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This journal belongs to 

________________________________ 

Begun on 

________________________________ 

How to use this journal 

This journal contains thirty short stories on change, drawn from many traditions: Buddhist 

parables, Stoic letters, Cherokee teachings, Sufi tales, Hebrew wisdom, and modern 

psychology. Each one is paired with a small educational reflection and a question to write 

about. 

There is no right way to use it. You might read one page each morning with coffee, or one 

each evening before sleep. You might write a single sentence, or fill the space and continue 

on another page. You might skip days. That is fine. The book waits. 

If you finish, begin again. The same stories often mean something different the second time, 

because you are different the second time. 

A few honest words 

This journal is not therapy. It is not a substitute for medication, for a doctor, for a therapist, 

or for the love of people who know your name. It is a small companion for the moments in 

between, when you have a few quiet minutes and want to feel less alone. 

If you are in a hard place, please consider reaching out to a mental health professional. 

Asking for help is one of the bravest things a person can do. 

 

Before you begin 

This journal is for those who are in transition — leaving a job, ending a relationship, 

beginning a new chapter, recovering from an illness, growing into a self that has not yet 

quite arrived. Change is rarely tidy. It does not happen on the calendar we set for it. These 

thirty stories, drawn from many traditions, are companions for the patience and courage 

that real change asks of us. Most thresholds are crossed slowly. That is not failure. That is 

what crossing actually looks like. 



 

If today is very hard 

If you are having thoughts of harming yourself, or feel that you are in crisis, please reach out 

now. You do not have to be sure. You do not have to explain it well. You only have to make 

the call or send the text. 

United States & Canada. 988 — call or text the Suicide & Crisis Lifeline, available 24/7. 

United Kingdom & Ireland. Samaritans: call 116 123, free, any time of day or night. 

Australia. Lifeline: 13 11 14, available 24/7. 

International. Visit findahelpline.com to find a trained listener in your country. 

Anywhere. Go to the nearest emergency room, or ask a trusted person to take you. Your life 

is worth the trip. 

Other supports worth knowing about 

SAMHSA Helpline (US). 1-800-662-HELP (4357). Free, confidential, 24/7 information 

and treatment referral for mental health and substance use. 

Crisis Text Line. Text HOME to 741741 in the US, Canada, or UK; or 50808 in Ireland. 

Trevor Project (LGBTQ+ youth). 1-866-488-7386 or text START to 678-678. 

Veterans Crisis Line. Dial 988 then press 1, or text 838255. 

 

 



 

DAY 01  ·  DISSOLUTION 

The Caterpillar's Soup 

Many people imagine that a caterpillar simply grows wings inside its chrysalis. The truth is 

stranger and more honest. Inside the chrysalis, the caterpillar dissolves — almost completely 

— into a kind of biological soup. From within that soup, small clusters of cells called 

imaginal discs reorganise everything into a butterfly. The caterpillar is not improved. It is 

undone, and remade. Many people in great change feel like they have failed because they feel 

dissolved. They have not failed. They are doing what real transformation actually requires. 

A REFLECTION 

The middle of significant change can feel like coming apart, because in some real sense, 

you are. The wings are forming, but only on the other side of a dissolution that cannot be 

skipped. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Where in your life are you in the soup phase right now? What might be quietly forming, 

even when you cannot yet see it? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 02  ·  SHEDDING 

The Snake's Old Skin 

A snake, when it has outgrown its skin, becomes blind for a few days. The new skin is 

forming; the old has not yet released. In this in-between time, the snake hides, motionless, 

vulnerable. Then, in one continuous motion, it slides out of the old skin, leaving it behind 

like a paper husk. The new snake is brighter, more sensitive, more itself. Many traditions 

have honoured the snake for this reason. The shed skin is not loss. It is the cost of a self that 

has continued to grow. 

A REFLECTION 

Transitions often involve a brief blindness — a not-knowing-what-comes-next that 

frightens us into believing nothing comes next. The new skin is forming. The blindness is 

part of the work. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What old skin are you currently in the process of shedding? What is the new skin, dimly, 

beginning to look like? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 03  ·  FLOWING 

Stepping Twice Into the River 

Heraclitus, the Greek philosopher, said you cannot step twice into the same river. The water 

has moved on; so have you. We tend to read this as melancholy. But there is another 

reading: the freshness is the point. The river you stepped into yesterday is gone, and so is the 

you that stepped into it. Today, both are new. This is not loss. This is the truth that life is 

made of fresh water all the way through. Nothing is supposed to stay still. The change you 

are afraid of is what life has always been doing. 

A REFLECTION 

Resistance to change is partly the resistance to a basic feature of being alive at all. 

Accepting flow as the medium, rather than the enemy, often quiets a great deal of 

suffering. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Where are you treating change as an interruption, when it might more accurately be the 

normal current of your life? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 04  ·  REBIRTH 

The Bird That Made Its Own Pyre 

The Greek and Egyptian image of the phoenix — a bird that, at the end of its long life, builds 

its own pyre, burns, and rises new from the ashes — is one of humanity's oldest stories about 

change. The phoenix does not survive change by avoiding it. It survives by going through. 

The ashes are real. The flame is real. The rising is also real. Many people, in middle life or 

after some great loss, recognise this story in themselves. Something has burned away. 

Something else, slowly, is rising. The bird is the same bird. It is also entirely new. 

A REFLECTION 

Some changes require an ending so complete it feels like death. The reasonable mind resists 

this. But certain new selves cannot arrive while the old self is still in the way. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What in you has needed to burn so that what is rising could? What is rising — even faintly 

— now? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 05  ·  TWO FACES 

Janus at the Doorway 

Janus, the Roman god of doorways and beginnings, was depicted with two faces — one 

looking back, one looking forward. He governed every threshold: the new year, the city gate, 

the change of season, the first day of a new venture. The Romans understood something we 

sometimes forget: every change requires both faces. Looking only forward, we trip on what 

we have not honoured. Looking only back, we cannot move at all. The wisdom is to keep 

both faces awake, especially in the doorway. 

A REFLECTION 

Healthy transitions involve looking back with respect for what is ending and looking 

forward with curiosity about what is beginning. Skipping either side often produces stalled 

or unhappy change. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

At the doorway you are currently in: what are you looking back at, and what are you 

looking toward? Both deserve naming. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 06  ·  WITNESSES 

The Welsh "Cwmwl Tystion" 

There is a Welsh phrase, cwmwl tystion — "a cloud of witnesses" — used in old hymns and 

prayers. It refers to the gathered presence of those who have gone before us, watching over 

our journey. In the liminal space of a great change, when the future is unclear and the past 

has been left behind, the cloud of witnesses can be a quiet companionship. Grandparents. 

Old teachers. Strangers from distant centuries who walked similar thresholds. Many people 

who undertake significant change find that they are not alone — that the work is part of a 

much older work, and the threshold has been crossed, before, by many. 

A REFLECTION 

Even unprecedented personal transitions are part of an ancient pattern. Recognising that 

others — many others — have crossed similar thresholds is itself a form of company in 

lonely moments. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Whose presence — living or dead — could be a cloud of witnesses for your current crossing? 

Name a few. Carry them with you. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

DAY 07  ·  RETURNING NEW 

Hwan-gap 

In Korean tradition, the sixtieth birthday — hwan-gap — is celebrated as a profound 

milestone. The full sixty-year cycle of the traditional calendar has completed. The person, in 

some sense, returns to the beginning, but as someone wholly different. The celebration is not 

of survival alone. It is of becoming, slowly, by sixty, who you were always going to be. Many 

smaller versions of this happen across a life: the hwan-gap of leaving a long career, of 

becoming a parent, of recovering from a long illness. You return to yourself, changed by the 

journey. 

A REFLECTION 

Not all change is forward into the unknown. Some is a circling back to a self you forgot, 

with the wisdom of the long journey added. This kind of change is often the deepest. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What kind of self might you be circling back to, after a long away? What does the journey 

out give you, on the way home? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 08  ·  MORTALITY 

The Stoic "Memento Mori" 

The Stoics kept a phrase always near at hand: memento mori — remember you will die. The 

phrase, properly understood, was not morbid. It was clarifying. Knowing that you will die, 

that this life is bounded, that the days are numbered, transforms the question of how to 

spend a Tuesday. Many of the changes we resist are, on examination, refusals to live finite 

lives. Memento mori invites the change. You do not have unlimited time. The version of 

yourself that you wish to become must, if it is to become, begin now. 

A REFLECTION 

The contemplation of mortality is, paradoxically, one of the great motivators of 

meaningful change. Time, properly counted, gives weight to what would otherwise be 

deferred indefinitely. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

If you took your finitude fully seriously, what change in your life would no longer feel 

optional? What would today look like? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 09  ·  SPIRAL 

The Cherokee Spiral 

Many indigenous traditions, including the Cherokee, image life as a spiral rather than a 

circle. We return to similar themes — the same lessons of patience, of love, of forgiveness — 

at different elevations. Each return is not a failure to have learned the first time. It is the 

deeper instruction that only repetition can give. The mistake is to think we should have 

arrived once and for all. The truth is that the wisdom of a life is built in spirals, each pass a 

little wider, a little higher, a little more able. 

A REFLECTION 

Recurring lessons in your life are not signs of failure. They are signs of growth into deeper 

layers of the same human work. The spiral is the shape; insisting on a straight line is the 

misunderstanding. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What lesson keeps returning to you in different forms? At what new elevation are you 

meeting it now? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 10  ·  MOTION 

The Sufi Whirling 

The Sufi dervishes whirl — a meditation in motion, a prayer with the body, in which the 

spinning becomes the still point. The teaching is paradoxical: by surrendering fully to 

movement, the inner self steadies. Many people in change try to be still while the world 

spins. This rarely works. Sometimes the way to find stability is to enter the motion, fully, 

with intention. The spinning becomes the steady ground. The self, no longer braced against 

the change, is finally able to feel what is happening. 

A REFLECTION 

Resistance to change is sometimes the very thing that makes us feel unsteady. 

Surrendering to the motion — entering the change fully — can produce a steadier inner 

experience than fighting it. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Where have you been bracing against a change that is, in fact, happening? What might it 

be like to surrender to the motion? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 11  ·  IMPERMANENCE 

Anicca 

Anicca, in the Buddhist tradition, is the teaching of impermanence — the recognition that 

every condition in the universe, including every condition in our own minds and lives, is in 

constant change. The Buddha taught that almost all human suffering comes from forgetting 

this and clinging to what cannot stay. Anicca is not a lament. It is a description. To accept 

anicca is not to become indifferent; it is to love what is, knowing it is here only briefly, and to 

release it gracefully when its time comes. 

A REFLECTION 

Much suffering in change is not from the change itself but from our prior insistence that the 

previous condition was permanent. Holding everything more lightly, from the start, makes 

change less of an emergency. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What in your life have you been holding as if it were permanent? How might you hold it 

more truly — fully present, lightly held? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 12  ·  MIGRATIONS 

The Migration of the Monarchs 

Each year, monarch butterflies travel thousands of miles between Mexico and Canada, a 

journey that takes multiple generations to complete. No single butterfly makes the full trip. 

Each one, born along the way, somehow knows to fly in the right direction. The destination 

is encoded in the species, not the individual. Many human changes work this way. We will 

not finish what we have begun. Our children, or someone else's children, will. We are part of 

a longer migration. To do our portion, well and faithfully, is the most that is asked. 

A REFLECTION 

Some changes are larger than one lifetime. Our part may be a leg of a longer journey. The 

work is to fly our portion well, trusting that those who follow will continue. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What change are you working on that is larger than your own life? What portion of the 

migration is yours? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 13  ·  RETURN 

The Salmon Returning Upstream 

The salmon, after years in the ocean, returns to the small stream where it was born. It 

swims, against current, leaping waterfalls, weakening with every stroke. It arrives at the very 

water in which it began, spawns, and dies. The journey is one of the most demanding in 

nature. But salmon do not appear to suffer existentially. They are doing what they were born 

to do. Some changes in human life have this quality — a return to origins, a coming back to a 

calling, a final completion of an arc. They are not easy. They are also not optional, for those 

who feel them. 

A REFLECTION 

Some changes are not chosen so much as obeyed. There are streams we are returning to, 

calls we are answering, that the rational mind cannot fully justify. Following them 

anyway is part of being fully alive. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Is there an upstream call in you right now? What is it pulling you toward, however 

inconvenient? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

DAY 14  ·  TIME RECORDED 

The Rings of the Tree 

Every tree carries inside it a record of every year it has lived. Wide rings for good seasons, 

narrow for bad. Scars from fires. Twists from a heavy wind. The rings do not lie. The tree has 

been every age it has ever been; the older self contains the younger as a real, living layer. 

Many people in great change try to leave their old selves behind. The tree's wisdom: you do 

not leave the old layers behind. You grow new ones around them. The earlier selves are part 

of the strength of the living wood. 

A REFLECTION 

Personal change is not subtraction. It is addition. The old self is not deleted; it is enclosed in 

the new. This is why integration, not erasure, is the deeper work. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What old self of yours, still inside you, deserves recognition rather than deletion as you 

grow into a new ring? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 15  ·  DEEP TIME 

The Mountain That Was Once Sea 

Geologists find seashells at the tops of mountains. The land has risen. The sea, in the same 

age, has gone elsewhere. What seems most permanent — the mountain — was once seabed; 

what seems most mobile — the sea — has been, somewhere, stone. Looking at any human 

life from far enough away, the same is true. What you thought was your unchangeable self is, 

in deep time, becoming something else. What you fear is permanent loss is, on the longer 

view, redistribution. The mountain is rising. The sea will move. 

A REFLECTION 

The geological view of personal change is comforting in a particular way. Nothing in 

nature is static. The hardest things move; the loosest things settle. You are part of the same 

process. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What in your life have you assumed is unchangeable? At a longer view, what is its actual 

rate of motion? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 16  ·  BALANCE 

Ma'at in Flux 

Ancient Egyptians had a concept called ma'at — order, truth, balance, the proper functioning 

of the cosmos. But ma'at was not static; it was a dynamic balance, constantly maintained 

against the forces of disorder. Each pharaoh's task, each citizen's task, was to renew ma'at 

daily. Order was not given; it was tended. Many people imagine a healthy life as a stable state 

achieved once. The Egyptian image is more honest: balance is a daily practice, not an arrival. 

Change is the medium in which ma'at is maintained at all. 

A REFLECTION 

Stability is not the absence of change but the daily renewal of equilibrium within change. 

Healthy people are not unmoving; they are continually recentering. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What practices help you renew your own ma'at — your daily balance? Which have you let 

lapse during the present change? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 17  ·  TURNING 

Metanoia 

The Greek word metanoia — meta meaning beyond, noia meaning mind — described a 

turning of the whole self, a profound change of orientation. The early Christian writers used 

it to translate "repentance," but its older Greek meaning was wider: a transformation of how 

one sees, thinks, lives. Metanoia is not a small adjustment. It is a turn at the deepest level, a 

180-degree rotation that no half-measure can produce. Many of the most important changes 

in a human life are like this. Not improvements. Turnings. 

A REFLECTION 

Some changes in life are incremental. Others are turnings — a fundamental reorientation 

that no amount of incremental adjustment could have produced. Recognising which kind 

you are facing matters. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Are you in an incremental change or a metanoia? What does each type of change ask of 

you that the other does not? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 18  ·  RETURNING 

Teshuvah 

Teshuvah, the Hebrew word often translated as repentance, literally means "returning." It is 

not primarily about guilt; it is about coming back. Back to oneself, back to one's people, back 

to the right path one has wandered from. The Jewish tradition holds that the gates of 

teshuvah are always open — that no one is too far gone, no path too crooked, no time too 

late, to begin returning. Many changes in our lives are most accurately described not as 

becoming someone new but as returning to a self we lost track of. 

A REFLECTION 

If change is a return, it is less frightening: you are not stepping into a wholly unknown self, 

only walking back toward someone you already, in a deep way, are. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What self of yours might you be returning to, rather than departing toward, in this present 

change? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 19  ·  INTENTION 

Sankalpa at Dawn 

In the yogic tradition, a sankalpa is a heart's intention — a single, clear, deeply held resolve, 

set at dawn or before any significant undertaking. It is not a goal. It is a direction. Sankalpa 

works because it gives the unconscious something to align around all day. Many people fail 

at change because they have no sankalpa — only a scatter of preferences and oughts. Setting 

one clear intention, rooted in honest self-knowledge, is one of the most powerful catalysts of 

real change. 

A REFLECTION 

Direction matters more than destination, especially in the long arc of personal change. A 

clear intention, repeated daily, slowly turns the entire vessel of a life. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What is your sankalpa for this season of change? Write it as one short, clear sentence — 

and notice what arises when you do. 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 20  ·  OPENNESS 

Continuing Revelation 

The Quakers held a doctrine they called continuing revelation — the belief that truth was not 

delivered once and finished, but unfolded continuously, in every meeting and every life. 

Members were urged to remain open to fresh light, even when it contradicted earlier 

convictions. This produced a culture unusually able to change: to abolish slavery early, to 

ordain women, to hold dialogues across enmity. Many people resist personal change because 

they have an idea of themselves that they think they must defend. The Quaker correction is 

gentle: stay open. The light, including about yourself, is still arriving. 

A REFLECTION 

The conviction that you have already arrived at the final version of your views — about the 

world, about yourself — quietly closes doors that change requires open. Continuing 

revelation reopens them. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What conviction about yourself or the world might be ready for fresh light? Where could 

you stay open today, that you have closed? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

DAY 21  ·  MASTERY 

The Apprentice's Day of Mastery 

In old Japanese craft traditions, the day a long apprenticeship ended and mastery was 

conferred was rarely marked with ceremony. The master might simply hand the apprentice a 

tool and say, "You will know." The change was not external. It was a quiet recognition, by 

both, that something had completed. Many transitions in our lives are like this. There is no 

ceremony. There is just a day on which we realise we have become someone who handles 

things differently. The change had been forming for years. It only now lifted into view. 

A REFLECTION 

Significant change is rarely announced from outside. It is usually noticed, retrospectively, 

as something that has already taken place. The work was the years; the recognition is the 

moment. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Where in your life have you, perhaps without ceremony, already crossed a threshold you 

have not yet recognised in yourself? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 22  ·  FIRST WATCH 

The Sailor's First Solo Watch 

An old captain remembered the night he stood his first solo watch on a great ship. The 

captain went below. The young sailor was alone with the wheel, the stars, the dark sea. He 

was terrified. By dawn, he was changed. "I had thought becoming a sailor would be a slow 

accumulation," he said decades later. "It was, in part. But the actual becoming was that one 

night. After it, I was a sailor. Not because I had learned everything, but because I had stood 

the watch alone." Some changes happen in a single night, when no one is watching but 

yourself. 

A REFLECTION 

Some thresholds require solitary crossing. The presence of guidance is not enough; one 

must, at some point, stand the watch alone. The interior recognition of having done so is, in 

itself, the change. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What watch are you standing alone, in this season? What might it mean to recognise that 

the standing itself is the change? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

DAY 23  ·  EMPTY ROOMS 

The Empty Nest 

A mother stood in her child's empty bedroom on the day after the child had moved out. She 

had thought she would weep. Instead, she found herself listening to the silence, with great 

attention, as if to a piece of music. "The room is empty," she said later, "and so is something 

in me — but it is not the emptiness of loss. It is the emptiness of completion. I had a job to 

do. The job is finished. The silence is the sound of having done it." Some changes feel like 

loss because something is over. They may, on closer listening, also be the sound of 

something finished. 

A REFLECTION 

Endings are often confused with failures. Many endings are completions — successful 

conclusions of work that was never meant to last forever. The grief is real; so is the 

rightness. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What ending in your life might be more accurately heard as a completion? What was the 

work, and is it, in fact, done? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

DAY 24  ·  NEW HOUSE 

The Move to the New House 

A family moved house after thirty years. The boxes were endless. The new rooms felt strange, 

hollow, wrong. The mother unpacked one box a day, no more. By the end of three months, 

the house had become theirs. The kettle knew the new shelf. The dog had a favourite chair. 

The light through the morning window had become familiar. "I had thought we would feel at 

home when we finished unpacking," she said. "We felt at home long before we finished. The 

unpacking was, in fact, the at-homing." 

A REFLECTION 

New chapters do not feel like home immediately. The settling is the work, and it takes 

longer than expected. Patience with the strangeness is part of how a new place becomes 

home. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What in your life is currently in the unpacking phase? Where might you allow it to be 

slower than you expected? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 25  ·  DIAGNOSIS 

The Day of the Diagnosis 

A friend received a diagnosis that changed everything. She remembered, later, an odd quiet 

that came over her in the doctor's office: not fear, not yet, just a sudden clarity. "It was as if 

my whole life rearranged itself in five minutes around this new fact," she said. "What had 

seemed urgent that morning was no longer urgent. What had seemed minor became 

precious. I was not yet sad. I was simply somewhere else." Many changes happen at the 

speed of the news that announces them. The slow integration follows. The sudden 

reorganisation comes first. 

A REFLECTION 

Some changes are imposed in a single sentence and require years to integrate. The first 

reorganisation, fast and strange, is the body's beginning of adjustment. The slow work 

follows. Both are real. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

Have you experienced a moment of sudden reorganisation by a single piece of news? What 

did it teach you about what you actually value? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

DAY 26  ·  EXPANSION 

The Promotion That Asked More 

A capable manager was promoted to a role she had longed for. Within weeks, she discovered 

that the role was not larger; she had not yet grown into it. Her instincts were undersized; her 

old habits did not scale. She nearly quit. Then a wise mentor said, "You have not been given 

a new role. You have been given a new chrysalis. The role is not failing you. It is asking you 

to grow into it. It will take a year." It did. By the end of it, she had not changed who she was. 

She had become the size of what she had been called to. 

A REFLECTION 

Some changes come not from new circumstances but from the demand of larger 

circumstances on the self. The discomfort of not yet fitting a role is often the precondition of 

growing into it. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What in your current life is asking you to grow into it? Where is the discomfort of 

not-yet-fitting actually the early signal of growth? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 27  ·  FIRST DAY 

The First Day of Class 

A man, at sixty, took up a musical instrument for the first time. The first day of class, he was 

the oldest in the room. His hands trembled on the strings. He felt foolish. He almost did not 

return. He returned. By the end of two years, he was no virtuoso, but he was a player. He 

had, in his own quiet way, opened a door that most people of his age believed was closed. "It 

is never too late," he liked to say, "to be a beginner. The only loss is in believing the door is 

closed when it is, in fact, open." 

A REFLECTION 

Many doors that look closed by age, by circumstance, by past failure, are not closed. They 

are simply unentered. The first day of any new beginning is uncomfortable for everyone. It 

does not last. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What door have you assumed was closed that may, in fact, be open? What would the first 

day of entering it look like? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 28  ·  LATE LEARNING 

The Language Learned Late 

An elderly woman began learning Spanish at seventy-two. Her teacher, decades younger, 

was patient. The progress was slow. Her grandchildren laughed gently at her accent. By 

eighty, she was reading short stories in Spanish, slowly, with help. "It does not matter if I 

will never speak it well," she told her teacher. "It mattered that I refused to be finished. The 

language has given me a second window onto the world. Through it, I am still becoming, 

even now." Late change is not lesser change. In some ways it is the most courageous kind. 

A REFLECTION 

The notion of being "too late" is more often a story than a fact. Many people undertake 

their most meaningful changes after many believed it was too late. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What change have you deferred because you believed it was "too late"? What if you started 

anyway? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 29  ·  DAY ONE 

Recovery Day One 

A man on the first day of recovery from an addiction sat in a folding chair in a church 

basement, hands shaking, certain he could not do this. An older man across from him said 

only: "You don't have to do all of it. You only have to do today. Then tomorrow. Then the 

next. The day you are in is the only one you ever have to manage. The years take care of 

themselves, one day at a time." Many changes are too big to be managed at full size. Broken 

into days, they become possible. The decade is built of the day. 

A REFLECTION 

Vast changes are accomplished by small, repeated commitments. The decade rarely 

succeeds; the day usually can. The reduction of change to its smallest unit is one of the 

great clarifying tools. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What change of yours, broken into a single day at a time, becomes possible? What is 

today's portion? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 

 



 

DAY 30  ·  DAWN 

The Threshold Crossed at Dawn 

An old Welsh saying: "He who crosses the threshold at dawn is changed by the time he 

reaches the gate." Dawn is the hour of in-between. Night has not finished; day has not yet 

arrived. To rise and step out at that hour is to walk through change in its purest form. Many 

traditions have honoured dawn for this reason — Buddhist monks, Sufi dervishes, Christian 

monastics, farmers waking to the work of the land. The first hour of the day is, in some real 

sense, the threshold of every day. To cross it consciously is to begin the long work of 

changing oneself, on purpose, one morning at a time. 

A REFLECTION 

Daily change — small, repeated, conscious — accumulates over years into transformation 

that no single dramatic effort could produce. The hour at which you wake, and what you 

do first, are quietly among the most decisive choices of any life. 

FOR YOUR JOURNAL 

What might the dawn of tomorrow look like, if you crossed it consciously rather than 

absent-mindedly? What single small act could you begin? 

_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________
_________________________________________________________ 



 

 

You finished. 

If you have arrived here, you have done something quietly remarkable. 

Thirty days of attention is no small thing. 

Whatever shape your reading took — every day, some days, only the first page and the last — 

you returned to yourself with a pen in hand. That is the practice. That is the whole point. 

Begin again, if you would like. Or carry one story with you into the next chapter. Or rest. 

Whatever you choose, you are not alone in it. 


