
Welcome to the Olebella Club!

Our mission is to treat...everyone we meet...with kindness and respect...and 
to all, we’ll connect.  With a smile on our face...to all religions and race, a 
smile in our hearts...for that’s where it starts.  And a smile in our voice...for 
all to rejoice!  Come...will you join us?



You can come from any country, any place, or spot...where the 
weather could be...very cold...or hot.  You may be adopted, or fos-
tered...or not.  You could come from a family, that lives on a yacht! 
 





You can walk funny.  You can talk funny.  You can make silly, goofy, faces...funny!  
You can speak in English or Spanish or...nonsense and gibberish.  
However, we wish...you won’t smell like fish! 



You can have straight hair, or curly hair...or no hair at all, hair.  
You can have black hair, or yellow hair...or any color you dare, hair.  
With beauty and grace, surrounding your face...your hair may turn 
white...Oh, what a sight!



You can move around on wheels; wear 
sneakers or heels.  You can snort when you 
laugh...or laugh ‘til you cry.  You can run 
with your arms up high in the sky!  



You can be short, or tall; skinny or 
round.  You can even walk...upside 
down!  Your heart must be big, with 
a loving soul...or pay to be a mem-
ber, a very large toll!



We will treat all people with love and respect 
(even our sisters...oh, what the heck!). 

We’ll seek new adventures; be willing to try, 
anything and everything, and will always ask 
“Why?”



We promise to laugh, to giggle and sigh; to 
play forever, until time for good-bye.



My name is Olivia.  I’m the leader of the club, somtimes we 
meet  in a big bathtub.  I have a little sister named Isabella...we 
call her Bella for short.  It’s Italian for beautiful, and she’s of 
that sort.  

Instead of Olivia, they call me “Ole!”.  A Spanish expression that 
means “Hooray”!  But Olivia’s the name I like day to day.



I was born in a small village in Guatemala, 
located in Central America.  Bella was born in 
an African country, called Ethiopia.  Our Mom-
my is from Georgia. 

Can you show us where you are from?

Guatemala

Georgia

Ethiopia



Mommy adopted us, but we didn’t fuss.  She gave us her 
home, her heart, and her love.  She says we’re her angels, 
sent down from above.  She isn’t married; we don’t have a 
“Dad”.  Her love is so big, that we’re never sad.



We are a family of “diversity”.  We’re not all the same.  
Difference is...the name of our game.  Our outsides may vary, 
but it isn’t scary.  This is our family...we’re all girls, as you 
know, and because of our differences...together we grow.



Oh!  I almost forgot...something I don’t do a lot...

 We think she seems scary and we’re especially 
wary...when her smile does arrive...those shiny, 
sharp teeth...could eat us alive!

There is something unusual about Mommy...for a 
Mommy, that is.  Her smile hides, underneath...
metal braces on her teeth. 



We soon realized that her teeth were the 
same...only covered in metal, meant to 
straighten and tame.  She was still our 
Mommy, loving and true, just different 
from us, like me and you.



All during the day, we love to play 
in our backyard...it isn’t hard.   



We swim in the 
pool, to keep 
ourselves cool. 



In the kitchen, we sing and 
we dance..like we’ve got 
“ants in our pants”!



To make ourselves quiet, we 
read stories at night.  Nose kisses 
aren’t rare to show how we care.  
For we are a family with lots of 
love that we share!      


