
Teach For A Minute

	 Hang on.  
	
 Let’s stop here – just for a second.  

Let’s pause, once again, and contemplate all of the expense, all of the forcefully 
advocated press, and all of the hugely funded enthusiasm for finding, recruiting and training 
those brave troops of young people who were surely out there – somewhere.  All of those 
youthfully optimistic heroes intrepidly willing to step up and take one for the nation; all of those 
tenderfoot volunteers so courageously ready to become the desperately needed good teacher 
saviors of our country’s lowest-performing schools.  

Energetic youngsters willing to get in there and work with the hardest kids. 
Tireless greenhorns willing to take on the most difficult jobs.  
Dedicated initiates willing to stick it out (well, at least for two years) and get that 

modern-day magic done.  
Fearlessly valiant heroes willing, even, to do it all?  
Selflessly.  
For America.
And. 
Well, while we’ve stopped here; while we’ve taken this minute to pause?
A particular memory begs attention.  It is a memory linked to an abruptly installed party-

line administrator – a man expressly, if very unexpectedly, hired to non-negotiably “fix” our low-
income, low-scoring school.  A man willing to disinterestedly appropriate the position of a 
community-popular but problematically resistant old-school principal (an old-school traditional 
leader who had erroneously believed that standing up to protect his school’s interests was an 
appropriate action.  

And had learned the hard way?  
That indeed it was not).
It is a memory of a man who, before he had been assigned to “fix” our school?  
Had already been moved, time and again, about our district.  
A man so unquestioningly tied to a cyclically detached management that, in fact,  he had 

allowed himself to be slotted into school after school as a new reform “leader” when, in actuality, 
his job was not to lead, not to inspire, not to aid nor support, but to belligerently manhandle 
frightened test-score “deficient” faculties.  A man who, after drowning faculty upon faculty in a 
flood of negative test-score statistics, had then explained to each haplessly blamed staff:

Well – due to the obvious data inadequacy created by bad teachers?
He simply had no choice but to help the district close down yet another long-standing 

neighborhood institution.  
One after the next.
It is a memory attached to this man who, eighteen months into his latest assignment, had 

already received word that – as of the end of our school year – his services would no longer be 
required.  Forced to publicly resign this, his latest short-term transitory position, a man who 
would soon be retitled, reappointed and distractingly re-placed into yet another reform-financed, 
quick-fix appointment elsewhere. 

It is a recollection focused upon a particular afternoon when this exceptionally malleable 
“leader” spoke up at a teacher staffing meeting: a meeting intentionally called to address the fact 
that a parade of young employees were choosing to vacate his building.  Youngsters who, under 



this man’s “non-negotiable” management, had been relentlessly evaluated and overwhelmingly 
harassed; exhausted greenhorns who, unheard and unhappy, were choosing to abandon ship in 
the hope of finding employment...anywhere else.

Forced to acknowledge the exodus created by his own heavy-handed management, this 
never stable administrator, this man who clearly held no power over his own long-term 
employment, snorted derisively.  Disgusted at what he viewed to be simply a lack of stamina on 
the part of weakly ungrateful recruits, he stated his opinion.  (This from a man who, for 
numerous years at school upon school, had so very antagonistically helped the district force 
long-term, building-loyal teachers to leave the schools and jobs they had loved): 

Oh, those Teach-For-A-Minute girls, he now declared snidely.  
Really, who was surprised?  
Everybody knew: 
You couldn’t count on them.


