Human Development


Part 1: Introduction and Developmental Context 
Word length: 800-1000 words
a)  Background
Begin with a researched background to the topic of about 300 words (5 marks), providing some generic information and (where appropriate) relevant New Zealand statistics about the chosen topic.  By generic, we mean information about the topic in general; see the research questions specific to each topic and don’t discuss the case study story itself in this section. We expect some good research from sources such as newspaper or magazine articles, academic sources, reputable sources of statistics, which should set the scene for the case study analysis that will follow. 
b)  Developmental context 
Then in another 500-750 words (8 marks), consider Bronfenbrenner’s ecological systems model as it applies to your chosen story. For this section, write a sentence or two introducing Bronfenbrenner’s model to the reader.  Next, give a definition in your  own  words  (and reference)  for  each  of the  various  levels  of  influence  in Bronfenbrenner’s ecological model (the microsystem, mesosystem, exosystem, and macrosystem).  After each definition, give at least one example from your case story that illustrates that particular concept.   (Give at least two or three examples of microsystem settings so you can write about the connections between these to illustrate the mesosystem).

Baltes’ lifespan concepts: Give a definition in your own words (and reference) and an example from the case story of each of the following lifespan concepts: age- graded, history-graded and non-normative influences (see Chapter 1, p.11 of the text for Baltes’ definitions of these terms).

c) Include a Reference List in APA referencing style of any sources cited in the assignment.
2 marks will be available for referencing, including the Reference List and matching
citations in the body of the assignment, as well as for aspects of formal academic writing, including grammar and spelling.

Choose one of the following topics (case study) and write a background and developmental context about the chosen topic.
Case study stories for the assignment

Topic 1: Being gifted

 Being gifted:  This case study story will focus on a child who is demonstrating above average academic ability at primary school.

 

· In the Background section of Part 1 of the assignment, present information about definitions of giftedness and talent, and incidence in the school population. Consider the characteristics of gifted and talented students and the ways schools can enhance the potential these students demonstrate.

 It was the waiting that was the hard part. Krystyna knew that patience was not her strength anyway – she liked to get on with things and move on to the next thing when she had finished. That wasn’t really the way a classroom functioned most of the time and she really found that very hard, especially in situations like this, when the group had to read something individually first before they moved on as a group to discuss it and answer questions. The problem for Krystyna was that invariably she finished way before everyone else. She could just read so much faster than other kids; even kids quite a bit older than her were soooo slow. Then she had to wait and not only was that pretty frustrating, but then one of two things usually happened, neither of them good. Either she read ahead, if that was the sort of task it was, which meant that it was even worse for the next bit, because she had already read it, or she would drift off into her own world in her head and get so engrossed in whatever she was thinking of that she didn’t stay on task for the group activity and Mrs Evans would get annoyed with her.  Mostly, she tried hard to do the right thing, but she did so hate the waiting.

 Lately though, she had been enjoying school more. At the beginning of the year, she had skipped a grade and been moved up to Year 6, even though she was only nine. This was a process called acceleration and Kystyna was very grateful to have been accelerated! Though she had looked forward to starting school, thinking she would just learn so much, she had found it hard to be so far in front of the other kids. This was when the waiting had started… Even now, there was still a lot of waiting, but it was better than it was, and at last she had a friend she could really talk to in the class.

 Krystyna had no brothers or sisters, unlike most of the other kids, and really, even though she did her best, and generally got along OK with other kids, Teresa was the first real friend she had had, and she was beginning to realise what she had been missing. Before Teresa, her best friends really were Mum and Dad, and the people she got on with best were older kids who were the children of friends of her parents, or other adults. Mostly it had not bothered her – she liked being on her own and she was used to it. Being on her own gave her the freedom to follow the things she was interested in without any interruptions and her Mum and Dad provided her with lots of opportunities to learn and to follow her ideas. But it was nice to finally feel she fitted in better and that she could talk to someone at lunchtimes. Teresa was  ten, but it didn’t feel like much of a gap, and even though Teresa was really clever, Krystyna was often well ahead of her, especially in maths, which she so loved. It was funny how other kids had so much trouble with maths – for Krystyna it came as naturally as language, and it was soothing and calming. Her Dad was a statistician and one of Krystyna’s greatest pleasures was the fun they had together, figuring out problems, finding patterns and progressions.

 Her parents had come to New Zealand from Poland in their early twenties, mainly for her Mum’s career, but also because they wanted to live somewhere politically stable  and environmentally safe. Her parents were both at university when the nuclear reactor at Chernobyl had failed and they had vivid memories of the fear and horror as the radioactive cloud drifted across Europe so it had always been their goal to live somewhere safe.  Her mother was now first violinist with the Symphony Orchestra and had concentrated on building her career to the point where she felt she could take a break, when she was 35, to have Krystyna, but not for long. All her life, Krystyna had been surrounded with music. She could remember many times sitting at Mum’s feet right in the middle of the orchestra as they rehearsed, with the music swelling and building all around her. She never got to do that anymore; music never sounded as powerful as when you were actually in it. Like maths, the patterns and flows of music calmed and soothed her and she loved to play the piano in a world of her own, even though Mum nagged her to read the music and focus on the piece.

 Krystyna’s first insight into the idea that she might be a bit different to other kids came when she went to kindy when she was four. Up until then she had not been to any formal early childhood education as her Mum believed that exposing her to all the range of things her parents were involved in was enough, and only went to kindy because her parents thought perhaps she needed some social experience with other children before she went to school. Krystyna could already read and write and she spoke the three languages spoken by her parents very fluently. She had no idea until she got to kindy that other children could not read and could not even count very well. She hadn’t been very happy at kindy. She wanted to be doing things and learning, but the other children just played. She thought things would be better at school, but they weren’t very much different at first, even though the teachers at kindy had warned the school that Krystyna was well ahead of the other children. Her parents hadn’t really felt she needed any extra help and believed that they could supplement her education, which they did, but what they hadn’t counted on was the effect the long days of boredom and waiting had on her. Krystyna had found that she was living in her head most of the time, day dreaming, thinking through ideas and her own thoughts, drifting off from the tasks all the time. She was never disruptive, but did disconnect and so she got into trouble.

 Though the school arranged some enrichment programmes for her to cater for the fact that as a 5 year old, she was at the level of children much older than she was, it was not until after she had been formally assessed by a psychologist from the Ministry of Education and some other specialist teachers, that she was formally identified as gifted and specific programmes put in place. She and her parents had begun attending IEP (Individual Education Programme) meetings a couple of times a year and for the next few years, her time at school was a combination of doing the best she could with her age mates and either working forward individually on a programme developed just for her, or going out of the classroom on extension programmes – sometimes into other classes and sometimes to specialist teachers.

 Then at last year’s IEP meeting, it had been agreed that Krystyna would be better off if she was accelerated through a grade, in preparation for the move to Intermediate in Year 7. The school also grouped into Mrs Evans Year 6 class a number of other children who were well ahead of the others, Teresa being one of them. So it was that Krystyna came to feel more as though she fitted in. She still had an individual programme and she still had extension programmes, but sometimes, some of the others actually came with her. For example, twice a week, she went to the Intermediate nearby, with another girl whose maths skills were almost as good as hers. One of the teachers at the Intermediate had been working with them on what was really NCEA level 1 work and Krystyna was really enjoying it, even if it was not as free and creative as the maths she did with her Dad. Also, though Krystyna had been participating in the Gifted Online (GO) programme for a while,  the school now had a small GO team, working with Mrs Evans. This online programme for gifted children was the highlight of the week and it was great to enjoy this with Teresa. Her parents had to pay for this programme, but they didn’t mind.

 Even back in Year 1 and 2, Krystyna had learnt that it wasn’t the best idea to show that she always knew the answer way before the other kids and had begun to hang back before putting up her hand, and that had contributed to her drifting off into her thoughts all the time. But, even though she was still careful, and there was still a lot of waiting for the other kids, she felt more accepted and more able to show who she really was to other kids. Teresa enjoyed having a friend who was even more capable than she was, and they had begun to spend time together out of school too. She had been told that at Intermediate and then at High School, there would be more opportunity for her to extend herself. She hoped that there would be less waiting…

 

Topic 2: Leaving school

Leaving school:  This case study story will focus on the story of an adolescent actively working towards leaving school.

· In the Background section of Part 1 of the assignment, present information about leaving school early in New Zealand, including some statistical information. Consider the impact leaving school early has on developmental pathways in adolescence and beyond. Discuss workplace experience schemes for those considering leaving school and the support the school can provide.

 

Max’s mind wandered a bit as he grappled with the problem set by Mr Barnes in his Year 12 Science class. They were working on the chemical properties of fertilisers, all about molecules and pH levels and stuff like that. It was really making sense! Last year, when they had done pH levels for the first time, he had been bored silly and just couldn’t be bothered. He could remember Dad trying to explain to him how this could be useful in lots of different jobs, including his own as a builder. But he just couldn’t see the relevance and although he did manage to get the NCEA Level 1 credits for it, it had been in one ear and out the other. But today it was clear as day, and really quite exciting, because he could see the point exactly. This time, he raced through the problem; last year he was sure he had been busy dreaming or time wasting in some way.

 Tomorrow was his day in Tracey’s salon and he wanted to get this work done and out of the way so he could have nothing on his mind tomorrow to distract him from the job he needed to do. Tracey had really supported him and he not only wanted to justify her faith in him and get the NCEA Level 2 credits he could get through the Gateway programme, but he also had his eye on a much bigger prize; Tracey had begun to talk about the possibility of taking him on next year as an apprentice. So much was beginning to come right and he could see his way forward with some certainty. He was going to finish this year at school, achieve the unit standards he could get through the HITO (Hairdressing Industry Training Organisation) Gateway programme and be ready to put some of those credits towards the  apprenticeship he hoped to begin next year. It had not been easy at all to get to this point.

 He wasn’t sure at all that he would have made it without the support of his family and his little group of friends. Mind you, it hadn’t been easy for Mum and Dad either, he knew. Max was 16 and he was the baby in his family. He’d been pretty smart at primary school and he knew that they had had high hopes that he would finish High School and go on to university like his sisters – Nicola had graduated last year with her degree in Food Technology and Mandy was starting this year – she wanted to be a primary teacher. At Nicola’s graduation, he had really felt Mum’s eyes on him and known she was coming to accept that it wouldn’t be him walking across the stage in cap and gown. Riley was the eldest and his big brother, in every sense. There was no way Riley had even considered getting a degree – he seemed to be just made to follow Dad into his building business and he had sailed through his apprenticeship in Dad’s company. No one minded that – everyone expected it! But it was different for Max. He knew how much Mum worried about him and he really hoped she could rest easy when he had secured his apprenticeship.

 Whereas Riley had been a big, strong boy and now young man, who loved all the things he and his mates did, Max had been different, always felt different. Though Riley always stuck up for him and wouldn’t hear a word against him, Max had always felt very close to his sisters. His Mum was a fashion buyer for a big mail order fashion company, having built her career from the bottom when she started filling orders at night when Max was little. She had always loved clothes and fashion, always looked fabulous and worked hard to look nice. The girls and Max loved dressing up in her things and for as long as he could remember, he had loved messing around doing his Mum’s and the girls’ hair.  He was really good at it, even as a little kid!

Now he very much had his own style. He spent a lot of time on his own appearance too. He was very particular about his clothes and he knew he was a bit of a style icon at school for the younger kids.  Hair was a really important part of that and he’d pushed the boundaries of the school rules as much as he could, following every new style that came along – undercuts, long side combed fringes that hung over his eyes – he’d tried it all. He couldn’t wait till he could use whatever colours he liked, instead of having to use temporary colour and make sure it was all out after the holidays! Riley reckoned that in his days at school, the boys were nowhere near as fashion conscious – maybe it came from the Bieber influence!

 He couldn’t exactly put his finger on when he realised he was gay – it had been more of a gradual realisation. Primary school had been OK. There were always other kids who didn’t want to join in the boisterous games. But high school had been a struggle from the beginning. As puberty kicked in, the boys got swept up in the testosterone and it had been much easier to hang out with the girls more often. He’d known Tess for years because her sister was Mandy’s best friend. She was a really beautiful girl (he absolutely loved doing her lovely blonde hair) much admired by lots of the boys, but she had a great gang of girl friends and they were warmly accepting and protective of him. In fact, Tess could be embarrassing in the way she fronted any of the boys who might come close to bullying him. They knew better than to cross Tess. With them, Max had felt himself and when he had finally told Tess he thought he was gay, just at the end of last year, she had been very Yeah so? Like she’d always known. His sisters too really. Mum and Dad just worried for him. Dad took his lead from Mum anyway; Max didn’t think he was really comfortable about it, but Dad loved him through and through he knew.

 Probably because he felt out of step, the school thing had started to go downhill for him from about Year 10 and by the end of that year he had known he wanted out. His marks had plummeted, not because he couldn’t do the work; he just couldn’t get motivated, driven by this strong conviction that he didn’t want to go anywhere near a university. Tess and some of her friends were involved in the school production that year and she had suggested him to Miss Robson as a good person to help with the hair and make up.  Of course he’d loved it and been great at it – he’d been doing that sort of stuff for ages for his friends. Miss Robson was also the Careers Advisor at the school. After the production, she’d thanked him and asked him to make an appointment to come to see her – she knew he was struggling.

 She’d run though his subjects and where he was at with his credits and then asked him where he was going and what he wanted to do. He couldn’t come up with anything much except he didn’t want to do what Riley had done and he didn’t want to go to university. She’d asked him if he’d thought about work experience programmes while he was still at school, working and gaining credits. She’d given him a whole pile of brochures and asked him to talk to his parents. Mum and Nicola had gone through them with him and the information about HITO’s Gateway hairdressing programme just jumped out at him. Mum had been cautiously interested and she said she would speak to her hairdresser and good friend Tracey about what she thought about the programme.

 Tracey had offered to talk to Max about it and he’d gone down to the salon the next day. She liked him and his style and said she might be interested in doing the Gateway programme with him. First though, she asked him to come in for a couple of days in the school holidays to see how he fitted in and that’s when he found that Tracey was going to be pretty demanding! He realised fast that to impress her, he had to be prepared to do the really basic stuff, like sweeping the floor and making the coffee, and needed to be ahead of being asked. But he loved the atmosphere of the salon, enjoyed watching the stylists and interacting with the clients. When Tracey told him she was prepared to give it a go, she also gave him a tough talk about how this was her business and, though he’d made a good impression, she wouldn’t put up with a step out of line, that it was his responsibility to make the most of the opportunity and complete the standards well. But she had also said that she liked him and his manner with the clients and that if all went well, things could go further!

 So Mrs Robson had organised the formalities of it, like the HITO contract and she also saw to it that his timetable at school would fit in with the two days he would spend in the salon. She too had stressed that it was a start with no guarantees of a lead to his future unless he made the most of it. And that was just what he’d done. He’d completed every one of the unit standards on time and done really well. All of them been around salon skills and maintaining the salon environment to a high standard but just this week, Tracey had asked him to observe one of the stylists, Shannon, as she washed a client’s hair, then she had demonstrated the techniques on Max and finally, Max had done the same for her after work. So he was actually getting started. He’d also watched the mixing of the colouring products (and finally seen the relevance of pH levels!) but it would be a long time before he got to do that, he knew. He hadn’t really been aware of Tracey watching him, but after that she had said that she was really pleased with his progress and thought an apprenticeship was a possibility – the future looked much more clear and bright!

Topic 3. Buying a home for the first time:
Buying a home for the first time: This case study story will focus on a young man who, with his partner, is negotiating the difficulties of buying their first home.
·         In the Background section of Part 1 of the assignment, present information about first home ownership in New Zealand and why owning a home is a significant aspiration for young adults. Identify barriers to home ownership, and assistance available for first home buyers. 
 
Tom set up the ladder he’d borrowed from his Mum and climbed up to start cleaning out the gutters. When he’d asked Mum for the ladder, she had laughed and he knew exactly what she was on about. It gave him a laugh too to think what a hard time he had given her about her passion for their home and the way he had been so reluctant as a teenager to help with what he then saw as boring, time wasting home maintenance stuff, and how he had vowed over and again that he would never own a home because it was a drag to be doing stuff like painting. This summer that was exactly what he would be doing and he was actually looking forward to it!

 He and Mel had moved into their own home exactly a week ago and he still couldn’t believe it. He felt a massive sense of achievement and relief because it was just in time – Mel would be going on to maternity leave in just two months’ time! It mattered so much to both of them that they would be bringing their baby son home to their own home. It had been a major motivating factor for them and he remembered again the despair they had felt when Mel had become pregnant before they actually got there. But in the end, like all the other things that had happened in their journey to this point, it was for the best and had helped them to achieve it at last.

 They had really expected to have longer to get their deposit up to the level they needed under the LVR (Loan to Value Ratio) restrictions, which had so depressed them when they were introduced. But once Mel’s pregnancy had been confirmed, their families had really come to the party and helped them to get them up to the 20% deposit required by the bank. They had been reluctant to take the extra money Mum had offered because she didn’t have much except her own house and because she had helped them to put the deposit together in other ways too. But she really understood their drive to be settled and wanted to see them have their home before the baby came. It had pushed his Dad to help out a bit too, and Mel’s parents had also helped out as much as they could. Those extra contributions, plus the fact that they had finally reached the three year point of their membership of KiwiSaver meant that they could do it.

 Tom began pulling out the leaves and grasses from the gutter that had helped to put other prospective buyers off. It had taken them a long time too to find a house that had lots of potential but room for improvement. When they had first started looking, he remembered, before they even had the deposit together, he and Mel had been impressed by the houses that were all nicely presented and tidy and they tended to be swayed by those things. But they had always taken Mum to have a look at any they thought were a possibility and she had bluntly pointed out that it would be much better to look for something that had a bit of size and a decent section and to avoid paying for the work others had put into renovating. After all, she said, weren’t they just dying to do things their own way anyway? Gradually, they had come round to seeing the things they wanted in a house and looking for potential and not the finished article.

 He thought again of the journey to this point and how they were sharing that journey with many of their friends. He and his mates had never wanted to be tied down to owning houses and here they all were, trying to provide for their families and striving for home ownership, some more successfully than others. He was 28 years old and Mel was a year younger. He had left school as soon as he could – couldn’t stand it and wanted only to do physical work that helped to build up his strength for rugby. He and his friend Mack had been lucky enough to get jobs, with the help of Mack’s dad, as warehousemen for a supermarket chain up in the big city. He’d loved it – the work, learning to operate the forklift with skill and precision, the heavy lifting, the team of them all, many of them also playing rugby. Then not long before his 21st,  he’d had an accident at work – some poorly stacked cartons had fallen, catching him on his back and damaging his shoulder quite badly. He had been off work on ACC for nearly three months and though it had been repaired as well as possible, it was obvious he was never going to be able to return to his old job. With ACC’s help and with the support of his employer, he taken up a job as a deli assistant in a supermarket close to the flat he shared with Mack and two others. He hadn’t been happy about it at all, and it took him a long time to adjust, but working in that supermarket had been where he met Mel and in no time they were a couple. Their relationship had filled a big hole left by the loss of his rugby passion, and they had soon moved into a flat together.

 For the first year, they were pretty carefree – lots of social stuff and some travel. Rents were really high in the city and once they paid that and the power, and had a good time out a few times a week, they were really living payday to payday. Ted, the deli manager, had encouraged him to think about his job as a step along the pathway towards a career in the grocery industry and he and Mel had begun to take advantage of staff development and to work other shifts, sometimes in other departments to get wider experience. Mel was in the bakery, so they were not in the same group, and they often had shifts at different times, but work gave them a shared interest and they could both see the advantages in getting up the career ladder offered in the company. Three years ago, they had married, and though their families had helped with the wedding, it had taken them a year of saving. It was only after the wedding that they had joined the KiwiSaver scheme.

 It was Mel who began to talk about ways they might get into their own home. Mel grew up in a small state house, one of five kids. Her parents had finally managed to buy the house after it was offered for sale. Mel knew how much it meant to her parents to finally feel secure in their home and she wanted that from the start for their kids. Though Tom had never wanted to be tied down to the home maintenance thing, he could see where she was coming from. His own parents had split when he was 12, and his Mum had fought hard to keep the house and it had always been a comfort to her too. They had started really being careful about money, but it was slow going and when the LVR restrictions were introduced by the Government, they gave up hope of buying in the city. They had made the decision to return to the regional city Tom had grown up in, where house prices were much more manageable. They had told the company what they wanted to do and had waited for something to come up, putting the emphasis on Tom’s job, because at this point, they saw his career advancement and pay as most important, and Mel knew that she could take on a number of roles in the supermarket. Eventually, the company had offered Tom not just a transfer, but a promotion to assistant deli manager, in recognition of the self development he had done so far. Soon after, a role had been found for Mel in the bakery at another supermarket in town.

 Then Mum suggested that they could save even faster if they moved in with her until they had the deposit and could get their money out of Kiwi Saver to add to the deposit. At first they had been reluctant – they had been on their own for a while and liked their independence. But Mel had done the sums and realised that they could not only save much faster, but the money they would have needed for a bond and advance rent could also go straight into the saving account. Mum had been pretty keen – she had wanted to help earlier by offering to go guarantor for their mortgage, so that they could start with a much lower deposit, but that suggestion had led to a family meeting and caused a bit of a rift for a while, because his older brother Ben and his wife, who already had their own home, had argued that that put Mum’s own security at risk and was unfair to him and Jess, his younger sister. Of course, that got to Mum straight away and rightly so – he and Mel didn’t want to do anything that threatened Mum’s security, but still, it had rankled at the time. They were over it now, and Ben had been right behind their new plan, so long as they paid Mum some board, which of course they were always going to do. It got a bit irritating being treated as the useless younger brother sometimes! Not long after they moved in with Mum, Mel had found she was pregnant, so they were even more glad of being able to save money. Thankfully, though they had risen a bit,  low interest rates were still holding, and so finally, it had all become a reality.

 It was great to be on their own again and even in a week they felt they had made a difference to the house. Next week, they were going to start on the baby’s room!

 

