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Okay, so listen! 

 

 

I have always enjoyed caring for others, especially children. When I was a 

child, my grandmother had foster babies and I knew from then that I wanted 

to dedicate my life to nurturing others. Initially, I was on the path of opening 

up a daycare center. However, while working on my degree, I decided to get a 

job as a kindergarten teacher’s assistant. I thought the job would be stressful 

because of the workload and the amount of students per class. Come to find 



out, it was a breeze. My son was 2 or 3 years old at the time; consequently, it 

was easy to deal with the kindergartners because I had a toddler at home. 

Getting dressed up, having a set schedule, and watering the seeds of 

knowledge were all new experiences for me. Up until this point, I had mainly 

worked retail. Then, it dawned on me: I could be an educator. The rewards 

were far greater than that of working retail. Thus, I changed my major to 

Behavioral Health Science with an Emphasis on Childhood Disorders and I 

minored in Special Education. The rest is history!  

Cute story, right? Well here is where stuff hit the fan. 

 

 

My ex and I got into a huge argument. It was the worst I had ever seen this 

person behave. It frightened me so badly that the next day I went to an 

apartment complex to find a place to live. Not too long before the incident 

with my ex, my dad told me he was moving out of the state. I was already 

somewhat looking for a place to move into, but there wasn't a sense of 

urgency. I knew I needed to get out of my dad’s house, but I felt like I had to 

have a plan in place first. All of that went out of the window, though, when my 

ex followed me home from work, pushed my face into the porch railing, and 

threatened to bust into my dad's home while he was asleep. That was it! I had 

a child to protect and I needed to move someplace FAST. Let's be real, my 

dad has SEVERAL guns (we live in the south, everyone has guns). I knew my 

dad could hold his own if the crazy ex came back. I, on the other, had to think 

about my life and my son's life.  

 



 
I ended up finding a full-time job at a daycare center and I found an 

apartment downtown. I was sad to leave my teaching assistant job, but I had to 

do what I had to do. Fast forward. One year later, I had had enough. I hated 

my job at the daycare. My talents and gifts were being wasted. Mamas, let me 

tell you something, when you know what you want, you MAKE IT HAPPEN. 

Don’t settle and don’t become complacent where you are. Make things 

happen because there is ALWAYS a way.  

 

 

During nap time at the daycare, I would get a company laptop (we were 

supposed to update all of the children's charts while they slept), and I would 

update my resume. I would also apply for jobs at every school district within a 

50 mile radius. See, I needed to use the resources that I had at the job that I 

did not like in order to prepare and apply for the jobs that I wanted. I used 



their Wi-Fi, laptop, and printer. In fact, my boss grabbed my resume off of the 

printer one day and I told her that I needed it for my internship, which was 

kind of true, but not really.  

 

Eventually, my phone started ringing off of the hook. I finally got the job that I 

wanted.  

 

 
I began working at a high school — a predominately Caucasian school in a 

conservative town. Anyways, I interviewed for a position in Special Education, 

but I did not know if I was going to be working with Inclusion classes or self-

contained. Inclusion is when you have a class of general education students 

mixed with special education students. The Special-Ed students are essentially 

included in the classroom. Self-contained is a classroom with a smaller 

amount of students who need more hands-on help with daily life skills ranging 

from communication, to toileting, to behavior. Ultimately, I was told that I 

would be in an inclusion class which made my heart so happy.  

 

 



Unfortunately, there are more than a handful of students who come from 

backgrounds that do not fit the mold of the wealthy, conservative lifestyle that 

most have in the area where I work. That is where I learned to be what my 

students needed. I am a mother before I am an educator. When my students 

need a safe place, I am that. When they need lunch money, I become their 

ATM. When they need an advocate, I become their voices. There are days 

when I parent more than I teach. Students have confided in me about their 

home lives, their relationship drama (teenagers have soooo much drama), and 

everything else you can think of. The most difficult part of all of this is that 

when I go home, I have to teach and parent my own child.  

 

 

All day at work, I have to accommodate students, per their IEPs 

(Individualized Educational Plans). These are legally binding documents that 

list what each special education student will need in order to obtain a more 

equitable learning experience. For example, some students suffer from testing 

anxiety, so their IEPs will include small group testing. The students will be 

taken to a smaller, quieter testing location where they don’t feel the need to 

rush and they can also have freedom to ask questions. In time, I learned to 

apply these same ideals to my home life.  

 

 

MOMMIES ACCOMODATE YOUR CHILDREN! Wait. Hear me out. I 

used to get frustrated when I got home from work because I was so drained. I 

would still need to listen to my son's day, prepare a snack, cook dinner, empty 

lunch boxes, prepare lunch for tomorrow, do homework, and get him bathed 

and in bed. Then I realized, I just needed to accommodate my son the way I 

accommodate my students. Now, instead of coming home and getting my son 

everything he needs, I come home, remove my clothes and wash my face and 

hands. Then, I take 15 minutes to decompress. I now put all of my son’s 

snacks on the lower shelves in the pantry and in the fridge. You know why? 

Because I DONT FEEL LIKE GETTING IT! Do not come in here asking 

for anything! All of his snacks are fruits that he can peel and packages that he 

can open by himself. When he comes home, he removes his lunchbox from 

his backpack, deposits it into the sink, and rid it of its contents that are not 

reusable. Afterwards, he lays his homework on the table and places all 

important papers in a red bin for me to sign or review. DON’T come shoving 

papers in my face that need to be signed. Following that, he takes a shower 

and puts on pajamas. Next, he gets a snack. After all of this, my time is up. 

We typically meet in the kitchen at the same time. And guess what? I am not 



as irritable, overwhelmed, or drained. I made it easy for myself and for Isaac 

because we both get what we need. He gets a structured routine and I get a 

moment to myself. 

 

 

After snack, I am patient enough to get homework and dinner started. Dinner 

is so special to me because it’s where I learn more about my son. He informs 

me of everything that goes on throughout his day (good or bad) and I do the 

same. We clean up the kitchen together. We brush our teeth together and we 

pray together. I send Isaac off to bed, then I do the rest of my chores. 

 

 

Being an EDUCATOR has taught me how to be a better parent and being a 

parent has taught me how to be a better educator. Some days, I see that my 

students need more than to learn what a tripartite thesis statement is. They 

need someone to look them in their eyes and say “you’re better than this. Get 

it together.” They need someone to stand up for them because they haven’t 

the confidence, YET, to do it for themselves. And there are days when I’m at 

home with my son who has gotten on my nerves. I stop to think to myself “if I 

were at work, could I, or would I yell at this student?” The answer is almost 

always “no”. I refuse to show more compassion, restraint, and respect to 

students I didn’t birth, just to come home and lose it all with my son. 

 

 
 



My takeaways as a MOM & EDUCATOR would simply be this: 

 

 

1. Find your gift. 

2. Make a way. 

3. Accommodate your children (not in the spoiled brat way, but in a way that 

promotes independence) 

4. Allow yourself to have moments of alone time. 

5. Be to your children what you are to others. Don’t give them the short end of the 

stick. 

-CoCo Chanelle 

 


