
Call Me Daddy

 In the cyclically churning atmosphere of a suddenly “benevolent” reform, few 
educational recruits or their emphatically stated policies stayed in any one place for long.  
Teachers expected to deal with not only the ever changing flow of management hires, but an 
additionally attached string of ever realigning (and generally double-sided) directives – struggled 
to comply.  

There were the magically invasive reform directives themselves.
And then there were the real-life actions from those employed to enforce them.
In the earliest months of a year already heavily weighted with reform, a recently hired 

disciplinarian threatened loud consequences for any teacher unwilling to enforce his new year’s 
innovation-ordered dress code.  However, as employees seeking to address issues of discipline 
were soon to discover, due to the management ideology attached to our school’s latest 
administrative “fixer” – a suddenly assigned short-term principal well known for his painstaking 
avoidance of any and all parental reactions to actually enforced policies; a predictably transient 
leader who would not, actually, back any fundamentally hard-hitting decisions – well, no matter 
how loudly our disciplinarian called out for a dress code compliance, even more assiduously?

He strove to avoid a real-life student confrontation.  
In days committed to the magic of instantaneous liabilities, rather than enforce the 

emphatically proclaimed policies connected to assertively publicized innovations (remember, 
now, we’ve already discussed this) – oh, it was always much, much safer to side with unhappy 
students, avoid a parental involvement, and expediently follow the national governmentally-
initiated norm: 	


Blame the teacher. 
Nevertheless; having heard repeated threats for punitive action against those who did not 

enforce our disciplinarian's belligerently delivered policies, as my morning class assembled I 
asked my students to read through our notably posted dress code regulations before electing to 
send two overtly code-violating girls to the disciplinarian.  Visibly offended, and making sure 
that everyone in the room knew exactly how they felt, the two code-breaking young ladies stood 
– sending books flying to the floor.  After tendering loud, expletive-spiced opinions, they stalked 
belligerently from the room.  

(And, should it be that you’ve never seen indignantly outraged fourteen-year-old girls 
stalk belligerently from a room?  

Oh, my.  You’ve never seen it.)
Unmistakably?
They were off to tell the disciplinarian just how poorly they had been treated. 
Forced into a true-life dress code dilemma, the advisor now wobbled back and forth, back 

and forth – clearly unsure about enforcing his own loudly decreed and mandatory classroom-
posted policies.  Unable, despite the hypothetical title as disciplinarian, to make a necessary 
move toward any sincerely hard-hitting authority, finally he suggested that we simply sidestep 
the issue by taking the girls’ loudly antagonistic concerns directly to administration. 

Surprised at his lack of assurance, and wishing to move things along so that I could get 
back to planning for my next lesson, I proposed that – as two grown professionals?  Surely we 
could address this question ourselves.  Surely we could agree upon a solution; did we really need 
an administrator to step in and tell us how to handle ourselves, acting as a daddy to solve what 
was clearly our problem?



Uh-oh.  Shouldna said that.
Two days later, out of the blue a glaringly outraged assistant principal – a frighteningly 

sharp-edged woman whom I had been repeatedly warned by various peers to avoid – stomped 
angrily into my classroom, reminding me suddenly and unhappily of my old friend Buck from 
days at Central High: that very large, very forbidding woman who, as an alarmingly well-
cultivated bully, used to sneak up and yell so precipitously.  

(I still pee a little, just thinking about her.)
In the ensuing he-said, she-said, you-said, the-girls-said, what-a-godawful-mess 

upheaval: well, ultimately?
I found myself reprimanded, roundly, assertively and solidly.  
For calling my principal Daddy.
Which, in point of fact?
I never did.  
Although I tried to explain that while making a case I had simply used the word as a 

metaphor, and not a name – oh, well, that, evidently?  Was beside the point.  In our 
compassionate new era committed to a no-excuses don-t-talk-back management, the much, much 
more important point was?

That I had been bad.  
And, being bad?  
Oh, undoubtedly I required a dramatically humiliating castigation; an absolute and 

unmistakably documented punishment.  
Treatment as, so very plainly and notably:
An unruly, and disrespectfully wayward, child.


