her, “How can | make it up to you, Mrs. Johnson?” .
Mrs. Johnson did explain to dad and | that she is getting to old to push her lawn mower and if | would mow her lawn, - -
she would be pleased. Myfather agreed that would be a great way for me to pay her back.
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After getting home | saw my father talking seriously to my mother.
My parents called me to come in and talk. My father explained, “Mrs. Johnson doesn’t
have anyone to mow her lawn and she is barely getting by on her fixed income.”
| asked, “What does that mean for me?” My father said, “That means you have a hew chore
for the summer here on out, you will be mowing Mrs. Johnson’s yard.”
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“That’s not fair those Tulips wasn’t worth that much, | shouldn’t have to keep mowing her yard.”
My father replied, “You're not doing it because you’re supposed to, you're doing it because
it’s the right thing to do. Besides Mrs. Johnson is in our community and it won’t hurt you to help her out.”
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| know better than to argue
with my father as that would only
make things worse. | did what
| wag told to do and mowed
Mrs. Johnson’s yard for the rest
of the summer. She would always
call me baby instead of my name Paco.
| guess that’s her way of getting to know me

(

T

T e

R

~‘*“—~\ Page 9




image12.jpeg
At the end of the Summer, |
Finally asked, “Mrs. Johnson,
why do you always call me baby?”

She replied that she has no children and
that | am <o small | seem like a precious
1 baby to her. [ expressed, | am 14 and not
a baby. | am a man. Mrs, Johnson laughed
and said, “Sure you are baby man,
you sure enough are.”
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Well | turned 15 the next Summer and asked Dad did | still have to mow Mrs. Johnson’s yard.
He said, “| prefer you to, but you are growing up and that will be your own decision.”
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| figured | had done enough for her last summer so | told Mom |
wash’t going to mow Mrs. Johnson’s yard anymore. She said, “| am
dissappointed but that is your decision. At least go over there and explain
that you won’t be able to mow her yard this summer.”
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On my way over
there | ran into
one of those up to
ho good classmates
we called bull, It's
obvious why we called
him Bull as he is big and
scared of nothing. Bull
learned early on to use
his size to intimidate
others into giving him
what he wants. Bull called
me to come over to him.
As | walked up to him,
he said "Paco, | heed a
Dollar and since you are using
my street, you better give me
a Dollar or else.”
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| just looked at Bull while shaking nervously, then when he attempted to grab me,
| immediately ran as fast as | could down Mrs. Johnson's street. | could hear him
screaming "Your mine now!" as | ran as fast as | could. Bull almost caught me then
him and his friends came to a dead stop.
| looked up in amazement and there was Mrs. Johnson
in the middle of the street holding her cane above her head yelling, “Ya'll
leave my baby alone!” Bull and all his no good friends ran in so many directions
it was funny. After all, there was a 6 foot 4 inch elderly black woman who
meant business by putting the fear of life itself in the those hoodlums.
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Mrs. Johnson asked if | was ok.
| said, “Yes Ma’am. | was just
coming by to let you know that |
will mow your yard this summer and you
don’t have to worry about getting
someone else to mow your yard.”
She was pleased.
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Right then | ut. It’s about helping others around us when they can’t help
themselves. Having someone’s support when we heed a little help and standing up for what is right.
| didn’t have to mow the whole summer as Mrs. Johnson had passed away a couple of months later.
My parents told me she left her house and everything to the church except for one item. That item was
left to a good friend she called baby.
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| opened the long box and there it was with the letter. Mrs. Johnson1
had left me her cane and a letter that said, “Thank you baby
for all your help, | needed this cane to support me as it
was very important and given to me by my mother. Do not worry
about me as | have had a great life, Your friendship gave me the
support | needed, just like this cane helped me get around in my
last days. Thank you Baby as i will always cherish our conversations.
| am proud of how you have grown up to be a fine young man.
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| then understood what Dad meant when he said,
“You do it because it’s the right thing to do, not because you have to.”
Everyone needs someone to lean on every how and then,
and that is what community is all about. Being there for each other.
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About Counselor Joe
Joseph D. Hayes MS.LPC.NCC. is known as counselor Joe. He graduated from Texas ASM Commeree
with a Master of Science in community counseling in 1997. Mr. Hayes owns and operates a
private practice in Mount Pleasant Texas 75455. He is a Licensed Professional Counselor that
specializes in anger management, depression, stress management and adolescent defiance.

Mr. Hayes developed an anger management theory called Cool Anger (TM). He enjoys writing,
speaking and training dogs in his spare time. To hear Counselor Joe read this story to your class,
4o to his website http://www.counselorjoe.com Click story time and enter the password counselorjoe
and a link will appear to live stream Counselor Joe reading his very own story of
Mrs. Johnson's Cane. Counselor Joe loves to reccive letters from the students that
read his book.

Your students may write Counselor Joe at 106 S. Jefferson Suite 110 Mount Pleasant Texas 75455
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Mrs. Johnsons Cane is a valuable learning experience story that has many kids
relating to Paco the main character. Paco learns the importance of pro-community,
decision making, and being held responsible for our actions. There is an anti bullying scene
that is reinforced by a strong pro-community value. Many children will love this story.
The story will generate many positive messages needed by our children today.
| hope you enjoy this story as much as the students.
| have read it in front of many children only to generate many positive questions
to lead a healthy discussion.
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My Name is Paco, and [ live in a great neighborhood.

Page 1




image4.jpeg
There is an elderly lady named Mrs. Johnson that seems very mean.
The other kids and | believe this because she is so tall.
Mrs. Johnson is a six foot four inch tall African American woman
that carries a huge cane. The cane has an unique handle that
resembles a balled up club. Al the kids say Mrs. Johnson is
hosey as she tends to always be watching everyone like a hawk in our neighborhood.
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| can remember one time
when | was young,
Mrs. Johnson got after us
kids for picking her flowers.
She was really mad. Another
time, us kids were just
playing with a neighbors
water hose, getting wet
and having fun. Of course,
somehow she just seemed
to always know when we
didn't have permission.
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One day we were playing
soccer and someone kicked the
ball into Mrs. Johnson’s Tulip bed.
Many Tulips were broken. We all
ran, but she happened to notice me.
Upon getting home for supper, Mother and
Dad seemed upset, so | sensed
they knew what had happened.
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