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teachers of young children
i have watched you move 

through a room filled with children, 

like a warm carolinian breeze;

and like satin or silk lays

soft against brown skin,

you have touched them, i

have watched you, as the children 

of your charge and our hope, the long 

and deep breath of all our dreams

come to you;  they come as only children

or the childlike can—honestly,

with hearts unashamedly naked;

undaunted, still free, they come trusting;

they come to you, as vulnerable

to the world as a nest of hungry

hatchlings—and demanding as much;

they come with their questions

out of pain, out of wonder, and

out of joy; eyes like clear windows

in sunlight, hold you, awaiting 

your verdict—you who are 

their teacher and, therefore, 

goddess, judge, and friend,

whose words carry such power

in their lives as to affirm 

or condemn. “teacher says”, that preface

that goes before them like

certain knowledge.  and we

who are the teachers of young

children must not carry the weight

of our responsibility sullenly,

like a heavy burden upon our backs,

but gracefully, as we would carry

the promise of our own dreams,

or carry a flame, down a long 

dark path, lighting a way.


