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‘My mother was scheduled for major surgery to be foffmvcd‘wfrﬁ a stay in a rehab facfffn;. My older
brother was to stay with a friend of his from school and his family. 1, on the other hand, was more of
a problem as she didn't know who 1 s!i(1ltizf'.<ra_1; with. Her choice still makes no sense to me almost 30

years [:ﬁ!t'(’l' L'{H{l"\fllf' ! ﬁa\*e never ﬁ‘”‘ﬂﬂrh‘.ll even one SECHH({O}( I'ﬁﬂr seven and'a ﬁa—(f‘.‘»’ﬂeﬁ\

The 'Frfd'ay prior to her surgery my nwrﬁer_pfcﬁeo( me Lgpﬂmn school and took me and most qu_y
ﬁefongings to a total stranger’s home. ‘T’ﬁfs_famf(y was very "nice" with three ove'racﬁim’ing kids close
to my age. From the moment the car stopped in their driveway 1 remember feeling fear, anxiety and
the overwhelming total TERROR of the unknown while approaching the front door. My hands
sweating, heart ﬁearing Y fasr 1 swear you could see it th roquﬁ my sweater. My mouth went cﬁ'y and
my hands turned as cold as ice. My mother met this famffy tfn‘ougﬁ her church group but never
rﬁougﬁr to introduce me prior to just !éaw’ng me tﬁerefbr weeks on end. Ellﬁer ‘maﬁfng small talk with
them she gave me a quick kiss and'fljﬁ'. 1 didn’t see my mother again fnr seven and a ﬁa{‘fweeﬁs -when
she was discharged from the rehab unit to home.

The foad'rﬁfs ﬁum’ﬁ; ate was different than 1 was used too, the smells in the home were fti'ﬁ'er'crlt and
the sounds in house at m’gﬁr would scare me into a ﬁ!mf }Josirinn under my covers. 9 cried most m’gﬁts
until 1 fell asleep and was terrified that if something happened to my mother [1 didn’t know] what
would ﬁa}Jpen to me. 1 never got used to Eefng there, never fe(r at home or settled in. 1 1;cm‘ne.c{ for the
c{h_l; when 1 could go fiome again and sﬂ:gm in my own bed, ﬁ:e( sqﬁz in my skin again.

That day did come for me, but for these children bounced from one foster home to another it is not

) : ’ :
8uara-nreec( and the feeﬁ'ng 1 described above tﬁey fee( over and over and over again. Can you imagine
not Enmw’ng who you reaf@ are, ffyou will ever be accgpt’cdrm' loved? ‘}’lsfe'iﬂ(g yourse(f-mwr}; rime you
are moved to another stranger’s home - is this where 1 Geﬂmg:’ Will these peoy(e accept me for who 1
am? Am 1 going to be saﬁ. here? 1 can imagine in a very sma{i‘.‘wal_; and it is that memory/scar that

drives me to adoption of a child or children to free them someday of those fears,
Julie Cross - April 2009

FOR EVERY CHILD A PERMANENT FAMILY



