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For My
Angst-ridden
(because that was the disguise I wore),
Poetry-writing
(because it goes with angst and my commitment is sorely lacking),
Blackrwcaring
(see above)
Moody
(see above, again)
Hopeless Romantic
(because what are we without Love?)
Ultra-rational
(because of my parents)
Irritatinglg Argumentative
(because of my brother)
Teenage Self:

Who would have thought
that this would be
your life?



DCL\T TCCl’lﬂgC B()U

\Vi[h 1:10111- 1’1(111‘ worn 1()]’19 o ]:)C Llnlikc CVCrg()nC C]SC
but we know it’s just part of your disquise,

do not make a carcer out of being sullen.

I can speak from experience that

it

d()CS

not

VVOTI(.

But rather, serves only to make those around you roll
their eyes when you aren't looking.

[ know that your parents are divorced and
estranged

and that your father suffers with kidney discase and
is on dialysis and

I try to use this knowledge to

cut you some slack

but

I can see your future (at least part of i,
for it resembles my past)

and, T will cell you 1‘ight now,

it

does

not

work.

Just like the overestimation of your abilities—
healthy arrogance or just plain
arrogance?

No,

I know it is teenage insecurity

and I would like to save you from it
but, to be honest, the thought of failure,
of my advice falling on your deaf cars,
affects me

more than | might like to say.



Dcur Austrian Exchangc student,

I know you are only here for a year but

your accented English pronunciation

oﬂ)ig vowels and half-swallowed Germanic Rs will stay with me
when you leave.

I will be able to conjure your voice forever:
this I can promise you and

no, it’s not

a comp]imcnt

You wanted binarq answers. Finalitq und, pcrhaps,
a way to navigate the treacherous waters of
your future self and choices.

I found this profoundly

annoying.

And, when you transferred out of my class in Term 2

because you were only in Canada for one year and,

of course, you wanted to experience as much as you possibly could
in that time,

l was 01’119 lnlldlg n()np]uSSCdA

Mostly I was relieved.

Dcur Children ofMg Partner,

Iam ﬁ'c‘qucntlg irricated

by your high-pitched demands and

seeming inabilitg

to wield your knife and fork in any way resembling a human being.

l ]’l(lVC I”C(ld 1’)001(5 on C(ergiVil’lg i]] an uttﬁm}’)[
to understand you. It’s futile.

When I was 26 years old, I burned to have a child.

Then I got a dog

and the fecling passed

on to linger small and indistinct in the background of my being.

M(ll’lg gCal‘S latf:l‘ \Nl’lCl’l I met g()ul‘ m()[h€r
and she said that she had “progeny” I fele
as though my fate was being

rCSOlVCL{

I grossly misunderstood what struggles would ensue between:
she and I

you and I

Iand my-

self.

l 10\75 9()111” rll()thcl‘ VCl‘g muCl’L
And you both

are a part of her

l V\/l]l never [rllh:] 'Llndﬁrs[(ll‘lcl.

But, I will feed you well
and care for you

thn gou arce ‘iC](

(ll’ld 1 pl'()l]’liSC

not to cuthanise you when you least expect it.

You can count on me
for that.



Dcur Ovc'rwright 16 year Old,

thC W(IU H()u intfl‘uc[

with your surroundings slightly superior,

normally negative, and

your tendency toward the manic at times—
especially when you are feeling as though you might
fi]](ll]g bC ul’ldCrStOOd—

is lain so bare to me

as to be embarrassing.

I admit that more than once you have spoken to me directly

and I have ignored you by pretending

to do something that takes up my auditory space (like washing dishes)
when, in reality, I heard you

Cle(lr]‘j‘

I will never answer your questions about my personal life
dirCCtll_,]. l d() not want us to Shﬂl‘c
that intimacy.

It’s not that I don’t like you
but, I don’t.

And what I mean by this is

when my position has ended and I vacate
this space

I will not be saddened never to see you again.

Two more things:

It occurs to me that of all the children I teach, I
probab]g will see you again because life is like that.
And,

your plainly spoken desire to cuddle my dog

rivals only my own.

D car Young Russian,

l ]{]’IOVV 90u O]:)jCCt to W]]Cn I p()il’lt out
your culture but the fact is

you are. And your parents

do not speak English.

Y()U. arc a ﬂtudg 11’1 (ld.()lCSCCnt 1’)51’1(.1Vi0u1‘s Surl‘()ul’lding
the development of identity.

I like the ﬁ)l]owing:

You have watched and read American Psycho at least 5 times.
You want to buy a $700 dollar wallet.

You intend to wear a two-piece suit everywhere but at school.
You are real and make no apologies for who you are.

Don’t you see? This is rare. (I am speaking

not to you but to

th (ldults V\Th() hC(lr (1]]L{ sce Onll_,] [hC (ICHC‘SC(ll‘rC(.{ fl.lCC
arrogant walk, mistake

thC tone in Hour VOiCC FOT angCr

or worse.)

l am happg o sce gou al‘l"iVC at 1’119 d.()()r7
your protege in tow even

when the bell has long since rung and

l am ﬁxh(lusfcd ]:)U H()ul‘ pCCl‘S,

speaking of the older girls you like simply
because they are hot.

You remind me of me.

I wonder what you would think
iFon]g you knew.



Dcurcst Troubled Gender Fluid Girl,

DO not mukC llfé h(lrdf:r ﬂ)r 9()ur5€1f‘5in1p19
because it isn’t.

Do not make yourself into “the bad kid”
who punches walls and
wears in-school suspension

with pride.

There is no honour sitting in a rickctg desk setup
against the wall in the office
amongst the kids who are not

like you.
But, who am I to judgc? What do I know?

I, to whom you gave homemade kimchee
then made no big deal about it.

It was a big deal to me. Many things
you have done have affected me more
than I sometimes wish

they did.

I heard that last year you wanted to be called

by a different (male) name but when asked about it
s]()ughcd it oftlike it was

so last year. Perhaps

it was.

Or it was
g()ur m()thf:l)S ﬁCrC€
disappointment that quelled that desire.

Spﬁuking as a (sometimes) mother,
to me you would not be

a disappointment and

you are fierce too.

Wear it with humilitg

Dcurcst Puinfﬁllg Thin Grade 9 Boy

who rarely meets my eye;

whose dark unkempt hair

is alrcady flecked with grey;

who wears the same fuzzy-lined hoodie everyday,

though, you left it in my room over that rainy Spring Break and I despaired
at the thought of your narrow shoulders being cold;

who participates in group labs with a sad diffidence;

who shuffles into the morning class with sleep in his eyes;

who looks as though he is napping when we watch documentaries but
always hands in the exit slip;

who rarely cats but often pulls a multitude of snacks

from his bag and proceeds to share them

with the rest of the hungry vultures in the room;

whose younger brother is in my Grade 8 class and scems to have been given
all the confidence and handsome good looks whilst, you, the elder got few
to none;

whose mother is in pul]ia[ive care—

you

will

survive.



Dcur Self-destructive ng()chondriac Boy,

WC COHHCC[Cd over 9()111‘ ins()m]’lia, tl’l()ugh,
at the time, I was unaware of the full extent
of your maladies.

[ even emailed your mom when she took off to Europe with your stepfather
a]’ld 1Cft !.]()u al’ld gour SiStCl‘ 1]’1 [1’16 care Of‘g()llr aunt VV]’]() liVCS
an hour and a half bus-ride from the school.

I thought I had a handle on you then.

But it wasn't until parent-teacher interviews

that I became aware that your experimentation with
Molly was most likely to blame

f})l‘ l’)lOWing out H()Ul‘ SICCP patterl’ls

and your thyroid.

Whg arce 1:’()11 SO bCl’lt
on pathologizing yourself?

Dis-case does not make you more interesting

to anyone.

And I will bet that your recent trip to Disneyland
was fun,
cven to 9()11‘

Dcur AR,

I use your initials because you deﬁ] epithetf

not because I can’t think of one (believe me, I can think
of many), but because they are all, somchow,
inadequate,

like the thin skin of insolence you wear
with bravado and

not a liccle

self-consciousness.

When you told me (stupidly) that you stole the Coke

in my cupboard,

and I got mad (mainly because the can was probably older than you are
a]’ld gou hGVC U.l’lapl’lglactic uHCrgiCS) al’ld S(lid Eha[ now I haVC o 1()Ck thﬁ
(previously

unlocked) cupboard, and that I can’t trust you; and you said, “No one can trust

»

me.”;
I saw the tears in your eyes and I know
they were not about how

now [ knew you

like everyone clse.

No, they appeared in response to all
the possibilities

1:’()11 sudanlg Saw fl.lll (1\’\7(19

around us.

I, too, saw them go.
They were magnificent.



Dcur Principu]’s Eldest Daughter,

your tiny, barc]g 1cgiblc writing

and insanely fast speech have discerned you

from your peers,

regardless of the fact that your class is populated by
shallow thinkers who refuse to open their mouths.

Your presence is a boon to me

and when you are away doing one of your many extra-
curricular activities, 1 dt‘spuir

at the silence that ensues.

A question: Would I have noticed you the way I do

if not for your lofty affiliations?

Do I treat you differcmlg because of those same affiliations?
(Two questions)

Probablg For [hough
I am a teacher I am
a human

too.

l huVC no id.f:(l h()\V to l‘CCOnCi]C [hCSC faCtS a]]({ it occurs to me
that you can see right through me

to that very same place

()f‘ul’lkn()\Vil’lgA

Dcur Undiugnosed ADHD,

1:’()11 are more fh(ln ]uSt un()thcl‘ Gr(lllf 8 O me.
There are some kids who just touch your heart
and you

fbr me

are he.

Yes I know your mom. Her cigarette smoke tinged
voice and rough demeanor
arce ()nlg C‘n(.{ff(ll'ing o me.

I would not necessarily extend this courtesy
but she is like you

in many ways and

1’151‘ i]’]tf:]’lsf: lOVC ﬁ)r gOu ShO\VS

plainly on her face.

Y()Ll, rng fl‘ifn(.{, arce i]’l (1n1(.1zin9 C()n[r()l Of‘g()ul‘ 17()(.{9
sometimes and others
not so much.

But I appreciate your restlessness and
tacit comprehcnsi(m of the built world.

Few with whom you come into contact
thr()ughout 9()111‘ Cduc(lti()n(l] career
will see this genius in you.

You will do wonderful things—
of this I am absolutely certain.

Let the haters hate. They don’t know you
like T know you.
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gunita was once a teenager herself. Her recollections of this time are
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