As the world quiets under frosted skics, I prepare
‘my listening bowl—a quiet ritual to honor the stillness
of the season. I place it near the window, where

 the starlight sometimes glows.

Mdﬂlspﬁgofyﬁnbrmﬂmadﬂrthinﬁgﬂt, ¢
a small snowflake for wonder, and a folded slip of paper
‘with a question I'm not ready to answer.

Each night, I sit beside it for few minutes. No pressure.
Just presence.
Sometimes I light a candle.

- Sometimes I listen to the silence.

Sometimes | wrap myself in blanket.
Sometimes | do nothing at all.

B 112 By doestspeak: but it holds space
It reminds me that the universe whispers not in bl

The universe is whispering. Are you listening?



