
                                             A Teacher

                                      (Gregory Dean Crouch)

A teacher.....a teacher.....

A teacher's got to be, a very special kind.

One you often look for, but one you seldom find.

A teacher is a father, and a mother, and a friend,

A minister and policeman if he lasts until the end.

A generalist, a specialist, a counselor, and a clown.

A doctor and a servant, who never can sit down.

A teacher...a teacher....

A teacher must be honest, and teach the kids the truth.

He also must be strong, or the chicks will rule the roost.

A teacher's understanding, he listens while they weep,

But he has to be exciting, or they'll all fall asleep.

He's got to be patient, sympathetic, and aware,

An organizer, compromiser, one whose always fair.

A teacher...a teacher....

A teacher must be dedicated to the very end.

He must satisfy the parents, but this is what they send.

They send us kids who can't sit still!

They send us kids who fight!

They send us kids they've messed up!

We've got to set them right!

A teacher....a teacher.....

They send us kids, they let talk back!

They send us kids who swear!

They send us kids they can not take!

And we're supposed to care!

They can't handle five or less, and we have thirty-four!

And nothing to hold over them, so teaching is a chore!

A teacher....a teacher....

They say it is the teacher's fault that Johnnie can not learn,

But they seldom buy him books, no matter how much they earn.

No, a teacher's life is never dull, it never can be plain.

A teacher who can take it all has got to be insane!

Still I wouldn't trade my life for that of a king.

For what I see in a child's face, to me is everything.

To me is everything.

A teacher...yeah.....a teacher......


