
 

  



The Next Page—Entry 1:  

 

She didn’t actually have to say it, but it appears my devoted leader, Mrs. Nix, has lost confidence 

in me. I think it was her repeated hints last June about teaching positions at other schools in the 

district that clinched it. Well, that and the fact that I’ve been ‘relocated’ out to what I would 

charitably call ‘the back 40’. Officially, we are Room 36. [Might I add that there is no Room 

35…or 34…or 33. And Room 32 is for storage. So there you go…] 

So this will be an interesting school year, starting with my acceptance  that I am figuratively [and 

now, literally] out in left field. [Thought my brothers would probably suggest I’m in right field, 

since that is customarily where baseball teams ‘redirect’ their least able player.] 

Not easy to describe being banished... 

Okay, let’s try this: The principal would be happy to see me elsewhere. 

And rickety old Room 36 is about as ‘elsewhere’ as you can get. 

So, I’ll just do my best. What ‘best’ will look like, however, remains to be seen... 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 2: Mission accomplished. 

I convinced Emma, one of my fourth-grade teaching partners, to lobby Mrs. Nix to let me be 

‘self-contained’ for the year. Note: If I had brought the idea to Mrs. Nix, she would have found 

some not-so-valid [i.e. lame] reason to keep me in ‘the system’. [Sounds like the prison industry, 

doesn’t it? Again, falling prey to exaggeration, but still…] 

So, I went with my ‘Emma plan’. I knew she was a devoted member of the unofficial ‘morning 

group’ that coffees with Mrs. Nix. [yes, ‘coffee’ can now be used as a verb. Hey, my rules.] And 

so she had the principal’s ear. [That’s always been an interesting culinary image…having 

someone’s ear.] 

Emma, ever willing to separate herself from what Mrs. Nix had in the past termed ‘my 

uninspired delivery’ and build her own reputation as a solid rule-follower, as she hopscotched 

her way past actual classroom experience toward that first coveted administrative position. 

And she was willing to consider my arguments: 

1. “We’re barely in the same zip code out here. Think of the time lost just shuttling kids back and 

forth for reading and math.” 

2. “This will free you up to innovate…[within the confines of the publishers’ expectations, of 

course. I didn’t vocalize that last part.] 

3. “Planning between two people will be much easier. You don’t need me as a third wheel.” 

Heaven only knows what else Emma threw at Mrs. Nix, but it worked. 

Her exact words: “Ms. Page, I’ve decided to experiment with a return to the self-contained 

classroom. And I’d like you to be the pilot teacher.” [I stopped being ‘Joanna’ to her right around 

year three.] 

Room 36 will be self-contained for the year. Yes!! 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 3: Bulletin Board Renovation 

 

 
 

“Now, in groups of six, take down what I have up there.” 

I loved it. First day of school and the walls are now bare. Thanks to the kids. 

Really, what was I thinking? I'd slapped up stuff that was going to become background visual 

noise in a matter of a week, if not sooner.  

So I formed the groups and down everything came. 

“Now, it’s time for your group to plan a theme of what you want up there. And we have an hour 

to finish.” 

Gotta give kids constraints, I figure. 

Soon, one wall featured a 'land' of video game characters one wall featured kids' birthdays 

[which was one of the themes that had been taken down, but I preferred the kids’ 'create your 

own bday poster' approach], and another was solar system-based, but with a kid's twist, with all 

kinds of traffic control and speed limit signs and Taco Bell and SPCA billboards [shrug], and 

garage sale posters.  

And then one group just asked for a large sheet of blank, yellow butcher paper.  

“It’s for graffiti!” they told me. “Kids with a pen or pencil can write or draw what’s on their 

minds.” 

Whoa...open-ended. I can learn plenty from these kids… 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 4: Writing with Reckless Abandon 

 

 
 

Okay, again, slight exaggeration. 

But when I started viewing this school year through a different lens, I asked myself what else I 

wanted to do differently, what else I wanted to see happen in the classroom. 

First answer: Writing. 

I want my kids to write more. And I'm rarely going to narrow them down to what the teachers 

edition or, lord help me, scope and sequence dictates. Writers don't think that way, if you ask me. 

And so there we were on Day 1 and writing--even before the classroom redecoration, in fact. 

[My thinking: If we'd redecorated first, that would have been too easy a topic for them to reach 

for. I wanted to see how they responded to a few writing prompts or some self-selected subject.] 

And yes I kind of blew them out of the water because a fresh new notebook [all of 18 cents 

apiece] sat on each student desk and we were writing before we even started the school day--

school year, actually. I did give them a pep talk about writing, that it would be more difficult for 

some than others, that writing was like a muscle--that it needed daily exercise and practice.  

But here's the catch: 

*I* have to write as well. I hadn't quite thought that through. Of course, I figured I would do a 

few journal jottings, but nope, all the good books tell me that I have to be the model for the 

students. In the case of Day 1, I treated the front whiteboard as my personal journal to illustrate 

how a writer's mind can wander and, during Room 36 journal time, that is just fine.  

I also suggested that they sketch out a cartoon-type character, someone with whom they can 

converse on paper. More on that later. 

It would be tempting for me to skate a bit on the writing…but there is one set of eyes fixed on 

me. Beth. Beth Carson.  

She lets nothing get by her. No change from last year, in other words. 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 5: Reading assessment ‘fun’ 

 

 
 

Okay, so there are some non-negotiables at the beginning of a school year and one of those is 

school wide reading assessment. Oooh, my favorite. 

They have the kids march down to just outside the reading room and squirm and writhe on a 

cold, hard [and not-so-clean] floor, armed with a book and an understandable antsiness. Is that a 

word? It should be. 

Anyway, I was ready. 

Step 1: I brought blankets. 

Step 2: I had the kids bring their journals for sketching or writing. 

Step 3: I brought playing cards, which were used for either quick addition or multiplication 

‘face-off’ [I don’t use ‘War’ to name the game; call me a ‘pacifist’. Even ‘face-off’ carries its 

own level of aggression, but I show them a face-off in a hockey game, well, I could go on and on 

trying to calm the waters…] 

Step 4: I brought a box of books and assigned to Beth and James the role of ‘circulation 

director’. Kids could exchange books as needed. 

And all went fine. For ten minutes. 

And then I found something better . 



 

 

The library—within ten feet of the reading room—was available! Not sure why that wasn’t 

offered to begin with, but I marched them in and figured I’d weather any possible blowback 

later. A library with tables and chairs and comfort and quiet. Seemed like a better lead-in to a 

reading assessment. 

  

  



The Next Page—Entry 6: Techno-wimp no more! 

Question: What mixes worse than oil and water? 

Answer: Joanna Page and technology. 

It’s as if every device in my classroom over the years, every cable that connects those devices—

they all conspire against me. 

And whenever they’re in the mood to disconnect or—even if they stay connected—to simply not 

work, well, they don’t! 

Just when I’m ready to share a PowerPoint that worked for me at home [note: I found it online. I 

gave up on making my own years ago.], the projector won’t work. And I end up doing a shadow 

puppet rendition of a frantic tech-challenged teacher. 

It’s as if tech senses my fear and it toys with my few remaining shreds of sanity.  

“So, yes, Doctor, I do sound more than a little paranoid, don’t I?” 

But sometimes, there’s nothing like a good ol’ delusion to get me through the day… 

Well, this whole tech thing has to change… 

So, why technology? 

1. It’s about time. It’s long past time.  

2. What do I have to lose? It’s looking more and more like I’ll be seeking new frontiers next 

year. Sometimes I feel it in the pit of my stomach on those rare occasions when I’ve walked into 

the staff room. And sometimes, it’s the deafening silence coming from Mrs. Nix. It’s not as if we 

ever really flowed anyway, but now, there is this extra layer of rigidity. Shrug. 

3. Kids will love it.  

4. I’ve been a technoweenie too long. [See #1] 

5. The only person who’s more stultified by tech? Mrs. Nix. Therefore, I have to admit, I’m kind 

of looking forward to seeing the glazed-over look on her face when I launch into any explanation 

that includes the words ‘digital’, ‘bandwidth’, and ‘cloud’. Keeping in mind I have to get to a 

point where I’m comfortable with those same terms. Baby steps, Joanna, baby steps.  

 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 7: Camera Time! 

 

Okay, I’ve committed to tech and I’ve already decided on my first venture: cameras.  

I’m starting with eight of them and hey, I have a little class money to spend, so why not? 

Why cameras? 

—I can afford the film. ;-> 

—Cameras beg to be part of an art curriculum. Photos’ visual nature can lead to all kinds of 

discussions about light and color and other elements of art. 

—They are an automatic ticket to squeezing art into the curriculum, something at which I’ve 

failed miserably. 

—Photos can amp up any of the other subject areas, as well. 

—I have the feeling cameras are going to give me a much-needed kick in the seat of the pants 

if/when I drift back to my non-tech comfort zone. 

 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 8: A Bump in the Road 

 

So, the first obstacle to my tech ventures. 

I got grilled by Mrs. Nix about using classroom money for the cameras. Okay, maybe not 

‘grilled’, but at least ‘questioned with doubt in her tone’. 

I told her that including their own photos would raise kids’ engagement with writing. 

I told her that using cameras would heighten their observational skills.  

I told her that using cameras and photos link to at least four Common Core standards. Not my 

favorite fallback, mind you, but sometimes you have to use the ‘language-du-jour’. 

And that’s why I should have stopped there. 

I mentioned ‘visual literacy’. Not good. Whenever Mrs. Nix is vaulted out of her own comfort 

zone, she stiffens up. 

“Well, I’ll think about it.”  

Uh-huh. That usually means ‘no’.  

So, right then and there, I changed course. 

Even if she miraculously changed her ‘no’ to a ‘yes’, I didn’t want her thinking she was doing 

me a favor. 

My words: “You know...I understand your concerns. I think I’ll just use my own money.” 

At that moment, the lunch bell rang. I’m not always a fan of the bells, but it gave me a seamless 

escape. 

I checked my watch, did the ol’ eyeglasses adjustment, and thanked her for her time. Not huffy. 

Not exasperated. Just matter-of-fact.  

And I was gone. With a few conclusions… 



--I’m on my way out. From this school, at least. 

--And since I am, why not keep stretching myself? [and a few of the ‘rules’]. 

 

This book's excerpts will soon be also appearing in my 7 C's Teacher Expo. 

 

  

https://stretchingtech.teachable.com/p/creation-curation-chronicle


The Next Page—Entry 9: 30 Circles 

 

So out of the blue I decided to launch into a new creativity challenge for the kids. 

It was near the end of the day and they really were dragging. 

I reached into my bag of tricks [i.e. my ever-growing library of ideas] and out came, 30 Circles. 

Normally, I would have given out a sheet of 30 Circles to each kid, but I didn't want to take the 

time to print out that many copies. 

So, there I went again—one copy for five kids, each taking turns. 

And off we went… 

They had ten minutes to create a new object out of each of the circles. I showed them how I 

turned one of the circles into a happy face. Not very original, but that was the point. I didn't want 

them thinking plain and boring and obvious. 

The challenge? Within ten minutes, complete all 30 circles. 

I assured them they weren't expected to reach that goal, so their more realistic challenge was to 

complete at least 20. What's the reward? they asked. I honestly didn't have one. There was a brief 

awkward moment…as if they weren't used to doing something just to, well, 'do something'. 

Then we all shrugged, and I set the timer. [New tech skill! I used and projected on the 

whiteboard an online timer. Watch out, world! I could be dangerous with all this knowledge and 

such a reckless (relatively :-] It's me, after all.) attitude. 

I started the timer and played the William Tell Overture on a CD. [I know, I know, old 

technology.] 

I noticed kids waiting their turn either looking around the classroom for ideas [Fine with me! It 

cranked up their observational skills!] or sketching out ideas on a piece of scratch paper so they 

would be ready to quickly contribute and move it along to the next teammate. 

Four groups reached 20 and for the two that didn't, I made a big deal over their originality. [One 

group merged five circles to make Olympic rings and the other created kaleidoscopic images as 

well as an image of a house as viewed through a camera's viewfinder.] 

Great way to end the first week of school. 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 10: Budding Photographers 

 

 
The rare occasion when the artist had some 'alone' time. 

I was so taken with my 30 Circles activity, I had forgotten to write about Day 1 with the 

cameras... 

I launched into the photo scavenger hunt and I ended up with photos of kids' nostrils [my fault: I 

included 'take a picture of a dark place' in my scavenger hunt. So, I'm a rookie, sue me.] 

Other scavenger hunt items: 

-- a four-sided figure 

-- something that shows an acute angle 

-- something that contains at least four colors 

-- something that is moving 

-- something affected by the wind 

-- something smaller than your thumbnail 

-- something taller than you 

-- something you might include in a story you would consider writing 

 

Lots of fun and the kids were all over the playground--little bands of four  chasing after and 

barking suggestions at the one with the camera. A few near-collisions between the groups. No 

casualties, including the cameras. 

Not easy to rein them in. They seemed deaf to the rather forceful blowing of the whistle. 

I enjoyed using the camera myself to complete the scavenger hunt and  to document the kids at 

work. 

I think Mrs. Nix had wandered to the nearest wing of classrooms, but I was too busy with my 

budding photographers to redirect. 

All in all, tech is paying off. But I won't hold my breath. This is me, after all. 

 

 

 

 

  

http://ednotions.com/2020/01/08/the-next-page-entry-9-30-circle/


The Next Page—Entry 11: Tech-kids to the Rescue 

 

  
The three question marks give me too much credit.[/caption] 

So... here is my 'rookie' showing again... 

All these photos were taken. Now what do I do with them? 

Beth Carson, and her charming new sidekick, Sanjay, to the rescue. 

Paraphrase time: [I'm leaving out eye-rolls, deep sighs, beads of sweat forming on my scalp, full-

on blushes] 

*** 

Beth: Ms. Page, when can we see the other kids' photos? 

Me: Hmm...let me think about that. [A lame 'dodge' on my part.] 

Beth: Aren't they on a computer? 

Me: Tell me more. [Always good to model curiosity, right?] 

Beth [turning to Sanjay, then back to me]: Can we help? 

Me: Tell me even more. 

Sanjay: Can we look in the cameras' boxes? 

Me: Of course you can. 

Beth: We think there are cables we can use to transfer the photos to a computer. 

Me: I will love you forever. 

Beth: Yikes. 

  

http://ednotions.com/2019/12/12/the-next-page-entry-5-reading-assessment-fun/


The Next Page—Entry 12: 

 
  



The Next Page—Entry 13: Morning Break—My Version 

 

 
 

Okay, ours wasn't quite as free-flowing. But give me time.  

**Photo by Annie Spratt on Unsplash 

So, morning break.  

A first step was to NOT call it 'morning break'. I'm going with "10:00 Flex Time". My thinking: 

Renaming it helps the 'Why does Room 36 get morning break and we don't?' objection.  I like the 

multiple meanings, as we’ll be flexing our brains and our muscles, while also being flexible with 

our time.  

Because I wanted this first foray to go smoothly, I took them through each step ahead of time. 

[Someone calls it 'journifying'.] 

We walked out in two parallel lines. We formed two circles. After a quick review of a proper 

jumping jack, we did three sets of ten. As we did the jumping jacks, we counted by multiples of 

four. [Always fun to hear the inevitable confusion of numbers as they get higher...Note to self--a 

little review of 'The Fours' would be a good idea.] 

I limited our flex time to just that. I wanted the basic steps to sink in. The kids will eventually 

ask why we're always located behind the classroom. While we might be heard, we won't be seen. 

No need to call attention our way any sooner than necessary. [With each day, I'm liking this 

whole 'exiled to the boondocks' more and more.] 

Tomorrow: Burpees.  

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 14: Overheard in the Staff Room 

 

“What crawled inside the fridge and died?” 

“I want to know who added caffeine to the water supply.” 

“Please don’t tell me I have yard duty. I left my Kevlar vest at home.” 

“I swear the activity ran itself. The kids were geniuses.” 

“Three-day work weeks...that’s the ticket.” 

“Yeah, I guess September 16 is a little early to pray for a snow day.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 15: Burpees 

 

Yep, burpees.  

My version, which my brothers taught me, is basically a fancy jumping jack, but why not mix 

things up? 

So, for the second round of 10:00 Flex Time, we lined up seamlessly, marched out Marine-like 

to our designated safe place, and promptly disintegrated into a roiling swarm of nine-year-olds.  

Once back in our circles, we learned the art of the burpee--do a jumping jack, then, back at 

starting position, bend at the knees with hands on the ground, shift to a push-up position, return 

to knees-bent, and back to standing/starting position. Repeat process. 

The kids needed a step-by-step demonstration, followed by a  slo-mo demo, and then they 

partnered up to practice. 

[No surprise, they loved the name. Not quite sure how this will be translated at the family dinner 

table.]  

Once they got the hang of it, I had them do a set of three. Still confusion reigned, and I just 

shrugged and giggled at a group of two dozen kids in various stages of contortion. Hey, they 

were moving, right? And laughing. And getting fresh air… 

All under the gaze of an unexpected visitor. 

Double-yikes. [Would she be at all impressed that there is an actual World Burpee Day? I could 

only hope.] 

 

 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 16:  A Chat with Mrs. Nix 

 

Mrs. Nix: So, that was interesting. Shouldn't you have been teaching math at that time? 

Joanna Page: Well, actually, we were about to start counting by multiples of six as we did those 

burpees, but I figured you'd seen enough. 

Mrs. Nix: Oh? How could you tell? And...burpees? 

Joanna Page: Burpees are just fancy jumping jacks that I make fancier by weaving in a little 

math. And pretty much any teacher can tell when an administrator isn't thrilled with things. 

Mrs. Nix: What is it? A knitted brow? A frown? 

Joanna Page: I'm not sure I can describe it. It's more of a vibe we pick up on. 

Mrs. Nix: So, Joanna, you seem, umm, different this year. What's going on? 

Joanna Page: Different? How so? 

Mrs. Nix: You just seem to be in your own little world. Like you're not 'with the program'. 

Joanna Page: I'm sorry you think that. I guess I'm just adjusting to a new classroom and a new 

class of kids. 

Mrs. Nix: Well, I have another meeting, so see if you can't fall back in line with our schedule. 

Joanna Page: I'll take a look at changing things up. 

  



The Next Page: From the journal of Beth Carson 

 

 
 

We're writing till our hands ache. Ms. Page said something about using our ‘thinking-and-writing 

muscle’ every day. Yeeesh, I just don't like the sound of that. All summer I was sure I had Ms. 

Page figured out. Here I was ready for a whole year of doing as little work as possible. And now 

we're in Marine boot camp, doing exercises first thing in the morning. 

I swear it felt like breakfast was an inch from coming back up. 

Kind of glad it didn't, since Mrs. Nix showed up right about then. 

I looked over at Ms. Page. Suddenly she was the one who looked like her breakfast was an inch 

from coming back up. 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 17: 

 

  

So I promised Mrs. Nix that I would look into changing things up. 

I wasn’t exactly specific, was I? 

Gotta admit, I didn't realize right then how open-ended 'changing things up' is. But I like it... 

Anyway, I don't want to alarm poor Mrs. Nix with my being 'different'. I would just as soon stay 

off her radar--like all the other years--where she pretty much just tolerated me as long as I 

followed the 'schedule'. 

For now, I guess I'm on her radar. I was surprised she sauntered out to our rural setting to begin 

with. 

Questions: Did someone alert her to our ‘rebellious’ ways? Or did she just follow her 'Spidey-

Sense'? Or did she actually have a question for me that she forgot to address? 

*** 

Elsewhere on the teaching front… 

Beth Hansen is watching me like a hawk. 

I wouldn’t be surprised if she kept a dossier on me, though extra work isn’t exactly her strong 

suit. She’s just that kind of obsessively observant kid. 

**I might need to put a bell on her so I know her whereabouts. 

On the other hand, speaking of Spidey-Sense, this kid knows when I'm scrambling and seems to 

show up when I need saving. 

 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 18: 

 

 
 

 

 

So, Mrs. Nix wanted us to be ‘on schedule’ during that 10:00 time. 

Welcome to… 

Math Scramble 

 

Required:   

--Index cards with numbers or operators [=, - x, ÷] on them. 

Some cards will have numbers on one side and operators on the other. 

Some will have numbers on one side and an operation [like 'times 2'] on the other. 

 

--Plastic hoops [Hula Hoops] as math destinations. Teacher decides the distance between hoops. 

--Marking pens 

Optional: First aid kit for possible collisions. ;-] 

 

 
 

Student assistants can be used to: [rotate them in so all kids are doing math during the session] 

--play music during 'computation times' [i.e. math scrambles]. 

--video record some of the rounds and take photos of groups with correct results. 

--check for correct results or give a quick 'math boost' [correct answers to urgent requests—

'What's 4 x 15?'] 

 

 

 



Various rounds will include: 

 

Where do the kids with cards that don't match the description go? To the middle. 

Teacher serves as the 'math inspector'. 

Sample rounds 

“All kids with operators [great math vocabulary!] run to the red hoops!” 

“All kids with even numbers run to the blue hoops.” 

“All kids with odd numbers…” 

“All kids with factors of…” 

“All kids with multiples of…” 

“All kids with prime numbers…” 

“All kids with composite numbers…” 

 

 
 

Now it's time to team up. ** Hoops aren’t required for these rounds. 

A few students can be given blank cards to use as 'math ad lib' [wild cards], as needed. 

For example: Your team has to create a ‘15’ and if you're currently at 30, the ad lib card card be 

used as a 'divide by 2' card. 

“Make sure your team knows what number you've created and decide who will announce/explain 

it at inspection.” [Ex. "Our team created a ___. This is what we did…"] 

“Team up to create a 10!” 

“Team up to create a 100!” 

“Team up to create a prime number!” 

“Team up to create a multiple of 5!” 

“Team up to create a number larger than 20!” 

“Team up to create a number smaller than 50!” 

 

“Now…you will need to use at least four people to create a 60.” 

“Now…use at least four people to create a 35.” 

“Now…use at least four people to create a multiple of 7.” 

 

 
 

“Now, it's time to switch cards. If you have an operator card, make sure you now have a number 

card...Ready? Let's do a few more rounds.” 

  



The Next Page—Entry 19: Six Words Only 

 

 
 

I threw the kids a curve during journal time. A few are complaining about too much writing, so I 

zigged. [Or did I zag?] 

Today, they could only use six words to describe their summer break. [I don't want them to put 

their summer break in the past just yet.] 

My hope: Squeeze their thinking, make them focus on the most helpful/descriptive nouns, verbs, 

or adjectives to recreate that time. 

I gave them pieces of cash register tape for their final draft to be pinned on the graffiti bulletin 

board. 

[Yep, there was a short discussion about hyphenated words being treated as single words. I 

officially broke my own six-word rule and the kids aren’t letting me forget it.] 

 

 

 

  



The Next Page—Entry 20: Learning Elsewhere? 

 

I liked the way the kids are handling the outside time. They’re not perfect, of course, and 

‘sources’ tell me bullying is rearing its ugly head, but I think overall this is a group that can 

handle learning beyond the school grounds. 

Mrs. Nix will be gone a few days next week [thank you, Mr. Taylor, for that nugget], so it might 

be a good time to get some off-campus science going without immediate interrogation. 

Next steps: 10-minute field trips at the school and parent permission slips for visits to the park. 

 


