
Reflections on Fatherhood - 2006 

By Royce Garvin 
 

My fourteen-year-old son, Graham, has been homeschooled for ten years, which has been  

a challenge, an adventure, and a privilege. Darrah has served as Graham’s primary 

teacher and “resource coordinator” for this time, whereas my main role until this past 

year was merely to help out when and how I could.  

 

This spring I decided to further my involvement in Graham’s education by enrolling in a 

Spanish class with him at a local community college.  On that first day of class, a 

grandmother and I were noticeably the oldest students.  Then there was a group of forty-

something ladies, including a Stanford professor.  Then there was a group of “normal-

age” college students in the 18-22 range.  And there was Graham, weighing in at age 13, 

the youngest student on campus. 

 

Graham and I were both in new roles.   I was a student again, 25 years after finishing 

graduate school.  I’d always wanted to pick up some Spanish, and I thought this would be 

a good opportunity.  But I learned that the class that I’d casually signed up for was an 

intensive, two-semesters-in-one course taught by a somewhat demanding, multi-lingual 

professor.  Taking Spanish seemed like a good idea at first, but I had something kinder 

and gentler than this in mind!     

 

Foreign language is not an area of natural strength for Graham.  Together, we have 

struggled through eight sets of homework and lab assignments, eight quizzes and three 

compositions.  I have watched Graham work hard week after week, growing in 

commitment, in patience, and in perseverance.   

 

In the last four months, the world changed.  My connection with Graham had become 

more mature and deeply rooted as we labored over tests and assignments.  I had gained a 

deeper respect for Graham as I observed his effort and worked alongside him.  I realized 

that I had come to look at my son differently. 

 

Maybe there is some kind of invisible line that a boy crosses when a father realizes his 

son is more of a man than a boy.  I think that Graham crossed over that line this spring.  

My privilege has been being with him as he’s moved across.   

 

Raising children gives parents the opportunity to watch character form.  Like trying to 

watch water freeze, it is hard to actually watch character form…the process is too 

gradual.  A friend of mine who lives by a lake in Switzerland tells me that – if you stop 

and listen closely – you can hear water as it freezes and becomes thicker.  You learn to 

recognize the sound, and you listen for it.  Such it is with the character formation of a boy 

becoming a man.  The process is too subtle to watch directly, but one day you look up 

and you see the lake has frozen. 

 
This is the thirteenth in a series of reflections upon fatherhood since my son Graham was born on April 12, 1992.  On his birthdays, I 

have paused to reflect upon something that has touched me.  This spring, Graham turned 14; his sister Victoria is 8   .  


