
The Silent Apostrophe

	 Learning to play the game.  
Learning to rely upon a cleverly distracting camouflage.
Learning to swallow opinions.
Learning to keep my mouth shut. 
Oh, it wasn’t easy.  It was, in fact, very, very hard. 
One year as I started off a new semester, and was meeting my students for the first time, I 

read names from an alphabetized roster.  When, about halfway down the list, I came to the 
printed name D’Angelo, having learned the importance of exercising great care when 
enunciating a student’s particular sense of identify, I asked the boy who responded if, in future, I 
should pronounce his name “Dee” Angelo or, alternately, “Duh” Angelo.  

“Jeez, Miss,” he had replied, staring back at me as if I were a bit off my rocker.  Shaking 
his head at coming into contact with a person of clearly lesser intellect, he had taken a moment to 
enlighten me.  “It’s Dee Angelo, Miss.  

“The apostrophe?” he’d then explained in a helpful disgust: “Is silent.”
	
 Ah.  The silent apostrophe.  

How silly of me to imagine that it might have been any other kind.  
	
 Problematically, over the years, I have learned that I can be silly like that.  

I’ve learned that I might even be thinking truly ridiculous and even outright impossible 
things.  Oh, like the now fully outdated and surely laughable idea that, good teachers – well, that 
unlike apostrophes?
	
 Good teachers are not meant to be silent.  

Shortly after starting my teaching career (way back in old-school days; days so far back, 
in fact, that the now branded-as-unacceptable status quo had relied heavily upon a tediously 
democratic and fully collaborative involvement) I had been pleased to discover that one of the 
expectations for an old-school good teacher had been the repeated contribution of ideas in voice-
friendly meetings.  Never expected to sit in silence, I had been happy to ascertain that teacher 
opinions were packaged as part of the deal; skilled educator viewpoints were not only solicited, 
but actively anticipated.

With the addition of each year’s instructional experience, I had begun to feel increasingly 
empowered to speak; I had felt proud of, and respected for, my developing professional acumen.  
And I had discovered, in old-fashioned, old-school days, that good teachers?

Were, if anything, not silent.  
Not shy.
Not self-conscious.
Not afraid.  
Good teachers, I had quickly come to recognize, were strong.  Strong enough and sure 

enough to take on heat by stating, and then assertively standing their ground to protect, deeply 
held professional convictions.  As a rule, good educators were not, in days before the advent of 
an inflexible NCLB, employees who could be meekly and repeatedly cowed into a fearful 
submission.  

As respected educators?  
Not workers who could be belligerently forced to swallow personal opinions.  
As honored professionals?  



Not easily intimidated minions who could be forcefully pushed into the castigating 
silence of a dark, voiceless closet.  

As recognized authorities?
Not timidly frightened underlings who, once coerced into that ever-more-crowded, ever-

more-claustrophobic space?  
Could be made, through tactics of a harshly punitive blame-based management, to stand 

in a docile compliance and watch as the door to that mutely impotent closet was precisely and 
rigidly latched – locking no longer welcome educator opinions into the retaliatory confines of a 
minutely pre-scripted obedience:

And cleanly out of the game.


