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			DEADLOCKED

			“BWAHAHAHAHA. You lost!…LONG LIVE LABOR.”

			She sat across the ballroom from me. I was drawn to her because she dared to ask the question that haunted me for years. They denounced and berated her from the stage for having committed that most unpardonable sin—her independent thinking could not be tolerated.

			I tried to make eye contact with her, but her eyes were downcast, and our line of vision lost when they closed in on her. I willed myself to save her, but dread paralyzed me. She was shrinking from my sight—growing smaller, frailer, and more defenseless by the moment. 

			With their air of superiority, those on stage hurled their self-righteous accusations at the woman isolating her as if she were a criminal, and those positioned within the crowd stood with arms folded; faces smug ensuring that each of us experienced heightened anxiety.

			She was our example, ensuring no one else dare follow her lead. They harangued her, while lecturing all of us—that if we didn’t agree with their politics, we were not tolerant; in fact, their words made us feel like we were backward, evil, and cruel if we did not agree with them. They made it crystal clear to everyone in the room that their stance on all political matters is the only moral stance and anyone who disagrees with their political agenda is a bigot. 

			Then they educated us on the only “right” way to think.

			The looks around my table told me the verbal beating of the woman served its purpose. I saw faces dropped, mouths agape, eyes downcast, and shoulders slouched in motions of total defeat. I knew the people at my table personally, and I knew most of them agreed with the woman. I was positive some were glad she’d asked the question because they were also sick and tired of being forced to fund an extreme social, sexual and political agenda that attacked their beliefs, undermined their values, and compelled them to look the other way while parents were disempowered, and children were harmed.

			An awkward silence followed the emotional bludgeoning of the woman. She sat in her chair, utterly dejected, while all three hundred of us sat stunned. I cannot remember how long the silence hung over the room, but it was long, and it was intense. It’s hard to describe exactly the visceral reaction I experienced that day, but it hurt—physically—down deep in the gut. My throat felt tight like someone large was standing over me pressing on it hard, and my body froze as if that same person were pushing me down into my chair with a force so heavy I could not will myself to stand up. 

			We were representatives of those standing for intellectual excellence, safety, honesty, and kindness, and they were supposed to be our leaders. We thought we’d be able to voice concerns and participate in respectful deliberation. Instead, the ridicule was so severe as the ugly words spewed from their mouths, that every single one of us just sat there like little children tormented by bullies on a playground. Dumbfounded, we sat silently and took the beating.
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			I can’t shake the feeling I’ve had ever since that California Teachers’ Association (CTA) leadership conference in 2008. Three hundred other teachers and I sat immobile and terrified and watched as a gang of union bullies belittled a fellow California teacher. Her offense? She asked if teachers could have a voice in the way our union dues are spent. She and her colleagues were troubled by the way state and national teachers’ unions spend our money on controversial, one-sided politics that have nothing to do with our jobs and often bring harm to the very children we’re hired to serve. 

			I don’t know about the other three hundred teachers in the ballroom that day, but my total lack of courage was a complete betrayal of my birthright, and I never intend to repeat the tragedy. My father taught me by daily example to stand up for the weak, yet I failed to come to the aid of a sweet teacher who was withered to a place beyond weakness—she was emotionally abused and shattered. 

			I can’t express deeply enough how much I wish I knew the name of that brave woman who stood up that day because I would love to take her to dinner, bring her some flowers, give her a big hug, and tell her I’m sorry. I’m profoundly ashamed to admit that I didn’t stand up to defend her. I’ve never been so sorry I didn’t come to someone’s defense. She must be carrying a scar from that horrible day because even though she was sticking up for teachers and kids everywhere, three hundred teachers left her sitting all alone while hateful tyrants persecuted her and singled her out as a fanatic when she was the only one in the room demonstrating sanity. 

			Throughout my twenty-eight years as a teacher forced to fund unions, and two decades as a parent with children in union-controlled public schools, I have witnessed union forces bully and intimidate teachers, parents, and children. Among other things, I’ve watched as union leaders have drowned out debate at school board meetings, pushed for sexually explicit sex education lessons, groomed students and teachers to become social justice warriors, and used indefensible intimidation tactics to bring down anyone who refused to cower to the control of state and national unions.

			Teachers and students deserve better, so a US Supreme Court case, Friedrichs v CTA, was brought to help combat this bullying. 

			I’m Rebecca Friedrichs—an elementary school teacher from Southern California. I guess you could say the Friedrichs case was me. Actually, nine other California teachers and I brought the case against the California Teachers’ Association (CTA) and the National Education Association (NEA), because we believe teachers and all public-sector employees should be free to choose for ourselves, without fear or coercion, whether or not to fund unions.

			I knew having my name on the case would leave me vulnerable to harassment, perhaps even physical violence, and union leaders would likely use their polarizing tactics on me, but I’d been bullied and voiceless for almost three decades, so I couldn’t wait to share my story and work to liberate my colleagues and America’s kids. 

			Whether unions will actually bring physical harm to those who oppose them or not, many people believe they will. The culture of fear is so heightened, and the outright intimidation of educators so constant and palpable that almost every unionized worker who supported my case would thank me only in secret. 

			Over and over school employees, teachers, and administrators pulled me into darkened rooms desperate to let me know they agreed with my stance but were terrified of the consequences associated with talking to me. They would typically look up at the ceiling and ask, “Is there a camera or microphone in this room?” before thanking me, hugging me, or telling me they were praying for the success of our case. The minute we’d walk out of the room, they’d act like I wasn’t even there.

			The most common question I was asked throughout our case was, “Are you afraid for your life?”  The second was, “Are you afraid for your job?”

			The fear of retaliation is real.

			I was anything but afraid after our case was heard because even our opponents knew we won the arguments. If you’d sat in the United States Supreme Court on January 11, 2016, you didn’t have to be an expert to figure out Justice Scalia (considered the swing vote) had been convinced by our principled arguments and was one of five Justices who seemed prepared to vote in our favor.

			Exactly one month later, my husband Charles and I spent the evening celebrating with a couple hundred friends all filled with hope and anticipation for a brighter future for America’s school kids, their families and teachers. Friends sought us out from every direction: hugging us, high fiving, kissing me, and patting Charles on the back.

			A few friends jokingly asked for my autograph, and others asked us to share details from inside the Courtroom, but one question that seemed to be nagging at everyone was, “When will the decision come down?”

			Saturday morning, February 13, Charles and I were preoccupied with conversations from the night before. We were giddy with excitement and pinching ourselves over the reality that we were poised to receive a ruling in our favor.

			As we got ready to celebrate Valentine’s Day, news played in the background. The commentators droned on and on about the presidential primaries, but suddenly “Breaking News” interrupted the news monotony and sent our world into a tailspin.

			 “Supreme Court Justice Antonin Scalia has died at age seventy-nine.” 

			Stunned and unable to move, we listened as the news anchor highlighted the three cases that would be most impacted by Scalia’s death. Ours was the first. 

			“The Friedrichs case challenging forced union fees will likely end in a 4–4 tied decision providing the unions with a huge and unexpected victory.” 

			In less than one minute, our world spun from right side up to upside down. We stood in shock in front of our bedroom TV, mouths agape yet unable to utter a word. Just standing was a challenge.

			Charles knew every ounce of my passion had been thrown into our case for years, and he was behind me completely because he’d been forced to fund teachers’ unions throughout his lifelong career as a university professor and watched as they pushed their political agenda into our colleges too. Wracked with anguish, our only comfort was prayer. God made our men to be strong when we need them; my Charles did not disappoint. He asked God to give us peace and the ability to trust Him in this storm. I asked for faith. 

			I emailed our lawyers immediately. Stunned with grief, words escaped me, so my message was brief. “Justice Scalia died.”

			Media thrives on calamity, and our case had just imploded. Within minutes we had requests for statements and interviews from television news stations, print media, and online news outlets, but my lawyers and I knew instinctively it wasn’t time to make statements about us. An American family had just lost its patriarch. It was our place to grieve for them, and grieve for the country, so we worked together on a statement, sent it out to media, and doubled over in private grief.

			We received hundreds of emails and calls from supporters; everyone was devastated. In our worst nightmares none of us dreamed an untimely death would undermine our decades-long fight for freedom and justice for America’s kids and teachers. This message from our dear friend Chalone Warman, a grandmother and retired English teacher, says it all:

			“I wish I could think of something positive to say, but I am completely bereft. I cried today, the first time since my dad died.”

			Our grief was met with glee from union leaders and supporters. Within hours they were celebrating all over social and news media. Several union supporters posted negative comments on our Facebook page. In response to our statement, “We are deeply saddened by the news of Justice Scalia’s passing. We have lost a legal giant and our thoughts and prayers are with his family,” one union supporter, “Tim,” crowed:

			“BWAHAHAHAHA. You lost!…LONG LIVE LABOR.”

			There are three vital ingredients for a successful education, and none of them include the policies or politics pushed into schools today by unions. The imperative key for educational success is what my friend Kurt James calls The Education Triangle. The three corners of the triangle have equal weight and importance. The first and top corner is the child, the second corner is the parent(s), and the third corner is the teacher(s). If those three corners are working together as a respectful, kind, and communicative team with high expectations and accountability for all, the child will be educated well every time. Incredibly, union forces actively work against the triangle because as you will see, one of the unions’ main tactics and sources of strength is to divide and isolate, so the relationships between many parents, teachers, and kids have been damaged.

			It’s time we all knew how state and national unions damage those relationships in America’s schools: things like union leaders shouting down parents at school board meetings, terrified children with no hope of escaping the grip of abusive teachers protected by unions, exceptional teachers harassed for independent thoughts, men in black suits threatening lone female teachers in their classrooms, and sex education lessons leading mortified eleven-year-olds and their disgusted teachers to participate in “condom relay races” using fully erect adult male penis models.

			The unions branded us “pawns of wealthy special interests,” “education deformers,” and “the spawn of Satan,” among other hurtful and deceptive terms, but we didn’t allow slander to undermine the truth. We held our heads high because we entered the teaching profession to serve the needs of children and their families, not to cower before abusive government unions and unprincipled leaders.

			It was Justice Scalia’s questioning that got our opposition to concede to our central argument: all collective bargaining in the public sector is political—all the time, so no one should be forced to fund it. We were poised to win with a 5–4 decision in June 2016. But our tie-breaking vote and the hope of millions of families and teachers across America died with Justice Scalia.

			You can see why our case was so important. Our victory was going to give teachers and parents the right to vote with our feet, and the power to fight for the best interests of children on a level playing field, so we grieved heavily, and many of our supporters were in deep depression. 

			I’ve been in this battle for decades, so I can relate to the temptation toward hopelessness, but I can tell you from personal experience, it’s a pit that holds us down allowing unscrupulous individuals to exploit us for their own self-interests. 

			If we want freedom for our kids, families, and teachers, we’re going to have to fight for it. Things have gotten so bad in our schools that finally leaders from all parties agree on one thing and use the same talking points to express it. They admit, “Education is the civil rights issue of our day.” 

			If leaders on all sides agree with this statement, why is it taking so long to fix our educational system? The answer to that question lies in the pages of this book. You’re about to meet parents like Kelley who was jailed—Jailed!—for the crime of rescuing her two girls from a dangerous and low-performing school. School administrators like Eileen, who courageously stood up to protect the teachers and students in her care from an abusive teacher, and was not only demoted for doing so, but has been unemployed for several years as a result. Outstanding teachers like Aaron who was prohibited by federally mandated, union negotiated, “racial equity” guidelines from disciplining his students—including one who punched him—and was falsely accused of abusing children.

			My Charles has an aunt—Aunt Julane. She’s one hundred one years old, and for nearly half that time, forty-six years, she was a teacher. She spent most of those years in a one-room schoolhouse in Minnesota. One day Charles asked her to share her secret to a happy life. Without skipping a beat, she said, “Be kind.”

			Kindness is what America’s teachers taught children for two hundred years. You can see it in their emphasis on “The Golden Rule.” You can see it in the old McGuffey’s Eclectic Readers, which teachers used until the 1960’s, that highlighted not only Dickens and Thoreau, but Scripture from the Holy Bible, poetry, stories of American heroism, upright character, wholesome values, and beauty in various forms. 

			Imagine the negative impact our school system and culture have suffered since the removal of those values. Our focus on teaching children “Do unto others” and “Love your neighbor as yourself,” has been degraded by union-led cruelty, a self-serving grievance mentality, attacks on American values, and a culture of fear forcing American families, teachers, and kids into schools that have become social, sexual, and political war zones. 

			This is not an overstatement; in fact, union leaders not only admit it, but boast about it. Witness Bob Chanin, longtime National Education Association (NEA) counsel, speaking to the top union leadership at the Representative Assembly:

			 

			When I first came to NEA in the early sixties, it had few enemies and was almost never criticized, attacked, or even mentioned in the media. This was because no one really gave a damn about what NEA did or what NEA said. It was the proverbial sleeping giant. A conservative, apolitical, do nothing organization. But then NEA began to change. It embraced collective bargaining. It supported teacher strikes. It established a political action committee. It spoke out for affirmative action, and it defended gay and lesbian rights. What NEA said and did began to matter. And the more we said and did, the more we pissed people off, and in turn, the more enemies we made.1

			 

			There you have it. The problem is clear. Government unions have politicized and polarized our teachers—on purpose—by silencing the voices and values of teachers and parents and pissing people off. I learned that damaging undertow my very first month as a student teacher. We can debate, deliberate, and assign “experts” to the issues and rob another fifty years’ worth of students of their best hope at success, or we can start listening to the real experts—parents and teachers—and win our schools and country back.

			“Pissed off” or “Be kind”? The choice—and responsibility—is ours.

		


		
			[image: 10944.jpg]
[image: 10946.jpg]

			THE MASTER AND 
THE WITCH

			“My heart always broke for the wiggly little boys who had no more control over their moving bodies than their teacher had over her temper.”

			In the spring of 1988, I was finishing my teaching credential serving as a student teacher in a first grade classroom in a lower-middle income neighborhood in Orange County, California. I’d been dreaming of being a teacher since I was twelve. I was assigned to the most remarkable teacher I’ve ever encountered—truly a Master. Not only did every one of her students leave the first grade reading at or above grade level, they all loved her. Her classroom was a refuge, a place where dreams and imaginations could thrive.

			The Master was a veteran educator likely in her late fifties. The first time I entered her classroom, the environment drew me in. Pint-sized kids sat in miniature chairs folding their tiny hands atop miniature desks that were arranged in a horseshoe pattern in the middle of the room. The children were showing off their best manners and listening skills, so I would be duly impressed. A sea of little boy and girl heads covered in various shades of black, brown, blond, and red bobbed up and down to see the new teacher. All of them wore bright smiles and looks of anticipation because the Master had just announced my arrival. 

			She informed them (and me) that I was a Master-in-training—not inferior in any way—just younger and in need of their help because I didn’t have a class of my own yet. I introduced myself and shared an interesting fact in hopes of making a connection with them. “I have four siblings—an older sister, an older brother, a younger sister and younger brother, so no matter what you’re going through with your siblings, I completely understand.” Some of them laughed, but most of them looked relieved to know I could relate to their troubles.

			The kids shared some adorable facts about themselves, and I thought I was doing a pretty good job of learning the role of teacher until one little boy, Alex, looked at me as matter-of-fact as could be and said, “Hey, you’re a teenager!” I felt my face heating up into red embarrassment, and informed him I was twenty-two, but when we released the kids for recess I heard Alex shouting to his playground buddies from the top of his lungs, “Hey, guys, our new teacher is a teenager!” I knew immediately I was going to have to learn the art of loving authority fast. Thankfully, though I didn’t realize it that first day, an expert who had mastered every angle of the teacher–student relationship was schooling me.

			Bookshelves flanked each side of one of the blackboards creating a rectangular cove learning area on the floor where our thirty-two students gathered for lessons. The Master would sit in her rocking chair in front of the children, and they would sit on the carpet in five rows. One day in the middle of her instruction she paused and looked down over her reading glasses at Jose. He’d become fascinated by the Master’s panty hose and in a day dream state perfected by most little boys was running his fingers up and down the front of her calf examining the texture of the nylon.

			She was always so gracious with kids when they did these sorts of things. Without embarrassing Jose or using his name, she asked the class to remind her of their listening rule for cove learning. “Crisscross applesauce, hands in your lap,” the kids “reminded” her, while all of them, including Jose, sat up straight and put their hands in their laps. “Oh, I had forgotten the rule,” the Master said with a puzzled look, “Thanks for reminding me,” and then she went on teaching the lesson. 

			The Master understood children—they think differently than adults and are very easily distracted. Instead of belittling them or acting disgusted by their quirks, she found ways to redirect their behavior and save their dignity. Although Jose was able to redirect on this occasion, sitting right next to the teacher’s nylon-covered legs turned out to be too great a distraction for him. I know because he started doing it to me when I took over the class, so we moved him to a different spot on the carpet, but as things typically go in a first grade classroom, a new nylon inspector took over the job and had to be redirected too. 

			The Master was a genius at creating a classroom environment that felt like a sanctuary. Even if we were working on loud and busy endeavors, there was a profound calmness over our room—a peace that brought serenity—a structure that made us all feel safe. The only time this tranquility ever broke for me was when a raucous sound came through the wall from the classroom next door. A certain eerie feeling came over me whenever I overheard the noises, but I’d get drawn back to supporting kids with learning and reemerge into the serene and sheltered world of the Master. 

			Every time the Master finished a lesson at the carpet and it was time for independent seatwork, she’d perch her black plastic-framed reading glasses onto the tip of her nose, lean in closely to the kids, and start to whisper. They knew the routine, so they’d lean in close too. 

			“The magic word,” she’d whisper, “is ‘ice cream cone.’ When I say the magic word, you need to stand up, jump up and down five times, clap your hands three times, and tiptoe as quiet as a mouse to your seat. When you get there, pull out your chair, sit down, and get to work. Ready?…Ice cream cone!”

			Excitedly, the kids would jump up and obey every single direction. You’ve never seen kids tiptoe so quietly (some would squeak in hushed mouse tones too) or get to work so enthusiastically. Whoever thinks great teachers are not also amateur psychologists never watched the Master at work, and I’m eternally grateful that she would become my standard.

			The Master taught me, by example, everything I needed to know to be a great teacher. Approach all learners with grace and loving assertive discipline, make learning fun, motivate with a positive demeanor and lots of energy, set high expectations and don’t accept sloth, reward positive behaviors and results, insist on parental involvement, and treat your students the way you’d want your own children treated. 

			I adored every one of the kids, but my favorites were the ones who needed us most. I’ll never forget one little girl with olive skin, black shoulder-length bobbed hair, and thick black glasses. She captured my heart from day one. She was struggling with reading, but between the Master and me she started to gain confidence and skill. 

			One day she came to school in a cute flowery sundress. As I kneeled behind her chair to help her with some math problems, I noticed a bright red adult-sized hand mark on her right shoulder blade; it appeared to be a few days old. My heart fell and broke for this little child. She was no taller than my waist, but some adult had mistreated her already. 

			I’d been learning about educational laws and knew as a teacher I was a mandated reporter of child abuse. I discreetly alerted the Master. Up to this point, everything she had taught me was cheerful and education-focused, but on this day, she taught me how to file a child abuse report. I’m not sure whatever happened as a result of the report—teachers are required to report, but we’re rarely given any information on the outcome or remedies—but I was glad the little girl remained in our class for the rest of the year. She was loved in the Master’s environment, and I believe God’s grace had placed her there.

			Although the Master’s classroom was the ideal learning environment and her students were thriving in every way, the group of kids in the classroom next door wasn’t as fortunate. From my first week with the Master, I was disturbed by what I saw every time we went outside to retrieve the children from recess, and those eerie sounds coming through the wall were unsettling too. 

			The teacher next door could never seem to manage her class; although her students seemed to be just as lovely as the kids in our room. She would grab them, yank them into their places in line, and scream right into their little faces. My heart always broke for the wiggly little boys who had no more control over their moving bodies than their teacher had over her temper.

			The movie reel that plays in my mind when I recall this memory shows an angry woman, her face twisted into a scowl, towering over children half her size. Everything about her was tight. Her hair was twisted into taut curls that sprung from her head whenever she manhandled the kids. During this unfortunate memory, I always see bobby pins flying from her head. Honestly, I think my mind added this last detail because the only witch I’d ever seen in action was Looney Toons’ Witch Hazel, perhaps an attempt by my shocked senses to define what I was witnessing. That’s how I coped. I wonder how the kids coped and what sort of picture is burned into their adult minds today.

			I’m positive it was almost impossible to learn in that classroom environment. I wonder how many of those kids fell far behind in school because they weren’t given a strong foundation in first grade. I have no idea what happened to those kids once they were trapped inside of the classroom with her—I can imagine from those noises through the classroom wall, but from what we were witnessing outside the room, school authorities should have been sent to rescue the children immediately. 

			Since the Witch’s behavior was on full display, I couldn’t understand why the children weren’t being delivered from her. As the Master and I were grading papers one day, I found the nerve to ask her how a mandated reporter like me could file a complaint about a teacher. The Master slowly turned to me, removed her glasses and locked into my eyes preparing, it seemed, to tell me a hard truth about life. “Today’s the day,” she said, “you learn about teachers’ unions.”

			She explained that the woman next door had something called tenure and because of that status the teachers’ union protected her, and it was nearly impossible for a principal or school district to get rid of her. First grade is the most crucial year for learning the fundamentals of reading and math, yet these kids had to navigate the most important foundations of their educational careers in the deep and stormy waters of abuse. She further explained that the teachers’ union was supporting all kinds of political and social efforts the Master and many other teachers opposed and believed were bad for our schools and country.

			I was indignant. Why were teachers being forced to support policies against their own consciences? Why were teachers’ voices being ignored on issues important for students? But most of all, I ached for the kids in the class next door and grieved for their parents. Would they bring their kids to school each day if they knew the teacher was manhandling them? Had the kids already pleaded with their parents to rescue them from the abuse but the parents were powerless to protect them? Why wasn’t anyone challenging these backward union positions? If they were a “teachers’ union,” why weren’t union forces “uniting” to protect the most precious treasures in a teacher’s world—the children? 

			I decided that day I didn’t want anything to do with an organization that placed the desires and jobs of abusive adults above the safety and needs of the very children they were hired to serve. I would later discover that children were never the first concern of the union; rather, they were merely a lucrative means to an end.

			Longtime NEA counsel Bob Chanin said as much to the NEA Representative Assembly during his retirement farewell address:

			 

			This is not to say that the concern of NEA and its affiliates with closing achievement gaps, reducing dropout rates, improving teacher quality and the like are unimportant or inappropriate. To the contrary, these are the goals that guide the work we do, BUT they need not and must not be achieved at the expense of due process, employee rights, and collective bargaining. That simply is too high a price to pay. When all is said and done, NEA and its affiliates must never lose sight of the fact that they are unions, and what unions do first and foremost is represent their members.2

			 

			In September 1988 I signed my first teaching contract. Thanks to the Master, I knew I could “opt out” of union membership. While signing the stack of papers placed in front of all newly hired teachers, the union representative told me of all the “benefits” of joining the union and urged me to join. I told her I wasn’t interested in joining. She informed me that if I wanted to teach, I had to sign the paper and accept union representation.

			I discovered that I did not have to become a “member” of the union and pay their “dues,” but I had to accept the “representation” of the union and pay their “fees.” The difference between dues and fees in those days was about fifty bucks a year (I was still forced to pay hundreds), and the difference since then has ranged from zero to about thirty percent (depending on the district) of the more than 1,000 dollars most teachers have been forced to fork over each year. 

			For decades, teachers “opting out” of the union have been labeled “agency fee payers,” and been forced to pay “Fair Share Fees.” Full union fees have been automatically deducted from our paychecks every month, and at a union appointed time of year we’ve been permitted to mail in a written request for a rebate of what the union gets to decide is their “overt” political spending, which has nothing to do with our jobs or collective bargaining. If we forgot to send our rebate request within the narrow time window they assigned, or if no one alerted us to the need to send in a request, we received no rebate.

			As punishment for refusing to fund union overt politics, we’ve lost all rights of membership including the right to vote within collective bargaining, the right to serve in union leadership, and the legal protection provided in the form of liability insurance. So, we’ve paid full union collective bargaining fees, but were given no voice and no vote in collective bargaining. In addition to these unfair practices, the union leadership makes teachers very uncomfortable if they opt out. We’re belittled, shunned, labeled “anti-union,” and our colleagues are told not to trust us. Make no mistake: the unions heap these punishments on teachers to make it very unattractive to opt out of funding their political agenda.

			The Master hadn’t prepared me for these shocking realities, but I became an agency fee payer anyway since it was my only option. At least I could avoid giving an extra fifty bucks a year to the organization responsible for the horrors I witnessed in the room next door. I’ve never been able to shake off the disgust I feel knowing that my money is used to protect teachers like the Witch, and to support the convoluted “grievance” procedures that continue to tie the hands of honest administrators who really would like to place outstanding and loving teachers in every classroom.

			I’ve learned a lot more about those grievance procedures throughout my career, and most of what I’ve witnessed has been counterproductive for our educational system and harmful to our students. The protection of ineffective and abusive teachers drives good teachers crazy, but we still have to pay for it.

			Union leaders dismissed me or shrugged their shoulders when I shared these concerns. School administrators, beaten down by years of union domination, have said to me on many occasions “Kids are resilient. They’ll be just fine.” Those attitudes are totally counter to my values, and they stomp on the face of American values and teacher values also, but they’re all too common in our union-dominated public schools.

			Parents everywhere tell me stories of abusive and ineffective teachers on their children’s campuses. They say things like, “We all know the bad ones.” Parents who are involved can sometimes find ways to work around these substandard teachers. They request to have their children placed in a different classroom, or they have the resources to move their kids to a private school.

			But what about the parents and kids who don’t have these options? What about the precious children whose parents are not involved at all? Those children should have the greatest teachers possible to make up for the lack of support from home, yet those are the very children who end up in classrooms headed by abusive and underperforming teachers protected by the union.

			And what about teachers? Though state and national unions claim to protect us, the truth is their forced representation has degraded our profession and reputation. For several decades, the Harris Poll has published a list of the most prestigious professions in America.3 Teachers topped the list for years, but the longer unions have been allowed to meddle in education policy and claim to be the voice of teachers, the lower teachers have fallen on the list. In 1992, teachers were listed as the third most prestigious profession in the country, and union leaders were listed dead last. Ten years later, teachers were number four, and by 2016, teachers had dropped to number eleven.

			One day a couple years into our lawsuit, a teacher friend approached me. She’d watched an interview I’d given in which I’d shared the story of the Witch. She’d worked on that same campus and told me she knew the identity of the Witch because she’d witnessed the abuse too. As it turned out, the teacher she mentioned was not the Witch, so I’d never seen her actions. What a tragedy. What I witnessed was not an isolated situation. There were at least two teachers on the same campus abusing innocent kids.

			Lest you think that campus is an anomaly and desire to rise up against that particular administration, the truth is that what my teacher friend and I witnessed is common in many schools across the country. Very often administrators’ hands are tied by those highly restrictive collectively bargained grievance procedures pushed by unions using our schools as government jobs programs instead of institutes designed to protect and educate children. If you want to rise up against the culprits, set your sights on the government teachers’ unions and their political allies.
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			THOUGHTLESS AND TOPLESS

			“We don’t get rid of the dirt in America’s unionized schools; we just move it around and sweep it under the rug.”

			The protection of teachers like the Witch has seriously injured the standing of teachers across the country, but there are many other obvious reasons the relationship with state and national teachers’ unions is damaging the teaching profession. Tragically, union work rules force school districts to lay off teachers based on seniority rather than performance, so when districts are forced to thin out the workforce, teachers with the least seniority are let go, even if they’re the best teachers in the district. It’s called “Last in, first out,” or LIFO. 

			A California teacher, Bhavini Bhakta, shared her story in the LA Times in 20124 because even though she was awarded “Teacher of the Year,” she was laid off four times before finding a steady teaching job. Thanks to union-imposed rules, her district didn’t even have the authority to choose her above other teachers with the same level of seniority—instead a tiebreaker straw pull was conducted, and the Teacher of the Year (and her students) pulled the short straw. Even though her principal fought for her job, Bhavini was laid off without apology.

			Every teacher knows these nightmares are true because it’s the reality in our public schools today. I distinctly remember having conversations with experienced teachers during my first few years of teaching during which they told me the only way I would achieve job security and higher pay was to obtain tenure and remain in the same district for my entire career. Why? When teachers move districts, we not only lose seniority, but we also drop down on the pay scale—often down to the five-year mark no matter how long we’ve been teaching or how superior our skills. I cannot think of any other career in which professionals are automatically penalized for making a move.

			Another exceptional teacher, Nathan Strenge, lost his job to LIFO. Like Bhavini, Nathan was the top teacher in his field—advanced high school math. Although he carried a full teaching load in a public school district in Minnesota and provided stellar instruction in AP Statistics, Algebra II, and Pre-Calculus and was the only teacher accredited to teach AP Statistics, he was laid off at the end of his second school year. His principal went on a mission to save Nathan’s job because Nathan had higher evaluations than his colleagues, his position would be almost impossible to fill, Nathan deserved to be rehired, and the children deserved to have an outstanding teacher. No matter how hard this principal fought to retain Nathan, union work rules destroyed the efforts. 

			Nathan, a full union member, talked to his union president; after all, massive dues were being automatically deducted from his paycheck each month, but the union leader told him they were powerless to help until he’d established tenure. They took his substantial dues but did nothing to save Nathan’s job.

			“Union work rules in our schools have nothing to do with me being highly qualified,” Nathan told me. “There was no thoughtful process on who should be retained and who should be laid off—that conversation is never had. I was let go blindly. This provides huge disincentives for new teachers—especially those who are highly qualified and gifted in their subjects. Great teachers have other options, so why should they stay in the union-dominated schools and be abused?”

			It’s ironic to teachers like Nathan and me that the unions continually spread hype that we have a teacher shortage in America’s schools—especially in the STEM (Science, Technology, Engineering, and Math) areas, yet when bright and highly capable individuals like Nathan provide remarkable STEM teaching they’re unprotected from being laid off due to union work rules. Even more incredible is that the unions use this to their advantage by complaining about the lack of STEM teachers and shake taxpayers for more money for education.

			This is infuriating to great teachers. Here’s the other rub: many of these terrific teachers find refuge in charter or private schools, but our unions spend so many millions fighting against school choice that our charter and private schools are often barely surviving, and grossly underfunded. As a result, many of our finest teachers are making the lowest salaries, and many of our most needy public schools are losing our best teachers. Nathan and many other teachers I know really want to work with struggling students in challenging situations, but the unions who claim to be protecting the teachers and kids have chased them out.

			This is a nightmare of pandemic proportions, yet we have politicians, educators, community leaders, and school leaders who condone these practices because they’re either too afraid to stand up to the unions, blindly believe union arguments, or are personally benefitting from the arrangement. 

			The union I’m forced to fund was certified in my district when I was a small child, and many teachers weren’t even born when their unions were organized, so we’ve never been given the chance to vote on whether or not we want this sort of representation. Most teachers trapped in unions today inherited their forced union status from teachers who’ve long since retired. 

			In an attempt to gain a voice for my colleagues and myself, I eventually became a full union member. I even served as a union leader on my local union board for three years. Around 2009–2010, during the extreme downturn in the economy, we were told our district would have to lay off several bright new teachers—the ones lowest on the seniority-hiring list. I had witnessed the terrific results these teachers were producing with children, and I had even mentored three of them personally. They were beloved on our campuses; the parents and children loved them, and they were wonderful team players within their school faculties and staff groups. They even brought up district writing scores to remarkable levels.

			As the local union representative, I took an informal survey of teachers on my campus asking them how they felt about taking a small cut in pay to save the jobs of our talented colleagues and keep class sizes down. Many of the teachers with whom I spoke were very supportive of the idea, so at the next union leadership meeting, I reported my findings and suggested we consider going into collective bargaining negotiations with an offer to take about a three percent pay cut. I reminded our union board that many parents in our district had lost their jobs or had wages and hours cut and were forced to live with family members, so our offer of a cut would be good for community relations.

			Unfortunately, union values rarely match teacher values, so the union leadership responded immediately with, “No, Rebecca, the teachers will never go for it.” They wouldn’t even have the conversation with me. Had they missed the fact that I had already surveyed teachers on my campus and was offering the suggestion as their representative because many wanted to go for it?

			Over the next several months, I urged our union leadership to reconsider their opinion. Every time, I was dismissed, told teachers wouldn’t go for it, and administrators couldn’t be trusted. 

			Woefully, state and national unions control teachers in a culture of fear using four psychological manipulations: fear, intimidation, isolation and ignorance. They create a constant undercurrent of mistrust between teachers and administrators. Since the first day I walked onto a public school campus as a teacher, I’ve faced a constant barrage of negative information, ideas, and comments about administrators, and most teachers I know within other unionized districts tell me they’ve experienced the exact same thing. 

			I know administrators who work their tails off to provide outstanding school environments, but state and national union leaders who work tirelessly to divide teachers and school leadership continually undermine them. This division between faculty and administration has produced a very real sense of paranoia in the hearts and minds of teachers, so many really believe that if teachers offer a pay cut during hard times, school leaders will deny them recovered wages once the financial situation improves. Instead of coming together in good faith and taking positive action for the good of the kids and community, this paranoia short circuits our efforts and makes it almost impossible to make decisions that are equitable and positive for taxpayers, workers, and families alike. 

			After being ignored for months, I offered to write an anonymous survey and asked if the union would be willing to send it to all the teachers. If fifty-one percent of the teachers said they wanted to save the jobs, I told them, then we could work to represent their true desires. If fifty-one percent or more said they were unwilling to take the cut in pay, I promised to back off and never bring up the issue again. Not surprisingly, they turned me down flat.

			Now you might be wondering why I didn’t simply send out that survey on my own. Well, the teachers’ unions have monopoly control over teachers’ email addresses and physical mailboxes at school. In other words, they can place flyers in our boxes, and they can approve or disapprove of emails we send and receive, but if we cross their line and send out messages they don’t like, we suffer reprimand from our superiors, warnings placed into our employee files, and we will be punished if we continue to use district email to communicate our true desires. 

			A friend of mine learned this the hard way when she shared a message from the Association of American Educators (AAE), a non-union alternative association for teachers that offers connections with like-minded educators as well liability insurance. After she sent out her email, union leaders complained, and her principal wrote her up for it. He told her he felt awful for having to place a negative warning in her file (especially since she had a stellar record), but union rules and leadership required him to do so. 

			No matter what I said to express the desires of my colleagues to save the jobs of our friends, the union ignored me. One day, out of complete exasperation, a top union leader said to me, “Rebecca, don’t worry about those teachers, the union is going to take care of them. We’re going to offer them a seminar on how to get unemployment benefits.”

			My jaw dropped. I was appalled and said, “These teachers pay you one-thousand dollars a year for your representation, and you’re going to ‘represent’ them out of a job? They don’t want to be unemployed, they want to teach!” 

			Just like when I learned the unions protected abusive teachers at the expense of vulnerable children, I grew sick to my stomach. These union leaders were teachers too. Would they want others treating them this way if their jobs were on the line?

			Right then, my years of confusing union experiences started coming together in my head and my heart, and I realized no matter how hard I fought, I wasn’t going to be able to get the union to consider commonsense approaches because they didn’t care about teachers or kids; they just cared about their narrow-minded work rules, power, control, and getting their hands on teacher money. 

			I thought back to earlier that year when we had a district-wide union meeting led by our local CTA UniServ director (the liaison provided by the state union to work between teachers and the school district). We were gathered in an auditorium, and the UniServ director was educating us on all of the financial woes in our country and the cuts that had been imposed on our district. Because of union divisiveness, many teachers thought the district’s claims of severe cuts were untrue; even though news accounts made it clear the country was in deep trouble. But once the teachers saw and understood the truth of the financial problems from the mouth of the union, our local union leader stood up and asked something like, “So you’re saying these financial problems are true, and our district really is dealing with a huge budget shortfall?” 

			The UniServ director said, “Yes.” 

			Then our local leader did what I’ve witnessed loving teachers do my entire career. She said something to the effect of, “Well, then, do we need to take a cut in pay? How can we help?” The UniServ director got a sinister smile on her face and told us we should not compromise at all. She said we should, “Take the district for all its got!” 

			I’m sad to report that many teachers in that room started cheering and clapping in support of sticking it to the district. I was stunned and sickened by this response. I cannot say how many teachers were cheering, but I can say they did not represent the heart of the true and great teachers in that room. Many of us who wanted to do what was right for our students and community sat silently—for me, the room was spinning. I was overwhelmed by the noise and base self-interest encouraged by the state union, which created an atmosphere of confusion and left many caring teachers feeling alone, voiceless, and outnumbered.

			The memory of feeling helpless that day, mixed with the union’s disgraceful treatment of the great teachers whose jobs were on the line, joined in my heart with the many other times the union had made me feel totally voiceless and undermined as a teacher. I finally figured out that it didn’t matter how much evidence I had, how much sense I made, or how much good I was trying to do for my colleagues and our students, I could not make any difference by serving as a union leader. 

			Every one of those fantastic teachers was laid off at the end of the school year. One told me she couldn’t understand why the district didn’t appreciate her hard work to bring up test scores. Another was pregnant and was terrified to lose her security. A third said through tears, “I guess I was wrong about God’s calling on my life.” 

			The rest of us were demoralized. Even though our situation was the fault of union leadership, the unions found a way to blame the layoffs on the school district, and most teachers believed the deception.

			State and national teachers’ unions claim they care about children and represent the little guys, but thanks to them, class sizes went up in a lower-income district full of needy kids, and new vulnerable teachers lost their jobs. Aren’t those the little guys? Remember the kids manhandled by the Witch? Those are little guys too.

			During the last weeks of the school year, the topic dominating the teachers’ lounge discussions was how wrong it was that those great teachers were losing their jobs. We all reassured them they were outstanding, offered them letters of recommendation, and I told them we wanted them as teachers in our district, but their union refused to allow us to vote on a small pay cut to save their jobs. 

			They’d been told their almost one-thousand dollars in annual union dues were a form of job protection. They were told the union represented their best interests and was looking out for them. The union never bothered to tell them they have no power to protect new teachers who lack tenure, and they never took responsibility for silencing those of us who wanted to save their jobs. These teachers, and multitudes like them across our country, paid an organization to literally destroy their jobs, and our government not only sanctions this infuriating relationship, but for decades has allowed teachers who refuse to pay the fees to be fired. This is wrong on so many levels, and teachers are not the only ones being hurt. In fact, as a parent, I would have to face this same issue years later when the two best teachers my son Ben ever had were laid off and the two worst teachers he ever had, including one who didn’t like boys, kept their jobs.

			Teachers with few scruples learn to take advantage of union rules like LIFO. They know their jobs are secure as long as they stay friendly with union forces, so they put forth little energy, often care little about student achievement, and many stick around long after their patience for kids has worn off while growing their retirements using other union-inspired pension rules that reward longevity without regard to performance. 

			Now I want to make clear: I am not placing all veteran teachers into this category. I know many outstanding teachers who have been serving America’s children with excellence for decades, and their wisdom and experience is a blessing, but they are people with good character, strong work ethics, and a genuine love for the children.

			My friend Larry Sand, retired teacher and president of California Teachers Empowerment Network (CTEN),5 witnessed many incompetent teachers during his career as a teacher in New York City (Harlem) and Los Angeles. In the nineties when Larry was working in Los Angeles Unified, he worked with a physical education teacher who had an obvious problem with alcohol. 

			“The guy was a lush,” Larry told me. “We all knew he was heading out to his car several times a day to enjoy his libations between classes.” When I asked Larry if the faculty complained or if anything was done to protect the kids, he said, “All the teachers knew he was drinking—everybody knew it. People even jokingly said, ‘If you want booze, go to M—’s car.’ The principal never did anything to stop the problem.” Can you imagine how dangerous it was for every one of that man’s PE students to be under the supervision of a drunk every day? 

			It would be so easy for us to rid our schools of bad teachers and protect America’s kids simply by using commonsense and allowing educators and parents to run our schools instead of labor unions. If you came onto a school campus for one day, you’d figure out in a nanosecond which teachers have given up, don’t care, lack energy and passion, or are even abusive. 

			Larry worked with a middle school teacher in LA Unified who was a terrible teacher and was always nasty to the kids. He told me, “One day she decided to head out to the athletic field during lunch. Kids were all over the field, but this teacher didn’t care. She laid out her blanket and started sunbathing—topless!” 

			Another teacher witnessed her nude escapade and called on the plant manager to act as a second witness. When the administrator confronted the offending teacher, her excuse was, “What was I thinking?” 

			Larry told me, “Even the union knew better than to back her up on this behavior, so she blamed the union for not standing by her in solidarity.” The local union leadership may not have agreed her behavior was appropriate, but since the union mentality dominated the school’s culture, her job was saved. Larry told me, “Instead of firing her on the spot for indecent exposure on a school campus, they simply sent her to another school with a really wretched principal.” 

			Years later, Larry’s campus received a new principal who really cared about the kids and worked hard to create a positive atmosphere. One day Larry and the principal were talking about this troubling phenomenon in our schools called “The dance of the lemons.” This is when bad teachers or administrators, who’ve misbehaved in some big ways, are moved around and assigned to new schools instead of being fired. She and Larry commiserated because they’d heard of or personally witnessed this miserable problem over and over for years. 

			Larry understood that the union was the culprit when it came to being stuck with bad teachers, but he couldn’t figure out why bad administrators were being protected too. The principal explained to him that union work rules have so completely overrun our schools that even administrators, who are supposedly “at will” employees, are not always fired when they’re incompetent. The unions’ collectively bargained grievance procedures are so detailed and convoluted, they allow tenured teachers to make all sorts of egregious mistakes before they lose their jobs, so these processes, which were originally created to protect good teachers who were falsely accused, are now being used to protect the indefensible and that negatively impacts the entire school culture. 

			Larry told me, “It’s a serious problem. The union mentality rules. We don’t get rid of the dirt in America’s unionized schools; we just move it around and sweep it under the rug.”

			I’ve seen this throughout my career in districts across my state and the nation, but there’s another problem too. The unions’ culture of fear has created a combative relationship in most districts today. Great administrators try to remove bad teachers all the time and live with constant frustrations because union work rules not only force them to keep bad teachers, but administrators who try to improve the situation discover quickly that messing with the status quo can get them crushed. So like teachers, most administrators go along to get along. 

			My good friend Eileen Blagden was one of the best principals I know, but her entire career was destroyed because she dared to protect children and good teachers from a dangerous teacher in her school. Eileen was principal at an elementary school in Southern California. A teacher in the district had been on leave after a 2008 arrest for indecent exposure and lewd and lascivious behavior, and a subsequent charge of trespassing for which he pled guilty. Though he was found not guilty of the sex-related charges, a restraining order forbade him from going within one hundred yards of public parks, beaches, schools, and bathrooms in the city of Long Beach. 

			In 2009, Eileen’s employer, a school district located in a neighboring city of Long Beach, allowed the man back into the classroom but transferred him to Eileen’s school as a kindergarten teacher. Eileen was not permitted to know the man’s history, but she could tell from the start that he was emotionally unstable, and he was even falling asleep during class. His colleagues described him as “a ticking time bomb,” so Eileen watched him closely. 

			The mere fact a man with this record was placed in charge of vulnerable kindergarteners is the first thing that gave me major pause when I heard about this situation. I’ve taught kindergarten, and those little kids are as innocent as they come; they get confused easily and have a difficult time articulating things to adults, so I was genuinely worried about the kids. Eileen was too.

			In early 2010, this teacher shared his desire to kill his grade-level colleagues and talked of suicide too, so Eileen contacted district leadership and asked them to remove him immediately. The district sent out the teachers’ union representatives and assured Eileen the man would receive psychological support. But Eileen was concerned about the safety of kids and teachers, and she’s a mandated reporter of possible threats to students in her care, so Eileen told the district she was going to inform the other kindergarten teachers of the threat against them and call the police for the safety of the children and staff. She was shocked when she was told by a district administrator, “If you report this, you’ll be sorry.”

			Eileen was never sorry for doing the right thing. She went to the Sheriff’s Office and reported the issue. She told the detective she would likely lose her job over reporting the situation. She told him about her administrator’s threat. 

			Three days later, she was placed on five months administrative leave for not following a district administrator’s directive, but she had clearly followed the directives of the law by informing the police. In fact, when the detective called her later after looking at the unstable teachers’ rap sheet, he asked her how in the world this man was in the classroom. He followed it up by saying the situation didn’t make sense and wondered aloud if he needed to check out all of his kids’ teachers. Eileen was later stripped of her role as principal and reassigned as a teacher.

			When the district was questioned during a lawsuit brought by Eileen alleging retaliation for whistle-blowing, district officials suddenly cited Eileen for poor performance. The district claimed there were complaints against her, but they could produce no evidence, couldn’t even remember who made the complaints, or the conduct that generated the complaints. The judge said, “This evidence raises an inference that the defendant’s claim of receiving complaints against [Blagden] is false.”

			The detective brought the unstable teacher’s rap sheet to court exposing a long list of infractions making it clear the man didn’t belong in a classroom full of vulnerable kids, and he shared Eileen’s comment that she felt she’d lose her job over reporting the man because a district official had threatened her. It became clear Eileen was suffering retaliation for doing the right thing. The deposition videos of district officials are very telling and as my friend Larry Sand puts it, “Their evasions made for a stark contrast with the tough and forthright questioning of Blagden’s attorney, Ron Wilson. Sieu’s [assistant superintendent] hemming and hawing for twelve minutes in response to one question…is downright painful to watch.”6

			A trial was set, but the district agreed to a settlement before trial. Unfortunately, part of that settlement is a confidentiality agreement, so Eileen cannot even talk about what happened to her. Thankfully, before that confidentiality agreement was imposed, Eileen gave many interviews and said in a press statement, “All I want is for the truth to come out. This is about protecting our children and the staff on the campuses of our schools. I did the right thing in reporting the threats to the police. The children come first—not the union, and not the school district’s reputation.”

			I’ve noticed something sinister throughout my career. Whenever an “at-will” employee like Eileen is demoted, fired, or mistreated, all of the teachers get scared and say things like, “See, that’s why we need the union.” Teachers are on constant high alert, and the union has convinced them the administration is out to get all employees, and it uses administrators like the ones who harassed Eileen to make its case. Somehow teachers don’t see it’s the union work rules, protection of bad teachers, control of many of our schools and administrators, and culture of fear that allow dishonest administrators to flourish. Even more sadly, teachers stand by quietly and watch good leaders like Eileen take the ax because they’re so afraid of losing their own jobs they don’t even speak out in defense of their own protectors.

			As you can imagine, working in a district in which she was treated so unkindly was incredibly disheartening, so Eileen resigned. According to news reports, the unstable teacher was offered a cash settlement to leave the district quietly. Anyone can log onto the Commission on Teacher Credentialing (CTC) to see the status of any teacher’s credential, so before the confidentiality agreement was imposed upon Eileen, she kept watch on the status of the teaching credential awarded to the dangerous teacher. Even though Eileen knew her career was ruined, she still wanted to protect the children across the state of California. 

			To Eileen’s dismay, the man’s credential remained active, so Eileen submitted a report. The CTC sent her a thank you letter and informed her that they had launched an investigation and had publicly reprimanded the teacher and revoked his credential. Thanks to Eileen placing the safety of children and teachers above her own best interests, that dangerous teacher will never be allowed to hold a teaching credential again.

			But why hadn’t the school district or the teachers’ union reported the man’s dangerous behaviors and cash pay-off to the CTC? We have laws in place that require school districts to make such reports, so why weren’t they followed? Why did the topless teacher and the drunken teacher keep their jobs at the expense of the children they were hired to serve?

			I cannot answer those questions with any certainty. I have my assumptions, but only district leaders and union leaders can answer those questions. My guess is we won’t get a straight answer. 

			I can tell you this though: Eileen and I both agree we have plenty of laws in place to protect kids from dangerous teachers, but thanks to the culture of fear dominating our public schools, those laws are often ignored or rendered useless. There’s one other thing Eileen and I know. School boards are the only ones with the authority to hire and fire superintendents, and teachers’ unions spend mass quantities of money and resources across the country to get their favored candidates and union activists onto local and county school boards, so the unions can control district high officials. You’ll discover in later chapters that the unions even slander and lie about honest neighborhood candidates who try to run against the unions’ chosen candidates.

			This is why so many high officials running school districts kowtow to union desires and the protection of teachers who don’t belong in the classroom. It’s a corrupt arrangement, and I’m saddened that so many educators in high position don’t have the courage to speak out about the abuse. I guess I can understand their fear; they just want to pay their bills and feed their kids, but their silence is part of the problem. 

			School board members who dare to speak out about this corruption are slandered and crushed during the next election cycle, and since unions coerce teachers to be boots-on-the- ground campaign workers for the unions’ chosen candidates (and use the trusted reputation of teachers with messaging like “Teachers Support…”), voters fall for the attacks on honest board members and candidates all the time. 

			Voters beware. When your local unionized teachers call you urging support of certain candidates; they are calling on behalf of union leadership, and most are calling because they’ve been coerced into doing so.

			You know, when unions defend incompetent teachers to ensure that all teachers have access to fair treatment, I can sort of understand their motives. When the unions fight against commonsense education reforms, harass those who speak out in opposition to the union agenda, and deceive the public with clever messaging to build up more power and amass more wealth, I can understand those motives too. I don’t agree with them, and I think they’re immoral, but I understand them as a reality of human behavior. But I cannot for the life of me figure out why the unions and school district officials would stand together and keep quiet about abusive and dangerous teachers at the expense of children. It just doesn’t make sense. 

			The district leaders are always worried about their reputations, and you’d think the union would want to be seen as the “good guy.” You’d think they’d realize that defending the defenseless is bad for public relations, but they don’t seem to get it. My guess is that the hearts of these leaders have become hardened. Constant focus on power and money at the expense of goodness and truth always hardens the hearts of those enslaved to influence and greed.

			The public school administrators who falsely accused Eileen of poor performance have nonchalantly gone on with their jobs. One retired with a nice pension, another is now the superintendent in a neighboring school district, and another was promoted to the highest position in the district.

			Meanwhile, Eileen’s family struggles to get by. The culture of fear branded her “demoted” in 2010, and to this day, Eileen is still unable to secure a job as a principal.

			“My career was stolen from me,” she told Larry Sand in one of her interviews. “They pulled a part of my heart out; physically stabbing me would have hurt less.”7 
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