Abnormal Pap
By Saba Keramati
“It looks like you’re miscarrying,” 
the doctor says (twice), speculum 
cranking wider, the walls of my vagina
tightening to protect me and (possible?)
(dying?) baby (?). The doctor is scraping
something from inside me, the sound
of my naked exposition echoing 
as I clench. “Relax,” the doctor says,
but I do not hear. The squish
of discharge rising loud to meet my ears.
I keep air in my mouth like it is a secret. 
I think I would be a good mother—I would not force 
her to play piano. I once told a stranger my mother 
was pregnant. I know not to do that again. 
I learn from my mistakes. I prepare for worst-case 
scenarios. This is one I never considered: impossible 
futurity. I am bleeding with my legs in stirrups. 
When I shift in discomfort, I rip 
the paper beneath my sweating back. 
“You weren’t trying to get pregnant,
right?” (Does it matter?) I call my boyfriend 
and he is relieved? concerned? My vagina aches. 
I call my insurance company and they do not 
answer. I leave a message: am I covered?
My nipple itches from the crinkle 
of the white plastic gown I was wearing
just moments ago (a different person then). 
I drive myself home. I do not remember
crossing the bridge. 
