Shadow






o epssfor JW

Ancestra@ underworld. matrilineal, a@cﬁermca@

B HBSC Your eyes.

i lake & slow breath in through gour nose..
'nd exheley ougﬁ vour mout
tﬁoug ! 1ng centur1es of tension.
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Yout el touch. solid earth.

BEOERS = bleiti & VoSt cavern,

Vit oy embers %Qowmg ingspeigeie;

a hearth that has burned for thousands of years.

RS =11 \Wwomen.

Some young. some ancient.

g e fierce, Some Weary.

SOme ado 1] ﬁone and feathers.
STl |

Fer Velecr =N e Ercmic cartn.

She opens her hand.



\Within it lies something dark.

a stone.

a knot of thread.

a feather stained with ash,
R e ofeamirror.

A B URIE(=Ver you _see represernts
B shcdow you inferited.
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1€ pef ore you could not bear it.
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- \Whatever arises. breathe.

VO iR NG NESBoa oW o \WwOound.
MO GRS oL e heritance.



Another ancestor mother steps forward-
her back straight.
fer eves Blazing.

She places her hand over yours and whispers.

"lhis shadow was never meant to be your burden.
[N o1t 1O becomne your medicine.

Feel heat begin to rise in your palms-
not pburning.
put transf orming.

lific donERElcEmEBiiens, shif ts. melts.
pecoming something new.

obsidian turning to crystal.
e aeiifigatertile soil.
knot unraveling into thread of gold.

\WWhatever transformation occurs is perfect.
RSN RNy of lineage.

iife Circle of women begin to hum-
Yow. resonant. ancient.

Their voices vibrate through your rips.
your pebvis,

your womp.

You feel the shadow integrating.

not erased.
o Male mred.
but reclaimed.

BNSPU Ce Of Slrernglin
Instinct.

Insight.

Protecit@ir

Power.



The first ancestor mother lifts your chin gently
and says.

What you integrate,
no daughter after you will have to carry alone.

Her words ripple forward and backward through
B litne!

You feel tfie lineage shift.
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When you are ready.
step back from the circle.



Bow your head-not in submission.
put in recognition.

RN ot of a lineage that survives,
 that adapts.

‘women before
EEENel to come.
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