“The Giving Up” by Hazel Smith
“It’s best that you don’t look,” they said.

“It’s best that you don’t see.”

“It’s best that you don’t think about adoption and your new baby.”

She’s just this minute born

and I can hear her cries.

But nobody bothers to look real close

and see what’s in my eyes.

The longing springs up and wells over my soul.

My heart screams in pain like a hot searing coal.

The savage tear that can never be mended.

Feels like it will go on, forever and ever.

“She’ll grow up to hate you; you who gave her away.”

That cruel demonic voice comes again and again

over the years.

Yet the heart longs, the arms ache, the thoughts

go on and on.  “what’s she like now?”

She’s smiling, she’s walking, she’s calling someone else “Mum”.

The torture, it goes on, and on, and on.

You cannot stop the longing, no matter how deeply stuffed.

The wondering, praying, self torture, disgust.

“Why did I?” “How could I?”

Cold comfort. ‘Twas for the best.

Someone else can give her what I can’t, can’t they? Hope they stand the test.

Then faintly hope at times, law changes.

“Maybe she’ll find me one day,” I pray.
She’s 9 now, 10, 13, what’s her teenage years bring?

A boyfriend? A goal? A career? A sport?

Someone else has now taught her, and been her support.

I can’t say, I won’t, it hurts far too much.

But the tears still keep coming, sudden flood, sudden rush.

If my other children find out they’ll hate me for sure.

So I will keep my heart shut real tight, like a door.

Locked and bolted now, no-one can get in.

Yet a faint ray of hope slowly begins.

For when I met the dear Savior

He gently said “Come.”

“Lay your heart at my altar.

Let us two become one.

My spirit will guide you.

Though valleys so deep.

And one day I’ll take you

To the mountains peak

For in Me you will find healing

And rest for your soul.

And in my perfect timing

You’ll meet again your sweet girl.”
