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Lifebooks As Our Children Grow
‘A lifebook can be meaningful for a person of any age although the benefits differ 
depending on one’s level of development.’

By Cindy Probst

Many FCC-NE parents and waiting parents have some 
familiarity with the concept of a lifebook as a vehicle for 

sharing information with young children about their own early 
histories. As our community of adoptive families is growing up, 
more and more children are learning about their beginnings – from 
their parents, in this empowering form. Until now, our lifebook 
conversations in China Connection and elsewhere have focused 
primarily on younger children and their families. What follows are 
some thoughts about lifebooks as our children are growing older.

What is a lifebook? Adoptive parents hold in their hearts precious 
bits of information about the earliest days, months, or years of their 
children’s lives, before they joined their families. Parents understand 
this information is invaluable to their children, yet they wonder how 
to share it with them. “Is it all right to tell her she was abandoned?”  
“Do I need to talk about his birth parents?” “Can I stretch the truth 
or leave out painful truths?” “What can I say when I know so 
little?”  Through text and usually some pictures, too, lifebooks tell 
our children’s stories from their points of view. Lifebooks allow us 
to share the facts, however few we have, sensitively and honestly, 
to help our children understand their beginnings. 

Is it too late? Ideally, children have lifebooks when they are young. 
Many parents have heard about lifebooks, intended to create one, 
and “not gotten around to it.” Does it still make sense to do it, even 
if a child is older?
	 It’s never too late to create one. A lifebook can be meaningful 
for a person of any age although the benefits differ depending 
on one’s level of development. Whereas a preschooler may be 
becoming familiar with the language of adoption, for example, a 
teenager may be negotiating assignments in genetics class. One 
woman reported that her grown daughter had called from college 
asking for her to please send her lifebook!  

Benefits for older kids: An older child, especially one who has 
learned about reproduction, is developing a more sophisticated 
understanding of the meaning and scope of adoption. Her lifebook 
can explore with more detail the complexities of her country of 
origin, adoption in general, and the specifics of her own beginnings.  
An older child or teen’s lifebook, which relies more on the text and 

may include more abstract content, can be a vehicle for discussion 
with parents, for finding power over hard truths, and for developing 
more in-depth self-understanding. An older child may wish to be 
involved in creating any aspect of his or her lifebook, including 
designing the format or talking about one’s beginnings with a parent 
as you work on it together.  
	 As with younger children, we don’t have the answers to many 
of their questions. This is one of the sad truths of the circumstances 
of their beginnings. But we can acknowledge and share in their 
questions, wonder and imagine with them, and be supportive of 
whatever feelings they put forth.

Returning to visit China: Many FCC families with older children 
are returning to visit China. Lifebooks can help children plan and 
prepare in anticipation of their trips, and assist them as they integrate 
their experiences afterward.
	 Reviewing one’s lifebook prior to travel can lead a child to 
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form a realistic view of what to expect and what not to expect 
from the trip. A child can come to know from her lifebook, for 
example, that circumstances make it unlikely that she will meet her 
birth family. If you are planning to visit the orphanage where she 
once lived, lifebook discussions can set the stage for considering 
the condition of the orphanage or circumstances of the children 
you might meet there. As parent and child engage in conversation 
related to lifebooks and upcoming travels, opportunities arise to 
reassure the child that the family is returning home together at the 
end of the trip.
	 Once home, a parent or child might supplement a lifebook with 
additional information acquired during an orphanage visit or trip to 
a child’s province of origin. A child may choose to add a journal 
entry based on her experience or perhaps you wish to chronicle 
your observations of your child. There are many ways to use a 
lifebook to enhance your child’s travel experience and contribute to 
her personal discovery and growth. 

“I know who I am.” Many of our older children are beginning to 
prepare for college and other endeavors. Their days are full with 
school, homework, driving lessons, and their social lives. They 

rely on their instincts and wisdom, and sometimes some help, to 
negotiate comments about adoption, insensitive school assignments, 
and racism. They are developing identities as Chinese-American 
young adults. Some of our children have been raised with lifebooks 
and some have not. What is most important is that they are growing 
up with the knowledge and truth of their beginnings, as best as we 
are able to provide, and adults who are open to sharing in it with 
them.  
	 We prepare our children to take care of themselves in many 
ways. We teach them to honor the whole of their identities. We teach 
our children to be safe, to exercise good judgment, and to trust their 
inner voices. With a more complete understanding of where they 
came from and who they are, our children stand on firmer ground, 
better equipped to meet life’s challenges head on.n

Cindy Probst, who has a masters degree in education and is a licensed 
certified social worker, lives with her family in Massachusetts. Her 
daughters are in 11th and 8th grades. She is the author of “Adoption 
Lifebook: A Bridge to Your Child’s Beginnings: A Workbook for 
International Adoptive Families.” More information about her 
book can be found at www.lifebooksource.com.

Creating a Lifebook with Photographs and Storytelling
‘When Lilu was five and a half, we made her story into a book. I wrote the words and the two of us drew the pictures. 
We now have a lifebook that remains in our original draft form, which Lilu loves to read and returns to often.’

By Heather McCargo

When we held our daughter Lilu for the first time in the 
Guangzhou Civil Affairs office, I was overwhelmed with 

the same feelings of love, awe and intense responsibility that I had 
when my son Liam was born. As I got to know my new 14-month 
old daughter, I was constantly amazed at her strong and happy 
spirit. I knew I needed a way to explain to her why she was born 
in China and ended up with her new family – her brother and mom 
and dad – on the opposite side of the world in Maine. As her parent, 
my biggest wish for her is that she will be comfortable with who 
she is and never be afraid or embarrassed about joining her family 
through adoption.
	 As I read about adoptive parents making lifebooks for their 
children – and thought about Lilu and her older brother Liam’s 
connection as siblings – I realized I did not want Lilu’s time as a 
baby portrayed in a way that seemed completely different from his. 
When Liam was young, I’d made him a photo album of his early 

years, and so I began Lilu’s lifebook in a similar way – displaying 
photographs showing her life as a baby. I used the few pictures we 
had of her in the orphanage and our photos from our family’s trip 
to China to adopt her. In the back of her album I placed a copy 
of Lilu’s finding ad along with the little description the orphanage 
gave us of her personality and what she’d done during the time she 
was in their care. In a separate wooden box, I’ve stored the clothes 
she wore on the day we met her and the big envelope of adoption 
paperwork that I imagine some day she will want to read.

Telling Her Story

	 I am a big believer in the power of story telling. By the time 
she became verbal, I wanted to have told Lilu “her story” regularly 
so that she’d know it and be comfortable with it. Fortuitously, a 
well-known storyteller, Nancy Mellon, came to our town to teach a 
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workshop about storytelling to children. I got some good ideas from 
her, such as the suggestion that I start my storytelling to Lilu with 
something that was easy for me. So I began with a fairytale that my 
son and older nieces had loved hearing me tell, “The Three Little 
Pigs,” with some feminist dimensions added to it. Once I grew more 
comfortable with my storytelling skills, I began sharing with Lilu 
a short, simplified version of what I call “her story.” At first it was 
very short, but through the years it has expanded, and, of course, 
Lilu contributed many details. 
	 Lilu is now seven years old, and she still loves to hear me tell 
her story. This is the story that I tell her:

		  A long time ago, before you were born, before 
even your brother was born, your spirit was up in the 
stars. One day, the star spirit came to you and took you 
and Liam by the hand and said “Lilu and Liam, you 
two will be sister and brother on earth, look down at 
the world and choose your parents.” So, holding Liam’s 
hand, you looked down at the earth and searched far 
and wide until you saw Dad and Mama. You both said 
at the same time, “We want them.” But then Lilu, you 
saw something on the far side of the earth, a woman 
and man in a small village in China, and you said 
to the star spirit “I think they are supposed to be my 
parents also.” The star spirit said “Yes, Lilu, those are 
the parents who will give birth to you, but they will 
not be able to raise you, and you will join your family 
in Maine after you are born. Some day, when you are 
older, you will understand the reasons for this.” Then 
the star spirit looked at Liam and said “You will be 
born first.” So he slid down the rainbow bridge to earth 
and was born. 
	 	 Liam grew and grew until he was almost five 
years old, and then it was your turn to be born. So one 
autumn day on earth, your star fairy slid you gently 
down the rainbow bridge to earth and you were born in 
a small farmhouse in China. Your birth mother looked 
down at your beautiful face, and with sad eyes held 
you close. She was sad because she knew she could not 
keep you, but she still whispered in your ear that she 
would always hold you in her heart. A couple of days 
later, she began the long journey to a nearby city, where 
she found a lush green park that she knew was safe. 
She kissed you on the forehead and left you nestled 
among some flowers near the entrance gate. A kindly 
grandmother with her grandchild (Lilu added this part) 
found you and took you safely to the orphanage. There 
you lived in a big room with lots of other babies, given 
care by some kind nannies. 
		  This began the next part of your life. For a little 
more than a year, you lived in the baby room, drinking 
from a bottle, eating Chinese food, and playing with 
the babies in the cribs next to yours. Then one day, 
your nanny said to you “Today Lilu, you will meet 

your new family. You will have a mama, father and 
even a big brother.” You looked at her with your dark 
eyes, wondering what she was talking about. Then 
she dressed you in some warm clothes, and took you 
and four of your little friends off to meet your new 
families. When you first saw us, you were suspicious. 
But you were very interested in your new brother and 
very happy to stay in my lap and eat. By the third day 
of our life as a family, you had decided you liked this 
new life, and were smiling and laughing and charming 
us all. After a nice few weeks in a hotel in China, we 
once more bundled you up and began the long journey 
back to Maine.
		  And that is how you came to be here in this world. 
Now I can hardly believe how much you have grown, 
and you amaze us every day with your loving spirit. I 
am so glad you are my daughter.

Her Birth Parents and Her Orphanage

	 When I first told Lilu her story, I did not dwell on her birth 
parents. Then, a few friends of mine were pregnant so the part 
about a baby growing in a woman’s belly and being born became 
much clearer to Lilu. She even began pretending she was in my 
belly, was born and left in a park, then was taken to the orphanage 
and adopted by us. Learning all of this seems to have helped her 
process information about the beginning of her life and has made 
our discussions about a birth mother in China comfortable to her. 
Sometimes she talks about her birth mother, telling me how sad she 
must be to not have her, and how much she, Lilu, misses her. 
	 Then there are times when Lilu talks about her life in the 
orphanage, as she imagines it was. In her telling, usually the nannies 
are fussing over her, teaching her how to make Chinese noodles or 
taking her on a trip to the Great Wall. She talks, too, about some of 
her baby friends and how they climbed back and forth between each 
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other’s cribs. I love that Lilu feels such freedom to imagine all sorts 
of things about her early life.
	 When Lilu was five and a half, we made her story into a book. 
I wrote the words and the two of us drew the pictures. We now have 
a lifebook that remains in our original draft form, which Lilu loves 
to read and returns to often. She regularly adds new details, such 
as how she pushed Liam down the rainbow bridge or that her birth 
parents had pigs and ducks but did not eat them. 
	 In the fall of 2007, as Lilu was nearing her sixth birthday, our 
family traveled back to China to visit more of the country than we’d 
been able to see when we were there to adopt her. We also visited 
her orphanage. Lilu loved travelling in China and was able to see 
where she spent the first year of her life and the countryside where 
she was born. The nannies and staff at the orphanage were great 
with her, and she had a wonderful time playing with the babies and 
toddlers. This visit gave all of us, but especially Lilu, a real feeling 
for her early life.
	 Before we traveled, I wondered how our trip to China would 
affect her story. Would the way she imagined and talked about her 
baby years in China change because it didn’t fit with what she saw 
or felt there? It’s been a year since we came back from China, and 
stories about that time in China still flow freely from her. Now 
she has a new photo album filled with pictures from a remarkable 
family trip and has added a new chapter to her story. n

Heather McCargo lives in Brooksville, Maine with her daughter 
Lilu (Guo Li Lu), son Liam, and husband Brian McNiff. Lilu was 
adopted from the Zhanjiang Social Welfare Institute in Guangdong 
province in January of 2003.

Olivia’s Lifebook: Her Never Ending Story
Without photographs to tell her story, ‘Olivia drew pictures of what she thought her orphanage 
and hometown looked like.’

By Susanne McFadzen

When our family adopted our daughter from China in 1996, I’d 
never heard of a lifebook. Olivia was eight months old, and 

after we returned home to Canada, life took over as we got to know 
our little girl and our two daughters became sisters.
	 Later on, I found out that nearly everyone I knew who had 
adopted a child had started a lifebook. But by then I had the feeling 
it was too late for me to begin one for Olivia. But after attending a 
workshop and learning how to make one, I felt I needed to do one. 
So when Olivia was about seven years old, I asked her to help me 
in creating her lifebook. She is curious child, and I thought that it 
might be fun to do it together rather then hiding from her that I was 
making one. It turned out that she was very excited about the idea 
of making a book all about her.

	 It took a long time to assemble everything and we spread the 
work over months. Olivia chose a scrapbook, but any binder, folder 
or journal would have worked. I began by making a title page and 
Olivia chose a picture of when she was a baby to put on that page. 
Since we didn’t have the opportunity to go to where her adoption 
papers told us she was born -- or even to visit her orphanage –  
when we adopted her, we didn’t have photographs showing her in 
those places. Instead, Olivia drew pictures of what she thought her 
orphanage and hometown looked like. And her referral picture and 
copies of her adoption documents did go into the book.
 	 Later, we did some research about her hometown and put 
maps of her province that we printed from our computer into the 
lifebook. And since we’d received pictures of her hometown from 

Lilu meets her forever family.
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other families who had adopted from the same orphanage, we added those to our pages. 
We are still collect anything that has to do with her place of birth, such as pictures and 
commentary from our family’s homeland trip that we made a few years ago. On that trip we 
visited the orphanage and took pictures of Olivia with the nannies who brought her to our 
hotel in Nanjing in 1996. These photographs hold special meaning for us as part of Olivia’s 
life story. 
	 Olivia did a drawing of her birth parents. To this day – with people and places that 
she has no photograph of –  she keeps adding what she writes and draws about them to her 
lifebook. On one of the pages I wrote an explanation of the one child policy, and on another 
page there is the story of what we think happened in her first days of life. There are also a 
few pages that explain about how she got all of her names – on one page is a description 
of the meaning of her Chinese name given to her by the orphanage, and on another page I 
explain how we chose her first name.
	 Olivia has written letters to the director of her orphanage, and we’ve kept a copy 
of each letter in her lifebook. Although she has never received a reply, she continues to 
send these letters about her life in Canada. And when we visited her orphanage during our 
homeland trip, Olivia was very happy when she saw that the pictures and letters we’d sent 
over the years were lovingly kept in a binder at the orphanage.
	 Olivia is almost 13 years old, and even now I sometimes see her looking through 
her lifebook. Doing this often generates new questions or comments from her. I will keep 
encouraging my daughter to add her thoughts and impressions to its pages as she grows up 
for I know she might feel very differently about a lot of things in China and her adoption as 
she gets older.
	 It’s never too late for parents to create a lifebook for or with their children. It’s a 
message I’m glad I heard and one I am happy to have the chance to pass along. n
  
Susanne McFadzen lives in New Brunswick, Canada and is the mother of Sarah, 19, and 
Olivia Tai Gao 13 years old. She can be reached at smcfadzen@rogers.com.

On the pages of her lifebook, Olivia explored her 
life as a child adopted from China.
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A Mother’s Online Journal Becomes Her Child’s Book
A mom who blogged about her family’s adoption journey transformed her entries into a lifebook for her child – and 
now does this same thing for other families.

By Amy Scarcella

“I can’t believe it’s been almost three years Ruby…” I say to 
my little girl as she’s lost in her paints, not hearing a word I’m 

saying. “Ruby? Did you hear Momma, baby? We’ve been together 
almost three years now, isn’t that great?!” 
	 “Momma, can you help wif da gween pwease?” she asks 
looking up at me with hopeful eyes. “Yes baby, I can help you with 
the green…” I say as I manage to mix just the right shade of green 
for her beloved Bear’s sweater. “Fank you Momma!” she says, and 
with a kiss to boot. Isn’t motherhood grand? 
	 Three short years ago she was waiting for a Mom just as I was 
waiting for a daughter. That we found each other leaves me in a 
state of awe. It’s like the stars and the sun and the moon aligned to 
make this connection happen. How was such a perfect match made 
a world away? I’ll never know. None of us, as adoptive parents, will 
know how what was meant to be really happened for us. 
	 How, as parents, do we do justice to such feelings? For me, my 
feelings poured out in a Weblog I started about our life as a family. 
It was simple yet, in some ways, elegant. It was fun, and easy to 
do. I’d been around computers for so many years that by the time 
I was about to become Ruby’s mother, I typed really, really fast 
and knew my way around the Internet comfortably and confidently. 
Originally, I did the blog to help me pass the time while I was 
waiting to go to China to meet Ruby. I called my blog, “Ruby In 
Her Own Time…”
	 I wrote my first post to the blog on August 4, 2005.

		
	 	 Ruby In Her Own Time...

	 It’s 12:23am Thursday morning, August 4th... 
called DHL again today to see if any packages were 
on their way from Beijing... not so much. I don’t know 
why I keep calling, I know in my heart it will be soon 
but I just can’t stop myself from checking every day.
	 As I sit here & type the only sounds in my small 
but cozy apartment are my fingers flying over the 
keys and my fuzzy “son” Ebenezer, snoring like a 
champ. This is my life... just me, just my dog, just 
my thoughts, which most of the time I lose myself in 
completely.
	 What will she look like? Will she be cute? Will 

she have hair or not so much? Will I cry when I find 
out where she was found? Does this little girl know 
that a nearly 33-year-old woman half way across the 
world loves her more than words can say, even though 
she hasn’t seen her sweet face?
	 There is so much love for this little girl that 
we don’t know yet, it’s unbelievable... every family 
member & friend & friends of friends are all waiting 
patiently to see the face of an angel... my angel, Ruby 
Cate.
	 I’m reminded of a quote from one of my favorite 
movies, A Knight’s Tale: “Hope guides me, it is what 
gets me through the day and especially the night... the 
hope that after you’re gone from my sight it will not 
be the last time that I look upon you...”
	 When I think of this quote I am compelled to put 
myself in the birth mother’s shoes...Did she feel the 
same when laying her baby gently down to be left 
& ultimately found by someone else so that she may 
“change her stars?” Did she have “hope” to guide 
her in her decision to leave such a precious bundle to 
fate? I wish I could say to Ruby’s birth mother... “Yes 
Mother, she will change her stars, I will see to it with 
all of my heart.”
	 And although it may quite literally be the last 
time she looks upon her baby’s face, I, too, have 
hope that for the rest of her life, whenever she sees 
a successful, happy, Asian-American woman with 
American parents, that she will smile & know that 
whether that woman she just saw was her daughter 
or not, that her little girl is happy & part of a forever 
family that would move heaven & earth to suit the 
stars for her.
	 My heart breaks for this birth mother... the pieces 
of my broken heart are so small that they could be 
passed through the eye of a needle...
	 I will pray for Ruby’s birth mother every night 
for the rest of forever... without her, my dream would 
never have come true, my dream of becoming a 
mother.
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	 As I typed this first entry, I had no idea that half way around 
the world, in a small village in Jiangxi China, the child I was 
blogging about was living with her foster mother in their one-room 
dirt-floored home. Of course, I couldn’t know then how beautiful, 
loving, silly and full of smiles my daughter would be. I only knew 
I was tired of “waiting” so I was going to do something to fill the 
void.
	 I had started off by searching for a “baby book” that would fit 
me and my soon-to-be-daughter. I wanted one in which I could write 
down my feelings – expressing what it was like to be a single-Mom-
to-be adopting a child from a foreign country. But I couldn’t find this 
kind of book, which wasn’t surprising given that my experiences 

were teaching me that when a woman chooses to start her family in 
a non-traditional way, she has to be ready for the bumps along the 
road. A lot of people still think of family in the cookie-cutter style 
of mom, dad, and children born to them, and the journal-like books 
I was finding spoke to this with space set aside for the mom and 
dad to write in. Then there were places to the hospital bracelet and 
other spots for the first footprints and handprints, first hair cuttings, 
etc. I would have nothing from a hospital birth nor would I likely 
have hair from my baby’s first haircut. These were just some of the 
differences that books like these amplified.

My Blog and My Daughter

	 Feeling slightly discouraged, I became happy with the idea 
of having my own space in the world in which to document my 
thoughts and feelings as the day for my referral drew closer. So I 
blogged daily about everything until finally on September 7, 2005, 
I got “the call,” and soon after I received the most beautiful images 
I’ve ever seen in my whole life. My little girl, my Fu Pei Mu, soon 
to become Ruby Cate Pei Mu, was looking back at me from my 
computer screen in all her gorgeous glory. Somebody pinch me. I 

have a daughter! I captured this moment on on my blog.
	 Now, as the years have gone by, I’ve kept up the blog, some 
weeks writing on it more regularly than others. I’m always adding 
to her story – to our story. Having this record of my feelings of what 
it’s like to have become – and be – Ruby’s mom is priceless for us, 
and this blog has become great outlet for me to get my thoughts 
down and share with others – there are about 200 readers of the 
blog, invitation only. 
	 One day I wondered aloud about whether there was a way to 
pull the blog out of my computer and create a book that I could 
share with Ruby and other family members, especially those who 
aren’t computer savvy. I mentioned these thoughts to my friend, 
Kristen, who’d just graduated from Babson College with a master 
degree in business, and she got this look on her face like the wheels 
were cranking.
	 “What is it?” I asked, since I’ve known Kristen long enough to 
know when she’s cookin’ something up in that head of hers.
	 “Why don’t we do it?” Kristen said.
	 “Excuse me? Why don’t we what? How exactly do you propose 
I reach through glass and pull out a book that only exists online? 
Don’t be crazy Kris, I was just daydreaming out loud…”
	 “Seriously, we can do that, let’s figure out a way. Don’t you 
want Ruby to have access to all that you’ve written since before you 
went to China? It’ll be like her own special Ruby Story Book and 
she’s the star! Let’s do it!”
	 “Okay, then, how?” I replied.
	 Fast forward, and several weeks later, when I was working at 
the local YMCA in their babysitting room, I saw a woman standing 
outside of the door to our room and in her hands, held right up 
against the glass, was a book that I didn’t quite recognize. Puzzled, 
I walked up to the door, opened it, and there was Kristen, with a 
smile bigger than my VW, and she hands me a copy of “Ruby In 
Her Own Time…” by Amy E. Scarcella.
	 “What? How did you do it? When? Oh my God, Kristen, this 
is amazing!” 
	 After giving her a huge hug, I sat down and stared at what 
she’d put in my hands. It was Ruby’s blog between two covers. I 
was teary, amazed and happy as I turned the pages of my daughter’s 
journey one page at a time.

Transforming Blogs Into Lifebooks

	 Later on, she described to me how she’d done it. Then she asked 
if I thought we should do the same thing for others who might feel 
trapped online, as I did. Maybe there were other adoptive families 
who’d kept online journals that they’d love to have turned into a 
book. After we talked at length about these things we might be able 
to do for other families – and children who might be the stars of 
their own blogs – we decided to find a way to offer this same gift 
that Kristen had just given me to them.
	 Thus, bookmyblog.com was born. 
	 As a single mother who works part time at the YMCA, Ruby 
and I don’t have a lot of extras in our life, living paycheck to 
paycheck like most families and enjoying resources we find in our 

Ruby Cate with her bear.



30    CHINA  CONNECTION   DECEMBER  2008 

Lifebooks

It seems only fitting that this living legacy of her childhood – of 
our years as mother and daughter – have become my gift to her. In 
comparison, it seems so little.
	 I hope when she gets older – and maybe is a mom herself – that 
Ruby thinks it’s as cool as I do. n

Amy E. Scarcella is a 36-year-old single mother of Ruby Cate Pei 
Mu, born in Jiangxi Province, China. Amy has worked with children 
her whole life. She was a professional nanny for 15 years prior to 
adopting and now works with children at her local YMCA in their 
babysitting room. Amy and Ruby are living their happily-ever-after 
life in the beautiful seaside town of Beverly, MA.  

community such as the library, local parks, the ocean nearby, and 
the great sliding hill around the corner when the snow falls. To be 
able to earn a bit more towards Ruby’s college fund – while helping 
others create such a lasting legacy for their children and families 
– was something I was eager to try.
	 To get going,  I decided to choose another single mom who 
I know would be unlikely to decide to spend money on doing 
something like this. I’d create a blog book for her and her daughter 
– my friend Tiffany and her daughter, Eliza – as a surprise, sending 
it to her sight unseen. In a few days, after figuring out how to do this 
on my computer, I got the words and images – taken off of Tiffany’s 
blog – to the publisher. I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment. I 
knew how much Ruby’s book meant to me, so I knew in 
my heart how much this book would mean to Tiffany. 
	 A few weeks went by, and then Tiffany’s book 
arrived. We couldn’t stop staring at it. This was our 
first book made for someone else. Kristen and I spent 
hours reading it even though I knew every word of her 
story. There was just something special and different 
about holding it in our hands. On the cover – identical 
to her blog’s layout and look – was a full-page image 
of Tiffany and Eliza embraced in a hug and loaded with 
smiles.
	 We sent it on it’s way with a note that said, “Dear 
Tiffany & Eliza, we really hope you enjoy this book of 
Eliza’s blog. If you wouldn’t mind, please share with 
others what we’re able to do via your blog & perhaps 
we can help more families take their memories out 
of the computer & put them into their hands as well. 
Thanks!” 
	 Since then, Kristen and I have done five blog-
books. It’s working out that each week brings to us a 
new family hoping to create out of their online writings 
a keepsake lifebook for their children. The books take 
time to make because they are such a labor of love, but 
I wouldn’t have it any other way. 
	 Sometimes, when Ruby is asleep at night, I think 
about what it will be like 20 or 30 years from now, 
when I’m much older and Ruby is a grown woman. 
What will she feel in her heart as she picks up and 
holds these words about her childhood in her hands and 
looks through these pages of memories, one at a time. 
I’ve made for her one book for each year that we’ve 
been home, and I will continue to make her book each 
year until my hands refuse to cooperate any longer and 
typing becomes too difficult. Unconditional love has 
always been her gift to me, and what a gift it’s been. 
























