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REMARKS BY VICE PRESIDENT GERALD R. FORD
AT SOUTH MIDDLE SCHOOL
IN CONNECTION WITH "JERRY FORD DAY"
GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN
9:30 a.m. THURSDAY, JANUARY 17, 1974
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ADVANCE FOR RELEASE ON DELIVERY Q‘ k3

Thank you for this warm and friendly welcome.

When I come to South Middle School, I know I'm home -- and
you've made me feel at home.

As you can all imagine, this 1is a day of pure joy for me --
seeiﬁg old friends, visiting my old haunts. But no place I go today
will bring back more memories than my visit to this building where
I started in September 1925 as a seventh grader and wound up 1n
June 1931 with a diploma.

One thing I'll never forget is handing in some papers late --
and my teachers making me wish they'd been handed in on time!

I also remember some grades on my report card -- that my
parents made me wish had been higher!

But most of all I remember my friends and teachers.

These are the two great pleasures of school: making friends
and learning to appreclate teachers.

My teachers here were the same kind of people yours are, the
same that teachers have always been: They are among those selfless
people in the world who always give more than they get. For they
give themselves, which is the greatest gift anyone can give, and
for which nothing can ever repay them.

Now you might ask, don't I remember anything else? Don't

I remember learning something from my studies?

Well, I hope so. I studiled history and science and something
we called civics -- and some readin', writin' and 'rithmetic. All
of it helped me to go on and learn other things that were more
complicated.

But there's one thing that I specifically remember. Let me

tell the story. It didn't come out of a book; it was something

(more)
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a teacher told our class one day. I don't know whether it was \Gl\mvf,P
original with her or not, but it made an impression on me that has
lasted till this day.

She told our class, "I've got a question for you: What is
this?" And she held up a pencil.

Now, we did the same thing you'd have done. We groaned and
then said, "A pencil, of course!"

She said, "I didn't think you'd miss that one. But 1t is
also something else: A pencil is thought. It's made up of wood and
lead, and rubber on the tip here. But a lot of people had to think
to make these things and put them together. They had to study and
learn about each one of them. They had to go to school, read books,
do lessons, and learn from others who knew about them."

"And so it is," she said, "with everything people have made
in the world. The music records and the machines that play them,
and automobiles and clothes and houses and buildings and all our
laws and government and medicine, and just about everything --
they're all thought and study and learning."

"And here at Middle School," she went on, "you are studying
some of the basic things that you will be needing when you grow up
and help to build the world that you will be living in. The more
you learn, the better that world will be, and the better your own
lives will be."

Now I don't believe that any of us in the class that day had
ever before realized the truth of what our teacher was telling us.
Certainly I hadn't. But from then on, I began to look at the world
in an entirely different way.

Everywhere I looked, I saw not just things, but thought.

When I looked at a building I didn't see just the bricks and
the mortar, the shape and color of the buillding. I also saw
people ~- the people who had built it. I even saw them as boys and
girls in school years before studying and learning how to have the

thought required for them to do their part in building that building.

(more)
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I also saw them learning to think and work together as a

team, to have team plans: They worked on class projects together,

on school newspapers, and on athletic teams -- football, basketball,
baseball, and other sports. This would help them because they would
have to work together in bullding that building.

Then one day I began to wonder: Suppose they hadn't gone to

school, or had dropped out of school. Would that building have ever

been built? And I decided it wouldn't have, because they wouldn't
have had the tralning. They couldn't have had the thought that the
building represented.

When I carried this idea a little further, I realized that
nothing would have gotten built if everyone quit school. We'd have
had no cars, no houses, no radios, no government, nothing.

Because they were all thought -- trained thought.

And then I knew for sure what my teacher meant when she told
our class: '"You are studying some of the basic things that you will
be needing when you grow up and help to build the world that you
will be living in. The more you learn, the better that world will
be, and the better -our own lives will be."

So do you know what I did? The next paper that teacher asked
me to hand in, I handed it in on time!

Thank you! Good-bye! And God bless every one of you!





