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 My philosophy of teaching is based on four elements in my life combined with 

my background in two different educational systems. 

 1. I grew up in a family of teachers and from early childhood my life centered 

around hearing the problems of education and the joys of teaching. Many of my father’s 

friends were professors of Teachers Training College (in Hungary) and teachers from the 

elementary and secondary level. It was H. L. Menken who said, “A teacher is one who in 

his youth admired teachers.” I think the exposure to education early in my life had a great 

influence on my desire to become a teacher. 

 2. The second element that influenced my teaching philosophy was my experience 

during the war. Many people that are familiar with my terrible experiences still ask me, 

“How are you able to be so patient, so loving and understanding with unfamiliar children 

when you suffered so much in your young adulthood?” My standard answer is that 

because of my unbelievable suffering I have the yearning and urge to spread as much 

love and understanding that I possibly can so a tragedy can not happen again. 

 It was in the concentration camp where I “learned” that to judge, measure up and 

punish individuals in mass is wrong… deadly wrong. Therefore, I have tried throughout 

my teaching career to see the individual human being in my students; their joys, 

problems, achievements… their good and bad days. In my 14 years teaching for the 

Mehlville School District I have not found one student to be the carbon copy of another. 

Since this is true, we as teachers can not achieve good results in any subject matter, no 

matter how educated we are, unless we cater to the individual needs of each child. 



 3. The third element in my philosophy of teaching centers around my profession 

and the children. I love my profession. I enjoy every minute in the classroom and my 

students are fully aware of this since I make no secret about it. My enthusiasm to my 

profession – it is hard for me to call it a “job” – is transferred to my students so they also 

can enjoy their work even if it is sometimes hard. 

 I also love children. I enjoy being with them. I enjoy their eager efforts, their 

little, or not so little, mischievousness. I enjoy the shiny eyes… the sign of 

understanding… the acknowledgement that they understand an arithmetic problem. These 

are the things that make me happy. 

 I combine love, however, with strictness. I believe in establishing a secure, 

disciplined environment in the classroom where the students know that my strictness is 

an indication of caring. They know that my demanding from them the most that they can 

give, on their own level and ability, is based on my love and understanding of them 

because I want them to be able to success in their later lives. 

 Children, like all of us, love success. I am always on the “lookout” for the first 

chance to compliment an achievement, no matter how small it might be. I strongly 

believe that in every child there is some talent or potential which can be surfaced and 

eventually complimented. One little word of praise can trigger a chain of extra efforts 

which makes the student feel good about himself. At that point, the student is on the road 

to success. “The pleasure arising from thinking and learning will make us think and learn 

all the more,” said Aristotle. I could not agree more. 

 4. The fourth element is my undying love and thankfulness to this great country of 

ours. I feel happy and grateful that I am able to live here with my family. Whenever I 



can, I tell students that they should be proud they were born in America. I try to remind 

them that they should not take for granted the richness of our land and the freedom they 

enjoy. I do not want them to become “ultra nationalists” – this misguided feeling existed 

in Germany – but I teach them to be patriots and appreciate what they have so that maybe 

when they grow up they can make it their priority to save the values of this dear country 

of ours. 

 In summary I feel that a teacher’s role is to shape and mould the character of the 

student and to emphasize the importance of honesty, love of our country and the proud 

feeling of work well done. Mahatma Gandhi probably summed up my feelings best when 

he said, “Character building has the first place and that is primary education. A building 

erected on that foundation will last.”  

     /    /     /     /     /    / 

Biography 

 It has been a long road, indeed, to fulfilling my ambition and dream of becoming 

a teacher. I was born in Szeged, Hungary, near the Yugoslavian border. My father was a 

teacher and later an elementary school principal for 40 years and still lives in Hungary 

with my stepmother who is also a teacher. He was my fourth-grade teacher and it was at 

that time that I began to think about becoming a teacher myself. 

 By the time I reached junior high, I had definitely decided to become a teacher 

and expressed it in the traditional theme, “What do you want to be when you grow up?” 

To fulfill my dream, even before I finished high school, my parents made arrangements 

for my enrollment in Teacher Training College. 



 The year 1940, however, was not a good year for an 18-year-old Jewish girl in 

Europe to learn how to become a teacher. The news from Germany, Austria and Poland 

was not encouraging so instead of going to college I left all my hopes and dreams about 

teaching behind and learned how to sew. After listening daily to the terrible stories from 

other parts of Europe, my parents thought that whatever might happen to us it would be 

helpful to know how to sew… for survival. 

 By June, 1944, I was taken to the infamous Auschwitz Concentration Camp in 

Poland along with my mother, six-month-old brother, 72-year-old grandmother and 13-

year-old sister. My father had already been taken to a Force- Labor Camp after the 

German occupation of Hungary. On arrival at this camp, German doctor/officer Dr. 

Mengele separated my family. This is the last time I saw them. My mother was holding 

my little brother and looking at me saying good-bye with her eyes. Later I learned that 

they had been killed soon after arrival… in the gas chamber. 

 I spent three terrible months in Auschwitz away from the safe, sheltered life of 

my childhood where books, music, knowledge and my dream to become a teacher were 

my main concerns. From there I was taken to Germany where I was put in another camp 

and used as a slave-worker in a factory. 

 In 1945 the German soldiers chased the prisoners from the camp. While running 

on the road in Germany and then hiding in the forest, I set my eyes on the first American 

jeep and soldier and later the whole beloved unit whose presence saved my life; I was 

liberated by the glorious American Army! 

 From this time on I fell in love with America. The soldiers helped me recover 

from my terrible physical condition and gave me back me faith in mankind. They also 



helped me return to Hungary where I found my dear father alone, waiting to hear about 

his family. 

 In October, 1945, I was married to Earnest Ban, whom I had known before the 

war. He was also a teacher and a cantor in the Jewish Congregation. My first son was 

born 1845 and my second in 1949 in Budapest. 

 Finally, after so many “interruptions,” I was able to return to my original goal and 

dream… to train to be a teacher. While attending the Teacher Training College, I fell in 

love more and more with teaching. I was anxious to get into a classroom and be with 

children. For five years in Hungary I taught classes for boys, grades five through eight, 

and I enjoyed every minute of it. Yet, I still yearned for America, especially because of 

the growing pressures of the Communist Government on our personal and professional 

lives. 

 The Hungarian/ Russian revolution broke out in 1956 and at that point we decided 

to flee the country for America. We wanted to be able to raise our children in freedom 

with opportunities for higher education and not be persecuted for out religion and belief 

in God. 

 The escape is a separate story which I often use in the classroom as 

supplementary information to a study unit and to get closer to my students. To escape 

was a hard decision and a difficult task. We had to walk through mine fields while being 

watched from behind by the Russians. But again, it was the Americans who reached out 

with a helping hand. In Austria the Red Cross helped us and we were able to sail from 

Bremenhaven, Germany, on an American troop-transportation ship to New York. 



 When we eventually arrived in St. Louis my husband and I both worked in 

factories and later as bookkeepers. Earnest returned to college and is currently a math 

teacher at Bayless Senior High School. Then it was my turn to enroll in college, again, in 

fulfillment of my goal and dream… to become a teacher in the United States. I received 

my teaching certificate from the University of Missouri- St. Louis and was hired by the 

Mehlville School District to teach at Oakville Elementary School, where I have been 

since 1966. 

 Everyone in the District helped me overcome the difficulties of adjusting to an 

entirely new situation but most of all I have the students and a classroom of my own to 

finally fulfill my lifelong dream of become a teacher. 

    /    /      /     /     /     /     /     / 


