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Abstract: 
Embarking on a road to Freudian self-discovery and with that an opportunity to engage in Rorty’s (1989) Nietzschean notion of ‘self-creation’, as in changing the metaphors by which we live, is difficult yet worthwhile. Contextualized within the lived experience of divorce, from both a wife and daughter’s perspective, this inquiry reveals what it is like to become mindful in moments of pain. More than a cathartic release, the authors make a conscious effort to transform their idiosyncratic natures, what they frame in terms of the Jungian shadow, with the intention of eating away the darkness and moving towards what Heidegger frames as the ‘simple brightness’ of our existence. New metaphors were thus birthed: the fox and the lotus flower. 



Mindfully Changing the Metaphors by Which we Live:
The Fox and the Lotus Flower

My idea, as you can see, is that consciousness does not really belong to the individual existence of man but to his community or herd nature; that, consequently is finely developed only in relation to community and herd utility; and, consequently, that each of us, with the best will to understand ourselves as individually as possible, ‘to know ourselves,’ will always only bring to consciousness precisely what is nonindividual in ourselves, what is ‘average’: that our thoughts themselves are constantly overruled by the character of consciousness—by the ‘genius of species’ dominating them—and translated back into the herd perspective. 

(Nietzsche, 1887/2010, pp. 92-93)

We shall see the conscious need of the strong poet to demonstrate that he is not a copy or a replica as merely a special form of an unconscious need everyone has: the need to come to terms with the blind impress which chance has given him, to make a self for himself by redescribing that impress in terms which are, if only marginally, his own.  

(Rorty, 1989, p. 43)

…intelligent and cultivated people live their lives without even knowing of the possibility of such transformations. Wholly unprepared they embark upon the second half of life. 

(Jung, 1930/1976, p.16)

	More than a preferred existence, living in a state of blindness might be considered an enabling mechanism for getting through daily life. “Fine” is the automated response uttered when asked, “How are you doing?” No one expects a difficult or complicated conversation to emerge. And so, life continues, “fine” becomes the norm. Living in such blindness has the potential to be mindlessly joyous, even exuberant at times for ‘ignorance is bliss.’ Conversely, embarking on a road to Freudian self-discovery and with that an opportunity to engage in Rorty’s (1989) Nietzschean notion of ‘self-creation’, as in changing the metaphors by which we live, is difficult.
Delving into our blind impresses in a way that embraces the tension Rorty raises between Freudian self-discovery and Nietzschean self-creation resonates very much with Jung’s (1928/1976) concept of becoming aware of one’s shadow. Jung moved beyond Freud’s psychoanalytic approach of self-discovery when he introduced the concept of the collective unconsciousness (Campbell, 1976, p. xviii-xix).  According to Jung, the collective consciousness is “the ancestral heritage of possibilities of representation, it is not individual but common to all men, and perhaps even to all animals, and is the true basis of the individual psyche” (Jung, 1927/ 1976, p. 38). Becoming aware of one’s individual psyche thus in Jung’s terms is to become aware of how consciousness is “intimately connected with environmental conditions” not only in the present moment but also in relation to the timelessness nature of the universal psyche (Jung, 1927/1976, p. 38). While the contents of the personal consciousness may be accessible during an individual’s lifetime, “the contents of the collective unconsciousness are invariably archetypes that were present from the beginning” and that the “the most accessible [archetype], and the easiest to experience, is the shadow, for its nature can in large measure be inferred from the contents of the personal unconsciousness” (Jung, 1951/1976, p. 144-145). Jung further explained that,
To become conscious of it involves recognizing the dark aspects of the personality as present and real. This act is the essential condition for any kind of self-knowledge, and it therefore as a rule, meets with considerable resistance. (Jung, 1951/1976, p.145)
While this curricular journey into the shadows of the (un)known might very well be conceptualized by a combination of philosophy and analytic psychology, the particular path we wish to take is shaped by our practices of mindfulness and poetizing phenomenology (van Manen, 1997). Note that it is not without caution that we embark on such a curricular path as it is lived (Aoki, 1993; van Manen, 2008). Strength of the poetic kind is particularly drawn upon as we attempt to step bravely toward the (un)known and with that, mindfully engage in Nietzschean acts of self-creation. 
A practice of mindfulness has the potential to open oneself up to one’s blind impresses/ shadows. At its essence, mindfulness from a Heideggerian perspective is a metaphysical state of existence, a way of being that brings our experience of being into awareness. According to Heidegger, an existentialist who interpreted Nietzsche’s philosophy as ‘inverted Plantonism’ and in turn, influenced Rorty’s (1989) thinking about ‘self-overcoming’ and the possibilities for “giving birth to oneself”(p. 29), the experience of becoming mindful has a transformative potential. Heidegger explains: “Through mindfulness—inquiring-musing—man enters the truth of being and thus takes man “himself” unto the fundamental transformation that arises out of this truth: the expectancy of Da-sein” (1938/2006, p. 40).  Such is the potential for mindfulness, a state of existence best described as a sway between an awareness of “t/hereness of the t/here” (Heidegger, 1938/2006, p. 90). Existing in our blindness, the darkness of the ‘ab-ground’ or abyss (here), while also grasping the brightness living within the contingencies of human existence (there), however, enables new possibilities to emerge.
As we are inspired to explore the 2013 Provoking Curriculum conference theme that circumscribes this book, specifically, the extent to which one becomes aware of the blind impresses from which “all our behavings bear” (Rorty, 1989, p. 23), we question the degree to which our mindfulness practices serve to either sooth our lived existence through stress management, common focus of mindfulness-based research (e.g., Kabat-Zinn, 1990; Mackenzie, Soloway, & Karayolas, 2008; Shapiro, Brown, & Biegel, 2007) versus mobilize a transformative, emancipated existence. We wonder, to what extent do practices of mindfulness support what Rorty frames as a Freudian trek to self-discovery and with that the opportunity to engage in the emergent, purposeful Nietzschean act of ‘self-creation’? 


Rebecca’s Life-Changing Contingencies
…when sunlight hits the body, the body turns bright, but it throws a shadow, which is dark. The brighter the light, the darker the shadow. Each of us has some part of our personality that is hidden from us. (Bly, 1988, p. 7)

Living one’s life like the ‘energy bunny’, the most common metaphor friends use to describe my energetic, exuberant presence, is certainly bright. The bounce in my stride identifies my idiosyncratic nature in an instant as I walk down my university hallways, guilty of spreading euphoric smiles. Not weighed down by the many things I juggle as a female academic and mother, my effervescent, seemingly light physicality always endures. The Merleau-Pontian notion of “I can” is my mantra. I can breathe. I can stretch. I can grocery shop. I can cut and sauté onions and carrots at 6am in preparation of a crockpot evening meal. I can walk my dog. I can smooth the fizziness out of my hair and complete a morning workout before my little boys wake up. I can sing songs. I can play games in the backyard. I can cater birthday parties and special occasions. I can load and unload the dishwasher. I can fold my entire family’s clothes at 11 o’clock at night. And, oh yes, I can also write articles, teach and develop undergraduate and graduate courses, get grants, conduct research projects, and perform at a competitive level among male colleagues who have their socks and underwear folded for them. Not caught up in exploring Chodorow’s (1978) Freudian exploration of why it is me who mothers and lives this superwoman existence, I continue in a fashion that may be described as blissfully and ignorantly joyous. I am blind to the dark side of my existence, my nature to work so hard to keep everything together and not ask for help or support. My mindful, movement practices could even be a culprit in sustaining such an existence. From the grounding nature of my at-home yoga routine to my dog walks, runs and snowshoeing, my moments of motile, existential bliss seep into the presence I carry in the rest of my daily activities. Until of course I experience the day in which my life is thrown off-course by a force outside of myself. 
Jung theorizes that “What happens outside also happens in him, and what happens in him also happens outside” (Jung, 1971/ 1976, p. 40). Thus, up until this particular moment in time, I am ignorant of my blind impresses as  “there are no problems without consciousness” (Jung, 1971/ 1976, p. 6). Yet, every now and then, events make visible what was previously unseen. 
Chain of/ Chained by/ Changed by (?)/ Events
A knee injury 
A limp
Perseverance – 4 flights of stairs to my office, long walks to the Lees Campus parking lot, “Yes I can skip on one leg” when a curious teacher candidate hands me a rope….
A second knee injury
I walk in a modified way, I keep going…
A car crash
Two disc injuries
I can no longer sit down without radiating nerve pain
“No more yoga”, I am told.
Perseverance – For nine months I teach my classes standing up, I assume a prone position on the floor to do computer work, I cook, I fold laundry, yet…
Life as I know it cannot continue 
Darkness becomes visible
Knees are eventually repaired by surgery 
Back pain is gradually healed by the touch and guidance of a physiotherapist
Yet a depleted heart continues to bleed…

Divorce…a darkness… a journey in separating from a life once known, taken for granted even, to a place of emergence and unpredictability. One’s other half in terms of fluid intertwining and shared daily experiences from sleeping to drinking a morning coffee becomes the alien other. While much might be revealed in delving into the lived experience of such animosity and the gradual crescendo that results in the fission between an anima/animus union, one might attune to a nonjudgmental, compassionate sense of awareness that has the potential to emerge when one becomes fully present in the midst of such lived moments.
	“Be strong”, “Hold your children close”, I am told by people who are on my side yet at the same time distant, as they do not know my lived reality. My children are at their father’s house this week. It is Wednesday and although only two days have passed since I hugged and kissed them goodbye on Monday morning, I am living in a vacuous eternity that pulls on my heart and presses down on my chest in a way that is debilitating, beyond what a well-intentioned bit of advice could counter. Soldier strength is what is expected of me.  I am not supposed to be dragged under. I am supposed to fight in this war, to become tough in this battle.
	While I might quip that I have always thought of myself as more of a lover than a fighter, I have soldiered my way through much of my life. My former training in professional ballet could easily be compared to military training. Pain, discomfort, even sickness, were not perceived as indications to take a rest from my 7-hour training days, nor become receptive to the messages embedded in such sensations.  I was a trooper through and through, ready to bleed through my shoes for the opportunity to dance to a euphoric beat. 
	The irony in living life as a solider or ballet dancer is that there is a softness, an agility, a present moment responsiveness that is so finely tuned it can instantaneously adjust to any environmental conditions from a visual command to drop to the ground or a subtle, gestural pressure communicated by one’s partner in a ‘pas de deux’. Yet the messages that permeate one’s consciousness are selective. Pain does not stop performance. I distinctly remember a particular moment while I was training at Les Grands Ballet as I left the dance studio. It was then, when I began to take the stairs and faltered that I noticed blood seeping out of my shoes, blood that in no way interfered with my pointe class performance. There is a resiliency and a toughness that develops in living life in this way, when it journeys beyond the dance floor, when one continues to self-sacrifice for a good cause – such as giving to students and/or immediate family. But perhaps this strength, living life as a solider/dancer, might not be the best way to help one through a difficult time. This strength might even be the culprit in shouldering a lived existence that has carried on for far too long….but I digress.
Becoming mindful means that one doesn’t assume a soldier/professional ballerina-like attitude in working through life’s challenges. Becoming mindful invites a softening, an openness to experience the barebones of one’s consciousness, a state of presence that allows one to feel all that is happening in a given moment, be it thoughts, ideas, sensations, emotions with complete receptivity. Such a state is not experienced without challenge for it is easy to not delve into the sensations and meanings that have the potential to emerge. Avoidance is a mechanism that, at times, is essential for functioning, especially when one’s lived existence might be best described as ‘rock bottom’. Sex, drugs and rock n’ roll are long time distractions among other things like chocolate or ice cream that people turn to during experiences of angst. To contextualize these mechanisms of consciousness, just think of what it might be like to drive a car in silence, without the blaring sounds of a radio or run without music in one’s ears. Cutting ourselves off from our lived bodily sensations is a taken for granted attitude, even when life is going, for the most part, seemingly well. But what might it be like to have the courage to become mindful, to get in touch with the sensations and perceptions of one’s bare consciousness during a dark time? 
A cleanse…. 12 days when I randomly decided to follow a strict dietary program. I had no idea what such an experience would awaken. Cravings that had gone unnoticed began to surface. My crutches, my instant sources of oral elation and satisfaction were no longer there to mask what I was feeling.  
It is 9pm and I am sitting, watching a television show on Netflix, a relatively new thing for me as I lacked the attention span to watch anything longer than a three minute music video on Youtube just a month ago. I want some chocolate. I know I have a bag of dark chocolate chips half open in my freezer. I want to go to that bag right now. I can see it in my mind’s eye, the dark brown bag with the red and white writing indicating that my chocolate chips are indeed ‘decadent’.  I don’t want to wait until next week when this cleanse is over.  I want to put a chocolate chip on my tongue and let it melt. I want to feel the sweetness, the texture, the excitement in my blood during the dance of chocolate-human intermingling, the kind of dance that is visceral, sensual. I want chocolate more than I want a lover pressing into me, rocking me into a primordial existence where I melt and become the tide caressing the sand. I want a chocolate chip. I want to put chocolate in my mouth RIGHT NOW…  I sit in this moment. I feel my craving, the need to have something sweet on my tongue, the emptiness that I want to fill, the emptiness that chocolate could fill, the emptiness that I don’t want to feel. Chocolate. I want a chip, a moment of bliss…anything to remove me from what I am sensing as this moment expands… emptiness, loneliness, a dark abyss. 
I sit.  My show has ended. I turn off my computer, not opting to watch the next episode in 15 seconds and counting, and I continue to sit. I sit in this moment and look at my fire, my wood-burning stove that I have stoked, a fire that I have nurtured from kindling and paper beginnings to glowing embers from large logs. And I sit. I do not go to my bag of chocolate chips, the bag I could find blindfolded. I sit. I feel the couch I am sitting on and the bandages holding my ice packs to my recently operated on knees. I sit. I have an excuse to go to the freezer.  My ice packs are soft, yet I sit. I become soft to this moment. I sit and I do not go anywhere else. I begin to enter the depth of this moment. I sit and a tear trickles down my cheek… a tear that invites me to feel exactly what I am feeling right now.

Vanessa’s Heart Ache
	I wake up this morning with a painful sensation in my chest. This is the same pain I went to bed with last night. I lay still for a moment and think about what I want to do first today. I start mentally listing possibilities... have a shower, do some yoga, eat breakfast... I suddenly sense a throbbing dense energy in the left side of my chest, close to where my heart is. I focus on the qualities and sensations of its presence. I tell myself, “I notice the painful energy in my chest. I acknowledge that you are there.” It is almost as if I am having a mental dialogue with the sensations. I focus on my breathing for a few moments to calm myself and bring myself to awareness. I ground my energy by first focusing attention on my feet-my right foot, my left foot, then legs- my left leg, my right leg, and continue upwards with a body scan to my heart centre. I pause. I feel the sharp pain in the left side of my chest. Breathe in... and out... Focus on right now, the present moment. The energy is sharp and searing. I breathe into the painful energy and imagine my breath entering my nostrils and surrounding my heart. I remind myself that breath is life. Breath is healing energy and there is a message associated with this pain. I want to think about it to figure it out... but I let these thoughts go and I remember that the message will come to me when it is time. I breathe into my nostrils and the breath goes from my neck to my chest to my lungs. It spreads beyond my airway and into all areas of my body, including where the pain resides. It flows through me like water flowing down a river. Some areas feel cold. Some warm. It feels like waves with different fluidities and vibrations pulsing through my physical and energetic body. I put my hands on my belly to focus my attention on deep breathing. I remember the 3-part breath. Breathe into my nostrils– one. Imagine the breath going in my chest- two. Breathe into my abdomen and belly- three. Hold. Breathe back out of my belly and abdomen- one. Breathe out of my chest- two. Breathe out of my nostrils– three. The deep breathing calms me. The image of a lotus flower emerges in my mind and I imagine it is located in my chest. As I breathe in, the flower petals open revealing its beauty. As I breathe out, the petals close. 
When reflecting from a phenomenological perspective upon the aspects or essences of the above text, one might begin with the title, Heart Ache. An ache in the chest is a lived experience in itself. One might notice that I am aware of the physical pain in my chest area but as I open my awareness to my whole body, I develop a bodily mindfulness (Snowber, 2005), that creates “a space where we are cracked open to both the interior and exterior realms of experience” (p. 218). This embodied awareness allows me to become conscious of the energy that is causing me physical pain and helps me to realize that just because I initially sense the pain in a physical way, it does not mean that it originated from a physical source. It is possible that the energetic sensations of the pain might come from a deeper place that I am not yet aware of. One might consider energy awareness to be of another realm of experience. Sensing one’s energy in whatever form it manifests—physical, emotional, spiritual—might be an ability that can be developed through mindful awareness. One might even argue, as does Shusterman (2008) from a philosophical orientation, that such body consciousness can help relieve attention problems, overstimulation, and stress, and can enhance one’s knowledge, performance, and pleasure in life. In this way, one may begin to view the body as a work of art, rather than merely a physical object (Merleau-Ponty, 1962), that allows one to explore the brushstrokes and qualities of a seemingly painful experience from other angles. 
Eating One’s Shadow
What we have demonstrated through sharing descriptive passages of our mindful experiences is what it might be like to become aware of what one thinks, feels and senses during a difficult time with a present moment consciousness. If however, we return to the challenge presented by this Provoking Curriculum conference, to explore our blind impresses in a way a ‘strong poet’ (Rorty, 1989) might, we realize there is more work to be done. We didn't ignore or avoid perceptions of pain, on the contrary, we invited them into our awareness. Yet, without engaging in the Nietzschean act of self-creation, as in changing the metaphors by which we live, the bleeding is likely to continue once the immediate relief dissipates. 
When life’s contingencies are presented via intense pain, hitting a wall, or in some cases moments of extreme abuse and possibilities for change become palpable, it takes much courage to act, to become a strong poet, and develop the metaphors to re-write one’s existence. Bly (1988) postulates that, 
If the shadow’s gifts are not acted upon, it evidently retreats and returns back to the earth. It gives the writer or person ten or fifteen years to change his life, in response to the amazing visions the shadow has brought him—that change may involve only a deepening of the interior marriage of male and female within the man and woman—but if that does not happen, the shadow goes back down, abandoning him, and the last state of that man is evidently worse than the first. (p. 81)
	Such a state of a worsened existence is well depicted by those who have experienced unhealthy relationships in Norwood’s (1985/2008) text, Women who Love too Much: When You Keep Wishing and Hoping He’ll Change. For without the bigger realization of one’s shadow side, the part of us that perpetuates the automated patterns of our existence continues to seek out the very relationship in home, work and our social lives that we desperately want to avoid. Norwood contextualizes this concept with Michael Ventura’s thoughts on Shadow Dancing in the Marriage Zone: “We are all, every one of us, full of horror. If you are getting married to make yours go away, you will only succeed in marrying your horror to someone else’s horror; your two horrors will have the marriage, you will bleed and call that love.” (Norwood, 1985/2008, p. 214) In many instances, one never becomes aware of the role one plays in perpetuating a life that is out of balance, painful, or depleting. There might be thresholds one reaches, near death experiences even, but to engage in the act of becoming aware of one’s blind impress is not a common outcome, even for those engaged in regular psychotherapy. 
	The metaphor that Robert Bly (1988) for becoming aware of one’s blind impresses and changing one’s patterns in light of this awareness is ‘eating one’s shadow’. Thus the parts of us that perpetuate our problems are not removed, suppressed, or repressed, rather they are consumed and digested in a manner that is not easy, nor quick. “Eating our shadow is a very slow process. It doesn’t happen once, but hundreds of times.” (Bly, 1988, p. 38) But such a journey, however difficult, is worth taking as one’s idiosyncratic nature may be redefined. Someone who has eaten his or her shadow, according to Bly (1988) “spreads calmness, and shows more grief than anger. If the ancients were right that darkness contains intelligence and nourishment and even information, then the person who has eaten more of his or her shadow is more energetic as well as more intelligent.” (p.42) In other words, they don't victimize their circumstance and question “Why me?”, rather they bravely engage in the process of creating new possibilities with grace and thoughtfulness. As one moves towards eating the last morsel of one’s shadow, a purposeful shift in one’s way of being emerges. This final stage “involves activity, imagination, hunting, asking. ‘Always cry for what you want.’” (Bly, 1988, p. 43).
 
Vanessa’s Fear of Being Alone: Opening my Heart and Letting my Lotus Flower Bloom
I am sitting in my mother’s house, which is about a three and half hour drive from where I live with my partner. I wanted to spend some time with my youngest sister and my mom—newly divorced, while having the opportunity for some peace during the day. Silence and solitude in a house that is unfamiliar to me. They moved here about half a year ago, when they left the home in which my mother and father lived together. 
	Eight years ago is when my father revealed to my younger sister and me that he and my mother were separating. It is a memory that is so distant yet it is so clear. I remember my initial reaction—I wanted to help. I wanted to fix my parents’ marriage. Eight years... I have had lots of time to get over this. My parents haven’t been together for a long time. Then why do I feel angry, sad, lost, confused? I am sitting here in silence... it’s quiet. Lonely. I breathe in slowly, becoming mindful of the present moment. My eyes water. Breathe in. Breathe out. My eyes well up some more. Will I allow myself to feel what I am feeling right now? I don’t want to. Breathe in. My head rises as my posture straightens a bit to allow air into my belly. Breathe out. I sit back against my chair for a moment.
	I watch the clock... A text message sound goes off. It’s my partner. I quickly reach for my phone.. Texting is a welcome distraction from feeling irritation. I text TTYL and put my phone down. I know that I have a tendency to avoid difficult emotions, but lately I am trying not to do so with the help of my mindfulness practice. For some reason, I begin to question the nature of our relationship... Am I with my partner because I am truly in love or because I am scared of being alone? At the moment, I am not sure. I take a deep breath and pay attention to these thoughts, attempting to watch them from a distance as one does in mindfulness practice, as opposed to holding onto the thoughts and letting them get out of control by giving into their stories. I feel ashamed because I think, “Of course I love my partner”... I breathe in deeply and breathe out. I feel uneasy in my stomach and chest. My heart centre feels tense. Actually, it hurts... I get the feeling that old pain is resurfacing and I am resistant. 
	I am now back home after a four hour bus ride this morning. I am exhausted so I sleep for the rest of the day. This is another way I avoid feeling—by sleeping. Later in the evening, my partner and I spend some time catching up and we find ourselves sitting on the couch at night. I notice I feel bothered. My eyes are tearing up. I feel angry. Upset. Sad... I breathe in slowly and I am silent for a few minutes. Tears start pouring down my face. I tell my partner how I am feeling and that I am angry at my parents for splitting up. I have been angry at them for a long time. I am tired of holding onto the anger and something deep within me also tells me it’s ok to let it go. As I breathe in slowly and let the tension from my body go as I cry, I notice the anger is being washed away. It is making room for something else, for new energy that is very present in my chest. It is like a wound from heart break—heart break of my parents ‘failed’ relationship and my inability to fix it. Perhaps I am letting go of this desire to fix them. I let go and I let myself grieve the separation of our family years back. 
Rebecca’s Journey: Eating Away the Emptiness
Contained by circumstance
To hold back
To not go to exhaustion, all out until I am depleted, empty
To be held by the universe

	One might say that I come by my ‘energy bunny, I can do it all and then some’ nature quite honestly. My parents, both caring and loving people, exude much energy in pretty much any task that is presented to them. From high performance in their respective professions as a former medical doctor and nurse to full on commitments in their hobbies, they live life in very productive ways. 
My ‘persevering energy bunny’ nature was first noticed at age three.  My mother recalls me saying: “Me do”, “Beccy do” as she tried to do things for me such as tie my shoes. Even if she was in a rush and wanted to coax me along, she said I wouldn’t let her tie my laces for me. “Me do” was my consistent response. Looking back at some of my old school photos, this idiosyncratic nature is also evidenced by my hair, my funny looking ponytail or crooked ribbons compared to the smoothed and coiffed styles of other girls in grade two or three. My mom tells me that I would never let her brush my hair.  And so my life continued in his pattern. I had a nurse for a mother who wanted to do nothing more than mother me to death and she gave birth to an independent daughter who didn't sit down long enough to be fawned over or held. While it is only natural that such a pattern exuded much tension in my teenage years, now as a composed mother suddenly becoming aware of my “I can do it all” pattern, I am beginning to wake up.
We don’t consciously choose relationships that bring up our shadow qualities. The universal nature of life ensures there are situations in which awareness of the irony within our chosen contingencies becomes palpable. While I do not wish to disclose the personal nature of tensions that lived within my marriage, and the prolonged silences in the years when I kept it together, what I am learning from the process of becoming aware of my idiosyncratic nature is that I can no longer project frustration towards those who do not help me in times of need. Rather, I am left with a bigger question of why I worked so hard to keep it together for so long. If it weren’t for my car accident and my knee injuries that immobilized the bunny, I would most likely still be living on that unconscious path towards eventual depletion, complete emptiness... 
Life has thus provided me with an opportunity to become conscious and change the ways in which I live.  As I begin the process of eating my shadow, I now sense moments every now and then that are depleting, moments that prior to this awakening would have gone unnoticed. The other evening, for example, as I vacillated between stirring my homemade sauce in a pot, boiling water for pasta, and emptying the dishwasher, I wondered how I might get the forks and spoons out on the table on time. “Mommy, I want a glass of milk” my son requests, one task too many to juggle in this lived moment and then it hit me like a transport, the one that just missed ending my life less than a year ago after my impacted car swayed off course. “Hey boys, could you please set the table? The forks and spoons are in this drawer.” Although minor in the grand scheme of life, this pivotal moment marks the first time I have asked them for help.

Conclusion
As we continue to walk forward on our curricular paths of life, we recognize that new metaphors are needed if we are to continue to become the strong poets that Rorty (1989) describes and not succumb to the herd mentality of an automated existence. For as we consciously form a new type of relationship with our significant others, we aspire to live life with a sense of fullness, with the kind of light that also acknowledges the shadow it projects. 
Vanessa the Blooming Lotus Flower 
After my ‘heart ache’ experience, I felt compelled to retreat from my regular routine and to visit home. I did not know that old feelings would be triggered because of the circumstances between my parents. Perhaps my previous ways of relaxing meant being ignorant of the blind impresses that affected my energy and physical body, without my realizing it. I always knew that visiting home would bring about bittersweet feelings. I would be happy to see my family, yet the smallest things would irritate me. I realize now that beneath the irritation, I was hurting. I was aching in the heart. The heart centre, or the Fourth Chakra, is the location of love energy in our bodies (Le Page & Le Page, 2005). If this energy is balanced, we are able to experience unconditional love for ourselves and others. If there is hurt or trauma related to relationships in our lives, we may experience certain energies in our heart, lungs, shoulders, or arms. I recognize now that opening my heart and letting my lotus flower bloom by mindfully breathing open its petals can open up opportunities for healing, connection, and self-creation.
I did not want to admit that I am scared of being alone and that I am emotionally vulnerable when it comes to relationships. I remained blind and ignorant to my dark side, to my shadow. Yet through my mindfulness practice of sitting meditation, yoga, dance, and writing, opportunities of self-creation surfaced in the form of physical pain and uncomfortable emotions. 

Rebecca the Fox
“Fox” one of my friends quip in a text several months ago.  I laughed the flirty compliment off and didn’t give it a second thought. Yet today, as I think of metaphors that people use to describe my personality of late, it is the only one that surfaces. It has been a very long time since I was compared to a bunny. I don’t bounce around the halls at work anymore or run after my boys when they run off in my local grocery store because of my physical circumstance. I think of a fox’s agility, ability to adapt to its environment with intelligence, and even its fire or ‘ill-tempered’ nature that etymology associates with a female fox, a vixen (online etymology dictionary, 2013), and I like it. I never shouted or complained when I was in a marriage that was depleting. Like the solider completing orders for a mission or a dancer performing a set choreography, I never questioned nor tried to change the moves, no matter how challenging. Not once did I cry out, “I can’t do it, I need help”. The circumstances of my accidents and injuries brought that part of me, my shadow side, into light. Not wanting to momentarily heal, however, I know that my fox must continue to hunt and eat my bunny as I become more contained and aware of the quality and direction of my future steps. I do not need a man to consume, control, nor squelch my ‘energy bunny’ nature. I now wish to remain a fox, no matter how often I am challenged by the lurking nature of life’s (blind) impresses, and enjoy the hunt.
Call it serendipitous, but as I was searching for poems that describe the nature of a fox, I stumbled upon the words of a strong poet, Adrienne Rich (2001). 
Fox
I needed fox     Badly I needed
a vixen for the long time none had come near me
I needed recognition from a
triangulated face    burnt-yellow eyes fronting the long body the fierce and sacrificial tail
I needed history of fox briars of legend it was said she
....had run through
I was in want of fox

And the truth of briars she had to have run through
I craved to feel on her pelt if my hands could even slide
past or her body slide between them sharp truth distressing
....surfaces of fur
lacerated skin calling legend to account
a vixen’s courage in vixen terms

For a human animal to call for help
on another animal
is the most riven the most revolted cry on earth
come a long way down
Go back far enough it means tearing and torn    endless
....and sudden
back far enough it blurts
into the birth-yell of the yet-to-be human child
pushed out of a female the yet-to-be woman

More than a simple description of a fox’s nature, Adrienne Rich (2001) textualizes the metaphor of fox through its historic presence and its soft, yet lacerated pelt. As the poem continues she challenges the legend, the way a fox exists in this world and brings awareness to the courage of a particular vixen, a courage understood on her own terms. Animals that are hurt in the wilds do not cry out for help, it is against their nature for such a call signals to its predators or even those who prefer to not carry the burden within the pack, immanent death. Adrienne Rich’s fox has the courage to cry out as the “birth-yell of the yet-to-be human child pushed out of a female the yet-to-be woman” (p. 25) is uttered. 
I choose to be this particular vixen that Adrienne Rich describes and embrace the birth, however painful as births usually are, of a new existence. Oh, and one more thing, “fine” is no longer my automated response should you ask how I am doing.
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