
Stuck On Stupid

Casualty to the personnel movement now chaotically ordered up by our fully-on-board 
school-board’s attempt at a detachedly rubber-stamped accountability, finding myself forcefully 
reassigned into yet another low-scoring and relentlessly reformed middle school, it wasn’t long 
before I learned (being told by my students quite often) that – oh well, undoubtedly?

Undoubtedly I was “stuck on stupid,” a favorite phrase of the moment, if I honestly 
expected the students enrolled into their school to sit up, sit still, stop talking and, in a truly 
preposterous measure:

Work.
Really, this was such a blatantly harebrained audacity on my part.  I had already been 

warned about these kids; over the summer when I had offered to lead a computer program inside 
their school, a harried summer-school facilitator had told me decisively: “Oh, no; we can’t 
produce that program here.  You don’t know these kids; they won’t do the work.”  

Okay, I admit it, I really am pretty much stuck on stupid. 
I didn’t believe a word of it.
When that summer had passed and I found myself standing at the front of a classroom 

inside my new building – foolishly, and despite such a notable forewarning?
I continued to expect my students to sit up, sit still, listen and function.  
And, as I had thought might happen?
Pretty soon they did.
Well, most of them, anyway.
One especially unhappy young lady, never pleased to hear from an unmistakably clueless 

teacher like me that she needed to stop talking, stop giggling, stop playing with her phone, stop 
flirting, stop napping and stop combing her hair, arrived late to class one day.  In her hand she 
held an official-looking class transfer form. 

“Ms. Carson says that I should give this to you,” the young woman stated, making 
reference to our school’s most recently hired reform-mandated-but-permanently-busy 
disciplinarian.  Although she had only been working in our building for a few weeks, Ms. Carson 
had already managed to make it more than clear that her philosophy around the discipline of 
children?

 Was, well, to not discipline them.  Ms. Carson, in fact, had quickly come to recognize 
that when one is forced to interact repeatedly with confusingly non-standardized students and 
their even more complicated parents – oh, it always turns out to be a whole lot smarter to not get 
involved at all.  Rather than face the time-consuming challenges attached to a long term and 
interactively demanding discipline, Ms. Carson had rapidly embraced a much more practical 
M.O. by expediently selecting to follow the accountability policy adopted by her school, her 
district and her nation:

Blame the teacher. 
Glancing down, now, at the transfer form, I saw that it gave permission for this 

particularly adept at non-functioning young lady to exit my class, and thus strategically leave my 
difficult – and clearly stupid – expectations behind.

“Ms. Carson?” the girl declared scornfully.  “Ms. Carson isn’t like you.  She cares about 
me.  See?”  Here she pointed to the transfer form.  “There’s her signature.”  As she turned to 
leave, she paused long enough to look back over her shoulder.  “Ms. Carson says that I shouldn’t 



stay with a teacher like you; she says that I will do better if I move to a class with a better 
teacher.”  

And then, as suddenly as she had come?
She was gone.
Looking down once again, I took another moment to reinspect the authoritative form.  In 

an allotted box, the name of the class selected for transfer had been printed in large childish 
letters: 	


LITURCY.
I could only hope that it wasn’t Ms. Carson’s writing.


