
Dedicated to my goddaughter, Lisa Renee Burns,  
and my many friends who have been adopted by loving 
families and by their best Friend, their heavenly Father.
I have loved you with an everlasting love. Jeremiah 31:3

Special thanks to Rev. Ken Albers, Rev. Phil Andreason,  
Carol Christene Dellinger, and Karen Boerger.
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I  don’t look like either of my parents like some adopted children do, but 

that’s okay. God made each of us different, and we’re His special people.

My mother has soft, long blond hair and light blue eyes. She’s not very tall. 

She has a dimple in her chin and smiles a lot. We have a lot of fun baking 

cookies together. She likes to put a little dab of flour on my chin  

to make it look like it has a dimple like hers. I think that’s funny.  

When she hugs me, I feel warm and tingly inside  

because I know she loves me very, very much.



Being part of a family—that’s what “adopted” means to me. And I like being part  

of this family. Although my birth parents are the ones who brought me into this 

world, my adoptive parents are the people I call Mom and Dad. They are  

the people who take care of me and love me. I try to show Jesus how happy  

I am for giving me my mom and dad by obeying them and by showing  

them how much I love them.

Daddy says that lots of kids are adopted. In fact, some of my friends  

at Sunday School and church are adopted too. Their names are Libby,  

Lisa, and Jeff. Libby was adopted when she was 2, Lisa when she was 8,  

and Jeff when he was 4. I was adopted when I was a tiny baby.



I like to do things with my family,  
like going on picnics and bike riding, but I like it best when we all sit close 

together and Daddy reads the Bible for devotions.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I like to hear that we are all God’s children and part of His family.

Daddy reads God’s words, 

 “You did not choose me, but I chose you” 

         ( John 15:16).


