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Silence draped across the stuffy room, the soft scratching sound of pencil 
on paper filled the ears of the students, but one student sat still staring down at 
the paper filled with abstruse writing, tears brimming her eyes. This child is Juniper 
Bates, or me, and she was a student who had just barely learned how to read. 
She was the kid who got big books from the library to impress her friends and 
looked at the pictures instead of reading the story. She is the same kid who has 
grown to be a lover of literature.   

 
In the last year of preschool, I had been living in Japan, and I hadn’t yet 

learned how to read. I knew my alphabet, but hadn’t quite gotten the hang of 
putting the letters together yet. I didn’t know how to read. When I came into 
class on my first day at elementary school, as a brand new first grader, I was at a 
disadvantage. I barely remember coming into class, wearing my backpack as 
though it was a trophy, proud to be going to the same school as my brother, 
however at the pit of my stomach was an unshakable feeling of dread. Then my 
teacher walked in. I can’t say she put me at ease; she was infamous around 
school, and she commanded respect. Her name was Mrs. Price, and to this day I 
am thankful for her. She may not remember me now, after all, I was just another 
kid who stepped into her class in first grade, and now I’m in 7th grade. I 
don’t remember a lot from first grade, but I do remember counting blocks and 
learning how to say letters. Most of all, I remember the reading groups.   

 
All throughout my five years at elementary school, we had reading 

groups. There were three groups, sometimes four, and they ranked from 
beginner readers, average readers, and the best readers in the class. In first 
grade, I was in the beginner reader group, and I was ashamed of that. I still 
remember looking with envy at the kids who got their first chapter books, while I 
was still reading about the kid, Jimmy, who lost his baseball. Mrs. Price worked 
with us every day for a year and taught me words, how to read inside your 
head, how to understand letters that were next to each other, and why, when 
an S and an H were next to each other, they made the sound of a librarian 



telling you to be quiet. I remember the day our tests came around, how I went 
through the questions one by one until I got to the question where we were 
supposed to read a passage and answer questions about it. I sat there the 
sunlight in my eyes, looking at all the other kids who didn’t look like they were 
having a hard time. I blinked back my tears, attempting again to read through 
the passage.   

 
The feeling of not knowing how to read was horrible, and a profound 

feeling of dread followed me everywhere. Thinking about it still makes my 
stomach churn. For me, it felt like everyone knew a secret that I didn’t, and no 
matter how many times I asked what the big secret was, no one would tell me. 
Always, I would see them whispering or laughing about it. But, by far, the worst 
part was the fact that I couldn’t ask anyone for help. I have a problem with 
asking for help. It was worse in first grade, but it felt like no matter how much I 
struggled, if I went to ask someone for help, they would think I was stupid, or give 
me a disappointed look. That fear haunted me wherever I went. Mrs. Price was 
not the nicest teacher in school, she wasn’t warm and fuzzy at all. she was more 
so austere in manner, but she wasn’t going to let me slack off; I was going to 
learn how to read, and she wasn’t going to go easy on me. I still remember the 
pride I felt after getting my first chapter book. I went around showing people, I 
left fear behind, and told everyone.  

 
Maybe someone teaching a child to read isn’t impressive to some 

people, but to me, it’s amazing and deserves so much respect. Now that I’m 
older, I use reading all the time; I have prowess in that field. At this point, it’s like 
second nature to me, so what fascinates me is that there was a time I didn't 
even know my alphabet, and I thought reading was vapid. Now I'm in 
Accelerated English, I've been in the top reading groups all throughout 
elementary school, I aspire to be a writer, and I love to read and do it whenever 
I can!   

 
Thank you, Mrs. Price, for teaching me how to do something I've grown to 

love over the years, teaching me that even if things are hard, even if you feel 
like everyone is better than you. If you don't give up; if you persevere and 
overcome your obstacles, you might discover that you have a talent for it, and 
you even might grow to love it. 


