My Literacy Journey
My literacy journey started early in my life. My mother was a big believer in reading. She read everything. Anytime she wanted to learn about something she’d go to the library and get books to read and study. During the evenings she would pull a chair into the hallway between my brothers’ and my bedroom and read us a story. We heard The Five Little Peppers, Little Women, and several other good stories. A favorite trip with my Mom was to go to the library and getting tons of books to read. Living so far from town meant that we didn’t have a lot of friends to play with or a T.V. to watch. We had to create our own entertainment. Some of it was pretty hairy scary but it also meant that I spent a lot of time curled up in front of the fire in one of our overstuffed chairs.

My early school years were in a rural school, in a ghost town called Cherry Creek. During recess and after school we would run up and down the ditches and streets. One of our favorite haunts was the old jail. I would read and do everything that our teacher asked me to do and then I’d bug her for more work. I remember the light bulb coming on when I could read the words, “Look, Dick, Look! See Spot run!” I could read!  From Cherry Creek I went to third grade in McGill. I was in the middle reading group. I have never figured out why I wasn’t in the top reading group. In sixth grade I was asked to do a book report on a story that I was embarrassed to talk about—about twin girls and their dates for prom night. I wouldn’t talk and the teacher thought that I hadn’t read the book. I try to be sensitive to my students when they are to present something. I remember a lot of things in sixth grade that I didn’t think was particularly fair, and other things that were really cool! I was the only student at McGill Grade School that could go to the library and check out books after school, and I could check out more than two!
High school didn’t really contribute much to my literacy journey. I was a flower in some play that we did. I was really disappointed that I didn’t get a more prominent role.4-H did play a part in my literacy journey. Part of 4-H was writing reports and keeping records. I won a trip to Chicago my final year of 4-H. It was an agricultural award and I went to Chicago from Tarkio, Missouri with a group of kids from Omaha, Nebraska. It wasn’t the trip that I’d anticipated.

I went to college in Tarkio, MO where I took lots of English Literature, poetry, creative writing and journalism classes. I thought that I wanted to teach English to high school kids but I spent a month in a nearby high school in Iowa and that changed my mind rather quickly.

For the next ten plus years I did anything but enhance my literacy journey. I worked for YACC, the BLM, went to Alaska, sold Mary Kay cosmetics, and tutored in a Chapter 1 program. The tutoring got me thinking about teaching and I ended up returning to school, UNR, and picking up the classes I needed to become certified in teaching at the elementary level. I wasn’t very good in my Reading Methods class. I couldn’t figure out what the professor was looking for. I don’t think that I really learned anything that would help me be a good reading teacher. So I fell back on that which I was familiar with.

While I was a Chapter 1 teacher (or aide) I had a reading class. I taught it the way I’d been taught, using the basal, asking the questions at the end of the section, making tests to check for facts. Lots of skill drills and kill type of things.
After becoming a teacher, one of my biggest challenges was teaching in a rural school. How do you get all those different grade levels reading and enjoying what they’ve read. My niece swore up and down that she’d never like to read. Part of my reading was to just set some time (about 45 minutes) that we did nothing but read. I also read lots of stories to the kids. My niece got to the point she would not put a book down when it was time to do something else. So the children did grow to love reading.

My latest and most beneficial trail in my literacy journey has been the Master’s Cohort Program. I’ve learned more about reading and the teaching of reading in the last year and a half than I’ve spent my whole life trying to learn. I have come to recognize that all those various paths I’ve taken in my life have contributed to my literacy journey and I am much more confident that I know how to teach a child to read, and to enjoy reading.

