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Phyliss Trufant and her daughter, Darlene Odom, leave the Anchorage International
Airport. The two had not seen each other since Odom was 11 months old.

- Taken from mom as infant,
daughter returns ‘home’

By Bill Hess
Tundra Timaa

Phyliss Trufant carries a yel
low rose, and paces nervously
as she looks out the airport
window, waiting for United
Flight 65, Most of the people
waiting here are a little an.
xious; their friends, loved ones
and business associates are on
that plane from Chicagoe and
they are looking forward to
seeing them.

Any tension, nervousness of
excitement or anticipation felt
by any others is magnified
many times over in Trufant,

and it shows. The middle-aged,
attractive Inupiat woman paces
excitedly, smokes a cigaret
half way, grabs her 11-year-old
daughter Valerle, laughs, and
then cries. A part of her that
was taken away 20 years ago is
on that plane,

“Finally, the big jet can be
seen taxiing down the runway,
then it pulls up to the gate,
Trufant scurries over to the far
left side of the window to get
a better view as the passenger
loading ramp is placed over
the door of the plane. Then she
rushes back to where the tun-

nel made by that ramp empties
into the room, and watches
eagerly for the first passengers
to debark.

“I’ll bet she'll be the first
one off!” an interested onlook-
er remarks. She is not. A few
passengers stroll leisurely out,
and then there is a gap. Soon
others follow. No daughter.
More come. Still no daughter.
Phyliss clasps her hands to-
gether, squeals nervously, then
grabs Valerie as lears squeeze
their way out of her eyes.

The passengers keep coming

(Continued on Page Three)
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Phyliss Trufant, above, peers anxiously out the airport window as the flight carrying
her daughter pulls up to the gate. After spotting her (top right) they are finally re-
united after 20 years. -

E s

nd daughter enjoy each other's company in the airport coffee shop. When she tried, Trufant could learn nothing of her daughter’s

whereabouts. *“I didn't know if she was adopted, | didn"t know if she was dead,” Trufant says. PHOTOS BY BILL MESS




Now the search begins for other children

(Continued from Page Three)

younger children would also be
taken out and adopted. :

* This is the first time that
the mother and her Texas
raised daughter have seen each
other since, and once their
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ted children, spent five months
searching for her mother, Al-
though she stresses that she
had a happy life and that she
looks at her adoptive family

as her family and irreplaceable,

she says she was curious about
her background. !
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be Eskimo or some Alaska
Native, as she knew her family
had been in Alaska during
her infancy. Her adoptive
father was an Air Force man,
and they had pictures of the
great earthquake of 1964,

“l thought maybe my real

search for her blood-back-
ground. She had been given a
number for ALMA, an organ-
ization which helps put natural
family members in contact
with one another, but hesi-
tated to contact them.

“If 1 had have, | could
have found my mom in two
weeks!” says Odom. Instead
it took five months. She knew
she was close when

mother could respond nr+ not,
as she pleased.
“I was frightened she might

reject me,” Trufant recalls
ALMA classes where searching
children were told to prepare
for the worst. Then the tele-
gram came, which was read to
Odom over the phone by a
friend.

“1 am your natural mother
and | have been looking for
you and your sisters for sev-
eral years,” it read. “I couldn't
speak, or talk, for five min-
utes! Odom recalls. 1 was in
a state of shock!"

Now that they have been

" reunited, Odom plans to stay

in Alaska for two months,
work, and get to know her
mother. Although she came to
Alaska without telling her
adoptive mother of her search,
and feels there was some hurt
in her father's eyes even
though she believes he under-
stood, Odom says her life is
in Austin, Texas, where she
lives not far from her adoptive
family.

“No one could
them," she stresses. -

In Texas, home-cooked Mex-
ican food was a favorite staple

replace

~of Odom’s. In Alaska, she had

her first, somewhat queasy en-
counter with a recently caught
salmon. Still, she intends to
feast on it, enjoy it, and try
out whatever Eskimo food
comes her way, be it blubber,
muktuk, seal, walrus or Es-
kimo ice cream.

She hopes to learn some-
thing of her language and
ways. “My culture will come
to me when it is supposed to,”
Odom says, “It's in my back-
ground, my ancestors.”

The most important thing
she hopes to find, however, is
her two sisters whose where-
abouts are still unknown. Eliz-
abeth and Edwina. She has
the name of the man she
believes is her father, a Cau-
casian, but says he is “in a
state of rejection towards me.”

Already she and her mother
have begun searching Alaska
Native Health Service and
state records for information
on the other sisters, and feel
things look positive.

“l hope and I pray,” says
Odom, “that while | am here
in  Alaska, maybe they will
catch this news, and we can all

get together!"



