
	

My name is Carole Kagan, and this is my Yom Kippur story.!!
Like most of you, I am a Reconstructionist Jew.  The idea of a god who sits in judgment 
deciding who will live and who will die is, to me, a story and a metaphor handed down 
through the centuries.  It is certainly not a story or an imagery I have ever related to or 
taken literally.!!
Until Yom Kippur, 2000.  I knew all my life that I wanted to be a mother, and as I entered 
my 40s as a single woman I realized that this was likely not going to happen in the 
traditional way.  So for several years I pursued my dream of motherhood through 
adoption.  My family is from Eastern Europe, and the origin of my surname is Russian, 
so the idea of bringing another little Kagan out of that part of the world for a better life 
spoke to my heart.  I went through the paper chase familiar to those of you who have 
pursued international adoption.  Suffice to say that it was daunting even to a career 
bureaucrat like me.  !!
I like Russian names, and while I was preparing to adopt I made a list mellifluously 
called “Russian names I will keep if my baby has that name.”  At the top of the list was 
the name “Elena,”  a name that reflects both my family’s background and my love of the 
Spanish language.  After too much time I received a referral and a video of a very 
serious-looking baby.  The baby’s name was Elena.  My mother, who I’d never heard 
use the word “beshert,” said it was beshert.  Elena was my baby.  The fact that she was 
in Khabarovsk, Russia, a mere 15 time zones from my home in Maryland, was no more 
than an inconvenience.  I eagerly awaited the call to come get her.!!
Three weeks, later, the Russian government changed its adoption regulations and I had 
to make two trips to Russia in order to bring her home.  I made the first trip in July, 2000.  
I met Elena and held, kissed, and played with her for three days.  To her caretakers’ 
surprise I got this very serious baby to smile, laugh, and stand up holding my fingers, 
behaviors they hadn’t seen in Elena before. Then just as she began to reach out for me 
when I came to visit it was time to leave.  I was told I would likely be able to return to 
take her home within a few weeks.  I wrenched myself away, and waited three agonizing 
months, not weeks, before the call came to bring her home.  During that time she turned 
from a baby into a toddler.  I learned by e-mail that she had started to walk.  She 
apparently began to try the day I held her fingers.  !!
Finally I received a court date, October 9, 2000.  Yom Kippur.  So it was that on Yom 
Kippur morning, 2000, I stood trembling before a judge asking for life, and was granted 
life.  Not by a god on a throne on high, but by a little woman in a nondescript courtroom 
more than halfway around the world. !!
Happy Adoption Day, Elena.!!!!


