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Kindergarten Class for the Highly Gifted,
Early Childhood Development Center, Kent County, Michigan
Day One
“Why good morning class, how are all you young, intellectuals doing this morning?” The young teacher asked as she looked enthusiastically around the room, gazing into the wide-eyed faces of all the little boys and girls that sat around her looking up to her as if she was some sort of huge giant.
“Well?” she looked at the faces of all the little ones, “how is everyone doing?” She asked once more, this time more loudly, only to again get the same quite stares and wide-eyed looks.
Thinking to herself for a moment, she tried to remember what they had taught her in college only a few months earlier. “Hmmm, perhaps they want to know who I am first,” she thought to herself for a moment.
“Oh… I know maybe you’re wondering who I am,” she said as the group of adolescent geniuses continued to look up at her with great curiosity, “I am your teacher, Mrs. Snow, and it’s a pleasure to meet all of you, so why don’t we introduce each other and get to know one another.” She said.
“How about I start with you,” Mrs. Snow said as she pointed her finger towards a blue-eyed, long, brown, curly haired girl, who sat on her knees, her arms crossed over as she stared up at the oddly young women. “What is your name little one?” Mrs. Snow asked nicely.
I can’t tell you that… you’re a stranger… my mom said not to talk to strangers, my gamma said to stay away from strangers, and my uncle Troy told me how to take down a stranger in one fatal move, and because I don’t know you your one of.” The little girl said ever vocally, narrowing her dark blue eyes down at the young woman. A look so piercing, so cold and menacing, it reminded her of the look her own grandmother used to give her whenever she was caught in a lie.
“Yes… well that is right you shouldn’t talk to strangers but I am your teacher and…” Mrs. Snow suddenly found herself being interrupted by the little brown haired girl.
“Doesn’t matter who you say you are… you can say you’re the president of the all-male cross-dressing club of America… you’re still a stranger.” The little girl said as she stood up on one leg, as if preparing to attack her if she made any suddenly movements toward her.
“Alright then well come back to you when you’ve settled down.” Mrs. Snow said, not really knowing how to deal with the little brown haired girl.
Looking out at the group of small
children that sat around her, Mrs. Snow pointed her finger down to a little boy with blond hair.
“How about you little one, what is your name,” she asked as he looked deeply into her eyes a bit shocked that she was talking to him.
“I… I can’t tell you…,” he mumbled, rubbing his shoulder with his hand as if remembering some sort of previous injury, “Em says you’re a stranger, and she hates it when I disagree with her.” The little boy swallowed, as all the other children shook their heads up and down, as if agreeing with the little boy.
“I told you you’re a stranger.” The little brown haired girl said as she stood up, walking toward the door of the classroom.
“She’s a pedophile too,” the brown haired girl said, “She wants to have a mommy/daddy under the covers with the door closed relationship with you Vicky-Vic,” the girl said as she gazed into the shimmering eyes of the young blond boy that had been sitting next to her.
“A MOMMY, DADDY IN THE BEDROOM, UNDER THE COVERS, WITH THE DOOR CLOSED RELATIONSHIP!” he cried out in one full breath, quickly looking back up at Mrs. Snow.
“I… I appreciate the thought Mrs. Snow but… but… I’m just not ready to be in that kind of teacher/student relationship at the moment… and you’re really not my type.” the young boy said, smiling slightly as he wiped the small beads of sweat away from his forehead gazing at the young teacher like a dear stuck in headlights.
“Though you can keep me in mind if you’re ever into a on shot deal,” he added. “Got to keep my options open,” he mumbled to himself.
“What… wait… how did I go from a stranger to a pedophile?” Mrs. Snow asked angrily.
“You are a stranger and a pedophile,” the girl said before continuing.
“A stranger that wants to get to know us kids without our mommy’s and daddy’s around,” The girl said as all the students in the room gave a slight pause.
“On top of that you’re definitely five years or older than us, which is one of the elementary requirements to be diagnosed as a pedophile, in accordance with the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders,” she paused before continuing.
“To be diagnosed as a pedophile, one must have intense sexual urges towards and fantasies about prepubescent children, such as us, and have acted or caused distress to such children” She said, walking up toward her best friend as she swayed her hands over his head.
“Just look at the mental distress you put on poor Vicky-Vic… as if he didn’t have enough reasons to see a shrink already.” She gasped.
“Like… like those perverts we see on “To Catch a Predator?” a young boy with slick black hair asked only to see the little girl nod her head.
“Something like that but not exactly, you see those men on that show suffer from Hebephillia and Ephebophillia, basically anyone over 14 years old, being only four or five years old, Mrs. Snow is classified as a Pedophile,” she added.
“Nasty perverted woman regardless what she has,” the black haired boy said, combing his fingers through his greased up hair, as he too stood up on one knee.
“Mommy said to run away when I see a stranger talking to me, and you’re a stranger.” The girl said as suddenly all the other boys and girls got up.
“Yeah my mommy said that too,” one boy cried out from the far back.
“Mine too” said a little girl with long bleach-blond hair.
“My daddy said to kill um all and let God figure it out,” The black haired kid in the back blurted out again.
“What… how… how do you know all this?” Mrs. Snow asked, never really thinking that her class of little intellects where self-readers and researchers, thus realizing that she was quickly losing control of the children, she ran toward her desk.
“Wait… wait,” she yelped, as all the kids looked towards the strange older women that had already been marked as a stranger and a Pedophile.
“Wait… I was going to save this until we all got to know each other but… I have candy!” Mrs. Snow said as she reached into her desk pulling out a large bag of candy bars.
“See… I am not a stranger,” she cried, “I’m not a Pedophile, and I don’t want to have a relationship with Vicky-Vick,” she added.
Suddenly, the light brown haired girl rushed toward the front of the group, stretching out her arms like a 5th grade safety guard, holding back the other children that were about to go towards the women and her candy bars.
“NO!” the little girl said.
“My uncle Troy said that you would try to do that… strangers always try to give candy to kids when they want to hurt them… or have Mommy/Daddy relationships with them, this proves you’re a stranger,” the little girl cried out as all the other kids gasped.
“Yeah she’s right,” Vicky-Vick howled towards the group. “That proves she’s a stranger and she’s trying to hurt us, she really does want to have a mommy/daddy, under the covers, with the door closed relationship with me,” he said breathing deeply.
“Emilee keep her away from me,” he cried, wetting himself as he rushed towards the far corner of the room.
“Yeah she’s is a stranger… she tried to trick us… where is your van?” Another child cried out.
“Time for some killen and grillen,” the dark haired kid said with a deep almost demonic tone, causing the other children to slowly move away from him.
“No… No… I am not a stranger,” Mrs. Snow wailed as she slowly began to walk toward the group of children that hovered around the entrance door.
“Please just sit back down and we can talk alright kids?” she said trying to get control of her room once more, control she never truly had to from the start.
“I’ll call 911,” the brown haired girl, now known as Em said as she looked to the other children in the room.
“You guys try to keep her away as I call,” she said, as all the other children nodded their heads in unison, lowering their brows towards Mrs. Snow as the grabbed hold anything they could use to throw at her.
“NO YOU WILL NOT YOUNG LADY,” Mrs. Snow cried as she began to walk towards the little brown haired girl.
“PUT THE PHONE DOWN,” she demanded as all the kids began throwing toys and bottles of glue at her as she made her way towards them.
“Hello powice…,” Em cried, using a shy, almost innocent to the world voice, “Please we needs your help,” she whined, suddenly sounding afraid. “There is a strange old woman here and she’s trying to touch all us kids.” Em panted.
“She said she wants to give us candy and play in the back of her van,” she added.
“She’s coming toward you,” one of the boys cried out as Mrs. Snow grabbed for the phone, taking it out of the little girls hand as she slammed it back down on the receiver.
“That’s enough shenanigans from you little girl,” Mrs. Snow said, her voice deep and low as she panted for breath.
“Take her down,” Em said to her fellow combatants.
“Hit her knees and take her downtown,” she ordered as she ran to the other side of the room where all the other kids had regrouped for an all-out frontal attack.
Unable to keep her composure any longer Mrs. Snow lost control, “Stop it you stupid, spoiled BRATS!” she hissed as she ran toward the children throwing stuff at her not noticing the blond boy known to her as Vicky-Vic, to her side, as he slammed a four wheeled truck into her leg.
“That’s for teasing me you… you stimulating hussy,” he said, running away as he cried out to Em, “I hit her leg” he said again as he ran away from the stranger.
“Victor, Not like that,” Em said as she ran quickly into the bathroom grabbing the plunger from behind the toilet.
“I hit her leg,” Victor kept saying repeatedly as he ran away from Mrs. Snow only to run back toward her whenever she became distracted by the rest of the kids.
“I hit floozy in the leg again,” Victor, cooed as he suddenly saw his best and only friend rush past him like a blur. The Toilet plunger high above her head as she ran straight behind the teacher.
“Not like that Vicky-Vic, like this,” she cried as she made hard contact, hitting Mrs. Snow as hard as she could with the plunger stick on the underside of her knee.
Suddenly Mrs. Snow felt a great deal of pain run up the back of her left leg as it flew out from under her hitting her in the face.
Instantly losing her footing, she smashed down to the floor, knocking the back of her head on the wooden tabletops as she slammed against the tile flooring.
Taking a few deep breaths, she tried to get back up only to see the little brown haired girl looking down at her as she held a large textbook high above her head.
“You’re not going to be able to do anything to any of us today Mrs. Pervert,” the girl said as she slammed the textbook against the side of Mrs. Snow head.
Falling back against the floor, Mrs. Snow could feel herself becoming dizzy as everything around her began to go dark.
“This… this can’t be happening to me,” she thought as she tried to keep her eyes open, trying her best to remain conscious, until finally all she could do was listen to the last bit of a conversation before giving in to her injuries.
“Wow you’re so cool!” she heard one of the little boys cry out.
“Thank you,” the brown haired girl said ever so innocently.
“Where did you learn that!” another voice asked.
“My uncle Troy lets me watch cool fight movies and Anime,” she said… “By the way my name is Emilee what is yours?”
“Emilee” Mrs. Snow thought for a moment before losing all consciousness.
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“What’s Traveling?”
"Today class I am going to tell you a little about traveling and then tonight I want you to go home and talk to your family and see who in your family has done any traveling. Then tomorrow during show and tell, we will go around the class and everyone will have a chance to tell us what kind of traveling they done." Mrs. Grey said every so eagerly to the class as she looked towards all the bright eyed children before turning her back to the blackboard.
“This will be a great way for us to get to know one another now that Mrs. Snow has been reassigned without the risk of being assaulted by the class like a few weeks ago with the “you’re a stranger incident,” she said a bit awkwardly.
"Traveling?" The light brown haired, big blue-eyed girl, known throughout the entire school as Emilee with two E’s said quietly as she thought about the idea of traveling in her head as if suddenly searching through her vast mental dictionary of obscure dialects and languages long since myth, yet, oddly finding nothing notable on the subject at hand.
“Victor,” she called out to the frail, blue eyed, blond haired boy with lightly tanned skin who sat next to her on the fake plastic grass as he slowly turned his head towards her.
"Hey Vicky-Vic... isn't traveling something they do on the football field?" she asked as she gently bit on the eraser on top of her pencil, thinking that because he was a boy (or rather because he looked like one at least) he would know more about the concept than she would.
“WILL YOU PLEASE STOP CALLING ME THAT!” he cringed with a high-pitch squeal as if screaming like a sissy boy, before quickly regaining his composure to answer his best friends question.
"No, not at all Emilee, it has to do with basketball," he said as he looked back at her with the most serious look pressing upon his face.
"Are you sure Vicky-Vic?" she asked.
"WILL YOU STOP CALLING ME THAT!" he said as he winced once more, "It makes me feel like a girl," he said.
"Nothing wrong with being a little blond girl Vicky-Vic," Emilee said.
“STOP… PLEASE STOP CALLING ME THAT!” he hissed at her like a viper ready to pounce the death strike upon his quarry, only to have his comment ignored as Emilee continued on without pause.
“You’d make a cute little blond girl you know? We could put your cute blond hair in curls,” Emilee said as Victor immediately widened his eyes, the mere vision of his hair in curls sending shivers of fear through his body as images of his butt being kicked before class, at recess and on the way home by every boy in the whole school.
“No Emilee, I dare say I wouldn’t,” he replied.
“Come on Victor,” she interrupted him again.
“I SAID STOP CALLING ME… wait what did you say?” Victor paused for a moment.
“I said, come on Victor, but never mind now I guess; anyway if you were a girl we could jump rope together, have tea parties, paint our nails together… oh and we could talk about BOYS!” she said with a huge smile on her face.
“For some reason Emilee, I think my father would want to have a long and somewhat embarrassing talk with me if I came home one day with my hair done up, a cup of tea in my hand and told him how ‘cute’ I thought another boy was in class,” he said.
“Yeah maybe, but then again it would be something to talk about years later in therapy,” Emilee giggled with an evil smile on her face causing Victor’s mouth to fall lightly open with a great deal of surprise. “Or better yet the Jerry Springer show!” She smiled.
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