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Elle

It is Sunday. Today is the day of the Lord. I love going to church with my husband. We never miss a Sunday or a Wednesday. I love my church family. Jason and I have been attending First Baptist Church since we were teenagers. We met at church and stayed at the same church after we got married. I love him and our life. 

Jason and I are trying to start a family. We have been married for three years, and it just hasn’t happened for us yet. Hopefully, it will soon. I pray every day that God will bless me with a child. I want to have a family with Jason. I want a house full of children. 

All I have ever wanted is to be a wife and mother. I want to be a godly wife and a godly mother. It is all I dream about when I close my eyes at night. I think about being a mother every second of every day. My doctor told me to stop stressing over not getting pregnant and just let it happen. 

I don’t agree with my doctor. I think there is something wrong with me. Maybe God is punishing me for something. I pray so hard for a baby. Why hasn’t God answered my prayer for a baby? Please, God, give me a baby. I will be a good, godly mother. 

I am dressed for church. Jason went ahead this morning without me. He had a meeting with the church elders. I am alone in the house with my thoughts. Sometimes it is hard for me to be in this big house alone. Jason travels a lot for work. I don’t mind that he travels. He is a good provider, but sometimes I feel so lonely. Some days are hard. If I had a child to take care of, maybe I wouldn’t feel so worthless and useless. I feel worthless sometimes and I shouldn’t feel that way. 

I finish getting ready for church. It is important for me to look perfect when I am on Jason’s arm. I have always taken great pride in how I look and what people think about me. I am not sure why, but I have always cared about what people think. The fact that so many people keep asking us when we are going to have a baby makes me crazy! I want a child, but it is just not happening. 

I slip into my high heels and take one last look in the mirror. I practice my smile. I am ready for church. I am ready to look people in the eye and be little Miss Perfect. I have been little Miss Perfect since I could walk, and as years have passed, I have become more obsessed with being perfect. 

I go down the stairs and grab my purse from the kitchen. I dig my keys out of my purse. I walk out the side door to the garage. I get into my car and hit the button to open the garage. I look down and realize that Jason filled my car with gas this morning. That is one stop I will not have to make this morning. I swear I am the luckiest woman in the world. 

I back out of the driveway and onto State Street. I drive to the stop sign and make a left. The church is only five miles from home. I love that we are so close to the church. It makes it easy for me to get to the church and clean it twice a week with a couple of the ladies from my Sunday School Class. We meet on Monday and Thursday to clean the church. After we clean the church, we always go out for coffee. I look forward to those special girls’ nights. 

It is usually Me, Edie, Carla, Sam and sometime Lyanne. They all have children. I listen to them talk about their lives. Sometimes it is hard to hear, but I can’t be jealous of them. No, I should not be jealous, but I can be. To be completely honest I am jealous. I like it when Joanne comes to help. She doesn’t have children. We are the same age. I never asked her why she doesn’t have children and she never asked me. I don’t know if she has a problem like I do or if Joanne is just waiting for the right moment to have children.

I get to church and rush to Sunday School. I truly love my fellowship with my class. I didn’t have time to see Jason before class started, but I will see him at the eleven o’clock service. I love sitting next to such a big strong man in church. He always holds my hand, and occasionally he will lean over and tell me he loves me. 

Sunday School goes just like any other day. Lila is our spiritual leader for class. She is always smiling and praising the Lord. She makes coming to class so enjoyable. She also has children. She has a boy, Jacob, that is two and a daughter Angel, that is one. Lila says she wants another one, but that she is not in a big rush to have anymore just yet. 

Class goes by perfectly. I feel at peace and refreshed. Lila finishes the lesson and we start talking amongst ourselves while we wait until time to leave for 11 O’clock service. I am smiling and happy. Edie and I talk about the bake sale for the church homeless fund, and the clothing drive. She is always on top of taking care of the homeless in the area. She works with them daily, feeding them, clothing them, and just treating them like people. 

Just as we are about to leave and head to the service Joanne stands up. “Ladies, I have a very important announcement to make,” she says. Joanne is glowing. 

No No No! It can’t be. She is the only person I have that doesn’t have children and isn’t constantly asking me when you are going to have children or bragging about their children. Please don’t let this be a pregnancy announcement. I don’t think I can take it. 

Joanne looks around the room. “I am pregnant,” she says with glee. My Sunday School class erupts, and I hide my feelings. I hide behind a smile. I hug Joanne. I can cry when I get home. 
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Elle

Today is a good day and a bad day. How can I not be happy for Joanne? What kind of person would be jealous of another woman’s joy? If I finally got pregnant, I would want her to be happy for me. Maybe, just maybe, since it happened for her, it will happen for me now. 

I sit down in the pew beside my husband. I want to cry or something. I am trying so hard to just be happy for Joanne, but my mind is racing. “Are you okay?” Jason asks me. 

I look into his beautiful blue eyes. I hope that when we have a baby, he or she will have those beautiful blue eyes. “I am fine,” I said. He looks at me with a smile. 

“I know something is going on with you,” Jason said. 

I can’t lie to him. He knows me better than anyone. “We can talk about it after church,” I said. 

Jason pulls me closer to him. I melt into him. I can feel the tears coming and I try so hard to hold the tears back, but a tear runs down my cheek. I should not be this upset over another woman’s joy. I am happy for Joanne. I am just sad for me. I want to grow a baby inside me. I want to be a mother. I deserve to be a mother. 

Jason looks at me. He gently wipes away the tears. “Alex told me this morning. I know about Joanne. Is that what is wrong?” Jason asks me. 

I nod my head. The choir comes in, and church starts.  I feel so overwhelmed all at once. I feel like the world is crashing down around me. I should not feel this way. I can’t pull it together. “I think I am going home. I need to just go home today,” I said. 

I slip out of the pew and make my way down the aisle to the front of the church. People are looking at me as I cry. What will I tell them happened? What will I say is my reason for leaving? Little Miss Perfect is crying and practically running out of the church, leaving her husband alone for the Sunday Service. 

I get into my car. I grab the steering wheel and scream. I cry uncontrollably. What the fuck is going on with me? Lord, forgive me. I start my car. I drive five miles home. I pull into the garage and park my car. I hit the button to close the garage. I pull the visor down and look in the mirror. I am a mess. 

I get out of the car and go into the house through the garage door. I am distraught. I set my purse down on the counter. It dawns on me. Maybe I am so emotional because I am pregnant. That would be wonderful. I can only imagine how wonderful it would be to
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