Race Redux 

by

Eyes Right

Springfield, VA   -   As I was about to close the door to my high school classroom to begin the final class period of the day recently, I noticed a student sauntering along the hallway.  Since the bell had rung several minutes earlier, the halls should be clear.  I told my class that I would be back in a minute, and walked over to the student, a tall young man in a white tee shirt and baggy jeans.

“Do you have a pass to be out here?” I asked.  There was no response from the student, only a glare.

“You need to go back to your classroom now.  Who is your teacher?” I informed him calmly.

“Get out of my face, man!” was the angry retort.  “You can’t tell me what to do.”

“Look,” I replied, “ You are making a very bad decision.  I am a teacher, you’re a student.  When I tell you to return to your classroom, it is not a debate.  Now return to your classroom.  What is your name?”

There was no response from the student, only another threatening glare.  He was considerably larger than I. The thought crossed my mind that he might hit me.  I had left my cell phone in my classroom, and I had no way to call for assistance.  The young man started to walk away quickly.

I made the decision not to let this affront to authority pass.  “Wherever you are going, I am going to follow you.  You are making a very serious mistake.”

He kept walking.  So for the next 10 minutes, we reprised what can only be described as a slow motion counterpart to O.J. Simpson’s infamous slow speed freeway chase.  The boy walked along the hallways, and I followed him about two steps behind.  The only thing missing was news helicopters overhead.

Fortunately, after we had gone to the second floor, I spotted another teacher and asked her to call security.  In response to her inquiry of where she should tell security to come, I yelled over my shoulder, “Tell them to find me.  I am going to be with this student.”

Ten minutes later, after walking all around our school, both inside and out, a security officer found us.  He told me that he had the situation in hand, although he himself made no attempt to stop the walker.  An assistant Principal was called and she, along with security apprehended the student.

The young man’s name was Darnell.  His record at the school had been one of continuous trouble since transferring from Brooklyn in October. HHe was 17 and an African-American.  In his defense in the Principal’s office, Darnell immediately played the race card, accusing me, a white male, of lying about the entire episode.  It did not sell, and he was suspended for two days.  In my opinion, he should be facing expulsion from the school system.  If a student repeatedly ignores and violates school rules, defies authority, and creates disturbances to the educational process, he should not be in public school.

What is most disturbing is the culture we have created in which so many of our black youth have been taught that their race is an automatic pass when confronted with trouble. As America continues to diversify in color and ethnicity, it is becoming an increasingly less effective strategy.

I thought you might like to know.
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