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he wasn’t the only child learning the letter ‘a’ and number ‘1’ on the first day. When Raiven called him to the 

front to do calendar math, she sensed his confusion, but said nothing. Instead, she gave him the pointer, then 

moved behind him and guided his hand through the whole thing, saying the names and dates with him, the 

two moving as one. I have high hopes for Raiven and fully expect her to go into a service career of some sort 

as a teacher or nurse. She is idealistic and always ready to help. I once asked her, given the opportunity, what 

one thing she would change. She told me she would like to make the world “famous.” I asked her to explain, 

and she told me she would make the whole world free and happy, just like Martin Luther King Jr. wanted. 

Moments of such compassion and insight occasionally shine through, and I don’t know whether to laugh or 

cry. 

There are good days and there are days so bad that I want to walk out or do things I would probably go 

to jail for. It’s easy for me to understand why so many new teachers quit within the first three years. I know I 

have, on occasion, applied to other jobs in hopes of fleeing like so many before me. Now, sitting next to the 

blissfully open window, the breeze brings me the sounds of laughter and shrieking from the children mingled 

with passing cars. The white 

gauzy curtains flap in the wind, 

dancing with more grace than 

what is normally found in a room 

of five and six‐year‐olds. This is 

just what I need as I curb my 

disappointment over another 

rejected job application. As the 

children return from lunch and fill 

the room, only one of many, I 

Khalid, Damion, and Rasheen 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wonder how many needy children are required before action should be taken. I answer my own question out 

loud as Damion and Khalid fight for hugs. “Just one.” Damion tilts his head while lifting an eyebrow and 

scrunching his nose. “Huh? What you talkin’ ‘bout, Ms. Meghan? One what?” Sated by sudden understanding, 

I now know why I never get the job. My place is here, in Room Ten with my kids. 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