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Long ago, about eight years back, I found myself having a bit of regret. It was for not doing
something of which I later found out was a small window of opportunity to have done it.

It was a hot afternoon back on Wednesday, July 19th in 2000. I found myself sitting in room 12 of
John Adams Elementary School in my old area of Corona, California. I was there with a friend
visiting my 5th grade teacher who was now teaching little ones of 1st grade. Mrs. Elaine Lopez
and I go back to when she first knew me as an animated six year old when she first started
teaching at John Adams—even though I wasn’t a student of hers until I turned ten.

Back to sitting in room 12, Mrs. Lopez, joined by another teacher I knew well, Mrs. Linda Brew,
and I shared stories from the years I went to John Adams. Funny stories, serious stories—you
name it. Then we got to talking about other teachers I had before her in the 5th grade. Mrs. Lopez
was amazed I recalled both first and last names of every one. I still can to this day—Mrs. Irene
Revollo (kindergarten), Mrs. Ruth Heinemann (1st), Ms. Kris Johnson (2nd), Ms. Jean Homer
(3rd) and Mrs. Barbara Ireys (4th).
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It was when I got to Mrs. Ireys that I started sharing good stories and made the mention that I
would love to see her again as it had been ten whole years—as it was before seeing Mrs. Lopez
and Mrs. Brew. They both looked at one another, then to the ground and back up at me with grim
faces.

Mrs. Brew told me that Mrs. Ireys had passed away just the year before, of cancer.

Numb. Silent. Thrown off. That’s what I felt from then on until sun down. I had driven to Corona
earlier that afternoon in my old ’86 Dodge truck that was sitting five miles away in my friend’s
driveway, broken down. When I went to go home, it wouldn’t start. I had it towed back to Orange
County where I then walked home a mile or so from the mechanic’s, still feeling numb, silent and
very much thrown off. That day felt like coming full circle as just hours before I was sitting in a
place where I started my education and next I know I’m walking across the field of where I
graduated high school.

Most people I know haven’t carried the attachment of their former teachers into their adult years. I
always did. The great ones, the terrible ones—I remember them all. Mrs. Ireys was one I never,
ever forgot—and with good reason. I had to turn myself around from feeling so blue about her
passing—that memories of long ago began to enter my mind again, and I would like to share
some of them here…

You’ll love her!

In late August of 1988, a friend and I rode our bikes up Border Avenue to John Adams to go
check out the new school year roster. They merely were pieces of paper taped to the inside
window of the office that showed who your teacher was for the coming year. I saw that I had an
unknown teacher that I wasn’t familiar with—Barbara Ireys, 4th grade, it said.

My friend and I returned to his house, but not before earning $5 a piece (an Arrowhead Water
truck spilled its load near the school when making a fast corner; we helped the driver pick up his
empties in the gutter.) Back at my friend’s house, we found his mother and aunt lying out in the
sun in the backyard. We were asked who we had and when I told them my class, my friend’s
mother lit up.

“Oh she’s good. You’ll love her!”—I was told.

Her nephew, David Nichols, had her the previous year, and went on to say how fun the class
was. I couldn’t wait. I didn’t have such a great year in 3rd grade and also was excited to have, to
me, what was a new teacher.

September ‘88

Come the first day of school, I was standing in a slightly disorganized line of kids, waiting for the
teacher. Out of nowhere appeared this dark-haired woman in glasses, staring at us where we
kept looking behind as if she was looking at something disappointing.

We didn’t get inside until we were neatly lined up, two by two.

“Now that’s better.”—Mrs. Ireys said, after introducing herself.

In letting us in, she opened the door in what I called her trademarked fashion. She’d unlock with
the keys in one hand, papers and her mug in another, and pulling the rest of the door open with
her knee.



Once inside, our desks looked like little set tables—with named placards folded down to show
where we sat. It was that day I learned how Mrs. Ireys rolls—as I guess I couldn’t wait to test the
waters.

Seated across from me was a redheaded girl named Summer. It was the first girl I had met with
that name, so I was enthralled, so to speak. When Mrs. Ireys was speaking to everyone, I leaned
over and grabbed Summers’ placard, and with a pencil I added “of ‘88” next to her name. Just as
I put it back, Summer stuck her tongue out; Mrs. Ireys saw it, wanted to know what was up.

I for sure felt I was dead as I swore it would’ve been the first time I would feel my “blood
pressure.”

I was shocked as Mrs. Ireys laughed, and then said that was cute, but if I wanted the same—
Summer would be free to take my placard and mark it up. It wasn’t so funny anymore. The laugh
was on me.

The Lice Incident

This is a rather slight embarrassing tale to share, but its one I haven’t really told before—but it
shows the true humor of our beloved teacher. After all, it was she who busted out laughing.

We had a breakout of lice one week where every teacher in school was mandated to check
student’s head for lice. Mrs. Ireys took to the task rather jovially and we had fun—as it gave us a
break from “work.”

There were about two students in our class who were found to have the bugs in their hair, and as
matter-of-factly as she could relay the news—Mrs. Ireys would tell the child something like “Yep.
You got ‘em. Report to the office.”

She checked my head; all clear. So I stood off to the side while she checked others. Then it was
Adam Oviedo’s turn. He was a bigger kid, very quiet, yet very talented in drawing. You never
really heard a peep out of him. Mrs. Ireys was in the middle of checking his head, with her back to
the chalkboard, when a noise was heard out from behind.

We all knew what it was. Some of us had to bite our lips together to stop from laughing. Adam
was one of them. Mrs. Ireys too. Someone up there let one go and it wasn’t Adam!

Adam was beet red—redder than Mrs. Ireys—who just busted out laughing after trying not to.
Then we all let go. After it died down, Mrs. Ireys told us that it was perfectly normal and that she
too was nine years old once. We never thought teachers could “let one go.” Then the continual
smart ass of our class, a clown by the name of Chris Dodd, ruined the moment.

“Somebody check the chalkboard for a burning hole!”

Mrs. Ireys looked up from Adam’s head level, peering over her eyeglasses, and just glared at
Chris. He shut up fast and the rest of us took note. The rest of the time was spent in silence while
further heads were checked with the sounds of pencils writing and papers shuffling.

It was back to work. Thanks Chris!



On a Mission

Our big field trip that year was the obligatory and exciting one everybody took in the 4th grade—
which was to the Mission in San Juan Capistrano. We had a blast, saw a lot, and learned so
many things that day—the sparrows, what an adobe brick looked and felt like, and took in the
many native wildflowers.

One part of the trip we walked by what was described as an on-site chapel. It was closed, but
there were many stained glassed windows—mostly at adult eye-level. A couple of us got smart
and stood on a bench to look inside. I wasn’t able to get up there as the bench was packed, but I
could see that the only light inside would be the sun from the window on the other side.

Chris Dodd got up there and got everyone’s curiosity going—claiming there was a disfigured
looking creature of man inside, leering at him. The way he was describing it, you’d a swore he
was looking at Count Orlok from the silent film “Nosferatu.” Upon hearing that, I couldn’t resist
and went to make my quick-footed steps towards the bench.

“The very next one of you who gets up there—is getting a citation!!”—Mrs. Ireys informed us.

I stopped, did a quick turn on the right heel and made out like I was in mid-stretch from walking all
day, where upon I looked over at Mrs. Ireys where she greeted back with the look of “Uh-huh,
yeah.” You can’t fool a mother.

Aliens!

On the way home from the Mission that day, we were aboard the bus heading back to Riverside
County. I don’t know what route it was we took back, but we happened on past a checkpoint of
some sorts where there were many off-white and olive-green colored law enforcement cars. None
of us had ever seen those before.

As we drove past, we saw on the back of those cars—ALIEN PATROL.

Leave it to Chris Dodd, again—“Oh wow, they’re scoping out aliens from outerspace!!!” Everyone
looked skyward as best they could through the bus windows. I was seated across from Mrs. Ireys,
and a seat or two back. She was sitting rather casually, which was her style, with both arms
resting over her seat and the one in front of her.

In response to Chris’ discovery, Mrs. Ireys looked over her left shoulder and saw the same cards.
Her very quiet response that came next is one that I didn’t understand until years later.

“Nope. Mexicans.”

Brandon Gainer

One overcast morning in cooler weather, we had started rather slow. It was an easy morning so
far and the classroom door was still open. In came an upper-grade student, Ann Robinson, who
was a 5th grader. She and another student went over to the corner where Mrs. Irey’s desk was
where she was just getting ready to sit down with her hot chocolate.

They quietly spoke and the next thing we knew, Mrs. Ireys collapsed in her chair and was very
distraught. She was endlessly sobbing, holding Ann and her friend.



After about ten minutes, Mrs. Ireys had calmed down and closed her door. She walked back
towards her desk and was still crying a little when she started to explain what had happened.

She had a student in her class the year before by the name of Brandon Gainer. He had since
moved up to Oregon with his family. What had happened was over the weekend Brandon was
playing out in his backyard on a rope swing; a simple rope with a loop at the bottom where he sat
and swung. Apparently while in the rope swing, he lost his seating, slid down and accidentally
hung himself.

I’ll never forget that vivid story. It was one that was repeated ten years after that, 30 miles away,
when I worked at Knott’s Berry Farm—which the person telling the odd story was my trainer—
Brandon’s grandmother, Jeanette. That was a strange coincidence that his grandmother took as
a spiritual occurrence from her grandson. Present that day was also her daughter, Brandon’s
aunt, when I recounted the second half of the story of which Jeanette had started. The facts were
the same and it ended up being the same event.

That day in the classroom—we learned that teachers were indeed just like us. They cry too.

The Fire Drill incident

We had a fire drill, as schools often have. Ours was a little hectic though. Mrs. Ireys had been
healing from what I recalled was a broken or sprained leg. It was all wrapped up and she had to
use crutches to get out. This was a surprise fire drill—one teachers did not have an advance
warning about.

So when it came to getting out, she got inventive. She sat down in her brown cushioned chair and
handed her crutches to me and had one of the stronger kids be the one to push her around in it.

Like that scene in “Kindergarten Cop,” where Detective John Kimble’s class was the last and
loudest one to join the rest of their school, that was us!

The whole time Mrs. Ireys was just laughing away, watching the whole school looking at the rest
of us—in a moving huddle (not the required double line), and pushing our teacher in her chair.

You had to be there.

Oh grow up!

After lunch one afternoon we all were in our familiar double line to get inside. Just before Mrs.
Ireys arrived, I had gotten into it was the “classroom bully” Craig Warner. He was a little tough
guy, who mostly did his intimidation verbally. For some reason or another he had started with me,
and I shot back to him that he was nothing but a big bully.

He started crying. I was shocked. Everyone looked at me as if I had hit him. Craig had been the
intimidator since 1st grade.

Up behind came Mrs. Ireys—seeing Craig crying and the rest of the class staring at me. I thought
I was dead. She was either going to take me by the arm to the office or write me up.

She asked what happened. Others tried to answer but she said she wanted to hear it from Craig.

He sobbingly told her “He called me a bully!”



She asked if he had done something to me first, where he was hesitant to answer, but she could
see a couple others quietly nod to her that he had.

“A bully? Craig—oh grow up!”

She unlocked the door, opened it with her knew, led us all in and took Craig by the shoulder and
walked him in, being humorous to calm him down.

My “Lucky” Day

One late spring morning, Mrs. Ireys delegated me to take town a plastic tub full of about a handful
of baby ducks to the kindergarten class. It was a lemon yellow tub with the babies milling all over
the place. I took it down and dropped it off to one of the teachers.
On the way back up, I stopped off to the grass area next to the lunch tables and saw the over
abundance of those clumps of clover class—mostly three-clovers. I found myself going through a
bunch of them and one caught my eye rather fast.

It was an actual four-leaf clover piece.

I pinched it off and took it with me, but not before noticing the corner of the brick building where
our classroom was.

Alone with hands on her hip was Mrs. Ireys, wondering where I’ve been. I showed her my
discovery. She took it for a second, looked at it, said it was my lucky day and…

“…get back inside.”

The Last Day and the Last Time

June of ’89 rolled around very fast. It was the last day. Our desks were to have been cleaned out
but most of us were still throwing stuff away. It was those days where the final day of school was
only about 3 hours long.

I was actually a little sad; I was leaving Mrs. Ireys’ class. We didn’t do any work that day. We just
talked amongst ourselves, talked with Mrs. Ireys and took the morning for what it was—with all
the while the door being open with bright, indirect sunlight coming in.

Then it was time to go. At the door, closest inside, was Mrs. Ireys—embracing each and every
one of us before we left. She thanked everyone, said how proud she was that we all were moving
on. I swore I saw a tear or two. It was hard when it came to be my turn. It was very hard in fact. I
had never before been so emotionally attached to a teacher in my then five years thus far of
school.

The good distraction from those sad feelings was standing in the doorway as we went out. It was
Mrs. Ireys’ eldest daughter, Betsy, who had visited our class many times over the year. She was
taller than most of us, and wore a similar style of glasses just like her mother and was handing
out Big Stick Popsicles to all of us leaving.

But June of 1990 came around even faster, the last day of 5th grade, where I had Mrs. Lopez.
The very last thing I did that day was walk out of Mrs. Lopez’s room 32 and off to the right to the
rear of the building where the 6th grade was. Mrs. Ireys moved up a couple grades and taught



6th. I went inside her classroom and there she was—in her trademark brown chair, surrounded by
mounds of other students greeting her farewell.

It was both hers and my last year and John Adams. In September I was moving back to my native
Anaheim. She, I believe, was going to teach at a school district in her area, Mira Loma. It felt like I
waited forever for my turn but it came, with her open arms and all and pointed out to others that I
was from her previous year of class. I felt much older that day. I told her I was moving, she
wished me well and as I walked out—the mounds of kinds kept coming up to her.

That’s the last time I ever saw her.

Over the course of time there will be things that will remind me of my 4th grade and of Mrs. Ireys
herself. Whether if it’s hot chocolate (her favorite, of which some of us used to make for her right
in the classroom), an election year (she taught heavily about that during the Bush-Dukakis face-
off in ’88) or even the Olympics (Seoul ’88)—it all goes back to her.

My window of opportunity that I first talked about would’ve been sometime in 1998 when I was
working at Knott’s. Brandon Gainer’s grandmother, Jeanette, had come up to me the next day
after we shared that story moment together and said she called her son, Dale (Brandon’s father),
up in Oregon and told her what had happened. She said she hadn’t heard him be so alive in so
many years until she shared that with him. Apparently after Brandon’s death, Mrs. Ireys had
reached out to his family there up north and kept in touch for a little while. He had asked Jeanette
to see if I knew how to reach Mrs. Ireys as he wanted to say hello.

I hadn’t seen or talked to Mrs. Ireys in over seven years by that time, which felt like a lifetime ago,
but I remember looking her up online in a white pages search—and found her listing in Mira
Loma. But by then my father was ill with cancer and it all took on a life of it’s own and next I knew
I left Knott’s Berry Farm not too long after—where he passed just weeks later. Getting a hold of
Mrs. Ireys just had slipped by and next I know it, two years later, she’s gone.

I do regret that as I had wanted to say hello again and thank her. I’ve always had a thing to thank
my teachers from yesteryear that I would either see or come in contact with after high school. I
had an opportunity to share some of these reflections about four years ago with two of Mrs. Ireys’
children—Betsy and her son Andy, who I knew pretty well back then (we saw “Ninja Turtles”
once!).

To Mrs. Ireys, with more than what words can say, thank you again.



This was a follow-up post I did about a week later after what you just read

It’s been almost a week since I first posted my memories of being a student in her class, now
twenty years ago. Since last week I have had e-mails shared between myself and some of her
children. It is all the same at the end of reading last week’s post— she left an indelible impact on
me. After re-reading my post, I noticed some corrections I need to make, grammar-wise. Mrs.
Ireys is probably laughing at that. I sometimes I don’t check my work before posting. In sharing e-
mails with her children, it’s brought out more recollections of which I have since shared with
them…

Like the night Mrs. Ireys stayed really late in the classroom, after sundown. This was when she
had her desk next to the window and door for a brief period. While grading papers, she heard two
loud thumps on the window, of which she was not able to see outside. She said it scared her half
to death. It ended up being her husband, playing around, wanting to check to see when she was
coming home.

Or how about the time when she opened up her new box of checks she got from the bank. She
laughed so hard because the last name had been spelled out wrong— which held a very funny
meaning in our classroom. We had a kid in there named Stephen, who was from New York.
When this kid talked, it was a very thick Bronx accent, and with the way he always said Mrs.
Ireys— it was “Iveys!!” The bank checks said Barbara L. Iveys. She said the bank must’ve talked
to Stephen. I wonder if she ever kept any of those.



Here’s one that the class as a whole would recall, which was the moment we all celebrated the
once-a-century moment of time, 123456789. She prepped us just after a quarter after 1pm for all
of us to yell at the same time, so that we would remember what we did at 1:23pm, 45 seconds, on
6/7/89. She said we’d never forget that moment in our lives. Well, there are lots more there that
some of us never, ever forgot.


