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Look at you, lying on the ground. There’s nothing I can do for you now. You’re broken, beyond being able to fix. I’ll sit next to you; pick up your broken shards. You used to stand so tall, so proud, and so beautiful. Now look at you. 


I ache all over, inside and out. I loved the day you were given to me: overflowing with blue flowers. We were all so happy. Now look at us. How I wish we were back there. My arms filled with my boy and you next to me on the bedside table. How naïve I was, how stupid.


I crave his warmth. The way his tiny hands would clutch at my fingers. Mark won’t talk about him. It hurts him too much. I only have to mention his name and his eyes glaze over. He fights the tears and will do anything to change the subject. He wants to forget it all, put it behind us, sweep it under the carpet. I can’t keep things bottled up like him. I’m going mad in this house yet I can’t face work. I’m fed up of everyone’s sympathetic smiles and need to tell me how sorry they are. I’m fed up of everyone’s advice, especially from those who have no idea as to what I’m going through. 

I can’t carry on like this: I know that. I know that right now I should get up off the floor, clean up this mess and sort myself out. I know Mark and I are drifting apart. I feel him slipping through my fingers yet I am unable to reach out and grab him. I know I need to stop this. I can’t stay off work forever, hiding myself away. 


The night is the worst, lying in bed unable to sleep. Even when I do sleep I only ever dream of him. He’s with me, sleeping in my arms. I feel him moving as he breathes. Mum’s there too, clutching the vase of flowers as Mark coos over us. Then suddenly you stop breathing, I call out for help but nobody comes. Then I wake in a cold sweat screaming at the top of my voice. Mark sleeps on the blow up bed in the spare room. He needs his sleep: one of us has to be fit for work in the morning. I hate lying in bed alone.


After we came back from the hospital you took your pride of place in the nursery. Your purpose of being had changed. I saw you differently. I removed the blue flowers and replaced them with beautiful white lilies. Then you took your place in the nursery. The first steps into the nursery where the worst. The beautiful pure white cot that had been a present from mum and dad: white as we didn’t know we were having a boy. I thought the nursery would have been such a busy room. I suppose the silence in here is one of the things that hurts the most. I was expecting to spend half the nights in here giving him a feed or trying to hush him. When he grew older I imagined tripping over an endless amount of toys and Mark and I painting and repainting as he jumped from loving cars to trains. I saw this room as being so alive but only you sat on the window sill. The sunlight would shine through on you. I took such good care of those flowers. Then it happened and just like everything else in my world I felt you slipping but I couldn’t stop you. You no longer sit on the sill and like you I’ve cracked too. We sit together on the floor in the middle of all the silence.

Help. Everyone seems to think I need it yet no one was able to offer help when I needed it the most. The doctors gave me nothing. No explanation. “Unknown causes” that was the best we got. Told me I wasn’t to blame myself. If I wasn’t supposed to blame myself then who was I supposed to blame? Everything was well at my final scan and he was born full term. Seven pound five, took a moment to catch his breath but other than that he was fine. The first time I held him I felt so complete, as though all my life I’d never been truly happy until then. We were complete, a proper little family, everything I had ever wanted.

It’s only when my watch catches the sunlight that I realise what time it is. I’ve been sitting in the sodden carpet for a good while and Mark will be home from work in a few hours. I want to sort myself before he sees me and have a proper meal for him on the table. I want to start trying to get things back to normal. I pull myself up from the soaked floor and like every other day tell myself that this will be the one. That today will be the day that things start to get back to normal. That Mark will move back into our room tonight and we’ll grow close again. Just like every other night I feel that familiar lump form in my throat, my eyes prick with tears and the sinking feeling in my stomach returns. I venture downstairs for the dustpan and brush, and then back to the nursery to get the best of the glass brushed. The once beautiful vase swept away to be forgotten about, just like everything else.
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