Honesty

During the war years, we became accustomed to shortages and making do with substitutes for commonly used items. But it was too much for my 2-year-old niece when she got her first look at her red and wrinkled newborn baby brother. Her comment: “Is that all you could get?” (Reba Mitchell, in Reminisce magazine)
Acting is all about honesty. If you can fake that, you’ve got it made. (George Burns)
My dear friend, a divorcee, never remarried, and her daughter wanted to know why. “The men I know will bring too much heavy baggage to the marriage and I simply don’t want to put up with it,” my friend explained. Taking her mother’s hand in hers, my friend’s daughter said sweetly, “I hate to break the news to you, Mom, but you’re not exactly carry-on yourself.” (Jean Bradtke, in Reader’s Digest)

Mom: “Holly, when's your next basketball practice?” Daughter: “Friday.” Mom: “Can I come?” Daughter: “Why don't you wait for a game, Mom?” Mom: “But I love practices! And sometimes I have suggestions for the coach!” Daughter: “Which is why coach asked me not to tell you where we're practicing.” Mom: “What?” (Jan Eliot, in Stone Soup comic strip)
Honesty is the best policy – when there’s money in it. (Mark Twain)
Honesty may be the best policy, but it’s important to remember that apparently, by elimination, dishonesty is the second-best policy. (George Carlin)

Heart: “See, I figure if I build up enough speed going down Hari-Kari Hill, the air flow under the wings will lift me into the sky!” Girlfriend: “You're gonna go down Hari-Kari Hill in that thing?” Heart: “Relax, I got a book all about airplanes, so I know what I'm doing.” Girlfriend: “I got a book about first aid, so I better go with you.” Heart: “Nothing like a vote of confidence from your girlfriend.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)
The crude commercialism of America, its materializing spirit, are entire due to the country having adopted for its natural hero a man who could not tell a lie. (Oscar Wilde, Irish-born dramatist)

I was very grateful when a New York City cabdriver called from the taxi I had just left to tell me that my pocketbook was still in the back seat. I offered to reward him, but he said, “If you don’t mind, just let me know how much there is in your purse.” When I informed him, the driver wrote the amount in a notebook and explained, “I’m keeping track of what it’s costing me to be honest.” (Barbara Arnstein, in Reader’s Digest)

During the last year of Dwight D. Eisenhower's administration, he received the following note from a 12-year-old schoolboy: “Dear Mr. President,” said the letter. “I would like to know if the law makes schoolteachers get drafted in the service. If they do I know one who has not been. His name is James Smith. He teaches gym in my school and he is 24 years old. Thank you.” (Gordon Shelly, in Catholic Digest)
First boy: “Max, what's the dumbest thing you've ever done?” Second boy: “I don't know.” First boy: “That was pretty dumb when you tried to fly a trash can like it was a rocket ship.” Second boy: “You were the one who said it would work!” First boy: “But I wasn't so dumb I believed me!” (Jerry Bittle, in Shirley & Son comic strip)
Only enemies speak the truth; friends and lovers lie endlessly, caught in the web of duty. (Stephen King)

If you’re honest and fair as you can be, not only in business but in life, things will work out. (Kate Spade, handbag and accessory designer)

My sister teaches in a progressive school. One day a first-grader, running after another boy, fell in the classroom and skinned his knee. “Remember, big boys don't cry,” the teacher consoled him. “I'm not gonna cry,” the little fellow replied. “I'm gonna sue.” (Mrs. H. Priday, in Catholic Digest)

Honesty is the first chapter in the book of wisdom. (Thomas Jefferson)
When I tell the truth, it is not for the sake of convincing those who do not know it, but for the sake of defending those that do. (William Blake)
Golfer: “What’s your handicap?” Second golfer: “Honesty.” (Executive Speechwriter Newsletter)

Granddaughter: “Happy New Year! I love you guys.” Grandma: “I don't believe it.” Grandson: “A heartfelt show of affection.”  Granddaughter: “One a year. That's my limit.” (Steve Breen, in Grand Avenue comic strip)

Mom: “Okay, I'll pick you up after practice.” Son: “Okay, Mom.” Mom: “Give me a hug.” Son: “Oh, right. All the guys are watching.” Mom: “How about just a high-five?” Son: "How about you just wave from the car while I ignore you?” (Jerry Bittle, in Shirley & Son comic strip)
Mom: “I just replaced an ice cream sandwich of yours that I took yesterday! You never even missed it!” Rose: “You don't realize what you've got to be grumpy about until you lose it!” (Pat Brady, in Rose Is Rose comic strip)
Now that they were retired, an elderly couple was discussing their plans for the future. “What will you do if I die before you do?” he asked her. After some thought, she said she’d probably want to share a house with three other single or widowed women. She’d look for younger roommates since she was so active for her age, she said. She asked him, “What will you do if I die first?” “Probably the same thing.” (The American Legion magazine)

A schoolteacher was impressing her pupils about being honest in all things. “Suppose,” she asked the class, “you were walking along Main Street and found a briefcase that contained $500,000, a half million dollars in cash! What would you do?” Little Johnny in the back row raised both his hands and the teacher called on him. “Well,” said Johnny, “if it belonged to a poor family, I would return it!?” (Railway Clerk Interchange)
Honesty is incompatible with amassing a large fortune. (Mahatma Gandhi)
Billy says to his Mom: “One kid in my class knows every answer. But his desk is nowhere near mine.” (Bil Keane, in The Family Circus comic strip)
The honest man must be a perpetual renegade. (Charles Peguy, French essayist)
Our great democracies still tend to think that a stupid man is more likely to be honest than a clever man. (Bertrand Russell)
First child: “We drove to the forest, and cut down our own Christmas tree.” Second child: “We flew on an airplane to Canada.” Third child: “I ate so much chocolate that I had diarrhea for two days.” Parents: “Let's talk about judgment.” Third child: “He said to tell about our most memorable holiday event!” (Rick Kirkman & Jerry Scott, in Baby Blues comic strip)
Heart: “Where are all my Karlie doll's clothes? I know I left them right here! Why can't people just leave my things where they find them? I always leave my stuff right where I know they'll be and somebody goes and moves them! Why are people always moving my things to secret places?” Mom: “Perhaps if you put your things away when you were done, you'd always know where to find them.” Heart: “Nothing kills a good rant like common sense.” (Mark Tatulli, in Heart Of The City comic strip)
If nothing else works, it may be necessary to tell the truth. (Ashleigh Brilliant, in Pot-Shots)

As we left home to visit my husband in the hospital, my two children got into an argument. Distracted, I came too close to my mother-in-law's parked car and grazed it slightly. The next day we were again on our way to the hospital when, about half a block away, a car came screeching around the corner and collided with my front end. No one was hurt, but a police officer arrived to file a report. “Where do you live,” the officer asked me. “Right there, where that red car is parked,” I replied, pointing down the street. “Yeah,” my 13-year-old son piped up. “That's the one she hit yesterday!” (Jan Cathey, in Reader's Digest)

Daughter: “Mom? Are you sick?” Mom: “Uh huh.” Daughter: “I can always tell when you're sick.” Mom: “How?” Daughter: “You start looking a lot more like Gramma.” (Jan Eliot, in Stone Soup comic strip)

First boy: “Why didn't you tell me you were going to be a superhero too?” Second boy: “I thought you were going to be a monster.” First boy: “I changed my mind!” Second boy: “I changed my mind too.”  First boy: “Warn me the next time you're going to be so wishy-washy.” (Jerry Bittle, in Shirley & Son comic strip)

My son had just turned 15 when I finally decided to talk to him about sex. To ensure private time, I brought him on a ski trip and began our talk on the chairlift so he couldn't escape. “Do you know about girls and babies?” I asked. He nodded but cut me off. The next ride, I brought it up again, only to have him look away in silence. On the third trip, already knowing I had waited too long, I bluntly asked, “Son, would you like to talk about sex?” “Gee, Dad,” he responded, “is that all you ever think about?” (R. M. Ettington, in Reader's Digest)
Our three teen-agers are usually tolerant of their father's taste in classical music, but on a long interstate trip, their patience ran thin. As the operatic tenor on the radio warbled on, a tired voice from the back of the van called out, “Dad, could we let this guy off at the next exit?” (Ruth M. Scherer, in Reader's Digest)
Always tell the truth – that way you don’t have to remember what you said. (Mark Twain)


My son's third-grade class visited the local post office as a school project. After they returned, the teacher had them write thank-you notes to the postmaster. Here is Tim's note: “Dear Sir, We enjoyed our visit to your post office. I especially liked your safe. I will return. Your friend, Tim Walsh.” (Christine R. Walsh, in Catholic Digest)
In economics class, a high-school student was studying the United States/Japan trade situation. One evening, he turned to his father and said, “Dad, what factors influence the U.S./Japanese balance of trade?” His father replied, “Well, exchange-rate movements, tariffs, competitive advantages, cultural differences, economic recessions or expansions, domestic savings versus consumption, government policies . . .” Cutting him off, the boy said, “Look Dad, if you don’t know, just say so.” (Quoted in Executive Speechwriter Newsletter)


First boy: “I thought you were going to wait for it to snow.” Second boy: “I changed my mind.” First boy: “How come?” Second boy: “I start to lose my enthusiasm when I start getting a heat rash.” (Jerry Bittle, in Shirley & Son comic strip)
Paul Kinsella of Belleville, Illinois, wanted to know just how honest people are. So he spent a month dropping wallets around his hometown, each filled with $2.10 in cash and a fake $50 gift certificate, to see who would return them. He eventually got back 74 of the 100 wallets. “That actually surprised me that that many people would return them,” said Lt. Don Sax of the local police department. “I think it’s great that they did, especially with such a small amount of money being in there.” (The Week magazine, February2, 2007)
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