
Teachers Like You

When, in days of a modern educational accountability, you choose to work with 
continuously tested low-income kids – poor and often culturally-different children who wind up 
swamped under the ever growing and oft-published label of an untenable underachievement – 
well, you’ll be warned habitually, and by many, that you and your school are, straight up? 

Bad.  
And, undoubtedly; I mean, hello?  
Nothing good will come of this.
You, as a teacher, are (and you are told this so often that it certainly must be true) the 

obvious reason why these schools – schools which must now be placed under the penance of a 
pessimistically short-term leadership  – well, you are the reason why these schools were labeled 
as failing in the first place.  Shoot, even the President has explained to everyone that it’s a good 
idea to fire you.  You have been told repeatedly so, really, it’s time to start believing it: 

You. 
Are. 
Bad. 
Bad teachers.  This has become such a popular if, confusingly, very broadly interpreted 

phrase.  The words bring to mind that unhappy little puppy; that sad, guilt-ridden little guy 
forced to sit way over there in the corner.  That one, with his head down and his tail between his 
legs.  He’s clearly repentant.  Oh, he knows darned well that he caused all of the ruckus.  

Bad, bad dog!
It’s funny, though; I can remember when, not so long ago?
I was told quite often that I was actually a very good teacher.
A few years after starting my instructional career, I had transferred from the outer edge of 

our extensive citywide district into a ninety-eight percent minority, high poverty and truly inner-
city school.  At that time – in pre-NCLB days; in days long before the advent of a high-stakes 
accountability – the imposingly tall, four-story building I entered had been under the supervision 
of a well-known and long-term-committed administrator: a man who had, very clearly, enjoyed 
his work.  Enthusiastically and often, he had told anyone who cared to listen that his school, 
Central High?  

Was the best.  
I got used to hearing that not only was our school a great place?
But that the students who attended, and the teachers who worked there, were also great.  

According to this neighborhood-and-culture-protective long-term-committed leader, we were all, 
just like his school, the best.  

His optimism had been contagious.  Counting upon the shelter provided by a protectively 
uplifting leadership, I had begun to work – hard.  As an integral part of a large academic 
department, I had met frequently with a group of highly experienced educators; collaboratively 
we had addressed issues of schedule, class size, and curriculum.  Each year our department had 
spent long hours in the shaping of a teaching calendar for the following year: a teaching calendar 
which, while offering our students a carefully rounded course selection, might simultaneously 
boost an instructional success by allowing educators the opportunity to instruct those classes 
closest to the heart.  

Arguments ensued; concessions were made; compromises were negotiated.  



All, however, was done in the name of building an instructional calendar which would 
ultimately be best for us, our students, and our school; as publicly recognized professionals, we 
had been intimately and adamantly involved.  Educators received overt credit for putting in the 
long hours necessary for preparing each year’s instructional schedule; we knew, however, that all 
of our hard work would pay off when our school, and our students, got the best that we could 
offer.  

As good teachers?  
We had been fully engaged, publicly appreciated, and, following the leadership of our 

long-term career-committed principal, enthusiastically and invigoratingly optimistic.  No matter 
the demanding work, no matter the complications (and, yes, there were many) associated to 
employment inside a low-income, inner-city school, both teacher loyalty and a professional 
educator opinion had held high value.  Educator experience, along with a professional self-
respect and an outspoken confidence, had remained solidly protected attributes. 
	
 But.  
	
 Oh, well; that was then.  

Today, although I work in the same schools, and with the same kids?  
Due to the never stopping and always whirling circle of innovations forced into low-

income schools by highly funded reformers, I am, as so many people now feel compelled to tell 
me over and over (and then over again): 

Bad.  
Today while I attend many, many meetings, my teaching experience, my years of  a hard-

won education, and my student-protective voice hold little merit.  As the means to control old-
school opinions, micro-managed assemblies forced onto school-score-identified educators 
(regardless of age; regardless of subject; regardless of background) are carefully monitored.  
Veteran conclusions are no longer requested, and an educator collaboration – except where 
minutely orchestrated by a thin-skinned reform personnel – is no longer tolerated.  

Today, in the name of a “compassionate” innovation, my instructional assignments and 
teaching schedules are handed to me by fixer “experts” and an increasingly disinterested 
Department of Human Resources.  As a direct result, year after year both instructional 
appointments and student schedules are so poorly constructed, and so unprofessionally 
implemented, that, at a high cost to the school, the district, and ultimately to the students 
themselves, the earliest months of each academic semester must be interrupted with the repeated 
redress of one invasive mistake after the next. 

Teachers who speak up; teachers who believe it useful to stand up; teachers who suggest 
that there might be a more logical and more collaborative way to help schools avoid this 
relentless flow of academic disruptions:  

Are warily kept at bay.
Because, well; we aren’t smart, you know.  
Just problematic.  
And – bad.
You’d think I could learn to accept this; you’d think I could stop all of this nonsense of 

trying to get anyone, anyone at all, to see it any other way.  “Teachers like you,” I hear instead 
from an apparently unlimited supply of flashily titled, but minimally experienced, administrators-
of-the-moment. 

Teachers like you. 


