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A Compassionate
Heart

 


Susan found no enjoyment in recess. Games
played at recess required speed and agility, attributes she lacked.
To her regret, from past experiences, her classmates knew she
struggled with athletic activities, making her an object of scorn
for the more physically adept classmates.

Yet not even past experiences and insults
prepared Susan for today.

Entering the playground, Susan noticed her
classmates gathered around the playground dome. Today they decided
to play Marco Polo. Yet no one would volunteer to be ‘it.’

“Hey, I’ve got an idea,” said Brian to his
friend, Manny, indicating to Susan across the field. “Let’s get
Susan to be ‘it.’”

With a snicker, Manny replied, “I’m not sure,
dude. The game will last all period if she’s ‘it.’” At this remark,
their friends laughed. Brian, gaining encouragement from their
amusement, shouted to Susan.

“Susan! Want to play Marco Polo?”

Though Susan felt wary of Brian, who had
mocked her before, she still desired to play with her classmates.
So she accepted the invitation, ignoring the warning in her mind
when she observed the hole at the playground dome top.

“Okay, you’re ‘it!’” Brian yelled. Sighing
deeply, Susan closed her eyes and counted to ten as her classmates
climbed the dome.

When she heard her classmates reply to her
call from above, she carefully climbed the dome. Reaching the top,
she again yelled, “Marco!”

Three feet in front of her, Brian suppressed
a chuckle and said, “Polo.”

Susan launched forward, hands outstretched,
momentarily forgetting her position on the dome in her desire to
catch Brian and lose her position of ‘it.’ Many of the children
screamed as they watched their classmate lose her balance and fall
through the hole at the dome top. Susan landed with a thud,
whimpering slightly as an adult came running to help. She only
obtained a bruised elbow, and all the students returned to
class.

For her next lesson, Ms. Lombard passed out
worksheets so her students could practice their handwriting. One
student raised her hand for help. In giving her assistance, Ms.
Lombard turned her back on Brian and Manny, seated near the
whiteboard. Manny wasted no time.

“Write on the board,” he whispered to
Brian.

“No,” said Brian, uneasy from the morning
events. “You do it.”

“Maybe I will,” replied Manny, with an impish
expression.

So he did. Quick and silent, Manny retrieved
a marker from
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