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Introduction

MANY PEOPLE CLAIM their number one fear is public speaking.

Many of these same people are quick to quote George Bernard Shaw: “He who cannot, teaches.”

Little do they know.

People who think the very idea of public speaking is scary should try teaching, which is public speaking to an audience that would rather chat amongst themselves, run around the classroom, or sleep with their heads on their desks.

To teach, one must do more than master the art of public speaking. One must also become adept at the arts of classroom management, social work, and juggling. Knowing the material to be taught is a definite plus, but sometimes a luxury.

When you step in front of a classroom, you’re alone up there. From the moment your students waltz into the classroom until the moment they leave, you’re on, and they’re all looking at you to set the agenda, the mood, and the tone.

When you step in front of a classroom, you’re joined by the memory of every teacher you ever had. Some provide examples for you to follow. Some provide mistakes for you to avoid. Some whisper in your ear, “You’re losing them. Go back to the basics.”

Your teachers taught you everything you know. Your students will teach you the rest.

Teaching—and especially teaching the first year—is not unlike riding a roller coaster, alternately thrilling and terrifying, filled with twists and turns, ups and downs—not to mention the occasional vomit.

Only those who can, teach.

And only those who can reflect upon their experiences in order to teach others the realities of a pedagogical career write stories such as the ones you’re about to read.

This book is dedicated to all my teachers (in and out of the classroom), and the students who taught me so much more.

—Stephen D. Rogers 
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Preparing for a
 New Year 

by Nancy Polny with Jessica Polny 

IN LATE  AUGUST , just before the rush of children, I began to prepare my first classroom for the upcoming year.

Imagining the room filled with all that childhood energy and noise, the quiet was a little unsettling as I organized the crayons and laminated the name tags. Perhaps the silence gave me too much time to think, because I slowly found myself becoming more and more nervous.

When I started working on my kindergarten classroom, I thought, “I can’t wait to watch each little face learning and growing as the year passes.”

As I stacked the glue sticks, I thought, “What if what I teach them doesn’t stick[image: Q1]”

As I washed the math manipulatives, I thought, “What if my classroom becomes a hotbed of germs and I send my students home to infect their entire family[image: Q1]”

All my life I’d wanted to be a teacher, but now that the dream was coming true, I suddenly wasn’t so sure I’d followed the right dream. Hadn’t I also wanted to be a dancer at some point[image: Q1]

Maybe that was the dream I should have pursued.

A deep breath brought me back to earth. Back to my classroom.

The last night before the first day of school, I didn’t sleep a wink with the thoughts tumbling around in my head. Will my students like school[image: Q1] Will I be able to give them what they need[image: Q1] Will they make it through a whole day being away from Mom and Dad[image: Q1]

The first day of the school year dawned bright and early. Very bright. Very early.

Thanks to an excess of nervous energy and caffeinated tea, I was ready to face my students when the first bell rang and the buses whooshed open.

The children spilled out, chatting excitedly.

This, too, helped to make the moment more exciting for me, giving me another boost that helped me focus, kept me too busy to ponder second thoughts.

As my kindergarten students gathered in front of me, I saw that they were a little intimidated—not only was this their first day of school with a new teacher, it was their first day in the “Big School”— and I greeted them by the names I’d memorized when their parents had brought them to the open house.

“Sara, what a lovely backpack.”

“Jason, how was your summer[image: Q1]”

As I spoke to them, each replied, a little timidly at first, but soon a grin would appear, spreading from cheek to cheek. I had noticed them.

They were important to me. Everything was going to be okay.

“Robin, are those new shoelaces[image: Q1]”

Speaking to my students this way got them over their jitters, not to mention helping me to get over mine.

After settling into our room and listening to the morning announcements, the first task was to create a friendly environment and explain the classroom rules. I smiled.

“My job is to keep you safe and happy. Your job is to be respectful and to learn. More important, your job is to have fun learning. I have lots of new and interesting things to show and teach you.”

Their faces gazed at me with rapt attention.

I continued, “This might come as a surprise, but even I will learn new things, because you are never too old to learn. Are there any questions[image: Q1]”

Every child raised a hand. Some raised two.

“I’ll answer all your questions, and I’ll do it in the order you’re sitting. Everybody gets a turn. Lakesha[image: Q1]”

And so it began as the children took turns talking. “Where do I go to the bathroom[image: Q1]” “When’s our first fire drill[image: Q1]” “I forget.”

In fact, most of my students “forgot” their question when I called on them, but at least they had fun raising their hands and being called.

“Do you have clay[image: Q1]” “Do you live here in this room[image: Q1]” “I forget my question.”

As nervous as I was, they were more so, and it was my responsibility to help them get past those feelings.

I was doing more than teaching these students, I was laying the groundwork for their future education. I was showing them school could be fun, not something to be feared, or hated.

Calculus was not in my lesson plan. But someday, it would be in theirs, and what I taught them about learning would affect how they approached that course.

We read. We sang. We painted.

I gave out Band-Aids that made everything better and listened to jokes I heard over and over again.

We built. We created. We laughed.

All my preparation and hard work paid off. The day was filled with interesting tasks, with every minute scheduled to keep my students engaged.

The children were safe and happy. They were learning skills both practical and social.

Within minutes, it seemed, I watched them become confident learners as I taught them the classroom routines. The children beamed with pride at their independence.

As I took a moment to breathe, I observed how they interacted.

Already they were treating each other like members of a team.

Already, we had become an extension of their families.

By the end of the day, all memories of my earlier worry were long gone. The children had lifted me out of that negative space with their boundless energy and unbridled enthusiasm.

“Do we get to come back tomorrow[image: Q1]”

After my last student left, I straightened a few things and then just stood there for a moment in the middle of my classroom.

I loved this. I was a teacher.

Then I went home and took a nap.
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Reluctant Journey

by Beth Schart 

WHEN PEOPLE START  their first job in an office, or a factory, or a field, they’re starting at square one in the “job” portion of their life journey.

When you take a job as a teacher, square one was the first time you stepped into the classroom as a student. Your first year of teaching is hardly your first year in school. Remember the journey that brought you to the front of the classroom, and you’ll know half of what you need to know to succeed. 

I hated elementary school.

Many tearful mornings I tried with all my might to convince my mother I was much too ill to get out of bed, let alone go to school, but she just couldn’t see it. (And she called herself a nurse.) Well, the years passed and I survived (as Mom had assured me I would). I don’t remember exactly when, but as I got older I even learned to like school, and my memories of those mornings spent crying were nearly forgotten.

After college I took my place on the other side of the big desk, armed with all the important lessons I’d learned. I knew what to do if a child couldn’t add and subtract. I had tricks up my sleeve for behavior management. I’d practiced teaching to a variety of learning styles.

When it was time to meet my students in the playground that first day, I felt prepared despite the butterflies in my stomach.

The schoolyard was filled with parents and children excitedly reconnecting with friends and classmates they might not have seen over the summer. Some kids actually shooed their parents away and reveled in the adventurous feeling of beginning a new year. As I took in this loud and mostly happy scene, my gaze immediately landed on one particular child who stood separate from the others. Plastered against her mother’s side, the young girl attempted to lean and steer the woman back in the direction from which they had come.

Mom exerted gentle force in the direction of the other children, possibly hoping that a friend might spot her daughter and draw her in.

Their slight movement back and forth, almost a wavering motion, was not terribly obvious in all the bustle and activity, but it caught my eye.

I, too, was feeling a bit anxious about this new beginning. I was prepared, yes, but I remembered how I felt when I was in elementary school. I suddenly wanted my mother to step out of the crowd of mothers. “I’m here to pick up Beth. She needs to be home in bed.

No need to worry, I’m a registered nurse.”

This child and I seemed to have something in common. As I walked toward her with my disarming smile in place, I saw the tears.

“Hi. I’m a little nervous too. Probably because I’m new.”

“I don’t know why she’s crying,” her mother told me. “She seemed fine when we left the house.”

“I think I understand.” And to the child I said, “What grade are you in[image: Q1]”

I convinced her to take my hand and led her toward the third-grade line.

During that short walk, while it was just the two of us, I surprised the young student with the truth: “I never wanted to come to school when I was your age. I cried almost every day.”

I didn’t have to ask why she was crying. I already knew. And I hoped she knew I wasn’t going to try to convince her that she was mistaken, that of course she enjoyed school. Who doesn’t[image: Q1]

Lots of children don’t.

Some children are shy, or socially immature, or just prefer a low-key environment. Some reluctant students are uncomfortable in the spotlight that we as teachers want to shine on everyone in order to draw attention to their achievements, great and small.

While most teachers realize the importance of subtlety when a child’s actions need correction, subtle praise has its place as well. A wink, a shared smile, a gentle hand on the shoulder all communicate that the student is welcome and valued and well liked.

During eighteen years in the classroom, my bit of self-disclosure has served me on many occasions, putting both criers and non-criers at ease.

Maybe some of them will go on to become teachers.
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Never Let Them See
 You Sweat 

by Linda O’Connell 

ALWAYS BE PREPARED! Never let them see you sweat! Those were just two of the tips drilled into me by my mentor, Helen Rogers, a veteran teacher with forty years of experience. 

Mrs. Rogers told me that even though I was the mother of two young children, experience wiping snotty noses and messy bottoms was good but not enough. “When you’re a preschool teacher, you need to be prepared for things that shouldn’t be there, things that should, and things that weren’t what they seem.”

Not quite sure what my mentor meant, I focused on what I could control.

I set up my classroom to be visually stimulating, hanging everything at children’s eye level. I readied all the materials. I organized the first day around music, movement, and rhythm, circle-time activities, and a selection of books certain to engage three- and four-year-olds.

Then Debi’s mother arrived with a rat on her shoulder. A plump, beady-eyed, eight-inch-long rat. Eight inches excluding the tail.

My hands flew to my neck.

As I noticed Helen Rogers observing me, I remembered another pearl of wisdom: “Always offer choices.”

Choices. I tried to calm my thumping heart while a prickly sensation told me I’d broken out in a sweat.

I bent down. “Debi, do you want your name tag up high or down low[image: Q1]”

By concentrating on my young student, I was able to put the rat out of my mind.

I then straightened to greet Debi’s mother, trying my best to keep my eyes on her face, rather than the thing on her shoulder. “We’ll see you at 11:30.”

I smiled as I opened the classroom door, fully prepared to dart down the hall if the rat decided my classroom was too visually stimulating to leave.

“See you then.”

I almost jumped when something landed on my shoulder. Even when I realized it was only the hand of Mrs. Rogers, my skin continued to crawl.

“You handled that very well.” Mrs. Rogers nodded. “You passed your first lesson.”

“Never let them see you sweat.” Luckily, I’d dressed appropriately.

As I interacted with my students, my nerves slowly calmed. 

I could do this. My confidence continued to grow as the day smoothly developed according to my schedule, and nobody cried.

At circle time I asked probing, opened-ended questions. “Tell me about your favorite toy.” “Tell me about your favorite television show.” “Tell me about—” No, I wasn’t going to ask about pets, just in case Debi’s mother wasn’t the only one with a rat.

The children jumped at the chance to share, all except Debi.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Mrs. Rogers making notes as I tried to coax Debi to talk. “Debi, I notice you’re wearing pretty new shoes. Will you tell us about them[image: Q1]”

While I expected her to describe the cartoon character emblazoned on the side, Debi made a different choice. “My daddy’s girlfriend bought them for me, but I can’t tell my mommy that my daddy has a girlfriend,” she lisped.

I immediately launched into an impromptu lesson on the famous cartoon character. Not only did I give myself time to regain my composure, I earned a nod from Mrs. Rogers.

My mentor’s approval fed my growing sense of relief and pride.

As we approached dismissal, I passed out musical instruments, handing Debi the cymbals and encouraging her to bang them loudly.

I’d teach that rat a thing or two about how loud and uninviting a classroom could be!

At 11:30 sharp, we marched out the door and into the hallway, where the parents waited, their faces beaming when they saw their children.

My eyes sought out Debi’s mother. No rat. Where was the rat[image: Q1]

I almost panicked, imagining the creature scampering up my leg.

I caught her eye and motioned at my shoulder.

She mouthed the words, “At home.”

After my students and their parents were finally off, Mrs. Rogers congratulated me on my performance. “You handled those situations wonderfully. You have more patience than I do.” She smiled and then continued, “You’ll need it.”

Right then, I thought she only added that last bit to throw some cold water on my ego, but Mrs. Rogers knew what she was talking about.

While Debi eventually overcame her shyness, Tommy resisted my attempts to draw him out.

Although I’ve successfully taught more than my share of special-needs children, some with severe medical conditions, Tommy was my first, proving that experience is key to being prepared.

Tommy wasn’t even delayed; he was only hindered by a stuttering problem, but that was enough to confound me. No matter what I tried, I couldn’t get him to respond verbally.

One morning, two months into the year, Tommy came into class so excited that he nearly threw off sparks.

Then he gave me a shock. He spoke.

“Miss Linda, I want to do show and tell today.” He didn’t stutter a bit.

I gathered the children immediately, and Tommy stood before the group to share.

“My mama’s water pipe broke,” he said.

“Where did it break[image: Q1]”

“In the kitchen,” he said.

“What happened[image: Q1]” I couldn’t believe how clearly and easily Tommy was speaking. While I would never wish a broken pipe on anybody, I had to admit that I was thrilled with the result.

My students leaned forward as Tommy continued telling his story. “Water got all over the kitchen floor and mama fell down and then Baby Gus slid right out of Mama’s water pipe and I said, ‘Mommy-Mommy-Mommy!’ and she said, ‘Tommy-Tommy-Tommy! Call 9-1-1.’”

Sometimes the surprises come so quickly that you don’t even have time to sweat. That’s when you’d best be prepared to laugh.
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My Open House
 Orientation 

by Felice Prager 

MISS HATHAWAY HAD been teaching at the high school where I landed my first teaching job longer than anyone else on the staff. Some of the other teachers actually had Miss Hathaway when they were students.

Everyone showed her the utmost respect.

Miss Hathaway taught American history, world history, and government. Eventually, every student at the high school would have to take at least one of her classes, and most grumbled.

I was told she wasn’t mean or terribly difficult. The problem was in the presentation of the material. Miss Hathaway came from a generation of teachers who didn’t believe in modifying her curriculum just to make it exciting.

I don’t know how old she was, but to my twenty-two-year-old eyes, Miss Hathaway looked like a spinster.

She wore shades of gray and black. Her hair, another shade of gray, was worn in a forgettable manner. She was the venerable Miss Hathaway.

For the most part, I never saw her interact with anyone. Even in the faculty room, she didn’t join and talk with the other teachers. She would eat a brown-bag lunch and grade papers.

Her very presence turned the mood somber. We teachers, who liked to kid around and relax on our breaks, acted as rigid and controlled as her students did when she was present.

At best, it was awkward.

During one of the early weeks of school, we had our open house, the evening when parents are invited to go through an abbreviated version of their child’s schedule to meet the teachers and get an idea of what their child’s day is like.

We teachers were told by our principal to present our curriculum and expectations in about five minutes. We were told not to get into specifics with parents about their children, but to follow the guidelines given.

The parents would then proceed to the next class, and in would troop a different group of parents.

I was nervous, to say the least.

While I did not mind being in front of teens, the thought of speaking in front of their parents unnerved me. I was afraid I would stutter and look inexperienced, especially since I’d been told to be serious and mature.

Even before the first day of school, I knew what I would be wearing for open house. I’d be dressed in my interview suit. I would wear heels. I would wear makeup.

I decided not to go home between the end of classes and 7 P.M.,  when the open house began. I carried an extra Diet Coke with me to tide me over, and a sleeve of saltines because I knew I would have a nervous stomach.

Some of the teachers invited me to have an early dinner with them at a local diner, but I simply told them the truth, that I was too nervous to eat.

Instead, I sat in the faculty room, watching the clock and feeling my stomach grow tighter and tighter.

Then Miss Hathaway entered.

“Are you nervous[image: Q1]” she asked.

It was the first time I had actually heard her speak.

“Um. Yes,” I replied. Then, “Very.”

“Come with me,” she said, as she held the door and indicated that I should follow her.

Her classroom was as orderly and gray as she was.

A “Welcome Parents” note waited on her blackboard with a neatly written “My Expectations of Your Child” written below in very precise cursive.

Miss Hathaway sat at her desk and indicated a seat right next to her, where I figured I was supposed to sit.

Then, with a smile, Miss Hathaway opened the bottom drawer of her desk and removed two coffee mugs and a bottle of Johnny Walker.

I was totally shocked, and I’m sure she saw it on my face. “Relax,” she said as she poured some whiskey into each mug. She put the bottle back into the bottom drawer, lifted her mug, and said, “Cheers!” as she waited for me to clink my cup against hers.

“Cheers,” I croaked.

“Don’t worry,” she added. “I have breath mints.”

We didn’t really talk.

Miss Hathaway sipped her whiskey in silence.

I drank and—with my empty stomach—giggled.

“Oh, you’re going to be fine,” Miss Hathaway said.

She was right. But of course she would be right. She was the venerable Miss Hathaway.

When the other teachers got back from dinner, they found us sitting in the faculty room together, not talking, but smiling.

One of the teachers looked at Miss Hathaway and said, “I see you gave Felice her open house orientation, Mary.”

I didn’t know whether to blush or grin, and so I did a little of each.

Miss Hathaway simply nodded, and suddenly I knew that I wasn’t the first to receive this gift from someone who knew how to approach open house.

Nor—I guessed—would I be the last.
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Whupped

by Robin Amada Tzucker 

THE SUPERINTENDENT GENTLY pointed out the possible negatives of the position: the school was in a rough part of town, the students were known as a tough group, and I didn’t have any real experience working with poor and/or minority students.

Yes, I wanted to shout, and it’s six weeks into the school year. I’ll take the position. Yes!

Once I arrived at the school, the principal brought me into her office to make sure I understood the situation.

“I requested an extra teacher because I want to split up an extremely large class.” She paused. “You should take two or three days and observe while you get your own room ready.

That way you’ll have a chance to get to know your future students.”

“Sounds wonderful.”

“Good. Why don’t you get started then[image: Q1]”

Even better. I couldn’t wait to meet the children and eagerly entered Mrs. X’s room to begin my observation.

Chaos does not even begin to describe what I found in that classroom.

While Mrs. X stood up front lecturing, it was quite clear that not one of the thirty-seven fourth graders present was actually listening. 

Several students chased each other around the back of the room. A group of five girls sat on their desks and painted each other’s nails. A few students had their heads on their desks and were obviously asleep. 

The others chatted with their neighbors or soaked up the confusion.

As I stood there in horrified amazement, waiting for someone to notice I’d entered the room, I heard a loud THUD.

Mrs. X had thrown a blackboard eraser across the classroom at a group of students.

Nobody reacted. Not even the student who’d been hit.

To say I was in a state of shock would be an understatement.

I felt frozen in place, my stomach twisted in knots.

What would happen if I simply turned and ran, jumped into my car, and just took off[image: Q1] I could always go back to substitute teaching. 

Substitute teaching had been good to me while I’d waited for a full-time position to become open. Would it be so bad to go back[image: Q1]

I was spared finding out when a group of students nearest to the door finally spied me. “Yo, Mrs. X, there’s a white lady here!”

Not exactly the welcome I’d been hoping for, but it would have to do.

Mrs. X walked over and introduced herself. She was an older African-American woman who was in her last year of teaching before she retired, and it was clear she’d pretty much given up.

“This is the laziest bunch of kids I’ve ever worked with. They don’t know nothin’ and they don’t care. I don’t know why I even bother trying to teach ‘em anymore.”

The students close enough to hear what we were saying watched us intently. We were possible entertainment. What was Mrs. X going to say next[image: Q1] What was I going to say[image: Q1]

I smiled at them.

They stared back with sullen faces and then averted their gazes.

Was it too late to turn down the position[image: Q1]

One day in that classroom was all I could take, and after school I asked the principal if I could start the next day with my kids. If the room wasn’t quite ready, they could help me set it up.

The principal finally agreed to the plan, and I drove home wondering if I’d just made a terrible mistake.

That night I hardly slept, constantly waking from nightmares in which the students not only didn’t listen to me, but actually overturned furniture, ran screaming from the room, and engaged in fights with one another.

I woke exhausted but excited, and more nervous than I’d ever been in my life.

At nine o’clock, I escorted eighteen of Mrs. X’s students across the courtyard and into our new room.

The students flopped into their seats and stared at me.

I welcomed them to our new classroom, hearing the tremble in my own voice, feeling myself shake. “Do you have any questions[image: Q1]”

A girl raised her hand. “You ever teach kids like us before[image: Q1]”

“What do you mean[image: Q1]”

“I mean not white kids. There’s no white kids here.”

She was right, of course. I’d already learned there weren’t any white kids in the whole school. A lot of African-American kids, a smaller percentage of Hispanic kids, and a smattering of kids from Southeast Asia. But none of the kids looked like me.

“I’ve been subbing in lots of schools around here, so yes, I’ve worked with lots of children who aren’t white.”

There was a silence.

Another voice spoke up, a boy in the back. Bobby. “You gonna whup us[image: Q1]”

“Umm . . . no. I don’t believe in hitting kids.”

“My momma whup me if I get in trouble at school. You gonna tell her if I get in trouble[image: Q1]”

My first day with my students, and already I’m facing a major ethical dilemma.

I held Bobby’s gaze. Bright eyes flashed at me, a small grin on his face.

Taking a chance, I answered, “Maybe you’d better not get in trouble at school!”

The other kids laughed, and Bobby smiled at me. “Oooh, you gonna be a teacher,” he said, drawing out the last word.

The class laughed again, and something inside of me melted.

Yes, these kids might be tough, streetwise, cocky. They might think they don’t care, that they don’t want or need to learn. It was my job to convince them otherwise.

My job. My classroom. My students.

I was whupped.

As I gazed at all their faces, I could feel myself feeling possessive. Yes, these were my students, and together we would build a community.

Together, we would learn.
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High and Dry

by Sara F. Shacter 

I HUNG THE maroon skirt and patterned blouse in my closet. Then I took them out again. Holding the outfit up to the light, I imagined walking through the school’s main entrance.

Definitely not too casual. That’s good. I don’t want to look like a student.

I glanced back at the closet and spotted my gray suit. It was still a possibility. After all, a suit demands respect. Can’t look unprofessional in a suit.

I hesitated.

No, a suit would be overreaching. It would scream “new teacher.”

“Time for bed!” called my husband. “It’s a school night!”

I smiled.

Confident I had chosen the perfect outfit—not too casual, not too pretentious—I hung the skirt and blouse so they wouldn’t wrinkle. After all, I had to look my best.

Then I packed my bag: books, lesson planner, several pens (just in case the first seven or eight ran out of ink), a file of semi-frightening official forms, and a legal pad. Because the next day was teacher orientation, and not the first day of school, I wasn’t sure I’d need all I’d packed, but better safe than sorry.

“You better be in bed, young lady!” I heard my husband chuckle. 

I placed my bag by the front door. There. I’m wildly prepared, I thought. Clothes are picked and bag is packed. My anxiety eased, and I headed for bed.

The next morning, I woke before the alarm rang. My heart quickened. This was it! Teacher orientation. I would meet the other new hires and make my first impression on the administration.

In the bathroom, I turned on the shower. The water burst out of the showerhead. Then tapered off. Then stopped.

I fiddled with the faucet and tried again. Nothing.

No, no, no, I thought. A thread of panic unraveled in my stomach.

I yelled, “Joe, the shower’s not working!”

My husband came in and fiddled. “I’ll try the other bathroom.”

I sat, nervous energy bouncing my legs up and down. This was not happening. Not to me, not today. A minute or two passed.

“Nothing!” he called.

My stomach lurched.

“Hey!” Joe stuck his head in the bathroom. “The clocks are out.” 

Adrenaline shot through my body. I ran past my husband into the bedroom and snatched my watch off of the dresser. Its face smiled up at me: six-ten. At least I hadn’t overslept.

But there was no power.

Which meant no lights.

And no pumps to push water up to our apartment.

In other words . . . no shower.

I rushed to the mirror. My reflection and I yelped at one another.

Bed head! I would greet the first teaching colleagues of my life with bed head!

And perhaps an odor.

My panic began to spiral.

Joe helped me to breathe.

Okay, I reasoned. I’ll just start at the end of my morning routine.

Maybe by the time I get to the shower, the power will be back.

I ate breakfast. The milk-softened cereal tasted like paste. The orange juice was not what my roiling stomach needed.

I laid my perfect maroon skirt and patterned blouse on the bed.

I chose jewelry, shoes, and hose.

I brushed my teeth without using any water.

Counted to ten, slowly, for good luck.

Then I tried the shower again.

Nothing.

I had no choice. It was time to go.

I ran a comb through my bed head, slathered antiperspirant under my arms, and headed for the stairs.

Fifteen flights in ninety-degree heat. By the time I reached the bottom, a fine layer of sweaty ooze coated my body.

I flung myself into the car and slammed the door shut. A quick look into the mirror made me cringe. Now I had bed head and humidity hair. I didn’t even want to risk a sniff under my arms.

I drove slowly, trying to give the air conditioning time to fix the damage. When I reached school, I summoned up every shred of self-respect I could muster and walked through the front doors.

After wandering the hallways, I found the meeting room, full of new staff and a few administrators I recognized.

I waved a general hello and chose a seat, careful to maintain a “smell free zone” around me. The meeting began. At least I knew all eyes were on the principal.

And thank goodness for the box of coffee just steps away. The rich aroma was probably filling everybody’s noses.

Then came a break. The other new teachers began to form groups and chat.

I am going to die, I thought. Taking small steps to keep odor from drifting too far from my body, I kept my underarms clamped tight.

One of the new teachers caught my eye.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi,” I cleverly replied.

“Boy, they’re giving us a lot of information, aren’t they[image: Q1]”

Information[image: Q1] “Yeah. It’s been quite a morning!”

And then it all came tumbling out, the saga of the power outage.

While I poured out my story, people clustered around, listening.

When I finished, the sympathy began to flow.

“Oh, that’s terrible!” said one woman.

“At least it didn’t get you down.”

“Well, tomorrow has to be better!”

We all laughed and commiserated.

Despite everything, relief washed over me, and I felt clean for the first time all day. My colleagues were lovely, and I had officially begun my dream career. Afterward, I drove home smiling.

Two days later, I would meet my first students. Sure, I was nervous. Sure, my lesson plans might tank.

But at least I wouldn’t literally stink.





End of sample
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