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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.

The Mathematician's Proof

"Na punyam na papam na saukhyam na duhkham,

na mantro na tirtham na veda na yajnam —

aham bhojanam naiva bhojyam na bhokta,

chidananda rupah Shivoham, Shivoham."

(I am not virtue, I am not sin, neither happiness nor sorrow, I am Shiva, I am Shiva.)

— Adi Shankaracharya, Nirvana Shatakam
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The Variables
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The equation sprawled across Dr. Anjali Raman's whiteboard like a prayer gone wrong. Probabilities nested within probabilities, each variable representing another failed attempt, another month of injections, another phone call that began with "I'm sorry, but..."

She stood before it at three in the morning, her office in the Berkeley mathematics building silent except for the hum of fluorescent lights. The janitor had stopped asking why she was there at such hours. He had arrived at his own conclusions, she supposed: a driven woman, a grieving woman, a woman unable to rest. He was not wrong on any count.

P(success) = P(viable embryo) × P(successful implantation) × P(term pregnancy)

But this was a lie, wasn't it? A beautiful lie, the kind mathematicians tell themselves when they believe the universe can be tamed by notation. There were other variables she hadn't accounted for. The probability that her body-this body she had fought for, bled for, remade at such cost-was trying to tell her something she refused to hear.

Anjali pressed her forehead against the cool whiteboard, leaving a small smudge that bisected her carefully drawn integral sign. She breathed in the chalky mineral smell and waited, as she always waited at three in the morning, for the clarity that never came.

The shrine sat on her desk, barely larger than her palm.

She had arranged it with the same precision she gave to everything: a small brass oil lamp whose wick she trimmed on the first of every month, a sprig of dried bilva leaves she had carried from her mother's garden in Chennai, a single red hibiscus she replaced each Monday morning. At the center stood Ardhanarishvara: half-Shiva, half-Parvati, the divine in its most radical unity. The right half was Shiva was ash-grey, matted locks, the third eye closed in meditative stillness, the crescent moon caught in the crown of hair. The left half was Parvati, gold-limbed, wearing a red silk sari, one breast full and tender, a lotus in the upraised palm.

Anjali had bought the murti in a small shop in Berkeley's Indian district the week after her final surgery, drawn to it with an urgency she could not name. The shopkeeper, an elderly Tamil woman with eyes like her mother's, had wrapped it in red silk without being asked.

"Rendu peru onnu," the woman had said. Two people, one.

Anjali had carried it home like a secret. She had not told her therapist about the shrine. She had not told her colleagues. She had set it on her desk and understood, with certainty that preceded language, that she had not chosen this deity. This deity had chosen her.

In the Hindu tradition, the Ishtadevata is the chosen form of the divine, the face through which the infinite makes itself comprehensible to a single human soul. Anjali had grown up in a household where God was addressed as Murugan, her father's God, the warrior son of Shiva, ever young, ever radiant, ever victorious. She had prayed to Murugan as a child with the rote fluency of someone reciting a phone number they no longer needed. The prayers had felt like obligation, polite and hollow.

But Ardhanarishvara had arrived in her life the way certain mathematical truths arrive: not through argument but through recognition. Not I have learned this, but I have always known this. The deity that refused to be one thing, that held masculine and feminine not in tension but in synthesis; this was the God she had not known she was looking for. This was the shape of the divine that could hold the shape of her.

She touched the base of the murti lightly, a habit she had developed without intention. Tell me, she thought, not quite praying, not quite thinking. Tell me what the variables are. Tell me what I'm solving for.

The shrine said nothing, as shrines do. But the lamp flame stirred without a draft, and Anjali, who did not believe in signs, noted it anyway.
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