
Flogging Will Continue Until Morale Improves

It was, each year, more visibly true.
In fact, the latest inundation of business-trained, minimally-education-experienced, 

quick-fix administrators so brazenly willing to vault in great leaps of hubris over the heads of 
currently existing student-and-neighborhood-protective old-school personnel – oh, it was this 
apparently unlimited flow of self-promoting recruits most eager to dive into the deepest end of 
the highly-paid managerial pool who could be most immediately, and most disinterestedly, 
persuaded.  

Persuaded, and made entirely sure:   
The schools where they were soon to be deployed?
The schools where they were soon to be placed into leadership?  
Must be fixed. 
Absolutely satisfied, even before walking through their assigned school’s doors, that the 

buildings which they now entered were unquestionably broken.  Fully and entirely positive, 
before meeting any of them, that the teachers inside their test-score-broken schools (oh, but 
wasn’t this pure and simple logic) were undoubtedly broken as well.  Broken, and, oh my, there 
were just so many of them:

Lazy.  Resistant.  Incompetent.  Selfish.  Insubordinate. 
Incontrovertibly and unmistakably?
Bad.  
Taking on a low-income leadership assignment in order to enjoy and support a school’s 

community; in order to celebrate neighborhood and cultural values; in order to build morale and 
elevate a teacher esteem; in order to protect institutional reputation and believe wholeheartedly 
in a student ability.  Oh, for modern-day business-model zero-tolerance recruits – none of this 
tree-hugging people-centered silliness was programmed into the agenda.  

Flogging, however?  Along with an unlimited, morale-killing blame?  
Was unquestionably there.  
Even assertively positioned at the very top of the list.
“I have been warned about you.”* 
Defensively thrown out at the teachers seated inside our auditorium, these words had 

been purposefully selected by an impressively-titled, double-salaried administrator – a suddenly 
appointed reformer who, very unexpectedly and unambiguously, had been assigned to “fix” the 
test scores now seeping out of our low-income and over ninety-eight percent minority school.  
Three years had passed since earliest mandates of a no-excuses NCLB had invaded our building 
to prove, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that – well, due to the annually predictable production of 
indefensibly lowest scores?  At our school, teachers bumbled along in a veritable cesspool of 
broken cultural, personal and academic deficits.  

Looking first to each other, we turned, then, to stare wonderingly back at our newly 
assigned leader.   To whom, exactly, was she speaking?  Behind protective hands; over furtively-
held handouts – surreptitiously we glanced around the room.  Surely this imposingly-titled and 
exceptionally well-paid woman must have some particularly inflammatory information.  

About somebody.  
Oh yes, probably; oh yes, very likely.  
That teacher. 



The one sitting right there, in the next seat.

*In her first year with us, this particularly unhappy principal made this defensive statement not just once, but on 
three separate occasions.


