
Eve 

       I could hardly stand as we walked out of the doctor’s office. My husband opened the car 

door for me, and I sat down thinking about the news that I had just received. We had been trying 

to have our first baby for over three years. A month before, I had gone to my first doctor’s 

appointment, and he confirmed that I was expecting my first child, who was due in May. My 

husband and I could not express how excited we were to finally have our first child. One chilly 

morning in early November, we went to my third pregnancy appointment. The doctor informed 

us that he had some bad news. While he was looking at the ultrasound and the amniocentesis he 

had discovered that our baby had Down syndrome. He explained, “You see, Down syndrome is a 

genetic chromosome 21 disorder which causes intellectual and developmental delays. Your baby 

will never be a normal child. It will require extra hours of care and attention and will most likely 

only live to young adulthood. Your baby probably will most likely not be healthy.” He advised 

us to have an abortion as soon as possible. He said, “The sooner you can take care of this little 

problem, the better. Think about it and let me know what you decide at the next appointment.”         

         As we drove away, the car was completely silent. Neither of us knew what to say. What 

were we going to do? Should we follow the doctor’s instructions and give up our dream that we 

had been hoping and praying for? Suddenly my husband said, “I think we should do what the 

doctor said.  I mean he’s an expert, right? He knows what he is talking about. We can always try 

again.” I grumbled something that could have been taken as agreement, but all the while 

thoughts were running through my head. Maybe our baby would be a handful and require a lot of 

work, but wouldn’t we love him or her just as much? Could I give up my baby on a doctor’s 

suggestion? Maybe he was wrong? No one was perfect. Maybe our baby was actually perfectly 



healthy. But on the other hand, would I curse my baby with the handicap of not being able to fit 

in? Could I bring my baby into a world that would never love or appreciate them? My child 

would never get have a normal child. Could I do that to someone, even for my own happiness? 

      The rest of that day I lay in bed miserable and tired. I couldn’t talk about that morning for a 

whole week. My mind was still reeling. The night before our next doctor’s appointment, I was 

distracting myself by watching videos on YouTube. I clicked on one that looked mildly 

interesting. Its description read “Family of Nine travels Full Time.” The ten minute “episode” 

showed a happy family that travelled all across the country.  Their youngest daughter captured 

my thoughts from the very beginning. She was about eight years old and she had Down 

syndrome. She was the cutest little kid I had ever seen! She would melt down and be moody, but 

she was a child. She was sweet and always tried to keep her siblings cheerful. She was so full of 

life and love that others couldn’t help but notice. She did not let her disability hold her back. She 

realized she was unique in her own way and both she and her family embraced that. She never let 

her handicap hold her back from making friends and meeting new people. People did not treat 

her like she was different; they accepted her without a thought. I saw in her the truth. If I was to 

have an abortion, I would be taking a life on the basis that my baby’s life would be different than 

I had hoped. I would deprive my baby of the gift of life because I did not want him or her to 

suffer from a disability. I had made my decision. I went to sleep that night with a feeling of 

contentment.  

      I told my husband over breakfast that I had decided we had to keep our baby, and that 

nothing could change my mind. He expressed his concerns that he was not sure if we were ready 

to handle a baby with such a disability. I reassured him that I would do whatever it took to keep 

my baby, no matter his or her “flaws”. Then I showed him a few of the videos and by the end we 



both had tears in our eyes. The choice was unanimous and no doctor would convince us 

otherwise. 

       After waiting about a half an hour, we were finally called back into the office. The doctor 

asked, “How has everything been since the last appointment? Any health changes that have 

worried you?” I replied, “My health has been normal, and I just wanted to let you know, we have 

made a decision. We are going to keep our baby.” To my disgust, he replied with, “You’re 

making a mistake. I really think you should reconsider.” At that point I got up out of my chair 

and walked out of that office.  

        Seven months later I gave birth to a beautiful baby girl with Down syndrome. We named 

her Eve after the little girl in the videos. Every time she looks into my eyes I thank God that I 

stumbled upon the family’s videos that night. My Eve has been the joy of my world. She is so 

kind, loving, and well behaved. She is flawless to me even if she isn’t considered perfect by 

“society’s standards”. She is an extremely smart student and she loves to learn new things. 

Despite all of that, she is a human like you and me. She has the dignity of humanity and a right 

to live. Please choose life! 

         

 


