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1

A New Beginning for Emma

––––––––
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January 4th marked an especially busy day for ‘Rising Star Montessori’. The air buzzed with excitement as parents escorted their children through the cheerful hallways, filled with colorful artwork and the echo of young voices. The school’s youngest teacher, Daisy, was the picture of warmth and enthusiasm. At just 22 years old, her charming smile and bright, welcoming eyes put even the most nervous of parents at ease. She moved from one child to the next with grace and kindness, guiding families through the admission process with her patient demeanor. Each interaction included a simple intelligence check—a playful question or puzzle—to assess each child's readiness for class.

Daisy had already spoken to a handful of families when she noticed a father and his daughter waiting just outside the classroom. There was something different about this child. Unlike most children her age, the girl sat quietly, hands clasped in her lap, her gaze soft and faraway. Her stillness, a stark contrast to the usual energy of her peers, intrigued Daisy. When their turn arrived, Daisy offered a warm smile and gestured for them to come in.

“Hello! I’m Daisy,” she said gently, bending down to the child’s eye level. “What’s your name, sweetheart?”

“Emma,” came the soft, almost hesitant reply. Daisy noted the quiet strength in the girl’s eyes, which masked an undercurrent of sadness.

“Where is your mom, Emma?” Daisy asked kindly, a standard question she often used to get to know families better.

Emma’s father’s face fell, and his voice was heavy with sorrow as he replied, “Her mother passed away just a couple of months ago. She’s... she’s still adjusting. Please, if you could, give her some special attention.” His eyes pleaded with Daisy, betraying the depth of his worry for his daughter’s happiness.

Daisy’s heart ached for the little girl. She reached out, gently placing a reassuring hand on Emma’s shoulder. “I’m so sorry for your loss,” she said softly, her eyes filled with empathy. “Emma, you’re going to be in my class. I promise we’ll have lots of fun together, and I’ll be here whenever you need me.”

After completing the necessary paperwork, the father thanked Daisy, then knelt down to hug Emma tightly. “Be good, sweetheart,” he whispered, planting a kiss on her forehead. Daisy watched as he reluctantly walked away, his eyes lingering on his daughter until he rounded the corner and disappeared from view.

Once the class began, the room was a hive of activity. Children engaged with Montessori tools and materials, moving independently from one station to another. Wooden blocks, sandpaper letters, and tactile puzzles captivated small hands and minds. Daisy circulated around the room, offering guidance and encouragement. However, her eyes frequently returned to Emma, who sat apart from the others, her expression vacant.

During breakfast time, Daisy noticed Emma hadn’t touched her food. Leaving the other children to their activities, she knelt beside Emma with a gentle smile. “Are you hungry, Emma? I have some bun and cereal here. How about we try a bite together?”

Emma stared at her, eyes distant. Daisy’s voice softened even further. “I know it can feel a bit strange here at first. But you’re not alone, okay? We’re all here for you.” Slowly, she lifted a piece of the bun to Emma’s mouth. Hesitantly, Emma took a small bite. As they shared breakfast, Daisy continued talking in a soothing tone, sharing stories about her own childhood and encouraging Emma with every bite.

By the time breakfast ended, Emma’s posture had relaxed, and a hint of trust had begun to emerge. Daisy’s heart swelled with hope; it was a small step, but it was progress. As the day went on, she noticed Emma’s gaze slowly tracking her movements around the classroom, and when Daisy returned to check on her, the girl offered a shy smile. It was the beginning of a fragile but promising bond—a new beginning for Emma in a place filled with warmth, care, and healing.

2

Healing Bonds

The week passed in a blur of small but significant victories. Emma, the quiet girl who once sat silently in the corner, now laughed and played with other children. Daisy watched with pride as Emma built block towers, joined in group activities, and even giggled during storytelling time. Her eyes sparkled with a renewed sense of belonging. The progress was unmistakable, and Daisy made it her mission to keep nurturing the bond.

When Friday afternoon arrived, Daisy spotted Emma’s father, Andrew, at the school gate. He waved with a soft smile as Emma ran to him, her arms outstretched. After a long hug, Andrew lifted his daughter, holding her tightly as if never wanting to let go. Daisy approached them with a warm smile.

"Hi, Mr. Andrew," she greeted kindly. "I was hoping we could have a quick chat about Emma's progress."

“Of course, Miss Daisy,” he replied, placing Emma down and gently encouraging her to rejoin her classmates for a few minutes. He turned his attention fully to Daisy, a hint of curiosity and concern in his eyes.

“Emma is doing remarkably well,” Daisy began. “I’ve noticed she’s been interacting more with her classmates. It’s wonderful to see her opening up and expressing herself.”

A relieved smile spread across Andrew’s face. “Thank you, Miss Daisy. I can see a change in her. She talks more at home, too.”

Daisy nodded. “That’s excellent. To continue this progress, it’s important to encourage her social interactions outside of school as well. Playdates with classmates can help her build friendships and feel more secure. Reading with her before bedtime and asking her about her day can also reinforce her confidence.”

Andrew listened attentively, absorbing every word. Daisy continued, her tone gentle. “And don’t worry if she seems a bit withdrawn at times. Adjusting takes patience, but she’s doing incredibly well. If you ever notice any concerns, feel free to reach out. We’re in this together.”

“Thank you,” he replied sincerely. There was a pause, and Daisy hesitated but decided to ask gently. “If it’s alright... may I ask what happened to your wife? Only if you’re comfortable.”

Andrew’s expression darkened momentarily. He took a deep breath, and his voice was slow but steady. “She... her name was Amelia. Everything happened so suddenly. One day, she was her vibrant self, the center of our world. A week later, she was gone.”
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