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It was exceptionally cold that day, but still the boys were playing hard and without complaints. A man named George was sitting next to me on the small bleachers watching his son. After a while he turned to me and said, “It’s the second half, but they are only down by one point so they could still win this game.” With a grin, I replied, “As long as they keep up the effort they have a good shot. It doesn’t really matter who wins though because they are all learning and improving so quickly. I’m proud of how much ambition my Teddy and the other boys have shown with this soccer team.” George with an enthusiasm that told me he was serious and not just being polite, said, “Abigail, I think your son has the makings to be a great soccer player one day.” 
For the rest of the game, George and I continued to chat about the boys, work, and other things going on in our lives. The game ended with a win for our team, and the boys were very excited. I got up and went to find Teddy so that we could get home and warm up. I noticed that as all of the kids were going to their parents and getting hugs and praise, Teddy’s friend Parker gathered his things and began walking home by himself. I began thinking about how I hadn’t seen his mother at any of the games or school functions for a while. Had it been a few months or a few years? He never came over to play with Teddy anymore either.  There was something that seemed kind of off about him and his mother since her husband left them a couple of years ago. 

With how cold it was that day, I couldn’t let the poor boy walk all of the way home from the field. I told Teddy, who was busy playing around with the Jones boy, that it was time to go; disappointedly, he agreed and came with me towards the parking lot. When we caught up with Parker, I asked him if we could give him a ride home since it was so cold outside. He was reluctant at first, but he eventually came with us. His house was small, run down, and looked as if whoever lived there didn’t care about the appearance of their home. It was easy to tell that nobody had done any maintenance on it for quite some time. All of the window curtains were closed, and it appeared to be dark inside. “Are you sure you’re mom is here Parker?” I asked him. “Yes ma’am, she’s here,” he replied timidly. Then he got out of the car, thanked me for the ride, and walked around the back of the house. 
After he had gone inside and we were about to leave, Teddy told me that Parker had left his soccer bag in the backseat. I turned the car off and headed up to the door to give the bag to him, but when I was almost there I heard a woman yelling. I couldn’t quite hear what she was saying, but there was a loud smacking sound and then a thud. Unsure of what was going on and what I should do with the bag, I just left it on the porch by the door. 
I kept re-playing what I had heard over and over for the next few days. The more I thought about it, the more it added up with things I had seen and heard about Parker and his mother. I began wondering if I was overdramatizing this in my head or if this child could be in real danger. If this woman was abusing Parker, I couldn’t let it continue. As much as I dislike sticking my nose into others’ business, this wasn’t something that could be ignored. After careful consideration, I decided that the next day I would make a call to report my suspicions. 
The woman on the phone thanked me for calling and reassured me that what I did was in the best interest of the boy. I knew what they would do if my suspicions were confirmed. They would go into their house and take Parker away from his mother. What a terrible thing for this boy to have to endure. That woman must have serious issues to purposefully bring harm onto her son. I should think on the bright side; maybe she can get help and then they can be reunited someday. 

Parker was taken from his mother a week later. The police found that she was an alcoholic and had been abusing her son physically by neglecting to provide for him. Until his mother could prove that she was completely capable of taking care of her son again, Parker would be placed in foster care. I couldn’t stand the thought of that poor child going through all of this and then being placed in a foster home where he would just be another kid coming through the house. He was a good kid that deserved a safe and loving home. I had found out the name of his social worker and I gave him a call. I wanted to find out what it would take for Parker to be able to stay in our home. It would take a little while to take the classes I needed to take and apply for the license to become a foster parent, but that’s what I needed to do to have Parker live with us. 
Before I started the whole process, I needed to talk to both Teddy and Parker to find out if the arrangement would be satisfactory to them. Teddy, being the sweet and kind boy he is, was more than willing to do anything to help his friend. Next I had to talk to Parker. I could tell by the sound in his voice that he wasn’t happy in the foster home he was placed in. I tried to give him all of the encouragement I could give him, and I told him that I was going to get licensed so that he could live with us. Mr. Gifford, Parker’s social worker, was very cooperative and did everything he could to help 
me do what I needed to do and get Parker. He is a very compassionate man and wanted to do whatever he could to better the life of this child. 

Once Parker moved in with us, he began changing back into the joyous child he used to be. As he became more and more comfortable with us and in our home, he continued to improve. He was also doing better in school. I really enjoyed the days when the weather was nice, and I would take the boys to the park or to the lake where they could play all day long. I would just sit there and watch them thinking about how lucky we are to have each other. 
After he had been with us for a while, Parker told me that he wanted to get help for his mother. Parker, Mr. Gifford, and I worked together to try to help his mother recover from her alcoholism. She tried to get clean a few times, but our attempts were futile. We learned that unfortunately, in order for you to be able to help someone else they have to be willing to help themselves and accept help from others. Parker was able to see that the alcohol and bitterness made her into the mean woman she had become. Despite all of the horrible things she did to that boy, he still loved her and wanted her to be happy. Instead of holding anger and resentment, he forgave her. That nine-year-old little boy that I had come to love and admire so very much was more forgiving and understanding than most people could ever find it in their hearts to be. 

When he first moved in with us, he was still a little angry at me for causing him to be taken away from his home and his mother. He let go of that anger quickly though because he was grateful that we got him away from the fear of not knowing when he was going to be hit again or when the next time he would get to eat would be. We changed his life, and he changed ours. Sometimes all a person needs is to know that they have someone there to give them love, support, and offer them a leg up when they need it. Parker was legally adopted into our family when he was eleven, and we continue to live happily.
