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For the wise ones we never got to meet, by fortune or fate. For the dreamers obscured by survival or hate. I exist for you even if others can’t see it. I am here in spite of others saying I don’t have a right to. I see you in my eyes, nose, jaw, and shape. I know you love me beyond what small minds could make.


—LOVE, YOUR DESCENDANT







Because I exist, I have meaning.


I belong here.


I am real, worthy of love, and whole.


I am wanted, welcomed, well-received, included, and invited.


I am valuable and more than enough just being me.


This is my birthright.


—CATE E. GERSTBERGER
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introduction





WHAT IF I TOLD YOU I WAS A DESCENDANT of Moses? Yes, that Moses. At least, that was what the Houngan (Voodoo priest) said in the Vodou leson reading I received from them. You may not believe me, and that’s okay. I wouldn’t be so sure, either. However, I stand at the intersection of converging and often conflicting bloodlines that pool together into every cell, organ, and fiber of my being. The prescription for my emotional ailments that I received in that reading was to write their stories, to channel their forgotten legacies into teachings. So I’ll attempt to do just that.


I want this book to be a resource for those who felt neglected, unwanted, discarded and yet are constantly called upon to be rocks of unwavering support and resilience. I want to create a place of safety for those who felt like they didn’t belong anywhere. The pressure and anxiety of the task became a voice inside myself saying, “Wow, you have a God complex for thinking that. You couldn’t possibly have that kind of authority.” And it’s true: I cannot promise safety. But despite every attempt from the creepy little bully who tries to keep me in doubt, I have finished this book, my offering that I hope can help give even one person who feels like they don’t belong a bit of peace in their spirit.


That’s why the stories you will read in this book are parables, which tell a story with a moral or spiritual lesson. They are stories about those who live and have lived in the liminal space but did not have a name for it. They are stories of my ancestors, guides, and previous incarnations. We share stories so we can give them a place of reverence and the worthiness of existing. To create these stories, I went into my mediumship practice to become them, to share their story in their words but through my voice.


To live in the liminal, to me, means being neither here nor there yet everywhere all at once. To not fit in is to stand out. While that can feel like something to strive for, it can create profound loneliness for those who traverse the world when no place truly feels like home. As a multiracial and autistic person with many interests, I’ve often been rejected by the world around me. This rejection has come consciously and unconsciously from my peers in my community and craft, artistically and psychically, and even in my own family. Being constantly reminded that you are not enough to meet some quantifiable standard or that you have “too much” of something ambiguous or unidentifiable can pummel your self-esteem and confidence almost to nonexistence. Or worse, you might try to conform and fit in, only to have it backfire entirely and send you into the depths of your shadows. I say this all from my own experience. You, dear reader, may have feelings that differ. These are just mine. I hope that this book offers support to you in the way I wished I had received it growing up. Because as I’m discovering, a big part of my life purpose is to be the person I wanted to be there for me when I was growing up.


So yeah, back to Moses. No pressure. When the Houngan told me I was descended from Moses, at least that gave me some idea of where my clairvoyance gifts might have come from. But I digress.


Revitalizing and nourishing a lineage that has wholly forgotten itself and been suppressed, destroyed, or erased is only going to be done by channeling the stories of those who came before. Here is where I, a descendant of witches, segnatori, medicine people, and mediums—and maybe even, dare I even say, galactic beings—show up. While none of us may have every bit of information about our lineage, we have our flesh and blood to create a map of memories through our DNA to guide us to our healing.


So how do we heal, honor, respect, reclaim, or revise our lives and magical practices when the maps to them have been lost, eradicated, held back, or stolen? How do you heal and empower yourself when you don’t have books, oral histories, elders, or really any information from your ancestral lines? Some of us also come from bloodlines by way of violence and may be too afraid to even bother trying to connect to them. We may have experienced rejection, dismissal, or exclusion from what should be our communities, where people may not have welcomed our diversity as part of the whole. That refusal can often lead to feelings of unworthiness, abandonment, and fear of being visible. We create a narrative of our feelings of not belonging. We fear being seen. How do you overcome imposter syndrome and take up space without feeling like a fraud? Part of the purpose of this book is an invitation to remain curious even when you are in discomfort or scared to approach your tenderness and vulnerability.


To do that, we will explore the idea of being okay with not knowing. This collection of thoughts, stories, and ideas aims to provide a place to connect with feelings and thought forms related to not fitting in and help you rewrite your narrative. By making space for nuance, fallibility, and healing in a nonlinear format, we allow ourselves to be messy to uncover and discover the gifts we have to offer our communities and loved ones when we show up as ourselves. We may not have all the information available, but we have our flesh, blood, and DNA to guide us through our healing. The exercises and introspections in this book give us the opportunity that our ancestors should have had while allowing us to send that healing back to them through timelines.


If you are wondering how to connect to your lineages on Earth and in the galactic to create practices that honor and respect those that came before you, then this offering is a dedication to you. Welcome this opportunity to create a practice centered on healing and offering that is just as unique as you are.











MERRIAM-WEBSTER’S DICTIONARY MEANING OF THE WORD LIMINAL


1: of, relating to, or situated at a sensory threshold : barely perceptible or capable of eliciting a response


liminal visual stimuli


2 : of, relating to, or being an intermediate state, phase, or condition : IN-BETWEEN, TRANSITIONAL


… in the liminal state between life and death.


—Deborah Jowitt


“Liminal.” Merriam-Webster.com Dictionary, Merriam-Webster, https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/liminal. Accessed August 12, 2023.
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chapter one

OPENING THE SPACE







BEFORE WE BEGIN, I WANT YOU TO understand the courage it takes to dive into self-reflection. This is a reminder to commit to being your own authority. That means taking full responsibility for your own learning, healing, and sovereignty—not just in your practice, but in every part of your daily life. No guru, teacher, or influencer can fully bring you wholeness and completion. There may be a part of you that desires to find ease and grace in your self-discovery and healing, but that relief you seek can also be directly connected to your commitment and willingness to take responsibility for yourself in this process. Know that not one person—not me, not any other witch or healer—can give you all the answers and perfect remedies that will cure what troubles you.


I can make suggestions throughout this book and its parables, which are based on my unique experience, but ultimately the responsibility will be yours. I hope my journey can help you navigate your own, that it is a light that will shine on and support you. I hope that the knowledge in this book can hold a supportive and sacred space for you as you guide yourself through this process. If you don’t already have a practice or a tradition of grounding, of meditation or magic—it does not matter. Not being ready or prepared should not be the thing stopping you. The only requirement for understanding the lessons in this book is being open and receptive to what is being offered and then finding the things that resonate with you. Find the ways you relate, and if there are ways that you do not connect, that is okay.


If you want to begin working with this book in a symbiotic way throughout your daily life, I recommend some helpful exercises to get you grounded in the space. You can choose to begin your experience with meditation, grounding exercises, or setting up an altar dedicated to your journey through this book, and maybe for the ones you love, too.


First, I recommend working with a twelfth-dimensional shield, which is a form of protecting and clearing your energy. The twelfth-dimensional shield activation is designed to multidimensionally ground and protect your energetic field, allowing you to discern what belongs to you and what does not.


Next, I suggest creating an altar. This will create an anchor point in your day-to-day life where you can make offerings, set prayers, or feed your ancestors and guides as you go through this process. Creating an altar is not a commitment to witchcraft. It is just another physical way to identify the work that you’re doing in the invisible in a tangible physical way.


Third, learn how to create a daily grounding and energy recall practice. This does not have to be a militant meditation practice but more of a daily ritual that can lend support. It can be the little things that we do that we set up for ourselves to make us feel like we have one foot in this reality. That gives us a physical landing pad in our daily lives.


Last, I would recommend writing a declaration of intent or a personal mission statement that you would like to motivate your process.


These are just some suggestions; they are not required, but they are helpful. Following are some tips, meditations, and my recommendations for an altar, if you would like to work with them.
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twelfth-dimensional shield technique


1 Let’s start by taking a few deep breaths. You can find a comfortable position sitting or lying down to do this, and begin dropping into the energy point of the number zero. You can tap into this neutral starting point by taking a deep inhale through the nose and down into your solar plexus, the area just below your heart center. Then, gently release and relax your body on your exhale. Now you can state the following, aloud or quietly in your mind’s eye:


MY DECLARATION OF INTENTION IS TO SERVE MY SOURCE.


I commit to serving my highest power wholly and thoroughly.


I am Source energy.


I am sovereign.


I am free.


2 To activate the twelfth-dimensional shield, begin by visualizing the Merkabah star, a tetrahedron star. Imagine a platinum six-pointed star, like the Star of David, in the center of your brain, then move your Merkabah star down through the central column of your body. You see it passing through each chakra and releasing from between your legs. Now send your six-pointed star to the center of the Earth to the Earth Star Grid, an energy center that holds a grounding frequency for the planet deep below. You can feel unconditional love and unity for all as you connect your star with the Earth star.


3 As you connect to the twelfth-dimensional platinum light, feel that light building momentum through your entire body. As you connect and fill up with the platinum energy, see your six-pointed star returning to you, and let it stop at a position twelve inches beneath your feet. As you focus on your six-pointed star, it will start to spin, build momentum, and create a platform of platinum silver light. This light is your twelfth-dimensional shield. As the protection strengthens, it will produce an upward movement of a pillar of platinum-white light. Allow that pillar of light to reach a position about three and a half feet above your head, and feel and sense your entire body encased in the twelfth-dimensional platinum-white light. Allow every cell and every pore of your body to radiate in the platinum-white light, as you focus again on that position twelve inches beneath your feet.


4 Next, visualize your six-pointed Merkabah star, and draw your Merkabah star up through the center column of your body, letting it pass through your chakra column and release out of the top of your head. Send your star to a position three and a half feet above your head. As your Merkabah star again begins to spin, see it create a shield at the top of your head. This allows your twelfth-dimensional star to create a pillar of light. Feel yourself fully encased from top to bottom in your twelfth-dimensional platinum shield.


5 Now, multidimensionally ground your shield by focusing on your six-pointed star at three and a half feet above your head. You will send your Merkabah star out toward the cosmic heart of our universe, out to Andromeda galaxy. As you connect to the universe’s core, allow the crystal star to emanate its connection to you. As you feel protected and supported in your twelfth-dimensional pillar of light, say within your heart:


THANK YOU, SOURCE.


Thank you, Ascension Guides.


I am Unity.


And so it is.









declaration of intent


Words have power and can create a thread or a through line on this journey. Creating an explicit declaration of intent when embarking on this healing path is highly suggested. Why? Because by doing so, you offer an anchor and a magical compass for your energy. Navigating the liminal can bring you down paths and open doors that you didn’t know were there. Having a declaration of intent can get you back to the purpose of the work.


1 Think about what you would like to achieve here with this work. What is your goal? Is it for your inner child? Is it for ancestral healing? Is it to find inner peace or ease? Is it to see more clarity or have more confidence? There is no wrong answer. You can modify your intention as you move through this journey. I recommend keeping it simple to start. Try to contain your intention in a sentence or two, not a wordy or lengthy paragraph, because we can get lost in words in the way a story can take lose its plot if it takes too many different turns. Think of this as a mission statement. Your statement will keep you from being overwhelmed by the process. Remember, you can always amend, add on, or clarify as you make your way through the process and things become more evident. For now, keep it simple to set the tone and direction for moving through this particular path of working. Some examples might include the following:


I AM A DIVINE VESSEL FOR MY HEALING.


I show up with ease and grace through my process.


I am a vehicle for the healing and well-being of my elevated ancestors.


I invite healing, revolution, and grace as I find peace in the liminal.


2 Make sure that what you write or create as your declaration of intent is your own and feels true to your heart. Throughout the process of working with this book, you can always change your words, redirect your attentions, or change your purpose. You can also use this declaration of intent for any area of your life, work, relationships, or creative process.


3 A declaration of intent is like setting intentions at the new or full moon. It allows you to have a visible pathway so that if you get distracted or fear arises, you can return to your intention and remember why you are here. This practice of creating an anchor through words constructs a space where distractions can fall away or leave if they no longer need to be present.









quick grounding visualization


This quick grounding visualization can be done anywhere, anytime. You can do this in a pinch or if you are in a hurry. No special tools are required—only your imagination and visualization capabilities.


1 Take a moment to close your eyes, or keep them open if you need to. Start by bringing your awareness to the base of your spine and imagine a beautiful golden cord as wide as the spread of your hips. With your breath on your inhale, bring light, oxygen, and consciousness into your body. You can then send that breath down, deep into the base of your spine, to the seat of your soul. On your exhale, imagine that beautiful golden cord unfurling and making its way down into the center of the Earth as you breathe in consciousness energy and exhale that beautiful golden cord down to the center of the Earth. Imagine releasing any stress, tension, static noise, or energy that might be throwing you off or making you feel imbalanced or disconnected from the Earth.


2 As your beautiful golden cord locks into the center of the universe, know that you are now firmly connected to the Earth’s healing energy. You can call on this connection at any point throughout your day. If you tune into this cord in the days, weeks, or years ahead and it is not a beautiful, brilliant color, you can always release it to the center of the Earth. Ask the Earth to take it, recycle it, and send that energy back into the planet for healing and regeneration. Then you can also create a new cord to connect you to that grounding energy. This visualization is a simple yet effective way to connect your energetic field to Earth’s energies.
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chapter two

BONE AND BLOOD







YOUR ANCESTORS ARE SUPPORTING you even if you do not know their names. They are deep within your cells, bones, and blood, like an impression pressed into clay. In the same way film takes an imprint of a vision, stores it, and encodes it, the memories, mannerisms, fears, traumas, and loves of your ancestors are encoded within yours. Like a deeply programmed operating system, your habits and characteristics are your own. Still, those strange, often unexplainable knowings, fears, and cravings—maybe patterns of behavior or trauma—are all connected to your lineage. We often glamorize our ancestral line and make heroic mythologies of their existence, which is beautiful. That’s how we survive: by storytelling and by remembering. However, while some of our lineage is admirable, we all also have some that is not, and we often tend to shy away from recognizing the ones who are unwell.


There are both elevated and unwell ancestors, but we often are taught to forget the troubled and not so admirable ones, and glamorize and romanticize the rest by upholding the memories only of the elevated ones in an attempt to justify or validate our existence. Some of us live in shame and fear of those unwell ancestors in our lineages. It’s often an assumption that we must feel immense guilt, anger, and shame to be worthy activists or allies as accountability for what our unwell ancestors have done. While it is true that anger can be a great motivator, it is not always the best tool when confronting these deep shadow wounds around identity, especially as shame can immobilize our healing journey. While I can’t speak for everyone on this, I can only speak for myself as a multiracial person who has had limited success wielding my anger in my quest for belonging.


I feel undeniable rage and upset when I think about my ancestors that caused direct harm or pain, especially when I know of the relatives (mine and others) who suffered under the painful and harmful acts of violence committed by my unwell ancestors. Still, I also know that I have my elevated ancestors within me. These elevated ones are here to help support my bloodline by creating healing and a sense of responsibility to heal any of the harm created by the unwell ones. It’s imperative in this body of a multiracial person to dismantle systems that my unwell ancestors may have put into place and not to harm or further negatively impact future generations.


Sitting around in a constant existential crisis will not help the current narrative or make a difference. I can feel pain and empathize, but I cannot sit around in guilt for what they have done. That also defeats the purpose of doing the work if I am making it about me and centering myself instead of creating a space of advocacy and healing. I think some people are motivated by guilt and anger, which is fine, but I know that does not motivate me, personally—it only makes me not want to exist. This, in turn, perpetuates the cycle of erasure.


When that guilt or shame takes over, I feel like a ghost haunting this place. I’ve often gone through many days and months of suicidal ideation because it feels impossible to exist this way peacefully. A lot of pushback will come in the form of others telling you “You don’t care enough,” “You don’t belong,” or “You don’t have a right to have a voice.” These harmful assumptions bring a great discomfort in being perceived. They strike deep within feelings of not belonging, being cast into the role of an outsider, and feeling like an inhuman object.


As a product of colonization, slavery, misogyny, power, and control, I often wonder, How do you take up space when you are continually apologizing for existing? I’m no longer apologizing for being here. I’m done with being tokenized for the purpose of making others comfortable with my existence. I’m done with feeling immense shame and embarrassment and abandoning myself. That is the whole reason why this reality exists. There is so much pain in this existence. However, that does not mean I have to live in this shame anymore. That does not mean anyone like me or who has gone through these experiences has to suffer, not at this extreme. We can heal without suffering. It does not mean there will be no pain, but this is the invitation to heal without dragging ourselves through burning coals to make a point. We can create a new reality without toxic empathy and give ourselves the healing to move forward without martyrdom.


While I spent a significant portion of my thirties and forties focused on ancestor veneration, there came a time to release the belief that I could be fixed by connection, or what some would consider an acute obsession with them. Acknowledgment of the past is crucial. But what does staying stuck in the cycles and stories of pain and redemption do to heal those wounds? I needed to get into the present to live as a human being in today’s world, not just as a vessel venerating the pain of the past—not waiting for someone to permit me to feel validated in order to move on. I had also become dangerously attached to my identity as a person engaging in ancestor veneration. Who, I wondered, would I be without this mission? My ancestors had taken up so much space in my life—not just my benevolent and healed uplifted ancestors, but my unwell ancestors too. They held on to me the same way that a possessive friend or lover would have, preventing me from making deeper connections with others because they relied on my purpose to bring them healing.


Unbeknownst to myself, in pursuing my connection with ancestors, I had stopped myself from being fully available for deeper meaningful relationships. I had directed most of my energy to this practice of healing my family line, much in the same way that I might use drugs or alcohol to fuel my escape from this reality. I created a false sense of purpose that was not rooted in the present, existing in the moment. I denied myself pleasure and instead lived in pain, shame, and a never-ending search for redemption.


So one morning, I took my ancestral altar apart to clean it and reassess the reality of my existence. I took all of the photos and names attached to it and placed them in a drawstring gift bag. I held them in my hands, and I cried. It was a moment of recognizing them and my ability to be a good descendant.


I made them human again. I was no longer putting them on a pedestal and thinking of them as gods that dictated my life direction. In those moments, I prayed to them and assured them I was not abandoning them. Still, the reality was that I could not uphold a fully actualized spiritual connection to them and live my life as a human while connected to their reality. The healing and wanting to belong that I so desperately craved had been in front of me for some time, but while I was fixated on my relationship to ancestors, I was not ready to see it. While I’m forever grateful for the opportunity to be a vehicle and a bridge between my ancestors, I also remember coming here to this earthly plane to live.


There is a distinct comfort in staying in the liminal, when the physical reality does not seem to accept or understand you fully. And yet, it is not your time to leave this physical place. I honor and revere those unwell ancestors with parameters that I have set. When I create time and space for them, I do not allow them to dictate my life and its direction. It can be hard to put yourself first when you’ve been told your whole life that you are selfish and when you’ve only just come to realize that the only people who called you selfish wanted to control you by minimizing your power, keeping your light dim, and not fostering your growth. There can be moments of resentment when you long for a life that could have happened had you received support from the people around you. You could have also been allowed to exist to empower them. But you must grieve those old stories, narratives, and potential timelines and return to the present from where you stand now. Then give it all you’ve got!






HEALING THE LIMINAL ALTAR OFFERING SUGGESTIONS


Creating an altar, while not necessary, is highly suggested if you choose to journey along this adventure of the liminal. An altar does not belong to anyone religion or practice. An altar is where one comes to honor the sacred by creating a physical landmark for the unseen. The purpose of an altar is to act as a place of divinity, prayer, reverence, magic, and to be a portal to whatever its assigned intention may be. Creating an altar will help you hold space for your process, your ancestors, your guides, your divine spirit team, and any goals for which you wish to seek support.


An altar doesn’t require a fancy setup. In times of desperation and being houseless in Los Angeles, I constructed a few altars on the dashboard of my car with just a napkin, a pinch of tobacco, a small crystal, and sometimes feathers I had found along my path. My only rule when constructing an altar is to treat it as a sacred space, a place that you would not desecrate with trash or disrespect and that you would not let others tamper with. Let this be your sanctuary.


No matter how simple or elaborate, an altar can give you an anchor point from the Unseen into the physical, and it can help manifest the healing and communication you seek to gain from the unseen.


Some simple suggested items for beginning a liminal space healing altar:


* A small glass of water.


* A tea light or small white votive candle.


* A skeleton key, or any key, to be used as a talisman. This will be charged or consecrated to take you from this world to the next.


* A small dish of sea salt.


* A piece of paper with your name written on it.


* A photo or image of a guide, an ancestor, or perhaps even an animal you feel connected to in your current life.


Before you set up your altar, take a moment to cleanse your space and clear your mind. Use the grounding visualization I mentioned previously, and if you haven’t used the twelfth-dimensional shield, I recommend that as well.


Then, identify a modality for cleansing that is most appropriate for you. Begin to cleanse your space and clear your mind. I like to light incense and play healing frequency sounds. You will then find a place for your altar where it will not be disturbed by prying eyes, partners, family members, familiars, or roommates. You’ll want this to be only for you. Once you have found your place, you can begin to arrange your items—the glass of water, the photo or image, the key, the dish of sea salt—in a way that pleases you.


Write your name on a piece of paper and make a declaration of intention for the altar. You can ask your guides and guardians to keep you protected but not hidden during your journey. You can ask for support as you navigate the liminal for your understanding. You can ask whatever you like. Ensure that the intention feels true to your spirit and what you are ready to invite into your life.


Then, take the piece of paper with your name on it and place it in the bowl of salt. The salt adds a cleansing element and a warding of your name to ensure safe travel and protection for you and your guides as you process. You can keep this setup throughout your experience with this book. Or, if you feel intuitively nudged to, add additional support items like other stones, photos, or flowers. You can also assign this altar a task or name it as the portal to a specific support you need. You will know what is proper and correct for you.
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ancestor veneration tree


Ancestor veneration, sometimes called veneration of the dead, has been widely practiced in many cultures for thousands of years. The belief is that honoring our ancestors allows us to stay connected to our lineages in the spirit realm and have their guidance, support, and sometimes intervention. Ancestor veneration is practiced not only out of love and respect for the deceased, but also to help continue their existence and provide direct contact for advice and support.


Ancestor veneration can be used to connect with people within your bloodline and, in honoring the ancestors and lineages of your creative field, your work, your passion, and even your religion. For example, if you are an artist and want to venerate the ancestors of your craft, you could create a practice of reverence to connect to them and petition their support. The same applies if you are a doctor, teacher, or scientist.


There are many ways to venerate your ancestors year-round, and one of the most common practices is to create an altar. But there are plenty of other ways, and I want to share one with you that helped me personally: the Ancestor Tree.


So what is the Ancestor Tree? I created the Ancestor Tree with creativity and magic when I was desperate for connection but felt that I had nowhere to begin. It begins with an image of a tree that I drew: the roots, the trunk, and many branches that rise up and extend outward.


1 First, write your name in the central column of the trunk.


2 Then, extending up through the branches, write your biological parents’ names, if you know them.


3 Then, write the names of any family members whose names you know within the branches. What happens if you don’t know your relatives or where your lineages descend from? I suggest writing the word ancestor instead of a name—you can write that over and over and over again as needed.


4 On the roots of the tree, write the names of the energy that supports you, such as people with whom you have personal relationships, like spouses, partners, children, or even good friends. Know that you can go back in and write more names as you discover or remember others.


5 Once you feel satisfied that you have filled out the tree to the best of your abilities, take that image of the Ancestor Tree and place it on your altar, if you have one. If you don’t have one, that’s okay. Find a place to set your drawing where it will not be disturbed. Make the tree the centerpiece of this area.


6 When I first created my Ancestor Tree, I placed it on my altar. I added some flowers, just carnations at the time. I recommend adding flowers to yours. You can choose whatever flowers you want. Some people select sentimental flowers like roses or marigolds because they attract the spirits of the dead. But anything that draws your attention will work. On my altar, I also put a glass of water for my ancestors, should they get thirsty. Then I added a little piece of chocolate. Try adding something that your ancestors would enjoy. Again, offerings are all suggestions. You can add whatever you want.


7 Another thing I like to add is a candle. Any candle will do, even if it’s an electric one. I had a profound experience using the ancestor candle I got from a small business called Magic Hour Candles. I placed it next to my tree image, lit it, and then allowed it to burn for several days. After the flame finally flickered and disappeared, I received multiple emails from my Ancestry.com account. I had taken a DNA test three years prior and had completely forgotten about it. I learned that I had been matched to several new relatives, ones that I did not recognize. We didn’t seem to look alike at first, but after a closer look, there was familiarity in the faces that I recognized. This process started to connect me to more names of people I had not known before. I added those names to my tree.


Did the tree work the magic and connect me to these people? Perhaps, because it gave me an anchor to bring that energy into my day-to-day reality, and that started the process of uncovering and discovering some missing puzzle pieces of my origins. I made contact with my biological father within a year of creating the Ancestor Tree. Did my drawing have something to do with me finding him? Absolutely. Did it bring me to my father? No, not entirely—but I believe it acted like a portal to that family energy. The more I received names that connected me to my father, the more they acted like an energetic bloodline link. So do with that what you will, but I have found the Ancestor Tree to be a super helpful way to ground and connect into my lineages, allowing me to create connection and possibility where there once wasn’t.









Agneida, the Time Traveler


AGNEIDA ABRUPTLY awoke in an unfamiliar place and thought, It’s happening again. Quantos anos? What time is it? What year is it? Where am I?


“Oh no, not again!” she exclaimed. She had a habit that was something like sleepwalking. But is it sleepwalking when you’ve already crossed over into the Land of the Dead? She was a spirit lost—constantly searching for familiarity, for her loved ones, for something recognizable. She was continually searching for a home. She had forgotten her divine assignment. Although she would have moments on the edge of remembering, she’d immediately black out when her mind seemed to edge too close. She slipped through dimensions, not quite asleep and not quite awake, not remembering where she was. She would revisit her old life, haunting it with reminiscences in hopes of finding a sense of peace. She constantly questioned herself: Is this a dream? Did I make it all up?


Sometimes she would fall into the future through a portal created by her descendant. Suddenly she’d find herself at an altar in the woman’s bedroom. While this was helpful, there was no consistency to the traditions that prompted this occurrence. This woman, her descendant, had brought Agneida to the middle plane, but there was no one here to honor her, no one to remember her stories or call on her spirit in prayer. The longer she stayed here, the more lost she would feel. So there she was, traveling through time and space, going to sleep and waking up, conscious and unconscious again, waking up in different places in different spaces all over the world, waiting for someone to free her.


[image: ]











Mary’s Lament


ON THE morning of her wedding, Mary awoke with eyes filled with tears as numerous as drops of water in the Mediterranean Sea. She was filled with worry: would she be a good wife, a good mother, an excellent example of a woman? She was only seventeen years old, yet she had known who her husband would be from birth. Named Giuseppe, he was sixteen years older than she was, and he was made to understand that this child would provide a way for him to keep his family secure and preserve its legacy.


This arrangement may sound cruel and sadistic in today’s world, but this is just how family hierarchies operated back in the old country. Mary understood her path early on and was prepared from a young age for her eventual role as a matriarch. So, on that early summer day, she married Giuseppe and vowed to be a good and faithful Catholic wife, to have and hold, in sickness and health, ’til death do they part. She kept her promise. Her devotion to her faith was the only thing she prioritized more than her husband. If she could have been a nun, she would have chosen that path, but she knew that way had never been available to her.


She grew to love her husband and found that they had common goals that drew them closer. They eventually became best friends, partners, and companions and did learn to love each other. She was not resentful or rebellious. She was a stern mother, not full of affection but consistent and responsible. There was never a hungry mouth or tearful eye that could not be soothed with her support and understanding. The worry never left her eyes, though; that would be something she passed down to her children.


Mary bore nine children and would have had eleven had the twins not died in childbirth. She believed in God so much that she never outwardly grieved her circumstance more than a week because she thought it was part of God’s plan. Her faith in the Divine was so strong that her only focus in this life, besides being a good wife and mother, was to get into heaven so she could be closer to her true love, the Holy Spirit. Every day she prayed the rosary. She was a good Catholic and rarely missed Mass—only when she was in labor, and one time when she had the flu. She was so devoted she would often take on the suffering of others in an attempt to spare her loved ones the pain of their sins. Even in times when she knew she could not control the behavior of her children or husband, she would assume the role of the martyr to keep everyone in good standing with the man upstairs. That’s how strong her faith was. She believed she could save people from sin, the devil’s temptations, and redemption.


In some ways, she did. Mary had enough faith for everyone—her whole family and her whole community. The village would come to her when they were sick or fell on hard times. She rejected the path of the healer in her family. Sadly, she believed that the stregas, as they were called, were part of the sinful work of the devil, even though she herself had the gift. She always had a word or a prayer to assure others that they would rise again, just like the son of the Lord.


She did have moments of doubt sometimes, but rarely. Still, she occasionally would be vexed into thinking she was foolish to be so devout, especially when harsh winters and moving to a new country would prove financially, emotionally, and physically distressing for her family. However, she always came back to her faith … so much so that her unwavering belief would become an annoyance to her family. However, in becoming that annoyance, her faith only grew stronger.


But no matter how much she prayed or tithed, she worried constantly. It increased to a fever pitch when her husband began making dealings that would be seen as illegal in this new world. As a good wife, she had to acquiesce to his decisions without protest. But she had one condition: she made Giuseppe promise to go to Mass and confession to be absolved of his sins. He did as she said, and funny enough, he grew fond of it. It gave him a sense of peace, which helped ease her fears and reassured her that she was indeed a good wife.


Though they lived a hard life, they gave their children all they had, including an ocean of worry, a drive to succeed, and enough audacity to do things differently. The only thing that seemed to skip a generation was a devotion to God. The children believed, but they were more afraid of the punitive side of the Lord than devoted to his ability to perform miracles.


Giuseppe died first. Her devotion to her husband was intense, but her freedom to commit to God the almighty was more vital. She left this earthly plane a year after Giuseppe’s death, not sad but with happy tears in her eyes. She died knowing that she did what she was raised to do in this life, and now she could be with her Father in heaven. Her unwavering faith in a higher power, in God, could never be broken, no matter her circumstance in life. She would also pass this on in subtle ways, although more to the generations that would come after her children. Her gift was her unbreakable connection to the Divine. Her legacy was the drive to bear the worries of those around her in the act of ultimate devotion.
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