Read this chapter to complete attached homework!
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“Stepben, don’t you get it? Don't you under-
stand? I don't give a damn what bappens to bim.,
I don’t give a damn about The Boy.”

Suddenly, the front door flies open. Mother smiles
as she holds the doorknob. “Okay. All right, I'll
leave it up to The Boy.” She bends down, just
inches in front of my face. Mother's breath reeks of
booze. Her eyes are ice cold and full of pure batred.
L wish I could turn away. I wish I were ba  in the
garage. In a slow, raspy voice, Mother says, “If you
think I treat you so badly, you can leave.”

I snap out of my protective mold and take a
chance by looking at Father. He misses my glance as
he sips anotber drink. My mind begins to iumble. I
don’t understand the purpose of ber new game.
Suddenly I realize that this is no game. It takes a

badly want to move my legs, but they remain rigid.

“Well?” Mother screams into my ear. “It’s your
choice.” Time seems to stand still. As I stare down
at the carpet, I can bear Mother begin to biss. “He
won’t leave. The Boy will never leave. It hasn'’t the
guls to go.”

I can feel the inside of my body begin to shake.
For a moment I close my eyes, wishing myself
¢ In my mind I can see myself walking
t 7 the door. I smile le.1 badly want to
leave. The more [ envision my:  ‘wa. + ‘hro. b
the door, the more I begin  f¢ a warn read
through my soul. Suddenly, I can feel my body
moving. My eyes pop open. I look down at my
worn-out sneakers. My feet are stepping through
the front door. Oh my God, I say to myself, 1 can’t
believe I'm doing this! Out of fear, I dare not stop.

“There,” Motber triumphantly states. “The Boy
did it. It's bis decision. I didn’t force him.
Rememb  that, Stephen. I want you to know I
didn’t force bim.”

I step through the front door, knowing full well
that Motber will reach out and yank me back in.
I can feel the bairs on the back of my neck stand
up. 1 quicken my pace. After stepping past the
door, I turn right and walk down the red steps.
From bebind me I can bear the sounds of Mother
and Father straining themselves as they lean out-
side. “Roerva,” Father says in a low voice, “this is
wrong.”
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officer walks bebind me. “Don’t worry,” be says.
“You're going to be all right.” I barely bear what
be is saying. All I can think about is that some-
where out there, she s waiting for me. I'm going
back to The House—back to The Mother. The
police officer walks me to the front door. “Thanks
Jor giving us a call,” the officer says to Mark.

I stare down at the floor. I'm so angry. I refuse
to look at Mark. I wish I were invisible.

“Hey, kid,” Mark smiles as be shoves a thin white
box into my bands, ‘I told you I'd give you a
bizza.”

My beart sinks. I smile at bim. I begin to shake
my bead no, I know I'm not worthy. I push the box
back toward Mark. For a second, nothing else in
my world exists. I look into bis beart. I know be
understands. Without a word, I know what be s
telling me. I take the box. I look deeper into bis
eyes, “Thank you, sir.” Mark runs bis band
through my bair. 1 suck in the scent from the box.

“U’s the works. And kid . . . bang tough. You'll
be fine,” Mark says as I make my way out the door,
bolding my prize. The pizza box warms my bands.
Outside a gray swirling fog covers the street where
the police car is parked in the middle of the road.
I bug the box close to my chest. I can feel the pizza
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slide down to the bottom of the box as the officer
opens the front door of bis car for me. I can bear
a faint bumming sound from tbe beat pump of
the floorboard. I wiggle my toes to warm myself.
I watch the officer as be makes bis way to the
driver’s side. He slides into the car, then picks up
a micropbone. A soft, female voice answers bis
call. I turn away, looking back toward the pizza
bar. Mark and a group of adults shiver as they
stand together outside. As the police car slowly
rumbles away, Mark raises bis hand, forms a
pedce sign, then waves good-bye. One by one, ibe
others smile as they foin bim.

My throat tightens. I can taste the salt as tears
run down my face. Somebow I know I'll miss
Mark. I stare down at my shoes and wiggle my
toes. One of them pops through a bole.

“So, ” the officer says, “frst time in a police car?”

“Yes, sir,” I reply. “Am I...ubm ... Imean, am
I in trouble, sir?”

The officer smiles. “No. We're just concerned. It's
kinda late, and you're a litile young to be out bere
alone. What's your namer”

I glance down at my diérty toe.

“Come on, now. There's no barm in telling me
your name.”
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1. After reading Chapter One of The Lost Boy, explain what stood out
to you the most and why?

2. InThe Lost Boy, describe at least two of the seven core adoption
clinic issues he was experiencing (loss, rejection, shame & guilt,
identify, control issues, grief, intimacy & relationships).

3. Inyour review of What Survival Looks Like At Home (See Class 3
Reading), what stood out to you the most? How will this information
assist you in parenting a child who has experienced trauma?

4. In your review of What Survival Looks Like At Home, do you identify
your typical way of responding under stress? How will this assist you
when a child causes stress and/or “pushes your buttons?”
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