 I always get excited about writing my November article. November is National Adoption Month and I am an eager and passionate advocate. The website for the U. S. Department of State explains National Adoption month in this way.  “Over the last ten years, American families have opened their hearts and homes to more than 200,000 children from other countries. They have given vulnerable children the opportunity to thrive. And families who adopt are enriched by the love of their new children, and the heritage they bring from their birth countries. This November, we celebrate National Adoption Month and join with groups across the nation to recognize these special families.” 
A few weeks ago, as I was eagerly waiting for November to arrive so I could begin celebrating, a dear and obviously very brave friend gave me a reminder of what brings many families to the adoption journey. She posted this as her Facebook status: “October is Pregnancy and Infant Loss Awareness Month, so this month we remember all babies born sleeping or those we have carried but never met, or those we have held but did not take home or the ones that came home but didn’t stay”. 

The idea that October’s designation as Pregnancy and Infant Loss Awareness month is followed by November’s celebration of Adoption mirrors many, but not all, adoptive families’ journeys. Many families struggle with heartbreaking infertility and/or the loss of an infant or unborn child(children) before they reach the choice of adoption. Because of this journey, there is a natural inclination to feel that adoption is a second choice or something you must settle for.  ......has suffered the loss of a baby.In all honesty, at the beginning of my journey, I did. I watched as my sisters, friends and extended family conceived and built their families with, what I assumed was, “ease.” I assumed my husband and I would do the same. I bought maternity clothes when we started thinking it was time to start a family. Until a few weeks ago, one of those outfits still hung symbolically in my closet. Eventually, as we sought fertility treatments and ultimately decided that adoption was the choice for us, I discovered that our family would be built in a different way.  
Somewhere throughout the two years of paperwork and month of travel, I began to see the reality of adoption not as a second choice, but as an amazingly different way to build what we in the adoption world call a “forever family”. In no way is adoption a second choice and something to settle for. Our adoption journey, the first time we saw our daughter Natalia and the hurdles we faced with a child who had spent the first two years of her life in an orphanage are as uniquely ours as any pregnancy and birth. Traveling to Natalia’s birth country, living there for weeks, spending time at her orphanage, standing before the Ukrainian courts, and traveling home with a tiny, scared, but incredibly brave two year old is a experience second to none and an experience that belongs uniquely to our family. 
I am a little worried that the beginning of this article might have brought out some tears for families who relate to loss and I know laughter and smiles that break through still damp tears are the best. So, here is a little update on my forever family.  We have always been honest with Natalia about the fact that she is adopted and we talk openly about her birth mother. We know a few things about her birth mother, but the information is pretty sparse. As Natalia matures, I have begun to see how distinctly her understanding of adoption and her birth mother changes. She summed it up this way after our last little chat. “So, my birth mommy carried me in her tummy belly and you get to give me time outs.”  I can’t argue with that. Without a doubt, she has it all figured out. 
