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Adoption S.T.A.R. has a new home!

On March 31st, Adoption STAR moved in to its new home at 47 Plaza Drive in
Williamsville. The location is perfect and great for families who want to stop by and say
ello!

We would like to take this opportunity to thank everyone who helped during the move. A
pecial thank you to the following people who helped make the majority of our wish list
ome true:

ohn Vogel and Dave Kasmier—

JMV Contracting

Helaine and Harvey Sanders

oanne and Hugh Miller

ynn and Dan Syracuse

Amy Jo and Paul Lauber

haron and Lowell Chick

Heidi Dizer, Walls By Design

Dylan and Christine Tinnesz and Family

- Kathy Crissey

- e“dyPOXO“ Mark Gerace, Hobbjobbers Unlimited
- Kﬁﬂl}’;REgiS_‘ . "ami and Mark Vogel

- Kelly R:‘ei;nhso‘ld ~ ort and Rich Jureller

k S ay Noell

Flory and Steven Herman and Family

sylvia Wishnoff

Michele and Chuck Ifried

yusan Everett
Judy Williams

. ice Holley
‘ }Katkhyf}iusscy ‘k

Here is the remainder of the Adoption STAR WISH LIST

1. New television — DONATED! 13. Picnic table for backyard

2. DVD and VHS player - BONATED! 14. Small play set for backyard

3. Digital Camera 15. Toy chest or wicker chest in good shape — DONATED!
4. Video Camera 16. Step ladder —- DONATED!

5. Children’s table - DONATED! 17. Shark or similar type hand held vacuum device —

6. New or gently-used Adoption/Parenting Books — donarions DONATED!

coming in daily! 18. Storage shed for back yard :

7. Large coffee maker/urn — DONATED! 19. 3 extra large planters for outside of the agency — DONATED!
8. Microwave — DONATED! 20. Live plants, small ever greens/shrubs, flowers, etc. for
9. Large new or gently used dry erase board — DONATED! outside around building and for planters —

10. Easels souie DONATED!

11. Chairs (for training room) — DONATED! 21. Outside bench for front of the building

12. Bookshelves — DONATED!



= . dhe .ﬂc[optwn Triad off to. Co [[ége
¢ A birth mother, an cw[o]atee and an adoptive Joarent -
;4[[ wﬁom ﬁappen to be college students or on tfuzvr way to co[lége, shar
their thoughts ‘on aa[optwn ~

Fighting Mad by Zachary, an adoptee

In an answer to a college essay question, in less then 250 words, “What makes you fighting mad?”’
Zachary, age 17, and an adoptee wrote:

There are more than half a million children in America living in foster care today. Almost half of these children
are African American. African American children are expected to remain in foster care 32% longer than white
children.

What makes me “fighting mad” is the fact that this epidemic is not slowing down. As an African American child I
was fortunate enough to have been adopted into a home where people will always love and care for me. Being adopted
and knowing how little people really know about the subject provokes me to share my story.

For four years I have volunteered to speak to groups of prospective adoptive parents. I try to make them
understand the option of adoption and hope my words encourage them to provide a comforting and forever home to a
child. My dedication to this cause is a mere three hours a month, yet 90% of the people I have shared my story with are
adoptive parents today.

In my county alone there are 1,360 children currently in foster care. 48.7% will never return to their birth families.
I hope statistics like these will continue to make me “fighting mad” about this injustice. Wherever I go in life I will
continue to help educate others that every child needs and deserves a forever family.

I hope this makes you “fighting mad” too. ~ Zachary

Forever Changed by Katee, an Adoption STAR birth mother
Submitted as a college essay. Katee, age 17, as a birth mother wrote:
I was a child myself when my life was forever changed. After putting myself into a situation where I lost control and
acted irresponsibly, I learned that your childhood can be over instantly.

After losing what I thought to be my “best friend,” I lost any ounce of self-esteem that existed in me; I was
looking for acceptance and affection from anyone willing to give it to me. Eventually, I found someone. He was nineteen,
I was sixteen, and as any parents would be, my parents were very skeptical of him. Against their wishes I saw him
anyway. Of course as any naive, young girl would do, I believed that he was sincere in his actions along with his words. I
gave him all of me, including my dignity, and because of one foolish December night full of irresponsibility and
recklessness, my life was forever changed.

For seven months I lived my life in denial. I came up with every reason under the sun as to why I had gained
weight, and why I was always feeling ill. As horrible as it sounds, I was hoping that I would go to the doctor eventually
and she would tell me I had some strange disease, anything other than the truth.

Then reality hit. On July 27, 2004, T went to the doctor for a routine physical. Still living in the extreme denial as
I had for seven months, I thought I could wish away everything and get away with it. Then my doctor asked me to lie
down so she could “feel my belly.” That’s when she asked me the question that will forever repeat in my head. “Are you
sure there is no way you could be pregnant?” At that exact moment, an extreme feeling of weakness and disgust came
over me and I broke down. And like a child I cried that I wanted my mother that minute. When the doctor brought my
mother in and told her, it was the most heart breaking moment in my life. Watching my mother cry and ask me “Why?”
was excruciating because I didn’t have any answers for her. In my mother’s eyes I was special, even when I told her
everything about my life, including my screw ups.

The next few hours were by far some of the hardest hours of my life. I was absolutely terrified of my father’s
reaction, as any young girl in my predicament would be. To my surprise he just hugged me and said, “We’re going to get
through this. Don’t worry.” That’s when I knew that everything, no matter how painful, would work out. I was so
embarrassed that I had been so careless with myself; the only people who knew were my brother, his girlfriend, my
parents and my grandparents,

Admitting my mistake to myself was the hardest part of my situation. Even though no one was proud of my
actions, they were all supportive, and I know now that if it hadn’t been for them I most likely wouldn’t have made it
through the last two months of my pregnancy.
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After finding out that I was pregnant at 17, [ was forced to make the hardest decision of my life. I was always a
girl who had big plans to go away to college and make the life that I’ve always dreamed of for myself. Yet, I was still a
child myself. How was I supposed to be responsible for another child’s life? After thinking about my options, I made the
hardest, but most compassionate, choice of adoption. I worked with a wonderful group of people who gave me options and
made an unimaginably terrifying situation into a life changing and positive experience. I was given options that I never
imagined possible. I was able to choose the most wonderful family to adopt my child, was given rights to visit my child, I
was even allowed to help name my child.

On September 16, 2004 at 4:45 p.m., | gave birth to a beautiful baby boy named Camden Michael. That’s when the
reality of my decision set in. The emotions and thoughts that ran through my mind were unexplainable. The time I spent
sitting in a hospital room signing those papers seemed to last a lifetime. I just kept telling myself that my decision was
changing the life of a family, and I was giving Camden Michael the life that I wouldn’t be able to provide for him.

[ was still a child when 1 found myself responsible for another child’s future. Although I, along with my family,
never imagined I would be in this situation, I handled it in what I believe to be the most appropriate manner possible.
Choosing an adoption plan for Camden Michael was the hardest, yet greatest, life changing experience I believe I ever
have or ever will face in my life.

What I have learned by Sue Reardon, an Adoption STAR adoptive mother

Like most, I went into the adoption process with many preconceived thoughts and ideas. I bought into many of the
stereotypical views and largely held the “t.v. movie of the week” mentality. I let the cost of adopting scare me at first, and
the fear that a birthmother might return to reclaim her child haunt me. I was sure the home study social worker would walk
into our home with a white glove and clipboard just looking for reasons to fail us. I assumed we’d wait years on lists just
for the possibility at one day becoming parents. I never doubted the love I’d feel for my child but didn’t give much thought
to his or her birthparents, other than assuming they’d be teenagers and hoping they wouldn’t want to be part of our lives. I
also thought that if we were fortunate enough to ultimately receive a child that our adoption journey would end there.

Boy ,was I wrong about it all.

The home study classes were so informative and addressed many of the legal fears I had, as well as addressing
some things I hadn’t even thought of. I learned about tax credits and the generosity of family and friends. The social
worker was kind and eager to approve us for a placement. After learning more about open adoption, we were eager to form
relationships with our child’s birth family. The years I anticipated waiting turned out to be just a few short months. With
each stage of the process, myths were dispelled and my understanding increased. But not only did I learn about adoption, I
learned about myself,

Adoption has taught me courage and perseverance. I have learned that if you want something bad enough, you
have to be willing to put 200% of your effort into achieving it. I knew that a passive attitude was not going to get me far in
the adoption world. It was so scary to contact that first agency, but I did it. With each e-mail or phone call I gained self-
confidence in the process and in myself.

Adoption has taught me hope. I learned the importance that hope and faith play during one’s darkest hour. I
continually reminded myself to be strong and stay the course. Seeing other families formed through adoption reminded me
that adoption does work. And somewhere along the way, I was taught patience. Waiting is only temporary. Whether the
wait is 4 weeks, 4 months, or 4 years...it will happen. Though this lesson was possibly the most difficult to endure; it has
perhaps been one of the most valuable.

Lastly, adoption has also taught me gratitude and enabled me to be a better parent. I wake up every morning
grateful for the opportunity to be my child’s mother. I am thankful for every sleepless night and dirty diaper, for our good
days and for our bad. Whether my daughter has emptied all her dressers drawers for the third time in a day or begged me to
sing “Itsy Bitsy Spider” for the thirteenth time in a row, I am reminded how very blessed I am.

Although adopting is an event, adoptive parenting is a lifelong process. I am so grateful for the lessons I have
already learned, but my journey of discovery is never ending. I will continue to learn and make mistakes along the way,
but I have to believe that I am a better parent and person for it all.
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