An Oraclc Awakcs

See her sPraw]ecl on the grounc{, covered so with dirt and leaves decagiﬂg that you can
barclg see her. Yet herform is intact, flesh still on the bones. Pale firm skin under all those
centuries of decag. She stirs. A low soft moan sounds; or is itjust the wind? | he freshest
layer of leaves rustles at the Peripherg of her form. ]t is her hands and feet, testing the life
returning as rays of moonlight break through the trees like a benediction of restoration.

[_{g/ﬁ returning to enliven //g/ﬁ gone dark in almost human form.

Ting beings, most|3 unseen, gather to observe. Theg soon bu59 themselves with ]iF’cing
debris from first her eyes, then her ears, Howing into her heart. The liglﬁt expandsj visible
in rays from the moon ’chrough the trees, in rays going out in a circle from her heart, in a
glow around each living being‘ The glow around the form of the Orac!e begins to Pu]se.

Lging face down ’tlﬂrough the ages, she now stirs, attended bg her forest and her faithful.
Ana/ she the most faithful of them all..

When she laid down her chalice and burned her robe all those cgcles ago, she cast herself
face firstin despair into her favorite forest glen and her consciousness fled, not knowing
for how long she would lay, on!g that she waited to be called. A signal Predeterminecl and
yet unknown would call her back. /_g/7t would dance with /76/} i /mr, as /mr, aga/'n,

As she stirs more stronglﬁ, the tiny beings, )Currg and gossamer, still. Awe and wonder fill
the air and bcgin to weave geomctrics of memory in bubbles around her. Onc bg one thcg
seem to disappcar in her. One very tiny winged being a]ig}wts on her heart as she turns
over, sending leaves and twigs and stones and various dimensional beings scuttling back to
giver her room. The wingecl one begins to glow and move its wings in a distinct rhgtlﬂm, in
sgnch with the heartbeat of (Laia. Newlg colored light patterns Pulse in that same rhy’chm
from her heart.

As her hands bcgiﬂ to flutter over all the residue still covering hcr, she Pu”s the lagcrs off
from first her face and then her heart. TI"IC glow from her great Oracle heart is gaintlg
green and golcl, and begins to fill the forest g]en. T rees murmur welcome. The sPring sings

a very ancient song oxcjog. [Her memory bcgins to awaken. Roning over once again, she



Pushcs herself up with arms trembling, weakened ’cl'lroug}w disuse, and sits back upon her
own ]egs to survey the scene. SHaking her long and matted Eair, she finds it inextricably
entwined with rock and leaf and tree. 5/76 Aaa/mcrgea/ with the world she scrvca/dur/'ng her
absencc, 50 comp/ct@/ﬂ, she had become bound bﬂ /t.

She wants to call for helP but cannot find hervoice or trust who to call. Who is left to
answer? A crow arrives, bringing her an arrowhead and she remembers those Peoplej who
sharPcned rock and lived in honor of the natural world. 51’16 feels agection, and accePts
the ghct, intencling to use it to extract her hair from the landscape.

“/am called to return, 7she says wonderinglg. “/\//ﬂ own Ca/[ come again in a new time.”

Tears leak From }‘ICF CHCS. She ]:)egins to breathe dCCPIH

The Oracle begins the task of remembering, as she draws in her memory from Nature
herself through her hair. Moons and suns circle, and nearlg a season, until she is at peace

with her fullness. Shc uses the arrowhead to sever her attachments and free herself.

Able to trust herself again, she lifts her vision to the skg and sees a beautiful robe
awaiting her. As she considers how to best reach for it, it drifts gracmcu”g to 1’xcr,
sl‘vimmcring gold and green ]35 turns, as if it, too, were alive. Fowerful currents lift and wrap
the robe around her. A woven grass belt appears and Posi’cions itself around her waist to
hold the robe PerFec‘clg in P]ace. Agolc{ leaf brooch arrives and arranges itself secure]g on
her left shoulder. lnvisible hands Placc themselves on her hear’c, front and back, to suPPort

her and 5681 I"ICI‘ VOW:

“1 m Ora cle.”

She smiles the smile of confident ‘mowing, clear purpose, emPowerecl choice.

“/ Keturn.”



