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The early morning smelled of mud puddles and budding trees. Intoxicated by warm 

sunshine washing wet sidewalks and breathing over wet sand, groups of school children laughed 

and shouted as they boisterously played “Hannibal Crossing the Alps,” on the banks of a 

gurgling creek. A few girls skipped and panted as they raced with jump ropes around the school 

building. Suddenly the shrill ringing of a bell brought the children racing for the first place in 

after recess line-up. 

I was in that line-up. Pushing and giggling we waited for our teacher to open the door. 

Finally she came. She always wore bright dresses on mornings like this, and her smile and “good 

morning” always made us feel jumpy with enthusiasm. Sliding on the freshly waxed floors, we 

drifted in the room and found our seats. As usual, we opened with prayer and raced through 

singing, not really knowing if the piano player kept up with us or not. 

Bible story time came next. In a serious but excited tone she told us of David and Saul. 

We went to the cave where Saul was sleeping, and we intently watched as David approached. 

How we hoped David would kill Saul this time! He approached slowly, and we watched his 

strong, handsome face observe the sleeping Saul. Disappointed, we watched him walk away 

again, and yet we felt a strange admiration for this man’s faith. 

Smiling on our interested faces, our teacher found us again in the third grade classroom. 

She paused momentarily before leading us on to the less imaginative world of arithmetic. 

Fractions, fractions. We added, multiplied, and divided them. By using drawings and 

illustrations, she made arithmetic mean something to us. She knew how to apply the division of a 

fraction to our sharing of a candy bar. 

Reading class was always a thrill. Sitting in a circle, we would enter fantastic worlds of 

imagination. By the prodding of our teacher, we lost our self-consciousness and learned how to 

read with expression. In this way, she taught us how to discuss a story or an aspect of a story. By 

involving us all, she gradually taught us how to express ourselves. We communicated with her 

because she knew how to communicate with us. The paths of learning were always ones of 

excitement because she motivated us to search for new and unique answers to questions. 

When noon hour came we burst outside again. Sometimes she would come out to play 

jump rope with us. She watched that no one was left out and when one came crying to her 

because he had no one to play with, she knew how to be sympathetic and understanding. She 

knew how to direct a child in building healthy relationships with others. 

Back in the classroom again, we always did interesting projects in art class. For Mothers 

Day we did not make colored paper plates as so many other third graders. We made earrings 

from little sea shells the teacher had bought at the east coast on one of her summer vacations. 

Constantly she stressed originality and creativity. When she recognized some original piece of 

art, she complimented the author, motivating him, as well as the rest of the class. 

In every class, through every day, she did not only teach us facts, and we did not only 

accumulate knowledge, she also taught us the meaning of a life that glorifies God. Never did she 

stubbornly pour facts on us, but by gently prodding and coaxing, she led us to discover the 

greatness of God in this world, in our lives. By her discipline, interest, and enthusiasm, we, 

hesitantly at first, then eagerly, grew to know the wonder of life. Climbing upward, we grew 

from third graders to fourth graders. Time pushed us all onward, yet pausing, I turn and am 



thankful for this Christian teacher and the Christ she taught. 

 

Originally Published in: 

Vol 28 No 4 June July 1968 


