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My most appreciated Christmas present in 2010 was a beautiful shiny, red 

apple-shaped music box. It was a gift from my granddaughter Emily and her 

family. The music was, “The Wind Beneath My Wings”, a favourite of mine. 

Upon reflection, it made me realize that throughout my teaching career I had 

received many “apples”. 

Teaching elementary school was always a dream of mine and in 1962 after 

graduating from North Bay Teachers’ College, my dream became a reality. As the 

first day of school neared, I could hardly contain my excitement. I had difficulty 

sleeping the previous night. Up early, get dressed, breakfast and out the door to 

Creighton Mine Public School, a short walk from the Teachers’ Residence where I 

lived. That residence was an “apple” as six other teachers resided there as well. I 

learned from all of them. 

Self-doubt crept in. What was I planning to do with the 34 children who 

would be in my charge? Did I know how to teach? As the boys and girls arrived I 

was waiting for them with a big smile on my face. The smile was returned by my 

pupils, several of whom I knew quite well. Those first - day smiles were definitely 

“apples” to treasure. At that moment my doubts receded. As I regarded these 

beautiful 8 and 9 year - olds looking at me expectantly, I suddenly understood that 

I needed to begin. I asked them their names, changed some into appropriately - 

sized desks, handed out school supplies and we were underway. Before I knew it, 

the recess bell rang and the children went out to play. After recess I read them a 

story. When I noticed their rapt attention, I understood that this was an excellent 

way to calm them. Another “apple” for me. 
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As time went on I was excited to realize that “apples” come in many forms. 

Seeing a “light go on” as a child grasped a new difficult concept was exhilarating 

for me. Definitely, an “apple” that came my way. 

One year a grateful parent told my principal that he was very pleased with 

the way his son was being taught and the success the child enjoyed as a result. That 

was a bushel of “apples” for sure! Another parent expressed her appreciation by 

presenting me with a gorgeous orchid at the end of the year. I had done a great deal 

of special, extra work with her son.  Reflecting back to that moment I know it was 

an extraordinary “apple” that I had received although I didn’t understand that at the 

time. 

Sometimes the “apples” came unexpectedly. When the “dreaded” inspector 

came to evaluate my teaching for the very first time,  I was very nervous, Quietly 

Mr. George Ross had slipped into my classroom and began to write observations 

into his book. What a relief when he gave me positive comments – more “apples”! 

Teachers are so fortunate to work with children daily. Kids are honest and 

will usually express what is on their minds. Therefore, if a child confided in me 

showing his  trust in me, that was a precious “apple” to be cherished. 

My career choice brought me many golden moments, “apples” which I will 

treasure always. 
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