Every year since elementary school I had one teacher with whom I was bound to have a confrontation. My
senior year it happened the second day of school, much faster than in the past. Usually it would be at least a
week before I entered into battle with some teacher. And also this time the battle came to me, I didn’t initiate
it. The day of senior registration I signed up for accounting simply because so many pretty girls also enrolled
in the class. I knew nothing about the subject matter, didn’t know what to expect, but loved the idea of being
surrounded by some of the prettiest young ladies in the school.

The second day I strolled proudly into the classroom and was met at the door by Mrs. Artiss Hassenback.
“David Floyd, what are you doing in this class?” she asked. “Taking accounting,” I said. “What are you doing
in here?” She frowned and snapped back at me. “Don’t come in here thinking you’re going to start trouble.”
“Why you think ’'m going to make trouble?” I asked but did not wait for an answer. “I don’t go around
starting trouble.”

Mrs. Hassenback didn’t answer but continued here badgering. “You have a terrible reputation at this school
and other schools you've attended. I will not put up with your nonsense.” “Whatever,” I said and walked
toward a desk at the back of the room. “And what makes you think you can pass accounting?” she asked.

I hesitated momentarily, turned and stared at her. I thought no need to get kicked out of class the first day
and continued toward the desk I'd chosen right between two of the prettiest girls in the class.

Brazosport allowed the students to chose their own classes without the aid of a counselor. I chose every
advance class that was available just to be defiant, with the exception of Mrs. Williams’ class. Even though she
taught advanced sociology, I needed to be in her class because she was my anchor in a sea of storm with all my
other teachers. I enrolled in the other classes as a statement that I was as good as any other student in the
school even though I could not read. Amazingly I got along with all the teachers and did quite well in
advanced algebra.

That was not the case with Mrs. Hasenback. Our relationship was so turbulent that eventually Mama
intervened in order for me to graduate. The catalyst for our major confrontation was Stacy Boone, the
daughter of the head football and track coach at the school. Her perceived status as Boone’s daughter gave her
a feeling of superiority over others. She quickly found out that would not work with me, but I ended up
paying the price for challenging her.

I stood in the aisle of the classroom talking with another student when she took her seat in the back. Mrs.
Hassenback came into the room and said, “All right, everyone sit down and stop the chatter.”



I ignored her and continued talking.
Stacy stood up and shrieked. “David Floyd shut up and sit down.”
“Tell your mama to shut up,” I shouted at her.

“You idiot,” she scowled, and sat back down. “What’s he doing in here anyway,” she whispered, but loud
enough for me to hear. “This is for smart kids.”

She found my vulnerability and hit me where it hurt most. “I bet I can slap the smart out of you,” I said not
thinking.

Right at that moment, Mrs. Hassenback looked up from her desk up front and said, “David Floyd I warned
you that I would not tolerate your thuggish ways. I want you out of my class right now.”

“What about her?” I asked knowing darn well she wasn’t about to put the coach’s daughter out with me. “She
said all kinds of stupid things about me so why don’t she have to go t00?”

“Because you are always a trouble maker and will always be one. You’ll never pass my accounting class because
you don’t have the ability. And you’ll never amount to anything in life. Once a loser always a loser.”
I had made it to the entranceway, but when she said that, I stopped and looked back at her.

“I'll not only pass your class, but someday I’'m going to get a Ph.D. in accounting because you don’t have one
and probably could never get one.” I hurried out of the room and started toward the principal’s office again
prepared for licks.

Mrs. Hassenback screamed at me. “You are out of this class permanently. If you want to try to pass you will
have to do it from Mr. Cervenka’s office.”

She wanted me to fail not only her class but also in life. There is no way that woman should have ever been
allowed to teach because of her contemptuous attitude toward students. For that reason my determination
remained steadfast and strong. My failure would provide her a perverted kind of satisfaction. As I marched to
the office I had one other goal now other than basketball and that was to pass her class.

Despite my determination I undoubtedly would have failed accounting if not for the support I received from
Melissa Bass, a young white girl who came from the other side of town, away from the poverty stricken east
end. Her father was a judge, but unlike Stacy she did not flaunt here status. Melissa was dating my brother
Levi. In fact, they were practically engaged. When he first started dating her, Melissa’s mother found out,
came up to the school and created a scene. After a while, her mother grew used to the fact that she might have
a black son-in-law and accepted him. But at that time, there was plenty of turmoil.

After class Melissa hurried down to the principal’s office and caught up to me just as I was leaving. I looked at
her and started to walk away. I never thought Melissa liked me. I knew she dated my brother, but many of his
friends didn’t like me. They all claimed I had a big mouth, in fact they called me “Mouth of the South.” And
that was okay with me because I didn’t like them either. Levi always dated white and I never did. I was
attracted only to black girls. So I paid no attention to Melissa when she called out.



“David, Mrs. Hassenback really is a mean person. I really don’t like her and I don’t think many of the
students like what she did to you.” She created the bond with me and I knew at that point I must re-consider
my feelings about her. She reached out to me and the least I could do was respond.

“Yeah, I know. I didn’t do anything to her to be kicked out of class that way. And it was really that snob
Stacy’s fault,” I said as I stopped, turned and faced her.



