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Abstract

The purpose of this narrative study began as a retrospective of an in-depth interview study with a young woman who navigated the move from a large, suburban school system in the mid-Atlantic region before the fifth grade to a small, isolated rural school in Southern Appalachia in the 1990s. She graduated from the only high school serving the county in which she lived. Over the course of two formal interviews and hundreds of informal conversations over the course of more than ten years, and particularly once I began to write (Goodall, 2000), I realized that even though there were vast differences between our ages, cultural backgrounds, and current lives, we walked in tandem through similar experiences along the convoluted path to college; even if at different times and locations. This thesis represents both my production of her story and mine.
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[bookmark: _Toc329335944]Chapter 1
Introduction: Odessa, Big Southern, and Me


[bookmark: _Toc329335945]Odessa and Me
I first met Odessa[footnoteRef:1] when she was nearly twenty years old upon the occasion of her coming to work in the same office building where I worked as an administrator for a large research university located in a mid-size city in the southern United States, “Big Southern”. Odessa interviewed for a position in a different department than mine. The two departments often collaborated on projects and programs, so it was not unusual for staff from one department to participate in position interviews for the other. I can still picture Odessa at her job interview. I learned she was nineteen-years-old and had moved to the “big city” from a smaller community where she had been working for a couple of years after graduation from high school. She had a friend who worked at Big Southern who encouraged her to apply for a job but not for college. During the interview when asked, Odessa indicated she had no interest in going to college. I saw her purse her lips as a look of panic came into her eyes. Her brow furrowed as she emphatically shook her head and said something to the effect of “no way.” I was instantly intrigued. I felt as if she was frightened of going to college which I thought was odd. During the interview Odessa told the group that she hated high school. She said that if she were ever to go to college, it would be to get a degree in art because she liked to draw. Her interview was in December. By the following summer, some of her colleagues in the building, including me, convinced her to take English Composition in summer – “just try it,” we urged. She had absolutely no knowledge of how to get admitted or enrolled in college. Two of us helped her with the admission process and soon we had Odessa enrolled in her first course. I had recently experienced the college admissions process for my daughter. I remembered the feeling of pride and accomplishment and felt similarly about Odessa’s admission. [1:  More on Odessa’s name later.] 


[bookmark: _Toc329335946]Big Southern and Me:
Work Life at a Large Institution

When I began working at Big Southern more than ten years ago, I was coming back to work full-time after several years of part-time work. My oldest child was in high school and a friend suggested I work at Big Southern to take advantage of the tuition discount plan for children of employees. In addition, Big Southern as a university in the state system, offered excellent health benefits and retirement plans. I had no intention of taking advantage of free tuition for myself at the time. My then-husband was in a period of health decline, and I was more concerned with the benefits and full-time work. 
My early career at Big Southern was as the assistant to the director of one of the academic advising offices. I worked with student scholarships, degree auditing, and students who needed help from the director for academic issues. After several years I took a position in another unit that allowed me to work with all undergraduate students. My current job at the Academic Support Center (ASC) affords me the ability to meet with students in academic distress, those who were on probation or who were dismissed. When I meet in person with students I want to hear their stories. Our unit has conducted surveys of students who break their housing contract between fall and spring semester. The seemingly obvious pattern is poor academics, but digging deeper and analyzing the student comments, one realizes that poor academics is often the result of other factors. I have known Odessa for ten years. 
[bookmark: _Toc329335947]So, How Did I Get Here as a Researcher?

While I was in college in the 1970s, I worked at a car rental agency. After some time working there, I was offered a full-time management training position. I took it and quit school. To me college was about getting a degree to get a better job and earn more money. I chose the job and money over finishing my degree. At the time I never intended to go back to school, especially once I met and married my husband.
Soon after I began working at Big Southern University, I realized should complete my bachelor’s degree since the tuition was free. I knew that with my husband’s failing health I would need to be the major breadwinner and the degree would help me with more earning power. I began working at Big Southern in July and began the admissions process in late August. I submitted transcripts from previous institutions, applied, and met with an advisor to figure out the quickest path to graduation. I was a criminology major before I quit school; Big Southern didn’t offer that major at the time, but sociology fit the bill. I needed approximately 30 credits to complete the degree. I started the spring semester after I was hired. I was extremely nervous since it had been more than 25 years since I had been in a college classroom. I began with an upper level German Jewish history course. I knew enough to meet with my professor early in the semester to explain my circumstances. He was very kind and allowed me to submit many written drafts of my written work. After that first semester I typically took two courses per semester as well as two over each summer. 
I was able to avoid a math course during my second college career but did have to complete natural science. I opted for geology because I could take both classes over the summer. I took these two courses together with two other women who worked at Big Southern so that we could help each other and study together. We all made A’s in both, but it was an intense summer! I loved geology so much that I had a brief period when I considered switching to a science major. I was almost a senior and would have had to go back to introductory science and math courses before I could get into major courses. Reverie was over in five minutes and I was back to sociology! I adored school this time around. I was learning so much from so many people, including my classmates. I was 30 years older than them but worked right alongside them in group study sessions and group presentations. 
I took two and a half years to complete my bachelor’s degree taking two classes part-time in fall and spring and one or two each summer. Odessa was working on her degree at the same time; she was taking three classes each semester plus one or two in summer. I was much further ahead as I transferred in many credits from my previous institutions. While I was working on my bachelor’s degree my marriage ended. It was very difficult to manage everything entailed in a divorce, moving, and getting my son admitted to college while working full time and taking classes. I eventually graduated with honors. My family was very proud of me, especially my children. 
One or two semesters after I graduated I realized I missed school. I was a little envious of Odessa as she was still pursuing her degree and I was finished. I decided to apply for graduate school and began researching potential programs. Upon admission, I entered the Library Science program here at Big Southern. I soon realized that I was not at all interested in the number system on book spines. Since my work at Big Southern was mostly with students in need of academic assistance, I thought I should pursue something in education, and so I did. I found my niche in the Studies of Culture program in the College of Education at Big Southern. Odessa earned her bachelor’s degree this spring and I’m right behind her due to earn my master’s degree in summer.

Thesis Road Map
According to dictionary.com (2012) some of the definitions of accidental are 
1) any event that happens unexpectedly, without a deliberate plan or cause, 2) 
chance; fortune; luck, and 3) a fortuitous circumstance, quality, or characteristic. There were unplanned, unexpected, and fortuitous circumstances that allowed both Odessa and me to earn our degrees. Odessa had not planned on college and I had not planned on finishing my bachelor’s degree, much less go on to earn my master’s. For many students like us the path to college can be full of obstacles and impediments. 
In chapter two I discuss the reasons I selected narrative inquiry and the method I used. I also discuss visual ethnography. In chapter three I introduce Odessa’s story and her family background. I also introduce Odessa’s move from Big Atlantic City to Kyleton. Odessa’s narrative and my analysis of her schooling and life in Kyleton are also included in chapter three. Finally, I offer partial closure to Odessa’s story. In chapter four I tell my story, family background, and produce my experiences in school. Chapter four continues with my college years, marriage and family, and partial closure to my story. Chapter five offers my reflections on our two stories, the differences and the similarities. Chapter six offers discussion of white privilege, school curriculum, social facilities, family expectations, money and access, demographics, and geography. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335948]
Chapter 2 
Method
[bookmark: _Toc329335949]Narrative Inquiry
I have selected to use a narrative inquiry for this thesis because there are so many threads to pick apart in trying to understand the many layers of meaning in any story. Narrative inquiry allows researchers to look at people as embodiments of lived stories (Clandinin & Connelly, 2000). 
In my work at this university, I see data presented constantly in an effort to understand retention and persistence to graduation issues. The data is always quantitative. We know the numbers of college students at this university who do not succeed. We know who they are by race and gender, as well as a number of other demographic and academic factors. We don’t know the students’ stories. We don’t know why they succeed or don’t succeed from their point of view. 
I think we need to go back much earlier than college, than high school even to begin to unravel the tangled threads of what barriers some children face in order to shed light on possible solutions. The variables are so many and so tightly bound to each other that I don’t feel it is neither feasible nor desirable to separate them. 
Coffey and Atkinson (1996) consider narratives as formal structures with identifiable properties that function in particular ways. Narrative analysis can focus on social action implied in the data. One approach is to explain the effect of the story or tale, or narrative can be used to chronicle our experiences and lives. Social actors organize their lives and experiences through stories and in doing so make sense of them. According to Coffey and Atkinson (1996), recognition that social actors organize their biographies narratively provides a potentially rich source of data. The narratives of everyday life are used to construct and to share cultural values, meanings, and personal experiences. They (1996) also express and enact the social conditions of power and influence in everyday life. Analyzing oral performances requires consideration of the structure of the performance event and how the situational factors feed into it. These include the performer and the audience (1996). “Thinking about stories in our data can enable us to think creatively about the sorts of data we collect and how we interpret them.” (1996, p. 55).
While a large portion of my data is from interviews with Odessa, much is also gleaned from casual everyday conversations we’ve shared over the years of our acquaintance. Formal interview tapes consist of two hour-long interviews originally conducted for a class paper and one taped while we spent the day together driving to Ridge County and exploring the area. Our first formal interview was conducted in an office. It took some time for Odessa to become comfortable with the setting; to move from direct answers to my questions to storytelling. Later, during our daylong trip together, she was much more relaxed, possibly because I used less direct questioning and conducted myself more conversationally. Odessa has reviewed all of what I have written as memories from our informal conversations for accuracy. Any statements I have made about Odessa and her life that were in error have been changed. 
In this thesis, I attempt to represent Odessa’s narrative of her point of view on her experiences of schooling as well as my own, with reference to my daughter’s educational experience as she is close to Odessa’s age. According to Chase (2005), included in a narrative can be the possibility for self and reality construction that are intelligible within the narrator’s community, local setting, organizational and social memberships, and cultural and historical location. Chase (2005) also positions the researcher as a narrator as well, allowing for researcher interpretations and the making of meaning from the self as researcher. As narrators, researchers develop meaning from, and some sense of order in, the material they study; they develop their own voice as they construct others’ voices and realities; they narrate “results” in ways that are both enabled and constrained by the social resources and circumstances embedded in their disciplines, cultures, and historical moments. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335950]Data Sources and Analysis
My data sources are the transcribed interviews mentioned above, my field notes and comments, and analytical memos to myself (Glesne, 2011). I used archival material from the Ridge County local library and Odessa’s high school yearbook. I also used photos both Odessa and I took of various spots in Ridge County. Other sources are screen shots from Google maps, and photographs of our schools.
As Coffey and Atkinson observe, “there are no formulae or recipes for the ‘best’ way to analyze the stories we elicit and collect (as cited in Merriam, 1998). In vivo coding refers to codes that derive from the terms and the language used by social actors in the field, or in the course of interviews (Coffey and Atkinson, 1996). I used in vivo coding to code Odessa’s language and experience. 
As I listened over and over to Odessa’s tapes I realized our stories had many similarities. We were both first-generation female students. Even though we come from different backgrounds, we both had some similar experiences. As I wrote, I kept returning to my formal and informal conversations with Odessa. According to Creswell (2007), qualitative researchers craft each study differently, using analytic procedures that evolve. Creswell (2007) describes a data analysis spiral as the researcher engages with the data and circles around and around. I certainly found myself circling during the writing and revision phases.
As a large portion of my data consists of both formal (taped) and informal (recalled) conversations with Odessa, I found myself analyzing her stories not in any structural or thematic fashion. I began to compare Odessa’s stories to my own life story. The differences and similarities of our respective journeys to college are what intrigued me the most. When I began the process, I thought our lives were very different; I have since come to the conclusion that while on the whole this is true, when it comes to being first-generation female college students, our approaches to entering college were very similar in that we both ended up in college in an accidental fashion without plan. Thus my analysis wends its way through the threads of each of our experiences. 
To ensure my data meets standards of quality and rigor I used several strategies. To test for credibility I used member checking and triangulation (Creswell, 2007). Since my representation is my interpretation of my Odessa’s experiences, I asked her to read it and make comments. As noted earlier, Odessa has reviewed my entire first draft. I have corrected any errors she noted. I triangulated by using archived materials from the local historical society, the high school Odessa attended, and back issues of the local newspaper to put her experiences in context with what was happening in the wider community at the time. To test for transferability I will use thick description (Creswell, 2007). 

[bookmark: _Toc329335951]Visual Ethnography
According to Dona Schwartz (1989), using pictures in social research requires a theory of how pictures get used by both picture makers and viewers. Typical perspectives include approaching photographs as art and/or as a record of a scene or subject. Either approach conceptualizes photographic mean as being contained within the image itself (1989). Schwartz (1989) notes that these perspectives fail to consider the role of the spectator in the process of constructing photographic meaning. According to Schwartz, (1989) meaning is actively constructed, not passively received and is a dynamic interaction between the photographer, the spectator, and the image. 
Sarah Pink (2001) writes that an awareness of the theoretical underpinnings of visual research methods is crucial for understanding how those images and the processes through which they are created are used to produce ethnographic knowledge. Pink (2001) breaks from the “how-to” by emphasizing the individualistic nature of ethnography work. Pink (2001) notes that the methods should serve the aims of the research, rather than the other way around. Pink (2001) applies this notion of developing theories on how to do fieldwork in the field to visual images and technologies . Pink (2001) considers the relationship between scientific-realist (the record) and what she calls reflexive approaches to the visual in ethnography.  
In this thesis I deem myself the photographer and one of the spectators, along with anyone who reads this thesis. My forté is not in the spatial realm. I am terrible at gauging distances, room dimensions and the like. I also do not think of myself as a good photographer. I do not analyze perspective and placement as I’m taking a photograph. I’m more focused on the story I’m trying to capture for myself. I think of photographs as a memory prompt for me to be able to recall what I was thinking and feeling at the moment I was taking the photograph. I have also never taken photographs with the intent to distribute them for others to make meaning of. I didn’t even think of this as I was taking photos in Kyleton. 
As I wrote about Odessa, particularly her experiences in Kyleton schools, I often went back to the photos both of us took on our trips to Kyleton. Then I reread what I wrote and realized that no amount of words could adequately describe my gut reaction of serene natural beauty in the area against utter astonishment at the deplorable conditions at Odessa’s schools. I leave it to the reader to make whatever meaning s/he chooses from the photographs of Kyleton schools.


[bookmark: _Toc329335952]
Chapter 3 
Odessa’s Story

[bookmark: _Toc329335953]Introducing Odessa

As I was continuing with my course work, I began to think about Odessa, the young woman I’d known since she interviewed for her first job on campus several years prior. I called her and asked her how she had been doing. We met for lunch on campus a few times. It turns out that Odessa continued with her courses after that first summer, although she was no longer interested in an Art degree. After our first formal interview we began to have lunch together more often as our relationship deepened to one of work friends.
In 2010 Odessa was a woman in her mid to late 20’s who was born in a large city in Mid Atlantic State. Over the course of over ten years, I was able to get to know her and see her intelligence in action on many occasions. She worked at a full-time job as a fellow staff member at Big Southern in the division of Academic Affairs, a part-time job in a local mall, and was enrolled in six hours of course-work each semester until she graduated this spring from Big Southern, magna cum laude. Two years after beginning work at Big Southern, at the age of 22, she researched on her own and purchased her first home. According to Odessa (2012), “I would describe myself as very independent.  I also care about helping people, animals and the environment.  I also enjoy learning new things, I have a healthy curiosity and I am organized.”

When I asked her to be the participant for my thesis because of my interest in her educational narrative (Nesbit, 1999), she wanted details. Odessa began studying how to write a thesis. She scoured Big Southern’s library and provided me with one interesting find. She checked out the only thesis she could find written by someone from her county, written in the mid-1970s. When I asked her to choose a pseudonym she researched names based upon her interest in plant life and school. Some options were Ortensia (the garden lover), Xylia (wood dweller), and Xylona (from the forest). Among the contenders, Odessa means a long journey, and we selected it because she worked on her bachelor’s degree for about eight years at this time. 
For all of Odessa’s intelligence and curiosity, over the years I’ve also heard numerous stories of her life in high school, and have noticed some differences I took for granted in my own education. For instance, she could not locate Europe on a world map, and did not know that it was a continent. When we talked about it she indicated that she did not study much geography in high school. Odessa was not certain if big wall maps were available in her schools. She doesn’t remember any.

[bookmark: _Toc329335954]Odessa’s Family Background
Most of Odessa’s father’s family lived near her in Big Atlantic City. From all of our many conversations, I had the feeling that Odessa enjoyed her family, especially her paternal grandmother and great-grandmother. Odessa always smiled when she related stories about her paternal grandmother and great-grandmother. When Odessa was in second grade her father died unexpectedly. Odessa doesn’t talk much about her father and I do not know the details of his death. All I know is that she was in second grade and her younger brother was pre-school age when her father died. I remember one conversation when she told me that her mother became depressed after her husband’s death. Odessa’s younger brother was probably about three or four years old at the time. I tried to imagine what it would have been like to experience the same situation and failed. During the same conversation Odessa talked about her maternal grandmother and how she had met and married a man from Ridge County in our state. She explained how her maternal grandmother convinced her mother to pack up and take Odessa and her brother to Ridge County three years later. Odessa said that they would visit Ridge County during the summers after her second, third, and fourth grades. She loved roaming the woods and fields in the countryside surrounding her maternal grandmother’s home. Odessa always says the nature is the best part of Ridge County and I suppose her love of plant life began there. Eventually Odessa’s maternal grandmother’s persuasion prevailed and Odessa’s family moved to Ridge County just prior to the beginning of fifth grade. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335955]Place: Country Roads
Ridge County is not only rural; it is extremely isolated due to the rugged nature of the surrounding geography. The county is so isolated that currently there are only three state roads that dissect the county. Demographic data[footnoteRef:2] on the county shows the total population to be less than 7,000, with just over 1,300 residing in the county seat where the schools are located for the county.  The per capita income annual income is less than $20,000, the lowest in the state. Educational attainment for people in Odessa’s age range shows only 7.3% attain a bachelor’s degree, far below the state average of 22.4%. Even more telling, only 61.8% have a high school diploma or equivalent or better; lowest in the state. Over 50% of the county residents are on food stamps, the highest in the state. As of June 2011 the unemployment rate in the county was 14.9%. The county school system consists of one early childhood center, one elementary, and one combined middle and high school. The closest larger town is approximately 35 miles away (about an hour’s drive due to the geography) and has a population of approximately 4,400. This town is located in the next county that has a total population of greater than 50,000.  [2: All data taken from U.S. Census bureau, using 2010 figures unless otherwise noted.

	 

] 


[bookmark: _Toc328133173]Figure 1: Employment Data Mortontown - nearest large town to Kyleton where many residents worked in manufacturing. (Center for Business and Economic Research, 2007)

According to Odessa (2010), “After high school, there is not much to look forward to in the area.” The nearest area of plentiful manufacturing jobs has been reduced just like many other parts of the U.S. This town is Mortontown and is about an hour’s drive from Kyleton. The nearest community college is located there. The nearest technology center school is further away and takes over an hour and a half to reach by car. There is also a public university in the next county, and again is over an hour away.
Ridge County was first formed out of two neighboring counties in 1844. From a history written in 1886 (Goodspeed), “Ridge County lies immediately east of Clay County, and is bounded on the north by Big South State. Cloutch River traverses the county from northeast to southwest, and Powing River crosses the northeastern corner of the county. The surface is very rough and mountainous, but some excellent land is found along the streams. The valleys, however, are generally narrow. The extent of its mineral resources is not well known, but both coal and iron exist in considerable quantities.” 

[bookmark: _Toc329335956]“I Felt Cheated”: Our First Formal Interview (2009)
When I first interviewed Odessa it was for a paper I wrote for my Teachers, Schools, and Society course. The assignment was to interview someone about their school experiences. 
Odessa recalled her trouble understanding what her new teacher was saying when she first moved to Kyleton in elementary school. She couldn’t understand his regional accent. Speaking of spelling she said, 
I could not know what he was saying. I could know the entire list of 30 words, but still not get it. I typically did not do much studying in spelling because I was good at it. I did study more and looked at the lists, but I could not tell what he was saying. It was horrible. 

This was a fascinating revelation to me, as I had not considered regional accents as potentially problematic. 
I knew Odessa was from Mid-Atlantic State. She was born in and spent her early years in a city fairly close to where I grew up. I wanted to know how she ended up in Kyleton. So, I asked her where in Big Atlantic City she lived and went to school. Odessa didn’t remember too much about her first year in school, but told me what she could remember, “Parkridge, Townson area.” I asked if she was in the city or county schools. She did not know since she moved just before fifth grade. Odessa told me, “It was a public school, but I don’t think it was a city school.” As it turns out, Odessa attended Villa Cresta from grades K-1 and then moved to Pleasant Plains from grades 2-4 before moving to Kyleton where she completed school. Both Villa Cresta and Pleasant Plains are in Big Atlantic City School System. Currently, Big Atlantic City is the 26th largest school system and has more than 103,000 students while Ridge County has two schools with enrollment of a little more than 1,000 students. I asked Odessa about her schoolmates in Big Atlantic City. “We had White students, Black students, Asian students. Those are the only ones I really remember seeing at the time that I was aware of.” 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133174]Figure 2: Big Atlantic City (Google Earth, 2012)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133175]Figure 3: Kyleton, Ridge County (Google Earth, 2012)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133176]Figure 4: Odessa’s elementary school in Big Atlantic City (Pleasant Plains, 2012)

I thought if Odessa remembered the diversity of children in her Big Atlantic City schools, it probably meant she also remembered the lack of diversity once she arrived in Kyleton. I asked what it was like going from Big Atlantic City to Kyleton. Odessa looked down at the table and then back up into my face. 
It was terrible. I did not like it because schools – I used to love going to school in Big Atlantic City. When I moved to Kyleton I hated school. Dreaded it worse than anything. I started counting down the days before summer when I would go back to Mid-Atlantic State for the summer. The differences, there were many. First of all the schools in Big Atlantic City were very clean, very organized. When we left a classroom to move to another classroom the students were more in control. We had to walk in a single file line with a line on the tiles in the hallways. That’s how strict they were. We weren’t supposed to make a sound going through the hallways. Class change in Kyleton – the bell would ring and all the students would jump up and be noisy and crowd the doorway at once. The school was very dirty compared to Big Atlantic City.

I continued by asking about the teachers and how they differed between Big Atlantic City and Kyleton. This was when Odessa related her story about her difficulties with spelling. 

Okay, because I moved from up north to somewhere down south the accents were very different. I was making A’s in spelling in Mid-Atlantic State and I loved it. I loved it because I was naturally good at it. When I moved to Kyleton I was making F’s in spelling. And it was because I could not understand what they were saying. Because you know they have to say the words out loud for you to know what to write down to spell. So I was suffering terribly in that area. I did talk with the teacher. I was very upset about my grades. He tried to do better, but there was only so much… He had never been anywhere outside Kyleton, he could only do so much to change his accent.

We moved on to high school and talked about Odessa’s experiences then. 
Odessa told me, 
Oh well, there it seemed like there were very few teachers who were interested in teaching, or were even qualified to teach. There were very few who I felt like did a good job, did the best they could with what they had to work with. Students were not used to being made to work. The teachers would just let us do whatever we wanted to in class; talk, cheat, you know whatever. I had one teacher in particular, he would come to class late. Only be there for the last 10 minutes of class every day. This was Algebra. So I didn’t do well in that class, it was hard on all of us. There were kids in the class who were really smart, and they were making 20’s out of 100 on their tests too. Because he was never there. The ten minutes he would show up, his face was blood-red. The other kids said he was an alcoholic.
 
I asked if she or the others tried to learn on their own. She responded, 
Yeah. Then, when we moved to the next year. Oh, oh, not to mention, so at the end of the year, we all have basically decided we were not going to pass. There was no way. I made 20’s in all my tests, but I made a B on my report card at the end of the class. 

As I sat there with my mouth gaping wide, I asked Odessa how she felt. She paused and frowned before she responded with, 
I’m not sure. I was all ready to accept the fact that I was not going to go on to Algebra II. So, I wasn’t very happy about that because it was not really under my control why I couldn’t pass it. So then when I saw the B as an eighth grader I thought this was great. Now I won’t have to repeat the class. Because I didn’t really like the class and didn’t want to re-take it with him. But at the same time I thought I don’t know how this is okay, and didn’t want to really say anything. Other people in the class passed too, nobody had to re-take it. 

I asked if everyone passed the class.  Odessa responded, 
Yes. I got a B, better than a C. I felt a little cheated. But then I also cheated by letting it go by that way and not saying anything. It became a problem for us when we moved into algebra 2. Tried to make us learn from the material. So a year had passed by in between. So when we got into Algebra 2 with the new teacher starts jumping right in. He doesn’t understand and asks us about it. We’re explaining well this is what happened. Our teacher didn’t teach it. He didn’t come in and then would come in at the end write something on the board and not answer any questions. We all got passing grades but didn’t pass any tests.  We complained & talked to next teacher but we didn’t say anything to anybody higher up. So if he didn’t say anything then nothing happened. So I’m pretty sure that the 2nd Algebra teacher I would think he would have mentioned it, but there were very few, only him and one other teacher in high school that I can tell you cared & tried to teach us and we didn’t have to complain about. 

After a pause Odessa continued, 
At the time I hated school, because those were the classes we were being pushed and weren’t used to doing anything. Those were the classes where cheating was not going to be allowed or accepted. Our Spanish teacher also taught drama and art. She attempted to teach us. We were all excited to learn something new a foreign language. It turns out she didn’t know Spanish. The first couple of days she tried. She used to get to school later and we were used to the first couple of minutes not being taught. As time wore on, she would sit at the front and not teach us at all. We sat and talked the whole class time. 

Odessa was on quite a roll talking about her teachers in high school. 
Chemistry was another teacher nobody liked because she taught. I was actually catching on, so that made me like it more because I was good at it. She actually taught we had to have our homework due. The same thing we dealt with in Spanish which was having it like a study hall or socializing time. So they can say they offered art and drama but technically did not because we didn’t actually get to do anything. Drama was her area. She loved drama. She tried more in that class than any other but we never did much in there either. Towards the end she had some big play we were supposed to be putting on, but we never rehearsed. She had a lot of people who never showed up. After going through the actual graduation I remember thinking to myself, this is great that I actually graduated but I don’t feel like I should have actually graduated because I wasn’t taught anything. I felt pretty gypped. I did learn a lot of stuff there [voc school] English and general things up front. That’s pretty much where I learned everything.  The only thing I think that carried through [prep for college] would be the same teacher from Spanish 2 who wanted us to learn and give us a refresher. She also taught English. She offered an extra class – AP credit. It was brand new when our class got to her year. That was the first year she was able to do that. I did not take that because that was when I found out from my guidance counselor that I wasn’t college material and it cost extra money and was extra work so I didn’t take it. There was a college path and technical path. I took the college path because I thought it would be good in case I changed my mind. I chose it early, early on before I had all these bad experiences there.   

I asked if any of her classmates were interested in going to college. 
Not many. Because we didn’t feel like we had gotten the education necessary to go to college. Well, there were some students, not me. They were talking about going here and I’m going to do this when I get out of here. These were the students who were smarter, who I felt like were smarter. They made good grades. They would study. Some of the students were planning on going to college and were okay with that. Me, and some of the other students got to the point where we knew the education we were getting, how were we supposed to go to college? Somewhere along the line I heard terms like remedial courses. People who didn’t meet the expectations would have to take remedial courses for a year or two before they could take the college-level courses. Well a lot of us were ready to be out of school and we wanted it to be over. We didn’t like school, we didn’t do anything but socialize basically. We’d sit and talk with each other in our classes and that’s it. We didn’t think it [college] was an option unless we took a ton of remedial courses, and not be sure how we’d do after that. I did talk to my high school guidance counselor about college as it got closer to the time to leave high school and she basically told me that I wasn’t college material, so that kind of made in my head made me feel like that means it probably wouldn’t work out and not being able to learn. It confirmed my thoughts already about not being able to succeed in college. So I didn’t plan on going.

We returned to talk about high school. Odessa told me about books and one of her other teachers. 
We had textbooks, the problem was we never used them. Our Spanish II teacher – she was the only one who seemed to say anything to people. She would give us updates, ‘I’ve been trying to get new textbooks next year…’ She was able to get our responses to give proposal to the principal to get it approved. If you wanted to pay for AP, were there students who would not have been able to pay. Money was definitely an issue. If I wanted to take AP. 

Odessa went on to talk about extra-curricular activities at high school. 
We only basketball for a sport. We didn’t get to be involved very much. Home game during school hours allowed to go watch it. Kind of forced to actually – it will be at this time and the teachers would take us to the gym. People guarding the doors to make sure that we were only going to the bathroom if we left the gym. People were forced to go. We did have things like pep rallies and stuff like that, but I don’t remember if we did that often. In the early years of high school every now and then, I’m trying to remember field trips, can’t really remember any in particular in high school. They were mainly in elementary school. End of sophomore year we found out that our superintendent had been caught stealing money from the schools somehow. So we had to pay the consequences for that happening. They took away a lot of our extra-curricular activities. Things we would do to make money for prom – bake sales – they took all of that away. Basketball games – we couldn’t do any more of those. Field trips I was looking forward to were cut. 

After this interview, I looked online for news of the theft. I found an article about the Ridge County school superintendent who had been charged with four counts of stealing money from the school system along with his wife who was the technology coordinator. I was unable to find out whether either was convicted. (NewsBank, 1997).
Odessa talked about technology in her classrooms in high school. I asked her if they had any computers in school. 
Only in the library. She was the only one who got some computers in her classroom – I don’t think they were new actually. I don’t remember doing anything on them though except games in homeroom. Now there were computers in keyboarding class that I had. And we only did our keyboarding work in there, but I don’t remember using them for any classes. They were the old-timey kind with floppy disks, not even the A disks.


[bookmark: _Toc329335957]Road Trip Part I: Solo Trip to Kyleton (2010)
I took my first trip to Ridge County and Kyleton by myself one foggy Saturday morning. Ridge County is sixty miles from my house and it takes approximately one and a half hours to reach Kyleton, the County Seat. The ride was beautiful on an early fall morning. Fog clung close to the ground for most of the early part of the ride before clearing. However, once I began the climb up the ridge, it came back. The drive is easy for the first two thirds, divided roads most of the way with a few minor detours. As I took a left turn at a gas station onto the road that turns into Ridge County Highway 22, the adventurous part of the journey began. Ridge County Highway 22 is a steep, curvy, narrow road that heads toward Kyleton. There are two main county roads that cross Ridge County generally north/south (route 22) and east/west. Three other county roads cut across corners of the county. After a sharp turn on route 22, Kyleton appeared out of nowhere. The first thing I noticed was the Hardee’s on the right near what turned out to be one of two traffic lights in town. There was a Rite Aid on the other side of the road. Other businesses and offices I noticed were a feed store, furniture store, two real estate offices, and some county offices, including the county library. I soon passed the health center and various doctor’s offices near the health center and was out of the center of town. I pulled into the parking lot of the high school and looked around. There was a group of farmers with their tractors parked in the back lot, apparently preparing for some show. As it was Saturday, the school was not open. I drove a few miles further up the road and turned around to come home. 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133177]Figure 5: Tractors & farmers in high school parking lot (2010)

[bookmark: _Toc329335958]Road Trip Part II: Odessa and Me in Kyleton (2011)
Odessa and I decided to take a road trip together to Kyleton. We had to wait some time before we could take time off on the same day, but we managed one day the following spring. We wanted to go on a weekday so we could be there when everything was open. Odessa does not enjoy talking about Kyleton and she was very nervous about taking me there. She specifically told me not to talk to anyone from her school and I respected her wishes.
We talked about all sorts of things as we drove, nothing in particular related to Kyleton. We mainly talked about Odessa’s life after high school. She told me how the kids would drive to Mortontown and hang out. 
Yes, I didn’t really hang out there before moving there. Just the mall, and it’s not a big mall. It’s small and the movie theatre. In Kyleton, there is just the block. We’d hang out and drive around and pull up and talk to each other in our cars. Besides riding around. We’d get a carful of people and go riding out around the mountains. Well I wasn’t old enough to have my own place when I lived there [Kyleton]. Nobody wanted to hang out in their parents’ house. I don’t know, maybe some did, but we’d say we’re “going to town” – that’s what we’d say. 

I reminded Odessa that she had once told me that she didn’t like to admit that she lived in Kylton. 
Yeah, there is nothing that I’m proud of saying about that place. The only thing if I were to search for something, I’d say the plants and the environment. Even though they’re really bad about littering and don’t do anything to clean up. If there were some people who took care of it there would be a really nice place to visit. When people go across the mountain, they just throw stuff out of the car. The plant life, the forest, the trees, I love that. The people there, I’m not proud of what they do – the people who do drugs and even those that don’t. There are other things that are bad about them that I don’t agree with. It’s a small town and they want to know everything you do and they make stuff up about people because they have so much time on their hands. 

I told Odessa that I’d noticed how private she is. 
I probably got that from being there because everybody talks. Even if you don’t say anything, they make stuff up about you – one little piece of information can really get blown up into stuff that’s not true. That affects your life in high school – guys and girl stuff – even afterwards. People get married and divorced there a lot because of people talking. 

I asked if people could get a reputation in high school that would “stick” forever. 

Yes, that can happen, but they just continue to make more stuff up. It is not just a high school thing like everywhere else where you grow up and get mature. It just continues there. After high school usually it stops, but there it keeps going. People don’t grow up there – they just stay immature. 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133178]Figure 6: On the way to Kyleton view from Route 22 (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133179]Figure 7: County offices, Main Street, Kyleton (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133180]Figure 8: Side view of the farm and home supply store, Main Street, Kyleton (2011)

As we drove, I realized once again that once you left the state roads, the ride was very hilly. Not that I’m an expert, but it didn’t look like good farmland. I asked about where people worked. Odessa said, 
Factory jobs used to be a big thing because you used to have to take a test to get the job. I’m not sure how hard they were because I never took one. But there’s not a lot in town to do for a job. You don’t ever see like job openings in a paper or anything. They have the ‘Kyleton Shopper’ but I gave up on that after seeing it. News gets around people have scanners. They’re like telephones almost. That’s how they keep up with what’s going on. They learn the code and all this stuff like when I’m on the scanner I don’t know what they’re talking about. Even my mom got one. She didn’t really want to move here and it took a lot of convincing [from Odessa’s maternal grandmother] to get her to do it. We tried to get her to move back quite a bit, but she stayed.

We had finally reached Kyleton, so we stopped first at Hardees for a snack and to stretch. Odessa reminded me, “People don’t go to Kyleton unless they mean to.”  My batteries in my recorder were in need of changing, so we went to the Rite Aid across the street. I wanted a tour of town and Odessa wanted to show me where she lived. I also wanted to see the Ridge County Library. When we were planning our day trip to Kyleton, Odessa was positive there was no library there because she had never been there. I thought I remembered seeing the library during my solo trip to Kyleton and sure enough, I found it by searching online. She looked shocked and quite upset once I told her the library had been in existence since well before her time in Kyleton. The library was located less than ½ mile from her high school. I actually had to show her the library website before she believed me. Odessa was not pleased to find out that none of her school teachers had ever suggested the children go to the library. Odessa told me on many prior occasions that she was a “nerd” because she used to love to read the dictionary and she loved books. I was fairly certain her reaction to the news there was a library in Kyleton meant she had missed out on many years of enjoyable reading. When I asked, Odessa confirmed my suspicion. “Man, I wish I had known that there was a library so close.”  We found the small public library; I noticed it had a large fiction section. Interestingly, there wasn’t much of a children’s area. The reference section consisted of several shelves filled with auto manuals, genealogy, local history, and World Books. There were two or three notebooks with copies of newspaper articles having to do with the local area – all from either our newspaper or the one from the other closest large city. 
[bookmark: _Toc328133181]Figure 9: Library in Kyleton; newspaper article in notebook (2010)
Ridge

As we were leaving the library, Odessa’s mother, Dionne, pulled into the parking lot. Odessa must have called her to see if we could come over. I’m not sure why, but Dionne preferred to meet us “in town” rather than have us at her home. It didn’t matter to me because Odessa had already told me that she preferred I didn’t ask her mother or grandmother any questions and not to tell them about my thesis. “We were just work friends taking a pretty day off from work and driving up to Kyleton.”

From the library we went to Odessa’s high school. This was not the high school I had seen on my solo trip. That one, a new middle/high school, opened about a year after Odessa graduated. Odessa’s high school building now houses some county offices and some community organization offices. A large part of the building is unused. We were able to go inside and make our way down one or two hallways. It looked like the typical high school built in the late 1950s or early 1960s with a gym, lunchroom, classrooms, etc. The really interesting thing about the location is that directly across the parking lot is the back of the county jail. I was trying to imagine what it would have been like to stand at the front steps of the school and look across to see the razor wire fence and jail inmates in the yard. It was definitely strange to me to see a jail so close to the school. As we were leaving, I noticed a used syringe in the parking lot. We stood there for a minute, both staring at it, and Odessa told me that there was “One boy I used to know who is now living across the street.” 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133182]Figure 10: Odessa’s high school in Kyleton. The entrance to Odessa’s high school seemed dark and eerie to me. Odessa told me, “it was always like this when I was in school” (2010)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133183]Figure 11: Odessa's high school in Kyleton. (2010)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133184]Figure 12: View of Ridge County Jail across parking lot from Odessa’s high school (2010)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133185]Figure 13: Syringe found in parking lot of what used to be Odessa’s high school (2010)

[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
Figure 14: Page from Odessa's high school yearbook. Odessa circled in red. I don’t think my yearbook showed students leaning on the wall smoking cigarettes (even though we did the same thing). (Odessa, 2011)

From her old high school, Odessa took me up the ridge to where her grandparents and mother now live. From their vantage point, you can look down over the town and see across to the next ridge. It is a spectacular view from there. As we were headed back down into town, I could see the elementary school. I hadn’t seen it on my solo trip. It looked too new to have been Odessa’s. She snorted, “My brother was so lucky. I would have these ratty old schools and as soon as I left, they would build a nice new one for him.” Yes, here was this lovely, modern up-to-date elementary school with a nice playground area. Across the street was Odessa’s elementary school. I was stunned. It looked more like a prison for children than an elementary school. And I was looking at the “good” side in the front. We drove up and parked. The doors were locked, and the windows were covered in filth – but we did manage to see a little. Her classroom was one of two in the basement. It appears as if they are being used for storage now. The rooms were jammed with desks and other items. Odessa told me that the first day she was in school, she came home crying believing she was being punished. “I had to have done something truly awful to have deserved this. I thought I was going to school in the dungeon.” All I could wonder was how hard a time Dionne must have been going through to not notice the difference between this school and Pleasant Plains school Odessa attended in Big Atlantic City. 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133186]Figure 15: Odessa’s elementary school, the upper level from the front, what I term the “good side.” (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133187]Figure 16: Odessa’s classroom is on bottom level which she thought was the dungeon. (2011)

Odessa and I headed out to drive around to see where she used to live. She and her mother and brother lived in a rental house before they purchased a house during her school years. Odessa took me to the house her family bought, a cute house situated on a large piece of property. Odessa told me, “One time I walked to the store without Mom’s permission to buy candy for myself.” We measured and it was about a mile to the store. It seemed so far away, yet when I was the same age I was riding my bike a similar distance to the pharmacy. The house was near a stand of trees and a really pretty park-like area. I could easily see where Odessa got her love of the outdoors and plant life. It was truly beautiful there. As we rode along, we talked about her friends in Kyleton. One friend was a girl whose family did not have indoor plumbing. 
This girl’s family all lived in one room in their house. It confused me because she had at least two or three brothers and sisters, I can’t remember exactly, and her parents and her grandmother all living in this one little house. And no bathroom! 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133188]Figure 17: House Odessa’s family purchased. (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133189]Figure 18: Beautiful park-like area next to the house. (2011)

We headed out of town on the side opposite of the one we entered. Here were the local medical offices, small hospital, and new middle/high school I had seen on my solo visit. We retraced the route Odessa and her friends would take as they “cruised” during high school. When I was growing up Suburban County was not as rural as Ridge County, but we did have plenty of undeveloped areas and back roads to cruise. This area of Ridge County reminded me a lot of my home town back in my day. 
We were several miles outside of Kyleton and about to turn around to head back. We were very close to the state line. And then we came to a dilapidated building. Next to it was a house with a school bus parked next to it. We could see part of the area outside the building was fenced in and there was a basketball hoop. I asked Odessa what was here. It turns out we were in front of another elementary school that was closed at the same time as hers when the new elementary school was built and the children in this area are now bussed to the new school. We had to stop and look. We couldn’t get in the front, but we could see inside and Odessa told me it looked very similar to her old elementary school. So we went around back and walked right in the back door which was slightly ajar. We walked down the main hallway and into some of the classrooms. There was also a lunchroom/gym. The wing to the office was blocked. This building was closed about 15-20 years ago and nothing was disturbed even though the door was open. We were parked out front for at least 30 minutes and nobody questioned or even disturbed us. Words cannot describe adequately how awful this place felt; so oppressive. Piles of books and papers were everywhere. It looked as if the school closed and no one bothered to move anything or clean anything. 
We spent quite a bit of time in the school. Odessa kept saying that this school reminded her a lot of her school in Kyleton. The building had two wings. One was for the office and led to the combination cafeteria/gym. The other wing was for the classrooms (photo 22). Even though there was no electricity in this school, Odessa remembered her school hallway looked very similar; dark and “creepy.” 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133190]Figure 19: Other elementary school closed near the time Odessa’s school was closed – front view. (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133191]Figure 20: Basketball hoops next to school. (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133192]Figure 21: Classroom wing hallway. (2011)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133193]Figure 22: Inside one of the classrooms where all the books were dumped. (2011)


[bookmark: _Toc329335959]Partial Closure to Odessa’s Story

I find it appalling and fascinating that even as a student in the eighth grade, Odessa understood that she was being cheated (even if she enjoyed not having to do any work to pass classes.) As a parent of a daughter who is only two months younger than Odessa, I trusted that my child’s teachers were attending school each day and actually teaching her something and that she was learning. I assumed that my daughter’s teachers were proficiently trained in their subject matter. At the same time that my daughter was attending high school here, Odessa was in school two counties away in the same state receiving a markedly different education. My daughter was encouraged to go to college by her guidance counselor even though she earned only average grades. There was an assumption that any normally bright student could/should attempt college. Odessa was actively discouraged from trying. Odessa was specifically told she wasn’t college material, and since going to college was rare for students from her area, she told me she didn’t try. There was no discussion of financial aid opportunities.
Somewhere along the way Odessa went from being an enthusiastic and bright learner to one who was bored and not at all confident about her ability to succeed. She is very bright and is now succeeding in college. As a senior about to graduate this spring, she maintains a grade point average in excess of 3.50 while working full-time as well as holding another part-time job. Yet, when I met her nearly ten years ago she was convinced that she could not become a college student. If she had not taken a job on campus and had colleagues who beleaguered her until she enrolled in English 101, I don’t know if she ever would have considered herself “smart enough” (2009). Peppered throughout our first interview she used this type of terminology. She was not one of the smart ones. Other students were smarter than she was. And then she would qualify those statements with “at least I thought so” (2009). Where did she get the impression that she wasn’t smart enough? Did it begin with her rocky transition from Big Atlantic City to Kyleton schools? Did she become disengaged because she could not understand her teachers’ accent? Perhaps by the time she became used to the accent the disengagement continued because school seems to have been a place to socialize and learning was not taken seriously. Odessa knew she was not really earning good grades, they were merely doled out to her. Did Odessa think she didn’t deserve to go to college because her good grades were largely unearned? 
In conversation after our first interview, Odessa told me that she did not want to attend her 10th high school reunion. She had no desire to see her classmates because she has moved so far past them. She believes that only one or two others made it to college. Her mother and grandparents still live in Kyleton, so I know that she goes back there once or twice a year to visit. She tells me that nothing much has changed.
Odessa’s story doesn’t end here of course. Odessa plans after graduation include eventually having her own landscaping business. Odessa has moved out of state to a new place and has begun working for a large landscaping firm. I have no doubt that whatever Odessa sets her mind to, she will succeed due to her determination, perseverance and intelligence. 



[bookmark: _Toc329335960]
Chapter 4 
My Story

[bookmark: _Toc329335961]Who am I and Where do I Come From?

Most of the time I feel like an outsider. I self-identify as Jewish. My roots in the United States are only two generations deep. All four of my grandparents came here as immigrants, two escaping Pogroms in Russia. All of my life I have heard stories of how difficult it was to “become an American.” Both of my grandmothers lived to be over 100, so when I say all of my life – I mean well into my late 30s. 
At times my identity as Jewish has been buffeted about this way and that. My father’s parents were Orthodox and he was raised as one. My mother’s parents were non-religious. In fact, my mother’s father was a labor organizer in Chicago and Baltimore in the garment industry. My parent’s religious “compromise” was to join a Conservative congregation. I attended Sunday school and Hebrew school but did not have a Bat Mitzvah and ceased to attend in the seventh grade. I would say that we paid lip service to the religion. I suppose this is one of the ways I am suspicious of organized religion. The Jewish denominations are no different than the various Christian denominations. Some may be more strident in their insistence that theirs is the “only” path to God, but they all purport to be more “correct” than the next. I subscribe to the belief that for anyone who believes in the idea of God, there are many paths to God and what is right for one person may not be for the next.
My family was definitely culturally Jewish, though. I grew up in a predominantly Jewish neighborhood. The last time I visited the area, I drove through our old neighborhood with my sister and we counted the houses in the development and then counted those that belonged to Gentile families when we were growing up. Among 38 homes, three were owned by Gentiles. Most of my early childhood friends were Jewish, as were most of my parents’ friends. We always celebrated Jewish holidays with the appropriate meals whether we observed them ritually or not. Schools were always closed during Jewish holidays due to the large number of Jewish families in the area. 
My mother modeled for us how to be good people.  Mom was always ready to stand up for her beliefs and never backed away from positive relationships with a variety of people. She was (and still is) outspoken about her views. Dad’s influence was a little more subtle. He was always on his soapbox regarding systems (school, the government/politics, the military, the Synagogue, etc.) and less focused on individuals. 
I married a Jewish man. Naïve as I was, I didn’t understand that just because we were both Jewish, it did not follow that we had the same outlook on life. As a matter of fact, I distinctly remember thinking at the time that it would be so much “easier” to marry someone who was Jewish because we would understand each other in ways that might not be possible otherwise. Well that is partially true. I was imposing a totality of life outlook on only a Jewish one. We had very different social, financial, and political views and different understandings of what child rearing should look like. 
In response to an article by Luise McCarty, (“Out of Isolation: Philosophy, Hermeneutics, Multiculturalism”, 1993) I wrote my personal reflections on culture. McCarty’s thought provoking essay on multiculturalism illustrates the difficulties of defining what we mean by culture. Her rejection of the notions of culture as a picture, as information, and as a unitary notion is clearly delineated. Since culture is not disposable according to McCarty, a picture or other finite representation will not suffice. McCarty rejects 1) the notion of culture as gaining information, too still a disposable, and 2) the assimilation of difference in culture to difference in spatial or geographical region. I understand her concerns and like her addition of culture as a path, and the notion of culture as home/house (culture as place). “We might imagine cultures as collections of pathways running this way and that, with variable distances — or, sometimes, with no distances — in between. As I move along one path, other paths and sets of paths draw closer. Others diverge. I can move toward rapprochement with another culture, another path, without leaving the confines of my own. Think of paths in the woods: they intersect. They may seem to go on forever; often I cannot see their ends.” (1993, page unknown)
Who defines one’s culture? Who decides to which culture one belongs? These are questions I have pondered over the years, especially as they relate to being a second generation American Jewish woman. I have many cultural memberships – baby boomer, adult student, divorcee, mother, etc. but I will only concentrate on representing my sense of feeling like an outsider, which means in Whitesville those pieces of my identity that are Jewish.
I define myself as a second generation American Jewish woman. A Jewish culture has been in existence for so long that it has morphed from a clan, to a kingdom, to a nation, to a religion, to a lifestyle, and sometimes back and forth and in-between. Even while on the inside (of Judaism), I feel like an outsider. About the only real concrete way I feel truly a “member of the tribe” is my love for questioning everything and my argumentative nature; and the food.
I’ve lived in the Whitesville area for more than twenty years, many of them spent on the west side of town in an upper middle class neighborhood. Since moving to another side of town, I’ve learned about my neighbors. I’ve learned much about the way my neighbors conduct their lives. They live much more like collective societies than my former neighbors on the west side. There is a lot more interest in each other and real assistance. It not only takes a village to raise children, it takes a village to share the burdens and small joys of daily existence. I’ve been so changed and humbled that I have come to really value the past few years as a learning experience. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335962]My Family Background

A while ago, I was having a conversation with my father. He asked about my thesis and I began to describe to him that I was writing about the structural barriers to a college education through the educational journey of someone I know. He told me about his experience; one that I thought I knew. I was mostly wrong. I thought that since Dad served in WWII, he went through college on the GI Bill. What I did not know was that he finished his degree on the GI Bill. His college career began when he was in elementary school. My grandmother, born in 1892 or 1893 in a Russian shtetl, and who emigrated to the U.S. as a young girl, wanted my father to go to college. She began a savings account for him when he was young. She had managed to save over one hundred dollars. When Dad was in junior high school he got a job at a local store. He earned three dollars a week. One went to my grandmother to help with household expenses, another he kept for spending money (including trolley fare and lunches), and the other dollar went to the college fund. By the time he graduated high school, they had saved enough money for him to attend his first year of college and pay for his books and room and board. He worked for another year and a half to earn his second year’s tuition. After his sophomore year of school, he served in the Army. After the war, thanks to the GI Bill, he was able to return to school to finish his Engineering degree and graduated in 1950. There was a delay because he had a difficult time getting readmitted because of admission quotas in place on Jewish students. 
I have tried to imagine the determination it must have taken for my grandmother to make the sacrifices necessary in order to send her son to college. What I try to imagine is how she even came to know about college and the opportunities it could afford someone. I contrast my grandmother’s determination to send her son to college versus Odessa’s experience. Odessa’s guidance counselor told her “You’re not college material.” According to the National Center for Education Statistics (2001), young people whose parents did not attend college are less likely to plan to attend college and actually enroll in college. The low percentage of adults holding college degrees means that Appalachian youth are exposed to fewer role models with postsecondary education and have diminished access to information and fewer supports for postsecondary educational opportunities, which can potentially result in low confidence in their academic abilities.  

According to Ali and Saunders (2006) 
This fierce sense of independence may serve as an important asset for Appalachian students who are planning to attend college. However, self-reliance to an extreme, along with cultural isolation, may serve to negatively affect the willingness of Appalachian students to seek help for their career-related concerns from teachers or counselors. Because of the strong sense of kinship, these students may also choose to rely solely on family members for assistance in career planning. This may be challenging for students who wish to attend college but whose parents and family members are unfamiliar with navigating institutions of higher education (p. 39).  

It seems to me that Odessa did not have the necessary support from family during high school to help her navigate a path to college. 
My paternal grandmother was orphaned in her teens by the flu epidemic of 1914. She was sent to live with distant relatives and was married two years later to a widower with a ten-year old son. I never knew my grandfather; he died before my parents met. He was a grocer. I don’t know whether he aspired to have a college-educated son. My uncle, Dad’s step-brother, never went to college and neither did my aunt, Dad’s younger sister. I suspect that if my grandfather desired a college degree for one son, he would for the other as well. I believe my grandmother was the driving force behind the desire for an education for her son.  
My mother is the youngest of four sisters. I knew that none of them had a college education. Recently I found out that my mother was offered a college scholarship upon graduation from high school. She told me that her parents could not afford room and board and books, so she declined the offer and went to work instead. Recently, her next oldest sister told me that my grandmother asked her if she wanted to go to college when she graduated. She is one year older than Mom. She laughed when she told me that the offer came a little late since she had taken no college-prep courses. It is not altogether surprising that my mother and at least one sister had the potential to go to college, but my grandparents did not know how to navigate admission or preparing for college. What did surprise me is that they even considered it at all. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335963]Place: The Wonder Bread Years: Growing up in Suburban County

I grew up in a white middle-class neighborhood in Suburban County, Mid Atlantic State. Mine was a privileged existence, although I didn’t know it as a child. I am the eldest of two girls. My sister  is two and a half years younger than me. Our parents bought our house when I was less than a year old and we lived there until the summer between junior high and high school. Woodbrier is a neighborhood of 38 single-family split-level homes on three streets, each with three to four bedrooms, living and dining rooms and a large “rec room” on the lower level. Woodbrier was a new development, and all but one of the families that purchased the homes remained in the neighborhood while we were growing up. My birth year was the surge year in the baby boomer generation. There were more children born in my same year than any other. Only one of our streets was a through road and not heavily traveled. No one had a fenced yard and all of the neighborhood dogs roamed free. Napoleon, the standard size poodle who lived with one of my friends, guarded the intersection of two of the streets – the main road (our street) and one of the other two in the neighborhood. He used to sleep in the middle of the intersection during the day. The only time I remember him moving voluntarily was when the school bus was headed his way. All of the other drivers lived in the neighborhood and knew he would be there, so they drove around him. 
[image: ]
[bookmark: _Toc328133194]Figure 23: Woodbrier neighborhood (rendering by Shey 2012)

Our house was at the dead-end of the main road. The side yard of our house bordered Mrs. Mine’s property. Mrs. Mine was a wealthy woman whose estate bordered the back yards of an entire street. Her estate was wooded at the edges and she had an agreement with the neighborhood children; we never disturbed her except on Halloween and she would be extremely generous with her candy and cash for our collection efforts for Trick-or-Treat for UNICEF. Mrs. Mine died and left her estate to a nature conservancy, so nothing much changed for us except for Halloween. We had a neighborhood pool within walking or biking distance and everyone belonged to it. Within biking distance was “The Lake”, what we called the local pharmacy and lunch counter. The store was owned by the pharmacist and children were allowed to hang out and read comic books to their heart’s delight. Mr. Padgett knew all of us children and could keep track of which family we belonged to. We didn’t need money; our families all had accounts with Mr. Padgett and he would follow our mother’s instructions on how much candy to allow. One time in the late 1980’s my husband and children and I were in the area. I took them to see my old house. My daughter had a cough. We went into Padgett’s Pharmacy to purchase some cough syrup for her. Mr. Padgett’s son actually recognized my face and asked if I wanted to charge it to my mother. 
I graduated from an excellent public high school in Suburban County, Mid Atlantic State. I went to school at Twin Cities with the children of diplomats and senators. My experience was one of plentiful school supplies, the newest textbooks, an experienced and stable teaching staff, a fully stocked library, and plenty of enrichment class opportunities such as French from 7th grade on, art classes, music classes, etc. Since we lived so close to Washington, our out-of-school field trips were to places like the Capitol to visit with our elected officials, DAR Constitution Hall to hear concerts, and to the Smithsonian Institution. During the spring break of 9th grade, I went to France with virtually everyone in my French class.
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[bookmark: _Toc328133195]Figure 24: Twin City High School - multiple buildings around quad (Twin City HS website, 2012)
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[bookmark: _Toc328133196]Figure 25: Twin City High School - multiple buildings around quad (Twin City HS website, 2012)

[bookmark: _Toc329335964]The High School and College Years
Growing up as a girl in the 1960s and 1970s, it was not expected or assumed that I would go to college, but it was not discouraged either. I think my father was ambivalent about me going to college. He certainly saw value in higher education, but mainly for higher earning potential. Remember, he had an Engineering degree. My parents hoped I would meet a nice young man who would support me. A college degree for its own sake was not something my father saw as useful. My mother disagreed. I think she was sorry she never followed through on her chance. When they would argue, my father’s weapon of choice was to tell her, “What do you know? You never went to college.” He was arguing with someone who ran a successful business. I do know that she was much more upset with me than he was when I quit school in the middle of my junior year.
I remember going to college fairs during high school. There were admissions counselors from many colleges who helped everyone apply. We had guidance counselors at school who wrote recommendation letters and helped with the application process. Mom encouraged me to further my education after high school as she saw value in it. Dad was more inclined to think that it wasn’t necessary for girls to earn a degree. He has since changed his views, but at the time, his opinion wasn’t out of the norm. Dad had earned an engineering degree, and my mother owned her own business. After Mom’s experience with the Suburban County school system, both of my parents had the ability to navigate the college decision process, application process, and finally matriculation process.  Because of where we lived, what we considered “local” colleges were internationally known universities. Many of my peers went to these universities, eventually including me. 
My parents began to have trouble in their marriage when I was in high school. Because of Dad’s indifference about college for me, and Mom’s attention concentrated on the marriage, even though I took the SAT test and scored well enough to get into many universities, no one steered me there. Consequently, upon graduation I went to work for Mom at her travel agency. Travel was not deregulated at that time. I took a travel agent course and finished top of my class. After about two months working full-time, I decided I wanted to attend college after all. All it took was a registration form and a check and I was enrolled part-time for fall at Continental University taking Intro to Psychology and Intro to Sociology. I was hooked. College classes were so much better than high school. I applied to Mid Atlantic State University as a transfer student and began the following spring semester. I had the full college experience of living in a dorm on campus. I think one of the reasons I wanted to go so desperately was because the marriage was definitely crumbling at this stage and I needed out. I would take the bus to downtown on Friday’s after classes and hitch a ride home with a family friend and neighbor who owned a men’s store. I was home for the weekend, but spent most of my time out with my friends or working on Saturday. On Monday, Dad would drive me back to campus on his way to Big Atlantic City and his office.
As my parents’ marriage continued to fail, I became more depressed and isolated on campus and my academic performance reflected that. I drove to Sunshine State for spring break with a girl on my floor. She was transferring to Bay University, a small private school with a fantastic Oceanography department. We visited the school so that she could tie up some loose ends. I waited in the hallway outside of Admissions. A woman came up to me and asked me my name. I was shocked! My name? I was used to being called by my Social Security Number; not my name. We talked for at least twenty minutes. By the end of our conversation I knew I had to leave Mid Atlantic State University and transfer to Bay University. It would put more distance between my family and me and give me an opportunity to attend a college that was only slightly larger than my high school. 
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[bookmark: _Toc328133197]Figure 26: Bay University (Bay University website, 2012)

I flourished at Bay University for a time. It was located just outside of downtown, but still in an urban area. The main administrative and classroom building was a converted hotel built during the heyday of Sunshine State’s railroad boom at the end of the 19th century. Dorms were converted apartment buildings. I soon met my roommate and best friend, Gail. Gail was from First Southern State; the state immediately south of Mid Atlantic State and north of Big Southern State. We remained friends until her untimely death during the first Gulf war. 
Bay University as I remember it was very small. There were approximately 2000 undergraduates when I attended. It was almost like being back in high school. Administrators knew students by name, and professors were more accessible to me. When Gail and I moved out of the dorm, we actually rented from my Economics professor. Knowing his students more personally, he knew what was happening with all of our lives and offered his rental house to us. He told us that he normally did not rent to students, but since he knew me, he was willing to rent to us. 
Studying with Gail certainly helped my grade point average. She was dedicated to her schoolwork and really taught me how to study. Unfortunately for me, my depression over my parents’ situation did not bode well for my ability to concentrate. As time went on, I became less interested in school and more interested in my “career” working for a rental car company. I quit school in my junior year and moved to the south part of Sunshine State to take a management position at the rental car company. Yes, I did it. I quit school for my career. I was working part-time for a rental car agency and had a management opportunity that I did not want to pass up. I met my future husband soon afterwards.

[bookmark: _Toc329335965]Taking a Break from College

South Sunshine State was where I met and married my husband and started our family. This area was a large, metropolitan area that included almost continuous cities along the highway. I continued to work full time after I had my children and never considered going back to school to finish my degree during that time period. I lived in the south of Sunshine State until we moved for a job opportunity for my husband. After a two-year stint in another large metropolitan area, we moved to Mayola near Big Southern University. 
Mayola was a small town in the next county. Most people who lived there did not come to the city where Big Southern is located on a regular basis. Mayola at that time was not a bedroom community of Ring County as it is now. Once we moved to Mayola, I was able to work part-time and spend more time being a wife and mother. I was the typical suburban wife and mother. I worked on and off through the years. I raised two children. We bought homes in the “good” school district. Our children had gym lessons and played baseball and were in orchestra at school. I never questioned their opportunities, just like I had never questioned mine growing up. Just as our parents worked hard to provide a nice life for us, my husband and I did the same for our children. 
I graduated in December 2005, thirty years after my high school graduation. I took a position working in the Academic Excellence Center. Big Southern’s Chancellor created the Center and I was the first person hired by the director. We opened in the fall of 2005. The core mission of the AEC is one of helping students achieve academic success through the various programs and individual assistance and referrals. Due to changes at the state system-level of the university, Big Southern hired a new Provost and with him came the focus on student retention and persistence to graduation. The AEC had grown with the addition of an associate director and assistant director and we were an integral part of the group studying the barriers to success at Big Southern. 
I realized that going to college was not what I thought it was. It wasn’t about picking a school, applying and entering, taking classes, earning a degree. College was about learning how to think critically and learning how to ask for help and respond to outreach efforts. Successful students weren’t the ones who were smarter in book learning; they were the ones who realized how to seek out opportunities and ask for help. 
I was now thinking of my work as a career rather than a job. With encouragement from my colleagues, I looked at graduate programs offered here. I missed being in class. Early on I signed up for Cultural Counseling during a summer term. I chose to write my final paper comparing four high schools in our county. Two were known as the best high schools in the county. The other two were known for other things. I had recently moved from the “good school zone” side of town to a neighborhood served by one of the other two schools. Up until then, I had never given any thought to the differences between schools in the same school system. I had always assumed that there would be much more similarities than differences. I was educated that summer. My eyes were beginning to open. Since this was a summer class, I did not have the ability to interview anyone, so I chose to compare the four schools by looking at their websites, comparing AP course offerings, and what college information was provided to the students (including how large the counseling staff was at each school). I also looked at property values and public library access for each of the schools. I looked at state census data on income and population demographics for each of the schools. And finally, I looked at the state report cards on dropouts, graduation rates, and amount spent per pupil, etc. It was certainly eye-opening. For instance, I learned there is a disparity in the number of offerings of AP (advanced placement) courses in the schools. Two schools offered a wide variety of AP courses, almost twice as many as the other two schools. The technical-track courses offered at the two schools with more AP courses were geared to careers in fields that pay higher. I saw offerings for Information Technology and health-tech fields. At the other two schools, the classes offered were for the beauty, food industries and the trades, typically low-paying jobs. 


[bookmark: _Toc329335966]
Chapter 5
[bookmark: _Toc329335967]Reflections: Who Do I See in the Mirror?

When I began this project, I imagined that I would be interviewing someone whose life and school experiences would be very different from my own. I discovered that while on the surface this is true, we share some deep similarities in our cultural backgrounds in outsider groups.

[bookmark: _Toc329335968]Differences: Odessa vs. Me

[bookmark: _Toc329335969]Educational Differences
Odessa attended three elementary schools, two in the suburbs of Big Atlantic City and finally one in Kyleton. I attended the same elementary school throughout my childhood. Odessa graduated from Kyleton High School, a school with less than 200 students and one that served her entire county. I graduated from a high school with over 400 senior classmates. My high school was one of ten that served the county at that time. Students who graduate from Kyleton rarely go to college. Odessa’s recollection is of only one or two students who were interested in college and had plans to attend. Big Southern University is the state flagship university. According to Big Southern’s online fact book (2012), only a handful of students have entered Big Southern as freshmen from Kyleton in the past few years. My high school had several guidance counselors whose main function was to talk to students about college. I remember college fairs with representatives from various schools at tables set up around the gym. 
[bookmark: _Toc329335970]Educational Enrichment
Had Odessa stayed in Big Atlantic City schools she would have been exposed to a variety of enrichment experiences. She would have had field trips to museums, concert halls, and likely to Washington, D.C. as it was so close. Big Atlantic City schools had band, choir, AP courses, art classes, and many sports to be played. Odessa does not recall many of these opportunities being available to her in Kyleton. I began French class in the seventh grade and continued through eleventh grade. I was able to go to France on a student tour during the spring of my ninth grade. 
Odessa did not know there was a local library near her in Kyleton. She never had a library card then. My mother took me to the library when I was a toddler for story-time. I got my first library card when I was in first or second grade.

[bookmark: _Toc329335971]Family Differences
Odessa’s father died when she was young. She was raised in a single-parent household. From my conversations with Odessa it seems to me that her maternal grandmother exerted a lot of influence on Odessa’s mother, at least enough to convince her to move to Kyleton and to stay there even though Odessa and her brother wanted to return to Big Atlantic City. 
My parents are both still living; they did not divorce until I was married. The evidence of my mother’s ferocity in trying to obtain the proper education for my sister who had learning disabilities leads me to believe that my mother would never have agreed to move somewhere without checking out schools first. There was a time when I was young when my parents actually debated moving to Big Atlantic City as my father’s office was there. Mom determined that our county school system was superior to Big Atlantic City and refused to move. Dad continued to commute instead. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335972]Generational Differences and College Aspiration Differences
Odessa is a first-generation college student. Odessa is the first member of her immediate family to attend college. There are many definitions of first-generation used in academia. Her situation fits any of the definitions. I am not the first member of my immediate family to attend college as my father earned his bachelor’s in engineering. 
Terenzini et al. (1996) discuss one aspect of first-generation students’ precollege planning and expectations. First-generation students might be at a disadvantage with respect to their lack of basic knowledge of college and family support among other factors.  Odessa told me on numerous occasions that her mother questioned her need to study and attend classes instead of taking annual leave time to visit Kyleton. Odessa did not have family support to attend college, or while she was attending. While my father was less enthusiastic about my attending college than he could have been, he had the background and knowledge to talk about it. I did take a college visit while in eleventh grade to see his alma mater. Dad and I went alone and stayed with the widow of one of his professors. It was amazing; I was feted and had an individual interview with the Dean. I think if Dad hadn’t been so ambivalent about it, I would have easily been influenced to attend college directly after high school. My family was very supportive once I matriculated. Recently my mother has been kicking me out of my own home so that I would go to the office to finish my thesis. I’m here now. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335973]Place Differences
While in Big Atlantic City, Odessa attended two elementary schools because of at least one move. This was followed by the big move to Kyleton. I know she lived in at least two houses while there.  I was raised in a two-parent home. My parents bought our house when I was a baby and it was the only home I knew until I was in junior high school. Even after we moved, I was able to attend the same high school as the one I would have attended had we not moved. 
After her move to Kyleton, Odessa played by herself in the fields and woods. It was a hike to the nearest neighbor. When Odessa showed me her house I could see how far it was to the neighbors. It was probably about a quarter of a mile to the nearest house where the girl lived without inside plumbing. Since Odessa’s schools were the only ones serving the county, most of her friends did not live within walking distance. I, on the other hand, grew up with seven girlfriends in the same neighborhood who were either my age or one year older. It wasn’t until Junior High School that I had friends who lived out of my neighborhood. Even then, I could simply ride the bus home to a friend’s house after school and my mother would pick me up. The Junior High School was only about three or four miles from our neighborhood.


[bookmark: _Toc329335974]Cultural Differences
Even though Odessa was not born in Kyleton, she was influenced by the culture of the people in the area. According to Sizemore (2008), “Appalachian-Americans are not generally discussed in multicultural textbooks or thought of as a distinct cultural group, yet they exhibit major cultural differences when compared to the common social construct of 'white America'.” Ali and Saunders (2006) write,
This sense of independence may serve as an important asset for Appalachian students who are planning to attend college. However, self-reliance to an extreme, along with cultural isolation, may serve to negatively affect the willingness of Appalachian students to seek help for their career-related concerns from teachers or counselors. Because of the strong sense of kinship, these students may also choose to rely solely on family members for assistance in career planning. This may be challenging for students who wish to attend college but whose parents and family members are unfamiliar with navigating institutions of higher education.

Odessa makes her own car and house repairs. If something breaks, she researches how to fix it and then does it herself. In a casual conversation I once asked her why she thought she was this way. She told me that growing up in Kyleton, most people had no one to rely on except themselves or their own family. It was so isolated, that it was difficult to get repairs made easily. Almost everyone in our building relied on her to fix things if we couldn’t find the maintenance staff. Sometimes it was simply faster to ask Odessa than to wait for the maintenance department to send someone. I remember Odessa struggling with her college academic advisor. In her college the advising was rendered by faculty. He didn’t know all of the academic policies. Odessa refused to seek help from other faculty or administrators; she preferred to print pages from the catalog and teach her advisor.
I was raised just like all of my Jewish friends, as a Jewish American Princess. My mother used to joke that for an electrical engineer, my father was woefully inept at changing light bulbs. I grew up understanding that the best tool to have around the house was a checkbook. We hired someone to clean our house and mow our yard. Shopping was abundant – anything my family needed or wanted was available locally.

[bookmark: _Toc329335975]Similarities: Odessa and Me
  
[bookmark: _Toc329335976]Outsiders
Odessa and I are both outsiders. Odessa has told me on many occasions she doesn’t like to admit she is from Kyleton or went to school there. She didn’t want me to meet her grandmother and grandfather, although she did allow me to meet her mother, although that was not at her home. In an educational setting, the only setting I really know Odessa, she offers very little of herself. She is very private about her background. She adapts to fit in. Over the years, I have watched Odessa become more involved with her classmates in study groups or the like. 
I do something similar. I often find myself in direct opposition to how I’m supposed to behave in my office culture. I should wear different (better?) clothes; I should wear more makeup; I should wear my hair differently. I should keep my mouth shut and only speak when spoken to, especially in meetings. I find myself adapting to fit in with the office culture by not being true to myself. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335977]High School Haters
Neither of us was very enthusiastic about going to college while we were in high school. We both hated school and we were both rebellious, although we both had plans. Odessa was in a hurry to leave Kyleton and she did so. The day after graduation she moved to Mortontown and moved in with a friend so she could begin work. My mother owned a travel agency and immediately after graduation I took a travel training course so that I could work for her as an agent. 

[bookmark: _Toc329335978]First-Generation and Part-Time College Students
I mentioned earlier that Odessa was a first-generation college student in classic meaning of the term. I was a first-generation female college student and also the first in my immediate family to earn a graduate degree. We both also fit the mold of non-traditional college students. Odessa entered college when she was twenty, almost three years after she graduated high school. I am an adult learner; I earned my bachelor’s degree thirty years after high school graduation. Both Odessa and I worked full-time while earning our degrees. In fact, both of us had second, part-time jobs while in school. We both had to maintain energy and enthusiasm during many years of our education. I can attest to the dedication and single-mindedness that it takes to embark on an often lonely adventure such as this.



[bookmark: _Toc329335979]Determination and Persistence
Odessa’s barriers to graduation were in place while she was growing up and in high school. Lack of family and school guidance counselor support for college education and having few friends who expected to go to college were some. Odessa also experienced teachers and school administrators who actively dissuaded her from college with negative messaging. Odessa has told me on several occasions she wasn’t “smart enough” for college. Odessa thought her first two semesters were flukes as she made good grades. It took her awhile to overcome her assumption that the negative messaging was correct, that she wasn’t qualified.
As a child, one of the messages I received from my father (not to mention society in general) was that girls don’t need to be smart. While I was married I was actively discouraged from going to school and the attempt was made by my then-husband to make me feel guilty for wanting to pursue my degree at the supposed expense of my family. Fortunately I was able to overcome that particular barrier and my children have always been supportive. I reflect on our interview and can relate to Odessa’s frown as she related her stories of high school and not “being smart.”
The barriers both of us faced were those of physical and psychological barriers. But here’s the thing – all of them were simply barriers to be overcome. 
[bookmark: _Toc329335980]
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All photographs from road trips taken by Odessa and Phyliss
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Appendix


[bookmark: _Toc329335983]Differences: Odessa and Me 
	Odessa
	Me

	Attended three different elementary schools
	Attended one elementary school

	HS with 100-200 students; only HS in county; rare for students to go to college
	HS graduating class = 600+; 2000+ total students; one of several high schools in county; many students went to college

	Little to no educational enrichment
	Field trips, art, foreign language, student trip to France

	Father died young; maternal grandmother influence on mother
	Both parents living; strong maternal influence

	First-generation college student; no family support 
	Not first-generation; family support 

	Rural, isolated small town; no friends within easy walking distance
	Suburban area near city; many friends same age in neighborhood

	Self-reliant (do-it-yourselfer); Appalachian culture
	Jewish





[bookmark: _Toc329335984]Similarities: Odessa and Me
	Odessa
	Me

	[bookmark: _Toc329335985]Outsider: Appalachian culture – must adapt to fit in
	[bookmark: _Toc329335986]Outsider: Jewish culture – must adapt to fit in

	[bookmark: _Toc329335987]High school hater; rebellious
	[bookmark: _Toc329335988]High school hater; rebellious

	[bookmark: _Toc329335989]First-generation college student
	[bookmark: _Toc329335990]First-generation female college student

	[bookmark: _Toc329335991]Determination and Persistence: overcame barriers (not “smart”); time to graduation
	[bookmark: _Toc329335992]Determination and Persistence: overcame barriers (guilt); time to graduation
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Phyliss Dubinsky Shey was born in Washington, D.C. and raised in the Maryland suburbs of our nation’s capital. She graduated magna cum laude from The University of Tennessee in 2005 with her Bachelor of Arts in Sociology and a minor in Religious Studies. She has worked at the university for over ten years in the division of Academic Affairs. Her work has mainly focused in the areas of first-year studies and student success. She plans to continue her career in education. 
Employment Data Mortontown Statistical Area: 2000 to 2009
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