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Pulsing with creation,
unbearable fullness,

so ready to bring forth life.
Due date comes and goes.

Medical fiction
that has no say over the movement of planets and moons 

or the ushering in of new life.
Ignoring pleas to hurry,

to induce with stripped membranes, broken waters, Pitocin, 
You wait.

Ripe. 

When she is ready
Life comes surging

Claws tearing into flesh
Ferocious. 

Pitiless.
Demanding 

blood for blood.
Useless to fight, or try to tame her.

Invite her in. Power flooding through you.
Let go absolutely.
Become the Wild.

Surrender.
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To bring Black life into this world
is an act of unreasonable optimism.
How to imagine a livable tomorrow

for a generation born into 
violence,

fear,
grief,

exhaustion?
Recklessly expectant,

you unpick the threads of today’s story
and weave a new future.

Hope.



You cried out to her. Mami wata. 
Goddess of the ocean, queen of the depths, giver and taker of life, 

Mother of all mothers, 
She who reigns over the watery graves of old souls 

whispering warnings of the middle passage. 
And She came to you. 

Told the oceans inside you to bring forth new life. 
Told you to push.

Water.
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Your birth is decolonial, unfettered, unarmored. 
No monitor to shackle you to the bed. 

No COVID rules and doula bans. 
No narcotic escape. 

No-one waiting to slice through layers of skin, fat and tissue to pull out your baby.
 No-one to control how, when or with whom your journey unfolds. 

Just the water, 
the waves washing through you, 
your ocean releasing its mystery. 

Home.



Waves of intensity become unbearable. 
You are losing yourself, going to a place beyond words and reason. 

A small and loving hand reaches out. 
Gentle touch brings you back. 

To family. To connection. To intimacy. To yourself. 
The waves surge and break. 

You have finally shed your armor. 
Seen, fully, in all your vulnerability, fragility and messiness. 

And loved regardless. 
There is no going back. 

You have been transformed.

Connection.
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She sang you
down the dark passage

with moans, ancient and ancestral.
Blood still pumping through cord

to quickening tree of life.
Rocked you,

squeezed fluid out of your lungs.
So that you could gasp.

Cry.
Dreamed you into being.

Danced you into this world.

Arrival.

She watches your fragile chest 
flutter with breath.

Inhale. Exhale.
Never enough to reassure her that you will stay.

Preterm. Low birthweight. Neonatal risk. Infant mortality.
Ogbanje child. One foot in each world.

What did they tell you on your path through the spirit world?
Memories of shackle, noose, gunshot, prison cell.

Twice as likely to return to the ancestors
before your first birthday.

Tiny face screwed up in protest
As if you already know.

Precarity.



Caught you with sure hands.
Ancient knowledge channelled

through body memory, intuition, faith.
Granny midwives. Persecuted but not eliminated.

Herbs hidden in secret compartments.
Motherwit passed down to a new generation. 

Offering sacred accompaniment.
Dispelling fear 

of maternal mortality. Statistics. Headlines.
Sha-Asia, Tatia, Kira, Amber Rose.

No rushing, cutting or tugging.
Sure, slow movements, 

waiting hands,
an invitation.

Midwife.

this broken piece of yard

Birthing Freedom



Yearning.

Beyond happiness.
Beyond entertainment.

Is a place called joy.
We demand joy,

but they placate us with oblivion. 
Self-medicating. 

Addicted to doing, having, watching. 
Anything to numb the pain.
They offer us chemical relief

disguised as compassion
Numb us to our lives

Our struggles.
Our truths.

Joy.

To come face to face
with our full humanity.

To shake off the fear, the deadening,
our captivity.
To relinquish

our constant need to escape.
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To this Black life
with all its betrayal, grief and loss.

All the ways we are told to be smaller, quieter, tamer, less alive.
This life

with its irrepressible creativity.
Its vibration with all Being.

We learn
that we do not have to escape.

We stay present
And we experience

Black Joy.

Present.
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Your embrace. Your gaze. 
You hold new life barely daring to believe that he is here. 

Black on Black. Love. 
This moment, timeless, outside of history, beyond pain and trauma, 

just for a breath. 
And then another. And then... 

You, we, are reborn, rebirth ourselves as Black Love. 
Unintelligible to those who would label, fear, hate.

Tender.
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Your skin is warmth, life-giving,
reassurance that all is well 

in this world of harsh sounds and bright light. 
Your skin. 

Scent of shea and cinnamon. 
They fear it. 

Afraid of the dark, old tropes triggered, 
ready to spit out stand-your-ground justifications. 

But in this moment, in this space, they cease to exist. 
Your consciousness is freed by bearing witness to the sacred crossing

from one world to another.

Skin-to-skin.

You whisper in his tiny ear. 
Safety. Room to grow, to become. Clean air, water, forests, oceans. 

A wilderness waiting to be explored. 
A community of joy, laughter and struggle.

 Your heart makes a promise you cannot keep. 
In this moment of unshackling and shaking off, you believe it. 

Not because you are blind to the suffering, the travail, the exhaustion. 
But because you forgot that you were not supposed to believe in your freedom. 

And with this promise. 
We all become. 

Free.

Promise.



Afterword
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In 2010, two Black new mamas–Chinyere and Cherisse-came 
together in a living room in Oakland, CA to share their 
pregnancy and childbirth journeys. Though both of them 
considered themselves to be empowered and informed 
women, both had had traumatic and coercive birth 
experiences, and Chinyere had suffered a life-threatening 
hospitalization during her pregnancy. Determined to find out 
why their maternal health-care experiences were so troubling, 
and who else might have faced similar obstacles, Chinyere, 
Cherisse and Linda brought together a small group of 
birthworkers, mamas and advocates and started Black Women 
Birthing Justice, a community-based organization that uses 
research justice as a methodology to make visible Black 
birthing people’s stories and demand change. This installation, 
by veteran doula and photographer Linda Jones and activist 
scholar Julia Chinyere Oparah reflects on some of the insights 
learned from the testimonies of over 120 Black women who 
gave birth in the U.S. before and during the pandemic. 
Ultimately, we hope that by #liberatingblackbirth in the U.S., 
U.K. and beyond, we might come to imagine Black abolitionist 
feminist futures beyond all forms of neglect, coercion and 
control.
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our constant need to escape.
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This commission is part of LUX’s 2021 programme this broken 
piece of yard developed by Cairo Clarke.

this broken piece of yard invites a constellation of creative 
practitioners to contribute to a year of co-intentional slow, 
ambient programming. Centering learning through practice 
and embedding Black feminist futurity at its core. Together we 
honour forms of knowledge production and dissemination that 
slip between the cracks, are formed on unstable ground, and 
take on multiple temporalities. Offerings are drawn from 
strands of theorising taking place in autonomous spaces, 
inserting the speculative into the present and holding space for 
the mess. this broken piece of yard was born out of exploring 
the history of LUX (formerly the London Filmmakers Co-op); 
navigating the lived conditions of Covid-19 and global uprisings 
in defence of Black life - together culminating in asking “what 
do we want from arts organisations now?” and “what do we 
want to bring into being?” 

Through writing commissions, audio projects, digital 
interventions, activities in nature and working groups this 
broken piece of yard is an experiment towards an entangled 
communal practice. We take exhaustion as a point of solidarity, 
slow-walking together, leaning on one another, collectively 
shaping this broken piece of yard.

Cairo Clarke is a curator, writer and founder of SITE projects. 
She is currently LUX Curatorial Fellow 2020/21. 

Design & layout by Joshua Woolford.

Julia Chinyere Oparah is an activist scholar, 
Linda Jones is a doula and photographer 

both based in the US.




