When I was a teacher in my first couple of years, I'm talking about 1979/80, I had a drama class, a year seven, although of course at that time, it was a first year. Boys and girls, all willing and able and energetic. I wasn't drama-trained at all, but I was required to teach a single lesson a week from the English stable. This one time, I'd asked the class to rehearse a solo-slot, after working for a term on how to communicate character and so on, leading on from books we were reading in English. Anyway, a lad, John Wallace (I'll never forget his name, bless him!) was last up in the lesson. We were all sitting in a circle - in the round, I suppose you'd say - and he came on stage, his head bowed. He stood, no talking. The silence became a little weird. Kids didn't laugh, but looked at each other awkwardly. John rode the silence, milked it, stretched it. He did things with time you wouldn't believe, and then, eventually, when I felt I couldn't bear it anymore, he looked up at us, turning slowly, making eye-contact with each child and with me.
'I'm a clown!' he said, his mouth turned down, his voice muted and miserable. 'But nobody wants a clown like me anymore. Am I funny? Am I?' He looked at us accusingly, as if we'd sacked him, or jeered at him ourselves.
'You're not laughing. Why aren't you laughing? Go on, then, laugh, why don't you laugh?'
Tears started pricking my eyes, This child was a sad clown. This wasn't a characterisation, this was reality. I bit my lip because I could have bloody sobbed. 
'Go on! Laugh!' he exhorted us. 'Just laugh, why don't you? Not funny now, is it? Not bloody funny now!'
And he drooped his head once more, turned once around to each one of us, eyes cast on the ground, and then made his way out of the circle. No one moved. No one clapped. No one did anything. We just stood there, mute and shamed into silence and then someone clapped, and someone sheered and then the whole room erupted in praise. John turned back to us, tears in his eyes. 
'All right, Miss?' he said, gulping, and I just cried and hugged him, and so did everyone else (cry, I mean). And that was the first time I got this huge emotional reaction to authenticity, this sense of awe of being in the presence of something or someone so authentic in talent and ability (and by the way, John was considered an 'average' child, whatever the hell that means) that I just KNEW it was 'good' in every sense of the word - goodness, ethical, meaningful, significant, healthy, potentially brilliant, worth pursuing and working for. 
(The names have been changed)
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