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She called out my name in the parking lot and when I turned around, I 

could see that she was young and pretty, with a professional dignity.  She 

walked towards me with a smile, gave me a big hug and said: 

“Dr. Marks, it is great to see you!  How are you?” 

I responded: 

“I am fine, how are you?” 

But the question I really wanted to ask was: 

“Who are you?  At his point, I had no idea! 

Luckily, she saw the confusion as well as the joy on my face, and she said: 

“Don’t you remember me?  Five years ago, you wrote me a 

recommendation for nursing school.  Well, I graduated and now I am 

an oncology nurse at Evanston Hospital.”   

As she opened her coat to show me her identification badge, I knew exactly 

who she was.  She was one of the primary reasons I teach. 

I teach at Oakton Community College.  As an Adjunct, the pay is lousy and 

the respect I get from the Administration and the Full Timers is limited, but 

the joy of engaging with the students is boundless.   



At my school, the students come from all over the world, they are often 1st 

or 2nd generation Americans and the first in their families to go to college.  

Many have disabilities or have been the victims of trauma and they all have 

stories.   

Helping these students achieve a dream is a dream for me – it gives me an 

identity, understanding, learning and a vehicle for my own sense of 

generativity.  It is absolutely wonderful.  

This brings me to Wednesday, Erev Rosh Hashanah, 10 days ago. 

My students work on teams to prepare group term papers based on books 

they select.  That Wednesday was book-selection day for my classes. 

At the end of one morning class, a woman student from a group that had 

selected Susan Brownmiller’s classic, Against Our Will – Men, Women and 

Rape told me that she had been a victim of homosexual rape, not 

heterosexual rape.  She wanted to be sure that a discussion of her 

personal experience was acceptable for her term paper and class 

presentation.  I assured her that her words would be a lesson for everyone 

in the class. 

In my afternoon class, one of my groups selected A Plague of Prisons by 

Ernest Drucker, a powerful analysis of America’s epidemic of incarceration.   

This team included two young men who had served time in prison.  One is 

white and has been in jail several times on misdemeanor convictions.  The 

other is Hispanic, a Dreamer from Mexico, who was incarcerated after 

being convicted of a felony.   



When these young men submit their term papers, I will better understand 

their pasts.  In the meantime, I will do my best to prepare them for futures 

that will have challenges that most of us will never face.  

I could tell you more stories of what happened at my school on Erev Rosh 

Hashanah, including a tale of trauma, kindness and redemption that 

occurred during lunch, but out of respect for Marla Baker’s stop watch, I 

won’t.  However, please feel free to stop me and ask me about passion, 

pain, pride, fear and accomplishment among the students at Oakton 

Community College.   


