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I’m beginning to see I’ve been broken in time
Just what I needed to touch the sublime

I couldn’t be bigger without being crushed

And now I thank God for that heavenly push 

I’m starting to know all the shatter has meaning

It raises me up instead of demeaning 

And the lords of my childhood I held up aloft

Have only done good by paying the cost 

By losing themselves in the spinnings of wool 

I’m coming to see them not shallow but full 

All the hollows they cave til there’s nothing else there

And the broken is built from the earth and my hair

I’m drowning in this and longing to breathe 

But the end dawns deep and I start to believe

I still don’t know but I’m starting to see

That weakness and lack is courage in me 

