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I can’t hear the word pivot without 
hearing echoes of Ross screaming 
at Rachel in a hallway, “Pivot, pivot, 
pivot!” 

Much like trying to drag a giant 
couch up a Brooklyn stairway, pivot-
ing in a pandemic has proved every 
bit as stressful. 

Okay, so we weren’t looking to 
bring home the perfect couch, but we 
were looking to bring home our perfect 
career. We’d diligently done our shop-
ping at networking events throughout 
the semester. We’d scoured the cata-
logue and circled the positions that 
we most wanted. We thought about 
whether the job would be comfy. 
Would it be stylish? Would it fit with 
the growing vision of ourselves? Did it 
need to accommodate a growing fam-
ily? Did we, like Ross, seek advice from 
our ex-partners? We had nailed down 
the precise job spec we wanted, and if 

“I won’t hear the waves of the 
West Coast, and I’ve had  
to say goodbye to Trader 

Joe’s cinnamon buns, but this  
pivot has brought me closer  

to family, which feels like  
the right choice for me, now,  

in this moment.”

we hadn’t, we at least had a pretty good 
sense of what we were aiming for.

Five months on from the moment 
we left Appian Way, many of us still 
find ourselves in a crammed meta-
phorical stairwell holding a couch 
that, despite our best efforts, won’t 
budge. We’ve pushed, pulled, sweated 
and stalled — yet we are no closer to 
landing that dream job (or any job!). 
The call to “pivot” has attacked us 
loudly from all manner of well-mean-
ing directions. Parents, professors, 
siblings, and careers counsellors have 
all been shouting “pivot!” and this 
cacophony of advice, sometimes con-
fusing, sometimes contradictory, has 
done little to lift the weight of the sofa. 

Spoiler alert: At the end of the 
Friends episode, Ross unceremoni-
ously returns his couch to the store. 
It’s ripped in half and, no, the store 
won’t do a refund. 

My personal pivot has had its chal-
lenging moments. My applications 
to high schools in Oakland were left 
answered by this new form of career 
ghosting to which many of us are 
now well acquainted. (It’s worse than 
dating.) Staying in the United States 
began to feel increasingly compli-
cated by the president’s sporadic visa 
tweets. What’s more, the difficulties 
of navigating health insurance with-
out a stable job began to feel insur-
mountable. (As a Brit, my deep love 
for the nhs has never been greater.)

I’ve subsequently pivoted to a 
school leadership role back in the UK, 
where I get to work for a phenomenal 
head teacher at a turnaround school 
in Enfield, North London. I won’t hear 
the waves of the West Coast, and I’ve 
had to say goodbye to Trader Joe’s 
cinnamon buns, but this pivot has 
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brought me closer to family, which 
feels like the right choice for me, now, 
in this moment. 

Over summer, I’ve picked up some 
consultancy projects, which I’ve been 
working on from my childhood bed-
room in my parents’ house in the Eng-
lish countryside. Now I have to navi-
gate two distinctly different identities 
on a daily basis. One: put-together 
millennial woman killing it on con-
ference calls. The other: my sixteen-
year-old angsty teenage self to whom 
I seem to revert to whenever I visit my 
parents. On Day Two of working from 
home, my dad kindly asked if I need-
ed a lift anywhere for my meetings. I 
politely declined while laughing at the 
idea that the Liberian education min-
ister would arrive in my village mid-
pandemic! On Day Three, my mum 
slipped a hand-drawn takeaway menu 
in front of me while I was on a Zoom 
call to ask what I fancied for dinner. 
Her beautiful act of kindness threat-
ened my ability to maintain separa-
tion between my distinct identities of 
both professional and child. Through-
out the summer, I’ve been wearing a 
shirt on top and yoga leggings on the 
bottom, a physical manifestation of 
the different identities I am holding 
during this weird time.  

My life is now punctuated by long 
dog walks, no mobile phone signal, 
and the fish and chip van that comes 
to the village every Wednesday night. 
This is not the post-Harvard cata-
logue life I had dreamed for myself, 
but I must admit that, despite the 
“pivot!” I’m quietly content.  

Note: I write from the ludicrously 
privileged position of being healthy 
and having no family directly affect-
ed by the virus.

FELICITY BURGESS IS A SCHOOL LEADER 
COMMITTED TO TRANSFORMING BRITAIN’S 
SCHOOLS BY TRANSFORMING THE WAY WE 
THINK ABOUT TEACHING AND LEARNING 
IN THE 21ST CENTURY. SHE IS PASSIONATE 
ABOUT BUILDING ORGANIZATIONAL CUL-
TURES GROUNDED IN EQUITY AND SCALING 
PRACTICES AND SYSTEMS THAT ALLOW STU-
DENTS FROM ALL BACKGROUNDS TO THRIVE. 
LOOK OUT FOR HER FUTURE SCHOOL! SHE 
HAS DESIGNED AND LED PROFESSIONAL 
DEVELOPMENT IN RWANDA, BURKINA FASO, 
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WHERE SHE WILL BE LOST IN THE PAGES OF 
A BOOK THAT SHE WILL EAGERLY RECOM-
MEND TO YOU, WARMING HER FINGERS WITH 
A CUP OF EARL GREY TEA.

“ It matters to show  
up and be there for our 
youth in a real  
and personal way.”
Jodi Rosenbaum, 
Ed.M.’02
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