Cooper, Jennifer

Hernandez, Jose

Loveridge, Jenny

Yoewn, Saroung

Group Paper

Dr. Strahl English 309

Final Draft

A Father’s Hope


Charlie was not your average 10 year-old boy. He kept pretty much to himself and did not interact with other boys and girls his age. Mr. Smith met Charlie about ten years ago working with under privileged children in his community. Charlie was a long, slim, bony little boy with an innocent saint like face. Although Charlie’s face was saint like, it was only a mask of something much deeper within. It was difficult sometimes to understand Charlie because he was very reserved and most of the time unemotional. Curious about Charlie’s social status, one day Mr. Smith asked, “Charlie do you have any friends?” He responded with a blank expression on his face, “No!” He was intrigued by Charlie’s reaction and continued by saying, “Wouldn’t you like to have friends?” He did not answer. “You know Charlie, everybody needs friends sometime in their life,” he said, but Charlie just grinned and answered arrogantly, “Well I don’t. I can take care of myself and don’t need anyone!”


 Mr. Smith was very upset by the response to his inquiry, but from that moment on, he knew that he needed to find out more about this child.  He asked his supervisor, Henry, if he could find out a little more about Charlie and his family life through the files that they kept on each of the participants in the program that he was working for.  Henry thought the teacher’s interest in this child was strange; he told him that most of the teachers that volunteered in the program have requested to have Charlie assigned to a different activity group in the program.  Henry then relayed a story to him that had taken place only a couple of months earlier. Joan, who was another volunteer, had Charlie in her activity group.  One afternoon, right after school, Joan was working with her activity group on painting landscapes from a story that they had previously read, Jack and the Beanstalk.  When it seemed that all the children understood what they were to do, everyone started to paint their beanstalks quietly; that’s when it happened.  Charlie was apparently becoming bored, and he thought it would be funny if he played a little joke on his teacher.  Some of the other children in Charlie’s group watched with horrorstruck expressions of disbelief as Charlie stood behind Joan with his paper plate full of green paint.  He continued by making exaggerated motions like he was going to dump the paint on top of Joan’s head, and one of the girls screamed. Charlie was so startled by the young girl’s scream that he jolted causing the plate to go flying right smack into the back of Joan’s beautiful black hair. Henry continued by saying that from this point forward Charlie became a well known “trouble maker.” Henry continued to warn Mr. Smith to be careful because it really was not worth the mess.


  This story only made Mr. Smith itch more to discover what exactly made this young boy tick. After much persistence, Mr. Smith was given the permission to view Charlie’s files.   He took them home, so he would have more time to examine them closely. As he plopped down on his couch, he sprung the manila envelope wide open. The file was thick and seemingly full of non-essential paperwork, but he continued. After sorting through a few pages, he reached a paper that read, “Notes on Family Situation.” He had finally reached the heart of the matter. You see, Mr. Smith knew that Charlie’s behavioral issues lay much deeper than written reports of Charlie’s behavior. Mr. Smith himself grew up in an extremely underprivileged environment. His father passed away at a very young age, and his mother worked three jobs to make ends meet. With his pointer finger pressed firmly against the now dirty white paper, he scrolled down the page. The words that now caught his eye were the words “Foster Home.” Reading farther down this page, he found that Charlie had been transferred from foster home to foster home. At the age of five, Charlie watched his mother get brutally stabbed to death after a domestic dispute in the house. As he read on, things began to make more and more sense. Charlie now became a hurting boy crying out to be seen, crying out to be loved. After thumbing through the rest of the files, he rose from the couch slowly. He placed the folder gently down on the kitchen counter top full of unwashed dishes, walked back to the couch, and once again sat down slowly to examine what he was do with what he had just read. Had no one ever taken the time to see this? How could so many people ignore such a cry for help? He knew exactly what he needed to do.         


 Mr. Smith walked into work the next day with Charlie’s situation in his head.  He decided he would help Charlie anyway he could.  Arriving at work, he found a commotion in the music room.  He entered the room to find Charlie in a scuffle with another child.  Sally, the volunteer who runs the music program, was trying to peel the two boys apart.  Mr. Smith jumped in and managed to grab Charlie and pull him outside of the music room.  “What happened Charlie?” he asked.  


“That boy said I didn’t have parents.  Stupid kid should mind his own business.”  As Charlie was speaking, Mr. Smith noticed how Charlie was holding back his tears.  “He is such a strong-willed child with so much anger,” he thought.  In fact, Charlie reminded Mr. Smith of himself as a child.  “Charlie,” he asked, “How would you like to have me as a father?”  The look on Charlie’s face was one of distrust, but Mr. Smith saw something else:  He saw hope in Charlie’s eyes.  


And that is how Mr. Smith became my father.  Our life together was not always trouble free.  Any opportunity I had to get into trouble I did.  I gave Dad enough worries and heartache that I thought he would send me back to foster care, but he held on to that hope he saw in my eyes.  I heard, “I love you Charlie.  You’re a good kid,” as much as I heard, “Young man, you are grounded.”  He is a wonderful father and has taught me everything I need to know.  Most importantly he has taught me the greatest lesson of all:  how to love and hope.  He inspired me to become a teacher, and I hope that I can inspire my students the same way Dad inspired me.  

