
Public School Publicity 
 

“If I had a hammer  

I’d hammer in the morning 

I’d hammer in the evening 

All over this land 

I’d hammer out danger 

I’d hammer out a warning 

I’d hammer out love between my brothers and my sisters 

All over this land” 

—Pete Seeger & Lee Hays, 1949/Peter, Paul & Mary, 1962  

 

 It goes without saying that of all the different options for education in the United States of 

America, public schools receive the worst reputation of the bunch.  From run-down buildings 

whose only upgrade has been the addition of Wi-Fi, to low-quantity and even lower-quality 

teaching and learning tools and resources in the classroom, to poorly managed facilities displaying 

unsanitary auras, to inedible precooked school lunches shipped to every public school in the early 

morning and reheated at lunchtime every day1, filled to the brim with every form of malnutrition, 

the dreary outlook of American public education is a direct result of the federal government’s lack 

of respect for the underserved population of the nation to receive an affordable, adequate form of 

education to help improve their lives, and shape the future of their country and the entire world.   

The political dictatorship of everything that drives public schools in a negative direction 

academically takes the form of one-sided standardized tests that demand every credentialed teacher 

in all public school districts nationwide to forfeit the intended merits of their hard-earned high 

degree of college education in favor of “teaching to the test” whereby which an endless escapade 

of “cookie-cutter” assembly line-style instruction and learning take place in the classroom in order 

to effectively prepare the pupils for the testy scholastic drudgery taking place, in an effort to earn 

																																																								
1	I	inadvertently	made	this	discovery	while	walking	to	my	Catholic	K-8	school	of	employment	from	
the	bordering	public	bus	stop	every	morning	during	my	second	year	working	there,	in	2009-2010,	
and	seeing	a	San	Francisco	Unified	School	District	employee	delivering	the	daily	lunches	to	the	
nearby	public	elementary	school	himself	via	the	back	entrance.			



their shared school an increase in funding that the federal government purposefully fails to give.  

This intentionally artificial means of sharing knowledge and wisdom provides fast food for short-

term thought, creating more distance than mutuality between the two academic parties working 

together in every public school classroom of increased student quantity for the greater cause of 

humanity that their politicized superiors neglect.  Top that off with the fact that a majority of the 

families enrolled in public schools are of low-income status, and through the system’s erratic 

lottery system that assigns admitted applicants to random schools within their city limits—often 

times located on the opposite side of their neighborhood districts, wreaking havoc among family 

planning when it comes to everyday commuting to and from schools not shared by multiple 

siblings of one household, thus creating more division than unity in the bigger picture of things—

further enhances the political pathos plaguing the premises.   

Who is responsible for these mishaps?  The White man.  The fact that the top dog ends up 

dogging the demographic minority upon them becoming the student majority in public schools all 

across America, causing them to receive an inferior educational outcome to their wealthier White 

private school peers due to economic inequality and underlying social-historical ignorance, casts 

a bleak shadow over racial justice and leads to ongoing tensions in that department of achievement 

under the wing of biased political officials who put education last on the list of national priorities 

in every respect.  But even though the light-skinned leaders behind closed doors may be dense in 

their ways of thinking and operating, the real heroes whose melanin happens to resemble a pale-

colored tone take it upon themselves to step out into the wilderness of public education and see for 

themselves exactly what goes on and who appears before them out in the open from Day One to 

Day 180 of any given American public schoolyear.   

 

As a member of this so-called “evil race of people”, I consider myself to be the color white 

that goes with every other color, or French vanilla ice cream without any whipped cream on top if 

you will.  The reason for this colorful self-identification on my part has to do with the life-defining 

interrelated outcomes of my personal experiences in this academic field of utmost interest and 

importance to the American people—all of whom pay taxes to keep public education alive from a 

financial standpoint.  As a product of public education in the USA, I have had the privilege of 

owning a stellar record of success over a 29-year period (1989-present) as both a student in- and 

instructor of students in public schools.   



 

It all started when I entered Kindergarten in Fall 1989 at the tender age of five.  To begin 

my scholastic education, I became enrolled in a specialized inner city public school located in the 

depths of San Francisco’s Bayview-Hunter’s Point district.  For four years, from Kindergarten-3rd 

Grade (1989-1993), I gained the opportunity to experience my early elementary education right 

alongside children my age and older who came from families that were struggling financially, with 

very little education, growing offspring to raise and support inside and out, residing in tightly 

compacted homes comprising low-income run-down housing projects originally built by the 

federal government for soldiers stationed at the bordering bayside shipyard during World War II, 

plagued with street violence and subsequent uncertainties on everybody’s parts day in and day out, 

through my everyday social encounters and acute firsthand learning resulting from such 

memorable moments of interaction with my peers of predominantly Black pigmentation.   

For a young Caucasian boy like me growing up in a safer, more spacious neighborhood 

(also located on the southern side of San Francisco—albeit more westerly than the government 

housing projects and my [first] elementary school), with beautiful natural surroundings, to hear of 

these goings on through stories about related events having occurred on previous days/nights in 

the aforementioned hostile living environments as told to me by my peers in an otherwise casual 

school setting, opened my mind like never before.  Considering that my mind was in its early 

stages of lifelong development, attending this school during my formative years of elementary 

education proved valuable beyond belief in the three major categories of learning and operation: 

social, academic, and historical.   

The impressions made on me at that one-of-a-kind school lead by the most enlightened of 

principals helped to define my cultural awareness to the point of becoming permanently colorblind 

throughout my entire life going forward.  Like me, even though this principal happened to be of 

Caucasian descent and parochial school background, her own colorblindness allowed her to take 

it upon herself to successfully exercise every form of forward thinking via professional, social, 

and cultural inclusion throughout her landmark leadership at this inner city public school populated 

by youth who came from turbulent upbringings, thereby earning top-level respect from the entire 

school community for her headstrong efforts to ensure a well-rounded philosophy of learning and 

acceptance on everybody’s part.  Hiring a group of faculty who shared this principal’s enlightened 

ways of leading children through regular exhibitions of open-minded means of academic 



instruction that welcomed all perspectives of thinking, expression, and academic mastery on the 

students’ behalves, a continual feeling of familial warmth and group activity that allowed 

everybody to be themselves in the classroom and on the schoolyard was equally displayed and 

received among all.   

It was through spending quality time each and every day with my friends and classmates 

in each and every one of the following corners of the [inner city] public school environment and 

district community: classroom learning, cafeteria dining2, playground socializing, schoolbus 

ridership, and neighborhood awareness, that my inaugural well-rounded cultural experience took 

place within the internal and external learning quarters provided along the way.   

When it came to classroom instruction at my inner city elementary school: for math, we 

worked primarily with manipulatives in order to learn the utmost essentials of arithmetic all the 

way through my education at this school.  Writing took the form of personal drawings and 

corresponding single-sentence written descriptions thereof—in tandem with visual and verbal 

interpretations of the literary elements (setting, plot, characters, dates) of short stories read as a 

class—in 1st Grade3; personal journal entries of choice composed during silent reading every 

morning in 2nd Grade4; with more in-depth reading comprehension questions pertaining to our 

chapter books read, answered regularly in 3rd Grade.  From Kindergarten-2nd Grade, educational 

																																																								
2	Although	 I	did	not	enroll	 in	 the	school	 lunch	program	available	only	 for	 financially	qualified	
families,	I	did	partake	in	the	occasional	school	lunch	dining	opportunity	itself	if	I	saw	one	or	more	
items	on	the	monthly	menus	issued	ahead	of	time	that	I	deemed	likeable—for	which	my	parents	
would	 pay	 the	 small	 fee,	 and	 I	would	 get	 to	 feast	my	 taste	 buds	 on	 the	 valuably	 nutritional	
experience	of	a	lifetime—from	the	opposite	end	of	the	spectrum.		While	I	only	partook	in	this	
ritual	on	a	semiregular	basis	(with	the	astute	paraprofessionals	in	each	of	my	classes	ultimately	
catching	on	to	my	self-selected	dates	and	dishes	desired	on	the	school	lunch	menus	throughout	
the	 course	of	 the	 schoolyears),	 gaining	 a	 true	 taste	 of	what	 students	who	were	 less	well	 off	
financially	and	nutritionally	 than	 I	was	gave	me	tremendous	 insight	 into	what	such	a	pastime	
entailed	(entails)	 for	 those	who	were	forced	to	 literally	suck	 it	up	and	choke	 it	down.	 	 (Often	
times,	my	friends	took	advantage	of	this	opportunity	to	make	my	mouth	water	when	teaching	
about	the	wonders	of	soul	food—helping	to	increase	my	own	soul	spirit	in	the	process.)		Luckily,	
my	insides	never	objected	to	the	intake	of	such	meals—instead	deeming	them	to	be	a	nice	break	
from	my	otherwise	plain	homemade	meal	plan	of	a	sandwich	and	some	vegetables!				
3	This	method	of	instruction	and	expression	was	carried	out	in	a	similar	manner	during	my	two	
years	of	being	a	1st	Grade	Teaching	Assistant	at	the	Catholic	K-8	school,	from	2008-2010—nearly	
20	years	after	being	a	1st	Grader	myself.			
4	See	“Appendix	1:	Where	In	The	World	Is	Carmen	Sandiego?	for	more	information	on	how	I	went	
about	carrying	out	this	daily	morning	ritual.			



computer games5 played on the Apple 2 computers in each classroom as well as the school’s 

computer lab (where typing classes were also conducted during the schoolday as part of our weekly 

computer course in 2nd and 3rd Grade) helped to strengthen our technological literacy and expertise.  

All means of academic learning and instruction were hands-on here.  Teachers would set up our 

classroom tables containing enough space for four students to sit facing each other6 with the given 

academic subject’s learning exercise of the day, and within the timeframe allotted on the scheduled 

clock, groups of students would move in a classroom-wide rotation of learning by doing—with 

each subject-oriented activity of sorts being carried out by the end of the cycle and corresponding 

class period of self-guided instruction (by us students reading the directions provided on the sheets 

of paper before our eyes, after having already received a visual demonstration of the activity in 

full with the learning materials provided, by the lead teacher and/or the paraprofessional, before 

the rotation commenced).  In 1st and 2nd Grade, weekly homework packets containing all of our 

assignments for the five-day period ahead were issued every Monday (or Tuesday in the instance 

of near-monthly Monday holidays), and not due until the following Friday four days later.  This 

gave all students an excellent preview of what lay ahead academically, allowing us the opportunity 

to complete our homework assignments by evenly spacing out the math, English/Language Arts, 

history, and science assignments included in the packet over the four nights allotted for completing 

them—with mentally noted nearly learned correlative content covered in the classroom along the 

way providing terrific assistance with our homework throughout the process.7     

Another major academic benefit of my having attended this particular public elementary 

school had to do with the demographic of a majority of my peers playing an important role in the 

school’s approach to American history.  Seeing as the school was located in a predominantly 

																																																								
5	These	engaging	computer	games	included:	Numbers	Munchers	and	Tetris	(for	Math),	Oregon		
	Trail	(for	History),	and	Puzzle’s	Puzzler	(for	English/Language	Arts,	Reading	and	Writing).		On	our	
Apple	2	computer	at	home,	my	family	and	I	would	regularly	get	involved	with	Tetris	and	Where	
In	The	World	Is	Carmen	Sandiego?	for	the	sake	of	strengthening	our	geometric	and	geographic	
awareness.					
6	 None	 of	 the	 classrooms	 in	 any	 of	 the	 grade	 levels	 at	 this	 enlightened	 elementary	 school	
contained	 single	 desks.	 	 That	 formality	 was	 withheld	 in	 favor	 of	 more	 group-oriented	 and	
community-building	everyday	classroom	activities	in	this	regard.		Also,	we	frequently	sat	on	the	
carpeted	 classroom	 floors	 for	 group	discussions	and	 lesson	activities	with	our	 teachers	every	
single	year.					
7	Beginning	in	3rd	Grade,	individual	homework	assignments	for	each	of	the	four	core	academic	
subjects	were	given	on	a	nightly	basis	in	bigger	bunches,	and	due	the	next	day.					



African-American neighborhood, with Black being the dominant demographic of the student body, 

Black History Month was not limited to the 28-29 days of February every year.  Rather, every day 

was Black history—to everybody’s betterment!  Unlike most schools that limit their studies of 

historical African-American figures in United States history to the second month of the calendar 

year—preceded by the third and fourth weeks of January being devoted to examining the legacy 

of the Reverend Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. in honor of his birthday at that time of year—my inner 

city elementary school highlighted the achievements and historicity of historical Black figures year 

round literarily in our history classes and visually on the walls of the school from top to bottom.  

With such notable names taking to the spotlight every year, covering ground in the departments of 

political, athletic, academic, and artistic achievement, including: Frederick Douglass, Dr. Martin 

Luther King, Jr., Malcolm X, Rosa Parks, Sojourner Truth, Harriet Tubman, Dr. Charles R. Drew, 

Jesse Jackson, Bessie Smith, Billie Holiday, Louis Armstrong, Cab Calloway, Jackie Robinson, 

Hank Aaron, Michael Jordan, Earvin “Magic” Johnson, Sugar Ray Leonard, Muhammad Ali, 

Archbishop Desmond Tutu, Thurgood Marshall, Maya Angelou, and Nelson Mandela; the list of- 

and details behind the names went on and on as to the historical significance of people whose skin 

happened to be of a darker shade than their more popularized White leaders, with that physical 

feature serving as the #1 factor in each of these figures and their fellow darker-toned peers fighting 

for justice and breaking ground in historical firsts nationwide throughout time.8  It was during our 

																																																								
8	As	American	history	would	showcase	on	Tuesday,	November	3,	1992,	during	my	3rd	Grade	year,	
American	voters	elected	as	its	42nd	Leader	of	the	Free	World,	the	first	unofficial	Black	President	
of	the	United	States	of	America,	William	Jefferson	“Bill”	Clinton.		The	timing	on	this	front	could	
not	have	been	better,	as	both	Bill	Clinton	and	I	shared	the	honor	of	becoming	the	first	two	White	
men	in	history	to	be	welcomed	by	the	Black	community	to	the	point	where	we	were	considered	
to	be	more	like	our	colored	brothers	and	sisters,	simply	for	being	ourselves.			
(It	should	also	be	duly	noted	on	an	historical	front	that,	following	the	national	American	economic	
downfall	of	[40th	President	Ronald]	Reaganomics,	and	America’s	involvement	in	the	Gulf	War	[led	
by	41st	President	George	Herbert	Walker	Bush	instituting	a	coalition	force	waging	war	against	
Iraq	following	the	latter	country’s	invasion	of	Kuwait	having	ignited	the	war	on	August	2,	1990,	
during	Operation	Desert	Storm	from	January-February	1991—with	an	American	ground	invasion	
brought	forth	during	the	final	four	days	of	the	Gulf	War	from	February	24-28,	1991],	President	
Clinton	created	more	than	6,000,000	new	jobs	for	working	Americans	during	his	ensuing	eight	
years	 in	 office	 from	 1993-2001.)	 	 (Sidenote:	 the	 soldiered	 husband	 of	 my	 1st	 Grade	
paraprofessional	was	shipped	overseas	to	Iraq	during	the	Gulf	War,	which	took	place	during	my	
1st	Grade	year.		Upon	the	war’s	end	before	the	end	of	the	1990-1991	schoolyear,	my	1st	Grade	



weekly Friday morning all-school assemblies when all of us in the student body would together 

learn and sing the Civil Rights anthem, “We Shall Overcome” and what became known as the 

Black National Anthem, “Lift Every Voice and Sing”.  To gain the opportunity to become so 

thoroughly immersed in the rich history dictating the outlook of a highly prominent but forever 

overlooked aspect of the complete picture of American history by breathing it in day after day 

thanks to being in the right place at the right time gave me a such a high level of gratitude and 

corresponding historical expertise in the long run.   

While the history of Black America was being taught and learned contextually inside the 

school, hands-on experience with other key cultural elements were being practiced and showcased 

routinely outside during recess on the gigantic school playground.  It was during these daily breaks 

from classroom instruction when an equally valuable learning venture took place at the hands of 

my peers who taught me everything there was to know about how to become a super kickball 

																																																								
lead	teacher,	classmates,	paraprofessional	and	I	were	all	relieved	to	hear	that	her	hubby	would	
be	returning	home	safe	and	sound.)					
Little	did	we	all	know	at	the	time	that	the	future	official	first	Black	President	of	the	United	States	
of	 America,	 31-year-old	 then-Law	 Professor	 at	 the	 University	 of	 Chicago	 Law	 School	 Barack	
Hussein	Obama	II,	would	marry	future	First	Lady-and-instituter	of	the	nutritional	school	lunch-
driven	Healthy,	Hunger-Free	Kids	Act	of	2010,	Michelle	Robinson	exactly	one	month	before	the	
1992	Presidential	Election	(the	election	that	sparked	my	long-term	interest	in	American	history,	
Presidents,	 and	voting	as	 an	American	 right),	 and	make	history	on	his	own	16	years	 later	on	
Tuesday,	November	4,	2008	by	becoming	the	44th	President	of	the	United	States.			
Beginning	with	his	marriage	to	Michelle	30	days	before	the	election	of	the	President	from	whom	
he	would	“steal”	the	honor	of	becoming	the	first	true	Black	President	of	the	United	states,	Barack	
and	the	Clintons	would	continue	to	follow	one	another	throughout	Obama’s	eight	years	in	the	
White	 House.	 	 Having	 defeated	 former	 First	 Lady-turned-New	 York	 Senator	 Hillary	 Rodham	
Clinton	 in	the	2008	Democratic	Primaries,	Obama	would	appoint	Hillary	(who	campaigned	for	
Obama’s	 presidential	 run	 following	 her	 Democratic	 primary	 electoral	 defeat	 in	 ‘08)	 to	 be	 a	
member	of	his	cabinet	as	Secretary	of	State.		In	2012,	Bill	Clinton	campaigned	heavily	for	Obama’s	
Presidential	 re-election,	 with	 Barack	 returning	 the	 favor	 to	 Hillary	 by	 publicly	 endorsing	 her	
during	her	deep	Presidential	run	in	2016.		Upon	the	outcome	of	the	2016	General	Election,	in	
2017	both	the	Clintons	and	Obamas	withdrew	from	the	American	political	spotlight—with	both	
Bill	and	Barack	being	(George)	Bushed	beyond	belief	before	and	after	their	sets	of	back-to-back	
terms	 (as	 the	 former	 two	Presidents	have	been	 the	only	Democratic	Presidents	 to	 serve	 two	
terms	in	office	since	32nd	President	Franklin	Delano	Roosevelt—the	four-term	Leader	of	the	Free	
World	who	was	singlehandedly	responsible	for	instituting	national	American	welfare	programs,	
government	housing	projects,	minimum	wage,	and	government	jobs	containing	staunch	benefits	
for	working	class	Americans	as	part	of	the	New	Deal	during	the	Great	Depression	in	1935).																	



player, mastering the smooth on-court moves of then-prime NBA athlete Michael Jordan and his 

teammates on the rapidly evolving world champion Chicago Bulls, with an added bonus to 

everyday jump rope activities.  At random moments when waiting in the huge asphalt outfield for 

a kicked ball to fly my way during a game, I could not help but notice groups of girls performing 

an array of clapping games full of exquisite rhythm and rhymes that would get translated to 

physical movements along the lines of interpretive dance and choreography with more sass and 

wit thanks to the clever, motivational chants about: education, dedication, self-motivation, 

teamwork, harmony; basically every positive human motive imaginable—for young people to 

grasp through the power of play!  Although considered uncool by my male peers and myself, we 

would ultimately be forced against our will (well, not really) to learn and perform these very same 

clapping games by our female classmates when they would demonstrate the steps that made up the 

fanciful dances, with the memorable chants to boot, inside during class when permitted by our 

teachers to do so during transition times between academic subjects.  The penalty for us guys 

shaking our heads at the notion was to shake our booties like we meant it, or else take a seat on 

them and bow our heads in shame at our otherwise self-inflicted failure to be more open-minded—

thereby causing us to choose option A without (too much) objection.     

Thanks to these unique factors contributing to the positivity encapsulating the sunny 

playground corridor9, bullying and other means of play-based conflict never occurred on the 

schoolyard.  Another reason for this upward direction of inner growth exhibited on the students’ 

parts came about thanks to a schoolwide program of student conflict management instituted by the 

same principal, involving students taking responsibility for their actions and language through peer 

role modeling carried out on the parts of older students (in 4th-5th Grade) at the school in the 

hallways and on the schoolyard at all times of the schoolday.  In the event that minor conflicts 

erupted on the playground over wide-ranging issues, older students who were appointed by the 

school administration as “conflict managers” would attempt to help the quarrelling peers solve the 

issues at hand themselves.  In serious circumstances, teachers monitoring the students on the yard 

would intervene and attempt to end the disturbance through peaceful means of verbal resolution.  

If all else failed, the older-age “student monitors” would make written notes of the conflicts on 

																																																								
9	 The	 trademark	 bright,	 warm	 weather	 of	 the	 Bayview-Hunter’s	 Point	 neighborhood	 in	 San	
Francisco	suited	the	equally	uplifting	overall	environment	of	the	school—creating	plenty	of	happy	
atmospheric	memories	in	the	process.			



clipboards provided for them by the school administration, which would then be forwarded to the 

battling students’ classroom teachers for appropriate discussions at later times.  Given the laddered 

approach to conflict resolution drawn out by this sophisticated process of peaceful maintenance, 

after a while, most students saw fit to end any sparked raucous sooner rather than later.  Lessons 

learned…right away!   

With all of these key elements of history and culture attained during the median of each 

schoolday already under my belt, the learning experience of a lifetime with regards to the above 

two components furthered itself outside of school hours in the morning and afternoon en route to 

and from the school each day.  Being that this was a public school, all students enrolled owned the 

option of riding the schoolbus to and from our academic destination on a regular basis, completely 

free of charge.  Given my lifelong adoration of riding public transportation, I leapt at the 

opportunity to bussed to and from my daily work!  Fortunately for me, my neighborhood schoolbus 

stop marked the beginning and endpoints of the route traveled Monday-Friday, thereby allowing 

me full view of the surroundings between my home and the school—spanning a range of 

neighborhoods and districts covering ground between the southwestern and southeastern regions 

of the City by the Bay.   

But these complete schoolbus rides were like no other!  While traveling the roadways with 

our full backpacks and high energy quotient, the volume onboard the schoolbus in both directions 

was anything but silent!  However, this relatively high pitch was more pleasant than ear piercing.  

During our daily morning and afternoon travels, my peers and I would take to singing popular 

songs that we all knew (or were learning) as a group, generating a chorus of cheerful children 

celebrating our days of learning about the world.  Examples of these popular tunes of the time 

(early 1990s) included: MC Hammer’s “You Can’t Touch This” and “Too Legit To Quit” (both 

titles of which aptly described the tone and desire of the youthful singers to proclaim our love of 

life and knowledge of the given song lyrics, rhythm, and melody, whilst riding the schoolbus), 

“Jump” by Kriss Kross—with its catchy, memorable, addictive titular chorus; and “Hip Hop 

Hooray” by Naughty By Nature—with its audience-engaging arm-waving refrain of “Heeeey, 

hoooo”.  A lot of times, the very child-friendly, hip schoolbus drivers themselves would join us in 

singing these upbeat songs that helped to make the schoolbus ride 100% enjoyable all through the 

town.  For this young boy in his single digits who had barely scratched the surface of the then-

modern pop music- cultural scene, but whose inborn inclination and love of music originated in 



his own household from whom he gained the deep interest and knowledge thereof growing up, 

these schoolbus rides provided the thrill of a childhood lifetime, not to mention such immense 

cultural enrichment that I know I would not have received elsewhere.   

With my peers and I providing the background musical soundtrack of the daily transit 

journey to and from school, the surrounding scenery told stories of its own about the trials and 

tribulations of the residence who called these neighborhoods home.  Since many of these 

neighborhood residents were my own friends and classmates, the schoolbus stopped right in front 

of (or near to) their homes located within these housing projects, regularly dropping off and picking 

up my peers.  Seeing as the bus commuted through these neighborhoods as it neared the school in 

the early hours of the morning, and upon departing the campus first thing following the end of 

each schoolday in the late afternoon, my exposure to everyday life in these neighborhoods 

happened on the tail ends of the academic days immediately prior to and after the school bells 

opening and closing the schedule of academic instruction—essentially serving as both the prelude 

and postlude to the full circle of external enlightenment reflecting the historical and cultural 

realities facing my peers of complexions different than my own.   

Given my young age at the time of these daily ventures, my developing mind perceived 

these poverty-stricken neighborhoods and residents as simply being just another part of my city.  

While evidently different in terms of landscaping, the political implications of the basis of these 

corridors did not occur to me until much later after I left the school.  All that mattered to me at the 

time was that my friends lived there.  They and their families were human beings, just like my 

family and I—regardless of where or how we lived.  And since I traveled through these 

neighborhoods twice per day five days per week, their sights and sounds were more commonplace 

than foreign to me, and I had no misgivings about their outlook.  To me, it was all a part of one 

big enjoyable bus ride to and from school, which brought me closer to my peers and expanded my 

awareness of areas within the city of San Francisco I never would have known about in person had 

it not been for my attending this school during my life-defining years of elementary education.   

All positives aside, however, the conflicts encapsulating this region of town did not go 

unnoticed.  During the schooldays, various classmates of mine would report to our teachers their 

inability to do homework assignments because their electricity had been cut off in their homes the 

night before due to their impoverished parental guardians’ inability to pay their utility bills—

literally leaving my classmates in the dark as to what was going on around them.  On two 



nonconsecutive occasions during my 3rd Grade year when riding the bus home from school, the 

bus on which I was riding got attacked by small groups of students attending the public elementary 

school located in the heart of the projects (in front of which my bus stopped in both directions of 

travel on either end of the schoolday), who threw rocks at the bus and broke some of the windows 

near the rear.  Thankfully, none of the riders nor the driver were physically hurt in any way.  But 

nevertheless, in each instance, the young rock-throwing schoolchildren scurried away, leaving the 

driver to call the schoolbus company to bring an undamaged bus for to carry all the student riders 

home safely. Upon the undamaged buses’ arrivals, teams of crossing guards from the nearby 

elementary school, and San Francisco Police Department officers, created a safety zone on the 

rocky roadside on which my peers and I were escorted to safety as we continued our unexpectedly 

turbulent bus ride(s) home.   

During 1st and 2nd Grade, I developed a brief friendship with one of my classmates who 

lived with his mother and older, teenage brother in a home located within the projects.  While I 

saw my friend’s mother infrequently coming to pick up and drop off her younger son from school 

(as he did not ride the schoolbus by familial choice), I only met his brother once—after my parents 

and I took my friend back home following a fun playdate at my house when my friend and I were 

in 1st Grade.  Upon arriving at my friend’s home, his mother and brother (their father appeared to 

be out of the picture) invited us into their home in the projects and gave us a tour of their 

homestead, with everybody extending their warm welcome on a warm evening outside.  But one 

afternoon in Spring 1993 during my 3rd Grade year, the school community received the worst news 

ever from my friend’s family: his older brother had been killed in a drive-by shooting just a couple 

of feet outside of their family home when walking thereto one evening.  Given the circumstances 

of the murder, the shooters were not apprehended, and the only evidence available from the crime 

was my friend’s brother’s dead body lying on the ground right outside his own domestic dwelling 

in the dark of night.  The realest shit just got even more real, and things would never be the same 

for my friend or his mother going forward.           

A few blocks south of the projects existed a two-tower public housing apartment complex 

that a handful of my schoolbus riding peers called home—with the schoolbus stopping directly 

outside of the location, right at the ground floor entrance, to load and unload residential passengers.  

These towers were plagued with neighborhood gang-related violence ‘round the clock (which, 

based on my knowledge at the time, none of my peers were victims of, thankfully, although they 



were undoubtedly exposed to the action regularly)—ultimately causing the high rises to become 

permanently fenced off for security’s sake, much to the residents’ detriment.  In order to “improve” 

the living conditions of those who called those 30-year-old towering apartments home, rather than 

repair the towers’ interiors—by permanently fixing the poor plumbing, disinfecting and repainting 

the moldy, cracked walls, and upgrading the malfunctioning elevators so that the welfare tenants 

could actually live like normal, healthy people within their residence—the government instead saw 

fit to galvanize the property to the point where even the tenants themselves were disallowed from 

leaving their own apartments (as close as socializing with their neighbors in the hallways on every 

floor) unless they had to go to work or school, run necessary errands such as grocery shopping, or 

to simply take out the trash, virtually imprisoning the hardworking tenants within their own 

(unjust) domestic environment.  As if paying rent and owning a key to both their own home and 

the fence doorway outside were not enough to prove that they lived there, these struggling residents 

also had to identify themselves to the security guard at the front entrance each and every time they 

re-entered their rightful premises.  Within time, guests of the tenants were prohibited from entering 

the grounds, due to suspicion on the parts of the authorities as to these visitors’ intentions on and 

even around the otherwise protected property.  The solution to these ongoing problems?  Let the 

towers come tumbling down!  In May 1998 (five years after I was transferred out of the inner city 

school I called home for four years from 1989-1993, in Kindergraten-3rd Grade), a chapter in San 

Francisco poverty assistance came to an end as these towers were imploded, and the residents 

thereof had to seek housing of near-equal affordability elsewhere.                      

While those events definitely opened my eyes as to what went on in the vicinity of the 

housing projects at a minute’s notice (both at night and even in broad daylight), it still never fazed 

me to the point of fearing that area of town—as a child, or an adult down the line, temporarily or 

permanently.  To this day, whenever I travel through or around those neighborhoods on public 

transportation, I cannot help but think of them in a positive light thanks to all of the happy 

memories created during my time attending the inner city elementary school that was responsible 

for providing me with the most positive impression imaginable of life, culture, and history 

signifying the stories of demographics of Americans who still never receive a fair shot in the grand 

scheme of things exclusively due to their complexions and nothing more.  First impressions and 

encounters last a lifetime.  Even though I clearly have grown right along with my broadening 

knowledge of the implications behind the lifestyles withstood in scenarios like these, nothing and 



nobody is going to ever remove the bright and sunny imagery of my childhood years spent 

traveling through that otherwise rugged area of town en route to and from the priceless education 

received on the school grounds located due northeast of the valley comprising the housing projects 

that produced many of my youthful comrades who never ever judged or excluded ME because of 

MY coloring, instead allowing US to shake hands with one another and embrace each other 



wholeheartedly inside and out, permanently breaking any presumed chains of division between 

us10, otherwise plaguing older generations11, and citizens our age in other walks of life.12   

																																																								
10	This	was	due	in	part	to	the	school’s	clever,	considerate	implementation	of	portable	classroom	
dividers—allowing	completely	free-and-open	entrances	to	and	from	the	learning	spaces	by	any	
and	all	who	needed	to	visit	the	rooms—as	opposed	to	building	walls	covering	every	square	inch	
of	classroom	territory,	with	lockable	doors	marking	the	entrances.							
11	This	American	historical	bias	came	into	play	one	summer	afternoon	in	June	2007	when	my	best	
high	school	friend	and	I	went	walking	through	one	section	of	the	projects	to	make	a	complete	
circle	from	having	off-boarded	the	newest	lightrail	route	installed	by	the	San	Francisco	Municipal	
Transportation	Agency	at	 its	 terminal	 residing	on	the	nearby	bayside	major	street,	borderline	
with	nearby	Daly	City	and	the	landmark	Cow	Palace	(located	adjacent	to	the	valley	in	which	the	
same	projects	lie,	and	where	the	former	public	housing-tower	apartment	complex	once	stood),	
and	looping	our	way	around	the	area	to	return	to	the	lightrail	line’s	terminal	for	to	head	back	
home—all	in	the	spirit	of	enjoying	our	summer	vacation.		Well,	as	we	strolled	down	one	of	the	
sidewalks	heading	eastward	to	said	lightrail	route’s	terminal,	a	pair	of	Whitewashed	cops	pulled	
us	over	and	asked	if	we	were	lost!		I	spoke	up	and	told	them	‘no’.		We	knew	where	we	were	going,	
thanks	to	my	knowledge	of	the	surroundings	from	early	childhood.			
Instead	of	believing	us,	the	passenger	cop	uttered	the	following:	“Do	you	want	a	ride?”	
Me:	“No	thank	you,	we’re	good.”	
Cop:	“Are	you	sure?		It’s	pretty	dangerous	here.”	
Me:	“Yes,	I	am	sure.		Thank	you.”	
Cop:	“Ok….”		
At	 that	point,	 the	dumbfounded	 law	officers	drove	away	and	 left	my	friend	and	 I	 to	our	own	
devices,	at	which	point	we	continued	walking	and	minding	our	own	business,	as	we	had	done	up	
to	that	point	as	well.		But	the	reality	that	some	things	never	change,	in	tandem	with	the	fact	that	
NONE	OF	THE	NEIGHBORHOOD	RESIDENTS	BEARING	OTHER	SKIN	COLORS	FROM	THAT	OF	MY	
FRIEND	AND	I	GAVE	EITHER	OF	US	ANY	DIRTY	LOOKS	OR	CRUDE	LANGUAGE	AS	WE	EACH	KEPT	
PUTTING	ONE	FOOT	IN	FRONT	OF	THE	OTHER,	truly	struck	a	chord	in	me.		In	that	single	instance,	
those	two	corrupt	police	officers	 insulted	not	one	but	TWO	races	of	people.	 	They	unlawfully	
assumed	 that	 the	 dark-skinned	 residents	 who	 were	 minding	 their	 own	 business	 in	 their	
neighborhood	surroundings	were	automatically	up	to	no	good.		AND,	that	same	dynamic	law-
abiding	duo	assumed	that	because	my	friend	and	I	did	not	look	like	the	rest	of	the	people	in	the	
projects	 that	WE	were	 out	 of	 place.	 	 If	 only	 those	 cops	 had	 had	 the	 educational	 and	 social	
experiences	 that	 I	was	 lucky	enough	to	have	 in	 that	exact	same	area	of	 town,	 they	definitely	
would	 have	 been	more	 enlightened	 as	 opposed	 to	 narrow-minded	 in	 their	 shameful	 way	 of	
thinking.					
12	Fun	fact:	I	was	not	the	only	student	at	the	school	who	was	of	White	or	non-Black	complexion.		
Being	able	to	share	the	underlying	scholastic	upbringing	with	peers/friends	of	mine	who	looked	
more	like	(and	different	from)	me	physically	was	equally	enjoyable,	with	each	of	us	taking	away	
something	similar	to	the	recollections	outlined	throughout	this	chapter,	in	turn	seeing	life	and	
humanity	 through	 an	 identically	 enlightened	 lens	 forever	 onward.	 	 Regardless	 of	 our	 racial	
backgrounds,	almost	every	student	at	this	landmark	school	was	a	native	San	Franciscan,	so	our	



The imprint that each of the above interrelated experiences left on me provided me with 

lifelong benefits that would come to fruition in different fashions following my premature 

departure from this unforgettable school at the end of 3rd Grade in June 1993, upon questionable 

family decision making.  For starters: as my exposure to commercial media increased in the mid-

1990s as I entered my double digits, upon viewing sitcoms of that era whose storylines aimed to 

instill family morals within their family audiences, every time the cast of a given series happened 

to be African-American—with similar cultural elements to those I relished growing up in early 

elementary school—my eyes would light up and my heart immediately warmed to the cinematic 

presentation before me, due to the familiar sounding language13 and humorous situations delivered 

onscreen, in conjunction with the nostalgia overwhelming my system in the process.  Plus, my 

understanding of- and relatability towards the realistic scenarios remained unparalleled with each 

and every episode viewed on the tube, in turn laughing with the cast of characters, rather than at 

them.   

 Upon the commencement of my four years of employment at my Catholic K-8 school from 

2008-201214, my background played a profound role in reaching my students of elementary- and 

middle school levels inwardly.  A fair amount of the families whose children were enrolled at that 

private parochial school in fact came from humble beginnings, with some residing in nearby 

ghettos in and outside of the city of San Francisco.  Upon learning of these circumstances from the 

																																																								
joint	privilege	of	growing	up	in	such	a	culturally	enlivening	city	contributed	to	the	inspirational	
outlook	 of	 our	 (relatively)	 parallel	 childhoods	 at	 an	 early	 age.	 	 Who	 could	 argue	 with	 that	
multifaceted	luxury?					
13	While	I	could	not	help	but	pick	up	Ebonics	during	my	four	years	at	the	inner	city	elementary	
school,	my	attempts	to	master	its	craft	still	came	up	short	despite	valiant	efforts	on	my	part	to	
polish	the	tongue.						
14	It	was	during	my	first	year	working	at	the	school	(2008-2009)	when	Barack	Obama’s	historic	
presidency	would	 commence.	 	 Sharing	 the	momentous	 occasion	 of	 Obama’s	 election	 to	 the	
White	House	 the	 day	 thereafter	 on	Wednesday,	November	 5,	 2008,	 followed	 by	 viewing	 his	
inauguration	on	live	television	during	class	on	Tuesday,	January	20,	2009	(the	day	after	Martin	
Luther	King	Day	that	year)	with	my	1st	Graders	and	seeing	their	glowing	facial	expressions	in	each	
moment	warmed	my	heart	like	never	before	as	an	educator.		The	fact	that	my	young	students	
were	able	 to	grow	up	 feeling	 that	 race	was	no	 longer	a	 factor	 in	determining	one’s	ability	 to	
achieve	 greatness,	 and	 that	 anything	 was	 possible	 (especially	 for	 them	 in	 the	 present	 and	
future)—most	notably	along	the	lines	of	rising	to	top-level	political	leadership,	felt	truly	gratifying	
to	their	teacher,	who	echoed	their	sentiments	from	having	grown	up	the	very	same	way	himself	
in	a	social	scene	of	sorts.					



families themselves, I immediately empathized with what they were going through, ensuring them 

that I knew what went on around them on a daily-nightly basis from personal experience therein, 

which gave my students and their families enormous comfort and console.  In my instruction, I 

used culturally friendly music and media15 to help teach Geography so that the material became 

more than a series of facts and figures, instead branching out to the highlights of the civilizations 

within the given areas of the world—especially those right at home in the United States of 

America.  What gave me immense gratification through carrying out these recurring presentations 

was the fact that not only was I showcasing my own history to my own students, but the fact that 

they felt a sense of commonality themselves with not only what but also how they were learning.16  

Clearly, they could see that I felt comfortable in my own skin as an educator and person, with 

similar peaceful intentions in my instructional style and the resources conveying the lessons all the 

while.  After all, feeling 100% comfortable with being yourself and teaching your pupils to do and 

feel the same is the best gift that you can give to younger generations of learners and thinkers.  My 

being able to meet my pupils at their level and striking chords within their conscience as it 

pertained to their own everyday lifestyles felt truly fulfilling, allowing me to leave my mark on 

the school and its alumni most effectively during and after my time teaching there.   

 Whilst working at that school and branching out into everyday adult life via gaining 

permanent domestic and financial independence, I became a member of the growing social media 

community in late 2009 at the age of 25.  In Spring 2010, as my involvement with the pastime and 

means of communication grew rapidly, I elected to look up the names of all of my former friends 

and classmates with whom I had the pleasure of attending early elementary school on our former 

stomping grounds, and add them as friends.  Thanks to my excellent memory, I easily recalled my 

former peers’ full names (save for those female alumnae who elected to take their husbands’ last 

names), looked them up in the search engine, and was over the moon to have been able to find 

nearly every single person online.  Within a matter of weeks, I became reacquainted with the same 

circle of friends from my early youth in an electronic setting.  Now we could relate to each other 

																																																								
15	Examples	of	these	resources	utilized	included	the	music	of	Motown,	and	select	episodes	of	The	
Fresh	Prince	of	Bel-Air,	all	of	whose	content	reflected	different	elements	of	geography,	history,	
and	corresponding	cultural	correlations.			
16	Allow	me	to	tip	my	hat	once	again	to	the	instructional	modeling	of	my	5th	Grade	master	teacher,	
Mr.	 Riddle,	 for	 his	 placing	 equal	 emphasis	 on	 the	 two	 important	 italicized	 components	 of	
educating	children.			



as working adults, and recall our shared positive childhood experiences in the school that brought 

us together in the first place.  From that point forward, many of my comrades and I began reuniting 

at: birthday parties, churches, lunches, Bayview-Hunter’s Point community centers, anywhere we 

deemed desirable.  Despite the significant passage of time, with each one of us having grown into 

our own person in different ways, we remain able to rekindle the same affection we had for one 

another growing up, with every single happy memory of our school lives flooding back in huge 

waves of positive emotion every time we encounter one another in person or online.  My gratitude 

for their friendship and the lessons that they taught me about life, history, culture, and love will 

never ever die.  As a result of the eternally uplifting experiences gained therein, I will forever 

consider the Bayview-Hunter’s Point district of San Francisco to be my second home.  If only an 

identical aura of brother- and sisterhood shared between my identified peers and I over time could 

extend itself to every other American of all descriptions, then true unity would prevail and 

childhood wide-eyed innocence would rule the world.   

 

 But while my glorious early childhood experience at my inner city elementary school left 

a lasting place in my heart, I did have an unappealing experience at a public high school six years 

down the line.  In Fall 1998, after a socially and academically tumultuous (toward the end in 7th 

and 8th Grade, while being over-prepared for the supposedly life-altering quartet of years in high 

school that lay ahead) five years attending a K-8 independent private school, a new chapter in my 

life unfolded in a very wrinkled fashion.  Having felt suffocated in the close-knit private school 

environment after half-one-decade, experiencing some greatness (in the form of my award-

winning 5th Grade teacher, and a 6th Grade teacher of similar but not identical instructional-

philosophical proportions) but with heaps of stress in the departments of learning and peer relations 

otherwise, I knew that I wanted to return to the public school environment that had been so good 

to me during the first half of my childhood.  Taking a risk and applying to only my neighborhood 

public high school—to which I was gratefully admitted before the application deadline in Spring 

1998—I breathed a huge sigh of relief while my private school enemy peers spent sleepless nights 

worrying about the results of their multilayered independent private high school applications17 that 

had yet to be delivered.  Following my graduation from middle school and a relaxing, victorious 

																																																								
17	 See	 the	next	 chapter,	 “The	Privatization	of	American	Education”	 for	 further	details	on	 this	
overly	extensive	application	procedure,	in	contrast	to	applying	to	American	public	schools.			



summer of celebration to follow, I eagerly awaited my entrance to the next level of my education 

at an alternate location and practice of education with which I was familiar.   

 Or so I thought.   

 As I immediately discovered upon Day One of 9th Grade, my public high school bore 

absolutely ZERO resemblance to my first elementary school!  Naturally, I had to realize that six 

years and grade levels, and two entire levels of education had passed between the end of my time 

at my inner city elementary school and my lone year at my neighborhood public high school, so 

there were bound to be some changes in store.18  But just like the culture shock I had undergone 

when transferring from my inner city elementary school to my K-8 independent private school 

between 3rd and 4th Grade, I was in for the ride of my life when shifting gears from 8th to 9th Grade, 

and middle to high school at that.  Although it was a given that the campus and student population 

inside were going to be bigger (both physically and quantitatively for the latter) than the members 

of my inner city elementary school, what truly shocked me throughout the duration of my one and 

only year attending this public school (1998-1999) was the overall attitude displayed by my peers 

towards learning, the teachers, and overall etiquette at this academic institution.   

 Never before that year of my schooling had I ever witnessed students who gave their 

teachers trouble over nothing.19  From refusing to do their classwork in a peaceful, accepting 

manner of the academic purpose for which they/we were there, and ceasing to complete and turn 

																																																								
18	The	only	overlap	between	the	two	schools	occurred	when	I	paid	a	visit	to	my	alma	mater	inner	
city	elementary	school	one	Thursday	morning	at	the	end	of	my	9th	Grade	year	in	May	1999	to	
deliver	a	memorable	presentation	to	the	5th	Grade	class	of	which	my	younger	sibling	was	then	in	
attendance	 (during	which	 time	my	 dad	 served	 as	 a	 regular	 parent	 volunteer	 therein)	 on	 the	
history,	legacy,	and	cross-cultural	impact	left	on	the	United	States	of	America	during	the	1960s	
by	Detroit,	Michigan’s	Motown	Records	(serving	as	my	primary	musical	interest	as	a	high	school	
freshman),	 its	founder	Berry	Gordy,	Jr.,	and	the	vast	array	of	recording-and-performing	artists	
produced	under	the	record	label	during	that	time	in	history.					
19	Given	this	student	characterization,	and	in	order	to	prevent	students	from	skipping	class	and	
engaging	in	unruly	social	conduct,	the	school	came	equipped	with	multiple	security	guards	on	
every	 single	 floor	 who	 would	 look	 for	 trouble	 everywhere	 they	 could—including	 scolding	
students	in	a	verbally	abusive	manner	for	using	the	restrooms	a	mere	minute	before	class	ended	
or	after	it	began,	even	with	our	teachers’	permission.		Sadly,	the	actual	police	officers	working	at	
the	station	located	one	block	away	from	the	school	were	equally	ageist	in	their	outlook—to	the	
point	of	circling	the	school	in	their	cop	cars	midday	to	see	if	anybody	was	“up	to	no	good,”	often	
grabbing	the	teenage	members	of	the	high	school	by	their	shirt	collar	and	throwing	them	against	
the	police	cars	if	they	were	caught	J-walking.		Not	a	worthy	cause	in	either	case	scenario.							



in their homework assignments in a timely manner—causing the academic teachers to have to 

continually remain in neutral when it came to the content covered, subsequently moving at a slower 

pace so as not to get too far ahead of their inattentive students and cause them to fall further behind 

than they already were—it seemed that my newfound peers (whether they were my age or older 

[as 10th-12th Graders were enrolled in some of my elective classes]) focused most of their energy 

on figuring out ways to make the lives of their teachers and more attentive peers utterly difficult 

in their refusal to adhere to the learning at hand.  That was a foreign concept to me—as my previous 

scholastic surroundings contained students who were more interested in learning and respectful of 

their teachers.  Clearly, I had misjudged my then-future classmates upon applying to this high 

school in 8th Grade!   

 Due to these daily disciplinary mishaps, most of my teachers appeared extremely fatigued 

during class, expressing a rather high amount of disinterest in providing high quality, engaging 

instruction, due to their having to deal with an ungrateful student body before them.  That, 

combined with the fact that as a 9th Grader, I was relegated to taking the most basic of academic 

courses to meet the general education requirements for a newborn high schooler.  Sadly, the 

teachers of many of these classes showed very little passion for their subject matter—bearing body 

language that showed that they would rather be either: A) teaching higher level academic courses; 

or B) anywhere else, period!  Among all of these discrepancies, I did my absolute best to pay 

attention and show enthusiasm for- with dedication towards my studies as possible.  At times, my 

teachers would acknowledge (privately and publicly, and on my completed homework 

assignments as well) my efforts to expand my learning awareness by my own accord despite the 

unpleasant human behavioral traits in our surroundings.   

 That positive relationship I attempted to develop with my academic instructors and the 

learning material in each of my classes did not translate very well to my peers.  Although the 

occasional classmate would spot me by myself at lunchtime in the gigantic cafeteria featuring 

school lunches and a snack bar selling a variety of distinct lunch items off to the side, sit down at 

my empty table and try to converse with me, each of their Dr. Jekyll impressions would soon flip 

into Mr. Hyde once the school bell rang between classes.  Each and every one of my peers that 

year who encountered me outside of class/school (on the bus going to and from home, or at the 

local neighborhood fast food restaurant dining out for lunch—a new privilege which I was grateful 

to have as a developing high school scholar) in a pleasant, unassuming manner, detested the fact 



that I very much enjoyed learning and wanted to exercise my right to increase my pursuit of 

intelligence in a peaceful classroom atmosphere.  Subsequently, they decided to either mock my 

desire to learn in class by verbally interrupting my participation in academically correlative class 

discussions initiated by the teacher with, or ridiculing my efforts altogether when I returned the 

favor by demanding that they let me learn without causing any of these completely unnecessary 

squabbles!  Clearly, for these reasons and more20, my social surroundings, the underlying academic 

offerings, and I were a terrible fit.  This caused me to not take any of my peers’ and classmates’ 

so-called friendly gestures seriously, and in turn undergo grave depression throughout the duration 

of the 1998-’99 schoolyear as a 9th Grader.  Apart from spending the entire year adjusting to the 

high school in similar fashion to every high school freshman out there, what hurt me deeply was 

the fact that, given the disappointing outcome of that schoolyear, neither public nor independent 

private schools appeared to work in my favor in either aforementioned category of existence as a 

student.  What had I done to receive this ongoing torment?  Were there no options for scholastic 

happiness remaining for the hardworking, self-sufficient, honest Peter Felton?   

 Well, sure enough, there ended up being one silver lining to an otherwise pitch black cloud 

ready to burst open with gallons of rainwater, thunder and lightning.  Seeing as the academic side 

of my public high school proved to be utterly unfulfilling, the only class I truly looked forward to 

taking every day was P.E.  In elementary and middle school, physical education was (and still is) 

considered a second-class citizen in the eyes of the academic curricula administered, provided, and 

executed by my former academic institutions.  Even though actual P.E. coaches taught the daily 

classes at my K-8 independent private school during my 4th-8th Grade years (whereas my own self-

																																																								
20	By	this,	I	am	referring	to	the	enormous	racial	division	created	within	cliques	of	student	groups	
spread	 out	 throughout	 the	 high	 school	 campus—which	 seemed	 to	 form	 exclusively	 due	 to	
physical	 similarities	 among	 the	members	 thereof.	 	 A	 stark	 contrast	 to	 the	 inclusion	 regularly	
extended	 among	 my	 inner	 city	 elementary	 school	 peers	 before.	 	 Plus,	 the	 racially	 profane	
language	I	would	often	hear	coming	out	of	the	mouths	of	different	people	who	belonged	to	each	
racially-oriented	clique	was	enough	to	make	me	want	to	keep	on	walking	without	bothering	to	
respond	when	my	demographic	was	“brought	up	in	conversation”	(given	the	tiny	percentage	of	
Caucasian	students	at	this	school,	there	were	hardly	any	people	of	“my	kind”	who	formed	circles	
of	friendship	on	school	grounds).		And	considering	the	fact	that	my	inner	city	school	was	located	
in	a	lower-income	urban	neighborhood	deemed	“unsafe”	by	the	uneducated	public,	whilst	my	
public	high	school	resided	in	a	quieter	middle	class	residential	area	in	which	you	could	hear	birds	
chirping	and	the	wind	whistling	through	the	trees	at	all	times,	if	this	was	not	one	enormous	tragic	
irony,	I	would	not	have	known	what	one	was!								



contained classroom teachers at my inner city elementary school during my time in Kindergarten-

3rd Grade carried led the P.E. class instruction themselves), despite giving it their all, neither 

school’s P.E. program at the time generated any notable activity[-ies] other than repeatedly playing 

straightforward sports games in teams, performing basic stretches, running perimeter laps, and 

having the occasional relay race during our daily 30-minute P.E. classes outside on the schoolyard.  

While I did not detest my physical educational experience in elementary and middle school per se, 

it did not tickle my fancy either.  Luckily, my public high school produced the most astounding 

P.E. program I had the pleasure of taking part in (initially by requirement, yet in the end, also with 

gratitude for both the process and the outcome).   

 On the first day of school in 9th Grade, when joining my peers for the thunderous, 

invigorating introduction to high school P.E. by a quartet of no-nonsense middle-aged male 

coaches who meant business like nobody else, I was scared shitless at what lay ahead of me in this 

seemingly life-threatening course of learning!  Without question, these guys would set you straight 

in the most unpleasant manner possible if you breathed in the wrong direction at any given moment 

(especially when they were talking to the students as a group)!  At the end of that startling 

introduction, I knew I had better give it my all or else my ass would be grass!   

 As it turned out, any and all negative premonitions I developed after the stirring Day One 

of 9th Grade with regards to my upcoming P.E. experience were thankfully proven false.  As I soon 

realized after a matter of weeks of class, the only thing that my committed coach, Mr. Boyle, and 

his athletic colleagues demanded of their pupils was that we work our hardest at all times, never 

showing the slightest signs of slacking off, displaying sheer determination to strive for our physical 

best forever onward.  If we fulfilled that single requirement via completing all of the physically 

rigorous activities from the first minute to the last of each and every daily 45-minute morning class 

meeting (which for me was 3rd Period—within the 10:00 and 11:00 hours), then we immediately 

had their respect.  Figuring out that simple solution before too long, every Monday-Friday I came 

to P.E. class fully suited in my t-shirt and shirts uniform21 kept in the basement boys’ locker room 

donning the school’s bright colors, ready to roll!  At the beginning of every P.E. class, Coach 

Boyle (with the help of his P.E. colleagues) would demonstrate the activity-exercise of the day 

before us as an entire co-ed class, with us giving him our undivided attention so as not to be 

																																																								
21	I	only	washed	the	outfit	once	throughout	the	entire	schoolyear	due	to	it	shrinking	in	the	wash	
and	my	physical	growth	moving	in	the	opposite	direction.			



condemned to hell on the spot.  Without ever having to repeat himself, we would then be randomly 

divided into groups with which to carry out the physical activity for the duration of the class period.  

From passing, dribbling, layup, and shooting drills for basketball; to somersaults, cartwheels, and 

balance beam leaps for minor gymnastics; this P.E. program and the coaches behind it were NO 

JOKE!  Therefore, I could not help but take it 100% seriously and do everything within my power 

to expand my physical awareness and prowess in the process!   

 Every Thursday, we would have our weekly run.  For most of my classmates, this day and 

corresponding exercise were their least favorite parts of P.E.—as exemplified by many of my peers 

literally walking out on the assignment by strutting laps instead of moving at the rapid pace 

required.  In my case, however, I grew to adore this cyclical exercise that helped to increase my 

heart rate and physical stamina all the while.  Also, the weekly run proved to be the most creative 

element of my 9th Grade P.E. class.  Because my school was situated on a hill, the inclined plane 

constituting the two-block perimeter of the building allowed for us to use that cement ground as 

one alternative for completing the weekly physical assignment—by running multiple laps up and 

downhill on solid concrete, huffing and puffing from one minute to the next.  When not 

surrounding the school with our sweaty mobility, we would go across the street and carry out a 

similar running routine at the grand reservoir built on an equally inclined inclined plane.  The only 

difference here is that we were surrounded by aquatic nature—green trees, grass, and bushes, with 

smoother running paths all around—making our hilly runs thereon slightly fresher in perspective.  

As for Option C for the weekly running drill: we would take to the outside track on the football 

field on the southern wing of the school’s campus and run in between the lines, going in circles 

until our time was up.   

Different weeks called for different variations of the run, entirely under the auspices of Mr. 

Boyle.  But his encouragement to all of his students remained undaunted, and provided me with 

the incentive to improve my running time along the lines of beating my previous records of the 

number of laps ran within the time allotted, as well decreasing the amount of time it took for me 

to complete the required number of laps in the alternate variation of the running activity’s 

underlying framework.  Every time I saw and heard that I had reached a new milestone in the 

above lights, my eyes lit up and my heart beat faster than ever out of both physical and internal 

gratification at the results.  Since our final “exams” in P.E. took the form of the most advanced 

running drill imaginable—completing a total of 13 laps in 30 minutes or less—I truly felt like a 



track runner winning the gold medal as, in both instances (on the last day of P.E. class for the Fall 

1998 and Spring 1999 Semesters), I succeeded in making that 13th spin around the track before the 

buzzer went off!  I almost hugged Mr. Boyle with delight and gratitude, but then remembered that 

he did not like that sort of gesture from his students.  Instead, he just wanted us to continue to 

improve our overall physique (which I did, as 9th Grade awarded me with the honor of my being 

in the greatest physical shape of my childhood) and promise to never give in to any temptations 

towards laziness.  Which I continue to do to this very day—getting physical exercise outside on a 

daily basis, walking (when not riding public transportation) to and from my local destinations, 

sometimes carrying heavy loads in my arms to help build upper body muscle.  After learning that 

Mr. Boyle died of a heart attack in 2017 at the age of 71, I only have to thank him one more time 

for his dedication to the betterment of the healthy physical developments high school children 

everywhere.  If it were not for him, I would not have developed such a high level of respect for 

physical education and the teachers/coaches exercising it.  Such respect would go on to serve me 

quite fruitfully in one key area of my career as a substitute teacher down the line.22  May you Rest 

In Peace, Mr. Boyle.  Thank you for helping to make the youth of the world more physically adept.     

 

 As for my final experience in a public school: after several failed attempts to land any 

regular part-time or full-time paid employment during the 2005-2006 schoolyear (in which I took 

a one-year sabbatical from college due to a medical issue that had been plaguing my brain waves 

during my Freshman, Sophomore, and Junior Years23), thanks to a teacher relative of mine pulling 

some strings at the last minute, I was able to become a public school volunteer with the San 

Francisco Unified School District and take up regular unpaid work at a local elementary school 

(the principal of which had ties with this teacher relative of mine in years past) located in the 

Tenderloin District on the northeastern side of San Francisco.  Although residing on the opposite 

side of the City from the Bayview-Hunter’s Point, the Tenderloin was/is also home to a significant 

amount of homelessness and street life, with massive amounts of crime and poverty in tow.  Riding 

public transportation to and from my full-time volunteering at this elementary school every day of 

																																																								
22	More	information	on	that	highlight	of	my	professional	teaching	can	be	found	in	the	chapter	
titled	“Par	for	the	Subbing	Course:	A	Tutorial”.			
23	To	learn	more	about	the	background	behind	this	common	condition,	I	encourage	you	to	browse	
my	second	book,	Tommy	Wrought:	A	Musical	Reflection	Of	Children	With	Special	Needs	 in	 its	
entirety.			



the workweek during my single year of work thereat, I would walk through this neighborhood 

along one of the major streets extending north-to-south that led directly to my academic work 

location, passing by the neighborhood inhabitants (who would have otherwise had roofs over their 

heads, food on the table, and proper mental and physical healthcare services if it were not for 40th 

American President Ronald Wilson Reagan cutting government funding for Medicaid and foot 

stamps during his eight years in office from 1981-1989, with the tradition continuing today) 

engaging in street vending, drug dealing, and taking care of other personal business right there on 

the sidewalk.  Never once did any aspects of this depressing scene get under my skin; I simply 

walked right past the action without batting an eye.   

 In terms of the elementary school setup: this marked my first time gaining authentic hands-

on experience working in a school setting in a more teacher-like role on a regular basis, seeing 

what life in academics was like from the other end of the camera, at the age of 21-22.  Like the 

principal of my own inner city public elementary school more than ten years earlier, the principal 

of this old-new public elementary school had an equally enlightened vision for to turn her school 

around and ignite a positive, uplifting community school spirit at all times.  This became apparent 

to me upon first setting foot on the school grounds in Fall 2005, beginning my year-long role as 

an active volunteer thereat.   

Without wasting any time, this most organized and efficient principal laid out my volunteer 

schedule for the given schoolyear—full to the brim with observational activity and assistance 

where necessary (much like the observing I had done at the suburban public elementary schools 

located near my own university in Marin County, CA, from 2003-2005).  Over the span of the 

five-day schoolweek, I was to spend exactly one hour working in each and every classroom—

observing all of the teachers in all grade levels, Kindergarten-5th, within the six-hour schoolday 

from 8:30 in the morning until 2:30 in the afternoon.  Since the large enrollment at this public 

elementary school (like my inner city elementary school, and all American public elementary 

schools at that) called for having multiple teachers and classes per grade level24, by the end of 

																																																								
24	I	learned	quite	by	chance	when	eating	lunch	one	afternoon	in	the	faculty	lounge	at	the	school	
exactly	how	the	student	rosters	for	each	and	every	classroom	per	grade	level	are	determined:	
the	teachers	for	the	incoming	class	of	students	discuss	with	the	teachers	of	the	[same]	outgoing	
class	 of	 students,	 their	 pupils’	 [present	 and	 future,	 respectively]:	 academic	 strengths	 and	
weaknesses,	social	skills	(along	with	any	personality	clashes	or	friendships	developed	with	their	
immediate	 peers	 in	 and	 outside	 of	 the	 classroom),	 different	 learning	 styles,	 and	 cumulative	



every Friday, I had spent precisely one 60-minute timeblock in the classrooms of every single 

student and teacher who belonged to the school community.   

During each class session, I would help different teachers (none of whom had any 

paraprofessionals to help them regularly, making them all the more grateful for my regular 

presence at the school as an enthusiastic volunteer) carry out tasks ranging from filing to xerox 

copying, setting up lesson materials for students to use for the next subject’s activity on the 

schedule, as well as assisting those select ESL students who required the extra help understanding 

the official language of the United States of America25—in reading, writing, and math.  It was in 

those instances when I both felt and was treated by the regular school faculty and student body as 

if I were an official teacher, tutor, and teacher’s assistant for the first time in my life, given my 

responsibilities assigned and upheld at all times without fail.26  Despite the challenges of working 

																																																								
academic	performances	on	standardized	tests,	homework,	classwork,	projects,	and	tests	from	
throughout	 the	 current	 schoolyear.	 	 The	 two	or	more	 teachers	 representing	 the	 given	 grade	
levels	then	examine	how	(un)well	different	clusters	of	students	would	fit	with	one	another	under	
the	above	circumstances	in	the	year	ahead,	factoring	the	upcoming	teachers’	instructional	styles	
and	discipline	policies	into	the	equation,	before	deciding	which	students	and	teachers	will	ideally	
match	up	with	one	another	going	forward.		The	process	was/is	50%	technical/statistical,	and	50%	
human!		Everything	must	be	taken	into	account	during	this	immensely	important	decision	making	
process!							
25	 Many	 of	 these	 students	 had	 literally	 just	 then-recently	 come	 to	 America	 from	 different	
countries	 in	 the	Middle	East	 to	 flee	 the	warfare	going	on	 in	and	around	 Iraq—ignited	by	 ISIS	
abroad,	and	as	part	of	Operation	Iraqi	Freedom	under	the	auspices	of	43rd	American	President	
George	W.	Bush	seeking	out	the	(threats	of)	weapons	of	mass	destruction	(supposedly)	held	in	
that	part	of	the	world	at	the	time.							
26	At	the	end	of	the	schoolyear	during	Teacher	Appreciation	Week	in	May	2006,	I	was	invited	to	
join	the	rest	of	the	teachers	at	the	school	for	an	evening	celebration	at	a	local	art	studio	located	
in	downtown	San	Francisco	acknowledging	the	hard	work	and	dedication	exhibited	by	these	and	
other	 local	 public	 school	 educators,	 complete	 with	 refreshments	 and	 souvenir	 coffee	 mugs	
displaying	words	of	teacher-related	appreciation	and	gratitude	on	their	exteriors.		Like	the	other	
teachers	present,	I	was	given	a	nametag	to	wear	around	my	neck—identifying	me	by	name	and	
title,	as	an	official	school	district	volunteer	at	the	given	elementary	school.		Being	immersed	in	
such	a	warm	reception	made	me	all	the	more	reluctant	to	leave	my	role	as	a	volunteer	at	this	
world-class	public	elementary	school	when	the	year	officially	ended	in	June	2006.		But	I	knew	I	
had	to	return	to	college	and	complete	my	remaining	course	requirements	 if	 I	 truly	wanted	to	
become	 a	 certified	 teacher	 will	 all	 of	 the	 merits	 that	 the	 profession	 entailed,	 which	 I	 had	
experienced	to	a	large	extent	during	the	previous	schoolyear	all	the	way	through.		(I	still	own	and	
drink	out	of	that	mug,	right	along	with	the	nametag—given	the	personal-historical	significance	
of	both	items	in	my	teaching	career.)											



in a densely populated environment, with students whose English was poor, and others who 

physical health and hygiene were subpar (causing me to fall victim to frequent colds and 24-hour 

bugs, just like every first-year teacher on the job), the newfound experience gained from 

performing these duties on a regular basis put a big smile on my face and allowed me to get my 

foot in the door for the very first time by performing a minor but significant role as an aspiring 

educator working with students one-on-one and in small groups just like I would have had I been 

a paid teacher or paraprofessional at that or any other school.  That is what mattered the most to 

me, and by the end of the 2005-’06 schoolyear, I had never felt more professionally productive in 

my entire life up to that point, even receiving bi-monthly paychecks from the school for earning 

minimum wage by performing daily lunch recess duty!   

Even though I only received one hour’s worth of observational experience with each of the 

teachers at this school, two stood out to me amongst the crowd.  The first was a 4th Grade veteran 

teacher named Ms. Youna who had been working at the school in the same grade level and 

classroom for more than one decade at the time.  Ms. Youna was renowned among the faculty, as 

well as alumni and her current students for displaying an exceptionally innovative instructional 

style.  Since Ms. Youna was the only teacher at the school who I got to witness in action all five 

days of the week (for the final class period each day), I began to see why the school community 

raved about her.  Apart from her decade+ of teaching experience, Ms. Youna displayed a noticeable 

passion for her work, right along with contagious enthusiasm for the content she was teaching, in 

addition to continually engaging her students in the activities she so cleverly designed and led 

regularly.  Seeing her do her thing in the classroom was mesmerizing from an academic-

professional angle, making me all the gladder that I got to work in her classroom every day, 

Monday-Friday.   

In terms of inviting her students to take part in the lesson activities of each day: Ms. Youna 

would encourage students to come up to the chalkboard and solve the math problems presented 

before them and their peers by writing and stating their answers while standing in front of 

everybody at the front of the classroom.  That was an excellent strategy for helping her pupils 

develop their public speaking skills and confidence in themselves in that department at an early 

age, in perfect conjunction with helping the students increase their mathematical abilities.  For 

English/Language Arts, Ms. Youna would often organize whole-class spelling bees in place of 

spelling pretests, to better prepare for the forthcoming spelling test at the end of the week.  Another 



element of public performance and oral presentation brought to life by the students under the 

encouragement of their teacher!  Finally, the highlight of Ms. Youna’s social studies class involved 

holding simulated job interviews with each of the students individually to help them polish their 

verbal articulation and thought process one-on-one in a (future) professional scenario of their 

choice—based on careers they had been learning about throughout the course of the schoolyear.  

Lucky for me, Ms. Youna had me assist with that activity by interviewing a handful of students 

one-on-one outside of the classroom (where I usually worked with the students in need of 

individual help on their everyday classwork) while she conducted her student job interviews inside 

the classroom.  Having never every had stage fright of any kind throughout my entire life, with the 

burning desire to instill similar confidence within my friends and pupils, this activity was the 

perfect fit!  It was certainly a treat to be able to observe and work with Ms. Youna and her students 

during our brief but memorable year together, and her model teaching never failed to reach her 

pupils (and colleagues)!   

The other teacher at the school who caught my attention was the one and only male teacher 

and faculty member at the school.  His name was Mr. Toy, and he taught 5th Grade.  As playful a 

teacher and person as Mr. Toy was, nobody ever toyed around with him because, like my own 

legendary 5th Grade teacher, he always meant business.  Along with his cheerful, easygoing 

personality, Mr. Toy’s claim to fame was…integrating music into his everyday instruction!   

As if that teaching trait alone was not enough to make my ears perk up, the fact that Mr. 

Toy spotlighted Pop music from the 1950s and ‘60s in his teaching—going so far as to rehearse 

the selected songs27 with his students in choral fashion—made me melt to the ground with delight 

																																																								
27	The	43-minute	CD	contained	5th	Grade	student	choral	renditions	of	the	following	18	songs	in	
order	from	beginning	to	end:	
“Rock	Around	The	Clock”	(originally	performed	by	Bill	Haley	&	His	Comets,	1954);	“Reach	Out,	I’ll	
Be	There”	(originally	performed	by	The	Four	Tops,	1967);	“My	Guy”	(originally	performed	by	Mary	
Wells,	1964);	“California	Dreaming”	(originally	performed	by	The	Mamas	and	The	Papas,	1965);	
“My	 Girl”	 (originally	 performed	 by	 The	 Temptations,	 1965);	 “Return	 To	 Sender”	 (originally	
performed	by	Elvis	Presley,	1960);	“Little	Old	Lady	From	Pasadena”	(originally	performed	by	Jan	
&	Dean,	1964);	“It’s	My	Party”	(originally	performed	by	Lesley	Gore,	1963);	“Daydream	Believer”	
(originally	performed	by	The	Monkees,	 1968);	 “Sweet	Caroline”	 (originally	performed	by	Neil	
Diamond,	1969);	“Jailhouse	Rock”	and	“Don’t	Be	Cruel”	(originally	performed	by	Elvis	Presley,	
1957	and	1956);	“Ticket	To	Ride”,	“Let	It	Be”,	and	“Help!”	(originally	performed	by	The	Beatles,	
1965,	1970,	1965);	“I	Get	Around”,	“California	Girls”,	and	“Fun,	Fun,	Fun”	(originally	performed	
by	The	Beach	Boys,	1964,	1965,	1964).			



and love for what I was seeing and hearing right before my eyes!28  Forever being a diehard music 

fanatic, and firmly believing in the power and utmost necessity of integrating the artistic pillar of 

learning into my own classroom instruction and lesson planning beforehand, to see another teacher 

do the same AND use the era of music that I love the most from the greatest sociocultural decade 

in American history in the process simply made my day every day!29   

At the end of the ’05-’06 schoolyear, Mr. Toy and his 5th Graders put on a performance for 

the community one weeknight in the school’s auditorium—complete with authentic Motown-style 

choreography, boy band harmonies, all the while displaying the same level of soul and spirit that 

the music of the 1960s entailed from beginning to end of every tune written and performed during 

that landmark era of American civilization!  Naturally, at the end of each song, I gave Mr. Toy and 

his hardworking students a standing ovation not only for their onstage presentation, but also for 

their outstanding taste in music!  Mr. Toy thanked me for my support, and help in his classroom 

(certain occasions on which I was fortunate to be present so as to be able to see the rehearsals for 

the given live performance of the musical material), and presented me with a compact disc he had 

produced containing recordings of his students singing the same 1960s Pop songs they had 

rehearsed and performed for the entire school, with copies for every 5th Grade teacher and student 

in the school—reminiscent of the cinematic gesture made by my own 5th Grade teacher Mr. Riddle 

in the form of the class video he compiled himself, 11 years earlier when I was 11-years-old.  More 

than one decade after it was released, I still have and listen to the CD of children’s renditions of 

1960s musical classics made by Mr. Toy and his 5th Graders (all of whose names were included in 

the credits within the CD liner notes as part of the compilation album cover designed by Mr. Toy 

himself; can you say genius?!).       

																																																								
28	One	thing	I	became	renowned	for	during	my	college	days	(not	to	mention	down	the	line	as	a	
teacher	myself)	was	constantly	finding	opportunities	to	integrate	music	into	my	lesson	planning	
and	execution.		No	matter	the	distance	I	stretched	to	uncover	and	later	unveil	lyrical	conceptual	
connections	 to	 the	 content	 covered	 in	my	 college	 courses	 at	 different	moments	 during	 each	
semester	of	attendance,	I	was	always	able	to	detect	at	least	one	means	of	musical	relevance	in	
what	I	was	learning,	creating,	and	presenting	during	my	academic	studies.																			
29	It	also	gave	me	reason	enough	to	continue	to	gloat	at	those	select	egotistical	college	professors	
of	mine	during	my	Junior	Year	of	college	(2004-2005,	the	year	before	I	volunteered	at	this	San	
Francisco	public	elementary	school)	who	assured	me	that	my	musically	academic	visions	(which	
resembled	Mr.	Toy’s	to	a	large	extent	in	terms	of	songs	selected	for	contextual	purposes)	would	
not	only	fail,	but	drag	me	down	with	them.		Naturally,	I	knew	the	world	was	in	for	a	big	surprise	
on	that	front,	and	I	unabashedly	told	those	cocky	professors	of	mine	so.			



 

Although I have not worked in any public schools since that hallmark year of full-time 

volunteering, I continue to tutor students in elementary and middle school who attend public 

schools, so my knowledge of what goes on in those learning and teaching environments remains 

fresh in my head, and in some cases (namely those resembling my forlorn experience in 9th Grade), 

all the more familiar sounding.  Of all that goes on in American public education, there is no 

denying that it can provide you with a one-of-a-kind cultural experience you would not find 

elsewhere during your lifetime.  And as long as you are living in the nation known for being the 

land of opportunity, you might as well take advantage of the multicultural features of the education 

available to you, completely free of charge, with priceless experiences and outcomes to follow.   


