
My Boss Is Not Harry

Considered, in modern days, to be an essential element of the top-down school-control 
paradigm now deemed necessary for not only protecting, but promoting, the very best interests of 
children – finger pointing, shaming, blaming and the exposing of personal grievances 
mushroomed quickly into a nationally modeled (and district assumed) practice.

Bad teacher blame, followed by an immediate, alarm-generating, publicly-humiliating 
censure: As an administrative tool useful to those now laboring to force invasive transformations 
inside lowest-scoring schools, a shame-based educator manipulation soon began to intertwine 
complicity with the invasive penalties of a no-excuses NCLB.  Traditional old-school 
collaborative energies – old-school, voice-inclusive energies now so negatively associated to that 
argued-as-ineffectual old-days status quo – were scrupulously redirected into an immobilizing, 
retributive blame.  Quickly replacing a no longer tolerated interdependent trust?

Privately independent fear burgeoned.  
Area superintendents, quadrant supervisors, principals, assistant principals, advisers, 

deans, counselors, massively hired reform personnel, and, increasingly, teachers assigned into the 
role of department chair were all warned of an impending danger.  Pushed into the office of 
witness, all were encouraged to keep a vigilant eye out for a clear, if nonspecific, bad teacher 
behavior.  

Almost immediately?
A surge of unscheduled classroom observations escalated.
“Miss, I didn’t get to finish this.”
 Scrawled onto the bottom of a fifth-hour essay, this quickly scribbled note was followed 

by a brief but defensive clarification: “That harry lady who comes in here all the time kept asking 
me too many questions.”

Smiling, I presumed a reference to the voluminously-dyed tresses sported by a recently 
installed vice principal – a loudly flamboyant woman who had managed to make it more than 
clear that her best efforts required not only the continual disruption of classes? 

But an unapologetic interaction with students.   
Especially those who appeared to be most busy.
Slowly and unbendingly, as the years of statistical reformations evolved, low-income 

schools experienced the painful loss of democratically interactive rights.  In ultra-modern days 
committed to a rigid liability, unimportant school personnel (oh, you know, like those lowest-
level and thus inconsequentially bad teachers) were expected to come to terms with the fact that 
– as school-score-identified bad employees?  Their opinions no longer held value.  Somewhere 
along the way, a newer, more contemporary theory of a low-income school organization had 
been emphatically adopted and was now fully in thrall to a brand-new, one-sided, vigorously-
fault-finding model of an employee management. 

And, in this model?  
Well, in this model, in place of sitting down to talk to a teacher; in place of honestly 

supporting her or collaboratively listening carefully to her true-life concerns?  Alternately and 
meticulously you distanced yourself by unexpectedly entering her classroom, interrupting her 
lessons, and sitting or standing ominously to the side.  

Taking, as you hovered there:  
Conspicuously copious notes.
Sometimes you were the principal.  



Sometimes you brought the principal with you.   
Sometimes, rolling deep in days of a swaggering importance, you arrived in the company 

of an impressive gaggle of district administrators, area supervisors, newly-hired evaluators or 
sundry management personnel. 

You had no qualms about invasively disrupting lessons.  
In fact?  	

After entering a classroom unannounced, you would often – although, yes; this was 

particularly distracting – stroll around.  Frequently, ignoring the fact that the teacher was, at that 
very moment, delivering an explicit instruction, you would lean down to speak to a student.  
Evidently?  You believed that this wasn’t rude.  It was patently obvious that you, as the expert, 
felt actual instruction to be of only a fleetingly limited importance.  As a barely consequential 
part of a student’s day – surely direct instruction was an extraneous element which could be 
repeatedly and nonchalantly ignored.  

Disregarding any actual instruction, abruptly you would lean down to ask nervously 
unsuspecting students multiple imperative questions: 

What are today’s objectives?  
What is the purpose of today’s agenda?  
What are this unit’s specific academic goals?  
How do these goals relate to the expectations found inside our state standards?  
Exactly which standards are being covered in today’s lesson?  
Why are you studying this particular page in your workbook?  
Don’t you feel that you would understand everything better if you were working in 

groups?
With any luck; oh, with any luck at all you might quickly elicit the student reaction 

which, secretly, you always  knew that you could find; the one you were always privately 
seeking: “Huh?”

Ha.  
You would, then, have done your job; you would have located a direct proof that this 

class was suffering from the debilitating influences of yet another bad teacher.  And, should one 
or more district bigwigs happen to be standing there, alongside you that day?  

Well, gosh, what a happy way to ameliorate the boredom of actually observing an 
inconsequentially lowest-level teacher, by making loudly whispered comments to high-level 
peers; giggling or snorting, whenever necessary, as those oh-so-funny big-shot reformers you 
were hanging with these days made loudly private insider jokes.*

*Maybe this won’t be a surprise, but in truly modern days not only do many of those who “observe” allow their cell 
phones to ring out unexpectedly, but openly take calls and begin to talk or whisper loudly and disruptively – as if, 
somehow, the reform-day status of “expert” makes them not only invisible but inaudible.


