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Introduction 

“We witness a miracle every time a child enters into life. But those who make their journey home across time and miles, growing within the hearts of those who wait to love them, are carried on the wings of destiny and placed among us by God’s very own hands.”

—Kristi Larson 

For many, if not most, people, there is no calling more innate, more fervent, more challenging, and more rewarding than parenting a child. And there are literally millions of children, domestically and abroad, who are in need of nurturing, stable, permanent homes. So it is no surprise that, at the last official count, 1.7 million households in the United States included at least one adopted child. What did surprise me is that this number represents only 4 percent of American households and that only about 120,000 children are adopted each year in the United States, while more than 500,000 American children  are available for adoption, an estimated 130,000 newborns are relinquished by birth parents in the United States each year, and the number of orphans worldwide continues to rise dramatically. And I suspect the United States is not alone in the disparity between the number of kids who are available and the number of kids who are placed. Why, I can’t help but wonder, aren’t substantially more of these children being adopted by willing and able adults?

The answer to that question is multifaceted and complicated, and some of the factors are rather disturbing, as I discovered through my research in preparing to compile this anthology of inspiring stories for and about adoptive families. But what that basic research, coupled with reading the more than 1,200 stories submitted for this book, made clear to me is that adopting a child is often a complex, expensive, and difficult process, that adoption is a deeply personal choice, and that each adoption is unique to those individuals and circumstances. I also learned that, even when the adoption experience is difficult, as it sometimes is, it is also considered a blessing by and results in a positive outcome for both the adoptee and the adoptive family as well as for the birth family. 

Still, so many children wait for permanent homes with loving, nurturing, stable families. And that troubles me.

So it is my personal hope that this book serves two purposes: the one for which it was initially intended: to celebrate adoptive families, and also to inspire others to adopt a child (or two or three or more). Because every child is truly a miracle. And bringing a child into your heart and into your home is truly God’s work.

It has been an honor for me to work with a few of God’s miracle workers—the adoptees and their families who have so graciously and skillfully shared their personal experiences in this book. I trust these stories will bring you comfort and joy, insight and inspiration, and a few compassionate tears and a slew of smiles, just as they have to me. Enjoy!

—Colleen Sell 


Aglow with Gratitude 

I tell myself that the sweat doesn’t matter, that the black turtleneck I am wearing blends in with the Phoenix, Arizona, asphalt and that the itching around my neck is just to keep me alert. The cramp in my right hamstring that has developed from eight hours of driving and that has now stiffened into a stubborn crunch doesn’t matter either. What matters is that I am convinced that my body is full of lights, and I am on my way to the hospital.

Through my windshield, I can see all the workers in their cars on the interstate being guided home by the sun’s low rays. For an instant, I consider seeing myself in one of those cars as if I had been raised here all along, as if I had stayed in this city of my birth instead of moving to Los Angeles and to all of the other cities I have lived in over the years. Adopted people tend to think in “what-ifs,” I suppose.

The lights inside my body rattle with the rhythm of my car’s tires hitting the bumps and cracks in the highway. They are not just any lights, but multicolored bulbs strung together and encased in plastic tulips the shades of pale green, pink, blue, and yellow. They have been inside my body since the moment I began as a child to imagine my biology and what it is like in there, under my skin, inside the parts of me that I cannot see.

Then, one morning a few years ago, I went to the hospital for an endoscopy. After the procedure, the doctor shook me awake as I lay on a hospital gurney and showed me photographs of the inside of my esophagus. “It’s dark in there!” I exclaimed. “It’s not supposed to be dark in there.”

What was I to do with my newfound darkness? Did my lights still exist? Was the darkness bad? Was the darkness doubt, anxiety, fear, vulnerability—or worse, was it the unknown?

As an adopted person, I had spoken to the unknown on a daily basis, actively ignored it or wrestled with it, and sometimes begged it to reveal something to me that I could attach myself to and stick. I learned that the questions most people could answer with certainty I could not answer in the same way. So what’s your mom’s name? “Gert,” I could say, referring to the complex, loud-laughing, wildly  left-centered and compassionate woman who had adopted me. My biological mother’s name, however, I could not say. Whom do you look like? Answer: the unknown. What is your family history? Answer: the unknown. Where do you belong? Answer: the unknown. Who are you? Answer: I am a woman full of lights.

I reach up and pull my sweater away from my neck, place my skinny fingers against my skin, and begin to scratch. If I could see myself in the rearview mirror, I’d probably see a twisted expression on my face, indicating relief and weariness, and red marks on my skin from the sweat and scratching. I squint at the signs above, looking for the highway loop 202, and grab for the wrinkled piece of paper on which I have written the directions to the hospital where I was born.

I am forty-two years old, and with the exception of the first four months of my life, I have never lived in Arizona. Over the years, whenever I have applied for a passport, I have seen the words “Mari-copa County” and “Phoenix” on my birth certificate. Until now, however, I have stayed away from the hospital where I was born. So why visit the Maricopa County Medical Center now? Call it maturity. Call it timing. All I know is that when the moment arrived that I was no longer afraid of what I would find out  about myself, it finally pushed me into action, and I pushed fear into the back seat of my Civic and started on this long road to the hospital.

Along the way, somewhere inside my darkness, the realization emerged that, in addition to challenging me, the unknown had been a kind of comfort. After all, it had allowed me to create any story I chose when I defined myself. But what if now, after actually visiting and seeing the place where I was born, I discovered something terrible about myself that I could not deny? What if visiting the place of my birth revealed things about me that I would have no power to change?

I see the exit for North 24th Street and merge to the right and down the off-ramp. I had originally intended to spend the night at a hotel and visit the hospital in the morning when I was refreshed and clean. But a lifetime of wondering propels me forward despite my tiredness and dishevelment, and a feeling of I-just-have-to-know overtakes me.

The hospital is smaller than I had imagined, shaped almost like a multilayered adobe, with an earthy brown color and white trim on the outside. I turn into the driveway and drive past the front entrance and the hospice center and around to the rear of the building. My car hums quietly, as if pleased at driving fast on the open road for so long.  I turn off the engine and look up. My hair sticks to the side of my cheek. I tell myself that I can just stay right here, that I don’t really need to go inside, that I can say what I came to say without venturing any further. Still, I open my car door, step outside, and begin to walk. I know it is time.

As it turns out, I am full of light. White light. It enters me as it reflects boldly off the walls of the hospital’s second floor maternity ward, the one that displays the large labor and delivery sign that now hangs above my head. The light is bright and unmistakable. It gives me comfort, like lying in a clean, white porcelain bathtub.

Yet, standing here, I am nervous. I dip my hands into the pockets of my loose jeans. I am alone, and I have something to say. I want to say thank you privately, without anyone seeing me from behind the desk or coming at me from around the corner.

With the labor and delivery sign above me, I look to my left and see two large doors. On the other side of the doors, at the end of the hall, is another sign that just reads “Labor.” I bow my head and close my eyes, and my eyelashes flutter. I try to remember the words I want to say. The words rush through my silence like rapidly waving lifelines as I grab them one at a time and try to line them up in the correct order. I want them to mean something that I won’t  ever take back or regret. I want them to be simple. I know this is my one chance to get it right for myself, to say what I need to say. I know this is my original circle coming to a close, and I want to close it with some form of purity.

I open my eyes. I am still alone. I look up to see a security camera above me. I bow my head, anyway, close my eyes again, tap my toe on the floor, and the words finally come. Thank you for my life, I say in silent prayer. Thank you for my life. Thank you to my biological mother and father. Thank you to the hospital staff. Thank you to God for my safe delivery. And, most important, thank you to Harold and Gertrude Israelow for giving me a home, for giving me themselves as my parents. Thank you to all of these. Thank you for my life. With great love and admiration. Amen.

I hear two toddlers giggling and squirming on the floor in the waiting room behind me. A young boy, about ten years old, sits near them silently. He looks at me through his round glasses. His skin is dark, and his bangs cross over one of his lenses. I wonder if his mother is here giving birth. I turn to look down the hall, and I see the “Labor” sign once again. Hallelujah! I think to myself.

As I walk through the halls on my way out, I see many faces of people of color. I am reminded of the story my mother tells me about when the adoption  agent called her to tell her that I was available for adoption. “She has some Indian blood, though. Do you mind?” the agent had said.

The lights inside of me are white and clear, some with pointy tips and some with curves like the moon. My darkness is here, too, cushioning the lights, nurturing all the lessons I have yet to learn until they are ripe for lighting.

Before I leave the hospital, I decide to stop at the gift shop located in the lobby. Maybe there will be a memento here for me to take with me, something tangible that I can hold or look at from time to time.

I swing my purse over my shoulder as I walk into the shop. Two ladies stand behind the counter helping customers and talking to each other about celebrities. I look through the small room carefully for something that feels right to hold. I see necklaces and earrings, magazines and small glass sculptures with Biblical writing etched into them. I see T-shirts and snacks.

I am a woman full of lights with my little toe now fixed into the Phoenix earth.

Above me, I see what I unknowingly came into the gift shop to buy. I pull the item off the hook and place it on the counter next to the cash register. My dollar bills crackle as I unfold them from my wallet. 

“Would you like a bag for that?” one lady asks me.

I say that I would and “thank you very much.”

“I think a pink bag will do just right,” she says.

I smile and agree.

The sun envelops me softly as I exit the hospital and walk toward my car. My shoulders are relaxed and lower now as I breathe breaths of shock, breaths of gratitude.

Inside my car, I take the item that I have purchased out of the bag and hold it in my hand. Resting in my palm is a small, clear package. Inside the package is a pair of booties, pink for a newborn baby girl.

—Randi Israelow 


A Tale of Two Names 

By the time we received our referral information on the little girl from India who would eventually become our daughter, we had already chosen a name: Liya. I’d heard it on a television show once and thought it unique and pretty, and for once my husband agreed. After some research, I tracked down its origins as Hebrew, meaning “I am the Lord’s.” This somehow felt appropriate for a child who had started her life without a family. And I am a writer, after all, so words, names, and meanings are what I’m all about.

The thick referral packet included pictures, videos, and progress reports of the healthy, beautiful one-year-old as well as her birth name, Gauri. When I first read and fumbled around the pronunciation, “Gar-ee,” I’d wrinkled my nose with some distaste and thought it was a good thing we’d already picked out another name. Gauri would do for her middle name to keep a piece of her Eastern Indian heritage,  but I couldn’t imagine pairing it with our very Dutch surname, “VanBaale.”

My first name, Kali, strangely enough, has Hindu ties. Kali is the name of a famous Hindu goddess . . . the goddess of energy and destruction, as my husband so loves to point out. As fun as it was to discover this meaning, I still cringed at how my first and last names phonetically sounded together. Kal-ee Van-Baal-ee. Never mind the endless mispronunciations. 

Admittedly, I also struggled with the idea of our child’s name being chosen by a complete stranger. Our two older boys are our biological children, and the names we’d chosen for them had meaningful family connections. It was hard at times for us to think that we weren’t there on the day our daughter was born and that we’d missed so many of those first-year milestones. We at least wanted to pick out the name she’d carry for the rest of her life.

As with most international adoptions, once we received our referral, it was another ten months before all the legalities were complete and we were cleared to travel to India to get her. During those long months of waiting with updates few and far between, a peculiar thing happened. We never referred to Gauri as Liya. My husband and I, even our boys, called her only Gauri. We proudly showed off her picture to family and friends, introducing her as Gauri. Once, when  I did correct myself and called her Liya, my oldest son looked at me with a confused expression and said, “Who are you talking about?”

One night while lying in bed, my husband confessed that the name Gauri had really started to grow on him. He actually liked it and wanted to know if I was open to keeping it. Even though I’d yet to use the name Liya, my knee-jerk reaction was still “no way.” But I promised him I would think about it. The very next day I started yet another search—this time for the origin and meanings of Hindu names. What I found would take my breath away and end any lingering doubts I had that our daughter was meant to be “Gauri.”

The story I came across read as follows:

In the Hindu religion, there is a great god named Lord Shiva, the god of war. Lord Shiva was in love with a goddess, Parvati, the lover of life, who brought prowess into the world as she infused it with her magic.

Like most goddesses, Parvati was said to have both mild and terrible aspects and took many different forms. Two of her very fierce and powerful forms were Durga, goddess beyond reach, and Kali, goddess of energy and destruction. As Kali, Parvati used her strength for both evil and good and was often called upon by others during times of need. She was able to answer with her ferociousness and fearlessness to fight battles.

During one such terrible battle, Kali became intoxicated with bloodlust and ran amuck across the three worlds, destroying everything and everyone in her sight. To restrain and calm her, Shiva took the form of a corpse and blocked her path. Kali tripped on his lifeless body and was jolted from her frenzy. Devastated and in mourning, Kali placed a foot on Shiva’s chest and brought him back to life. Shiva then took the form of a little child and began to cry, stirring maternal love in the heart of Kali. Forced to shed her fierce form, Kali became the Goddess Gauri, radiant mother, bestower of life, the goddess of motherhood and nurturing. So it was that Gauri made Kali a mother.

And so it was that our daughter Liya stayed Gauri, who she was meant to be all along. Now, her name rolls off my tongue as if I’ve said it my entire life, and I can’t imagine calling her anything else. So often adoptions seem destined to be; such is the case with our story. We are Kali Jo VanBaale and Gauri Jo VanBaale, and really, it’s okay if you mispronounce them both. We don’t mind anymore.

—Kali VanBaale 


He Has Her Hands, but They Hold My Heart 

As a little girl with two younger sisters, I always planned that, when I married, I was only having boys, hopefully a houseful. But God didn’t see fit to give my husband, Johnnie, and me sons. Instead, he blessed us with two wonderful, challenging daughters. When Karyn and Melinda were eleven and eight, we decided not to have more children. Instead, we would be foster parents and perhaps adopt a little boy one day.

God, in his infinite wisdom and incomparable wit, saw to it that most of the more than one hundred children we fostered over the next many years were, you guessed it, girls.

When a social worker called and asked us to take a two-month-old boy, it was like he dropped into our lives straight from heaven. Robert came to us skinny, pale, and looking much like the starving orphans we had seen on television, but almost overnight he grew  into a robust, cheerful, beautiful little boy, a delight to our whole family. Television sat forgotten in the corner; it couldn’t possibly compete with his crinkling black eyes and contagious chuckling. To cause that merry laugh became the goal of everyone in the family.

As foster parents, our express task was to help reunite children with their biological families, and we took that seriously. I faithfully took Robert to every scheduled visit with his teenage mother, but many times she failed to even show up. My heart went out to her older son, only four years old, as well as to the new baby boy she’d given birth to when Robert was thirteen months old; they were always underdressed, filthy, and smelly, with runny noses. Somehow she always managed to keep the two of them just on the fringe of criminal neglect and so retained custody. A fourth child, a girl, born eleven months before Robert, was in another foster home.

There was, we thought, good reason to hope that Robert would be the first foster child we had ever kept who would be placed for adoption. The mother showed little interest in either child in foster care. She had her older and younger sons and was pregnant again as Robert approached his second birthday.

That’s when we received the call. Department of Family and Children Services (DFACS) had decided to terminate parental rights on the little girl and allow  her to be adopted. However, Robert would start home visits immediately in preparation for going home.

We couldn’t believe it! It defied all logic. Surely they knew the home was unsafe for any child, much less the sheltered, secure child that Robert had become. How could they say that it was safe for Robert to go home but not his sister? For that matter, how could they say that any of the children were safe in that environment?

The explanation the social worker gave us was shocking. They had made a deal with the mother. The case had dragged on too long. The judge was pressuring them to resolve the case, and there was a good possibility he would order both children sent back home. So they told her that if she would voluntarily surrender her parental rights to her daughter, who had been in foster care a year longer than Robert, they would give Robert back to her. The little girl was more fragile than Robert, they reasoned. After all, wasn’t that better than the judge ordering both children back into the home?

Since becoming foster parents, we’d seen many children leave our home to go back to questionable, even dangerous, situations. It was the most difficult part of a difficult job. People often asked us how we could take in a child, learn to love the child as our own, and then just let them go. For us, it was  simple. We did it for the children. Each leave-taking brought its own misery. But during their time with us, we did what we could. We were willing to break our own hearts so that we could give a child a safe harbor, love, and acceptance for whatever time we had with them. For some, that brief time would be the only “normal” childhood they would ever know.

I knew the rules: This is not your child. You are not the parent. You are only a temporary placement. We were forbidden to contact the children after they left us, unless the parent chose to contact us.

But when Robert left, something pulled at me to know where he was. I found myself praying for him, driving down the street where I knew his young mother and the children lived, trying to catch a glimpse of him. I came armed with gifts for all the children, my ticket in the door. Every eleven months or so, there was a new baby.

Robert always came to me eagerly. Sometimes, his mother would allow me to take him for hamburgers or back to our house to see the rest of the family. He even spent the night with us a few times during the first year after he left us. Many times as I drove him back, he cried and begged to stay with us. It was agony to make him go back. I often saw bruises, and he was always dirty. But he soon learned to be brave,  to not let her see him cry; otherwise, she would be angry and might not let us see him again.

During the next two years, they moved more than twenty times. Apparently, every time the rent came due, she moved. Often I would drive by and find the children’s things strewn about the muddy yard, abandoned, even run over, in their mother’s haste to move on before the rent came due. But I always managed to track them down, until, after three years of following, I finally lost them.

I tried to believe it was for the best. In my heart of hearts, I knew Robert was too young to understand why he had to go back every time. Each separation was another abandonment.

Two years went by. Many nights I lay awake wondering where he was, if he was safe, if I would ever see him again. I watched for his golden head and crinkling eyes as I walked through Wal-Mart or the grocery store. And I prayed for him.

Then, late one night, a social worker called. They were taking all the children in Robert’s family into foster care. Although she couldn’t remember which of the seven children we’d kept before, she wondered if we wanted him back.

We did.

Robert returned to us in January 1995, when he was almost seven years old. He had changed so  much, and yet when I looked into his eyes, recognition looked back. He walked around our house, touching things, remembering. He was home.

A year later, the court finally terminated parental rights on all the children, and they were placed for adoption. Robert, now eight, was finally ours for good. 

Robert’s birth mother went to prison for the things she did and allowed to be done to her children. I don’t like to think what they were; I’m not sure anyone will ever know the whole story. There were months of nightmares and disjointed horror stories of “bo-bos” (monsters), blood, drugs, and drunken brawls as Robert fought to free himself and to believe it was really over. Thank God, he doesn’t remember everything yet. For a long time he was afraid of his other mother. He knew he had been sent back once. What if it happened again?

“What if she comes after me, Mom? What will we do?”

“I will never let her touch you again, sweetheart. No matter what.”

But as he grew, his birth mother’s image shrunk. Slowly, he outgrew his fear.

Robert is fifteen now, tall and strong, loving and sensitive. Though he doesn’t have my eyes or his daddy’s curly hair, he is the son I always wanted in every way. When he hears a comment that Melinda  looks like me or that Karyn looks like Daddy or Papa or Aunt Lorraine, he knows that he doesn’t.

He asked once, “Who do I look like, Mom?”

Instead of launching into a discussion of heredity and the gene pool, I gave him an honest answer, “You look a lot like Matt, son.” Somehow, he does look a little like Melinda’s husband, so he was satisfied. Sometimes the simple answer is best, however illogical.

But there is someone else that he looks much more like. And I’ve always known who that is. When I look at my son’s hands, the slender, artistic fingers, and at his fine-boned face, I don’t see my own or his daddy’s. I see, instead, a tiny girl of about eighteen, barefoot, in cutoff jeans and an old T-shirt. She is standing in DFACS, holding her son for the first time since he’d come to our foster home. She smiles into his eyes, and he smiles back. His face is hers. Those hands are hers.

When Robert came to us as an infant, we had three teenaged foster girls in our home as well as our own two girls. The day we met him, the caseworker might have, instead, called and asked us to take a seventeen-year-old girl who was mother to three children she couldn’t take care of. I would have said yes. And we—Johnnie and I—would have loved her, taught her, and fought for her, just as we have for her son, who is now our son.

These days, as I watch my son grow into a fine young man, I thank God every day for sending him into our lives. And my thoughts reach out to that girl whose body nurtured and gave birth to my son. God has helped me to forgive her for the mistakes she made, the times she hurt him and neglected him. She was a child raising children, after all. These days, when my precious son leans down to kiss me good night, I reach to brush his hair, damp from the shower, out of his eyes.

“Aw, Mom, you messed it up!” he says. Grinning, he shakes his hair right back into his eyes, and I smile.

I am profoundly grateful to see her hair. It is that woman-child, the other mother, whose unique genes gave my son his face, his extraordinary ear for music, his eye for drawing, his incredible gift of mimicry, and more.

I like to think that he got some good things from his daddy and me, too. Like all adoptive parents, I wonder sometimes about nature versus nurture. In the end, though, I can only hope that our son is the best of all of us. So I thank God for all the things that make him who he is. And I wouldn’t change a thing. 

—Linda Darby Hughes 


A Good Mom 

I’m eighteen years old, and this year I started my freshman year of college. I had everything all planned out for myself: college, career, meeting and marrying my soul mate, a house with the traditional white picket fence, kids, everything. It was the perfect dream. Then I found out I was pregnant, and I knew all my plans were about to change, whether I wanted them to or not.

I’ll be honest—at first I was horrified. How could this have happened? It didn’t seem possible. We’d taken precautions, but sometimes precautions fail. Sometimes God has different plans, and your life can take a very different path than anything you’d ever imagined. Sometimes God decides it is time for you to have a baby.

In the beginning, the very idea of being pregnant scared me to death. I just didn’t feel ready for the  responsibility. I didn’t have my own life figured out; how in the world could I care for another human being?

Worse was the fact that, before I found out I was pregnant, I had done some drinking and inhaled quite a bit of secondhand smoke from my chain-smoking boyfriend. I was wracked with the guilt of possibly having harmed this innocent little life growing inside me. Thank God, my doctor was soon able to put my mind to rest by running tests and assuring me the baby was developing normally, but I still felt like an unfit mother from the start.

I spent a lot of nights alone, crying my eyes out in my dorm room. I didn’t have anyone’s shoulder to lean on. I hadn’t told any of my friends about my situation, and my boyfriend was not an option for support. He proved to be as immature as I’d always suspected. He disappeared before I was through my first trimester, and I never saw him again.

Luckily for my sanity and safety, I was blessed with one of the world’s most wonderful moms. I didn’t have much time to panic before she stepped in to take care of everything. I have never felt such relief as the day she said, “Honey, why don’t you come live with us?”

From that day on, she has been my greatest supporter. She keeps me company when I do errands, she  listens whenever I need to talk, and she volunteered to be my Lamaze partner. She always reminds me to exercise and take my vitamins, but she never nags. She just offers to go for walks around the neighborhood with me, or she’ll take a vitamin herself and that reminds me to be mindful of my health and the health of my baby.

If I need anything from the store, she volunteers to drive into town to get it, even when it’s some crazy craving. Half the time, it seems like she knows exactly what I’ll want even before my stomach has made up its mind. She comes home from the store with fried chicken and gallons of mint chocolate ice cream, and I think, That’s exactly it! She always knows just what I need, even when it’s ridiculous. For a few weeks I had to have gummy bears and bologna every night, but she never laughed. She just munched along with me as we sat on the couch together, watching movies late at night when I couldn’t sleep. 

I guess it was somewhere in my second trimester that I realized I was no longer upset at the idea of having a child. The changes in my body are so amazing, and the baby will be the greatest miracle I can imagine. How could I be upset about that? It seems like years ago that the idea of having a baby caused me such stress. Make no mistake: I realize it won’t all be easy. But I know that whenever a child is born  into a house filled with love, everything will work out for the best.

Some days I feel like I’m taking advantage of her generosity or that I’m causing too much of a burden on the family. Like when my car got mysteriously washed overnight or when I found beautiful, brand-new maternity clothes laid out on my bed when I got home from the doctor’s office.

But whenever I feel like I am taking too much, she simply says, “Family takes care of family,” and gives me a big hug, and I am awed and humbled by her generosity once again.

She does all the things I know my own mother would do if she were here. But Laura’s not my mom; my parents died when I was little. Until a few months ago, Laura was a complete stranger to me. I am so blessed and so grateful to have been welcomed into her family . . . for Laura is the woman I’ve chosen to be my baby’s adoptive mother.

This was the biggest decision I’ve ever made, but I know it’s the right thing to do. I’m too young and I’m just not ready. I know in my heart that this is the right woman and the right family to take care of my baby.

Laura and her husband have one biological child of their own, a beautiful, inquisitive three-year-old girl. They’ve always wanted her to have a brother or  sister, but Laura’s first delivery was to be her last. The doctors said that because of complications, it would not be safe for her to carry another child.

Life is so funny. Just a few short months ago, I was filled with terror at the thought of my body creating a baby. Now, it fills me with sadness to think that there are women out there who cannot do so. With every day that I spend in this house, my conviction becomes stronger that I have found the right home for my child. If I can fill the space in a mother’s heart, I’ve done my job right.

Whenever I’m worried or upset, Laura’s wise words always keep me focused on this journey of childbirth, which is hands-down the most important thing I’ve ever done. She once told me that to be a good mother is to be more concerned with your child’s life than with your own. And when I look into the warm, loving eyes of the sweet woman I have chosen to raise my son, I know for certain that I am a good mom.

—Jessica Pierce 


Souls Speak 

I kiss my son goodnight. He is fast asleep, arms around his Ugly Doll, stuffed animals gathered all around him. I touch his thick brown hair that loses itself to waviness if it isn’t kept short. I kiss his closed eyelids that cover brown eyes, so dark the pupils are rarely seen. I kiss his nose, its shape beginning to emerge as the cartilage and bone come into formation, defining his proud heritage. Last, I kiss his sweet lips, just rosy-red enough to stand out from his olive, sun-bronzed skin. The dimple in his left cheek is hiding now, only because his ever-busy mouth and expressive face are still. He is a handsome boy, but the beautiful spark—the essence of him—recharges as he sleeps.

He is my youngest. He is the affirmation that God has made a great effort to bring us together. Is my precious son aware, even in the smallest pinpoint  of his subconscious, that he is where he is meant to be? I am, and it humbles me.

My son came to me in dreams, little wispy yearnings growing larger and more insistent until I could no longer ignore them. It culminated in November of that year. I had had an emotional week, crying over just about anything. I felt full and raw. It was the emotional sensation of being pregnant. My husband and I were in Chicago, taking a quarterly weekend break from our son and daughters. While waiting for dinner, amidst the Latin music, margaritas, and bar conversations, I blurted out to Mark that I wanted another baby and tearfully asked him to please consider having another.
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