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 “I’ve got a rainbow ‘round my head” 
“IT WON’T RAIN, IT WON’T RAIN” 

(The title is based on the lyrics of a song, sung by Ella Jenkins, an American folk singer) 
 
 
The phone call 
 

- I want you to imagine Pristina, Kosovo, in early July 2005. I’m having dinner all by myself in a 
local restaurant after a long day of meetings with UN and EU colleagues. Jarl, my husband, calls 
me on the mobile, and whispers, “Ben just called from the agency in Chicago. We have a situation”. A 
situation meaning that a baby girl had been born on July 2, and the adoption agency was 
considering us to become her parents.  

- I tried to keep cool. We had received a similar phone call in February and nothing had come 
out of if. But as I walked back to my hotel, I couldn’t stop thinking that there was this tiny baby 
girl in Chicago, who might just be our daughter. Could this be Georgina? Alone in the hospital, 
could she be thinking about us? Did she know that kilometers across the Ocean we were her 
papas-to-be? We had chosen her name back in February. On the phone, Ben told us that 
Georgina’s biological mother came from Georgia, USA. Could this be a sign?  

 
Meeting Georgina 
 

- We flew to Chicago in the beginning of August and met Georgina. Love at first sight! She was 
so tiny and cute… a little chocolate bonbon wrapped in blankets and the smell of talc. It felt 
strange to hold her in our arms. It felt right to hold her in our arms. Becky, her foster-mum, 
brought her to us.  

- Aunt Becky and her husband, uncle Ed, became close friends of ours. A couple in their 60’s, 
Catholic and middle-class. Had they ever thought that their foster-child would have two papas? 
Probably not. Had we ever expected to have a lot in common with them? Probably not. But there 
we were, sharing our love for this little girl, learning about our two worlds and growing fond of 
each other.  

- At the end of August, after going to court, Georgina was flying home with us. On September 3, 
we arrived in Brussels, Belgium, exhausted, nervous, happy, in awe! Before we left, at O’Hare’s 
airport in Chicago, the two guys from US Homeland Security wished us well. “What a beautiful 
family!”, they said as we boarded the plane. Wow, did we look like a family or what?! What a great 
feeling. 

- It took us two hard years to get here, dozens of phone calls, hundreds of e-mails. We met with 
many obstacles. We met with many friendly strangers too. We were poked. We were analyzed 
through and through. We persevered. We despaired. We persevered more. We made it! Here 
was Georgina!  

- But our adoption travels began a long time ago, in the depth of our hearts and minds. In my 
case, way back to that day in 1994 in Lisbon, Portugal when I found April Martin’s book on 
LGBT parenting. So, I’m not alone?  There are others just like me? I’m telling you, that day I 
found my Bible! I just knew my dream would come true. 
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Getting to know our daughter 

 

- How not to talk to you about Georgina… the first thing you notice about Georgina are her eyes. 
They are smart, inquisitive, alive! They are deep like a well of wisdom, bright like a ray of 
sunshine. Listen, Georgina’s eyes are the Universe!  

- Georgina has always been an easy child, or maybe we just happen to be the right kind of match. 
She is interested, cooperative, friendly, and usually in a good mood. There are difficult moments 
too. The sleepless nights when Georgina was a small baby, the frequent feedings, the regular 
diaper-changing, were all part of the package. It took some time getting used to, but it didn’t 
take away the joy of being a parent. Rocking your baby back to sleep is a moment of pure delight, 
babies are so soft and warm... giving the bottle and looking into your baby’s eyes is a wonderful 
way to bond. Changing a diaper can be a moment of cuddly fun too.  

- Oh, you feel tired. Of course, you feel tired! When Georgina was a small baby, sometimes I felt 
so tired I actually day-dreamt about sleep... I read somewhere that being the parent of a small 
child is the most emotionally complex and rewarding experience you can think of. I’m sure being 
a parent is like this all the time, no matter the age of your child. 

- I will borrow from Adriana Calcanhoto, a Brazilian singer I love, to tell you how we feel about 
Georgina: “Without you, we’re a plane without wings, a fire without flame”, “without you, we’re love 
without a kiss, a car without a road”. 

 
Being two papas 
 

- Our family is different. Our family is like any other family.  

- It is different because most children live with a mother and a father, and Georgina has two 
papas. And Papalu is Portuguese, Papa is Swedish and Georgina is American. I’m mixed-race, Jarl 
is white, Georgina is black. We are the rainbow indeed!  

- We are different because our daughter will be able to grow up not being afraid of saying one 
day, “I’m straight”, or “I’m gay”, or “I’m bi”, or “I’m trans”, or, “I’m just many things and loving every single 
moment of it!”. She knows we will love her no matter what. We will embrace her and follow her 
lead.  

- Our family is different because being gay men and parents has made us more socially and 
politically engaged. In our home, human rights, tolerance, dignity, respect, diversity, 
interculturalism, gender equality, social justice, sexuality, are common words, common fights. 
Georgina will learn about them too. And if she encounters homophobia, and that is likely to 
happen sooner or later, we hope that the words she hears at home will give her the strength, the 
wisdom, and the pride to find the right answers, the right coping strategy. You cannot stop the 
rain, but you can give your child an umbrella. That’s why I sing to Georgina, “I’ve got a rainbow 
‘round my head. It won’t rain. It won’t rain”.  

- Our family is like any other because we worry about our daughter’s wellbeing and future. We 
want the best for her. We want her to live a constructive and fulfilling life.  

- Our family is like any other because we want the nicest friends, the best schools, the healthiest 
choices, the prettiest dreams, the loveliest achievements, for Georgina. But in the end, it’s not 
about us being proud of our daughter, it’s about her feeling proud of herself. 
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The world at large 

 

- I remember the young black women in the streets of Chicago stopping us to say how pretty our 
daughter is. Their encouraging smiles, their clapping hands. I remember the posh, straight, sweet 
white lady at the museum in Chicago telling us, “My son is also adopted and black. I’m so happy to see 
families like ours everywhere”. Note the “like ours”. I remember the white waiter in the same 
museum’s restaurant telling us, “I have two daughters at home who look just like your daughter. My wife 
and I are also adoptive parents. Way to go!”. Europeans are more reserved, they don’t stop us in the 
street, they don’t share so much with strangers. But in our building, in our neighborhood, there 
are many smiles, some indifferent faces it’s true, but never any frowns. 

- However, it saddens me sometimes, it upsets me too sometimes, that some people still think 
that the best qualification possible to be a good parent is to be heterosexual. I can think of so 
many much more fundamental things, such us love, patience, a sense of humor, creativity, energy, 
tolerance, strength, humbleness, tenderness, honesty. 

- The world is changing. In July 2007, Jarl, my husband, became Georgina’s legal father too, in 
Belgium. But I’ll say that again, in Belgium… things will only be set right when Georgina will have 
two legal fathers wherever we go in the world.  

- Nothing is too much when it comes to your child’s interests. That’s one of the most important 
things for you as a parent, your child’s protection. Being here today is part of my duty as a father, 
a father who is also a gay man. It’s about making the world at large a safer, more respectful place 
for our daughter, Georgina, and for our family. I should also add, for all our children and for all 
our families. 

 

by Luís Amorim - Brussels, 1 March 2008 
 
(This text was adapted from a previous one written in October 2006) 


