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We are a young family, just the three of us.  My husband Troy is an executive with a highly profitable Manhattan bank and has worked for them in some capacity for more than six years.  He loves his job and I love the way he can take time off to do things with me and his son.  Our little boy, Marty, is our pride and joy.  Spoiled a bit much for my liking, little Martin Wilson Davis is a seven-year-old that is full of life and happy to show us just how grown up he can be.  Unfortunately, it’s that independent streak that sometimes gets him into trouble with the headmaster at the private school where he attends.  

“We have to do something about him,” Troy tells me as we walk up the concrete steps along the front of the two-story brick and stone building.  

“I know,” I say quietly.  “I hate that things have turned out for him this way, but maybe it will be just what he needs to come to realize that he must stop behaving so badly.” 

My husband stops me and replies, “Denise, this kid is going to grow up to be a criminal one day if I don’t do something about his behavior.

“You mean spank him,” I say as I shake my head.  “We didn’t do that in my household as I was growing up, Troy.  As far as I am concerned, that is not an option with our son.”

“Dammit, Denise.”  I know he is frustrated with me for not allowing him to take a firmer hand with Marty, but I cannot help myself.  He is my little boy, the pride and joy of a woman who has always wanted to have a little man to grow up in this world.  Though he does things that he should not do, especially when he gets out of our sight, I know he is a good boy.  No one can tell me otherwise, not even my dear husband.  

“Just let me handle the headmaster,” I tell Troy.  “I am certain I can reason with him over our son’s punishment.”

“Reason with him?”  My husband shakes his head as he continues up the steps to the door.  “He will probably be the only reasonable person in the room when we meet with him in a few minutes, sweetheart.  Dr. Thompson understands the need to discipline an errant child.”

“Shit, Troy,” I grumble as I follow him up.

“That’s what I mean,” he says as he turns to look at me.  “That mouth of yours is his undoing, Denise.  Marty has picked up every single word you have uttered for the past seven years.  Every shit, fuck, and damn he has logged into his brain and he pulls them out whenever he feels like doing it.”

“It really isn’t as bad as you make it sound.”

“He told the headmaster to fuck off!”  Shaking his head, he adds, “Our seven-year-old kid told the man to fuck off, Denise.  What the hell sort of parents are we for allowing this to go on with Marty?”

“We are good parents,” I sulk as we walk through the doors.  I cannot be sure what bothers me more, the fact that Troy wants to physically strike our only child’s buttocks or that he is right in his assessment of the situation with Marty.  My little boy has become quite the vulgar little scoundrel over the past year, and we have seen him get into trouble on multiple occasions.  There have been suspensions and threats of expulsions, though each time, at my behest, Troy goes into the school admissions office and makes a tidy contribution to some endowment.  To say that Marty’s education has become quite expensive is an understatement.  At one point, as my husband was writing a check to the school, he made the comment that public school would be the next stop for my little man.  I broke down into tears over that, as I could not bear the thought of Marty being forced to make his way through the filthy, crowded hallways of one of the city schools.  Not my little boy.

We walk down the long, dimly-lit corridor toward the headmaster’s office.  No one needs to guide us, as we have been here on multiple occasions before today and the walk is all-too-familiar to us.  Sometimes when I am at the school I wish that we could simply speak over the phone with the headmaster, but that is simply not enough for the strict disciplinarian.  He expects a great deal from his students, and a great deal more from the parents of those young minds.

“Mr. and Mrs. Davis,” the young receptionist says with a smile as we walk through the outer doors of the office.  “Dr. Thompson will be with you in a few minutes.  Please have a seat.”  The woman with short hair held tightly in a small bun on top of her head smiles as she waves her hands toward the several hardwood chairs lined along one wall of the outer office.  There is no need for checking her meeting schedule or to ask for our identification.  We have been here far too many times for such niceties to mean anything at this point.  She knows us well.

“Let me handle this with the headmaster this time around,” my husband whispers to me.  “The last time didn’t go the way it should have.”  I look at him, a bit of hurt feelings I am certain making their presence known through my eyes.  Though I hate to think he could be right, Troy is far from wrong.  My own mouth botched the last attempt to gain any understanding with Dr. Thompson as I allowed my emotions to flow a bit too freely.  Maybe this time I will allow Troy to attempt to work his magic with the man for the sake of our little boy.

The phone on the young receptionist’s desk rings and she smiles just before putting it down.  “You may both go on in to see the headmaster.”  She puts the phone back into its receiver and we get up quietly to make our way through the door just past her.  My husband leads the way as I reserve myself to allow him to deal with the man that Marty has offended.

“Mr. Davis.  Mrs. Davis.”  The headmaster stands from his seat at his desk and offers his hand to each of us.  We shake and then my husband and I sit down as the leader of the prestigious school also takes a seat.  “I hate to see you both again for such a thing as this today, but I feel as if we need to have a face-to-face conversation about Marty.”

“Yes, sir,” Troy says quickly as he sits forward in his chair.  “I do apologize for the remark he made to you today.  It is certainly not the sort of thing that Denise and I aspire to instill in him.”

“Oh, I understand completely,” the headmaster says as he nods his head and looks down while removing his glasses.  “Unfortunately, we find ourselves at a delicate point in the refinement of the minds that we have in the first grade here at St. Marcus Primary School, Mr. Davis.  They are easily molded into one or another fashion, and your young lad seems to have quite the knack for vulgar conversation.”  The words are sharp, though on the surface they might appear slightly poetic and too refined for their meaning.  Dr. Thompson has laid out a case against Marty that I am afraid could lead to his dismissal from the finest school in the city.  

“He really is a good boy,” I interject.  A quick look from my husband causes me to sit back in my seat as I recall how the last time we met with the headmaster ended.  I have no doubt that Dr. Thompson understands completely that Marty’s colorful vocabulary originates with me.  

The headmaster looks at me for a moment, longer than what he has in the past, before looking back toward Troy.  “I have no doubt that the young man has potential.  The last incident, however, has cast some issue with whether his placement here is in the best interest of Marty or any other member of his class.”

“Dr. Thompson, I assure you, we are already taking steps to remedy the situation with young Martin.  I will personally see that he is disciplined in a way that he will not soon forget.  He will never again misunderstand the way that he is to address you or others at this school.”  My husband means to use corporal punishment to bring our little boy in line with that accepted standards, though I have always been against such thoughts.  Even the school itself does not use paddling or spanking as a means of punishment, though they certainly do not look down upon parental use of the practice so long as it is not patently abusive.  

“Mr. Davis, I believe that you will do what is necessary in your own home to bring swift understanding to Marty, but I can no longer allow him to taint the other students in his classroom.”  The older man sighs before adding, “It is my intention to offer his name early next week to the board of directors as a candidate for expulsion.”  

“No!”  I feel my face turn red as I almost leap from my seat.  “Please, Dr. Thompson.  Marty loves going to school here, and I cannot bear the thought of putting him anywhere else.”

The headmaster puts up a hand as he looks me over again.  “Mrs. Davis, I can offer no other alternatives at this point.  We have suspended him, put him into seclusion, spoken sternly with him, and even threatened expulsion in the past.  Each time, we move to the precipice of real consequences and then back away.  How many times can we do this and still be taken seriously as an institution of student learning?”  Dr. Thompson shakes his head.  “I’m afraid there is no other alternative, except that you remove him from the school before I call for his expulsion.”

“It would be the same effect.  What would it matter?” I say as I feel a tear forming in one of my eyes.

“The expulsion would not be on his record,” Troy says as he looks over at me.  “We should pull him out, honey.” 

I can’t believe that we are even considering such a thing as my son’s future hangs in the balance.  It has become clear over time that these two men as well as many others involved in Marty’s future see him as just a troublemaking seven-year-old.  What I see, as his mother, is a little boy who is trying to find his way through the world.  I also see a young teenager who gets his first kiss at the spring ball, and a graduate with several university offers for him to choose from.  I see a young man who will attend Harvard after refusing offers from Stanford and other great institutions, eventually becoming a doctor or an attorney.  There is so much more at stake than having Marty simply removed from the school.  So very much more.

“No,” I say resolutely.  “This is not fair, Troy.”

“Mrs. Davis,” the headmaster says to me.  “This is as fair as the situation can be made for your son.  Withdraw him from attendance at St. Marcus and there will be no record of expulsion to be worked around at another school.  If you allow him to be expelled, which I can assure you would happen upon my recommendation, other schools, including some public schools, will not consider his admission so easily.  As things stand now, you could get your son into McMillan Primary or even into St. Ann
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