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By SUZANNE C. COLE

Driving past the college where I used to
teach, I notice cars flooding into too-full
parking lots, and suddenly, inexplicably,

. sadiess floods me. Instruciors are prepar-

ing lesson plans and lectures; students are

.sh_opEing for books and binders and worry-
a

ing about schedules. School bells are ringing
again — hut not for me. By choice, I am no

 loniger part _of this scene.

It’s been almost four years since I last
taught at Houston Community College. I
thought then that I was just taking-a break
to finish a book. However, the interruption

has become permanent. My husband has
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retired, and I've realized that, to be free fo
write and to travel with him, I probably will
never again stand in front of a class.

It’s a sensible choice, I tell myself, remem-
bering what 1 never liked about teaching.
When I was in school in the 50s, girle con-
sidered only three occupations — secretary,
nurse, teacher. Since I couldn’t master the
hooks and wiggles of shorthand and was not
particularly brave about blood, teaching it
became. I chose English because it was
easy — and because I admired Madge Gib-
son, my senior English teacher, called
“Mighty Madge” outside the classroom,
both a jest because of her 4-foot, 10-inch

See TEACHER on Page 11F.
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Teacher

- or steaming, poorly lit. And I nev-

n_ewlfﬁr ma 2d, a substitute
teacher in a rough high school, I

was so naive my students locked

to-my hum

tﬂlge assroom. To add

mistook me for a student and re-
fused my request for a key.

- Seldom as a substitute did I get
to: teach the literature I loved;
usualclg 1 found myself teaching
remedial gr: ar — and some-
times ¢

rofest. “That’s OK,” a
voice would respond.

be on campus in

" Continubfim Bade bl _
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" cabinet,

alternatives. At 22,

( umiliation, wheh T sought -
help from the office, the secretary

ar .
t’s not my field,”

cheery voice would 1
“You're young gnngh {0 keep up.:

Some classrooms were barely ad-
equate — overcrowded, freezing

er had an office. Instead, the
trunk of my car became my mo-

‘And yet I also remember the

-~ jays of teaching. The first day of
- class, rows of unfamiliar faces,

knowing what I wanted to teach,
ring what I would learn, ea-

! gerfor our mutual adventure to
n g

:f';.My"'édmiration and respect for
'some of the men and women I

‘taught over the years is bound-

less; T only hope T conveyed that
regard tg%em‘ Blue-collar work-
ers adapted to new technology so

“they could keep their families

housed and fed. High school

~ rebels and dropouts, realizing
nothing good would happen un-

less they made it happen, ob-
tained GEDs and enrolled in col-

. lege:

Older women, with children
raised and husbands occupied,
decided it was their turn. They
came nervous and insecure; to
witness them discover a capacity
for learning and growth was an

honor,
Foreign students dared to ob-

_ tain college degrees while still

maintaining their own culture. To

- teach these students, to channel

writing clear, co
reading literary masterpieces
was important. & :

_Grading exams, daily work, and

- 8ix to 10 essays per student each

semester plus reading their jour-

nalsiabsorbed time I’d rather

. have 'spent with my family. sta

i e la . feel restless and out of sorts; I can
- offer the individual attention

- some students needed. Adminis-

‘teach others by living our lives as

Classes usually were too large to

~ trative paperwork and committee
. “{?ﬁsp@tlhsiilmlgtiesi egsugne&fﬂ?m
~ time, time better spent preparing
lectures or reading -pr;efessm

 journals. My salary was meager.

lenging, resentment, hope
d anxiety into written expres-
ion that satisfied convention
iithout sacrificing distinetive
voices was a pleasure.

I miss them and I miss my col-

‘leagues — celebrating each oth-
~ er's triumphs and honors; sharing

teaching techniques; attending
. state, regional and national con-

ferences; even the banter in the
workroom as we cursed the pho-
tocopy machine.

Phe sight of start of school
starting will always will make me

only remember that, in one way
or another, all of us teach. We

uthentically as we can. Perhaps
18 no more possible to retire
from teaching

_ an it is to retire
om life. j !




