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Prologue
Touched By Adoption 
So many lives, 
So many hearts, 
So many tears, 
So many smiles. 

One mother cries, 
One mother smiles, 
One mother's guilt, 
One mother's joy. 

A child lost, 
A child gained, 
A child missed, 
A child loved. 

So many emotions, 
So many pains, 
So many regrets, 
so many disappointments. 

One day the pain may go, 
One day there may be joy, 
One day there may be answers, 
One day who knows what happens. 
On the 8th August 2004 my life changed dramatically as events from my past came back to haunt me.  I had put a part of my life in a box never to be forgotten but never spoken to anybody including the few that knew about it.  My way of dealing with it was to start writing a diary shortly afterwards to help me to cope day to day then one day my husband suggested writing a book.  I later went on an adoption forums I belonged to that day.  I had got into the habit of doing every day and read a post by an adoptee that got me thinking about it more seriously.  It was a long on going thread and the adoptee asked about mothers asking their child questions as her mother rarely asked her questions.  I told her I understood this as I was wary of asking my son questions.  To name a few reasons why; I didn’t want to appear pushy, fear of rejection, him reacting badly and didn’t want to think about all of his life I had missed out on.  I also jokingly mentioned I should start writing a book about my experiences and within days I started writing.  It has taken me a long time in writing this as I have been busy, gone through bouts of depression and have found it hard at times to put my heart into it.
Getting back to 2004 my husband and I that it would be a bit of fun to trace our family trees.  We joined up with Genes Reunited and I put in all the information we knew.  I soon realized my details had been entered by another member so emailed him to find out why.  It had never occurred to me that anybody would do this without my permission.  About half an hour later I suddenly thought about who this could be so checked his details.  That confirmed what I thought that my son had joined the site using the names I had given him.  I had always forced myself to think of him by his adoptive first name although I have always thought of him privately by the names I gave him.  I had received a letter from his adoptive mother that included telling me the change of first name and why his middle name had been kept.  I decided to sit this one out and see if he would respond back which he did later that day.
I couldn’t talk about my son over the years and he had been mentioned three times.  The first time was when I received a letter from his adoptive mother and I sobbed my heart out.  Even so, after my mum comforted me, it was as if nothing had happened and nothing more was said.  The second time was a few years later over Sunday lunch with my parents.  They suddenly announced that they had changed their wills.  If he made contact with me before he was twenty five years old he would benefit from their wills.  The last time was in 1994 when my sister rang up to talk to me a couple of days after an argument.  I was out and my sister thought he was lying to her about me not being there.  She then went on to tell him about the adoption on the hope it would split us up.  For some reason my sister could never bear to see me happy but I don’t know why.  She has been happily married since 1980, has three beautiful daughters who love her and she has always been loved.  When I got home my husband was naturally angry, not because of the adoption but that I hadn’t told him myself. I retaliated back with anger as I was so upset with my sister for doing what she had done.  However I told him the basic details and told him there was no point talking about it anymore.  In hindsight I should have talked as it would have helped me to start healing. 
 
 
 
 
 Chapter 1
For My Son
A tiny boy born on a summer’s day,
Too young to the sun’s bright ray,
Too young to know his first mother’s love,
Too young to know his second mother’s need. 

The years go flying by too fast,
He’s growing into a fine young man,
 Loving his mother and his family,
Wondering about his first mother. 

One day he is old enough to search,
In his heart he needs to know her,
The truth he needs to know now,
Of why she let him go his other mother. 

Five years later his mother finds him,
His questions he can now ask her,
To get to know his roots at last,
From his first mother who loves him. 

I was born on the 5th November1961 child and I was my parents’ second child.  My mother had been in contact with Rubella while she was pregnant with me so I am partially deaf in my right ear. For many years I did have an obvious speech defect but with years of speech therapy and me making a conscious effort this improved.
On the whole my early life was happy and I was close to my dad, my sister was closer to my mum. We went through the usual sibling rivalry and we were very different in temperament as well as looks. It was a family joke that I was the milkman’s daughter as I was so fair that my hair was white blonde and have blue eyes. Most of my family brown or auburn hair although my mum and her twin brother had blonde hair when they were young.
As I got older I began to see that my sister and I were treated differently in subtle ways and my sister was obviously the favourite. I didn’t let it get to me as my relations tended to spoil me a bit more than her. The only thing that really irritated me was that if my sister did anything wrong she was quickly forgiven. If it was me I would constantly get it chucked back in my face every time my mother was annoyed with me. I didn’t let it show that it upset me as I was generally a happy child and had friends that were quite protective of me. I was also independent even though I was shy and preferred my own company.
When my sister was fifteen years old she had a steady boyfriend who was a few years older than her. One day I remember we went to see a friend of hers that she worked with as she had a Saturday job in a dry cleaners. I can’t remember how the subject came up but they started talking about my sister being pregnant. Her friend was concerned that she should tell our parents as soon as possible. At the time I wasn’t sure whether to be shocked or happy as I was only twelve years old. I was made to promise not to say anything to anybody particularly our parents. It was worth making the promise as the thought of having a nephew or niece seemed great to me. I can’t remember if my sister told my parents that day or a few days later but I do remember the shouting and tears afterwards. My parents were also angry with me for not telling them either. I cried my own tears in private as my parents decided she was going to have an abortion and the subject was never discussed in front of me again. In all these years I have never known how my sister felt about that abortion nor will I ever know. My parents also made sure there was an end to the relationship with her boyfriend.
After that in many ways I became quiet and withdrawn even at school. My parents didn’t help matters as they were constantly checking up on my sister through me. She, in turn, constantly wanted to know what they were saying about her so I was stuck in the middle. I didn’t lie to any of them but on the other hand I was careful what I said as I didn’t want to fall out with my parents or my sister. The effect was that I became secretive and didn’t talk about anything that was bothering me including some bullying which didn’t last long as my sister found out.  
Life went on but it wasn’t quite the same so I was glad when I had any excuse not to be in the house. My parents were by now increasingly comparing me with my sister who was the ‘better, cleverer’ sister and I could do no right. I ignored this the best way I could and was thankful I had good friends.
One hobby I started around this time was to have pen pals as I enjoyed writing and wrote to people all around the world. They were mostly in America, Canada and Europe. One lived in Amarillo, Texas whom I wrote to for many years until just before I married then lost touch with her. For me it was a bit of escapism as I enjoyed reading out their lives, hobbies and countries.
At seventeen years of age after spending a year at college I started working for the Thames Water Authority head office. This gave me a real feeling of independence at long last. After so many years of being told how useless I was I felt smug that by getting a job proved I wasn’t completely useless. During this time I was still having interviews for the civil service and was eventually offered a job with the Foreign and Commonwealth Office. The pay was much better so despite the travelling distance being the same I left one job for another after three months. I was to stay there for about eleven years. On the whole I liked working there despite the amount of travelling as I had quite a good social life with new friends from work and my old friends. 
My sister had been working for a few years by this time first with the National Westminster Bank then with the Port of London Authority. During this time she had been in a long term relationship got engaged then split under a bit of a cloud. Again it wasn’t really something that was talked about but I knew enough that her boyfriend left his job due to problems and there were suspicions whether it was his fault or another member of staff. It was more of my sister’s decision to split than anybody else but I did wonder at the time if my parents had anything to do with it.
My social life improved a great deal so at times it felt like I only went home to sleep and eat. Saturdays I tended to be out and about so the only time I seemed to spend at home was on Sundays. It suited me as I was happier being away from home as I felt I could be myself. I always felt like I had to behave in a certain way with my parents and I felt stifled. It’s something I can’t really explained except I always felt my parents wanted me to be something I wasn’t. My sister was more of the type to live her live the way our parents had and was quite content with it. I wanted something more although I didn’t know what at the time and now I don’t think I will ever work out what I really wanted out of life. All I knew at the time was that I wanted a career, get married at some point, have children, see the world and to be able to continue working.
It didn’t take my sister long to get into another serious relationship which my parents weren‘t completely happy about. He was a friend of theirs through the R.A.F.A. (Royal Air Force Association) Club and had split from his wife. It wasn’t just because he had divorced his wife it was also because he was twenty two years older. Coincidently his ex-wife went on to marry a young man who was close to my sister’s age. My parents didn’t interfere too much as I think they hoped she would ‘come to her senses’ but that didn’t happen I was also going along to the R.A.F.A. Club regularly and became a member when I was eighteen years old. My sister and I had been allowed to go occasionally since we were fourteen as the club had a good social life for families. Their friends had children of similar ages to us also went to the club. Soon afterwards I became friendly with the son of other friends of my parents who were also members there. At first it was like all my previous relationships and I was just out to enjoy myself. However before I knew it this relationship did become more serious. 
My sister got married in May 1980 and I was amazed how much the mood lightened afterwards. She and her husband stuck it out before the wedding despite how my parents felt so when they decided to get married my parents just gave up trying to get her to see sense over the age difference. Soon after that my boyfriend and I got engaged the mood began to darken again at home. He lost his job around the time we got engaged though he did immediately start looking for another job. 
My grandmother came for a visit my mother was much more relaxed so it was much better at home. When my grandmother went home I went with her two weeks as I hadn’t had a holiday and wanted a break. I hadn’t wanted to go away with my parents and my friends were going to Clacton on Sea but I didn’t want to go there either. The first week was good as I was able to spend time with relatives and my grandmother then my boyfriend spent the second week with us. We had a lovely, relaxing time together so I made the most of it. By this time we had got engaged and I had started to notice a change in his attitude towards me. 
It was after we got home that the situation got noticeably worse between us but I did my best to make it work as I loved him. This included moving out of my parent’s home as I thought it would give us more opportunity so spend our free time together. It just seemed to make things worse though although he was fine when we were with his friends. Eventually we agreed to have one night a week for us to go out without each other and with our friends.
Usually once a week I went to a night club with my friends in Basildon which gave me a chance to unwind. It was also a bit of a boost to my confidence as I wasn’t walking on egg shells. Even then my fiance had to spoil that for me as he turned up one evening which threw me into a panic.  My friends and I were talking to a couple of male friends so I didn’t want my boyfriend to think I was flirting. I managed to get away from them before bumping into my fiance and we left immediately. Things calmed down a bit for a little while after that as my fiance seemed to be pacified. I felt like I had to be continually looking over my shoulder after that even though I hadn’t done anything wrong.
Eventually the situation did come to head as my landlord’s girlfriend was my fiance’s cousin. My landlord was cheating on her and when she found out she was angry with me. This made life difficult for me particularly when she decided to tell my fiance I was seeing other men behind his back. It is only more recently I found out it was definitely her who did this but of by this time it was far too late to do anything about it. I was absolutely devastated when we split up so my friends rallied round so that I didn’t spend any time on my own.
My friend had moved into another house and as she knew it was awkward for me to continue staying where I was she arranged for me to move in. It was a relief to get out of a bad atmosphere and took a weight off my shoulders. I started to put on a hard front determined never to let anybody get close to me again. Christmas approached and I had already begun to suspect I was pregnant but didn’t want to think about it. My parents were going to stay with relatives over Christmas plus my sister and brother in law were going to stay with his mother. Fortunately my friend suggested I went with her to spend Christmas with her parents. That was the last Christmas in a long time that I actually enjoyed.  Soon after the new year my friend moved out as she didn’t like our landlord much. I stayed on for a few weeks longer trying to decide what to do for the best. At that time I couldn’t afford to rent a place on my own and I knew if I went on the Council waiting list it would likely be years before I was offered a place. At the time it didn’t occur to me that council would probably offer me a place fairly quickly as I was pregnant or at least soon after the baby was born. I believed that as I was working it wouldn’t be so easy to be offered a council house or flat. I thought my only realistic option was to ask my parents if they minded me moving back home again. They agreed and I moved back in January 1981.
By this time I couldn’t ignore the fact that I was pregnant and agonized what to do for the best. At one point I did consider abortion but couldn’t go through with it as I really did want my baby.  My sister was also pregnant and her baby was due in May so this didn’t help how I felt as she was happily married whereas I was single. I also had the issue of knowing that she had been forced to have an abortion and I didn’t want the same to happen to me. Finally I decided to keep quiet long enough so that I couldn’t be pressured into this. Part of me unrealistically hoped that when my parents found out they would accept the situation. Eventually I couldn’t hide the fact that I was pregnant from my parents even though I looked as if I had just put a bit of weight on. For a while they didn’t seem to want to accept the situation until we went on holiday. By this point they couldn’t avoid it any longer and decided my baby was to be adopted no matter what.
My sister had already had her baby, a daughter, by this time whom I absolutely adored as did my parents. Despite my parents attitude towards me I hoped when my baby was born they would change their minds. They didn’t and refused to visit me or my baby in hospital which deeply hurt. 
On the 3rd August 1981 I went into labour and my father took me to the local hospital where my son was born two hours later. Through my own choice he was taken away straight away as I couldn’t bear to look at him knowing my parents wanted him adopted. For the rest of the day I cried on and off still determined not to see him. Over the next day or two I couldn’t stop thinking about him so I asked to see him which I have never regretted. 
The social worker had visited me in hospital by this time who advised me not to see my son. I told her I didn’t want my son to be adopted and it was my parents who were pressurizing me into this. She promised to put a stop to the adoption but also advised me to give myself time to think about this first. I still had to see my son and he was so small and perfect that I didn’t want to put him down but I had to be strong with myself.
I wasn’t in hospital very long despite having an infection but still took two weeks off work sick. It didn’t take long for me to realize that the social worker had lied to me and hadn’t put a stop to the adoption. She also told my parents how I felt who in turn pressurized me even more. I have never felt so betrayed as I did at that time and will never forget it even though I have moved on. The situation was so bad that I didn’t know I could visit my son nor did I know where he was except that he was with foster carers.
My parents made my life hell with emotional blackmail on the lines I couldn’t look after my son and hold down a job. They wouldn’t help, would make sure nobody else did and they would disown me as would everybody else I knew. My parents went as far as to say that they would make sure I couldn’t get alternative accommodation, I would lose my job therefore I would lose my son anyway as I would be homeless. I never thought my parents could be so cruel and I eventually lost my will to fight them. Not once though did I say or actually agree to my son being adopted. It got to the point that the social worker told me it was too late to put a stop to the adoption and it wasn’t till years later I found out that I had been lied to. I didn’t know I had six months to make a final decision yet nobody once explained my rights. I may not have intended getting pregnant but it will always be the biggest regret of my life that he was adopted.
During this time I did register my son’s birth and his first name after my first love when I was about nine years old, his second name a saint‘s name. At the time I didn’t envisage seeing him again but on the faint hope that I did I thought it would be a nice story to tell him.
My son was only mentioned three times after this period. The first time was after I received a letter from his mother thanking me for letting him be adopted. It was a well-intentioned letter in which she let me know what they had changed his first name to but had kept his second name as that was her husband’s first name. For the first time since the day he had been born I allowed to cry my heart out so only the second time I had cried. For once my mother showed some compassion but she didn’t say much to comfort me.  
I was keeping myself as busy as possible and going out quite a bit in my free time just to keep my mind occupied. In many ways I became cold and withdrawn as well as not letting anybody get too close to me emotionally. At this time I decided I wasn’t ever going to get married or have any more children as I was scared of being let down again.
Being single and having a well-paid job meant I could have holidays abroad plus a good social life. I did have boyfriends but as soon as they became serious I backed off completely and dropped them.
A few years later my parents suddenly announced over Sunday dinner that they had included my son in their wills. This was on the condition that he made contact before he was twenty five years old. I just didn’t know what to say to that so didn’t say anything. They didn’t seem to realize how much this upset me them talking so calmly when they had put me through hell. They hadn’t wanted to talk about him previously and it choked me that they could suddenly talk about him as if it was quite normal to do so. I had put up my own wall as a form of self-preservation as it was the only way I could think of keeping a grip on my emotions.
At twenty four years of age I moved out of my parent’s home and into a council flat. It was one of my better moves even though I became more introverted. It suited me though as most of my friends were in long term relationships or married. The only thing that stopped me from being a total recluse was that I was working. Life carried on much the same and I still had a bit of a social life and I was still going abroad for holidays. When I was about twenty eight years old I was knocked over through no fault of my own. The main injury was that I had fractured my wrist in two places so spent six weeks off work. I was advised to make a claim for compensation hence the amount of time I took of week. Emotionally the accident had more of an effect on me than physically and I became nervous about crossing roads for some time.
The way I felt generally didn’t improve and I retreated even more into myself yet nobody seemed to notice. I was aware of what was happening but didn’t know how to deal with it. In a way I wondered what the point of existing was yet I didn’t know how to move on in a positive way. It was only a matter of time before I eventually resigned from my job as I had sunk to an emotional all-time low. This was several months later. 
About a year after my accident I babysat for a single father I knew and stayed over. The next morning when I got up I thought it was a bit odd as his dog was still in the house instead of being tied up outside. When I opened the back door the dog turned on me and bit me several times. I was first taken to Orsett Hospital then onto St Andrew’s Hospital at Billericay. This was simply because my face and ears would be stitched in such a way that the scarring would be minimal. I still have the scars today which don’t bother me yet emotionally it took me years to get over it.
I was unemployed for about eighteen months as I found it hard to get motivated to look for work. Eventually I decided to apply for nurse training and got accepted by two hospitals so accepted the offer that started in January 1992. Part of me was petrified as my confidence had taken a battering over the years. My self-esteem was also virtually non-existent as well.
I remember my first day of nurse training as if it was yesterday. I moved into the nurses hostel the day I started and all the students went to college that afternoon. The first sixteen weeks we spent in the classroom and were made up of many different nationalities. It was good prove though that so many cultures and nationalities could actually get along well. My two closest friends were an English girl and a Philippino, both were younger than me yet we became very close. I also got on well with the other students although I felt like an older sister at times as some of them came to me with their problems. It felt good to be needed and I was happy to be accepted for just being me.
By this time I was only keeping in touch with one friend from my past who was by this time divorced. We tended to make time to meet up when I spent weekends with my parents or if I was on holiday. At times my parents asked me why I never brought any of my friends with me but I was always able to make truthful excuses. The real reason was that I didn’t want to risk my parents or my sister running me down in front of my friends. It is a terrible thing to state about my parents but it was a real fear for me. I needed to finally take control of my life and stop drifting through it as I had done.
I was beginning to enjoy myself for the first time in many years. It had been a long time since I was able to laugh and genuinely mean to. My son was always close to my heart yet I knew I had to move on with my life. My confidence began to improve slowly even though my self- esteem didn’t which is something I still have a problem with today. I was just happy to be accepted for who I was without interference from my family. 
Before I knew it we were working on the wards, the first for me was a male surgical ward. The staff were great so it didn’t take me long to settle into the routine. I thought I would have a phobia about giving needles yet it didn’t bother me in the least. One of the staff nurses got myself and the others to practise on oranges first which was funny as the juice kept squirting out. With changing dressings it was a case of watching a couple of times then getting chucked it the deep end. The same with removing tubes, stitches and so on. I soon learnt the easiest way to deal with the not so nice jobs was to chat to the patients at the same time. Having a sense of humour also helped as at times it is hard working on wards. I honestly think nurses, and doctors for that matter, have very sick sense of humour yet at times it is the only way to cope.
Only once did a death get to me and this was with a cancer patient. He had been a difficult patient to say the least and went home for a few weeks before coming back to die. When he arrived back on the ward he was like a changed person who had accepted his fate. The morning of the day he died he told me didn’t want me to like him as he knew he was going. I smiled and said I liked him anyway yet we both instinctively knew at this point he didn’t have long. At approximately three in the afternoon he died so I took the opportunity to put a flower on his chest so I could say my own private good bye. This was the only time I did this but I needed to and it is hard to explain why.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 








Chapter 2
So Many Times …
So many times I want to tell you I love you,
The times I wanted to hug and kiss you,
The pain is so deep inside me aching,
But my head tells me to be happy. 

So many times I have hated myself,
Wanting to shout and cry out loud,
Wishing I could turn back the clock,
Wondering how I let this happen.
 
So many times I have dreamt about you,
Hoping that you are happy to be alive,
Then knowing about your life and family,
Still trying to find that inner peace for me. 

There were others sad times to come but it is the good memories I enjoy remember.  Whenever a member of the nursing staff left they had a special bath on their last day. We were evil as anything soluble we could lay our hands on went in such as coffee and soup. Christmas was a special time of year as nobody wanted to be in hospital so we made the best of it and the nurses got spoilt.
I remember the first time I helped to lay out a patient who had died late at night. A few days later my mentor asked me how it went. I made the mistake of jokingly saying I had watched too many horror as I was half expecting the patient to suddenly sit up. For weeks after I had to suffer the other staff singing “Thriller” by Michael Jackson.
In January 1993 my Nan died and I was working when the telephone came through that day from my mother. I was busy at the time so the message was passed on. Almost immediately I was finished and the sister in charge told me in the staff room and I was allowed to ring my parents straight away. My mum and I both cried over the phone for about ten minutes as we had both been close to my Nan. After the phone call I was allowed the rest of the shift off as the staff knew I was upset. Word got round so by the time I was back on shift the patients were really sweet asking how I was and I didn’t mind talking about my Nan. 
The funeral was eight days later and coincidently didn’t interfere with work so I didn’t have to change my shifts. Despite the sadness of the day it was a true celebration of her life which she would have loved. By the evening everyone was laughing and joking which is exactly how my Nan would have wanted it to be. 
The following day there was a short service at the cemetery for immediate family as her ashes were buried in my grandfather’s grave. My uncle’s ashes, who had died years before, are also buried there. 
After that life carried on much the same as usual and time came round for me to do four weeks in theatre which I enjoyed. I had been nervous about spending time in the theatre as I didn’t think I would cope with seeing operations performed. When it came to it I was fine and was too interested in what happened to worry how I would react. It seemed a bit strange to be working just during the day time as I had got used to working shifts but it was a pleasant change.
It was soon after this that I met my future husband and I was working on another ward. We met around June or July 1993 and were married on the 20th November 1993. Two of the R.M.N. nurses I was working with started to cause me trouble which carried on even after I finished on that ward. I dealt with this and the senior staff supported me but it didn’t stop these two members of staff. Eventually I got to the stage that I was fed up with this as it was affecting my social life as well so I resigned. I didn’t like giving into these bullies but it was difficult for anything to be done as they weren’t quite overstepping the mark.
By this time we were living in Woodford Green in a council flat and got a kitten soon after we moved in. Weeks later we got a puppy so it was chaos at times as they loved to play in the base of the bed. Our kitten also liked going out with us when we took the puppy out for walks and followed us if we walked to the shops.
When we got married my husband knew I didn’t want children although I didn’t tell him the real reason. Eventually after a lot of persuading I did give in to the possibility of having children though for a long time I was quietly relieved nothing happened. He thought I just didn’t want children as I wasn’t the maternal type as I couldn’t open up to him.
My sister and I had an argument over the telephone about six months after I got married. A day or two later I was out and she rang wanting to talk to me but wouldn’t believe my husband that I was out. She then went on to tell him about my son out of sheer spite. When I got home he confronted me about this and it caused an argument. After we both calmed down I told him the basic background then told him there was no point discussing it unless my son found me. In hindsight I should have started talking about my son but I just couldn’t bring myself to. By now all my pain, hurt, anger, sadness and feeling a failure were so deeply buried that I didn’t want to bring it all to the surface. I was too scared to lose complete control of my emotions nor did I think I could cope with it. Even then I naively believed that if my son tried to make contact that he would do so through an intermediary. It never occurred to me how I would have dealt with it if my husband hadn’t found out about my son before possible reunion. I couldn’t allow myself to think that my son may one day find me as I had allowed myself to believe what I had been told. The social worker had told me that my son would be too happy with his adoptive parents to want to know me.
Over the years we moved a few in and around Essex and Norfolk but by 1998 we were living in Basildon, Essex. Before we moved back to Essex we were living in Gorleston and regularly went into Lowestoft. We had leaflet contracts and had a team that we took out. One particular day we got chatting with a lady who had a standard poodle that Bouncer made friends with. Her dog had puppies seven weeks previously and had three left so we went in for a coffee and Bouncer played with them. We just couldn’t resist having one whom we called Bonnie.
Towards the end of 1998 my dad was admitted to hospital as he needed an operation due to an ulcer which was getting worse. My mother and my sister didn’t seem to want me to visit him all that often which was hurtful. Sometimes I would visit and my dad kept quiet about it but I hated the feeling.
It was around this time that the only friend I kept in touch from my school days started avoiding me.  Someone had falsely reported my husband I for fraud as we were unemployed at the time. We were making separate claims as my mother in law was ill as well and my husband was staying with her for a few weeks. All the time we were completely honest with the Benefits Agency on what was happening. Fortunately the fraud officer believed us as he had done some checking beforehand so it was easy to prove we hadn’t done anything wrong. My friend got the idea somehow that we blamed her for this which led to the end of our friendship. However my husband and I already had our suspicions that it was my sister who was the blame for causing the trouble and falsely accusing us of fraud. She works for the Job Centre so it would have been easy for her to check our claims. We didn’t have proof though it was my sister so there was nothing we could do about it.
In early 1999 my sister rang me up and we had a massive row as she accused my husband of blaming my friend for what happened. She also claimed he had been abusive over this matter and other issues. I was very hurt by the nastiness and knew nothing of the claims my sister was making. She accused me of lying and in the end I snapped then told her I couldn’t take anymore of her attitude or that of my parents either. I told her I wanted nothing more to do with her or the rest of my family. It was awful I was worried about my dad who was still seriously ill yet I couldn’t take my sister’s behaviour anymore. 
When we had got on well it was great but over the years my sister had caused me trouble by telling lies and this was the final straw. I had constantly been blamed by my parents for lying over the years yet in fact it was my sister who had been the culprit. Soon after that we moved again for various reasons but I didn’t let my family know as I was still very angry. The time had come that I needed to break free emotionally and this was the only I knew how. I felt very alienated as I wasn’t close to my husband’s family and at times I felt that they only tolerated me because I was married to their brother. 
His mother and I got on okay though and had become close over the years. The first couple of years hadn’t been easy as she had made me feel like I had taken her baby away from her. Of my mother in law’s five children my husband was the one that was always there for her when she had a problem. She still expected this after we married and at times I resented my husband dropping everything for her as it made me feel like second best. 
It was a gradual thing that we started to get closer and all I can put it down to was that no matter what our differences were I always made her feel welcome.  When we moved to Norfolk my mother in law came to stay with a few times. On one occasion her best friend came with her, and we always had a good time.
On the 14th August 1999 we took my mother in law and her three friends out for the day as it was her birthday. We usually went up to Yorkshire at least once a year if not twice and got into the habit of taking her as she was originally from Bridlington. As usual we started off at Goathland where “Heartbeat” is filmed then onto Whitby as we love going to both places. By the time we got to Bridlington we had our suspicions that all was not quite right with my mother in law but still went to see a cousin (by marriage) of hers as we knew she really wanted to go there. We eventually got home at two o’clock in the morning so we were absolutely shattered but we were still up by eight o’clock.
Still worried about my mother in law we went to visit her at her friend’s home. She normally went to church so we knew she must be feeling poorly to miss the meeting. Unfortunately her two other friends so we knew we wouldn’t get much out of her and left it at that so she could rest. 
On the Monday morning we to see my mother in law at her home and she was still in bed which wasn’t normal for her. We then on to see her closest friend who then broke down in tears as she had an idea something was seriously wrong. My mother in law had made her friends promise not to say anything to the family how poorly she really was feeling. All three of us went back and insisted that we all went to Accident and Emergency for her to be checked out. Even now all these years on there are times my husband I regret taking her to hospital as my mother in law would have preferred dying her own way and at home.
Tests were done and eventually we had bad news that my mother in law had cervical cancer and it was serious. The next four months were hard emotionally as we saw her dying in front of us. My husband did most of his grieving as she lay dying and made a point of telling her each time he saw her that he loved her. My mother in law only briefly saw her home again for a week before dying on the 3rd December 1999. 
The funeral was on the 16th December 1999 exactly four months to the day that we had first taken her to hospital. It was an awful time watching her die in front of our eyes and trying to remain cheerful. My husband’s family didn’t help as they tried to shut us out completely which deeply hurt. They loved her but it had always been my husband and I who had always been there for her to sort out problems, take her out and having her spend time with us. The other thing that annoyed me was that suddenly in laws weren’t family yet we were expected to be at the beck and call of the family so that caused friction.
I remember the first time we went over to the crematorium after the funeral. My husband went on ahead and as I was walking along I saw two squirrels together. It isn’t unusual to see squirrels over there but it was the first time I had seen two together so it was special and almost like a sign that his mother was finally with his father again.
After my mother in law’s funeral it almost seemed strange how the family pulled together. For a short time the family seemed very close and past differences were put to one side. When we drifted apart after Christmas it was almost a relief. We still kept in touch with my husband’s eldest sister and family for some time after that. 
Our quality of life was improving at this time and by 2000 we were living in Basildon. We made the most of it as our social life improved and we were saving money but it wasn’t long before my husband got itchy feet again.
In late 2001 we moved to Wales which is a beautiful place to live with plenty of nice walks we could do with the dogs. Although there were some local shops we were glad to have a car as the bus service wasn’t all that good so it was needed for the weekly shopping. The only real disadvantage was the radiators were heated by a coal fire which had a back boiler. The council refused to put in central heating as there was a radiator in every room which seemed strange to us. The reason we had asked for central heating was because it was an expensive way to heat the house and we could ill afford to do so at that time.
It was while we were living Wales that we bought Bruno who is a lurcher/border collie cross. We had gone to Barry Island for a change and as we passed a pet shop my husband spotted him in a cage. He went in then called me in which was fatal as we both had to give him a cuddle then I was licked on the chin. At that point my husband knew I was won over and Bruno went home with us. By this time we were living in another village in Wales.
After a few months we realized that the big mistake of moving to where we did was that the house was damp. The council admitted that there was a problem but it took them months to decide what to do about it. Eventually just before Christmas they agreed that the damp had to be dealt with but refused to do anything about it till the new year. We were absolutely disgusted as the damp was spreading from the bathroom which was downstairs throughout the house. The wallpaper was falling down on the ground level so we knew it was only time before it spread upstairs. It was beginning to affect our health but the council didn’t care so we decided to move.
From there we moved to Rochdale in January 2003. Being near to Manchester there were so many places we could go to for walks and shopping. As much as I love the countryside it was nice having that combination of town life and countryside again. On the whole the neighbours were okay despite the estate not having a good reputation. It was like most places that if you kept to yourself there weren’t any problems.
After a few months we had a neighbour from hell move in though so our quiet existence was disrupted. During the daytime it wasn’t too bad but at the time he was really noisy with decorating and laying carpets. During the summer we also started having a problem with his children as they started chucking stones at our cats at every opportunity. We complained to the council and filled out diary sheets for them but they wouldn’t do anything. It was that bad that when the council called him into the office a few times they insisted his social worker went with him. The officers were too nervous to go to his home even with the social worker present. The situation was so stupid that he kept taking our wheelie bin. We wouldn’t retrieve it as we were fed up of his verbal abuse. The council officers were too frightened to deal with it so they would ring the police to retrieve the bin. We couldn’t take any more of the problem as the council was quoting about a year before they were prepared to move us. On top of the problem with the neighbour we had problems on the estate with a gang of youths.
They would be very abusive to anybody who dared stand up to them. We also had a problem with them throwing bottles and cans into our garden even though they knew we had pets. The youths were caught on CCTV but the council refused to do anything about them and all the police could do was increase patrols. As there were so many alleyways it was difficult for the police to do much either.
The one good thing to come out of living in Rochdale was buying our Rottweiler. We were friendly with the owners of her mother so knew that she was going to have a litter. I wouldn’t go round to see the puppies as I knew I would want one. Just before the puppies were six weeks a pole fell on one and our friends thought her leg had been broken. As they didn’t have a car they asked us for a lift to the vets so even before we saw the puppy I gave into my husband. Fortunately the puppy’s leg was only bruised but Chyna as we were to call her came home with us. It was about the only thing to stop the situation getting too bad with our neighbour.
A few times we did go out for dog walks with our friend as she kept one of the puppies as well. The one she kept often got left out as he didn’t attempt to join in unless Chyna and the adult dogs went up to him. Sometimes people would be surprised to see the mixture of dogs as there were two cross breeds, a standard poodle, an adult Rottweiler and two Rottweiler puppies. The children loved playing with Chyna and were very gentle with her. However we still wanted to get away from the neighbour and knew the only quick option was to move well away from the area was by us doing something about it.
We moved to Hartlepool after contacting a housing association who were very helpful. We spent a weekend over there before arranging to move our belongings. However on the day we intended to move our belongings the house in Rochdale was burgled and trashed so very few of our belongings went with us. It was heart breaking as the sentimental belongings were ruined or taken.
It was a fresh start so we made the most of it and gradually replaced our belongings over the next two years. We had to start from scratch and initially made do with second hand goods. We were really happy though when we were finally able to replace our computer. My husband doesn’t have any interests as such so had missed not having a computer to play games on. We also went onto the internet as well to give us more of an interest.
We loved being in a coastal town though and were to spend many hours walking along the sea front. Hartlepool has a lot of character and is a small town plus it is close to other towns. We usually found plenty to do even if it was just to have a look round other towns or simply to walk the dogs.
I joined Friends Reunited then my husband did just for fun and I did get in touch with some old friends for a while. We also found different sites that interested us which we hadn’t known about before.
It was shortly after that we decided it would be fun to do our family trees so joined Genes Reunited. I entered as many details as possible although my husband couldn’t give many details from his family except for immediate family. After I had entered the information I checked it over then realized my details had already been entered. I emailed the member asking why my details had been entered without thinking. About half an hour later it suddenly occurred to me that it could be my son so checked his details. It was a shock to see his original name listed as I had thought of him by his adoptive name for so many years.
When my son emailed me back he was naturally very cautious as I was too. We both felt the need to satisfy ourselves that we had the right person. It was a relief to know he was alive and well though after all those years of not knowing.
A flood of questions came and I answered some straight away, others took longer to answer. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to answer anything it was just so overwhelming suddenly having to deal with the onslaught of questions. It was painfully difficult having to deal with this as I hadn’t been at all prepared nor had I ever had counselling. However I was extremely hurt to find out that my son had found my family in 1999 yet they had kept quiet about this. The excuse being that they thought my husband didn’t know about my son. All I can assume is that my sister didn’t tell our parents that she had in fact told my husband back in 1994. It was still no excuse they should have been honest with both myself and my son. I did eventually forgive my parents though as they did believe they were doing the right thing at the time.
Initially our contact was by emails and msn messenger as it was a convenient way of getting to know each other. I was too nervous to talk to him on the phone but we did exchange numbers anyway. Depending on the question depended on whether I answered my son on messenger or emails.  Some questions I wanted to answer more in depth by emails as I could do so without interruption. At times things did get a bit sticky between us as I was so totally unprepared for reunion. 
My son got two American natural mothers to email me as he thought it would be helpful for me. One I did email a few times and she told me about an American adoption forums which I did join. We never really hit it off so I stopped having contact with her. The other one I did hit it off with and still have contact with her. She is such a lovely lady and with good advice she has helped with my reunion.
I know with hindsight that I should have had counselling but instead I had spent many years in denial and living a lie. Inside I suffered in silence and on the outside I put on a happy front. I was ashamed that I denied I had any children and had lived that lie for so many years.
On the 22nd August 2004 I joined the forums that was recommended to me. I posted a couple of times but it took me some months to find the courage to post regularly. I also joined up with other groups over the next several months although with time I cut right back on those as it got a bit too much.
Reunion in the early days was very overwhelming for me and I really struggled with it. My son wasn’t very forthcoming except on very general subjects yet he would complain that I didn’t ask many questions. On the other hand he expected me to be very open and answer all his questions. I found it hard to trust him plus I am quite a private person so I found the questions intrusive. At times I felt like I was being stalked as well as every time I signed into msn messenger my son wanted to chat.
Sometimes I became tearful reliving memories which bothered him even though it wasn’t his fault yet it was something that I had to work through.  Being able to cry was a breakthrough for me as I gone so many years of putting on an act.  
Another issue has been over my son’s father and will never be resolved. It has caused problems between us as all my son wants is to be acknowledged by his father. It is unlikely this will ever happen which is unfair on my son yet there is nothing I can do about it. He is beginning to accept that this is the case and for him it’s easier not to think about it as he can’t change things.
This period was also very difficult for my husband as it was one thing for him to deal with knowing that I had had a child adopted. It was another matter this child suddenly being back in my life demanding so much of my time and energy. He admitted to his own insecurities such as anger, jealousy, sharing me with another man, even fear of losing me to this other man. Logic said that he wouldn’t lose me to my son yet it was a real thought for him. What my husband went through was perfectly normal though and at least we have been able to talk about it. At times we still have to deal with each other’s insecurities but being honest with each other is so important in our relationship.
On the 7th September 2004 I started keeping a diary just to help me through each day. I could write down absolutely anything without feeling stupid or guilty about the way I felt. It was also a good way for me to start opening up as I had gone so many years of not being able to talk about how I really felt. I was doing this on the laptop as it was easier to go back over things written and getting my thoughts straight.
It did take me many months to get over the anger I felt towards my parents for not telling me they had contact with my son. I was also extremely hurt by their behaviour yet they believed they had done the right thing. If I tried to tell them they were deceitful doing what they did it would only have gone over their heads. Rather than let the hurt and anger eat me up I have moved on and worked through this. There is no point me trying to explain to them either as they honestly don’t believe they have done anything wrong. I wish I could understand why they won’t talk about my son, their only grandson, but I know it is something they will never explain to me. Online friends have told me it is probably because they feel guilty for the part they played in his adoption. I don’t think they believed there would ever be contact between us and him so the shut the day on the issue. My logic tells me that they are the ones missing out but it still makes me feel sad.
During this time it was also a learning curve for me. My son had a good upbringing and I couldn’t have supplied him a better life in material ways.  However it was almost scary how much we actually alike as we both have tempers, are stubborn and neither of us are the most patient of people. I am mellowing more as I get older yet I can see my temperament in him. On a positive note he has inherited my interests which has helped our reunion as we can discuss our like and dislikes. I can’t see anything of his father in him at all. From a selfish point of view it is a relief though anybody who has been through what I have will understand what I’m getting out. It isn’t meant in a nasty way in the least as it wouldn’t have bothered me seeing the good of his father in him. My son looks like my family so I don’t have reminders of his father in his looks either. 
At first I followed advice to let him take the lead and be in complete control of reunion. To a certain I do agree with this but not completely as my son thought it was quite acceptable to walk all over me. In reunion there needs to be boundaries on both sides not just one. I believe that natural parents should have the maturity for their child to set the pace and been in control initially. However natural parents do have a right to say what they are comfortable with and what they are uncomfortable with. Like any other relationships it has to be a two way street otherwise it is likely to fail. Respect has to be a two way thing as well as we all have our comfort zones which will be tested often.
 
 





Chapter 3

My Love For You
My love for you is so very deep,
You’ll never know how I do,
The times I have wanted to leap,
And hug you so tightly right through. 

My love for you started before you were born,
Growing inside of me I loved you so much,
Knowing one day I may have my love torn,
Not knowing that my misfortune would turn to luck. 

My love for you hasn’t diminished just grown,
You have always been part of my heart,
How was I to know how life would be thrown,
Never thinking that in my life you would play a part. 

My love for you is as deep as it can get,
You will always be part of my life forever,
Will you ever realize how much this has set,
Within my heart for you and for all eternity.
 
Our relationship was moving forward though and we were talking about our family tree.  Around this time I was also giving him as much medical history as I could including causes of death that I knew about. I was quite sure that my parents hadn’t given him any medical history. All they told him were the basics such as my mother suffering with asthma.
My son asked me if I minded being contacted by someone from Friends Reunited so told him I preferred being emailed. The following day I was emailed from the press office and decided I was brave enough to talk over the phone. It turned out that a television company was doing a Christmas special about ‘feel good’ stories and they were interested in our reunion. The idea was that our first face to face would be televised. One of the conditions was that my son told his adoptive parents about our reunion which he said he would do. Eventually I knew I couldn’t go through with it as I am shy anyway but also I wanted our first meeting to be private. My son was relieved as well as it let him off the hook about telling his adoptive parents.
My son wanted me to acknowledge around this time that he is my son and I am his mother. It caught me a bit off guard even though I wanted to shout out to the world that I was a mother and I had a son. I didn’t have a problem acknowledging this to him at all as it is the truth. Unfortunately society in general doesn’t see it like that. Society dictates that the adoptive parents are the only set of parents and the natural parents stop being parents from the point of the adoption being finalized. In the legal sense this is true but that is where it stops as a mother doesn’t stop being a mother just because she relinquished her child or children. It doesn’t take away the nine months she was pregnant or that she went through labour so she is still a mother just not legally.
One of my sister in laws disagreed with my son calling me ‘Mum’ as I didn’t raise him and his adoptive mother is his mother. She just doesn’t get it that didn’t I stop being a mother when the adoption was finalised. The reality is my son has two families which includes two mothers. One isn’t better than the other we just have different roles in his life.
The same day my son asked if it was okay to ring me that evening so I agreed to that. I was scared but I knew that it was time to talk to him no matter how I felt. We talk for about fifty minutes and once I got over the initial nerves I relaxed. The time went by so quickly as it was so natural to talk to him.
A few days later we made arrangements to meet up as my husband had made arrangements to meet up with his eldest sister and family. We went down on the 26th September 2004 early morning as we had a long journey ahead of us. The morning went quickly though and before long we were on the way to meet my son. It was very nerve wracking even though we had had contact for several weeks by this point.
My son was an hour late as I had woken him up to let him know we were almost at the meeting place. Once he had turned up though my husband left us to get on with it. I was relieved that we had the family tree to talk about as it was a good conversation started and I had a copy of a marriage certificate I wanted to give him. My son gave me three photographs of himself which I appreciated even though he had already sent some via messenger to me. For about an hour I managed to hold back the tears over one of the photographs. It was of him as a young baby and exactly how I remembered him. My son asked if it was okay to hug me which I accepted. I didn’t want to let him go as it was the first time in twenty three years that I had held him. At the same time I was tense as I was scared of frightening him off. Still a very special moment for me though. 
My husband was having a hard time of it keeping out of the way so kept ringing and texting me. After a couple of hours I made my excuses to go and my son walked back to the car with me then left. We went over to a local park to walk our dogs. Once we got there my husband started telling me how he was really feeling and how the situation was affecting him. He felt like he was losing me to another man, felt jealous and was angry over how my son’s father had treated me. It wasn’t easy for him as he didn’t want to upset me but this had to be said. We hugged then my husband suggested I rang my son to see if he would meet us for a drink. My son agreed so I got to spend some more time with him.
On the Tuesday of the following week we met up with my son again at the Family Records Centre in London. Again he turned up an hour late again and as I wasn’t feeling too good that didn’t go down well. We hardly spoke during our time together then my husband and I had to leave as we had arranged to see family in the afternoon. This didn’t go down well with my son but there wasn’t anything I could do about it.
A day or two later I received an email from my son letting me know he was angry with me. He expected me to know why and wouldn’t give me a reason why. Eventually my husband spoke to my son as I wasn’t getting anywhere and I was getting annoyed. It turned out that he was angry that we hadn’t stayed long with him on the Tuesday or spoken to him much. My husband had to explain to my son that if I upset him he had to tell me otherwise I couldn’t put it right. He also explained I wasn’t entirely to blame as my son hadn’t exactly made it easy to talk as he wasn’t responding to me when I did try and talk to him.
The following Tuesday after that we arranged to see my son again which was more of a spur of the moment idea. My husband also arranged to meet his eldest sister and her husband at the Family Records Centre on the Wednesday. The evening went well despite having a horrendous journey due to bad traffic. My husband gave us time to ourselves which helped and it was a relaxing time.
The next day we headed off to the Family Records Centre after picking up my son en route. Shortly after we got there my sister in law and brother in law turned up. It proved a difficult day for my husband as we had agreed that he helped them with research. The idea was to give my son and I time together. Unfortunately his sister and husband didn’t really want my husband’s help so he was wandering round trying to waste time. We ended up having an argument in private even though what had happened wasn’t entirely my fault. Eventually my husband suggested that my son helped his sister and husband a bit. My son agreed did so at least we all spent some time together. It was a long day though and we were relieved when we eventually left.
After that it was a bit up and down between my son and I due to his moods. This wasn’t helped by him claiming I had put pressure on him to meet which turned into I had insisted on it. That hurt as I hadn’t done this and had told him we were visiting family each time then given him the choice to meet. If he had said no I would have accepted it but for a long time he wouldn‘t accept I hadn‘t pressured him.
My husband and I had other matters on our minds at this time as we had seen a doctor to find out why I hadn’t conceived. He put the wheels in motion for me to have tests done and for my husband to have a sperm test done. The test came back low but the doctor wasn’t overly worried by this.
I was also finding reunion hard to deal with and my husband didn’t want to listen to me as he had his own issues to deal with. Fortunately I had a good outlet with the forums I belonged to as I was sharing with others who did understand. I joined quite a few online groups and forums though I gradually left the ones that weren’t so helpful.
Throughout November my son was more unhappy than happy though it seemed to be more to do with his adoptive parents negative attitude towards him. It put me on the spot as I didn’t know his parents as he didn’t want them to know about our reunion. All I could do was listen and make noises in the right places and not been seen to take sides. He was also getting anxious about sorting things out so he could continue his studies in Canada. It got to the stage that my son asked me if there were any IT jobs in the area I lived in at that time. I did an online search for him and sent him details of several jobs which my son appreciated.
My son managed to get everything sorted out and flew to Canada on the 9th December 2004. We got to talk whilst he was at the airport before flying out which cheered me up. Soon afterwards my son gave me the address he was staying at which reassured me he still wanted contact. We were also chatting on msn messenger regularly.
On the 15th December 2004 I had my first adoption related counselling session which wasn’t anything like I expected. It was the first time I had ever had a proper cry over what I had been through. Before it had been through anger and hurt whereas this time it was because someone was listening to me. I hadn’t wanted to open up before as I was so frightened of being judged and not being understood.
Christmas was quiet as usual which didn’t bother me particularly. On Christmas Day I ended up going on the internet as there wasn’t much I wanted to watch on the television. I was quite surprised at the amount of members posting though. Little did I realize how obsessed I would become with the forums.
On the Friday after Christmas I received a present from my son which I was pleasantly surprised about. We had talked about this the day he went to Canada but I hadn’t seriously expected anything I wasn’t online so much over Christmas and New Year as I needed to have a break from adoption issues. Those first four months had been very intensive for me particularly in the early days. I was finding it hard to understand my parents attitude to our reunion which I wanted to talk to them about naturally. My mother never mentioned my son in letters and my father only did if I did first. Fortunately my son wasn’t online much either so I didn’t have to make excuses to him for being quiet. He did give me a ring though in early January 2005 though to confirm the address he was moving to.
I had my second session of counselling which I found to be a complete waste of time and a disappointment after the first one. The counsellor was a lovely lady but she hadn’t been in the job long and used to ladies in their sixties who wanted the gentle approach. This just didn’t work for me at all so I was talking about anything except what I needed to discuss. I needed to be pushed yet I wasn’t getting that so I was keeping in control of myself. I needed to let go of that and really open up instead keeping a tight rein on my emotions. After 23 years I was an expert at this. I got frustrated with the counselling so my husband had words with her. The down side was she did try to be pushy after that but I felt like I was one step ahead of her.
Another issue for me was that I was entitled to get copies of the adoption papers relevant to me. I had been told by a social worker that I would have to go through After Adoption the organisation who supplied the counsellor for me. Unfortunately she wasn’t taking me very seriously and didn’t realize how important it was to me. The first time I mentioned getting paperwork my counsellor suggested we waited till the next meeting. The second meeting she fobbed me off and suggested it would speed things up if I found out what adoption agency dealt with the adoption. The only way I thought I could find this out was to ask my son or my parents. I couldn’t ask my parents as they refused to discuss my son at all so asked my son.
It turned out that my son responded quite quickly for once so I decided at this point to just get on with getting then paperwork myself. The adoption agency used was called Family Care and had closed down years previously. I got in touch with Essex Social Services who referred me onto the Adoption Resource Centre in Witham, Essex. When I eventually got through to the Adoption Resource Centre they told me I would have to go through my local social services. This had already been confirmed by a leaflet that had been sent out to me. I rang the local social services and was put through to three different people which was extremely frustrating. Eventually I was told that it take about forty days to get the paperwork but at least I felt like I was getting somewhere. It wasn’t until much later I found out that it wasn’t true that I had to go through my local social services or an intermediary. It depends on when the child was born as the law changed in 1975 though anybody using an intermediary has to use a registered intermediary. As my son was born in 1981 the only time I had to have a social worker, counsellor or intermediary involved in regards to receiving the adoption papers was at that time. 
By the 18th January 2005 I was beginning to get annoyed as I had been told somebody would get back to me to set the wheels in motion. I was told I had to go through After Adoption as I had been referred to them. I explained the problems I was having with my counsellor so I was told to be firm. 
My husband tried dealing with After Adoption who said someone would get back in touch yet nobody did. I rang social services again stating that I was getting nowhere yet they refused to help. I was getting angry as I knew I had a right to information pertaining to myself yet nobody seemed prepared to help me.
My husband rang the Adoption Resource Centre and explained the problems I was having. The lady he spoke to was very helpful and suggested I email as much information as possible. She proved her worth and dealt with promptly. 
In the meantime my husband was insistent I kept up with counselling even though I wasn’t benefiting from it. I gave in just to keep him quiet as he had also said the counsellor would be useful for getting the paperwork. I knew he had a point about the counselling yet he knew the counsellor I was seeing wasn’t helping and I was getting resentful towards her.
The next month flew by and during this time my son decided to change his Biology course to an English one. He also had a steady girlfriend at this time. Sometimes I felt like I was getting too much information but it was good we talk so openly about certain subjects.
Eventually my counsellor did receive the paperwork I wanted. Originally I was going to collect it from Essex but we had car problems. I didn’t want to go by public transport as it was expensive to do so by train or bus. Going by bus would have been a getting a twenty four hour day which I didn’t really like the thought of. There was a delay in the paperwork being sent off but at least I got there in the end. The counsellor came round on Monday 13th March 2005 and at once I knew I had never seen it before. There was little information on it and the only truthful bits were the description of myself and my son’s father. The rest was basically made up of half-truths and lies which had come from my parents. I was hurt to see what was written and it was annoying that I should have been the one giving the information. The worst bit I read was that apparently I regretted my mistake. I may not intentionally fallen pregnant but I certainly never regretted having my son or considered him a mistake. My mother had claimed she would have liked to have helped me raise my son but couldn’t due to her ill health. Whilst it was true she has suffered ill health most of her life it was a lie that she would have liked to help me. My mother was the one who was most adamant that my son was to be adopted. If it hadn’t been so serious it would have been laughable what was written. What was sad in a way was that my son had already read this paperwork before our contact. He had also got to know my family who had been less than honest with him so it was little wonder that I was struggling with reunion.
By this time I was going through tests at the hospital and one was very painful. My husband had had another test done at the hospital. My son was being very quiet as well so I was generally feeling down.
We had also started going to a Pentecostal church eight miles from where we were living. One evening in March we went to the resource centre, leased by the church, to show one of the elders a programme my husband had downloaded. It was a pleasant evening until we went home. At the time we didn’t have a car so the elder drove us home. On the way home my husband brought up the subject of starting a support group for partners of natural parents. The elder was very negative about the idea and wasn’t sure if the church insurance would cover it. He then raised concerns over noise and what sort of people would be at the meetings. The elder then brought up the subject of drug addicts and prostitutes. I wondered what his point was. The more he said the more it was coming across that drug addicts and prostitutes were the type of people who had their children adopted. This really upset me as I had been an ordinary nineteen year old with a good job, didn’t do drugs and had barely been a social drinker. It still didn’t stop me losing my son to adoption even though I would have been capable of raising my son. By the time we got out of the car I felt dirty and that I didn’t deserve support.
Emotionally the following week got worse for me. I was fed up of having tests done and my husband’s attitude. It was getting to the stage I felt like telling my husband I had had enough of wanting to know what the problem was.  
In April 2005 we finally got the results and received a bombshell at the time. It turned out there was no reason why I shouldn’t conceive but my husband had a low sperm count. This meant that there was a slim chance off me getting pregnant so treatment was our best option. We were told that we would be put on the list for ICSI. This comes under IVF treatment and that we would both be the parents. The bombshell came when I was asked to confirm my age and was then told I was too old for one free treatment on the NHS. The cut off age was forty two and I was forty three by this time so I was left feeling devastated. The team knew how old I was before I had the tests done so I was angry that I had gone through all that for nothing.
We were told that the P.C.T. (Primary Care Team) could review our case and that there was a chance that we could still go ahead. However we were told to approach the P.C.T. ourselves. This wasn’t true and were told that our doctor would have to do this. He in turn told us that he would write a letter but would also get a letter written to the consultant as he was the one who should do the referral as he had all the notes. We both needed time out from this even though we had talked about adoption as another option. Before we had the tests done we talked about the possibilities of adopting if there was no chance of me conceiving.
After the unfortunate incident with the elder of the church we had a chat with the pastor over setting up a support group. By now our thoughts had progressed to be for all sides of the triad. The idea was to get all sides together as we all have our issues yet in many ways they are similar. The pastor asked us to get our ideas down on paper on how we saw the support group working and how the church could help. He also said that he wanted us to settle in the church before starting the group up. This we did as we did want to settle in a church anyway and we liked the people who attended this one.
At this time I was typing up my mother in law’s poetry for the family. My husband’s second eldest sister hadn’t had the time to do so though we were surprised she agreed to us borrowing it. Initially I found it hard work then I got quite engrossed in it. Quite a bit of it was spiritual which had surprised me as I hadn’t realized my mother in law could write anything so deep. She had generally been the happy type and I had known some of her poetry was humorous so I had assumed it would be mostly like that. My mother in law had also written lovely poems about family members, her friend and about animals including family pets.
By the middle of May 2005 my husband finally admitted that he didn’t want to adopt. He had his reasons including that he knew what I had been through with reunion. My husband didn’t want to be on the other side of the coin of being an adoptive parent whose child was in reunion. I couldn’t get through to him that if this happened then we wouldn’t be losing our child, rather the child would have to families. He wouldn’t so I asked him never to mention adoption again. Twice previously over the years my husband suggested adoption and we had gone as far as actually getting on courses then he backed out. I knew I couldn’t go through all this again just for him to back out again. It hurt deeply and I suppose I had got to the stage of almost being desperate to have a child. It was a difficult time for me emotionally as I wanted a child yet at the same time it was tearing me up about the possibility of adopting. My struggle with adoption was knowing how I felt over what happened to me. I was scared that had we gone through with it we could possibly be putting another mother through what I had been through. The emotions are very raw in a situation like this.
On the 18th May 2005 I received another letter from the hospital requesting I make an appointment. When I explained to the secretary what had happened previously she suggested making an appointment. I didn’t really see the point but did so anyway on the off chance that our case had been reviewed.
Life carried on very much as normal for us after that and I was still having fairly regular contact with my son. I had got used to him being very chatty then going quiet on me for weeks on end. It could be quite funny at times discussing his latest dramas with girlfriends. I liked the fact that we could do this so easily. If I had raised him myself then I would have liked us to have been able to talk about anything. Even down to discussing sex wasn’t an issue and I wish my mother had been able to do so even though we hadn’t been that close. We could joke about sex and also have serious discussions such as if his girlfriend fell pregnant. Maybe the fact that he had been adopted made discussions like this easier to handle than if I had raised him. It’s something though that I can’t honestly give a straight answer to.
I was completely obsessed with the internet by this time particularly on the American forums I belonged to. Over the months I had made so many friends some of whom I emailed privately and a couple I chatted to on msn messenger. Each day I was spending a few hours on the forums and sometimes I would go into the chat room.
About seven weeks after making the hospital appointment we went back to the hospital. After hours of hanging around we eventually saw the consultant who immediately asked why we were there. I explained about the letter I received and had spoken to his secretary who had told me to make an appointment. Then I brought up about the P.C.T. and what we had been advised and that our doctor had written a letter on our behalf. I also mentioned that we had been told a letter would be sent to him requesting that he write a letter to the P.C.T. The consultant admitted receiving a letter from our doctor but he hadn’t done anything about it but said he would do so.
We picked up straight away that things weren’t quite right and the consultant started making excuses why he hadn’t sent a letter. This included knowing that my husband had suffered with depression in the past. We asked what that had to do with anything as depression doesn’t make someone a bad parent or potentially bad parent. He admitted that depression doesn’t have anything to do with parenting skills but we were just going round in circles. I walked out in complete disgust with the consultant’s attitude. When my husband came out we then put in a verbal complaint about the way we had been treated over the months. We were also advised to put our complaint in writing and to include the questions we had asked that we didn’t get answers to. Eventually we did get a response with an apology though none of our questions were answered. By now I was even more convinced that we would remain childless as I would have to battle to save money to go private.
By August I knew I was deeply depressed and not talking over how I was feeling. A friend I had made through an online group, Empty Arms, sensed something wasn’t quite right so started asking leading questions privately. I admitted that I wasn’t eating much even though I was cooking for both of us meals. If I ate half a meal I thought I was doing well. I wasn’t sleeping very well and three or four hours sleep a night was good for me. Often I would read, sometimes I would go on the computer for an hour or so in the middle of the night. My friend was very insistent that I stopped going anywhere near adoption issues online including Empty Arms and to have a complete break. She was also insistent that I saw my doctor. She was discussing my symptoms with her partner who is a doctor which I didn’t mind as she didn’t tell him exactly who it was.
I got myself round to see a doctor at our health centre. He wasn’t the one I usually saw yet I felt comfortable with him. For the first time ever I was completely honest as to why I was depressed. I had suffered with depression on and off most of my life which was since my teens which hadn’t been picked up on. My son being adopted made it worse and I had never had counselling to come to terms with it. The little bit of counselling I had after reuniting with my son doesn’t count as I didn’t benefit from it at all.
The doctor suggested I went on anti-depressants which I was cautious about as I didn’t want to be on them long term. I was also wary of side effects and my husband was totally against me being on medication. He felt that as Christians that I should rely on my faith to get me through this. I had to be firm that I was at an all time low and needed to be able to sleep better. My faith is important to me yet at this time I was so exhausted and losing weight that I also felt physically ill. Losing weight was something I needed to do but this wasn’t the ideal way to do so. It isn’t often I am this firm with my husband so he relented knowing that I had to deal with this my way. I understand where he was coming from yet I knew I needed to be physically better before I had the strength to work through it.
What also didn’t help was that I brought up the subject of my son putting his father’s name on the family tree. He still didn’t really believe me and we fell out about it. After that there was an atmosphere between us although I tried my best to dispel this. Unfortunately my son was hurt by something I said which I still haven’t got to the bottom of. I think he expected me to know but unless he tells me I can’t put it right.
 
 Chapter 4
Aching
Does the ache inside ever get easier?
Does the ache ever go away?
My life just seems to get messier,
To God I constantly pray.

The ache is still so fresh,
My thoughts have just changed,
Once I thought I was blessed,
Made to feel so ashamed.
 
My baby son I wasn’t  to have,
A sweet innocent little child,
My ache was new my life a farce,
No wonder I went a bit wild.

The years flew by and I hid my ache,
Smiling on the outside hurting inside,
Getting married wanting my life to shape,
No more babies for me I cried. 

We are growing old and happy together,
Accepting that children aren’t in our lives,
Would having children made our lives better,
We don’t know but are happy to be alive. 

My son and I are reunited together,
But the ache is still there for me to feel,
I love him even more than ever,
My ache will always be there to feel. 

The following is a thread I started on the American forums in September 2005 that I belonged to:
“I have started this thread as I have suffered with depression for many years which hasn't been helped by people telling me to “get over it“, there are other people with “worse problems than mine and they deal it them“, and I'm an “intelligent person” so should be able to work through my issues“ to quote a few comments. For all those who suffer with depression we all know it isn't as easy as that and we need to be taken seriously about how we feel. On top of that there is the social stigma attached to it so people, in general, need to be educated that depression isn't something to be ashamed off.
Ever since I was in my teens I suffered with depression but until now it hasn't been dealt with appropriately. As I was growing up my parents always made me feel so inadequate as I was always compared to my “perfect“ older sister who could do no wrong and I could do no right. She was always the “intelligent“ one, I was “stupid“ and I was always put down for never being good enough in any way in their eyes. My sister made my life a misery over the years as well by causing trouble which included telling lies about me that my parents believed so I was constantly being told I was a liar.
Subsequently I grew up with low self-esteem and little confidence which has been hard to live with. The first time I knew I had a problem was when I was about 15 years old and I was suicidal but I got through it somehow despite taking paracetomol. My parents thought I was just attention seeking by being so moody but they arranged for me to see a counsellor which I wasn't prepared for as I didn‘t know that I did suffer with depression. The counselling amounted to one session as I came across as just being intelligent and just a bit low so I had a standard pep talk. After that I withdrew into myself and became very good at putting on an act for others so they thought I was happy generally.
At 19 I became pregnant just before splitting up from an emotionally bad (for me) relationship but I wanted my baby despite that but once my parents knew I was pregnant they were determined my child would be adopted. Despite knowing how I felt my parents arranged everything even though they knew I could emotionally and financially look after my baby …. I was working. This wasn't discussed at all as that's the way my parents wanted it and they virtually put the fear of God into me not to discuss the situation with anybody else.
The first time I saw a case worker was a day or two after I had my son so I was honest about how I felt. Over the next few weeks I stood my ground with her and she asked me not to rush into any decisions but promised to put a halt to the adoption and that she would support my decision.
Unfortunately she didn't and told my parents everything I had told her. My parents then started putting on the emotional pressure to get me to agree to the adoption. I was told that I couldn't look after myself let alone a baby yet I was trusted to baby sit my niece who was only a young baby herself at the time. That I couldn't afford to bring up a child, I was working and could afford to, that my parents would make sure I didn't have accommodation so I couldn't bring up a baby on the streets nor would I be able to hold down my job. I wouldn't be able to afford childcare, again this wasn't true plus more pressure on top including that they would make sure I didn't get any form of support.
I was completely brainwashed by this time by my parents that I believed them but six weeks after my son's birth the case worker told me it was too late and that I couldn't put a stop to the adoption. This year (this was in 2005) I found out I had been lied to and I could have stopped the adoption.
After this my son wasn’t talked about at all and my way of coping was to act as if nothing had happened. I never forgot my son but for twenty three years on the surface it was as if he had never existed. Life carried on for me and I was good at putting on an act of being happy. However life did get a bit much for me at times as every time either of my parents were ill I always got the blame although I have never understood why. My mother suffers with asthma and diabetes so every time she has been in hospital I've “put her there” and my father's health has got worse over the years as well. Each time he has been in hospital again it has been my fault for being such a terrible daughter. I have led a very ordinary life and never been in any sort of trouble but my parents have constantly made me out to be a terrible person.
A few times over the years I had counselling but it didn't do me much good as I couldn't really open up about how I felt about my parents. I never brought up about my son being adopted as I felt so ashamed of allowing this to happen nor could I forgive my parents for what they did to me. All I could do was talk about surface problems so once I worked through those I stopped the counselling. About ten years ago and seven years ago I got to the point of being suicidal again. The first time I took a load of medication, didn't say anything but as it turned out I didn't take enough to do any damage. The second time my husband walked in on me and I ended up spending the night in hospital as I had taken enough to do damage but fortunately I was sick so I was very lucky.
Last year after I found my son I suddenly had to deal with how I felt about him being adopted. Fortunately for me he did have an overwhelming desire to have me in his life and he had been searching for me for five years.
Our reunion wasn't without its problems which we have muddled our way through but some of the problems had been caused by my family. I fell out with my family in early 1999 due to my sister telling lies about me again which as usual my parents believed. Later that year my son started searching for me when he turned eighteen and found my family quite quickly but honestly told him they didn't know where I was as I had moved. Late 2001 I contacted my parents by letter and let them know why I hadn't been in touch and was prepared to have contact with them as I did love them but I didn't want any contact with my sister. Since then I have had contact with them by letter only but they didn't tell me they had contact with my son or tell him they knew where I was. My sister had also told him lies and half truths about me so I was shocked he wanted to know me. He had been convinced that I didn't want to know him and that my family were covering for me so it must have been a shock to him to find out this wasn't true. We do have a good reunion now and I am thankful for that.
The past year has been hard though as I have had to confront how I feel about my family as well as the adoption. At first the adoption issues took over and I had several counselling sessions starting in December 2004. Unfortunately I didn't benefit from the sessions as they were passive so I found myself chatting about anything except what was bothering me. My counsellor thought I was so well adjusted so there wasn't much point in carrying on even though I told her I needed aggressive counselling to get me talking. I don't know how long I would have carried on if I hadn't been a member of the forums or another online group for mothers who had relinquished and hadn’t had any more children. At least I have had support and it has helped me to realize I do need proper help. 
About a month ago I started having problems sleeping and eating so I have started losing weight plus I realized I was feeling very depressed. I knew I had a real problem when I started feeling suicidal again so told my husband how I felt but I knew I wouldn't actually commit suicide or try to. Last week I saw a doctor and found the courage to be honest with him about my issues including feeling suicidal. He prescribed medication which is beginning to work and he is arranging appropriate counselling. I feel very relieved to be taken seriously and to be treated as a normal person who is going through a bad emotional time.”
I was amazed by the response back as other women said they had gone through depression yet had been too frightened to talk about it. The stigma of depression needs to be fought against as many people do actually go through it. Since then quite a few more women have admitted to suffering with depression yet are too aware of the stigma that goes with it. I went through a phrase of saying that you don’t have to be mentally ill to suffer with a mental illness. My favourite for discussing if the subject arises that plenty of mothers suffer with post natal depression yet this is accepted. I have the attitude that other types of depression should be treated in the same light. For many of us it has come as a relief that it is becoming more widely accepted that adoption related depression is recognised. For mothers that surrendered it is a breakthrough as we also have the stigma of not raising our children to deal with on top of this. Unfortunately there is still a long way to go as we are misunderstood and that either we were/are bad mothers so deserved to lose our children or we chose adoption. I am not disputing there are times children should be removed for their own safety which I quite agree with. What bothers me is that generally people believe that no child is adopted without a good reason. Nobody wants to know about those such as myself who lost their child through coercion, pressure and lies. Unfortunately it still goes on in this day and age yet still nobody wants to admit to this happening or to find it’s going on for themselves. This is one of the reasons why I want to tell my story which had originally started as being something I needed to do for myself. I have come on a long way from the days when I was scared, felt lonely and needed support from others who understood how I felt. It is so very isolating for mothers who surrendered as it isn’t advertised widely that there is support for us yet adoptive parents are made aware of support. So many of us are made feel that our feelings don’t matter once the adoption has gone through and are expected to cope and get on with our lives. If only life was that simple and that we didn’t have any feelings for our surrendered child. 
I remember having a conversation with my son trying to explain what it has been like for me not to raise him. The best way I could explain it is that it’s like having an amputation. With somebody who loses a limb people can physically see this. The person who has been through it also suffers psychologically as they know it has happened but their body has to adjust. When a mother surrenders it is like an invisible amputation. She knows her child should be with her and the pain is both physical and emotional. Mother and baby bond during pregnancy and the baby is physically attached to the mother.
The sad thing is that people can understand the pain of miscarriage, stillborn death and losing a baby at a young age. Try to explain that it is similar for mothers whose children have been adopted and they just don’t get it as the child is still alive. Just because the child is alive doesn’t mean the mother will ever know whether her child is alive and well. Over the next few weeks I took things as easily as I could, made myself eat and went to bed at a reasonable time each night. The medication started to take effect so I did start sleeping better and my appetite improved.
We were beginning to be firmer with the pastor about discussing a support group being held at the resource centre. I was also a bit annoyed with the pastor as he would only discuss this with me if my husband was with me. My husband kept telling him that he should be discussing this with me but he had the attitude men run the ministries and women are there to help. It was almost a crazy situation as I was the one with the experience and information yet I wasn’t included in the discussions often. I started to feel like a spare part and I resented the pastor’s attitude in general. In the end we insisted that a firm date was made to start the group otherwise we would take it elsewhere.
We had two meetings to discuss exactly what would happen in the meetings and how it would affect the church insurance. The elder was a bit funny about it all as he got it into his head that these meetings would include counselling. The meetings wouldn’t as we aren’t trained counsellors and the meetings would equate to self-help groups. He still saw this as a form of counselling but in the end a date was set for the first meeting.
I was still having a rough time of it with my son as he would be nice one minute then nasty the next. Most of the time I felt like I was walking on egg shells as I didn’t know how he would behave towards me. What hurt was that he was accusing me of doing exactly what he was doing. For example he would accuse me of saying things he had said or doing things he had done, There were times I did get annoyed with him and told him how I felt but he twisted that into me being nasty to him.
My mood wasn’t being helped by being pressured into going along to the ladies cell group meetings at the church. I wasn’t really ready for this and I found them boring. My husband was keen for me to go along until I put my foot down about them. I needed some space from pressures so I had to explain to him how I felt and that I felt like I wasn’t getting any time to myself. I felt like so many people wanted a piece of me even though I had chosen to get more involved with adoption forums. At the end of the day I still needed some time to myself to have a break.
By this time I was confident I wanted to move further down south. It had been on my mind for some time but I was becoming even more unsettled. I couldn’t put my finger on exactly why as we were settled and had a good circle of friends. We had been on the home swap list for quite some time without any joy. Most of the people who wanted to move to the town we lived in were living in flats. This wasn’t any good to us as we have pets and most were above the ground floor. Even those on the ground floor didn’t have a garden so again a disadvantage. I liked being in a house anyway as it meant we didn’t have neighbours above or below us plus we were at the end of the street. We only had one immediate neighbour whom we got on with although we were friendly with the others and the children in the street weren‘t any trouble.
I was finding it hard to keep up with the forums I was on as many of the regular members weren’t posting or not very often. There were a few threads that were popular so I was reading those regularly. I was also doing a bit of work on the website set up in memory of my mother in law. We had transferred all her poetry onto it and were adding graphics to it to make it a bit more interesting.
The end of October was bad for me emotionally and I wasn’t sleeping too well either. I was irritable because I was tired and my husband wasn’t helping as he kept ignoring me when I spoke to him or talked over me. He just couldn’t see how much that was infuriating me and how hurt I was as he wouldn’t listen to me. He has always been like this but at this time I really couldn’t handle it at all.
The medication was beginning to take effect and I was beginning to feel spaced out at times. It wasn’t so bad when this happened at home but it was almost scary when we were out. I was worried about falling and feeling faint but I needed to keep my mood stable.
Another friend I had made through Empty Arms was of great support at this time despite the problems she had. This lady is British so it helped being able to talk on the phone. She is an incredibly funny lady which is exactly what I needed at this time.
My son was ignoring me but by now I had got to the stage that it wasn’t bothering me. I was just a bit irritated as I dislike being deliberately ignored.  Probably has much to do with the way I was raised and it was never one of those tolerated things of ignoring others.
My husband was also going through a bad time emotionally which I was finding hard to deal with. I was also getting exasperated with him because while I was at my lowest he was unsympathetic towards me yet he expected me to be sympathetic. Eventually a few home truths came as I snapped due to his attitude and felt like my feelings were being trampled on. It was a relief to be honest about how I exactly felt and to make him understand that my feelings mattered too.
Life began to improve at home although my birthday was one day I wish I could have slept through. My husband was doing a removal for an acquaintance’s friends daughter on the Monday and wanted to get loaded up on the Saturday evening. Subsequently by the time he got home it was too late to do anything. The situation between my son and I wasn’t improving either. We had fallen out over his natural father again and he refused to admit he had said anything to hurt me. As usual it was ‘all in my head’ and wouldn’t even admit to accusing me of being a liar. It hurt that he accused me of always having to win arguments which isn’t true as he has never admitted to being in the wrong. He has only apologised to me twice yet I have apologised on numerous occasions even when I have felt he was in the wrong.
At the time of the argument I was so annoyed with him I told him he needed counselling. Whilst I do feel he does need counselling I could have worded it better at the time. I did eventually get an email from my son so responded back firmly and politely. It needed to be said that he had said certain things to me and I was not going to apologise for being 40 with him for what he had said to me.
I forwarded the email I received from my son on to the mutual friend we had who was concerned about him. She told me if she hadn’t known better she would have thought we hadn’t been in reunion long after reading it. My friend put some of it down to his age and not thinking before speaking or sending emails. On the other hand she also felt that he should have started moving on from the past. She also felt it was a shame that we lived so far apart as she felt we would both benefit from being in therapy together.
On the 13th November 2005 I was baptised in the evening. Leading up to this day I had been very nervous as I don’t like being the centre of attention nor do I like my head being under water. This hadn’t helped with how I was feeling in the past weeks either. However when it came to it I didn’t feel quite so nervous despite this taking place at the leisure centre. I felt so calm afterwards which was too continue for some time. My husband wasn’t in the best of moods the following week but I refused to let it get me down. During the week I let my son know I had been baptised and that I would send him a copy of the certificate once I had it. I was getting the silent treatment again but wasn’t going to let that get to me.
On the 20th November 2005 we had our marriage vows renewed and had a party afterwards.  Instead of me being stressed out it was my husband stressing out. I was very calm and looked forward to it. This happened during the morning service and the party was held in the church’s resource centre. My husband forgot how many people he had invited so there were more people at the party than we had expected. Our friends, who had laid on the food, had done more than enough for the buffet though thankfully. There was a bit left over so we said we didn’t mind it going over to the church to be eaten after the evening service. A couple whom we were friendly with often took a couple of homeless people along to the evening meal and would buy snacks for them. We were pleased because we knew these people would also be offered the food. Around this time we got a bit more involved project which the couple who took homeless people to church on Sunday evenings run. It helps people with life style problems such as drug addiction, prostitution and homelessness to improve their lives.
One day when we were at the local tip we saw decent furniture from a charity shop being dumped so my husband got a contact number. He later came to an agreement that any unwanted furniture would be given to us so we could pass it on to those who could make use of it. We got a great deal out of doing this as we wanted to do it and we were helping people out at the same time. My respect for these people grew as they wanted to improve their lives and had growing self respect for themselves. Other 41 would feel that what we were doing was charitable yet it wasn’t in that sense. It was more on the lines of demand and supply, in this case decent furniture would have been dumped if we didn’t give it to people who could make use of it.
I was still working on putting my mother in law’s poetry onto the website we had set up using her pseudonym. This time round it was more fun as I had already done the hard work typing it up. My husband was also putting graphics in to make the site more interesting.
We started talking about having our own adoption support forum. My husband took it into his head to just go ahead with it so got onto our web designer. He in turn set it up for us but insisted that he dealt with my husband as he was the one who put the order in. It was a bit frustrating but we muddled through with it and initially I was happy with it. The site was simple, restful on the eyes and easy to navigate. Members slowly started joining though it helped to tell people I liked about it that I knew online.
I was still regularly posting on other adoption forums including a British one. The only things I didn’t about this particular forum were that it wasn’t moderated and anybody could post not just members. The problem with this is if anybody is nasty nothing is done about it so it was off putting to the nice members and guests.
One day a first mother posted her story and several of us thought she was courageous to do so due to the circumstances to why her child was adopted. On the whole she got plenty of support but then an adoptive father posted and was very unpleasant. He had the attitude she got what she deserved as there were issues with her child who is now an adult. This really infuriated myself and other members felt that she deserved some happiness as she had turned her life around for the better. Instead others including myself got attacked for being bitter women who chose adoption for our children therefore rejected them. He went on to say in his posts that we were all highly strung and pitiful with loads of problems. This didn’t go down very well with most of us including adoptees who were also responding to the thread. The adoptive father made some good points yet spoilt it all with his arrogance and tarring all natural mothers with the same brush. We understood where he was coming from with regard to this member but felt he was far too harsh with her. I am a strong believer that anybody can make bad mistakes but admitting to these then doing something about it takes courage. Nobody should be condemned for their past mistakes particularly when they change for the better. She had help to change yet she deserved respect because she wanted to do so and had to do the hard work ultimately to be a better person.
I gradually told him my story as I was so angry with his bad attitude and he gradually came round with me. It was something that I felt so strongly about that at times no matter how much a mother fights to keep her child adoption will still happen. It’s not because she is a bad mother who doesn’t deserve to keep her child it is to do with lack of support and lies that are told. This worked and he came round then started asking sensible questions and said he would chat with a friend of his as he was appalled by what happened to me.
To cut a story short he and his wife were in contact with the owner of www.forced-adoption.com and told him my story. He rang me up and we had an interesting chat about what happened to me. I was told that as I wasn’t fully informed of my rights, not shown any paperwork and lied to nor did I give my consent this came under a forced adoption which is illegal. At the time I admitted I had no memory of signing anything he told me it still came under a forced adoption. I was also told that as my son is over eighteen years old if I took action it would have to be civil. If my son wanted to take  criminal action he could on the grounds that this was a forced adoption. It was something I needed to think about carefully. Christmas came round quick enough again and I was spending quite a bit of time on the internet again. I was a forum host on one adoption forum so was expected to post regularly there. Not that I minded as I had plenty of friends there. The week between Christmas and New Year was quiet yet pleasant. I saw the New Year in by chatting to a British adoptee in a chat room on an adoption forums.
On New Year’s Day I chatted with my son on messenger which ended up in an argument. He hadn’t forgiven me for what I said yet he denied saying anything to upset me. That just infuriated me as I was annoyed of being accused of things being in my head and that I didn’t understand. Afterwards I sent him an email telling him a few home truths as I hadn’t been so blunt before. Up until this point I had done my best to be polite about family members but I was fed up of being made out to be the bad guy. I completely lost patience with him. This resulted in me falling out with my husband but for once I wasn’t backing done as I was tired of being walked over.
We had been on the home swap list for some time and I decided to have a look at it. Both myself and my husband felt a need to move closer to family. The only suitable property which was a bungalow in Milton Keynes so my husband rang up. We all agreed to just to go ahead with this without viewing the places so got on with sorting it out. At one point we were told it wouldn’t go through as the bungalow had been adapted while the couple were living there. The next day it was back on again as the officer dealing with the exchange decided to check then discovered the bungalow had been adapted before they moved in.
One evening we went along to the project for a different reason for a change. A young man had started going there and was after support as he is an adoptee searching for his natural mother. There were concerns as he was approaching women in the street and asking what their name was as he knew his mother came from that town. The young man was also asking people if they knew her. He was a nice young man but it was still very inappropriate for him to do this. We had a good chat with him though and gave him some advice. He had been adopted at sixteen weeks old along with his brother who is two years older by the same couple. Our main suggestion was for him to get his original birth certificate, adoption certificate and adoption paperwork. He went home with us for a couple of hours and I suggested he joined a few forums for extra support. He did this and posted as well. I also talked briefly about the problems that may arise from reunion if it happens. All I could hope at the time was that some of this sunk in but he seemed to appreciate talking. Unfortunately we lost touch with him soon after moving so I don’t know how things are going for him now.
At this time I was feeling very restless and didn’t know what to do with myself. I chucked myself into doing different things online to keep myself busy. Most days I was chatting to friends on messenger so it wasn’t unusual for me to go to bed late. My husband got fed up at times as I was so engrossed but on the other hand he couldn’t be bothered to do much.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Chapter 5
First Mother
I am a mother yet I am not acknowledged,
No more children for me yet I have one,
To the world I am married yet childless,
My son loves me yet I have none. 

My heart aches for what I have lost,
Yet my heart is happy for what I have gained,
I may not have a child in my life,
Yet who knows I may gain grandchildren. 

My son is so special to me,
He has yet to trust another,
His love is yet to grow for him towards me,
All I want to be is a second mother.
 
We have much in common through our genes,
I want to hug him so many times,
We are as one family he knows what it means,
What more could I want life is so fine. 

At this time I was feeling very restless and didn’t know what to do with myself. I chucked myself into doing different things online to keep myself busy. Most days I was chatting to friends on messenger so it wasn’t unusual for me to go to bed late. My husband got fed up at times as I was so engrossed but on the other hand he couldn’t be bothered to do much.
January 2006 flew by and we moved on the 30th January 2006. My husband’s cousin came to give us a hand getting the place straight which was appreciated. In the evening we weren’t too happy though as somebody broke a window in our car. Fortunately that was the only damage and nothing was stolen from the car.
We were happy we had moved but we had a few teething problems such as getting the telephone line and internet connected. I was going to the local library to keep up with emails as best as I could. At times I felt like I was on a losing battle. Once the internet was on at home it took me weeks to catch up properly. My husband started teasing me again about being obsessed with the internet yet he knew I had much catching up to do.
During this time we decided to look seriously into adopting and got in touch with a local adoption agency. It is a catholic one but clients don’t have to be catholic to use the agency. I had to be honest that I was on medication as the adoption agency would be contacting our doctor. The agency was helpful and I did collect an information pack. However I was asked to be off the medication for six months before proceeding any further.
Eventually nothing came of the idea to adopt mostly because I was being left to get on with dealing with it. I gave up trying to motivate my husband and getting him involved as he kept making excuses to deal with it later. The subject was eventually dropped.
This period was the calm before the storm with my son. I thought things were getting back to normal between us but then the explosion came. He had been in contact with somebody who had been unpleasant. I wasn’t so bothered by that as I didn’t know this person but I was upset by how my son reacted. He rang me up to have a chat about it and assumed I would kick off as he said I always did over anything like this. I was a bit irritated as this isn’t true and he tends to forget that when I get annoyed it’s usually due to the way he talks to me. The line went dead on me so I started to chat to my son on messenger. He accused me of putting the phone done on him then grudgingly accepted my explanation. The message he had received was aimed more at him and the family not wanting anything to do with him. They were also suspicious of his motives for wanting contact although as to why I haven‘t a clue. My son started being very attacking towards me and putting me down which hurt but I just couldn’t be bothered responding back to that. He asked me not to contact him for a while which was almost a relief. It was such a strain putting up with his attitude as it had got worse over the months.
After this my son posted on a thread on a forum I had been posting and wrote some unpleasant things. He basically made me out to be the one who had the problems and that he had asked for space in the past. He had never done this until this point and it had always been me who had asked for space in the past. I was so upset I quoted him and asked it what that was all about. My husband had always known what was said between the two of us including on that day. I added that as part of the post on the off chance that he accused me of making anything up. I was so scared of him accusing me of lying. After that I was determined not to have any more to do with my son as I was so hurt. For a while it was easy as I steered clear of threads on the forums that he posted.
The next few months were quiet and time seemed to fly by. I was quite surprised with myself that I felt indifferent towards not hearing from my son. All I did know for certain was that I needed some breathing time without any stress. It took me a long to understand that I was actually at a turning point in my life. Nothing could change the past but I had much more than other mothers have or likely to have. I knew my son was alive, well, and getting on with his life. By this time I was even more convinced he was in deep denial of his issues but nothing I could say would make a difference. The only person who can do anything is my son yet I don’t know if he will ever break down his defences and admit he needs to deal with his adoption issues and move on. Like me he can’t change the past but he needs to accept the past can’t be changed then move on with his life.
Our life had settled down and we found plenty to keep ourselves busy. We hadn’t found a church to settle at though which was the only disappointing thing. However a positive for us was that there were plenty of walks we could do with the dogs. One of our favourites was going along the Grand Union Canal although we tended to keep them on their leads as Bruno loves going in water. Also it was normal to see swans and ducks on the canal so we didn’t want him upsetting them.
We were having problems though with the web designer of our websites. He refused to let us have complete control over the sites and wasn’t making any changes that we wanted. I had my own concerns about the Touched by Adoption forum as I couldn’t edit posts. All I could do was delete posts and neither could members edit their own posts. Both my husband and I shared our concerns with the web designer who kept making excuses. Nor would he let us have access to make changes ourselves so we felt like our hands were tied.
Eventually we decided to set up a new forum for Touched By Adoption and a new website for Mandy Hope. I transferred over the popular threads and information to the new forums and it officially started up on the 4th July 2006. It didn’t take long for current members from the old site to start joining up. Soon after my husband set up the new Mandy Hope site at www.mandyhope.com which looked better as well.
It was around this time that my son decided he wanted contact again and started chatting to me occasionally on msn messenger. I was wary but was prepared to give it another go. He didn’t mention our falling out nor did I see any point to do so either. I always let him make the first move though. I was keeping busy with things I wanted to do for a change though most of it was online as I had made so many friends. It could be emotionally tiring at times as I felt my life was evolving around adoption issues.
Membership was growing slowly but steadily on the forums. Towards the end of September 2006 my son joined but I didn’t realize straight away. It was a few weeks later as I was getting email addresses transferred over to the website address that I knew he had joined. Although I was pleased I was a bit disappointed that my son hadn’t said anything to me. I also felt a bit paranoid as I didn’t know whether he had been reading my posts or not. I would have preferred it if he had just been honest with me though instead of finding out like that. Since then my son has admitted that he does read what I post as he finds out more about what’s going on in my head this way. I find it easier to express myself writing than speaking as I can go over what I have written. After that I was generally careful about what I posted unless I felt very strongly over a subject. My son rarely posted on the forum although he was an administrator and improved the site.
The next couple of months passed by and during that time my son said he was coming back to England. He had several reasons for doing so which included coming back to work and to do a course here. My son couldn’t carry on with his degree till September of 2007 as the courses he wanted to do start then. He had fallen out with his adoptive parents so I suggested to him that he could live with us. I never expected him to say yes but he did provided my husband was fine about it as well. It wasn’t an issue so it was just a case of waiting for a date for him to fly back.
My son went quiet for a few weeks so eventually I managed to get hold of him to find out what was happening. He let us know he was coming back on the 21st December 2006 so we arranged to meet him at the airport. It was infuriating as I was asking him through emails what he liked to eat and drink but wasn’t getting responses.
On the 14th December we met up with friends to go out for a meal. The wife and I became friendly through the American adoption forums back in 2005. When Touched By Adoption she joined up and our friendship built up further from there. I made her a moderator and then made her an administrator as I trusted her implicitly. It was a nice day out for us and the meal was lovely. We needed some relaxation time as we had been on the go for months.
The next week went by quickly and on the 21st December we were up early to walk the dogs then get to the airport to meet my son. Fortunately the plane landed near enough on time and we didn’t have to wait too long. It was a nerve wracking time and I almost expected my son to say he wasn’t coming home with us. When he arrived it was so natural to be pleased to see him and to want to get home as soon as possible.
The next few days were great although it took a little to get used to having my son about. I looked forward to Christmas Day as it was the first one we shared together. However when Christmas Day my son didn’t get up at a reasonable time which upset me at the time. He had a migraine but didn’t come out to let us know but had he done so I would have quite understood. We held off from opening our presents as I wanted the three of us to open them up together. I had to turn dinner off but by this time turkey had started to dry up so I carved what I could of it. Eventually my son appeared late afternoon and told us he’d had a migraine so I was still a bit hurt that he hadn’t told us earlier.
I finished cooking dinner and we opened our presents while we were waiting. The rest of the day improved so it ended happily. Getting through Christmas Day was much easier than I had expected as I had hated the day for years.
Since then the time has flown by and it has given us time to get to know each other better. At times it has been hard and there have been arguments yet we do work well together.
I am not an openly affectionate person so I have made an effort with my son. The spontaneous hugs are the best and once he fell asleep whilst we were sitting on the settee together. I didn’t move for about an hour until he woke up. We have laughed together and had serious talks without falling out.
Living with a surrendered child is something that only people who have been through the same can understand. Boundaries have to be in place all the same. Would I still have agreed to it knowing what I do now? Yes I would as it has given me the opportunity to get to know my son better. On was Mother’s Day and I received my first ever Mother’s Day card and present. Nothing can describe exactly how I felt yet it was special and more so as I never thought I ever receive anything. So many people complain about their children yet they don’t realize how fortunate they are to have raised their children. I have missed out on so much that can never be replaced so it is important to me to make the most of what I have. It also puts a new concept on relative strangers as we are related yet it is the same as getting to know a stranger.
How I feel about the term birth mother has become much stronger over the past two and a half years. I never particularly liked the term as it makes mothers who surrendered sound like battery hens and that we have no feelings. In fact many of us were coerced, lied and pressured into doing so. I am not sure of the exact percentage but I have heard it quoted as about 40% of mothers who relinquished don’t go onto have other children either.
From the women I have got to know who surrendered this appears to be quite accurate. There are various reasons for this such as by choice, miscarriages, secondary infertility and there are those who belief this is related to women surrendering. For many years I felt like I was being punished for my son being adopted though now I know it’s because my husband has a low sperm count. It was irrational to feel like this but it was a real feeling to me and on bad days I sometimes still feel like that. The following I posted in a few places online:
Birth Mother? Just A Mother
The first time I ever hear of the term birth mother was after I went into reunion with my son. It was a few weeks later when I joined up with adoption forums and immediately I felt uncomfortable with the term. I couldn't explain why I felt like this I just didn't like it at all.
With time I found out others didn't like it much either but put up with it as it is the politically correct term to use for mothers like us. What did we all have in common? We have relinquished a child.
For those who understand the label yet haven't relinquished a child it is considered an appropriate way to describe women who have. From a personal point of view I may as well be called a battery hen as that's exactly how I feel when I hear the term. Other arguments that can be used are that I am not a “baby breeder“, an “incubator“ (for adoptive parents) and I certainly didn't just give birth. After all what about the nine months leading up to labour and going through labour. Then of course there is the other issue that I DID NOT choose adoption for my son I was lied, pressured and coerced into this.
Over the past couple of years I have been told that it is disrespectful to adoptive parents to want to use an alternative term for myself. My response back each time is: where is the respect for me when others insist on using a term for me that I find offensive and disrespectful? Respect goes both ways. 
I may not legally be a mother as I didn't go on to have other children but the laws of nature tell me that I am. I can also argue that if a mother who relinquished a child earns the term birth mother then all mothers who have children should be called the same not just those who relinquished.
Terms are something I dislike intensely and only use when I have to so why can't everybody be respectful of the term an individual prefers to use for them self.
It took me a long time to get through to my son how much I disliked the term. He has now accepted that I really do dislike the term so now doesn’t use it in reference to me so I am getting somewhere. It is going to take a long time to get attitudes to change and a lot of perseverance. While social workers and adoption agencies insist on using the term it is going to be a tough battle to get them to use something else. One of the most appropriate is parent of origin albeit long winded yet correct. My son’s lifestyle as started to get on my nerves over the months and I also became more concerned as well. He doesn’t eat very regularly and would probably eat even less if he wasn’t asked.
We moved to another part of the city and I lost complete motivation to carry on writing even though we were in a much nicer area. I was much happier as was my husband and even my son seemed much happier. He started playing with the dogs out in the garden regularly and was a bit more sociable.
This didn’t last though and he became even more anti sociable than ever. It was a struggle to get him to respond once a day to see if he wanted a meal and insisted on being up all night talking to his friends. I found this quite frustrating as this disturbed me in the night and I tried talking to him about his sleeping habits. This included trying to explain to him that I am worried about his lifestyle affecting his health as he wasn’t sleeping regular hours nor was he eating well. It just went in one ear and out of the other despite him saying he would try to stay up during the daytime. He rarely ever came out of his room except to eat and go to the bathroom not that he bothered to wash either. My son didn’t seem to be bothered about wanting to work let alone have any motivation to find a job.
Before we moved we decided to amalgamate Touched By Adoption and Partners of Adoption. My friend, the former foster child, suddenly decided she didn’t want to be part of Touched by Adoption without giving a reason. I knew she was worried about family members finding out that she was posting there but she was still posts on another site where family members could discover her posting for a few months. Her husband also left Partners of Adoption without telling my husband which he discovered when checking on the site. Later my husband got in touch with him and he responded that they wanted to spend more time together so had left all the forums they belonged to. We were both a bit hurt but withdrew back as we talked about it and admitted to each other that we knew it was all one way traffic. We were expected to contact them all the time except for one occasion when the husband was really worried about his wife so wanted us to talk to her. Also it seemed like we were expected to be psychic and know when there was a problem and be supportive.
We constantly had different things to keep us busy as I still belonged to two other adoption and foster support forums. On one I am now a forum host as well. It helps me to get motivated to post as much as anything else plus I still belong to a couple of online groups though I don’t post on those much these days.
When I think back over the last four years I know I changed in many ways and have become a stronger person. After twenty three years of in effect living a lie it has been quite liberating to be completely honest. Nobody, unless they have been through it, can understand what it is like to deny that you have a child simply because that child was adopted. It is a very painful thing to do yet I did so because I was expected to get on with my life and forget about my son. I still feel angry at times that this was expected of me but I am more disappointed with my parents attitude. They have three granddaughters whom they adore yet they don’t want to connect with their only grandson. I know that on an intelligent level they are the ones missing out yet it is also bordering on the cruel. Several  people have told me that my parents behave this way as they feel guilty for what happened and they hadn’t expected this to come back and haunt them. It doesn’t make me feel any better but I do understand where they are coming from. I can’t quite make up my mind whether it is guilt or the total lack of feeling so I keep myself going knowing that I am doing my best to get to know my son. 
I can’t say reunion would have been any easier on me if I had had at least one more child as I will never know. All I know is that I wish I had been better prepared and had read books pre-reunion. All reunions are different but reading first would have given me some idea what to expect. This is partly why I tend to go online to share with others and the support is great. I have made so many friends from different cultures, backgrounds, countries and from all sides of the triad including people who haven’t adopted yet. These people want to be educated on how adoption affects others so they can prepare themselves for the day they adopt. Many will say the adoption triad isn’t equal as our losses are different which I agree with. Adoptees suffer the loss of their natural mothers and families, natural mothers suffer the loss of their child and natural fathers loss shouldn’t be ignored either. The third side, adoptive parents, gain a child though not all gain a child through their own loss due to infertility. I can empathise with adoptive parents who suffer infertility issues having been there with our own issues. Usually it’s the woman but in our case it was my husband which has been equally hard. At least I had a child, it can be argued, that I now have in my life but it doesn’t make up for all the lost years nor is it the same as raising a child. For my husband it has been very hard as he didn’t have that chance to have a child and he has had to find the strength to accept my son in our lives. There are plenty of really nice adoptive parents who have children of their own as well as adopted children. They do care about their children’s natural families and to be educated of potential problems with future reunion. Having got to know adoptees who are in reunion they are still, quite rightly, loyal to their adoptive parents. It is harder for them as they have to fit in two families into their lives and expectations of them may be very high.
I was still very frustrated at time that my son wouldn’t be honest with his adoptive parents that we had contact. He had his reasons so it wasn’t for me to push the subject but on the other hand it was stressful and I have lost count of the times I have come close to ringing or writing to them. I didn’t know how much damage it would do to our relationship and I wasn’t not sure I wanted to find out either.  One of my concerns was that they would find out where he was living and just turn up on the doorstep demanding to see him. My son knew that if they made contact with me I wouldn’t lie for him.
My motivation now for wanting to complete this book is to tell it as it is for mothers who have had to live through the pain of their child being adopted. It is so hard and there is no research done on mothers who have been through it. How adoption affects mothers is unknown territory and whether anybody has the courage to take on such a massive task is unthinkable. It is unknown territory which needs to be explored. Attitudes towards adoption may be changing within the “adoption community” but there are still myths.
Anybody not affected by adoption or foster care is completely clueless to the real truth behind adoption and foster care. In that area I would really like to see education as adoption and foster care is seen through rose tinted glasses but that isn’t real life. Not all parents of origin are bad people, drug addicts, alcoholics, prostitutes, abusers or neglectful parents. There are plenty of ordinary parents who aren’t raising their children due to circumstances or simply because they didn’t get support or help. There are some adoptive parents who shouldn’t be raising children because they are abusers. Adoptees shouldn’t be made to feel grateful, saved, lucky or that they “owe” their adoptive parents.
How I feel about adoption has changed over the past four years simply by getting to know others who have affected by it as well. Also I have taken the time to join groups and forums although I no longer post on all of them and have consciously left some. The ones I have stuck with I get benefit from and have made some lovely friendships. They are also great communities where people can be honest, share, give and receive support, and respectfully disagree. I also read newspaper articles and papers that are relevant to adoption and how it affects individuals. By doing so it has helped me to understand why I feel the way I do. That what I am going through is perfectly normal. Reading two books has also helped and maybe I will get round to reading more if or when I have the time. These books are The Girls Who Went Away by Ann Fessler and Coming Home To Self by Nancy Verrier.
 
 
 
 

 
Chapter Six

The First Meeting
I had only seen my son one time,
As a new born held in arms of mine,
So perfect and small, so precious,
My son I would love but not to see. 

Twenty three years later I find him,
My shock over shadowed by my love for him,
Love that had been within my very soul,
Finding him has made my existence whole again.
 
Overwhelmed I was with all of this,
Wanting to know so much was my wish,
Fear of rejection was in my thoughts,
Learning to talk and all that it brought.

One day I suggested we meet if he wanted,
My son agreed, my wish was granted,
The deep yearning to see how he looked,
My feelings so complex I couldn’t talk.
 
So many feelings resurfacing from deep inside,
The hurt and the pain, of tears I had cried,
Of not parenting my son, not seeing him grow,
Missing so much of his life, I was low.
 
I was scared but needing to see him,
My love for him was great and never dim,
The day came quickly and I was glad,
Never again would I have to feel so sad. 

My son was an hour late to our meeting place,
My thoughts of lost years not to be replaced,
The start of new memories of times to come,
Waiting there in an early day of autumn.

He walked straight past me into the pub,
I waited a few moments then into the noisy pub,
Then I sat by him, scared to talk to him,
Amazed that there was no mistaking my kin.
We talked and I gave him a copied marriage certificate,
He gave me photographs, was this my fate?
To meet then no more contact for us,
One of the photographs of him as a baby, why did I fuss.

The tears dried quickly as we shared a hug,
I didn’t want to let go, it was like a drug,
The afternoon and evening went far too quick,
I made the most of it being strong as a brick.

The day couldn’t have been better, except for my husband,
Being at the end of his tether,
We sorted this out, our love strong,
With my son the much needed bond.

What more could I ask for of my men,
I love them both in different ways then,
A day to remember always, never forgotten,
A sense of peace that is my own haven. 

The following is another of my posts on a forum which dates back to the 22nd August 2006:
I knew I was pregnant after I split up with my fiance and despite the reasons for us splitting I really did want to keep my baby. However I kept quiet long enough not to be forced into having an abortion by my parents but that's another story behind that fear. When my parents found out they went ballistic particularly my mother though both went into a form of denial for a while.
Eventually it was decided that my baby was to be adopted even though I never once agreed to this. I was working, didn't do drugs or anything like that so there was no reason for me not to raise my son. My parents were the ones who couldn't handle their daughter being a single mother, they were furious it was too late for me to have an abortion and they knew there was no hope me marrying the father. We had split on bad terms and he was in another relationship resulting in getting married around the time I had my son.
During the time leading up to my son's birth we didn't discuss anything my parents just went ahead and made the arrangements. The first time I saw a social worker was after my son was born and I was still in hospital. I opened up for the first time and told her that I didn't want my son adopted, that my parents were forcing this on me. She promised me that she would put a stop to the adoption, would support my decision and would be there for me while I sorted myself out.
How wrong was I to trust her as she completely betrayed me. She also used delaying tactics on me which I naively put up with as by now my parents were giving me a hard time. Obviously the social worker had told them how I felt so this gave them ammunition to make my life miserable. Bearing in mind this was 1981 when attitudes had changed but my parents hadn't. They used lines like they would kick me out, disown me, make sure I didn't get alternative accommodation, I would lose my job as I was homeless, I wouldn't get benefits as I was homeless, I didn't deserve my son, I was selfish, he deserved two parents, the list was endless. What eventually broke my spirit as I was still refusing to agree to the adoption was that when my son was 6 weeks old I was told it was too late to put a stop to the adoption. Incidently I found out last year this was the day he went to his parents. At the time I was told to forget all about him, I would have more children, I would never be allowed to search for him although he might but that would be extremely unlikely as he would be happy in his new life. As many original mothers will say they never forget the child they relinquished even if they do bury this. In my case I didn't go on to have any other children despite the fact I can still conceive so it has been a double blow for me.
I was absolutely devastated as my trust and naivety had been in effect been abused by the social worker. My parents hadn't once thought about how I was feeling I thought they just didn't care about me, my feelings or what I really wanted. They only ever mentioned my son twice after that. The first time was when the social worker passed on a letter from my son's  adoptive mother thanking me for the courage to go through with this, told me of the change of first name, why they kept his second name and general chit chat. I howled at the letter and certainly didn't appreciate it at the time. This was the only time my mother showed any compassion and hugged me until I stopped crying but it didn't make me feel any better. I was expected to dry my eyes and act as if nothing had happened. The next time was over dinner a few years later and caught me totally unaware as my son was never discussed. My parents suddenly announced that they had included him in their wills on the proviso that he made contact before he was 25. I was too stunned to say much so the subject was quickly changed. 
In all I went 23 years of not talking about my son although R did know about him. On the outside I became very hard in that respect and told R I didn't see the point in talking about my son unless we were reunited. The reality of it was that I couldn't talk about my son for fear of completely losing it. I had my particularly bad times of year which were around his birthday, Christmas and Mother's Day so I always made sure I had a bit of “me time“ to allow myself to cry and “talk to him“ even though I knew he couldn't hear me. Oddly enough after we were reunited A did say he felt that bond even though he didn't know where I was, what I looked like or even if I was alive.
When I found my son two years ago it opened the proverbial can of worms. I couldn't understand the extent of the rage, anger, pain, bitterness, sadness, shame and guilt I felt nor where it was coming from. I couldn't even understand why so much of it was also directed at my parents even though I didn't have the courage to tell them. What made it worse was that my son had found my family back in 1999 and they had told him they didn't know where I was.
In early 1999 I had fallen out with my family due to lies my sister was telling about me and R. It wasn't until late 2001 that I resumed communication with my parents which to this day is by letter only as this is all I can handle. I still refuse to have contact with my sister as she still persists in telling lies about me. However my parents still didn't tell A where I was or tell me they had contact with him.
I came across A's details by sheer accident as I joined Genes Reunited and he had also joined using the names I had given him. It was only because I checked that I had put in details correctly that I realized. At first it didn't occur to me that it could be him so I sent him a cautious email asking why he had put my details on there. About half an hour later I thought I had better check. His details were obviously there and for the first time in years I allowed myself to cry properly.
After a few cautious emails we then agreed that we were both okay with having contact. My first thoughts however were those of relieve that he is alive, well, had a good education and had had a good life. With reunion came all of the emotions which were incredibly hard to deal with at the times. On top of that I was furious with my parents for in effect lying to both of us for years and our reunion could have started almost three years previously had my parents been honest. My parents excuse for keeping quiet was that they didn't know if R knew about him. My sister had actually told R about A after she and I had argued so all I can assume is that she didn't tell our parents what she had done. A had thought I didn't want to know him and my family were covering for me. 
It has been an incredible two years and reunion isn't called a rollercoaster journey for nothing. I have had to deal with my own emotions, dealing with the information I've already got, depression and my parents attitude. My mum flatly refuses to mention my son if she writes letters and my dad rarely does either. Apparently my mum told A she didn't want contact any more with him in 2001 though my dad still has intermittent contact. From what I can gather A doesn't have contact with my sister either as he was quite upset to learn that she had been less than honest with him. He believed my version of events as they tie in with the adoption papers. Reading “The Girls Who Went Away“ by Ann Fessler has reopened wounds I had forgotten about and made me think again of the wounds I thought I had healed completely but haven't.
Little has changed since where my parents are concerned and I wish I knew why but I know I never will. I also wish they knew how much emotional pain I have been through but I doubt if they would really comprehend that pain. I can just imagine my mother telling me to pull myself together and get over it. It would be nice if I could but it will always be there and something I can never forget. I know I’m not the only one who feels this way and that it is perfectly normal. Reading The Girls who Went Away helped me so much and I know I read it at the right time for me. It is a book I would recommend to anybody who has been affected by adoption particularly as it is written by an adoptee who wrote it before she found her mother.
It is a shame though that natural mothers aren’t encouraged to write about their experiences and get published. I doubt if social workers or adoption agencies would ever encourage this as it would dispel many myths of why children are adopted.   I get so tired of the belief that there is no such thing as an unnecessary adoption. An increasing number of mothers of origin are now blogging and writing live journals on the internet so it is a good way to get the message across. I want to reach out to more people than that as I want people who aren’t affected by adoption and foster care, families of mothers like myself, social workers and most of all parents like mine to read our stories. It is one of my grievances that so many people who don’t have a clue what we went through think it is okay to comment on what sort of women we are. To many think we are drug taking, alcoholic, abusive, neglectful, prostitutes or at least assume we are one of these things.
If I had the courage I would do more to try and educate people but instead I am writing.  There are plenty of places I write publically online that people can chance coming across and I also write privately though not so much these days.
My self confidence hasn’t really improved over the past four years so I encourage others. I am much better at giving advice than receiving it so maybe I shall start following my own advice one day. Now I concentrate more on what I want for the future and where I go from here. I have closure on the past except for not knowing if I signed the consent to relinquish form which I doubt I’ll ever know. The door will never be shut completely on the past yet I can’t let it hold me back for ever. I know I will have my bad days when I am triggered by something yet that is to expected. In some respects I feel like I am in limbo as so much has happened since 2004 and I wonder which direction my life will take. It would be great to say my life was back to normal back it can never really be viewed as completely normal. The child I was forced to surrender and was expected to forget by others is back in my life and living with me.
In many ways I am more fortunate than other mothers in the respect that I have been able to build up a relationship with my son. I found him as a young adult, before he marries and before he has children. He may not marry or have children but it makes me feel happy to know that if he does then I will probably be a part of this future. I missed out on him growing up and that will always be painful yet it isn’t so bad now.
There are regularly good topics of conversation that arise on the forums I belong to. One is on ”forever family” which is in reference to the adoptive family being the forever family. There are various views on this which is a healthy thing to discuss as it is something I really need to get to grips with.
From my point of view I will always be my son‘s forever mother even though legally I am not. The point is I conceived my son, went through nine months of pregnancy and gave birth to him which is something nobody can take away from me. On the other hand his adoptive family are his legal family so are also his forever family. One is not necessarily better or worse than the other just different. Not all adoptees and adoptive parents will agree with me but I am fine with this nor do I expect anybody else to necessarily agree with me. This is just how I am seeing it right at this minute and no doubt my feelings will change even if it is just slightly.
A new term has come to my attention on one of the forums which is carrier which was one of those jaw dropping moments. I did feel mildly offended by it initially but now I think is just sad. It was used by an adoptee on a forum I don’t post on and used it to describe her natural mother. I just hope she never tells her natural mother to her face this is how she describes her if they are ever reunited.
One day I had a fleeting thought of am I going senile or is it my son with the problem?
After he went out to sign on for unemployment benefit I went up to open his bedroom windows to air the room. The smell coming from the room was so bad it was invading our room. My husband followed me up and when he saw the state of the room we agreed to clear it as it was that bad. We used up seven plastic sacks and there were still at least twenty bottles which we refused to do anything about. It was that bad that there were bottles and full carrier bags of rubbish in the wardrobe. These spilled all over the floor after when I opened the doors up and there was even more rubbish in the cupboard space. We were furious and it took us over an hour to clear the mess up which included hovering and dusting. When my son got home I had calmed down but we insisted that he sat and talked to us. I told him we had cleaned up his room and that we were both concerned about him. He claimed he was going to clean it when he got home though my husband and I didn’t believe that for one moment as we have heard it all before. My son’s response was that we should have asked him to clean his room to which I responded that both of us had on several occasions and had got to the point of just wanting to get on with it. He admitted that he was ashamed and embarrassed that we had seen the state of his room. My son then went up to deal with the bottles that we had left which amounted to another two bags.
What we didn’t tell him was that my husband had rung the mental health team as we were both very concerned. It was suggested to him to try and persuade my son to contact the mental health team or if it got that bad to get him sectioned. My son wouldn’t admit he had any problems and had always said that I was the one with the issues. Our only option was to try and get him sectioned if the situation worsened.
Afterwards he became even more withdrawn although he was eating better. I had one very bad night’s sleep as my son insisted on talking to his friends loudly. He did the same the following evening so my husband asked him to keep it down via msn messenger as I was in bed. If I had had words I would have completely lost my temper as I was so tired.
At times like this it is hard as it’s not the same as dealing with a raised child. The ground rules have always been there for the child whereas dealing with an adult the rules still need to be there just worded slightly differently. After that life improved a bit even though my son wasn’t going out any 60 than usual but he was keeping his room clean. He was also making more of an effort to talk to us. The fact that I had forced the issue of him not sitting at the computer when he ate helped and he was eating quicker. He was also quieter at night too so things settled down a bit.
We were feeling very restless living where we were yet we didn’t want to move for the sake of it. For a while we had been on the home swapper list and had some contact with other people. We only viewed one other place though which was in Luton. Although it was a nice enough house with a decent size garden the lounge was small so there wasn’t enough space for our belongings. Neither of us wanted to have our computer equipment upstairs so decided against it. We didn’t like the area much either and left it at that.
Around the bedroom cleaning incident a lady whose mother lived in Kent contacted us as she wanted to move closer to her family. It’s close to places we like and nearer to family so we decided to do a mutual exchange with her. It went smoothly despite the daughter trying to take over the organization of the move. We moved in the middle of March and the brother of the lady we exchanged with drove the van. My husband’s cousin brought us to our new home as we didn’t have a car which we appreciated.
We arrived here about nine and they were gone by about twelve thirty which wasn’t bad going. It didn’t take too long to get straight enough to relax a bit as we had agreed to get straight over the weekend. For lunch we all had fish and chips in town and it’s the first fish meal I’ve enjoyed in a long time.
The next couple of weeks flew by and we settled in quickly. We love living by the sea and have enjoyed walking along the sea front with the dogs.
My son slipped into old habits apart from us refusing to knock on his bedroom door when I prepared meals. If neither of us got a response on msn messenger he went without.
The smell from his room got bad again so we waited for an opportunity when we knew he would be out for a couple of hours to check it. It was back to the usual state of clean clothes mixed with dirty on the floor, bottles and rubbish piling up. Fortunately this time we only filled one bag of rubbish and I took down clothes to be washed. Shortly afterwards I had an appointment with the doctor and on my way there I saw my son on his way home.  On my way back I saw him on his way out again not looking happy so I got home as quick as I could.
My son wasn’t happy that we had gone through his bedroom again and had found out about the bottles again. He had gone out saying he had things to sort out and he was moving out. My husband told him he didn’t care what he did but we were all going to sit down and get this sorted.
When I got home we had a chat and he said he was going to ring my 61’s adoptive parents as he had had enough by this time. I was relieved as I had lost patience months ago. My husband didn’t get a response so left a message stating that he was ringing about their son and not to worry as he was safe.
A short while later my son’s adoptive mother rang back and was obviously upset. She had spoken to my son very occasionally on msn messenger but had been worried about him. They hadn’t known exactly where he was living except that he was living with two guys and was working. My husband was honest with her exactly what was going on and that we had been respecting his wishes not to contact them until now. She in turn told my husband they had they suspicions what was going on as they had found paperwork years ago in his room referring to my dad. It was a shock for her to find out what was really going on and to find out that he had been telling so many lies not just to them but also us.
Shortly afterwards my son came home so we sat him down for a serious talk and told him he go if he wanted to afterwards. He wouldn’t give us any straight answers to anything which didn’t help with our moods. We managed not to lose our tempers with him as we knew it wouldn’t help matters.
While we were talking his adoptive father rang up so my husband went out to the garden to talk to him. I still wasn’t getting anywhere with my son even though I told him that we couldn’t sort things unless he talked to us.
When my husband finished on the telephone he joined in with the conversation. My son knew by this time my husband had spoken to both his adoptive parents and that we knew the extent of his lies. He agreed to get registered with a doctor but knew we wouldn’t take no for an answer anyway.
Within days my son was registered, saw the nurse for the standard pre registration appointment and had an appointment with the doctor. We went in with him when he saw the doctor as we didn’t trust him to be honest. She was concerned enough to prescribe medication and do a referral to the mental health team.
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Chapter 7

Memories
Once a young woman without a care,
Working by day and at night having fun,
Plenty of friends to share my life with,
Then came a boyfriend to steal my heart. 

Life was too short to worry about tomorrow,
I was happy and falling in love with my man,
Having fun and going out such good times,
We got engaged little did I know he'd change. 

I was so happy I didn't see him change,
Slowly the possessiveness and jealousy set in,
Still loved him though and carried on,
I was like a trapped bird wanting to fly. 

I wanted to please him so settled down,
Until one day I wanted to see my friends,
My man I wanted but wanted my life too,
We compromised and I thought we'd get closer.
 
One day it got so bad that we split,
I was broken hearted but knew it was best,
Little did I know how bad the future would get,
How so much time would be wasted for me. 

Not much time later I knew I was pregnant,
No baby for me to keep my parents decided,
My baby was born no support given to me,
One tiny life that needed his first mother.

I battled the decision but lies won he went,
My heart was broken for the child I wanted,
Never mentioned as if he had never existed,
My life was to go on like nothing happened.

The years went by I went a bit wild,
Living my life as if without a care,
Inside I was in turmoil outside happy,
The pain never went but life carried on.
 
Men came into my life but I couldn't trust,
I became hard on the outside not needing a soul,
Inside I was a sad young woman crying,
Until the day I tried to trust another young man.

We got married the years haven't been easy,
I just wanted to be loved and to be needed,
Has it been worth it I wondered often,
I haven't been alone and have been needed. 

Last year I found my boy to my shock,
Scared but needed to know he was okay,
To discover he had already found my family,
Why couldn't they be honest with us both.
 
I love my son very much no matter what,
He is part of my life like my husband,
My future I need to plan with care,
How better can my life be with my two men. 
When my son had his first appointment with the mental health team his adoptive father met us there. His adoptive mother didn’t want to add more pressure on him by being there as well so had been dropped off in the town centre. My son didn’t want to talk to his adoptive father and told him so and that he wanted to be left alone. It was a difficult time for all of us but it had to be dealt with.  After my son finished with his appointment the three of us went in for a quick chat to express how we felt. We came away feeling like that had been a waste of time expressing our concerns. The issue being that as my son is an adult the mental health team have to abide by the Data Protection Act. Our main concern was that if we weren’t involved then he wouldn’t be completely honest and would get away with telling lies. This in turn would defeat the object of him going to appointments as he would continue to avoid issues that need dealing with.
We were also asked not to put my son under any pressure and I didn’t know whether to laugh, cry or be frustrated. The only pressure my husband and I had put on my son was to clean his room once a week, bring down washing and to go out two or three times a week job hunting. He was looking healthier for going out and keeping more regular hours. My husband pointed this out and said that if we stopped doing this then my son would go back to old habits. The social worker was insistent that we stopped all pressure although it was down to us whether we did or not. My husband also pointed out that it was all very well telling us not to pressure my son over job hunting but that wouldn’t solve anything as the job centre would still do so. The job centre expects unemployed people to proof they are searching for work and they are expected to go to periodic reviews. If they don’t then their benefit can be stopped and we knew my son was due to go for another review.
After the meeting my son’s adoptive father asked us to see if my son would be prepared to meet up with his adoptive mother. We said we would ask and he said he would give us a ring in a little while. On the way home we asked him but he didn’t want to so when his adoptive father rang my husband let him know.
We sat my son down and discussed his options. This was whether to keep signing on for unemployment benefit or get signed off and apply for sickness benefit. He decided that getting sickness benefit was the best as at least it would stop getting appointments for reviews for his job searching.
My son had to see one of the doctors at the surgery to see if they would agree to give him a sick not. My husband went with him when he had the appointment and he got the certificate. By the time all this was sorted out a few weeks had gone by as it is no longer as straight forward as handing the certificate in it has to be sent off.
We still insisted that his room was kept clean and washing was brought down once a week. By this time it was agreed that when I prepared meals we didn’t ask him first. Now we just let him know that the meal is ready and tough luck if we wake him up. Some days my son will sleep the best part of the day away but not so often now. There are days when we do make sure he is awake as he has started looking ill again through being holed up in his room most of the time and rarely going out. On the whole he does seem happier but it’s hard to tell.
On the 4th May we went to the Family History Show - Who do you think you are? although we didn’t spend all day there. We met up with my husband’s cousin as well before we met up as my son had ordered the tickets for all of us online which had been sent to us. On the way home we stopped to collect a kitten from another cousin, sister of the one we met up with, as it was the only one who hadn’t been ’spoken for’. She is a beautiful little black kitten with very dark chocolate brown stripes now. When we collected her she was jet black and one of her eyes was mucky but that cleared up after a few days. The dogs loved her straight away and it didn’t take her long to realize who the boss is after our eldest cat who will continue to be No. 1 boss. She is still small for her age but healthy so we’re not worried about that.
The mental health team suggested that psychotherapy would be a good idea for my son and sent off a referral for that. Eventually my son saw a psychiatrist just over a month ago. We didn’t get much sense out of my son except to be told that a letter would be sent to the same office as where he was seeing the social worker.
When my son was sent a letter it was to inform him that he would be having psychotherapy. He goes on a weekly basis to the same place he had his original appointment with the psychiatrist. This, apparently, will go on for twenty weeks and will just be for him. We have been told through the grapevine that there will be family sessions eventually but we’re not holding our breath.
Right at this point we are taking each day as it comes. It is easy some days, other days hard depending on how we are all feeling. I wish I could wave a magic wand and make everything good but life was never meant to be that easy.
I look back on my life and wonder how different it would have been if I had taken different paths. There are plenty of decisions I regret which makes me absolutely normal. The biggest regret will always be that I didn’t have the courage to stand up to my parents or have the courage to seek help. I think the only way I could have kept my son is if I had moved away and had my own place then my parents wouldn’t have had that hold over me.
Now I have complete control over my life, my decisions and where I go from here. I am sad and hurt that my parents won’t talk to me about my son but it is their loss not mine. My son is too important to me to be cast to one side as if he doesn’t exist, he deserves more than that. I just want to see him happy and to have worked through his own issues.
I am a stronger person for having gone through what I have although I wouldn’t want to wish it upon anybody. My dream now is that people who aren’t affected by adoption are educated about the real truth. Unless you have lived with adoption you don’t know the damage that it can and does do to those who are. Not all children are removed from bad parents, not all adoptive parents are infertile, not all natural parents choose adoption.
We come from different walks of life, our circumstances are different yet we all look like anybody else you may pass on the street. So the next time you hear adoption being mentioned on the television or read an article take time to think. The only people who can give the absolute truth are the people involved and what goes on behind closed doors is another story.
How I feel about adoption.
If I had been asked before my son was born then my response would have been something along the lines that it wasn’t something I ever really thought about.
I knew my dad’s cousin and wife had adopted after their sons were born - twins (brother and sister) from Africa and a Malaysian girl - but it was never something that was discussed. When I was 17 I found out an old school friend had been adopted but I wasn’t that curious as I knew she had contact with her natural mother.
The reality of adoption hit me hard when I was forced to surrender my son when I was 19 years old. There was no good reason for it to happen my parents just didn’t want me raising my son as I was single and there was no way his father and I would marry. We had split on bad terms and neither of us wanted to get back together plus I knew he would never accept his child as his.
I completely retreated into myself and I had no support from anyone and was lied to not just my parents but also the adoption agency. Had I been told my rights by the adoption agency I would have been able to get the support to keep my son. Eventually I was told it was too late to stop the adoption as I refused to agree to it.
For 23 years I refused to talk about my son even to my husband as my family had made it quite clear that it was in the past and to get on with my life. Even the adoption agency told me I would forget about my son, get on with my life, would have more children, I would never be allowed to search and my son would be too happy to with his adoptive family to search for me. So I suffered in silence and wouldn’t let anybody get too close to me emotionally as I was so scared of losing grip on my emotions. I felt like a complete freak as what I was feeling wasn’t what I told would happen.
I never forgot my son, I got on with my life because I had to for my own sanity, I could have searched eventually as the law changed but I believed what I was told, I didn’t have more children unfortunately and my son DID decide to search. He found my family in 1999 who basically lied to him for years then I found him through Genes Reunited in 2004.  It unleashed all the emotions that I had locked away for so many years and I had my moments that I thought I couldn’t take any more of the intensity of them. I went through anger to the point of fury, shame, guilt, pain, sadness even loneliness but what helped me through was the joy of finding my son alive and well. I didn’t know I could love someone so much that it almost hurt.
Reunion isn’t easy by any measure and probably one of the hardest things a person can go through. I don’t ever regret finding my son but I do regret that he was adopted in the first place but I cannot turn the clock back so I have had to learn to move on.

Philippa Hornsey,
25th August 2008
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