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Introduction

Gay men follow different paths to fatherhood. One that many of us take is
Foster-Adopt, which can be a long and arduous journey.
Gays With Kids’ blogger Jason P and his husband became a forever family
with their son Justin through Foster-Adopt, and he chronicled their journey
through a series of blog posts that is republished in its entirety here. While
their experiences are uniquely their own, we hope their story supports your
own journey to fatherhood.
If you’re new to Foster-Adopt, be sure to read our overview of the U.S.
Foster-Adopt system along with the accompanying glossary of terms pro-

vided by Robyn Harrod, an accomplished licensed clinical social worker
in Southern California and pioneer in recruiting and working with LGBT
families so they can become foster and adoptive parents.
Best wishes,
Brian Rosenberg and Ferd van Gameren
Co-Founders, Husbands, and Dads
Gays With Kids
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Overview of Foster
Care System in the U.S.A.

When adoption is mentioned it’s common for
people to think about an independent adoption,
one where birth parents and adoptive parents
meet, form a relationship and are together for
the birth of the baby. The birth parents voluntarily consent to the adoption and the adoptive
parent(s) takes the baby home from the hospital.
However, there is another type of adoption, one
that is unfamiliar to many people, and that’s
adoption through the foster care system.
Children are in foster care through no fault
of their own. They are removed from their
birth family because of the abuse, neglect or
abandonment inflicted upon them. Foster care
is supposed to be a temporary situation, until
children can safely return to their birth parents
or family members. However, when that cannot
happen, the next best permanent plan for a child
is adoption. Unlike Independent Adoption, the
parents in these situations are not choosing

“There are over 400,000
children in foster care
in the United States; over
100,000 of them are waiting
to be adopted.”
adoption for their child. Social Services and Children’s Dependency Court, based on the parents’
circumstances, have decided that they can no
longer safely parent their children.
There are over 400,000 children in foster care
in the United States; over 100,000 of them are

waiting to be adopted. The average child waits
for an adoptive family for nearly four years.
Children in foster care are all ages, newborn
through young adulthood. If someone wants to
start a family there is plenty of opportunity to
do so through foster care.
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As social workers and clinicians it is our
responsibility to make sure that the children
we are working with will be safe and not reexperience any of the traumas that brought
them into the system. Therefore, the process of
becoming a foster parent and adopting through
foster care is a rigorous one. However, of the
close to 500 adoptions done through our agency
some of the most common things I hear are “life
changing,” “worthwhile,” “amazing,” “couldn’t
imagine my life any other way,” “I’m the lucky
one,” “I have grown so much” and “I never knew
I could love someone this much.”
Each state has its own regulations regarding
foster care and adoption; however, the guiding
principles are the same. All families wanting to
adopt through foster care must become licensed
or certified as foster parents in order for a child
to be placed in their home. To become a foster/
adoptive parent one has to attend a certain number of hours in training and be CPR- and First
Aid- certified. The training is usually done within
the agency you are working with. Additionally,
prospective parents have to be cleared through
the Department of Justice, the FBI and the
Child Abuse Index, obtain a medical clearance
and pass a TB test. It is not necessary to own a
home and there are no income requirements (in
California), but it is important to be able to support yourself and your family and have the space
for a child. After the training is complete and all
documentation is submitted, home study (family assessment) interviews are conducted and a
home inspection (for safety issues) is performed.
Every state requires that prospective adoptive
parents complete a home study. It is a psychosocial assessment of you and your family that
is based on individual and (for couples) joint
interviews, participation in training, questionnaires that you have to complete and all the
documentation you are required to submit. It
is a way for the social worker to get to know you.
A thorough home study should consist of the
following components: gathering information
about you and your family, an evaluation of your
ability to be an adoptive parent/family, and to
educate and prepare you for adoption.
The home study can be an intrusive process.
Some areas your social worker will want to learn
about are struggles and challenges you have
had and how you overcame them, your coping
strategies, your emotional growth through difficult experiences, losses you’ve had and how
you have dealt with them, how you were raised
and disciplined as a child, your family of origin,

“ It is important for
prospective parents to know
that our goal as social
workers is not to rule
people out, but to approve as
many people as possible
because there are so many
children who need families.”
relationships, what your motivation for adopting is and how others in your family feel about
your plan to adopt. Most people thinking about
adopting become very nervous about the home
study process, but when it is over feel it was a
good experience where they learned a lot about
adoption and themselves. It is important for
prospective parents to know that our goal as
social workers is not to rule people out, but to
approve as many people as possible because there
are so many children who need families. We are
not looking for perfect people. Challenges that
have been worked through are looked upon as
strengths. People with such strengths are often
better able to help the children in foster care
work through their own challenges and traumas.
Once all the training is done, the documentation and clearances are received and the home
study report is written and approved, you are
ready to be certified or licensed by your agency
and ready to accept the placement of a child (or
children). During the home study process you
will have spent time discussing with your social
worker what type of placement would be best for
your family. This includes, among other things,
how many children you want to parent and the
ages and sex of the children. The time frame for
having a child placed with a family varies greatly,
depending upon the family’s desires with regard
to age, ethnicity and birth family history. The
more open the family, the quicker a placement
can be made.
Adoption through the foster care system is
virtually free. There are some incidental costs

that are usually reimbursed after the adoption
is finalized. When a child is in your home on
a foster care basis, you will receive a monthly
reimbursement for the child’s expenses as well
a reimbursement for medical, mental health
services and dental costs. Once a foster child is
adopted you will receive a monthly stipend on
behalf of the child; the medical and other benefits
will continue until your child is 18 years old. By
adopting through the foster care system you
automatically become eligible for the adoption
tax credit.
With so many children in the foster care system and the current emphasis on permanency
for all children, adoption through foster care
becomes a viable option for people who want to
start a family.
I encourage you to attend an orientation
meeting to learn more about adoption through
the foster care system. If you live in California,
please call (213) 365-2900 for further information and dates; if you live in another county or
state you can call your local Children’s Services
Bureau to find out about upcoming orientations
in your community.
Robyn Harrod, LCSW
Senior Director of Programs
Southern California Foster Family and Adoption
Agency
rharrod@scffaa.org
www.scffaa.org
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I. Jason and Eric
Realize Something Is
Missing From Their Lives
Let’s Make A Baby! Well,
Not A baby, A Kid… And Let’s
Not Actually Make One…
Oh, You Get The Idea!
“Let’s make a baby” are four words rarely uttered
by same-sex couples and yet so many of us want
nothing more than to raise a family.
Thankfully, with the social landscape surrounding same-sex marriage rapidly evolving
(hello, Oklahoma!), the once taboo subject of
same-sex parenting has now thrust itself into
the mainstream.
For most of us, it’s simply the “what’s next”
in life. Yes, we gays and lesbians garner the
distinct ability to live fabulous lives of limited
responsibility and disposable income, but as we
have gained social acceptance at light speed, we
have also started distancing ourselves from old
stereotypes as we seek existence entwined in the
every-day fabric of society.
My husband of ten years and I went from
living the typical gay-lifestyle in Los Angeles to
discovering that what we both really wanted was
a family. So how did we go from the last couple
in our social circle who anyone would have ever
suspected would have children, to the first with
a kid? It’s simple: love. Well, make that love, adventure, equal parts crazy and naïveté, two dogs,
a ton of conversations and an office that never got
used and badly needed a make-over.
In my mind, Eric was always the dad-type
(well, the eventual DILF-type if you really want
to know), but my feelings weren’t yet solidified
either way – that is, until we started talking about
it. The more we imagined, and joked, and questioned and debated, the more we began to realize
that this was something we both really wanted.
With countless conversations all pointing to yes,
we finally made the decision: the best way for
us to create a family was through Foster-Adopt.

Only catch? We gave ourselves three years time.
With no need to rush, I started reaching out
to foster family and adoption agencies and was
quickly drawn to one given their long history
supporting the gay and lesbian community. I
can only look back now and laugh thinking how
ridiculous they probably thought I was calling
to say we would be ready in a couple of years! Or
maybe they appreciated the fact that we were
going to take our time and think this whole thing
over? (Okay, probably not).
During those next few months, Eric and I
learned a great deal about ourselves and our

relationship. We learned to listen and to speak
more openly and honestly. We conducted our duediligence and continued exploring all of the ways
that we might actually have a child, which only
further cemented our desire to Foster-Adopt. We
set realistic boundaries and restrictions not only
on ourselves as individuals, but on “us” as a couple
and in January of 2013, as if on cue, we looked at
each other and knew the time had arrived.
“Hello agency! It’s me Jason – the guy who
called a couple of years ago. We’re finally ready
… I think!”

7

GAYS WITH KIDS

From Foster-Adopt to Forever Family: A Gay Couple’s Journey to Fatherhood

II. Jason and Eric Begin
Their Orientation

YAY! Great! You Made A
Decision! Now You Only Have
About 10,000 More To ake!
Now that you’ve made the bold decision to have
children (congratulations!), you will quickly
discover your newly found responsibility to make
well thought-out decisions with limited facts and
complicated information has only just begun.
Having thought through and discussed the
many equally amazing, valid, noble, worthy and
complicated ways to become parents, we decided
that Foster-Adopt was the one that best suited
us and yet reaching this life-changing decision
meant only one thing: we had yet another deci-

sion to make – would we proceed with a foster
family and adoption agency or simply work
directly with the county?
As anyone who has been through this process
will tell you, there are pros and cons to both options. The main factor to be aware of is that if
you decide to work with an agency, you will have
additional “people” entering your lives (and your
home): not only will you have the county social
workers (sometimes a few) but you will also have
social workers from the agency involved following your placement (sometimes a few). For some
people, proceeding with an agency can feel like
adding more cooks to the kitchen while for others, that added layer an agency offers provides

an extra safety net, which in the world of foster
care, isn’t always a bad thing.
As a same-sex couple, we felt it was important
to work with an organization – and hopefully an
ally – that had a history of dealing with lesbian
and gay parenting rather than facing the county
alone. Thankfully, in my initial days of research,
I found an agency that looked promising and
even as I tried and tried and tried and tried to
find something better, I kept coming back to
that one website. And so when the time finally
arrived, we made the call.
We were excited to sign up for the January 2013
orientation and instantly began wondering who
else would be there. I mean, who could possibly
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want to do this besides us? We certainly hadn’t
met anyone.
We anticipated being the only same-sex couple
in the room, the modern example of a new kind
of family – a novelty of sorts – and would pride
ourselves on that status. We were also pretty sure
that we’d be the youngest couple in the room,
since we yet to meet (or hear of ) anyone else who
had gone through the process. Or maybe, we’d be
the only ones even there…
But much to our surprise, not only was the
classroom nearly full, we weren’t even the only
same-sex couple there – or the youngest for
that matter! The room was filled with a variety
of people from all walks of life: single straight
women, a single gay man, older gay and straight
couples, younger gay and straight couples, biracial couples, and even a stereotypical flashy
gay couple straight from last week’s circuit party
with their Porsche keychain laid out on the table
for all to see, seriously. In fact, the orientation
was so lesbian and gay-friendly that the straight
folks seemed to huddle in the back row.
As a biracial couple ourselves, we are proud of
our differences and the diversity of our friends so
stumbling into this room filled with an eclectic
mix of people made us feel right at home. We were
already intrigued by this adventure and one thing
was for sure: We couldn’t wait to find out more.

Orientation: What A Long,
Strange Trip It’s Been…Oh
Wait, It’s Only Just Begun
We attended our first orientation session at our
foster family and adoption agency in January of
2013 and sat directly behind Mr. and Mr. Fancy
Car, a flashy gay couple in skin-tight polos with
their Porsche keychain on the table for all to see.
Sitting behind them in order to keep tabs on their
every move, I found myself wondering what their
lives were like. I mean, they looked about our
age but obviously had a Porsche they wanted us
all to know about, so that probably meant they
also had a house in the Hills – maybe a pool even.
My mind continued to wander as I found myself
envisioning their future children’s private school
uniforms before realizing they probably lived in a
better school district than we did and didn’t have
to worry about those kinds of things.
Oh my god?! Should we be doing this? Should
we really be here if we can’t provide for a child
the way Mr. and Mr. Fancy Car can? And more
importantly, when did I start worrying about

school districts?!
Our instructors that evening were two social
workers who we would get to know a lot better.
Lovely ladies, they reminded me of Molly Shannon and Ana Gasteyer’s NPR skit on Saturday
Night Live except instead of talking about salty
balls, we were talking about children (sort of a
big difference). They shared basic information:
we would go through ten weeks of classes, a home
study, CPR training and a review of any issues that
might make us ineligible (for example, “if you’ve
ever been convicted of poisoning a public water
supply,” because, you know…)
Then it was time for us to go around the room,
introduce ourselves and share how we arrived at
this point in our lives. For some, fostering had
been a long-held dream. For others, there were
motivations stemming from infertility, biological clocks ticking, or simply the desire to start a
family. For Mr. and Mr. Fancy Car, it all boiled
down to the economics of fostering versus the
cost of surrogacy – not that money was an issue for them or that they hadn’t already visited
a surrogacy doctor (both of which they made
abundantly clear).
Finally it was our turn. We shared our story
of taking time, suffering loss ourselves and feeling that this decision was the next step in our
journey as a couple. And just like that, our formal introduction to the world of Foster-Adopt
was over. Our instructors recommended that
anyone interested in the next series of classes
sign up immediately, as they were to begin the

following week.
And so there we were, with yet again another
decision to make: would we carry on? Were we
really going to go through with this? Or was this
our out – we came, we learned, and we realized
that parenting wasn’t for us? This one night out
could easily become one of those crazy stories we
told our friends about later over a bottle of wine.
But as I watched Mr. and Mr. Fancy Car sign up for
the following week’s class and starting picturing
their glamorous lives with beautiful children in
the perfect house in the Hills and I started getting
kind of jealous.
“We have to sign up,” I pleaded with Eric, who
wasn’t yet convinced either way. “We have to. I
mean, we can always back out – even if we start
and decide we don’t want to go through with it.”
“Fine,” he said, giving me permission to sign
our names below the Fancy Cars.
As we made our way out to the parking lot, I
once again found myself envisioning play dates
with the Fancy Cars: the four of us adults, drinking Riesling on a hot summer afternoon (in their
backyard, of course) as our Mensa children played
croquet. But as we arrived back at our car, I turned
back one last time to check out our future friends
and to my surprise noticed them getting into a
Honda Accord. It was at that moment we both
realized that nothing about this journey was ever
going to be what it seemed.

Continued on page 11 >
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< Continued from page 9

“Everything You Think
You Know About FosterAdopt Is Wrong”
We arrived at our first class in a series of ten and
were surprised to find that Mr. and Mr. Fancy Car
weren’t even there – though after previously wasting an entire hour of my life at orientation staring
at their Porsche keychain only to find out that
they drove a Honda, I didn’t really care to spend
any more time with them anyway. Plus, there was
this new group of people to sort out and if the
orientation was an eclectic bunch from all walks
of life, this classroom was the United Nations.
And then it began:
“Everything you think you know about FosterAdopt is wrong,” the social worker proclaimed,
kicking off the class.
I mean, really? This is how you’re going to try
to pique our interest – by boastfully explaining
that everything we know about this overly complicated, horribly bureaucratic, sometimes awful,
but hopefully wonderful process is wrong? You
do know that we’re the ones dragging our butts
to these three-hour parenting classes every
Thursday night for the next nine weeks in godknows-what-neighborhood-we’re-in, right? Not
to mention that we’ve both had long days at work,
we’re hungry, tired AND our dog Travis is superpissed off by this sudden change in our schedule,
even though we keep promising him that he’s
going to be a happy boy (he really wants a kid). So
please, if you’re trying to use this bold statement
as some kind of tease, some way of grabbing our
attention, give it a rest already, lady, because we
clearly know what we’re getting ourselves into.
We’ve got this. I mean, it’s why we signed up to
become foster (and hopefully adoptive) parents.
Eric and I have been together for nine years,
which is like forever in gaydom, so I’m pretty sure
we have the whole “stability thing” down. We took
time making sure this was the right decision and
did tons and tons and tons and tons and tons and
tons of research (well, I did the research. I handle
the ideas and research in our relationship; Eric
is the decision-maker.) We get that it won’t be
easy and that opening our home and our lives to
a child will require a lot of work, but we’re pretty
sure we’ll be really good at it. That’s why we’re
willing to sacrifice our Thursday nights for the
next three months, feel dead-tired at work on
Fridays and deal with our dog as he pleads with
us not to leave.

“…we also quickly realized
that we truly didn’t
understand the realities
and intricacies of the
foster care system. ”
Not to even get into the fact that the person
teaching our class is a social worker. You know,
that notorious profession associated with horrible stories of overworked, underpaid, and
overwhelmed employees with huge caseloads
and backlogs of children waiting to find forever
homes. In fact, she’s probably just disgruntled
because she’s here on Thursday nights as well
and simply wants to prove her point that she
knows what’s best for these children even though
we’re the ones who will be taking care of them.
That has to be it. That has to be why she’s saying
that we don’t have any idea what we’re getting
ourselves into.
Come to find out – she was right.
Over the next nine weeks, not only would we
find ourselves in awe of our instructors and the

information they provided, but we also quickly realized that we truly didn’t understand the realities
and intricacies of the foster care system. I mean,
sure, we knew the gist of it: child is removed from
home and ends up in the system, most often times
for abuse or neglect, and we provide a safe, structured, loving, and nurturing home – sometimes
it’s days; other times it’s weeks; and sometimes it’s
forever, which is where the whole Foster-Adopt
thing comes in. But beyond the basics, we were
completely in the dark about the actual process
of it all and the unpredictable twists and turns
that could appear before us at nearly every step of
our journey. As the information poured out at us,
we suddenly found ourselves grasping for more,
always wishing that class could go just a little bit
longer – even if it meant Travis the dog had to wait.

11

GAYS WITH KIDS

From Foster-Adopt to Forever Family: A Gay Couple’s Journey to Fatherhood

III. Jason and Eric Try to Digest What
They Learned During Orientation
Holy Hell, What Have We
Gotten Ourselves Into?!
Man, those Wednesday’s Child commercials
made it all seem so simple — you sign up, get
matched with a child and voilà – instant family.
But as class rolled along, it became evident just
how little we really knew about fostering, about
adoption, about social workers and the process of
navigating the path to becoming a parent through
Foster-Adopt. Sure, we were up for the challenges,
the therapy and all of that other stuff that we had
heard about, but never did we imagine the amount
of work on ourselves and our relationship that
would come into play before we even got to the
whole “raising-a-child” thing.
While we managed to absorb everything we
possibly could, the one thing we longed for more
than anything was some simple handholding.
There are countless books and websites geared
towards helping people prepare for after the
placement – “How to be a better foster parent,”
“How to talk to kids who have experienced
abuse and neglect,” “How to support children
separated from their families” – but there just
aren’t many guides for gays and lesbians who
are either thinking about Foster-Adopt as a way
to build a family or who are currently navigating
the process prior to placement.
The truth was, with no one really close to talk
to about our feelings, apprehensions, worries
and fears, we began to feel alone. It was as if no
one in our circle could understand what we were
experiencing, or what our hopes, goals and fears
were – or why we were even having a child in the
first place. And whaler friends and family were
unbelievably supportive and intrigued, they just
couldn’t grasp the often painfully raw information being hurled at us – and at junctures in this
journey, we couldn’t either.
But we carried on, periodically reminding
our friends and family that we would soon have
to disappear for a little while. And this wasn’t
us “having-a-baby” retreating – this was us
“having-a-child-who-has-experienced-loss-andthat’s-why-we’re-keeping-their-world-as-smallas-possible” getting away.
Eric and I had become part of this world that

“The truth was, with no one
really close to talk to about
our feelings, apprehensions,
worries and fears, we began
to feel alone.”
only the two of us could understand and while
we certainly didn’t go into this looking to make
friends—you’re there to build a family – we felt
disconnected from our classmates, all experiencing their own unique feelings of excitement,
confusion, love and vulnerability.
Social workers only added to our sense of isolation by constantly reminding us that they’re not

in the business of finding children for families:
they’re there to find families for children. With
a mountain of unknowns piling up before us, we
started questioning if making this life-changing
decision was even the right thing for us to do.
Suddenly cuddling up with Travis the dog on
Friday nights didn’t seem so bad after all.

12

GAYS WITH KIDS

From Foster-Adopt to Forever Family: A Gay Couple’s Journey to Fatherhood

“Your Child Will Throw
Feces On The Wall And
Masturbate In The
Living Room When You
Have Guests Over”
This enticing sentence ust happened to be another one of those lines our instructor used in order
to make sure we were still paying attention and
more importantly still interested in proceeding.
About halfway through the course work, the
material began to turn to us, the potential parents, rather than to the issues and challenges
we might soon face. One of the more fascinating
exercises was one designed to help us gauge how
diverse our lives were.
On the table before us was an assortment of
different colored beads – we were only told that
yellow stood for Caucasian, black for AfricanAmerican, red for Latino and green for Asian. The
instructor would then ask a series of questions
to which we were to respond by simply placing
a bead in our cup.
Question #1: What race is the lead character in
your favorite television show that you watch

together?
Eric and I turned to each other in horror! Were
we really going to admit this in public? And in the
process of becoming certified to adopt a child no
less? But we knew what we had to do and so we
told the truth.
“RuPaul?” Eric whispered, his face cringing
in embarrassment. “Can’t we just say Anderson
Cooper?”
“But we haven’t watched Anderson Cooper in
years,” I replied, racking my brain for a better
answer. But for two people who rarely watch
television at all, there was nothing left to do but
place a black bead for RuPaul into our cup and
hope for the best.
Question #2: What race is the person who cuts
your hair?
Now, while we certainly have disagreements
on whose barber is better, today we could both
proudly answer Latino and add two red beads
to our cup.
Question #3: What ethnicity are your neighbors?
They don’t call where we live Koreatown for
nothing!
As the questions carried on, we began to un-

derstand the goal of the exercise: with the high
probability that we may soon have a child of a
different race, it was important for us to begin to
gauge how diverse – or not – our lives really were.
By the end of the exercise, our cup was filled
with an array of colors –RuPaul and all – but as
we surveyed the room, we noticed that this wasn’t
the case for many others and in fact, there were
some who had nearly solid colored cups.
There was no right or wrong in this exercise,
no winners or losers; it was simply a device to
help us visualize ourselves, our community and
to better understand who we really are. Most
importantly, it was an exercise created to make
us aware that we shouldn’t use having a child of
a different race from ourselves as an excuse to
diversify our lives – we needed to make sure our
lives were already there!
And while we were quite proud of our Benetton Mafia cup, we still managed to take two
things away from this exercise: (1) We have a
very diverse life and we should be proud of, and
(2) we really need to branch out on our television
programming!
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IV. More Orientation
Reality Check
With our ethnically diverse life confirmed by the
cup game (thanks, Ru!), class took a serious turn
as the questions began to intensify and while we
were certainly prepared to handle just about anything by this point (including that feces-throwing,
masturbating child), we were also coming to
terms with the realities of what we might actually
be faced with – and even more importantly, what
we were capable of dealing with.
The questions regarding the child we saw
ourselves with started out simple enough: What
age range (for us, 6-12), sex (male) and race (nonAsian/non-White) but quickly wound their way
to such subjects as how do you feel about a child
who has been sexually abused? (OMG) or how
comfortable are you dealing with a child who
is sexually exposing himself at school? (WTF?)
These questions revealed the sad realities in
many of these children’s lives. All that concerned
us now was the need for us to stay on track and
continue being completely honest with each
other and ourselves, because these facts of life
were a phone call away from walking through
our front door.
Some of the other questions:
•
How comfortable would you be with a child
whose parents are mother and son or father

•

•

and daughter? (In our age range of a 6-12
years old child – fine because wouldn’t any
biological problems be identified by now?)
How comfortable are you with violence?

(It depends on if that violence is directed
towards our dog.)
How do you feel about raising a child who
identifies as gay or lesbian?

•

this later.)

(More about

Would you be comfortable with a child who
identifies as transgender? (Okay, definitely

more about this later.)
The questions are geared to set the wheels in
motion for when you actually have to make these
kinds of decisions but thankfully now was not that
time. (That’s what the home study is for.)
The instructors forced us to become familiar with other realities that soon might make
themselves present in our lives – reunification
with birth parent(s) being number one. This is
the ultimate goal of foster care after all: to sup-

ply support while the system determines what’s
in the best of interest of the child. Sometimes
reunification happens, other times it does not
– but through it all, you’re asked to be there in
your supporting role, biting your tongue more
often than not.
We moved on to the basics of visitation, another possible complex reality on our horizon.
The instructors shared what could and would be
required of us as well as an assortment of circumstances that might occur: parents might show up
to the visits and things are great. Or they could
show up in the beginning and then disappear. Or
they could simply not show from day one and as
“foster parents”, we would be expected to support
the visits, the hope, the disappointment, the loss
and the grief. This is where the whole “everything
you thought you knew about Foster-Adopt is

wrong” statement comes in…
Suddenly we began to understand that we
would come last on this journey: our voice would
remain minimal; our thoughts not all that important; our opinions, wishes, hopes and desires
secondary to the rest of the team. This is the
child’s journey after all, and our house, until
proven permanent, would be just a temporary
stop on this complicated journey. Things can
happen. Things can go wonderfully right or horribly wrong. People can pop up, disappear, toy
with emotions, make life difficult or simply not
be there. The worst of the worst can happen and
through all of it, we needed to be comfortable
with our job to love and support. But of course,
the best of the best can happen too, and that’s why
we were all there in the first place.
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Why You Gotta Be So
Serious? Oh Right, Because
We’re Having A Child!
The foster and adoption certification classes
zoomed along and what at first seemed like a
daunting (and quite possibly boring) 10-week
undertaking, was soon flying by faster than we
could turn the pages in our books.
In fact, just as we finally began to somewhat
settle in and feel like we were actually able to
understand the complex process and massive
amounts of information being hurled at us, we
were hit over the head with an onslaught of
public opinion from family and friends, all of who
it seemed had something (and often too much)
to say. And while we realized that having a child
would mean a change in lifestyle (say hello to
6 p.m. dinner reservations), that disconnect in
conversation suddenly turned into us discovering
that the most comfortable place to be was simply
at home. And so we slipped away.

As a first-timer to the world of Foster-Adopt,
I found myself constantly saying that I’d have to
be totally naïve to go through with this. And yet,
I don’t believe it has to be this way.
So what helped? What made it as okay as it
could possibly be? First and foremost, it was our
agency. To this day, we count our blessings at
the decision we made to take this journey with
the, even though the truth is, we really had no
idea who “they” were. We went with our gut and
selected an agency that we thought would work
best for us and thankfully we were right.
I also hadn’t realized until someone to us
told me afterwards that it was our ability to set
boundaries and stick to them – starting with the
three-year plan.
Throughout this process, your boundaries will
be tested, adjusted, compromised, extended,
over-extended and made to feel limitless but you
always need to know where they are and where
you stand.
We said “three years” and we meant “three

years,” and with everything that followed, we
were just as defiant. People, social workers,
friends and family all pressed us to change our
minds, re-route our course, move our age range
and re-think our vision but we stayed on point.
And while everyone might have thought we were
crazy or disagreed with our reasons, thoughts,
beliefs, hopes, desires and fears, this was our
path – no one else’s – and by standing up for our
convictions and discussing openly and honestly
what we were doing and why were doing it, only
helped solidify our plan and make our boundaries
that much stronger. I’d like to think this part of
the process made us stronger too.
And so there we were, nearing the end of the
10 weeks of classes, not only feeling that we
understood the process better but that we knew
ourselves better too. We had made some new
friends in class, learned a lot about these former
strangers and felt prepared for the next step in
the process: the home study.
If only we had known.

V. After The Classes
The Calm Before The …
Actually, Nothing In Your
Life Will Ever Be Calm Again
By the time the classes ended and we prepared
to move on to the home study, our inner circle
realized we were actually serious about this whole
having-a-child thing. Thankfully, the tone also
began to change: words of support and encouragement began to pour in, which brought hope
and light back into our lives. But yet we remained
hidden from friends, in the comfort of our own
home, not wanting to bother people with our
emotional journey.
We can look back now and realize that we were
nesting: preparing ourselves for the chaos ahead.
Quiet nights at home with Travis the dog became
cherished over dinners out and drinks afterwards.
And while neither of us had moved to Los Angeles
to sit at home on Friday night, it was as if we were
waiting anxiously for the stork to arrive.
Having finished the certification classes, we
felt a great sense of accomplishment (there was
clearly no turning back at this point) and yet we
also realized that even though the first part of

the process was complete, our mission was still
far from over. In fact, we soon found ourselves
longing for the classroom, wondering if perhaps
we missed any critical information or key facts,
but it was time to move on to the more invasive
part of the certification process: the home study.
Our home study was scheduled over the course
of one month. Four three-hour sessions in our
home, it would be divided into one session as a

couple, two individual sessions and one session
again as a couple.
What on earth would we discuss for three hours
as a couple? What sort of questions would they
ask us individually? Were we expected to answer
the same? Or might they determine that we’re not
suited to be parents? Or what if they think that
we’re not even a good fit for each other?
The home study is geared to dig deep into
who you are individually and as a couple. The
core questions help narrow the search and help
identify a more specific age range (by this time,
we had lowered our age range from 6-12 to 5-9),
what sex child we were interested in (definitely
still male) and what “challenges” we were prepared to deal with.
It is important to remain as open and honest
as possible, share your hopes and dreams, laugh
and cry – oh yes, there will be tears – all of which
will help you understand more about who you are,
what you want and what you are truly capable
of. The greatest surprise in all of this is that in
sharing stories, desires and fears, you just might
find yourself falling in love with your significant
other all over again.
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VI. The Home Study
“So What Are Your Fights
and Arguments Like?” the
Social Worker Asked. Was
This a Trick Question?
Thankfully, we loved our social worker, who also
just happened to be one of our instructors from
the certification classes. She was bright, caring
and kind. In fact, if she hadn’t been our social
worker, I could have easily seen her being one
of our friends.
“So what are your arguments like?” she asked,
setting off the questioning with a bang.
Our fights, I thought? Is this a trick question?
She has to know we’re only human, right?
“Well, Eric goes silent and internalizes his
anger and that drives me crazy because I like to
talk and talk and talk and talk and talk about it
until I finally drive him over the edge and then
one of us apologizes and that’s that.”
“So who gets mad more often?” she replied,
typing away on her laptop without any acknowledgement of my previous answer.
“But what about when we argue?” I asked, seeking some sense of where she was going. “That’s
okay, right?”
“Of course it’s okay,” she replied. “So, who gets
mad more often?” she went on, clearly not interested in discussing our arguments any further.
There we were again, smacked over the head
in the first five minutes of our home study with
the reminder that none of this was about “us.”
Even our home study, a study of “our home,” an
analysis and report about us as individuals, our
relationship, our life, our good days and our bad,
was really more of an examination designed to
profile us for when it came time to match us with
a child. I mean, even the questions regarding the
way we argued really had nothing to do with Eric
and me – they had to do with the discovering what
kinds of triggers might exist in our home and how
they might effect a child’s ability to cope and heal.
“I have to remind you,” the social worker
interjected, clearly sensing my confusion. “We
don’t find children for families; we find families
for children.”
Yes! We know! We’ve heard it over and over
and yet it was still a struggle to comprehend how
we were giving up so much of ourselves and our

life only to be continually reminded that none of
it was really about us. In fact, at this point in the
process, it wasn’t even about our desire to have
children – it was about making sure the next step
for whichever child walked through our door was
hopefully the last stop on their journey to finding
a forever home.
Over the next three hours, we discussed our
story – how we met, what our life was like, what
happened during our regular days, nights, weekends and holidays, who we were as a couple and
what kinds of adversity we had faced in life. We
each took turns describing our hopes, dreams and
fears and through many tears and tissues, we both
realized what an extraordinary transformation
was happening in our lives.

Tot Locked and Loaded
Between the time we completed our first threehour home study interview as a couple and our
individual interviews with the social worker, we
began to modify our home to meet foster certification requirements.
I’ll be honest – the very first time I heard
that we would be required to lock any cabinets
or drawers which contained medicine, knives,
chemicals and/or alcohol, I had this vision of
having gigantic, over-sized master locks securing
all of our cabinets and wondered how in the world

this environment could ever allow a child to feel
comfortable in our home, much less, part of our
family. This isn’t an exaggeration – I seriously
envisioned large silver and black dial-turning
master locks securing our steak knives.
“Your Honor, please let this serve as evidence
that never in my life had I ever imagined having
children.”
Thankfully, a classmate asked if we were allowed to use Tot Loks, the infamous magnetic
locking system that can be turned on and off,
works wonders, but is a horrible, pain-in-the-ass
to install. And so I ordered them. Lots of them.
Wanting to ensure that no one would ever
doubt our level of caution, I went Tot Lok-crazy
and against Eric’s better judgment, I had them
installed on nearly every cabinet in our home.
From the laundry room to the kitchen to the wet
bar, our home became one giant magnetic locking system. We were now officially prepared for
either the worst natural disaster known to man
or a child, or an invasion by wild orangutans who
would be horribly frustrated by their inability to
access our Benadryl or Drano or wine or pretty
much anything else in our house.
With our new first-aid kit fully loaded, our
fire extinguishers on standby, our refrigerator
lock box for medicine that must be kept cold
tucked away nicely in the meat drawer and our
bathroom lockbox for meds orangutan-proofed
behind the Tot Lok system, we cruised through
our individual interviews.
The series of questions in the one-on-one setting seemed more like an interrogation, which felt
entirely appropriate at this point. The focus was
now on discovering who we really we. What made
us tick? Who made us hurt? What life-events
turned us into the people we are today?
Going into this process I had thought that
one of my biggest attributes was going to be
that I had lost both of my parents by the time I
was 32. I thought this would help me relate and
understand and that this would be a valuable tool
for me to help a child suffering loss. But what I
found instead was that this experience was actually a concern.
The social worker asked me how I coped, how
I grieved and if I was still grieving? “How did
you deal with your loss,” she prodded. Would I
reflect any issues I might still have about losing
my parents on to my child? Ah, another one of
those unexpected but perfectly clear reminders
that this isn’t about you – it’s about the child.
Next came questions about Eric – a test of
sorts. How well did I really know him? What
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was his family was like? His temperament? His
emotional state? What drugs has he done? How
much did he drink? What happens when …
Knowing that they would match my answers
against his about his, I began to worry that we
might get some of these answers wrong. Was there
something I didn’t know? Was there anything he
forgot to tell me or that he needed to tell me but
didn’t? After so many years together, did we really
even know each other? What if the social worker
saw something that we didn’t?
Anxiety once again reared its ugly head. Were
we really doing this? Was this the right thing? Or
should we stop and just say it wasn’t for us? We
expected that after a while this feeling of anxiety
would fade, but instead we reached the most
unexpected point: the part where the hurt set in.

Wrestling With A
Question. Wrestling
With The Answer, Too.
Welcome to the final interview, the last stop (sort
of ) before a child walks through your door. (You
still need CPR certification, a home safety inspection and a live scan background check.) It also
happens to be the interview we were dreading.
Like seriously, seriously dreading.
You see, the final interview is when sh*t gets
real – there’s really no better way to put that. All
of your thoughts, wishes, hopes, dreams, fears
and desires must be on the table and ready to
serve; your truth must be spoken, written and
signed in blood – or signed, sealed, delivered;
whichever you prefer.
“Would you be open to parenting a child who
identifies as LGBT?” our social worker asked as
she curiously looked up from behind her laptop.
Eric and I already had this question on our radar and had given the possibility a lot of thought
before finally settling on an answer – an answer
that still haunts me to this day.
“Not now,” I replied, immediately rattling off
excuses to avoid the embarrassment that was
already overwhelming me. “I mean, we’re looking at 6 to 9-year-olds – is this even something
we might have to deal with?”
“Possibly,” she replied, clearly intrigued to
learn how we, a gay couple, had arrived at such
an answer.
The truth is, I don’t think we will ever get over
the fact that we said “no” rather than simply saying yes and letting the chips fall where they may.
I recalled the tragic story of little Larry King, a

child of the system, and the extreme pain, hurt
and ridicule he must have felt before he was
eventually shot to death at point-blank range in
his 8th grade classroom simply because he liked
to dress up in women’s clothes and flirt with the
boys. I could have been Larry King. We all could
have been. And yet here we were removing children just like him off of our potential match-list
before even getting started.
Years after his shocking murder, I still struggle
to understand how an entire community turned
their back on little Larry after his murder and
somehow managed to blame him, and yet we
were doing the exact same thing to someone quite
possibly just like him. Why wouldn’t we want to
parent a free spirit, a child of courage who realized
long before we ever did that he was different than
everyone else and managed to accept it? If only
we could have been that free.
In the search to understand ourselves and our
answer, we came to terms with the fact that we
both came from backgrounds where we tried
our best to assimilate to straight culture, even
when it was obvious to others that we were

anything but. Looking back, our denial of self,
based solely on fear, is a sad reality that has left
us both extremely self-conscious and painfully
self-aware. As first-time parents with so many
other challenges ahead, we felt that adding one
more complex element to our family before we
even got started could prove overwhelming. We
felt that parenting was something we had to get
right – even if making this decision was wrong.
So what will we do if on day one our son comes
home and tells us he’s gay? We’ll support him, of
course! We’ll support him and love him and celebrate him just as we will if he isn’t. We’ll fight for
him and never turn our back on him. And while
time has passed since making that decision, the
answer we gave that day hasn’t gotten any easier
to digest. It wasn’t that we didn’t want a gay child,
rather we wanted to be able to offer support, love,
opinions, suggestions and help if our child is to
navigate the process of coming out. We wanted
to be able to parent that realization. This was
only about us, wanting to protect our child from
the cruel world, which was something little Larry
King never had.
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VII. Jason and Eric Are
Waiting For a Call
Upon completion of the third-and-final home
study interview, we found ourselves in a much
different place than where we began this journey.
By now, the novelty of sharing the transition
occurring in our lives had clearly lost its luster
and yet the only people who could quite possibly
relate – our former classmates – had now mostly
faded into obscurity. We would hear bits and
pieces about some who changed their minds or
others who had forged ahead, but for the most
part, these people with whom we had shared a
deeply intimate experience were now complete
strangers again.
We cruised through CPR/first aid training and
passed our home safety inspection with flying
colors – tot locks and all. Our home was deemed
safe for a child – which meant one thing – only a
few short steps remained between us and a child.
We were then fingerprinted and underwent background checks. I was honest from the beginning
that I had been a bit mischievous back in college,
so there was some additional paperwork that
needed to be tracked down but within a few short
weeks, we were licensed and certified.
And just like that, this deeply personal and
extremely invasive process had finally come to
a close (or beginning, depending on how you
look at it). All that stood between us and a child
now was time. Time spent waiting for the social
worker to call. Time spent wondering what she
would say. Time dreaming about the possibilities.
Time wondering what we would ask. Time wondering what we should ask. But mostly, it was just
time. Time waiting. And waiting. And waiting.
Our future son’s room sat waiting too – waiting
for a little boy to call it home. Eric and I would sit
on the floor in his room at night and wonder and
dream and talk. We’d dim the lights and listen to
the silence, knowing full well that any day now
our lives would change.
With tens of thousands of children in need
of homes, why wasn’t our phone ringing? Was
something wrong? Was it even plugged in? (P.S.
You are required to have a landline.) Was our
information entered into the system incorrectly?

Was our dream child being placed with another
family? The worry of the unknowns came rushing
back into our lives and just as I was about to go
into a full-fledged panic mode,
Ring … ring …
Was this it? Was this the one? Was the moment
finally here? Of course we had a neatly organized
list of twenty questions that we carried with us
everywhere – we had one in each of our bags,
one in each of our cars and several at home.
Nothing was going to get by us and our list would
guarantee that.
Our excitement, our joy, our dream of being a
one-call-and-done family came crashing down
as soon as our social worker started relaying the
story of this one young boy and all of the pain
and heartache he had suffered. She didn’t paint
some rosy picture of a life filled with casual issues; she was to the point. She didn’t try to gloss
things over as if that was even an option. Maybe
her education and experience allowed her to
remove herself from the emotion of it all but at
that moment, for me, life was suddenly all too
real. The story I heard was one of pain – a life
like nothing I could ever imagine.

I also unexpectedly found myself feeling unknowingly selfish for having coped with my own
loses by equating those tragedies with some kind
of luck. “If losing my mom when I was 29 and my
dad at 32 was the worst thing to happen in my
life,” I would tell myself, “then I should consider
myself lucky.” But suddenly equating “luck” with
losing my parents felt trivial. I realized that if
I was considering myself “lucky,” that meant
I was labeling others, these children, some of
whom have experienced really awful situations,
as having less luck – as if this had anything to do
with it. Here I was, another person labeling these
children, even if only to myself, when the truth
of the matter was they were being let down and
that had nothing to do with luck.
“So, what do you think?” the social worker
asked, while I was still digesting the emotional
impact of what I had just been told. I frantically searched through our list of 20 questions,
stuttering, unable to find a question that didn’t
seem trivial.
“This is life,” I thought to myself. “How can
it be so cruel?”
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Roller Skating for Children
There were several potential placements calls
that we didn’t take next steps on, not because we
didn’t want to, but because we didn’t think we
had enough experience to handle the situations
that presented themselves. Nonetheless, those
decisions still haunt us today.
But as first-time dads, we had to accept the fact
that there were certain instances that we were
just not prepared to deal with. We still had learning to do and these potential placements needed
so much more we could possibly ever give. Even if
we did choose to move forward and try our best, it
just didn’t seem fair to these children who would
need more than two inexperienced parents could
possible give and so we waited.
A couple of calls came, but just as before, they
were all beyond our realm of capability. Our
phone then seemed to go silent. Days felt like
weeks. A few weeks felt like a lifetime. We had
hoped to begin the school year with a child and
yet there we were at the end of September, our
fully furnished child’s bedroom just staring at us.
Feeling helpless, I turned to the Internet, certain that if they couldn’t find our child, I could. I
had been warned time and time again that these
websites are usually last resorts for children with
extremely challenging circumstances – but I just
couldn’t help myself.
I started obsessing on sites like AdoptUsKids,
Wednesday’s Child and Heart Gallery, often
checking many times a day, refreshing the browser in hopes that “The One” would finally appear.
These were the same sites that in the beginning
had helped us hone in on what we had hoped for
in a child and yet now these same sites made the
whole process seem impossible.
“How about this boy in Colorado,” I would
ask Eric, or “How cool would it be to adopt from
New Mexico?”
Pennsylvania, Connecticut, Louisiana – you
name it, I looked. I would find children on one
website and look for them on another, gathering
info and videos in hopes of finding the one who
would be ours. Eventually I veered way off course
and started looking at children in Congo, Zaire,
and Ethiopia, knowing full well the restrictions
on same-sex couples adopting in places like these.
There were children on the sites whom I had never met but grew to like, hoping each time I refreshed
the browser that their faces would disappear as if
they had suddenly found their forever homes. But
they didn’t. They were always there, a smile on a
face, a football under an arm, selling themselves,
hoping for a chance, running out of time.

Waiting for a child
This emotional journey down a black hole of
waiting was taking its toll as I became consumed
by the search. My desperate measures led me to
discover one boy on Wednesday’s Child. Maybe?
Possibly? Could he be the one? I mean, our rescue
dog had appeared on one of those adopt-a-dog
series on the news, so why couldn’t we get our
son from TV too? The way he was described
seemed manageable and he was certainly cute.
We thought we could make it work so we asked
our social worker for more information but just
as had happened before, it wasn’t the news we
wanted to hear.
At that point, our social worker also pleaded
with me to stop. “Stop looking at the Internet,”
she said. “Stop obsessing with something you
can’t control.”
“For some families it just takes time,” she
reminded me. And so I agreed – but only if we
submitted our home study for this one boy in
Colorado. Eric and I had discussed how much of
an adventure it would be to drive out for a visit,
become a family and then have one heck of a
story to share – but his social worker preferred a
local family and so that hope died right alongside
the others.
It was now October and not only were our
dreams not becoming a reality but we were
drowning in stories of children who had suffered
so much. Here in what I expected to be the happiest time of our life was now the darkest hour.
We received a letter from DCFS inviting us to a
roller skating event for potential adoptive parents
and potential adoptees. It specifically mentioned
not to bring your own children so they weren’t
confused with those available for adoption.
“Is this for real,” I wondered. “This really
happens?”
I immediately called our social worker to

inquire about the event and she shared that she
had actually been the one to recommend us for
an invitation. She knew we were struggling and
thought it might help.
We were recommended for this? But I don’t
even understand it. Roller skating for children?
I had a hard enough time comprehending the
websites of children in need of forever homes
and now you want me to go put on some skates
and do the limbo to find our son? The heart in me
didn’t want to attend but the curiosity needed to
and so I RSVP’d yes.
But then it all changed again.
While sitting at the car wash amongst the
sounds of the various outdated arcade game
machines and that stupid magic claw thing that
nobody ever wins at, my phone rang and it was
our social worker.
“There’s a child I would like to talk to you
about,” she said. The magic words.
Not planning on having an even remotely
significant, let alone a life-changing conversation while having my car washed, I borrowed a
pen and piece of receipt paper from the cashier
and found myself hunched over the 50-centfor-a-three-minute-massage chair struggling
to scribble every word. I looked to the car, now
going through the wash, and realized it was the
first time I was without my list. I was completely
unprepared. But this time I wouldn’t need it.
For the first time on this journey, the story
I heard was one where hope had not faded.
This was a story where there was still a fighting
chance. Maybe, finally, this was the one. “And best
of all,” she said, “it needs to happen fast” – which
by all means was fine with us by this point. Knowing Eric would agree that we should get all of the
information we could, I let her know that we were
definitely interested and that we would wait to
hear back from her with any further information
she could gather.
I think I stared at my phone all afternoon but
our social worker, who I fully trusted was doing
her job dutifully and with best efforts, didn’t call
back that day. Or the next. Or the next one either.
With no additional information to share, she
simply had nothing to report. Days spent staring
at my phone turned into a week.
Finally she did have something to report but
it wasn’t the news we wanted to hear. What once
had seemed so urgent was now going to make
time. Weeks perhaps, maybe even more. “And because you’re now considered a potential match,”
she added, ”we have to rescind your invitation to
the roller skating event.”
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VIII. The Adoption of
Justin Peers Pelovello

“Change of plans,” I remember our social worker
nearly shouting, “it has to happen quick.”
“How quick?” I asked.
“Quick quick. Like he needs to come over
tomorrow and meet your dogs.”
“Meet our dogs?”
“Yeah – we need to know if he feels safe around
them.”
It turned out, there was a chance that he might
not feel safe around dogs – and we now had two.
Needing to act quickly, his social worker would
bring him over the next day to meet our beloved
boxers and if he liked them, he would move in

the next day.
Seriously? This is what it comes down to? Our
dogs? After all the planning, the dreaming, the
mapping out of our plans, none of it even mattered – another clear reminder that this process
has nothing to do with you. Here we had been
waiting patiently (sort of ) this entire time, letting
the process do as it does, and it all came down to
a meet-and-greet with our dogs.
Now when we started this process, we had
Travis, a Boxer, but over the course of the journey,
our family had expanded to add Izzy the rescue
Boxer, a gentle soul but still a silly Boxer who

liked to jump and love and lick little boys. Boxers
– 70 pounds of love, but for someone who might
be scared of dogs, perhaps just a little too much.
That night we decided that we would do a great
big presentation of the dogs for him outside when
he arrived. We had photos of the dogs and a large
framed cartoon drawing of them that I had made
for Eric’s birthday. And if by chance he actually
wanted to meet them, we would bring the dogs
down for a good old-fashioned meet-and-greet.
We weren’t worried that Travis and Izzy wouldn’t
like him; we just hoped that they wouldn’t jump
on him and scare him with their kisses.
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The next day, we waited and waited and paced
and paced for what seemed like hours. Finally, the
call came that the boy and his social worker were
downstairs and so we gathered our “These Are
The Dogs” presentation and headed downstairs
in hopes that this was the end of one journey and
the beginning of another.
Neither of us will ever forget rounding the corner and spotting this little boy peering through
the glass door. We looked at each other and knew
right then and there that this was our son. He
had finally arrived.
A tiny young thing, he was dressed in a collared
red-checkered short sleeve shirt. He was wearing
eye glasses on that were too big for his head. He
was cute – we just wanted to squeeze him – but
this was about him and the dogs. This was about
his feeling comfortable and safe. This was about
his finding his home.
“This cartoon is of Izzy and Travis,” I shared
with him. “They love kids.”
“Do you have a bathroom?” he inquired, not
really interested in the super-duper presentation
I was all ready to share.
“Of course,” Eric replied. “But the dogs are up
there. Are you okay with them?”
He looked at us as if we were crazy – the first
of many times, I’m sure – and said that he really
had to go. And so we went.
We entered our home and he said hi to the dogs
as if he was coming back from a long day out.
Not only did he not seem scared of the dogs, but
he actually seemed to really like them. We had
lunch, we played in his room and when it was
time to go, he took the green cup he was drinking from, opened the refrigerator door and put
the cup inside.
“What are you doing?” I asked, surprised by
his ability to feel so comfortable putting things in
the refrigerator. “I’ll get it tomorrow,” he replied
with a smile. Tomorrow? What’s tomorrow? The
truth was, we didn’t know that he was coming
back the next day but apparently, he did.
And that’s our son. He moves forward. He accepts his past but doesn’t seem to dwell on it. If this
was his home, he was going to use the restroom
without fear of dogs and put his cup in the fridge
to keep his drink cold for his return. “If this is my
home,” we could hear him say, “I expect you, my
parents, to take care of me and love me and support me and teach me. I expect you to read to me
at night and eat breakfast with me in the morning.
I expect you to make sure I win the Halloween
costume contest and go places, and learn and
grow.” And while his expectations really aren’t

“…from the first moment we
met our son to the next day
when he moved in, every minute
and every challenge has been
completely worth it…”
that much, he also appreciates. He is kind. He
loves. He cares. And he teaches us every single day.
I can now proudly say that on January 15,
2015, our family celebrated the end of our foster
journey as the adoption was finalized! That’s right
– part one of this journey finally came to an end
and now it’s just on to being a family!
We are so thankful to everyone who supported us
on our journey: our agency, our social workers, our
friends, family and people (including everyone at
Gays With Kids) who have come into our lives and
shown us so much love and support! Your words of
encouragement, your kindness, your acceptance,
your listening, your reading and you opening your
hearts has helped us navigate a very interesting
process (to say the least). And while it’s been quite

a ride, we truly do consider ourselves the lucky
ones – from the first moment we met our son to
the next day when he moved in, every minute and
every challenge has been completely worth it as
nothing in this world could ever top the privilege
we feel each time he calls us Dad and Pops.
To anyone considering Foster-Adopt as a
means to build a family – I am here. We are here.
It might take a little work to find what you need
– the support, the families with similar histories,
but if you look in your community, you will find
it. We weren’t the first ones to navigate this path
and we certainly won’t be the last and to all of
those who came before us, who helped us, who
are thinking about Foster-Adopt – thank you.
The world is a better place.
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GLOSSARY OF TERMS
FFA

FR

Foster Family Agency: Private non-profit agency that contracts with
the respective county agency. In Los Angeles that agency is the Department of Children and Family Services (DCFS). An FFA may or may not
also have an Adoption license.

Family Reunification Services: When a child is removed from their parents for abuse or neglect the county child welfare agency is responsible
for providing services to the parents that will assist them in getting their
children back.

Foster Family/Parent:

CASA

A family (individual or couple) providing temporary or long-term
substitute parenting to a child in out-of-home care (the child has been
removed from their family, usually due to abuse or neglect).

Court Appointed Special Advocate: CASA volunteers are appointed by
judges to advocate for the best interests of abused and neglected children in the foster care system.

Resource Family/Parent:

CSW

A family who is dually prepared for foster care and adoption at the
same time. These families are prepared to help children reunify with
birth parents and to provide a permanent adoptive home if reunification fails.

Adoptive Parent
A permanent legal relationship that has been established between an
adult and a child after parental rights have been terminated.

TPR
Termination of Parental Rights: Once the court determines that a child
will not be reunified with their parents the court will terminate the parents parental rights so the child is free to be adopted.

Children’s Social Worker:

Case carrying worker at the public child welfare agency.

FCSW
Foster Care Social worker: Case-carrying worker at an FFA.

ER
Emergency Response: The social workers at the county child welfare agency that go out to investigate the calls made to the child abuse
hotline.

Dependency Court
Dependency Court is part of the Superior Court. It is the court that
hears the cases for all children in the foster care system.
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