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Infertile, that is what they call me  

For my womb is barren you see. 

And although I am but twenty-three  

This label really bothers me. 

 

“You’re still young” many have said, 

“You’ve got many childbearing years ahead.”  

But I’m filled with doubts and sorrow  

When I think about tomorrow. 

 

The doctors put me on pills, shots and the rest,  

They tell me they are doing their best. 

But another month has gone by again  

And once again childless I remain. 

 

It’s hard to explain the loss I feel  

But believe me the loss is real. 

It’s a loss of hopes and dreams. 

I have lost a child it seems. 

 

A child I will never know 

For in my womb this child didn’t grow. 

It’s the child for which I wish and pray  

And think and dream about each day. 

 

Although I know I ought not  

Sometimes I wonder has the Lord forgot? 

Does not the Lord remember me?  

When I pray to Him on bended knee? 

 

A child is all I ask for  

I need not more. 

I know the Lord’s will is best  

And maybe this is just a test. 

 

To teach me in the Lord to trust 

And show me that acknowledge Him I must. 

For I know that all I have and all I am  

Come to me from Him, the Lamb. 

 

I ask the Lord to give me grace through this trial  

So that I am able to accept His will with a smile.  

Believing that the Lord dost know  

What’s best for me-to make me grow. 

 



Then if it is His will, I pray 

That He will bless my womb someday. 

And if a child the Lord dost give  

I pray that for the Lord my child will live. 

 

And when my child's life on earth done 

I'll know that victory over death my child has won. 

For through God’s grace 

He guides His children to His “Holy Place” 

 

Where there are not fears, troubles, or sorrows  

But only love, and life, and happy tomorrows. 
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