Kelly Howard

Curiosity Did Not Kill This Cat


When I was a little girl, I would read books to learn about the world around me.  I had friends like Stuart Little, made artwork like that of Charlotte’s Web, and ran around with my friends like Three Blind Mice.  I lived in a world of fairytales and books.  It felt as if I was there.  When school started, I felt as if I was in a reality world instead of my world of books and fairy dust.   

Throughout elementary school we learned the basics about reading, writing, and arithmetic.  We played games to make learning fun and we did homework to reinforce what we had learned.  When I entered fifth grade, I was excited for many reasons.  We were now fifth graders, at the top of the school, and we were only one short year off of being in junior high.  I walked in the first day of school just like I had for the past four years, but shortly after the hustle and bustle of seeing old friends again halted, I realized that this year was going to be different.  My teacher, Mr. Harshbarger, was a former Marine and he had traveled all over the world.  He was going to teach us about the history of America and he was going to teach us to be patriots of our country.


  We started with the basic stories of the Pilgrims reaching America, the first Thanksgiving, and the Mayflower.  We moved on to the Native Americans that lived in the Midwest.  This lesson was accompanied by a field trip to Camp Tecumseh.  Each one of the cabin’s names had a special meaning to the Native Americans.  We ate semi-traditional Native American meals for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.  We sang traditional Native American songs and learned how to make a fire.  The next morning we woke up at dawn to the sound of our teacher knocking at the door.  He had us all get dressed and he taught us to march in the large field in front of our cabin.  The boys formed a line on the left and the girls formed a line on the right.  He instructed us to stay 2 steps behind our neighbor to avoid falling over their feet.  The image of him instructing “his soldiers” is one that stays with me to this day.  He would yell, “Left, left, left, right, left!  Company halt!  About face!  Ready march!  Left, left, left, right, left!”


We did not mind getting up early in the morning to learn how to march because with Mr. Harshbarger, learning was fun.  Everyday was a new adventure.  We never knew what was going to happen next.  Every morning, we patiently waited in anticipation of what we were going to learn that day and of how we were going to grow into better, more rounded people because of this man they called a Marine.  Mr. Harshbarger waited everyday for the light bulb to turn on and see the light in each one of our eyes as things finally clicked and made sense to us.  To us, learning was a job, but he taught us that learning could be the most fun we ever had.  


Over the course of the year, we moved on and took a ride on horseback with Paul Revere and played a bugle in the militia.  We were there when George Washington crossed the Delaware River and we watched over them at Valley Forge.  We were in Philadelphia for the Constitutional Convention.  We learned about the Louisiana Purchase and took a journey on the Oregon Trail.  We built a log cabin and read books by the fire just like Abraham Lincoln.  We saw the mass death at Gettysburg and we were there when Lee surrendered.  We saw the Union come back together.  We learned the Star Spangled Banner and we took a look back and realized that we had no only learned something, but we had learned about our country.  


This man they call a Marine taught me so much about what America must have been like in the past.  For the first time in my life, it felt like I was a part of what I was learning about.  It felt like what I learned had an impact on me, no only on the patriot that I would become, but on the entire world around me.  Learning was not just something to do; it is now my job for life.  

