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“By telling his own personal story, as an immigrant and English language learner, Bolgen Vargas vividly illustrates how teachers and school environments can tap into a young person’s motivations and help them “soar,” as he says, to their full potential. In addition to his inspiring story, Bolgen encourages us to examine the limitations in our school systems and think about how we, as educators, can influence meaningful change that supports both students and teachers. This book is a must read for all teachers and school administrators.”


Dr. Adam Urbanski, President of the Rochester Teachers Association and Vice President of the American Federation of Teachers


“Let Our Children Soar! is powerful. For students, this book is a memoir filled with hope and inspiration. Imagine the classroom discussions that would occur as students wrestle with immigration, language, perseverance and opportunity! For teachers and administrators, it is a case study to open opportunities for reflection, discourse and application. This book will leave a lasting impact on all who read it.”


Ellen Tuohey, Elementary Teacher


“I wish every teacher, every school administrator who is working with k-12 immigrants and their families would read this book. It is touching, invigorating and an excellent resource for deeper discussions and reflection on the power of educators and the potential for each student to soar.”


Dr. Vicma Ramos, Superintendent of Wayne-Finger Lakes Boces, former ELL teacher


“Bolgen Vargas’ journey from his youth in a rural Caribbean community with little or no access to formal education to becoming a progressive educational leader in the United States is fascinating, compelling, and inspirational. He writes with the voice of one who understands the struggles so many of our English language learning students undergo. While too often educational philosophies that focus on assimilation and filling in perceived deficits drive “education reform,” Bolgen demands that we approach our teaching with a lens of asset-based pedagogy. Though this book is more a personal narrative than a how-to manual, it offers priceless advice on working with English language learners and the importance of relationship building between teachers and counselors and our students.”


Dr. Ellen Bernstein, President, Albuquerque Teachers Federation 


“The Bolgen Vargas I’ve known as his former high school English teacher has not really changed much over the years. He has always grabbed chances despite the odds against his succeeding. Imagine: staying in a class way too advanced for his circumstance, going to an out of town college where he earned bachelor and masters degrees, becoming superintenent of schools in two different states, getting a doctorate in education from a prestigious university, writing this book, and most of all maintaining my daughter’s and my friendship for over 45 years. As a retired teacher I look forward to seeing Bolgen’s book in print. It will open educators’ eyes to a whole new amazing world. Finally, this book is a tribute to all the educators and students who have struggled with a new language, a new country and new customs.”


Judith Goldberg, Retired English Teacher, Seward Park High School
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You probably have heard the saying, “Each of us has one book within us.” For many years I heard from friends and colleagues that I should write a book about my immigrant experience. They seemed to believe, well before I did, that I had something unique to share, and I was given enough encouragement that I thought seriously about what I would say. As I often am inclined to do, I talk about an idea and share my thinking with others, in this case mostly my wife, Jill. So after more than 10 years of pondering the possibility, and as we were facing the beginnings of the Covid pandemic, Jill finally confronted me with, “It’s not a book unless its written!” This book, therefore, sprang from the support and encouragement (the kick in the pants) that Jill gave me. Indeed, she became my first editor.


I dedicate the book to Jill, to my mother and father, and to my brother Arsenio and his wife Ydalia for the sacrifices they made to bring me to America to pursue the American dream, and to all my siblings. Also, I dedicate this to all the teachers and professors who never gave up on me even when I was ready to do so myself. Finally, there are simply too many people to mention who supported me along the way and, indeed, put the wind beneath my wings so that I might soar. 























[image: Black & White image of author ‘Bolgen Vargas’]




Bolgen Vargas’ life began in a small rural hamlet in the Dominican Republic where he walked barefoot to school or, on a lucky day, rode on the back of a donkey. As a teenager without any knowledge of the English language he transitioned to the bewildering environment of New York City to join his mother. He beat the odds that his beginnings would have predicted by graduating from high school. A graduate of SUNY Brockport and from the University of Pennsylvania, GSE, he spent his entire career educating children from all walks of life. He served as Superintendent of the Rochester, NY School District and the Manchester, NH School District.
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FOREWORD





By Carlos A Garcia


Imagine one of your former English Language Leaner students taking you on his journey. You learn where he came from, how he came to your school, where he went after he graduated. How much would you benefit from the opportunity to see his multiple worlds from his eyes?


Bolgen Vargas takes us on such a journey. He tells the story of how his life began in a small rural pueblecito (hamlet) in the Dominican Republic. When he immigrates to New York City, he finds himself navigating the challenges of a new world. Bolgen shares this wonderful account of his own life experiences as a catalyst for motivating teachers, administrators and educational institutions to better understand the immigrant experience. And he uses his story to illustrate common sense approaches to education that might better serve students’ needs.


His story emphasizes the fundamental importance of understanding our children’s backgrounds if we are going to be successful in educating them. He describes how easily the immigrant population experience is either ignored or only dealt with through a deficit model, arguing that language and zip code should not be the primary determining factor in student outcomes. The immigrant experience is a rich and wonderful asset that, if understood, can be incorporated into instruction to help maximize student success. His own experience of language challenges as an immigrant clearly demonstrates that we as educators should never misinterpret not knowing English as a criterion in determining a student’s intellect.


Bolgen’s journey of transformation from dirt-floor poverty in the Dominican Republic to becoming an urban school superintendent in the U.S. exemplifies what the American dream is all about. The strength and will that this immigrant brought with him, should serve as a reminder to all of us that our support and understanding in our classrooms can truly open the future for immigrants.


Bolgen is an innovator in education. He has taken all his life challenges and incorporated them into action plans to address not only migrant education, but all education and community-based issues. He understands the complexity of issues in education today and remains intent and focused on bringing about effective change. He is a leader in community-based solutions and knows that change needs to come from within, with the direct involvement of all the stakeholders. His work should reinforce the attitude that educators need to be better listeners and need to “walk the talk.” Education is what we work to make it and it can only be improved by us, The Educators.


As its title suggests, this book tells a story that provides hope and possibility. It will inspire you in your commitment to support all students to reach their full potential, and give you insights and ideas to put into practice as a school teacher, administrator and K-12 educator.


Carlos A Garcia, Superintendent (retired), San Francisco, CA, Unified School District.
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This little boy might come to your school







“I am what time, circumstance, history, have made of me, certainly, but I am, also, much more than that. So are we all.”


James Baldwin





It was a late spring afternoon in 2010, and I was in my first week as interim superintendent of the Rochester City School District. The district was in crisis, which included the layoff of more than 600 teachers, and I was holding a series of meetings with school administrators and teachers to share with them and engage them in how we would be addressing the challenges. I was speaking with district assistant principals in a large conference room in one of the schools. When I ended my presentation, a petite Latina woman who looked vaguely familiar came up to me, clearly shaken and with tears in her eyes. “Do you remember me? I’m here because of you.”


I did remember. She’d been one of my students in an Educational Opportunity Center pilot program to help bilingual single mothers move from welfare to work where I’d worked as a young college graduate. She told me that whenever she’d been discouraged, I’d always encouraged her. Now she was a vice principal in a district school. She gave me a big hug.


She had come far. As it happens, so had I.


When I was six, I had not yet held a pencil, but I was agile and strong enough to climb the mango, avocado, and tamarind trees on our farm. I could spot the ripest and sweetest mango, climb to it, hold onto a branch with one hand, and pick the fruit with the other. My greatest joy was to get the sweetest mangos for my mother and grandmother, who lived with us. They would say, “Gracias, este es el mango mas dulce (Thank you, this is the sweetest mango).”


My father, in his grumpy way, could care less about mangos, but he cared very much about avocados—especially a big, ripe, creamy one. He’d never say “Gracias” when I brought him one. But I knew he was pleased.


Jesús María Vargas Cruz, my father, was known to everyone as María. According to family lore, my grandmother, who we called Mama, had added the female name because she’d wanted a daughter.


Although María was very strong, I knew by his bald head and missing teeth that he was old. He didn’t find humor in life, and his temperament, at least in my child’s world, made him someone to fear. He knew only farming and how to make his café. He drank coffee all day from sunrise to sunset.


The one crop my father never sold was his coffee beans. The plot where he grew coffee was too small. If you came by our bohio (a small, thatched-roof dwelling) at exactly noon, my father would be making coffee, and at 4 p.m. he would make his last pot of the day. He roasted his beans with sugar in a special iron pot that had been passed on to him by my grandfather. But he believed that the most important factor for making good coffee was a coffee strainer made of cotton cloth. This was the old way of making coffee, and for my father it was the only way.


To me, everything seemed like the only way. For generations, my family had been born in the backcountry hamlet of Boca de Cabía in the region of Puerto Plata in the Dominican Republic about 140 miles northwest of the capital, Santo Domingo.


Boca de Cabía sits on fertile land blessed by tropical rains sufficient for subsistence farming and to fill the Bajabonico and the Caonao rivers that gave us our fresh water. It seemed like we had sunshine 365 days a year and enough flowers year-round to please the heart and feed the bees that made the sweetest honey. And although it was poor, our hamlet, with its population of fewer than 100 people, provided most of our basic needs and everything I wanted. This was my world, beautiful and complete, between its two rivers.


The hamlet was a scattering of farms along a dirt road connecting it to three nearby towns. From this road you see lush rolling hills with palms, mangos, avocados, lemons, and oranges among the woods and fields.


People in the village lived, for the most part, in small huts along the road, set back on little plots of farmland—this is how my family lived. A few houses in the hamlet were more substantial, built of palm board, colorfully painted, with metal roofs and concrete floors. These houses had more land, and cows and cattle in the fields, which were signs of greater wealth. Having cows ensures milk to sell and from that at least some predictable income for the family.


In the hamlet, for most of the families, including mine, the day is taken up with working on the farm and tending to day-to-day tasks such as getting water, taking care of the animals, finding food, fishing in the rivers, and sometimes traveling by horse to the ocean about 20 miles away to fish.


We didn’t have much in terms of what one would consider material goods or modern things, such as electricity, but we had enough energy supplied for free by the sun and the moon. On a dark night I always felt the energy of the stars as they blanketed the sky. Nature found its way to warm the heart, humble us, and make us appreciate what very little we did have. And even though our table wasn’t large enough for the family to sit with friends and talk about our joys and sorrows, we had a large mango tree where we could sit and carry on those conversations in its cool shade.


We may not have had much, but I had a horse. He was born when I was eight, and I called him Rainbow. We knew each other like soul mates. He was Rainbow only to me. We didn’t recognize our animals with names but referred to them by description—white horse, black horse.


We ate our meals and gathered for conversation on a dirt patio next to the open-air kitchen shaded by the tall mango tree with lush green leaves that had been there forever. Everyone in the family, even my grandmother, remembered her when they were growing up just as she was now. She had magically survived all the violent winds that blew through her. She was good to me when I was hungry, dropping ripe kidney-shaped mangos ready to eat. I would peel the overripe fruit and then bite in and slurp the sweet pulp, the juice running down my chin.


Our small bohio was made of royal palm boards with a thatch roof of royal palm leaves and sticks on beams. It had two rooms: a small living room with a table in the center where we did our schoolwork, and a large bedroom with three beds where we all slept. My mother and father shared their bed with me. I never thought that was unusual. It was all I’d ever known.




[image: Picture of author’s Mother and Father.]




My mother and father


We were always in bed when darkness settled on the hamlet. Whereas the days were filled with activity and the blended sounds of the animals neighing, lowing, cackling, bleating and wheezing, the nights slowly quieted down to a hush. Even the birds settled after dark. You might hear frogs and the sounds of an owl, but you did not hear voices as the hamlet slept. Most nights, the air was soft with fresh fragrance from the mangos, guavas, and the ever-present wildflowers.


On moonless nights in the winter months, when night fell at 6 p.m., the stars were almost the only lights in the hamlet, a perfect blanket across the sky. The meager light from our one kerosene lamp did not compete with the vast night sky of stars. Occasionally, a kerosene lamp glowed faintly from the doorway of the one other bohio we could see, high above us on a hillside. Otherwise, we saw no light except what came from the night sky.


I was the youngest of eight children spanning 20 years. When my earliest memories begin, some of my brothers and sisters had already left home. The oldest, my sister Luz, was living in the capital, already married, when I was born. Arsenio, my second oldest brother, had left the hamlet to work in the capital when I was too young to remember. He had begun to help support the rest of our family by the time he was 12 years old. Elpidio had joined the Dominican navy. So I was growing up with my sisters Holanda and Pujinga and my brothers Digno and Papalo.


In the mornings we scrambled in different directions. Holanda was off to the one-room school for two hours of instruction. My brothers might be on their way to the fields or to the market in Imbert or Luperón or the city of Puerto Plata to sell our plantains, bananas, cassavas, avocados, oranges, mangos, chickens, pigs, and goats. The rest of us would take care of the animals, carry water from the river, and work the crops.


I couldn’t wait to turn seven so I could go to school. Holanda liked learning—she would be the first in our family to graduate from high school after she moved to the capital. Before I was old enough to go to school, I watched her trying to teach my father and mother how to read. She made some progress with my father: she taught him to sign his name and to read basic sentences. Unfortunately, she didn’t succeed with my mother. At the end of her long life, my mother died without understanding the written word at all. She was strong and brilliant in her environment, but she couldn’t sign her name. I am still haunted by that.


Noon meant two things in our household: my father making his coffee and my father arguing with my mother.


As soon as he had poured his coffee, my father and my mother and anyone else who was there would sit under the mango tree next to the kitchen. I recall arguments about various matters, but none was as regular or more heated than about my mother’s determination that her sons and daughters should move from the campos (fields) to the capital as soon as they could.


“You were born poor here in the campos but you don’t have to die here,” my mother would say. “There is a better life to be had than the hard life on the conucos (plot of farmland).”


“Stop poisoning our children with your stupid idea that they will be better off by moving to the capital than staying here helping us work the farm,” my father would yell.


I was seven or eight. I had heard this exchange over and over again.


“Look at Luz,” my mother would say. “Because I helped her move to the capital, she’s now married to a good man and they have two beautiful children and they do well. If she hadn’t gone, God knows where she would be.”


My mother would talk of my brothers who’d left the farm. Elpidio had joined the Dominican navy with the help of Luz’s husband. Arsenio had left to work with his uncle Edilio at his bar. Then he went to work for “the Chinese” and they were good to him because he was a hard worker. He was saving money and helping us.


“Every month Arsenio sends us a box full of food and a few pesos. He would not be better off working here on the farm. He wouldn’t have a penny in his pocket working here with you. We can’t save a penny ourselves. There isn’t time for our children to go to school because they are always working. We have very little here.”


“Little!” My father bellows the word. “Look at Luperón and Imbert! They have little! So they have electricity and they have a paved road, but they don’t have much else. If it weren’t for us working on the farms, they wouldn’t have anything to eat! And the capital? They don’t even have enough water there. So what good is it to have the things you say but they don’t have water?”


“Look at me,” my mother says. “I work like crazy. My father and my grandparents worked like crazy, with nothing to show for it but the small amount of land we have. I wanted to go to school and learn lots of things, like reading, but I couldn’t because I had to work at home. I want more for my children. So stop trying to stop me, because no one can stop me. Only God can stop me.”


We all worked hard. Like most villages in the countryside, then and now, we did not have running water or wells. My sisters and my mother were responsible for carrying all the water we used from the river. My brothers and I brought the large animals to the river to drink. But my sisters and my mother carried water in large buckets on their heads for the pigs, chickens, ducks, and turkeys and of course water for cooking, drinking, and other needs. They washed our clothes at the rivers.


I asked my mother, “How are you able to carry so much water and smoke a cigar at the same time?”


“Very simple,” she said. “Women are made much stronger than men from head to toe.”


The boys swam naked in the river to bathe and dried naked under the radiant Caribbean sun, cooled by the gentle river breeze. The girls did the same in their own bend of the river. We didn’t have electricity or running water, but we had the rivers and the sun.


Octavia, my mother, was a small woman with long salt-and-pepper hair, a big smile, and an even bigger heart who always spoke her mind. She’d known nothing but poverty and she was determined that her children would do better. The only way she could see this happening was through education, which would require us to leave our hamlet.


One sunny, hot afternoon, after arguing with my father, my mother walked rapidly to where I was watching my brother Papalo plow land with oxen to sow cassavas in our small cunuco.


My mother began whispering to him. I desperately wanted to hear what she was saying, but I didn’t dare approach them. She spoke for about five minutes and my brother spoke just a few words, nodding his head. I was sure he responded with the same word: sí, sí, sí, sí, and sí.


“I need to speak with you secretly about something very serious and very important.”


I was certain that was how she’d started the conversation because my brother appeared nervous, and after the conversation ended he could not keep the bulls plowing straight.


My guess was confirmed when we went to bed at our customary time of 8 p.m., just after sunset. I was nestled between my parents at night. I heard my mother speaking very quietly to my father.


“Not even the dictator Trujillo could stop me from getting my children to a better place,” she said. “Trujillo tried to keep all of us in the countryside with his laws. He is dead. But even if he were resurrected, he could not stop me.”


My father replied with the softest and most gentle voice I ever heard him use.


“If Trujillo were alive, you could never say that,” he said. “You and the whole family would be killed by the regime. He was a bad man, but he did establish good law and order so that the campesinos (farmers) could not all move from the countryside to cities without the permission of the government.’’


It was very hot again the next afternoon. Papalo and Digno had returned from Imbert, where they had gone to sell 10 quintals of yuccas. I was with my father at the pig corral giving them water because they were suffering from the heat. I couldn’t wait to see whether Papalo and Digno had brought the sweet bread they bought when they had a good day at the market.


It had been a good day. They’d brought home the bread I craved, three pounds of rice, and a bottle of the lard that we used for all cooking. We hardly ever cooked with oil because we didn’t produce it in our hamlet and it was too expensive for us. I always felt privileged when we were able to afford the sweet bread made outside the hamlet rather than cassava bread, which was what we ate every day.


It stopped being a good day for me at four in the afternoon when Papalo didn’t show up at the baseball field. We were now short a player who might make the difference between winning and losing the game—a game we’d bet 15 cents on and, more important, our pride, which is always tied to every baseball game.


“Where’s Papalo?”


Digno’s lips were tight. “I am going to catch. Just throw strikes, and try not to let your hand shake so much.”


Since early childhood I’d had a tremor that made people think I was nervous and that I couldn’t pitch. I could hear the taunts from the other team, “He’s shaking like an old man!” but I knew that I could put the ball where I wanted.


We played without Papalo. Everyone was surprised that he was missing—except Digno.


“Where were you?” I asked Papalo when I found him at home.


“I went to the river to fish and caught five tilapias.” Indeed, he had.


My mother cooked a dinner of tilapia, guisada (a type of stew), and platanos (plantains).


During dinner, Papalo was quieter than usual. I knew something was going on that he didn’t want to reveal to me. I knew he would run away to the capital with my mother’s support. It was just a matter of time. And that was likely very soon. There has to be a better reason than fishing for a Dominican to miss a baseball game. I was not such a child as to believe that he would skip playing baseball to go fishing all by himself.


When we die, if we were to see two trails, one leading to heaven and the other to a baseball game, most Dominicans would follow the trail to the baseball game. I knew that Papalo, Digno, and all the boys I grew up with hoped baseball could be our bridge to America and our way out of poverty.


My mother disagreed. The way to prosperity was education and hard work—and to move from the countryside to the capital.


My mother was not about to accept a fate driven by circumstance. She wanted us to be much more than that which our history and circumstances would dictate.




Why tell this story?


I have described some of my early childhood experience because I want you to know where I came from as a student—as the kind of student you may meet one day or likely already know. I don’t intend to suggest that my experience and my family circumstances are representative of all English language learner (ELL) students—just this one.


However, there are several things in my young experience I do share with many other ELLs: poverty, eagerness to learn, lack of books at home, the inability of parents to help me with schoolwork and language, among others. In the next few chapters, I will tell you more about my family and my adolescent years and my evolution as a student, starting in my hamlet and eventually enrolling in a large New York City high school.


I know well that getting to know your students is not as easy as it sounds. I hope I can give you—teachers and administrators—useful insights into the complexity of getting to know ELLs coming, as they do, from different cultures, social classes, family circumstances, and immigrant experiences. I will cover much more in this book than the complexity of getting to know students and their families, but I will say here at the start that if we are serious as educators—and as an education system—about really knowing our students and their families, we need to look at the caseload and workload of teachers. Knowing our ELL students takes time, and teachers can’t invent more time for themselves. The time they need must be made available.


In my capacity as a superintendent in urban school districts, I met well-meaning and genuinely concerned business leaders who wondered why educators are so challenged in helping their students succeed. Many assumed that getting to know our students is as easy as getting to know their customers. When I shared my story, many of these leaders experienced an Aha moment. There is a lot to know about a life! In the following chapters I will draw from research, ideas from experts in the field; my own expertise in public education; and my personal experience as an immigrant, student, educator, and community leader to provide you with thoughts about education that go beyond my own life and professional experience. It is my hope that you will also have some Aha moments along the way.







Reflect and Imagine Activity


Imagine that seven-year-old Bolgen showed up at your school. This seven-year-old Bolgen did not—that was not yet my fate—but thousands of children arrive in our schools every year just as innocent of any other way of life than the one they’ve known on their farms, or in refugee camps, or whatever utterly foreign existence that has been their only world until almost the minute you meet them.


Here are two likely scenarios.


As a teacher, you are fortunate that your school has a strong capacity to serve students like him. You take the first step that is required by federal law: school districts and charter schools must have a process to determine the language(s) spoken in each student’s home and to objectively identify students who need language support services due to their limited proficiency in speaking, reading, writing, or understanding English.


You gave Bolgen the district English language assessment, and the result confirms that he doesn’t know the alphabet in English or even in Spanish, his native language. It is clear that his home language is Spanish, and you are able to confirm that the first English language exposure this student had ever had was upon arrival at John F. Kennedy International Airport.


Your school offers three programs for you to consider to support young Bolgen.


English as a Second Language


English as a second language (ESL), beginners-level English, was developed as an alternative to the “sink-or-swim” approach. ESL stresses simplified speech and uses visual or physical cues, memorization, and drills. ESL can include several language groups in the same classroom. The goal is all about getting kids to function in English as quickly as possible and spend a minimal amount of time in a child’s native language.


Transitional Bilingual


Bilingual has two goals: help the students to achieve English proficiency and continue instruction in their native language. Bilingual programs generally focus on Spanish speakers because they are the largest non–English-speaking group in public schools currently (approximately 70 percent of the ELL student population are Spanish speakers). In a bilingual classroom, the teacher must be bilingual, and all subjects, including math, science, and social studies, are taught in Spanish, but the focus is on English proficiency in writing and reading. The goal is to help students become fluent in two languages.


Dual Language


In this model, instruction should be split into two sections, with one part of the school day in English and the other in a different language. For this to work properly, the teacher(s) must be fluent in both languages. In a version of this model, often called dual immersion, ideally half of the class consists of non-native English speakers and half of native English speakers.


In which program would you place Bolgen?


In what grade level would you place him?


What are the strengths and challenges that Bolgen brings to school?


What school barriers do you think can get in the way of Bolgen’s success?


As you reflect, what curricular, instructional, and assessment issues come to your mind?


Now consider that you and young Bolgen are not as lucky. You are in a school that does not have great resources for ELL students. Your school only offers one program, which is ESL. Also, you are in a community where many residents don’t support the settlement of immigrants, a vocal minority of the school board believes that ELL students are too expensive to educate, and even some general education teachers seem reluctant to work with students learning ESL.


You have a district policy that states you must place according to the grade skills not by age, where social promotion is not allowed. There are only two teachers of ESL at your school. You speak very little Spanish and your other teachers of ESL only speak English.


What are the strengths and challenges that Bolgen brings to your school?


As you reflect, what curricular, instructional, and assessment issues come to your mind?


What school barriers do you think can get in the way of Bolgen’s success?


The story of seven-year-old Bolgen, who has never held a pencil, may sound like that of some of the immigrant children you’ve seen in your classroom. The constructs of a school building, with its structures and expectations, may be unknown to this child and his family. Yet, a little knowledge about the environment they’ve come from helps you meet them where they are and this can open up a world of opportunity as you learn to unfold the hidden, unique skills and experiences these newcomers bring to their transition into a traditional classroom. Teachers and administrators can be most helpful when they come to understand the assets and potential the immigrant child brings rather than focusing on the deficits they face in the basic fundamentals, which are more evident.


In 2019 there were more than five million ELL students in the United States, which represents 10.4 percent of the K–12 student population (National Center for Education Statistics [NCES], 2022). Approximately 77 percent of ELL students are Hispanic. The top 10 most commonly reported home languages are as follows: Spanish, Arabic, English, Chinese, Vietnamese, Portuguese, Russian, Haitian Creole, Hmong, and Korean (NCES, 2022). Although these are the most commonly reported languages, the ELL student population is as diverse as the world, and meeting each and every one of them where they are is a teacher’s greatest challenge.


Current federal, state, and local policies and practices, such as high-stakes testing, linking high-stakes testing to teacher evaluations, and rigid pacing guides, make this imperative doubly challenging. When devoted teachers and administrators are burdened by ill-conceived policies and practices such as these, the needs of the most vulnerable children get lost.
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