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How do you know when a teacher is no longer just a teacher, but somehow, in their 

time spent with you, has earned a place as someone who shapes the way you think, 

act and see the world around you.   

Mrs. Joni Chavers, my sixth-grade math teacher, was much more than an 

instructor; she was a primary confidante, a friend and a mentor. She was a patient, 

encouraging and compassionate soul, who in mere days, unseated my former 

personal perception of mathematics.  

She was more than willing to provide her wisdom and friendship altruistically. She 

was a spark. A spark, who with each student, shared a little piece of herself. A 

spark she used to ignite a fiery desire to pursue the objected mathematical 

philosophy unto all as she has onto me. In the days or the time I spent following 

her lead, I could say strongly, without hesitation, that I felt, infinite. 

In her classroom, even when laboring through math concepts, you will find gaiety 

of children’s laughter echoing off the walls with resounding merriment. I 

remember my time shared in Room 509. 

The walls, aligned with posters, equations and vibrant colors, were an ocean of 

possibility - a paragon of a learning environment. The review games and the talk 

time were the epitome of a flawless, planned lesson style. To sum it all up, it was 

one of the best years of my life, as I remember it.   

Likewise, that was the past, but to me the inference, “golden year,” of that brief 

period of my life, has earned its remembrance.  All thanks to Mrs. Joni Chavers, 

who single-handedly taught me, valued life lessons to live by forevermore.  With 

that I now conclude to you that, yes, she may now be teaching students in a world 

separate of my own, but her teachings prove not to be ephemeral, and will stay 

with me always. 


