
A Cold Day in December 

 

 

By Flo Parfitt, CASA Advocate 

 

It was a cold December day in 2007.  I shivered as I knocked on the door of the foster parent’s 

home. I wondered… was it really that cold or was I nervous? This wasn’t my first assignment 

but this was my first teen assignment, and we all know what a challenge teens can be. 

 

I was met by the foster mom who introduced me to the girls. They were 11 and 13. I could tell 

they were as nervous and wary as I was.  Suddenly, it occurred to me that my jitters and 

apprehensions were pretty ridiculous in the scope of things. Here were two beautiful girls on 

the brink of becoming young women who were suddenly facing life without parents.   Girls 

who out of no fault of their own had been treated like no child should be treated. Young women 

who shrunk slightly at the prospect of yet another person poking into their lives. In spite of this, 

they smiled softly and listened to what I had to say, responding to my questions but 

suspiciously wondering who I was and what this was all about. At that moment, I wanted so 

much to gather them in my arms and assure them that I would keep them safe and it would be 

OK. Knowing that would be a bit overwhelming (not to mention against the rules) I tried 

instead to convey that feeling by being confident and friendly. 

 

I left the home feeling that I had made some connection and that we would be off to a good 

start. I would meet with the girls at their school on a weekly basis. What a disaster that was. Not 

only was I intruding on their privacy, I was now exposing their friends and classmates to this 

element in their life. The youngest one adapted fairly soon since classmates found it appealing 

that this grown lady had come to play and listen to them. She actually seemed to look forward 

to my visits. The 13- year old however, did everything she could to avoid me. She would sit on 

the opposite side of the room, she would make an excuse that she had to go to a classroom, or 

she would turn her back to me. This was not going well. 

 

I convinced everyone that school was not a good venue and arrangements were made to meet 

in the home. This improved things substantially but there was still a wall that I couldn’t cross. 

Meanwhile the 11-year old (who was now 12) confided in me that initially she didn’t want me 

to be her CASA but that I was OK and now she was glad. I asked her, “Why didn’t you want 

me to be your CASA? Because I am an old lady and it would be a bummer?”  She laughed and 

said, “Yeah that’s it, but you’re fun.”  From that time on our relationship grew. She confided in 

me and she looked forward to our time together. She was disappointed if we missed a week. 

 

The 13-year old was a challenge. She had been moved to several homes and every time she 

moved, I was there.  At 14 she was pregnant and she valued having someone she could talk to 

about babies and pregnancy. She didn’t have that kind of openness with some of her caregivers. 

She knew I would talk about anything and not judge. At one point, she ended up in a shelter 

and she was sure I would not come. When I found where she was I immediately went to see 



her. She practically flew into my arms. I told her, “Remember when we met, I told you 

wherever you are living, I will find you and I will be there.” Ever since that time our 

relationship has blossomed. She now has a foster mom she adores and both girls have adopted 

me as their grandmother. We have developed traditions around birthdays and holidays and the 

only difficulty we experience is jealousy if one gets more time than the other. 

 

Five years have passed and the girls are 16 and 19 now. The oldest has aged out of the system. 

We have tried to do some advance planning for this day and I am quite confident that both girls 

will find success in their lives.  They are beautiful young women now. They are strong and 

confident. I like to think that I played a part in reaching that goal. 

 

The day I found out, in December 2012, that my eldest was no longer a ward of the court was 

both joyous and sad. I called her to tell her that we would not be meeting every week.  I told her 

how proud I was of her, that she is a wonderful mother and a special person. She said, 

“Woman, you sound like you are going somewhere. You know I am an adult now and I can 

find you wherever you are. We aren’t done with you yet.” It is another cold day in December 

but a warm day in my heart. 


