WILLIAM  I

I honed a love of words and word play in Mr. Teunis’ English class. We students were a pretty wordy bunch, and thought ourselves most clever, as in:
     “Now is the winter of our discontent, made glorious summer by this son of New York.”

Under Mr. Teunis’ tutelage, the words of Shakespeare and Hemingway became luminous, vibrant elements of our daily conversations:

“Despair and die.”  


“Dive thoughts down to my soul.”  


“Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous.” 

There were new insults for younger siblings:


“Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity.” 

“ Thou dost infect mine eyes.”


“You’re not a moron, you’re only a case of arrested development.”
And others: “Never hung poison on so foul a toad.” I still think “toad” to be a most effective epithet with multiple applications. 

My early feminism found a vehicle in a risky paper I submitted to Mr. Teunis entitled, “For Whom the Belle Toils,” a puerile, but earnest discussion of the always beautiful, but codependent “Hemingway woman” in the long shadow of the Hemingway hero. There were few classes at Northwood High School in which it might have been safe to explore a feminist theme.  Mr. Teunis seemed to not only “get it,” but to encourage such expression.  


In graduate psychology studies, I’d go on to expound on darker Hemingway themes: Papa’s death wish, his suicide, his serial marriages. Most were well received, but there was one professor who asked why I was preoccupied with Hemingway. My response: “my high school English teacher who encouraged us to go beyond the story.”  Psychologists are trained to go beyond the story, and Hemingway as taught by Mr. Teunis provided a wealth of material . 


As a wordy person, I have always enjoyed doing crossword puzzles (vs. Sudoku).  I’ve found crosswords to be a solace while sitting in medical waiting rooms, waiting for test results, during take-offs and landings, anytime attention is divided and a book just won’t do.  In nearly every puzzle, there’s a connection to ancient sound bites from Mr. Teunis’ class:

Clue: “My kingdom for a _____.” 

I always thought of Mr. Teunis as so much older than his students. I think this had to do with his demeanor, his beard, his breadth of knowledge, the culture of the time in which teachers dressed more formally and self-disclosed less.  I now realize that he was so very young, and sadly, did not live beyond his youth.  He is legendary, and I feel so fortunate to have been at Northwood when William I ruled the English classroom.  
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