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Mrs. Tolliver  

 

 
Corey Wells ran down the stairs of his home with a big smile on his face. It was the first 

day of school and he was happy to be starting the second grade. He saw his mother, Kathy, and 

his brother, Teddy, sitting at the kitchen table. Kathy was drinking a cup of tea. Teddy was 

eating a bowl of cereal. “Good morning,” said Corey. His mother smiled at him. Teddy grunted 

and kept eating. 

“Are you ready for your big day?” asked Kathy. Corey nodded as he sat in the chair next 

to his brother. Kathy stood up and took a bowl out of a cabinet. She filled the bowl with cereal 

and milk, and carefully placed it in front of Corey. The boy picked up a spoon from the table and 

began eating. Kathy patted him on his right shoulder. “I’ll be right back,” she said. “Then I’ll 

walk you to the bus stop.” 

Teddy put his spoon down and wiped his mouth on his shirt sleeve. “Who is your teacher 

this year?” he asked Corey. 

“I have Mrs. Tolliver,” said Corey, between bites.  

Teddy raised his eyebrows. “Not Mrs. Tolliver,” he said, shaking his head. 

Corey put his spoon down and stopped eating. “What’s wrong with Mrs. Tolliver?” he 

asked. He tapped his fingers on the table as he looked at his brother.  

Teddy whistled. “From what I have heard, she is really mean,” said Teddy. “She carries a 

long ruler around with her. When she catches someone talking in class, she smacks them on the 

hands with the ruler.” Teddy slapped the table with his right hand. 
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Corey jumped in his seat and nearly knocked over his bowl. His face turned red. Teddy 

was two years older than Corey, and he knew just about everything there was to know about 

things. Corey began to worry. “I guess I won’t talk in class,” he said. 

 Corey quickly finished his breakfast. Then he brushed his teeth in the downstairs 

bathroom. His mother then walked him to the bus stop. It was a bright, warm day and Corey was 

glad to see his friends standing on the sidewalk. There was Pete, who wore glasses and was very 

smart. Beside him was Angelo, who was big and fast, and liked to play sports. Angelo stood next 

to Mike, who had his hands out at his side. Mike liked to pretend he was an airplane.  

 “Hi guys,” said Corey. His friends said hello to him. Corey removed a piece of paper 

from his pocket. It had his teacher’s name on it. He looked at his friends. “Who is your teacher?” 

he asked them. 

 Pete spoke first. “I have Mrs. Fisher,” he said.  

 “Me too,” said Angelo.  

 Mike put his arms down. “I have Mrs. Tolliver,” he said.  

 Corey’s face beamed. “So do I,” he said to Mike.  

 Pete crossed his arms over his chest. “I feel sorry for you guys,” he said. 

 “Why?” asked Mike. He put his arms back out and pretended to fly again. 

 “I hear she is pretty tough,” said Pete. Corey moved closer to his friend to hear him 

better. “She only lets kids use the bathroom during lunch.”  

 “What if you have to go before then?” asked Corey.  

 “You have to hold it,” said Pete. The school bus finally arrived. Corey’s friends climbed 

the stairs to the bus. He stood still for a moment. He thought about what Teddy and Pete had said 

about Mrs. Tolliver. Now he had to worry about not talking in class and not going to the 
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bathroom until lunch time. Corey slowly climbed onto the bus and sat down next to Mike. He 

felt very sad and very scared. 

Corey felt a tap on his shoulder as the bus drove toward the school. He turned around and 

saw Heather smiling at him. Heather was also in the second grade. “Hi, Corey,” she said. “I hear 

you have Mrs. Tolliver this year.” Corey nodded. “I have her too. I hope she doesn’t take my 

Jasmine away.” The girl showed Corey the small, black plastic cat that she always had with her. 

It was tiny enough to fit in her hand. “I want to keep her on my desk.” 

 “Why would she take it way?” asked Corey. 

 “I’ve heard that she takes toys away from kids and keeps them for the whole year.” 

Heather closed her hand over the cat. “I’d hate to lose Jasmine for that long. I guess she’ll have 

to stay in my backpack during class.”  

 Corey thought about the small, red fire truck that he had in his backpack. He didn’t want 

to lose that for the year. Now he worried about talking in class, not going to the bathroom until 

lunch time, and losing his favorite toy. He was not happy.  

 The bus pulled up to the school and the kids marched into the building. The teachers were 

waiting for the kids in the cafeteria. Corey found his teacher standing under a sign with her name 

on it. Other kids were already standing around her. Mrs. Tolliver was a tall woman, with blond 

hair and green eyes. She smiled at the kids as they came near her. Corey wondered how someone 

who looked so nice could be so mean.  

 A boy who looked a little lost walked up to Corey. The boy was short, with thick glasses. 

He had braces on his teeth. “Hi, my name is Will,” said the boy. Corey said hello. “Is this Mrs. 

Tolliver’s class?” he asked. Corey said yes and pointed to the sign. The boy nodded. “I’m new. 
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My family just moved here.” More kids came over to where they were standing. “I’m worried 

about our teacher,” said Will.  

 “Why?” asked Corey. He stuffed his hands into the pockets of his pants.  

 Will leaned closer and spoke in a soft voice. “I heard some kids on the bus talking about 

Mrs. Tolliver. They said she gives a lot of homework. It takes all night to finish it.”  

 A bell rang and the teachers led the students to their classrooms. Corey hung his head as 

he followed his classmates. Now he had to worry about not talking in class, not going to the 

bathroom until lunch time, losing his favorite toy, and staying up all night doing his homework. 

He had never been so sad and so worried at the same time. 

Corey found a seat near the front of the classroom. He sat quietly at his desk as Mrs. 

Tolliver wrote her name on the blackboard. The teacher went over the rules of the classroom. 

The rules were very simple: no talking in class; raise a hand if you have a question; and do all the 

work that is assigned. Mrs. Tolliver then handed out Math, English, Science, History and 

Reading books to each student.   

 Different students took turns reading aloud from their Science books. Corey heard a few 

kids talking in the back of the classroom. His eyes grew big as he saw Mrs. Tolliver pick up a 

long ruler from her desk. He held his breath as he waited for the kids’ knuckles to be smacked. 

But Mrs. Tolliver tapped the ruler against her desk instead. “Remember the rules children,” she 

said. She put the ruler down. “No talking in class.” The kids stopped talking and the Science 

lesson continued.  

 That’s weird, thought Corey. All she did was tap the desk. Teddy was wrong. Corey 

looked at his teacher for a moment. Then he looked back at his Science book. He didn’t want to 

look like he wasn’t paying attention.  



5 

 

 The Science lesson ended. Mrs. Tolliver then gave a lesson from the English book. After 

that ended, she told the children to stand up. “Form a single line,” she said. “We’re going to the 

bathrooms during the morning break.” 

 This took Corey by surprise. The kids didn’t have to wait until lunchtime. He was glad, 

because he did feel the need to go. Mrs. Tolliver led the class to the bathrooms, and then she led 

them back to the classroom when everyone was finished.  

 Corey’s mind began to wander during the History lesson. They were reading about the 

American Revolution and discussing the important people who had fought in it. Corey had taken 

out his fire truck and he was rolling it on his leg. Suddenly, Mrs. Tolliver called on Corey. He 

looked up at the teacher and asked her to repeat the question. Mrs. Tolliver smiled. “Corey, I 

asked you who the leader of the rebel army was during the American Revolution,” she said.  

 Corey felt very afraid. He didn’t know the answer. He tried to find it in the pages of his 

book, but he couldn’t. His mouth felt dry and his hands began to sweat. Finally, he looked up at 

her. “I don’t know,” he said. 

 Mrs. Tolliver gave him a stern look. “George Washington was the leader of the rebel 

army,” she said to the class. “He also became our nation’s first president.” She moved toward 

Corey and stopped beside his desk. Then she put her hand out. “We don’t allow toys during class 

time, Corey,” she said. “Let’s have it.”  

 Corey slowly gave the teacher his red fire truck. His eyes began to water as he thought 

about not getting it back until the end of the year. Mrs. Tolliver put the truck into a drawer in her 

desk. Then she looked at Corey. “You can have that back at the end of the day,” she said. 

 Corey’s eyes widened. The end of the day? He didn’t have to wait until the end of the 

school year? He was very relieved. He took a deep breath and tried his best to pay attention for 
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the rest of the morning. He even raised his hand twice and gave two correct answers. Later, the 

lunch bell rang and the kids headed for the cafeteria.  

The class spent the afternoon on Math and Reading lessons. Corey had trouble 

understanding the Math lesson. He listened very closely to the teacher and he asked many 

questions. After a while, it began to make sense to him. His answers to the Math problems on the 

blackboard were correct and the teacher put a gold sticker on his paper.  

 The reading lesson was the easiest lesson of the day. Corey liked to read and he read very 

well. The class read a story about a boy who gives his goldfish too much food. The fish grew 

bigger and bigger until it was too big to stay in the house. Corey liked the story and the pictures 

in the book. He liked the story so much that he forgot about feeling scared about Mrs. Tolliver. 

 The end of the day was near when Mrs. Tolliver told everyone to write down their 

homework assignments. Corey felt scared again. He thought about what Will had told him earlier 

about the amount of homework Mrs. Tolliver gives her students. But to his surprise, there were 

only two assignments for that night. One was in History and the other was in English. Corey 

knew that it wouldn’t take long to do them both. 

The bell finally rang for the end of the day. Corey waited until the other students had left 

before he approached his teacher. Mrs. Tolliver opened her desk drawer and gave Corey his fire 

truck. He thanked her. “Did you have a good first day, Corey?” she asked. He nodded. Mrs. 

Tolliver smiled. “Was it everything you expected?” she asked.  

 Corey smiled back at her. “It was better,” he said. Then he turned and ran after the other 

kids who were on their way to the school buses. He kept smiling as he found a seat on his bus. 

He knew that this was going to be a good year.      

 


