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ONCE A TEACHER 

 

My favourite St. Nicholas gift as a child in Holland was when I received a 
small blackboard, chalk and a brush. Playing school was my most-loved activity 
and I tried to get my little brothers to be my students. Of course, they refused so I 
used my dolls instead. They listened and were quiet- and stayed on their chairs. 

Teaching children had always been my goal. As a young teen I taught 
catechism in our home to neighbourhood children and witnessed the concepts 
understood, with pleasure. This first experience with teaching actual children was 
satisfying and helped to define my ambition to become a teacher later. 

After graduating from North Bay Teachers’ College in 1962, I began my 
career at Creighton Mine Public School teaching Gr. 3 & 4. I loved it from the first 
day and knew I had found my niche.  

As a teacher I developed certain methods of controlling and discipiling my 
classes. It became natural. When I told Susie to stop talking while my back was 
turned writing on the blackboard, she was amazed, “How do you know it’s me, 
Mrs. Fex?” No, I did not have eyes in the back of my head although some children 
thought so. Often all I had to do was point at a child and he knew what I meant. 

During my trips to my hometown, Hulst, I was given the opportunity to visit 
some schools nearby, usually a class in which one of my young cousins was a 
student. They loved that and so did I. In a Grade 6 class where my cousin Deborah 
was studying, while I was explaining facts about Canada, one boy in the back row 
began to fill his schoolbag. Without looking at him and without stopping my talk, I 
pointed at him. His teacher looked at him and he immediately stopped his actions. 
His Master told him how rude and unacceptable that was after school. 

At home, my husband occasionally accused me of using my “Teacher voice” 
to tell him something. Of course, I stopped but it was automatic when it happened 
again. My children also reminded Mom that I was at home now not at school when 
I told them something that way. Occasionally I catch myself using that imperative 
tone of voice with others. Not acceptable and I apologise immediately. But 
honestly, I don’t plan that, it just happens. Really! Once a teacher always a teacher.  


