
Dear Expectant Mother,   We are Brandon and Rachelle.  We live in a small, Midwestern town where Brandon is a Realtor, and Rachelle works part-time in information technology.  Nearly all of our extended family lives nearby, which means we have grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins, eagerly waiting to welcome a new child into our family and shower him or her with love and attention.  We have been married for eight years.   We have struggled with infertility throughout those years.  Through IVF and a donor egg, we were blessed with Shelly, our three-and-a-half year old daughter.    Since Shelly is not Rachelle’s biological child, we already know and understand that it’s certainly not biology that determines love.  We long to adopt and to add another miracle child to our lives.  We will always be grateful to the birthmother who gives us the precious gift of her child.  
Rachelle:  I am the middle child and the only girl in our family.  My older brother claims I have all the personality traits of the oldest child, because I’m organized, responsible and always taking charge.  But I wonder if that’s just because I was the only daughter.   My parents knew they could count on me.  I spent my childhood playing with my brothers and the other kids in the neighborhood.  We were always outside, riding bikes, playing ball, or making forts.  My mom reminds me of a call she received from a neighbor one day, asking her if she knew where her daughter was.  My mom didn’t hesitate for a second before replying, “Yes.  Up in a tree.”  And that’s exactly where I was, perched at the very top of a tree.  No surprise to her.  In fact, she wondered why the neighbor considered it remarkable enough to make an inquiry.  My parents are loving, warm people and they raised us to put family first.  

Shelly awaits a little brother or sister. 




