
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 4 
TREASURED DAYS 

 
“A child represents the future hope 

of their family and country— 
no matter how inconvenient the timing might be.” 

—Missy Worton 
 
During the next four days when Favor was with us, we would enjoy our time together to the fullest, 
trying to suck every bit of marrow out of the bone of life. Favor was effervescent. A presence radiated 
from her, expressing that she was made for something great. She was a precious gift that was more 
than we could’ve asked or hoped for. She was full of life and expectation. We noticed her confidence 
and playful personality right away. She rushed to my side at every opportunity just to give me a hug 
and say, “Mommy,” reminding herself that she had a mommy and daddy again. 
 

 
 

Mark celebrating a wonderful birthday on the day we met Favor. 
We celebrated Mark’s birthday with a tiramisu cake that Pochi had bought for him, and we watched 

as Favor opened the gifts we’d brought her.  
Her squeals made us laugh, and we quickly found out pink was her color, especially if the pink 

item had some bling. One shirt stood out from the rest and was clearly her favorite. It was a turquoise 
top with a bursting pink flower covered with bling, and the words Pick Me. 

Sleep was elusive that night, either from the excitement of the day or the espresso flowing through 
our veins from Mark’s tiramisu cake. Half a bottle of melatonin couldn’t get us to sleep. I’m sure the 
room next to us was wondering what we were up to, as giggles rang out in the dark. We were just 
happy to be together. 

The next day we awoke to a bright-eyed and bushy-tailed Favor. She was ready to get up and get 
going. Mark and I, on the other hand, could barely move—let alone operate—from lack of sleep. We 
needed to get some strong Ethiopian coffee into our bodies before Josiah picked us up for our court 
appointment. 



Favor looked through her drawer of new clothes and picked her favorite Pick Me shirt, some black 
leggings with a skirt, and her sparkly pink boots with matching hair flower. She was a sight for sore 
eyes. 

We ate breakfast at a small bakery on the Hilton premises, then went to wait for Josiah. Mark and 
I were a little nervous about court because of all the misunderstandings that had taken place with the 
orphanage and our agency, EAI. Neither organization wanted to take blame for delaying our adoption, 
so they blamed each other. Josiah drove up 15 minutes late, which set Mark on edge. We had adopted 
before, and we knew that promptness was key. 

“Are you going straight to court?” Mark asked. 
“I first must stop by EAI, then we go,” Josiah responded, like it was no big deal. 
“Our court appointment was at 9 a.m.,” Mark said. “It’s already 15 minutes past that. We came a 

long way and don’t want to miss it.” 
“Ethiopian courts are never on time. We are okay for time,” Josiah said. Mark looked at me, and 

I could tell this statement didn’t comfort him in the least. We arrived at the EAI complex and were 
told to get out of the van and “hang out.” We were now more than 30 minutes late for our court date. 

 
* * * * * 

 
At the Court of Adoptions, DJ, who often helped the orphanage with the adoption process, waited 
with Favor’s aunt. DJ was a tall, kind man, in his early-to-mid 30s, with a gentle demeanor. The 
secretary came out of the judge’s office and walked briskly down the long hallway toward them. They 
could tell by her walk that the judge was getting tired of waiting for her last court appointment before 
they would close for the rainy season. 

“Where is your family?” the secretary asked. “The judge is ready for them.” 
“They are on their way,” DJ said. 
“Why are they so late?” the secretary asked. 
“Maybe traffic is very bad today?” DJ offered. “They are coming, I promise you.”  
“She will only wait so long,” the secretary stated. “If they are not here soon, we will reschedule 

them in three months to come back.” 
“Yes, please forgive, they are on their way—many apologies,” DJ said, trying to keep a bad 

situation from quickly getting worse. 
“She is not pleased!” the secretary said. She looked DJ in the eyes as if to put an exclamation point 

on it, then turned around and made her way back down the long hallway. The judge had been newly 
appointed, and no one really knew what she was like—or what would set her off. One thing was 
certain—she didn’t like to be kept waiting. 

DJ dialed up Pochi and told her the situation. 
“I was afraid of this,” Pochi said. “I will call EAI right now and get them there quickly.” Pochi 

was upset as she dialed the number to EAI. Not showing up was a bad way to treat the courts and she 
knew this circumstance could again push back Favor’s adoption. Why would an agency try to sabotage 
a family’s adoption? 

When the agency answered the phone, Pochi was ready to unload on them. 



“Why are the Wortons not at their court appointment?” Pochi asked. “If they miss this 
appointment because of you, you will pay their way to come back in three months!” 

“Oh, are they not there yet?” the agent asked. 
“You know they are not there!” Pochi snapped at her. “You should’ve had them there over 50 

minutes ago. The judge is tired of waiting on you, and I will let them know it was you that made them 
late!” 

 
* * * * * 

 
The EAI complex used to be an orphanage. Colorful paintings decorated the outside walls of the 
building, but there was a sad feeling that hung in the air. I saw a beautiful bush of blossoming pink 
flowers off to my right side. The bush looked out of place among the deteriorating buildings and 
unkempt surroundings. I gave Mark the camera and drew Favor close to me for the picture. She felt 
nervous as she looked around. Suddenly, Jamila, the office manager of the orphanage, ran around the 
corner. 

“Hurry, we must go now!” she said with urgency.  
Great! Now, they were in a rush. Mark snapped the picture, and within moments, we were in the 

van. I looked at my watch—9:58 a.m. We were almost one hour late at this point. My stomach started 
to turn into knots. I hoped we hadn’t made a huge mistake going with this agency, but they were our 
only choice, and now it was too late. 

The elevator door opened to the third floor of the court building. DJ was waiting for us with a big 
smile, but with a hurried expression. Next to him was a beautiful woman in her early 30s. She smiled 
when she saw Favor and reached out for a huge hug. Favor nervously smiled and hugged the woman, 
then looked up at me, and ran back to my side. DJ introduced the woman as Favor’s Aunt, Emebet. 
I ran over to hug her. I knew this had to be hard, and the court date would be one of the last times 
Emebet would see Favor before she was officially adopted. 

“We must go now,” Jamila instructed, waving us to follow her down the hallway. The adoption 
court waiting room, usually full with forever families, was empty. We were whisked directly into the 
judge’s courtroom. We all knew that entering this late was not in our best interest. 

The courtroom was small with three desks formed in an “L” shape. The judge sat in the most 
prominent spot, with the two court reporters seated to her front and left side. A table, overflowing 
with files, was to the judge’s right. A perfect ‘U’ was created with the table and two desks. Tall windows 
were in the back, looking out over the city and the surrounding mountains. 

The judge glanced up and scanned us from head to toe. She didn’t look happy, and you could feel 
it in her glare. She didn’t like her time being disrespected. She looked at Favor, then down to her 
glittery pink boots. I saw her crack a smile. 

“Are you Favor?” she asked with a smile. Favor nodded her head yes, then grabbed me around 
the waist. The judge looked at me with no expression then back down to her paperwork. 

“You can sit down,” the judge said, not taking time to look up from her desk. We found a seat 
and waited quietly for her to speak. During the next few minutes, the judge spoke to Jamila from EAI 
in Amharic. She sounded perturbed. We hoped it wasn’t about our being almost an hour and 15 
minutes late. 



She turned and directed her next few questions at Mark and me. 
“You do know that once you adopt this child, she is yours,” the judge stated. “There are no returns. 

You are responsible for her well-being. Are you able to provide for this child?” 
“Yes!” Mark and I answered.  
After we answered several more questions, she said, “As of today, you are irrevocably declared 

her mother and father. Congratulations on the adoption of your little girl. She is your daughter!” Favor 
squeezed me tightly, as if she understood the last four words. I glanced at the judge, who for the first 
time gave me a reassuring smile of approval. I couldn’t hold back the tears. We hugged Favor tightly, 
celebrating this amazing moment. We thanked the judge and headed out the door.  

 
* * * * * 

 
We walked out and were greeted by Emebet and DJ. We noticed that Jamila and Emebet were 
discussing something between each other, and then Jamila left for a while. We had time before Josiah 
would be picking us up, so I decided to ask Emebet, as many questions as I could. I turned on my 
video camera to catch the answers for Favor’s memory video. 

I started with the most obvious question, “What is the one thing you would like to see for Favor? 
What hopes do you have for her?” 

Emebet paused and looked at DJ, who was serving as an interpreter. “For her to be famous,” she 
answered. 

Did I hear her right? I asked to make sure my ears weren’t tricking me, “Did you say, you hope 
she is famous?” 

“Yes!” She answered back. “Her mother was very beautiful and always had dreams of being a 
movie star. I want that for her.”  

I wasn’t sure how to respond so I continued with more questions. “Anything else you hope for 
her?” 

“That she is healthy—happy,” she said. 
“Can you tell me anything about her mother and father?” I asked. 
“Her mother and father ran off very young and got married,” she said. “Nobody knew that Favor 

had been born until my sister was sick, and they brought Favor to me when she was four. That was 
the last time she saw her mom alive. She was very sick and was dying.” 

“Do you know what happened to her father?” I asked. 
“No, only that he had died,” she said. I continued to learn about my daughter’s past. It made me 

very sad that such poverty and sickness took so many lives and left so many orphans. I was thankful 
for this young mother, who gave life to such a special girl, but saddened that she would never see her 
grow up and become a beautiful woman. That privilege was given to a stranger—me. I was determined 
to love this child with the love of two moms. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Josiah arrived to pick us up. I think he was surprised that the court appointment went so quickly. Like 
him, we also were wondering about what was happening. We found it suspicious that Josiah had also 



picked up Favor’s aunt and brought her back to the agency to fill out some paperwork and interview 
her. This procedure wasn’t normal, and we wondered if this was the “sleight of hand” that Clay had 
warned us about. 

The agency had some additional paperwork for us to fill out once we returned to their offices. 
Then, in the agency courtyard, we were introduced to Adeferese, the president of EAI Ethiopia. He 
was a professional looking man in his 60s, and he was the man who had cleared the way for us to 
adopt Favor. I was thrilled to meet him, and especially to thank him for what he had done for us. 

“So, this is the little girl?” he said, looking at Favor standing between Mark and me. My excitement 
and thankfulness to meet him turned to uneasiness. I knew something wasn’t right by the way he 
looked at her. I questioned my feelings. I was judging him on one look, but I sensed that something 
more was coming through that look. How could this be? This man had helped us to move forward in 
our adoption. Why did I feel such a strong sense of danger? He walked up to Favor, patted her on the 
head, and moved on with his day. I had a growing uneasiness and couldn’t wait to leave. 

As we waited, we met a young woman who had returned to visit this place, which had formerly 
been the Happy Home orphanage, where she had been adopted 12 years ago. The building now 
housed EAI, the adoption agency. The young woman asked to take our picture to capture our “gotcha 
day.” She was a view into the future of how successful adoptions looked. I knew that in this 
orphanage’s glory days, many children were helped and adopted. At that moment, however, I could 
tell that this place was a shadow of what it used to be, both in its spirit and physical representation. 
 
 
 

 
 

Favor continues to grab our hearts on her “gotcha day.” 
 

* * * * * 
 

That afternoon, Pochi had a boy from Covenant Church pick us up to go shopping. We laughed as 
we recognized that all the tourists were taken to the same cultural market. We realized the local 



vendors must have a common route for Americans, because we saw more Americans and Europeans 
than Ethiopians. In this same place where we’d been taken when we came to pick up Shewit three 
years earlier, we bought beautiful scarves, coffee, and gifts for all our friends and family back home. 
We enjoyed watching Favor pick out a stunning Ethiopian dress for herself. Seeing her shop for her 
friends at the orphanage was one of our sweetest experiences with her during those first few days. We 
soon realized her amazing inner beauty far outweighed her lovely outer beauty. 

We returned to the hotel just as a torrential rain, hail, and lightning storm hit the region. Watching 
the storm from our balcony was thrilling and a little scary, especially when a bolt of lightning hit right 
outside the hotel grounds—the whole building shook! Mark noticed that everyone stayed in the pool, 
so being the concerned American that he was, he called down to the front desk to alert the hotel staff 
that people were in the pool and there was lightning in the area. Nothing changed. We later found out 
that some people in Ethiopia look at lightning as though it is God saying, “It’s your time to go!” If 
today was their last day, they were determined to go out having the time of their lives. 

 
* * * * * 

 
That night, we enjoyed dinner with Josiah and a woman who was adopting an older child, like we 
were. We liked Josiah. He had a gentleness about him. At dinner, he shared with us how the 
government was handling the growing population of orphans. During the previous year, Ethiopia had 
legalized abortion as a possible way to control the orphan epidemic. But they didn’t take into account 
that families in Ethiopia look at a child as a blessing. A child represents the future hope of their family 
and country—no matter how inconvenient the timing might be. In a nation where one out of every 
three children dies, they consider abortion an abomination to survival, life, and hope. Sickness, 
poverty, and war had made orphans. Abortion was not the answer—it was viewed as a war on children, 
and the majority of Ethiopians did not agree with this new “right.”  

As we enjoyed our Ethiopian meal, Mark took his injera bread, a thin pancake Ethiopians use as 
an eating utensil, and dipped into one of the dishes brought out. He was getting tired of the tibs, a 
spicy beef sautéed with vegetables that he had been eating since we arrived, and the dish in front of 
him looked like something new and yummy. Before Josiah could stop him, Mark had taken a huge 
bite and swallowed. 

The expression on his face said it all. “What did I just eat?” Mark nervously asked. 
“Raw meat and tomato sauce,” the lady with us said. 
“Oh, that can’t be good,” Mark said. 
“Most Ethiopians don’t eat that because it is very...” Josiah searched for the right word, “easy to 

get sick with eating this.” 
That would turn out to be an understatement of the year in Mark’s case. That night and during 

the next 36 hours, he would hover over the porcelain altar at the Addis Ababa Hilton. 
 


