
Nancy Hawkins 
I’M NOT GOING AWAY  

 

I was in a Lamaze class, but I wasn’t pregnant.  Yet here I was, sitting on the floor, surrounded by 

women behind bellies. 

 One of my former students had asked me to go with her because her husband worked nights, 

and her family was no help - the less said about that the better. 

 Everybody, it seemed, was pregnant. The only topic of conversation anymore seemed to be how 

long labor was, or what vitamins to take, or when the baby should get solid food.   

 Every time I saw one of those “Baby on Board” signs, I got angry.  It was like a proclamation – 

“My reproductive system works!” 

Mine didn’t work. So we started the fertility treatments – painful, expensive, and ultimately futile.   

 We decided to adopt – or try to.  “Adopt a baby from Korea,” our friends said.  

Then Korea decided to stop making babies available – it was bad for the country’s public image or 

something.  

 It didn’t matter – it cost thousands of dollars to adopt a baby from a foreign country – 

thousands of dollars we didn’t have. 

 It’s easier to adopt an older child from the foster care system – one who had been taken away 

from the natural parents because he or she had been abused or neglected. I didn’t want to do that.  I 

worked with foster children all day at school, and I knew they came with sorrows that I could not fix.  I 

just didn’t have the energy.  

 So we went to a series of classes held at the Department of Human Services, Anderson County, 

Tennessee.  The room was filled with people wanting to adopt.  There had to be at least fifty or sixty 

people in that room, week after week.   

 The classes ended, and the wait went on, and on, and on.  We heard nothing.  Finally, I decided 

I’d had enough.  Every afternoon after school I went and sat in the DHS lobby.  “I’m not going away until 

you give me a baby,” I said.  

 “You don’t have to come here every day, Nancy,” our social worker said. 

 “I’m fine,” I said.  “I’ll just sit here and grade papers.” And I did.  More time passed. I couldn’t 

think of anything else to do. 

 Then she told us there was a baby to adopt, but he was biracial.  Guess what?  We didn’t care.  

I’d expected a dark-skinned black-haired baby, but he was very fair, with big gray eyes. But that 

beautiful baby was not with us.  Somehow the adoption process was stalled.  



 I had been president of my teachers’ union for the county, and most of the politicians in the 

county knew who I was.  A bunch of us went to every school board meeting and sat on the front row, 

heads down, cross-stitching, and never missing a word.  

 One of the members of the school board was the head of DHS.  As it happened, I’d taught both 

of his children. 

 “What’s going on?” I said. 

He was quiet for a minute – now I know he was trying to think how to say this. “There’s a lady in 

the system,” he said, “who is notorious for letting things go – not moving things along.” I realize now 

there was somebody who didn’t want to put a biracial baby in a white family – even a fair gray-eyed 

baby. 

 “I’ll fix that,” I said.  Listen – call your elected officials about your problems.  People complain 

about the government, but they forget the government works for us.  We are their employers. I called 

my state representative (who called me back offering sympathy) and my state senator.  He didn’t return 

my call. 

 It was a Friday afternoon in the spring.  I had just come home from life science camp – where 

you spend a week with a hundred or so seventh graders in the middle of the woods.  This year, it had 

rained, a bone-chilling Tennessee rain, every day.    I was cold and exhausted.  I decided to run myself a 

hot bath, and then I remembered someone had left part of a bottle of scotch behind at a party we’d 

given.  I don’t drink alone, but when you come home from a rainy week in the wood with seventh 

graders, you give yourself permission.  There wasn’t much, so I finished the bottle (it went down like 

fire) and got in the tub. The scotch was working.  Then the phone rang. 

 I got out of the tub and answered it.  “Senator McNally told me to call you,” the voice said. 

Senator McNally hadn’t called me back, but he’d done better – he’d talked to some bureaucrat and had 

them call me.  

 I don’t remember much of the conversation, but I do remember she said, “With this biracial 

child, you might have a dark grandchild, and we don’t want anyone saying, “He’s adopted so it’s all 

right.” 

 That’s when the scotch really kicked in.  “Look,” I said, “I am a (rhymes with witch), and if any 

child needs someone to fight for him or her, I’ll do it.  So give me a child who needs an advocate.” 

 Two weeks later we took Zack home.  He was five and a half months old.  He’s twenty-seven 

now.  We said every day, “We’re so glad we adopted you!” and “Jesus was adopted.  Superman was 

adopted.” 

 One day he came home from preschool and said, “I’ve told all my friends I’m adopted, and now 

they want to be adopted too!” 

   


