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Better This Way 

Rain seeped through the blanket in which she had swaddled the howling baby. A large drop 
landed on his forehead and he wailed louder, causing the arms that held him to tremble. She 
stared down at the bundle she was carrying as she walked, trying to imprint the soft blue eyes, 
tiny upturned nose, and plump rosy cheeks in her mind. As if he could read her thoughts, he 
turned his face towards her and cooed. The sound tore at her heart. Could she really go through 
with it? 

He wriggled a small arm out from under the blanket, waving it in the air, trying to grasp for 
something to hold onto. Her fingers twitched with the urge to grab his hand but she knew she 
shouldn’t. Couldn’t. A sob wracked her body, salty tears mingling with the rain on her cheeks. 
Her chest ached with her splitting heart. She wished she had more time. She wished it was over. 
She wished– 

Thunder rumbled, causing the baby to whimper. The sound turned into a cry, and then he was 
howling again. I know how you feel. She thought bitterly, realizing that she had stopped walking. 
She knew that she had to trudge on, yet was unable to bring herself to move. The rain eased, and 
she stood in the deserted lane for what seemed like an eternity. Her heart pounded furiously as 
she contemplated her choice. She knew she was doing the right thing, but why did it hurt so 
much? Taking a shaky breath, she lifted her head, tightening her arms around the baby. This is it. 
She thought wearily as she crossed the street. 

In front of her towered a brightly lit house, rising smoke curling from the chimney. She could 
hear soft laughter tinkling from a room inside and the joyful yap of puppy. Tears pricked in her 
eyes from the light, and through the window she caught a glimpse of a wall of photographs. The 
young couple smiled from the frames, yet it was clear that something was missing. He’ll be 
happy here. 

Climbing the brick steps to the front door, she knelt and placed the baby on the stoop. She bent 
her head towards his, planting a soft kiss on his forehead. She rose slowly and reached out a hand 
to press the doorbell. I love you. She fled down the steps and hurried across the street, stopping 
when she knew she was out of sight. She heard the door open and a woman’s voice exclaim, 
followed by the deep tones of her husband. A lump filled her throat and she let out a strangled 
cry. No. It was better this way. He could have a safe childhood, a happy life…. A second chance. 


