
Ven you enter zis klassroom—ja!—
leave yehr mutter-tongue behind -

As an agent of sie Linguistic Gestapo
The only language accepted here is MINE!

I am zie vatchman of zie Sprachpolizei 
If one word ov yaur native language iz heard

Zer will be strikt penalty.
only MY English vill have currency,

If you chatter in yaur native language, bold und free—
zen auf Wiedersehen!—out you flee!

Only by ruthlessly exterminating sie L1
Kann wie föster sie L2 –

Alt expressions und ideas mußt be sterilized
Beföre official thoughts are Intröduced.

Seig heil zu unsurer Linguistic Empire
Und sie Language uhh Official Text Büch.

Eradicate inferior languages!
Und non-comförmist outlooks!

Crush ze curious, crush ze quaint,
no dialects, no doubts, no paint;

One tongue, one tone, one tidy mind—
all other vords left far behind!

Forward! Forward! Volk-Booger-Bürgers—
erase each edge that dares to stand;

till every thought bekums neat und tame,
speaks mit ze very same… same… 

unter our sacred meister-land!
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Several friends were lounging in a college café after a poetry reading, half-
joking and half-serious about the state of the world. Sipping a cappuccino, Tim 
leaned forward, a mischievous yet pointed glint in his eyes. He broke the 
silence with a dry chuckle. "You know, some teachers are autocrats," he said  
hovering in an uneasy space between a joke and a weary observation. He 
tapped the table lightly, as if punctuating an invisible rhythm. "They aren't so 
different from government dictators, except their fiefdoms are limited to their 
classrooms. They play the same games, just with whiteboards instead of 
tanks or drones."

Liao remained still for a moment, his expression masked bu diplomatic 
patience. He considered the coffee in front of him before meeting Tim's gaze. 
He wrapped his hand around the porcelain cup, noticed its steam curling 
upward in delicate spirals,then added, "I see things differently... Most teachers 
I encounter don't have enough power to influence much of anything."

Tim raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. Liao paused, searching for a 
concept that felt just out of reach of his current language. "What they often 
lack is something known to Chinese as qi (気)," he said at last. "It's a kind of 
inner force. Presence. Awareness." He gave a small, almost apologetic smile. 
"It’s difficult to translate. Perhaps something like what George Lucas calls ‘the 
Force’—though that metaphor comes with… cinematic exaggeration." A faint 
ripple of amusement passed through the table.
Satoru didn’t look up immediately; his attention was anchored to the blue light 
of his cellphone, his thumb hovering over the screen as he half-listened to the 
philosophical turn of the conversation. "Yeah," he muttered, finally glancing up 
with a shrug. "Sometimes teachers need to be directive- especially at the 
start—when things are messy, unfocused." He tipped his head, considering. 
But once real learning kicks in… they should use restraint and become 
invisible? Tim smirked and Satoru shrugged.

Noticing Tim's smirk, Satoru added, "Not literally vanishing - just—stepping 
back. Let the process breathe. Sometimes our egos get in the way and inhibit 
real learning." He tapped his temple lightly. "Too often, it feels like teachers are 
over-performing. They're invested in protecting their egos instead of actually 
helping students learning anything."

Melissa let out a heavy sigh, her shoulders dropping as she stared at the 
empty space in the center of their circle. "But how do we really know when real 
learning is happening?" she asked, her voice tinged with a touch of cynicism. 
"So many students have mastered the art of 'the pretend'—nodding and 
smiling while their minds are miles away." The noise of the café seemed to 
swell briefly around them, then recede again, as if giving space to the 
question.

Liao nodded slowly. "That is a problem." He set his cup down quietly. "That 
is why intuition matters." His gaze moved to his friends, steady and intent. 
"Without that internal sensitivity—which we might call qi—a teacher cannot 
truly perceive what's happening beneath the surface.”" He folded his hands 
gently. "And without that perception…teaching becomes performance. And 
learning becomes illusion."
No one spoke for a moment. Outside, the last light of day faded, and the café’s 
interior glow grew warmer—more intimate. At their table, the conversation 
lingered on until all cups were empty.


