Teachable Moments
Growing-up on a fruit farm in southwestern Michigan has always been a source of pride and a lasting reservoir of valuable experiences.  The proverbial one-room, red brick school house provided me with a comfortable start to a life in education.  My thirty-one classmates (annual average) ranged from kindergarteners to eight-graders.  Our teacher was my Aunt June.
During an autumn morning recess, Ronnie—my only grade level companion for seven years—and I observed a flock of geese winging their way south.  We ran into the school to tell our teacher.  The three of us hurried outside to see three separate angular formations of Canadian Geese honking their way across a foreboding Michigan sky.  As we gazed upward in awe, our teacher explained seasonal migration patterns.  Questions, answers and excited discussion virtually exploded.  Thanks to my Aunt June’s preparation and vigilance, Ronnie and I—and I’m sure other classmates—were the beneficiaries of a “teachable moment.”
Sometime during the third grade, Ronnie and I became businessmen.  As I recall, we had learned how to trace and I had traced a picture of a sailing ship by placing a piece of tracing paper over a picture and holding it against a bright morning window.  A little first grader liked the picture, so I traded it to her for two new and one sharpened pencil.  This simple transaction ignited two eventful business careers.
By the noon recess, Ronnie and I had each transacted another trade.  When school let out that day, we each had multiple trades to our credit.  Before heading home, we compared “loot,” our term for new possessions.
Ronnie arrived at school the next day with a Roi-Tan cigar box in which to store his loot.  I felt envious.  While trading progressed the second day, Ronnie and I were finding budgeting time for our assignments increasingly difficult.  Key trades included my rabbit’s foot for a box of crayons and Ronnie traded two of his mother’s prized sugar cookies for a green combination ruler/protractor.  Both of us found the nature of crayons facilitated trades.  Therefore, when we couldn’t trade one item directly for another, we made-up the difference in crayons.  By school dismissal we had both engaged in multiple trades covering each grade level and a list of products the envy of eBay.  The school became a marketplace.
I arrived early the next morning with a White Owl cigar box I had procured from the Spring Grove Grocery Store.  That seemed inadequate to house my loot, but the store proprietor, Cousin Bob, told me I could come back for more.  Needless to say, I was open for business; so was Ronnie.  We eagerly compared our loot and discussed future trading possibilities.
As the tap bell rang, two second grade mothers paid our teacher a visit.  While she was occupied, Ronnie and I were canvassing for new trades.  Our efforts were interrupted as the final bell rang and the roll called.  At the completion of roll, our teacher announced “There will be no more trading.  All articles must be given back to their original owners.  The two boys with the cigar boxes will stay after school for the next two days to help with custodial chores.”  Silence filled the room.  Ronnie and I were crestfallen.   And, a “teachable moment” lost.
Following in the footsteps of my beloved Aunt June, I choose teaching as my profession.  As an educator, I’ve treasured teachable moments and tried to take advantage of them for my students when and wherever possible.  “Economic and Financial Literacy” effortlessly lends itself to endless teachable moments.  I’m convinced that all teachers experience teachable moments with their students, but good teachers experience more.  What could my Aunt June have done on that faithful day she closed trading?  When opportunity knocks, a teachable moment, we must be prepared to answer the door.
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