In death is life. 

M[image: ]y name is Malgosia.
I speak to you from the long distant past as you ancestor. 

I died young and the sadness you see is because I have lost so many children. I could not hold them, could not birth them, could not meet them. I was abandoned because I could not give life to any child. 

They scorned me and left me dying after I lost another child and bleed so much. It was so red the blood. I felt it drain away like the life of my babies. 

Do you know I ebbed in & out of life. I breathed more slowly , stopping and saw my parents. I had lost them so many moons ago and the shock of seeing their faces I gasped, and air rushed into my body. It gave me the shivers that seemed to go on forever. 

No-one, but no-one was with me. Oh yes, he had stood and watched as the baby was pulled out of my body. The boy was already dead. The blue skin repulsed me. The smell was unpleasant like death. I knew that smell - you never forget that. I pulled a teenage child who drowned in the raging river and was lost for days, the water ebbed out the child’s mouth. The stink was nauseating. 

He left then as my shakes, screams - I think it was me – begging didn’t work.  I heard myself beg. How could I when he had caused so many of my babies’ deaths. Images floated in and out of mind in these my last few hours of my life. I keep gasping for breath I wanted to live but I so want to die. I am not worthy of life. My babies they did not live. 

Who is sobbing? Is that me. I can hear my heart-beating, its loud in my ears. 
I slow my breathing. Close my eyes. Softness surrounds me – a warmth. So warm, I hear Muma calling me. I knew I was leaving and that was welcome. 

I can see you now in my head, the images, you are my ancestor in a very different year, a different lifetime. I feel the life ebbing from me but then I feel your force pushing me. 

So much light, so much love. I see your face, see you smile, I feel the love and know I am home. I am your ancestor, I am your future.  
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