
Youthanasia

As the days passed by inside my newly assigned middle school, finding little warmth in 
my own halls I soon found myself drawn to a teacher attached to the History department – a 
woman who, very plainly, was one of the few older educators still employed inside my new 
building.  Late one afternoon, after selecting a seat at her side I sat impassively through yet 
another evaluator-controlled data analysis meeting.  Between speakers, however, this old-school 
career-dedicated teacher began to point out what I had already started to understand, if only 
peripherally.

“Those two older teachers over there, Mrs. Gulliver and Mr. Smith?  
“They both started teaching this year; they’re part of that training program for adults who 

get hired without a license and then take college courses as they teach. 
“And Miss Tennison,” she nodded toward one of our school’s most visibly active young 

women: an energetic teacher who seemed to be on every committee, who jumped imperiously to 
lead team meetings, and who, with an exaggerated authority, repeatedly handed down 
administrative dictates.  “Miss Tennison runs so much around here, you’d think she had been 
here for years.  But she was only hired last year to replace a woman who quit.   

“And Bill – that young man over there?  He started teaching only two years ago.  He told 
me that he’s planning to move back to Pennsylvania when his contract is up this spring.  Also, 
Ms. Peters,” and here she nodded again, this time to indicate yet another very young and always 
industriously busy, always scurrying employee.  “She started teaching at the same time that he 
did.”  
 	
 Continuing around the room to describe details of employment, as she particularly 
identified teacher after teacher, I began to grasp the fact that – outside of a counselor here, or a 
science teacher there?  There simply was no long-term, years-old connection inside this building.  
As her chronicle moved on, and now included the newly assigned never-done-this-before dean, 
an untested rookie advisor, and both of the assistant principals – a light bulb flashed, and I caught 
on.   

The reason I had felt no welcome?
The reason there had been no sense of a building tradition; the reason there had been no 

deeper spirit of a rigorously protected and interconnected professionalism?
Was, simply, that there wasn’t one. 
It didn’t exist.
In the name of a “compassionate” accountability, as this old-school, neighborhood-

inclusive building had been repeatedly invaded, the woman I spoke to now was one of the few 
who had managed to hold on to not only her teaching position, but, apparently, to her sense of 
humor.  There was a name, she told me with a smile, for all of this invasively impersonal 
disorder.  “All of this emphasis upon blaming, rather than figuring out what’s really going on?  It 
simply covers up our district’s legally-aided act of euthanasia. 
	
 “They keep making laws for putting us older teachers, especially culture- protective non-
White teachers like me, out of our misery – laws which can force us out, and make us go away.  
Then they can start bringing in their ever changing parade of inexperienced, gullible kids.  Each 
year?  You see more and more new teachers.  They keep changing everything, every level of 
personnel – so that, in the end?  They can get control over the entire building.  They do it even if 
it means that they’ll have to use aggression or force.  



	
 “All of these closings, all of these turnarounds, all of these new administrators, coaches, 
specialists, evaluators and supervisors?  
	
 “All of it is done simply for the sake of change.  Change, change, change; change at any 
cost, because all of the never-ending movement just keeps teachers – and our whole community 
– confused.  Nobody can get organized; nobody knows how to fight back.  For those of us just 
trying to survive?  Oh, we know that our days are numbered; we know that we are next up on 
their list for a forced removal.  So now we call it what it is.”   

Here she paused to write a word onto a scrap of paper; as she handed it to me, I smiled to 
read the word which she had printed there: 

Youthanasia. 


