Put some music in yuh food... (permalink) -edithistory
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Thursday morning started at 6- up making chicken wraps in the hope that the lashings of Reggae Reggae sauce might infuse a little of the soul of the Caribbean into the department. At the very least, it could have finished off what the Dreadlock Alien started. 'What's in your chicken wraps, Teela?' 'Chicken.' The spread laid out that lunchtime reflected the diversity of the English crew- shedloads of Asda price picnic eggs and sausage rolls, with some renegade daring to bring in a quiche suitable for vegans. 

So, my last week and what a strange time it's been. A time for reflection, for celebrating the good times, for turning the bad times into wittty anecdotes, for thanking those people that have made a contribution, no matter how small. The end of an era, a straight section on the rollercoaster, leaving the well trodden path to explore a new turn, a few hundred steps on the journey of a thousand miles. And Christmas, a time for giving thanks, preferably through chocolate. Luckily, a 2 for 1 on chocolate oranges sewed up both people I had to thank, the others received a more verbal gift. I thanked each and every one of my pupils courtesy of Haribo, saddened that they'll never know how much of an impact they've had on my teaching life. Heck even my social life, the amount of times I've dreamed I'm in school. 

I hope that me becoming the very best teacher I can be will be the greatest gift I can give them. (I can't afford owt more flash) After mindmapping what makes a good teacher, in a variety of guises with Robin White, I'm pretty sure I can demonstrate all of the abilities. Well, apart from sparkle. Glittery stuff went out in '98.

Regrets, I've had a few, but then again, they're in my evaluations. I've largely had a good time, I couldn't possibly be anything else now, especially since I've told so many people I am a teacher already. And I think I've made a friend for life- well at least until he changes his number and gets a restraining order out on me. Yep, I've even asked Ryan if he wants a jobshare with me, I couldn't possibly teach without the Hutch to my Starsky! My top ten teaching moments inevitably involve Ryan making a fool of himself!

I'll never forget my time at B and I'll never forget these words of advice from one of the English dept, "Don't talk over them, wait for quiet." Wait for quiet? Christmas has come sooner. What's made it all worthwhile? A homemade xmas card with, 'I love your lessons, they are great' inside and a hug from one of my pupils in front of a packed dinner hall. Never mind that I thought, 'you're not allowed to touch me,' hearing the words, 'Miss Fermin, you're my favourite teacher,' made my seven weeks. 

