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 A bright pink flower caught my eye on the corner of the teacher’s desk; her bright 

blue three-ring binder on the reading table called my name. The white board was covered 

in today’s lesson - predicting and reading comprehension. The blue and black ink on the 

board looked like a matching game to me, blue with blue and black with black. The 

students were all seated quietly at their round tables; the quiet whispers of the children 

filled the room. The students finished the work sheet and began coloring the pictures on it 

before placing it in their folders.  I was only on question number two out of ten, so I 

started to get antsy. My hands started to get sweaty and clammy.  I was staring down at 

my paper when Ali, one of my tablemates, asked me in her sweet innocent voice, “Tayler 

can I help you with your worksheet?” I ignored her and went back to my work.  Ali 

would ask me every day if I needed help. Her sweet innocent voice became annoying and 

irritating, although some days I felt bad about ignoring Ali or telling her “no.” I would act 

like my worksheet was done and I would put it in my folder and go to the carpet. I 

seemed to stay reserved and to myself. Ali and my classmates were all at the carpet, a 

plush dark blue color that was a reward to the students who have completed their 

worksheet. I wished I could join my classmates on the carpet, but my paper still was not 

done. I knew I was different from all my other classmates.   

  A few years later on a miserable January morning in 2009, I walked into a tiny 

room. The petite teacher sitting behind the desk welcomed me to the classroom and 

introduced herself as Joann Barns. She looked familiar, because I had seen her around 

Olentangy Orange Middle School a couple of times. Joann always wore dresses and little 

pumps, along with silver expensive jewelry on her thin wrist and boney fingers. Her 

voice was nasal and strangely appealing. Her desk was organized so neatly that I thought 

if I accidently moved something she would have a panic attack. She talked to me like we 

had known each other for years, but we had just met. I was so mesmerized by how she 

did that. She asked me questions about my family and what I did in my free time. She 

seemed interested in me.  Joann talked to me for a good hour, just talking, about my 

friends, my favorite food and my favorite game to play at recess. I remember feeling 

relaxed and letting my guard down. She made me feel like I had friends at school.  

My mom and my dad came walking in. Being the family oriented person I am, I 

got up from my chair and hugged and kissed them both, hugging my dad longer to smell 

his cologne which smelled elegant but masculine. It was my favorite cologne. Joann then 

started to talk to them and I disappeared into my own world. My mom held my hand and 

asked if I was okay. Still being discombobulated in my own world, I zoned back in on 

Joann’s finger nail polish, light pink. Joann looked at me and motioned me around to give 

her a hug. I was still unsure of what just happened, so I asked her to repeat what she said. 

She did a cute little chuckle and said, “Tayler, you are going to be on what we call an IEP 

or an Individualized Education Program.” Confused I looked at her and she explained 

how, why, and what would happen for me in the future.  She said in her nasal voice, “An 

IEP is an individualized document that creates opportunities to improve educational work 

habits, looking closely at the students unique needs.”  I remember being scared and 



                                                                                                                                              Simons 2 

unsure of what that all meant but Joann was comforting and relaxed, so I trusted her and I 

knew I would be fine.  

 Joann taught me a lot about how to prepare for a test and the proper way to take 

notes. This got me through high school and we became pretty close. We worked together 

twice a week or whenever needed. She was like a “school mom” to me and always 

looked out for me. After working with Joann for a couple of months, I noticed my pace in 

taking notes or a quiz was getting so much better. Instead of being the last one to finish I 

was the tenth one done. Joann said to me “It is not a race. You do not have to rush. 

Rushed work is sloppy work.” Her very stern voice made me a little timid of her, but 

after that I never cared about being last again.  

In the book A Secret Gift, Ted Gup quotes Franklin Roosevelt “the only thing we 

have to fear is fear itself”(6). This quote applies to me in so many ways. I feared asking a 

teacher for help because I feared all my classmates would judge me. I feared the 

unknown, because I did not know any better and was scared to be different. I’ve learned 

that asking for help is never a bad thing. In my situation it made me a better person and 

has shaped me into the person I am today. One day I am going to be teaching all kinds of 

students with special needs and disabilities, and I will be able to relate to my students 

being fearful of the unknown and asking for help. The way Joann treated me and what 

she taught me is an ideal goal for me to be able to treat my students. I could not be more 

happy or excited. Now, years later, I realize that if I had not feared asking for help, I 

would have gotten diagnosed earlier in my school years, and I would know how to handle 

all tests and quizzes. Joann and I are still in contact and are really good friends. She is 

still a very important person in my life.  I am at the point in my life where I know what I 

need to be successful. It is my hope that I can use my experiences every day, so that the 

kids I teach are not afraid to be different, but rather allow themselves to reach their full 

potential fearlessly. 

 

  


