B e N S S IS




—MEZE R

% & B £

A CGup of Comfort for Teachers

FH (X)) R =R
FE OKEE M &

T



BBERSKE (CIP) BiE

U EMERS : BT B/ (36) B R E 4% AR £, M BUF.
—H & FHHht,2007.2

(—HERFRF)

ISBN 978 -7 — 5436 —4053 - 5

1. 0. @k.. Of. I OEEELY
Qi E1ERE-HA V.H319.41

I AR A TR CIP 2875 (2007) 25 011034 5

—HZR A7)

A paes

*  H (FE)FBk- ER

¥O&F KERE M %

HEEET FhHdMEt

it H FHHHRME 77 S (266071)

Z4t Mk hip://www. qdpub. com

R EEIE 13335059110 85840228 80998641 f5E  (0532)85814750
RERIE BEAE E-mail:cyyx2001@ sohu. com
#Hmigit mo B XEX

B H HFRIEFULEEARL

B Rl FEWSRER Eﬂﬁﬂﬁl‘ﬁ"ﬂ

HREERE 2007 452 A5 1 AR 2007 452 A% 1 IKEA]
20 F(889mm x 1194mm )

10.4

200 ¥

ISBN 978 -7 — 5436 —4053 -5

16.00 o

BRAREEHHIE  (0532)85814926

EREBBEHEUARDRRBIOE, ﬁﬁ@ﬁ&%hﬂ)ﬁﬁﬂlﬂ%ﬁﬂtﬂ&
E33%: (0532)80998826

b & i 2 H
$~r|u§§?é%



Rk - EA

S (—HRR)RIABEETFHTEFE. ZARHAMMBHT I AF R, BB 2
¢ ATINFER BHRA MR E SRR E , R BT NNZHHN NP AZE, & 3
3 AT BT TRTROAM FARNFENRENLRER, RABEARFLRE §
S ARRER FEXHNAMNRE—ERTBROAR WA, UBAFAZ—TH 2
5 B, g
¢ AMAZERMBME DK, RINMARERMCERLARENALEE, 8
L HEREENAEER, THER MEX—ERIENAXALYESIBRNALNE §
§ B, BABRMNORGAE LRNTRECHRNOER, REEBNMEAZ ENET, 2
¢ ABRMHEHMT REHAR, BT, BILENFERRBEHAIERE 3
2~ BR(—HRR) PEMIEESUARS, FHRE, RNRORFZRREFEL s
3 (T = RBAR R, 2

AW F




AINIAOININS

o
OQVAVAUVAUAVAUVA

OVOVNOIOININIA

PREFACE

Colleen Sell

The Cup of Comfort anthology series was created at the dawn of the new millen-
nium to provide a forum by which ordinary people could share true stories about the
experiences and people that have inspired them. My hope was that these uplifting
personal stories would create a bridge between people of different circumstances
and cultures by reminding them of the universal truths that make us all human and
that give us hope and happiness. It is certainly not a new concept.

Since human beings first acquired the ability to communicate, we have used sto-
ries to share humanity 's most empowering truths and most powerful lessons. For

hundreds of thousands of years, the uniquely human gift of story has guided and ¢

comforted us, connecting us to our inner spirits and to one another.

And now the stories in this book are reaching across continents and oceans to
connect people in North America with people in China. The Cup of Comfort authors
and | are humbled and honored by this privilege, and we sincerely hope that these
stories bring you comfort and joy.
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@ Why I Teach

know my students. Masses of awkward seventh graders swarm the halls of my ru-
_ ral middle school each day, hauling backpacks over one shoulder, talking and
shuffling along the tile hallway floor" from class to class. | watch them like a general from
my post (my classroom door) and smile at the fact that | can call each one by name.
| know their secrets, their stories. Dora slouches? and —
is shy, and | know it is because she spends all her time at
home trying not to get noticed, so she won't feel the brunt of
her stepfather’'s angry hand. Jay can pitch like a tenth grad-
er, and all the girls swoon when he and his blond hair strut
by, but | know he doesn't really even like baseball that much
(he plays because his dad wants him to) and he is too
scared to ask out the girl he likes. The kids think Keith is just
the class clown, but | know of his dreams to become an as-
tronaut (and I've recommended him for space camp). |
know my students because | am their writing teacher. They
trust me with their stories and so | am given the privilege of

having a secret bond with each and every one of them.

| teach my students about the power of words, and | try to let them find release and
expression through writing. We learn to trust each other in writing class because we
learn how hard it is to write openly and honestly, and we learn that sharing your words
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takes courage. | see courage every day in my classroom, and | am always amazed at
the words that come from my students’ hearts.

One such example of courage took place during author’s chair, a sharing session at
the end of our writer's workshop in which students volunteer to share what they have writ-
ten. We had a new student to the school, Al. Al was small and, with his dimpled cheeks
and baby face, he looked younger than his classmates.

In fact, when Al was first introduced to the class two weeks earlier, one student
said, “You're not in the seventh grade. You're a baby.”

To that, Al quickly responded, “I'm Al Billslington, and | am in the seventh grade. ”

Despite his obvious courage, Al had been with us for only a short while and was still
trying to fit in, so | was a little surprised when he volunteered to read during author’s
chair. | had one of those teacher moments, when | smiled and nodded for him to read,
while inside | said a silent prayer that the other students would not tease the new kid after
he read. The room fell silent, and Al began to read.

“If | had one wish, it would be to meet my dad...” He started out loud and clear
and held the attention of my usually restless seventh graders as he read on for what
seemed like fifteen minutes. He told of how he had never known his father, who had left
the family when Al was a baby. He shared the intimate details of his struggles to be the
only man in the house at such a young age, of having to mow the lawn and fix broken
pipes. He revealed to us the thoughts that raced through his mind constantly about
where his father might be and why he might have left.

My eyes scanned the room for snickering faces® of seventh-grade kids who | knew
were prone to jump at a weakness and try to crack a joke, but there were no snickers.
There were no rolling eyes or gestures insinuating boredom or pending attacks®. All of
my seventh-grade students were listening, really listening. Their eyes were on Al, and
they were absorbing his words like sponges. My heart was full.

Al continued on, telling of nightmares at night, of never knowing a man so important
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to him, yet so unreal. | could hear his voice growing shaky as he read such passionate
and honest words, and | saw a tear roll down one of his dimpled cheeks. | looked to the
audience. There were tears on Jessica’'s face and on the faces of a few others seated
quietly, intently listening.

They are letting him do this, | thought. They are allowing him
to share something he perhaps has never shared before, and they
ren’t judging him or teasing him. | felt a lump in my own throat.

Al finished, struggling now to read his last sentence. “If | had
one wish, it would be to meet my dad, so | wouldn't...” His tears
were rolling now, and so were ours, “... so | wouldn't have to
close my eyes in bed every night just wondering what he looks
like.”

Without any cue from me, the class stood up and applauded.
Al smiled from ear to ear as they all rushed him with hugs. | was

floored.
This is why | teach. | teach because | am allowed to learn the stories behind the

faces. | teach because | can watch kids grow and laugh and learn and love. | teach be-
cause of students like Al.

— Whitney L. Grady

Notes:
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A Pair of Nothings

held my breath as | watched my brother’s finger trace through the newspaper list-
Il ing of teachers assigned to third graders. | squeezed my eyes shut tight”. Please,
please, don't let it be Miss Ball.

“Miss Ball. ”

My brother’s words hit me like a punch to the stomach. Wasn't it bad enough that
third graders had to learn their multiplication tables? before they could pass to fourth
grade? No one wanted to be in Miss Ball's class to do it. She was scary.

According to my father, Miss Ball's badly scarred face was the
result of smallpox in her youth. Knowing the cause didn’t diminish
the effect. Tall and slender, with eyes as black and shiny as onyx
and lean fingers that could snap like a rifle shot, she was the most
intimidating figure® on the entire second floor.
| _That September | dragged my newly shod feet into class,
| e e completely demoralized by my class assignment"‘i’. With such a
‘ ! stern demeanor® , Miss Ball would have even less of a sense of hu-

mor than the teachers I'd experienced previously. No tolerance for a creative imagination
in her class. | prepared myself to hate every minute of the next nine months.

Reading was the first class. A breeze for me. My older brother Doug had taught me
to read when | was four. Geography was a snap, too. Same with history. When we
came back to the classroom after lunch recess, there it was on the blackboard: the first
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row of the dreaded multiplication table. The “zero times. ” The school chili gurgled in my
stomach. By the end of the day, we would be repeating the numbers in that mindless
prisoner-of-war style | had learned to resent from my first day of first grade. | planted my
face on my fists.

Zero times zero made sense. | could even accept one times zero. But | had to
question why two times zero was still zero. | was just a farm kid, but | knew when you
had two of anything you had something. My hand shot up, wagging.

“Doesn’t that two mean anything?”

Miss Ball stared at me, her black eyes unreadable. My classmates stared at me. |
held my breath until my vision blurred. Maybe it really was possible to slither to the floor
and sink into one of the cracks between those worn hardwood slats.

Then Miss Ball did something beyond my realm of experience. She smiled. A gentle
smile. Not that evil smile teachers get when they sense a smart aleck in the class. I'd
expected reproach. What | got was goose bumps®. This was definitely new territory for
me. Now everyone was staring at the woman at the front of the room and not at me. |
could breathe again.

She turned to the blackboard and drew a large rectangle, which she divided into
halves. “This,” she said, pointing to the blank interior of the left block, “is a nothing. A
zero.” Next she gestured to include both portions of the divided rectangle. “And these
are two nothings. Class, what do you get when you have one nothing and one nothing?”

“Nooothiiing, Miiiss Baaall. ”

| stared at that divided rectangle long after Miss Ball and my classmates had moved
on to discuss other zeroes. A blank domino”. A pair of nothings. | wanted to hug myself
with delight. At last, a teacher who could illustrate a point, who could make me visualize
rather than merely saying, “Just because.” Even back then, before analysis of learning
behavior became popular, she was perceptive about some students learning better
through visual aids and reinforcement rather than auditory instruction.
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In later lessons, when her personal stock of colored chalk appeared, | discovered
Miss Ball could draw flowering trees with nests hiding in them, clouds with exotic birds
flying around the sky, and rays of sunshine and rippling water with lily pads that looked
real. She could write poems, too. Short péems with exciting new words that expanded
my vocabulary and my horizons.

Miss Ball was a kindred soul. A creative soul. A beautiful soul.

Later in the year a box appeared on the activity table. It was full of 3-by-8-inch
cards. On each card was a word. On the back of the card was the definition of that
word. Nothing in my education to that point had ever struck such a spark of excitement.
Words were some of my most favorite things in the world. | found words fascinating, not
so much the sounds they made when you spoke them as their appearance, their mean-
ings, how they could be employed in a sentence to alter meanings. These were all new
words, big ones, 250 of them. This was not the vocabulary you learned on the farm.
Not a single domestic animal resided in their midst. The box represented the lexicon of
journalists, scholars, and philosophers.

Like a new kid in class, the words became my friends. | copied them, played with
them, and introduced them into my conversation. And, like any other eight-year-old, I'm
sure | mistreated them on occasion. | hardly noticed that none of my classmates shared
my enthusiasm. The words were my companions on the baseball field and playground
as well as in the library and the classroom.

Tears stung my eyes that final day with Miss Ball. | had more to learn from this won-
derful teacher. She had so much more to teach. There were more boxes full of those
musical, magical new words.

Fifty years have passed since | sat behind that old wooden desk with notches and
initials carved by generations of students and darkened with decades of varnish, ink,
and grime. Of all my teachers, | remember Miss Ball most, not for her flawed complex-
ion and intimidating demeanor, but for her ability to spark the imagination of a dirt-poor,
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pigtailed country girl. Thanks to Matilda Ball, the desire to learn burns as brightly for me
today as it did when she drew that simple white-chalk rectangle filled with a pair of noth-
ings.

— Kathleen Ewing

Notes;

@ | squeezed my eyes shut tight. 3% & L ERES,

@ multiplication table. EEF

@ the most intimidating figure. |4 ABEIRGH S

@ . ..completely demoralized by my class assignment. ------ HIRE/EW BEB/HE HR, demoral-
ize, BA"MKIAEE"

® stern demeanor. EESEEE L, demeanor, 35" 3 F RE",

® goose bump . G FEE

@ a blank domino: — PMNEEMNEZKETE, EXREFKE. —NNKFRLFBEBIL,EAHH
¥, B¥IETALBLNE EANTEMTFRF LA,

RELIHTH=FREENEZNRE, FFEEEHK, BEMNFIBEEREK LR,
PR AER, LT R, iﬂ% B, TARRHEm---

“EEIT”

BEMEN—FTEB L AT REE— i, ZFRNPEEAANEERZ FIL A
FER, REAEREEL? R ARSHEZMPZTL, it \BRAD,

~ g



