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Series 3B (Part 1) The Sunroom

The Sunroom

We moved once more into a smaller, more modern house, a stark contrast to the big old house on stilts we once called home. This new place had a garden much more modest in size, just a simple square yard in the back. Dominating this small space was a large mulberry tree, its branches stretching out to touch the outer edge of the spacious sunroom. The backyard veranda, sturdy and inviting, was mostly cloaked in the cool, soothing shade cast by a towering tree perched at the edge of a steep hill. This tree was special to us, for it held a single swing, our favourite spot to soar and dream.

The sunroom was the largest room in the house, surrounded and enclosed by huge glass windows that welcomed streams of sunlight. One wall stood out, painted a rich chocolate brown, with the bare bricks beneath neatly traced, hinting at the house's origins. This room was by far my favourite. I would take chalk and write across the chocolate brown paint, scribbling my homework and notes while my dolls sat in a row, my eager students. The entire wall would fill with my lessons, and I would even stand on a chair to reach as high as possible, though I could never quite touch the ceiling. Once I finished, I would wipe the wall clean with a wet cloth, erasing the day’s work. This playful method of learning was natural to me. Teaching flowed effortlessly through me, a gift I believe to be part of my design, and I cherished every moment of it.

There was a plug in this wall, so I would also find myself playing tapes on the tape recorder listening to music and using the big massive empty space of the entire sunroom floor that had no furniture to dance.  I spent most of my personal time in that room.  I much preferred the sunroom that had no curtains of which my eyes could travel out to the garden outside and blue skies. Catching a glimpse of the homes in the neighbourhood.

It was a truly open space that allowed my spirit to be free, a place where I could just be myself. This room was a sanctuary, a stark contrast to my small, tiny bedroom, which now had only a single, small window that looked directly at the wall dividing us from our neighbour. Despite its limitations, I appreciated my bedroom and valued having my own space, a personal retreat. However, I couldn’t help but reminisce about my room in the old house on stilts, which was much larger and more spacious than this one. The sunroom, though, was where I felt most alive, a place where my imagination could soar without bounds.

My tiny room was neat and tidy, with everything in its place. It was my sanctuary, where I could close my door at night, climb into my bed, and drift off to sleep in the dark and silent stillness. My room was next to my mother and stepdad Raven’s room, while my brother and sister shared a room on the other side of theirs. I didn’t envy my brother and sister for having to share; I cherished having a room all to myself. It was my personal haven, a space where I could retreat and find solace, a place where I could be entirely at ease.

Out front, there was a small one-bedroom apartment that my mother rented out to a young single lady who was a member of the Jehovah’s Witnesses. I mostly played out back, away from the street and the view of the apartment, as the backyard felt more private and secluded. It was my own little world, where I could escape and feel free. Once again, I had to go through the transition of settling into a new place, learning to accept it emotionally as my home. It was a process of adaptation and acceptance, finding comfort and familiarity in this new environment.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Series 3B (Part 2) New Grade 


New Grade
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I had managed to survive my second year doing my first grade at school, and having to face Mrs. Brown for this repeat of my first grade was like a prison cell.  Mrs Brown was all too happy to pass the baton to a new teacher, finally rid of me. As she led me to my new class, I could hear her complaining one last time about me to my new teacher, Mrs. Jasmine.

"Good luck with her," Mrs. Brown said, her voice dripping with frustration. "Theresa has been a handful all year. I just hope you have more patience than I do."

Mrs. Jasmine smiled politely, her eyes kind and understanding. She took my hand gently and knelt down to my level. "Hello, Theresa," she said softly, ignoring Mrs. Brown's harsh words. "I don’t believe what Mrs. Brown says about you. You are bright and capable, and I am sure we will get along just fine. I’m very happy to have you in my class."

Her reassuring words made me feel lighter, and I nodded, feeling a sense of relief wash over me. Mrs. Brown gave one last huff before walking away, leaving me with Mrs. Jasmine.

"Come on," Mrs. Jasmine said, leading me into the classroom. "Let me show you your seat."

As I sat down, I noticed my name already neatly written on the desk. The small gesture made me feel welcome, like I belonged.

"See, Theresa," Mrs. Jasmine said with a smile. "You are
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