
The Club Of Choice

The publicity?
Was always so good.  
Everybody seemed to be getting on board; everybody wanted to join the super-benevolent 

club of choice.  Rich people, famous people, so many people who never stopped talking about 
their own concern for the kids – all about the kids, and how much they cared for them.  Oh, you 
just knew that there must be an agonizingly immediate need.  

Choice schools.  
Of course!  It was, really, so simple.  
And damn, all you had to do?
Was sit back.  Sit back and check out all of that advertising.  
Man, what a newly created school of choice would be able to do!
For the first time ever, or so you would see published in heavily broadcast TV 

commercials and on huge roadside billboards, teachers would care about the kids!  (Imagine!)  
Teachers would – no kidding – talk to the children individually!  (My!)  Teachers would know 
each child’s name!  (Unbelievable!)  And, for the first time in history?  Gosh, how amazing that 
choice schools had even managed to think this up: 

Students would read!  A lot.  
Oh, they’d read all the time, because?
Choice school teachers would tell them it was a good idea!  
In an unparalleled number, kids would show up for extra classes, after school tutoring, 

and even summer school programs simply because truly innovative choice schools would (oh, 
now, this really was almost too exciting): tell them to!  Choice schools would even, and oh 
wasn’t this an exceptional idea, intervene when kids thought about dropping out, and – surely 
unheard of – tell them it was not a good idea!  Kids would (and, oh my, but here was the truest 
and most unbelievable wonder) be given schedules which included Advanced Placement classes, 
and then, wow, without even asking to be in these classes or having completed previous 
preparatory courses?  

They’d do amazingly well, because: 
Oh, my; choice schools would – now why hadn’t anyone ever considered this?
Simply enroll them into those courses!
You just couldn’t get past the poignantly advertised and movingly argued point: 

	
 Incessantly created and minimally regulated schools of choice?*  
Would, somehow, in some miraculous way previously overlooked by our nation’s 

educational history, transcendently whisk every single child, every single parent, every single 
home, apartment or guardedly staked-out homeless shelter out of a complicatedly difficult, multi-
faceted, low-income reality.  In a truly amazing fashion, whoosh: Schools of choice would lift 
every child and every family into the socio-economically stable and fully assimilated world that 
poor and often culturally-different students currently and frustratingly (evidently through some 
bumbling, old-fashioned public school incompetence) had never previously thought to attain.

And?
Oh, well.  
Yes. 
Unofficially attached to the seldom-seen underbelly of this highly published call for the 

unfettered creation of yet more innovatively deregulated schools, there was an interesting little 



side effect.  A side effect which the mushrooming club of compassion-led reformers thought it 
best not to mention.  

But if, in stepping back.
If, in making the effort.
If, in forcing a long-range, decade-wide view.
Well, if you took the time to sift through the now more than ten years dedicated to a 

transformative educational reformation, you could see just how the burgeoning club-of-choice’s 
demand for so much unencumbered change had begun to not only take on, but to actually 
physically address, an increasingly sinister threat.  A threat that, in nationally optimistic days 
now advertised as being an inclusively “post-racial” America: 

Some innovators?
Saw as not only as an alarming, but fully unsustainable, menace.  

*A notable side effect for a growing number of deregulated choice schools has been their ability to be exempted 
from punitive test-score consequences: those increasingly invasive, increasingly destabilizing, and increasingly 
segregating consequences which old-fashioned“regulated” (still subject to state law) schools continue to bear. 


