At Goudy, the ruture
dies early

By Bonita Brodt

Principal Thomas J. “Doc” '
McDonald reaches up to smooth a
shock of white hair that has spilled
onto his forehead. He notices the
smudge of blood on his hand. Then
he lunges, eyes flashing. “Give me
that pipe!” Circling him in the sec-
ond-{loor hallway are two pre-teen
students, Arnaray Bibbs, who is
armed with a long, unraveled piece:
of cardboard tubing, and. Maurice
Elliston, who is swinging a stubby
piece of copper pipe.

No one wants to hurt anybody. It
is a game, actually, not uncommon
in this schoolhouse. To see who
can last the longest.

To see who will flinch.

“Give me that pipe,” McDonald
tells Maurice, turning his back on
Amaray, who swings the
tubing and whacks the principal on
the backside. McDonald spins
around 1o deal with Amaray and
then Maurice jabs the pipe at his
behind, The hair bobs as he pivots.
His face burns red. “T said give me
that damned pipe!”

“Shut up, Doc,” says Maurice,
who has abruptly tired of this exer-
cise. He flings the pipe weakly,

cago Public Schools have to offer.

It is far from the worst,

It is one of the 402 regular ele-
mentary schools rur by a school
systern that U.S. Secietary of Edu-
cation William Bennett has called
the worst in the nation. A seven-
month Tribune examination has
found that whether the system is
the worst or not, it is a disgrace.
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'First in a series on the Chicago Public Schools, the systam called

the worst in the United States by the secretary of education.

McDonald grabs it.

But no one really wins.

Welcome to Goudy Elementary, a
place where children with no other

Behind the walls of this hollow
educational warehouse at 5120 N.
Winthrop Ave., the furures of 690
children from the Uptown neighbor-
hood are being silently but certainty
shaped by an antiquated system
where education is often secondary
to a maze of other interests and
each day is a test of endurance in
which the most important lesson to
be leamned by anyone is how to sur-
vive the 3%:-hour school day.

options for an education are leam-
ing their first and probably most
important lessons about school.

It is hardly the best of what Chi-

“1 call this the William C. Goudy
Non-Academy,” McDonald says as
he tends to the wound on his finger.

“It's a gravity school. I take any-
thing that walks in."”
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The brick is sallow, tired-looking.
Painted window frames have peeled.
What passes for a play area around

See Goudy, pg. 18
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this rectangular, three-story fortress is a
forbidding expanse of buckling pave-
ment that spills into a back alley with-
out the benefit of a protective fence.

There is no recess.

There are no swings. Not even a
rusted jungle gym. Just the lonely poles
that support three graffiti-scarred back-
boards stripped of all but one bent bas-
ketball rim.

Sometimes the moming bell rings at 9
precisely. Sometimes, at 9:05. Usually,
school begins whenever somebody in
the oflice remembers to push the but-
ton. The automated bell ringing system

instailed a year ago by the Board of

Education has been serviced once, but
it has not rung automatically vet.

“Let’s go! Let’s go!” barks Maria
Bonilla, a hallway monitor who is one
of the Arst faces to greet the children
each morning, frowning as she uses her
whole arm to wave the sea of incoming
bodies toward two sets of stairs.

| ot five minutes pass and

into the main school office

walks teacher Fani Cahill

with the first of this day’s

casualties. She has her arm

v around Frank Kotszycki,

who is still wearing a milk mustache

from his breakfast and who has a big
_ red bump above his left ear.

“Ms, Trigg,” begins Cahill, trying to
snag the attention of the school clerk,
who has a way of making it clear that
she does not like to be bothered.
“Frank refused to go into the room this
morning, again, and there was a scuffle
with the =ecurity guard and his head
was banged up against the lockers.

_ “There is a bump,” Cahill says, pull-
ing the 12-year-old over so that she can
run her fingers over the swollen spot.
“Do | need to fill out an accident re-
port?”

“Is he breathin'?” Vera Trigg asks
without looking up from her news-
paper.

“Yes, I'm afraid he is,” Cahill admits.

“Then no report.”
eee

Beyond the high-profile magnet
schools and special programs that lure
children from the most motivated fami-
lies on the promise of something better
sit the schools for 73 percent of the
419,537 children who are enrolied in
Chicago Public Schools. They are the
children who have been left behind.

Goudy is one of the regular neighbor-
hood schools festering in academic and
spiritual distress.

In Chicago, nearly hall of the children
who enter the public school system
drep out before graduating from high
school. The underpinnings of this fail-
ure begin early in elementary school,
the years when a child may be tumned
onllo the idea of an education or forev-
er lost.

As part of its examination of the
schools, The Tribune spent nearly four
months inside Goudy Elementary to see
what public education has come to
mean,

There is nothing selective about, a
school like Goudy. Its doors are open
to anyone—not only all the children
who happen to live in the neighbor-
hood, but also to all teachers the system
assigns, no matter what their ability or
expertise.

Some children who go to school here
come from stable homes. Some are
reared in families where one or both
parents work. But aimost ail of the chil-
dren who depend on this school for a
groundin in basic academic and behav-
joral skills are like 68 percent of the
children in the city's public schools:
They are poor.

Goudy’s students emerge from the
corridor of unrelenting poverty that
cuts through the northern fringe of Up-
town, a depressed pocket on the North
Side where welfare is the going wage.

Though the school sits in a census
area where only about 50 percent of the
residents have been tallied as low-in-
come, 98 percent of the Goudy stu-
dents come from families so poor that
the children qualify for the federal gov-
ernment’s free lunch.

Like many neighborhood schools in
poor communities, Goudy serves a
population so transient that about half
of the students who armive in the fall are
gone before June. New students armive
continually 1o take their place.

As is the case throughout the public
school system, the students at Goudy
are overwhelmingly minority: 45.1 per-
cent are Hispanic, 34.3 percent are
black, 11.2 percent are Asian and 2 per-
cent are American Indian; 7.4 percent
are white.

To walk with these children, to follow
in their footsteps, is to take a journey
through a world where everything is not
always what it seems.

It is a place where the principal is
also a truant officer and social worker
because the system has not provided



enough of that kind of support. The
building engineer, at $34,301 a year,
makes more than many teachers.

Because of a professed lack ol space,
some children attend reading class for
the better part of the school year in a
noisy auditorium. Others get their les-
sons in the school's garage-like annex,
seated at desks shoved together in a
narrow hall. Two remedial classes of 1st
%Iraders. many of whom have already

unked a year, share one confusing
classroom where bulletin boards serve
as a makeshift and hardly soundproof
divider between the groups.

But children are often secondary to
other considerations when it comes to
doling out the rooms.

Except for the small reading group
she teaches each mormning, Susan Malis,
a teacher with political clout, has an
entire classroom virtually to hersell. Tt
is her office. Complete with a tele-
phone.

Audrey Wilborn, the school's first
full-time tibrarian in four years, was
amazed to find books were covered
with dust and spilling into haphazard
piles on the floor.

“Library was frec time and a break
for the teacher,” Wilbormn observed as
she wrestled a pencil {rom a 2d grader
who had scribbled over the words of
Dr. Seuss.

“It had nothing to do with learning to
appreciate a book.”

Though the two 8th-grade classrooms
are side by side, the teachers seldom
. share their pians. Still smarting from
political batiles about who would get to
teach the most motivated students, they
do not always speak.

In the history book used by the
brighter class of 8th graders, Ronald
Reagan is president. The slower class
reads fror.. a text in which Richard M.
Nixon is still in office,

All kinds of *lessons” are taught at
Goudy.

Children are entrusted with flag duty
at some schools as a way of teaching
responsibility and civic pride. At

Goudy, it is the responsibility of buld-
ing engineer Dennis McGovern and s
stafl of five jamtors. |

After school one Friday, one of
McGovern’s men did not tend the
American flag. It was left fapping at
top of the pole. By Saturday, it was
lying in a crumpled heap on the muddy
ground where it was pelted by a fierce
spring rain.

By Sunday morning, it was stolen.

- p in Room 303, where the
federal government is spend-
ing nearly $75.000 so sto-
dents can recerve remedial
instruction in reading and
math, teacher Ruby Smuth,

who aspires to be a principal, explains
that she does not actually “teach” be-
cause her elaborate computer System
telis children how to chart their own
course of study in her room.

Smith is paid $34,110 a year and has
enough of a budget to pay for a full-
time aide to help her with the six
groups of 16 children who come to her
room, a luxury the system does not
provide for regular classroom teachers
who are responsible for as many as 39
children at one time.

By the end of this school vear, a httle
more than $1 million will have been
invested in the repair of this building to
ensure that public education will con-
tinue for maybe another 51 years in
honor of Wilham C. Goudy, an Iliinois
statesman who in the 1800s established
a reputation as a brilliant courtroom at-
tomey and for whom this school was
named.

One aftermoon, 8th-grader Marc Ven-
ton began to chuckle as he watched a
laborer on his hands and knees replac-
ing the black and maroon checkerboard
squares of floor tile with lLight-colored
tiles that make the hallways look
brighter but will certainly show dirt.

“What a joke,” Venton said.

“1t's like when your mom tells you to
clean up your room and you put all
your dirty clothes in a closeL.

“That's not going to make this a good
school.”
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“Would Earl Davis please report to
the office. If you are in the building,
please come to the office. You should
now be in reading. Thank you.”

There is a M*A*S*H-like atmosphere
about Goudy. All day long, voices
crackle over the public address system.
The principal interrupts one afternoon
to alert the whole school that a group
of boys is running wild in the second-
floor corridor. The clerk sends her voice
into classrooms when she needs to
know something, when she wants to
continue an argument after a teacher
has stormed out of the office, or on
paydays when she orders some teachers
to come to the office during classtime
to pick up their “negotiables.” the
school’s euphemism for paychecks. The
word has been used ever since a teacher
said she complained that she did not
feel secure when the word “paychecks”
was announced in the presence of the
low-income students who attend
Goudy.

Assistant principal Paul Goldstein
sends out all-points-bulletins for stu-
dents who walk to their morning
reading class and keep on walking, right
out of the school.

On this day, Earl and a classmate
walked down Foster Avenue to the
McDonald's.

“We stayed there until reading was

_over,” Earl, who is 13, explained the

next day. “Reading is horrible. Boring.
The same old thing day after day, story
after story in this dumb book.

“You just want to escape sometimes.
There's nothing to do in this school
that's fun.”

Children cry out for something more,

But they do not get it at this neigh-
borhood school.

here is no science lab. No art
rl r‘ teacher. The school is rich in
remedial programs that draw
attention to a child’s failures.
But there are no real extra-

« b curricular activities that
might help children excel in something
either before or after the school day.

, Two pianos shoved up against a wall
in the auditorium served as bookshelves
for a reading teacher for much of the
year. At least they are good for some-
thing since there is no music program
any more.

There 15 no Parent Teacher Associa-
tion. No student council. Not a single
notebook, T-shirt, or pencil that has
been stamped with the school's name.

There used to be a pretty good basket-
ball team called the “Goudy Cougars.”
But the team is history. So are all the
trophies. Years ago, they were stolen.

Organized team activities come on a
good day in gym class that takes place
on a hardwood floor that begs I%r a
good varnishing and under huge win-
dows protected by steel mesh and
framed by heavy mustard-colored cur-
tains that hang in shreds.

Though private washrooms reserved
for the principal and the teachers are
kept in good supply, soap, paper
toweling and toilet paper are not always
available for the chiidren. For the better
part of the school vear, there wasn't
even a working toilet paper dispenser for
the boys. The school was cut down to
only two working washrooms for 690
children to accommeodate the contrac-
tor's renovation schedule. By Thursdays,
the entire second floor would be per-
meated by the smell of the boys’
washroom. On Fridays, the odor would
be gone.

Up until this year, teachers were al-
lowed to walk their classes a few blocks
to the public library for an enrichment
period. But the district office put a stop
to that after an assailant ripped a gold
chain off teacher Mary Terretta's neck
on the sidewalk, right in front of her
students,

New to Goudy this year are the two
long rows of Apple computers in Dan
Griffin’s classroom, Paid for by the fed-
eral government, this is where the older
children learn word processing and com-
puter programming, and it is one of the
few rooms in the building where the
children do not bolt toward the door
when the class is over,

But this may be short-lived. The pro-



gram is now in jeopardy because Goudy
was informed that the money may not
be available next year.

Aside from what happens in the
classrooms between 9 a.m. and 2:30
p.m., about the only other activity for
students at Goudy is eating. Even that is
not all fun.

Though the building is being reno-
vated, there are no plans for a lunch-
room. The school was built without one
in 1937 when the neighborhood was dif-
ferent and when school officials felt they
could safely send the children home to
eat and then trust them to return.

So some children use a first-floor
classroom that is a makeshift eating
area. It is small. Stuffy. A tragicomic
theater when tempers flare.

“Stand back! Stand back!" warned
lunchroom attendant Richard James,
who one day in a moment of despera-
tion grabbed a wooden spatula and
swatted it at 13-vear-old Berlington
Card, who, to the delight of his lunch-
room audience, was acting his usual role
of trying to make James crazy, this time
by trying to touch al! the onion rings in
a1, aluminum pan,

Most children, however, dine in the
school auditorium, where awkward
hands must negotiate food trays down
long aisles and then carefully balance
them on laps, portable lunch tables or
adjustable desktops while sitting in hard,
splintery chairs. A janitor usually posi-
tions himself near the stage with a mop
and bucket to tend to the inevitable
mess from spilled trays.

£ven when well-meaning teachers try
to get activities gomg for the benefit of
the children, their colleagues often greet
them with a cold response.

Librarian Wilbern sent a note around
to all of the teachers one day asking if
they would take part in a special
“Goudy School Ethnic Fair” that she
wanted to plan.

“These teachers make me sick,” Fani
Cahill sighed as she read over the list, on
which 7 of 16 teachers had responded
with "no” by the time the sheet arrived
in her room.

“Every time you want to do some-
thing for school spirit, they say they
don’t have any time,” Cahill com-
t1_:»1;1'1',Hed. “Well, what do they have time
or’

Then she gave her middle desk drawer

— .

a ferocious vank and rummaged unti I
she found a sharpened pencil.

“Yes,” Cahill scribbled onto the paper.
“Of course,” :

There is one extra-curricular activity 2
of sorts during the schoolday.

It's called “playleading.”

“I'm going.to tell on you all, I mean
it,” vells Mark Brown, a skinny Bth
grader whose arms are flailing as he tries
to corral the tiny kids scampering in all .
directions as they run out of the
washroom. It was his job to manage '
their bathroom recess. _

In the kindergarten room, Bth-grader
Tracy Logan is !Towning as she wipes off .
deskiops and cleans up after children,.,
who, have left crumbs from their
cheeseburger lunch. :

“It's all right, I guess,” Tracy says,
shrugging when asked about her task.

Seventh-grader Wanda Jackson slams -
the door to Room 312 behind her. She:
glowers at the 3d graders who are
laughing as they run around the room.
Her shoulders visibly stiffen.

“I hate this,” she snarls, a menacing
look on her face. “I hate little kids.”

“Playleading” is another Goudy eu-
phemism. It is the time every day when
older students are pulled away from
their studies to tend to children so the
teachers can take their union-negotiated
breaks.

eoe

“Keisha, look at me. Look at me! |
said look me in the eye, Did you hear
me? Look at me, Keisha!”

Counselor Barbara Boxton was livid,
Sitting in front of-her in the counseling
office was 6th-grader LaKeisha Showers,
a girl who only last year was attending
Goudy in dresses but who had been
coming to school in blue jeans and boys’
black gym shoes.

Now, Boxton was trying to make
sense out a situation where LaKeisha
beat up classmate Danny Beals in an
argument over a brown crayon.

This was not the LaKeisha that Box-
ton knew,

When she taught 4th grade and
LaKeisha was one of her students, the
girl made an impression as a polite
child whose behavior was as femimne as
the pretty dresses she liked to wear.

But a lot can happen in two years.

“Why in the world would you go after
a boy like that?” Boxton was saying. “1
am so disappointeg in you. Look aj



me, Keisha! You knmow 1 care about
you. You told me I was your favorite
teacher, isn't that what you said?”

“You was until today,” LaKeisha
whispered, turning her head ever so
slowly and, when she finally looked di-
rectly at Boxton, the tears spilled out of
her eves.

Boxton watched her and slumped a
little in her chair. Then she exhaled,
and the sound filled the office.

“We're losing her,” she said as she
watched LaKeisha's tears drip onto a
page in her math book. “I'm just
watching her slip away.

“] don't know what’s going on in that
room.”

School cannot be all things 1o all chil-
dren, particularly for,those who may
need the most. There is only zo much
of a connection that a school counselor
like Boxton can make through tough
talk and a little intervention.

Fights were common among the chil-
dren assigned to Room 305. One day it
was LaKeisha and Danny. Another day
it was Larry Brantley who, in an ar-
gument OVer one of those “he say, she
say” things, punched a girl so hard that
he was sent to the principal’s office and
she was given a wet piece of paper
toweling to reduce the size of the welt.

Their teacher, Susan Belter, was the
first to admit that something was terri-
bly wrong.

“] have a room of 39 overage, un-
motivated 6th and Tth graders,” ex-
plained Belter. “Most of them have al-
ready flunked one year of school.

“and 1 am not prepared for this, I
have absolutely no idea of what to do.”

Because the neediest children in the
upper elementary grades can be the
most difficnlt to motivate, these stu-
dents often become educational hot po-
tatoes when it comes to assigning chil-
dren to teachers.

Although Belter, a former welfare
caseworker who is a full-time substitute
teacher, has been praised for past ac-
complishments, she was given a room-

fut of the school's abysmal achievers in ™

her third year at Goudy.

No one suggested that Belter might
excel with a group of older students at
risk of turning off on school.

Susan Maiis, a teacher who also does
administrative chores, said Belter got
the assignment because it was good for
teachers’ morale to pass such groups
around.

“It was my turn,” Belter said.

During the first half of the school
year, one of Belter’s students threatened
suicide. One ran away from home and
a second talked about doing the same.
Two are children of neighborhood pros-
Litutes.

In March, after episodes including a
near physical attack from a parent
when Belter gave a child an F, Principal
McDonald removed her from her full-
time teaching post.

And when she left Room 305, it was
with the sinking feeling that while she
had tried to help her needy students,
she had actually spent a lot of time
pushing them out the door.

One day, in the middle of a lesson,
one of her students just got up and left.
That in itself was not unusual. But
when he came back, he was sweaty and
laughing. Then he was summoned out
of the room.

“He just walked out of the school,
walked "to Broadway, stole a woman’s
purse, and the woman chased him all
the way into the school to get it back,”
Belter explained.

“And he thought it was funny.”

1Y)

Dorothy Nygren had to do a little de-
tective work to get the Apple computer
into her classroom.

When she spotted the abandoned ma-
chine in the schoolhouse one day, she
found out that it had been assigned to a
teacher who no longer wanted 11

Public school teachers are often good
scavengers. They have to be when all
the Board of Education provides for in-



structional materials beyond the basics

like books, paste and paper is $28 per

teacher for the entire school year.

In her classroom, Nygren leads her
students on pretend archeological digs.
She teaches ballet and uses chalkboard
trays as the barre. On Fridays, there are
enough musical instruments so each
child can participate in rhythm band.

Not every teacher has Nygren’s
creativity and energy.

And few have the extra $500 she re-
ceived this vear 1o provide for a lot of
the “extras”’—like the the special art
supplies and the oversized word-and-
picture books on mythology—that the
36 children who have been grouped to-
gether as the brightest of the school's
3d and 4th graders use in her room.

Nygren and three other teachers at
Goudy receive this money as part of
the state-funded “gifted” program in the
regular neighborhood schools. The term
“gifted” is usually a misnomer because
although some testing is involved, the
standards for acceptance vary with the
neighborhood and the school. General-
ly, these children tend to be the most
motivaied children left after the city
magnet schools skim off the best.

LI I hen Goudy's fourth such
classroom opened this
year for 6th and 7th
graders, McDonald said
he couldn’t even bribe

vy some of his teachers to
take the room because of the extra
work.

So he said he settled for a teacher
who came to Goudy on an administra-
tive transfer after being suspended for
three days on a charge of striking a
child at another school. The teacher,
Helen Manos, maintains it was an acci-
dent.

Only 15 to 20 percent of Goudy's
studerts land in these so-called gified
classrooms.

The majority of the children are
placed in the regular classrcoms, where
they are so far behind that even the
most generous estimate by McDonald
suggested that only about 25 percent of

them are performing at grade level.

These children learmn their lessons in
rooms where, despite the union con-
tract calling for lower limits, as many as
39 energetic children are assigned to
one teacher.

Fourth-grade teacher David LaRue is
short 12 English books and 10 science
books for his 37 students.

Henry Caldwell has no real geography
books. He improvises, partly with the
benefit of scenes of America depicted
on the calendars he has hung over the
chalkboards.

First-grade teacher Helen Hamis has
been asking to have writing lines paint-
ed on her chalkboard since 1964.

Ann Jardine, who teaches a remedial
class of 1st graders, was amazed to see
the dilference when she dipped into her
own pocket and spent $80 to replace
the tattered reading books she had.

“You can see it in their eyes,” Jardine
said. “And by the way they touch them.
They don't even realize they're develop-
ing a love for a book.”

In January, not even midway through
the school year, clerk Vera Trigg had to
begin rationing pencils. construction
paper, paper <lips, wriling paper and
other supplies. She had warched in dis-
belief one day as her funds for instruc-
tional supplies were slashed from
$1,504.76 to $13.76. The cutback was
part of Goudy’s contribution to_the
money that the school board cut from
other pans of its budget to scrape up a
raise to settle this year’s record
teachers’ strike.

The most basic of supports for the
classroom teacher are lacking as well.

The title of school social worker 1s actu-
ally a misnomer for Edna McCoy, who
explained that the personal counseling she
would like to offer the children was virtu-
ally impossible because the budget cuts
trimmed her visits from once a week to
twice a month.

The same round of cutbacks also meant
that truant officer James Ellis reporis 1o
Goudy once a week instead of twice,

Dedicated teachers cry out for some-
thing better.



“] want to be a part of something I
believe in," said teacher Nancy Banks,
who has taught at Goudy all but one of
her 33 years in the public schools.

Whenshcwasyounger,shedidﬂlingsl

like visit homes and try to provide a so-
cial connection for her needy students.
Somedmes, she even invited students to
visit her house. But so many children with
so many needs simply became too much.

“You try,” said Banks. “If you care, you
aiways try. But I am constantly amazed
by how little I am able to do.”

In 1978, back when Banks had more
than just a glimmer of hope about the
furure of the public schools, she bought
the manual and studied and took the
exam to qualify her to be a principal.

“] really thought I could make a differ-
ence,” Banks said.

Two years passed without the results
being posted. Finally, she received a letter
from the Board of Examiners explaining
that because of funding constraints and
declining student enrollment, the system
had no need for more principals and was
simply tossing the exam out. |

Banks keeps the letter in its oniginal en-
velope.

In detached bureaucratic language, it
wished Banks, anonymously —ferred to as
a principal “candidate,” continued success
in her professional career.

It makes no mention of how she per-
formexd on the test.

“Couldn’t they at least have told me if 1
passed?” she asked.

FYY )

A long time ago, Principal McDonald
found his own formula, During his 39
years with the public schools, he has

. mastered the most important lesson to be

learned by anvone: How to get by.
Politics? He knows how to play that

game.

“Oh, I'm very nice to Susan Malis,” he
explained, unabashedly admitting that he
has benefitted greatly by having Malis on
his staff.

“ give her a nice room. She's brought a
lot of money into this ?

Malis is the daughter of Louise Malis, a
former Chicago PTA president who dur-
ing the 1960s and "70s rose to prominen-
ce as an influential member of the Board
of Education.

McDonald, who is 65 and has been
principal of Goudy for 20 vears, said he
believes it was the presence of Malis that
provided him with the clout to attract
major reading enrichment programs o
Goudy, which was sdected from among
many public schools where the students
had low reading scores. .

For six years, Malis has heid what is
now a $32,563-a-year position as one of
Goudy’s two special reading teachers.

hough Malis acknowledges

rl Il‘ what she called “real problems”

with the kind of instruction of-

fered in some of the school’s

reading classes, she said she

e b rarely ventures into classrooms

to assist or offer much teaching advice

even though those duties are within her
purview.

Instead, she explammed. she spends a lot
of her time coordinaung reading materials
and doing admimstrative work for the
pnncipal.

So at Goudy, where 70 percent of last
year’s 8th-grade class scored below nation-
al norms on reading tests, the spectal
reading resource teacher devotes a lot of
time to programming the school day, or-
ganizing class rosters, tabulating
promotion and failure reports, ordering
textbooks, conducting standarcized tests,
serving as a liaison with the renovation
contractors, and raising money to make
up for funding cuts bv organizing the
events in which children sell gift ems,
candy and taffy apples.

It’s all a matter of priorities, McDonald
likes to explain.

oo .

“My mother said it was the opportunity
of a lifetime,” 9-year-old Twanna Walker
said of her decision to leave Goudy in the
first semester to attend a special academic
program at Pritzker Elementary School on
the Near Northwest Side.

Twanna still walks through the alley and
across Winthrop Avenue to Goudy every
moming, but more than an hour earlier
than she did before. One in a cavalcade of
vellow schoolbuses picks her up and takes
her on a trip that can be as long as an
hour, door to door.

But even the best of what the public
school system has to offer is imperfect.

Sometimes the buses are late, Or they
just do not come.

Which is one reason 12-yearold Uday
Khedkar is back at Goudy.

For most of the year, Uday stationed
himself outside of Goudy as early as 7:30
so he wouldn't miss his ride to 7th grade
at Whitney Young Magnet School on the
West Side.

I really liked it,” Uday explained.

“But it was just too hard to get there
The buses either didn't come or [ missed
some school because they were late. ]
took the train for a while, but that was
very difficult. I had to transfer. My dad
tried to get me in a better school that was
closer, but the programs were all full.”

So in May, Uday transferred back to
Goudy, his netghborhood school.

At Whitney Yourg, he said, he could
put his hands on flasks and beakers in a
laboratory instead of ing about sci-
ence in an outdated textbook. He had a
laminated student identification card that
he proudly snapped onto his shir. He
couid sit in a real lunchroom and com-
fortably eat his lunch.

His English class was for high school
credit, and one of his. last assignments was
10 write a sonnet

In the “gifted” classroom at Goudy,
Uday said that the biggest academic chal-
lenge he has had durng the 90 minutes
assigned to reading and English cach
morming i an assignment On sentence
forms.

“It’s really boring,” said Uday. “The
work is 50 much casier and 1 spend most
of my time just siting around. I usually
finish quicker than the other kids, so I just
do all of my homework in class.



“It's really depressing to be back in this
school.” 3

Well-meaning teachers find that they
have to wrestle with a lot more than aca-
demic standards if' they hope to make ed-
ucation more than an abstraction.

ChildrenlmowtogotoRoommif;

they need a sweater for winter or maybe a
nice pair of jeans. Eigh teacher
Bernice Eiland keeps bags of donated
clothing for them in the back of her
room.

Before she took a personal leave, chil-
dren would stream into Room 306 all day
long to see teacher Fani Cahill. Some
wanted to borrow one of the special
reading books Cahill kept in her closet.
Others simply sought her. Cahill did not
know the Cambodian girl who was stand-
ing shyly outside her classroom one day
two years ago. The 6th grader was preg-
nant, and Cahill was the one to whom she
confided.

Though it may not always stand out as
a beacon of hope in a tired neighborhood,

the schoolhouse is often the closest thing °

to stability that many of its families know.
r-| eacher Helen Hamis discovered
when she looked up and saw a

this before schoo! one morning .

young mother standing at her .
door.

o e “She said, ‘1 just lkilled mmy
baby, Mrs. Hamis What should I do?
Hams remembered. “It happened many
years ago, but it really made an impres-
sion on me. She came here because this
buiiding was the only consistent thing in
.her life.”. -
Failing disadvantaged
of achievement is chscouraged at A

students for lack

In the long run, Principal McDon d -

believes, failure in the early years may not
be.mebcstsolutionformeunderadum

So each ear, often regardless of what a -

lot of them have accomplished, hundreds
of children are promoted after receiving
what often amounts to a passive exposure
to learning, a concept that is troubling to
teachers who recognize ]
being shaped a little bit with the passing
of each school day.

“We're just pushin,g themedm{gﬁgh.g.
) Om“ ms_‘

pushing them through,”
the 4t£1-grade teacher. “It just scares me to
Every vear, teacher Dan Griffin attends
the graduation ceremony at Senn Metro-
politan Academny, the neighborhood high
school where most of Goudy's graduates
enroll.

“] Jmow a lot of them move out of the

that the future s .

neighborhood,” said Griffin, who has .

taught at Goudy for 19 years. “But
year 1 look at the program that lists

seniors and 1 just don’t see -

the
the names I should be seeing.

“And | think to myself: ° ;”God,‘

what’s happening to all these kids

beige paint over the walls. )

MecDanald was afraid that children
might get hurt

He walked briskly to his office, rolled
his chair over close to the microphone
and sent a message over the intercom into
m.

“Teachers. We have a safety problem.
The painters are still working om the north
stairway. It is blocked off and a very dan-
gerous situation, so picase walk your,chil-
dren out of the buiiding and out to the
sidewalk to ensure their safety. Again,
teachers, walk your children to the
sidewalk. Please.”

McDonald swung his chair away, folded
up his half-glasses, and tucked them into
his jacket pocket.

“They won't do it,” he said.

Several minutes before the bell was
teacher Bette Jarrow

B

“Go home!” yelled hallway monitor
Maria Bonilla, frowning as she
madly toward the school’s south door.
“This door! Go home! Go home!”

Reading teacher Nanette Turetgen had a
wild look about her as she obediently tried
to hold a group of young children behind
her o arms at the bottom of
the staircase, A bewildered Mary Leahu
came down the steps looking for her 3d-
grade students. But they had aiready fled.

to s
he was able to count ﬁwsemﬂ spom
the sidewalk on one hand.

“It doesn't surprise me,” McDonald
said, shrugging.
“You get used to it
“You see, when you've been here as
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Goudy Elementary 4th graders learn the value of following orders—the straightest line goes to lunch first.

Where survival is the lesson of the day

This Is the second in a serigs on Chicago public schools, the system
called the worst in the U.S. by the secretary of education.

By Bonita Brodt

Third-grade teacher Mary Leahu is
standing 1n the middle of Room 312,
one shoe resting on a crumpled candy
wrapper and her glasses slightly askew.
Her face is pressed close to a page n
the teachers’ manual that suggests
how to conduct the reading lesson for
the day. The room smells like com
chips. The pencil sharpener is grind-

in
%t the supply cabinet, one student
is handing out stacks of red construc-
tion paper 1o her friends. )
On the chalkboard, another child
has printed “kiss my ass.”

“All right, we must read,” Leahu
announces, ready to begin the lesson.
“David, read . .. Dawd! . , . David?

Finally, she looks up from the page.

“Where is David?” Leahu asks no
one in particular.

“He ain’t here,” cxplains Aretha
Johnson, whose mouth 1s full of sun-
flower seeds. “He blowin’ his bad
breath on the door.”

David is outside the classroom with
his nose pressed against the door's
glass window. He is laughing. Leahu
moves toward him. He disappears.
Then she pans the classroom and no-
tices the chaos around her. She blinks
as il caught in the glare of headlights,
She freezes.

As part of a seven-month exami-

See Lessons, pg. 12
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nation of the Chicago Public Schools,
The Tribune spent nearly four months
visiting the classrooms of Goudy Ele-
mentary in Uptown to see what public
education has come to mean for the
children whose futures are being silently
but certainly shaped in one of the 402
regular neighborhood grade schools.

Behind each classroom door at
Goudy is a story about public educa-
tion. And there are as many kinds of
stories as there are kinds of teachers:
inspiring, sad, effective, cruel, bewilder-
ed, even absurd.

Probably nothing has more to do with
the kind of learning that takes place
than the teacher's ability to manage a
room of as many as 39 children.

In Room 312, Leahu heads to the
pencil sharpener, where Victoria
Brantley has been sharpening the same
pencil for several minutes:

“You must do your reading,” she tells
Victoria.

“] got to sharpen my pencil.”

“Your pencil 1s sharp,” Leahu orders,
puliing at Victoria's arm.

Victoria yanks her arm back, makes a
face, then breaks off her pencil point.

“Guess it's broke now,” Victoria says.

To the supply cabinet, where Serena
Brown has been passing out construc-
]li?.tn paper until only a few sheets are
eft:

.“Stop it,” Leahu yells, grabbing
Serena by the arm. “You cannot take
paper from there.”

"You don’'t touch me, my momma
gonna sue you,” Serena cries, slapping
Leahu’s hand with such force that the
crack sounds all through the room.
Leal u looks at the gir]l but does
nothing. As she walks away, Aretha
stands up and points:

“Yeah, and you touch.me my
momma going (o come in here and
beat your butt, yes she will.”

While it is true that children from
low-income families can pose a chal-
lenge to teachers, particularly when they
live in an isolated world where lessons
taught might not be reinforced in the
home, in 2 truer sense many of these
children are not that much different

from children in any other school.

They respond to teachers they feel
care and respect them. They challenge
authorty from time to time.

“I've had discipline problems before,”
admitted Leahu. who has taught in the
Chicago Public Schools for seven years.
“But not this bad. What can I say? I'm
here. I'm trying.”

Three years ago, school board records
show that Leahu received official wamn-
ing at Bethune Elementary School on
the West Side that her teaching per-
formance was unsatisfactory, the f{irst
step toward a teacher’s possible dismiss-
al.

But the system gives teachers a sec-
ond chance, and Leahu received an ad-
ministrative transfer to another ‘elemen-
tary school, where last year she received
a “satisfactory” rating, the lowest ac-
ceptable.

Then she asked for a transfer to
Goudy, at 5120 N. Winthrop Ave.

« == = I assignment was a room
of 3d-graders, many of
whom had already flunked.
Leahu fought a daily battle
that often dissolved into
4 = « w» chaos and spilied into the
hallways, interrupting other rooms. Her
job was all the more difficult, Leahu
said, because many ol the children were
being taught out of the same books they
had the year before.

In March, more than halfway through
the school year, Principal Thomas J.
McDonald removed Leahu from her
teaching assignment after an incident m
which he said a girl assauited a boy in
the classroom and carved deep bleeding
scratch marks in his face.

Leahu is now a “foating” teacher
who assists in other classrooms in the
afternoons.

But in the mornings, she still has the
responsibility of teaching her group of
academically deficient children how to

|

read.

“We call this the ‘bad room,’ " one of
her students, 3d-grader David Morris,
explained one day. In full view of Mary
Leahu, he tossed wet shards of red
candy vp at the'ceiling in what ap-
peared to be an experment fo see if
they would stick.

“She thinks we're stupid. She gives us
all L“f answers. She dor;t know how to



make us acl, SO we [ear up e place.
. see
The sign on the door to Room 101 is
printed m red, stenciled letters. It reads
“Welcome to Our Little World.”

Inside, the day’s attendance is tallied’

on the chalkboard as “13 girls + 12
boys = 25 children. Not far from the
equation, 1st-grade teacher Helen Har-
fis is sitting cross-legged on the {loor.

Gathered with her in a circle are 10
ohildren eagerly watching as she thumbs
through a stack of small manila cards
on which she has written words that
begin with “qu”.

“That is absolutely perfect!” Harris
says, smiling as she praises Larry Porter
for recognizing how “quiet” is pro-
nounced much differently than “quite.”

The children are smiling, tco.

There is a warm feeling about Helen
Harms' classroom, a place where it is
not unusual to find several different les-
sons simultaneously taking place. The
children respond to both the structure
and freedom in this rcom.

“Excuse me, Patricia,” says Charles,
who inadvertently bumped into his
classmate while both were placing their
papers on top of the work pile.

Patricia looked at him and smiled.

“First grade is my absolute favorite,”
explained Marris, a slender woman with
a gravely voice who got her grammar
school education at Goudy and now is
in her 24th year of teaching at the
school. .

“Let me alone, I've got to alphabet
these,” says a little girl who is trying to
tell a classmate that she cannot be
bothered because Harris has given her
the job of putting the day’s papers in
order according to last names.

Responsibility is a lesson Harris
teaches every day.

“ am not your mother, 1 am not
your maid,” she announces as she
stands in the center of the classroom,
pointing to the neglected Philadelphia
Cream Cheese tubs that are used to
hold paste. “Larry?” she asks.
“Chanes?” The two boys scamper 1o
put their supplies away. .

Her students always go home with
marked papers. She wants them to
learn from their mistakes.

“Be more careful,” Harris wrote to
Donna, who missed eight problems on
her math paper, including 5-3=3.

“What happened?” she asked of Gen-
nifer, who got 20 out of 30 wrong.
“You did not think."

“Nice work!"” was her message to
Huong, who had only missed one prob-
lem. )
“Almost Perfect!” Helen Harris
wrote.

see

They call it “The Jail.”

#Warden" Henry Caldwell stands up
in front. Lean and mean. Hair clipped
close. Usually in a suit and a pair of
well-shined shoes.

“'m the SOB of the third floor,” he

says.
}(-lis 33 sixth-graders are hunkered
over their books, The talkative one is in
segregation with her desk pushed way
up against the front wall.

Room 309 is stripped down to the
bare essentials. American flag in back.
Nothing much on the walls. A few
calendars with pictures of landscapes

Gangie OvEl CHAIAULAIUS, L WL Jusleauii.
globes rest on top of dusty bookshelves,

Caldwell is slight and stony-faced. In
his hand is a ball point pen and a long
slip of paper. On it, he makes check-
marks to tally episodes of unacceptable
behavior., He'll need that paper at the
end of the day.

Until he's ready, nobody leaves.

“Please, Mr. Calgwell,” the assistant
principal pleaded over the intercom one
day. “Please bring your students down
to lupch. We've got good chicken
today.”

He speaks in a duil menotone. Words
drone. He gets impatient when the
answers are Wrong.

“Okay, if you’re stupid sit there like a
dummy,” he tells a boy who cannot €s-
timate a quotient.

Correct answers are ofien in chorus.

W the wide white silence’ and the
‘black penciled on the snow.'* Class,
with a poem like this you have to . ..

(Chorus) “Think.”

% . which means you have to use
your,.."”

(Chorus) “Head.”

“” . and you need to use your head
to use your ..."

(Chorus) “Imagination.”

Caldwell means business when he tal-
Jies those checkmarks at the end of the
day. When he counts a lot of them, he
puts the whole class “on punishment,”
which means he leads all 33 to the des-
ignated spot at the top of the north
stairway, girls in one linc and boys in
the other.

Then they march, Down and up.
Three flights down and three flights up.

Warden Caldwell marches right along
with them, in front of kids who are
gasping, sweating, who curse him softly
but who keep on marching.

Usually, for a half hour or more.

see

“Good morning, 301, and let’s have
them,” 4th-grade teacher David LaRue
says with an outstretched palm. He has
positioned himself strategically beside

the aquarium so they will see him when
they bound into the room. The week
before, 25 of his 37 students flunked
their spelling test, which was unheard of
because the class usually performs
much better. So he ordered everyone to
take the test home for a parent to sign.

“Sharena?”

“1 forgot.”

“Timothy?”

“Uhm, don’t got it.”

Three days had passed and only 16
tests had made it back,

LaRue deals with Tory Robertson,
who is ready to hit the girl sitting in his
scat. He takes attendance. He collects
lunch money from those who pay. He
leads the Pledge of Allegiance and sings
the “Star-Spangled Banner” a little ofl
key. He checks in calculators that went
home overnight. He tries to find out
more about the two missing math
books. He tells Dawayne Holloway he
wants to speak to his mother because
he's tired of him walking in late.

For the third time, he extends his
deadline so the children can rctum a
form with a parent’s signature that will
enable them to receive a free poster and
a free book.

“1t’s time,” Rodney Leggett an-
nounces as he jumps up [rom his seal.



A chorus of chairlegs start scraping
across the wooden floor.

The first 15 minutes ol the school day
have passed quickly.

More than half of his voung students
gel up and leave.

All day long, LaRue's 37 students
take part in a chaotic and often con-
fusing game of public education musical
chairs.

His classroom has become secondary
to a maze of instructional programs,
some funded generously by the [ederal
government, thai are in place in the
school because Goudy's students are
poor readers, low achievers, ethnically
diverse. and because they come from
low-income homes.

While his students move in and out
of his classroom and scatter through the
bunding for a little of this and a little of
that, LaRue teaches whatever he can to
whatever children are left over in his
room. ’

He teaches a lot of lessons over and
over again.

“There 1s no conkinuity to the school
day,” said LaRue, 28, a teacher who is
frustrated by the ways of thc public
school system. “It’s just various degrees
of cha 3, everv day, all day long, Les-
sons just don’t sink in.

“When 1 ask, | am told it is lor the
benefit of the children, but I don’t see
it.” sajd LaRue, among whose accom-
plishments with his children is turning
an F speller into the two-time champi-
on of Room 301's spelling bee. “1 don't
see the gains.”

LaRue tries to make a difference in
the lives of his voung students by
sprinkling the academics with lessons
about life. He wants them to realize
that they don’t have to live on welfare,
but there are no jobs for people who
cannot read.

One day, he sat down with.a pencil
and paper, did some figuring, and con-
firmea his worst suspicion—that the
longest penod in the entire school day
that he has all of his 37 children togeth-
er, uninterrupted and fresh encugh to
respond to his best shot, is 30 minutes.

Which means that David LaRue has
his work cut out for him between 12:45
and 1:15.

The kids call Room 306 the "Psycho
Ward.”

Meet some ol the boys assigned o
this room:

There’s Cinque King, the boy who
punched the gym teacher.

And Antonio Robertson, a pencil-thin
character who got in a fight with 3d-
grade teacher Mary Leahu one day and
knocked the glasses ofl her face.

Maurice Elhston 1s the feisty one who
nearly gave a teacher a heart attack the
day he smuggled an authenuc-looking
toy pistol into her room.

Arnaray Bibbs has been caught with a
recal weapon twice. Once Principal
McDonald confiscated a kitchen knife
the boy said he brought 1o school for
“protection.” The second time,
McDonald called police after Amaray
threatened to kill a teacher who tried to
make him do some work. The weapon
was a pair of toenail clippers with a
tiny knife on one end.

Sometimes they're bad on purpose.
At least that's what their teacher has
come 10 believe, “In a war. 1t's expect-
ed of them,” explained Fam Cahill
“They know they have an audience. A



lot of it has to do with the chemistry of
all of them being put together in one
room.”

The system deals with the most diffi-
cult children by evaluating them and
using red ink to, starnp their permanent
record cards with the words “Child
Study.” The chiidren are labeled “B-D”
for Behavior-disorder and placed in
special classrooms.

This is much different from the way
the svstem deals with teachers who have
trouble in school. It tolerates them and
even compensates for the weakness.

Though there are incidents, some of
the bovs do well when they fan out into
the school’s regular classrooms for
reading classes. Principal McDonald
believes that having all the boys in one
room works against them. He would
prefer to have themn assigned to a regu-,
lar class with the B-D teacher as a
backup when they need help.

Hardly a day goes by when somebody
isn’t chasing these boys down the
hallway. Sometimes it's McDonald, the
security guards, or other students who
tease the boys, calling them “psvcho”
grl;brain-damage," a play on the label

Often, it was Cahill, a gified teacher
who in April took a personal leave.

Room 306 was ~‘ten in an uproar.
The kids swung brooms. Threw
wastebaskets.

Two of them threatened to kill their
bus attendant one day.

These boys cried when they lost a
basketball game, threw snowballs a.
pedestrians from their third-floor class-
room window, but they sat quietly
when Cahill told them a story about her
life or when she read them a nursery
rhyme.

Occasionally, they even let her teach.

[ X X ]

Barbara Barajas tried brnging order
in Spanish. In English. In Spanish
again. She clapped her hands. She
frowned. Then she walked over and
flicked the lights on and ofl and ordered
the chiidren to sit, fold their hands, and
put heads down.

“They just get crazy, and 1 have no
idea ofy what else to do,” Barajas ex-
plained as she stood helplessiy in front
of Room 204,

Barajas, who had taught in Texas, was
new to Goudy this year. She was not
prepared for so many children with so
much energy in one room. Hers was a
class of 35 low-achieving Ist and 2d
graders. She said school was in session
three weeks before she received any
books.

Not even two months into the school
year, she quit.

On her last day, she received love
notes and goodbye hugs from the chil-
dren. After they left, she took a few
minutes to pick candy wrappers off the
floor and throw away a couple of
broken pencils, Then she put on her
coat, grabbed her purse and left.

On top of her desk sat the crate of
teaching matenals she brought with her
from Texas.

“] don't want it,” she said as she fled
down the second-floor cormdor. _

“1 don't know if I'll ever teach again.”



‘Knock on any door’
is principal’s. motto

By Bonita Brodt

*I'm a Iousv admlmstrator. I'll admit
to that,” said Principal Thomas J.
McDonaId as he drove down Wilson
Avenue in his mobile office, a dirty
brown Peugeot that had two Hathaway
ties and a copy of “Descartes’ Dream”
amid the rubble on the back seat.

“In my later years,” explained the
man who for two decades has been in
charge of Goudy Elementary School,
“I've tended to neglect the things 1
don’t care that much about so I can
spend more time on the things I like.”

He slowed down a little and leaned
forward to peer through the windshield.
“1 think this is it,” he said, nodding
loward a large apartment building. He
found a parking space, then bounded
out of the car and down the sidewalk,
white hair poking out from under a
tweed cap and a slight stoop to his gait.

Throughout the Chicago Public
Schools, there is no one more influen-
tial in shaping the day-to-day operation
of a school than its principal.

n n this afterncon, McDonald
was six citv blocks from his
Uptown schoolhouse and a
world away from the admin-
istrative tasks that he abhors.
He was looking for one of
his Goudy families, a mother who had
moved with her five children after she
could not scrape together the rent.

The building was the kind where the
visitor has to be buzzed inside, and
there was McDonald, this 65-year-old,
well-dressed suburban gentleman with
an ulcer, peering through a pair of half-
glasses to scan mailboxes for the name
Elliston. He couldn’t find it so he tried
the old trick of pressing all of the buz-
zers. That didn't work, Finally, two
men walked into the vestibule and when
they were buzzed for entry, McDonald
smiled slyly as he sneaked in.

“My boss ordered me not to do this,”
McDonald said as he started down the
haltway. “He doesn’t want me to go out
into the community. But 1 ignore him.

! learn something behind every door.”

His face fell a little when he walked
inside the apartment.

It was a tiny, one-bedroom space.
Dark because the curtains had been
drawn. A cockroach was crawling over
food left out on top of the stove. Som-
mers Elliston, a 3d grader who had just
walked the six blocks home from
Goudy, was standing as he watched a
small black-and-white television
showing cartoons on a Snowy Sscreen.
There was no chair for him to sit on.
There was hardly room 1o walk. The
small living area was crammed with
three sets of bunk beds that accommo-
dated five children and two adults.

McDonaid had come looking flor
Janet Elliston, hoping to talk with her
about her 12-year-old son, Maurice, one
of the boys in the school’s behavior-dis-
order classroom. He had become more
unruly than usval that week. The pnn-
cipal had calied the police after ep-
isodes in which the boy kicked his
teacher, fought with a secunty guard
and left McDonald redfaced after wres-
tling with him in his office.

Unlike the school system he works
for, McDonald tries never to look at a
child in isolation.

Janet Elliston had not yet retumned
from work, but a family friend in the
apartment told him that the mother
was planming to move her kids to Cali-
fornia. It was helpful, for it told
McDonald something he did not know.

He visited for a while. Then he waved
to the children and walked out past a
cardboard box that served as a
wastebasket. In it, 1st grader Essie Ellis-
ton's math paper, marked in red ink
with a perfect 100, was crumpled and
covered with cracker crumbs.

When the door closed behind him,
McDonald shook his head.

“You have to wonder how some of
these children survive,” he said.

“You see, most of my teachers have
never been in that apartment,
M-=Donald said with+ knowing look.



“They have no idea how far some of
these kids come to go to school.”

McDonald is a legendarv character in
Uptown, the principal who runs his
schoolhouse from the streets.

The svstem gives principals great
leeway in how they operate. And the
policy McDonald considers most eflec-
tive 11 runming his school was not de-
veloped by the Board of Education.

He calls it "knock on any door.”

He pounds the pavement with the de-
termination of a police detective, One
day he's standing in the Red Rooster
tavern on Argyle asking the man nurs-
ing a 10 a.m. beer if he’s heard any-
thing about a voung runaway. Another
morning, he's sipping coffee with the
street people at Don's gnli, trving to
find out about a neighborhood squabble
affecting the kids 1n his sch ol

He is not the kind to sit in an office
and talk about the staggenng needs of
his students while complaining that the
system has cut his truant officer down
to only once a week and cut his social
worker to only twice a month.

He does not spend much time in his
office at all.

His preoccupation is with doing what-
ever it takes to get children into the
schoolhouse so they at least have a
chance to learn.

“It’s a question ol priorities,”
McDonald explained one morning as he
grabbed for his coat. “The solution is
often the problem in the public schools.

“You can’; do anything for these chil
dren il you don't know where they
come from, what they are like. No one
else is goihg Lo do this.” he said as he
headed out the school’s main entryway.
“€ [ do alot of it myself.”

Iis daily sojourns take him 1o the
sidewalks of Uptown, where he stops 10
talk 10 a voung woman he suspected of
working as a prostuitute when she at-
tended Goudy and who now has an
eeric look about her with vellow, 1aun-

diced eyes. She laughs when he reminds
her of the ume she stole a taxicab while
a student at his school.

And 1t takes him up steps that have
been encrusted with vormut and inte
hallways that reek with a mmngling of
urme, sweat, and leaking natural gas. In
his 20 years as primicpal, McDonald has
become so famiiiar that building engi-
neers know to let him into apartments
with passkeys so he can see if the fami-
ly he is looking for 1s still around.

He knows everybody by thewr nick-
names—Sparkle, Juicy Lucy, Punkin,
Turtle, and Hillbilly John,

They all call him *Doc.”

It was McDonaid who cultivated the
nickname. He uses 1t not only for [a-
mibanity but also to poke [un at the
doctorate of education that he needed
for advancement in the school system
but which he laughinglv disrmisses as
“virtually useless” for anything clse.

His methods arc a little unorthodox
when he is out in the community.

He has been known to drag lruant
children out of closcts and give them a
forcible escort 1o school. Hc has taped
notes to doors so the parent would
know he was watching.

“In the warm weather.,” said Goudy
teacher’s aide Velma McLaurin, “:ou
see ole Doc with a slick chasing atter
kids in the alley trving lo get them In
school.”

On occasion, he has been known 1o
kick a behind,

“1 was mad as hell,” McDonald cx-
plains, recalling an incident that he said
took place on a warm spring day dunng
one of his first years at Goudy.,

“] took a kid out on the sidewalk,
and 1 booted him as hard as | could.
Then | looked around and saw all thesc
people watching me from thewr porches
and | thought, 'Oh, oh, what have |
done now?' It was the '60s and herc |
was, this whilc man doing this to a
black child.



“Then the Tunniest thing happened,”
McDonald remembers. “Thev all gave
me a big round of applause.”

Inside the schoothouse, McDonald
does not always enjoy such an enthusi-
astic following.

He’s a little unorthodox there, too.

While 1t 15 often said that a public
school is a reflection of its neighbor-
hood, it is a reflection of its principal as
much as anything else.

McDonald, a mathematician, brings
his own personality, eccentrncities and
stvle to Goudyv. He refers to himself as
the “paradoxical principat.”

Some of his teachers often have a dil-
ficult time coping with what that has
come 10 mean.

“This school used to be a gorgeous
melting pot.” said teacher Ruby Smith,
“We had an internauonal festival where
the parents would display things they
made, and we would have a potluck
and a program in the gvm.”

McDonald savs he does not believe in
such “showcase” activities.

*I've been here 19 vears, and I still
can't get used to it,” said teacher Dan
Gniffin. “I like balanced discipline.”

McDonald does not run a traditional
disciplined school.

“You can't send a kid to the office
for punishment,” said dth-grade teacher
David LaRue. “Thev like to go to the
office becausz they know they can play
with Doc.”

Eighth-grade teacher Bernice Eiland
put 1t this way: "He loves all children.
He doesn’t care what or where they've
come [rom. 1 don’t think anybody
questions that.

“But to work in this school, you got

to be strong, you hear me? You got to
be strong.”
= cDonald does not require
that his teachers chart out
customary lesson plans.
He does not ask them to
follow school board poli-
Y. cy and assign homework.
s0 not ad of them do. When it comes
right down to it, McDonald does not
seem to believe in a lot of conventions
that come with running a school.

“Let’s see what's going on here!™ he
exclaimed one morning. All of a sud-
den, he grabbed hoid of the edge of his
desk and pushed so that his chamr, on
roilers, sailed back toward the public
address svstem. Then he just started
flipping butrons, his voice cutting into a
scrics of rooms: “Are they behaving
today, Mrs. Leahu?”

He spends a lot of time 1n the
hallways, usually with a couple of chil-
dren tugging at his hands. He is a be-
nevolent veller who one minute 1s
screaming “Shut up! Mind vour
teacher!” to a gaggle of boisterous stu-
dents and then the next minute 13
joking with them in the hall.

He wrestles with boys who are reluc-
tant to talk to him by holding onto and
vanking their thumbs, and he randomh
fishes through their pockets lor “gyp-
pers.” paper clips that have been bent
to the size of a quarter for [rec video
games, or for the markers and shoe pol-
tsh used to scribble grafTiti.

Occasionally, he confliscates real
knives and tov guns.

1 violate their civil rights every day.”
McDonald explains.

Some of the older kids in the buildimg
laugh at his antics and try to take ad-
vantage of his kindness. They call him
"crazy ole Dec.”



Younger ones someiimes call him
~0Old McDonald” and sing the song when
they see him coming.

He doesn’t mind anv of it. Nor does he
get upset when the children do not give
him the kind of respect that is customary
lor a pnncipal.

One alternoon, he was walking down
the hallway and spotted 4th-grader
Shawn McDowell with a plece of wood
that doubles as Room 301s hall pass.

“Hey!" McDonald called out. “What
are vou doing with that stick?”

“I'm going to hit you in the ass,”
Shawn said plaviullv.

And he did.

Thomas J. McDonald, who is paid
$55.975 a vear, is one of the survivors in
the Chicago Public Schools. '

His 39 vears of service have made him
wise to the many failings of the system
and he is skillful in the manipulations
needed when antiquated policies have lit-
tle application in the day-to-day opera-
tion of a public school.

“All pnncipals are liars,” he says. “If
anvone wanted to find out what I'm
domng, they'd have to go through my
desk.” He laughs, locking down at a
mishmash of papers and the ever-present
stack of books on the phiosophies of
Rudy Rucker and Jean Piaget.

“In the public school system,”
McDonald ~xplained, “vou can fake al-
most anything.”

The two (Cambodian aides who are
supposed 10 work with Cambodian chil-
dren were observed doing a lot of other
things, like mopping tables after lunch in
a kindergarten classroom, watching a
classroom while a teacher took a break
and running the ditto machine.

*It’s a violation,” McDonald admitted

when he was asked about such 1ashs atter

gn auditor came through the school one
ay.

+ “But that’s for me to let them do and

for them to catch.” he said. “They didn't

find 1.”

And many administrative tasks that
might ordinarily fall to the pnncipal or
the assistant prnincipal are assumed by the
iwo special reading teachers who are at
(Goudy because of the school's history of
poor reading scores.

“You see,” McDonald explained. *|
have a system that allows me to spend
ume doing the things I like. And I'm a
good company man. My boss, Howard
Sloan, wanis us all to be good company
men. Actually, there's only two things |
really have to do when 1 run this school.
One, 1 must never embarrass my boss.
and two, | must make him look good
once in a while.”

McDonald is usually quick to accom-
modate vocal complamners, particularly
when he [eels thev are people who might
be able to make hife difficult for him.

But he is open about the [act that he
sometimes finds ways to make life less
than pleasant for a teacher with whom he
having a disagreement. He can have a
hair-tngger temper, and when it goes off
he sometimes vells at a tcacher right in
[ront of the class.

“1 vell at her whenever | have the op-
portunity,” McDonald said onc day as he
stopped in the hallway to look in on
teacher Heten Manos in Room 310.

McDonald has virtually no say over
what teachers are sent to Goudy. Manos
was transferred from another school after
having been suspended for three days on
a charge of striking a child. She main-
tains that it was an accident.

Manos is barely 5 feet tall and heavv.
She walks with a cane. McDonald as-



signed her to a classroom that requires

her to walk up and down three flights of
stairs several times a day,

“l call that a challenge,” McDonald
said, “If you give somebody enough of a
challenge, maybe they’ll quit.”

Though he is diligent in cultivating
connections with the families whose chil-
dren go to Goudy, he manages to keep
them at arm’s length when it comes to
the operation of his school.

“What I've got here are unsophisticated
parents,” McDonald said. “They have no
idea of the kind of power thev could
have. My frtends in the suburbs tell me
about parent groups and all their meet-
ings, and | have to laugh.

“Actually, 1 prefer it this way. It's easi-
er for me to run the school.”

McDonald's boss, District 2 Supt.
Howard Sloan, voiced support for the
principal of Goudy School.

“I think he’s quite a brilliant individu-
al,” said Sloan, “and he certainly has a
lot of opinions.

1 understand what he is trying to do. |
think he does a nice job, an adequate
job. He’s pragmatic il you will, out in the
hallways, that kind of thing.”

After returning to Goudy one moming
after presenting his annual principal’s
“Performance Objectives” to Sloan,
McDonald took a copy of his report out
of a folder.

“It's a fake,” McDonald explained as
he examined the 10-page document, in
which he listed certain objectives and
weighted each with the percentage of ef-
fort he woula invest in each category.

McDonald, who tends to frustrate less

- abstract’ thinkers with his habit of equat-

ing human behavior with mathematical
principles, pointed to a category entitled
“Improving School Pragmancs,”

“He didn’t even ask me what that
meant,” McDonald said, chuckling.

Then he flipped through the report and
pointed o._t that his percentages added
up to a 125-percent effort at Goudy
School.

“He asked me why | said 125 percent,”
McDonald related, a sly grin coming over
his face.

“And 1 said, ‘Why, 1 always give you
100 percent, Mr. Sloan.’ "

eoe

Though there have been some academ-
ic gains during his tenure, McDonald
does not share the system’s obsession
with evaluating the children according to
how they score on standardized tests.

“They tell us nothing that we don't
know already,” McDonald said, “that
children from low-income families tend
to score lower. I'd like to throw out the
testing program altogetner and replace it

with an Index ol Decent Human Beings.
I think that would tell us more about
these kids in the long run.”

McDonald. hates to suspend students.
So instead of suspending Antonio Rob-
ertson for hitting a classmate, McDonald
threatened to suspend him.

“1 ain’t gonna be suspended,” Antonio
protested as McDonald held onto the
bov's collar and tried to keep him from
running after his classmate.

“I'm gonna come to school tomorrow.
I'm gonpa come to your stupid-assed
school.”

Sure enough, Antonio came to school.

LI B alking down the street one
alternoon, McDonald
waved at Debbie (rutshall,
a Goudy graduate who
dropped ourt as a freshman

¥ ¥ in high school. She was car-
rying a sack of groceries.

“Say,” McDonald said, stopping to talk
with her about her daughter, who now
amlalnds his school. “Candy is doing real
we '"

“That's right, Doc,” Guishall said,
smiling. “I make sure she’s there every
day.ll

McDonald smiled to himseli as he
walked dow.. the sidewalk.

“1 was always after her, trving to get her
to come to school. Now, you see, she
wants somnething better for her daughter.”

“Mom talks about Doc,” said Candy
Gutshall, an Bth-grader. “She tells me
about when she went to school. She does
not want me 10 make the same mistakes.”

McDonald is one 1o give bus fare or
lunch money to kids who say they need it.
Il a child is hungry, McDonald will often
feed him, especially if he passes along little
tidbits like who i8 drawing graffitt in the
bathroom and in what locker the markers-
are being stashed,

It is difficult for McDonald to tum any
child away.

Lunch did not agree with a Ist-grade
boy one day, and he got sick all over his
blue jeans. The school office was in a
panic. No one was answering the boy’s
home phone. He was crying The smel
was termible.

Then McDonald came walking down
the hall,-

The black-haired boy looked down at
his pants. Then he looked up at
McDonald with a pathetic expression.
“Come on, Caesar,” McDonald said, “I'll
take care of you.”

McDonald knew the boy’s family. He
knew where the child’s baby-sitter lived.

So he put on his hat and his coat and
he walked the boy to the sitter’s home.

see

Thomas J. McDonald said he plans to
retire at the | d of this schonl vear.



For many pupils,
learning never starts at home

By Bonita Brodt

The stairwell was dark and the
steps groaned as teacher Fani
Cahill ventured into the run-
down apartment building in Up-
town, the place that one of her
students knows as home. On the
second floor, she knocked firmly
on a door.

It opened just wide enough for
12-vear-cld Antonio Robertson
to poke his head out.

“Oh, man,” the boy said,
scowlmg
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“I told you I was coming,”
said Cahill. “I told you I would
be here to talk to your mother
about what's been going on with
you at school.”

Antonio’s mother, Alberta
Robertson, appeared at the door.
She looked at Cahill. Then she
eved her son.

ately at odds. And the children
are caught in the middle.

As part of a seven-month ex-
amination of the Chicago Public
Schools, The Tribune spent
nearly four months with the chil-
dren of Goudy Elementary,
5120 N. Winthrop Ave.

Antonio lives only a block
from Goudy, but like most of
the children who depend on the
public school system, he has to
cross great distances 1o get to
school.

His home is a dark, three-bed-

“It's good to see vou, Miss
Cahill,” she said, smuling tenta-
tively. *Come on in."”

Visiting the homes and
classrooms of the children who
attend one of Chicago’s 402 reg-
ular clementarv schools reveals
that the children’s family and
school environments are desper-

room apartment that is shared
by two families. He is one of 15
children who live there.

He does not have his own bed.
Antonio is short and wiry, a
lively boy known as “Pooh” who
has a quick wit and the kind of
street smarts that come with
living a lot in just 12 vears. Par
of him is tough, a lot of mouth.

Part of him begs to be a child.
Cahill was visiting because it
had been a particularly bad week
at school for Antonio, who has
See Kids, pg. 12
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repeatedly gotten into the kind of
trouble that attracts the police.

One momning of this week, he had bol-
ted out of Goudy with two buddies and
skipped the better part of the day. An-
other time, he had fought with his class-
mates, then slipped down the hall to
Room 312. There, he got into an ar-
gument with 3d-grade teacher Mary
tL‘,eaihu and knocked the plasses off her
ace.

“Sometimes, [ don’t know what to do
with the boy,” Alberta Robertson said as
she walked over to turn down a blaring
stereo. She explained that Antonio had
become increasingly difficult since his
15-year-old brother was murdered last
August when the family was living in the
Henry Hormer Homes on the West Side.

“Pooh was getting out of hand in the
projects,” Robertson said. “I wanted to
get out and get something better.”

So they moved to this crowded apart-
ment in Uptown, doubling up with an-
other family to meet the rent.

Robertson sat down on one end of the
couch. Cahill sat on the other. With his
head down, Antonio sat in between.

he only light in the living
n I‘ room came from a small

lamp. Posters from the Chica-

go Bears and the Chicago

Transit Authority decorated
w_bm . the room. A raincoat dangled
from a nail in the wall,

“It was not a mistake,” Cahill told
Antonio’s mother. “He went down and
hit the teacher in the face.”

“What the hell is the matter with
you?” Robertson asked, turning to look
at her son. “What you want to go and
do that for?”

“Speak up, Antonio,” Cahill said.

Antonio said nothing. His nostrils
flared.

“Mrs. Robertson, [ am very con-
cerned,” said Cahill, who, like the Rob-
ertson family, is black. “Antonio some-
how thinks he is not going to live long.
He cannot think about the future. He's
very upset about his brother’s death.

“He says, ‘When [ get killed, boy, I'm
gonna have the biggest funeral,’ and I
tell him he's just going to be another

nigger dead. We've got a'serious prob-
lem here, Mrs. Robertson. [ want An-
tonio to make it. What should we do?”

The mother shook her head and was
silent.

+ %I can’t do nothin’ with him,” she
finally said, her voice soft. “You might
as well just put him away.”

Cahill sighed. Then she looked hard at
her student.

“Antonio,” Cahill said, tugging at his
arm. “Do you want to be put away?”

The boy said nothing.

1 ook at vour mother,” she said. “Tell
her you don't want 1o be put away.”

He looked down.

“antonio!,” Cahill yelled. “They can
put you away, do you know that?: You
won't get out till vou're 18. And you
ain’t as big as a knitun' needle. You'll
come out walkin' like a sissy. Do you
know that?”

Antonio frowned.

With her arms crossed, Robertson
stared at her son as she and Cahill
talked for a few more minutes.

Then Cahill gathered up her things
and headed for the door. Antonio held it
open, but she paused before walking
through.

“Until you learn to love yourself, 'm
going to love you,” Cahill whispered as
she put an arm around his shoulders.
“We are going to work together, you
and L.”

Antonio smiled weakly. His lips were
trembling.

But he did not cry.

One of the underpinnings of the
American system is the belief that its
public schools provide a stepping stone
1o a better life.

But as effective as some of Chicago's
elite public magnet schools are for the
children of motivated families, the pub-~
lic school system fails utterly in meeting
the challenge of educating the students
left behind, a staggering number of
whom might be at risk of failure from
the very Arst day they walk through the
schoolhouse doors. .

These very children are part of the sys-
tem’s problem. Many come from desper-
ately poor and unstable families, lacking
positive role models, raised by parenis
who work rarely, if at all, and who mowve
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several times a year in the search of af-
fordable housing.

Some children come to kindergarten
still not toilet trained. There are lst
graders who come from homes where
there is so little nurturing that they
haven’t learned colors and numbers.
Eight-year-olds who tear pages out of
books for tvilet paper because they
come from homes where there never
have been books. Sixth-graders who
don’t know offhand how many inches
there are in a foot because they have
never worked with a ruler. Pre-teens
who are mystified by the moest common
nursery rhymes and guess that “Humpty
Dumpty™ 15 a rap.

Few of these children have ever been
to the zoo.

Few of these children have parents

who have much schooling themselves,
And these adults are barely prepared to
help their children learn, much less to
make demands of college-educated
teachers and school administrators in an
effort to get better schooling for their
children.

' Yet these impoverished children, who
need so much and can be so difficult to
teach, are the ones who have no option
but to depend on public schools that
have the least to offer.

With every scramble to scrape together
the money to give teachers a raise to
settle a strike, these schools lose a little
more.

It is early in elementary school when a
child is either turned on to the idea of
an education or is forever lost. And at a
school like Goudy, so much has been
taken away that there is not a lot 10
keep the children interested unless
teachers go way beyond what the system
requires of them.

Classes in art and music are long
gone. There are no extra-curricular ac-
tivities. This year, the links to the
parents were cut back—the school now
gets a truant officer once a week and a
social worker only twice a month.

School is a | iace where as many as 39
Goudy students are crammed into a
classroom for the 5%-hour school day.
They get no recess, but they do get
tattered and out-of-date textbooks that
are often in short supply.

Goudy’s children come from families
so uniformly poor that 98 percent of
them qualify for the federal govern-
ment’s free lunch program.

a generation or two ago, many
of these children might have
left school at an early age to
work in an economy that
needed unskilled people will-

« v ing to dig holes by hand or
carry heavy things around. But now
machines do that, and there is almost no
demand for the unskilled, so these chil-
dren must depend on the schools for
whatever hope they have for a better life.

Three decades ago the majority of the
student population was white and came
from middle-class or working-class
homes. Since then, after the racial tur-
moil of the 19603 and 1%70s drove
many children out of the pubsic schools,



the student population has changed dra-
matically.

Today, a full 68 percent of the
419,537 children enrolled in the public
school system are poor. Overwhelming-
ly, they are rmnonty: Sixty percent are
black. 24 percent are Hispanic, 2.9 per
cent are Asian, and .2 per cent are
Amencan [ndian or Alaskan; 12.9 per
cent are white.

However dramatic this change in the
nature of the challenge, the system has
changed little in response.

“The schools have always been a
middie-class institution with middle-class
values,” said Michael Bakalis, dean of
the School of Education at Lovola Uni-
versity, observing that there is a fun-
damental conflict berween the expecta-
tions of the institution and the grim
realities of the children of poverty.

While it is unrealistic to think that
school can be all things 10 all children,
the job of the institution is to teach.
Teachers and school administrators
often throw up their hands and ask how
the schools are supposed tc. make a dif-
ference when so much is lacking in the

home.

School Supt. Manford Byrd Jr.. for
one, places final responsibility for learn-
ing on the children, rather than on the
school system.

“The learner must learn for himself or
herself,” he says.

Not everyone shares his view.

“The school is called upon 10 play a
parent role to compensate for a lack of
support,” said John McDermott, pro-
gram chairman of the City Club of Chi-
cago and former editor and publisher of
the Chicago Reporter, an investigative
newsletter that focuses on racial issues.

“We are losing a whole generation be-
cause of the inability of the school sys-
tem to respond to the children,” he said.

This is true of every urban school dis-
trict in the country with a significant
poor population. No Amencan school
system has found a way to teach im-
poverished children effectively and con-
sistently. But a Tribune survey ol other
major cities found that Chicago lags

badly in an emersima national effort to
find approaches. that svork.

“You look at these kids and it's so
frustrating,” said ~Héniy Caldwell, who
teaches 6th grade at Goudy.

“You think, ‘Fm teaching and they're
not learning,” and vow really struggle
with that. .

_ “Eventually, yiu.realize that teaching
is just not enough.”

“Give me ther parems of these chil-
dren,” says teacher Famr Cahill, who has
taught at Goudy. foc- 16 vears. “Let me
show them how to.parent and we
wouldn’t have therprqblems we have.”

One year, Cahillisent a pre-primer
reading book hotne: with 8-vear-old twin
brothers. Severdl :days ‘had passed and
the book had nat.wermade it back.

So Cahill, one-of dhe few Goudy
teachers who triesrto:narrow the gap be-
tween the familpsindrthe schoolhouse by



making visits to the home, went looking
for it

“I walked into that apartment and I
was livid,” Cahill recalied. *1 demanded
to know what happened to that book.
The mother toid me it was in the
bathroom. [ said, “The bathroom?’ So [
went into the bathroom and found they
had torn the pages out and used them as
toilet paper. They even showed me how
to crumple the pages up and rub them
back and forth in their hands to make
them soft.”

By visiting the homes of many of her
students, Cahill said she better under-
stands why they have such a hard time
adapting to the structure of school,

“They need mothering more than they
need a teacher,” Cahill believes,

ahill has taught lessons about
n how flowers are for everyone's
enjoyment after one of her
students went around her

classroom and picked all the
" blooms off her potted plants.

“] passed out dictionaries_once to
teach a vocabulary lesson,” Cahill re-
called. “And one of ruy students started
ripping out the pages when he found a
word. 1 said: ‘Whart are you doing? You
leave the pages there for the next per-
son.” And he told me; 'That's their prob-
lem. This is my word.’ So I taught a
whole lesson on the value of a book.”

But a lot of the time, especially with
the children who are the biggest disci-
pline problems, Cahill finds that she
does ‘not always get a lot of reinforce-
ment from the home. She has gotten
used to that.

One day, she phoned a mother to dis-
cuss the volatile temper she was seeing
in her son. After she explained the situa-
tion, sh* said the mother made one
statement: “I don't know why the f—
you're calling me.”

Cahill said she cailed another mother
50 many times this year that the mother
finally told her not to bother her any
more and to call the school social work-

er instead.

“She kept saying, ‘When he goes to
jail, I'm not going to come [or um,’ and
I kept trving to say, ‘We are not talidng

, about ‘when,” we are trying 1o keep that
from happening.

“A lot of these parents,” Cahill said,
“don’t seem to see any options.”

“Let"s tell the truth here,” said teacher
Bette Jarrow, who started the school
year with a room of 1st and 2d graders
and one 3d grader, most of whom, she
said, did not know ail of their colors or
their numbers. Only a few could read.

“The school has everything but the
lzabor pains,” Jarrow said. “A teacher
cannot take mom and dad’s place, What
am I going to accomplish when mom
doesn’t take the time to pick up a can
of peas and say, ‘Green! Round!
Peas!’?”

see

“1 have to be very careful when I as-
sign homework,” teacher David LaRue .
said of his 4th graders. “[ have to make
sure it’s something we've gone over in
class. I can’t give them something new
because many of the parents either don't
help the kids or they don’t understand
the work the kids bring home.”

LaRue, 28, grew up poor in the Rob-
ert Taylor Homes public housing project
on the South Side. But he had the bene-
fit of a family that expected a lot. Above
all, it was intact. He works hard to in-
spire his 37 students.

“l know the odds are against these
children,” he explained, “I'm just trying
to even them up a little bit.”

One of the most haunting discoveries
LaRue has made about his students is
that already, only midway through gram-
mar school, many of them seem to be
losing interest in education.

He sees that their eyes are opening to
the world around them, and that many
are beginning to understand the realities
of the isclated and economically
deprived neighborhood they are growing
up in. He struggies to translate academ-
ics into reai-life lessons the children can
take with them when they leave his



classroom at the end of the school day.

“Sometimes, it's like I'm teaching
French,” LaRue said.

“These are kids with very little or no
self-confidence. Their experience in life
has been so limited. They are afraid of
learning because it involves something
they decide is difficult because it is new.

“These kids are aware of their failures.
Some of them act like the game’s al-
ready over and the other team won.

“And they have to be pushed. They
already know they do not have to do a
lot of work to get passed on in school.”

He knows that a lot of his students are
not pushed at home.

He reached in the folder in the bottom
drawer of his file cabinet and pulled out
a few of the notes that parenis have sent
to school with their children.

“Christopher has Been absent Last
Week Because It was to cold,” one of
themn read.

“Would you please sent Denise home
by 12:00 noon Cause I have to go some
where and she have no place to go. so if
you can give her a pass 50 she can
Leave,” another said.

“Gary have a appointment to sec the
Doctor on friday. I have been going to
school. Gary Aunt have been keeping
out of school undl friday, I think need
to be in school.”

“Please excuse Tammie for not having
her spelling book She let her sister have
it she was supposed to have lost it.”

LaRue rummaged through a pile of
spelling papers until he came up with
the paper where “alphabet” was spelled
“afeBet,” “telephone” was spelled “tel-
lofon,” and “enough” was spelled
“enof.”

Out of the Z) spelling words the chil-
dren were supposed to study for the test
that week, Tammie got only one of
them right.

She inew how to spell the month of
May.

YT

Even when parents try to do the best
for their children, their actions can be

touching but counterproductive. Many
just don't know how to help the schools
heip their children.

sTen minutes after the morning bell
rang, Marlena Holman walked meekly
into Room 210. The 2d grader hung
onto the doorknob as she looked at her
teacher. It was not an amicable meeting
of the eyes.

“Do you have something for me?”
teacher Susan Schindler snapped.

Marlena nodded, and handed her a
folded up note from home.

Teacher,

Because of an overload of homework
Mariena and [ was up until 2:30 a.m. on
1-27-88, hence, we oversiept yesterday
and she was unable to make it to school.

Parent; L. Holman

hen Marlena went to her
n n desk, reached into her book-
bag, and pulled out what ap-
peared to be a three-inch
stack of homework papers.

w b Schindler couldn't believe her
eyes. Marlena had been absent for eight
days and the rules of her classroom are
_that all work must be made up. But not
in one day.

“When you owe me work, you know
that doesn’t mean you give it to me all
at once,” said Schindler, a dark-haired
woman with sharp features who was
frowning as she {lipped through the
pages.

“To get all this done you stayed up till
2:30 then missed school?”

Marlena nodded.

“QOh, jeez,” Schindler said, walking
away from the girl and shaking her head.

Mrs. Holman said later at her apart-
ment that she had kept her daughter
home because she was sick. Poking her
head around her half-cpen front door,
she said also that she felt the scheolwork
might be too hard for Mariena.

Schindler, who teaches an accelerated
classroom for Goudy's brightest 2d
%ljjagcrs, said that Marlena had fallen be-

nd.

“This really frustrates me,” said
Schindler, “¥ecause 1 care abour these



#

children. She can do the work.”

Teacher Susan Belter remembers how
her classroom was interrupted by a par-
ent who walked to school to complain
about the 20-page paper she had as-
signed on Ancient Egypt to her 6th and
7th graders.

LaKeisha Showers did not tum one in.

“She told me her father said she didn’t
have to do it and [ said that was not
true because that was what I had as-
signed. Then [ look up, and who walks
in but LaKeisha’s father.

“In front of all the kids, he yells, “You
can’t assign that much work to my baby.
That's too much for her.' And LaKeisha
just sat there and grinned.”

Herbert Franklin, LaKeisha's father,
explained that he went to school that
day and talked to the teacher because
his daughter told him she had only one
week to do the 20-page paper, and he
did not feel that was enough time.

4] told the teacher that was just 100
much to do in one week,” said Franklin,
a laid-off die caster.

Asked about his hopes for his daugh-
ter, Franklin said he wants her to go to
college so she can work as a secretary
when she grows up.

see

Teacher Cahill got tickled one day
when she saw one of the boys in her
room for children with behavior
problems teetering playfully on the in-
side window ledge. She called him
Humpty-Dumpty and she recited the
nursery rhyme.

But none of the pre-teen students
knew what she meant.

“They thought it was a rap,” Cahill
remembered. “They had never heard it.
They didn’t even believe me until 1
brought in a book of nursery rhymes
and pointed to the page and said, ‘Look!
Here it is!" "

Ann Jardine, a teacher in one of
Goudy's remedial 1st-grade classes, re-
members the litde girl who came to her
room at the age of 7 having never spent
a day in school.

“Her mother explained that the girl
Loy mae rhlmbhokar and 1 oaid HMh?? S

she asked the child to sing the alphabet
song,” Jardine said. “When she was
finished. I pointed to some letters on the
bulletin board.

“The child had no idea whar any of
the letters were.”

First-grade teacher Helen Harris went
to Goudy as a child when the neighbor-
hood was much different. She returned
to her public school as a teacher and has
been there for 24 years.

But she has still not gotten used 1o
what the children tell her about their
family life.

“They talk about fights, knifings, ar-
guments where furniture is thrown and
where people are drunk. Many insist
there are guns in the house. You really
have to step back and think that these
are the children you are so desperately
trying to teach.”

Last year, when Harris found that one
of her Ist-grade students had $40, she
went 1o the office and called the parent.

“He said he had just left the store
without his cart full of groceries because
there was no money in his wallet and I
said, ‘I know, I've got it right here.” "

The next day, she asked the child what
happened.

“Nothing,” Harris recalled. “There was
no punishment for having stolen money
from a parent’s wallet.”

This year she found one of her lst
graders with $15. She informed the par-
ent, who said the child shouldn’t have
taken it from home and promised
punishment.

The child told Harris the punishment
was to watch TV.

“Last year, | was devastated,” said
Harris. “This year, let's just say I was
crucially hurt.”




Dreams, and little else,
go with 8th graders

By Bonita Brodt

Fiftv-five ribbons will be
handed out thus year at
Goudy Elementary, silken
tokens to be worn like badges
of honor during the last few
days of school. The girls pin
them to their blouses. Boys
fasten them to their pants.

The children wear them as
a prelude to their 8th-grade
graduation in June.

They signify the end of the
formative vears that a child
spends‘in the Chicago Public
School system. The end of el-
ementary school, where the
underpinnings of failure are
often firmly established,
where a child is either turned
on to the idea of an educa-
tion or forever los.

QOver the course of a seven-
month examination of the
Chicago Public Schools, The
Tribune spent time with the
students who are a part of
Goudy's Class of 1988,

These are some of the chii-
dren Goudy will send on to
high school:

There's Chanel Branch, who
after a fight with a gurifriend
came to school with her
cheeks carved up with scratch
marks. She is 14, on welfare,
and the mother of a 14-
month-old son.

Marc Venton took the ini-
tiative to apply 1o Sullivan
High School. But he was not

- Ca

Tenth In a serles on the
Chicago Public Schools, the
systam cailed the worst in
the nation by the U.S. sec-
ratary of education.

accepted. “He hurt himself,”
said Barbara Boxton, Goudy’s
school counsclor, who said
she understands that he was
turned down largely because
of his attitude during a per-
sonal interview at the school.

Ronald Sims has already
joined a neighborhood street
gang, “It was stupid,” he ex-
plains. Yet, he wears his gold
earring to flaunt his member-
ship most every day. He
points to the mark under an
eve, a scar he said he received
during his mandatory initia-
tion “violation,” 40 hits with
bats and sticks. He says he
won't subject himself to an-
other 40 hits required for a
safe passage out of the gang.

Delia Avila, who said her
family speaks only Spanish,
has learned English at Goudy.
Her teachers say she has
made great strides. This year,
she reads from a 4th-grade
book.

Myreon Flowers has been
See Bth grade, pg. 18
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tested to read poorer than the average
Jd-grader. But he has moved from 7th
to 8th grade halfway through the school
ear because Goudy is stnict about fol-
owing the Board of Education policy
that a child. ofien regardless of academ-
ic accomplishment, should be promoted
out of elementary school in the year he
wms 15,

At the top of the class is Hector
Avala, a soft-spoken boy who wears
dark-rimmed glasses. He 15 called “the
smart one” by his peers. First marking
peried, he received an A in language
arts, A+ in math. He liked “Animal
Farm,” one of the novels he has read
this vear,

Bobby Brantley is also in 8th grade.
But he refuses to sit in teacher Bernice
Eiland’s class.

So he walks the hallways. Runs ef-
rands for teachers. Reads movie star
magazines and listens to his Walkman
while sitting in the school's behavior-
disorder classroom because he likes that
teacher. Occasionally, he just leaves the
building and says he is going home to
watch TV,

He, too, will graduate,

Halfway through the school vear, only
six of the prospective 8th-grade gradu-
ates at Goudy, 5120 N, Winthrop Ave,,
were considered by their teachers to be
performing on an academic level that is
expected 1n Bth grade. Both teachers re-
port that more children are doing better
now,

Nearly all have received check marks
on their report cards indicating that
they need to exercise more self-control.

But if the ribbons will signify any-
thing, it is that none of these things
really mat.cr, at least not where Bth-
grade graduation is concerned.

1 re 2 hat matters is the child’s
age. That and the U.S.
Constitution. State law
requires all 8th graders to
pass a test on the Consti-
¥ ¥V  tution before they can be
promoted out of elementary school.

“They know they have to pass that
test,” says Nancy Banks, one of
Goudy's two Bth-grade teachers. “It
ives Jus a little magic from Janbary to
une,

The test is often administered more
than once.

“When 1 was princinal at Schubert
[elementary], we had to give the test to
some kids five times so the sixth time
they would know what it meant,” ex-

ained Thomas J. McDonald, who for

years has been Goudy's principal.

“That was a better school,” said
McDonald, “so we certainly have to do
that here.”

At Goudy, one of the public school
‘. svstem's 402 regular elementary
schools, everybody knows the unwntien
policy:
Eighth-graders do not flunk.

1]

By the time the children walk into
Goudy's 8th-grade classrooms, they
have been in school for 8 and some-
times even 9 or 10 years.

In Room 304, Bernice Eiland teaches
the brightest 8th graders. These children
study from a history book where
Ronald Reagan is president.

Next door, Room 302 15 for the Bth
graders who are farthest behind. Nancy
Banks teaches a sphi class with these
8th graders mixed together with the
highest-ranking 7th graders. Her stu-
dents study history from a text that
ends during the presidency ol Richard
M. Nixon.

" Enter Room 304:

Eiland is trving to explain a work-
sheel on word meanings. She stops to
reprimand Margarita Rodriguez for
tossing a gum wrapper toward the waste
basket. She remarks on the diet of a
boy who is making smacking noises as
he sucks on a piece of candy before 10
a.m. Then she continues on, explaining
each and every direction on the work-
sheet before she will allow the students
to begin.

“What are you supposed to write on
your paper first?” she begins,

“Following directions 15 the most im-
portant thing in the world. Life is direc-
tion.”

She is interrupted by a ripping sound.

“James, that is not the way to turn
your page. To turn it over you take the
top of the page not the bottom. De-
metris, put your book on your desk.
Tillis, is that your nice coat on the
floor?

“Lastly,” Eiland continues, “we have
drawing conclusions. What does it
mean to draw conclusions? James?”

No answer.

“Mark?”

“Drawing the end?”

“Get out your dictionaries,” Eiland
commands, sighing,” The students all
reach into their desks. “Find the’ word
‘conclusion’ and read what it means.”

Enter Room 302:

‘The math assignment is on long divi-
sion. Decimals are involved. Chanel
Branch is hiding her pink calculator
under her desk to do the problems. The
children are chewing gum. Talking.
Banks has done her best to give individ-
ual attention to evervone who needs it
but this exercise dissolves into chaos
when the students become firustrated by
their inability to do the work.

“Shh! Shhi” begs Banks., She is clap-
ping her hands for emphasis and her
voice is getting strained.

“Boys and girls, please. Shernette, lis-
ten. Wanda, listen. You can learn from



yloml', mistakes as much as anything
else.

From these classrooms emerge the
children the public schools have
groomed to become high schooi fresh-
men 1n the fall.

Both Banks and Eiland say they often
have to wonder what the teachers have
been teaching during all the vears of el-
ementary school.

“Last vear, | said to my kids, ‘How
many of you have studied the Civil
War? and they just looked at me,” re-
called Banks, a teacher for 33 years.
“This year, some of the children do not
know their multiplication tables, I was
talking about pronouns once and a girl
said. ‘Miss Banks, what's that? ”

Eiland, who has taught for 18 years,
has made similar discoveries.

“Some of these children know
nothing about government,” she said.
*We were having a lesson about the
Amendments one day and 1 asked the
children what it meant to bear arms.
One of them said like two arms put
through a shirt.

“Many of these kids have been lost
during grammar school,” said Eiland.
“When they get to 8th grade, 'he job is
to ger them back.”

“When | go out the door in the
morning,” said Bth grader Chanel
Branch, “my little boy be holding onto
my leg, crving sometimes. When I get
home after school, he be asleep. Ig-le
misses me when I be at school, and 1]
miss him, too.”

hanel, who became pregnant
ﬁ when she was 12, is a short

girl still plump from weight
gained during pregnancy. She
works hard 1o keep up with
her studies but says it is diffi-
cult to o all of her homework at the
same time she is trying to care for her
son. She named her baby Stephen
Ewayne after the doctor who delivered

im.

The Tribune asked members of
Goudy’s Class of 1988 to write essays
entitled, “Where do [ go from here?”
about their plans after graduation.

In hers, Chanel said she wants to
graduate from high school and become
a “post lady” who delivers mail.

“I could support my baby and help
him get a good education and send him
through college,” Chanel wrote. “If he

have kids he will know how 1o supparn
them and not run out on them like
most guys do.”

Kim Le was the only student to as-
pire to the medical profession. He
wants to study to be a doctor.

“When I became a very well doctor,”
Kim wrote, “I would traveled to every
poor country to help the people there
got well.”

Robert Crawford is a 13-year-old who
flunked last year. He was making Bs
and Cs in his second year of 7th grade
when, over the protests of his classroom
teacher, he was promoted into 8th
grade because the school counselor said
he was doing well in reading and his
standardized test scores suggested ‘that
he was capable of more challenging
work.

Aflter he graduates from college with a
business major, Crawford said, he plans
to open an office in California or Ha-
waii and own a “lakefront beach
home."”

“And i’'m going to be driving my
ninety thousand dollar ferrari. Then by
day I'm going to be a lawyer by day
and a peaceful man by mght,” Robert
wrote.

James Traywick's plans include get-
ting a scholarship 1o attend college and
getting a job as a bank clerk dunng his
second year as a business major.

“1 will get a job at IBM as a data
processer,” he wrote. “Alter my second
year I will get a loan for a fiero ...
Then after | find me a girlfriend | will
propos to her. we will get marry on
June third. After we get marry | will by
a plane trip 1o Rio. After we get back
from Rio I'll start saving money to by a
swimg pool.”

Roy Nunez plans to attend a junior
college after high school graduation so he
will be better prepared for college. “When
I get to college [ plan on taking engineer-
ing classes and play sports,” he wrote. “1
want to play for a baseball team and if
baseball doesnt work out, Il have my ed-
ucation to fall back on.”

Raul Martinez wants to study technical
training in high school.

“When and if 1 graduate High school 1
want to go to college and get enginenr
training,” Raul wrote. “if 1 graduate col-
lege 1 want to Learn How to {ix cars and
trucks and drive them. But I don't want
to drive those Little pizza trucks, | want
to drive the “Big rigs” the 18 wheelers
Like my father.” )



After spending two years in classrooms
for children with behavior problems, Wil-
tiam- Tillis was *mainstreamed” into Ber-
nice Eiland’s regular classroom this year
to prepare for his entry into high school.
He has been doing well.

“A lot of times, being in that room
made me feel down, like I wasn’t no
good,” explained William, a_slender boy
who said he often baby-sits his six young-
er brothers and sisters.

In his essay, he wrote: “When [ get in
my freshman year, ] am going to play
basketball, or football. ... I hope t0 go
to a good college and when I get to col-
leg [ will do six years and get a good
degree.”

Margarita Rodriguez, a sshrl girl with a
pretty smile, wrote that she plans to
attend “Amusen” high school and after
that, go to college for four years.

“After 1 finish College,” she wrote, “I
want to work with Computers or be an
actress.”

Candy Gutshall says her mother talks
often with her about the importance of
staying in school. Her mother, Debbie,
said she ditched a lot of classes while at
Goudy. She graduated from Bth grade,
but dropped out of high school in her
freshman year.

“After my 4 years of high school,”
wrote Candy, “I want to try to find a
small job. Then 1 hope to get a better job
later 1n life. [ want to try and get a job as
a " Candy also mentioned that
she hopes to find a “good-looking guy
with money” to marry and who will take
her on a week-long honeymoon in Ha-

waii.

One morning this year, three Chicago
police squad cars sped ~ Goudy after
Ronald Sims’ teacher to.. the principal
she thought that he was lding a weapon
in his desk. The police, according to
Principal M :Donald, found a real knife
and a toy gun stashed among Ronald’s
school books.

In his essay, Ronald wrote about the
challenge of staying in high school.

“When I do get to High School,” he
wrote, “1 going 10 try my best o stay 1n
school and not be on the streets , .. High
school is going to be tuff, but I'm going
to bare with it.”

Detric Butler, who says he wants to

pursue a career In either decoraung, elec-
trical work or machine trades, said that
in whatever he does, he wants to be
someone who does a good job and offers
young children hope.

“The best that I can do for my self and
the future of this worid is to be a great
role mode! such as Martin Luther King,
Daniel Hale to the voung people of the
future.”

Goudy has no organized sports, so
Mare Venton plays on Chicago Park Ds-
trict teams, He pians to attend college on
a football scholarship and would take
courses in accounting because he would
need something “to fall back on” if
sports did not work out. .

“After all my years of playing football
I'll be recognized as a great plaver and
drafted into professional footbail,” Ven-
ton wrote. He said he would buy his
mother a house with his earnings, travel
the world when age forces him 1o retire,
and then live off the income he will make
from the four apartment buildings he wall
own.

Hector Avyala intends to graduate with
honors [rom “Lame Technical” hgh
school and hopes to play on the foortball
team there. He said he would also take
courses in math and science 1o prepare
for college.

“After, college If I an mot drafted by a
proffesional football team, 1 would go
farther in my carcer and become a law-
yer,” Hector wrote.

“If 1 an prosperous in a business or
become a succesful Lawyer, 1 would like
to get married, buy a house, near a
streamn or river, have a car, and start a
family. 1 would also like to give money
to charities and special association to
help the meedy.

“Finally, I'll retire and live the rest of
my days with my family. I chose a river
to be by my house because 1 would also
like to g0 fishing three times a week after
1 retire.”

L 1]

Nearly all of Goudy’s prospective grad-
pates were assembled in Room 304 one
afternoon to hear a counselor from Senn
Metropolitan High School make her
pitch. “Don’t overlook your neighbor-
hood high school” was the topic.

Though members of the Class of 1988



applied to eight different public hilih
schools, most of who stay in the
Uptown nerghborhood and go on to high
school will either by choice or by default
become members of the freshman class at
Senn, 5900 N. Glenwood Ave.

The counselor stood at the back of the
room and clicked slides through the pro-
jector while speaking with the rehearsed
enthusiasm of an airline stewardess ex-
plaining how to locate the emergency exit
doors.

*“Honors level means the work is a little
bit harder,” she offered. Ronald Sims, who
was lying across a desktop, looked at
classmate Detric Butler and rolled his

Eves,
When the counselor flashed a vin
photograph of Senn’s first facuity from 75
vears ago, Sharese Scott put her head
down on a desk. When she looked up
once the presentation was through, the girl

had sleepy eyes.

o a group of children for whom
n r‘ public school has meant little

more than the bare essentials of

reading, spelling, math, a lLttle

history and a lot of repetitive
o M= remedial exercises, this counsel-
or talked about “‘program options” availa-
ble in a school with a staff as big as three
gf g}doudy’s 1988 graduating classes com-
ined.

“Wow!” Demetris Smith exclaimed in a
loud whisper when she said that Senn of-
fers art classes and that a student there
designed the city's vehicle stucker one year.

eoe
The colors will be gold and burgundy,
They will wear caps and gowns.
Teachers have grown accustomed to the
wrinkles. Most years, only a fraction of
the class follows directions properly so

that the tolds 1n the gowns that come
from shipment relax out.

It will cost nearly $30 for each child to
take part in 8ih-grade graduation this
year. It must be paid in cash. School
counselor Barbara Boxton said she or-
dered the “deluxe package” and among
the things the money will buy are the class
portraits, autograph books, ribbons, caps
and gowns, the diploma cover and the
special graduation lunch.

Most farnilies will invest even more in
clothes.

“They go all out,” explained Boxton,
who said that some parents buy their
daughters formal dresses for graduation
that look like tacey bridal gowns.

Last vear, the boy at the bottom of the
graduating class was dressed better thHan
anyone else.

“He attended only one class during the
school day, and that was to leam how to
read,” recalled teacher Fani Cahill. “And
he showed up for graduation in a white
tuxedo with a pink cumberbund.”

The school usually ends up spending
about $300 on each graduation, said Box-
ton. to cover expenses including the enure
%raduation package [or children whose
amilies cannot afford to pay.

Though he does not like 10 admit to i,
Principal McDonaid can be a soft-touch
at graduation time. He has been known 10
dip into his pocket and pay for a new
dress or two so a classmate can look just
as special as a friend.

June 28 will be a milestone for the Eth-
grade students who are a part of the Class
of 1988 at Goudy Elementary School.

For if present trends continue within
Chicago Public Schools, it will be the only
graduation that about half of these chil-
dren will ever have.



Reform’s a heartache
for parents at Goudy

By Bonita Brodt

On a warm night last Sep-
tember, in a Chicago public
school where there hasn’t been
a strong parent organization in
about 15 years, an important
lesson in the politics of parent-
al involvement was being
taught in the auditorium of
Goudy Elementary School.

As she looked over the stand-
ing-room-only crowd of some
210 people who had come to a
meeting that would start the
process of selecting a new prin-
cipal, Lonnie Johnson, a
mother of six who is president
of Goudy's Local School Im-
provement Council, wondered
how such a golden apportunity

Chicago Schools:
‘Worst in America’
A followup

could be slipping away so [last.
For nearly a year, Johnson
had presided over a council she
described as having no real
members. Now, a lot of people
with vested interests were
showing concern. The meeting
attracted almost all the school’s
teachers, Board of Education
bureaucrats, seasoned commu-
nity organizers, neighborhood
residents, people who aspired
N See Goudy, pg. 24
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to be principal and political fac-
totums from the 48th Ward.

And there were parents, Nearly
140 parents, a fractured ag-
glomeration of low-income and
ethnically diverse people who, in
this company, were like sheep
among the wolves. They would
not be made to feel welcome in
the decision-making process nor
meaningfully educated about the
power that suddenly had fallen
nto their hands.

Worst of all, many would be
driven from the one process that
could have a profound impact on
the future of this troubled Up-
town school at 5120 N.
Winthrop Ave.

Last spring, a Tribune series
cailed “Chicago Schools: ‘Worst
in America’ " explored the
abysmal state ol public education
in Chicago and focused on some
of the system’s most debilitating
probiems as evidenced in the
daily operation of Goudy.

Responding to widespread criti-
¢ism, state lawmakers in July
passed school reform legislation
that, if it survives political
wrangling between lawmakers
and Gov, James Thompson in
the fall legislative session, will re-
sult in a major transfer of power
from the monolithic Board of
Education to the parents who
send their children to Chicago’s
595 public schools.

The idea is that parents, who
will be handed decision-making
powers broader than they have
now, will be more attentive to
the needs of children than the
bureaucracy that for so long has
put a host of other issues first.

But Lonnie Johnson isn’t so
sure.

Before she knew what was hap-
pening at this Sept. 27 meeting,
Johnson, a diminutive woman
with no real leadership experi-
ence, had been skillfully muscled
out of the way.

“We gotta get on with it,” an-
nounced District 2 Schools Supt.
Howard Sloan when he beat
Johnson to the microphone and
waved away a teacher who was
about to translate interim princi-
pal Donald Cohen's welcoming
speech into Spanish for the heav-
ily Hispanic crowd.

Sloan had the floor for much of
the evening, but did little to tame

the circus-like armosphere that
engulfed the room. “We don't
need any more noise with the
mouths,” the $66,960-a-vear ad-
ministrator admonished as he
struggled to talk over the din.

L]

Parents who cared enough to
come to a council meeting, some
for the first time, were confused
by a chaotic two-hour session
that left their most basic
questions unanswered. [nstead, it
degenerated into a pro forma ex-
ercise of Sioan's legal obligation
to recite school board guidelines
to be followed in electing a com-
mitiee of mostly parents that
would nominate candidates for
principal.

It was part of a much larger
lesson about how community ac-
tivists, teachers and school
bureaucrats have taken an active
hand in trying to mold parents to
fit their own interesis, a situation
not unique to Goudy.

“] wasn't prepared for this,”
said Johnson, who, after being
elected commuittee chairman, re-
signed in disgust and refused to
have anything more to do with
the group.

“Tt’s all politics, and I don’t
like it. People trying to push you
and pull vou all different ways.
It's under the table and dirty.

“I don’t like to see parénts
being used.”
L L2

For two decades, Thomas J.
McDonald was principal of
Goudy. He frequently made
house calls to reach out to disad-
vantaged families, vet kept
parents at arm's length when it
came to running his school.

When he resigned in August,
45 people applied for his job.
And like inhabitants of a country
ill-prepared for independence,
Goudy's unsophisticated parents
found themselves in a position to
wield power that plenty of people
wanted to show them how to use.

A bitter wedge quickly devel-
oped between Hispanic and black
parents, a critical split for a
school whose enrollment is
closely divided between the
groups.

Of the 599 children at Goudy
and anether 127 at the school’s
Jose Marti branch, about 45 per-
cent are Hispanic and 34 percent
are black. Of the remainder,
about 11 percent are Asian and 9
percent are American Indian or
white.

Johnson, who is black, has
never had a lot of help or success
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in energizing black parents to
come together. Hispanics were
quick to mobilize, but they did
not accomplish this on their
own.

Comite Latino, a North Side
group whose goals include
improving the social and political
status of Hispanics, and the
longtime activist group, Organi-
zation of the Northeast {ONE),
joined forces to organize parents
into a group called PAGES, an
acronym for Parents Association
for Goudy School.

Though Linda Wright, a ONE
organizer, explained that PAGES
was for all Goudy parents, this
was not to be the case.

At the most heawily attended



PAGES meeting, a mostly His-
panic crowd of nearly 90 parents
gathered in an Uptown church
basement. Much of the Spanish
was not translated for the hand-
ful of black and Asian parents
there.

But a key PAGES agenda—to
push for a Hispanic principal—
was universally understood.

“This was my invitation,”
grumbled Jovce Ross, a black
parent who displaved a flyer,
written 1n Spanish, that had been
sent to her home.

“We're all in this damned mess
together,” said Tyrene Johnson,
also black. “But these people
want to improve things for only
one group.”

The split grew even deeper as
the school year approached and
Carlos Soto became a highly visi-
ble candidate.

“I feel | have a lot to offer
Goudy,” said Soto, 2 33-year-old
Puerto Rican who since last
spring has let it bc xnown in var-
ious circles that he wants to be
Goudy’s principal. He has spent
12 vears in the system, the last
[our as assistant principal at pre-
dominantly Hispanic McPherson
Elementary, 4728 N. Wolcott
Ave,

Before Francisco Mendoza, a
PAGES leader, was elected to the
commurtee, he was declaring his
preference for one man.

“Carlos Soto,” he said in an in-
terview. “1 believe Carlos Soto is
the best person for the job.”

Mendoza, influential among
Hit sanic parents, said he first
learned of Soto through Hispanic
teachers. But his formal introduc-
tion came over the summer in
the Comite Latino office where
organizer Manuel Melendez saw
that the two met.

Twice, Soto accepted invita-
tions from Melendez and ap-
peared at gatherings of Hispanic
parents. Though Melendez said
he knew ol other candidates, he
said there was “no particular
reason” why he did not extend
such invitations to anyone else,

While it is entirely within his
purview to provide an_ enire for
just one candidate, his actions
raise questions about how
parents can be unwittingly sus-
iceptible to the influence of out-
side groups.

Melendez shrugs off such
questions. “1 knew he {Soto]
wanted to be principal. I'm not a
campaign organizer for Carlos,
but if you want my personal
ppbinion. 1 want Carlos for the
jO ."

A fraction of the parents who
turned out for the first council

meeting were still showing up in
Qctober, when it was time to get
down 1o the crucial business of
electing the committee.

“A lot of teachers were not our
allies,” said Lonnie Johnson.
“They were hypocrites, They
would pull me aside and say
parents better get their act to-
gether, then they’d start bad-
mouthing other teachers who
seemed to be for one candidate
or another. One said, “You know,
Lonnie, we don't need a princi-
pal who's a Jew."”

While Howard Sloan maintains
he .tried to be helipful, Johnson
feels the opposite.

“His way of dealing with me
was ‘Don’t worry, we'll take care
of it,' and I needed answers, not
that.”

“I've never seen anvthing like
this,” said Penny Kajiwara, an
Uptown woman whose behind-
the-scenes efforts for parents
over the last 20 years have won
her wide respect and the clout
that enables her to get some
board members, administrators
and Sloan to listen when she
calls.

She jumped into the battle over
the summer when word circu-
lated that Sloan was backing one
candidate, Sharon Bender. An in-
terim principal at another school,
Bender has political connections
with the regular Democrats in
the Goudy area and ran unsuc-
cessfully for 48th Ward alderman
in 1987,

“I got on the phone and let
him know I was watching,” said
Kajiwara. “I said, ‘You know,
you're only one person, Mr.
Sloan. You're not going to screw
up that building because I'm
going to get involved."”



Sloan denies he has backed any
candidate. More recently, howev-
er, he has been said to favor Car-
los Soto.

There are no Hispanic prin-
cipals in District 2.

Under Kajiwara's tutelage,
Johnson worked to mend
divisions. On the first Saturday
in October, the two of them went
to a parents meeting at Francisco
Mendoza's house that was sup-
posed to lessen tensions between
PAGES and the council.

Soto was there at Mendoza's
invitation. And in front of every-
one, two of the school's most in-
fluential bilingual teachers cre-
ated even more divisions when
they argued over his candidacy:
Rose Dela Rosa, a Puerto Rican,
publicly supported Soto for prin-
cipal. Angela Vilasusa, a Cuban,
did not.

“I thought, ‘Wait a minute.
Wait a minute.’ [ always believe

in doing things legally,” said
Kajiwara. “I will play behind
closed doors, but this was not the
way to go aboutr the process.
knew Carlos. 1 liked him. There
was a good chance he might be
the best candidate.

“But this was not proper. If
must be fair.”

Sloan said he learned of what
happened “many days later” and
could not recall precisely how he
found out. Kajiwara, however,
said she was on the phone with
him shortly before 8 a.m. the fol-
lowing Monday 1o complain
about t*e episode at Mendoza's
house.

To her surprise, her phone cail
appeared to set off a chain of
events widely interpreted as an
effort by the district office to put
a stop to the wild confusion by
subtly trying to influence who
would be elected to the commit-
tee.

A few hours aflter Kajiwara said
she made her call, Ray Reddick,
a District 2 ofTicial, appeared at
Goudy and summoned the two
bilingual teachers out ol the
building along with a black
teacher, Ruby Smith, who had
worked for Soto last summer but
had not been at Mendoza's
house.

“Basically, the incident had to
be addressed.” said Reddick, who
walked the three to a restaurant.

But he covered additional
ground.

Over coffee, Reddick instructed
the teachers to sit together and
agree on a list of |1 people they
thought would be good choices
to serve on the committee.

“It was merely an exercise,”
said Reddick, who said the list
was meaningless except as a vehi-
cle to unify the teachers.

The tcachers, apparently, were
not so sure.

“We [the teachers] were talking
about that when we walked
back,” said Dela Rosa, “I got the
feeling, when we left, that we
were supposed to work with
parents to get them elected.”

Then some curious events
began to unfold.

Copies of a list with 11 names
circulated throughout the school.

Lonnie Johnson was talking
about the committee with a
Goudy stafl member when the
subject of her interest in working
as a school crossing guard came
up.

“The person said, ‘We can
make a few phone calls,” and 1|
was being told that if 1 found a
way to get some people on the
committee, they would help me
get the job."

One morning, when Kajiwara
was in Goudy, she said Ruby
Smith took her aside.

Smith declined comment for
this article. Kajiwara, however,
said the two sat down in the au-
ditorium to talk.

“Ruby wanted to discuss the
composition of the committee,”
said Kajiwara. *I said how can
we say who will be on the com-
mittee? 1 said the only way we
can do this legally is when the
body elects their representatives.

“She took out a piece of paper
and wrote down 1! names, hers
was one. Then she handed me
the paper, and said “This is Mr.
Sloan's list.” ”

“I have no idea why Ruby
Smith would say that,” said
Howard Sloan.



When the ballots were counted,
nine parents. three teachers. and
one community member had
been, elected to the 13-member
commitiee.

Two of them—a community
representative emploved by Dis-
trict 2 and a parent who works at
Goudy—are members that board
spokesman Robert Saigh de-
scribed as “generally discour-
aged" because of the potennal
conflict-of-interest arising from
their less-than-independent status
with the schools.

Though reform legislation will
streamline the procedure for
nominating a principal, under
the current law this committee
will come up with three top
choices and Howard Sloan will
pick one. Last vear the average
salarv for a Chicago principal
was $33,871.

The new legislation does virtu-
ally nothing to address the issue
of outside interests tampering
with parental control.

“I've learned a lot about the
politics of being a candidate,”
said Soto, who along with Sharon
Bender made the cut irom 45 ap-
plicants to 18 finalists.

Knocked out of the running,
candidate Diana Azcoitia 1s
crying foul.

“Even board people told me.
‘don't even bother’ to apply to
Goudy because it’s going to be
Carlos Soto,” said Azcoitia, a
coordinator of bilingual educa-
tion for the schools.

“I call this electing a principal
Chicago-stvle. It’s an unfair pro-
cess for the rest.”



