 Counting Score

It starts at birth

What’s the APGAR?

Only 6

My God

She’s doomed

By nine

A bumper sticker

“My kid’s on the honor role”

Oh dear, what a shame,

Yours only gets Bs

At sixteen

SAT pressure gets intense

1250—not good enough

Under 1000

How embarrassing

In college

CPAs are the yardstick

Not 3.2?

Well forget grad school

Become a teacher, instead…

Teaching elementary

No painting or pottery

It’s the 3Rs that count

And don’t cuddle that kid

You might look like a deviant

High School teachers

Used to have some autonomy

Different kids, different needs 

Not any more, stick to the dictates

Sorry, I meant guidelines 

The billboard proclaims

“Principal of the Year”

A political coup for

The Board of education

Seats assured for next year

Scorn scores based on averages

By average data junkies

For average minds

Who think numbers are knowledge

Information mere excuses

Scores short- change children

Emphasize the top

Undermined the middle

The bottom know their place

Before they can count

Scores demean teachers

More technicians than professionals

Knowing in their soul

They’re losing struggling kids

For the good of the political whole

Worse than that

The pressure of the numbers

Leads to frustration, resignation, apathy

Average now determined by

Mediocrity
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