Celebrating our Promise, Community and
Commitment

Raise your glass—like a banner

Lifted to the women who dive into the work,
who bend their backs into beginnings,

who meet the moment with motion.

Head down, hearts loud, hands already moving—
they do not wait their turn,

they make it, they take it, they muck in—

and it looks like grace.

Raise your glass to the makers of meaning,
the miracle-workers of the everyday:
turning produce into product, hope into harvest.

They stir sweetness into jam, mix patience into
loaves, knit hugs into hats,

They thread courage through cloth—stitch by stitch,
bead by bead, corner turned, hem pressed—

it fits. Oh, how it fits.

And yes, let’s toast

to the ones who say, “I don’t craft”—

until they do, until they dare, until they discover
what was waiting there all along:

a spark, a start, a song.

Raise your glass to the relentless—

who craft on their holidays,

To the radiant—who cycle one hundred kilometers
through smoke, through heat, or rain,

grinning like defiance itself.

Drink deep to the women who pick up the pieces,
with hands already burdened,

Who dig up the plants, return the bottles,

and fill the corners of their places and spaces

and spirits and streets,

with signs and bins, baubles and tins,

with evidence that they cared enough to show up.

And yes—
let’s drink to the bold, the brazen, the radically

shameless:

who press possibility into strangers’ hands
in grocery lines,

Who raid the parks after dark,

eyes sharp, hearts sharper,

risking a little for something greater.

Raise your glass

to the hosts, the greeters, the leaders,

to the counters of coins and keepers of courses—
who map the math and chart the path

so none of us walks alone.

And oh, we salute

the women who say, “You’re welcome here.”
They make a space

and make a friend, they send a card,

bring a dish, offer warmth where it’s needed.
They are the community glue—

for friendship is part of the work we do.

It gives meaning to our lives,

and shape to our days.

Side by side,

we’ve become more than we were—

Because we’re in this together,

we laugh louder, love deeper, live longer

Our promise to Africa has made us all stronger.

Here’s to us—

to what we’ve done, to what we’re daring—
As we raise a glass and stand abreast...

we remember our promise...we will not rest.
Here’s to $1 million by 2028.

Here’s to the women of the Royal City Gogos.
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