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My first teaching was with my younger brother and sister at the ranch
home where we grew up in Butte Counfy, South Dakota. They, no
doubto learned nursery rhymes, a-b-cts and numbers from Big Sister.
They've always said I was bossy, and that opinion probably started
when I told them to sit down and listen.

I taught S-year-olds in Bible School when I was 140 and at that time' I
didn't think I wanted to be a teacher, but once into high school, it
seemed to be the track I was on. I volunteered in the first and sixth
grade classrooms at the Newell School and was surprised that the
teachers actually let me teach some lessons.

In three years at Black Hills State University, I received my Bacheloros
degree, then starting teaching at Meadowbrook Elementary in Rapid
City in 1961. I had 34 students in second grade. Most of them went
home for lunch, and those who brought lunch pails had to sit in the
hallways and eat. My first principal was Walter Lineau, stern but wellrespected. I liked knowing what his expectations were, both for me and
for the students.
After two years, I sent out applications to many cities in the West and
Southwest. I decided upon Albuquerque, NM. I had spent the summer
of 1962 in a small village in Mexico, loved the language and culture and
felt that being in I\M would somewhat take me back to Mexico. It did!
In first grade at Pajarito Elementary in the Southwest Valley,I had 40
students, many of whom knew no English, and none had been to
kindergarten, After 3 weeks, district leadership decided 40 students in
one classroom were too many, and we went on split shifts. Another
teacher had half of them in the mornings, and I taught my 20 in the
afternoons. I loved it! Not being an 'oearly-birdo', I could read half the
night, get up late and still be to work on time by 11 a.m.

My second year in Albuquerque was at a new school, Adobe Acres. My
class was again made up of lovely, bright children, but again many with
little or no English. It was a good thing I knew some basic Spanish. My
Gilberto, new from Mexico, lost his first tooth one day. He walked to
the garbage can and threw it in. A big gasp went out from the other
first graders. One pulled him aside, and obviously told him about the
tooth fairy. Gilberto rushed back to the garbage can and retrieved his
tooth. He was probably disappointed at home because I doubt that his
parents knew about the tooth fairy.

I planned to return to Albuquerque

a 3'd year, but during the summer'
home on the ranch putting up hayo I realized I didn't want to be so far
from family again. When I applied to the Rapid City Schools, Mr.
Lineau sent me a letter saying he would be glad to have me back at
Meadowbrook, and I was glad to return. However, I wouldn't give up
those 2 years in New Mexico for anything.

For 2 rA moreyears I was at Meadowbrook, in 2nd and 4th grades. The
community of families was very supportive. Parents all came to
conferencesl there were books and magazines in the homes, and kids
knew they were loved. I felt blessed to be there. Satisfaction around the
district was not shared by all. In 1968, a teacher strike was held in
Rapid City. Although I understood what the demands were, and I felt
there were reasons to have the demands, I was not ttcut outtt to go on
strike. I went to school each day, some days having students from the
classrooms of striking teachers. I was glad when it was over, and none
of my fellow-teachers ever treated me differently for not going on strike.
I respected and admired them for their attitude.

From 1969 -1978, my "teaching days" were at home with my son and
daughter. I did work part time at Rainbow Pre-School, and my
teacher-friend, Doneen Grimmo taught me a lot about child
development and patience. I felt that after having my own children and
with my pre-school experience, I was able to look at the "whole child"
more realistically. When I went back to public school teachingo I was
concerned that being out for 10 years would be a detriment, but I think
I was a better teacher than before.

I was thrilled to be hired to teach 3'd grade at Canyon Lake Elementary
for the 1978-1979 year. Sam Zimiga was the principal, and my
students were the same age as my son. What fun for both of us to be in
3'd grade! The following 10 years I taught 3'd grade at Wilson
Elementary with my friend, Mary Ann Naasz. We made a good team.
She was the science experto and I took on social studies. We had some
long after-school talks. When my son and daughter asked why I was so
late picking them up from the sittero I usually had to admit that Mary
Ann and I had been talking . . . only about school concerns, of course!
Bill Hines was my first principal there, and he, too' liked to visit after
school. I appreciated the time he took to share ideas and to listen to me.
The other principal there was Mary Heilman. My most vivid memory
of her was how patiently she rewound a 35 mm movie film that I had
dropped and spread out all over the floor.
From 1989 - 2002r I was back where I had started at Meadowbrook
Principals this time were James Meszaros and Michael I)onohoe. I
taught both 2nd and 4th grades again. Whole language was the reading
trend, and my co-teachers and I went to some workshops, including one
in Chadron, NE. I still use that approach to reading with my
grandchildren and in the tutoring I do when volunteering in classrooms.
Time marches on, and this time at Meadowbrooh, I was teaching some
of the children of students I had when I first taught there. Just before I
retired in2002r I invited 3 former students to my class. One was now a
co-teacher with me; one was a hard-working pre-natal nurseo and the
other was the mayor. I felt my career had come full-circleo and I made
it even more so on my final day, by walking out the same door I had
entered on the first day of my teaching career.
The flexibility of my retirement days is so welcome after all the years of
having to keep the school schedule. I volunteer in several realms, but I
find that when I am teaching in some wtyo I am the happiest!

