November 2, 2012

Mentoring Class

Writing Assignment

                                             I Hate Litter

      I live 2 miles south of town in a small rural farming community.  In my early morning attempts at exercise I thoroughly enjoy my two- mile route breathing in the crisp morning air as I walk along looking at the distant blue hills and checking out the progress of each field of wheat or potatoes I pass.  I marvel at the quiet stillness, the beauty of the wide blue sky overhead, the several varieties of birds I see resting on power lines overhead along the way, and the assorted weeds and wildflowers lining the sides of the road.  I drink in the beauty around me while at the same time aware of the healthful benefits to my aging body.  

     Suddenly, there to the left of me where it was just weeds and grass the day before, I spot a discarded pop can and an empty cigarette box!  Not too far past those items is an empty grocery bag caught on a weed and swaying in the wind. What a complete disruption to my quiet, undisturbed communion with nature!  Where just moments before I was drinking in the beauty and stillness of my surroundings, I’m sharply reminded that the world still holds the ugly along with the beautiful. I wonder with astonishment how there can be such a stark contrast in just a few steps! 

      I continue walking with disappointment in my mind and heart at the thoughtlessness of uncaring human beings who leave behind their garbage for somebody else to clean up!  I complete my walk, realizing that even though the local church group had recently done a thorough clean-up of most of the local farm roads, in a few short weeks the trash had piled up nearly as bad as it had been before the clean-up day.  

     My mind goes on a rampage imagining encounters with the “stinking, rotten dirty felon” who would have the audacity to not only think that it’s ok to leave your garbage for others to pick up but then deliberately commit the dirty deed!  I imagine erecting a “DON’T EVEN THINK ABOUT LITTERING OR YOU’LL BE SORRY!” road sign with a hidden camera attached so the culprit can be caught and hauled in to jail and learn the lesson that IT’S WRONG TO LEAVE YOUR GARBAGE FOR OTHERS TO PICK UP!!!!!  I recall conversations with my children about littering; “NEVER throw trash out the window of the car!  Be a responsible person! Never leave your garbage for others to pick up! It’s rude and irresponsible!  Always show your respect for the world and others by cleaning up after yourself!!!

I mentally compose a letter to the editor about this outrage convinced that I will actually follow thru this time and submit it to the local newspaper.

     A few days later, resigned to the sight of various items of litter along my walking route, still stubbornly refusing to give in yet to the impulse to bring along a garbage bag and pick up trash along my way, I began musing on the great analogy litter is to people’s lives.

The world is full to the brim of miserable people who constantly leave their emotional baggage for others to clean up after.  The utter thoughtlessness of those bent on satisfying their insatiable compulsions by dumping their emotional baggage on innocent people is heartbreaking to see.  They leave strewn behind them a wide trail of emotional wreckage that takes years for those who’ve been “dumped on” to clean up after.  

I know.  I got “dumped on”  I’ve been cleaning up other people’s emotional baggage nearly half a century.  I didn’t ask for it.  I didn’t want it.  It just came.

“But it’s so wrong!”  I cry out in frustration and anger.  “It’s so unfair!”
“How can human beings treat each other so cruelly?”

A few weeks later we receive a letter in the mail from one of our children who is angry at us for the emotional “litter” we dumped in his life. 

“But you don’t understand” we cry in our hearts, “we loved you so much and we’ve sacrificed everything for you for the last 21 years!” We did the best we could!  You should be grateful for what we gave you!”

     A glimmer of understanding ignites in my mind.  I dumped my emotional baggage on my dear child!  Me! Who believes so staunchly in not littering!  I had good intentions!  I did the best I could but there it is right in front of me – the painful truth.  My self-righteousness has condemned me.  

“He who is without sin cast the first stone.”

I think I understand better now.

The next morning I leave for my walk with a garbage bag in my pocket.

