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Once upon atime..

by Cathy C. Bonczek

...there was a little girl who was too afraid to speak.
She didn’t want anyone to look at her because it was too
embarrassing.

She much preferred to sit in the corner and watch everyone else.

She was a very good watcher. She could see the sadness in the older
woman who was being very polite, but not really engaging. She
noticed the shifting feet of the man who said, It’s true, a little too
loudly. She felt people’s energy and enjoyed letting her older sister
take the spotlight.

The girl had loving parents who saw that she was quiet and they gave her books and pictures and lots of
silence to help her grow. They told her she could do anything, and she believed them.

She decided she wanted to sing. The girl wanted to sing so badly she begged her mother to let her audition
for a play. So many people were looking at her, she felt shy. She didn’t get the part. She was singing too
softly, they said. She was sad.

She kept singing and learned how to stay on tune.

At school, she learned how to write and study. She made friends with whom she could speak freely and
excitedly.

Teachers pulled gently at her sleeve and asked her to speak up. She did when she was absolutely sure she
had the right answer. She was still afraid to be wrong. She got better at being brave.

Many years later, she looked back and realized, every time she spoke, there was always someone waiting
for her message.

She knows, too, that perfection is a goal that will waste your time.

CCB Communications©



	Coach Cathy Newsletter
	November 14, 2024

	Once upon a time..
	by Cathy C. Bonczek
	…there was a little girl who was too afraid to speak.  She didn’t want anyone to look at her because it was too embarrassing.
	She much preferred to sit in the corner and watch everyone else.  She was a very good watcher. She could see the sadness in the older woman who was being very polite, but not really engaging. She noticed the shifting feet of the man who said, It’s true, a little too loudly. She felt people’s energy and enjoyed letting her older sister take the spotlight.
	The girl had loving parents who saw that she was quiet and they gave her books and pictures and lots of silence to help her grow. They told her she could do anything, and she believed them.
	She decided she wanted to sing. The girl wanted to sing so badly she begged her mother to let her audition for a play. So many people were looking at her, she felt shy. She didn’t get the part. She was singing too softly, they said. She was sad.
	She kept singing and learned how to stay on tune.
	At school, she learned how to write and study. She made friends with whom she could speak freely and excitedly.
	Teachers pulled gently at her sleeve and asked her to speak up. She did when she was absolutely sure she had the right answer. She was still afraid to be wrong. She got better at being brave.
	Many years later, she looked back and realized, every time she spoke, there was always someone waiting for her message.
	She knows, too, that perfection is a goal that will waste your time.


