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    Chapter 11


    On my way home from dropping Luke off, I stopped at the Mental Health Clinic. Jerry Cotter was in the middle of his sandwich, but he nodded encouragingly between bites as I talked. I apologized for not calling him sooner and asking his advice. The truth was I hadn’t even thought of it, and now I was aware of how wrong this had been.


    “Yes,” Jerry agreed. “You should have called sooner. But no harm done. Everything you did was all right, positive in effect. What are you going to do now?”


    I sat without saying anything. That was what I was going to ask him.


    I called Professor Foster’s home late that afternoon, expecting a roar of disapproval. Instead, he was benign and I found myself telling him about the mountain and Officer Snow and my visit to the Mental Health Clinic.


    “What’d Jerry say?”


    “He asked me what I was going to do now.”


    Norm Foster let out a bark of laughter. “Sounds like he’s laying it right on you, baby. Well, they are busy as hell over at the clinic right now. Incidentally, now that you mention it, what are you planning to do?”


    “First of all, do you have some kind of reading and math tests that I can give Luke so I can see just how much he knows and what grade level he’s on? Jerry says the intelligence test shows he’s smart but he’s been out of school so much, I think we should find out if he’s learned all the first-grade and beginning second-grade material and just refuses to use it, or whether he’s missed some basic stuff because of all his absences.”


    “Stop by my office Monday before you go over to the school. I’ll dig up something for you. A space, a rat, or something.”


    Maybe he drinks too much, I thought. It was only four o’clock, but when I asked about reading and math tests he responded with rats and spaces.


    I stopped by his office rather cautiously on Monday, not at all certain he would remember our conversation.


    “Okay, Mary, here you go,” he called to me through his office door. “Here’s the rat.” He handed me a gray manual and a couple of white test blanks.


    I couldn’t help it. I had to ask, “Why do you call it a rat?”


    Norm tilted back in his chair. “Ho! The Wide Range Achievement Test. W-R-A-T. Get it? That’s a good one. Didn’t they use the WRAT over at Doris’s school? Well, maybe she’s one of those that think testing emotionally disturbed kids is a waste of time. Can’t say I can altogether blame her.


    “Anyway, the WRAT is a quickie. Won’t take you more than fifteen minutes and will give you a pretty good idea of Luke’s word recognition and spelling. You’ll have to add an informal test of your own to round out the math. And natch, there’s nothing on reading comprehension or phonetic skills. Try the Spache for that.” Another manual  more test blanks. I looked at the cover. Spache Diagnostic Test. Not space, Spache. Well, I’d keep that one to myself. I had something a lot more important on my mind.


    “I need to talk to you,” I said, urgency underlining my voice. “You’ve been out to Doris’s school. You know where I’m coming from  the kind of child I’m used to working with.


    “I can’t understand why we’re losing kids like Luke. It keeps going around in my head  they just don’t seem that bad. In spite of the fire, I still feel the same way.”


    Foster locked his hands behind his neck and then stretched them above his head. “You’re right, Mary, Luke’s not as disturbed as the children you’ve known, but in some ways that makes it more difficult. Some people figure that if kids aren’t sick, they gotta be ‘bad’  and who wants to bother with troublemakers?


    “Sure, there are agencies set up to help, but even when these kids get off the waiting list and finally see a human face, it’s usually a different face every few weeks or months. There’s a lot of turnover in most social agencies.


    “Besides, most people want to do their job, but they don’t want to get too involved. And the only thing that’s going to help these kids is a hell of a lot of involvement. Once they believe you’re not a nosy do-gooder or putting them on, they’ll trust you. That’s what this program is based on.”


    I nodded. “I’ve been thinking about it ever since Luke told me about his father and the fires. It doesn’t seem as though I can do much about his world or the facts of his life or even make up for his father. But maybe I can help him learn to use some tools, skills like reading, so that he can handle school better. That’s one thing. The other is  I’m going to try to show him that I can’t do the work for him  but he won’t be alone. I’ll be there to help.”


    Professor Foster stood up and smiled. “Not bad for starters.”


    Through the open door I could see four pairs of blue-jeaned legs beneath the hall bench.


    “Well, look,” I said, “I know you’re busy. Thanks for the tests. I’ll get them back as soon as possible.”


    Luke was standing in the principal’s office with two other boys when I arrived. Now what? I hung my jacket in the music room and walked down toward second grade, not acknowledging Luke’s presence across the hall. I wanted to hear from Lisa what had happened.


    Luke’s class was sitting in a circle on the floor. They had pushed the desks against the wall and the children were quiet for once as Lisa put three magnets and plates of paper clips, hairpins, and nails in the middle of the circle.


    Lisa obviously couldn’t talk now. She had captured the children’s attention, not an easy trick. It would be unfair to interrupt her. I stopped in the doorway and turned around to leave.


    Lisa called, “Luke’s down in Mrs. Karras’s office. You can get him there.”


    “Did you send him there?”


    “I had to.”


    “Then I’m not taking him out. Tell him I’ll see him Wednesday.”


    But I couldn’t leave. It was two-fifteen. I really should study those tests Foster gave me, I told myself.


    At two-fifty-five Mrs. Karras’s voice carried across the hall. “All right, boys. Get back to your class. And don’t let this happen again.”


    I heard them pass the music room, but I kept my head bent over the test manuals.


    At three o’clock the bell rang. At 3:05 Luke appeared. It had been worth waiting. “How come you didn’t get me?”


    “How come you weren’t in your room?” I countered.


    Luke shrugged.


    “Listen, Luke,” I said. “I can’t take you out of the principal’s office. If Miss Eckhardt sends you down there, you have to stay there. But it’s dumb. First, you can’t learn anything standing in the office. You missed a good experiment with magnets, and second, I miss seeing you.”


    Luke stood silently.


    I was beginning to sound like Officer Snow. Come on, Mary. What else can you do? Don’t just lecture. Get up. Move around. Think.


    I went over to the board and began to doodle with the colored chalk. I think better when I move around.


    Circles. Moons. Faces. Yellow stars. Blue stars.


    Luke came over. “Will you show me how to do that?”


    “What? Oh, the stars. Sure. Up, down, halfway back up, across. Then back to the beginning. Here. I’ll do each part in different colors. The top is blue. The halfway up in yellow. Across in pink. Then back to the beginning in white. Here. Try.”


    Luke said, “I’m gonna do mine all yellow.”


    He took the yellow chalk. “It’s like you make a triangle without a bottom,” he said, drawing the beginning part. “And then you start to make an upside down triangle.” He drew up and across. “And then you just sorta finish it up.”


    “Perfect,” I said. “Yours is better than mine.” And it was.


    Luke’s yellow stars made me think of the boxes of stars in the materials drawer that I had never touched. Unknowingly, I began my first behavior modification chart. I, who had once said Skinner’s pigeons denied the soul of man, got out a piece of oaktag and drew lines for Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday. Forget Monday. That was done. Then I got out the boxes of stars, gold stars, silver stars, red stars, blue stars, large silver stars, large gold stars. I took the top off every box.


    “Listen, Luke,” I said. “Every day you stay out of the office, we’ll put a star under that day.” Already my head was teeming. We could add stars for work done, days in school, fires not set. Slowly. Move slowly. One thing at a time.


    Luke stirred the stars with his finger. He examined each box. “Just one color?” he asked.


    “Pick your favorite,” I answered.


    “Big gold,” he decided.


    “Okay. Good. On Wednesday when I come you can stick big gold stars in the days you weren’t in the office.”


    The janitor put his head in the door. “Sorry, Miss. I have to close up in here now.”


    I glanced at the clock. Ten to four.


    “Oh, sure. I didn’t realize the time. We’re through anyway.”


    I turned to Luke. “Good-bye,” I said. “See you Wednesday.”


    “Can I help put them back?” Luke asked nodding at the stars.


    “Sure.” It was so easy to forget how little he had. An empty lipstick tube had been a treasure. Now he didn’t have treasures or a place to keep them. The hole in the ground by the lipstick factory was off limits now. I searched for something that could substitute. An empty carton on the closet shelf. I lifted it down, pausing for a second in the dim light of the closet. Luke was talking, not only talking but using words to ask for something he needed. In our bare music room, Luke was using more words than in all his other days in School 23 put together.


    “Here, Luke,” I said as I handed him the carton. “Put the gold stars in here. They’ll be just for you. And your book. And these two pencils. We’ll keep your things in this box.”


    Luke nodded. “Can I put my name on it?”


    “Yes.” A used carton. A small beginning for a safe place.

  


  
    Chapter 12


    When I arrived at school on the first Wednesday in April, Shirley, Hud, and Jerry were already in the music room.


    “Hello, Mary. I’m glad I was able to get you all together. Sorry to interrupt your sessions with the kids,” Jerry said, “but I wanted you all here so we could review where we are right now and where we’re going. Norm Foster’s sorry he couldn’t get down.”


    For an hour and a half Shirley, Hud, and I went over our work with Milt, Vernon, and Luke. Milt and Vernon had both made good progress. Luke was the only one who had been in trouble with the police since we’d started.


    When we finished, Jerry said, “You’ve done a good job, Shirley. Milt’s teacher says he is attending better in class and the bizarre behavior is decreasing. John”  Jerry never could bring himself to say Hud  “Vernon’s time in the office has decreased by one third and truancy by one half. Congratulations. Mary, I know things have been rough with Luke the last week, but remember, Mrs. Karras said right in the beginning that Luke was what she called ‘hard core,’ meaning he would probably be the hardest to reach.”


    I nodded. Our record, Luke’s and mine, was certainly unimpressive compared with the others.


    Jerry looked at me carefully. “There is one thing. Please don’t misinterpret this, Mary, but if you don’t feel comfortable working with Luke, I


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  

OEBPS/Images/154252.jpg
PART 2
Ci-
A

Mary MacCracken

MILLION COPY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

RRRRRR





OEBPS/Images/Cover.JPG
PART 2 %5

‘Mary’s moving story shows just what a

difference a loving teacher can make’

TOrREY HAYDEN, BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF One Child

Mary MaCCracken

. ION COPY BESTSELLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/Images/133036.jpg





