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There are certain “essential elements” required for successful training based on adult learning.  These essential elements can be illustrated in detail via the use of “case stories” – examples that are entertaining “vignettes” that demonstrate the element by creating specific memories for the adult learner.  
The utility of stories in safety training has been well established in the literature.  In particular NIOSH/CDC has a document that explains in detail the use and benefits of stories (see Tell Me a Story: Using Narrative to Teach Safety to Skilled Blue Collar Workers by Elaine Cullen, Ph.D.  elainec@primaconsultingservices.com.  Published by NIOSH, pub# 2005-152 http://www.cdc.gov/niosh/mining/pubs/pdfs/tmasu.pdf). 
Some learning objectives for the reader include that at the conclusion of this paper readers will be able to: 


Describe and defend the need to include certain essential elements for successful training;


Explain the learning benefits of using contextual stories as part of training to create specific memories for the learners; and 


Demonstrate effective story-telling as it pertains to training.  
There are certain “must haves” for a story to work well in training.  Some of those include: 
· Relevance 
· Context

· Effective

· Entertaining

· Memorable

· Makes your point

· Plot (story “arc”)

· Characters

Also, useful stories should not be what many refer to as “war stories”.  To differentiate useful stories from so-called war stories, whereas useful stories employ many if not all of the above must haves, war stories do not. Furthermore, war stories are often rambling, irrelevant, and/or self-serving ones. 
Here are training’s 7 essential elements for our case stories: 

1. Training (or learning) needs assessment

2. Learning objectives (LOs or outcomes) 

3. Training design (lesson plans, curriculum)

4. Delivery

5. Validation, achievement of LOs, testing

6. Evaluation (of training/trainer) 

7. Continuous improvement 

Each essential element is presented below, followed by the story title and then the story itself. 
Essential Element 1 - Training (or learning) needs assessment 
Story - “You want me to teach BBPs to doctors?!” 
I got a call from a colleague who is the EHS Manager for Colby College.  He asked if I did Bloodborne pathogen refresher training.  I said “Yes, sure.”  He said, “Great. I’d like you to do some BBP refresher training for a few of the folks here who need it.”  Then I started to think about it and asked him a question.  “Bruce, this is something you could do just as easily as I can. Why don’t you do it?”  He replied, “I have done it. I need someone else to do it, change it up for them.”  Made sense to me. “Ok, Bruce thanks.”  I thought some more – there was still something missing.  “What’s the catch Bruce?” I asked him.  “Well, it’s the Health Center staff.” He said.  “Health Center staff, huh?  Doctors, Nurses, etc., right?  Healthcare professionals who probably know more about BBPs than I do?” I asked.  “Yes, but they need an OSHA refresher. Will you do it?” he asked.  “Sure, no sweat.  By the way, how much time will we have for the training?” I asked.  “All I can get from them is 30 minutes.” He said.  “30 minutes?!” I exclaimed. “I can’t possibly cover everything in the OSHA standard in 30 minutes!” I continued.  “Good, don’t” he said. “They don’t need OSHA coverage. What they need is effective training to reinforce their initial training.”  I asked, “What do they need reinforced? What are they doing, that they shouldn’t be or what are they not that they should?”  “Well,” he began, “they aren’t gloving up when they should be.  They look at the student and they see their kid and think that there’s no way that the 18-year old in front of them could have HIV, hepatitis, or AIDS.”  I thought about it. “Ok” I said. I needed to do some research. 
I called a doctor friend of mine.  “Hi Sue. How’re things?” I asked.  “Good” she replied, “And you?” “We’re well.  I was wondering if I could ask you a medical question?” I asked politely. “Sure,” she said. “What did you hurt this time?” she asked with a little laugh in her voice.  “No, nothing like that. It’s about Bloodborne pathogens.”  “Oh,” she said sounding serious. “No, it’s not about me or Deb.”  I quickly replied and proceeded to tell he about my BBP training request.  “What is the latest greatest on BBPs – got any ideas on new, cutting edge info I can use in the refresher?” I asked.  “The latest I’ve seen in the medical literature is the post-exposure prophylaxis – you know, the triple antibiotic ‘cocktail’ to treat and curtail sero-conversion to HIV positive status.” She said.  “That sounds great Sue – thanks!” 
I did my research, mostly at CDC’s website.  I found just what Sue mentioned – the quicker, the better for a good outcome was needed.  I also mined the site for statistics applicable to healthcare workers.  I started to compile a 1-page info sheet specifically for the college’s Health Center staff.  
Now all I needed something to convince them that college students were both promiscuous and engaged in unprotected sex.  That didn’t sound too tough.  So, I went to my favorite search engine, Dogpile (bet you thought I was going to say Google – heck this was 1998 and Google had only just begun to really catch on.). I typed in my search terms “promiscuous, unprotected, sex, college, students”.   You know, I got some really interesting sites (and sights) but not quite what I was looking for.  So after refining the search terms a bit and weeding out the, um, picture sites I got what I was looking for.  It was a letter to the editor of a college paper.  The letter was by a female student who was bemoaning her friends who were both promiscuous and had unprotected sex. Bingo.  
That morning I arrived early at the Health Center where Bruce had already made sure I had my board to write on. It was one of those old chalkboards on wheels with two sides to write on – perfect.  I turned it around so that the trainees wouldn’t be able to see it and wrote on it. 
The trainees arrived pretty much all at once – if nothing else they were sure punctual as all get out. Bruce introduced me to them – he was very complimentary with his words.  Then I was on. “Hello, welcome – thanks for having me here.  If you thought that this was going to be a bore I just want to tell you,…” and I turned the chalkboard around so they could see what I’d written in big letters, “BBP (not =) Boring, Boring Presentation”.  They all chuckled.  Ok, we’re off to a good start.  
I proceeded to ask if they had anything that they wanted to learn about and asked each to just tell me their name and role.  Most were doctors, nurses, and therapists plus a few EMTs and coaches.  Some asked about healthcare worker statistics (perfect! I thought – that’s what I brought) and a couple asked about the treatment.  I couldn’t believe it – Sue sure was right. I’d have to thank her again. 

We talked for a while. I passed out and reviewed my handout on the statistics and the source I used (always important – especially for the medical community).  We were almost done and I took out a print out I had saved.  “I’ve got something to read to you,” I told them and proceeded to read the article to them.  They all looked like they were astounded by the revelation about the prevalence of college age sex.  One made some comments that if that were happening there, they’d have to be more careful treating their student patients.  

I asked if anyone recognized the article and they all looked at me somewhat quizzically. I then turned it around so they could see it – it was from Colby College’s own newspaper, The Colby Echo, a student-produced newspaper.  They were astounded.  “Well,” one doc said, “That clinches it for me.”  I looked at Bruce, he was smiling and winked at me. I just smiled. 
Essential Element 2 - Learning objectives or outcomes
Story - “They need to be able to do what?!”
I was teaching my one-day train-the-trainer class “If I’m Teaching, Why Aren’t They Learning?!” and one student, Bob, had asked me to discuss training versus education.  “I hear them both used almost interchangeably but it doesn’t seem quite right to me, you know?”  I knew.  I got this question pretty regularly.  “Well, let’s start with their textbook definitions and compare them from there” I offered.  “Training,” I started, “is the transfer of skills in a learning setting. Whereas education,” I continued, “is the process of delivering information in an organized fashion.” I concluded.  “How’s that?” I asked – lots of blank stares looking back.  “Not exactly a ‘useful’ or working definition is it?”  There was a chorus of “no’s”.  “Ok,” I said.  “Let me give you an example.  How many of you either had, have, or will have a teenager one day?”  I asked the class.  Almost every hand went up.  “I bet that you all want your teenager to get sex education. But,” I continued, “By the same token, I bet you don’t want him or her to get sex training!”  They all started laughing loudly.  “That’s the difference between training and education” I finished, but they couldn’t hear me – they were still laughing too hard. 
Essential Element 3 - Training design (lesson plans/curriculum)
Story - “So, ‘Ellie Bear’ climbs the ladder and just then…”
I did some work for L.L.Bean several years ago – yup, that L.L.Bean.  Ruth called me to see if I’d be willing to work with them on a couple of training videos that they were making.  One was to be for new associates in the small outlets on how to fit customers in their footwear.  “Sure”, I said. “You’re going to find this hard to believe but my family is in the shoe business.  I grew up going into Malden (Mass.) to my Grandmother’s shoe store on many a Sunday.  My Dad, Uncle, and brother are all in the shoe business, too.” I told her.  “Well then, I guess we’ve got the right person.” She replied.  “That’s not the only coincidence” I continued.  “My grandmother’s name was Ruth, too – I am not kidding.” I said emphatically.  “It’s meant to be then.” She said with a laugh.  I asked about the second video. The other video was a health and safety awareness video with a working title of “Things that can kill you here!”  Somewhat surprising to have a list of those at a retail store I thought.   
I asked Ruth what the work was she wanted me to do.  “We were hoping that you could help us script the videos.  We know your style and thought it would work really well.”  “What’s my style?” I asked with a smile.  “Fun.” She said, “Maybe even a bit wild!” she added.  “Sounds good” I said. “Count me in.” 

We had finished the shoe fitting video and were deep into the “Kill me” video as we referred to it.  “So, what are we going to have Ellie Bear do next?” Ruth asked me.  Our group included Ruth, me, and Mary who was Ellie Bear, the L.L.Bean mascot. Both she and Ruth were always willing to push the envelope and see what sort of outrageousness we could get away with.  “How about she climbs a step ladder, stands on the top step, falls, and dies?”  I suggested.  “What, are you trying to kill me?” Mary (Ellie Bear) shrieked half seriously questioning my intentions and laughing – she knew it’d be staged and intercut so that it only looked like she fell. “I thought that was the purpose of the video – to illustrate that you could get killed if you weren’t careful?” I asked smiling and laughing – we were having a blast!  Mary threw a paper ball at me hitting me off the head – I looked startled at her and we both resumed our laughing with Ruth joining in.  
“So, just for the sake of discussion, how would we make this work and not really kill me?  I mean, I’m no stunt woman you know.” Mary asked.  “Well, since you asked, we’d show you climbing, and we’d cut to a close up of your paw coming down on the top step covering the OSHA ‘Don’t step here’ warning sticker.  It’ll actually be a step stool and with a tight close-up you can’t tell that you’re actually only a couple of feet off the floor. We then show you losing your balance and falling. Again, you’re falling from all of two feet but the shot is looking up, so you can’t see the floor.  The cut then shows you hitting the floor. You actually fall onto a mat and then you’re on the floor.”  I stopped and looked at Mary who was smiling and shaking her head at me.  “What?” I asked.  “I still think you’re trying to kill me.” She said with a wry grin.  “No, not you,” I replied, “Just Ellie Bear – 15 times. Once for each hazard we identified for the video.”  Ruth chimed in smiling, “Poor Ellie Bear. The sacrifices she has to make for the good of the company!”  We all cracked up.  “Next I want to have Ellie Bear get electrocuted while doing unauthorized electrical work!” I said with a big smile looking at Mary getting wide eyed as I said it.  This time she threw her coffee cup at me.  Lucky for me it was paper and empty at the time.  There was a barrage of wadded up paper balls flung from all three of us.  “Ok,” Ruth said, “Let’s figure out what’s next!” 
Essential Element 4 - Training Delivery
Story - “You’re gonna wear what under your clothes?!”
Many years ago, the Maine Safety Council (MSC) asked me to present once again at their annual Maine Safety & Health Conference (MS&HC) – I readily agreed.  Their practice regarding asking speakers was for the MSC to pick the topic and often to come up with a working title for the presentation, too.  As I had presented for them for several years already, they were comfortable working with me on the exact final session content (though this one might change their level of comfort). 
Laurie from the conference committee called me to ask and feel me out on what aspect of training and adult learning I might be interested in presenting.  “Hi Jon, how are you?” Laurie asked me.  “Hey, Laurie! Doing well, thanks!” I answered.  Laurie continued, “We were wondering if you’d be willing to present again on training methods at the conference?”  “Sure, I’m game!” I replied.  “Ok, great!” Laurie said, continuing, “We were thinking about something more along the lines of a more in depth sub-topic of training. What do you think?”  I thought about it and offered, “How does problem solving training ‘challenges’ sound?” “Perfect!” Laurie replied enthusiastically.  “Thanks Laurie. Does the Conference Committee have a title in mind?” I asked.  “Well, funny you should ask.” Laurie said and continued. “Since you’ve already presented on ‘Training Tips and Tricks’, both parts 1 and 2, as well as your anti-tips one ‘Training from Hell!’ and your one on training methods shown in movies, we thought that something like ‘Diving Deeper into Training’ would be an appropriate title. What do you think Jon?”  Mimicking her, I replied “Perfect!”  She laughed, “Great, let us know what you need and a description as usual, please.”  “No sweat.” I replied, not realizing how prescient and ironic that was. Now I just had to decide on content and learning approach or method.  Also, what kind of ‘wow factor’ I wanted to use.  Hmm, what to do?
So, the morning of my conference session came and I got dressed and prepared for my presentation.  I gathered my ‘props’ and supplies.  Laurie and I were at the front of the hotel meeting room and she introduced me.  I began to discuss the session topic.  “Thanks Laurie. I just want to briefly tell you the background to this session and what we’re going to do in the next hour. As Laurie said, we’re ‘diving deeper’ into training.  But what exactly does ‘diving deeper’ mean?  Well, in the last three years I presented on tips and trick twice and its antithesis, training from hell.  But each of those are somewhat ‘surfiicial’ – they weren’t really a detailed session.  So, we want to go ‘below the surface’ and ‘explore’ other training ‘realms’.”  

Based on some rather quizzical looks I wondered if anyone was picking up on my hints of what was to come.  I continued, “Let me use a visual metaphor to explain this better. When you look at me now, you see me as a professionally dressed trainer.  I’m in a coat and tie.  But if I take off my coat,” which I proceeded to do, “you see me perhaps slightly more relaxed.  And if I also remove my tie,” which I also did, “I might appear even more relaxed.”  Ok, I thought, now for the moment of truth. I continued, “But to really get below the surface of who I am and what I’m doing right now, you’d have to see below my shirt.” As I spoke I started undoing the buttons on my shirt and removing it.  Some eyes widened, some laughed knowing me too well, and there was an audible gasp from at least one attendee.  As I peeled off my dress shirt, they didn’t see an undershirt, but rather they saw that I was wearing some sort of wetsuit. 
I began to speak, “So, as you can see, I am wearing my triathlon wetsuit” and I proceeded to remove my shoes and socks to more laughter and then I reached for my belt and paused – another gasp.  “Don’t worry,” I said. “I may be a bit crazy, but I’m not stupid.”  They laughed some more as I undid my belt, and dropped my pants totally revealing my full-body Xterra wetsuit that went from my neck down to my wrists and ankles.  The only parts of my body uncovered were my head, hands, and now bare feet.  “Wait, there’s more!” I said loudly in order to be heard above the laughter and side conversations.  I then reached into my prop bag and pulled out a diving mask and snorkel that I put on my forehead so I could still speak and be heard clearly.  More laughter. I then pulled out two flippers which I put on as well.  “Ok, how do I look?  Ready to ‘dive deeper’ into training?”  The attendees laughed, a few clapped and hooted.  

A friend and colleague, Mike, piped up and asked, “Aren’t you going to get hot in the suit Jon?”  I was getting warm and starting to sweat a little.  “I prepared for that,” I replied.  “I drank a 20-ouce bottle of Gatorade before getting ready and” grabbing another Gatorade bottle, “I have another one t drink during our session.”  I took a swig from the bottle, “So, I should be fine.”  Another colleague, Deb, asked me to “please take off the flippers before you trip and kill yourself and we have to try to find another speaker to take your place!”  We all laughed as I removed the flippers so I could move about the room safely.  “Thanks Deb for your concern for my well being.”  I said smiling and with obvious sarcasm in my voice.  She and several others laughed.  Well, things seemed to be going fine – at least so far. 
We then spent the rest of the time problem-solving from a long list of typical training ‘challenges I’d prepared and distributed.  We used several training methods to do the problem solving such as brainstorming, open group discussions, Q&A, dyads, triads, small group work, and team approaches. 
I wrapped up the session and thanked them when they applauded my efforts and going above and beyond.  Afterwards as I was packing up my stuff including retrieving my clothes, several came up to offer congratulations and their own comments on the session.  “Boy, you really outdid yourself this time Jonathan!” Mike said with a wide grin.  “Thanks Mike!” I replied.  Then a woman who I hadn’t met before came over to me smiling.  “That was really great! I’m Sarah.” she said. “Thanks!” I said. “I’d offer to shake your hand, but as you can see, it’s a bit sweaty.” I explained.  “Oh, I sure know it’s sweaty,” she started to say with a bit of a smile and chuckle, “Every time that you gestured with your hands or arms you sent a cascade of sweaty droplets flying. You may want to think about using a hand towel if you do this one again!” she said laughing.  I was horrified, “I am so sorry Sarah!” I apologized.  “Oh, don’t worry” she said, “I was a nurse – I’ve had much worse than a little bit of sweat get on me!”  I wondered what that was but didn’t want to ask.  “Thanks,” I said instead, “You’re very kind.”  Sarah replied, “Oh, it was a really great session – you just needed a towel is all. No sweat – really!” she said with a smile and a wink.  I smiled and laughed at the obvious pun.  She’s a good sport I thought to myself.  That was eight years ago and I haven’t done the wetsuit stunt since that first time.  Sometimes a second time just isn’t the right thing to do, you know?  
Essential Element 5 – Validate achieving objectives and testing
Story - “I can show you how to do it right – I just can’t …”
I’m really not a big fan of giving tests in training – especially if it’s just giving a test for the sake of the test.  But there are times when I have to give one.  Some clients require it as part of their policy and the EPA and state regulations for asbestos and lead both require it.  So I do it – but I don’t have to like it. I do try my best to make it as learner-friendly as I can. I use a pre-test at the start of the training.  The post-test is multiple-choice and is an extension of the training reinforcing the key points.  I especially don’t use a test as a “gotcha” to see if I can trick the students as some do.  But even with all that, it’s often not enough for a student with a learning disability.  This story is about one such instance. 
I was asked to do an asbestos worker course for some pipeline works at a facility in Connecticut back in the early ‘90s.  The workers were a mixed group of a few from the local facility and most who had come up from a sister facility in Mississippi.  They all seemed to get along quite well based on the gentle ribbing they gave each other at every opportunity.  It was a fun group and a good time delivering the course as no one gave me a hard time about anything – not even about being a ‘Yankee’.  
As is my practice to do so, I asked my project manager and then my client contact if there were any learning ‘issues’ such as problems reading or functional illiteracy.  My project manager Steve said, “That’s a possibility. You’d better ask Phil, our facility contact.”  

During the training I kept prompting the guys to with questions on key points or by having them finish my sentences with the right term or fact.  By the end of the course I was pretty comfortable that all of the guys were ‘getting it’ meaning they stood a good chance of passing the mandated test with a minimum score of at least 70 percent.  
I had noticed that most of the guys were able to read just fine.  While there were a few who read ok with some amount of difficulty, there was one of the guys in particular who obviously struggled to read – that was Billy.  

Billy understood the material just fine – he ‘got it’ – he just couldn’t read it real well.  When I did the game Jeopardy with them for their review of course materials before the test Billy was one who consistently answered correctly, more so than many of the other guys who could read.  
Before passing out the test, I once more reminded them that if any of them wanted me take the test verbally with me reading them the questions and answers that it was absolutely their right and I’d be more than happy to do so having done it several times before.  I made sure to look around the entire class and not to only look directly at Billy. Not getting any responses I took a breath, shrugged a little, and started to pass out the test papers and gave them the usual test taking instructions and tips.  I told them to take their time and let me know if they had a question.  
After a while they started to finish and turn in their tests to me for grading.  I graded each one and congratulated them on passing with the same level of emphasis regardless of their passing score.  A couple got scores in the 90s, a few in the 80s, and several in the 70s.  Eventually there were only two of the guys still remaining working on their tests – Jeff and Billy.  

Jeff was an interesting guy.  He was outgoing and friendly with all of the guys.  He was the type who tried to make things good for all of the guys – especially if one was getting picked on, struggling with a task, or just having a bad day.  He didn’t mind if he looked the fool, he just didn’t want anyone else to if it made them feel bad.  He was one of the guys who could read ok albeit with some amount of difficulty.  
Jeff cleared his throat to get my attention and spoke up, “Jonathan, can you please help me with a word here – I can’t understand it.”  He said it real clearly and just a bit louder than was necessary for me to hear him as if he wanted someone else to hear him, too.  “Sure, Jeff, let me see which one it is.” I said as I got up and walked over to his table where he was working on his test.  “It’s this one here.” he said pointing to a word in a question.  “That’s ‘mesothelioma’ I said.  Do you remember what that is?” I asked.  “Oh yeah, sure do – thanks, I’m all set!” he said rather cheerily.  “Sure,” I replied, “happy to help.”  I went back to my spot and Jeff continued working on his test paper.  Billy had looked up when Jeff first spoke up, but now he had his head down and continued to look intently at the test paper I front of him.  
A little while later Jeff got up and brought his test over to me. “Here you go Jonathan – let me know how bad I did.” He said rather quietly in contrast to his louder than necessary request before.  “I’m sure you did just fine Jeff – you seemed to really get the material in the class and during Jeopardy.” I offered.  “Thanks Jonathan, I try.” he replied. I proceeded to grade his paper and tallied his score.  “Congratulations Jeff!  You passed no problem.” I said putting my hand out to congratulate him as I had with each of the others.  “Hey, all right!” he exclaimed trying to keep his voice down.  “What was my score?” he asked.  “You got an 80 Jeff – that’s a very good score for this test.” I informed him.  “Can I see which ones I got wrong?” he asked. “Yes, of course.  Here take a look – I marked what the correct answer was for each question on your test paper.” I said while handing him his test back.  

He looked it over and once he was done he said with one of those half embarrassed smiles, “I made a few dumb mistakes.”  “I looked at him and confessed “We all do.  I do the same on the tests I have to take, too.”  “That’s nice of you to say.”  He said. “It’s true Jeff.” I replied.  Then he added even more quietly, “Thanks again for the help with the word ‘mesothelioma’ before.  That’s a tough word and it helped.” “Sure, I said, not a problem.”  I replied.  Jeff bent over closer as if sharing a secret, “You know, I asked you for the help on purpose – I thought it was ‘mesothelioma’ but wanted to be sure.”  “Was that the only reason you asked me Jeff?” I inquired while smiling and turned my head just a bit to the side to look him in the eyes. He smiled, “No, it wasn’t the only reason.  I said it a bit loud so that Billy would hear and hopefully after seeing that it’s ok to ask for help, ask you for help in reading it.  I couldn’t read hardly at all and I took lessons at my town’s adult ed program.  I don’t mind talking about it.”  I smiled back and said, “Thanks Jeff. I was kind of wondering if that might be the case.” We both glanced over at Billy for a second – he was still looking intently at his test paper.  “I guess we’ll see soon enough if it worked.” I said quietly.  “Yup, we’ll see,” he replied back. “Good luck” he said nodding toward the other side of the room where Billy still appeared to be working hard. Jeff left the room to go see the other guys who had all also left one by one to talk. 
I checked my watch; it had been close to two hours since we started on the test.  The test was 50 questions, so it was getting to be a bit long for most people.  I looked over at Billy and this time I cleared my throat and asked, “How’s it going Billy?”  Billy looked up at me and said, “Ok, I guess.  I’m getting there.”  “Sure Billy, no sweat. Take your time, I’m not going anywhere.” I replied and continued, “Do you mind if I look at your test with you and see how you’re doing so far?”  “Sure, that’d be great!” he said with obvious appreciation.  “Here.” he said offering it to me as he came over toward me.  “Have a seat Billy and let’s take a look.” I replied gesturing to the chair next to me.  I scanned his test mentally counting how many he’d gotten wrong so far.  He had only finished up to question number 35 and he had 10 wrong. With 15 questions to go and a maximum of 15 wrong total to pass, he could only be wrong 5 more times before he wouldn’t pass the course.  His job likely hung in the balance or at the very least, he thought it might.  So did his pride, too.  
I looked up and tried to give hi an encouraging smile.  He looked really worried.  Unless I did something, his worrying was likely to make things worse, not better.  “You know Billy,” I started saying, “You did really well in Jeopardy!  You knew all of the right answers.”  Billy’s demeanor brightened noticeably. “Thanks, yeah I know this stuff, it’s just…” his voice trailing off.  We both knew what the rest of the sentence was.  “Look Billy,” I said. “We both know that you do know this stuff.”  He looked at me with what looked like hope.  I continued, “I think that all you need is to hear it from my voice, just like you did during the course.”  I looked at him – there was obvious relief on his face.  “What do you think Billy?” I asked.  “Yeah, I think that’d be great!” he replied emphatically with a bit of the start of a smile.  “Tell you what,” I said, “let’s do this – let’s start at the beginning of the test just to check and see if you want to change any of your answers, ok with you?” I asked.  “Ok, let’s.” he said.  
So, I proceeded to read him the test. First I’d read the question, then I’d read him all four possible answers.  Sometimes he’d ask me to re-read the question or one or more of the answers. Other times he’d cut me off once he heard the correct answer not needing to hear the remaining (and incorrect) choices.  We finished the test in about 30 minutes time total.  “Ok,” I said, “let’s see how you did.”  He looked at me with some level of concern but there wasn’t that panic on his face or voice as there had been before.  “Ok.”  

I had tried to keep a mental tally in my head of how many he got wrong as we went.  I thought he had passed but couldn’t be 100% sure and I didn’t want to give him false hope if he had too many wrong.  I went back and marked those that were wrong.  This time I was able to concentrate and kept an accurate mental count. I totaled up the scores from each page and wrote his score on the front page of his test – it wasn’t even close.  I looked up at him and smiled.  “How’d I do?” he asked a bit quietly and nervously.  I turned the test page toward him, pointed to his score, smiled broadly and said, “You got an 86 Billy – congratulations!  That’s a really great score.” It was, too. Billy’s score of 86 was better than most of the other guys – including the guys who could read well.  
“Can I show the other guys?” he asked me excitedly. “Sure Billy, of course.” I said handing him his test paper and putting my hand out.  He took the paper in one hand and shook my hand with the other one.  “Thanks Jonathan, I really mean it!” he said with extra emphasis on ‘mean it’.  “You’re quite welcome Billy - it was my pleasure.” I replied smiling, “You earned it.”  “I know how to do the work, and I knew the material,” he said, “I just can’t read real well, you know.”  “I know, Billy. You did really well – you should be proud” I said in reply.  “Thanks.” Billy said, turning to go out the door and show off his 86 to the other guys.  I could hear him out in the hallway telling them his score and flapping the test all around.  The guys whooped and hollered “Way to go!”, “Awesome!”, and “I knew you could do it Billy!” 
I packed up my gear and started to load my car.  A few of the guys came over and thanked me.  Bob, the crew leader, came over to me, “Thanks man.  What you did for Billy means a lot, you know.”  “It was my pleasure Bob – you’re welcome, I’m glad Billy let me help him.  It was totally within his rights under the ADA, the Americans with Disabilities Act.”  It had been signed into law just the year before. “Well, all I know is it made Billy really happy and now we can do the work we come up here to do as a team.”  He shook my hand.  Billy came over to return the test to me as was required by the regulators.  He stuck his hand out to shake mine and pumped my hand vigorously as he spoke, “Thanks again man, you don’t know how much it means to me!”  I smiled and said, “I think I do Billy – good luck man!”  Billy turned toward Bob and elbowed him and said in a good natured tone with a big grin, “Hey, I got a better score than you did Bob!  Does that mean I get to be crew leader now?”  Bob smiled back, “Well, we’ll just have to see about that, won’t we.”  They walked off toward the guys – I could hear them joking and see them jostling each other. 
Essential Element 6 - Evaluation (of training/trainer)
Story - “Oh my G*d, I didn’t know it looked so…?!”
There are bunches of ways to evaluate trainers and those ubiquitous evaluation forms aren’t necessarily the best way.  Oh, don’t get me wrong – they can be very helpful when you need to evaluate many trainers and trainings like at conferences.  But there are other ways too.  They include formative and summative ones, verbal feedback, non-form written feedback, peer review, audits, and video recording to name several. The most useful one – meaning the one that provides the trainer with the best feedback and ways to improve – is arguably video recording.  There is nothing like watching yourself on video to show you how you are in the training. Video can be very ‘unforgiving’.  

Many years ago (before the internet was so common) I did some ITV training for the Maine School Management Association (MSMA).  Not ATV training, but rather ITV or ‘Interactive Television’.  Basically the way it works is I’m in a studio at one location (often a college) and others can go to other similar locations and watch me, listen, and they can call in with questions.  Seems a bit archaic now with technology for real time, streamed video conferencing, but as I said, this was in the ‘90s.  
So, my friend and colleague Phil and I wrote a grant proposal to develop and deliver several refresher training topics for K-12 school personnel all over the state.  Instead of using funds for travel (by either the trainer or the trainees) the money could be spent on the training itself.  Long story short, the grant proposal was accepted and funded and we developed training in asbestos, bloodborne pathogens, chemical safety, displays (as in video display terminals), and ergonomics.  We called it “The ABCDE’s of Safety Training!”  Clever, huh?  Well, we were better at the training than a clever name I guess. 
We went over to the University of Maine’s Augusta campus and got set up for the first training.  I had my overhead slides (yup, we were still using those back then) and talked with the ITV technician Greg.  He showed us how it all worked and where the camera would be pointed, where to put my slides for the overhead camera, the microphones, etc.  He asked if we’d have any ‘students’ in the studio here at UMA. “No,” Phil answered, “Just at the other ITV network locations.”  Phil and MSMA were handling the registration process and I was the ‘official’ trainer. 
Greg asked if this was our first one in this series or if we’d done any already. “Nope, guess I’m a virgin at this,” I joked with a smirk.  Greg and Phil both laughed and Greg said, “Well, since this is your ‘first time’”, he smirked “let’s not try anything fancy. I’ll be in the camera room controlling the cameras, sound, lighting, etc. They work with joy sticks just like with an Atari video game console. It’s not easy to do quick movements.” Then he added quite emphatically, “So, please don’t move out of the speaker’s area. If you try to move around I’m likely to ‘chase’ you with the camera and it looks very unprofessional. Know what I mean?”  I could imagine it’d be something like when Robin Williams was on the old ‘Tonight Show’ with Johnny Carson and Robin was running back and forth making the cameraman try to keep up with his unpredictable movements.  Only I’m not Robin Williams so I couldn’t get away with it.  Phil looked at me with a smile and a laugh, “Ok, Jon, so no moving all around like you usually do, right? Don’t forget, it’s being videotaped, too.” “Right,” I replied. “No moving around. Gotcha.”  This was going to be interesting. 
I took my place in the speaker’s area, got everything all set, and told Greg I was ready.  Phil was the only other person in the studio’s ‘classroom’.  At the scheduled time we started.  I spoke and did my thing for the next 60 minutes.  I made sure I didn’t move out of my area. I felt myself start to a couple of times and had to ‘anchor’ myself by casually holding onto the speaker’s desk.  

I asked if people had any questions to please feel free to call in at any time.  I reminded them several times in the ‘broadcast’. I asked Greg if we had any callers and each time Greg said, “No callers on the line yet Jonathan.”  It became a running gag.  I tried to do what I could to change things up, tone of voice, pace, topic, joked with Phil when he was there (he’d had to leave for a while leaving me all alone in the studio with Greg in the other room running everything. 
Eventually we finished the training. There had been exactly one caller (thank goodness for her!).  I tried my darnedest to keep her talking but once I answered her question, she was off the line quicker than white tailed deer in hunting season.  Gone in a flash.  I asked Phil what he thought.  “It went great!” he said. “Yeah? It felt kind of, um, awkward not being able to move around.” I responded.  “No, I thought it went just fine.” Phil reassured me.  Greg came in with our videotape, “Here you go – nice job,” he said handing me the tape. I gave it to Phil. “Was it ok?” I asked.  “Sure, you bet. You spoke well.” Greg repeated, “Watch the videotape.” he added with a smile. Phil turned toward me, and offered me the tape back, “Do you want to watch it first?” he asked.  I thought about it, said “sure,” and took the tape from Phil.  I didn’t know what to expect but I guess I’d find out.  “You’ll want to put on your hat!” Greg said as I was leaving, “It’s pretty sunny outside.”  “Thanks Greg.” I replied, “Will do.” I didn’t think anything about his suggestion – until much later that is.  
So I went back to the office and fired up the VCR and TV in the conference room.  I hit play and the video started.  The conference room phone rang.  “Jonathan, you have a call on line 1,” our receptionist Jayne said.  “Do you know who it is?” I asked.  “Yes, it’s Doug down in Salem.” she answered. It was my boss. “I’d better take it in my office Jayne – thanks,” and I went to my office to take the call forgetting about the videotape still playing in the VCR. 

I took Doug’s call and we spoke for quite a while.  When we finished I had to take care of an accounting report he wanted and sent it out to him.  By then, it was about an hour later.  I went to get some water and walked by the conference room – the videotape!  The TV was blank - it must have played all the way through.  I went in and ejected it from the VCR. It had played all of the way through and automatically rewound. Well, I thought, I’ll watch it at home tonight – maybe Deb will want to see it, too anyway. 
I was walking out of the conference room and Gary walked by.  “Nice video Jonathan!” he said.  “Oh, did you watch it all?” I asked.  “Just a little bit” he replied.  “How was it?” I asked him.  “Fine. You got the information out well,” he said.  “Thanks Gary!” I replied. “I think I’ll watch it at home with Deb.” I said.  “See ya!” he said “Don’t forget your shades, it’s pretty bright - outside you know!” he said with just a little snicker in his voice. Funny, I thought – but then, that’s Gary for you.  I got my stuff and headed out to go home.  It was bright out as Greg and Gary had both said, so I was glad to have on my ball cap and shades. 
“Hi Babe!” I yelled out going through the front door to our house.  “Hi Sparky!” she yelled back. “How was your day?” she asked.  “Good,” I said. “Phil and I did that safety training on the ITV system.”  “Oh yeah, that was today. How’d it go?” Deb asked.  “Fine, I think. Do you want to see the tape of it?” I asked her.  “You’ve got the tape? Sure!” she said.  
I went over to the VCR, popped in the tape, and hit ‘play’. It started and we sat down to watch.  As it played Deb didn’t say much, mostly just watching and listening.  After a while I started to notice something on the tape – my head was sweating.  Not a lot – at first that is.  After a while it seemed like it was sweating a bit more profusely.  As the tape played, my head kept getting more and more sweaty and shiny, too!  The same lights in the studio that obviously were making me hot and sweaty were reflecting off of my head brightly.  It was like the beacon of a lighthouse!  Eventually it got so bright that it was hard to watch.  It almost looked like my head had the concentrated light from a giant magnifying glass right before it explodes into flame.  Now Greg and Gary’s comments made sense to me!  
I turned to Deb. “Did you notice it?” I asked her wide eyed and grinning but without specifying exactly what ‘it’ was.  “Oh yeah, how could you not honey?” she replied smiling but trying no to laugh and failing miserably.  We laughed.  She looked at me and feigned shielding her eyes saying, “You’re too bright, I’ve got to wear my sunglasses at night!”  I threw a pillow at her laughing. “Ok, Corey Hart!” recalling the ‘80s singer of the song with the tough to understand refrain and easy title of ‘I wear my sunglasses at night’.  

“So, what should I do now?” I asked.  “Well,” she said, “You could light it on fire, but that seems a bit ironic and redundant,” she added laughing even more. I threw another pillow at her and laughed and yelled out to no one in particular, “Oh make-up?  Make-up?  Where’s that make-up girl with the powder?” I affected a haughty actor full of himself.  “Honey,” Deb said, “There isn’t enough powder in Hollywood to cut down the shine on your head! But I love it!” she said kissing me on my shiny pate.  
Essential Element 7 - Continuous improvement
Story - “My policy is to never attend courses taught for the first time by a trainer!”
I was teaching a week long train-the-trainer at Thomas College and we were talking about the 7 essential elements of training and the last one – course improvement for the next time – and there’s always a next time.  I asked the students for comments. One of my more vocal and “passionate” students Ryan raised his hand.  “My policy is to never attend courses taught for the first time by a trainer – or teacher either!” he added emphatically.  Like I said, he was passionate about everything.  “Why not?” I asked him.  “Well,” he started, “The first time they teach it, the class is always a little,” he paused in thought or to come up with a more polite synonym for whatever adjective he’d thought of. “A little ‘rough around the edges’ I guess” he finished his qualifier.  There was considerable discussion amongst the other students most of which sounded like agreement with Ryan’s sentiments.  
Ryan continued, “Like with this class,” he paused and I looked at him and smiled, “Yes, Ryan, what about this class?”  Now several students started laughing and it grew until everyone was laughing.  Ryan’s expression was a mix of amusement and embarrassment.  “No, no,” he said, “that’s not what I meant!”  There was more laughter.  “I mean that it’s obvious that you’ve taught this course many times before – it’s perfect as is” he said somewhat effusively. There was even more hilarious laughter.  They finally settled down.  I thought I’d better start the discussion.  “So, if it’s true that classes go through a series of improvements each subsequent time it’s taught, then what do we do about the first time one is given?  And if we’re trying to take the version that is likely best, which one is it?  The 2nd, 3rd, 4th, 25th?”  A good couple of open-ended questions for students to discuss.  
Jenny raised her hand and I nodded to her signifying she had the floor.  “Sometimes the first time it’s taught, the trainer or teacher will be more open to experimentation and taking chances with the course activities,” she countered.  Ah, I thought. A contrary point of view and different perspective.  “Aha,” I said, “another way of looking at it. Good.”  Someone else, next please.  
Bradley raised his hand. “Brad,” I said.  “I think that any trainer needs to review how a course went and decide what to change.”  “Good,” I said, “and how should the trainer decide what to keep, what to toss, and what to add?”  The students seemed frozen in time as they pondered my question. 

“Well,” Sarah spoke up, “they could see what the students wrote on their evaluation forms.” “Ok,” I said, “and how else?”  This time it was Chris who offered up an alternative, “They can ask another trainer for their opinion on it.”  “Another good suggestion – thanks Chris.” I said. “Others?”  Crystal’s hand went up and I called on her, “Crystal, another idea or a comment on a previous one?”  “One more, if that’s all right,” she said with some hesitancy.  “Of course. Please, go ahead,” I gave her the floor. 
“Well, could they just think about it?  You know, sort of review it.” Crystal said.  “Sort of play it back in their head?” I asked her.  “Yeah, exactly!” she said excitedly.  There were a few giggles and Crystal blushed a bit.  I decided to come to her rescue. “Excellent!” I said with emphasis – Crystal smiled. “It’s called ‘reflection on practice’ and it is a very good way to decide what improvements to make in any training course,” I said.  “In fact, it’s one I use all the time.”  “What do you do exactly?” Shane asked.  “Well, it is very much as Crystal described it – I sit and basically run it through again like a program I’ve recorded.  I’ll play it, pause it, fast forward, rewind, and resume playing it all the way through.  I’ll think about each part and how it went.  In particular I’ll look for hints or clues of where or how it could have gone better.” I finished.  “Does it work?” Jo asked.  I smiled, then paused before answering as I thought and decided which of several examples to give.  “Yes, it does Jo. I have come up with new handouts, exercises, examples, and ways of crafting my training. I have vastly improved many a course through this self-critical and creative process.  So yes, I’d say it works.”
The students looked at me waiting to see where I’d take the discussion next.  I looked over at Ryan and Jenny, smiled, and said, “Sometimes that first time is so new – it’s fresh and unwritten yet, it allows me to try some really novel approaches.”  I looked at Jenny and she smiled back. Then I turned my gaze to Ryan, smiled, and finished, “And sometimes it just flops dead – like a mackerel on the deck of a boat – gasping for air but knowing it’s all over.” The class chuckled with me over the apt analogy.  “Ok, let’s discuss something else,” I said redirecting the discussion and mood.  “How about Malcolm Knowles’ self-directed learner and other adult learning principles.” 
Adult Learning Principles (ALPs)
Here are a “top 10” adult learning principles (ALPs) for our next set of case stories: 

1. Applicable (immediate need)

2. Learning styles

3. Learning domains 

4. Learner participation/engagement 

5. Self-directed learners = flexible on topics

6. What you say matters – a lot!  

7. Active learning (anything but lecture!)

8. Trainer self-deprecation (LOL! ()

9. Learn best by…teaching! 

10. Fun = Learning! 
ALP 1 - Applicable (immediate need)
Story - “We don’t use one of those here.”
A client of mine, Bruce (no, not Bruce from Colby College, a different ‘Bruce’), from Hammond Lumber asked me to do their annual safety training day several years ago.  We did hazard communication, bloodborne pathogens, ergonomics, and personal protective equipment (PPE). For PPE, I asked Bruce what he wanted me to emphasize.  Bruce looked at me with a serious look and said, “If you can convince them to always wear their safety glasses while they’re doing work with power tools and in the yard, that’d be wicked good.”  “Ok, I’ll see what I can come up with Bruce.” I replied.  
I knew I needed a good case story about the importance of wearing one’s safety glasses.  I went to NIOSH’s website and set about finding a good convincing case.  I looked and looked and didn’t see any that I felt would do the trick.  Then finally I found one – with a picture, too!  
The training day came and I was getting all my props all set up and Bruce came over to me and asked,  “So, how’d you make out with the safety glasses problem – were you able to come up with anything?”  I stopped what I was doing and turned and said, “Yup, sure enough.  I found a great case study to tell.  I’ve also got a good picture with it.”  He half smiled and then looked serious and asked, “The picture isn’t one of those ‘gross-out’ ones, is it? Those can really backfire, you know.”  I nodded and said, “I know what you mean. No, it’s not gross at all – it doesn’t even show an eye.  Don’t worry, it’ll be fine.”  He smiled, “Great, can’t wait to see it!” 
We got to the PPE refresher training and I began my story.  “I want to tell you about a real case that I got from the National Institute for Occupational Safety and Health or NIOSH.  There was a young guy we’ll call Bruce about 19 years old who did construction.” Everyone looked over at Bruce and start laughing and hooting.  Bruce smiles and shakes his head, “No, not me.” Bruce looks at me and I confirm his claim, “No, not Bruce – this is another Bruce.” I continued, “So, one day Bruce came home and kept rubbing his eye.  His Dad asked him what was wrong with the eye. ‘I got some aluminum dust in it today.’ Bruce said.  ‘What were you doing?’ Dad asked. ‘I was cutting some gutters as always.’ Bruce answered. “Were you wearing your safety glasses?’ Dad asked.  ‘No. But I will tomorrow – this still hurts even though I got checked out as ok,’ he replied.  ‘Good. Sounds like you learned your lesson son.’ Dad said.” 
“The next day on the job site Bruce was using a power stapler to put up some vinyl siding. Ka-ching, ka-ching. One staple after another. Until the staple hit a metal joiner plate and ricocheted back at Bruce hitting him square in the glasses.  Bruce’s head recoiled from the force of it.  He stopped and took off the safety glasses and looked at them.  The metal staple was embedded partially in the lens of the safety glasses.  Bruce just stared at it.  He couldn’t believe it.  If he hadn’t chosen to wear the glasses today, that staple would be embedded in his eye!  A chill ran up his spine and he shuddered at the thought. Ugh!” 

I looked around the room and everyone was quiet and looking at me.  “Here’s the picture of the safety glass lens with the staple through it,” I said showing them the picture I got from NIOSH’s website.  They all looked at it intently.  Some groaned, some whistled quietly, there were quiet comments exchanged.  I looked at Bruce and he looked at me, smiled, and nodded his head once – he seemed pleased. “SO, what does anyone think?” I asked.  “Is that a true story” one asked.  “Yes, it’s true” I replied, “NIOSH even gives a citation or reference for the report. Other comments?”  One guy slowly raises his hand with a serious look on his face.  Ok, I thought, this guy will emphasize the importance of safety glasses.  “Yes,” I said nodding my head toward him.  “We don’t use power staplers here. We don’t put up vinyl siding.” he said.  
It was quiet - you could have cut the air with a knife. C’mon, I thought to myself not saying anything out loud.  Don’t you get it! I wanted to say – it’s the same sort of thing.  The lesson is wear your damn safety glasses or you might just lose your eye with a staple stuck in it!  But of course, it wasn’t the same thing. They didn’t use power staplers and they didn’t install vinyl siding there.  He was right and I should have known it and realized it. After all, I studied Malcolm Knowles seminal work on adult learning.  Rule number one was that the learning had to be directly applicable to the learners.  Also, it had to represent an immediate need, not something that they didn’t do there. C’mon Jon, I thought to myself, mentally hitting myself in the head, don’t you get it? Oh well.  Now, what the hell was I going to say? 
I put a contrite smile on my face and said, “You’re right.  I know that you don’t do that here.  There just aren’t good case studies about undoing the metal bands from stacks of lumber. So, while this isn’t exactly the same as what you do here, I hope that we can all agree that it’s vitally important to wear your safety glasses when you work with tools.”  Several of the trainees spoke up in agreement, “That’s for sure.” “You bet.” Many nodded their heads in agreement.  I looked over at Bruce – he smiled and gave me the a-ok look.  Phew, I thought to myself, dodged that bullet – or should I say, that staple! 
ALP 2 - Learning styles 
Story - “It’s like there’s a tape recorder in my head.”
My good friend, and fellow CIH, Ron signed up for my Asbestos Inspector Initial course.  Ron has as much experience as I and more expertise in many areas.  I was surprised that he was interested in an asbestos course and asked him why he was taking it. “Well,” Ron answered, “I’ve never taken the course before believe it or not.”  “Really? I’d have thought you would’ve taken it years ago. Anything else?”  Ron smiled, “Yes, I need the points!” I laughed with him.  “Ok, great Ron!” 
The first morning of the asbestos class came and Ron sat down at the table closest to me on my left.  A good location to be able to pay close attention to the training.  I started the course and after brief introductions started the technical presentation. Ron was sitting quite comfortably, with one leg over the other, his hands clasped lightly on the knee of his upper leg.  He looked my way.  He didn’t move – at all.  He stayed this way for two hours until our mid-morning break.  Oh, he politely chimed in with a couple of good points regarding IH, but otherwise he didn’t do anything.  Most of all, he didn’t take a single note and he didn’t look through his handouts.  

So, by the break I was more than a bit concerned that Ron was bored to tears.  My initial concerns seemed justified – that was that he was way above what I was covering. I felt bad and it showed on my face.  During the break I went up to Ron and asked, “Hey how’s it going Ron – is everything ok?” Ron looked puzzled, “Yeah, sure – everything is great! Why?”  “Well, you’re just sitting there looking at me. You’re not taking notes or reading the handouts. Is this all a bore and below your level?” “Oh, no,” he reassured me, “this is great!”  He continued, “I should’ve told you – I’m a classic auditory learner. I learn best by listening. All through college I didn’t take any notes and I got al A’s. It drove my girlfriend crazy!”  “Really?  Well, that makes sense then. Phew! I was afraid that you were just being polite.”  “No, this is all new to me – it’s going great!” he repeated for added emphasis.  “So you can just listen and learn huh?”  “Oh yeah.” Ron replied, “it’s weird.  It’s like there’s a tape recorder in my head.  You’ve heard of a ‘photographic memory’?” he asked me.  I nodded yes.  “Well, I have a phonographic memory!” he finished.  “Sounds cool Ron,” I said continuing quietly and leaned closer to Ron so only he could hear me, “That’s better than having a pornographic memory!”  We both laughed hysterically.  
Since that time, I’ve had students complete a self-assessment on their preferred learning style in my train-the-trainer classes.  Usually in an average class of between 15 to 25 students, there is usually only 1 or 2 auditory learners.  I’ve told this story about Ron repeating his words about a phonographic memory (but not my suggestive pun).  Often the auditory learner will comment on this affirming Ron’s analogy.  One came up to me at the lunch break.  Paul said to me, “Thank you so much! I wish I’d known this when I was back in school. I thought I was just abnormal. This has changed me profoundly!. Now I know how to learn better!” I smiled at Paul, “You’re welcome Paul, my pleasure!”  Paul turned to leave for lunch.  It was going to be a good day I thought to myself.  Thanks for the teaching moment, Ron. 
ALP 3 - Learning domains:
Story - “Let me tell you about my in-laws…”
Let me tell you about my in-laws. My wife Deb’s Mom Lorraine was a homemaker who did some part-time and occasional temporary work to help make ends meet. But she was at home much of her married life.  Deb’s Dad was Charles, but everyone called him Charlie except Lorraine who called him “Ro” short for Roland, his middle name. 
Charlie worked all of his adult life (and much of his youth) in textile mills throughout New England.  He worked in the ‘carding room’ where the carding machines or ‘carders’ were. A carding machine, for those of you not familiar with the textile industry, takes the raw material and ‘cards’ it into a weavable strand of fibers.  It’s dusty as hell. 

One day when Deb and I were at her parents house about 25 years ago, Charlie offered to take me down to Schuster’s Woolen Mill where he worked to show me around.  As I was a new IH I was eager to see the inside of a textile mill in operation.  

When we got there he took me to the carding room where he worked.  It was noisy and very dusty from the wool that they were carding.  “This is it,” he said, “pretty dirty, isn’t it?”  I nodded in agreement, not wanting to have to yell to be heard.  I did have a question to ask him though, “Do you always card wool?” I asked loudly. “No,” he answered, “sometimes we card cotton.  For a while we carded asbestos.”  “What?” I exclaimed, “did you say ‘asbestos’?”  “Yup, we carded the raw asbestos on these same machines.”  I was dumb-founded and it must have shown on my face.  He nodded his head and continued, “We were making fire-proof blankets for the military. All of these machines were running. There was so much dust in the air that you couldn’t see across from one machine to the operator on the next machine over” gesturing to the guy less than 10 feet away from us.  It was just like I’d learned in IH, only this wasn’t some textbook case – this was Deb’s Dad.  
In 2004 Charlie was diagnosed with lung cancer.  Although Charlie had smoked earlier in life, he had quit smoking almost 40 years earlier.  The doctors told him that his only chance was to remove 75% of his diseased lungs. The operation was a technical success, they’d removed the diseased portions and Charlie came through like a trooper.  In recovery he was awake, but obviously tired.  He told the nurse that he felt ok, but very tired and wanted to go back to sleep.  She told him, “Sure, that’s fine Charlie. Sleep well.”  He never woke up. He had a massive stroke in his sleep – never knew what hit him.  It was an all too common complication of surgery.  He was put on life support but there was no hope of any kind. 
My wife and I were in California at the time on a business trip/vacation that was scheduled way before Charlie’s surgery was or even his diagnosis.  Charlie had been adamant about our making the trip in spite of his surgery.  When he was going into surgery he told Lorraine that, “If anything happens, tell Deb and Jon to finish their trip. They never get to go away together.”  

Deb and I were in one of the many tourist shops on Hollywood Boulevard when her cell phone rang. It was Lorraine again; she gave Deb the bad news.  She told Deb what Charlie had said and that it was his last wish.  We did try to get home early anyway but couldn’t get any flights that weren’t a fortune ironically because he hadn’t (yet) died.  I did manage to get our return flight to connect via Logan Airport in Boston and got Deb off the plane there with a carry-on bag. I handed her off to her sister and brother-in-law, hugged and kissed them all, watched them drive off to the hospital, and turned around and went back into the terminal to catch my flight up to Portland, Maine.  
Deb got to see her Dad and kiss him goodbye before they took him off life support.  I drove back down for his funeral a week later with our 9-year old son Ian. It was really a nice one with many people in attendance filling the small country church where Charlie and Lorraine had gone.  Both Ian and I wore our Scottish tartan ties with McCallum plaid.  Ian played “God Bless America” on his trumpet in the church – everyone cried.  The Minister said, “Usually we don’t applaud in church. But under the circumstances I think it’d be most appropriate.”  We did. At the cemetery a lone bagpiper played “Amazing Grace”.  There is just something about that song being played on the bagpipes. We all cried again.  Charlie had been in the army in World War II and had been in Germany at the end of the war when they were liberating the Nazi death camps. Like my Dad and most WWII vets he never really talked about it.  Two soldiers gave him a 21-gun salute and folded the stars and stripes that had draped his casket and handed the folded flag to Lorraine.  
18 months later Lorraine was staying at our house watching over Ian while I took Deb on another business trip/vacation – this time to Vegas for ASSE’s Seminar Fest.  It was the day before my birthday and we got a call from Ruthie one the Nurses who cared for Evan, our older son with cerebral palsy, in our home.  She told Deb that Lorraine wasn’t feeling real good and that another Nurse Ellie had come out and took Lorraine to the hospital near our home.  We were on the first flight the next morning cutting our visit short. Oh well, so much for Vegas. 
The news was grim, Lorraine had some form of lung cancer and it was stage 4 – terminal.  They did a biopsy and gave her a diagnosis of mesothelioma, a particularly nasty and quick cancer of the linings of either the lungs (as hers was), the abdomen, or rarely the heart that is only caused by one thing - asbestos.  At the 11th hour as they say, the doctors modified her diagnosis to stage 4 lung cancer from asbestos, not mesothelioma.  At best what we considered a minor win. Effectively it was the same - she had the same terminal cancer that had killed Charlie only a year and a half earlier.  Her exposures were not primary as she didn’t work in the carding room.  Her exposures were classic secondary ones, from washing Charlie’s clothes every day.  He’d change at the mill, bring them home to her where she’d take them downstairs, shake them out, and put them in the washing machine.  She did this every day that they carded the asbestos at the mill. 

She was eventually discharged and came to live with us.  She actually lived quite a while – just over 3 years – before the disease finally took her life.  So, the fact that it was only lung cancer was a bit of a reprieve as mesothelioma would’ve likely taken her life much quicker. During her remission she told me that I should feel free to talk about her and Charlie’s exposures and cancers in my classes.  “Maybe it’ll help someone else,” she said hopefully.  
So, I do. I tell a shortened version of this story in many of my IH courses.  Sometimes Deb helps me with the Lead Renovator Courses and she tells the story to the class.  It’s more powerful with her telling it.  In training and adult learning here are three ‘learning domains’ – cognitive, tactile, and affective. It’s the affective domain that deals with our emotions and values and it’s the only one of the three that stands a chance at affecting a behavior change.  Use the affective domain in your training next time you want to change someone’s life – before it’s too late. 
ALP 4 - Learner participation/engagement
Story - “THB (trainer hold back) is from My Dad’s…”
I have a policy I call “trainer hold back” or THB for short.  It basically means that the trainees or students always get to go first – speaking in class that is.  I, as the trainer, speak only after they get their chance to participate. Its purposes are pretty obvious.  By going first, they are more likely to speak up, offer a new suggestion, participate, get engaged in the learning, share their expertise, etc. If I were to chime in first, it would likely cut off student discussions – something we definitely don’t want to do. 
I got THB from my Dad. He had a dinner policy called FHB or “family hold back” for whenever we had guests over.  He could just say softly to us “FHB” when the guest was out of earshot and we all knew what he meant.  

I remember one time when I was a kid and my Dad had a colleague in the shoe business, Art Kahaney, over for dinner.  Art and my Dad had talked for a while and when it was time for dinner Art had gone to wash his hands and my Dad said to all of us, “Now remember everyone, FHB, right?”  “Right,” we all replied in unison.  

My Mom had made ribs for dinner.  I can’t remember ever having had ribs before, but they sure smelled great!  We weren’t well off financially by any means.  My Dad was a shoe salesmen so we were firmly in the middle class.  Ribs, like steak, was a special treat. There were also mashed potatoes and salad.  My Mom served our guest Art first of course.  “Art, would you like some ribs?” she asked him holding the first tray of ribs right in front of my face – they looked good, too.  “Yes please, Peachy!” Art answered emphatically calling my Mom by here lifelong nickname.  Her Dad, in response to being told that she wasn’t an attractive baby, replied “No, she’s a real peach!”  It stuck. 
“Jonny,” my Mom asked me, “would you like to try some ribs?” “Yes please!” I answered with gusto.  She served us all the mashed potatoes and salad and we all began to eat.  Art was the first to finish his first half rack of ribs. “More ribs Art?” my Mom was right there, ever the good hostess.  “You bet Peach – these ribs are great!”  I looked at my Dad and he looked at me smiled, winked, and after glancing to make sure that Art was busy devouring more ribs, he mouthed FHB.  I knew right then not to ask for any more ribs until Art was done eating his and had declined an offer of “More?” from my Mom.  So, I ate my ribs slowly, savoring every bite like it was my last. I must have been ‘cleaning the bones’ a bit too much because my Mom asked, “Done with your ribs Jonny?”  “Yes Mom.” I said as my brother and sister giggled behind their napkins.  “Would you like some more mashed potatoes Jonny?” Mom asked looking at me expectantly.  “Yes please, and some salad, too.” I answered knowing what was expected – and what was not.  “More ribs Art?” my Mom asked again.  “Sure Peach – thanks!” So it went. 
At the end of dinner Art had eaten all of the ribs – all of them!  It reminded me of Fred Flintstone’s plate being covered in a huge pile of brontosaurus ribs in the cartoon.  It looked like some kind of weird porcine funeral pyre. “Those were the best ribs I ever had Peachy, really!” Art said with a big, smile smeared with barbeque sauce.  “Why thank you Art.” My Mom smiled in return. I looked over and my Dad was smiling too. But his smile was directed at me, my sister, and my brother.  “Those were the best ribs I barely had” I thought to myself. FHB – oh well. 
Later after a dessert of ice cream that we all got to have plenty of, my Mom and Dad said goodbye to Art.  My Dad turned around, smiled, and surveyed us all and said, “Thank you all. Peachy, maybe in a few months you can make us ribs again – when we don’t have any guests!”  We all laughed.  “No FHB that night, right Dad?” I piped up grinning. “Right Jonny, no FHB.” Dad said as he put his hand on my shoulder.  “No FHB.” 
ALP 5 - Self-directed learners + flexible on topics
Story - “I got an email that said they used to put…”
Many years ago (but not in a galaxy far, far away) I was doing some asbestos awareness refresher training at the University of Maine for their facilities people.  We were in a big auditorium, you know the kind where you and I took college classes with over 100 students. So, I did my usual introduction offering to answer any questions that they might have on asbestos, as well as related topics.  
I had done most of the 2-hour awareness training.  I had told them all about asbestos – its uses, health effects, and where they’d find it at the University. I showed them the scene in the movie “The Wizard of Oz” where they were in the field of poppies and Glinda, the Good Witch, makes it snow to wake them all up. I told them that all of that snow was chrysotile asbestos.  “No way!” “Ugh!” “Oh my G*d!” were some of the reactions I got. I gave them candy or ‘CPGs’ (cheap plastic gifts, basically toys) if they participated in any way.  

We were in the final Q&A, questions and, with any luck, my answers.  I asked if anyone had any questions.  A woman in the back of the auditorium raised her hand and I called on her, “Yes, Ma’am, what can I do for you?” I asked with a smile.  She stood up and spoke up somewhat hesitantly, “Well,” she started, “I got this email from a friend.” My radar went up right away – an email, huh.  Oh boy, I wonder which one this is – I’d heard them all – or at least I thought I’d heard them all.  “I got this email,” she continued, “and in it, it said that they put asbestos in um, well, see…” she was fidgeting around, looking down, searching for her words. “Yes?” I said trying to prompt her, “what did it say they put asbestos in?” I asked gently.  She drew in a deep breath, paused, and blurted out, “tampons!”  For an instant there was silence, then it broke as laughter grew like a wave crashing over the auditorium.  I looked over at my client Roger, he had a look of bemusement with a little panic and raised his shoulders as if to say, “Now what?”  
I turned back to the group and smiled.  Smiling almost always helped. “Well,” I began, “that’s a new one on me. Did they say why it was added?”  I wasn’t sure that I really wanted to know the answer but figured I’d better ask to get to the bottom of it.  “Yeah, it did,” she said. “It said that they added the asbestos as an irritant so that it would cause more, um, bleeding and then you’d use up the tampons faster and have to buy more of them.”  Boy, that was quite the conspiracy theory I thought.  Now, what was I going to say. Everyone was looking at me expecting an answer.  
“Well,” I began, “I honestly don’t know Ma’am, I’ve never heard that one before.”  The collective shoulders of everyone in the auditorium fell as they realized that they wouldn’t be getting an answer.  “But,” I said, and everyone looked up at me with renewed hope, “I’ll do some research and find out and I’ll send you all a message via Roger, ok?” She answered, “Sure, thanks,” and sat back down. I looked at Roger – he just smiled and shook his head.  

When I got back to my office I went online to my favorite urban myth debunking site snopes.com.  I typed into the search bar my search terms – “asbestos tampons” – boy that even looked wrong.  I hit “go!”.  A few seconds later I had my results and there at the top of the list was the result – “Are tampon manufacturers using asbestos in their products to promote bleeding?” 1  I clicked on the link and waited to see the full story and whether they confirmed or denied it. It was false of course.  Phew, that’s good.  I typed the news in an email to Roger.  The subject line was ‘Asbestos in tampons question from training’.  I typed, ‘Dear Roger, 
I had a great time in the asbestos training as always!  The students sure were vocal with their participation and questions.  Regarding the question from the woman in the back who wanted to know if asbestos was added to tampons to promote bleeding. According to Snopes.com (see attached link) this is yet another false urban myth – not true.  It was even investigated by the FDA.  

Please forward the information along to her and let her know that she has nothing to worry about from asbestos in tampons – just asbestos in certain, mostly older, building materials.  
- Jonathan’

I got the following email back from Roger: 

‘Dear Jonathan, 


Thanks for following up on Pauline’s question – she appreciated it.  She was quite relieved to learn that it was indeed false.  She said she sent her friend from whom she got the original email claim a reply saying that it was false. Her friend replied back saying “that may very well be, but look at this one!” It was another email that had been forwarded many times. It said that “Some Chinese-made hair bands were made from recycled condoms!” She wanted to know if she should be worried that her daughter could get a sexually-transmitted disease from them?  As long as there’s an internet and curious or concerned, self-directed adult learners, we’re gonna be kept busy with all of these rumors, I guess.  
- Roger’ 

I wrote back: 

‘It could be worse Roger – it could’ve said that the condoms were used by a clown at a kid’s birthday party to make anatomically correct balloon animals! 

LOL, 

- Jonathan 
ALP 6 - What you say matters – a lot!
Story - “What the #@$%&! is a ‘TLA’ anyway?!”

About 16 years ago I was taking my quadrennially-required refresher courses for the OSHA 10 and 30-hour OSHA Authorized Trainer in Construction and General Industry at Keene State College’s Education Outreach facility in Manchester, NH hometown of Adam Sandler by the way.  Anyway, I was in the construction refresher sitting in front of a couple of loss control guys from an insurance company. There was also an OSHA Compliance Officer in the class but the rest were from construction companies.  
At one point one of the construction guys mentioned something about a ‘JLG’.  I thought ‘JLG’ – what does JLG stand for?  I didn’t recognize that ‘TLA’. A ‘TLA’ by the way is a ‘three-letter acronym’.  It was an obvious joke about the ubiquitousness of acronyms in our lingo. Oh well, never mind I thought and let it go.  
After a little while one of the other guys mentioned ‘JLG’, too. Then another, and another. Pretty soon it was ‘JLG this’ and ‘JLG that’.  The loss control guys behind me had picked up on it as well.  They were whispering back and forth rapidly, “JLG? What the @#$%! is a JLG?” “Damned if I know!” said the other one. “Well,” replied the first, “I’m gonna find out dammit.”  He spoke up so that he’d be heard by the instructor and the class, “Alright, I’ll show my ignorance, but what the hell is ‘JLG’?”  A couple of the other guys laughed.  The one who had mentioned it the most answered, “It’s a major brand of lift truck. You see them all the time on construction sites.”  “Hmm, never heard of them,” he replied, “thanks.” 
The rest of the week proceeded well. There were good discussions about all sorts of construction hazards, OSHA rules, and what to do about them.  No one mentioned JLG again – I wasn’t sure if it was on purpose or not.  No matter.  No other TLAs came up in our discussions either that I didn’t know or recognize.  It was odd that even one came up that I hadn’t known or recognized.  For my Master’s in Adult Education I actually wrote a Manual of Environmental Safety and Health Abbreviations or ‘MESHA’ for short.  So, I new a lot of acronyms - over 4500 of them actually.  The ACGIH had actually published it and sold 100 copies – which took over 5 years to do so. Not exactly a best seller I guess.  Anyway, I found it odd not to know JLG.  Go figure.  

I drove home and on the way I went passed a construction site. I looked over at it as I think everyone does or at least every OHS person does.  Then I saw it – a JLG man lift!  Son of a gun – there were two of them on the site!  Over the next few weeks I saw them everywhere!  Every construction site had one or more and some maintenance jobs had them.  I couldn’t believe I had never noticed them before.  It was like that phenomenon that you never notice a certain model car until you own it – than you notice it everywhere!  It just goes to show you that even a seemingly common acronym that one might expect everyone to know isn’t always known by everyone even in that industry.  So, go ahead and use acronyms, just either spell them out first or be prepared to say what they are.  Don’t use them like a cudgel or bat to show off to others and don’t laugh when someone asks about one.  It might be you next time.  
Oh, by the way, ACGIH stands for the American Conference of Governmental Industrial Hygienists. They no longer sell my book MESHA. I guess that 100 copies in over 5 years didn’t make sense for a second printing.  Go figure. So, if you’re looking for it, sorry but it’s out of print.  I guess you’re SOL. 
ALP 7 - Active learning (anything but lecture!)
Story - “What the heck was that we just attended?!”
One year I attended a session on active learning at a conference.  The description indicated that the speaker would be covering non-lecture training methods.  Fantastic! I thought – sounds like it’s right up my alley.  I wonder what the speaker will do to emphasize that lecturing is a crappy way to learn.  Well, I’m sure it’ll be worth my time. 
I sat down next to my colleague Don.  “Should be good, huh?” I said.  “Yeah, looks like it.” Don replied.  “Any sign of a handout?” I asked Don. “No, none. Maybe the speaker or the moderator will have one.” Don offered as a possibility.  Handouts weren’t required but many speakers would bring one anyway.  The moderator then introduced the speaker who sounded like he knew his stuff – well credentialed.  The moderator was finishing the introduction and the speaker was about to start. 

He began to talk…and talk…and talk. He never stopped once to do anything else.  In a session on other, non-lecture training methods the speaker had just done the one thing you’d never expect him to do – he lectured, and he did it the whole time.  Wow!  I was, well, speechless actually.  I finally ended – mercifully. 
Don and I got up, gathered our stuff, and followed the other attendees out of the meeting room.  When we got out of the room, we both sort of looked at each other, and shook our heads. Don broke the ice and spoke first, “Just what the heck was that?!” he asked.  I laughed, “Damned if I know.” I said, “But I think it was a lecture actually!”  Don just smiled and laughed.  We learn best from our mistakes – and sometimes we learn better from others’ mistakes, too. 

ALP 8 - Any question is a good question
Story - “I’ve got a question – how do you get your…”
One way I strive for more engagement and student participation is to encourage questions.  Any question.  Any at all.  I tell them that, “in my classes, there is no such thing as a bad or dumb question.  Any question is a good question.”  Then I emphasize it by answering every question posed to me as best as I can.  Every question bar none.  
I was doing a lead paint renovator class at the University of Maine and I had a full classroom of facilities guys.  They did work in steam tunnels, HVAC rooms, chemistry labs, and the university daycare, U Park apartments, and in the Resident Director’s apartment in the dorms where there might be little kids. The guys had all introduced themselves and many expressed concerns about not poisoning a little kid with lead dust from their work. 
I had just finished extolling the virtues of asking me any question and one guy in the back of the room (it seems like they’re always in the back of the room) raised his hand. Great! I thought. Here’s a guy who wants to know about lead toxicity, safe work practices, health effects, or maybe what to do with the lead waste.  I called on him, “Yes?” I said signaling him to ask his question.  
“Jonathan,” he started to say taking off his ball cap, “all I want to know is how do you get your head so shiny?!”  I burst out laughing as did everyone else, too.  He continued, “’Cause I shave mine, too, but it’s nowhere’s near as shiny as yours is!”  Too funny, I thought.  “Well, I said, I buff it every day with Butcher’s Wax actually!” I said kidding pulling out a can of it and a sheepskin hand buffer. “I’m only kidding I said,” G*d forbid someone takes me seriously and tries it.  “According to the MSDS it’s a skin irritant, so I don’t recommend it.” I said.  “Seriously, my wife says it’s the fish oil coming out from all of the salmon I eat.”  They laughed some more.  Well, I thought to myself, it’s gonna be a good day!  “Ok,” I said, “let’s get started.”  Answer every question – even the funny ones. 
ALP 9 - Learn best by…teaching!
Story - “Excuse me Mrs. G, actually it wasn’t like that,…”
If you’re a trainer, then you’ve probably seen the table of percent retention versus training approaches.  At the lowest “return on training” (or ROT as I like to call it) is we retain only 10% of what we hear.  This is why lectures mostly don’t work well.  At the highest ROT is we retain 95% of what we teach.  So, if you want to increase student retention, then have them teach each other. I try to incorporate this in my training whenever I can.  
Let me take you way back in time to 1978 when I was a senior at Lexington High School.  This is where if it were a TV show, there’d be a cool visual effect like wavy lines to illustrate our going back in time. Sorry, but this is just an article, not a TV show – what did you think? Anyway I was taking an English course that you usually took in your junior year, but for some long since unforgotten reason I hadn’t taken it then. So, here I was in a room full of underclassmen and I was the big shot upper classman.  I enjoyed speaking up in class and admittedly showing off a bit.  

Our teacher was Mrs. Ghiardelli (yes, just like the chocolates, but not related), but everyone called her Mrs. G for short.  I actually knew her a bit more than the other students as her husband (yes, Mr. G.) had been the head guard at Sun Valley Associates, the neighborhood pool that my family belonged to and where I’d spent many of my summers when I was younger. So, I could kind of get away with talking to her more with a bit more familiarity than the other junior students.  
One such instance was when we were reading ‘Brave New World’ by Aldous Huxley.  One phrase that Huxley had used was “orgy-porgy” and I’d written about it I my paper on the book.  On the front page of my paper, Mrs. G had written “See me re: Orgy-Porgy please!”  So, after class I and several other students went up to see her to ask her questions.  I got to her desk first and so I went first. “Mrs. G.” I said, “What did you mean here by ‘See me re: Orgy-Porgy’?”  She looked up at me caught by surprise by my quoting her short hand note to me.  The other students all stopped talking and looked at me, then her, then me again with their mouths open.  Mrs. G. laughed, “I just wanted to make sure that you understood what Huxley was getting at with his use of Orgy-Porgy.”  “Yes, I think I do,” I said. “He’s playing on Georgie Porgy Pudding Pie, right?” “Yes, that’s right.” Mrs. G. answered.  “And making it about religion and sex, he makes it even more subject to ridicule.” I continued. “Very good, Jonathan – that’s correct.”  “Thanks Mrs. G!” I replied and turned to leave.  The other students resumed talking. So, I guess I felt a bit more ‘emboldened’ than my fellow classmates. 
We were studying the book, ‘The Iliad’ by Homer.  Now, I’d always had a love of Greek mythology and it just so happened that I was also taking a course in Mythology that same semester, so I knew the background and story of the Trojan War.  Mrs. G started to discuss the story of the Trojan War’s beginning.  I don’t think that she was well-prepared, especially for a wise guy 12th grader, mythology know-it-all who liked to show off for the juniors in the class.  Oh boy. 

“The Trojan War started because of the wedding party for Perseus and Andromeda,” she barely started before my hand was up.  “Yes, Jonathan?” she said rather cheerily.  “It wasn’t the marriage of Perseus and Andromeda, it was Peleus and Thetis.” I corrected her smiling for knowing something that our teacher slipped up on.  “Thank you Jonathan!” she said appreciatively.  “You’re welcome Mrs. G.” I replied. 
She continued, “The Greek Goddess of jealousy, Nemesis, who wasn’t invited to the marriage party…” my hand went up again.  She stopped and said somewhat less cheerily, “Yes Jonathan?”  “Actually it was Eris, the Greek Goddess of Discord who wasn’t invited.” I corrected her.  “Thank you Jonathan.” She said clipping each word off one by one.  “Sure thing!” I responded not noticing her changed demeanor. 

“So, as I was saying,” she resumed, “Eris showed up at the wedding party for Peleus and Thetis,” each time looking at me when she mentioned my corrected details.  “Eris then threw a golden pear onto the wedding banquet table,” my hand was up but she continued speaking without looking at me, “saying that it was a prize for the fairest guest present at the wedding party.” She turned and looked at me. She took a deep breath and let it out audibly – sigh. “Yessss, Jonathan?” she said with obvious impatience in her voice although I hadn’t noticed it at the time. “Um, it was actually a golden apple, not a golden pear.”  There was a very pregnant pause – no one spoke. Finally she said, “Jonathan, would you like to teach this class?”  I knew she didn’t really mean it, or at least I didn’t think she did, but I didn’t care and called her bluff.  “Sure!” I said obviously ready to take over.  She just shook her head a bit and said, “Ok, come on up here and you can teach this lesson – it’s obvious that you remember the story better than I do.”  So I grabbed my mythology notes, jumped up, and went to the front of the class and sat on Mrs. G’s desk as she often did when lecturing.  Mrs. G. meanwhile had moved over to the side of the classroom by the windows to monitor how I did.  The students were all a buzz, giggling, laughing, “Alright!”, and “Cool!” they said. 
I started over at the beginning, “Peleus and Andromeda were married and all the Gods and Goddesses were invited. All that is except for Eris the Goddess of Discord. So in her fury, she shows up crashing the party and throws this golden apple on the banquet table saying with obvious scorn, ‘This golden apple is only for the fairest female guest here.’ Eris was pissed off!  The whole class gasped collectively sucking all the air out of the room it seemed.  They turned from staring at me to look over in Mrs. G’s direction.  I stopped speaking and looked over at her realizing I may have pushed my luck beyond the limit.  Mrs. G. said, “Um, uh uh. Try again.”  I looked down at my notes in my lap. I’d written ‘pissed off’ in my notes, so I couldn’t think of anything else to say instead.  Finally after what seemed like eternity but in reality was undoubtedly just a few seconds I said, “Eris was miffed.” I looked at Mrs. G. hopefully. She smiled, nodded and said, “Much better Jonathan.”  I breathed a big sigh of relief and continued.  
I think that was when I knew I wanted to be a teacher.  Little did I realize at the time that I’d become a college professor and not a high school teacher.  I learned a lot that day about teaching, preparing, knowing the material, watching your words, and especially letting others help you teach. It’s fun for everyone and it really helps them to learn a lot.  That’s the ultimate goal – help others to learn – a lot! 
ALP 10 - Fun = Learning!
Story - “Try smiling! (” 
Smiling has multiple benefits. It makes you feel good. It makes you look better.  It brightens your mood. And it is contagious.  I find that if I smile, others will smile back.  They’ll know my mood and that I’m giving them my ‘permission’ to smile and often to laugh – usually at me or my expense (another good thing in training and trainers).  
This past year my wife Deb and I taught about 20-25 Lead Renovator classes. Some went well, others not as much.  As I thought about why that was and especially the ones that didn’t go as well, I realized that there were two things related to this trend.  The ones that didn’t go as well were those I taught by myself without Deb and also that as I wasn’t in as good a mood usually, I didn’t smile as much in them.  Could that be the difference I wondered?  Just not smiling as much?  I’d have to find out.  
So, I set about trying to see if it were the case.  In subsequent classes I made it a point to smile and to laugh even more so than usual.  Deb asked me about it in one class. “I’m just having a blast!” I replied.  In one class we had a few guys who were really negative about the course, the rule, the EPA, the costs, me, everything. One in particular, Joe.  So, I just kept smiling and kidding around with him, but in a very nice, gentle way – I made sure not to give Joe a hard time.  By the end of the day Joe had come around and thanked me for a great course. “You’re welcome Joe,” I said shaking his hand. “It was my pleasure!”  It was, too.  A couple of the guys who had noticed it all came up and said they couldn’t believe I’d managed to turn Joe around.  “What’s the saying? Kill them with kindness. It works.”  “Yup,” one of them said, “I guess it does.”  
So, when you don’t know what else to do, try smiling – at the very least it’s disarming!  Smile!

Well, that’s it for the stories.  I hope you enjoyed reading them as much as I enjoyed writing them.  Here are my key points regarding the use of “case stories” in training: 
· Stories work in training! 

· Make it pertinent and powerful, memorable and meaningful, effective and entertaining!

· No rambling, irrelevant “war stories” please!

· Tell a story in your next training! 

· “Got questions?” SM 

Thanks and good training!  Oh, and “the end”! 
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