
Unintended Consequences

 	
 Taking a long look back, occasionally I might call to mind my own years in junior high.  
What I remember most clearly is how my classmates and I found our transfer from elementary 
school into a larger high-school-like building – a transfer which required us to move from room 
to room multiple times during the school day – a truly fascinating experience.  

In one of the rooms set aside particularly for math, the waist-high wooden cabinets built 
into a side wall quickly caught our collective imagination.  Somewhat accidentally we 
discovered that if, very carefully, we snuck Darrell Seymore (one of the smallest among us, but 
easily the most enthusiastically adventurous) into a back-most cupboard, we could then 
experience great entertainment when our young and easily distracted math teacher heard 
someone knocking at the door.  

Although, as we always knew?
It was only Darrell, knocking unseen from the hidden recesses of his darkly sequestered 

cupboard.  
Each and every time, Ms. Boste went to the door – and found no one there.  After one, 

two, and on a really good day three, door-knocking interruptions, covertly we would slip Darrell 
back out of his cupboard, thinking way too much of ourselves and our privately hilarious 
secret.	


Like most scam artists, however, it wasn’t long before we had grown a little too full of 
ourselves.  Intent upon pulling the same prank in Mr. Thomson’s science room, recklessly we 
interchanged our math room’s wooden cupboards for the invitingly tall metal cabinets stacked up 
against our science room’s back wall.  With Darrell excitedly eager, taking little time to think 
things through we quickly jumped in – anxious to go for the sting.  Folded surreptitiously into 
one of the cabinets before the start of class, Darrell awaited his moment.  

Gigglingly nervous and giddy with anticipation, we could barely keep ourselves still.  
When the knock came, however?

It sounded decidedly, and echoingly, metallic.  
By no means a first year teacher – in fact a twenty-eight-year veteran – not missing a 

beat, Mr. Thomson turned and, continuing his lecture, strolled leisurely to the back of the room.  
After nonchalantly pursuing a side counter and selecting a long-necked lock, he slipped the metal 
piping through the open handles of two cabinet doors...

And decisively snapped the latch.  
Slowly, then, he began to wind his way back toward the front of the classroom where he 

paused long enough to give us a very humorous and highly effective lecture on what he warned 
were the inescapable consequences of a poor scientific planning.  A few minutes later, after 
ambling once again to the back of the room, he paused and unlocked the cabinet doors to pull out 
a grinningly undaunted Darrell.

We always liked Mr. Thomson.  
His lessons stayed with us; certainly, his lesson around the dangers of an  impetuously 

shallow planning has always stayed with me.  Today, however, it is not the dilemma of slipping 
an over-excited seventh grader into a metal cupboard which I find myself unraveling, but the 
much larger, and much more real-world damaging, consequences connected to an aggressively 
implemented (but egregiously disconnected) public school “reform.”  That sort of promoted-as-
compassionate innovation entirely dependent upon a governmentally and/or philanthropically 
offered:



Massive funding.
Perhaps you’ve noticed?  
When, in contemporary days so nonchalantly freed from financial regulations, the very 

soft label of “unintended consequences” is now popularly thrown about by political leaders; 
governmental employees who find themselves forced to speak out about the embarrassing 
misuse, or even out-and-out loss, of massively unfettered monies.  Funding, for example, 
misplaced somewhere along the way in dramatically executed – if fuzzily regulated – military 
endeavors.  Huge sums of money, that somehow?  

Went astray.  
Somehow can no longer be located.
Somehow, uh-oh: 
Ended up in enemy hands.  
The massive disbursement of money, literal plane-loads of funding – millions, and even 

billions – is, in modern days, actively anticipated.  Losing much of it, however, through a razzle-
dazzle lack in oversight, corruption, graft, greed, a lackadaisical or incompetent management, or 
the very simple I-take-mine-off-the-top maneuvering?

Well, as we are all so publicly told after the fact: 
That, simply?
Is not what was intended.  


