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Reflection: 
 
The Setup: 
Arranging my corner felt like a quiet, intentional ritual. Placing the fishbowl with its plant at 
the center felt right, as it became a living, breathing anchor for the space. The mini Mayan 
statue beside it added a sense of ancient stability, more like a reminder of enduring cultures 
deeply connected to the earth. I positioned my old iguana next to them, and a wave of 
nostalgia washed over me, but it wasn't sad, but comforting. That iguana has been with me 
through so many chapters, about since when I was born, so its presence felt like a bridge to 
a more simple, trusting part of myself. The warm light from my lamp washed over it all, 
creating a soft pool of clarity that separated this corner from the rest of the room. It was 
simple, but it was mine, and every object held a layer of meaning. 
 
The Experience: 
Sitting down, I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths, remembering the principle of 
Non-striving. I wasn't here to achieve enlightenment, just to be. I heard the faint hum of the 
world outside, but here, inside, it was quiet. 
 
I opened my eyes and practiced Beginner's Mind. I tried to see the plant as if for the first 
time, seeing the delicate veins in its leaves, the way it reached slightly toward the light. I 
noticed the small details on the Mayan statue that I normally overlook. I picked up my 
iguana, feeling its familiar weight and texture in my hand. A memory surfaced, but instead of 
getting lost in it, I just acknowledged it with a smile and let it go, practicing Letting Go. My 
mind did wander to a “worry about tomorrow" type of thing, but I gently guided it back to the 
feeling of my breath, applying Non-judging, soI didn't get frustrated, I just noticed the thought 
and released it. 
 
The Shift in Energy: 
Before I sat down, my energy was like static on a radio, as it was jumpy, scattered, and loud. 
There was a low hum of anxiety about things I needed to do, but as I sat in the quiet, the 
static began to fade. The frantic energy settled into a slow, gentle pulse where I felt a 
tangible heaviness in my limbs, not of fatigue, but of stability. I was grounded. It felt like roots 
were growing from my feet, which connected me down through the floors and into the earth, 
much like my plant and my statue are connected to the ground. The frantic buzz in my head 
was replaced by a quiet hum of presence. 
 
This sense of being grounded is powerful, as it’s a feeling of being planted in my own body 
and the present moment, which makes the future feel less daunting. From this calm center, I 
feel more ready to act.  For myself, this means carrying this patience forward. When I feel 
that scattered static returning, I can take a breath and remember the stability of this corner. It 
means acting with more self-compassion. For my community, this connection to my own 
history and peace reminds me that everyone is carrying their own stories and seeking their 
own calm. It makes me want to listen more deeply and offer a more patient ear. 
 
For the planet, this practice is a small of a larger need. When I made a small, sustainable 
sanctuary with what I have, it reminds me of the importance of caring for our larger shared 
space. 
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