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ll of us  at the Foster Care and Adop-
tion Resource Center were touched 
and inspired by the poetry, stories, and 

artwork that we received from current and 
former youth in care in honor of Foster Care 
Month, 2008.  

We created this Voices of Youth booklet in 
response to the many submissions that we 
received for our newsletter, Fostering Across 
Wisconsin.  We weren’t able to include all of 
them in the newsletter, but they are all in this 
booklet. We will continue to add submissions 
to this booklet throughout May. 

If you are—or have ever been—in foster 
care , we want to hear from you.  If you 
would like to submit a poem, story or art-
work; please send your submission to Jen 
Bronsdon at:  jbronsdon@wiadopt.org.  

All of us have the power to do something to 
change a lifetime for young people in care. For 
ideas on what you or your community can do , 
please visit: www.fostercaremonth.org. 

Please also share your ideas with us by calling 
us at 1-800-947-8074 or visiting our web-
site: www.wifostercareandadoption.org. 

Thanks to all of you who have shared your 
stories with us.  

—Barb Brown, Orianna Carey, Mike Heath,  
and Sue Schwab  

 

Foster Care Month 2008:  
Voices of Current and Former Youth in Care 

i my name is Cody. I’m 14, and I was 
put in foster care last year. I’ve been 
through a lot of family problems, but 

being in this foster home is one of the best 
things that could have happened to me.  

I’ve never been so accepted into someone’s 
home from day one. It was like I had lived 
here for years. My foster mom and dad have 
been amazing.  

My mom encourages me to get out and have 
fun and live a healthy life. My dad is a great 
example—he balances work, family, friends 
and hobbies and still finds time to tell me to 
clean my room.  

My foster aunt Connie loves horses and is a 
neat freak—she rocks.  

My foster sister Haley is the coolest—she is 
the most loyalest high-spirited sister ever. My 
other foster sister Sarah has a great heart— 
she has been through a lot but always keeps 
on smiling.  

My dogs Daisy, Candy, Brandy, Baby Scooter 
and Hanzie—they’re awesome and they’re a 
handful, but their little faces could make a 
homeless man smile on a rainy day.  

But my foster mom Lila was over all the big-
gest influence she helped me pick my head up 
and try my hardest in school, sports, church 

and every-
thing I do. 

I love them 
all and I'm 
glad  
I'm here. 

—Cody, age 
14 

 ADOPTION 
 

ALWAYS MY PARENTS ARE THERE FOR ME 
DOESN’T LET ME BE DOWN BECAUSE THEY CARE FOR ME WITH GLEE 
OPEN FOR ME TO HUG WHEN I AM SAD 
PROMISES TO CARE FOR ME WHEN I AM MAD 
THEY HELP ME STAY AWAY FROM DARKNESS BUT LEAD ME  INTO LIGHT 
IN DREAMS I FIGHT MY ENEMIES WITH GREAT MIGHT 
OFTEN HELPING ME IN HARD TASKS 
NEVER FOOL ME WITH SCARY MASKS 

—Collette, age 10 
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Family and Children’s 
Center will be hosting a 
Foster Youth Talent Night 
at Logan High School in 
LaCrosse on May 1, 
2008.  Kia, a current 
youth in care, came up 
with this idea. She wanted 
to provide youth in care 
with a  venue to express 
their talents and skills in 
recognition of Foster 
Care Month.  Kia also 
created the artwork at  
the right.  

I  would like to thank 
my parents for taking 
care of me and 

adopting me. I used to 
get special help in school 
because of something 
called Aspergers. But I 
don’t get the help any-
more.  
 
Whenever I need help 
with my homework my 
parents would help me. 
When I would be having 
a test, they did a good 
job quizzing me before a 
test. Right now I am in 
7th grade. I have been 
getting As and one B this 
year. Because of my par-
ents, I have been on the 
honor roll at school  
this year.   
 
[His mom adds, “We 
didn’t get Ty on the 
honor roll, he did this 
due to his persistence.] 

—Ty 
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Today I look in the  
Eyes of a girl in front 
Of me I saw she was 
Crying inside but she  

Faked a smile! 
 

I saw her trying to fly 
To fly high from 

Her life far away from 
These lies from the pain 

She keeps inside she 
She has a broken heart she 

Can’t run she can’t hide 
She’s sick of her life! 

 
Each person took a piece  

Of her so hurt it’s 
A Crime but all she does 

Is cry! 
 

I see a beautiful girl behind 
That attitude of hell a “beautiful disaster” 

That’s how I call  
Her! 

 
Whenever life gets hard she 

Runs away and hides she perfect 
Every smile and no one knows 

She’s lied behind those brown eyes I see a 
Girl that’s dying doing her best  

To move on! 
 

There comes a time in 
Life when you can’t show 
Your pain not even friends 

Can help only you can solve 
The missing frame! 

 
Just because I’m being 

Me you shove me down 
And make me bleed with 

All this bleeding I must 
Be startin to die cause 

Every time I talk I’m telling 
A lie I don’t get why I 
Get this label all I want 

Is to be just stable! 
 

Then I stepped away from 
The mirror put a smile on my  
Face and went through with 

ANOTHER DAY! 
—Crystal, 2/8/08 

Why I’m here 

 THANKS  TO  ALL        
 
I would like to thank you all for being there 
when I needed you or your help because I 
was so scared when I got taken away from my 
family. And all you other foster children 
probably were too.  

Or like all the children that are all in need of 
help for food, love, care, blankets, toys, a 
family that loves you, or even shelter.  

But that doesn't matter because we're all 
here for each other. And we will work, 
work, and work until we are in a better 
place and have food, shelter, love, and all 
kinds of things that we need.  

But Jesus will always be here for us even 
when we're sad, scared, and even frus-
trated. But do you want to know what’s 
even more important? It is that someone 
loves us when we make mistakes, yell, hit, 
and cry because everybody needs some 
love once in a while, right? 

 So remember work as hard as you can. 
And some day we will be as strong as Jesus. 
Thanks. 

—Jasmine 
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Just A Foster Parent 

 small 3-year-old child living in upstate 
New York with her 2 year old sister and 
2-month-old brother.   

She does not have a childhood but she does 
have a job, stealing food from the store next 
door so she and her sister can eat. 

She doesn't know how to laugh and play but 
she does know how to cry, scream in pain, and 
feel the horrific pain of 
burns as she is held 
near the flames of the 
cook stove by her 
mother.   

She does not have a 
childhood but she does 
know how to sleep 
tied to her bed for 
hours sometimes days 
in her own waste.   

Her grandfather finds 
her in this condition 
and calls Child Protec-
tive Services and turns 
his daughter in and all 
3 children are re-
moved and taken to 
new homes.   

This small scared 3 
year old now knows 
how to do something 
else—lose everything 
she has ever 
known.  She is taken 
by a stranger to a 
strangers home and left there.   

Now she is more scared than ever as she stands 
in front of this woman alone, frightened, not 
knowing what is going to happen now.  This 
woman is her first foster parent, the little girl 
calls her Aunt Bea.   

This woman is kind, gentle, understanding, pa-
tient,  loving and consistant. Soon this little girl 
learns new things like how to laugh, play, trust, 
she learns how to sleep in a bed and be able to 
roll over if she wants to.  Life is good and at the 
hands of JUST  a foster mom she becomes a 
child that gets to enjoy her childhood.  

For two years this child is nurtured, and 
loved.  Bio-mother now wants her children 
back, and this happy world comes to 

an  end.  All the 
children are given 
back to their 
mother and the 
pain and heartbreak 
of leaving this won-
derful home be-
comes a new thing 
this child now of 5 
years old has to 
learn.   

While she was 
separated from her 
sister and brother, 
her mother had 
another child so 
now there are 4 
children heading off 
to Chicago to live in 
a new home.   

Sadly, at the end of 
this drive a new life 
starts for this little 
girl, gone is the 
laughter and playful-
ness she once 
knew at Aunt Bea's 

house.  It is replaced with cruelty, beatings, and 
total isolation from the rest of the family.   

Her brother, now 2 years old, is tied to water 
pipes in the bathroom of their new home and 
the little girl of 5 is tied to nails on the wall of a 
broom closet. Doors closed, she is totally  

Artwork by Rosie, age 6 

Continued on page 5  
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alone except for a little song she hears her 
brother humming each night as he stands tied  
to these pipes.   

He sings to comfort himself and go to sleep, but 
this wonderful song also comforts the little girl 
and she too finds comfort and sleep.  This song 
becomes a bond between them that lets each 
other know they are alright and have made it 
through a day of beatings and pain.   

One night the singing stops and the little girl 
waits and waits hoping the song will come soon 
so she can sleep, but for her brother he has al-
ready drifted into a permanent sleep for him 
there is no more singing his pain has come to an 
end.  The little girl just waits-------------- 

Police come to the home and "rescue" the chil-
dren and this little girl is once again taken to 
New York with her now 5-year-old sister to live 
with Aunt Bea.   

Broken, beaten, starved and suffering from the 
great loss of her brother she is once again 
loved, nurtured and comforted by this foster 
mom.  She and her sister enjoy a wonderful life 
at the hands of this wonderful woman and once 
again laugh, play and even more important be-
gin to trust again.  After one year Aunt Bea be-
comes ill and the children are moved again.   

This time their foster mom is not kind and lov-
ing but cruel and a life of isolation and pain be-
gins again and after 2 years the two girls are sent 
to new homes different homes and now this 
little girl learns once again what it feels like to 
lose a sibling.  

She is taken to a slave farm that takes in foster 
children to work their farm. She is 9 years old 
and she learns once again how to be beaten, 
gone is the childhood the laughter the joy of 
belonging somewhere that wants you just be-
cause your a child.   

Her days are long and hard work waits for her 

each morning, but the nights are filled with a 
song her brother sang to her and with the 
memories of a wonderful foster mom.   

In this little girl’s mind she takes herself to Aunt 
Bea's house especially when she is being beaten 
so that the memory of Aunt Bea's love will be 
stronger than the beating she is receiving.  She 
will always remember the love of this foster par-
ent she calls Aunt Bea. 

Just a Foster Parent, cont. from page 4 W hen I was in foster care, I went through 
three different homes. The first two, I 
found that the foster parents did not 

really care what was happening to me and  
they never listened all they ever did was yell so I 
ran away.  

After so many times of running away, my social 
worker finally moved me to a new foster home. 
She moved me out of LaCrosse so if I did run 
away I had nowhere to go. I ended up with a 
family in Holmen, they had two girls of their 
own and we became close.  

My foster parents wanted me to call them aunt 
and uncle. I didn’t understand it at the time but 
now I realize that they wanted me to call them 
that so I could see that they are just as much my 
family as my own.  

Diane was my foster mom and she has helped 
me so much threw out the years. I went home 
with my dad when I was about 15 or 16 years 
old. I’m now 22 years old, and when I have a 
problem or even just need someone to talk to 
she’s always there for me.  

I believe that her and her family are one of the 
best things that has ever happened to me; with-
out her I don’t know what would have hap-
pened to me. I just want everyone to know that 
they are the best foster family anyone could 
ever ask for.  

I also want to thank Diane for everything she 
has ever done for me. Thank you Diane, for 
always being there for me and I want you to 
know I love you. 

—Katii 

Continued on page 6 
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Artwork by Crystal 

Just a Foster Parent, cont. from page 5 

I am that little girl, and I was loved for a short 
time by JUST another foster parent.  I would 
know how to love my children and grandchil-
dren because JUST a foster parent showed me 
how to love a child.  

I am a survivor of child abuse not a victim of 
child abuse because of JUST one foster parent 
that loved me guided me and showed me being 
a child is not suppose to hurt.   

When you ask yourself does one person make a 
difference remember your an Aunt Bea in a 

child's life  your JUST ANOTHER FOSTER 
PARENT but you’re the best foster parent the 
child in your care has ever had.  Just another 
foster parent???  No you are THE BEST FOS-
TER PARENT that JUST made the difference in 
a child's life that made him or her a survivor and 
not a victim.  

—Jeanne Fowler 
Mother, grandmother, author of Peter's Lullaby 

and President of Big Family of Michigan 
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I  came into my now Mom & Dad’s home as a 
triple threat! I was black, gay, and I wanted to be 
adopted. Moving into not only a home of Cau-

casian parents, but also a predominantly Caucasian 
community, had life looking uncertain.  

Through the love and support of my Mom & Dad, 
not only was I adopted by these guys, but they sup-
ported a passion for the performing arts that I had. 
Due to this package of unconditional support and 
love, I’ve made it through the storm to become not 
only an adult with a heart, but I also have a very 
successful career as a dancer and dance instructor. 

Since my encounter with my new family, I’ve per-
formed for “Kids From Wisconsin” for 2 consecutive 
years and at “Six Flags Great America.  

It’s possible....Faith is a knowledge within the heart, 
beyond reach of proof.  

—Much light & love, Joey 

Foster Care Month 2008:  
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s time passed, I had realized 
that my father had been drink-
ing and using drugs.  As for 

my mother, she had also been drink-
ing and using drugs.  

This was a result in me living with my 
grandma for 13 years.  As my 
grandma was moving away, I had 
ended up with a foster family.  

 When I entered this foster family, I 
was disrespectful to them--yelling at 
them, not following rules.  As time 
had passed we had finally started to 
bond as they had persuaded me to 
do physical activities and coming to 
my games, celebrating our wins.   

They had bonded with me easier 
because there was a month that 
there were no other foster kids. We 
bonded as a family doing things from 
cooking to chopping wood from golf-
ing to having a relaxing dinner to-
gether.  

It has been seven months as our  
trust; respect and love for each other 
have grown.  

I have had a great seven months and 
will have another great four years.  
As this time has passed I have real-
ized that these foster parents that 
took me in after me disrespect have 
know turned into my new parents 
that are the best foster parents that I 
have had.  I know that my foster par-
ents of the year are two people that 
have been in a loving relationship for 
over 22 years by the name of Karen 
and Ralf. They have been a great 
family for me. 

—Kris  

This girl I know 
lived in a hell hole.  
 
She had a dream 
that someday 
She will Get  
to have a real 
mom.  
 
She hated her 
mom. 
She wished she 
never 
had met her.  
 
Then one day  
part of her dream 
came true. Her 
step-dad got 
hauled  
away to jail.  
 
But she never 
knew 
She would be put 
in a foster home. 

Both the Girl and 
her brother got 
sent to a foster 
home.  
 
They go  to  
see their mom 
once in a while.  
 
But then one day 
the girl and her  
brother got  
separated. 
The girl didn’t  
know what to 
think. But she still  
gets to see him. 
  
But then this girl 
was sent to  
another 
foster home. 
Then her whole  
dream came true. 
  
 

She met a 
woman 
who she thought 
would be a good 
mom. 
  
This girl finally  
starts to like her 
and the family. 
 
Now I truly 
like my new 
mom and family. 
I hope to stay a 
while. 
  
This girl’s name is 
Amber R. 
My new mom’s  
name is Karin W. 
 I ♥ my new 
Mom and  
family!  

—Amber 

The Girl Who Found Her Dream 
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hen I think about how I made it where 
I am today, I realize, that it wasn’t  
just one person that helped me, but 

a handful.  

Today I am a junior at Edgewood College pur-
suing a bachelor’s degree in Psychology. I live in 
an apartment in Mt. Horeb with my fiancé and 
our animals. I was able to spend a year abroad 
in Germany my junior year of high school, and 
there I was able to learn the language some-
what fluently and also make life-time friends.  

When looking at all of this success I have had in 
my life, I have to think of the people who 
worked their butts off to get me here. So thanks 
to my mom firstly (now my adoptive mother).  

She is a foster parent, and when my sister and I 
went to live with her, she was only supposed to 
have us for a couple of months. Lucky for me 
though, it didn’t turn out that way.  

She worked hard at making me feel at home 
and at giving me a safe and happy environment. 

She has been my greatest role model and best 
friend in life. We were recently talking about my 
wedding next summer, and I said to her that 
really she is my maid of honor. But alas, she has 
to walk me down the aisle and give me away, 
so maid of honor won’t work. 

My mother was also a big help in making it pos-
sible to go to Germany. I know there were 
many times when both of us wanted to throw 
in the towel dealing with all of the legalities leav-
ing the country as a child of the state. But my 
mom and I prayed and prayed and we ended 
up getting two blessings in one. I got adopted 
and the very next day I was able to leave for 
Germany for a year abroad. So thanks, Mom! 

The people that I have to thank for college 
would be Chris Lenske and Marybeth Wilke. 
These women made it financially possible for 
me to attend college. With the state’s help that 
they directed me towards, I was able to pur-
chase my books for school, pay for the gas it 
cost me to commute, and the other necessities 
that a college student faces about every other 
day.  

I also want to add how Chris and Marybeth 
helped my brother graduate college. Because 
they worked with him on financial stuff, he is the 
first person in my biological family (not my 
adopted) to graduate!!! I am so proud of him, 
and wanted to say thanks on his behalf. 

So while looking over my success in life, and 
about all of the people I realize that I had many 
great people helping me along my journey of 
foster care and beyond that. Still today I have 
these three great women helping me, and yet 
so many more people. So I want to say thank 
you, but that really just doesn’t cover it. But 
maybe it does. 

—Heidi, age 21 

  

Give them happy childhood memories of 
being of being together, and it will last their 

whole life.  
—Andi Andree  
and Lynn Price 

 
Lynn with her 
big sister Andi. 
She didn’t know 
she was a foster 
child or that she 
had a biological 
sister until she 
was 8 years old. 
Lynn went on 

to found Camp to Belong, a camp for  
siblings who are separated by the foster 
care system.  Visit: http:camptobelong.org.  
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Whenever life gets hard 
i run away and hide 

I’ve perfected every smile 
And no one knows I’ve lied 

 
When the going got rough 

I focused on others to get me through 
Helping others and ignoring myself 

Worked ‘til i met you 
 

Sure everyone has needed me 
at one small point in time 

each person took a piece of me 
so hurtful it's a crime 

 
They all took something 

and i can never get that back 
i was headed downhill 

when you stopped me on that track 
 

You needed me like the others 
i found the strength to give 
expecting nothing in return 

but you taught me once more to live 
 

You let me know that it's ok 
to still mourn a painful loss 

that sometimes you need to help yourself 
and YOU are your only boss 

 
I want to thank you for you all you've done 

for the faith you've restored in me 
for not being like the others 
and finally making me see 

 
That life is over too soon 

Opportunities lost in the blink of an eye 
That everyone needs someone to trust a 

and sometimes... it's ok to cry 
—Crystal 

ust know that we are very grateful to 
have you in our lives. I often think 
about how lonely and depressing my 

life would be if I didn’t have you. I know I 
ask for a lot of help but I want you to know 
that I honestly try as hard as I can to figure 
everything out before I ask for help.  

I appreciate you always having my back 
though. I believe that if I keep trying things 
will get better and will turn out real good for 
me and my family. Thank you very much for 
believing in me. Someday I will show you 
that all of your work and faith in me was 
worthwhile and will NEVER be overlooked! 

—Katrina, age 30 and mother of four  

For You Because You’re the Best 

Artwork by Christa, age 15 
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I remember sitting on the old lady’s couch 
preparing for the worse. 
I remember the social workers walking in 
slowly, sitting down with grim expression 
planted on their faces. 
I remember my heart banging on my chest. 
Feeling like I would explode. 
I remember one telling me that I might  get 
adopted, but if I didn’t at least my brother, and 
sister, and I would be together. 
I remember sweating and crying, saying I didn’t 
want to get adopted and not wanting my pic-
ture taken when she asked for it. 
I remember meeting my soon to be foster par-
ents at the Milwaukee domes. An old white man 
with puffy white hair and his daughter I thought. 
I remember the awkwardness and anger I felt 
when mom kissed me good-bye and saying I 
should come over for the weekend. 
I remember when the weekend came and 
when they came to get my little sister and me 
but I wouldn’t go. They had planned a birth-
day party for my sister and everything. Just 
thinking about it makes my heart ache. 
I remember the social worker calling me and 
telling me I had to go the next weekend. Boy 
was I mad. 
I remember getting out of school early on Fri-
day and going to an office to wait for my new 
“parents” to pick me up. 
I remember after my parents picked us up we 
went to Apple Bee’s. I didn’t like the baby-
backed, BBQ ribs. 
I remember when my mom said that she 
would like it if I called her mom. That made 
me uncomfortable. 
I remember when we came home and met 
Zoey and Gracie, our dogs. I was really scared 
because I thought all dogs were bad. 
I remember the fun weekend we had. 

I remember that Sunday when mom asked 
me if I wanted to stay for good and I said yes.” 
I remember all the hard times I put mom and 
dad through ‘til they thought of giving me away  
more than once. 
I remember the things I said to and about 
them and the things I thought about them. But 
now I love them with all my heart and I want 
to be with them forever. 

 —Claire-Terese, age 12 

Leaving Milwaukee 

What I see in her 
 

Today I looked in the eye 
Of the girl in front of me 

I saw she was crying inside 
But she faked a smile 

 
I saw her trying to fly  

To fly high away from her life 
Far away from these lies 

From the pain she kept inside 
 

She has a broken heart 
She can't run, she can't hide 

She's sick of her life 
But all she does, is cry 

 
I see a beautiful girl 

Behind that attitude of hell 
A beautiful disaster 

That's how I call her 
She wants to be listened 
She screams her guts out 
But no one can hear her 

So she wants to shout out 
 

Behind those brown eyes 
I see a girl that's dying 

Doing her best to move on 
She's trying to go on 

 
Then I stepped away from the mirror 

Looking at myself 
Put a smile on my face 

And go through a new day 
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Why I Am Proud to Be An American 
y life is not what some would call 
“easy” or “sheltered.” I grew up in a 
large inner city with a drug-addicted 

mother, which I was dependent upon to sur-
vive. My brother and I didn’t have enough to eat 
or proper clothing until social services saved our 
lives. We were separated, my brother to his 
father, me to mine. 

I moved in with my father at the age of eleven. 
After living with my mother, I rebelled against my 
father. We fought horribly, to the point where 
the police had to intervene. The fights increased 
with my awareness of my father’s drinking prob-
lem. Social services came back into my life for 
the second time when I turned 13. 

I was then placed in foster care. It was there I 
was able to begin to put my life back together. I 
was able to see a dentist and a doctor regularly. I 
also received money to buy clothes that I des-
perately needed. It was a life I never knew  
was possible. 
My grades greatly improved.  I wanted to know 
what life had to offer. I wanted to know what a 
“normal” life was. The government takes are  
of me now, and will until I graduate. From  
there I plan to go to college. When I think  
about it, I don’t know where I would be without 
our government. 
People complain about needing to pay taxes 
because they feel their money is being wasted. I 
want people to know they save lives. II was in 
another country I could have starved. Our  
nation does wonderful things for the people in it. 

I get to see a doctor, go to school, and need not 
to worry about surviving. One can only start to 
explain why they are proud to be an American 
because you can’t illustrate every person’s face 
that has died to keep us safe and free. You can’t 
describe every broken family that’s been fixed, 
but I can only give you a realistic glimpse about 
why I’m proud to be an American. 

—Ashley, Age 16 

My Helpless Soul 
My soul is a deep dark corner were I go to hide. 
My soul is the padded case that holds the diamond of my faith. 
My soul is like a baby, falling down, then getting back up again. 
My soul is a hunger for Jesus Christ and God my Father. 
My soul is like a  helpless child needing someone to take care of me.  
My soul is struggling against the temptation to do evil and think evil thoughts. 
My soul is a person drowning, waiting for a savior. 
My soul is seeking love and comfort. 
My Helpless Soul. 

—Claire-Terese, Age 12 

God’s Plan 
hen I was young I was a very un-
happy child. At the age of 10, I was 
put in a foster home. I moved 

twice before I found my mom and dad.  

When I came to them I didn't know how to 
love or trust. But they showed me what 
real love is. And they showed me that I can 
always trust them.  

I thank God that he brought me to my mom 
and dad. I am a very happy person now.  

I get better grades in school and I have 
good friends that are Christians. Since I  
have been here, God has changed my  
heart dramatically.  

I know that everything that has happened to 
me is all apart of God's plan to use me to  
glorify him. 

—Claire-Terese, Age: 13 
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Foster Care Month 2008:  

Voices of Current and Former Youth in Care 

 AM a child with food, a home, a bed to 
sleep on and a family to wake up to. 

I WONDER what they feel cold, hungry,  
and afraid. 

I HEAR how you say you’re going to help 
them, but you don’t. You stay home in your 
warm bed while people are starving and 
sleeping in the snow cold. 

I SEE people pass them like trash on the 
street. They cry for help but you turn away. 

I AM a child whose heart breaks for them. 

—Jeremiah, age 13 

hank you for sharing your voices with the Foster Care and Adoption Resource  
Center!  We honor all of the unsung heroes of foster care—not only in May, which is  
National Foster Care Month—but throughout the year.    

iriah wanted to reassure other 
children who are awaiting their 
forever family by sharing this ad-

vice, “Someone is out there, waiting for 
them; someone who is meant to change their 
lives.” Miriah was asked about her love and 
appreciation for her parents and she replied, 
“My love is so much deeper than the ocean.”  

—Miriah, age 11 

Excerpted from an FCARC article, “Love So 
Much Deeper Than the Ocean”, one of the 

stories of inspiration on our website at:  
http://wifostercareandadoption.org/snav/265/page.htm 

 

. “We hold them and rock them. They love you to tell them how 
great they are, how good they are. Somehow, even at a young age, 
they understand that.” 

—Clara Hale,  foster parent and founder of  
Hale House in New York City 


