One negative experience that I had in my childhood was in grade five.  I had a horrible teacher, who believed it humiliation and discouraging students instead supporting them.  Just to give you a little background, I went to an all French private school, of course it was my second language and my parents didn’t speak a word of it.

Anyway, this teacher, would do all kinds of weird stuff.  If you forgot to bring your homework to school (or just didn’t do it at all) she’d walk over to your desk and just shake it and dump out all of the books and make you tidy it up while the whole class looked on.  And like I said earlier, my parents didn’t speak French, so they couldn’t always help me with my homework and I wasn’t a particularly good student, so let’s just say, I often suffered her wrath.  She once told me that I had terrible handwriting and the letters that I was printing looked like they were “drunk” because they weren’t straight and in a line.  
We never did anything fun in the classroom.  We once had a sport’s day and competed against the other grade five’s (there were two other grade fives in the school) and we came in last.  Boy was she ever angry with us.  She screamed and screamed about how we had humiliated her.  Even then, I was thinking, well if you had encouraged us or had faith in us, maybe we would have done better.

She had two favourites, who lived close to her and she often gave rides to.  She always talked in classroom about how great they were and how much more advanced they were from the rest of the class.  And to be honest, yes, they were good students, but not better than some of the other good students.  Only one time in the year did I ever hear her make a negative comment about them and I still laugh about it today.  Now this would have been about 1981 and what was really in style for young girls, were little bottles of scented lip-gloss.  There were many brand names, but there was one in particular called “kissing potion”  Both of her “favourites” had bottles of it and when the teacher had a look at it and read the label, she went into a near hysteric fit of laughter at the thought of these two ten year olds with bottles of “kissing potion”  In my own little mind, I was so happy, that she finally said something against them!
This awful teacher is part of the reason that I went into teaching.  I wanted to help the ones that needed help the most.  I always remember to tell the children “nice try!” and “good job” to encourage them even a little bit.

Seeing what you said:
I am actually surprised at how much I remember and such specific things.  But I think in general people seem to remember the negative more than the positive in life, but that teacher is one of the all-time worst.  This piece was easy to write and I never felt restricted.  I’m not going to bother with the “Follow Through”  I never felt my “watcher” intrude.
