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This book describes the author's experiences teaching all subjects in junior high over a period of
42 years. It includes personal experiences that led the author to become a teacher. It also gives
suggestions on how to teach math and science, as well as art. It includes humorous stories and
descriptions of interesting teachers and staff. Included are the following: anecdotal stories such
as how his class exchanged gifts with Jackie Chan, classroom speakers for history such as a
Holocaust survivor and a lady who had been a member of the Hitler Youth during World War II.

From BooklistWhy don’t you? This simple question took Nellie Bennett to a new life halfway
around the world, as recounted in her frothy and fun memoir. A shopgirl at an Australian
department store, Bennett is seduced by the charms of Spain as she studies flamenco dancing
in Seville. But when she moves to Madrid for more dance classes, alone and broke, she finds life
isn’t all orange blossoms and late-night dancing. Bennett is endearingly forthright about her
foibles and shortcomings. Her sincere love for the enthusiastic Spanish culture embodied in the
expression toma que toma (roughly “take it, take it”) overrides the sometimes clichéd aspects of
her storytelling, such as her focus on the liquid dark eyes of the handsome Spanish men.
Although she has her flirtations and finds romance, at its core this is a love story about a dance,
a country, and an approach to life. Similar to Eat, Pray, Love, but on a less ambitious scale, Only
in Spain celebrates the possibilities that arise when, instead of “Why?” one asks, “Why not?” --
Bridget Thoreson --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review"A peripatetic
Australian's account of how a flamenco dancing hobby led to high adventures in music, food and
love in Spain... Lightweight, footloose good fun." - Kirkus"Nellie Bennett's lust for adventure
infuses this book with passion and joy." - Rita Golden Gelman, author of Tales of a Female
Nomad"A vivid, entertaining memoir... Bennett had me itching to pack my bag and join her." -
Ann Vanderhoof, author of An Embarrassment of Mangoes and The Spice Necklace --This text
refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights
reserved.THE SHOPGIRLOrYou have to have it!It was the perfect skirt. Red wild silk with layers
of ruffles and a wide sash that cinched in the waist. It was the kind of skirt that makes high heels
optional. You could wear it barefoot through the city with just a flower in your hair and be a gypsy
princess.I couldn't help myself. I unclipped it from the hanger and closed the fitting room door
behind me. I knew I shouldn't be dreaming such a dangerous dream, but the skirt was
whispering to me, "Try me...try me..."I slipped it on over my trousers. As I tied it around my waist,
I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The three lights shone down on me like spotlights. I swished
the skirt, imagining I was Carmen dancing on a table in front of her bullfighter lover, lifted up onto
my toes and-Knock knock knock.Uh-oh.Dropping my arms, I quickly stepped out of the skirt and
unlocked the door. Standing outside with her hand poised to knock again was a woman holding



an armful of clothes to try on."Hello." I gave a bright smile and straightened my suit jacket. "Let
me take those for you." I took the clothes out of the confused customer's arms and hung them up
in the fitting room. "I love this dress," I said of the black-and-white cocktail dress she'd picked up
off the front display. "It looks fabulous on."The woman looked around the fitting room for clues as
to what I'd been doing in there. Her eyes dropped to the red silk skirt in my hand. "What size is
that?""Er..." My grip tightened on it. "This one's on hold." Yeah, right. On hold for who? For me?
And how exactly was I planning on buying a seven-hundred-dollar wild-silk creation with the
twelve dollars and seventy-three cents I had left in my bank account until payday? "Just let me
know if you need anything," I said, stepping out of the fitting room. The woman stared at me
without saying a word as I closed the door on her.I held up the skirt again. It was a dream with
three tiers of ruffles. It was the kind of skirt you'd slip into before climbing out your bedroom
window in the middle of the night to run away with the gypsies.Run away with the gypsies...If
only, I thought, looking around at the customers waiting to be helped, sweaters waiting to be
folded, shelves to be dusted, racks to be restocked. Of all jobs, this had to be the most ungypsy.
I was a shopgirl. You may or may not know my particular shop, but they are all pretty much the
same. It was a grand establishment department store. This one was in Sydney, but they are the
same in every big city. It had been there in my grandmother's day, though it had a different name
back then. It was the place my mother used to take me when I was little to choose a present on a
special birthday, and I'd feel so grown-up when the ladies sprayed perfume on my wrist. It had
always been a part of my life, and every time the doorman pulled open the door it was like
coming home...But I didn't get to go through that door anymore, with its green-uniformed
doormen and the pianist playing "Rhapsody in Blue." I had to walk an extra half block to the staff
entrance. It was there, under the fluorescent lights, that I'd swipe my ID card, fix my hair, and join
the line to check my bag.Standing in line with a dozen other shopgirls, I tried to remember back
to when this job had felt glamorous to me. It hadn't been so long ago. This was my first job out of
high school, but my excitement at joining the workforce was quickly dulled by swipe cards and
bag checks and rosters and five-minute coffee breaks.The bag check was supposed to be a
must, as apparently most in-store theft is committed by staff. Still, some of the women I worked
with flouted the rule, like Vivienne from Covers, who strode past the security guards on her five-
inch stiletto heels, muttering to the Howard Showers girls in her gorgeous Polish accent, "I won't
leave my bag with those men. It is worth more than they make in a year. Imagine they put a
scratch in it? I sue the store!" The girls sashayed past in a cloud of perfume and stepped
through the open doors of the staff elevator.But I didn't mind handing over my scruffy old bag.
They could put as many scratches in it as they liked and I would never notice. I placed my bag on
the counter, and the security guard gave me my ticket. And with the ticket tucked away in my
pocket, I squeezed into the service elevator with ten other black-suited women to take the short
ride up to Level Two-Women's Fashion.Every morning at nine twenty-eight the elevator doors
opened and I'd walk across the marble floor. First I'd wave to the girls in Burberry as they fixed
their makeup, then say hello to Martene in Escada as she started up the computer. I'd call out a



"Hi!" to Nathan in Moschino, who would always respond by jumping up and down and giving me
an enthusiastic wave. Then I would say a professional "good morning" to silver-haired and gray-
suited Deborah in Armani. Next to Armani was our little corner, which was where I'd find Sascha,
flipping through French Vogue."Darling...have a look..." Sascha pointed to the latest paparazzi
pics of aspirational celebrities and their handbags. Sascha had an obsession with designer
handbags. She herself had an impressive collection, and an equally impressive collection of
Amex bills.You see, retail is a dangerous profession. Once you're in it's very difficult to get out.
When you spend all day behaving as though there could be nothing more natural than spending
three hundred dollars on a T-shirt, you start to lose a little perspective. And when the new
collections come in, you start using on yourself those same arguments that you're trained to use
on your customers. "It really is an investment piece," you tell yourself, ignoring the little voice of
reason that says, "What?! Property is an investment. That is a red trench coat!"And then, of
course, there's our favorite trick, the price-per-wear ratio: retail price divided by number of days
worn equals daily wear price. Sascha had taught me this magic ratio. When I'd been shocked by
the price of the new ostrich-skin Birkin bags, she had patiently explained to me that you have to
look beyond the fifty-thousand-dollar price tag and remember that its daily wear price is only a
dollar sixty-seven (if you live to be a hundred and five). By this ratio, every day you don't buy it
you're actually losing money. So you buy it, and then, like Sascha, you have to work Sundays.
For the next ten years.I knew there was probably something wrong with me, but I just couldn't
get excited about the idea of spending fifty thousand dollars on a handbag, especially not one
that I would only end up bringing to work every day. And not when there was a whole world
outside of Vogue magazine to explore.I wasn't normally interested in fashion magazines, but this
morning the latest Harper's Bazaar caught my eye. Scrawled across the cover in red letters was
an invitation to "run away with the gypsies." Standing behind the counter, I leafed through the
pages, gazing at the dark, evocative shots of models posed in the moonlight in front of campfires
and painted caravans. Their fabulous clothes were thrown on like rags. I took in the detail of
ripped stockings under ruffled skirts, a tarnished-gold bullfighter's jacket over a tight black dress;
it didn't matter to me whether the beaded bolero jacket was Valentino or Chanel, or if the silk-
covered stilettos were Jimmy Choos or Louboutins. It was the idea behind the photos that spoke
to me. Run away with the gypsies... It was the idea of escape.This issue also featured a tribute to
the magazine's iconic editor, Diana Vreeland. As part of the tribute they had revived her
signature column, Why Don't You?, in which Vreeland used to make obscenely extravagant
suggestions for improving and reinventing yourself.Why don't you...dance flamenco in Dior
stockings?Yes! Why not? I could just see myself in an underground flamenco bar: dripping with
polka dots, sipping on Spanish wine as a handsome bullfighter whispered sweet nadas in my
ear...And that was when the bell rang over the speakers, letting us know that the doors were now
open to customers. I snapped back to reality, put the magazine away under the counter, and
started up the register.The number-one rule of retail is that the first customer of the day is always
returning something. I spotted her as she stepped out of the elevator and remembered her from



a week earlier: I had spent two hours with her as she tried on everything in the store before
discarding it on the floor like used Kleenex. In the end she had bought one sweater off the sale
rack. And I knew that sweater was what was inside the rumpled plastic bag that she held in her
hands.I took a deep breath and reminded myself of my shopgirl training-those three days when
the store managers take normal, functioning people and try to brainwash them into chirpy
department store lackeys. First-Class Service Rule #1: Smile!Smile. Hmmm, there's an
interesting concept. In retail you only really smile when your customer says the words: "I'll take
one in every color." When I first started working, I was genuinely bright and friendly, but with time
I'd become like the rest of the girls. We didn't spontaneously smile. It just wasn't done. Instead,
we had degrees of smiling. There's the "Can I help you? I thought not" smile. The "Oh, it's you
again" smile, and the "Please go away and let me finish my coffee before it gets cold" smile. I
hated being like that, but it was contagious. Though with the nine-thirty returns I generally didn't
even try to fight it.The woman with the return walked past me and up to Sascha at the register.
Sascha managed a tight smile and the standard response: "Not suitable then?" I watched as she
took the sweater out of its bag and inspected it for sweat marks before processing the refund.I
couldn't help thinking about the absolute futility of this entire industry. Why so much effort goes
into producing garments that within six months will be old and "so last season" and sent out to
be incinerated. And I couldn't help wondering what I was doing with my life. It seemed to be
ticking away as I gazed at the clock, waiting for my coffee break. I entertained myself by
wandering around and choosing the one thing I would buy if I could afford to.Why don't
you...team a strict suit jacket with a sexy silk skirt?That was when I found the red skirt. It had just
been flown in and was the star of the new collection. I held it up to myself and imagined that I
was in some glamorous nightspot, drinking red wine and dancing on tabletops...By the time
lunch came around we still hadn't made one sale. I slunk into the dusty back room and sat down
on a wooden stool to eat my lunch. The room only had about as much floor space as a
handkerchief, but it contained the entire autumn/winter season on racks and in boxes, stacked
high above my head.Why don't you...drink sangria instead of wine at your next summer party?
Oh yes! I imagined going to a place where lunch was a long, leisurely affair, preferably outside in
the sun with a glass of sangria. Looking around me, all I could see were boxes full of white shirts
and pinstriped pants. I wondered, What if these boxes fall and I am crushed to death? Crushed
to death by business suits. How tragic.When I stepped back out onto the floor, fixing my
(polished and professional) lip gloss, Sascha was helping a woman into an alpaca coat. The
customer was a tall, blond, aspirational mother, the kind you see in ads for dishwashers and
home Pilates studios."Oh yes," she cooed as she gazed at herself in the mirror. "I have to have
it." As she strolled to the register, she grabbed a mink stole off a shelf, glanced at it, then threw it
at me. "Wrap this up for me too, will you?"All in all it was a day like any other. When the six p.m.
bell finally rang, my back ached from carrying armfuls of clothes to and from the fitting rooms,
and I had more mascara under my eyes than on my lashes. Feeling rebellious, I scorned the staff
elevator and went down the escalators with the customers. I pulled off my name tag and



pretended that I too was just out for a late-afternoon shop. On the ground floor I wove between
the cosmetics counters where tired makeup artists were packing up their brushes and the
perfume squirters were putting away their samples. I strolled across the marble floor, ducked into
security to pick up my bag, then stepped out the gilt doors into the cool evening air.I love the
bustle of the city just as the shops are closing. Customers wander past with their new
purchases, chatting happily. They run across the street and jump into empty taxis, while shop
assistants make a dash to reach their bus before it leaves the curb.I saw my bus pull in but
decided to let it go. I wasn't in a hurry to get home. Instead I wandered down the busy city street
doing some absentminded window-shopping. My eyes lingered briefly on a Ferragamo scarf, a
pair of red stilettos, a Gucci bag. A gloved hand reached into the Cartier window and plucked out
the diamond-encrusted watches to take them to their nightly resting place in the safe.At the end
of the street, the glowing windows of the designer boutiques gave way to the brightly lit shop
front of a travel agency. A sign in the window offered best prices to Rome, New York, Singapore,
Paris. There's nothing I love more than gazing at the window of a travel agency. I love looking at
the names of destinations I've never visited and imagining the adventures that could await me
there. Athens, Bangkok, Madrid...Why don't you?--This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.About the AuthorNellie Bennett grew up in Sydney, Australia. When she was in her early
twenties Nellie discovered flamenco dance and travelled to Spain to further her studies at the
birthplace of flamenco, Seville. She soon fell in love with all things Spanish, and moved to
Madrid, where she learnt to dance from the neighborhood gypsies. Nellie has worked as a
screenwriter in both Australia and Bollywood, and contributed feature articles to The Australian
and The Sydney Morning Herald. Her interests include Spanish history and culture, and regional
languages. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Jpjo/OPMw/ERymN/Teaching-42-Kent-Willis


Dedication This is dedicated to my parents, Allen Thomas Willis andMary Helen Willis, my older
brother and sister, Bob Willis, andSally Finlen, my step dad John Collier, (a World War II
veteran) my wife Marsha, and our children Jeff and Suzie.My parents were teachers together in
Ohio before my dad, a World War II veteran, became a dentist. They instilled the importance of
education and good values in me. I have fond memories of Mom, Dad, Bob, and Sally and I as
we were growing up, moving from Ohio to Illinois, to Montana, to California. My family always
gave me the support I needed.Dad died when I was 16, and a few years later, my mom married
John Collier, also a World War II veteran. Jay, as he was called, was a good man with good
values also. He and my mom were also supportive of me and my wife, and were good
grandparents for our children, as were my wife’s parents, Frank (a World War II veteran) and
Ruth Gallon.My wife Marsha, also a teacher, and I have folk danced, walked the Mattole river
fishing, built our house, and enjoyed raising our children together. My meaningful, adult life really
began when I met her.Our two children, Jeff and Suzie, are beautiful, wonderful adults.I love all
these people. They have decorated my life in full, rich, meaningful colors. Foreward Now that I
am partially retired, I look back on my teaching career with pride and have fond memories of the
many aspects of it, including teaching, coaching, filling in for principals as viceprincipal, being
athletic director, and the many things teaching made possible. This included long summer
breaks that allowedme to work a summer job as a park ranger, get married and take a
honeymoon to Canada. My wife and I worked on turning the tiny, two bedroom, former rental I
bought before I was married intoour family’s four bedroom home. We grew big vegetable
gardens, and had time in the summer to take the kids to sports camps, gocamping, and to
Nana’s and Papa’s cabin. At the cabin, the whole family swam and fished in the Mattole River.
Going to Grandmaand Grampa’s house in the Bay Area on vacations allowed us to go ice
skating, visit museums, and boat on a local lake. Some of the best advantages of a teaching
schedule were watching the kid’s activities and spending time with our parents. As you
read this, I hope you find it inspiring, and hopefully it encourages people to aspire to be a
teacher. It is not just a job; it is a life style, a seasonal work life style. By that I mean it changes
with the seasons of the year, and the seasons of one’s life. No two days, or years, are ever the
same. Someone who teaches for many years becomes wealthy - in experiences – including the
wonderful young people, colleagues, and student families you meet, as well as the time you
have with your own family and friends. Because being a teacher was so fulfilling for me, I can’t
think of a more rewarding career than teaching and coaching. Over the course of my 42 year
teaching career, I have seen many changes in education that were supposed to greatly improve
teaching and learning. The long list of these supposed innovations have included the following:
school classrooms that have no walls, perfect text books, circular classrooms, individual student
held blackboards, seating arrangements ranging from pairs to pods ,student discipline plans,
student reward plans, classroom computers, questioning schemes, various large scale,
government, social engineering schemes, efforts to turn teachers and students into social justice
warriors, individual student tablets/computers, and finally, restorative justice, the latter of which



has many ramifications, both positive and negative, depending on the source consulted. I have
seen eras in which teachers were greatly valued and respected, eras in which they were not so
respected as looked upon as necessary, and eras in which it was fashionable to bash teachers
and education in general in the media, especially if someone was running for office and knew
how to “fix education.” And during the recession of 2008, when people were losing jobs and
houses due to the poor economy, teachers were often looked upon by some as lazy (they get 3
months off every year, with pay) “fat cats” who had guaranteed jobs due to tenure, and had a
retirement plan, and benefits to boot. The 5 years of education necessary to become one were
not taken into consideration, or the facts that teachers’ jobs are very difficult and stressful and
they are paid only for the 9 months they teach. Over these years I have been teaching, there
have been a few very good administrators, some good ones, several not very good ones, and a
few terrible ones. As with most very good employees, the very good ones came early, stayed
late, were personable, and liked their jobs. Teachers and boards of education fall into these
same categories, but in different proportions. In some years there were good teachers, good
administrators, and a good board of education. These three elements are what is necessary to
provide students with a good education. Good teachers are the key, and they are those who
know their subjects well, communicate well, like kids and can relate to them well. Those were
great years to be involved in education; however, those times were simpler, as was our society
and our world. There was a real esprit de corps within our staff and how we interacted with the
students. It was not perfect, but we have fond memories of those times. As a young boy,
I watched my heroes on Saturday morningWesterns on TV, including Roy Rogers, Hop-Along
Cassidy, The Cisco Kid, The Lone Ranger, and Gene Autry. In every one of these shows, they
were the good guys, standing up for what was right, and helping those who couldn’t, or wouldn’t,
help themselves. They didn’t tolerate bullies and chased them off, and gave courage and self-
esteem to those who had little or none, often saving whole towns. I really wanted to grow up and
be just like those guys. And as I thought about this, I realized that the things I admired about my
Saturday morning Western heroes were what teachers do every day; they stand up for what is
right, they help those who can’t, or won’t help themselves, they don’t tolerate bullies, and they
encourage young people and help them gain confidence and self-esteem. But the big difference
between my Western heroes and today’s teacher heroes is that a large portion of today’s teacher
heroes are women, including my mom, my aunts, my sister, my wife, my daughter, and many
friends and colleagues. Teachers are really modern day heroes who work to make our society
and our world a better place. There is no other job I would rather have. Table of
Contents Chapters1Defining Momentsp 12Getting Startedp 153Familyp 394Interesting Peoplep
475Disciplinep 636Classroom and School Projects p 737Teaching Mathp 1028Teaching
Sciencep 1299Teaching Artp 14910Continuing Teacher Education p 15611School Safety and
Drug Education p 184 12Things Made Possible bya Teacher’s Schedule p 20413Coachingp
239 Contact information regarding this book: kw42bks@gmail.com Chapter 1Defining
Moments Defining MomentsAka: The best laid plans of mice and men often go awry. As



a young boy growing up, I wanted to be a dentist, just like my dad and my grandfather, PopPop.
My dad and his father were dentists in a small town, East Liverpool, Ohio, and worked together
in the same office. Dad then moved us to Illinois where he was a public health dentist who
worked on school children’s teeth. He pulled a dental trailer to the different schools and
inspected children’s teeth. After a few years, Dad got a master’s degree in public health, MPH,
and then got the job of Dental Director for the Montana State Board of Health. From there he got
a job as the Dental Director for the Alameda County Board of Health in Oakland, California. Each
of these jobs was a better paying job, with more responsibilities. The Alameda County Board of
Health served more people at that time, 1956, than there were in the whole state of Montana. At
that time, we had a beautiful house in the Oakland hills overlooking the Oakland/San Francisco
bay area. It was on two acres, had a 40 foot swimming pool in the back yard, and the living room
had two walls of floor to ceiling windows that overlooked the pool in the backyard and the Bay
Area. The living room had a flagstone fireplace that continued around the wall in the dining room
and into the kitchen, where it became a flagstone, indoor barbeque grill. When I was sixteen, my
friends and I would often spend summer days shooting archery in the mornings, and then would
occasionally come to my house to swim. My dad told me he wanted to get me a car, and also my
own phone, which was quite a big deal in 1962. Dad was a heavy smoker and also a World War
II vet who came home from the war with what is now known as Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome,
something I learned from my mother just a few years ago. These two factors and having a
stressful job are what I believe caused him to have a few small heart attacks. He was on a
business trip back East, going by train because of his heart I believe, and he had a fatal heart
attack in Xenia, Ohio. He was 58 years old. My brother is 8 years older than me, and my sister is
9 years older than me. At this time, my brother was married, had one child, and was finishing up
medical school. My sister was married, had two children, and lived in San Francisco. My brother
and sister and I were all born in our home town, East Liverpool, Ohio, as were both my parents.
We were all born in the same hospital room and were delivered by the same doctor. My brother,
sister, mom and I, and my sister’s husband, all flew to East Liverpool for Dad’s funeral. I had
made arrangements to work on a very large cattle ranch outside Butte, Montana that summer,
as I was enamored of everything about the West, which Montana embodied for me. This trip was
arranged by my sister’s husband who was a Butte native, and I had been looking forward to it
very much. However, the date I was to begin work there was immediately after Dad’s funeral.
Both Mom and Dad were ok with me going, so I decided to go, albeit in somewhat a state of
shock. My brother and I flew to Chicago together, and then I flew to Butte, Montana by myself. As
I look back on things, this was a defining moment for me, as it was the first time I was on my
own, even if it was only for 5 or 6 weeks of the summer. As I flew closer to Montana, my flight
made several stops, and the plane got smaller each time there was a stop, and I finally flew into
Butte in a very small plane. After I got into the airport, my sister’s husband had said he would
have someone pick me up at the airport and take me to a hotel, but no one came. I was alone in
the airport in a strange place, my dad had just died, I didn’t know where I was going, and no one



showed up to give me a ride. This was not what I had planned at all! After waiting a while, I called
home, and got some advice – call a cab and go to the Finlen Hotel . So I did, but I don’t
remember how I paid for it. I’m sure I did not have very much money with me. I was going to the
Jack Hirschy Ranch outside Butte, and the next morning I went to the hotel counter and the clerk
told me I would take the Butte-Wisdom Stage to the very small town of Wisdom, Montana. I
expected the Stage to be a bus, however it was not. A huge man with a large red beard, well
over six feet tall came in wearing blue jean bib overalls. The clerk told me that he was the driver
of the Butte-Wisdom Stage. Well finally, I was making some progress towards getting to the
ranch. However, when I went outside, I didn’t see a bus, so I asked this large man (I forget his
name, darn it) “Where’s the bus?” “There aint no bus, we’re going in my pickup,” he said. I
laughed as I thought he was joking, but he wasn’t; he was getting in his pickup.This was not what
I expected at all, but there was no way to go back, so I got in his pickup. Between us was a large
stack of what looked like leather satchels, which is basically what they were. It turns out the
Butte-Wisdom stage also delivered the mail on the way to Wisdom, a very small town in the Big
Hole Valley. So as we drove along he would hand me a leather satchel and tell me to put in in a
large mailbox or had me throw it onto a gravel driveway. I wasn’t very good at tossing these big
bags as far as he wanted me to, so he began slinging them over the top of the truck with his left
hand, throwing much farther than I could.As we approached Wisdom, which was a very, very
small town, the driver told me he would let me off at “the Phone Company,” and I could call the
ranch for someone to come and get me. The Phone Company was a small building, about 12
feet by 12 feet, as I remember it, and it had a somewhat elderly lady who was the operator. She
ran the switchboard for all the phones in the area, by plugging and unplugging wires on the
switchboard. She called the ranch, and the boss and another man came to pick me up in a jeep.
Whoever was riding shotgun was a man wearing jeans and boots that had cow manure on them.
I remember tryingto move over so I wouldn’t get it on my pants, but to no avail. Welcome to
ranching life!This is a picture ofdowntown Wisdom,Montana in 1964. One of the old timers on
the ranch said, “I was born between Wise River and Smart Creek on the road to Wisdom!” There
actually is such a place.I was so busy adjusting to all these new surroundings that it helped me
deal with the loss of Dad. I Iived in a bunk house, went to the cook shack for dinner with the
other hay hands when the dinner bell was rung, by hand, by the cook, and drove a tractor raking
hay most of the day. If there was time at the end of the day, the boss’s son, daughter, and his
daughter’s friend and I would occasionally get to go bareback riding in the evenings. I remember
we rode bareback out to the main road, about a mile I think. On the way back, someone wanted
to gallop, and took off, and so did all the other horses, including mine. I had never ridden
bareback before and was terrified; I contemplated jumping off, but one of the other kids said to
grab a couple of handfuls of mane and hang on, which I did. But when the boss heard me say I
was so scared I thought about jumping off, he told me that was a very bad idea, and he nixed
further bareback riding.The first year I worked on the ranch I came straight from my dad’s funeral
and didn’t have a camera. In 1963 silverdollars were still in common circulation in Montana. So I



paid one of the boys on the haying crew a silver dollar to take this picture and mail me a copy. He
and his cousin were both working on the ranch and were from Orem, Utah. They were Mormans
and were both really nice guys. Unfortunately, I have forgotten their names.On some days when I
was raking hay on a tractor, I would cry as I raked the whole field, missing my dad, missing my
mom, and realizing I was so far away from home. But I was kept busy working around the ranch,
learning new skills and how a large ranch worked. There was a full time cowboy on the ranch
whose name was Pike. I remember the first time I walked into the bunkhouse, there was a wood
plank floor, a potbellied wood stove, and a holstered pistol hanging on the brass rails at the head
of a bed. This was Pike’s bed someone told me, and he wore a gun when he was out checking
on cattle in case he came on a rattlesnake. It was as if I had walked into a real life Gunsmoke
show!I was working quite a way from the ranch house itself one day, and I was knocking apart an
old jack rail fence with a sledge hammer. It was a beautiful setting with mountains in the
distance, and meadows bordered by fir trees. As I was catching my breath from my exertions
with the sledge, a large mule deer buck came out of the trees into the field about 15 yards from
me. He had a huge rack and showed no fear of me as he looked me over and then began to
graze. It was an amazing moment. As he moved closer to me, I realized how large he was and I
began to look around for something to get behind if he came much closer, when something got
his attention and he quickly left for the trees. I believe the deer saw Pike coming, as he rode up
on horseback a few moments later.Pike rode up on his horse through grass up to his stirrups. He
asked me how I was doing and if everything was ok. I said yeah and told him of the beautiful
buck I had just seen. As he chatted with me, he got off his horse and put on his leather gloves,
and began to do something amazing. He took his hand and wiped it across the side of his gray
horse and was painting it brown with each stroke! What in the world am I seeing, I thought? I
couldn’t figure it out, and naively asked him what he was doing. “I’m wiping the mosquitoes off
my horse,” he answered. I had never seen mosquitoes so thick before; the horse was literally
gray from mosquitoes. Of course I hadn’t planned for these adventures, but they were quite
memorable. The cook’s name was Cliff Derby. He was a good fisherman, often catching enough
trout in the Big Hole River to feed the whole haying crew, about 20 people or more. He was also
a very good leather worker. I watched him as he cut pieces from a large sheet of leather and
made things; I watched him make a purse for the boss’ wife. I asked him if he could make me a
belt with my name on it, like the ones I saw a lot of the men wearing. He made me a great
looking belt, and I still have it. I took the bus home that summer and I had some time to wait in
the Salt Lake City bus station. While I was waiting, I went to the gift shop and saw a western belt
buckle for sale that I bought for my belt, and I still have it as well. Of course I got to share these
experiences with my mom and friends, but I regret not getting to share them with Dad. He loved
to read western pocket books. It was his favorite reading material, and he would have loved
these stories. Being on my own gave me a lot of self-confidence, especially since I was expected
to do the same work that grown men were doing, and I got paid the same as them, $5 a day and
room and board. On a couple of occasions I also got chewed out like the men, when I made



stupid mistakes. At the time, these life experiences helped me define who I was, and helped me
develop a good work ethic. However, there were more of these defining moments to come. More
Defining Moments It was a long bus ride home, and I was glad to get back home. However, as
my mom was a substitute teacher, we could not keep up our big house on two acres with the
pool in a very nice neighborhood. It would have been nice to keep our nice, big house, but we
couldn’t. I knew my dad had life insurance, and many years later, I asked my mom what
happened to dad’s life insurance. She told me that my brother-in-law borrowed it from her and
never paid it back. My dad made a good salary, and his life insurance amount was equal to one
year of his income. Losing Dad’s life insurance money was not something I was aware of at the
time, but we could have used the money. I learned of this when Mom was in her nineties. So this
situation meant we had to move, but I really did not want to change schools as I had done a lot of
that as we moved from one state to another. We found an affordable, 2 bedroom apartment in
the same school district. Now, instead of riding to school with my dad on his way to work, I took a
45 minute bus ride to school. Our apartment was one of many twostory, four-plexes on both
sides of a street. Each apartment had a carport under the apartment, and the four apartments
shared one patio area behind the apartments. There was one set of stairs for all four apartments,
so our front door and the neighbor’s front door were on the same landing going up the
stairs. Dad died in the summer of 1963, and Mom managed to get a full time teaching job
teaching 6th grade at an elementary school that I had gone to. I was going to be a senior in high
school that next school year, and I was going to turn 17 in November. The stress of Dad’s death,
moving, and starting a new job was very stressful for Mom, but I had no idea how stressful at the
time. Mom had developed a bleeding ulcer, and in front of her class, she began to throw up
blood, and passed out. She was taken to the hospital by ambulance. Unfortunately, it was very
traumatic for her students, many of whom thought she had died. She had to spend many days in
the hospital as she was in serious condition. I remember very vividly when I first went to the
hospital to see her; she was very frail, was hooked up to an IV, and was wearing fluffy, pink
slippers. I remember being very upset on the drive home as I was afraid my mom was likely to
die too. It was either late November or early December, 1963, and the nation had just gone
through the Kennedy assassination, and then the murder of Lee Harvey Oswald, which was a
horrible time! Mom seemed to be getting better, but then she got hepatitis! She was going to
have to stay in the hospital even longer, and it looked like she may not get out of the hospital for
Christmas. Finally, when I went to see Mom, she said Dr. Hart said she would get to go home for
Christmas! How exciting for me! Gosh, Dad died in July, we lost the house, and the apartment
we got did not allow dogs, so I had to make a decision regarding my dachshund who had a bad
back and a skin condition, and I did. Mom developed a bleeding ulcer, then she got hepatitis, the
president was assassinated, and I was 17 years old and living by myself, hoping my mom
wouldn’t die. Mom coming home was the first good news in quite a while! I was so happy that
Mom was coming home in time forChristmas that I called my girlfriend, Mary Lou, and the two of
us went out one evening to get a Christmas tree for “the apartment,” as we called it. I bought the



biggest tree on the lot and tied it on top of Mom’s blue Plymouth and took it back to the
apartment. It was so big that the top scraped the ceiling as I put it up and left a mark. I got out the
tree decorations and had the tree up and decorated when Mom came home from the hospital. I
think my sister took Mom shopping for Christmas presents, as Mom managed to get presents for
me for Christmas. Since I had recently come home from working on the ranch in Montana, Mom
got me a very cool horse head lamp, which I still have.Those five months caused many changes
in my life, most of which affected the course of my life for years to come; they were definitely
defining moments. It was not too long after Christmas before there was another one, a real
doozy.Apartment Life, the Good, the Bad, and the Real Ugly After a few months, Mom and I
settled in to a new reality, that of apartment life. Our neighbors were all very nice. An elderly
couple lived above us, and our neighbor across from our front door was recently divorced and
had a small boy, about 3 years old. As I previously said, our front door and the neighbor’s front
door were on the same landing going up the stairs. One evening we were in the apartment when
all of a sudden there was a terrific banging and yelling and screaming at our front door. It was our
neighbor across the landing, banging on our door and hysterically screaming and crying, telling
us to let her in, saying, “He’s trying to kill me.!” Mom opened the door, and she and her young
son ran in, and she told us to shut the door and lock it, which I did. It was hard to understand
what she was saying because she and her son were both horribly frightened and crying. We
finally understood that her ex-husband was drunk and trying to get into her apartment through
the bathroom window, and was threatening to kill her. It didn’t take him long to figure out that she
was in our apartment, and when he did, he began banging on our door, threatening our neighbor
and demanding that she come out. When she didn’t, he became further enraged and began
cursing at my mom and me and threatening to kill us all if we didn’t open the door! I have a very
vivid mental image of my mom, the neighbor, and her son, all huddled in a corner of the living
room of our apartment, hugging each other and sobbing. I went into my bedroom, got my
baseball bat from under my bed, and hurried to the door before he kicked it in. I remember my
mom yelling my name repeatedly to stop, but I didn’t. I went to the front door, swung it wide
open, pulled my bat back to hit him with it, and yelled at him to, “Get your @#*~^ out of here
before I knock your !#^&*%@ block off!” I remember what happened next very vividly too! He
stepped back, looking quite frightened, and blanched – turning absolutely white – and said, “You
probably would, wouldn’t you?” I said, “You are !#^&%@ right I would. Now get your @$$! out of
here! We called the police.” I slammed the door shut and locked it, and noticed that my knees
were shaking. And he left,… and that was the end of that. Whew! However, nobody slept well
that night.I was 17 years old; my dad had recently died, I had thought my mom was so sick that
she was going to die, we lost our house, and I had my dog put to sleep in order for us to live in
this apartment; and now this mean drunk was threatening to kill his wife, his young son, my
mom, and me. Enough was enough.It was a lonely, scary feeling to realize we could be so
vulnerable. Chapter 2Getting Started Jobs That Helped Pay for my Education, and
the One I Didn’t Take, Thankfully As with many college students, I had a variety of part time and



summer jobs that helped pay for my education. Some of these jobs were working as: a ranch
hand on a 40,000 acre cattle ranch outside of Butte, Montana, a carpenter’s apprentice on a
building on the U C Berkeley campus, garbage man/handyman at a resort in Clear Lake, a
garbage man in Rochester MN, weekend odd jobs found at the university employment center in
Arcata, CA, painting a local business building, CA, a line worker at a cannery in Milpitas, CA,
and a park ranger at a large city park in Fremont, CA. However, there was one job, that in
retrospect, I was very glad I didn’t take. This was a job working at a chicken farm a little north of
Humboldt State University. A friend of mine was working there for minimum wage, $1.25 at that
time, and he said there was plenty of work for another two guys. Another friend of mine and I
went out to check it out. After inquiring about the job, an older man showed us around and
explained the job to us, which was shoveling chicken manure. He took us around to several large
buildings that had chickens in cages which were on racks in rows that were as long as the
building, five feet apart, and about three feet off the ground. Underneath each row of cages, the
length of the building, there was a pyramid of manure, three feet high. The job was to shovel the
manure into a wheel barrow and haul it out of the building to an elevated ramp and dump it into a
large pond of manure, which appeared to be quite deep. The work schedule was perfect for a
college student because we could go out there, clock in, and work as many hours as we could
each day. The old guy showing us around told us there was, “..plenty of s--- to keep you busy for
a long time,” and then laughed. I remember the first day I was to go to work there. I had planned
to go in early and get a few hours of work in and go to class. I had conflicting opinions/values
about going to work there. On the one hand, I thought I shouldn’t be too proud to go do hard
work. On the other hand, I didn’t go to college for 4 years to go shovel chicken manure. I decided
not to go, and I felt guilty about it, as I was almost broke. However, my friend did go to work there,
and he inadvertently convinced me that I had made a good decision to not work there. I hadn’t
seen him in a few days and decided to stop by his apartment to see how the job was going. His
apartment was on the second floor, and when I got to the top of the stairs there was a pile of
dirty clothes. I knocked on the door, and when he came to the door, he looked terrible, but I
couldn’t tell what had happened to him. It turns out that as he went out on the plank to dump a
wheel barrow of manure, he lost his balance and fell into the manure pond! He said he thought
he was going to drown in this liquefied chicken manure as he couldn’t touch the bottom. He
kicked his rubber boots off and swam out! He was working by himself and no one could have
helped him out. This is another good reason to learn how to swim.I started to laugh, but he
stopped me short and told me he was very uncomfortable with burned and peeling skin, and
stinging eyes. I hadn’t thought of it before this, but the chickens had also peed in these piles, and
the manure was a combination of the two. He had showered a couple of times but still had
chicken manure in his hair and ears. He was throwing those clothes away.Bus Driving Because I
transferred to Humboldt State College after two years at Hayward state college (both colleges
later became stateuniversities) in 1966, I lost five graduation credits due to different course
graduation requirements at the two schools. Instead ofgraduating in four years in 1968, I did not



graduate until after the first quarter of the 1966-1967 school year. So subsequently, I finished
my teacher credential year in mid-year. One of the biology courses I took as a senior was
marine phycology, the study of marine algae. The two weekly labs were off campus at the
marine lab in Trinidad, California, necessitating a school provided bus ride there. Being a poor
college student, I went to the job placement office looking for part-time employment. One of the
jobs listed was a bus driving job for this marine phycology class. It paid $35 a month, which I
thought was perfect – I could get paid for taking this class. I applied for a bus driver’s license and
was told I would need to practice driving a college bus as I had no experience. In order to get
some experience, I signed out a college bus several times and practiced driving around town
and on the freeway. I had to take a driving test with a CHP officer riding with me to show I could
safely drive a bus.On the day of my test I went to the CHP office and signed in. An officer came
out with a clipboard and watched as I did my vehicle inspection of turn signals, flashing lights,
proper pressure on the gauge for the air brakes, etc. Unbeknownst to me, the bus I had that day
had a different shift pattern than the one I practiced with, and it needed me to really step on the
gas to accelerate. As I went to back up from the CHP office, I gave the gas a heavy foot to get it
to take off smoothly. However, I had the bus in a reverse gear, and I jerked the officer violently
forward and he hit his head on the vertical hand pole, knocking his hat off. He turned to me and
gave me a dirty look, and quickly made several notes.  
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Jeff K., “autobiograohical stories from a successful teacher,. Really great autobiographical book
about the author’s life leading up to, and through a successful teaching and coaching career.
Anyone that is a teacher or coach or looking into getting into either career field will enjoy this
book.”

Pete Springer, “A Most Inspiring Read!. As a retired teacher, I thoroughly enjoyed reading 42+.
Dr. Kent Willis, a former Humboldt County Teacher of the Year, has written a most compelling
book that any new or experienced teacher will enjoy. While the bulk of the book centers on the
author's years as a teacher and coach, Willis also shares the trials of growing up after his dad
passed away when Kent was only sixteen-years-old.Reading about many of Willis's experiences
made me recall similar challenges as a fellow teacher. Since the book covers his entire teaching
career and then some, it was especially interesting to learn how much things have changed in
schools during that span. While it is a positive book, the author isn't afraid to share his opinions
about things in education that could be better. He shares his thoughts regarding the Science
Fair and drug education programs openly and honestly. He reveals that his college teacher
preparation program amazingly did not address the subject of student discipline. In many cases,
his own on the job experiences provided him the best education.The author shares many
fantastic ideas that he utilized across the curriculum. That alone is worth the price of the book.
What was perhaps the most moving was Willis's forward. While space doesn't allow me to share
that whole section, one of his lines that sums it all up is, "Teachers are modern-day heroes who
work to make our society and our world a better place."”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 3 people have provided feedback.
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