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In memory of all the mothers who have buried children and kept going.

In memory of all the children who lived, however briefly.

Their names matter.

Their lives matter.

They are not forgotten.

The Space Between Mystery and Medicine

In Hindu cosmology, creation begins with a sound—Om—the primordial vibration from which all existence emerges. Yet for all our sacred texts, scientific advancement, and medical precision, the creation of life remains fundamentally mysterious. We can map genomes, fertilize eggs in laboratories, track fetal development week by week, but we cannot answer the deepest questions: Why does life begin? Why does it sometimes end before breath? What makes one pregnancy a miracle and another a loss?

This collection does not attempt to answer these questions. Instead, it sits with them in hospital waiting rooms and temple sanctums, in IVF clinics and prayer rooms, in the bodies of women who have carried life and loss simultaneously.

Womb of Stars brings together twenty stories of pregnancy loss within the Indian Hindu diaspora. These are stories of married women and single mothers, of young brides and older parents, of transgender men who dared to dream of pregnancy, of bodies that miscarried once and bodies that miscarried seven times. The losses vary ectopic pregnancies, stillbirths at forty weeks, first-trimester miscarriages, selective reductions, genetic incompatibilities, stress-induced complications, and losses with no medical explanation at all.

But these are not only stories of loss. They are stories of seeking women turning to their Ishtadevata, their chosen personal deity, not for easy answers but for the strength to hold impossible questions. In Hindu tradition, the Ishtadevata represents the face of the divine that speaks most intimately to your soul. For some women in these stories, it is Lakshmi, goddess of abundance. For others, Kali, destroyer and creator. For still others, it is Ganesha, remover of obstacles, or Durga, fierce mother, or Shiva, lord of transformation.

What unites these narratives is the recognition that medical science and spiritual practice are not opposites but different languages describing the same profound mystery. An ultrasound can show when a heartbeat stops, but it cannot explain why. A priest can perform a puja for a child's safe arrival but cannot guarantee it. A reproductive endocrinologist can optimize hormone levels but cannot control the mystery of cellular division.

We live in the tension between what we can control and what we cannot, between what medicine can fix and what only time and grace can heal, between the physical reality of loss and the spiritual question of meaning.

These stories honor that tension. They do not offer false comfort or simple faith. They offer something more valuable: witnesses. Women who have walked this path, who have sat with their Ishtadevata in anger and in surrender, who have learned that grief has many colors and all of them are holy, who have discovered that loss does not diminish love—it reveals its depth.

A Note on Reading These Stories

Each story stands alone and can be read independently. Some are set in India—Mumbai, Delhi, small villages in Kerala, ancient temple towns. Others unfold in the Indian diaspora—London, Toronto, Dubai, Sydney, New York. The characters are Hindu but diverse in practice: some deeply devout, some culturally connected but spiritually uncertain, some angry at the gods they once trusted.

You may not share these characters' faith traditions. You may not believe in Ishtadevatas or karma or divine grace. That's okay. These stories are not asking you to convert—they're inviting you to witness. To sit with grief that transcends culture and faith, to honor the universal experience of loving someone you never got to hold.

Important Disclaimers

Medical: These stories reflect characters' spiritual and emotional journeys, but they do not replace professional medical care. If you are experiencing pregnancy loss, complications, or grief that interferes with daily functioning, please consult healthcare providers, therapists, and grief counselors. Resources are provided at the end of this collection.

Spiritual: The consciousness-based practices and spiritual approaches described in these stories are drawn from Hindu traditions, but they are not prescriptive. Grief is personal. Healing is not linear. What brings one person comfort may not resonate with another. Take what serves you; leave what doesn't.

Content Note: These stories contain frank discussions of pregnancy loss, stillbirth, miscarriage, infertility, medical procedures, and grief. They may be triggering for those who have experienced similar losses. Please care for yourself as you read.
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The thing about grief Bharati had learned, is that it doesn't announce itself. It waits. It hides in the curve of a wooden spoon, the scent of cardamom splitting open, the particular sizzle of mustard seeds hitting hot oil. It waits for you to forget to be careful, and then it grabs you, floods you, and drowns you.

She was thinking this on a Tuesday morning in her Bandra kitchen, her kitchen, not the television kitchen with its gleaming copper pots and strategically placed tulsi plant, but her real kitchen, the one that smelled like yesterday's fish curry and had a crack in the corner tile she kept meaning to fix. The notebook lay open on the counter where she'd left it the night before, her handwriting crawling across the page in English and Marathi, sometimes mid-word switching between them the way her mother used to.


Saffron chicken for the wedding dinner... but Vikram doesn't like saffron. Try with dried rose petals instead? He loved the gulab jamun that time in Jackson Heights. Or maybe ...


She snapped the notebook shut.

Three years, two months, and sixteen days. Not that she was counting.

"Bharati-ji, the car is here!" Nandini called from the living room, her voice bright with the kind of energy that only twenty-three-year-olds possess at seven in the morning. "And Sharma-sir already called twice. He says the okra won't wait for your 'creative process.'"

Bharati allowed herself a smile. Nandini had been her assistant for eight months now, hired because she was competent and young enough not to know who Bharati had been before — the cooking show host whose son died, who fled America with her grief wrapped around her like a shawl, who resurrected herself in Mumbai through sheer stubborn refusal to disappear entirely.

The new show, Rasoi Chronicles, was smaller than her previous American venture but honest. She cooked recipes her grandmother taught her, her mother refined, and she had spent forty years perfecting. She cooked for India, for women who still handwrote recipes on the backs of electricity bills, for daughters who called their mothers long-distance to ask how much exactly was a pinch.

What she didn't cook were the recipes in the notebook. Those were different. Those were impossible.
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The studio lot in Andheri was already humid by the time they arrived, the monsoon threatening but not yet committed. Bharati touched the small silver Annapurna pendant at her throat as she walked into the building. It was a habit she'd developed without noticing.

Rajesh Sharma intercepted her before she reached the makeup room. He was a round man who sweated profusely and had opinions about everything except what actually mattered.

"Bharati-ji, we need to talk about Thursday's episode."

"The Goan fish curry? I've already tested it three times, Sharma-ji. The kokum..."

"No, no. The special episode. Food memories? Market research says audiences want connection. Emotion. Story. You're beloved, yes, but you're also..." He waved his hand vaguely. "Distant. Professional. They want to know you."

Bharati's smile didn't reach her eyes. She'd perfected this smile in the months after Vikram died, when strangers at the grocery store in Edison would recognize her from her old show and say, "I'm so sorry for your loss," as if loss were something discrete, something you could be sorry about and then move on.

"I give them recipes that work, Sharma-ji. That's the connection that matters."

"But imagine — you, talking about your mother's kitchen, your first cooking memory, maybe something about..." He lowered his voice. "Your son?"

The air in the corridor changed pressure. Bharati felt it in her ears, the way you feel a plane descending too fast.

"No," she said quietly.

"Just think about it. Authenticity sells. Vulnerability..."

"I said no."

She walked away before he could respond, her heels clicking against the floor in a rhythm that sounded like Vikram's name. Vi-kram. Vi-kram. Vi-kram.

** 
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In the makeup chair, she closed her eyes while Priya dusted powder across her nose. The studio was cold and they kept it cold for the lights, but Bharati felt sweat gathering at the small of her back.

"You look tired, Bharati-ji," Priya said gently. "Not sleeping?"

"Sleeping fine."

A lie. Last night she'd dreamed of Vikram at fourteen, standing in their New Jersey kitchen, complaining about her palak paneer. "Ma, nobody puts jaggery in spinach. That's not a thing. That's a you thing." In the dream, she'd tried to explain that balance was everything — bitter needed sweet, salt needed sour — but he'd just laughed and eaten three servings anyway. She'd woken at 3 AM and written: Palak paneer for the wedding (less jaggery, he was right, he was always right about the jaggery).

"All done," Priya announced, spinning the chair.

The woman looking back was put together. Professional. Distant, as Sharma said. Her hair was pulled into a neat bun, her sari a sensible cotton in television-friendly teal, her smile carefully painted on. She looked like someone who had survived and meant it.

She looked nothing like a woman who cooked for ghosts.
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The morning's episode went smoothly. Bhindi masala, the importance of drying the okra completely. Afterward, Nandini appeared with her usual efficiency, carrying Bharati's bag and a bottle of water. "Sharma-ji wants to meet at lunch to discuss Thursday."

"Tell him I have plans."

"Do you?"

Bharati took the water bottle. "I do now."

But Nandini didn't move. She was holding something — one of the notebooks. Not the current one. Older, the cover water-stained and warped. Bharati's stomach dropped.

"This was in the car. It fell out of your bag. I wasn't snooping, I promise, but it opened and I saw..." She paused. "Bharati-ji, these recipes. There's so much love in them. There's a name. Vikram. You write to him. About a wedding?"

The studio was emptying around them. Crew members were coiling cables, dismantling lights. Ordinary sounds of an ordinary day. Bharati felt extraordinarily untethered.

"It's nothing," she managed. "Old notes. From before."

"Before what?"

Before everything. Before the
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