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Chapter	1

Teachers	Make	a	Difference
One	variable	supersedes	all	others	 in	our	schools.	People	can	argue	about

the	quality	of	school	funding	or	any	number	of	educational	issues	until	 they
are	 blue	 in	 the	 face.	 But	 no	 amount	 of	 added	 funding,	 materials,	 or	 extra
support	can	stand	above	this	variable:	teachers.

Teachers	can	have	a	negative	impact.

First,	you	need	to	know	something	about	me.	I	was	a	bit	of	a	handful	when
I	was	a	 student.	 I	 spent	many	of	my	early	years	writing	 standards,	washing
chalkboards,	and	sitting	in	corners.	One	of	my	first	teachers	had	my	parents’
phone	number	memorized.	And	it	wasn’t	because	they	were	good	friends.

I	didn’t	know	any	better.	Let	me	give	you	some	background	on	where	my
troubles	began.	From	the	time	I	was	three	years	old,	my	grandfather	(a	good
ole	Irish	cop	from	upstate	New	York)	would	sit	me	on	his	 lap,	drink	a	beer,
and	sing	a	song	that	he	taught	me.	It	went	like	this:

“Grandpa’s	Irish	Drinking	Song”

I	like	beer. Whiskey’s	too	rough—
I	like	beer. Champagne	costs	too	much—
It	makes	me	a	jolly	good	fellow. And	vodka	puts	my	mouth	in	gear.
It	helps	me	unwind,	And
sometimes	it	makes	me	feel
mellow.

So	let	me	explain,	It’s	my	little	refrain:
As	a	matter	of	fact,	I	like	beer.

My	kindergarten	 teacher	 asked	our	 class	 if	 any	of	us	knew	a	 song,	 and	 I
promptly	and	proudly	shot	my	hand	into	the	air	and	proceeded	to	regale	my
classmates	with	Grandpa’s	Irish	drinking	song.	Needless	to	say,	I	was	not	the
teacher’s	pet	(“pest”	may	have	been	a	more	appropriate	moniker).	It	all	went
downhill	from	there.

By	third	grade,	I	had	already	attended	a	handful	of	different	schools.	Mrs.
Almond	was	my	third	third-grade	teacher.	She	hated	my	guts	because	I	knew
the	 proper	 capital	 of	 Maryland	 (Annapolis)	 and	 challenged	 her	 when	 she
insisted	 it	was	Baltimore.	 She	 also	 hated	 a	 little	 song	 I	 used	 to	 sing	 in	 her
class	 that	 mimicked	 a	 popular	 television	 commercial	 jingle	 at	 the	 time:



“Almond	Joy’s	got	nuts!”	I’d	sing.	This	did	not	endear	me	to	Mrs.	Almond.

When	I	was	in	Mrs.	Almond’s	class,	I	was	perhaps	the	greatest	artist	ever
to	grace	the	corridors	of	Our	Lady	of	Grace	Elementary	School.	Classmates
would	ask	me	 to	color	gorillas	or	draw	 tanks,	and	my	drawings	would	earn
widespread	acclaim	in	the	cafeteria.

One	day,	Mrs.	Almond	asked	us	all	to	draw	a	picture	of	a	clown.	I	do	not
remember	exactly	what	mine	looked	like,	but	I	remember	admiring	my	latest
masterpiece	and	 feeling	 the	 twinge	of	pride	one	 feels	when	one	has	created
something	of	 true	beauty.	Nothing	made	me	happier	 than	drawing.	Awe	and
inspiration	truly	surrounded	my	artistic	excellence.

Mrs.	 Almond	 strolled	 around	 the	 classroom,	 commenting	 just	 loudly
enough	 about	 each	 student’s	 picture	 so	 that	 the	 entire	 class	 could	 hear	 her.
When	 she	hovered	over	me,	 I	 swelled	with	 anticipation	 for	 the	 compliment
she	had	for	me.	With	an	index	finger	on	her	lip,	she	frowned	and	commented,
“Now,	that’s	not	too	good,	is	it,	Danny?”

Do	you	know	what?	That	was	the	last	day	I	drew	a	picture	in	school.	Isn’t	it
sad	that	one	teacher’s	fleeting	negative	comment	prompted	me	to	give	up	my
passion?

Mrs.	Newcomb	was	the	woman	who	turned	me	off	from	science.	She	was
my	 ninth-grade	 life	 science	 teacher,	 and	 she	 never	 changed	 the	 tone	 of	 her
voice.	Compared	 to	her,	 the	old	 scratchy	 instructional	 science	 films	 seemed
interesting.	She	could	make	statements	with	such	a	lack	of	inflection	that	my
classmates	 and	 I	 debated	whether	 she	 herself	 was	 a	 living	 creature.	 “Good
morning,	 class,”	 she’d	utter	 in	a	 tone	normally	 reserved	 for	 radio	 static	and
dead	air.	Corpses	have	shown	more	life.	It	was	as	if	she	received	her	teacher
certification	 from	 the	 Department	 of	 Motor	 Vehicles.	 She	 had	 the	 gift	 of
making	anything	sound	dull.

“Welcome	to	the	wonderful	and	exciting	world	of	science.”

“The	school	is	burning	down.”

“I	have	a	large	laceration	above	my	left	eyebrow.	I	am	slowly	bleeding	to
death	as	I	speak.”

Her	class	was	 torture.	She	could	put	me	 to	 sleep	quicker	 than	a	bottle	of
cold	medicine.

I	 can	 remember	 every	bad	habit,	 negative	 comment,	 and	painful	 exercise
that	my	worst	teachers	forced	me	to	endure.

But	I	have	also	learned	another	thing:	good	teachers	can	have	a	tremendous
impact.	I	was	always	blessed	with	terrific	English	teachers.



Mrs.	Whitt	was	my	eighth-grade	English	 teacher.	She	was	 approximately
187	years	old	and	four	feet	tall	(in	clogs).	Her	teeth	reminded	me	of	summer
—some’re	here,	and	some’re	there.	Her	dresses	highlighted	the	latest	Puritan
fashions,	 and	 her	 gray	 hair	 was	 tied	 so	 tightly	 in	 a	 bun	 that	 many	 of	 us
speculated	that	it	was	responsible	for	her	cantankerous	demeanor.

I	 learned	how	 to	yawn	without	 opening	my	mouth	 in	Mrs.	Whitt’s	 class.
She	 enforced	 a	 strict	 policy	 that	 no	 one	 was	 to	 yawn	 or	 slouch,	 or	 she’d
whack	 that	 student	 with	 the	 meter	 stick	 she	 carried	 around.	 If	 a	 student
protested	 and	 threatened	 to	 tell	 a	 parent	 or	 the	 principal,	 she’d	 cackle	with
delight	like	the	Wicked	Witch	of	the	East	and	reply,	“Who’d	believe	you?	I’m
a	sweet	little	old	lady.”	This	woman	terrified	us.

Mrs.	Whitt	was	“old	school.”	She	believed	that	the	English	language	was	to
be	 memorized	 and	 diagrammed.	 She’d	 waddle	 around	 the	 room	 with	 a
stopwatch	 around	 her	 neck,	 just	 waiting	 for	 the	 opportune	moment	 to	 quiz
students	on	some	random	grammatical	point.

“Brassell,”	she’d	yell	with	one	hand	on	my	shoulder	and	the	other	holding
her	stopwatch.	“Tell	me	the	six	forms	of	the	present	tense	of	the	verb	 to	be.
Go!”

I’d	sit	up	and	rapidly	recite,	“Present	 tense!	I	am!	You	are!	He,	she,	 it	 is.
We	are!	You	 are!	They	 are!”	Mrs.	Whitt	would	 look	 at	my	 time,	 shake	her
head,	and	say,	“Not	good.”	This	woman	was	tough.

Her	 grading	 policy	 was	 simple.	 On	 any	 paper,	 one	 spelling	 mistake
automatically	earned	a	student	a	C,	and	two	spelling	mistakes	resulted	in	an	F.
One	 grammatical	 mistake	 dropped	 a	 student	 to	 a	 C,	 and	 two	 grammatical
mistakes	 dropped	 a	 student	 to	 an	 F.	Keep	 in	mind	 that	 this	was	 before	 she
even	 graded	 the	 content	 of	 the	 paper.	 Failure	 was	 not	 an	 option	with	Mrs.
Whitt.	 She’d	 keep	 you	 in	 detention	 until	midnight	 every	 day	 until	 you	 got
something	right.	Even	the	football	coach	was	terrified	of	this	woman.

She	had	a	tradition.	Every	year,	she	gave	her	top	student	a	coveted	penny.	It
was	just	a	penny,	and	yet,	we	all	wanted	it.	Out	of	325	eighth	graders,	I	took
second	place	with	a	98.7	percent.	Gena	Haskins	had	a	99.2	percent,	but	she
was	a	nerd.	Mrs.	Whitt	looked	at	my	grade,	frowned	at	me,	and	said,	“Never
settle	for	second	best.”

This	woman	freaked	me	out.	But	I’ll	tell	you	what:	I	am	forever	grateful	to
her	because	she	taught	me	English.	I	learned	grammar,	and	I	learned	how	to
spell,	all	thanks	to	Mrs.	Whitt.

Without	Mrs.	Whitt,	 I	 could	never	have	passed	Ms.	McClain’s	class.	Ms.
McClain	was	my	eleventh-grade	English	 teacher.	She	had	been	 teaching	 for



nearly	25	years,	and	in	all	her	 time	as	a	 teacher,	 the	highest	grade	a	student
had	ever	received	on	Ms.	McClain’s	final	exam	was	a	95	percent.	I	had	a	solid
B	in	her	class,	and	I	calculated	in	class	one	day	that	in	order	to	move	from	a	B
to	 an	 A,	 I	 would	 have	 to	 score	 a	 97	 percent	 on	 the	 final	 exam.	 I	 also
determined	that	I	had	such	a	solid	B	that	I	could	earn	a	zero	on	the	final	and
still	keep	my	B.	Being	 the	ever-so-motivated	high	school	 junior,	 I	 shrugged
my	shoulders	and	lamented	to	a	buddy	that	I’d	settle	for	the	B.

Ms.	McClain	overheard.	For	the	next	five	minutes,	Ms.	McClain	gave	me
the	biggest	guilt	trip	of	my	life.

“This	 is	 the	 moment,	 Brassell,”	 she	 said.	 “This	 is	 the	 moment	 that
determines	your	entire	 future.	This	 is	 the	moment	 that	 tells	us	who	you	are
and	all	that	you	will	ever	become.”

Boy,	did	she	know	how	to	get	under	a	person’s	skin.	I	studied	my	butt	off	to
keep	 her	 off	 my	 back.	 For	 the	 next	 three	 weeks,	 I	 read	 and	 reviewed	 and
studied	 with	 flashcards,	 and	 I	 scored	 a	 96	 percent	 on	 her	 final	 exam,	 the
highest	score	a	student	had	ever	received	on	her	final.

And	she	gave	me	the	B.	This	woman	frustrated	me	to	no	end.	I	could	have
killed	her,	but	I	respected	her	too	much.

Ms.	McClain	 was	 a	 New	 York	 Yankees	 fan,	 and	 she	 told	 me	 about	 Joe
DiMaggio.	 In	 his	 last	 season	 as	 a	Yankee,	 she	 said,	 DiMaggio	 played	 in	 a
meaningless	game	at	Yankee	Stadium.	The	Yankees	had	already	clinched	the
pennant	and	were	ahead	 in	a	game	when	DiMaggio	hit	a	single	and	 tried	 to
stretch	it	into	a	double.	He	slid	face-first	into	second	and	made	it	safely.	After
the	 inning,	 a	 rookie	 asked	 DiMaggio	 why	 he	 had	 done	 it,	 and	 DiMaggio
looked	sternly	at	the	rookie	and	said,	“Because	it	may	be	some	kid’s	first	time
at	Yankee	Stadium,	and	I	want	him	to	know	what	kind	of	player	I	am.”

Ms.	 McClain	 looked	 at	 me	 and	 warned	 me	 never	 to	 put	 my	 name	 on
anything	 that	 did	 not	 represent	my	 greatest	 effort	 because	 “your	worst	 day
will	always	be	the	day	you	are	evaluated,	so	make	your	worst	day	your	best
day.”	That	was	a	heck	of	a	lesson	to	learn	in	high	school.

Steve	 Taylor	 was	 the	 reason	 I	 became	 a	 journalism	 major	 in	 college.	 I
attended	 American	 University	 in	 Washington,	 D.C.,	 for	 my	 undergraduate
degree.	 I	was	majoring	 in	political	 science	when	 I	 took	Taylor’s	 journalism
class.	A	lot	of	athletes	took	his	class,	so	I	figured	it	was	an	easy	A.

After	reading	one	of	my	stories,	he	asked	me	if	I	was	a	journalism	major.
Without	waiting	 for	my	 response,	 he	 added,	 “You	 know,	 you’re	 one	 of	 the
best	writers	I’ve	ever	had	in	my	class.”

That	comment	got	me	to	switch	majors.



What	 I	 learned	 from	 all	 my	 teachers	 is	 that	 teachers	 make	 a	 difference
every	day	in	the	ways	they	conduct	lessons,	the	enthusiasm	they	bring	to	their
subjects,	and	the	comments	they	make	to	their	students.

Five	Ways	to	Use	This	Chapter
I	 talk	 about	 my	 own	 teaching	 and	 learning	 experiences	 because	 I	 have

found	that	the	best	way	to	become	a	better	teacher	is	to	reflect	on	both	what
worked	and	what	didn’t	work	for	me	as	a	student.	In	this	way,	I	developed	my
own	teaching	style.

This	 book	 is	 meant	 to	 inspire	 you	 to	 become	 the	 best	 teacher	 possible.
Steve	Taylor,	 the	professor	who	 inspired	me	 to	switch	majors,	once	 told	me
that	in	order	to	be	a	great	writer,	you	need	to	get	readers	to	laugh,	to	cry,	and
to	 think.	 Training	 teachers	 at	 the	 university	 and	 in	 seminars	 across	 the
country,	 I	 have	 learned	 that	 the	 best	 way	 for	 teachers	 to	 improve	 their
approaches	 is	 to	 engage	 them	 in	 thinking	 about	 their	 own	 teaching	 and
learning	experiences.	I	hope	you	benefit	from	the	following	tips:

1. Think	about	the	best	and	worst	teachers	you	had	as	a	student.

In	your	eyes,	what	made	a	teacher	exemplary	or	excruciating?	How
can	 you	 incorporate	 positive	 traits	 of	 great	 teachers	 into	 your	 own
teaching,	 and	 how	 can	 you	 avoid	 negative	 characteristics	 of	 poor
teachers?	What	is	your	teaching	philosophy	or	style?

2. Watch	as	many	teachers	as	you	can.

One	 of	 the	 things	 I	 advise	 my	 student	 teachers	 and	 beginning
teachers	to	do	at	the	university	is	to	watch	as	many	teachers	as	they	can.
If	you	can	watch	500	teachers,	you	will	learn	more	about	teaching	than
you	could	from	any	course	or	book.	 I	understand	 that	 it	 is	not	always
easy	 to	 observe	 teachers	 in	 their	 classrooms,	 so	 I	 advise	 you	 to	 seek
inspiration	 in	 other	 places	 as	 well.	 If	 you	 cannot	 observe	 actual
classrooms,	 check	 out	 websites	 that	 provide	 teaching	 tips.	 I	 have
watched	 hundreds	 of	 beneficial	 teaching-related	 videos	 on	 YouTube
that	have	improved	the	way	I	present	information	to	students.

Read	 about	 great	 teachers.	 I	 have	 included	 an	 abbreviated	 list	 of
some	 of	 the	 books	 that	 inspired	 my	 teaching	 practices.	Within	 these
books	are	tons	of	ideas	that	I	have	“liberated”	and	incorporated	into	my
classroom	 to	 benefit	 my	 own	 students.	 (I	 never	 steal	 an	 idea	 from	 a
fellow	 teacher;	 I	 liberate	 their	 ideas.)	And	 for	 those	 teachers	who	 are
“lazy	 readers”	 (myself	 included),	 I	 encourage	you	 to	watch	 television
programs	 or	 movies	 that	 feature	 great	 teachers.	 I	 have	 included	 an



abbreviated	list	in	this	chapter	of	some	of	my	favorite	teaching	movies.

3. Write	a	letter	to	a	teacher	who	made	a	difference	in	your	life.

I	have	asked	students	in	my	teacher	education	classes	to	do	this	as	an
assignment,	and	many	considered	it	to	be	the	singlebest	activity	of	their
teacher	 preparation	 programs.	 There	 is	 something	 powerful	 about
writing	to	an	influential	teacher,	and	it	is	even	more	powerful	when	you
receive	a	reply.	What	would	you	say	to	a	teacher	who	made	a	difference
in	your	life?

4. Start	a	book	club	at	your	school.

The	purpose	of	 this	activity	 is	 to	get	 to	know	your	colleagues.	You
can	learn	from	everybody	at	your	school.

I	was	the	union	representative	at	one	of	the	schools	I	taught	in,	and
the	position	gave	me	the	opportunity	to	get	to	know	all	the	teachers	at
my	school	(each,	inevitably,	had	some	sort	of	problem	they	wanted	me
to	help	solve).	One	of	the	best	ways	I	have	learned	to	work	with	others
is	 to	 approach	 them	 and	 ask	 for	 their	 help.	 Everybody	 wants	 to	 feel
important,	 and	 I	 have	 found	 that	 my	 best	 relationships	 with	 fellow
teachers	 have	 developed	 from	me	 asking	 for	 their	 assistance	 in	 some
way.

5. Help	out	your	colleagues.

Whenever	I	volunteered	to	help	my	colleagues,	my	life	became	much
easier	at	school.	If	you	notice	that	another	teacher	is	having	a	bad	day,
why	not	tell	him	or	her	to	take	a	break	while	you	fill	in	on	playground
duty?	Help	colleagues	bring	materials	to	and	from	their	cars,	and	share
materials	 and	 activities	 that	 have	 proven	 useful	 to	 you.	 The	 teachers
who	 hoard	 materials	 and	 wait	 for	 others	 to	 do	 everything	 for	 them
always	 tend	 to	 be	 the	most	miserable	 people	 in	 the	 school	 (and	 their
students	reflect	that	attitude).

Some	Favorite	Inspirational	Books	for	Teachers
Many	 teachers	 who	 have	 attended	my	 seminars	 have	 asked	 about	 books

that	 may	 prove	 helpful	 or	 inspirational	 to	 them	 in	 their	 daily	 lives.	 The
following	texts	are	some	of	my	personal	favorites:

Aurandt,	Paul.	Paul	Harvey’s	the	Rest	of	the	Story.	New	York:	Bantam,	1984.

Braithwaite,	E.	R.	To	Sir,	with	Love.	New	York:	Pyramid	Books,	1967.

Carnegie,	 Dale.	How	 to	 Win	 Friends	 and	 Influence	 People	 (reissue).	 New
York:	Pocket	Books,	1990.



Codell,	 Esmé	R.	Educating	 Esmé:	Diary	 of	 a	 Teacher’s	 First	 Year.	 Chapel
Hill,	NC:	Algonquin	Books,	2001.

Collins,	Marva,	and	Civia	Tamarkin.	Marva	Collins’	Way.	New	York:	Jeremy
P.	Tarcher/Putnam,	1990.

Conroy,	Pat.	The	Water	Is	Wide.	New	York:	Houghton	Mifflin,	1972.

Cullinan,	Bernice	E.	Read	to	Me:	Raising	Kids	Who	Love	to	Read.	New	York:
Scholastic,	1992.

Esquith,	Rafe.	There	Are	No	Shortcuts.	New	York:	Anchor	Books,	2004.

Feynman,	 Richard	 P.	 Surely	 You’re	 Joking,	 Mr.	 Feynman:	 Adventures	 of	 a
Curious	Character.	New	York:	W.	W.	Norton	&	Co,	1985.

Fox,	Mem.	Reading	Magic:	Why	Reading	Aloud	to	Our	Children	Will	Change
Their	Lives	Forever.	San	Diego,	CA:	Harvest	Original,	2001.

Freedom	Writers,	The,	with	Erin	Gruwell.	The	Freedom	Writers	Diary:	How
a	 Teacher	 and	 150	 Teens	 Used	Writing	 to	 Change	 Themselves	 and	 the
World	Around	Them.	New	York:	Broadway	Books,	1999.

Fulghum,	 R.	 All	 I	 Really	 Need	 to	 Know	 I	 Learned	 in	 Kindergarten.	 New
York:	Ballantine,	1989.

Hill,	Napoleon.	Think	and	Grow	Rich.	New	York:	Fawcett	Crest,	1960.

Johnson,	LouAnne.	My	Posse	Don’t	Do	Homework.	New	York:	St.	Martin’s
Press,	1994.

Kohl,	Herbert.	36	Children.	New	York:	Plume,	1967.

Kotlowitz,	 Alex.	 There	 Are	 No	 Children	 Here:	 The	 Story	 of	 Two	 Boys
Growing	Up	in	the	Other	America.	New	York:	Nan	A.	Talese/	Doubleday,
1991.

Kozol,	Jonathan.	Savage	Inequalities.	New	York:	Crown	Publishers,	1991.

Krashen,	 Stephen.	 The	 Power	 of	 Reading.	 2nd	 ed.	 Portsmouth,	 NH:
Heinemann,	2004.

McCourt,	Frank.	Teacher	Man:	A	Memoir.	New	York:	Scribner,	2005.

Nash,	Jennie.	Raising	a	Reader:	A	Mother’s	Tale	of	Desperation	and	Delight.
New	York:	St.	Martin’s	Press,	2003.

Peale,	Norman	Vincent.	The	Power	of	Positive	Thinking.	New	York:	Fawcett
Crest,	1952.

Robbins,	 Anthony.	 Unlimited	 Power:	 The	 New	 Science	 of	 Personal
Achievement	(reprint).	New	York:	Fireside,	1997.



Trelease,	Jim.	The	Read-Aloud	Handbook.	6th	ed.	New	York:	Penguin	Books,
2006.

Some	Favorite	Inspirational	Movies	for	Teachers
A	lot	of	people	(myself	included)	are	lazy	readers	and	can’t	find	the	time	to

read	great	books	about	teachers.	No	need	to	worry,	as	there	are	a	number	of
great	 movies	 about	 inspirational	 teachers.	 The	 following	 is	 a	 list	 of	 my
favorite	movies	about	teaching	(please	note	that	Dead	Poets	Society	is	not	one
of	 them,	and	you	may	email	me	via	my	website,	www.lazyreaders.com,	 to
find	out	why):

• Akeelah	and	the	Bee

• Bill	&	Ted’s	Excellent	Adventure

• Conrack

• Country	Teachers	(Chinese)

• Dangerous	Minds

• Driving	Miss	Daisy

• Goodbye,	Mr.	Chips

• Hoosiers

• The	Karate	Kid

• Kindergarten	Cop

• Lean	on	Me

• Matilda

• The	Miracle	Worker

• Mr.	Holland’s	Opus

• My	Fair	Lady

• The	Prime	of	Miss	Jean	Brodie

• Remember	the	Titans

• Rocky

• School	of	Rock

• Spellbound	(Documentary)

• Stand	and	Deliver

http://www.lazyreaders.com


• Summer	School

• To	Be	and	To	Have	(French)

• To	Sir,	With	Love

For	Reflection
What	did	you	 find	helpful	 in	 this	 chapter?	Think	of	 at	 least	one	action

item	you	gleaned	from	it.	A	lot	goes	into	evaluating	what	makes	a	teacher
good	or	bad.	Some	of	 it	 is	objective,	but	some	of	 it	 is	subjective.	Will	all
students	 relate	 equally	 to	 your	 particular	 personality	 and	 style?	How	 can
you	be	sensitive	to	and	compensate	for	these	subjective	factors?



Chapter	2

Good	Parenting	Is	Underrated
It	all	starts	at	home.

I	cannot	remember	if	it	was	Socrates	or	Keanu	Reeves	who	once	said,	“It
takes	a	license	to	fish	and	a	license	to	drive	a	car,	but	any	idiot	can	become	a
parent.”	Well,	now	that	I	am	a	parent,	I	can	attest	that	certainly	has	proven	to
be	true.	In	defense	of	parents,	though,	nobody	hands	you	a	manual	when	you
get	your	kid	at	the	hospital.	Parenting	consists	of	a	lot	of	trial	and	error,	and	I
believe	 one	 of	 our	 responsibilities	 as	 teachers	 is	 to	 help	 educate	 parents	 on
ways	to	best	assist	their	children.

My	appreciation	for	parents	has	grown	as	I’ve	grown	older.	To	paraphrase
Mark	Twain,	when	I	was	18,	my	parents	did	not	know	anything,	and	when	I
was	21,	 I	 couldn’t	 believe	how	much	 they	had	 learned	 in	 three	years.	Now
that	I	am	a	parent,	I	appreciate	all	that	my	parents	did	for	me	so	much	more.
My	parents	are	magnificent	people.	They	are	also	an	odd	couple.	My	father	is
like	“Rain	Man,”	and	my	mother	is	an	actress.

Growing	up,	I	always	saw	my	father	sitting	in	his	recliner	with	a	glass	of
scotch	 beside	 him	while	 he	 listened	 to	 an	 opera	 on	 his	 headset	 and	 read	 a
book.	Meanwhile,	my	mother,	brother,	sister,	and	I	would	be	talking	with	the
television	set	on.	Now	that	I	am	a	father,	I	truly	appreciate	why	my	father	had
that	glass	of	scotch	constantly	by	his	side.

My	mother	 talks	 all	 the	 time.	 Friends	 and	 acquaintances	 do	 not	 have	 to
think	 too	 hard	 to	 guess	whom	 I	 take	 after.	When	 people	 ask	why	 I	 talk	 so
much,	my	response	 is	 that	 I	never	had	a	chance	 to	speak	growing	up.	Mom
has	never	received	a	piece	of	mail	that	she	did	not	think	everyone	in	the	room
needed	to	hear	her	read	aloud.

“Say,	Danny,”	she’d	begin.	“You	remember	Mrs.	Hufnagel?	She	died	four
years	 before	 you	were	 born?	Well,	 I	 got	 a	 letter	 from	her	 daughter.”	 She’d
then	proceed	to	read	this	entire	 letter	 to	me,	a	 letter	 that	I	had	no	interest	 in
whatsoever.	She’d	read	newspaper	articles	aloud	as	well.

“Say,	Danny,”	she’d	say.	“Did	you	read	about	the	Broncos	yesterday?”

“Uh-huh.”

“John	Elway	threw	four	touchdowns,”	she’d	say,	excitement	building	in	her
voice.	“Did	you	see	that?”



“Yes,	Mom.	I	read	the	article.”

“The	defense	held	the	Raiders	to	a	field	goal.	Did	you	read	that?”

“Yes,	Mom.”

“Sammy	Winder	carried	for	123	yards.	Did	you	see	that?”

“Mom,	I	read	the	article.	I	saw	the	game	on	TV,	too.”

All	the	while,	Mom	would	get	more	and	more	animated	as	she	spoke,	as	if
she	were	about	to	surprise	me	with	some	fact	that	I	had	not	noticed.	It	drove
me	crazy,	but	now	I	realize	that	not	only	was	my	mother	a	genius,	she	was	a
saint.	She	did	not	give	a	hoot	about	football,	but	she	knew	my	brother	and	I
were	 addicted	 to	 all	 things	 pigskin.	 She	 learned	 whatever	 she	 could	 about
football	 so	 that	 she	could	 talk	 to	us	about	 something	we	were	 interested	 in.
That’s	 what	 exceptional	 mothers	 do.	 If	 their	 sons	 love	 football,	 they	 learn
about	football;	if	their	sons	cannot	get	enough	of	stamp	collecting,	they	learn
about	stamps.	For	the	record,	though,	my	mother	is	better	than	yours.

People	 used	 to	 ask	my	mom	why	 she	 didn’t	 have	 a	 dishwasher.	 “I	 have
three,”	 she’d	 reply.	 “Danny,	 Jim,	 and	Liz.”	When	we	washed	 and	dried	 the
dishes	every	night,	our	mom	would	sit	and	talk	to	us	and	read	aloud	anything
she	had	handy,	despite	our	protests.	Observing	my	parents,	I	realized	that	you
do	not	need	a	doctorate	in	child	psychology	to	be	a	great	parent.	All	you	need
to	remember	are	a	few	basic	tricks.	If	more	parents	practiced	just	a	few	simple
exercises,	 our	 students	 (for	 that	 matter,	 our	 teachers	 and	 administrators	 as
well)	would	be	much	better	off.	Here	are	some	of	my	simple	 tricks	 to	share
with	the	parents	of	your	students:

1. Read	in	front	of	your	kids.

I	 cannot	 remember	 a	 time	 when	 I	 have	 seen	 either	 of	 my	 parents
without	something	to	read.	President	Reagan	once	said	that	one	of	his
greatest	fears	in	life	would	be	to	get	stuck	in	a	hotel	room	with	nothing
to	read.	My	parents	always	have	something	to	read	with	them.

It	was	easy	for	my	father.	He	is	a	librarian.	He	always	brought	tons
of	books	home.	 It’s	no	 secret	 that	one	of	 the	best	variables	 to	 look	at
when	predicting	student	achievement	 is	 the	“number	of	books	present
in	 the	home.”	Take	a	guess	at	which	 students	do	better	 in	 school:	 the
ones	with	 a	 limited	 number	 of	 books	 at	 home	or	 those	with	 plentiful
reading	materials?	My	parents	were	never	wealthy,	but	we	always	had	a
treasure	trove	of	books	in	our	home,	courtesy	of	our	library	cards.

My	 parents	 always	 had	 a	 newspaper	 subscription.	 I	 can	 remember
my	 father	 encouraging	 my	 interest	 in	 comic	 strips	 like	 Peanuts	 and



Blondie.	 Before	 I	 could	 read	 the	 newspaper	myself	 (and	 even	 after	 I
could),	my	mother	would	 read	 aloud	 news	 and	 feature	 stories,	movie
reviews,	and	recipes	from	the	newspaper.

Mom	likes	mysteries,	and	she	plows	through	them	with	the	urgency
of	a	first	grader	in	need	of	the	bathroom.	She	could	probably	start	her
own	bookstore,	 coffee	 shop,	 or	 youth	hostel	with	 the	number	of	 used
paperback	mysteries	she	has	accumulated	over	the	years.	I	always	heard
her	talking	to	my	father	about	what	she	was	reading,	too.

Dad	reads	everything:	biographies,	histories,	popular	fiction.	I	guess,
as	a	 librarian,	he	reads	partly	as	a	homework	assignment,	but	most	of
his	 reading	 is	 for	pleasure.	He	has	 this	compulsive	disorder	about	not
writing	in	books.	Throughout	my	childhood,	I	recall	my	father	reading
and	taking	notes	on	index	cards.	I	have	no	idea	what	he	did	with	those
cards,	 but	 he	 could	probably	 create	his	 own	card	 catalog	 simply	with
his	notes.

This	 is	 what	 I	 learned	 from	my	 parents	 that	 I’d	 like	 to	 share	with
you:	Kids	aren’t	stupid.	They	watch	everything	adults	do.	So	much	of
what	 students	 learn	 is	 not	 taught;	 it’s	 caught.	 If	 kids	 do	 not	 see	 their
parents	 read,	 they	 are	 not	 going	 to	 read.	When	 I	 speak	 to	 fathers	 at
literacy	training	seminars,	I	ask	them	if	they	wonder	why	their	sons	are
so	 into	 sports.	One	of	 the	primary	 reasons	 is	 that	 the	only	 time	many
fathers	 spend	with	 their	 children	 is	when	 they	are	watching	 sports	on
television.	If	they	read	in	front	of	and	aloud	to	their	children,	their	kids
would	be	more	excited	about	reading.

And	here	is	a	mantra	to	remember:	It	does	not	matter	what	you	read,
only	how	much	you	read.	People	who	read	more,	read	better.	It	does	not
matter	 if	you	like	reading	James	Joyce	or	James	and	the	Giant	Peach
(1961).	I	sit	on	an	airplane	at	least	once	a	week,	and	I	cannot	remember
the	 last	 time	 I	 sat	 next	 to	 someone	 reading	Molière,	 Shakespeare,	 or
Dostoevsky.	 But	 I	 sit	 beside	 plenty	 of	 people	 reading	 USA	 Today,
People	magazine,	or	John	Grisham	books.	Read	in	front	of	your	kids	to
show	them	that	reading	is	fun.

2. Eat	dinner	together	as	a	family.

It	 may	 sound	 old-fashioned,	 but	 it	 is	 essential	 to	 eat	 dinner	 (or
another	 meal)	 together	 as	 a	 family.	 I	 know—many	 families	 have
awkward	work	schedules.	The	days	of	Beaver	Cleaver	are	over.	Today,
June	 would	 be	 forced	 to	 work,	 and	Wally	 and	 the	 Beaver	 would	 be
latchkey	 kids	 subsisting	 on	 microwaveable	 junk	 food.	 Still,	 it	 is
essential	that	nothing	prevent	families	from	gathering	at	some	point	in



their	day	simply	to	talk.

Talk	is	not	cheap.	On	the	contrary,	talk,	or	a	lack	thereof,	can	be	very
expensive.	 Researchers	 have	 found	 that	 children	 who	 are	 exposed	 to
more	 talk	have	vastly	 superior	vocabularies	entering	school	 than	 their
abandoned	 counterparts,	 and	 this	 discrepancy	 in	 early	 elementary
school	 just	 widens	 in	 subsequent	 years.	 (Two	 researchers	 at	 the
University	 of	 Kansas,	 Betty	 Hart	 and	 Todd	 Risley,	 wrote	 about	 their
eye-opening	 findings	 in	 this	 field	 in	 their	 seminal	 work,	Meaningful
Differences	 in	 the	 Everyday	 Experience	 of	 Young	 American	 Children
1995.)

What	should	parents	 talk	about	with	 their	children?	It	matters	 little.
Probably	the	best	advice	I	can	give	is	 to	rip	off	a	 lesson	learned	from
my	own	mother:	find	out	whatever	your	children	are	 interested	in	and
talk	about	that.	Researchers	have	shown	that	it	is	not	as	important	what
you	talk	about	so	much	as	that	you	talk	at	all	with	your	children.	It	 is
important	that	parents	take	time	to	speak	with	their	children	each	day.	If
you	feel	awkward	just	talking,	share	an	experience	with	your	children,
like	playing	a	game.

3. Play	games	with	your	children.

During	my	childhood,	 I	do	not	 remember	any	 time	spent	 in	 the	car
that	didn’t	involve	my	parents	playing	games	with	us.

“Hey,	 there	 goes	 a	 Volkswagen	 Bug,”	 my	 mom	 would	 say	 before
smacking	me	in	the	arm.

We’d	pay	attention	to	road	signs	and	distances.	My	dad	would	point
out	 different	 states’	 license	 plates.	My	 parents	would	 even	 get	me	 to
pay	attention	to	the	word	environment	around	me.

“What	sound	does	your	name	start	with,	Danny?”

“Dddd	…	”

“Good,	now	point	to	signs	that	start	with	a	‘d’	sound.”

“Dunkin’	 Donuts,”	 I’d	 shout	 and	 wave	 my	 hand.	 “Dairy	 Queen!”
What	 can	 I	 say?	 I	was	 a	 rather	 large	 child,	 so	 fast	 food	 captured	my
attention.

My	 parents	 always	 played	 board	 games	 and	 card	 games	 with	 my
brother,	 sister,	 and	 me.	 Our	 hallway	 closets	 were	 packed	 with
dominoes,	 Chutes	 and	 Ladders,	 Connect	 Four,	 Cootie,	 Candy	 Land,
Battleship,	Risk,	Uno—an	interactive	dream	world	for	a	child.	Some	of
my	 fondest	childhood	memories	consist	of	nights	 spent	playing	board



games	at	home	with	my	family.

Again,	 my	 parents	 did	 not	 have	 any	 special	 training.	 They	 just
engaged	in	simple	activities	that	earned	them	two	children	who	became
productive	adults—and	me.	Any	parent	could	do	the	same.	There	is	one
additional	activity	 that	 I	want	 to	share	with	you,	which	will	hopefully
motivate	you	to	enjoy	the	moments	you	have	with	your	children	while
you	are	still	the	most	important	people	in	their	lives.

4. Have	a	“party	night”	with	your	family.

My	father	used	to	get	paid	every	Friday.	My	family	did	not	have	a	lot
of	money,	but	I	was	too	young	to	understand	that.	What	I	did	know	was
that	every	Friday	meant	a	special	trip	to	the	grocery	store	with	Mom.

Mom	allowed	 each	 of	 us	 kids	 to	 pick	 out	 one	 special	 item	 for	 our
party.	 I	 always	 picked	 out	 a	 big	 bag	 of	 chips,	 my	 brother	 always
grabbed	a	tub	of	chocolate	ice	cream,	and	my	sister	always	snagged	a
bunch	 of	 asparagus	 (incidentally,	 she	 now	 works	 for	 the	 federal
government).	 Mom	 would	 make	 cheeseburgers	 (unless	 it	 was	 Lent,
which	meant	tomato	soup	and	grilled	cheese	sandwiches	or,	preferably,
macaroni	and	cheese	with	fish	stick	sandwiches),	 the	television	would
be	turned	off	for	the	evening,	and	we	would	play	board	games	or	have
sock	fights	or	tell	ghost	stories.

Whoever	 coined	 the	 term	quality	 family	 time	 stole	 the	 phrase	 from
my	parents.	They	are	as	special	to	me	as	you	are	to	your	own	children.
Keep	 this	 in	 mind:	 You	 have	 a	 tremendous	 home-field	 advantage.
Nobody	is	as	important	to	a	young	child	as	mommy	and	daddy.	You	lay
the	 foundation	 that	 all	 of	 your	 children’s	 future	 teachers	 will	 build
upon.

Seven	Cool	Ways	to	Get	Parents	More	Involved	in
Your	Classroom

One	 of	 my	mentors	 was	 a	 wonderful	 elderly	 Jewish	 lady	 named	 Estelle
who	would	waddle	 into	my	classroom	occasionally	with	a	huge	grin	on	her
face	 and	 shout	with	 pure	 glee,	 “Hello,	 boys	 and	 girls!”	Whatever	 control	 I
may	have	had	over	my	 students	would	 go	out	 the	window	 the	moment	 she
entered	my	classroom,	but	I	always	found	myself	delighted	to	see	her.

“Oh,	Daniel,”	Estelle	would	practically	sing,	“You’re	dressed	so	nicely.	Oh,
and	 look	 at	 these	 lovely	 bulletin	 boards.	 I	 love	 how	 you’ve	 arranged	 the
children’s	desks.	May	I	make	a	suggestion?”

Now	I	ask	you,	am	I	going	to	 listen	to	 this	woman’s	advice?	You’re	darn



right	I’m	going	to	listen	to	her.	The	woman	just	gave	me	three	compliments.
In	contrast,	my	principal,	who	I	referred	to	as	Mrs.	Lucifer,	would	drop	by	to
do	 her	 daily	 write-up	 of	 what	 I	 was	 doing	wrong	 and	 announce	 so	 all	 my
students	 could	 hear	 her,	 “Let	 me	 tell	 you	 why	 you’re	 not	 cutting	 it	 as	 a
teacher.”

My	mentor	was	a	peach.	She	also	shared	wisdom	that	I	took	to	heart.	At	the
end	of	every	year,	I	write	down	three	to	five	things	I	do	well	as	a	teacher	and
three	to	five	things	that	I	need	to	improve	upon.	At	the	end	of	my	first	year,	I
knew	that	I	was	good	at	inspiring	students	to	get	excited	about	school	and	to
be	proud	of	 their	 efforts.	 I	 also	 realized	 that	 the	most	glaring	need	 I	had	 to
address	in	year	two	was	increasing	parental	involvement	in	my	classroom.

Naturally,	I	turned	to	Estelle	for	help,	and	Estelle	told	me	something	that	I
will	 never	 forget.	 “Daniel,”	 she’d	 say,	 enunciating	 every	 syllable	 as	 if	 she
were	a	 judge	on	 the	high	bench,	“You	need	 to	understand	 that	a	 lot	of	your
students’	parents	had	negative	experiences	in	school	when	they	were	younger,
so	you	need	to	be	extra	sensitive	and	make	them	feel	welcome.”

By	the	end	of	my	second	year,	I	considered	parental	involvement	one	of	my
greatest	 strengths.	 Here	 are	 some	 suggestions	 on	 how	 to	 draw	 parents	 into
your	classroom	to	support	their	children’s	learning:

1. Three-to-One

When	 I	 was	 teaching	 second	 grade	 my	 second	 year,	 I	 had	 33
students,	 and	 I	 vowed	 to	 call	 seven	 parents	 a	 night.	 Over	 a	 five-day
period,	 I	would	 cover	 all	 of	my	 students.	When	 I	 called,	 I	 employed
what	 Estelle	 called	 a	 “three-to-one”	 technique.	 Estelle	 emphasized
sugar	over	vinegar,	since	all	parents	want	to	hear	nice	things	about	their
children.	So	I	set	a	rule	that	I	would	have	at	least	three	positive	contacts
with	a	parent	before	I	ever	discussed	anything	negative.	The	first	month
went	something	like	this:

Week	1	Phone	Call:	“Hello,	Mrs.	Rodriguez.	This	 is	Mr.	Brassell.	 I
just	wanted	to	tell	you	that	Diego	has	been	on	time	to	class	every	day
this	week,	and	he	helps	me	clean	erasers	every	day.	 I	am	so	happy	 to
have	him	in	my	classroom,	and	I	thank	you	for	all	your	support.	If	you
ever	need	anything,	please	feel	free	to	call	me	at	home.”	(Many	people
are	shocked	that	I	would	give	parents	my	home	telephone	number,	but	I
never	found	that	parents	abused	it.	I	received	fewer	than	20	calls	a	year
at	home	from	parents.)

Week	 2	 Phone	 Call:	 “Hello,	 Mrs.	 Rodriguez.	 This	 is	 Mr.	 Brassell
again.	I	just	wanted	to	tell	you	that	Diego	won	our	class	100-yard	dash
today.	 I	 just	 thought	 you’d	 like	 to	 know	 that	 we	 may	 have	 a	 future



Olympian	on	our	hands.	I	am	so	happy	to	have	him	in	my	classroom,
and	I	thank	you	for	all	your	support.	If	you	ever	need	anything,	please
feel	free	to	call	me	at	home.”

Week	 3	 Phone	 Call:	 “Hello,	 Mrs.	 Rodriguez.	 This	 is	 Mr.	 Brassell
again.	I	just	wanted	to	tell	you	that	Diego	aced	his	spelling	bee	today,
and	he	helped	his	table	win	Table	of	the	Day.	He	is	so	well	liked	by	his
classmates	and	such	a	leader	that	I	think	he	may	be	a	future	president	or
CEO.	I	am	so	happy	to	have	him	in	my	classroom,	and	I	thank	you	for
all	your	support.	If	you	ever	need	anything,	please	feel	free	to	call	me	at
home.”

Week	4	Phone	Call:	“Hello,	Mrs.	Rodriguez.	This	is—”

“Mr.	 Brassell,”	 Mrs.	 Rodriguez	 interrupted.	 “It’s	 so	 good	 to	 hear
from	you.”

This	is	when	I	know	I	have	her	on	my	side.	Now	I	can	discuss	any
areas	of	concern	in	a	way	that	makes	Mrs.	Rodriguez	more	inclined	to
listen	and	assist	me	rather	than	ignore	me	and	turn	defensive.

“I	 just	want	 to	make	 sure	 everything	 is	 all	 right	 at	 home,”	 I’d	 tell
Mrs.	Rodriguez,	“because	Diego	got	in	a	little	fight	today,	and	I	do	not
want	this	to	hurt	his	future	political	ambitions	because	you	know	how
the	press	can	be.”

The	point	is,	teachers	need	parents	on	their	side.	Teachers	do	not	get
to	choose	their	students	or	their	parents.

2. Friday	Family	Workshops

Every	Friday,	 I	would	host	a	workshop	 in	my	classroom	for	 family
members	 interested	 in	 assisting	 their	 children	 in	 various	 ways.	 To
ensure	 attendance,	 I	 supplied	 soda	 and	 chips	 the	 first	 few	 weeks.
Extended	 families	 showed	 up	 at	 the	 mention	 of	 free	 snacks,	 but
eventually	 the	 families	 started	 bringing	 their	 own	 dishes,	 and	 we
enjoyed	community	potlucks	where	parents	could	discuss	their	various
concerns	and	ask	each	other	or	me	any	questions	they	had.	In	this	way,
my	classroom	acted	as	a	mini	community	center,	which	was	precisely
my	goal.	I	chose	the	topics	the	first	few	weeks	but	later	turned	over	the
reins	to	the	parents.	These	weekly	gatherings	were	extremely	successful
and	positive	experiences	for	all	involved.

3. Homework	Pacts

Nothing	put	me	in	a	fouler	mood	than	starting	the	day	encountering	a
student	who	had	failed	to	do	his	or	her	homework.	My	solution	to	this



problem?	 Every	 Monday,	 I	 gave	 each	 student	 the	 week’s	 homework
along	with	a	sheet	with	the	days	of	the	week	listed.	Every	night,	parents
simply	signed	their	name	next	to	the	day	of	the	week	that	they	worked
on	the	homework	with	their	children.	I	placed	the	responsibility	on	the
parents,	and	my	class	boosted	 its	homework	completion	rate	 to	nearly
100	percent.	 I	 kept	 files	 of	 these	 sheets	 for	 each	 student,	 and	 I	 never
assigned	more	than	30	minutes	of	homework	on	any	given	night.

4. Parent	Autographs

I	 trained	my	students	 to	swarm	any	parent	visitors	who	entered	our
classroom.	Whenever	 a	 parent	 entered	 our	 room,	 my	 students	 would
clamor	 around	 the	 visitor	with	 pencils	 and	paper	 in	 hand,	 asking	 that
parent	for	an	autograph.	How	do	you	think	you’d	feel	if	you	entered	a
room	where	everyone	adored	you?	Would	you	be	more	likely	to	return?
Boosting	parental	involvement,	in	my	experience,	is	just	an	application
of	one	of	my	favorite	child	psychology	tricks.

5. The	Board	by	the	Door

Create	 a	 chart	 by	 the	 door	 that	 lists	 every	 student’s	 name	 (for
example,	Ronaldo’s	parents,	Cynthia’s	parents,	Lakesha’s	parents,	etc.).
Every	time	a	student’s	parent	visits	the	classroom,	place	a	sticker	next
to	that	student’s	name.	I	do	this	and	I	never	have	to	say	a	word	to	the
kids.	I	don’t	have	to—they	figure	it	out	all	by	themselves.

“Mom,”	Ronaldo	would	whine.	“I	only	got	three	stickers!	Cynthia’s
got	10.	You	gotta	come	around	more.”

Keep	 in	 mind	 that	 not	 all	 parents	 can	 make	 it	 to	 your	 classroom
during	 working	 hours,	 so	 create	 a	 system	 where	 students	 can	 earn
stickers	 for	 other	 contributions	 their	 parents	 make	 (for	 example,
Nestor’s	mother	earned	her	son	five	stickers	for	making	enchiladas	for
the	class;	Tyrell’s	father	earned	his	son	10	stickers	for	coming	in	on	a
Saturday	to	help	me	install	new	bulletin	boards).

6. Sticky-Note	Motivators

If	you	need	sticky	notes,	I	suggest	you	ask	around	at	doctors’	offices,
since	 they	 receive	 tons	 of	 free	 sticky	 notes	 from	 pharmaceutical
companies.	Whenever	I	need	something	from	the	community,	I	(1)	ask,
and	 (2)	write	 a	 thank-you	 letter.	Besides,	whenever	 you	 tell	 someone
you’re	 a	 teacher,	 they	 look	at	you	 like	you	 just	 told	 them	you	have	a
disease.

“What	do	you	do	for	a	living?”	people	inquire.



“I’m	a	teacher,”	I	reply,	and	their	smile	evaporates	and	is	replaced	by
a	look	of	discomfort.

“Really?”	 they’ll	 say.	 “That’s	 great.	 Go	 get	 ’em,”	 and	 they’ll	 ease
away	from	you	as	if	you	were	contagious.

Anyhow,	I	get	all	these	sticky	notes	from	doctors’	offices,	and	then	I
distribute	 them	 to	 parents	 to	 write	 notes	 of	 encouragement	 to	 their
children	to	post	on	our	Sticky-Note	Motivation	Board.	Kids	get	a	kick
out	of	seeing	notes	of	encouragement	and	praise	from	loved	ones.	(You
can	 also	write	 elected	officials,	 athletes,	 and	other	 celebrities	 and	 ask
them	to	write	words	of	encouragement	to	your	students.)

7. Parent	Recordings

I	 also	 give	 parents	 cassette	 tapes	 to	 record	 messages	 of
encouragement	to	their	children.	You	can	get	cassettes	very	cheaply	at
discount	stores,	and	you	can	send	students	home	with	tape	recorders	for
parents	who	do	not	have	them.	Depending	on	the	resources	available	at
your	school,	there	are	many	other	ways	to	record	electronic	messages.	I
found	that	my	Friday	workshops	 in	my	classroom	were	good	times	 to
encourage	parents	to	make	recordings,	if	they	could	not	do	it	at	home.

For	Reflection
Reflect	 for	 a	moment	 on	why	 parental	 involvement	 is	 so	 important	 in

your	 classroom.	Which	 of	 these	 tips	would	work	 best	 for	 you?	 Think	 of
some	other	ways	you	have	been	able	to	boost	the	participation	of	parents	in
your	class.
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