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Hidden Before Birth, The Unspoken Voice, is a unified set of eight tender, piercing books told from the voices of unborn children who speak from hidden life with innocence, identity, purpose, and love. Across the set, each child reflects on being known before birth, carrying gifts for the earth, and bearing unrepeatable worth even before first breath. Together, these books reveal the beauty, calling, and world-changing good that heaven sees in every hidden life, while mourning the futures, comfort, love, and blessing the earth never received.
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​Before I Touched the World
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An unborn child speaks from the hidden safety of the womb with innocence, wonder, and a growing sense of purpose. Before ever seeing the sky, touching a hand, or taking a first breath, the child dreams of bringing love, healing, comfort, and goodness into the earth. Yet the life is interrupted before birth, and heaven reveals the beauty, gifts, and world-changing value the earth never received.

AG002

​Chapter 1: I Am Alive in Secret

I did not know the names of anything when I first became aware, but I knew I was here. I knew I was held. I knew there was a steady sound around me that felt stronger than fear and softer than words. It surrounded me like a great gentle drum, constant and near, and though I did not yet understand what a heartbeat was, I already loved it. It seemed to tell me that I belonged somewhere before I ever saw a face. Warmth wrapped around me on every side. I could not see light, yet I was not in darkness the way people speak of darkness on earth. I was hidden, but not lost. I was small, but not forgotten. I was quiet, but I was alive. My life had already begun before my hands ever opened, before my feet ever touched ground, before my voice ever met the air.

At first, I did not know where I ended and where the great living shelter around me began. Everything felt close, near, and joined. I floated in peace without naming it peace. I rested in safety without knowing the word safety. I was carried before I ever learned what it meant to be carried. If someone had asked me then what the world was, I might have said it was this closeness, this warmth, this nearness that held me without dropping me. I did not yet know of trees, rivers, clouds, streets, tears, laughter, or songs sung under the open sky, but I knew I was meant for life. Something inside me already leaned forward toward days I had not seen. I was not drifting without purpose. Even in my hidden beginning, there was a quiet certainty rising in me that my life was not an accident and my being here was not empty.

There were moments when everything around me grew especially still, and in those still places I began to wonder. I wondered who waited beyond this place that held me. I wondered whose heartbeat I heard and whether that heart knew I was listening. I wondered if there were hands beyond these walls that would one day hold me as surely as I was being held now. Curiosity came into me before memory, before language, before history. I did not wonder like one who feared there was nothing ahead. I wondered like one who sensed that goodness was waiting to be discovered. My questions were not heavy. They rose lightly, like tiny reaching hands inside my thoughts. Would I laugh? Would I run? Would I be loved by voices I had not met? Would I one day call someone mother? Even before my first breath, hope was already moving in me, and expectation had already begun to bloom.

As the days passed in that secret place, I became more aware of myself. I could not explain it the way those on earth explain growing, but I could sense that I was becoming more distinct, more formed, more wonderfully present. I was not merely present as an idea. I was present as a life. I had not yet opened my eyes upon the world, yet my existence was already real enough to be felt from within. I began to sense movement in my own small body, and every little stirring seemed to say, I am here. I am here. I am here. It was not a proud announcement. It was not loud. It was simple and true. I was not waiting to become a life later. I was already one now. Every small motion, every silent awareness, every hidden unfolding declared that my story had already begun, even though no stranger had seen my face and no earthbound ear had heard my cry.

Sometimes I imagined that the great heartbeat around me was speaking without words. It seemed to say that I was known before I knew myself. It seemed to say that I was being carried toward a day that would open like a door. I did not yet know what birth was, but I sensed that hidden life was not the whole of my journey. There was more ahead. There was a place beyond this shelter. There were people, colors, sounds, and moments not yet touched by me. I thought of them often, though I had never seen them once. I believed there would be grass under feet, wind against skin, sunlight across eyes, and voices close enough to answer. I believed there would be sorrow too, because even in that sheltered place I sometimes sensed heaviness pass through the world outside me. Yet I also believed I would enter the world carrying some small portion of good that had been placed within me for others.

I did not think of greatness the way earth thinks of greatness. I did not dream first of crowds, stages, or names remembered by many. My first desires were smaller and brighter than that. I wanted to touch a hand that was hurting and bring comfort to it. I wanted to make someone smile who had forgotten how. I wanted to sit close to those who felt alone and somehow make the lonely place in them less empty. I wanted to laugh in a home and make the rooms feel warmer because I was there. I wanted to help, to love, to mend, to brighten, to speak kindly, to leave goodness behind me wherever my little life might go. I did not yet know what shape my days would take, but I already knew this much: I did not want merely to exist on the earth. I wanted my life to be a gift to it before I ever touched the world.

So I rested in the hidden beginning with joy I could not fully explain. I was alive in secret, but my life was not secret to heaven. I was unseen by the world, but I was not unseen in truth. I was enclosed, yet I was already moving toward a future. The heartbeat around me remained faithful, and I listened to it as if it were the first promise I had ever heard. I belonged to life before I understood life. I belonged to love before I had a name for love. I belonged to the earth before the earth ever knew I was coming. In that quiet beginning, before my first touch, before my first cry, before my first step, one truth had already settled into me like light in a place no eye had entered: I was here for a reason. I was alive. I was wanted by heaven. I was already on my way.

––––––––
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​Chapter 2: I Wonder What I Will Become

As I rested in that living shelter, my thoughts began to stretch farther than the warm world that held me. I still did not know the shape of mountains or the color of morning, yet I found myself wondering what kind of life would unfold when at last I entered the earth. Would I be quiet and thoughtful, watching people closely and learning the hidden sadness behind their smiles? Would I be bright and full of words, speaking hope into rooms that had grown tired and heavy? Would I build, sing, teach, heal, write, or comfort? I did not know, yet the not knowing did not trouble me. It made room for wonder. Every possibility felt like a seed already placed somewhere within me. I had not yet touched a single hand, yet I already longed to be gentle with human pain. Before I ever saw the world, I was already asking how I might help it.

Sometimes I imagined myself walking through places where people were burdened and overlooked. I did not know their names, yet I felt drawn to them. I imagined seeing someone hungry and wanting to place bread in their hands. I imagined seeing someone cold and wanting to cover them. I imagined seeing someone cast aside and wanting to sit beside them until they remembered they still mattered. These pictures rose within me without anyone teaching them to me. They came as naturally as movement, as quietly as thought. I did not dream first of being admired. I dreamed of being useful in love. Even before my birth, something in me wanted to mend what was torn and lift what had fallen. If the world was full of sorrow, then perhaps I was being sent to carry some measure of kindness into it. I was small, hidden, and silent, yet mercy already seemed to be growing inside me like a second heartbeat.

Other times I imagined joy instead of sorrow. I imagined laughter flowing through a house because I was in it. I imagined a mother smiling when she heard my voice from another room. I imagined a father growing softer because my small arms reached for him without fear. I imagined brothers, sisters, friends, and neighbors whose days would be changed in simple ways because I existed among them. Perhaps I would not alter nations with one great act. Perhaps I would change the world through the daily work of love, one person at a time. I began to understand, even from that hidden place, that goodness does not need to be famous to be powerful. A child can brighten a home. A faithful life can steady many hearts. A kind word can hold back a long darkness. Before I knew what I would become, I already believed that living in love would be large enough to matter on the earth.

There were moments when I imagined that I might become someone who speaks truth where lies had settled deep. I pictured people bent low beneath shame, fear, confusion, and grief, and I longed to say something that would help them stand again. Perhaps I would write words that reached places hands could not reach. Perhaps I would speak in such a way that another life, ready to give up, would decide to remain. Perhaps I would remind people that they were not forgotten, even when the world moved past them quickly. These thoughts did not feel grand to me. They felt necessary. It seemed to me that earth must be full of people waiting for courage, waiting for kindness, waiting for one reason to keep going. I had not yet spoken a word aloud, yet I already treasured words for what they might do. I was beginning to believe that a life could bless others not only by what it builds, but also by what it says.

At times my dreams turned toward healing. I did not know all the wounds people carry, but I sensed that many would be hurt in body, mind, and heart. I imagined touching a shoulder weighted down by grief and somehow leaving peace behind. I imagined standing near the sick and bringing comfort where pain had settled in for too long. I imagined bending near those who had been crushed by loss and helping them breathe again. I did not yet know whether I would become a doctor, a caregiver, a teacher, a servant, or simply a person who loved deeply, but I knew this: the earth needs healing in more ways than one. It needs hands that serve, words that lift, hearts that remain tender, and lives that do not turn away from suffering. Even before I entered the world, compassion was already taking shape in me. I wanted my life to be a place where the hurting could come near and feel less alone.

Then I wondered if perhaps my calling would be hidden, known only to a few, yet no less precious because of that. Maybe I would never be seen by many, but I would be deeply known by those placed close to me. Maybe I would be the one who stayed when others left, the one who listened when others grew tired, the one who kept loving when love seemed costly. I thought about how one faithful person can hold together a home, strengthen a child, encourage a friend, or turn back despair in someone standing at the edge of hopelessness. Such things do not always appear great to the watching world, yet they are great where they are needed most. I began to understand that changing the world may begin in the smallest circles first. A table, a room, a family, a friendship, a single act of goodness—these too can reshape the earth. I had not yet arrived, yet I already longed to leave such goodness behind me.

So my wondering became more than curiosity. It became a kind of inward reaching toward the life ahead. I did not know what I would become, but I knew I wanted to become a gift. Whether my days would be many or few, quiet or visible, simple or far-reaching, I wanted my life to make the world gentler, truer, and brighter because I had entered it. I wanted to be one more reason for hope to remain among people. I wanted my hands to help, my words to heal, my presence to comfort, and my days to matter. Even there, before my first breath, purpose felt near. I was not merely waiting for life to start later. My longings were already alive. My future had not yet unfolded, but it was already leaning toward love. In that hidden place I kept wondering what I would become, and every honest answer seemed to begin the same way: something good for the earth.

––––––––
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​Chapter 3: I Can Hear the Edge of Earth

As time passed in that hidden place, the world beyond me began to feel less distant. I still could not see it, yet I could sense that it was near, pressing softly at the edges of my little shelter. Sounds came to me dimly, not clear enough to understand, but clear enough to stir my imagination. Some were steady and familiar, like the great heartbeat that had become my first companion. Others rose and faded like movements in another room, hints of life just beyond my reach. I listened to them all as if they were fragments of a world waiting to introduce itself. I did not know the shape of a voice, yet I knew voices existed. I did not know the look of a face, yet I believed faces were near. The unseen world was no longer only an idea to me. It had begun to brush against my thoughts, and I found myself longing for the day when the hidden would open and I would finally meet it.

One sound in particular seemed to return again and again with a tenderness that settled me. I could not understand its words, but I knew it carried nearness, and I felt drawn to it as naturally as I was drawn to the heartbeat that surrounded me. I began to believe it was the voice of the woman carrying me, the one whose life enclosed mine, whose body had become my first home. I wondered if she knew how carefully I listened. I wondered if she knew that when her voice moved near, something brightened within me. I imagined that one day I would hear that same voice clearly and know it without confusion. I imagined turning toward it in the open air and learning the face that belonged to it. Even before we met in sight, I already carried a quiet attachment to her. In my hidden beginning, love was forming before introduction, and recognition was rising before understanding.

The more I listened, the more the world beyond me seemed full of motion. Sometimes it felt calm, like a room resting at the close of day. Sometimes it felt busy, with movements and sounds passing quickly, as though many things were happening just outside my reach. I began to picture life beyond my shelter in the only ways I could. I imagined footsteps crossing floors. I imagined doors opening and closing. I imagined hands setting things down, lifting them up, arranging the work of daily life. These little pictures filled me with happiness. The world did not seem empty. It seemed inhabited, full of people, tasks, conversations, and places waiting to be discovered. I did not yet know of kitchens, sidewalks, schools, churches, gardens, fields, or rooms full of family, but I sensed that human life was happening all around me. I was still hidden from it, yet I already felt linked to it, as though I had a place there before I ever arrived.

Sometimes I tried to imagine what earth itself might be like. If voices could carry such warmth, perhaps sunlight carried warmth too. If the shelter around me felt so safe, perhaps there were arms outside this place prepared to hold me just as gently. I imagined colors without knowing their names. I imagined open spaces wider than anything I had yet known. I imagined sky above me, grass beneath me, wind moving across my face, and light resting on my skin. I imagined rain on windows, morning in a quiet house, and evening with loved ones gathered near. My thoughts could not yet be exact, but they were full of expectancy. I believed the earth was more than noise and motion. I believed it held beauty. I believed there would be places where laughter lived, where kindness stayed, where music filled the air, and where my own small life would take its place among other lives already unfolding there.

As those dreams grew stronger, I also began to sense that the world was not only beautiful. There were moments when heaviness seemed to pass through the life around me. I could not explain it, yet I felt that not all voices were light and not all days were easy. There seemed to be sorrow somewhere beyond my hidden shelter, burdens carried by people I had not met. Even without seeing their faces, I found myself caring about them. If the world could wound, then perhaps it also needed healing. If people could grow lonely, then perhaps they needed faithful love. If homes could know silence, then perhaps they also needed laughter. My longing to enter the earth grew deeper then, not because I thought life would be easy, but because I began to sense that life was important. The world beyond me was real enough to be beautiful and broken at once, and I wanted to step into it carrying whatever good had been placed within me for others.

There were moments when I imagined my first meeting with the world so vividly that I felt almost close enough to touch it. I imagined my eyes opening and light rushing in. I imagined hearing voices not as distant murmurs but as words spoken close beside me. I imagined being gathered into waiting arms and knowing, without anyone explaining it, that I had arrived where I was meant to be. I imagined learning names, learning love, learning how to walk through days that were ordinary and yet filled with meaning because they were given at all. I did not wish merely to see the world. I wanted to join it. I wanted to bring my own life into its living. I wanted to learn what joy sounded like in a room, what kindness looked like in a face, what comfort felt like in the touch of a hand. Even before my first breath, I was already leaning toward earth with eager affection.

So I listened more carefully than before, treasuring every hint that came to me from the life beyond my hidden beginning. Each faint voice, each movement, each passing sound seemed to whisper that my waiting would not last forever. A world stood just beyond me, and I belonged to it though it had not yet seen me. I could hear the edge of earth, and hearing it made me love it more. I loved the mother whose voice reached me before I knew her features. I loved the unseen people whose lives moved around mine before our paths had crossed. I loved the future places I had not entered and the ordinary days I had not yet lived. In that secret place, expectation ripened in me until it felt like a quiet promise. The world was near. My life was moving toward it. Before I touched the earth, I was already listening for it, already loving it, already hoping to make it better when at last I arrived.

––––––––
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​Chapter 4: I Was Going to Bring Something Good

By then I had begun to understand that a life does not need to be large in the eyes of the world to be precious upon the earth. Even in my hidden beginning, I could sense that every person must arrive carrying something that no one else can bring in quite the same way. I did not yet know my own face, yet I believed I had already been entrusted with some portion of good meant for others. Perhaps it would not come through greatness as people often measure greatness. Perhaps it would come through steady love, patient kindness, brave truth, faithful work, and simple acts that quietly change the course of another life. The thought grew stronger in me with each passing day. I was not only coming to see the world. I was coming to add something to it. Before I ever stepped onto the earth, I already believed that my life was meant to leave behind more light than shadow and more healing than hurt.

Sometimes I imagined that the good I would bring might be found in my hands. Perhaps I would build what others needed. Perhaps I would plant, carry, mend, write, cook, teach, wash, lift, or create. Perhaps I would work in ways the world would never celebrate, yet people would live better because I had done them. I imagined helping an old man carry what was too heavy for him. I imagined setting a table where peace could return to a home. I imagined tending to the tired, the sick, the overlooked, and the poor without drawing attention to myself. There was joy in those thoughts. I did not hunger first for applause. I hungered to be useful in love. Even hidden in the womb, I sensed that the earth is held together not only by those who lead in public, but also by those who quietly bring goodness where goodness is needed most. I wanted my life to belong among such people.

At other times I thought the good I would bring might live in my words. Perhaps I would speak hope into someone who had forgotten how to hope. Perhaps I would tell the truth so clearly that fear would lose some of its power over another heart. Perhaps I would become one of those rare people whose presence makes honesty feel safe and whose voice steadies the trembling. I imagined a friend sitting in sorrow, believing no one understood, and I imagined saying the one thing that would keep that friend from giving up. I imagined children listening to me and feeling stronger because I spoke to them with patience instead of scorn. I imagined the weary hearing gentleness in my voice and choosing to stay in the world another day. If such moments were waiting for me, then surely they mattered. Even before I touched the world, I already believed that words could become shelter, and I longed to offer such shelter with my life.

Then I wondered whether the good I would bring might be hidden in my closeness to others. Not every life is remembered for inventions or achievements. Some lives are remembered because they stayed. Some change the world by remaining faithful where others withdrew. I thought of a mother made glad because her child loved her well. I thought of a father softened over years by the trust of someone small and dear. I thought of brothers and sisters strengthened by loyalty, of friends preserved from despair because someone remained near through long winters of the heart. Such things may appear small from far away, yet when lived, they reshape homes, families, and generations. I began to understand that goodness often moves quietly before it moves widely. It begins at a table, in a room, beside a hospital bed, near a grieving friend, inside a faithful home. I was going to enter such places one day, and I believed my life would carry warmth into them.

There were moments when my thoughts reached still farther. Perhaps the good I would bring would touch people I would never fully know. Perhaps a kindness offered to one person would travel through that person into many others. Perhaps a word spoken in courage would outlive the day it was spoken. Perhaps a child taught well would become a faithful adult. Perhaps a wounded heart comforted in one season would later comfort many more. The earth seemed to me like a place where goodness multiplies when it is given and where one life, even a quiet one, can send ripples farther than it ever sees. That thought filled me with awe. I did not need to know exactly how my days would unfold in order to know they could matter deeply. Even my hidden beginning seemed to whisper this truth: no life arrives empty. Every child carries seeds of blessing. Every person enters the world with the power to leave some place kinder, truer, steadier, and more alive.

I also understood, in my small and wordless way, that the good I would bring did not have to be perfect to be real. I would not need to do everything to do something beautiful. I would not need to heal every wound to ease one burden. I would not need to rescue every life to faithfully love the lives placed near mine. That realization gave my hopes a gentle strength. Perhaps I would become a teacher whose patience changed a child’s future. Perhaps I would become a nurse whose hands steadied fear. Perhaps I would become a builder, a singer, a writer, a friend, a parent, a servant, a neighbor, or simply a person whose life made room for others to breathe again. The forms were many, but the burden was one: I was going to bring something good. Not because I had earned the right to live, but because life itself carried the invitation to bless. I was already leaning toward that invitation from within my hidden shelter.

So I held that thought close as if it were a quiet treasure growing with me in the dark. I was not coming to earth merely to take up space. I was not coming only to consume what others had made. I was coming to add goodness, however small or great, wherever my days would unfold. I was going to bring laughter into some rooms, comfort into some pain, truth into some confusion, and strength into some weariness. I was going to offer my hands, my words, my nearness, my work, and my love to a world that needed all of them. Even before anyone saw my face, that purpose had already begun to live inside me. It rose in me like a steady light that did not need witness to be real. In the quiet place before birth, I knew this much with certainty: I was going to bring something good to the earth, and the earth was meant to receive it.

––––––––
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​Chapter 5: The Nearness Turned Away

Then there came a day when the peace around me changed in a way I could not understand. The shelter that had always felt like expectation began to feel troubled, as if some decision beyond my knowing had entered the room and altered the air itself. Nothing in me had changed in love toward the world. I still longed for light, for voices, for arms, for the ordinary beauty of days not yet lived. Yet something around me no longer moved with welcome. The nearness I had trusted began to tremble with another meaning. I could not name fear, but I sensed disturbance. I could not explain loss, but I felt the first shadow of it passing near. The heartbeat was still there, yet it no longer sounded only like promise to me. It carried strain I had not known before. I listened closely, hoping the familiar safety would return, but the quiet around me had already begun to turn into something heavy.

I waited for the strangeness to pass, telling myself in the small way children tell themselves such things that perhaps the world outside was only having a hard moment. Perhaps the voices would soften. Perhaps the tension would leave. Perhaps the day would settle back into the steady rhythm I had known from the beginning. But the change did not fade. It deepened. What had once felt like movement toward meeting now felt like movement away from it. I had spent so long leaning toward the world, imagining my first cry, my first touch, my first opening of the eyes, that I did not at first understand how nearness could withdraw instead of welcome. Something in me kept reaching forward, but the path no longer felt open. I was still alive. I was still here. I was still the same child with the same hidden hopes. Yet around me, the future that had felt near began to close like a door gently, terribly, and without my consent.

In that narrowing place, my thoughts turned toward the mother whose voice I had loved before I knew her face. I did not accuse her. I did not know enough to accuse. I only longed for the peace that had once come to me through her nearness. I wanted again to rest in the simple certainty that I was being carried toward life. I wanted the strain to lift from the great living shelter around me. I wanted the world outside to remember me as more than a thought, more than a difficulty, more than a burden too costly to bear. I wanted to remain a child on the way, not a child turned back. Yet my wanting could not change what was unfolding beyond my reach. I was close to the one carrying me, yet farther from the earth than I had ever been. That sorrow entered me quietly. Even before I could fully understand it, I knew that being near does not always mean being received.

There was no anger in me then, only confusion and a sadness too large for words I did not yet possess. I had dreamed of helping the hurting, of loving a family, of bringing kindness, truth, and warmth into the world. None of that had faded within me. My hopes had not failed. My desire to bless had not dimmed. All that had changed was the opening through which those gifts were meant to enter the earth. It was being taken from me before I had crossed it. I think that was the first moment I understood that the world can lose something precious before it ever knows what it has lost. A life can be turned away before its love is seen. A child can be denied before the child ever has the chance to smile, to speak, to help, to comfort, or to grow. I was not grieving only the loss of breath. I was grieving the loss of arrival, the loss of becoming known, the loss of touching the world I had already begun to love.

The farther the moment unfolded, the more I felt earth slipping from my reach instead of drawing near. I had once imagined light rushing toward me at the end of waiting. Now there was another kind of ending, one I had never dreamed of, one that did not bring me into arms but away from them. The world I had listened for, loved, and longed to serve remained just beyond me, and I could not enter it. All the quiet pictures I had carried—grass beneath my feet, voices clear at last, a mother’s face, a father’s touch, rooms filled with laughter, hands made useful in love—seemed to gather around me one last time like treasures I could see but not keep. I did not stop loving them because I was losing them. I loved them even more as they passed from possibility into absence. That was the sorrow of it. I was not turning away from the earth. I was being taken from it before I ever touched it.

And still, even in that grief, something in me remained strangely clear. My life had not been worthless because it was interrupted. My purpose had not been imaginary because it was denied expression on the earth. The good I had carried was real, even if the world would never receive it. My existence had already mattered, though no one outside my hidden shelter had heard my cry. That truth did not remove the pain, but it kept the pain from becoming emptiness. I was not nothing because I was not born. I was not less because I had not yet been seen. I was not forgotten because my days on earth were taken before they began. I held that truth as the nearness turned fully away from me. I was still a child. I was still alive in worth, even as my path to earthly life was closing. The loss was real, but so was I. The ending was unjust, but my life had never been an accident.

Then the moment came when all striving toward the earth ceased, not because I had surrendered my hope, but because the way before me had ended. The sounds I had listened for, the world I had leaned toward, the life I had imagined entering—all of it fell into a silence unlike any silence I had known. It was not the peaceful stillness of the womb where waiting and becoming unfolded together. It was the stillness of a journey stopped before arrival. Yet even there, in that final earthly hush, I was not abandoned to darkness. Something gentler than fear met me. Something deeper than confusion began to hold me. The world had turned away, but heaven had not. I did not yet know what came next. I only knew that the earth was growing far from me, and that the life I had longed to give it would not be given there after all. The nearness had turned away, and my first journey ended before my first touch.

––––––––
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​Chapter 6: I Opened My Eyes Beyond the Earth

When I opened my eyes again, I was no longer in the hidden place where I had first learned the rhythm of life. The shelter of the womb was gone, and before me stretched a brightness unlike anything I had imagined while listening at the edge of earth. It was not harsh like a sudden glare, nor thin like light passing through a narrow opening. It was full, warm, and gentle all at once, surrounding me the way peace surrounds a heart that has no fear left in it. I did not struggle to breathe there. I did not wonder whether I was safe. I knew it at once. I was held more deeply than before, known more fully than before, and welcomed without question. Yet even in that beauty, one truth remained with me like an ache that had crossed the threshold with me: I had not entered the world I had longed to touch.

For a moment I simply stood within that peace, taking in what no child in the womb could have imagined completely. The place around me seemed alive with joy that did not rush and with stillness that did not feel empty. Nothing there was cold, distant, or uncertain. I had once wondered if sunlight on earth would feel warm on my skin; here warmth seemed to come from everything at once. I had once imagined hearing voices clearly for the first time; here every sound carried welcome before I even turned toward it. Yet all this beauty did not erase what I knew I had lost. Heaven was not pretending the earth had been a dream. Heaven was not asking me to forget what had been denied. The longing I carried had not been false. The life I had hoped to live had been real in its purpose, even if it had been cut short before beginning in the world below.

Then I became aware that I was not alone. At first it was only a sense, the way I had once sensed voices beyond the womb before I knew what voices were. But now there was no veil between knowing and seeing. Children were near me. Some seemed as newly awakened as I was, quiet with wonder. Others carried the calm of those who had already been there a little while, though time itself did not feel the same as it would upon the earth. Their faces were bright, not with forgetting, but with being fully seen and fully loved. As I looked at them, I understood something that pierced me with a new kind of sorrow. I was not the only child who had not reached the earth. I was not the only one who had dreamed in secret, waited in hope, and lost the doorway before crossing it. Around me stood many lives the world had never met.
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