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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 earth in Bundelkhand remembers everything. It remembers the monsoons that came and the monsoons that didn't. It remembers the feet of women who walked to the well and back, to the well and back, until their spines curved like sickles. It remembers the small bodies it has received, wrapped in cloth too precious to waste on the dead but wasted anyway because what else can a mother do?

Sushila's hands remember too. They remember the weight of each child- the first, Ram Prasad, born screaming and perfect. And the second, Geeta, who never screamed at all, who slipped from life to death between one breath and the next. The third, fourth, fifth -she had named them all, though the village women had warned her not to name them too quickly, not to love them too fast, not to believe they would stay.

But she had named them anyway. And loved them. And believed.

And buried them.

Six children returned to the earth. Six times she had dug into the hard Bundelkhand soil, her hands bleeding because they couldn't afford to pay anyone else to do it, because grief was something you carried alone even when surrounded by people who had carried the same.

Now she was pregnant with the fourteenth. Her belly swelled beneath her faded sari like a terrible promise.

The well was three kilometers from the village. In the time before, before the drought stretched from one season into two, then three, then something that no longer felt like seasons at all but like a punishment from gods who had grown tired of listening the well had been one kilometer away. But that well had dried up, and then the next one, and now they walked to a well that belonged to the next village, where the women looked at them with a mixture of pity and resentment because water, like everything else, was something you hoarded or shared, and sharing meant less for your own.

Sushila walked with the other women in the dark before dawn. At nine months pregnant, her body had become a geography of pain — her back a mountain range of pressure, her legs like a river swollen beyond their banks, her lungs shallow vessels that couldn't hold enough air.

“You shouldn’t be walking,” Kamala said. Kamala was old, had buried eight children herself, had earned the right to speak plainly. “You’ll deliver on the road.”

“Then I’ll deliver on the read,” Sushila said. “The children need water.”

The seven living children: Ram Prasad, nineteen, who came home each evening smelling of someone else's fields. Radha, sixteen, already gone to her husband's house, whose laugh Sushila still heard in empty rooms. Munni, fourteen, who worked beside her without being asked and never complained. The twins, Gopal and Govind, eleven — you could only tell them apart by the way Gopal always looked at the sky first when he woke, as if checking whether the world was still there. Lakshmi, eight, named for the goddess of wealth, who collected small stones as if they were coins. And Chotu — five years old, always coughing, who still reached for Sushila's hand in his sleep without waking.

Seven living. Six dead. The dead had names too, but Sushila had learned not to speak to them aloud because speaking to them made other people uncomfortable, made them afraid that death was contagious and could be transmitted through speech.

The shrine to Shitala Mata stood at the edge of the village, under a neem tree that had somehow survived the drought. The goddess was not well defined, carved from stone by someone who understood power better than beauty. She rode her donkey, carried her broom and her pot of cooling water. Shitala Mata, the cool one, the mother of fevers and childhood diseases, the one you prayed to when your child's body burned hot enough to boil water.

Sushila had prayed to her seven times. Six times the goddess had said no.

She stopped at the shrine on her way back from the fields.

“Mata,” she said quietly, not kneeling because her belly wouldn’t allow it. “I’m not asking for this one to live.”

The goddess sat silent on her donkey, eyes blank.

“I’m asking for the strength to survive if it doesn’t. I’m asking...” Her voice caught. “I’m asking to be strong enough for the seven who are still here. They need me. I can’t...if this one dies
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