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What is it you expect to find here? Honestly. What is it? Because whatever it is, I'll tell you. You want the combination to the secret silver lock that stores all the universal tutorly knowledge? Fine: 12, 32, 16. There. Try it. Let me know where that gets you. Not satisfied? Okay then, what else? You want to hear that all booth sessions are nowhere near as bad as they may seem in class. I can do that. Booth sessions are nowhere near as bad as they are made out to be in class. Are you appeased? Or would you rather hear the reverse: that they're all horror sessions? I can do that too, if you wish. Just like I can tell you Cheryl is the Satan reincarnate and Bonnie is her Sentinel, or perhaps that Bobbie and Mo are the Queens of the Damned. Welcome to Hell. I can tell you that, and I can tell you that as many times as I like, too. Over and over: welcome to hell. If you only knew what you've gotten yourself into. If I were a little more kind, however, I could tell you that those previous sentences were lies, and that the people down here in the Writing Center are, quite frankly, some of the greatest people on campus. But I'll let you decide that one.


But what does it matter what I tell you anyway. You'll go into the booth and these words will fall off you like dried flakes of dead skin. They'll be small and insignificant and completely forgotten, and on the floor they'll be just as useful as if you'd never read them in the first place. These words merely take place in your mind, filling it with false hope that you'll be a better tutor because you read them. Well, let me spill a bit of rotten information on the floor like milk: these words that are sprawled here before your eyes as you pour over them, reading for one of your early assignments, no doubt, may very well be about pixies and devils and djinns, because, honestly, what I say here – it shouldn't affect the way you tutor. 


Yeah. You read that right. I said what you read here shouldn't affect the way you tutor. Read it again if you like, if you're uncertain. They won't change. You can read them as many times as I can say them and they'll still be the same. That's because they're true. 


Look. When I first had started this class, oh, about four months ago, I was of the persuasion that everything I read, everything that was said, and everything I wrote would in someway make me a better tutor, that it would seep into my veins and course through my body soaking into every living cell. I thought this knowledge was instrumental for being a great tutor. I devoured it all. Everything. Each class and each reading brought something new for me to ponder and rationalize and imagine using in the booth. It was sort of like military boot camp, minus the big sweaty men in funny hats and green uniforms shouting and spitting in your face. It definitely is a much more pleasant scenario than. All the information and tips that were presented in class and in the readings and in the discussions were what we would need for the field of battle, to keep us from getting slaughtered out there in no-man's land. Or so I thought. 

For three weeks I didn't have a single learner for the booth and for three weeks I felt this indispensable information piling up in my mind. There was no way I could falter with all this tutorly knowledge. Mo and Bobbie had opened the safe of all the universal tutorly knowledge and I had dived in, head first. This is why I say that I can tell you whatever you want to hear, because it won't change how you tutor.


Let me explain. It's not because you learn everything from Bobbie and Mo or that you acquire your skills from your Allyn & Bacon reader. Not even close. As good as the information is from these sources, that doesn't make them the reason why I can tell you anything I want. I'm not saying their information is better than mine, or vice-versa. The reason I say this, that my words here are next to meaningless, is all because of my first booth session. 


I had three weeks of information dumped into my head and I had absorbed it all, so I was feeling confident. Not cocky, confident: there is a difference. Anyway, it turned out my first learner would be an ESL student from India. No worries, I've been well prepared for this moment. I've been versed in the ways of tutordom. I've survived the first weeks of tutor boot camp. I can handle this. He arrived and we greeted each other cordially, just like we were taught in class, and found a booth: the customs booth. This was going to be easy. I was equipped, laden with my arsenal of tutor-tools to combat whatever he had to throw at me.


It's amazing the amount of time it takes for what seems to be such a wealth of permanent knowledge to leak from your brain onto the floor. A blip of a second, I'd say. And there I was, sitting in the customs booth, staring at this learner's dark face and my mind had flat-lined. I could hear the steady high-pitched ween of the monitor in my ears. I was unprepared. I was unsure. I was going to fail. I struggled with my questions: he struggled with his answers. We were both not ready for this, and I found myself relying on my own knowledge of what makes a paper good, just as he began relying on his heritage to strike up conversation. We both were grasping at straws trying to find our footing in this first-of-all-sessions session. The surprising and irrational thing about the whole of the session was that it went remarkably smooth. Sure, there was a hiccup or two, an awkward silence here and there, but the session as a whole felt rewarding and successful, if that's even the proper term.


And it dawned on me as I began writing my log; I did this without the knowledge I had packed in my head for the past three weeks. I did this more or less on my own. And this is why I can tell you whatever you want to hear, or don't want to hear, or just whatever I feel like rambling on about. It's because it's not the information you're given in Practicum that makes you a good tutor, it's the knowledge you already possess. It's the skills you already have being a good student. It's your knowledge of what makes a good paper good, even if you can't put it into words: these are the reasons why I can say whatever. You already possess what you need. What I have to tell you has little to do with what you do in the booth. Only you can decide how you take care of that. 


So, it's your move. If you still think there's a universal pile of knowledge lying around somewhere that you need to find to make you a good tutor, a golden grail, if you will, then by all means go and search for it. And if you happen to find it, let me know. I'll be the cynic in the corner. And if you don't, I'll still be the cynic in the corner, but I'll be wearing a smile. But then again, all this is just what I feel like telling you, so you make of it what you will. My words shouldn't change your way of tutoring. Remember. 
