
Abuse does not happen between the hours of 9 and 5. It 
does not take weekends off. It never goes on vacation. More 
than 3 million children are reported abused or neglected each 
year in America, and over 45,000 of them are from South 
Carolina. They go to your child's school. They attend your 
church. They live in your neighborhood.

These are the children who arrive at the Nancy K. Perry 
Children's Shelter at all hours of the night and day, on any 
given day of the year.  Some are hungry and dirty. Some are 
sick, or have injuries requiring medical treatment. All are 
emotionally traumatized and in need of much more than a 
roof over their heads to make them feel safe again. They have 
suffered abuse, neglect, or abandonment, at the hands of 
those they most trusted. 

Since 1972 The Nancy K. Perry Children's Shelter has 
provided thousands of children in Lexington County with a 
home environment filled with love, kindness and the 

professional guidance they so desperately need to begin the 
healing process.

When the shelter opened its doors 30 years ago as 
Welcome Home Inc., it was the first facility of its type 
anywhere in South Carolina. Its birth was made possible in 
part thanks to the passage of long-overdue child protection 
legislation.  

Since those early days when the shelter was founded in a 
donated World War II barracks, it has seen different 
locations across the county and carried different names. In 
February of 1993 today's incarnation of the shelter opened its 
doors. It was dedicated as The Nancy K. Perry Children's 
Shelter in honor of Ms. Perry's history of service to the shelter 
and its children, now totaling over 30 years. She has been 
volunteer, house mother, and from 1978 until May of this 
year, was the shelter's executive director.

Dr. Jarrell Smith was hired in May as the shelter's first 



ever full time executive director.  He too 
has dedicated much of his career to the well 
being of children, formerly working in the 
departments of Mental Health and 
Juvenile Justice as a psychologist.

“The shelter typically serves 150-200 
children each year,” Dr. Smith explains. 
“We can care for up to 14 children at a time. 
They range from infants up to age 18, and 
we're ready care for them all.”

Stepping across the threshold of the 
cheery shelter immediately makes visitors 
feel young again. The walls are covered 
with playful murals and the rooms are 
scattered with toys. 

“Let me show you!” cries 10 year old 
tour guide, Sally. The girls' wing is filled 
with soft pastels and floral bed spreads. 
The boys' rooms look like wild, painted 
jungles or sports fields. There is a special 
wall near a playroom. It is covered from 
floor to ceiling with brightly painted hand 
prints. Each print is personalized with its 
owner's first name and a date. It is a 
reminder of the many children who have 
found refuge here. A reminder of how 
many were loved and cared for in this 
shelter before they left it with high hopes 
for a better life than the one they came 
from. 

“That's a lot of kids that lived here,” 
Sally comments soberly and points to the 
handprints. “They're almost out of wall.”

“We rely heavily on private donations 
to serve the children who need us,” Dr. 
Smith states. He suggests that anyone 
wishing to give donations of money, time, 
or special items contact the shelter at 359-
8595 for more information. All gifts are tax 
deductible. 



“If everyone who read this article gave just 
$14, one dollar for each child we serve at 
any particular time, it would make a huge 
difference in these young people's lives,” 
says Dr. Smith. 

It requires a lot of resources to 
maintain a family style setting for the kids, 
he points out, “Our house parents, Kim 
and Ron Chrissey work tirelessly to 
provide them with a stable and loving 
environment. The children do their 
homework together, have family style 
meals, share chores, and play together. 
They learn to feel safe in their daily lives 
again.”

Outside, John age 12, throws a football 
high in the air. A noisy throng of kids from 
4 to fourteen lurch forward. He is the 
leader of a game called “Jackpot” in which 
the children must jockey for position to 
catch the ball.  Their laughter fills the yard. 
A younger girl stands on the fringe of the 
group, her shoulders drooping.

“Ashley,” John shouts, “Come here.” 
He coaxes her close to him and asks what's 
wrong. 

“I can't catch,” she says. “I'm too 
little.” 

“You are not!” he tells her. He holds 
the other children at bay and cleverly 
positions her just in front of him to catch a 
gentle toss.  Ball in hands, she beams.  John 
steps out of the game and sits down for a 
rest. 

“Sometimes you've got to watch out 
for the little kids,” he explains. He seems to 
dwell on that thought for a moment, and a 
sad sort of wisdom darkens his eyes as he 
adds, “Course, sometimes we're all just 
little kids.”
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