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The other day I came across a beautifully written article; 

The Turning Tides by Catherine Chittick, a seventeen year 
old high school student. What a wise young woman. What 
the article said to me was that I needed to listen more and 
see more of the world through children's eyes without 
passing on my own perspective. 

Children will remind us of what is beautiful. Children 
will teach us to take a moment to appreciate "small won-
ders." I hope you enjoy the article as much as I did. 

The Turning Tides 
By Catherine Chittick 

Wonderment. Her head tilts and her eyes glisten as she 
focuses on the world around her. Her small pupils, never 
darting, linger slowly on that which she sees. Quietly 
showing the inner workings of her developing mind and 
its thoughts, her expression reveals this wonder. 

I announce to three and a half year old Ella, "Today we 
can go to the beach!" Quickly and with excitement, she 
diverts her attention from her dolls and bounces about 
the room, making sure to gather all of her beach toys. Her 
pink Crocs move hurriedly down the steps, nearly tripping 
as she waddles out the door and down the walkway. Her 
golden-brown tufts of hair blow in the cool, salty air as she 
talks a mile a minute, eagerly anticipating what the beach 
will bring. 

Looking at my watch, I think of how this simple adven-
ture will pass the time; swimming alone could pass the 
whole day. However, it is not long before the smell of low 
tide and the sight of the ocean's rocks baking in the sun 
spoil these hopes. The thick, cakey muck and lack of the 
swimmable water offer little opportunity for eager Ella. 
Afraid she is going to cry, I say with a frustrated sigh, "Oh, 
Ella, it is low tide. There isn't enough water to swim." She 
gazes out into the horizon, pensive, and then says simply, 
"We can just fill up the ocean with our buckets." 

I laugh at the silliness of this declaration and imagine 
Ella, who can hardly carry an empty bucket, going back 
and forth from the garden hose to the Atlantic. Abandon-
ing the bucket brigade idea, Ella and I begin to walk along 
the beach, waiting for the tide to turn. As we stagger at 
toddler's pace, I recall Ella's fascination with rocks and 
suggest that we collect some. A slow continuous rhythm 
of "plunks" begins as we accumulate our own collections. 
I begin to look for hidden sea glass and different shells. I 
recommend an array of extravagant rocks, rocks that are 
odd and misshapen, rocks whose crystals glimmer at the 
right angle, and even heart-shaped rocks. Yet she politely 
rejects all of them. Her bucket consists of plain gray and 
blue stones. Flat, small, and smooth, her collection contains 
typical stones, which she insists are beautiful. While I over  

 
 
 
 
look the beauty in what is around me, Ella is content on 
spending hours focusing in amusement and wonderment 
on her selection. The plain, rather than the extravagant, 
pleases Ella the most. 

That night, I tuck Ella in and promise that her parents 
will be there when she wakes up. Unaware of what she 
has taught me in our two-hour excursion, she whispers, 
"Catherine, I love you." I now realize the value of her inno-
cent simplicity. Ella's constructive response to the low tide 
reveals my own narrow-minded perspective. Offering a so-
lution as opposed to a complaint, Ella's reaction spells out 
for me the distance between us, the bitter price of growing 
up. Viewing things from a limited perspective, adults are 
busy worrying about trivial problems, waiting for wowing 
moments, while children notice the smaller wonders. 

If you wait for the tide to turn, you miss the beauty of 

the rocks under your feet. 


