Playtime and Building Blocks

Geoff thought he ruled his first grade class, and made sure everyone knew it.  He had learned from his dad, a former head of the school board, to impose his opinions on everyone, and anyone thinking differently was wrong, no questions asked.    One day, during morning playtime, another boy, named Oscar, was playing with some blocks.  


“What are you doing?” asked Geoff.


“Building stuff,” replied Oscar.


“Well, you’re doing it all wrong, let me show you.”


“But I like the way I have things.  You should go build something if you want it a certain way.”


“But the way you’re making it is stupid.  I’ll make it good.”  Geoff pushed Oscar out of the way and started to change the creation, with Oscar simply looking on.  “There, now it’s neat.  It’s much better than the way you had it, that’s for sure.”  Geoff got up and walked away to boss someone else around.


During the next playtime Geoff decided he wanted to build the biggest tower of blocks that he could.  He grabbed all the blocks he could (including ones other kids were playing with), and started.  His first tower was as tall as he was, and he still had rather large pile of blocks, so he decided to build another one, just as tall, right next to his first.  Once he had finished, he stepped back to admire his creation.  


“Hey everyone, come look at my towers, they’re the best things anyone’s ever made!”  Every kid came running over to see his creation.  The towers awed everyone; they had never seen anyone make something as exciting as the towers.  Everyone was impressed, and that Geoff was the coolest person ever, everyone but Oscar.  He hadn’t walked over to see the towers, but now he got up and started walking toward them.  In fact, he walked past everyone right up the towers.  With out stopping, he kicked the towers and walked away.  Geoff was completely shocked.


“Why would he do that?  I never did anything mean to him, in fact I was nice enough to help him make something earlier.  That’s it, he’s gonna get it.  It may not be right now, it may not be next playtime, but it’ll come when he least suspects it, you’ll see.”


“All right everyone, back to your seats.  It’s time for arts and crafts.”


“Just you wait Oscar, just you wait.”


Geoff started planning his revenge while making a macaroni necklace.  He spoke boldly to the kids at his table:  “You saw the way Oscar destroyed my towers didn’t you?  He has to learn you can’t just go around doing bad stuff to others without anything happening to him.  Will you guys help me get him back?”


A girl meekly objected.  “I don’t know.  My mom always say to treat other how you want to be treated, and…”


“Well, he’s bringing this on himself.  Maybe Oscar should have followed the rule, but he didn’t, so that means I get to do something to him.  If you’re not going to help me than you must think it’s all right to ruin others people’s stuff, and I’ll have to teach you a lesson too. You’re either with me or against me.”


During after lunch playtime Geoff found more people to back him in his revenge plot, which he planned on executing during afternoon playtime.  


Geoff gathered everyone, and prepared to get back at Oscar.  Oscar was sitting in a corner by himself, playing with a car he brought from home.  He had made streets to drive his car around with using blocks; he had even made a few small buildings.  The group grabbed some blocks and starting walking towards Oscar’s corner.  


“All right everyone, now!”  The blocks came flying from their hands, and hit the city Oscar had made.  As soon as the blocks were thrown Geoff ran forward and started kicking over the remains of the block city.  “That’s what you get for destroying my towers!”


“What’s going on back here?”  Miss Godson walked to the back of the room to see what the commotion was about.”


“He wrecked my town, Miss Godson.”


“He deserved it, he wrecked my towers, which were much better than his stupid town anyways.”


“I’d like to see both of you at my desk, now please.”


Miss Godson sat quietly while both children told their version of the story.


“Ok, he’s my opinion of the situation,” said Miss Godson.  “You both did mean things to each other, and you shouldn’t have.  Geoff, it was wrong of you to change Oscar’s blocks this morning…”


“But!”


“Geoff, please don’t interrupt me, let me finish.  Oscar liked what he had made, and that’s all that matters.  You may not have liked it, but you didn’t make it.  Just because you don’t like something someone else does, it doesn’t mean that what he or she did was wrong.  Oscar, what Geoff wasn’t right, but neither was what you did.  Just because Geoff mad you mad, that doesn’t give you the right to destroy the towers he made.  And Oscar destroying your tower doesn’t give you the right to throw blocks and kick down his city.  Both of you will be in time out during the morning playtime tomorrow.  Now I want you both to apologize to each other right now.”


“I’m sorry.”


“I shouldn’t have to…”


“Geoff, I want to apologize, right now.”


“But I didn’t do anything wrong!”

