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Prologue


“We do not know.”

—Adoption Counselor, 1993

Open Adoption: an adoption arrangement in which the biological parents and the adoptive family know each other’s identities and choose to remain in contact after the adoption process is finalized. 

 

The first time I held my adopted child, I was absolutely overcome with love — just like any other parent. That was the easy part, never even a question. But in the days, weeks, months, and years to come, questions did arise, many of which I had no easy answer to. Most times we just followed our internal compass, our gut-feeling if you will, that told us that keeping our child connected to their birth family was a good healthy choice. That choice has served us very well. 

I came by the title of this book one beautiful sunny Sunday morning, sitting in our church’s cemetery field. For months, our weekly service was conducted outdoors due to the pandemic. I grew to love the solitude of gathering together yet sitting utterly alone in my thoughts with no expectations of connecting with anyone.

That morning, I looked up and there was this giant, imperfect tree with a strong trunk and two great distinct branches on either side. I thought, This is us! One big, beautiful, whole tree. In the center are our two children, Finley and Sofie, my husband, David, me, grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins. The great forked branch to the left represents Finley’s birth parents, Jenna and Michael, and their children and families. And the great forked branch to the right represents Sofie’s birth parents, Rachel and Ricky, and their children and families. We are all connected in this family tree. And we cherish every single branch.

The fact that over seventy percent of adoptions today are open to some extent versus closed is not well known. How open adoption works is even less understood. Closed adoptions and sealed records are still common knowledge in our society and because many people automatically assume adoption is closed and secretive, they have a dim view of adoption. We have all heard stories about adoptees searching for where they came from and longing to know their birth families. We have heard the stories of birth mothers and birth fathers longing to know about the child they placed for adoption years ago. It does not have to be that way.

When we decided to pursue an open adoption, we had so many questions. How did it work? How did you match with an expecting mother? What were the chances of finding an expecting mother considering adoption? How many couples were looking to adopt versus expecting mothers making an adoption plan? What happened before the baby was born? At the hospital? After placement? While the agency could answer many questions about the process early on, they could tell us little about the long-term relationships between adoptive and birth families.

As of this writing, Finley is twenty-eight, and Sofie is twenty-four years old. I remember asking my adoption counselor, “What happens in the first year? First five years? Twenty years later?” Since open adoption was still so new, her answer was a simple, “We do not know.”

My biggest fear was that the birth parents would want to be too involved. What were we getting ourselves into? At that time, the agency had only been doing open adoptions for about three years, so there wasn’t a lot they could tell us. The counselor simply said, “We will help you make a plan for the first six months. It will not be a legally binding contract, but it will be an agreement for contact and/or visitation. After that, it is all up to you.” 

What a scary thought.

Over time, though, we discovered that we wanted our children’s birth parents in our lives — for them and for us. And the roles of parents and birth parents became clear, and boundaries were never crossed. We were able to forge comfortable — although not always perfect — relationships and our love for each other grew over the years. Both Finley and Sofie want to share their birth family journeys to help inform others who come after them. 

In the beginning, we also did not understand some of the complexities of raising adopted children and naively thought that if we adopted an infant, raising that child would be no different from giving birth to them. We did not fully appreciate the trauma of adoption to the child or to the birth families.

What I have come to understand is that everyone in the adoption triad is vulnerable and often fragile when they come to the place of adoption.

For most adoptees, they had no voice in the adoption decision. No matter how wonderful, loving and understanding their adoptive family, they have lost the ability to grow up with the mom and dad and family who share their biological traits.

For the adoptive parent or parents, they are often dealing with their own infertility and perhaps even years of unsuccessful procreation and maybe even heartbreaking losses.

For the expecting parents, they have come to the adoption choice for a myriad of personal reasons — sometimes not even entirely of their own choosing. But whatever has brought them here, it is at a great cost of losing the ability to parent their child.

Beyond the adoption triad there are family members and close friends who share in these losses and vulnerabilities too. These are often the parents or siblings of the birth and adoptive families, and their role can be vital to the relationship dynamic. We refer to the whole of the people involved around the adopted person as the adoption constellation. 

We had much to learn and understand about each other. There is a need to acknowledge the losses and vulnerabilities present in order to create space for the relationships to grow in a healthy manner. For us, much of it was intuitive as it relates to the importance of birth families, yet much was learned along the way, especially for our adopted children. For me, it has been a lifelong learning journey that has opened doors to enduring relationships and immeasurable love. 

Any adoption, including open adoption, takes a lot of determination and guts. It takes a great deal of personal courage from both birth and adoptive families. It also takes time and patience. We were fortunate both times that it took a mere two to three years for each of our adoptions because it can often take longer. We applied to Methodist Mission Home in May 1993, and our first child, Finley, was born in November 1994. The Decree of Adoption was finalized in May 1995, almost two years exactly from the day we applied. We again applied to Methodist Mission Home in October 1996, and our daughter Sofie was born in September 1998. Her Decree of Adoption was finalized in March 1999, two years and five months from the day we applied. (Since then, Methodist Mission Home has changed its name to Providence Place, so that is how I will refer to them throughout this book.)

While our story follows the best practices at that time, much has evolved in the open adoption world. In fact, just by nature of being open and transparent, rather than closed, ours was considered the best and most ethical practice in the early 1990s. Yet some of what you will hear in our story, especially during the waiting and matching period, would not be considered best practice today. The adoption industry is evolving to be more centric to the needs and rights of expecting parents (especially minors) and adopted children and continues to struggle to get it right. There are efforts to shift the focus to making adoption more about finding families for babies and children that need homes, rather than what some would describe as a practice of finding babies or children for waiting adoptive parents. 

For years the narrative of adoption has been written by the adoptive families and adoption agencies. Now, the voices of adoptees and birth parents are beginning to emerge. While this memoir is written from my perspective as an adoptive parent many years ago, I have taken care to incorporate the voices of everyone involved in our story. Included are features written by a birth father, a birth mother, and a birth grandmother. Some of this material comes from the extensive notes I took during our first adoption, but much of it comes from our memories, adoption documents, and interviews with my adult children and their birth parents. My children’s birth parents were all teenagers during their unplanned pregnancies, so their perspective is especially relevant for young expecting parents, and not unique to teens only. This memoir will also be helpful to the counselors and therapists who guide birth parents, adoptive parents, and adoptees through these challenging yet rewarding relationships. You will learn about the fears, pain, and indescribable joys of our open adoption. There is not a day that goes by that we are not grateful for this journey. In the following pages, you will find that our birth-family relationships are built on mutual trust, respect, deep gratitude for one another, and, most importantly, love for the children.

 

 




PART I — Meet the Branches



1. So Many Questions


“There is no greater trust than an expecting parent choosing you to raise their child.”

—David, adoptive father

Little did I know that I would become an open adoption pathfinder. When we married, David and I knew that we might not be able to have children. Yet, during our marriage preparation meeting, when the pastor asked us if we wanted to keep the part about the procreation of children in our vows, we said without hesitation, “Yes!” But procreation was not meant to be for us.

I was thirty-two by the time I met the man I had been looking for. He was intelligent, stable, funny, and kind, and by our second date, I knew I wanted to marry him. But as life happens, my work transferred me from Houston to Dallas just as our relationship was going strong.

In those days, an up-and-coming airline — Southwest — was making a name for itself in the Texas market. They sold coupon books with nineteen-dollar one-way tickets between Houston and Dallas, with flights scheduled every thirty minutes. When the work week was done, one of us would head to the airport and hop on the next flight. How easy was that. It was even more economical to fly than to drive. Those were fun, magical days full of airport kisses. To this day, our airport greeting kisses remain our special treat. We were both engineers for the same company, and once our wedding plans were set, the company transferred me back to Houston.

Married life was everything I had hoped and dreamed for. We had a great group of friends, loved each other’s siblings, got along with our mothers-in-law, commuted to work together, and we were both enjoying our careers. In short order, we were ready to start our family. After some tries and failures, we naturally looked to adoption. It was an easy decision because we figured there were plenty of unplanned pregnancies, and if those babies needed a home, it could be a good solution for all. It seemed straightforward enough. What we have since learned is that adoption is far from simple for anyone who is part of the adoption constellation.

We soon learned that while the decision to adopt was easy, the actual process was not. At the time we were looking to adopt a baby there were many intercountry options available. However, we decided to try the private domestic adoption route rather than international, as we thought the domestic process might be easier and potentially faster.

To our dismay, many adoption agencies disqualified us, even though we were two professionals with stable jobs, good members of the community, and longtime churchgoers. So, what was the problem?

Our age.

By this time, I was thirty-six, and David was forty-three. The traditional adoption agencies said we were unfit to adopt because we were too old. But after interviewing seven adoption agencies, we learned that if we were willing to do an open adoption instead of a closed or semi-open one, we might qualify. We knew nothing about this term “open” adoption. A leading agency doing open adoptions at that time was Providence Place (formerly Methodist Mission Home) in San Antonio, Texas, a three-hour drive from our Houston residence. Off we went for the first of many visits to the agency.

We attended an introductory session with maybe five or six other hopeful couples and came away with information that changed our expectations and our lives. We began to understand what open adoption was about, and it felt beautiful. The expecting parents actually choose who raises their child. I later learned that we, too, would have choices to make. 

We toured the Providence Place facility, which included rooms for expecting mothers to live in and even accommodations for other children if they had any. These women could live there regardless of whether they would make an adoption plan. But even back in 1993, few women resided there since the stigma of unwed mothers was disappearing. Many young women continued going to school, working at their jobs, and living in their homes during their pregnancies.

During that first information session, I was happy we weren’t alone in that situation, but also a little concerned about the competition sitting next to us. At that time, there were about fifty waiting couples with this agency.

We wondered, Who makes an adoption plan, and will we be able to relate to them? That day, a guest speaker answered my question and left a lasting impression on me. She was the mother of a fifteen-year-old daughter who had placed her baby with a family in an open adoption arrangement. This birth grandmother appeared to be a kind, stable, and intelligent person. She explained that her teen, sitting next to her, could not raise a child, and the woman, too, was a single mother with other children. Neither one was in a position to take on the responsibility.

The birth mother was young and shy and didn’t speak much, but I thought, Wouldn’t it be nice to match with someone like her? I could tell how emotional and heartbreaking this was for mother and daughter. But they also seemed relieved that they had found a loving family and would stay connected. That’s when we learned that open adoption is not only about choosing who parents your child; it’s also about mutually deciding how to stay connected.

We still had so many questions: What does visitation between birth and adoptive families look like? Will it be awkward to raise a child with the birth parents in the picture? How do adopted children feel about this open arrangement? In the early 90’s there was little guidance for these long-term relationships, and we needed to learn as we went. 

Understanding the adoption triad is fundamental to our story. I found this explanation given by the Gladney Center for Adoption to be most helpful:

The adoption triad is composed of the three groups of people whose lives are joined as immediate members of an adoption family story. The first group in the triad is the birth parents. Even if one or both parents are unknown, they are still vital members of the triad. Children who were placed will always be a part of and forever linked to their birth parents.

The second part of the triad is the adoptive parent or parents. These parents will be the main caretakers of the child who has been placed and will have a very important role to fill. They are linked forever to their child through adoption, just as if they had conceived that child. They are also forever linked to the birth parents. Even if the adoption is closed, they will recognize glimmers of the birth parents in their child. They will also forever have the knowledge of the family that was created when the birth parents decided to place their child. If an adoption is open, this relationship and bond can hopefully continue to grow and flourish.

The last and most important part of the triad is the child placed for adoption. This child will be bonded and joined forever with both birth and adoptive parents. Adopted children will have traits of both families and will always have a connection to each in a deeper way than any other member of the triad could understand. They will learn how to navigate through life from their adoptive parents and about their heritage through the conversations or stories of their birth parents. If an adoption is closed, the child will still hold this connection through physical and natural traits.

The adoption triad is the triangle that binds an adoption story together for life. 

 

 


2. North Star


“Open adoption changes adoption to being more about love than feeling like someone gave you away or abandoned you.”

—Finley, adopted child

Central to the open-adoption experience is love and care for the child by all parties involved. Putting the child’s well-being at the center of all relationships as the North Star helps guide everyone. So, it seems fitting to start by describing our children as young adults today. 

Our first child, Finley, was born in Houston, Texas, to seventeen-year-old Jenna and seventeen-year-old Michael. Finley now lives in Austin, Texas, and is one of the bravest, most talented, complex, beautiful, and sensitive people I know. They gender identify as non-binary; an umbrella term for gender identity that is not solely male or female — identity that is outside the binary choice of male/female. Therefore, I will use the pronouns they/them/their throughout this book when referring to singular Finley. It takes practice to use they/them/their pronouns naturally and making sure my child is comfortable and supported is most important to me.

Throughout the school years, we lived in Vienna, Virginia, outside of Washington, D.C. Finley always had excellent grades, excelled in sports, had a strong interest in music and drawing, and had a great group of friends. But looking back, parenting was often a challenge. While I did not recognize adoption-related issues at the time, I can see them more clearly now. Something as simple as Finley not wanting to be hugged or comforted for too long is a classic sign that the adopted child is protecting their vulnerable self. And if there was ever a comment made about life after we — the parents — are gone, Finley had a visceral “never speak of that again” reaction — a sign of defending against further loss or abandonment. These are some areas I will explore in future chapters. As you will see, we got through the challenging growing-up years, which were, in most aspects, not all that different from what many families go through, and in 2017, Finley graduated from Virginia Commonwealth University with a BA in Fine Arts. 

After graduation, Finley decided to travel the world — often alone and sometimes with a partner. This was a difficult but necessary “letting go” time for us as parents. Finley was able to travel solo through workaway experiences. Overseas workaway means you agree to work in exchange for basic housing and some meals. Teaching English to Chinese students online was a great source of income while traveling too. Finley visited Peru, Costa Rica, Hawaii, the Philippines, Thailand, Vietnam, Australia, and Indonesia. And if it were not for the pandemic, Finley probably would still be traveling.

Finley’s passions are promoting social and food justice, living a vegan lifestyle, growing plants, fostering kittens, and roller skating. Finley first became a vegetarian and, later, a vegan. Seeing a documentary in high school that depicted a meat production facility was all that was needed for Finley to stop consuming meat. Traveling in Asia was also a turning point to learn much more about veganism.

 Finley returned to the United States and began making vegan cheeses. Giving up cheese was a big challenge moving from vegetarian to vegan, so Finley began to work on solutions. Peace Cheese, LLC, was founded and now entrepreneurial Finley sells vegan cheese to businesses and at farmers’ markets and pop-up markets in Austin.

Finley is also working on getting closer to their birth parents. Austin is only a three-hour drive to the home of their birth parents, Jenna and Michael, who married each other in 2012 when Finley was seventeen. Remarkably, Jenna and Michael gave birth to a son in 2019, so Finley has a full-birth sibling who is twenty-five years younger.

Our second child, Sofie, was born in Austin, Texas, to fifteen-year-old Rachel and sixteen-year-old Ricky. She is a recent graduate of the University of Colorado Boulder and is the hardest working, most driven person I know, coupled with the sweetest disposition and kindest heart. Sofie lights up a room when she walks in and always has a kind word to share with everyone she meets. She has always been a perfectionist and has always excelled in school. She loves dogs, cats, the outdoors, thrifting, and is a natural leader. 

Looking back with Sofie, too, I now see some traits that may have stemmed from adoption issues. Sofie was always the fixer in our family, the one to make everything right. She had a personality that everyone was attracted to. But occasionally, completely out of character, she would get so angry that she punched the wall! That baffled us as parents. We often asked ourselves, Where did that anger come from? I have now learned that many adoptees do harbor anger and are perhaps expressing a feeling that they have, do not understand, and are hiding out of fear of rejection. 

In May 2021, Sofie earned her BS in Environmental Engineering and then an MS in Civil Engineering from CU Boulder. Her choice to attend college far from home was another difficult but necessary “letting go” experience for us.

Sofie is passionate about many things — first and foremost, the earth. She credits her love for taking care of the earth to Doctor Seuss’s, The Lorax, which is about protecting the earth with the message: “Unless someone like you cares a whole awful lot, nothing is going to get better. It’s not.” The environment has been her passion since she was a little girl, and she is now making it her life mission. She is already honing her expertise in clean water and is working for an engineering consulting firm with the goal of making a difference in social and environmental justice.

In many ways, engineer Sofie could not be more different than her artist sibling; in other ways, they are inseparable. They are truly best friends. Both are human rights activists and animal lovers. Both are very creative, and they enjoy clothes, and hair and makeup fashion. Sofie has also caught the Colorado hiking, climbing, and camping bug and finds tremendous enjoyment in the outdoors. She has a strong desire for international travel like Finley and traveled to South America the summer after her graduation. Her workaway experience was at a dog shelter in Huanchaco, Peru. There, she grew her confidence in being independent and honed her Spanish language skills. 

Sofie is also especially close to her birth father, Ricky, and his family. She always finds time to Facetime with her two younger birth siblings on his side. In addition, she has become a confidant and friend to two of her birth siblings on Rachel’s side, who are now in middle and high school. They both, of course, look up to her. Sofie tries to take the time to call or text her birth siblings, no matter how busy life gets.

In preparing this story, I sat down to think about our visits with my children’s birth families from the time we met and were matched until now. To my surprise and amazement, in thirty minutes, I jotted down twenty times I can recall visiting with Finley’s birth family and twenty-eight times with Sofie’s birth family. And I am sure I missed others. While I don’t recall the specifics of all these visits, I do remember the feelings and emotions that accompanied them. We always anticipated these interactions with excitement, but they were also an emotional drain on all of us. It is worth noting that we moved from Texas to Virginia when Finley was five and Sofie was one, so visits did require significant effort and travel.

Finley’s birth family visits mostly occurred when they were a young child and usually with birth mother, Jenna, and sometimes another family member or friend. By the time we moved to Virginia, Jenna was thinking about starting a family. However, Jenna continued to visit us in Virginia until about the time Finley turned twelve. Finley’s birth father, Michael, stayed in touch but only saw young three-year-old Finley once. Now as a young adult, Finley has visited both Jenna and Michael several times.

Sofie’s birth family visits were more frequent and involved more participants since her birth father’s family was very invested in our relationship. Visits often included birth grandparents, uncles, aunts, birth siblings, and even birth great-grandparents. Ricky’s family was consistent with contact over the years. While we did not see Sofie’s birth mother Rachel as often as we saw Ricky, she did visit, especially in the early years before she started to raise a family. And we traveled to Texas to visit with her, too, as Sofie was growing up. I always made an effort to ensure Sofie saw Rachel because I felt that the birth-mother connection was so important. I did not do the same for Finley with birth father Michael during the growing up years, and I consider that a miss and a regret.

What I can say about these visits with birth families are three very important things. First, the overarching emotions we experienced were love, gratitude, respect, and excitement to see each other. Second, Finley and Sofie were never confused about roles. They never questioned who their parents were. And finally, they loved seeing their birth families.

Our family tree is presented here to help you navigate our story. 
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PART II — Matching with Expecting Parents



3. The Book


“Birth parents aren’t looking for the most attractive parents — they’re looking for people they consider to be the best parents for their child...”

—The Open Adoption Experience, Melina and Roszia

When we entered the adoption world we discovered The Book — a large binder stuffed with Dear birth mother letters from hopeful adoptive couples and even some hopeful adoptive singles. It was overwhelming. We were required to create our own Dear birth mother letter, introducing ourselves to expecting mothers and telling them who we were, what our dreams and aspirations for a family were, and describing the kind of parents we wanted to be. (Today Dear Expecting Parent would be more appropriate than Dear birth mother because she is not a birth mother until she places her child.)

We also learned that we needed to send our Dear birth mother letter to at least one hundred friends and family, along with a cover letter explaining our desire to adopt and asking if they knew anyone with an unplanned pregnancy who was considering an adoption plan. Wait a minute, we thought. Isn’t it the agency’s job to find these expecting mothers and help us match? That’s when we learned statistics about how many more hopeful adoptive couples than expecting mothers considering adoption there were. Whoa! How would this ever work?

The next thing we soon learned was that language was important. We were told to pay attention to language because these words have deep emotional meaning. We were counseled to avoid using the phrase giving up. When an expecting mother or father is considering adoption, they are making an adoption plan for their baby. They are not giving their baby up or giving their baby away for adoption. Those phrases have different meanings and elicit very different emotions. Making an adoption plan means being thoughtful, involved, and in control. And in open adoption, expecting parents think deeply about choosing the parents and family for their child.

The phrase, giving your child up or giving your child away implies much less connection and control. It feels as if you are handing your child over to someone else to decide their fate. We learned to always use the phrase, making an adoption plan. We really liked hearing this and it gave us a lot of confidence that the process and agency we chose would be ethical and transparent. 

Some friends of ours — another waiting couple we had met during our visits to the agency — had been scammed by an attorney who claimed to be placing a baby for adoption. He showed them a sonogram, took their money, and after months of stringing them along, disappeared. Our radar was up that unethical adoptions were an issue. 

Even though we were comfortable with the agency we chose, the idea of getting great photography for the book and networking was outside our comfort zone. However, we knew that expecting parents have many prospective adoptive parents to choose from, and the competition would be stiff, especially for placing infants. It made sense to us then that we needed to do this, so we dug deep, got comfortable with it, and went to work.

Simply browsing through The Book gave us pause. The couples all seemed so happy and confident — what competition we would face. And then it got worse. Not only did we need to write this compelling Dear birth mother letter, but we also needed to get great pictures — we wanted to look good — and young enough. We were already worried about age and being rejected again. In retrospect, our looks were the least of our worries, but it sure didn’t feel like it at the time. 

First, we had to apply and go through the formal vetting process. This included a home visit by the social worker; personal, employer, and even clergy references; physical exams; income tax and financial statements; marriage license; and a layout of our home. Then, we each completed an extensive written questionnaire package, which asked about our childhoods, marriage, employment, adoption expectations, infertility, extended families, religious development, child-rearing philosophy, and previous marriages and current children, if any. They also wanted to know how we negotiated conflict and managed finances.

We had to enlist friends and family members to vouch for us. But their statements were just the start because, in addition, we had to answer some tough questions. Will you take only a newborn? Are you willing to adopt an older child? What about race? How important is that to you? And what if you are matched and the baby has significant health issues? Are you still willing to go through with the adoption? Are you willing to match with someone with no health insurance and pay all the costs? And sometimes expecting parents change their mind after the birth — are you prepared for that? We were beginning to see the complexities of adoption. 

Undeterred, we went about writing our Dear birth mother letter (letter in the appendix). It took weeks and many rewrites. We even tried to inject some humor, “We’re both engineers but not nerds.” We then solicited the help of David’s brother, who was an advertising creative director at the time, to help make us look good. We knew that many expecting mothers considering adoption were young — even young teenagers. He searched the malls and went into the fashion shops for younger girls like the popular store at that time called Justice. He noted the in-vogue colors and dressed us in some clothes that made us look slightly more “hip” for the photos. I wore a jean jacket with lots of fun pins, and David wore a bright-yellow shirt. David’s brother chose popular teen colors for our letter, and he added a sweet bear and some bees in lime green, teal, and yellow. We collected the names and addresses of friends, family, and colleagues, and soon our list was well over one hundred people. Once we got over the fact that we needed to announce our plans to the world, we were ready to send the letters. To our delight, our friends were very open and wanted to help.

With encouragement from the agency to network, and being the overachiever that I am, I even took some pretty green and yellow index cards, put sweet sparkly angel stickers on them with a message to contact me if you knew of any expecting mother considering adoption. Then I placed them on bulletin boards around our community. We even purchased a special toll-free 1-800 number that rang directly to our home landline.  

Our family, especially my three sisters and David’s sister and brother, were excited for us. But they, too, voiced some skepticism about our plan. They were worried. It was hard for them to imagine how this open adoption plan could work. We shared those fears, but never mind — into The Book we went. 

 Weeks and months passed without any calls. Matching with an expecting mother considering adoption seemed a near-impossible task. We went to monthly meetings of hopeful adoptive couples and met some wonderful people, which was helpful. All of them were waiting for that phone call from an expecting mother. We were encouraged every time we heard about couples who got a call or were successfully matched. But for all concerned, it was a slow, painful wait. We learned that it generally takes at least two years to adopt, and we needed to be patient.

***

When we decided to adopt a second time, I thought we were pros, and I knew just what to do, so I started writing our Dear birth mother letter. Jenna was excited too about a sibling for Finley, so she offered to talk to any expecting mothers on our behalf.

Despite my experience, I made some mistakes. I was worried that no one would pick us because we already had a two-year-old. I reasoned, why would an expecting mother pick a couple with a toddler when they could choose a childless couple so that their baby would be the center of attention? Consequently, I placed a picture of just David and me at the top of the page and a picture of us with Finley at the bottom. Then I wrote a letter saying what I thought an expecting mother wanted to hear. In February 1997, back in The Book we went.

Months passed with no calls. I knew I had to change something. Finally, I figured out that our letter was not reflecting our authentic selves. It needed to show who we were, not assume an expecting mother or father’s reaction. It needed to reflect the whole of our family. And, of course, the reality was that Finley was the center of our universe — our pride and joy! I placed our picture with Finley front and center and wrote all about life with our precious child. After all, this was our authentic story. The picture portrayed fun because David was lying down on the floor propped up on his elbows with toddler Finley riding on his back, a big smile on their faces, and I was holding on to them. Once our letter reflected our true selves, things started happening. (This revised letter can be found in the appendix.)

We got a call from the Providence Place counselor a few months after our revised letter was finalized, telling us that a couple, Rachel and Ricky, were interested in meeting us. She explained that both this expecting mother and father and their families were very involved. It was unusual for the expecting father and his family to be engaged because the involvement is often mostly with the expecting mother and sometimes her mother. Rachel was fifteen, Ricky was sixteen, and they were living in Austin. They had already signed up as clients with Providence Place since Rachel’s uncle had adopted from there a few years before. The counselor described them as very young and sweet dispositioned. Though they had spoken to two other couples, and Rachel’s mother wanted her to choose one that was childless, they were attracted to our letter and wanted to meet us.
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