Charles McCormick


[Do you think your grades are an accurate indication of what you have learned in college?]


Yes and no. What I've learned isn't always applicable towards my grade in any given class. In some cases what I've learned has nothing to with the subject at all, but has a larger value. For example, developing a good work ethic as opposed to memorizing the capitals of the world or Piaget's stages. Generally speaking, my grades are an accurate indication of how much effort I've put into my classes, as opposed to being an indication of true learning. But because of the effort, learning did take place; thus I would say my grades are a somewhat true indicator of my learning. There is also the problem with grades in general, testing to sort individuals into categories and assign them appropriate labels is at best a semi-accurate system.


My Learning in the Young Child class is a good example of a case in which not only did I learn, I put in a lot of effort and got an A. The Antecedent Behavior Consequence (ABC) model is a model I still use today and see being used by the veteran teachers. For example, when I'm required to exercise some sort of discipline over the wee ones, I first consider the antecedent (what happened before the problem): B and E both reached to play with the same toy. The behavior: B bit E. The consequence: E cried, I came over and reprimanded B for his actions and assigned him as my personal escort. I ask if he wants to say something to B. After a moment of silence I give E the words to use: "B, don't bite me" and he echoes them back. This would be an example of a response cost (a positive or pleasant stimulus is removed), since B was no longer allowed the freedom to go where he chose and do as he pleased.

Write about two children you have worked with that you would consider very challenging. What were some of the specific strategies that you used to address these challenges? If you were to work with these two children again, would you do anything differently?  Why?


Last semester I interned in the Purple Room from 8-noon on Mondays and Wednesdays. I usually had my own breakfast and lunch table to run. At this table I encountered consistent frustration with K, one of the children in the Elephant group. K tested me on most occasions and served to irritate me. I didn't handle the situation well and wasn't given much help, which was disheartening. I tried telling her the rules, telling her it made me mad when she didn't listen to my words, I redirected, asked questions, gave and took away responsibility, but nothing worked for long. The main issue was a lack of confidence to properly lead my table. As K broke the rules I had set for the meals I didn't do enough to punish her. I should have dismissed her from the table and sent her to the quiet area, but I was held back by my own insecurities and anxieties. If I were to wind up in that same situation again I would shut K down before she could rile up the rest of the table and distract the group from what they were supposed to be doing, eating and conversing.


In a very different way, J is a very challenging child. He's also a very rewarding child to spend time with, but getting to the point in which he will allow you to engage him in meaningful activity takes patience and energy. When I first met J I found him to be wild, unpredictable and unstable. He would scream and pull girl's hair. While most children were easy enough to predict, J was whimsical and rarely communicative. He had favored activities, like drawing Wiggles characters and singing, but upon completing a task he would randomly wander about, holding a drawing close and rotating it in front of his face every so often. Over time I learned that J most likely had some form of Autism (he was later diagnosed); he displayed characteristic signs of Autism such as the difficulty with social and verbal skills, while possessing seemingly Savant level abilities for drawing, academics and memorization. I was fascinated by this dichotomy, and decided to dedicate more of my time towards J. Knowing of his interests, I would ask J questions about the Wiggles, his drawings, what he was singing, whether or not Jeff was awake, where the big red bus (or car?) was going, what he was doing, what colors he was using, etc. Over time J seemed to bond with me, saying my name and making eye contact occasionally. He would sing and I would sing along. This semester, J says my name more than any other teacher's name (or so it seems). He's sat on my lap, had me read to him, made eye contact, answered questions, spoke and even initiated play with me. If I were to work with J again I wouldn't do anything differently from what I'd been doing(giving J an inordinate amount of attention in comparison with the other children), because it was working.

[Why did you choose Child Development as your major?]


While most of my classmates came into this major as a result of their caring hearts and warm, receptive temperaments, my decision to become a Child Development major grew from a need, rather than a want. Having gone through a, let's say, nervous breakdown, I was directionless and disoriented. The first sign of my interest in the major started when I was confronted by a picture of my niece in the hospital. I was moved. I felt that if there was anything worth living for, it was children.


I was living back in Sacramento so as to facilitate my recovery, but I knew I had to go back to school soon. With nothing to do, I pondered the question of my collegiate future. Having an interest in a variety of subjects I was struck by analysis paralysis. I wanted to study English, Journalism, Physics, Chemistry, Biology, Psychology, Sociology and Child Development. Though they all interested me, I had already volunteered time working with kindergartners, I liked working with kids and I could graduate in three semesters (as opposed to six if I took Physics) as so get to graduate school relatively quickly. That the major was primarily women didn't hurt either.


Ultimately I chose Child Development because it was something I felt I could commit three semesters to. I had plenty of reasons to back up the feeling, but the initial impulse/desire to work with children was an emotionally charged situation. I recalled in the past how I could be having an average day, walk into a room full of tiny people, interact with them for four hours, and leave with a noticeably brighter mood. It was something I wanted to get used to.

Core values

1. Results


By results I mean correct results. What works, the right answer, etc.


I've considered myself a scientist in my own right since I first learned what the word meant. Though very immature in mind and body, I grasped the idea that science was somehow related to the acquisition of erudition, though at the time my thoughts would have looked more like, "Scientist's learn stuff nobody knows." The thought compelled me. Studying science and empiricism led me to value results. When running trials and conducting experiments, results are everything. Though science is often tempered by bureaucracy, in everyday life I can apply the principles of empiricism to whichever element of my existence I so choose (most saliently, weight loss and muscle gain).


In the classroom, data can be an incredible asset. A basic noting of each child's choice of play, friends and temperament will give any teacher an ample source of information with which to guide their reflective process. My professional career will benefit from my interest in results because everything I do to further my career will be done in the light of whether or not what I'm doing is, may be, or will increase or decrease my relative career status.

2. Compassion


Though results are important, inevitably every scientist will encounter a negative outcome. In times of failure and tribulation, compassion is needed to keep the individual from abandoning hope and collapsing into a negative affect. Mistakes happen and need to be managed and corrected with compassion, rather than ignored and neglected out of fear of reprisal and shame.


I've made many mistakes in my life, and they were most easily resolved when the people around me were empathetic. The times in which my failures and errors were greeted with scorn and derision took significantly longer to move past and learn from.


My career is dependent upon other people taking an interest in me. If I want to succeed in my chosen field I need to have an open heart. I've tried interacting with people when my heart was closed to them, and it never went well. By empathizing and being compassionate I can create an environment of warmth and support around myself, which, unfortunately, not everyone will like. But, by doing this I can widen both my social and professional network.

3. Learning


A scientist might find themselves failing time and time again and being received by peers with warm, open arms, but if they don't learn from their mistakes then all of their experiments were for naught. Mistakes can, should and will be made, but the response to the mistake is far more important than whatever error preceded it. It's important to find people who are willing to fail and try again because of the atmosphere of persistence they will bring to any group setting.


In general, learning is always happening, yet there's a dramatic discrepancy between comprehending the changes in a familiar environmental setting, memorizing facts and combining theories to reach an intermediary conclusion about a real world situation. 

Academic Accomplishments


When I first think about my academic past, I don't think of many examples that make me proud, mainly because I haven't put much effort into my most of my classes. However, a notable exception was in Psychology 353: Learning and the Young Child with Dr. Schwartz. This Psychology course was the most interesting and intellectually stimulating classes I've ever taken; it was also one of the most difficult classes I ever enrolled in. During the semester in which I found myself forced to study Child Development erudition through the lens of Psychology I was challenged by a professor whose sole undergraduate class was Learning and the Young Child. He seemed to either be stuck in graduate school mode, and so treated the class like we were at least two to four years above our current standing, or just had really high expectations for everyone, which, not having been very challenged in college, I could work with. I established myself early on, asking questions that I considered lucid (and that the professor understood), but seemed to flabbergast half the class. I'm especially proud of being told by Dr. Schwartz that many of my questions would be good topics of study for my post-graduate years. It's especially validating to know that I can come up with questions that not only the professor can't answer, but no one can answer as a result of an absence of applicable research.


The class was difficult in both a traditional and unorthodox sense. Of course, a good grade required the memorization of certain facts, the completion of readings, in-class participation and doing homework. What caught me a little off guard was the way in which the class involved the higher levels of Bloom's Revised Taxonomy; I had to apply theories by using them to analyze certain behaviors in children. I found this very refreshing. It's not often a professor asks me to apply my knowledge to a real world scenario (something I'm fairly good at), and so was thrilled at the opportunity once I got over my inherent laziness.


