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I've found a groove finally. I've let go of what was and started embracing what is. It took me 
awhile to shake off the grief and the longing for the familiar. That's just the way it goes 
sometimes. Change is a fierce competitor. A body knows what a body knows. 

The heart and mind are adaptable though-and it's been a very long and large learning curve. 
My hope is that we don't have to do this again soon. And by soon I mean another one 
hundred years, please and thank you. 

Good things come out of bad things. 

Fear has turned into satisfaction. 

Worry has turned into wisdom. 

Anxiety has turned into a series of questions I ask myself and that's been eye opening. 
Anxiety doesn't like it when you ask it questions. It can't thrive. It can't just run around 
inside of you like a mouse up your pant leg. And yes, I have actually had a mouse up my pant 
leg and it's NOT pleasant. I remember a lot of screaming. Anxiety doesn't like to be 
challenged. 

Don't get me wrong, it's there, waiting in dark corners, but I never ignore it anymore. I ask it 
how it is and I invite it out into the light of day for some toast and a cup of Earl Grey. 

There are more solutions than problems and that's what keeps me going. 

My routine has been such a comfort. 
Making my bed, as simple as it seems, brings order and reason and satisfaction on a primal 
level. 
To see the smooth blanket folding itself over the bed. 
The pillows squared off and set upright. 
The nightstand with it's books stacked up like a skyscraper. 
Things I may even get to read this time around. 

Switching on the kettle and waiting for it to boil. 
Pouring the steaming water over a new tea bag. 
My favorite cup. My grandmother's old silver spoon. 

How many mouths it must have fed. 
How many things it must have stirred. 
It's such a small- big thing. 

I drink the tea and watch the sun streak through the trees. 
The dog wants out. 
She runs to the same spot on the grass every morning and is filled with joy just to be 
outside. 
That reminds me to be filled with joy too. 
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My dog has taught me a lot. She's calm and happy and she rests when ever she wants to and 
she doesn't worry about anything. 

I haven't watched the news in a month. 
The big things find you no matter what....so...I just let them- find me. I don't hold onto any of 
it. I let it all go back up to where it came from and I keep living my little life. I don't stay 
down, I don't stay buried in it because the world is too big for me and it always will be. 

I walk the road. The same road that is so different every day. 
The Swallows are mad when we walk past their little bird houses. 
They dive at Midi and I and it makes me smile. 

I don't count days. 
I talk to my friends. 

And I tell them I love them. 

WE. 
ARE. 
TOGETHER. 
AND. 
WE. 
WILL. 
GET. 
THERE. 

 


