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My First Day in an English Class
[bookmark: _GoBack]My first day in an English class happened on my first day in primary school when I was about six years of age. On this day, the teacher came to class and wrote a long list of English words on the board and started picking one student at random to go and choose at least three words and read them loud to the whole class. At first, I thought that this was going to be a day and moment for my biggest embarrassment since English was my second language. However, as different classmates went forward to select and read the words, I realized that I was not the only stranger in Jerusalem. There were other students who could not even open their mouth to utter a single word on the board. This brought great relief to me and helped a great deal in driving away the fear and tension that I had developed at the beginning of the class. My tactic of surviving the shame of not being able to read the English words was to sit back and listen carefully to how my friends would read their words of choice so that when my time came, I would go and select the same words and read them in the same manner. However, this hope of mine was cut short when the teacher called on me to match forward and select my words of choice and read them as the second person after the first one was completely defeated to read any of the thirty words. I felt like begging the ground to open up and swallow me before I could leave my sit, and before I could figure out what kinds of words I was going to choose, the teacher called up for a second time, emphasizing that I was wasting too much time. I collected myself, gathered my breath and left my chair. I went straight and took the pointing stick and started with the first word. I was very much surprised to hear the teacher tell the class to clap for me just after reading the first word. Surely it was a simple word, “egg”, but how I pronounced it correctly is a matter of luck that I have never figured out where it came from. As my friends clapped for me, I felt pressure pile back on me as I was not sure whether I would maintain my performance in the next word. However, before I could think of how the word was to be pronounced, the teacher gave a brief lecture to the rest of the class, encouraging them all to try as much as they could to follow my example. He then shook my hand and asked me to take back my sit and this to me was another miracle happening right there. Other students went and tried but no one did the first attempt with the success that could match mine, something that made all other friends to consider me as the class hero who could assist them solve the problems they had with learning English. This made me feel very proud of myself and happy about my first experience in an English class and walked back home a very happy and changed person, never to forget such a heroic day for the rest of my life. 

