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Kiyanaan aeñ n'istweer kit-ayaanaan:  

We all have a story 
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Survivors of patriarchy do… 

  

Survivors of colonization do… 

  

All of Us have a story… 

The details vary somewhat 

showing up in the pattern of the silk webs of scars 

woven by Spider Woman 

on our bodies, our hearts, our minds. 

  

Filling in the gaps of things taken 

leaving gifts in the cracks 

as offerings. 

  

She wove while we went on living 

and the Great Spirit held us 

our magic, our Power 

so that we could just Breathe. 

  

Can you smell Sage burning? 

  

I wonder why we are still waiting… for someone to show us the way? 

Why we are still asking… for permission… to be ourselves? 

  

How to feel seen in a world that denies who we are in every moment? 

  

By the river 

echoes can be heard from when the lack of role models 

power-full women 
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Two-Spirit people 

and men 

left our young selves floating down the river without a paddle. 

  

The absence of protection 

of care 

left us scrambling 

under the water 

no canoe in sight 

gulping mouthfuls of darkness 

addiction. 

  

And when the grace of life somehow had us floating to the surface 

sitting on the rocks 

soaking wet, shivering… 

it was an offering. 

  

Can you feel the Sweetgrass brushing your arms? 

  

In bone-tired weariness 

in a moment of concurrent-time-stillness 

something happens… 

The sun softens 

the birds and insects become still and silent 

the water stops moving 

the swirl of life stops… 

  

Everything feels suspended… held… 

the air frozen and full. 

  

It’s odd…the sound of time melting 

crumbling, as though it actually existed in the first place 

and then the veil between the worlds thins… 

and the prickle of Truth singes the skin. 

  

Out of nowhere and everywhere the Old Ones come 

flowing gently together 

steady in their approach. 

  

Luminous strength 

saturated in an enveloping Love. 

  

It’s then that ‘I’ awaken; 

the ‘I’ that knows these Ancestors stands up inside me 

my capital S Spirit Self 
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as they all stand with me 

embraced by their presence. 

  

Tobacco is falling around and landing at my feet. 

  

And I hear them… 

not with my ears 

but with my heart. 

  

And they speak 

not in words 

but sensations 

emanating from the Collective. 

  

Of course I am listening. 

  

My heart hears/feels their fierce depth of unquestioning compassion. 

  

‘But how can you be so certain that I am worthy?’ I ask. 

They don’t waiver at that response from my wounds. 

  

I am in awe 

of their capacity to see it All 

to know it All 

and to still stand so steady in Love, 

as though Truth and Love were one in the same 

‘Tapweshakihi’. 

  

And then I feel lifted… 

literally off the ground 

into the still sky. 

  

And when I look down 

I can see all the crap I have been carrying for other people 

Thinking that’s how to love them 

In a pile on the ground 

like decayed snakes 

dead for so long 

But never given the chance to go back to the Earth 

to create new life. 

  

I pull some Tobacco from my pocket 

offer it to the snakes 

half apology 

half blessing 

and watch them begin to dissolve into the earth… Mother. 
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Snakes gone 

these now empty 

raw places in me 

begin to fill with warmth 

as the Ancestors ooze their Love into me. 

  

Not just in the parts of me that I like 

or the parts that the world around me likes 

But every bit of me 

the parts that hurt and those that feel ashamed 

unworthy 

And they just keep filling 

and filling 

until every cell of me has been touched 

and opened 

and Loved; 

and it keeps flowing still. 

  

The moment feels eternal… 

but then it shifts and I ‘hear’ their Heart-Voice: 

“You are invited to take a seat at the table of your life” 

It stops my breath. 

And then: 

“You are allowed to take up the space of you in the world” 

Stiffness in my body slowly opens 

to allow it all in. 

  

And then I hear: 

“The world needs you… to be you.” 

I exhale, tears flowing 

And with that 

they bow their heads and recede back through the veil 

like water flowing backwards 

and I am back on the rocks. 

  

The river is flowing 

Creation is bursting alive around me 

but I am Still. 

Full. 

Bones radiating with the Beauty of gifts received. 

  

Guides come: eagle, hummingbird, even bat 

and they see me. 

Acknowledge me. 

The illusion of invisibility 
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of aloneness 

is no longer needed 

and blows off in the wind. 

  

Slowly, savoring 

I climb into my canoe 

paddle in hand 

sacred blessings tucked in my heart; 

the sun is brighter now 

the birds sing their knowing 

and we paddle forward. 

  

Eekoshi 
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