My Truth


I was born on January 26, 1961, somewhere in the State of North Carolina.   It was a normal full-term pregnancy.  There were no complications noted.  I died on February 6, 1962.  There were no flowers, no funeral, no small grave, nobody sang for me.  My body was still alive.  My spirit however, was confused and traumatized.  My identify was gone forever.  I remained a nameless little baby girl being shuffled from orphanage to foster home and back to the orphanage.  Never being allowed to bond too much.  Never allowed “too much attention.”  At some point in time I was given the name Phyllis.  It was just temporary, so they could tell me apart from all the other babies in limbo.  I cried a lot.  One day I just stopped crying.  N one was listening.


I had committed no crime.  I had no knowledge of the man and woman who conceived me, nor any memory of my birth.  I was, by law, incompetent to make decisions concerning my welfare.  Therefore, the State of North Carolina deemed it in my best interest to place me what appears now to be some sort of warped witness protection program.  In July of 1962, I was given a new name, a new identity, a new place to live, a new place to have been born, a new family.  All information concerning my “past life” was eradicated.  


I am an adoptee in the State of North Carolina.


Please don’t misunderstand.  I’m not saying that being adopted has been an unfavorable experience.  Actually it was the best possible thing for me.  I had a wonderful family and opportunities I would otherwise have never had.  I love my adopted family and will always be thankful for them.  That is not the point.  My problem is within the lies and secrets that permeate every thing associated with adoption.  The uneducated stigma that is attached, the questions that will never be answered follow adoptees like a black cloud.  I am now an adult.  I no longer need the protection of the lies, the State wishes to tell.  I need the truth.  My Truth, however painful it may be.


The really sad reality is, the State of North Carolina and its legislature has had numerous opportunities to restore adoptees to a normal state of life after reaching adulthood.  They didn’t.  They have actually had four bills that I know of before them on this issue since 1987.  They just keep looking the other way.  I was actually in attendance at a study committee meeting in 1999.  It was very disheartening.  No adoptee was allowed to speak.  They listened only to people on the other side.  We lost again.


These people have the opportunity to give adoptees back some self-respect and allow us the answers to questions that most people take for granted.  They can give us a medical history instead of endless testing and guesswork.  They can allow us to no longer feel like criminals when we seek information about our heritage.  They can allow us to finally become a member of the human race, instead of a spectator.  They can give us the truth.  Our Truth. 


Where were you born?  Does that question cause you to break out in a cold sweat and struggle over the answer?  I know where, but the state says I was born elsewhere and I have to be careful I don’t answer that question truthfully.  Do trips to your child’s pediatrician cause you to have a panic attack?  You see I can’t answer any medical questions.  I don’t have that information.  What is your heritage?  I am Cherokee and Scottish on one side and Mexican on the other.  Of course I cannot claim this on any “real documents.”  Because the State of North Carolina decided I was Caucasian.  Oh I have the paperwork to prove it, but most do not and I cannot use what I have.  I am forty years old and I was reduced to tears today in the Social Security office simply trying to get a new social security card. You see, I don’t have a birth certificate.  Has that ever happened to you?  Probably not.  Unless you’re adopted too.

The Struggle Continues...

