
Good Grief Remote Math Is A Happiness Theif

It was my sixth class of the day. The sixth brick wall out of seven that I had to smash through to 
be able to finally relax and end my first full day of meetings. I was remote, and it was the 
lower-name students turn to be in-person because of the two-day schedule that’d been set up.

I was excited - sixth period was advanced math. Math meant class with my favorite 
teacher. My notebook, pencil, and highlighters were ready to take notes.

Although being remote was hard, and it was even tougher since kids had started going 
in-person a couple of days ago. I was getting used to it, and it was getting easier. If I was being 
honest, the hardest part had been memorizing the class times on my schedule.

I logged into the meeting right on time and waited for class to start. I could hear 
indistinguishable background noise, which was slightly worrying, but I didn’t mention it.

Then my math teacher started talking and I put my pencil poised over the paper. But only 
about ten percent of her words were understandable. What was going on?

It’s ok, I told myself. I’d had to deal with this earlier. She’s just not close enough to the
mic.

So I waited. 3 minutes passed and I could hear laughter.
My panic started to rise. Ok, something’s definitely going wrong. Why can’t I hear her? If

she’s teaching . . . shouldn’t she be worried about the remote kids too?
My ears were filled with a nonsensical trumpeting which made me want to exclaim “good

grief!” like the comic strip character in yellow.
Then I had a momentary hope that was quickly squashed. My math teacher had moved

back toward the computer! Everything would proceed as normal!
“Ok, class-” and it was back to being a novice trumpeting performance.
I put my face in my hands and tears welled up in my eyes but I tried to push them back. I

had to stay strong; I wasn’t going to get anywhere by crumbling like dirt. My math teacher was
my favorite! Why couldn’t she fix this?

Maybe I should let her know. Yes, then, surely it must be fixed. So I opened the chat.
I typed directly to her, “we can’t hear you - maybe you should move closer to the mic.”

I reclined back in my chair and waited, trying not to cry with each passing second that
was filled with garbled, indistinguishable noise.

Then I could make out words! She’d come closer to the mic! “Sorry, remote kids - I was
just talking to the in-person kids. Let’s get started.”

Golden hope rose within me like a bird ascending to the clouds. Hope that whispered,
she’s figured it out. Everything’s going to be ok now.

But that gold quickly turned brittle and broken and I sank back into the pit of despair.
She’d moved away from her computer, and I could tell that nothing I could do on my own

would help. The stinging tears reemerged, and this time, I let a couple of them trickle down my
cheeks before turning off my camera.

Think, think, think! I commanded myself. There must be something-
That’s when it came to me.
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I quickly opened up my chatting tab and typed to my mom. Even though we were both
currently home, it was my best way of communicating with her without yelling and disrupting my
sister’s class or leaving my room.

“My math teacher is super hard to understand, just like my friend said. She’s not close to
the mic and it keeps glitching out, which makes it even worse.” I clicked the send button. With
each word, I could feel myself losing a fraction of my hope.

But I would keep going. Just . . . keep . . . going . . . At that time, it seemed like nothing
would work. Just . . . stay . . . strong . . . we will figure it out.

My mom walked into my room, her phone in hand. “See, listen,” I told her.
And she did, shaking her head. “This is just ridiculous. Here, I have a solution.”
She fiddled with her phone. I wasn’t quite sure what she was doing until she held it up to

the computer’s speakers. On the screen was the audio recorder.
Recording . . . that’s genius! She’ll send it to my math teacher . . . my math teacher will

check it . . . and everything will be fine! But doubt swept in like a thunderstorm. Would this really
work?

I sat there silently, not making a noise.
“This is my daughter’s 7th period advanced math class at 1:50 pm on September 15th,

2020,” she said, her voice much clearer and crisper than the jumbled words leaking out of my
speakers.

My mom played the recording back from her phone. Her voice and words were as
understandable as they were in real life; a comparison, she told me, so my teacher could fathom
how bad it was.

She left the room, saying that she would send this in an email to my teacher.
But pretty soon after, I sent a hurried chat. “Wait, don’t send it yet. It got better.”
There was that hope again. But . . . is it really all that more understandable? I shook the

thought away.
My mom walked in again, holding her phone. Then it got worse, and I put my face in my

hands again. “Why . . .?”
“I don’t know, darling,” my mom said comfortingly. “Can I send it now?”
I nodded. “There’s no way I’ll be able to learn like this!” I gestured angrily to my virtual

classroom window where I could see the other remote kids complaining about the audio in the
chat.

Fifteen minutes later, my math teacher sent a collective chat - “There’s nothing I can do
right now. Just leave the meeting. Talk to you on Friday.”

Tears still in my eyes, I left the meeting. The audio recording will help. She will fix it. I
know she will.

It was the next day. I had no synchronous classes. Today was a day for wholly
independent work. My mom called me out to the living room and I walked out, unsure what to
expect.

She showed me an email from my math teacher - it was about her audio and was
addressed to all of her remote students.

It was mainly an apology. I smiled. So she had gotten the audio recording taken by my



mom.

All too soon, it was Friday and time to log in to 7th period. My hands were shaking and
my heart was racing with anticipation.

And that’s when I received the best thing I could’ve asked for. My math teacher’s voice
was crystal clear. She was wearing wireless headphones, so as she moved around the
classroom, her words were still understandable.

“How is this?” my math teacher asked.
“Wonderful,” I replied, unmuting. “I can hear every word.”
“Good.”
I smiled happily and got out my notebook.
“Ok, let’s get started,” my teacher said. “Today we’re going to be learning about . . .”
The class was conducted as normal. It was amazing, after that day of being sad.
I’d been strong, resilient, and I’d kept going. And it had earned me days of

understandable math. It was truly amazing.


