
How do you 
want to be 

remembered?

Black 
Queen 

majesty.

My first Black teacher 
was Mrs. Millington in 
junior high. She was dark 
skinned, ebony elegance.  

I misbehaved once, but one good talk made 
me respect all queens in this profession. 

Rosalind Smith was my 
first and only Black 
principal. She taught me 
the importance of 
respecting the culture.

At M.E. Lazerte High School on 
Edmonton’s north side (my neighbourhood), 
I had to balance between being cool, 
strong, real, fun and compassionate.

My hero and coach Thom 
Elniski helped me greatly in 
this process, of becoming 
a man. My life changed when 
he helped me answer hard 
questions about life.

After coach Elniski passed away in 2004, I reflected on my future. My mom 
suggested I become a teacher. She was my wisdom, and one of the first 
Black instructors at the Northern Alberta Institute of Technology. I 
realized that I wanted to do the work that she (and Mr. E) did.

As a younger teacher, I was so eager to learn. 
And I was eager to teach. I was so eager to 
be in a room where students could see an 
African Canadian at the front of the class.

During my student teaching, 
I was fortunate to coach 
the senior and junior men’s 
 basketball teams. I was 
thrilled to do this work.

I wanted to influence my community the way 
that Coach Elniski had influenced my life.

At university, I was almost always 
the only Black student in my 
classes, but my experience was 
awesome! Except for the time when 
one of my professors used the 
phrase “upitty (N-word)” in a lecture. 
I left the room. That night I sent 
him a letter about how that word 
affected me. The next day he publicly 
apologized, and we moved on. 

MRS. MILLINGTON MS. SMITH


