Ritual
Kit Dwyer, August 2024
	(avoiding the word I) 

From the floor in my living room, eyes just open after meditation. Light spills in the vast windows; morning revealed. Stretched my body, head to toe. 
Notice trees, mostly green, are tinged with gold and orange as summer wanes. A tiny hummingbird stops at each of the flowerpots on the deck, then rests for only a moment on the railing, letting me see its green belly shiny, iridescent.  A yellow-bellied sapsucker takes a turn at the feeder, then flitters back to the safety of the forest. 
Ten thousand thoughts rush in. Who in my life is suffering - trauma, grief, loneliness? My pen will write cards, my fingers will tap out compassion and gratitude on the keyboard. 
The daylight changes hue. A gentle rain graces outside under almost imperceptible thunder. A few moments later, sunbeams strike onto still dripping trees. Imagine a rainbow somewhere. 
Good fortune noted. 
Adjust today’s intention list on the kitchen counter. Walk later. 
Tear out the nearly-square bag of earl grey and hold the tiny mesh to my nose. Ah. Release it to the hot mug under the machine, then see the three capsules waiting nearby. Avoid swallowing from the hot steeping. Find a juice glass for a cooler swig from the faucet. Add the glass to the bottom of the sink. Too many dirty cups wait for soap. 
Collect the mug, the phone, the book, the lists, and rise the steps to my writing space. Smiling and careful not to add more drips on the carpet.
 
 

