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Beto lived in a single-wide trailer that in the months of December and January was no 

match for the Nebraska winter.  I recall one especially cold morning finding snow in his living 

room when I opened the door to pick him up for school.  It could be said that Beto was as hard 

as his living conditions, or at least that’s what he wanted people to think. 

 Before I knew that Beto lived alone and worked at nights to pay rent and buy food, I 

thought that he was just an apathetic teenager who started to skip school.  Beto’s attitude at 

school did not give the impression that he cared or wanted help, but in his physical absence and 

lack of effort was a cry for help and an intense sentiment of shame and fear of failure.  Beto 

was torn between fulfilling the promise that he made to his mom, still in Mexico, to complete 

his education in the U.S. and the lure of sleeping in after long nights of work and partying.  

Ultimately he decided that school just wasn’t in the cards for him.  This decision was easier and 

easier to make as the days grew colder, the two mile walk to school harsher, and still nobody at 

school really checking on him.  Beto made the decision that the school didn’t care about him, so 

he wasn’t going to care about the school. 

 I have to admit that my actions didn’t begin out of altruism, but rather out of a feeling of 

being disrespected by a student who was no longer coming to my ESL English II class.  

Regardless of my motives, I decided to go visit Beto at his work place one night when he hadn’t 

come to school that day.  Beto cooked food at a Mexican restaurant and was called from the 

kitchen because he was told he had a visitor.  My wife and I spoke only Spanish with Beto as we 

tried to get to the bottom of why he wasn’t coming to school.  To our surprise, Beto began to 



cry and related his story to us.  Beto was overwhelmed that we cared enough to track him 

down, visit him at his work, and offer our help in anyway.   

 For the remaining six months of school, I gave Beto a ride to school in exchange for his 

attendance and positive work ethic at school.  Many nights we stayed after to work on 

homework and credit recovery packets, until Beto graduated from high school that May.  At 

Beto’s graduation party, I shared carne asadas and coronas with Beto and his mom, who made 

the trip from Mexico for the first time, to see her son graduate.  I will not soon forget the 

emotion that filled both Beto’s and his mom’s eyes as they thanked my wife and me for helping 

Beto finish his education and for taking an interest in him as a person. 

 I still see Beto from time to time in the community.  He has a small family and seems 

happy.  He still thanks me each time we talk, which is always a wonderful reminder to me that 

we as teachers need to believe in all of our students and take chances on them.  Even though 

Beto thanks me, I believe I have received more from our relationship and have become a better 

and more compassionate educator.   


