
Something to Think About Autumn 2013

School Radio  © BBC 2013www.bbc.co.uk/schoolradio

School Radio

1

THE TEACHER 
DETECTIVE
by Ems Hancock

When you grow up, there will be 
certain things that you remember from 
when you were young. They might be 
really huge things...like a sixth birth-
day party where everyone dressed up 
as cowboys! Or a time when your tooth 
fell out and the Tooth Fairy left you a 
note under your pillow! Or a visit to 
a museum where you saw a massive 
dinosaur skeleton!

You’ll remember things about your 
school as well. You might remember 
the smell of a classroom, or the sound 
of the school bell. I remember a teach-
er...one teacher in particular: Mrs Jack-
son.

By the time I was seven I had lived in 
lots of different places and been to lots 
of different schools. I wasn’t a very 
happy little girl: I had been naughty 
and been in lots of trouble. I wasn’t 
very good at writing and when I tried 
to read it was as if the letters and 
words danced around on the page and 
didn’t stay still long enough for me to 
make out what they were saying. 

I tried to keep my head down, but 
instead of writing, I would end up 
scribbling patterns and pictures all 
over the page. All my schoolbooks 
were covered with what some teachers 
called ‘silly doodles’ instead of proper 
school work. 

I didn’t mean to, but I got upset and cross 
with other children, with teachers, with 
everything.

One time I got so cross I even scribbled on 
the wall of the school toilets with a thick 
black pen. I knew it was wrong, but I just 
felt sad inside and every now and then 
it bubbled over. Then I arrived at a new 
school.

There were some nice teachers who spent 
time with me and helped me with my work, 
but I didn’t feel clever enough. I thought I 
wasn’t like the other children. I felt left out 
and believed I wasn’t good at anything.

One day, the Headteacher – Mrs Jackson 
– came to see me in my classroom, with a 
pad of paper tucked under her arm and a 
pencil in her hand. She asked me to come 
outside with her while all the other children 
stayed in the class. Mrs Jackson was a 
funny little lady who waddled slightly when 
she walked. She used to wear fl owery pat-
terns and her perfume always reminded me 
of sweets my Grandma used to have. 

I followed Mrs Jackson out into the school 
garden in silence, wondering what it was 
that I’d done wrong and thinking about 
what punishment I’d be given. 

We walked down the gravel path and sat 
on a bench underneath a willow tree. I 
remember the long strands of leaves 
rustling in the breeze.  

We sat down on a bench. Mrs Jackson 
smiled at me and then spoke. ‘Let me 
tell you something about me, Hannah, 
that you probably don’t know.’ 



School Radio  © BBC 2013www.bbc.co.uk/schoolradio

School Radio

2

‘I’m not just a teacher. I’m also a 
detective.’

I was shocked! ‘What do you mean? Do 
you work for the police?’

Mrs Jackson giggled, then explained 
slowly: ‘No! I’m a detective because I 
believe that every boy and girl has special 
talents hidden in them. It’s my job to be 
a detective and fi nd out what those 
hidden talents are!’ 

Then she looked at me for what felt like a 
really long time, smiling.

‘Well I don’t have any hidden talents!’ I 
said. ‘I don’t have any kind of talents...’

Mrs Jackson just smiled a mysterious 
kind of smile and then gave me the pad 
of paper and the pencil she’d been 
carrying. ‘Hannah, I would like you to 
stay outside and do a drawing for me. I’d 
like you to draw a picture of the school 
building.’ 

We both looked up and stared at the 
red-bricked building, with its pointy roof 
over the door and the thick black 
drainpipes snaking down to the ground.
‘Come to my offi ce in fi fteen minutes’.  
And off she waddled.

For a moment I sat there and thought 
what a strange thing it was that Mrs 
Jackson had asked me to do! But I looked 
at the school, then down at the paper and 
I started to draw lines with the pencil.  
I enjoyed doing the drawing a lot and 
worked quickly, moving my pencil around 
the paper with ease, glancing up at the 
school every now and then. 

I got so lost in the drawing that I 
completely forgot about the time! Fifteen 
minutes came and went and it was only 
when I saw Mrs Jackson walking towards 
me that I realised I hadn’t gone to her 
offi ce as she asked. I thought about what 
she would say and what trouble I might 
be in.

But she wasn’t cross. She was glad I’d 
worked hard and enjoyed doing the 
drawing. And she liked my drawing too. 
In fact, she loved it!  

‘I knew it! I knew it!’ She said. ‘I told you 
I was a detective – I knew you’d be good 
at drawing!’

Mrs Jackson took me by the hand and 
marched me back into the school. She 
held my picture up to the class and 
everyone clapped.

At lunchtime I walked past the staff-
room and I saw all the teachers crowding 
around to look at my drawing, saying that 
I was a better artist than most grown-
ups! 

A few days later Mrs Jackson called me 
out of my lesson to come and have a look 
at something. She had put my picture in 
a frame and hung it in the school recep-
tion so that every visitor to the school 
could see it. And at the next parents 
evening she took my Mum and Dad to 
show them where it was.

From that day, every time Mrs Jackson 
passed me in the corridor she would give 
me a little wink. And from that day, I 
didn’t get into trouble at school!
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I didn’t feel cross all the time and my 
reading, writing and drawing improved. 
I didn’t doodle or scribble on my school-
books any more...I would wait until I had 
some free time and then I would take 
great big sheets of paper and practise 
drawing all kinds of things...it felt 
wonderful.

I remember Mrs Jackson and I think I 
always will. She wasn’t just a teacher who 
helped me learn...she was the detective 
who helped me discover my hidden talent!


