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This little booklet is a compilation of home visit experiences from SKI-HI and
INSITE parent advisors throughout the country. Some of the experiences reveal
the heart-warming, sometimes humorous, and rewarding aspects of being a parent
advisor while others reveal the challenges involved in parent advising. All are
thought-provoking and inspirational.




Parent Advisor
Experiences




Bess Morgan
Black Mountain, North Carolina

Put Her In My Arms

he father of a little deaf-blind girl shared this touching story at a parent workshop spon-
sored by our program one evening.

"It was late in the evening when our daughter was delivered by C-section. This was back
in the days when a father was not allowed to be present and the mother was put to sleep for
the surgery. Shortly after the birth, the obstetrician came out to talk with me. He proceeded
to tell me that our little girl was born without eyes; that her head was very small
(microcephalic); that her ears were malformed and she would be deaf; and that she would
probably be mentally handicapped. By the time he was done with me, I had a monster
painted in my mind. I could not bring myself to walk down to that nursery to even look at
her. Since my wife was sound asleep, I went on home to be by myself. I could not sleep.
All night I prayed for that baby to die. I just could not imagine what kind of worthwhile
life our little girl could have with all those problems! Early the next morning it was ali I
could do to drag myself back to that hospital. I knew that I had to go look at that baby
before I could face my wife for she had always wanted a little girl. Reluctantly, I walked
into the nursery and asked to see her. A few minutes later, the nurse came out and placed
this beautiful baby in my arms! She was petite with soft brown curly hair and long brown
eyelashes. Her eyelids were closed, as if she were sleeping. As I stood there holding and
looking at her, feelings of relief, anger and remorse came over me. Remorse because I had
prayed that she would die. Anger because I felt that the doctor should have brought her out
and put her in my arms before he told me all the things that were wrong with her!”

This kind of thing happens over and over to parents of multi-handicapped children. Too
often professionals deal with parents insensitively at the times when their feelings are the
most tender. It is too early to tell them what is wrong before we tell them what is right
about their children.




Kathy Rodrigquez
Brownsville, Texas

L

i A Slice of the Pie

As I knocked on the screen door, lesson plan in mind, I still felt uncertain of what this

family needed most. Seven people lived in the tiny three-room house with no running
water. I had made half a dozen visits to the home, and each time the mother had seemed
tired and preoccupied. I wondered if today would be any different.

Tony, the two-year old hearing impaired child, also had mild cerebral palsy. He
bunny-hopped across the dusty floor and met me with a wide grin. The three of us began as
usual, but five minutes into the lesson, there was another knock on the door. Before I had
time to get Tony’s attention, point to my ear, and say, "listen", in walked a cheerful woman
from the county extension office. She quickly announced that she was here to share
information about nutrition and to teach the family a new recipe for custard pie.

My first inclination was to protest. After all, this was my scheduled visit time. But one
look at Tony’s mothertold me she was delighted at the prospect of having a delicious treat
prepared for her family. The two women headed for the kitchen leaving Tony and me
staring at each other, equally puzzled.

It didn’t take Tony very long to figure out where the action was and I followed him to the
kitchen, feeling somewhat defeated. The four of us spent the next 45 minutes laughing, and
talking, and tasting. The county extension agent demonstrated the new recipe as I looked
on adding language such as "stir, stir, stir" and "m-m-m- good!"

We were all winners that day. The lady from the county extension office learned
something about hearing loss. Tony’s mom leamed how to make modeling language for her
son as much a part of her life as cooking for her family. Tony got the undivided attention
of three adults, and I learned that home visits are not for me but that they belong to the
families I visit. In determining each family’s needs I need to remember that their child’s
hearing loss is just one small slice of a much larger pie.




Dianne Bundy Fisher
Abilene, Texas

The Day I Almost Turned Away

I had just completed my INSITE training and learned more than I had intended to about

cerebral palsy, vision problems, and impacted bowels. I knew how much I didn’t know
and came away praying that I would never have to work with a multi-handicapped deaf
baby. God heard my prayers because the very next week 1 was given two referrals.

I talked with one family whose son had been in a car accident at four months and he had
lots of problems. They gave me instructions on how to get to the grandmother’s house--I
began to get concerned when I heard the "now when you get to the bent mailbox at the dirt
road" part.

I struck out early one morning as this was a 65-mile trip one way. I found the bent
mailbox and drove slowly up a dirt road. I was cautiously looking all around when a huge
black snake crossed my path. I put on the brakes, gasped and counted to ten (I think I read
that in the SKI*HI manua\l). I thought to myself--is this worth all this!? I drove on up to the
top of the hill and saw a beautiful brick home, flowers everywhere with a breathtaking
view. Inside I found a warm, wonderful, loving family who were willing to cooperate and
help their son in any way.

I've been making that weekly drive for a year now, progress with the baby has been slow
and in some areas not at all. This special family has been so caring and loving that I find
their support for each other has helped me keep coming back and trying new ideas, and
trying, trying again and again. I've learned much more than I could ever teach. It is worth
it--I can surely say, even tho’ the snake almost made me tum away.




And What Are You-A-Doing Now?

Dianne Bundy Fisher

here are families, and then there are families. Some always more interesting than others.
What a group the Monroe’s were.

I drove down a dirt road trying to avoid the pot-holes (we are talking about water filled,
tire size holes) for fear of getting stuck.

I knocked on the door, arms filled with notebooks and SKI*HI materials ready to follow
the curriculum and begin at the beginning. The only problem was their beginning and mine
weren’t quite the same. The whole family was there: Grandma, who always had a robe
wrapped around her no matter what time I came, Grandpa, with a few teeth missing, Aunt
Dee, Uncle Tommy, the daddy of the hearing impaired two-year old boy, and his four-year
old brother, Junior. The mother had decided months ago to split the scene. (I almost
understood why.) They all looked eager to learn as all five adults proceeded to smoke. I
explained what we would be doing as I held little Danny in my lap, with his dirty
underwear on. We talked, about the hearing aid that Danny soon would be getting as he
reached up and almost pu\‘led my earring off (I have pierced ears). It was the grandpa who
really got to the bottom line. "Mrs. Fisher, what we need to learn is how to say, "And what
are you-a-doing now?" I put down my curriculum and we started our first sign class. I
learned right off that I needed to teach this family what they needed to know, which was
not decibel levels!

Danny became a successful hearing aid user, graduated from Parent-Infant Program and
entered Pre-school with a vocabulary of ‘no,’ ‘stop,” ‘stop that now,” and ‘I’'ll whup you’.
The other children listened when he signed.

I also must mention that upon leaving, I went to the last item of the SKI*HI instruction
manual which says "always ask, ‘Is there anything else I can help you do’." I asked that
question and grandma replied, "Well, Junior sho’ needs to get his teeth fixed." (Keep in
mind Junior is the brother and not hearing impaired). I looked in his mouth and "sure
enough" he did. I stayed another hour and we discussed what to do. We made a trip to the
dental clinic a few days later. This would cost $900.00. I started making phone calls and
found three different organizations willing to pay part of the cost. I was down to the last
$150.00 and on Sunday I stood up in Sunday School and told them that Junior "sho’
needed" to have his teeth fixed. I got the money, but they won’t let me stand up in Sunday
School any more.

Needless to say, this was one of my favorite families and I always looked forward to
going to see what was "a-going" to happen next!




Sid Winward
Kaysville, Utah

Really Understanding What It
Means to Grieve

Sid & William

ote: Sid Winward’s little son, William, died suddenly a year ago. In these journal
entries and reflections, Sid shares some of her experiences with grief and her new
understanding of what the parents that she serves experience.

-- Today was Mother’s Day. I had a real hard time at church. A program was
presented that I had written prior to William’s death. In the program was a song called
"Snuggle Me Warm". It was hard to listen to because it talks about snuggling him warm to
keep him safe and secure from every harm. It also talks about his loving eyes gazing up at
me and I think of holding and rocking my little 2-1/2 year old, William, and having him
look up at me so lovingly and trustingly to keep him safe. I feel like I’ve let him down.

June 10 -- Today is William’s birthday. For the past few days I have worried and stewed
over it. I went to my home visit the other day and as I watched Lori’s three sweet little
boys playing, I realized for the first time what it really means to grieve: the loss of all the
dreams and expectations; the empty hopelessness and loneliness. It aches so! No wonder
parents don’t always follow through on challenges. Somedays it’s hard to just exist.

Aupril 10 -- Well, I made it through the year anniversary of William’s death. T have had a
real hard week. On the 3rd of April I had to go to a Parent Infant Program faculty meeting
and it reminded me of one year earlier when I had needed to go to a faculty
meeting--William had really wanted to go. Normally he would run to Georgina (the
babysitter) but that day he clung to me, so Georgina had to carry him in. I left him and
when I arrived at the meeting, most of the other parent advisors had their children there for
a practical experience workshop. No one had told me that he could have come. Even a year
later as those memories flash back, the tears of not taking him spring forth and I feel some
frustration of time lost.

From these journal entries, I hope you can feel and understand a bit of what a grieving
mother might feel and not always say to you as a Parent Advisor. I have learned several
things from the loss of my sweet little boy. I have learned that it helps to talk about "hard
to talk about" things. Mothers and fathers need to have time to talk about their feelings.
Mothers and fathers need to grieve and shouldn’t have to perform as a wonderful mom or
dad each week. I have learned it’s sometimes more difficult for a man to talk about deep
feelings and therefore, grieving can be a much longer and more difficult process for him.
Moms and dads need resources to tumn to for answers and solutions, and they need to
experience success and praise constantly.

It is so much easier for me to relate to a mother of a hearing impaired child because she,
too, experiences a loss--the loss of dreams and hopes for that child in the words "your child
is hearing impaired." She has to go through days and years of ‘what if’s?,” ‘if only’s,’
‘why’s?,” and ‘what could I have done?’. She also has to ask the question, ‘what now?’.

She has a right to have bad days, bad weeks and sometimes even bad months--days of
seeming to function in a daze. She is grieving a loss . . . dreams forever altered.




Debra Andersen
Clinton, Oklahoma

Sometimes I Wish...

Somctimcs I get frustrated with frequent interruptions during lessons. Sometimes I wish

they didn’t live so far out in the country. Sometimes I wish I would not have put that
child in my lap with a wet diaper. Sometimes I wish they wouldn’t write all over my
papers--or roll on them. And then . . . I'm told how well the lesson we discussed last week
worked. I see little hands beginning to use sign language. I hear the joy in parents’ voices
when they say they can now communicate with their child. I see responses to sounds that
weren’t there before. I'm trusted as someone to discuss feelings of frustration, doubts and
fears. And I’'m glad I’'m a Project ECHO Parent Advisor.

Jane Medlen
Mountain Grove, Missouri

Priorities

The February day was a warm and beautiful one for driving. I pulled up to the familiar

spot in the trailer park and noticed that the tinseled Christmas tree continued to wait for
someone to dispose of it. I peeked around the comer to determine the whereabouts of the
mangy dog which, chained or unchained, always threatened to bite. The door was opened
for me and I entered the dimly lit home. Mother greeted me, midday, in a torn nightgown. I
passed through the kitchen, which was strewn with bits of doughnut, left-over cereal, and
coffee cups. I sat on a plastic footstool (to which I always stick when I get up) and began
to interact with the three-year old, profoundly damaged son. Sometimes he is feverishly
asleep when I arrive; part of the time he has just awakened; occasionally he is alert and
responsive. This particular day I played repeated games, talked to both parents about
building anticipation, and saw some smiles which demonstrated a signal. Mom and Dad
had a cigarette, drank another cup of coffee, and talked about taking a nap in a little while.
As I prepared to leave, Mom became animated and asked if T wanted to see her new
project. There, in a discarded gerbil cage, was a family of mice, spared when their nest was
discovered in a cabinet. Mom was spending several hours a day feeding these mice with an
eye dropper. During the remainder of the weekend I was haunted by a child who waited
flat on his back while a family of mice was fed one at a time. The difficulty of this
experience for me was in not feeling able to share such a bizarre occurrence with anyone,
save in writing to my supervisor.




Skip Reese
Ogden, Utah

,ﬂ‘ Jy Some of My Most Memorable
Y%7 Home Visit Experiences

a\“{/

Today I'had a visit from a beautiful 20-year old young lady, Tracy. She was one of the
first children in the Parent Infant Program. She entered PIP at the age of 4-1/2. She
lived 230 miles from the nearest Parent Advisor--myself. In the beginning I made visits to
Tracy every week. At times she would come to the Parent Infant Program office in Ogden

and would stay with her grandmother during her visits.

Later on, home visits were made monthly because of the distance. Tracy was a good
student, her parents were dedicated to helping and following through on challenges. Tracy
did well under their tutelage. Tracy attended regular school with resource help. She
graduated from Springville High School. She attended the College of Eastern Utah for two
years.

Today, as I looked at Tracy, a happy young bride, I thought of those frequent, long, long
drives to St. George, Utah, down and back the same day or sometimes back the next day. I
knew the reward of all those long hours of driving was sitting beside me on the couch,
bubbling with the joy of life. Tracy, so well adjusted, so socially accepted, who said, "I
know my hearing loss is hereditary, and if my children have a hearing loss I'll be able to
handle it because I've been there." And I thought, "Yes, Tracy, you have and you can!"

Kathy

I had been driving to Provo to visit Kathy and her family for several weeks. The following
week we were to do some parent task activities in The Home Language Program. Mother
decided that we would wash dishes. I agreed that would be a good activity to do.

The following week as I entered the home and we reviewed our plans for the day, mother
directed me to the kitchen. There I was to model the dish washing activity. As I looked at
the kitchen sink, I was overwhelmed! I had forgotten there were 12 children in the family
who loved cooked oatmeal! The oatmeal had hardened in the bowls and especially in the
large pan. ,

I so£1 forgot that I was modeling for Mom--she forgot, too, as she continued to pile the
dishes in the sink and I continued to scrub the oatmeal out of the bowls. I was frustrated,
Kathy was off playing by herself, Mom was delighted that I was washing the dishes.

As I left the home that day I felt that this particular activity had been a success for Mom,
but a failure on my part. However, I did have new insight into the life of that busy mother
and the time she had for working with Kathy. Future visits and future challenges were
more appropriately given. Home visits were better and an understanding developed that
increased the relationship between the Parent Advisor and mother.

Tracy

(continued)




Brad

Most experiences are rather positive as a Parent Advisor and as a supervisor. However,
there are experiences that are not so positive.

One day while supervising in a rural area, the Parent Advisor and I were visiting a mother
who was in the process of leaving her husband. She had just moved into a mobile home in
a rather populated trailer court. As we were in the process of making a new set of ear
molds, the ex-husband drove up with three "hoods". The mother did not want to confront
him at that moment so she hustled us all into a bedroom where we quietly sat on the floor
trying to keep Brad very quiet.

After the first two or three knocks at the door, we thoroughly expected them to leave.
They didn’t! We sat on the floor and laid on our tummies and signed stories to Brad until
our fingers grew stiff. The three hoods surrounded the mobile home making it impossible
to escape. We were unable to make a telephone call, as the phone had recently been
disconnected. After three hours, a neighbor finally called the police. The rescue came and
we were delighted.

This was the second home visit for this new Parent Advisor. She wasn’t sure if she
wanted to remain on the payroll! However, she did and is a super Parent Advisor.

This experience, coupled with many others, is an indicator that the role of the Parent
Advisor is not always defined in the manual.

Sally

I had been driving a long distance to visit a family. They appeared to appreciate the home

visits and the PIP Program. They followed through on challenges but never initiated any
new ideas. I really wondered how much in-depth carryover was being done. Was Sally
getting all the help she needed? They were so isolated. I was fearful and somewhat
discouraged, feeling so much responsibility for this family.

As 1 returned home late one evening, I found a note taped to my door. It read: "We were
just passing through and we wanted you to know how well Sally is doing. She will start
kindergarten this year. Thank you for all you’ve done. We love you, Sally’s Mommy and
Daddy."

Yes, the worry, the hours and the traveling were worth every effort!

Scott

here are times when scheduling is difficult, especially when working mothers must have
late home visits. I visited one particular family at 10:00 p.m. because of the mother’s
working schedule. Although the family was very good on following through with
challenges and working hard with Scott, I really resented returning home from this visit
after 11:00 p.m. s
One day during a parent meeting I overheard this mother say, "I'm so thankful for my
Parent Advisor; she comes when we can meet. We know it’s late for her, but we just
couldn’t do without her."
From then on getting home at 11:00 or 11:30 was worth it all!




Mary Mackey
West Plains, Missouri

# A Lesson in Openness

Something I'll always remember as a parent advisor happened recently. Arriving at the

home, the child’s grandmother and guardian instructed me to have a seat. Upon doing so
she informed me that I had left my checklist for her grandson as well as my previous
week’s report. She stated she decided to read through them and agreed with all my notes
but was curious as to what I meant about her being OVER PROTECTIVE. My first
reaction was panic and a desire to sink into the floor. I then proceeded to tell her why I
included the statement in my report. After much discussion she admitted that she had been
told that, on several occasions, by family and friends but always ignored them. After
reading it in my report she felt that maybe it was true and decided to let her grandson
become more independent. For the first time in years she put him to sleep in his own bed
rather than with her and her husband. He slept great all night and so did she. The lesson I
learned from this is that as an advisor, I need to be more open with my families with
suggestions--rather than "hiding" them on paper.

Barbara K. Satrom, O.TR.. (Registered Occupational Therapist)
Cambridge, Minnesota

The O.T.R.

In my work with Rum River Special Education Cooperative, I work with
multi-handicapped sensory impaired students, birth to five years of age. I often

accompany preschool teachers on their home visits to help them with their concerns about
motor needs or program development. I try usually to introduce myself to the parents--but
this time I was so wrapped up in observing this young child that I forgot! Finally, th
mother said, "Are you a teacher, to0?". I said, "No, I'm an O.T.R." She said, "Oh, 1 know
what that is because my husband is one too.". To my surprise O.T.R. can also mean *Over
the Road Trucker’. I promised myself in the future to be careful about using initials.
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Lynn McFarland
Snellville, Georgia

That Yellow Piece of Paper!

It was my fourth visit with a family of a two-year old Down Syndrome child. We were

moving fairly rapidly through the INSITE checklist and were ready to begin the cognitive
section. I began going through my list of observation questions with the mother and child.
Everything appeared to be moving smoothly until suddenly, after about ten minutes, the
mother exploded. She began to yell at me that I was asking stupid questions and knew
good and well that her child could not do these things. She went on to say that I was only
wasting everyone’s time and was simply trying to satisfy that yellow piece of paper
(weekly report). Being in my eighth month of pregnancy and on an emotional rollercoaster,
I fought hard to hold back the tears. I wanted to yell back that I didn’t know he couldn’t do
those things or I wouldn’t have asked. But my training and experience told me that Mom
was simply having difficulty dealing with her child’s disabilities. I swallowed my pride,
regained my composure and explained for the second time why assessment is important. I
then quickly thought of a couple more skills which I was sure Mom could answer "yes" to
so as to end positively.

For several weeks I dreaded this weekly encounter, but as 1 cautiously worked through the
program dealing very gently with cognition, Mom and child both began to blossom.

Now nine months later, I consider this family to be my greatest success as a Parent
Advisor. I look forward to our weekly visits as does Mom. It makes me feel wonderful to
see how genuinely proud Mom is of her son’s success and her own as well.

I




Mrs. Jessilyn Akin
Verona, Missouri

The Advantages of Being ‘An
Older’ Parent Advisor

"I hope you won’t be offended--1 hope I don’t say this the wrong way," said one of the
parents I work with. I'm glad they assigned someone that is . . . is older and knows by
experience what will work. Please don’t think I'm just calling you--well--an old woman,"
finished Sean’s daddy. We both laughed as he realized that I had taken his comment as a
compliment just as he had intended.

The difference in age for me and the parents I work with is an asset. It allows me to work
alone with Daddy, while giving Mother some time alone, and Daddy a chance to learn
without Mom seeing his attempts at doing things that he is not yet comfortable with. My
relationship with Mother does not have the peer conflict that sometimes appears when the
Parent Advisor and the Mother are closer to the same age. I am not offended when
someone calls me ‘and older’ Parent Advisor. I enjoy the advantages it provides.

Mrs. Sheryl Lynn Hall
Cleveland, Ohio

Insights Parenting Gave Me
To Parent Advising

I have been a Parent Advisor for fifteen years. Twelve years were without children of my
own. I now have a son and can experience parent advising from the perspective of being
a parent myself. What a difference it makes! I am now so much more sensitive and
understanding of situations that may produce frustrations or stress for parents at home.
ing is a 24-hour ibility! As an educator it helps to remember
that a parent does not dismiss children at the 2:30 p.m. bell, or at the end of a home visit,

but carries them on into the night--day after day. These are their children, they are the
parents, and as educators we need to respect their place in the lives of their children.
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Glenda Cain
Muscle Schoals, Alabama

..- ? The Benefits of ‘Invisible’
Support

e

gy,

In looking back over my five-year involvement with SKI*HI, one particular family comes

to mind. When the child was first referred, the mother was a chronic worrier. She had
three children at the time (two more have come along since); each one had his health or
learning problems. The youngest was deaf from meningitis, compounded by severe
seizures, motor delays, and learning/perceptual disabilities. The Parent Advisor first
assigned to the family conferred with me a great deal, seeking all kinds of help for this
mother and child. The mother did not pursue any of our suggestions but chose to use the
Parent Advisor as her outlet. We all tried to "stick by" her despite our own frustrations,
discouragements, and concerns that we were not helping the child enough. Then, lo and
behold, this mother began pulling herself together and channeling her energies toward
positive things. She conscientiously worked with the child at home and followed through
on his center-based kindergarten. She even stood up to the local school system by refusing
to sign the IEP until a Teacher for the Hearing Impaired was provided. Now, we can all see
that the "invisible" support that we extended to this family really worked. In addition, we
supplied the information to help this mother know and stand up for her child’s rights. None
of it was in the SKI*HI manual per se, but the overall philosophy certainly generated it.
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Gay Teter
Yukon, Oklahoma

Something Missing

After making several visits one week I felt I'd missed something. Looking back over the

last several visits, I realized I’d managed to make those visits without physically
touching a single child. Touch conveys warmth and acceptance, not only to the child but it
sends a message to the parent of acceptance.

Kimberley Schreckenberger
Akron, Ohio

Keep On Plugging

I worked with a family (hearing parents, two deaf children, and one hearing child) who

was very involved in the deaf community. The mother was very against hearing aids, for
she listened to some deaf adults who said aids were a "bother, a waste of time." I worked
with the family when the oldest hearing impaired child was 2-5 years old. Mom never
encouraged him to wear the aid. When it broke down it remained so.

The child entered preschool and began to wear an FM trainer there. Soon the child went
home, searched out his old body aid, and began to throw tantrums because he could not
wear it. Mom proceeded to secure two behind-the-ear aids for him as well as the youngest
child who had recently been diagnosed as profoundly deaf.

The mother phoned me to tell me that she would have never believed the aids were
benefiting her children had I not constantly tried to explain to her that they would.

So keep on plugging no matter how hopeless it seems!
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Phyllis Snow
St. George, Utah

® The Joy of Watching
Communication Grow!

As a Parent Advisor for INSITE, my most memorable experiences all center around
communication between the child and his family. There is nothing as thrilling or
rewarding as watching a communication system develop.

One of the first families I worked with had a two-year old near-drowning child. At the age
of eighteen months, Curtis fell into an irrigation ditch and before he could be rescued and
revived, a significant amount of brain damage occurred. I met Curtis six months after the
accident and his health was still unstable. He had frequent bouts with pneumonia and was
in and out of the hospital on a regular basis.

Curtis was basically unresponsive to his environment as far as we could observe, but he
had a wonderful family who continued to talk, play, and work with him. Up to this point he
had made the most progress in the area of feeding. Mother had spent many hours getting
him to accept strained foods from a spoon and drink from a cup. We chose to attach our
first signal to this daily activity. Before feeding, mother would touch Curtis’ lips with his
hand. After a few months of consistent use of this signal, Curtis began smacking his lips
when this signal was presented. This continued to evolve until Curtis could ask for food or
drink by smacking his lips. Because of his motor involvement he was never able to get his
hand to his lips on his own, but used the lip smacking to communicate his needs.

Another signal that gave the family a lot of reinforcement was his indication he wanted to
be picked up. After many repetitions of lifting his hands before picking him up, you could
ask if he wanted to be picked up and he would slowly lift first one hand and then the other
to you. Once his hands were in yours, his body relaxed noticeably.

Developing communication is not an easy process with many of these children, but it’s
well worth the efforts to help the child gain more control over his environment, and give
the family an indication of the child’s desires.
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I enter here with respect
For where I go is so sacred that few are ever invited in.

They bid me enter not only their living room but
Also their lives.

They share their questions as well as their kitchen.

They let me glimpse into the sanctuary where fears and
damaged dreams are kept
And bid my heart to tug on the burdens that they will bear.

Together we will laugh and be excited over a sound,
a phrase, a response.
Yet sometimes we will shed tears in disappointment.

This is not a solitary journey
But a shared odyssey of discovery.
I cannot betray their trust.
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