Miss Moscatelli		Stella Nahatis
On our last day of eighth grade Miss Moscatelli asked me to see her after class. She stood next to her desk. She looked as fresh as she did when we entered the classroom in the morning. Her light brown hair with traces of gray running through it was intact. Miss Moscatelli was the only teacher wearing the chignon hair style. It was rolled and tucked under at the nape of her neck barely touching her collar. She placed one hand over her white pearls and patted them in place.
“You have been one of my best students. I know you will do well in high school if you continue to study as you have been.”
I felt a little embarrassed, but I liked what I was hearing. I had arrived in the United States three years earlier not speaking any English. The praises from a teacher I admired reinforced the belief I had that I was doing well in my new country 
 She continued, “In high school you will have the opportunity to join clubs. I encourage you to join and be as active as your schedule will allow.”
“What kind of clubs?” I was still adjusting to my new country.
“For every course there is a club. Your participation will enhance your high school experience and build up your confidence. You have shown remarkable progress since you arrived in the United States. It is unfortunate that you had to repeat the eighth grade it should never have happened.”
Of course, it should not have happened. It was during the middle of the school year.  I waited until all the students were out of the classroom before I approached her desk. Miss Moscatelli took off her cat eye shaped glasses, placed them on her desk and looked me in the eyes. On the first day of school, she had encouraged us to see her after class whenever we needed extra help or had questions about anything. She always had time for her students. When were in seventh grade we had heard stories of how strict she was and to be careful if we get her in eighth grade. Five months into the eighth grade I found her to be fair, kind, and devoted to her students.
I bit my lower lip and looked down for a moment. Looking at her kind eyes I got the courage to blurt out, “I must leave school. My parents are sending me to Greece to help care for my grandmother.”
Her statuesque figure towered over me when she placed her hands on the desk and sprang up in defiance. “You cannot leave school. You are a child, and your place is in school.”
“But I must do what my parents tell me. They said my grades are good enough that when I come back for the new school year, I will be promoted to the ninth grade.”
She was adamant. “Listen to me. You are an excellent student but there is still a lot of material to cover. You will have to repeat the year.”
And so, it was. I had the privilege to be with Miss Moscatelli again. She reinforced a belief I had within me. She devoted her life to teaching and helping her students to be the best they could be.
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