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“This book is not intended to shame, accuse, or harm anyone. It is not a legal record, court document, or official timeline. It is a personal narrative, my attempt to make sense of what I lived through and to heal from it. The purpose of this memoir is to share my story not to accuse, defame or injure. Any resemblance to real people, living or dead, is either coincidental or a result of memory and interpretation. Conversations and messages have been reconstructed from memory to reflect the emotional truth of what happened, not always the exact words. Nothing in this book should be interpreted as a factual confession, legal admission or endorsement of any action described. Some names, identifying details, and characteristics have been changed to protect the privacy of individuals. While this book reflects events as I experienced them, others may remember them differently. This is my truth. The memoir is based on my personal experiences and recollections. It is a raw, honest account of my lived experience. Each story in these pages reflects real events as I remember them and understood them at the time. I’ve done my best to tell them as I truthfully as possible, but memory is subjective, and trauma can alter perception. This is not a transcript. It is not a legal statement or confession. This my story.
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​Prologue:
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Delinquents is a story about two sets of brothers, the Hoopers and the Ryan’s. George and I and Jimmy and Frank Ryan, four friends who group up together in South Florida. We were like the four horsemen as where one was usually you could find all four of us. We were very inseparable except for the times when we were quarreling or fighting amongst ourselves. Then generally it would be Jimmy and I against George and Frank the older siblings against the younger ones. With occasionally one sibling pitted against the other, which was usually George and I against each other. Oh forgive me allow me to introduce myself I am Mark Hooper, George’s older brother, and the eldest of the four of us.

I will be telling the story of our youth and the trouble we got in from the time I was around eleven years old up until the time I was around twenty years old. Although I will be the one writing this book, I will be having help from Frank Ryan in recalling the events that transpired in our younger days. He has been an invaluable in the writing of this book, whom without it would never have come to fruition. 

I originally considered calling the book “Growing up Delinquent” but settled on calling it “Delinquents: Dead End Kids Of The 70’s” as that is what we were plain and simple. How we never ended up doing serious time in jail is beyond me.

I held off on telling a few stories as I am not certain of the statute of limitations on some of the shenanigans we pulled. 

With that being said, we never committed any crimes worth of capital punishment, like murder, kidnapping, or bank robbery, but.... I would rather be safe than sorry.

Spoiler alert for those of you haven’t read my first book “A Man Called King: and his not so royal family” you will find chapters 8; 9,13 & 14 are from that book as both books include stories from my life. For those of you who have read it, feel free to skip those chapters or reread them if you’re so inclined to do so.

I hope you enjoy, Delinquents: Dead End Kids Of The 70’s.
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​Chapter 1:  Schools Out For Summer
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Opening up the book of matches, I pulled one out. Striking the match on the back of the matchbook at the bottom.

I watched as the match sparked and produced a yellowish red flame. I could smell the sulfur from the match head as the whisp of smoke tickled the inside of my nose. 

David held up the smoke bomb and said, “come on man light it.” 

So, I put the lit match to the wick of the smoke bomb and watched as the fuse lit. It began to spark and flame up as it hissed to life. 

David held it for a second, then with the precision of a professional bowler he launched that smoke bomb underhanded down the hall. 

Wait, Wait, Wait, let’s back up a minute and start from the beginning, prior to that goofy, gullible 11-year-old kid who lights the match, which incidentally is me.

It was 2:59 PM on Friday afternoon June 9, 1972, we were all patiently waiting for the last bell to ring. As usual I was daydreaming, looking out the window from my desk. I could see grey clouds slowly drifting across the sky outside of my classroom window at St. Mathews Lutheran School. 

Saint Mathews was a private Christian school that sat in the center of Franklin square, in New Britain Ct.

The School had Been around since 1896 but I’m guessing it must have been remodeled or renovated as it was pristine condition. 

The Red Brick face of the exterior walls and the mortar lines were very well maintained as they did not appear to have the look you would expect from a building that was seventy-six years old.

I learned a lot about the bible at St. Mathews. In those days I had the order of all 66 books memorized from Genisis to Revelation. I could recite a few Bible verses from memory as well. 

Still despite all my biblical education, I was about to begin my journey of running with the devil. Not that I was an evil kid, just mischievous and easily persuaded. I was probably more of a follower than a leader back then.

I can still remember that day so vividly as if it were yesterday and as well I should as the course of history was forever changed that day. With huge, monumental risk and the wait of the world hanging in the balance. 

No not really, I’m just kidding, I just always wanted to say that in a book and I thought that it would be a great segway into what happened that day.

It was the last day of school, and I was sitting in Mr. Bernel’s class waiting for that final bell. There were 14 other kids, all sitting patiently at our desk. Which were not built for comfort I can assure you of that.

Everyone sat there staring at the clock on the wall, watching as the second hand slowly ticked its way around the face of the clock. We began counting the final seconds until that Bell of freedom would ring, five, four, three, two, one, Riiiinnnggg. 

––––––––
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When it rang all the kids in the class, jumped up, and started yelling, “Yaaaayy, school is out for the summer.”  You never saw happier kids, you would have thought they found the Willy Wonka golden ticket or something. 

A few of us hung around and said our goodbyes, shaking hands, hugging, and telling each other, we’ll see you next year. I gathered my things and walked out of the classroom and began heading down the hall, I could see a few of my classmates at the end of the hall standing in the doorway.

They were waving for me to hurry up. I wasn’t really sure what was going on. So, I started running down the hall, a No, No in school. 

When I had reached them, David said, “Hey Mark, I need you to do something.”

“OK what do you need me to do?” 

“I need you to take these matches and light the smoke bomb while I hold it.”  I being a bit naïve, asked “why do you need me to light the smoke bomb?” 

David being a little annoyed “because I’m gonna throw it down the hall in front of Bernel’s classroom. 

I was a little hesitant because my gut said we’re gonna get caught. There were too many witnesses but wanting to be friends with the cool crowd, I gave into the peer pressure. 

––––––––
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Just like the time they talked me into throwing a paper airplane in class when we had a substitute teacher. Mrs. Tyler. She was the wife of our science teacher / basketball coach Mr. Tyler, and she was gorgeous.

She was tall with long wavy dark brown hair and looked like a movie star, like one of Charlie’s Angels. She drove all the boy’s crazy with her big boobs, slender waistline, and tight round butt. 

That day Mrs. Tyler happened to be wearing a green and blue plaid miniskirt with a tight knit short sleeved black sweater, I believe she was wearing a pair of black sandals but I’m not really sure as I wasn’t looking at her feet. 

David Wigs and Mark Buckler were egging me on to throw this paper airplane at her. Like a dumbass, I went along with it, once again I was just giving into the peer pressure. 

When I threw the plane I had no idea where it would land, nor could I ever make it do what it did again in a million years. 

The plane flew through the air from the back of the class in a perfectly straight line and hit Mrs. Tyler right in her left boob. It couldn’t just glance off the side of her boob or hit it and bounce off, Oh No, it had to stick right there. 

The point of the airplane was stuck in her knit sweater right in the nipple. 

It was hanging there like a giant ornament on a Christmas tree, for all the world to see. Well, as you can imagine the whole class erupted in laughter, except me I was terrified. 

Mrs. Tyler ripped the airplane off her chest, crumbled it up and threw it in the trash as she looked around the room and began yelling “who threw that.”  You could see she was totally embarrassed as her face was beet red. The more the class laughed the redder she got.

I could feel the uneasy feeling in the pit of my stomach as her eyes locked on to mine. Evidently the look of horror on my face gave me away. 

She marched down the aisle between the rows of desk and stood in front of me and asked me if I threw the plane. I reluctantly shook my head yes. At which point she pointed at the doorway and told me to get out of the class and go to the principal’s office. 

I got up from my desk and started to head out the door with the whole class still laughing and I could hear David Wigs and Mark Buckler chanting my name, “Hoop, Hoop, Hoop.”  Mrs. Tyler told the class to be quiet and behave and that she would be right back as she followed me out the door. 

She marched me straight to the principal’s office and it wasn’t until the door open that I remembered that Mr. Tyler was the acting principal while Mr. Bernel was on vacation. My heart sunk as soon as I saw him. 

Mr. Tyler wasn’t a huge guy, but he was probably about 6’2” and weighed around 220 pounds and pretty intimidating for an 11-year-old. Like I said earlier he wasn’t just our science teacher he was our basketball coach as well, so he was athletically fit as well. 

He was normally a very easy-going guy, but after his wife got done explaining to him what I had done, I could see a bit of anger rising up in his eyes. 

Mr. Tyler calmed his wife down and told her he would handle it and walked her to the door. After she left he turned to me and said, “would you like to explain yourself, Mr. Hooper.”

I said, “It was a total accident, I did not mean for it to hit her.’ I was just goofing around and threw the airplane, but I never thought it would land where it did.” Mr. Tyler said, “I believe you, but she was pretty upset and embarrassed as you can see.”  “So, the first thing you will do is apologize to her in front of the class and then at Basketball practice tonight I want you to run 20 laps before we start practice, so be early.” 

Then he shook my hand and sent me back to class. I was totally relieved because I thought for sure he was going to kill me. 

I walked back into the classroom and although it was back under control and quiet I could still hear David and Buckler snickering in the back of the class. I walked up to Mrs. Tyler and said, “I want to apologize for throwing the paper airplane, I never meant for it to hit you.”  I could tell she was still upset but she excepted my apology and told me to go sit down. 

When I got to my seat David and Buckler were asking me what Mr. Tyler said and wanted to know what he did to me. I told them he said for me to apologize and that I had to run 20 laps at practice tonight. 

The two of them started calling me a pussy for apologizing, saying they would never have apologized, but I knew better because I had seen the two of them whimpering when Mr. Bernel would yell at them. 

At any rate, back to the situation at hand, I once again succumbed to peer pressure and agreed to light the smoke bomb. 

Opening up the book of matches, I pulled one out. Striking the match on the little patch of gritty paper in the area at the bottom of the matchbook.

I watched as the match sparked and produced a yellowish red flame. I could smell the sulfur from the match head as it tickled the inside of my nose. 

David held up the smoke bomb and said, “come on man light it.” 

So, I put the lit match to the wick of the smoke bomb and watched as the fuse lit. It began to spark and flame up as it hissed to life. 

David held it for a second, then with the precision of a professional bowler he launched that smoke bomb underhanded down the hall. 

We stood there and watched as it rolled and skidded down the polished concrete floor of the second-floor hallway. To our amazement it stopped precisely in front of the opened doorway of Mr. Bernel’s room. 

We all began to shout and jump around, congratulating each other, watching as the yellow smoke began to billow from the smoke bomb. Everyone was cracking up until someone said, “let’s get the hell out of here.” We all made a dash down the stairs and out the fireproof double doors of the back of the school. 

We crashed through the doors laughing our asses off. We were all saying that was the coolest thing ever. Buckler said, “We needed to get off the school property before Bernel came out and caught us.”  Everyone said goodbye and we went our separate ways.

I ran around to the front of the school were I knew my little brother George would be waiting for me. 

When he saw me come running around the building, he said “what’s up, why are you running and what are you laughing about?”

I said, “nothing I was just messing around with David Wigs and Mark Buckler.” 

I didn’t want to tell my brother what happened because he had a habit of letting the cat out of the bag in front of my parents. Whether it was intentional or unintentional, I’m not sure but I wasn’t taking any chances of letting him know anything that I did that was bad or wrong anymore. 

Not since the last time he ratted on me, again I don’t know if he meant to or not, but I got my ass whooped the last time I clued him in on one of my capers. 

It was about six months earlier when my mom, my brother and I went to visit my cousin Larry’s family. Larry was a few years older than us, and he wasn’t home when we went to visit. Larry’s family was a little more well off than us, his dad worked for the Hartford Courant and his Mom was a teacher.

They had a nice split level 3-bedroom two-bath home with a two-car garage in the suburbs. It was a grey house with white trim, and the window frames were white and had a light, brown-stained front door, which to me always looked odd. 

Larry’s parents would let my brother and I play in his room even when he wasn’t home while the adults talked in the living room. Larry’s room wasn’t very big, probably a ten by ten. 

It had room for a double bed a nightstand, a chest of drawers and a small desk in front of the window. He didn’t really have any toys for us to play with so we just kind of spent time looking around the room checking out some of his stuff. 

While we were checking out his stuff, my eye caught something of interest. Like I said Larry was a few years older than us and at the time he had a paper route. He was obviously not expecting his two younger cousins to come for a visit as he had left his paper route bag with money sticking out of it on his desk. 

I can remember, my mother used to say, that I had larceny in my heart, she may have been on to something, because those greenbacks were calling my name. 

So I immediately put a plan into action. I knew I couldn’t have witnesses, don’t ask me how I knew that at 10 years old, but I did. I must have learned it from watching Dragnet or Perry mason or something. Somehow, I convinced my brother to play a game, where I would hide a ball in the room and he had to find it, but he had to go in the closet while I hid it. 

While my brother hid in the closet I stole a dollar, from Larry’s paper route money. I did this three times for a total of three dollars. I have no idea why I was taking a dollar at a time but that’s how it played out. I probably would have kept it up, but my mother had called from down the hall to say that it was time to go, so my brother and I came out and said our goodbyes, and we climbed in the car with my Mom and headed home. 

On the way home my Mom stopped at the drugstore for something, and for whatever reasons while she was in the store, I decided to show my brother the three dollars I stole from Larry’s paper route money. 

To this day I have no idea what possessed me to show him, it definitely showed a pure lack of judgement at a young age. 

When he asked me where I got it, I said “Larry gave it to me for helping him with his paper route the last time we were there, he said he would leave it for me on his desk.” When I think about it now, I was a really conniving young kid, how I didn’t end up doing time in Sing Sing is beyond me. 

Well, my whole criminal career was about to become unraveled, as soon as my mother got back in the car, my brother began to throw me under the bus. He said, “Hey mom look at what Larry gave Mark, he gave him three dollars.”  I could feel myself beginning to break out into a cold sweat. 

My mother said, “What money, show it to me” so I showed it to her and she said, “when did he give it to you he wasn’t event there.”  I said, “He told me the last time we were there that he would leave it for me for helping him with his paper route.”

I evidently did not think this story through, as my mother was not buying it like I thought she would. I don’t know why, as it sounded pretty good coming out of my mouth at the time and my younger brother George bought it, what was her problem. 

Well, needless to say my mother got out of the car and walked over to the phone booth, yes you read that right phone booth, they existed when I was a kid. She called Larry’s Mom and asked her to have Larry check to see if he was missing any money from his paper route. 

Larry’s Mom said, Yes he’s missing three dollars. My Mom, explained to her what I had said and then she said, “ok thanks, tell him I have it and we will be by later to bring it back to him.”  

She made me give her the three dollars and then we drove home in silence. 

When my dad got home, I thought for sure I was dead meat, but nothing was said, until my mom came in our room and said let’s go we’re taking a ride back to Larry’s.”

We all piled into my dad’s Maroon 67 Ford Mustang, it was so fast, I loved riding in that car. The ride there was eerily quiet and seemed to take longer than usual for some reason. 

As we got ready to pull into Larry’s driveway, my dad spoke to me as he looked at me through the rearview mirror. “You will hand Larry back his money and apologize to him for stealing it from him.” I shook my head in agreement. 

We walked up to the house and Larry’s mom met us at the door and said, “you guys didn’t have to come all the way back over here today, it could have waited.”  My dad said, “No we wanted to make sure Larry got his money back and have Mark apologize.”  

When we walked into the Living room, Larry was sitting there on the couch. I walked up to him immediately and gave him his three dollars and said, “I’m sorry I took this from you, Larry.” 

I could hear my dad’s voice as I was apologizing saying, “you’re sorry you STOLE it you mean!”  I said, “I’m sorry I stole it from you.”  Those words just seemed to be a little tougher to say. 

Stole versus took seemed to carry a little more weight and I think my father knew that. Larry accepted the money and said, “thank you,” I thought I was exonerated for my crime at that moment. 

That is until I could hear the sound of leather slapping as my father pulled his belt from the belt loops of his pants. That belt was coming out of them belt loops so fast, I saw the living room curtains moving in the breeze that it made from the speed at which he pulled it. 

I can remember hearing my voice softly whimper nooo, then it changed to an ear-piercing shriek as that leather belt found its mark. I heard Larry’s parents as they were pleading my case with my father, telling him that was not necessary, but he just ignored them and proceeded to teach me why crime doesn’t pay. 

The one thing about my dad was it didn’t matter where we were if we acted up we were getting it right then there. Not like some parents, who will say just wait until I get you home or wait until we get outside. My old man would drop your drawers and paddle your ass right then and there in front of God and the world. 

After he was done, he told me to say goodbye and go wait in the car. 

At that moment it might have seemed like the worst was over and physically it was but on the way home that day, he did something that stuck with me longer than the ass whoopin. 

He decided to stop for ice cream on the way home and asked my mom and my brother what they wanted from the dairy queen. Then he went inside and got the ice cream.

When he came back to the car he handed my mom her ice cream and then handed my brother his, and then the three of them sat in the car and proceeded to eat their ice cream cones in front of me. 

Then my dad looked back at me and said, “Oh, did you want an Ice cream, Mark.”  With tears in my eyes I said, “Yes, Please.”  He said, “Oh, Well, Go Steal One” and turned back around and continued eating his ice cream as I balled my eyes out in the backseat. 

I never forgot that. 

Did it keep me from stealing, yes, for a little while anyways, but again, like my mother used to say, “I had larceny in my heart.” 

So, for that reason, I was not telling my brother about the smoke bomb. 

Besides, we had other things to discuss on the walk home, like our report cards. 

I said, “So, how was your report card?”  

He said, “Not too good.” 

I said, “Let me see it.”  

He replied, “Let me see yours.”

So he handed me his and I handed him mine. 

He said, “Man your report card is great, 4 A’s and two B+s, wow.” 

I said, “Thanks,” as I came to dead stop in mid stride and stared at his in disbelief. 

I said, “Oh my god, how is this possible?”  

He looked at me and shrugged “I don’t know.”  

“Five F’s and one A in gym, how is that even possible.”

“Do you think dad will be mad” he asked?

“Mad, He’s gonna kill you, do me a favor don’t show him yours until I show him mine.” 

The walk home seemed like a death march; we were just trudging along. All I kept thinking about was, if I show him mine first will that make it worse for my brother. Will going from seeing a great report card to a horrific one make it seem even worse. If I give him mine after George’s will that lesson his anger at him, or would it make me look like I was trying to show off. 

Here I was thinking how great it would be to show him what a great report card I had and now I was worried that my report card might make my brothers look even worse than it is, as if that were even possible. 

We decided to just walk in and put them both on the table and whichever one he picked up first would be on him and let the chips fall wherever they may. 

Well it so happened that he grabbed mine first and he was very happy and told me how proud he was of me and gave me a big hug. 

Then he picked up George’s, and I could see the color drain from his face as he sat at the kitchen table smoking a non-filtered lucky strike cigarette and the smoke billowing out of his nostrils like some angry bull in a cartoon. 

He finished his cigarette and crushed it out in the ashtray half filled with cigarette butts. The smoke swirled through the rays of the late afternoon sun that was now slipping behind the three-story multifamily homes that lined Cherry street. 

The smell of coffee, stale smoke, sweat, and fear hung in the air like a cloud in the kitchen. My father stood up and though he was only five foot eleven and around 200 pounds at the time he still loomed large in that small kitchen. 

He walked across the floor past my brother and I and headed toward the back door. 

Dad stopped at the door, opened it, and then walked back towards my brother. Grabbing my brother by the arm, walking him toward the back door until he had him standing in the outer hallway. 

He looked down at him and said, “If you can’t do as I ask, obey my rules and get good grades in school, then you can’t stay here.” 

My father stepped backwards into the kitchen and reached over and closed the back door leaving my brother standing outside the closed door in the drafty outer hallway. I could hear my brother sobbing and crying his eyes out as he stood outside the door.

My father waited a few minutes and then he opened the door and said, “do you want to stay here?” He shook his head yes as he stood there sobbing and trying to catch his breath. 

Then dad said, “are you going to listen to my rules and do as I say and get good grades in school?”  My brother shook his head yes again. 

He said, “I can’t hear you, don’t shake your head give me an answer.”  Through his sobs my brother managed to spit out a “yes.”

So my dad let him back in and my brothers’ grades improved through the years but not by much, he brought his F’s up to D’s and C’s and the thing of it was that he wasn’t stupid, he just didn’t care. 

He was all about having a good time and that’s all that mattered and if that meant getting an occasional ass whoopin from the old man he was ok with that.

I never understood that, but that’s just how he was.

The rest of that summer was going along pretty good; we had spent some time down at our cottage in Hammonasset Beach Ct. We did some fishing, clamming, swimming, and barbequing, just a really good time. That also happened to be the summer that we found out we were moving to Florida at the beginning of next year. 

Which also happened to be when I became a Miami Dolphins fan. I chose them as my team, being that we were moving there and I really
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