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Text Version of Audio Story: Elmer 

 
Elmer lived on a farm outside of town. It was buried back behind the deep 
growth of virgin timber.  
 
Hardly anyone ever made it out that way. And for that, Elmer was glad. He 
was so incredibly shy and self-conscious of his appearance that he would 
have been satisfied if he would never have to deal with the dreadfully 
uncomfortable feelings of another living soul casting their eyes upon him. 
 
He was fifteen years old, six-foot-two-inches tall and weighed only 118 
pounds. 
 
He had attempted to make friends with the boys at school, but he was just so 
clumsy and weak that he couldn’t compete in ballgames and things of the 
such. His old, tattered clothes just hung on him. He was ridiculed without 
mercy. His face was so thin that the other boys took to calling him Old Hatchet 
Face. 
 
There was one person, though, who believed in Elmer … his mom. She told 
him, “Elmer, get an education. Use your mind. It’s your strongest asset.” 
 
Well, he listened to his mom and finally mustered up enough courage to apply 
to the Central Normal School.  
 
His mother made him a new shirt to go to school. She knew he would have to 
wear it every day, so she made it out of brown material so as not to show the 
dirt. 
 
Again, Elmer was teased and taunted because of his appearance. He wore 
his father’s old cast-off shoes, but they would hardly stay on his feet, and they 
made his gait seem even more clumsy. Elmer prayed and wished more than 
anything to just be able to somehow get some new clothes, thinking that … 
that maybe it would help him to fit in and make some new friends.  
 
When he wasn’t in class, he hid in his room and studied, locked away where 
no one could tease him.  
 
After only a few months, Elmer was given a certificate to teach elementary 
school.  
 
“Wow! Someone must believe in me,” he thought, almost as if he would wake 
up from this dream at any moment.  
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Elmer was even more flabbergasted to receive a teaching offer at a little one-
room schoolhouse. With his first month’s pay, he went out and bought a new 
suit of clothes and a pair of shoes. He would later say at that moment in his 
life that, “That new suit of clothes made me more happy than if someone 
would’ve handed me a million bucks!” 
 
Elmer’s mother was so proud of him that she encouraged him to enter a 
public speaking contest at the county fair. The very thought seemed absurd to 
Elmer, but his mother was almost pathetic in her desire for him to enter. He 
could hardly turn her down. 
 
He picked a subject and practiced it to the trees and the cows. When his time 
at the podium came, he stood there and nervously spoke. To his amazement, 
the audience fell spellbound. As he closed, the crowds stood and cheered 
wildly. Even the boys that had called him “Old Hatchet Face” roared their 
approval. 
 
Elmer won first prize — enough money to pay for another year of schooling at 
Central Normal. 
 
Public speaking would become Elmer’s forte. It built his confidence and 
allowed him later to persuade juries in his career as a lawyer. 
 
Elmer would go on to have many successes in his life, but he always 
considered one particular compliment, that had been paid to him by his 
colleagues, as his most personally satisfying triumph.  
 
In the 1940s, Elmer Thomas, the gentleman from Oklahoma, was voted the 
best-dressed man in the United States Senate. 
 
Broadcasting from the Juniata Valley, I’m the American Storyteller. 


