
To whom this may concern, 

I am in favor of adoptees records to be opened so that people like me, can find out where they came 
from. For so many years I have lived without knowing who I am, who my (biological) parents were or 
where I came from. We should all be able to have the opportunity to know about our own births and 
how we came to be in this world; to know what records were undisclosed and the secrets that lie within 
our story. 

I thought I was adopted since I was about 8 years old. There were no baby pictures of me until I was 
about 1Yi years old; and I found a picture of myself with the hard white shoes they put on a baby to help 
them to walk. I found a picture of my Mother dated August 1956, and I was told I was born June 26, 
1956 (my Mother in the picture was in a bathing suit and it for sure did not look like she had given birth 
6 to 8 weeks before that). My parents throughout the years would have fights and I would listen from 
the upstairs hall way and the contents of the fight would be that maybe they should tell me; no one ever 
said "tell me what?" I was very young and I never knew to ask. Then when I was a married woman, my 
Aunt called my home on June 26th to wish me a "Happy Birthday." I was not home; my Husband took the 
call and my Aunt told him she wanted to wish me a Happy Birthday; however today was not my birthday 
it was "the day they brought me into the Family". I came home and my Husband told me what had 
happened. Now, as an adult I feel like my whole life has been a "Lie" who am I and where did I come 
from? What are my health issues? And what do I tell my own children? So many unanswered questions, 
that maybe my family did not think I would ever ask but here I am, asking and wondering. Having these 
records opened would at least answer some of my questions, which in my eyes I have the right to know. 

I would like to add that I have been married for 38 years and within that time we have had 4 dogs; 3 out 
of 4 dogs I not only knew where they came from but who their parents were and what medical 
problems I could possibly run into down the line. No one should have ever had to live life not knowing 
where they came from; it seems to have been a cruel joke to the people involved in my adoption. My 
life is full of love; but there is still a very empty space in my heart ... in my world. 

Thank you. 

Patricia M. Lewis 
1220 W. Pine Street 
Trevose, PA 19053 




