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College Life
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Students are as good as the teachers.

Motto of Harvard




‘Teacher: It’s Nice to Meet You, Too

by Ruby Ibanez

Hello! T’m one of the twenty students in your class. I come ev-
ery day. I sit here and smile and I laugh and 1 try to talk your Eng-
lish, which you always say will be “my” language.

As I sit here | wonder if you, my teacher, are able to tell when
I am sinking in spirit and ready to quit this incredible task. I walked
a thousand miles, dear teacher, before I met you. Sitting here, lis-
tening to you and struggling to hold this pencil seems to be my “pre-
sent. ” 1 want to tell you though that 1, too, am a person of the
past.

When | say that my name is Sombath, I want to tell you also
that back in my village, 1 had a mind of my own. I could reason. I
could argue. I could lead. My neighbors respected me. There was
much value to my name, tcacher, no matter how strange it may
sound to your ears.

You ask, “Where are you from?” I was born in a land of fields
and rivers and hills where people lived in a rich tradition of life and

v with pride and possession of that

oneness. My heart overflows
beautiful land, that place of my ancestors, Yet, with all this that ]
want to share with you, all I can mutter® is I came from Cambodia.
I'm Khmer. I’m not even sure [ can say these words right or make
you understand that inside, deep inside, I know what you are ask-
. Ing.
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“How old arc you?” I want to cry and laugh whenever you go
around asking that. 1 want so very much to say, I'm old, older
than all the dying faces I have left behind, older than the hungry
hands | have pushed aside, older than the shouts of fear and terror 1
have closed my ears to, older than the world, maybe. And certainly
much older than you. Help me, my teacher, I have yet to know the
days of the week or the twelve months of the year.

Now I see you smiling. [ know you are thinking of my groans®
and sighs whenever 1 have to say “house” and it comes out “how”
instead. 1 think many times, that maybe I was born with the wrong
rongue and the wrong set of teeth. Back in my village, 1 was
smarter than most of my neighbors. Teacher, 1 tremble with fear
now over words like chicken and kitchen.

Now you laugh. I know why. I do not make sense with the
few English words I try to say. I seem like a child because 1 only
say childlike things in your English. But I am an adult, and I know
much that I cannot yet express. This I think is funny and sad at the
same time. Many times the confusion is painful. But do not feel
sad, dear teacher. I wish very much to learn all the things that you
are offering me, to keep them in my heart, and to make them a
part of me. However, there was this life I have lived through and
now the thoughts of days I have yet to face. Between my efforts to
say “How are you?” and “I am fine, thank you” come uncontrol-
lable emotions of loneliness, anger, and uncertainty. So have pa-
tience with me, my teacher, when you see me sulking® and frown-
ing, looking outside the classroom or near to crying.

Please go on with your enthusiasm, your eagerness, and your
high spirit. Deep inside me, I am moved that someone will still give
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me so much importance. Keep that smile when I keep forgetting the
words you taught me yesterday and cannot remember thaose 1
learned last week.

Give me a gentle voice to ease® the frustration, humiliation®,
and shame when 1 just cannot communicate refrigerator,
emergency, or appointment. For you, my teacher, they are little
words, but for me they are like monsters to fight. Pat me on the
shoulder once in a while and help my tense body and trembling
hands to write ABCand 1 2 3.

Continue to reward me with a warm “good” or “very good”
when 1 have finally pronounced chwrch correctly after one hundred
“shurshes”. Flatter me by attempting to speak a phrase or two
from my language and 1 will end up laughing with you.

I am one of the students in your class. I came today and tomor-
row ] will come again. I smile and laugh and try to talk your Eng-

lish, which you say will become my language.

Help With Words

(D overflow. to be full of

©) mutter: to speak in a low voice

® groan: a rather loud sound of suffering, worry, or disapproval,
which is made in a deep voice

@ sulk: to show lasting annoyance against others, esp silently and
for slight cause

G ease: to free one from pain, worry, etc.

© humiliation: the state of feeling humble



Writing Suggestions

During the early 1980s, many people from Kampuchea (for-
merly Cambodia) were forced to flee their homeland to escape politi-
cal persecution, in which a great many people—possibly millions—
lost their lives. This essay is told in the voice of a Cambodian
refugee who was learning English in the camp and preparing to emi-
grant to the United States.

« Underline any parts of this essay that relate to your own

feelings about learning English. Discuss your feelings with
a partner. Then freewrite for fifteen minutes about this
question: How are your feelings about learning English
similar to or different from the ones described in the essay?

« In paragraph 9, Sombath mentions several English words

that “are like monsters to fight. ” Make a list of English

words that are your own personal “monsters”.



The Gloom (Classroom

by Robert

October often looks and feels dreary® because school is by then
in full swing®. Today, a rainy Thursday, is no different. What
makes it worse is that [ am forced to sit in my writing class on the
second floor of Boylan Hall at Brooklyn College and write a theme.
It is no wonder that a shadow of gloom hangs over the things and
the people that surround me in this room.

As I look around, I see that the surroundings are old and de-
pressing. There is a broken brown chair beside the teacher’s desk;
no one will sit in it for fear of leaning back and toppling® over onto
the floor. There is also a mahogany® bookcase with a missing shelf,
and all the books are piled on the bottom in a stack of blue and yel-
lowed covers, instead of standing in a straight row. This ugly desk
of mine 1s filled with holes and scratches because other impatient
students, no doubt, lost their tempers and took out their anger on |
the wooden surface. As I rub my hand across it, 1 feel coldness.
Even the gray walls and the rumble® of thunder outside reflect the
atmosphere of seriousness as we write our first theme of the
semester. When some air sails through an open window beside me,
there is the annoying smell of coffee grounds from a garbage pail not
far off. That smell is a perfect indication of our discomfort!

Aside from tEE unattractive surroundings, the people around

me show this mood of tension and displeasure. Mary, a slim bionde
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at my right, chews the inside of her lower lip. 1 can see by the way
her forehead is wrinkled that she is having quite a bit of trouble.
Because only one or two words in blue ink stand upon her clean
white page, she looks around the room fearfully for some new
ideas. Slouching® in his seat in the third row, David Harris nib-
bles? each finger of each hand. Then he plays with a black collar
button that stands open on the top of his red plaid shirt. The ten-
sion gets to him too; drops of perspiration run slowly down his
cheeks. 1 hear a thump® as he uncrosses his legs and his scuffed
shoe hits the floor. A painful cough slices the air from behind me. 1
hear a woman’s heels click from the hall beyond the closed door and
a car engine whine annoyingly from Bedford Avenue. All these
signs of gloom do not help my mood at all.

These last few painful moments make me wonder if what my
fricnds told me about college was all true. Where are all the beauti-
ful girls I’m supposed to be meeting and talking to in every room?
Where arc the freedom and relaxed atmosphere my {friends bragged
about? I’m supposed to be enjoying myself instead of suffering! Ev-
erybody seems to have forgotten that college is hard work too. My
first days in writing class prove that delight and pleasure often dis-

appear when assignments are due!

Help With Words

(1) dreary: not cheerful
@) be in full swing: to reach its highest level of activity
3 topple: to become unsteady and then fall over

1) mahogany: hard reddish brown wood used for making furniture

3) rumble: a series of long low sounds



© slouch: to sit with your shoulders bent forward that makes you
look tired or lazy

@ nibble; to take a small bite of something

@® thump: the dull sound that is made when something hits a sur-

face
Writing Suggestions

Golden’s proposal sentence tells specifically the two parts of the
topic: the gloom surrounding the people and the gloom surrounding
the things in the classroom. Paragraph 2 focuses on things. Para-
graph 3 focuses on people. When writing a proposal, keep in mind
the following guidelines .

+ Make sure your proposal sentence allows you to discuss
what you want to, i. €. » announce the topic clearly.

» The proposal should be so written as to allow you to discuss
at least two specific aspects of the topic.

+ It is much easier for you if you write the proposal as the last
sentence of the introduction.
Write a brief essay on one of your enjoyable holidays and

make sure your proposal would serve to develop the ideas.



Students in Action

by Bradley Myers

Whenever | think of a classroom, | get a mental image of about
six rows of solemn students who all give their undivided attention to
the teacher. They listen intently to the lecturing, then dutifully
write down every word. Not for them is the wasteful habit of doo-
dling®, or daydreaming— they’re there to learn.

But in the real world, a typical classroom is quite different.
True, there are some students like the ones described above, but
the majority are considerably more diversified in their classroom ac-
tivities. It is interesting to note, too, that there is somewhat of a
grouping pattern. If you observe what different students are doing
in different areas of the classroom, this pattern will become appar-
ent.

In the front row, or sometimes in the second, is located the in-
tense student. He is the one that hunches® over his desk and scrib-
bles away at ninety miles per hour, trying to catch everytl;ling the
teacher says. He seems like a butterfly catcher, snagging® the
words as they come out and pinning them to his paper. At periodic
intervals he curses under his breath as he makes a mistake. He {uri-
ously scribbles it out, not taking the time to erase it. Then he
writes the thing correctly —but now he’s behind. He dives into a
flurry of writing. He must get the words down before he forgets
them. He finally catches up; then cops®, he makes another mis-
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