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Midwives of the Becoming 

We are not here to preserve what was. 

We are here to midwife what must become. 

The old forms are breaking not because we failed, 

but because we are being asked to evolve. 

 

The ground splits not in anger, but in birth— 

what was once sealed now cracks with invitation. 

We kneel beside this quivering edge, 

palms warm with stories not yet told, 

seeds of change pressing through the seams of now. 

In every tremble of the known world, 

we are called not to clutch, but to cradle. 

This is not the hour for stillness, 

but for singing through the shatter— 

We are not here to preserve what was. 

 

What breaks open breaks open with light, 

though it may burn our fingers to touch it. 

Still, we lift, and carry, and breathe it forward, 

like song held in the chest of a drum. 

We listen beyond fear’s familiar echo, 

we lean into the silence between answers. 

This labor is not one of rescue, 

but of remembering who we are when we create. 

Our hands are stained with starlight and soil— 

We are here to midwife what must become. 

Let no one say we faltered when the tide turned. 

 

Let no one say the weavers lost their thread. 

We walked out past the shoreline with open glyphs, 

ladled nourishment from the Infinite, 

and shared it as spiral, as breath, as hearth. 

The structures that fall were never meant to cage us. 

Their dust becomes clay in our making. 
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In the ruins, we found our reflection: 

a luminous architecture of becoming— 

The old forms are breaking not because we failed, 

 

but because breath cannot be boxed. 

Because dreams outgrow the walls that hold them. 

Because justice and joy demand wild roots. 

We’ve learned to trust the path that emerges 

only as we take the next true step. 

The glyph etched in sand becomes a vow. 

The seal who watches becomes our witness. 

We build not from certainty, but from devotion— 

and so we rise, glyph-bearers of the dawn— 

but because we are being asked to evolve. 
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