Merle Field-

Healing after a miscarriage

Nothing helps. I taste ashes in my mouth. My eyes are flat dead. I want no platitudes, no stupid shallow comfort. I hate all pregnant women, all new mothers, all soft babies.

The space I'd made inside myself where I'd moved over to give my beloved room to grow— now there's a tight angry bitter knot of hatred there instead.

What is my supplication? Stupid people and new mothers, leave me alone. Deliver me, Lord, of this bitter afterbirth. Open my heart to my husband-lover-friend that we may comfort each other. Open my womb that it may yet bear living fruit.

