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Introduction




Welcome to a remarkable journey, should you
choose to embark on the path of taking a DNA test and discovering
your DNA relatives through renowned services like 23andMe or
Ancestry DNA. Before diving in, it's essential to conduct a bit of
genealogical research on your biological family, focusing on the
surnames of potential relatives. This will help you confirm the
identity of the DNA ancestors you'll connect with. There are
various methods you can employ for this purpose.

 


When you decide to send a private message to
a DNA relative via any of the DNA services, it's worthwhile to
ponder the reasons behind your relatives decision to take the test
in the first place. What sparked their curiosity? Was it to explore
potential DNA-related medical conditions or simply a curiosity
about their ancestral connections? I highly recommend carefully
crafting your message in advance instead of sending a spontaneous
one. There are valid reasons for doing so.

 


As you may already know, emails can
sometimes be misinterpreted due to the absence of vocal inflections
that help convey intent. It becomes challenging to gauge whether
someone is serious, joking, or otherwise. Depending on your choice
of words, your private message to your DNA relative could
unintentionally come across as demanding or harsh. Naturally,
that's not the tone you'd want to set in your initial contact. It's
important to be considerate, exhibit genuine sincerity, and reflect
those things in your message. Keep in mind that the person you're
reaching out to will be taking time out of their day to respond to
your inquiry. Building trust and establishing a friendly connection
requires time, faith, and patience. Ultimately, your goal is to
find your new family, one that you hope to become a friendly member
of.

 


Always remember that the person you're
contacting may be privy to various family stories, including
potentially sensitive or hidden information. Are you prepared to
hear about personal skeletons that might come to light?

 


In this book, I recount my childhood
revelation when I first discovered the meaning of "adopted" as a
young boy. Growing up as an only child in a neighborhood full of
children never bothered me until I learned how to read. It was
during my adulthood that I delved into genealogy and pursued
original documents, beginning a captivating hunt for my biological
family. However, I soon discovered that some of the original
documents, as revealed by DNA results, were not entirely truthful.
Often times the biological father listed may not be the father at
all, just a stand-in.

 


Many individuals are faced with conflicting
information when they undergo a DNA test, often finding unexpected
results. Nonetheless, DNA results do not deceive. You'll come
across numerous unfamiliar surnames among your DNA relatives, but
one thing is certain—they are indeed your relatives.

 


This book chronicles my journey of
uncovering the existence of a brother or sister and my approach to
family members as an "outsider" seeking family information. It also
sheds light on the shocking realization, through DNA testing, that
the "trusted" and certified state documents I possessed were in
fact deceptive.

 


As a result of my long search, I've now
connected with three half-sisters and three half-brothers. Those
I've been able to reach out to have proven to be truly amazing
individuals! I consider myself blessed and grateful that, despite
receiving state documents I believed to be legitimate, I persisted
with DNA testing and found the truthful answers I was seeking.

 


In creating this book, my intention is not
to seek sympathy for my personal journey but to offer potentially
helpful insights. Undoubtedly, you'll find parallels between my
experiences and your own biological safari.

 


If you're someone who is adopted, this book
may well become one of the most enlightening reads you'll ever come
across.


 Chapter 1 Childhood Curiosity

 


 


During my youthful years, I possessed an
insatiable curiosity. Our house was a treasure trove, with every
drawer, closet, couch, entry sliding doors, and basement holding
countless wonders waiting to be discovered. The allure of these
mundane spaces was enhanced by my childlike sense of wonder,
infusing even the smallest things with a touch of magic. Each
morning felt like the beginning of a great adventure.

 


In 1958, at the tender age of five, I began
my educational journey at Lambert Elementary School in Oakland
County, Michigan. Mrs. Bixby's kindergarten class marked the start
of my academic years. It was in first grade, under the guidance of
Mrs. Aspenwall, that the foundations of reading and writing were
laid. By second grade, Mrs. Barker had us engrossed in the
collection of stories about Dick and Jane, accompanied by their
faithful dog Spot. These readers were a common sight in 1950s
schools, and we all took turns reading them aloud. The joy of
matching pictures to words made the process of learning to read
very enjoyable for a young boy like me.

 


Amidst my explorations at home, I stumbled
upon a green metal file box brimming with papers and documents when
I was just a toddler, long before I could decipher their contents.
However, around the age of seven, armed with the ability to sound
out words thanks to Dick and Jane, I returned to the papers in the
green box and discovered the astonishing ability to read. I may not
have comprehended the full meaning at the time, but there was a
document labeled "adoption" that caught my attention. Carefully
sounding out the letters, I managed to read my own name, printed on
that very document. Curiosity piqued, I held the paper in my hand,
unaware of the profound role it would play in uncovering the
secrets of my biological family.

 


As far as I can remember, it was I who
encouraged my parents to visit our relatives, such as my
grandmother, Josephine Dubrish, in Detroit. She was a remarkable
woman, born in 1892 in a small village on the Lithuanian-Russian
border, though I could never pinpoint its location on a map. At 17,
she married Martin Dubrish, a man ten years her senior, in Chicago
on November 21, 1909. She was fluent in Lithuanian and had a good
command of English. My adoptive father, Victor, was born in Chicago
on December 10, 1910. These timeframes are relevant because, by the
time I was born, my adoptive father was already 43 years old, while
my adoptive mother, Olive, was 37. It was uncommon for a couple of
their age to adopt, but the Michigan agency took into consideration
my adoptive mother's deep emotional yearning for a child after her
tubal pregnancy prevented her from conceiving. This allowed the
adoption process to proceed.

 


We made several trips each year to visit
Grandma Dubrish. Sadly, Grandpa Dubrish had passed away before my
birth. The coffee table in her house always held a glass-covered
bowl filled with candies, and underneath the sofa, there resided a
treasure trove of toys that I eagerly played with. Among them, my
favorite were the classic "tinker toys" that came in a round
cardboard container adorned with pictures showcasing the endless
possibilities of creations one could make using the toy's
pieces.

 


While the adults engaged in conversations in
the living room, I would be engrossed in building structures with
the tinker toys on the living room floor. It was during one of
those visits, when I was approximately seven years old, that
Grandma Dubrish, then about 68 years old, uttered a surprising
statement to her son: "You know, Vic, he's not yours. He's
adopted." I distinctly recall my adoptive mother's swift response,
"He can hear you." I heard those words clearly and recognized the
term I had learned to read from the papers in the green metal
box—adopted. Although taken aback, I continued playing with the
tinker toys as if I hadn't heard anything.

 


Nonetheless, the meaning behind the word
"adopted" dawned on me—it meant somehow that I didn’t belong to
them. The revelation left a profound impact on me, etching that day
in my memory. To console myself, I likely sought solace in a candy
from the nearby dish on the table. It was a buttery dessert mint,
shaped like a small pillow, and it’s refreshing flavor I enjoy to
this day. Thinking back, I probably indulged in quite a few of
those candies.

 


And so, I learned at a young age that I was
adopted, not that I fully understood what it meant. Another
peculiar incident took place, one that stayed with me until much
later in life, when I revisited the paperwork within the green
metal box.

 


In those days, it was common for kids around
eight or nine years old to ride their bikes down the dirt roads of
our countryside-suburban neighborhood to play with fellow baby
boomers. There wasn’t a great deal of traffic on those old dirt
roads at that time. There were numerous children in our area, and
most of us attended the same school, unless one belonged to the
Catholic community and attended a Catholic School.

 


A new family had recently moved in not far
down the road. They had at least three children around the same
age, and I spotted them playing hopscotch on the paved area between
their house and the garage. I had never played that game before, so
I parked my bike and joined them. They were friendly and patiently
taught me how to play, and I quickly picked up the rules. I believe
we also incorporated a bit of jump rope into our afternoon
playtime. I vividly recall one of the boys, named Roger Whitehead,
but the names of the other brother and sister elude my memory
now.

 


We spent the afternoon engrossed in play
until my mother's distinctive plastic whistle pierced the air, its
two short and two long blows signaling the end of my outdoor
activities for the day. It was a well-coordinated system among the
neighborhood mothers, each having their unique whistle signals to
call their children back home.
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