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This is one of those stories that sounds too good to be true, but I assure you it happened and an experience similar to 

this one can happen to you too, the opportunities are everywhere you look. 

A few weeks ago my family decided to have pictures taken at the local photo center. You know the place, two hours 

later and with a few hundred bucks less in your checking account you leave with more pictures than you ever 

dreamed?   Our appointment was the last one on a Saturday night and at ages twenty and twenty-one, we had the 

oldest “children” in the room.  In fact, the waiting area was packed with little boys in shiny shoes and girls in pink, 

yellow and white dresses and exhausted parents who just wanted the entire event to be finished. 

As we sat reviewing our pictures on the computer after our photo shoot, one little guy, who looked to be about four 

years old was running and jumping on all of the furniture.  When he grew tired of that he began fighting with the other 

children.  The noise level was reaching unbearable and his father had extended all of his patience. He had swatted 

the boy’s bottom a few times, pulled him by the arm and put him on the chair. Things were going from bad to worse. 

 I’m a bit embarrassed to admit it, but I really just wanted to get out of there.  I wanted to leave my day job behind and 

go home to comfortable clothes, maybe a nice cup of tea.  But my youngest daughter would have no part of it. She 

looked at me and said, “Mom, you know what to do, would you please forget about our pictures and go help that kid?” 

And to further make her point, she looked at our photographer and said, “My mom has worked in child abuse 

prevention most of her life, she knows what to do when this kind of thing happens.”  No pressure, right? 

 I walked up to the dad and while chuckling said, “You poor guy, when my kids were little, pictures were done at 

Sears and only lasted 15 minutes.  Do you mind if I bring your son over to look at our pictures and give you a bit of a 

break?” He was a bit uncertain and maybe a little embarrassed at first, but my family was just across the room in 

clear view and he agreed.  The little guy took quite a shine to my two daughters and happily bounced on my knee 

looking at our crazy family. 

We barely walked through the door at home when my cell phone rang and a voice on the other end said, “Excuse me 

for calling, but I’m the photographer who worked with your family tonight.” I instantly thought we had left something 

behind. Not so. I will not soon forget his words, “I grew up as an abused child and in more foster homes than I can 

count.  I always make it a point to say thank you to anyone who I know works in parenting and abuse prevention.  I 

loved how you stopped that dad from being mean to his son tonight and I just wanted to say thank you.”  



I was speechless, literally.  I was also embarrassed.  It’s not always comfortable to intervene and it’s not always 

convenient. I am far from an expert on the subject, but I have learned a few things over the years, the most important 

being, if I don’t intervene when I see a child being mistreated, who will? 

 




