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Welcome! 



This  book,  "Reflections  of  a  Teacher,"  is  more  than  just an  invitation  to  explore  the  nuances  of  education.  It’s  a  piece  of my heart, a portrait of the ups and downs of the journey I have chosen to follow. 

You’ll see that it’s not just about teaching or learning in the conventional sense, but about experiences, emotions, and everything that happens in that “in-between” space in the school context between educator and student. 

Throughout this book, I hope that as you encounter the challenges and achievements, you will feel as I do—how experiences shape who we are, not only as educators but as human beings. In the end, I invite you to reflect on everything we dis- cuss and take it into your own practice, whether in the classroom or anywhere else life may lead you. 

Each chapter follows the months of the school year, because being a teacher is, in many ways, living this cycle—counting the days, celebrating small progress, and reinventing ourselves with each new beginning. 

I’m excited for this journey with you and can’t wait to hear how these reflections resonate in your own path. Shall we embark on this continuous learning journey together? 



Warm regards, 

Professor Mirela Cristina Leite Mothé. 
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JANUARY: THE PATH 

 

 

 

 Teaching  is  not  about  imposing  knowledge, but  igniting  the  flame  of  reason  in  each  student. 

 Time  and  patience  are  the  allies  of  the  teacher; with them, even the roughest stone can be shaped. 

 (Author's personal notes) 
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Ah, childhood… A time so distant, yet so vividly alive in my memory. I remember the soft light streaming through the win- dow of my home, creating a warm and cozy environment, perfect for the awakening  of  curiosity.  As  my  mother  crocheted  and  bre-  wed fresh  coffee,  with  an  aroma  that  reminded  me  of  comfort,  though the  taste  of  coffee  did  not  delight  my  taste  buds  (believe  me,  I didn’t  drink  coffee  until  I  was  29),  I  adored  the  smel   as  I  lost myself among books and notebooks. It was as if those mo- ments were the first instances of an overwhelming passion for education. 

I  don’t  recal   exactly  when,  but  I  remember  receiving  a green “teacher” chalkboard from my parents, where I used to play school  with  my  dolls,  cousins,  and  even  my  pet  cat  became  my student. The settings varied, but the essence remained the same: the  magic  of  teaching  and  learning.  In  those  games,  I  was  the teacher.  And  believe  me,  I  took  that  responsibility  seriously.  My students, even in the innocence of play, absorbed what I had to say like sponges. It made me feel as if I was shaping the future. And it wasn’t  just  any  future;  it  was  the  future  of  fearless  explorers  and curious minds. 

Every  time  we  gathered  around  the  table,  the  conversation flowed between laughter and debate. My father, with his  wisdom  disguised  as  simplicity,  would  bring  up  topics  that  seemed trivial, yet were in reality lessons for life. The value of education 8 
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was one of them. He always said it was essential, a beacon in the dark  sea  of  uncertainty.  The  decisive  factor  he  had  chosen  was the skill of his life partner: my mother always read beautifully  and her writing was flawless. These conversations left deep marks, like a  gentle  imprint  on  paper.  I  felt  this  for  the  first  time  when  a teacher showed us the impact a single individual can have on the world. In that room filled with dreams, I realized that education was not merely a means of learning, but a miracle that could transform lives. 

But  it  wasn’t  only  what  was  discussed  and  learned  in classes  or  at  home  that  shaped  me.  There  was  something  deeper  rising  within  me.  Fleeting  encounters  with  books  were  true banquets  for  the  soul;  narratives  that  transported  me  to  other worlds. With each turned page, a new world unfolded. Engaging in those daring explorations  was  not  just  a task;  it was  a mission,  a calling  that  resonated  in  all  my  experiences.  Now,  a  thought overtakes me: how did I forge such an intense connection? 

I understood early on that we are a little of each other. The first teacher who truly impressed me was Mr. Bruno. He didn’t just teach  math;  he  told  stories  through  his  lessons:  “Life  is  full  of numbers,  but  each  number  has  a  story,  and  it's  up  to  you  to discover what it is” (I think that’s how he said it; I don’t remem- ber his exact words). 
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Looking  back  at  these  moments,  I  realize  it  was  in  a  delicate  dance  between  my  childhood  filled  with  play,  family  conversations, and inspiring educators that I discovered the beauty of teaching. It is a vast and profound field, where each small les- son can  be  the  beginning  of  something  grand.  And  so,  as  these memories dance in my mind, I invite you, dear reader, to reflect on your  journey.  What  formative  experiences  have  shaped  your  life thus far? What motivated you to become who you are? 



 This intertwining of memories is not merely a narrative;  it  is  the  invisible  thread  that connects  and  gives  meaning  to  education. 

 As  I  venture  through  these  emotional  me-anderings,  I  hope  you  too  feel  the  echo  of these  experiences  in  your  own  journey  and that together we can discover the nuances of the transformative power of education. 

  

I  remember  one  teacher  in  particular  (Mr.  Valdecir),  who had the  ability to turn a classroom and  the playground into a magical  space.  It  was  as  if,  upon  crossing  the  classroom  door,  we were  transported  to  a  different  world,  where  each  story  he  told came  laden  with  vivid  details  and  emotions  that  resonated  in  our young  hearts.  He  didn’t  just  explain  the  subject  matter;  or  the steps we needed to take to perform a specific exercise in physical education class; his way of narrating was so captivating that it was impossible  not  to  be  mesmerized.  I remember  one  day  in 10 
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particular  when  he  took  us  on  a  journey  through  time,  describing the  history  of  basketball  with  such  intense  passion  that  I  could almost hear the shouts of “basket” echoing in my mind. He transformed  historical  facts  into  personal  experiences,  making  us  feel the thrill in every play. That classroom was not merely a space for learning; it was a true stage of transformation. 

It’s intriguing to think about the impact educators have on our  lives.  Each  one  appears  in  our  journey  in  a  unique  way,  leaving  a  deep  mark.  I  still  remember  the  geography  teacher  (Mrs. 

Deigre), who could turn each map into a richly illustrated puzzle—

this teacher drew so beautifully that it awakened in me a certainty: Learning  to  draw  to  explain  better  when  words  fail!.  The way she encouraged  us  to  solve  these  puzzles  was  so  com-  forting.  She would  say that each  region  could  be seen  as a  chal-  lenge,  each with  its  own  peculiarities,  and  her  words  resonated  like a mantra. 

This  was  essential  when,  in  my  own  classes,  I  en-  countered students  who  had  a  genuine  aversion  to  basic  loca-  tion—

confusing  North  and  South,  for  example.  That  lesson  from  that teacher  never  left  me.  Looking  back,  I  realize  how  family conversations,  filled  with  humor  and  a  love  for  education,  prepared the ground for what was to come. 

These educators proved fundamental in my choice. Each, with  their  genuine  methods,  contributed,  often  unknowin-  gly,  to the formation of my identity as a future teacher. That art 11 
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teacher,  for  instance,  always  had  drawing  materials  on  hand,  ready  to  spark  creativity  and  show  that  art  was  everywhere.  One day,  she  asked  us  to  draw  our  dreams.  On  that  blank  sheet,  I unleashed  my  imagination,  and  it’s  surprising  how  that  experience  reminds  me  of  how  important  it  is  to  encourage  students  to express  their  creativity.  It  is  crucial  to  create  an  environment where  the  fear  of  making  mistakes  dissipates,  where  each  attempt is seen as essential in the journey of learning. 

And  what  about  the  teacher  who  loved  to  tell  jokes?  His classes (science teacher—I can’t recal  his name) were a feast of laughter.  He  had  an  almost  magical  ability  to  make  each  topic hilarious,  turning  complex  scientific  concepts  into  something  that stuck  not  just  in  the  mind  but  also  in  the  heart.  Laughter  was constant, and I always left the classroom with a smile that lasted all day.  This  lightness,  this  air  of  relaxation,  is  something  I  strive  to bring into my own lessons; after all, learning should be seen as a pleasure, not an obligation. 

Reflecting on these educators feels like I’ve constructed a mosaic  of  experiences  that  shaped  my  view  of  teaching.  Each story, each moment contributed to the expectations I formed about what it would  mean  to  be  a teacher.  It was, and  still  is, the  belief that we would have the power to transform lives and open  doors. 

It’s an almost ethereal perspective, but it is not unrealistic. 
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There  exists  a  magic,  a  perception  that,  through  sharing  knowledge,  we  can  profoundly  influence  the  trajectory  of  a  young  person. 

And, honestly, thinking about these memories fills me with a  mix  of  nostalgia  and  gratitude.  I  learned,  through  these educators,  that  every  laugh,  every  challenge,  and  every  idea  shared in the classroom has the power to leave an eternal mark. This power  is  what  I  aspire  to  cultivate,  day  after  day,  with  my  own students.  After  al ,  teaching  goes  far  beyond  content;  it’s  about creating bonds, igniting passions, and shaping human beings who will enter the world ready to dream and achieve. The class- room thus  becomes  a  true  home  for  ideas  and  emotions,  where  each person  can  grow  and  evolve,  just  as  I  was  blessed  to  do  in  my journey. 

The  perceptions  I  formed  about  the  teaching  profession over the years were indeed almost poetic. I imagined myself as a kind  of  alchemist,  transforming  knowledge  into  something  precious  and  lasting  in  each  student’s  life.  I  remember  watching  a movie, where the teacher enchanted the students with her stories (Matilda—a  popular  film  from  the  90s),  leaving  everyone  so  captivated that time seemed to stop. The idea of awakening curiosity, igniting the flame of  learning…  it  was  absolutely  seductive.  I  dreamed of being that figure who could transform the classroom into 13 
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a  magical  space,  a  microcosm  where  people  would  come  together not only to learn subjects but to grow, question, and dream. 

 But the truth is that the magic I had ideali- zed did not manifest instantly. 
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FEBRUARY: WHERE IS THE MAP? 

 

 

 If you want to shape virtuous citizens, be the example of virtue yourself. 

 When a student challenges you, see in them 

 a restless spirit crying out for direc- tion. 

 The  wise  teacher  is  not  shaken  by  the  student's  indifference,  for  they  know  that  every seed has its time to germinate. 

 (Author's personal notes) 
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Ah,  the  first  day  of  class.  The  walls,  painted  a  blue  that  I thought  was  inspiring,  seemed  to  reflect  the  excitement  of  the moment,  but  the  butterflies  in  my  stomach  were  something  else: an  unexpected  wave  of  insecurities.  The  smell  of  chalk  and  the sound of desks shifting whispered that I was in the right place, but reality soon set in. Facing curious and skeptical gazes, I felt like a chef  in  front  of  an  unknown  recipe,  trying  to  guess  the  right ingredients. It's almost comical now to remember the illusion that I could  touch  hearts  and  minds  with  just  the  first  sentence.  The mistake  was  mine,  for  teaching  is  a  complex,  often  arduous  process—a  reality  check  for  someone  who  thought  they  were  ma-ture at 19... It hurt! 

The  following  weeks  taught  me  that  being  an  educator requires more than knowledge.  When  a student  raised their hand and  bluntly  asked,  "Why  do  we  need  to  learn  this?",  my  world stopped  for an  instant. I swallowed  hard. It was a  seemingly simple question, but it challenged me to reflect on the true purpose of teaching.  The  classes  I  envisioned  as  glorious  stages  revealed themselves  to  be  a  constantly  changing  terrain  where  ideas  face challenges  and  need  to  be  reinvented.  It  was  surprising—and  fri-ghtening. 

I  remember  one  particular  scene.  While  teaching  Brazilian  history,  Leonardo—I  remember  his  name  well—took  the  floor and began to express his opinions with a passion that silenced 16 
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the room.  In that  moment,  I  realized  my  role was  not  just  to con-vey  information,  but  to  foster  dialogue,  to  allow  voices  to  be  heard. The most impressive part? The stories that emerged from that moment,  questions  I  had  never  anticipated.  It  was  then  that  I understood: education happens when students see themselves  in what they learn. 

Each  difficulty  proved  to  be,  in  fact,  an  opportunity  for growth.  The  clash  between  expectations  and  reality  shaped  my development.  After  a  particularly  disastrous  class,  I  sat  alone  in the  corner  of  the  room,  overwhelmed  by  frustration.  But  beneath the surface of disappointment was a genuine desire to connect, to make  a  difference.  And  it  was  this  realization  that  transformed  a sense of defeat into a valuable lesson. Success, I understood, was not  about  flawless  lessons,  but  about  the  daily  building  of  an authentic bond. 

Thus,  amidst  mistakes  and  successes,  the  classroom became a space for mutual learning. The soft afternoon light streamed  through  the  windows,  illuminating  curious  faces,  and  I  realized,  day  by  day,  that  teaching,  despite  the  obstacles,  had  an undeniable  charm.  Each  challenge,  each  doubt,  each  story  shared brought  with  it  a profound lesson:  true learning  lies not  in the destination,  but  in  the  journey  we  take  together.  And  who  would have  thought  that,  on  this  path,  I  would  also  become  an  eternal learner? 
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In the first  few  weeks,  reality  set  in  unexpectedly.  I  jotted down little notes to myself—fragments of reflection that I will share throughout these accounts. The initial euphoria of having the world in my hands gave way to a torrent of insecurities. The meticulously planned  script  for  the  first  class  crumbled  when  a  student  simply chose not to cooperate. Their laughter echoed in the room, defying my attempts to maintain order. How was it pos- sible that, in theory, everything  seemed  so  clear,  but  in  practice,  it  turned  into  a whirlwind of voices, laughter, and skeptical glan- ces? 

The  truth  is  that,  more  than  establishing  authority,  I  needed  to  create  a  safe  environment,  a  space  where  every  student felt  motivated  to  learn.  I  remembered  the  history  teacher  I  had  in seventh grade—his name escapes me, a reflection of my inability to remember  names—but  I  recall  the  impact  he  had.  He  narrated historical  events  with  such  passion  that  it  felt  like  he  was  right beside  Napoleon  in  battle.  I  wanted  to  be  that  spark.  But  how could I ignite it? 

I believed, naively, that theoretical training would suffice. I had  studied  methods,  read  tirelessly,  but  in  the  reality  of  a  classroom,  everything  felt  unstable,  unpredictable.  Within  days,  my idealized  view  of  the  profession  began  to  crumble,  replaced  by  a troubling  question:  could  I  be  the  bridge  between  knowledge  and those eager minds? 
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One afternoon, after a tumultuous class, I sat exhausted, somewhat disillusioned. That's when a student approached me and, with the sincerity typical of childhood, said, "Teacher, I like your classes, even when the others make a mess." Her words were an unexpected balm, a small miracle amid the chaos. In  that moment,  I  understood:  it  wasn’t  about  being  perfect,  but about being authentic in the relationship I was building with them. The personal  growth  blossoming  within  me  was  immense,  albeit  invisible  to  the  eyes.  Each  day  brought  new  lessons. I learned to look beyond the curriculum and see the human being  behind  the  student.  Each  one  carried  a  story,  a  dream,  a fear,  and  it  was  in  this  tangled  web  of  emotions  that  true  education  happened.  The  classroom  was  more  than  just  a  teaching space;  it  was  a  reflection  of  the  world,  a  microcosm  where  every interaction mattered. 

Slowly,  despite  my  insecurities,  I  began  to  appreciate  the beauty  of  teaching.  The  challenges  transformed  into  opportunities  for  growth;  the  mistakes  became  invitations  for  reflection. 

Teaching revealed itself to be much more than the transmission of knowledge;  it  was  an  act  of  cultivation,  a  process  of  mutual transformation. Even though the idea of who I envisioned myself to be  as  a  teacher  dissipated,  I  discovered  something  even  more valuable: the journey, though winding, was incredibly inspiring. 



19 

 

 TEACHING REFLECTIONS 



And perhaps, just perhaps, I was  exactly where I was  meant to be. 
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MARCH: EVERYDAY CHALLENGES 

 

 

 The  knowledge  you  share  today  will  resonate  for  generations  beyond  what  you  can imagine. 

 Sow  the  truth,  even  if  you  do  not  see  the harvest. 
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