
Going Home

So, here’s a fascinating question: 
Should children, even politically inconsequential, culturally-different poor children, have 

access to the highly experienced and long-term-loyal, student-and-culture-protective teachers 
best suited to address their needs?

Does an actual, honest, true-life concern for reforming the schools of lowest-income 
children (no, no, not just talking about it; not just parroting the now endlessly repeated statement 
that each child “deserves a great teacher” but, oh my, actually showing it) – well, does a true 
compassion have any connection to not blaming, but supporting, those teachers who hold a 
strong school loyalty?  Is honest empathy for children connected in any way to a carefully 
protected respect for an educator experience, a recognition of particular instructional skills, an 
honor for professional passion and the utilization of great care when ensuring that each employee 
has the opportunity to work where she or he can make best make a difference?

To put it another way: 
Should massive amounts of a philanthropic, federal or state money be used, in money-

strapped school districts, to expensively promote the increasingly endorsed Big Money theory 
that a long-term teaching craft is irrelevant?  

Passion unnecessary?  
Experience simply a useless (and, oh, my, much too expensive) luxury?
Is a teacher of any age, experience or background, simply a teacher?
Personally I am in awe of those educators who, as they first thought to select a teaching 

career, on purpose chose to work with elementary level students.  The very idea amazes me.  
Cutely appealing as they may be, working with small children; teaching them?  I think – would 
be dauntingly hard.  (And more than occasionally I also think: Thank heaven for those who are 
not only willing to do it, but who do it, year after year, with dedication, loyalty and passion.)

 On the other hand, I always remain a little surprised whenever anyone asks me,
exercising that tone of voice to suggest a shocked incredulity at my surely dimwitted daring, how 
on earth I could ever choose to work with teenagers.  I’ve never thought of what I do as 
overwhelming, although, technically, it often is.  Nevertheless, even before I started my teaching 
career, the idea of working with young adults energized me and compelled me toward the 
profession which I ultimately selected.
	
 It was almost unendurable then, as the years of reform progressed, to lose control over 
my days.  As the disconnected directives of reform repeatedly invaded low-income schools, 
arbitrarily pushing teachers around while proffering little regard for experience, craft or loyalty, 
finding myself forced into middle school positions for which I was minimally prepared, I 
yearned with every fiber of my being to be back with the upper-level students I now so sorely 
missed.  

Oh, I admit it.  I felt sorry for myself.  
I saw myself as (so illogically) being denied my heart’s desire; as being callously 

separated from the work for which, as my students would have told me, I was now feening.  
Obliged to accept one chaotically reformed middle school assignment after the next; although 
asked, each year, and at each school, to stay – while there seemed little chance of getting my 
wish?

I kept trying to find my way home.



However; heavily yoked in years of reform to the increasingly deregulated, fund-
garnering act of a cyclically instigated innovation, the district now made its reform-shuffling 
teacher manifesto unambiguously clear: No one wanted to know about past successes; no one 
was going to ask about personal strengths.  Didn’t I get it? was the ever more assertive message; 
didn’t I understand?  Didn’t I realize that I was lucky, as a school-score-identified – and thus 
publicly labeled – bad teacher, to be assigned into any position at all?*†

Couldn’t I grasp the underlying premise of a no-excuses accountability platform: 	
Hush 
up; take what you’re given; be grateful.  

No one wants you anyway.
It was entirely unexpected, then, when late one afternoon I answered the phone and found 

myself talking to the principal of a building where – as I had only just been informed – I would 
soon be forcefully deployed; a principal who, very atypically, had taken the time to look at my 
résumé.  Missing the fact that as a modern-day school-score-identified bad employee I had been 
given no say in the matter, seeing only long years of high school experience, she asked me why I 
was trying to take a position inside her middle school.  A position where, she noted in confusion?  

I would be expected to work with sixth graders.  
She was sorry, but she didn’t think I was qualified.  
Surprised at hearing the possible note of naïveté, and wondering if I might actually be 

heard, carefully I explained that the Department of Human Resources had not invited my 
opinion.  And then, in a wildly unexpected (and in modern days highly unorthodox) move, this 
surprisingly resistant principal immediately called downtown offices.  

In emphatic, no-nonsense terms? º
She told important people that I was a high school teacher.  
Therefore, I must be assigned back into a high school.  
And, miracle of miracles – I was.

ºA principal who, by the way, is no longer in charge at this school.

*This may be hard to believe, but throughout the  many years I have been forced to teach under the score-obsessed 
mandates of NCLB I have never once been offered, by any evaluator, coach, specialist, supervisor, advisor, 
counselor or administrator, my own particularly-engendered, student-produced test scores.  I have, on the other 
hand, been repeatedly and very punitively lumped together with, for example, “Language Arts Eighth Grade 
Teachers.”  Disinterested, aggregated lumpings where my hard-won years of experience have been very 
nonchalantly mixed together with the scores generated by brand-new,only-taught-one-year teachers and the ensuing 
results thrown chastisingly back at me, as if, somehow?  I had been logically responsible for the whole.

†In the course of one “we’re-all-in-this-together” lecture, an administrator presented the example where a young, 
inexperienced teacher struggling with behaviorally challenging children had been told to transfer his most difficult 
students into classes taught by a years-long veteran already working with a high number of complexly difficult 
students.  When that year’s testing results came out and the new teacher’s scores had held steady, it was additionally 
noted that the veteran teacher’s scores had fallen; the administrator then thought it useful to tell everyone that the 
veteran teacher had cried.  Was this, in some unexplained way, supposed to be motivational?  Personally, I wanted 
not simply to cry – but to scream.


