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​Dedication

For my four children: Brittany, Crimson, Blessed, and Elijah.
Carl Jung –

Who looks outside, dreams; who looks inside, awakes.

​

Preface
A Note on Shadow’s Reprieve
For a long time, I lived on the sidelines of my own life. I watched as months turned into “habitual, chronic” rituals of delay, riding the coattails of hesitation I couldn’t name. It was only through reading Carl Jung’s Man and His Symbols that I realized this wasn’t just a habit of procrastination–it was an encounter with the Shadow. My “unlived” life was not a void, but a presence demanding integration.
These poems are the remains of that confrontation. They represent the moment I stopped treating my fear as a “wind-puff” and started seeing it as a map. By translating my internal stasis into verse, I began the alchemical work of turning silence into gold.

If you, too, have felt the “weight of unacted dreams,” I hope these pages serve as a mirror. May they remind you that the Shadow is not a wall, but a doorway–and that the most powerful thing we can do is finally take its hand and come out to play.

–Marilyn Glover

June 2026

​Part 1: The Persona

Welcome to the Persona. This archetype is the “social mask” we wear to interact with the world. These poems reflect the face we put on to meet societal expectations, rather than the true innermost self.
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​Alibied by Ink

[image: ]


I’ve been with my pen all this time
writing things I can never say–
Conversation.
Utterance.
Speaking.
Saying thoughts aloud
feels like a misdeed.
I won’t commit this crime:
a violation of my space.
Might it be
if I were to talk,
Convey my mind?
Orate is an ornament others use,
decorating communication
with vowels, consonants,
stressed, non-stressed
syllables sounding
Ideal.
Appropriate.
Inspirational.
My voice chokes up–
Suffocated by fear.
Impostor syndrome.
Cat snags my tongue,
preventing me from conversing.
Gift of gab evades me,
but ink saves me.
Jot it down, I do,
because writing feels innocent
and chatter endures
Conviction.
Sentencing.
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​Ancestral Echo
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Oh, dearly departed, must you turn in your grave–
Disapproval.
Anger.
Embarrassment.
I feel all of it in my bones.
My life is my own, mine to live.
Choices.
Decisions.
Personal goals.
Aligning with a specific vision,
true to self,
Individual.
Free.
Not regulated, ruled by a family tree.
Ordain me not your successor,
purposed to correct your mishaps,
or pave forward
Your data, history.

Oh, dearly departed, must you turn in your grave–
Projecting.
Assigning.

Dictating.

Your lived and learned life experience,

on children, grandchildren,

all the greats beyond.

Recorded lyrics,

sung so proudly yet out of tune.

Hymns haunting the living,

generational narrating,

Webs.

Family chooses not to wipe away,

but i must

clear this space

for me.

Oh, dearly departed, must you turn in your grave–
Rest.
Be at peace.

Let go.

Release me from this discomfort.

Unintentional harm.

Traumatic delivery

History repeated.

Conversed with descendants,

distorted speech,

twisted,

dramatized,

stretched beyond context,

Protects me not
Cursed and consequenced.

My life–
personalized,
not categorized,
will not repeat your stories.

I am

by no means

a kinsman copy
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​Masquerading
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A gold-leafed mask; her brilliant art

Painted with fine brush strokes

Lavish embossings

Gilded

By her hand

Worn at a masquerade

Vies with a social setting 

Celebrating the veiled

She turns heads

With a

Disguise

Playful interaction; freedom claimed

She acts out disparate personas

Anonymity; intrigue

Creative expression

Mystery

Dancing and entertainment

Her laughter fills a ballroom

Flirting with

Performances, prospective beaus

Minus

Judgement

Rite of passage; playful movement 

Her secret identity

Vizard: gold; matches her attire

Fantasy

Guessing games; who is who

Impersonation

Blurring classes; rigid norms

Parading

She dazzles

Applauding

Escapism

Festivities high note: unmasking

Cheers

Her skin breathes

Brighter than layered gold

Cloak free

Camaraderie presses on

Posing personalities, pretending

United in truth

A gold-leafed mask carries weight

Revealing engagement
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​Fantasy Fathoming
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Intentional dreamer

fantasizing

day awake envisioning

crafting alter scenarios

to present circumstances

worldly provisions

sewn in incisions

become paper cutouts

when the mind chooses to wander

W a n d e r i n g mind

boring board meeting

too long

too technical

too much pressure

A  sudden shift–
the mind escapes
winning lottery ticket

quit the job

living in a tropical paradise

meeting over

mind reshifts

diversion done

passive, non-aggressive

work to home

home to sleep 

sleep to wake

wake to work again

Again...

another boring board meeting

deliberate redirection

monetarily self-sufficient

tropical living

work if–when one wants

meeting ends, fantasy doesn’t

two worlds CLASH

a personal eclipse

this time

no poetic ellipsis

a deeper dive

explores more than turquoise waters

Why am I here

How do I feel right now

What does this all mean

Where is this coming from

Who do I really want to be

Ego’s involvement

participates

long after a concluded board meeting

Conversation with self

submerged in fantasy

interviews alter identities

a tropical island

may clash with real-time living

feeling like a storm

tricking

teasing

taunting

testing

worldly providing

see it clearly

a focus-fixated mind prefers

fantasy

Is it lying

or an oar floating by

grab it

get involved

learn tides and waves

and all currents

Currently

life may feel sewn in

precision incisions

wide-sighted wonder

is a dreamer’s task

take up the offer

explore every detail

fathom fantasy

like today’s–

like it’s your last

intentionally

reassessing goals

discovering

meaningful connections

to remote ideas

Everything becomes a paper cutout

When the mind chooses to wander
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A swarm of bees to my not-so-much honey

media eyes staring at me

my net plastered photo

for the world to see, anxiety on auto

share, like, comment

writers life, art with words

personal torment, the picture op

option with a caption

feels like entrapment

but a faceless author feels amiss

So, I post and deliver

feeding the algorithm

will they love me or hate me

will they judge me

tear me apart

assign my “worth”

based on what they see

one thousand words

equal stories

born of my picture

clicked on repeatedly

an image no longer my own

A prototype

others project their own securities onto

an ocean of data

attached to me

mold fragility; I cannot break

no matter the reaction

i cannot crumble

held in high esteem

or held at arm’s length

​Part 2: Shadow’s Reprieve

Welcome to the Shadow. This archetype is the hidden, “dark” side of personality. It contains everything our conscious mind rejects, represses, or hides from ourselves. While it holds aggressive or toxic impulses, the Shadow also hides positive traits. The poems here find beauty in haunted lessons, pain, and the weight of the contour.
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