So, God Made an Optimist
Contributed by Past International President H. Nick Prillaman, Jr.

In 1978, renowned radio broadcaster Paul Harvey was asked to speak at the Future Farmers of America Convention. The speech he prepared was his now-famous “So, God made a Farmer” speech.

I have always admired this speech. Using it as a template, I decided to develop a similar speech inspired by the Optimist Creed and celebrating the Optimist. My speech, which I am going to share with you now, is titled, “So, God made an Optimist.”

So, God made an Optimist

And on the 8th day, God looked down on his planned paradise and said, “I need somebody to serve my children and look on the sunny side of everything.” So, God made an Optimist.

God said, “I need somebody so strong that nothing can disturb their peace of mind. Somebody with the passion, heart and soul of a saint, willing to get up in the morning, work all day, come home, eat supper, and then go help their fellow club members work on a service project for the children in their community. Somebody to make their friends feel that there is something special in them.” So, God made an Optimist.

God had to have somebody that would be just as enthusiastic about the success of others as about their own. Somebody that would think only of the best, work only for the best, and expect only the best. So, God made an Optimist.

God said, “I need somebody with arms strong enough to heave Christmas trees, lift fifty-pound bags of sweet onions or set up equipment for a pancake breakfast, yet caring enough to tend to a small child in need. Somebody to organize projects and tame the excitement of a group of children at a bike rodeo. Somebody to make sure all the children are taken care of and having fun, and, despite being tired and hungry from working all day, see to it that every one of them gets home safely. And, most of all, somebody willing to do it all over again the next day and love every minute of it.”  So, God made an Optimist.

God said, “I need somebody with a cheerful countenance, strong enough to clear land for playgrounds, ball fields, yet gentle enough to read to a child, teach them how to ride a bike, or coach a little league baseball team. Somebody who will stop mid-stride to tend to hurt feelings, a skinned knee or scraped elbow.” So, God made an Optimist.

It had to be somebody who’d walk the straight and narrow and never cut corners.  Somebody to feel the need, plant the seed, do the deed, and live the Creed, to guide and mold and nurture our future generations. Somebody too large for worry, too noble for anger, too strong for fear, and too happy to permit the presence of trouble. Somebody who’d forget the mistakes of the past, work to improve themselves, and serve their club with enthusiasm and a cheerful countenance. Somebody whose love of service and sharing of themselves would inspire others, who’d laugh and sigh, and then respond with smiling eyes when their child says they want to be an Optimist just like Mom and Dad. 

So, God made an Optimist.

