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	5:00 am
	The alarm rings.  My Pomeranian, Palmer, eases over to my side of the bed to snuggle up and wait for the second alarm to ring at 5:17.  Then he jumps to the floor, sort of knee-jerk style, as I make my way toward the door for the daily puddle ritual.  I don’t make any sudden motions like my dog does.  Some people think early risers are born to be morning people.  In my case, the morning routine is a simple act of faith.  That is to say, I believe that my joints will loosen, that my mind will clear, that I will eventually feel good and that the sun will rise.  I believe this even though I see and feel nothing to support that idea at 5:00 am.  My flat feet hurt from too many miles of jogging over the years, my muscles are stiff from riding my bicycle in the March wind last night, my brain is fuzzy, and it is very dark.

	5:50 am
	Showered and dressed in teacher-type clothing for the school day, I push the button on the coffee-maker and pour a bowl of my usual:  Frosted Mini-Wheats.  I pack a lunch of carrot sticks, a banana and two slices of seven-grain bread.  I will add the peanut butter later.  Boring, but balanced.  

I steal the first drippings of the coffee and pretend that it is espresso.  It’s my favorite part of the pot.

	6:05 am
	The sunroom is still dark, so I light a candle next to a vase of daffodils.  It’s warm enough to open the window this morning and hear the birds singing before the sunrise and the chimes playing in the breeze.  I can smell the lake down the hill and see a few lights reflecting on the water.  Now I remember why I’m a morning person.  This quiet space is reason enough to awaken early.  I set the timer for 30 minutes, knowing I might not leave without a reminder.  

	6:15 am
	I put my cup and bowl in the dishwasher and read the Psalm for the day.  “Hide not your face from me in the day of my distress.”  I sit with the words, painfully aware of the date.  Eight months ago yesterday, Dave gave up the long fight with cancer.  Twenty years ago tomorrow would have been our 20th wedding anniversary.  The ache is threatening so I get busy rearranging my bag, walking out onto the deck for a different view.  I will not invite the ache to sit with me this morning.  Later maybe.  Or maybe not. 

	6:44 am
	Palmer and I are packed with our stuff into the car for the 30 minute drive into town.  There is a pond on the way where a couple blue herons sometimes fish in the spring.  Dave and I named them Phil and Flossie Flamingo.  But the birds are gone today.  Dave isn’t here either.  

	6:52 am

6:55 am
	I cross the Platte River into Sarpy County. I enjoy this view, especially when the sunrise is brilliant.  It is cloudy this morning and a van blocked my view to the east, but even so “I believe in the sun, even when it is not shining.”  There’s song like that.  

I am listening to NPR on the way.  Know what?  Someone is making paper out of Panda Bear dung.  I guess it has an exceptional amount of fiber.  Wow.  Who woulda thunk it??  It’s also the week of the local fund drive for public radio.  I’m a “dollar-a-day-donor” or $365/year, but I started wondering if I should double my contribution.  I mean, think about it.  Where else would I get feature stories about Panda Poop-pyrus.  I sat with the thought for a little while, but I didn’t reach for my cell-phone.  Then the urge passed.

	7:15 am
	A sure sign of spring:  The street sweeper kicking up a cloud of dust in the parking lot at the Wal-Mart. 

	7:20 am
	My daily stop at my parents’ house a couple miles from the high school where I teach.  We share custody of my dog now that Dave is gone.  It’s a super good deal for Palmer, who leads a very privileged life.  It’s also a great excuse everyday for me to say “hello” to two of the nicest people in the world.  They wait at the door to greet me.  This morning Mom gives me an article she has clipped from the paper.  Did I know that one of students on the high school track team is close to setting a national record in high jump?  Have a nice day at school.  Love you!  

Here I am, 55 years old, lovingly sent off to school each morning.  Just lucky, I guess.  One of these days it might be my turn to take care of them!

	7:30 am
	I arrive at Papillion LaVista High School and park in spot #56.  Tom is there, recently retired, but serving as a substitute this year.  He’s suffering from a spring cold and (from his appearance) about 30 additional pounds.  I wonder if things slow down after retirement.  Things like metabolism and thinking…not just the schedule.  I hope not, but time will tell.  I’m calling it a career this spring after 34 years.  

	7:32 am
	Classroom morning routine.  Lunch and purse go in the lower left desk drawer. Check e-mail.  My grandson’s picture on the desktop is so cute I’m distracted.  Assignments and reminders on the board.  Two columns:  one for Calculus and one for Pre-Calculus.  A challenge problem of the day.  I start sorting the endless stack of papers.  

	7:52 am
	James arrives.  He’s a good teacher aide as well as an interesting and unique person.  I love his gentle style and sense of humor.  I count on it like I do the sunrise in the morning.  I give him a set of tests to sort, staple and tally points.  “No problem,” he tell me.  “No problem at all.”

	7:57 am
	Stephanie stops in.  She is a math teacher here, too, as well as one of my students a decade ago.  For 3 different years.  In another school district.  But now we are teachers together.  As I retire this year, I am proud to be able to “pass the baton” to her.  She has talent and enthusiasm to go with her youth.  Nice combo.  Right now we are planning some new strategies for a course designed for not-so-successful Algebra students, and she has some details to run by me, the math dept. chair.  What a blessing to work with her.

	8:02 am
	My teacher pace has kicked in by now.  Trip to the office for coffee and mail pick-up.  Talk to the asst. principal about Stephanie’s ideas.  Laura catches me in the hall to coordinate on Pre-Calc plans.  She will take my Calculus classes next year.  Again, good hands.  

	8:21 am
	Back to room 318.  I pick up the pace a little more to prepare my examples on the SmartBoard.  Speaking of which…this is the best development in education since the Ditto Master.  Hey!  Not that I could improve on the smell of those purple-blue Ditto copies fresh off the machine.  But seriously, I can do so many interactive, memorable things with my SmartBoard.  Today we’re studying area between curves.  It takes half the time to teach and makes for twice the fun with student involvement.  I wonder if I can take this with me next year when I retire.

	8:48 am
	Just in the nick of time…again.  Lessons are ready for the day.  What would I do without 1st hour plan??

	8:50 am
	Calculus begins.  It’s a good attendance day.  For seniors in the spring, full attendance is the exception rather than the rule.  It’s a welcome change after last week with the school musical, debate tournaments, all school blood drive, college visits, whatever.  I’m worn out from the individual tutoring sessions and make-up paperwork.  Speaking of which…Steve stays for the next  period to make up a test from last week.

	9:45 am
	Next class is Pre-Calculus.  Cary stops at my desk to let me know that he will be gone on Thursday and Friday to go fishing with his dad.  This is an annual event for him, he tells me.  Will he miss anything?  I point to the assignment sheet to let him know how far the class will be.  Perhaps he can multi-task, I suggest.  He smiles.  I have this dream that one day all of the students will agree on the same days to be absent.  Probably not.

	9:55 am
	“Trade and grade.”  Uhm, Mrs. Hayek.  Did we have to do those last 3?  Yes.  But they were hard, and I didn’t get them.  The answer is, yes.  You will not get credit for problems you did not try.  No, leaving a space for the problem does not count as trying it.  Nice idea.  No go.

	10:35 am
	My desk is piling up now.  Tyler wants extra help.  He sang the lead in the school musical last week.  And he was sick, but just during the daytime, though.  He was able to sing during performances in the evenings…largely because he was a hero.  Now then.  Could I catch him up on Conic Sections?  And then he would be able to take the test.  And then I could grade it separately from all the rest.  Sigh.  Of course.  I do like him so much.  And he did an outstanding job in the musical.  Kids are amazing.

	10:40 am
	The line for extra math help continues to form even as the bell rings for Home Room.  Mixed into the line are early arriving homeroom students who would like to buy PopTarts from me.  It’s a fundraiser idea of mine.  I buy the food.  The students pay $1.00 per item. The entire amount is donated to the Senior Project for the new Marquis for the school.  Sometimes I can’t remember why I thought it was a good idea.  Don’t you have any S’More flavor?  Do you have change for a $20?  You don’t?  


Dear Master Teachers of Pre-Calc, 


Sincerely, 

	Tremendous Slouch 

Jake-

Laura and I have left no child behind in Chapter 10.  All of our students have mastered all the sections.  We are simply putting a little polish on the concepts.

For your students, however, I would recommend reviewing 10.1 (from Alg 2) and then doing sections 10.6, 10.7, 10.8.  Empahsize multiple representation...Graph, solve algebraically, and show your work numerically.

Finish by Easter break. 

Linda

Jake decided to leave some students behind.
	

	10:57 am
	More email messages:  

Special invitation to teachers to attend Prom.  (No date this year.  Not in the mood.)
See the principal when you have time about something that needs discussion.  (Now what?)
Budget is due on Friday.  (Ooooh…where am I going to get the time?)
AP Audit is due.  (Oops, forgot the deadline is coming up.)
A parent wants a grade update.  (She’s not going to be happy about this one.)
Reminder from my choir director about the extra rehearsalsfor Holy Week.  (Long day.)
More email:  49 messages in the SPAM folder.  Mostly about Viagra and investment “opportunities” but I gotta check the messages, though.  Sometimes email from parents ends up in SPAM.

	11:01 am
	Lots of movement in Homeroom.  What’s up?  I suggest they all take a seat and enjoy a conversation without moving around.  It’s not a gymnasium.  

	11:10 am
	Loud SCREAMING in the freshman locker area outside my room.  I thought I would find a 14 year old girl in trouble.  It was Kenny...an honors student of mine.  He was just pretending to be a freshman girl.  He needs a lot of attention.  But here’s the truth.  He cracks me up!   It takes a couple of minutes to calm the group.  It’s hard to compete with stuff like this.  Kenny gets the crowd going and then I have to follow with “solving systems of equations.”  Life is not fair.

	11:55 am
	I call Celeste up to my desk at the end of class.  Her last test was unfinished and she left with tears in her eyes.  The note on the test stated that she might have to drop the class, but she appreciated all I had done and that I was a good teacher.  Ok, Celeste, talk to me.  Insomnia for a variety of reasons.  Long story short, we agreed that she should stay in the class and we would try to come up with a plan to make up/catch up/ something.  But don’t just walk away. Ok?  Hugs.  Thank you.  

	12:02 pm
	Time for the peanut butter sandwich.  Guess what?  Kay and Brian have peanut butter, too.  Cool!  Doesn’t take much to entertain ourselves.  Stephanie had ham, though.

	12:10 pm
	Students stop in the classroom to practice for the upcoming Knowledge Masters Open competition.  They work at the SmartBoard on trivia questions while I run to the office for a conference about a personnel issue.

	1:30 pm
	Calculus again.  The after lunch group is drowsy.  I hate to stoop to bribery, but I do it.  I pose a problem and offer the “pick a number” method.  The person whose lucky number is chosen gets to answer the question in return for a bonus point.  Sometimes I give a choice between earning the point and receiving chocolate.  Same result.  Instant participation.  I check to see if they are salivating.  I feel a connection with Pavlov.

	2:15 pm
	Erin works on a make-up test.  Her father had a heart attack last week, and she looks pretty tired.  She turns in the test later, and I ask if she is ok.  I don’t believe her when she says “yes.”

	2:35 pm
	Jami comes in to ask a few questions, and her work looked good.   She has been gone for several days for a college visit.  She wanted to drop Calculus until she found out that it would mean taking an “F.”    I hope this means she has decided to give the class her best again!  It’s hard to know when to push and when to back off.  I really do want what’s best for the kids.  And I know I will miss them next year.

	2:45 pm
	Sara came for a note to verify her absence from study hall yesterday when she made up a test in my room.  She didn’t know that the Study Hall Gestapo would be checking up on the student tutors.  

	2:55 pm
	Mr. Cudly stopped to verify Sara’s note from me.  Wonder what’s up?  I think seniors must be pushing the limits these days.  I understand, though.  It wears us all down to the point where you don’t know what excuse to believe.  

	3:25 pm
	Kenny, Jake and Tyler come to make up the test.  That makes the last of the list of 15 make-ups from last week.  What a relief to put the list in the trash.

	3:50 pm
	My daughter, Kristen, called my cell phone to let me know that their house in FL just sold.  Good news for their move to CO in June!  I didn’t stay on the phone because students were taking tests, but I enjoyed thinking about being chief “grandma” next summer to help Kristen and Eric transition in their post-Residency careers in medicine.    

	3:52 pm
	Email from Sharyl, my step-daughter about having lunch.  Daughters are good friends.  

	4:35 pm
	The last of the students is done with the make-up tests.  I pack my book bag for home and meet a fellow teacher in the hall.  Janie is retiring, too, and a replacement teacher was hired today.  We chat a minute or two and I mention that tomorrow would have been my 20th wedding anniversary.  My eyes well up, and I know that I need to go home and tend to the grief.   I won’t shut it out tonight.  I will stay home from choir and allow the ache to stay this time. 

	4:45 pm
	I stop for my dog and sit for a minute with Dad.  I am so lucky to have friends and family and faith.  I don’t forget that.  Still, I hurt.  It doesn’t have to make sense.

	5:30 pm
	Dinner at home.  I found a container of chili in the freezer.  How old?  I don’t think about it that long…just heat it up.  And a bowl of cottage cheese and pineapple.  Dessert is chocolate chips with walnuts.  I decided to call it trail mix.

	6:18 pm
	It’s raining hard.  I love a good storm.  The smell.  The thunder.  The sound on the roof.  It’s so beautiful on the lake with the lightning.  I love this house that Dave and I built together shortly before he died.  I sit with my thoughts about two decades with Dave…angry, grateful, sad, loving, funny, hurt, lonely, passionate and wonderful thoughts.  I just let it all wad up together in the rain.  I let the ache sit with me tonight.  I miss Dave and feel close to him at the same time.   I think of last year’s anniversary celebration.  We hired a limousine to take us to our favorite restaurant in the Old Market…V. Mertz.  It was hard for Dave to walk because the brain cancer had advanced, but maybe that made it all the more special.  We snuggled into the back seat of the limo, listening to 50’s music, knowing that life is very, very precious and good.  I might buy myself some flowers tomorrow to celebrate our years together.  I think Dave would like that.  I think I would like that.

	10:00 pm
	Time to take Palmer for a puddle again.  Life has a tendency to go in circles.



