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Dedication

This book is dedicated to my father-a man who suffered greatly and was determined to prove his innocence.

As of this writing, he would have turned 71. May your soul continue to rest in peace.

 

 

Your Daughter,

 

~ Noel
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    Introduction

    
Writing a biography of your life can bring up all types of emotions. Sad, angry, confused, happy, blessed, joyful, and scary. What do I include in the book? What do I omit from the book? How can I tell my story about being adopted and it touch every adoptee in a positive way? Who do I want to include in the book? Who do I want to omit from my story? Will I be judged?

All these questions arose as I was writing this book. I was not only concerned about myself but mainly my children. I didn’t want to share too much with the world and divulge information they didn’t know about me that could possibly cause them not to respect me anymore and/or look at me differently. Boys tend to look at their mothers like they can do no wrong, and I didn’t want to share too little where my book was not interesting or meaningful. I have a past and a not so pretty one. However, I don’t regret one thing, because it has molded me into the woman I am to this day.

I wrote this book from my heart. At times, while I was writing chapters, I would cry. At times, I would smile. This book is pure, educational, and intentional. Oh, and a tad bit humorous and very interesting. I hope you enjoy the read!
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  Growing Up

  

  

  
   
    

  

   Growing Up

 

In a small, quaint town known as the headquarters of the Chickasaw Nation, was born a young girl who was given no name. She was an adoptee, raised in a loving family who had embraced her as their own. She is me! Yet, as I grew older, a curiosity about my roots took root within my heart. The desire to uncover the untold chapters of my story led me on a journey that would unravel a tale I never expected.

My quest for answers began with ancestry.com. The results revealed a connection I had never known. Motivated by a mix of trepidation and anticipation, I decided to embark on a journey to find my father. I hesitated at the threshold, grappling with the enormity of what lay ahead.

With a deep breath, I mustered the courage to reach out to the family that held the key to a connection that had remained dormant for years.

The day I found out by my first cousin, my birth father’s niece that my birth father was the Innocent Man I was in disbelief. I was shocked! I was saddened to discover that my birth father spent almost 12 years in prison for a crime he didn’t commit and was tormented by guards while imprisoned who were made to believe he committed a horrific murder in a small town from where he and I were born. Many people called my birth father ‘the bad guy’ in the area because he was always getting in trouble with the laws. Being the bad buy of the small town, law enforcement pinned this murder of a waitress on him without any concrete evidence. Only by a so-called eyewitness, who later was discovered as the actual killer. The man who testified against my birth father was the one who committed the crime. 

I never got to meet my birth father. And I was told by my birth mother that he didn’t even know about me. Growing up I wondered what race he was as I had an exotic look. I just figured he was an African American man. Come to find out he was a handsome Caucasian man who was known in the town as the next Mickey Mantle. He had a love for baseball and was very good at his gift. After high school he went to play professional baseball only for a short period of time before injuring his shoulder. I also wondered what traits and similarities, health conditions, and characteristics I acquired from my birth father. From what I have found out I acquired his nose, eyes, cheek bones, and love for baseball. I learned about my father- a man who, unbeknownst to him, had a daughter.

I found out I was adopted around the age of five when I was in kindergarten. I remember the kids in school teasing me because I didn’t look like my mom or dad. I had long naturally, wavy fine hair down to my butt. I had long legs, skin of light tone and looked very exotic. I always had a different look. I have been mistaken for middle eastern, Ethiopian, mixed race and Hispanic.

My mom had a darker complexion. My dad was a bit lighter in complexion than she was. Both, mom, and dad were fully of African American descent. My mom couldn’t have kids and adopted three mixed (black and white) children. I remember years ago my mom telling me the story of the first day she brought me home. She and my dad picked me up from the adoption agency. They changed me into the dress my Granny made for me. My Granny was a seamstress and one of the best in town. She made all my dresses. My mom said she left everything there- my diaper bag and clothes- and just brought me home. When I got home my Granny was waiting on me. My mom said my Granny unbuckled my car seat and picked me up and would not let go of me.

When my mom and dad explained what adoption was and that I was adopted, I didn’t fully understand the meaning. I had an older sister who was five years older than me who tried to explain to me as well. I was confused for years. I knew I didn’t look like my mom or dad but didn’t know why. I looked like my brother and sister though. I had many questions. I asked my mom who my ‘real’ mom was. She told me, “I am your real mom!” I asked her where she got me from, and she gave me a vague answer. Every question I asked, she would say, “I am your mom, and I love you and always will. You are mine!” She didn’t like talking about it. She would always say we were her babies, not anyone else’s.

One day, my sister and I were snooping in my mom’s file cabinet and found papers on each of our adoptions. My mom couldn’t have children, so she adopted three kids. My sister is five years older than I am, and my brother is two years younger than I am. My sister was born in Arkansas. I was born in Ada, Oklahoma, and my brother was born in Tulsa, Oklahoma. As we were snooping, we found a handwritten, folded-up piece of paper. I unfolded it and read it aloud. In the corner, it had my birth date and the name, “Donna Farris.” The note mentioned foods Donna liked to eat and her sleeping habits and that she was a happy baby. It was a letter from her foster parents. She was in foster care 6 weeks before being adopted. She is me!

All my childhood I figured that was the name my birth mother gave to me in the hospital. It was all I had to go on if I ever wanted to find my birth mother. After finding the handwritten note with my birthday on it, my mom still denied it was about me. Since my mom wouldn’t talk about it, I would ask my Granny. She and I were very close. We shared the same birthday, August 15. Yep, I am a Leo! She would always say, “When you’re old enough to understand, you’ll find your answers. But always remember, we are your family, and we love you.” As a kid, I slept in my Granny’s bed for years. She would call me her husband. Whenever I was ready to go to bed, I would go in the den and say, “Granny it’s time for bed!” She would tell the family, “My husband is calling me to bed. Time for me to go!” She would come to bed just so I could fall asleep with her next to me.

We had a big house. We had a five bedroom house with a garage, 12 foot pool and huge yard. We lived on an acre land.  It was my mom and dad, siblings, and my Granny. I loved sports. My sister and brother, cousins and I would play in the backyard for hours. We loved kickball. We swam, drank water out of the water hose and would be outside all day. We were blessed adoptees. Most would say, we had it good.

 

We had two bedrooms upstairs and three downstairs. My mom and dad’s bedroom was upstairs, and my sister and I shared a bedroom upstairs as well. My Granny and brother’s bedrooms were downstairs. I would float between my brother’s room and my sister’s room. When I got tired of my sister, I would move my things to my brother’s room. And when I got tired of my brother, I would move my things back upstairs. Growing up, I often felt out of place. Like, I really didn’t have a sense of belonging.

At the age of five or six, I met two important people who played a huge role in my life. My god sister, who was the same age as me, was my play ‘big sis.’ My godparents owned a horseshoeing school in Oklahoma City. They had a ranch south of the city. Every weekend, my godmother would pick me up and spend the weekend with them. Every summer I would stay for weeks. It was the best experience as a kid. They raced horses and we would go to the racetrack. They had stables full of horses. I remember one summer my brother, God sister and I were walking the horses. My brother got behind one and it kicked the crap out of him. I learned then to never walk behind a horse.

The ranch was huge. Had many ponds that we would swim in. Looking back, I can’t believe I would swim in those dirty ponds with snakes, turtles, and no telling what else. We would climb trees, jump off houses. We would play in the hay. We would be gone all day playing in the woods.  It was the best!

My play big sis at the time worked for a major broadcasting station in Oklahoma City. She got a job in California and moved. She would fly us out on spring break and during the summer. She is the one who introduced me to the beach. One summer, around the age of six or seven, she flew my sister and me out to San Francisco. She took us to the Golden Gate Bridge; we drove to Los Angeles, and she took us to Disneyland. She jokes about that trip all the time. She said I was the unhappiest kid at Disneyland. Why? Because I didn’t like waiting in those long lines. I felt we should skip the line. Funny, because today I still do not like standing in lines.

 

When I was in the 10th and 11th grades, she flew me out to Los Angeles for the Soul Train Awards. We had backstage passes. I met a lot of celebrities. While in California, I did a photo shoot. At the time, I was trying to be a ‘video girl.’ I remember meeting with Snoop Dogg. I told him I wanted to be in his videos. He said, “You look like a good girl.” Welp, let’s just say this good girl didn’t make the cut. Nonetheless, it was a great experience.

After my father left when I was in second grade, (you’ll read more about him leaving in the next chapter) my Granny’s health started declining. She was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. My mom was sick as well. She had cancer and was going through chemotherapy and radiation treatments. My mom’s cancer eventually went into remission, however, she still had to take care of her kids, my granny and hold down two to three jobs at times just to support us.

I was a tough and rough kid in my school grade years. I loved sports and loved playing with boys. One of my classmates’ dads was a coach for a little league boys’ team. The boys’ team did not intimidate me. I tried out and was selected as the only girl on the team. Playing sports kept me busy, and it kept my mind off my mom and granny’s sicknesses and my daddy leaving. It took my mind away from being adopted. I think being on that team gave me purpose. By joining and being a part of a team, I finally had the feeling of belonging somewhere. The boys never picked on me. I was one of them. I played basketball and baseball with all boys, and I loved it. We eventually had to move out of the house and move my Granny into a Nursing home. I no longer played on the team after moving.

I transitioned from wearing girly dresses to being a tomboy back to being a girly girl. In high school I went to modeling school and was signed with a local modeling agency. I was the shortest and only black girl at many of the runway shows. I modeled on local radio stations, runway shows for local designers, and print ads for the local newspaper. At the age of 16, I went to Dallas and attended the Mike Beaty Model and Talent fashion show, where I won second place in the female fashion runway out of several hundred girls across the United States. There were about 20 modeling agencies across the United States ready to sign their next top talent. I had to interview on camera, answering questions about my life and my experiences as a model.

I did not have much experience in front of a camera and was very shy interviewing. I was not shy on the runway though. Every time I walked the catwalk (the runway) I imagined myself as Tyra Banks. Fierce. Bold. And untouchable. I did not get chosen for a huge contract with a top modeling agency as they told me I was too short for runway even though I won second place out of all the young women there as a runway model. That didn’t stop me. The experience only made me go after my dreams even more. A little ole country girl living out her dreams. I was destined to become what everyone thought I could not be. I was ecstatic and thought I can do this runway thing for a living. I kept pushing!!
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  Daddy's lil Girl

  

  

  
   
    

  

   Daddy’s Lil Girl

When I was a little girl, my dad used to work the overnight shift at the post office. Every night he got off from work, he would come home and leave a box of Whoppers candies under the night pillow upon which I lay my head. I loved waking up in the mornings to find that yummy box of coated chocolates. Many mornings, that is what I ate for breakfast. By the time I woke, he was already asleep from working all night. I would go into my parents’ room and jump on top of him. He would kiss me and tell me that he loved me. I then felt safe to go off to school. I think he is the reason I love chocolate to this day!

Not only did he leave candy under my pillow, but he also left money. Yes, us kids call that the ‘tooth fairy.’ I remember many times leaving my baby teeth under my pillow and playing like I was sleeping while he would slide money under my pillow. One time he couldn’t find the tooth, but he still left a dollar. The following morning, I woke like always and went and jumped on him in bed and yelled, “Dad, you didn’t take my tooth!” He said, “What are you talking about?” I said, “Dad, I saw you last night and every other time!” I loved the fact that my dad enjoyed putting a smile on my face in the mornings, whether it was candy under my pillow or a dollar bill.

My brother and sister would always get me to ask dad if he could take us to McDonald’s because they knew if I asked then he would most likely say yes unless he was sleeping. I remember one time he and I were out together. He took me to McDonald’s to get my favorite meal- a cheeseburger happy meal- and he told me not to tell my brother and sister. He knew how to make me feel special. We had a special bond. I always felt loved and safe as a child with him.

I remember one morning he was dropping me off at school. We had a long driveway. Before he turned out of the driveway, he looked at me, licked his thumb then cleaned around my mouth. He would always lick his thumb and either clean around my mouth or around my eyelids. I guess I didn’t wash my face good enough. You are probably saying, ‘yuck,’ but I loved it.

My dad owned a white Thunderbird. When it was just he and me riding in the car together, he would always let me sit in the front seat with him. I think he knew I wanted to be next to him. My dad helped me identify my love languages at an early age. Quality time and gifts are my top two love languages. My very first airplane ride was with my mom and dad. I believe I was about five years old. We flew to Chicago for my dad’s sister’s wedding. I was one of the flower girls. I remember my mom helping me put on my dress and doing my hair. My dad came in, told me I looked beautiful, and not to be nervous. That was all I needed to feel confident enough at that age to smile and walk down that aisle, throwing flowers. He always told me how pretty I was. He made me feel like the prettiest girl in the world. If I weren’t hanging out with my granny, I would want to be with my dad. He was so handsome, with a smile and charm that I will never forget.

One day, when I came home from school, he had all his bags packed. His cousin had come into town from out of state to take him back with him. I was distraught, confused, and sad. I cried and cried. I remember standing at the front door while he was arguing with my mom outside. He went to the front door, and I asked him why he was leaving me and when he would be back. He tried explaining that there were some things he needed to take care of first. As a kid, you don’t want to hear that. I remember busting out in tears, falling to the floor, and pulling at his leg, begging him not to go. He hugged me while crying, gave me a kiss on my forehead, and said, “I promise I will be back for you,” and he walked out the front door. He drove off with his cousin, and that was the last time I talked to him and saw him. I was seven and in second grade.

He promised to come back for me, my brother, and my sister. He didn’t keep his word. Days went by. Weeks went by. Then years went by. Every time the phone rang at home, I would rush to try and answer it, hoping it was him on the other end. It never was. I would pray that he would come to the school and have lunch with me or would show up at recess, parent’s day or even field day. I had dreams of him showing up at our house. Still, no dad! I would ask my mom when my dad would be home, why he left, and if there was anything wrong, but she never gave me any answers. I always felt that she wasn’t being transparent about what really happened. Many thoughts ran through my mind as a young child. I thought, did he even want us (my siblings and me)? I thought maybe he wanted ‘real’ kids of his own that were his DNA and not adopted. Even though all of this ran through my mind, I couldn’t imagine him leaving his kids. Although we were adopted, I felt like he truly loved us like we were his own. Or so, I thought. 

I wonder if my mom and dad ever thought about how we (my sister, brother and I) would feel with the decision of our dad leaving. Adoptees already have abandonment issues and that made it much worse. Mentally, we were not okay. I still have issues with him leaving us and never coming back or reaching out to us as adults to help us understand why he left and never returned. Because of this situation, it is hard for me to trust men and I always question if they are telling me the truth. I had already had abandonment issues and the one man that I trusted that I thought would always be there for me and protect me abandoned me. There are so many unanswered questions.

When I was 18 years old, a couple of stripper friends and I took a road trip to Memphis, Tennessee. We wanted to reach a different market and make some money dancing. I suggested Memphis because my mom told me that is where my dad is currently living. My friends knew my story and agreed we would drive to Memphis. I had no address! I had no phone number. I had no idea how I was going to try to locate him. And I didn’t know what I would say if I found him.

When my friend girls and I got into Memphis, we drove around for hours looking for a hotel and got lost. We went down a one-way street the wrong way and were pulled over by a female police officer. She saw that I had a Maryland driver’s License, and the other two girls had Texas driver’s licenses. She questioned why we were in Memphis. I told her that I was coming to try and find my dad. Of course, she asked me. She ran all of our driver’s licenses to make sure we didn’t have any warrants and were clean. After she returned to our rental car with our driver’s licenses, she began asking more questions. She asked for my dad’s name and DOB. I gave her all the information I had on him, including his full name and birthdate. She went back to her police vehicle and searched for him. The entire time she was gone, sitting in her vehicle, checking us out, which was a long time- I began having an anxiety attack.

My friends had to calm me down. I didn’t know what the officer was going to say to us. She eventually came back to our car with my dad’s current address. I was in shock! I was in disbelief that the officer who pulled us over after going the wrong way would give us such valuable information. She told us to be careful because the area wasn't the safest and said, “Good luck with finding your dad!” I went from an anxiety level of 10 to 100. I have always suffered from anxiety issues. I didn’t know what to do. I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t know what to say. Thank God I had females around me who cared enough about me to console me and help calm me down.

We got to the hotel and checked in. We all took showers, got dressed and went to dinner. We ate at an ‘all you can eat’ buffet not too far from the hotel. I remember not being able to eat. We came back to the hotel later that night, and all I could do was say to myself, “Noel, what are your going to say to him?” I couldn’t sleep! I may have gotten two hours of sleep that night. I tossed and turned the entire night. I was nervous! I was anxious! I was scared! I couldn’t believe we traveled hundreds of miles away from our home and I finally got an address for my dad that I had been wanting for years! I asked myself, “What if he doesn’t remember me? What if he rejects me? What if he doesn’t want to see me? What if he doesn’t even recognize me?” All those questions crossed my mind. Now that I had an address, was I going to pursue still finding him and seeking answers all these years later? I thought to myself, “Noel, if he hadn’t reached out to you by now, just leave it alone.” He doesn’t want you. He doesn’t love you anymore. He doesn’t want to know how you have grown from a seven-year-old girl into an 18-year-old young woman. Many years had passed since I had seen or spoken to him.

I woke up the next morning, printed out MapQuest with the directions to the house address the officer gave me. How did we follow directions from MapQuest? I can’t imagine having to use MapQuest nowadays. I left by myself while the other girls were still sleeping. I drove around and was lost for two hours!!! I almost gave up and went back to the hotel. I finally gave up after being lost for hours while crying. As I was turning around to go back to the room, I glanced over to my right, and it was the street name I was looking for. I parked in front of the house, opened my car door and walked up to the front door of the address the officer gave me. It may have been around 10am. The front door was open with the screen door locked. There was an older lady in the living room quilting. She looked up and I said, “Hello, I am looking for David.” She asked my name, got out of her chair, and went to the back of the house to get him.

A few minutes passed, and a young gentleman came to the door. He said, “Who are you looking for?” I told him! He asked who I was. I told him my name, and I was David’s daughter. He then tells me, “There is no David that lives here.” He then asked me to leave. I found it very strange that when the older lady went back to get David, there was no David living there. I wholeheartedly believe that was the correct house and that maybe he didn’t want to see me, so he sent someone else to the door to find out who was looking for him.

My mom had told me he had remarried and that his new wife had two boys. I figured the younger gentleman who came to the door was one of her sons. I left in tears! I called my mom and told her what happened. She consoled me over the phone and told me to go back to the house. I went back to the hotel and got some rest. The other two gals were still sleeping. I woke after a few hours of sleep, and my friends and I jumped in the car and headed back over to the address together. When we pulled up to the house, the same young guy was outside. I asked him if I could see my dad again, and he went off on me. He told me I needed to leave and never come back. I was on the sidewalk next to the car not knowing what to say next. I took his advice! I got back in the car, drove off, and never pursued it again.
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