Welcome to my autobiography. My name is Keith Falk and I'll be your host throughout this assignment,
in which not only will one learn about me, I will learn a bit more about myself. I will first complete a description
portion as to give onc an insight as to who I am, such as origins and values. I will then react to my own
description, and in the next portion, interpret my background and reaction to explain how I may or may not be in
harmony with the American educational system. Finally, I will describe how I will apply what I have learned.

It is worth noting at this point that I am somewhat hampered in my ability to tell about my origins. My
mother was adopted‘and has made no attempt to discover any links to her past origin, historical or geographical.
Her reasons for doing so are quite sound;f what llttl&_pf her early life she can remember, is quite tragic. In short,

becan e
her mother was killed in an automobile accident when she was six and her father; an alcoholic, was deemed unfit

to raise her by the courts. Shyoonsequenﬂ}xwas sent to an orphanage where my grandinother adopted her. I only

mention this because it would appear that my historical and geograplﬁpai rigins pqrﬁﬁh y bea bit sparse and I

father’s father, and everyone befo;e ere.of full Swedish/descent. Ibeli ' SwedislP as

well, but not as pure as her huszlnd, All four of er’s grandparems came over f1 : Swedén, eulmg in

.
\

had many employees in Deadwood, so itMnatural that he

South Dakota. My father first married and had two children with ife qn’d got an annulment when it was

discovered ‘h?,,‘,fﬂ‘f, first of their children was not his. It was only later, after the annulment, that he discovered that
ane
she had a,child that was not his. This son he has never met. During this time e my father volunteered for the draft; o

And
because his lottery number was so low, 5 his employers figured he would get drafted anyway. My father served
almost a year in Vietnam and then went back to school under the GI Bill. After a couple of years he met my mother

at the Old Style Saloon in Deadwood and moved to Yankton, where they married and my sisters, Mandi and

Nicole, were born. My father took a job in Sioux Falls,-Sowses-destn, and moved there, where I was bornSiEege

&Y udyceA
at Sioux Valley Hospital. Shortly thereafter, we moved to Gofe2ibleskisssis. but only stayed a year before the
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