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The Early Year
On January 12, 1978, I joined my parents, three brothers and a sister.  At the time my family was living in Steamboat Springs, Colorado.  Two weeks after my birth we moved to Cheyenne, Wyoming because my dad was transferred due to his job with IBM.  In Cheyenne, we lived a few miles out of town on a few acres.  Our time in Cheyenne was short as we moved to Lander, Wyoming a year later due to another transfer.  While here, my youngest brother was born and our family of eight was complete.  
We lived in Lander until I was three, and then as you may have guessed my dad was transferred again, this time back to Cheyenne.  We moved back into the same house.  While in Lander I had a neighbor girl that I became friends with.  Although I haven’t seen her since the day my family moved, we have kept in contact with each other through letters, phone calls and emails.  
The Middle Years
We did stay put in Cheyenne for some time and I attended elementary and two years of junior high.  From a very early age, I knew that I wanted to be a teacher.  I have had some amazing teachers over the years, but the one that I remember the most is my fourth grade teacher, Mrs. Grisbee.  Interestingly, what I remember about her the most is the way she made social studies class fun and engaging.  At this time we were studying Wyoming history.  She would dress according to the time period/topic, bring in artifacts, and had us reenact events.     
The summer before my freshman year we moved to Mobridge, South Dakota.  By this time it was only my younger brother and I left at home.  At the time I was so angry at my parents for doing this to me.  It was a shock to go from a graduating class of 900 to one of 45.  My involvement in sports helped with the transition.  
The College Years


I attended school at Black Hills State University and graduated with a double major in Elementary Education and Special Education.  While at school I met my future husband, Troy.  He only attended BHSU for one year.  His father was diagnosed with cancer and died in August before he was to start his second year of college.  He went back to help out on the farm before deciding to continue his education at Lake Area Technical University.  When I was ready to do my student teaching, he was still attending school at LATI in Watertown.  I was fortunate to be able to do my student teaching in Watertown.  (An interesting note—the superintendent at the time was my former elementary principal).  Troy and I were married in August of 2000.  
The Present

My husband and I have two beautiful children.  Riley, our daughter will be four in September.  Jerome just turned one the end of June.  We are expecting our third in September.  
I am currently teaching at Watertown Middle School.  This was my first teaching position out of school.  I always thought that I wanted to teach at the middle elementary level.  Frankly, middle school kids scared me, but now I can’t imagine doing anything else.  The thing I like most about my position is how well I get to know my students and their families.  I meet with my students and their parent(s) a minimum of every six weeks so we are working hard to work together to be a team.  I also have the kids for both seventh and eighth grade, so it is fun to see them change and mature from one year to the next.
Now, here I am working toward my masters degree through Dakota State University.  This journey has been a road trip with unexpected detours and many ups and downs.  What started out being a three year program is now looking like maybe four or five.  Sometimes I question if this was the right time to take this journey, but as I reflect I’m not sure there is a right or wrong time to do it.  The important thing is that I am doing it.  I know that I will be glad that I did it when it is over.  My husband has been very supportive of this endeavor and I could not do it without him.  
This mini-biography is a brief description of my life for beginning to present, but by no means the complete story.  There have been so many moments and people along the way that have helped to shape the person I have become.  
