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The young child cannot have been over 5 years of age.  It was in the cold of early winter in New York City and this young child would be walking down the street by himself.  I looked at him and he looked all right.  He was wearing little dress boots, khaki pants and a long sleeve polo shirt with a pocket on the front.  I paid attention to this boy for weeks and never said anything.  I would watch him walking by the same place everyday as I would walk to work.  I would be on my way to the office and I would see the boy walking down 7th avenue toward the Marta station.  I felt compelled to approach this child and ask if he had parents, and if so why they weren’t with him.  

 
So, one day, I acted on my instinct and followed the young boy.  When I followed him I ended up at the place that I was least expecting.  I had come to a place filled with warmth and a time of ending, or at least that is what I perceived.  It was a place of gathering and help.  It had an edge of sadness and compassion to it.  I had come up to an elderly home.  The child was but 5 so I stood there still puzzled on why he was there.  I went in and there were people playing cards and watching movies.  It smelled like old furniture and cog biscuits.  There was a warm feel, however, entering through the front doorway.  When he went in there he went over to a rather young couple sitting in the corner.  As I watched I became sadder and sadder.  The two people in the corner were in fact his parents.  They had very limited physical and mental abilities, as I found out later they were in a car accident.  The boy sat at his parents’ side and he laid his head on his mother’s lap.  He had this look of happiness in his eyes that cannot be expressed by words of any mean.  The sparkle coming from his eyes as he looked up in to his mother’s eyes and the look of his mothers’ back into his was an absolutely beautiful sight.  I was late for work, but I didn’t care.  

I walked home before the child did, as he stayed there for a great long time.  I wondered where he went seeing that his parents were in the old people home. So that day, I skipped work again.  I waited until he was on his way home, so it was roughly 3:00 p.m. in the afternoon.  I saw him holding a little lunchbox with pictures of Spiderman on it, and as he did yesterday and all the days before that, he had this warm and unconditional happy sparkle in his eye.  I followed him to where he went after that.  It was a very long walk, and I was not prepared for it, as I lived in the city and where we seemed to be going was somewhere outside the city.  He walked over bridges and even more bridges.  We walked through places with thick fog and trash on the ground.  The environment as a whole was dirty and did not have a very happy feel to it.  When I saw where he went, I had become even more surprised than I had the day before.  He walked happily into this one room shack on the edge of the city. The shack looked as if it could have been over 200 years old.  The windows were broken; the door was falling off its hinges.  The paint on the entire house was chipped and very untidy looking, very unlike the boy.  I peered into the window and saw an older lady.  I assumed this was the child’s grandmother.  He walked in and gave his grandmother a kiss on the cheek and laid on one of the two very small beds in the house.  It was tiny; it was barely enough room for the both of them.  I felt even more compelled to help them.  
So I banged on the door and the child sprung up from the bed to answer it.  As he opened the door he looked at me and smiled.  The shimmer he had in his eye once again was glorious.  I went inside and talked with the grandmother.  I heard the entire story on how they had become so poverty stricken and how his parents had come to be in the nursing home.  I was single and I was filthy rich.  I looked around once more and saw how hard it must be to live in such a hard place.  So I requested that the both of them come live with me.  Neither of them really knew who I was or what I was all about, but as the child became happy the grandmother declined, and as soon as that happened the boy smiled and told me thank you for the offer.  To this day I don’t think I had ever met a more respectful young man with such a great sparkle in his eye. 
