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  Enough small talk, Ruth. You didn’t come here to chat.


  Is it really that obvious?


  I’m afraid so. Who’s the father?


  I don’t know, Jezebel. I can picture his face, but I can’t remember his name. I don’t even have his number. It was just one night—this was never supposed to happen.


  Mmm hmm.


  I’ve made a horrible mistake.


  Don’t say that about yourself, dear. You’re a very strong woman. I’m sure we can find a way to fix this.


  You are?


  Absolutely. This is the current year, after all. Women have rights.


  I know, but I think it may be too late. This is something I have to live with now.


  Don’t be ridiculous, Ruth. It’s your choice.


  Yes, but my baby is already three weeks old. I mean, look at him. He has my eyes.


  You can’t seriously think of that as your baby.


  Why not? He’s mine, isn’t he? I’ve already given birth to him.


  Yes, you have. But the Supreme Court ruled that personhood does not extend to infants until they possess the ability to comprehend language. Until then, that thing is no different from a dog, or a cat. 


  But Jezebel, this is my child!


  Not until its brain develops well enough that it can speak. Until then, there’s no legal difference between terminating him or putting down a dog.


  How can you say that? Look at him, Jezebel! Look at how expressive his face is—how his eyes follow you—how he smiles.


  Ruth, please. Don’t let your emotions cloud your judgment. Do you know how much other women have sacrificed to give you this choice? 


  No, but—


  You are an empowered, modern woman. This is your choice. Don’t be ashamed of that. Be proud. Celebrate it.


  But what if I don’t want to go through with it?


  Come on, Ruth. Be reasonable. Are you really in a position to raise a child?


  No, but I—


  Then the most merciful thing you can do is terminate it, while you still can.


  What?!


  It’s true, and you know it. If you decided to keep it, you’d most likely find yourself trapped in the cycle of poverty, a single mother for the rest of your life. And is that any way to raise a family? Trust me, Ruth. Better to let it go.


  But how is that worse than killing him?


  The statistics don’t lie. A life trapped in poverty is not worth living.


  How do you know that?


  Are you seriously going to fight with me on this? You’ve led a privileged life, Ruth. We both have. It’s cruel and barbaric to bring a human life into the world under lesser circumstances than you’ve enjoyed.


  But I already have.


  No, you haven’t. Not according to the law. 


  But—but what if the law is wrong?


  Ruth, dear. Please. You’re changing the subject. We aren’t talking about the law, we’re talking about you. About your life. About your freedom. About your choice.


  I don’t know, Jezebel. It’s just… it doesn’t feel right to kill my child.


  There you go again, calling it a “child.” Do we need to go over this again? It’s not a real child until it can speak.


  But some babies can learn to make signs when they’re only a few months old. They can make gestures for food, for play, or for when they’re tired or hurt. Doesn’t that count?


  Don’t get caught up in the minutiae of it, Ruth. The truth is, this is your choice, and anyone who tells you otherwise is just trying to shame you into silence. Don’t be ashamed. Don’t let them silence you.


  I don’t know. 


  What do you mean, “I don’t know”? Do you doubt the science of brain development? Do you think you know better than the Supreme Court of the United States?


  Okay, okay. I’m sorry.


  Then what is holding you back?


  Look at him, Jezebel. Isn’t he the cutest thing you’ve ever seen?


  I know you feel attached to it, Ruth. And I know how hard this must be for you to hear. But I promise you, there is nothing wrong with letting it go.


  Are you sure?


  Yes. In fact, it would be a mercy.


  But Jezebel—I can’t.


  What do you mean?


  I can’t put down my baby. It doesn’t seem right. Even if it is a mistake, it’s my mistake.


  Then why should you have to carry it with you for the rest of your life? Why do you refuse to let it go? There’s still time for you to make this right. Be brave, Ruth.


  How is it “brave” to kill my child?


  We’ve been over this, Ruth. It’s not a “child.” Not yet.


  Child or not, it’s still my own flesh and blood. I carried it to term and gave birth to it. I gave it life.


  Yes, but it’s not a real person.


  How can you say that? It laughs, it cries. It has feelings. If I don’t put it down, it will one day grow up to be a man. To be my son. His children will be my grandchildren. And who knows but what he’ll accomplish more in his life than I will in mine? 


  There you go, letting your emotions get the best of you again.


  But where’s the line, Jezebel? When does he become a real human person? I’ve already brought him into this world.


  Yes, you have. But until the law says he’s a person, he’s not one.


  Is that what it all comes down to, then? The law?


  I didn’t come here to argue with you about the law, but if that’s what it takes to convince you, then so be it. Yes, it all comes down to the law. If the law says you’re a person, you’re a person. If it doesn’t, then you’re not. Why make this more complicated than it needs to be?


  Because… what if the law is wrong?


  It isn’t wrong. This is your right. Your choice.


  But isn’t murder a choice, too?


  No, Ruth. Murder is a crime. It breaks the law.


  But is that the only thing that makes it wrong?


  Why should it matter? 


  Because putting down this child—I mean, terminating this life—it feels a lot like murder.


  It’s not, Ruth. The law says so.


  But what if the law said that I’m not a person? What if it said that you were within your rights to kill me? That would be murder now—would it still be murder then?


  Ruth, I—


  And who makes the law, anyway? How do we know that they’re right? I mean, yes, I know that without law, we can’t have a functioning society, but what if our laws are bad? What if following the law is wrong?


  Don’t be ridiculous. Following the law isn’t wrong, because it’s the law. And the law says that you have a choice.


  But—


  Enough arguing, Ruth. Are you going to make your choice, or not?


  What if I choose not to?


  Ruth


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg
The Paradox
of Choice

JOE VASICEK





