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nGET UF, STAND Up"

The title of this article is taken from a
song by Bab Maorley and The wailers, a

. Jamalcan Reggae group, urging oppressed
-people everywhere to stand up and fight
~for thneir rights.

I think it is an appro-.
priate theme for birthmothers, and good
advice to all of us, especially those who
5till have one foot in the closet.
.~ Adoption is never going to change if
only a few birtimothers, ORIGINS, CUB or
other group leaders, "“"Get Up and Stand Up"
for birthmother's pride, dignity and rights.
There is much we lcecaders can do for you in _
providing search help, counseling, and moral
gupport; but there is even more you can do
for yourself, and for your sister birthmothers
Ly coming out and standing up for yourself,
and for truth. _
8o many birthmothers over-compensate for

. their youthful "sin", and try to become

super-respectable, either as wives and mothers
or as successful business-women. These women
often have a hard struggle to integrate the
woman they have become -- PTA president,
rising executive, nurse, Lalleche League
leader, member of Hadassah, or the Rosary
Society=with the "bad girl" that they were,
the girlt who got pregnant and gave away her
child. The lonpger they have been in the closet
the harder they have worked on thelr "respect-
able" life, the more difficult it is to come
all the way out as a birthmother. Sadly,
their silence perpetuates the myth that

there are no "nice" birthmotihers, making

it harder for auyone to come out, for fear

of losing overnight the '"new life" that
balances so precariously on a base of lies.
Nobodywins, and countless women suffer in
isolation and silence, when help may be only

a word or a phone call away.

Although those of us in leadership
positions have stressed the importance and
the need to integrate our entire life exper-~
ience before search or contact, in order to
come to our lost children proud and whole,
we kKkeep hearing fear, defensiveness and
excuses from some whom we are trying to help.
We hear that it may have been okay for U8 to
come out -- we are "so brave" -- but that
your position is so fragile or special it
would just destroy you to tell your kids,

wother-in-law, bhoss, best friend, mailman,
etc.,, etec. And yet, you demand that we
stand up for you in fighting for adoption
reform, that we help you search and that
we sympathize with your situation.

FPerhaps you think that the ORIGINS
Co-founders and leaders had less to lose
than you, or that our lives are so differ-
ent we cannot possibly understand your
fears. That is not true. We are women
Just like you; not extraordinarily brave,
reckless, or free. We simply got tired
of putting all our energy into maintain~
ing a lie, and decided to "Get Up, Stand
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Up"% as all that we are. Our lives are

much the better because we took the risk

of fighting openly for our beliefs, Our .

world did not end, and neither will yours.
Maybe it would help some of you 1o

know who we are, and what we do besides

adoption reform. We do have other lives,

in -spite of our hours of volunteer work

- in the movement, and we all have managed
- to integrate our birthmother experioence

into those lives. %We use our new-found .

... 8trength to educate and comfort cthers,
- Come out and join us, and you can too!

You know me as a poet, a search

-counselor, and a radical birthmother.
‘I am also a full-time mother to the

three sons who live with me; and I can be
found at BMX races, YMCA baby.and-mom

- 8wim class, and driving to Cub Scouts,
‘Archery, Karate, and all the other activitices

my kids are involved in. 1 am now taking

a night school writing course, and a course
in the Polish language. My husband is an
artist and mathematician wheo works in com-
puter graphics. Both of us are proud of

my work in adoption reform, and never miss

a chance to educate friends and aguaintancces.
Many people disagree with my views, but I
have never lost a friend because T am a
birthmother,

Marsha is a former Lalieche League leader,
as well as being active in PTA and other
school activities. 3She has three young
children at home, and is enrolled in part-
time study in college. She is a free-lance
writer, has written articles on adoption
reform for magazines, for a women's news-
paper, and for her school courses. Marsha's
writing and speaking out have brought in many
new ORIGINS members.

Kathy has a part-iime job, four children
at home, and is active in her children's
Pop Warner Football League as well as their
many school activities. She finds time to
bake, and can her own vegetables and fruits,
although she spends hours answering your
letters and counseling searchers. KXathy
surrendered two children, and was totally in 3
the closet until she heard about ORIGINS, '
She then "came out" like a torpedo and has
been very outspoken ever since, both in
1etters to the editor, and in public speak-

ng.

Pat has two

children at home, surrender-
ed two children,

and is expecting her fifth
child soon! She works part-time as a hair-
dresser, and has helped several people she
met through her job deal with their own
adoption situations. Pat has the huge task
of taking care of our P.0, Box, which has
been over-flowing ever since the MeCall's
article; and she has ailded several friends
in making their contacts.

Janet, who has been Pat's friend for
15 years, is a legal secretary who also
surrendered two children, her only children.
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In splte of the emotional demands of her
recent reunion with her son, Janet has taken
. over our registry.

Lvelyn, who has devoted much time to
our library in spite of personal crisis, is
a respected and loved member of her
community, involved in her two children's
activities, a church member and member of
other support groups. Evelyn always finds
time to share her story with anyone it may

"help, and has started many birthmothers and
adoptees she met outside the movement on the
road to reunion.

Alison is an executive recrulter with
& very conservative firm, a woman who has
worked hard at her career in a field where
men dominate; yet she has been outspoken and
public about her only daughter, with whom
she has a wonderful relationship, and about
birthmother's causes. She risked alot to
stand up and speak.

Lucy is a nurse, and single mother to
two daughters, whom she supports alome.

She is involved in animal rights groups as.
well as adoption reform, and spends her
small amount of free time with her dogs and
cats and kids. ©She has helped several
adoptee patients (she is in nursing) to
search in spite of official disaproval. She
put hercelf on the line for all of us in the
famous Betty Turness entrapment. TLucy lives
in a community that has many young adoptees,
and her door is always open to them.

I could go on about others in the move-
ment all over the country. Those who have
made your search and reunion possible, but
I think by now you get the picture. We are
not better or worse or different from most
of you -~ we have families, jobs, school and.
church or synagoge committments Jjust like
you., It was just as hard for us to come out
as it is for you -- but we did it, and you
can too!

Admitting that you were an unwed-mother
and gave up a child when you were 13, or 17,
or 22, does not change or invalidate who you
are now, or what you have accomplished since,.
Nobody who matters will think less of you --

letting people know you are a birthmother
does not mean you must resign from you job,
the PTA, or your religious group, and hang
out a red light on 42nd Street! If you have
pride and belief in yourself as a person,
there is nothing you can lose by coming out,
except the awful sense of fear and unworthi-
ness that comes from trying to live a lie.

It has been my experience that there is
nobody a birthmother Yecan't tell"; anyone
from whom the truth mus® be concealed, at
all costs, then you are not free,

This does not mean you have to tell
everyone you meet, but you should feel you
can tell anyone you choose to tell; and, if
The subject of adoption comes up in conver-
sation, you should feel free to offer your
unique insight and experience. Too many
women in this situation bite their tongues
and suffer in silence as some ignorant person
laments the “"baby shortage!, or insults
birthmothers or adoptees.

Everytime you tell someone your story,
whether it is your Bible 3tudy group, your
friend from exercise class, yourco~workers,

or your in-laws, you are helping to up-grade
the image of birthmothers, and to educate
society about adoption reform. You are algo
- helping to heal yourself, and preparing fov
the best possible reunion with your lost
. Nobody is proud of giving away their

child, least of all those of us in ORICINS
leadership, Our surrenders, like yours,
were the result of pressure, bad advice

and desperation; yet we carry the guilt,
Just ag you do, However, we have lcarned
that a stupid act does not make a s tupid,

or bad, or worthless person; and we are
proud of all that we are now, and of our
beautiful lost children, whom we hope all
our friends and relatives will someday™
meet, You too can be free -- "Get Up,

Stand ‘Up" sisters -- and bYe ready Lo stand
proud before the world and your child,

Mary Anne Cohen
Whippany, New Jersey
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LIFE HAS BgEN ANOTHER WORLD

To One and All at ORIGINS:

"WORLD STOP, LISTEN TC ME!" My daughter
and two beautiful granddaughters have had our
reunion one year ago and needless to say, I
am still somewhere out there in the heavens.
1 am whole again and life is so much more
beautiful. My daughter and I have a pact
that we will not exploit our finding each
other, but in the very near future, 1 will
be gending a letter for publication of grat-
itude to the one and only ANGEL.....MARSHA
RIBEN for being supportive, giving of her-
self in guidance and offering the fortitude
that we birthmothers need.

As a medical secretary with a more-
than-full time career and the wife of a
military disabled veteran, I find it some-
what difficult time wise to search the
extra hours that are not offered in any given
day. In a way of expressing myself by help-
ing others, it will have to wait until I
retire from my career and then I too will be °
able to give of mysell wholeheartedly to the
TRIANGLE OF ADOPTION.

You see, it was 41 years ago that
daughter was adopted andymy seagch was ?gw—
ed then "that some day, some where, some
how" I would find her, and on August 5, 1982
her 41st birthday, we reached out to each ’
othe?, tears, joy, and the very essence of
hearing each others voice some 1500 miles
apart brought sunshine to each other, just
knowing we were both alive, and of course the
two most beautiful granddaughters in the
world. We had our reunion in October, 1982,
and a story of unrealistic happenings unfold-
ed. TO ALL IN ORIGINS...,...GOD BLESS YOU
giﬁﬁgﬁi KE%PtUPbTHE SPIRIT WHICH I FOR ONE

Yy peiate Dy quoting wmy reason ;
falteaigg. F%ITH I% GOD.g yore for mot

ith a plan of involving myself with vou
all in the very near future,aI ¥emain in tge
"triangle" with love and prayers to all.

Natalie Roberts Vargo
Mount Pleasant,
South Carolina
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A_BIRTHNOTHEA'S STORY WITH A HAPPY ENDIRG

Most of you have read my first story inm

| the newsletter, but for those of you who did

not I will be brief. I found my daughter,
Lisa, who was born on January 3, 1966, and
surrendered on January 19, 1966, She was
born at St. Mary's in the Oranges. Catholic
Charities of the Archdiocese of Newark was
the proud winner of my white, healthy baby

girl'bisa had just turmed thirteen. I drove
by the house in Scotch Plains, NJ, about one
hour from where I live in Manasquan, NJ. I
caught a glimpse of Lisa, and then I waited
for two years and planned my next step.

With the help of my friends from ORIGINS, I
sent a letter to her parents when she was
fifteen. I heard from them about seven weeks
For the next two years, we wrote back
and forth sharing and exchanging pictures.

‘They were understanding, but said that even

though DLisa knew she was adopted they were
not going to tell her that I had made contact
until she was nineteen years old.

Then in May of 1982, they wrote that they
wanted to meet me.
parents the day before Mothir's Day. We were
together for five and one half hours. At
the end of the night, they told me they were
going to tell Iisa within six months. 1In the
first week of November 1982, my husband lef?t
me and my two children after sixteen years of
marriage. I was devastated. One week later

'I got a letter from Lisa, my first borm. A

beautiful letter. She wanted to meet me bei
fore Christmas. My emotions were drained.
Any of you who knew me, knew I was a basket
case. 1 do not know where or how I got the
strength, but on December 16, 1982, I drove
to Lisa's house and met my daughter. I had
some speatal gifts for her, and my other
daughter bought her a gift that said "A
Sister Is A Special Friend". ILisa was de-
lighted. They shared with me her clothesa
that they brought her home in, her Christen-
ing dress and her First Holy Communion dress.
After an hour and one half, Lisa and I went
out for dinner at a restaurant near her home.
It wag a perfect setting. 1 could not stop
staring at her. We looked so much alike. We
cried several times during dinner as I shared
with her my album and personal story of what
had happened. We left the restaurant; and
before we got to my car, she threw her arms
around me and told me she loved me. Then
we wamt to where she worked. She wanted mg
to meet her friends. Then to her boyfriend!s
house to meet his mother and him. She had
told everyone about me. I think that if she
could have, she would have taken me to :
gchool for "Show N Tell", I went along with
all she wanted to do. Then we went back to
her house and had cake and coffee with her
parents. 1 came home, and I felt many
emotions.

I was scared to tell them that my hus-
band was no longer with me, but felt I had
to tell the truth. Lisa's parents seemed
upset, but Lisa was Jjust so concerned about
me that I really do not think it bothered
her as much as I had thought.it would. We
non-persons aré’like that......

My husband and I met ILisa's
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Since then it has been very special.
Ve have seun each other many many times,
Ry daughter Dawn, who is sixteen, and Lisa
are so happy to be sisters. My son, who is
eight, Jjust loves Lisa, Lisa's brotherx,
Chris 23 and Joey 16 (matural children),
have met Dawn when she spent the weekend at
their house, Just a few weeks ago Iisa
spent a week with us in Manasquan, And
Dawn is spending this week in Iake George
at Lisa's summer house. Lisa has nothing
but love for me, and we have had some long
talks. I love her so much, and I feel we
will always be close. Lisa wants to find
her birthfather, and we have discussed this
at-length. That is her decision; and if he
rejects her, she will have to handle that,
I wish I could spare her the pain if thas
happens. I have no idea what his reaction
will be. I told her that if he wanted to
talk to me I would be willing.

Lisa wrote two term papers on Open
“Adoption and Abortion this year. I would
like to share with all my sisters the
Conclusion Page of the Abortion term paper:

1 feel very strongly against abortion.
Firat of all, it is against my values, the
values of my parents and. the values of the
1 see no reason why pregnant
woman cannot carry their child for nine
months and give it up for adoption if they
do not want it.

There is a very long waiting list in
adoption agencies across the country. Some
couples are unable to conceive children
because of reasons which are no fault of
tﬁg%grown.d Ot?eis murder their "unwanted"

c en, depriving those cou

childien thrgugh agoptiona.o Ples fh? ygnt
nother reason I feel so stron

abortion is because I almost was a gigtigaégst

it. When my birthmother became pregnant,

things were not as accepted asg they are today.

Her parents wanted her to get an abortion

becguse they were worriéd. about what their

"friends" were going to say. My birthfather

wag all prepared to pay for it. When my

birthmather refusgd to go through with it,

he refused to marry her and her parents

disowned her. She was pretty much alone,

and I give her a lot of credit for having me

when most of society was against her.

To tell you the truth, I like doing this
term paper better than I would like being in

the bottom of a garbage bucket in a hospi tal
somewhere,

I really felt that even though I was
forced to give Lisa up, I made thg right
decision to have her., Even with all the
pain that most pirthmothers feel.

To all my friends who helped me and
supported me during the years, I would like
to wish them a beautiful reunion...,.Knowing

is better than not knowing. The truth will
get yOUu freeicersncecncsscnn

Evelyn Zeimetz
Manasquan, New Jersey

In sending for articles please enclose’
a LARGE MANILA ENVELOPE if asking for more

than one article.

Common sense tells -you

that you need a large envelope to handle
all the copies and also ENOUGH POSTAGE to

cover handling.

My address has changed.

Address all requests for articles to:
Evelyn Zeimetz, 54 Salmon Avenue, Manasquan,

NJ 08736,

T hope everyone doee this so I

can still send.articles to people who do not
have anyone to talk to and/or do not have any
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groups to attend for support.
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SEA POEM
.Howmwetied? . :
Boy on a beach, wave- washed, sky-dazzled,

" Spinning your voiceless dreama, star joumeys,
Sea splendor, whale song . . .

Dreams untold unspoken because
The only words are waves are water are
breaking into diamonds into murmur
into foam ... wordless things
You have always known -

' epeak here
at eastern edge of dry land, soul home -

Let me tell you a story, my dolphin, my fine eon -
Your mother was a mermaid, your father the west wind
And you
Are Prince of Shells, Lobster King
Riding far surf, fearless, sleek seal
Even in the teeth of storm.

- The answers ate here, Freedom, the Bnd. the Beginning

- Tosts of salt are all here swirling ainking rising

To Moon’s cail, First Mother, Qur Lady
" Of the Tides.

I am always with you, swimming just outside
Reefu of time, of memory, flying
with seabirds, Running
in your blood, in dreame, green waves . . .
Peace in my vision of boy on a beach, My miror - Peace and Hope
* The pain stills, ) , '

Look for me some morning, when mist parts dawn sca, Bringing
Your brothers, Your story, My own face -
Listen . . '
“The Mermaid sings

Only for you.

: _ Mary Anne Cohen
& Whippany, New Jerucy

From: "Perspectives on a Grafted Tree'", Edited
by Patricia Johnston, 1983, Perspective Press.

FINDING SON IN SAME TOWN

Can you imagine playing in the pool
everyday with your son -~ wrestling, dunking,
and playing tag? Not if you are a birth-
mother, and you last saw your son more than
11% years ago, when you said good-bye through
a4 nursery window in a home for unwed mothers.

It was a dream come true to find my son
living in the same town. We became friends
while spending our summers at the local pool.
We found that we had similar interests, but
it was two years and two months before I felt
the time was right and I got up the courage
to tell him that I am his birthmother,

July 20, 1983, will remain in my memoxry
forever. While I waited for my son, almost
14, to get out of the pool, my stomach did
caritwheels! Knowing that I wanted to talk
to him, my son came over to me and sat down.
Although I was terrified that he would never
want to speak to me again, I handed him an
envelope and said, "Read this all the way
through before you say anything, okay? And
if I have a heart attack in the meantime,
Just call an ambulancel®

As my son opened the letter and began
to read, my heart was literally pounding,
and I could not decide whether I would pass-
out or throw-up! The letter explained that
I felt he was old enough and had a right to
know the truth, that I was 16 when he was
born and my mother forced me to give him up
for adoption without even allowing me to hold
or feed him, I told him that I dreamed of
the day I would see him again, never really
believing it was possible. I told him that
I would not put any pressure on him, and that
it was up to him to decide whether or not he
wanted his adoptive parents to know, and that
I would abide by his decisions.

"Well, who is my birthmother?"
when he finished reading the letter.
"I am," I said,

L

he asked,

"YOU?? YOU ARE MY MOTHER?" My son
seemed amazed, so I proved it to him by
showing him the surrender paper and his
amended birth certificate which matched his
birthdate, place of birth, etc.

Then my son looked at me, smiled, and *#
said, "Thank you for telling me. 1 always
wanted to know."

He was surprised to learn that my
hushand is not his birthfather, and that
his birthfather had a full head of red
hair.

"Red hair?? He has red hair?? Oh, my
God!! Well, at least he is not bald!"

(His adoptive father is bald, and my son does
not want to be bald!)

Then my son asked me a question about a
movie we had seen on television, thanked me
again for telling him, and went back in the
poolt

Af{er having to psyche myself up, pre-
paring myself for the worst, I was a little
let down that it had been so easy, that he
had not asked more questions. Then I
realized that I had taken him by surprise
and it had not sunk in yet. He needed time
to get used to it.

Now we are still good friends, pals,
but it is better because there is honesty
between us. I no longer have toc pretend
with him. My son does not want his
adoptive parents to know, and I will respect
his wishes. I just hope that it does not
become a difficult burden for him to carry
along, and that he will come to me if .he needs
or wants someone to talk to.

I am so relieved that everything has

one 80 well, I think ki~ds are a lot
stronger than we give them credit for. It
is® the adults that worry and fall apart.
Kids have an uncanny knack for accepting
thinge as they are and going on with their
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i yeg. especially when they are young.
Tites’all 1t should not have been a traus
matic event, - What %B more natural than
: i our mother
'knOWlﬁ%t%ough we have not talked about it,
my son must feel more complete knowlng who
he resembles. During the past three summers,
people remarked that we look alike, and some
tmistook" him for my son. Now when that.
happens, we correct them and look at each
other and smile, sharing a secret,

The pool closed for the season this week
and the children went back to school. I
will not be seeing my Son as often as I did

'HiPA¢ﬁ S}{ 1

" in the summer. I hope he keeps in touch

often over the course of the school year.
With all of this, there is still

-one more thing that I want. 8Since all the

time we spent together was in a public
place, in clear view of his adoptive family,
or in the company of others, I never got to
hug my son. At the first opportunity, I
want to give my son a great big hug because
he is ONE TERRIFIC KID!! '

Adele
New Jersey

MY THREE SONS

1 would like to share with you my :
experience in my search and how my closet
door was opened completely.. :

"~ I am a birthmother of three wonderful
‘boys. The two oldest, Peter 18 years and
Henry 16 years, live with me. Billy, age
13 years, is the child I surrendered through
private adoption. In March of 1970, unknown
to the lawyer, 1 glanced at the name of the
"adoptive parents on his folder. No knowing
what I know now and no one to help me, I
buried their name in my mind. I could not
remember it.

In November of 1981, I found and joined
ORIGINS. Through this wonderful group and
meeting such super friends, I found the cour-
age and confidence to go forward into putting
a dream into a reality. For the first time
in 12 years, I finally felt I was not alone.
It was through this understanding and hope
that enabled me to go on with my search.

On January 28, 1982, through a friend,
I gave a bunch of names to check out. It
took me a couple of frustrating months at
totally concentrating on Billy and check~
ing telephone books. At 2 AM I got a name
and address of my SON! After 12 years of
worrying and wondering, 1 found him.

Now I have a name, address and tele-
phone number., I had a friend call there;
not knowing who we are, the adoptive
mother . tells us she has a 12 year old son
born in March. I am sorry to do that, but I
needed to know if I had the right party.

On February 6, 1982, I received Bill's
birth certificate, Truly another miracle.

On March 25, 1982, three days short
of his 12th birthday, I think I saw Billy!
It was hard to see his face for he was
wearing ~ haty; playing on his front lawn.

On April 7, 1982, being public infor-
mation, I called the county's surrogate's
Office, wanting the adoptive parents lawyer's
name. In case of contact, Gave it my best
ghot, told him what I know. Very understand-

ing he was. He confirmed Billy is my son.
€ N8."50iy 2%,°7585" "right under my nose,

~ would you believe it, I met Billy's Aunt

Kathy. After getting over the shock she .
gave me pictures and information. Finally,"
after carrying a baby's picture in my mind
for I2 years, I have the real thing. God:
how handsome -- MY SON! ' g .
. On August 15, 1982, I found out he races
in Motorcross and went. to the race. Not
only saw Bill but his parents also. Took a

whole roll of film of him. Because of Mary
Anne, Julie and Linda, 1 got some information
about Bill for we sat right next to the
adoptive parents. How I just sat there mind-
ing my own business and acting so calm, I will
never kunow. 1 was s8¢ nervous and scared

they would realize who I was.

Did not see Bill for over a year, except
to ride pass the house. During this whole
thing Peter and Henry did not know what I was
doing. They only knew I belong to a group
on adoptions and helping other people. I
did feel bad because 1 did not share with
them any of my happiness in my search.

September 13, 1983 is another important
date for me. Peter told me he knows about
me and Bill., My ex told him. So many times
I tried to decide when the right time will
be. Now Peter tells me! Henry did not know
8o he was shocked. They both understood
everything, even my decision on waiting to
do a contact., I'm very proud of them.

On September 30, 1983, Henry got to see
Billy in person. He did not say too much
other than he's good locking like his older
brother - ME! Now Peter can't wait to see
him for he did not come with us. Not seeing
Bill over a year. He looks great.

CONTACT??? I don't know when just yet.
My gut feelings right now is to wait.

If you know of anyone wha went through
a private adoption or going through one,
please have them contact me. Interested in
hearing their experiences. 'Til my next
move in my search, God Bless You All.

Diane LeMasson
Lodi, New Jersey
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