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Take a slow breath in...
feel your felbly rise.
Exhale...

and feel your fips soften. your pelvis melt toward
itfic Fort

B CcRVERATRERE R ROl WOorTD space.
and one over your heart.

Notice the warmth Peneath your palms-

the quiet pulse of life witAin vou,

whetfer that life is pAvsical. creative, emotional. or
ancestral.

BRGNS Ol & place of creation.
put a bowl of memory.

a vessel of intuition.

a deep well of feminine power.

\With your next breath.

imagine a soft red glow

BaIcening in the center of your pelvis-
like embers stirring beneath sacred earth.

Now Teel roots unfurling from your sit bones.
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stiding down into the dark. fertile soil.



1 he Earth welcomes you.
She whispers.

i e e Buohter of the Vineage.
| know your pain.
[Eheceive vour burdens.

Let the Earth hold you.

In your inner vision.

you walk through a moonlit forest-

silver light threading through ancient branches.
The air smells of flowers opening at night.

of damp soil and wild herbs.

R RS iOlie e ple emerges.
fhalf-grown with vines.
glowing with soft red firebight.

[Fater

BRBAERCERIEERSIStIcS e elder medicine woman-
the same orne who has walked with your ancestors.
Her palms rest over her womb.

fier eyes shining with compassion.

B REREEROEROT (O lie upon a bed of soft
MOsSS.

As you settle,

a gentle drumlbeat begins-

slow. steady. like the heartbeat you once heard in
the womb.

The elder places warm hands over your lower

pebly.

You feel heat.
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Her voice rises within you.

iEclloveditne.

your womfp holds stories.

Some are yours.
Semac=atednherited.

SEEEE ¥ cody to be released.
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e d tens1 ) sorrow. old self - judgment-
" thg i Sava %m hands.

Q&*

/

e
A ki) ',}','g." i

o

purden.

It is a temple
It is your compass.
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She places a symbolic gift into your hands-
a seed. a rose petal. a pearl. a flame.
\Whatever appears is your medicine.

Hold it to your wormb.

R cr oing with you-
~ awakening remembrance;
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the "resent moment.
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Gently open your eyes.
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