Sometimes, tragically, the pregnancy ends suddenly, unbidden. Even the best intentions, the most fervent prayers, the best diet and medical care, the most heartfelt rituals cannot ensure a live birth. Despite our wishes, miscarriage is the normal outcome of many pregnancies. Miscarriage is a sad and significant event that demands its own rituals and liturgies. In their loss and sorrow, people must face this somber truth, and they must somehow find the courage to continue, to trust, and even to try again. They must express their dismay, their grief, and their anger at their inexplicable and irremediable loss

Twice even the Temple was destroyed—

the Temple, address of God,

focus of prayer,

seat of God's name,

God's Presence,

God's power.

We loved the Temple.

We came rejoicing

and in sorrow.

We came in feasting

and in penitence,

on festivals

and sabbaths and feast days

and no special days at all.

We brought our sacrifices

and our songs,

tbe fruits of our labors.

We loved the Temple

and the God whose Presence filled the Temple

and yet, the Temple was destroyed.

Was there something terribly wrong with the Temple?

Something that could not have been fixed

short of destruction?

There were worlds that God created and destroyed

before our world came to be.

What was wrong with them?

Was God practicing the art of creation

or whimsically testing the power to end?

Some are not meant to be.

Some disappear before they even arrive

What was wrong now?

Is this destruction a mercy?

Or is it You, God—

Has Your right arm withered?

Have You lost Your power?

Is all Your great and glorious might

lost in the battles of the past?

Or is it only in battle that we find Your presence?

In the hearts of men,

and not the wombs of women?

Yet I will recall the mighty deeds of God,

I will keep them before my eyes.

I recite them by day and by night.

