
℞
T H E  L I T E R A R Y  P H A R M A C Y

April 2026 · Book Quote Therapy

A Literary
Prescription

 Words for this particular season of your soul

P R E P A R E D  W I T H  C A R E  F O R

Marianne



Prepared for: Marianne
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℞ A  N O T E  T O  B E G I N

Dear Marianne,

Thank you for trusting me with something so tender. When you wrote to me,

you described the strange, echoing quiet that arrives after a long marriage

ends — the sense of standing in the middle of a life whose shape you no

longer recognise, unsure of who you are when you are no longer someone’s

wife. I read your words more than once. I wanted to be sure that whatever I

chose for you came from a real understanding of where you actually are, and

not from where a stranger might assume you to be.

So let me say this first, plainly: the disorientation you described is not a sign

that something is wrong with you. It is not weakness, and it is not failure. It is

the particular vertigo of a self that is about to be handed back to you after

years of being quietly lent out — to a marriage, to a household, to everyone’s

needs but your own. That vertigo is disorienting precisely because something

real is shifting. You are not falling apart. You are, though it does not feel like

it yet, beginning.

What follows is not a cure. Literature never is, and I would distrust anyone

who promised you otherwise. What it can be — what it has always been, for

me — is company for the road. So I have chosen for you slowly, and with you

specifically in mind: three books to walk beside you at three different speeds,

two poems for the days when a whole book asks too much, some lines to

keep in your pocket for 3am, and a meditation I recorded for exactly this

season, for when the words need somewhere quiet to land.



You do not have to take all of it, or take it in order, or take it quickly. Read

what calls to you. Leave what doesn’t. Let this be less a course to complete

than a set of doors left open, each one leading gently back toward yourself,

and for two weeks after this reaches you, I am only an email away.

I am so glad you wrote. Be kind to yourself as you read.

With warmth,

Georgia x



℞ Y O U R  B O O K S  ·  O N E  O F  F O U R

When Things Fall Apart
Pema Chödrön · 1997

“Only to the extent that we expose ourselves over
and over to annihilation can that which is
indestructible be found in us.”

The book. Pema Chödrön is an American Buddhist teacher who wrote this

slim, plain-spoken classic in the aftermath of her own marriage ending —

and you can feel that lived truth pressing up through every page. It is not,

despite its title, a book about repair. It offers no ten steps and no tidy arc

back to how things were. Instead, across twenty-two short chapters, it

turns steadily toward the one thing most of us spend our lives avoiding: the

experience of groundlessness itself — the moment the floor goes, and there

is nothing familiar to stand on.

Her central teaching is deceptively simple. We suffer, she suggests, not only

from our losses but from our frantic scramble to escape the feeling of them.

She names that scramble — the reaching for distraction, blame, the next

fixed thing to cling to — and offers, in its place, the radical alternative of

staying: of letting ourselves feel the open, uncertain space without rushing

to fill it.



How to read it. Slowly, one short chapter at a time, at night, in no particular

order. Keep it on your bedside table. Don’t try to underline or absorb it all on

a first read — simply let a chapter sit with you as you fall asleep, and notice

what has stayed by morning.

FIND THE BOOK 

→

Why it’s for you. You told me the floor had vanished — that you no longer

recognise your own life. Almost every book will rush to hand you a new floor

as quickly as possible. Chödrön does something braver, and I think far truer

for where you are right now: she teaches you how to stand in the open space

itself, without panic, trusting that groundlessness is not the same thing as

danger. That is the single most useful skill available to you this year, and no

one teaches it more gently.

https://www.amazon.com/s?k=When+Things+Fall+Apart+Pema+Chodron&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=When+Things+Fall+Apart+Pema+Chodron&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=When+Things+Fall+Apart+Pema+Chodron&tag=bookquotether-20


℞ Y O U R  B O O K S  ·  T W O  O F  F O U R

Tiny Beautiful Things
Cheryl Strayed · 2012

“You cannot convince people to love you. This is an
absolute rule. Instead, you can... trust that you are
worth finding.”

Why it’s for you. Right now you need someone in your corner who is both

tender and unflinching — who will not tidy your pain away, but will not let

you drown in it either. So many of these letters come from people

rebuilding their lives after a marriage or a love has ended. You will find

yourself in these pages, again and again, and you will feel less alone in the

precise, specific ways that actually matter.

The book. For two years, the writer Cheryl Strayed wrote an anonymous

online advice column called Dear Sugar, answering strangers’ hardest and

most intimate questions — about grief, betrayal, love, money, fear, and

starting over. This book collects the best of those letters, and it is unlike any

advice book you have read. Strayed never answers from above, or from

theory. She answers by telling the unvarnished truth about her own life, so

that each reply becomes a small, fierce, luminous essay.

The effect is extraordinary. You come for one stranger’s dilemma and find

your own life reflected back at you, held with a tenderness that never once

tips into sentimentality. It is one of the warmest, most honest books I know,

and among the very few I press into people’s hands at the hardest moments

of their lives.



How to read it. One letter a night, like a small ritual before sleep. This is a

book to underline heavily and dog-ear without guilt — keep a pencil

tucked inside the cover, and mark the lines that find you.

FIND THE BOOK →

https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20


 T H R E E  O F  F O U R℞ Y O U R  B O O K S  ·

Untamed
 Glennon Doyle · 2020

“Every time you’re given a choice between
disappointing someone else and disappointing
yourself, your duty is to disappoint that someone
else.”

Why it’s for you. This is the forward-facing book of the three, and I have

placed it last on purpose — read it when you feel ready, and not a moment

before. It speaks directly to the question forming quietly beneath your grief:

not “how do I recover the life I had,” but “what do I actually want, now that

the question is finally, wholly mine to answer?” It is permission, in book

form.

The book. Part memoir, part quiet manifesto, Untamed is Glennon Doyle’s

account of dismantling the life she was told she should want, and building a

truer one in its place. Its governing image is a cheetah named Tabitha, raised

in captivity, who chases a dirty pink bunny around an enclosure and has

forgotten she was ever wild. From that image Doyle builds a searching

question: which of our truest instincts did we quietly cage — and call it

maturity — in order to be good wives, good daughters, good girls?

It is written in short, propulsive chapters, and it moves. But underneath its

momentum is something patient and serious: an invitation to distinguish the

voice of who you were trained to be from the deeper, quieter “knowing” of

who you actually are.



How to read it. With a journal open beside you. Doyle asks very good

questions, and races past them; give yourself room to stop, and to answer

them slowly, in your own words.

FIND THE BOOK →

https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Untamed+Glennon+Doyle&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Untamed+Glennon+Doyle&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Untamed+Glennon+Doyle&tag=bookquotether-20


F O U R  O F  F O U R℞ Y O U R  B O O K S  ·

Broken Open
Elizabeth Lesser · 2004

"When we descend all the way down to the
bottom of a loss, and dwell patiently there, we can
bring back up with us the seeds of a new life."

Why it’s for you. This is the book that speaks most directly to the exact place

you are in — the breaking itself, before any new shape has appeared. Where

When Things Fall Apart teaches you to stand in the open space, Broken

Open dares to suggest, gently and without pressure, what that space might

one day become.

The book. Elizabeth Lesser, co-founder of the Omega Institute, wrote this

book in the wreckage of her own divorce — and it has since become a quiet

companion to countless people standing on the exact threshold you are. Its

central idea she calls the "Phoenix Process": the observation, drawn from her

own life, from wisdom traditions, and from the stories of ordinary people,

that our hardest breakdowns can become our deepest openings — if we are

willing to go all the way down into them, rather than around.

What saves the book from easy comfort is Lesser's honesty. She never tells

you the pain was secretly a gift, or hurries you toward a silver lining. She

simply testifies, from experience, that the breaking is not only an ending —

and she stays with you in the dark long enough to make that believable.



How to read it. Dip in by its stories rather than reading cover to cover. Keep it

for the middle-of-the-night hours, when you need the company of someone

who has been exactly here and walked out the far side.

FIND THE BOOK 
→

https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Broken+Open+Elizabeth+Lesser&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Broken+Open+Elizabeth+Lesser&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Untamed+Glennon+Doyle&tag=bookquotether-20


℞ F U R T H E R  R E A D I N G

Wintering · Katherine May — For permission to slow down and go

quiet without shame; she reframes the fallow, hidden seasons of a

life as necessary, not failure.

Four more for when you are ready — lighter touches than the four
above, each one worth your time.

FIND THE BOOK 

FIND THE BOOK 

FIND THE BOOK 

FIND THE BOOK 

The Artist's Way · Julia Cameron — A twelve-week course in

recovering the creative, playful self so many of us mislay inside a

long marriage.

Braving the Wilderness · Brené Brown — On belonging to yourself

first — for the season of learning to stand on your own ground,

and finding it is enough. 

Eat, Pray, Love · Elizabeth Gilbert — The original map for

rebuilding a self, and a life of your own choosing, after a marriage

ends.

https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20
https://www.amazon.com/s?k=Tiny+Beautiful+Things+Cheryl+Strayed&tag=bookquotether-20


℞ Y O U R  P O E M S  ·  O N E  O F  T W O

The Road Not Taken
 RobertFrost · 1916

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, And
sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could To
where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.



About the poem. This is the most misread poem in the English language. We

remember it as a triumphant anthem to bold, individual choice — but read it

again and you’ll notice the two roads were “really about the same,” and that

the famous closing lines are spoken “with a sigh,” imagined from far in the

future. Frost is doing something subtler and truer: writing about the way we

go back, afterwards, and turn the accidents of our lives into a story of

intention.

A reflection. The comfort here is not in the choosing — it is in the telling. We

rarely get to select our turning points. What we do get to author is the

meaning we give them later, the story we tell ourselves about where the

road led.

For you. Your road diverged not by your choosing, but by circumstance. And

yet the authorship of what happens next — and of the story you will one day

tell about this very year — is entirely, unshakably yours. Hold onto that on

the hard days. In time, the sigh can become something else.



℞ Y O U R  P O E M S  ·  T W O  O F  T W O

The Journey
 MaryOliver · 1986

One day you finally knew
what you had to do, and began,
though the voices around you kept
shouting
their bad advice—
though the whole house
began to tremble
and you felt the old tug
at your ankles.
“Mend my life!”
each voice cried.
But you didn’t stop.
You knew what you had to do,
though the wind pried
with its stiff fingers
at the very foundations— though
their melancholy
was terrible.
It was already late
enough, and a wild night,
and the road full of fallen branches
and stones.
But little by little,
as you left their voices behind,



the stars began to burn
through the sheets of clouds,
and there was a new voice,
which you slowly
recognized as your own,
that kept you company
as you strode deeper and deeper
into the world,
determined to do
the only thing you could do—
determined to save
the only life you could save.

About the poem. Oliver wrote this about the terrifying, necessary moment

when you finally stop trying to save everyone else, and turn at last toward

saving your own life — and about the guilt, and the wind “prying with its stiff

fingers,” that comes with it.

A reflection. The poem is honest that leaving — even leaving what was

hurting you — is neither clean nor easy. But it promises something waiting

on the far

side of the guilt: a voice, unmistakably and finally your own, that keeps you

company the rest of the way.

For you. Read this on the mornings that are heavy with “what if I had tried

harder.” You are not abandoning your life. You are, at last, keeping the one

appointment you had been missing for years — the one with yourself.



℞ L I N E S  T O  K E E P

Small enough to carry — write them on a card, tuck them
into the mirror, return to them at 3am.

“Let everything happen to you: beauty and
terror. Just keep going. No feeling is final.”

 

“And the day came when the risk to remain tight
in a bud was more painful than the risk it took to
blossom.”

 
ANAÏS NIN

RAINER MARIA RILKE

Why this, for you. Grief lies to us about permanence — it insists that this is

simply how things will always feel now. Rilke, very gently, says otherwise.

Not “cheer up,” but something far sturdier to stand on: whatever you are

feeling right now, however total it seems, is weather — and weather,

always, moves.

Why this, for you. There is a particular threshold in every hard change — the

moment when staying exactly as you are finally costs more than the terror of

becoming something new. You may not feel you have crossed it yet. But the

fact

that you wrote to me at all tells me you are close. Keep this line for the day

you feel the bud begin, at last, to give.



Why this, for you. Not a promise that the pain was somehow worth it —

only that the breaking-open is also, and at the same time, an opening. The

very place where you feel most undone is, in time, precisely where the

most light, and the most of your own returning self, will find their way

back in.

“The wound is the place where the Light enters
you.”
RUMI



℞ Y O U R  M E D I T A T I O N

To go alongside the reading — stillness for when the words
need somewhere to land.

I’ve chosen a practice I recorded especially for a season like

yours, called Coming Home to Yourself. It is a gentle, guided

meditation for the work of learning to be your own steady

company again — to sit with yourself, without needing to fix or

flee anything, and to feel that you are still here, and still your

own. No experience is needed, and nothing is asked of you but

to listen. Find somewhere you won’t be disturbed, put on

headphones if you can, and let my voice do the rest. Return to

it as often as it helps. It is yours now, for keeps.

LISTEN TO THE MEDITATION 

→

Around 10 minutes · best with headphones



With warmth,

Georgia x

Book Quote Therapy offers literary companionship, not medical or psychological treatment, and is not a
substitute for professional mental-health support.

bookquotetherapy.com

If a book lands, a line stays with you, or anything here raises a question — I would
genuinely love to hear from you. Write to me any time at
georgia@bookquotedecor.com. I read every message myself — and for two weeks
after this reaches you, I am here for anything it stirs up, whether about a book, the
meditation, or simply how it is all landing.

And if this way of reading — slowly, for the season you are actually in — speaks to
you, I am creating a self-guided course on using books, poetry and stillness to
move through life’s harder chapters. Join the waitlist →

Read slowly, Marianne. Let all of this be less a list to complete than a set of

open doors — walk through whichever one is nearest on any given day, and

let the rest wait patiently for you. The self who is waiting on the far side of

this year is already there, and she is more than enough. It would be my

honour to hear, one day, how you got on.

Stay in touch


	℞ THE LITERARY PHARMACY
	A Literary Prescription
	Words for this particular season of your soul
	PREPARED WITH CARE FOR

	Marianne

	Prepared for: Marianne
	Your season: Starting over, after the end of a long marriage
	Inside: Four books · four more to explore · two poems · lines to keep · a guided meditation in my own voice
	With you after: Two weeks of gentle follow-up by email, whenever you need it
	Dear Marianne,
	Thank you for trusting me with something so tender. When you wrote to me, you described the strange, echoing quiet that arrives after a long marriage ends — the sense of standing in the middle of a life whose shape you no longer recognise, unsure of who you are when you are no longer someone’s wife. I read your words more than once. I wanted to be sure that whatever I chose for you came from a real understanding of where you actually are, and not from where a stranger might assume you to be.
	So let me say this first, plainly: the disorientation you described is not a sign that something is wrong with you. It is not weakness, and it is not failure. It is the particular vertigo of a self that is about to be handed back to you after years of being quietly lent out — to a marriage, to a household, to everyone’s needs but your own. That vertigo is disorienting precisely because something real is shifting. You are not falling apart. You are, though it does not feel like it yet, beginning.
	What follows is not a cure. Literature never is, and I would distrust anyone who promised you otherwise. What it can be — what it has always been, for me — is company for the road. So I have chosen for you slowly, and with you specifically in mind: three books to walk beside you at three different speeds, two poems for the days when a whole book asks too much, some lines to keep in your pocket for 3am, and a meditation I recorded for exactly this season, for when the words need somewhere quiet to land.

	With warmth, Georgia x
	When Things Fall Apart Pema Chödrön · 1997
	The book. Pema Chödrön is an American Buddhist teacher who wrote this slim, plain-spoken classic in the aftermath of her own marriage ending — and you can feel that lived truth pressing up through every page. It is not, despite its title, a book about repair. It offers no ten steps and no tidy arc back to how things were. Instead, across twenty-two short chapters, it turns steadily toward the one thing most of us spend our lives avoiding: the experience of groundlessness itself — the moment the floor goes, and there is nothing familiar to stand on.
	Her central teaching is deceptively simple. We suffer, she suggests, not only from our losses but from our frantic scramble to escape the feeling of them. She names that scramble — the reaching for distraction, blame, the next fixed thing to cling to — and offers, in its place, the radical alternative of staying: of letting ourselves feel the open, uncertain space without rushing to fill it.
	“Only to the extent that we expose ourselves over and over to annihilation can that which is indestructible be found in us.”

	FIND THE BOOK
	Tiny Beautiful Things Cheryl Strayed · 2012
	The book. For two years, the writer Cheryl Strayed wrote an anonymous online advice column called Dear Sugar, answering strangers’ hardest and most intimate questions — about grief, betrayal, love, money, fear, and starting over. This book collects the best of those letters, and it is unlike any advice book you have read. Strayed never answers from above, or from theory. She answers by telling the unvarnished truth about her own life, so that each reply becomes a small, fierce, luminous essay.
	The effect is extraordinary. You come for one stranger’s dilemma and find your own life reflected back at you, held with a tenderness that never once tips into sentimentality. It is one of the warmest, most honest books I know, and among the very few I press into people’s hands at the hardest moments of their lives.
	“You cannot convince people to love you. This is an absolute rule. Instead, you can... trust that you are worth finding.”
	Why it’s for you. Right now you need someone in your corner who is both tender and unflinching — who will not tidy your pain away, but will not let you drown in it either. So many of these letters come from people rebuilding their lives after a marriage or a love has ended. You will find yourself in these pages, again and again, and you will feel less alone in the precise, specific ways that actually matter.


	FIND THE BOOK
	Untamed
	Glennon Doyle · 2020
	The book. Part memoir, part quiet manifesto, Untamed is Glennon Doyle’s account of dismantling the life she was told she should want, and building a truer one in its place. Its governing image is a cheetah named Tabitha, raised in captivity, who chases a dirty pink bunny around an enclosure and has forgotten she was ever wild. From that image Doyle builds a searching question: which of our truest instincts did we quietly cage — and call it maturity — in order to be good wives, good daughters, good girls?
	It is written in short, propulsive chapters, and it moves. But underneath its momentum is something patient and serious: an invitation to distinguish the voice of who you were trained to be from the deeper, quieter “knowing” of who you actually are.

	“Every time you’re given a choice between disappointing someone else and disappointing yourself, your duty is to disappoint that someone else.”
	Why it’s for you. This is the forward-facing book of the three, and I have placed it last on purpose — read it when you feel ready, and not a moment before. It speaks directly to the question forming quietly beneath your grief: not “how do I recover the life I had,” but “what do I actually want, now that the question is finally, wholly mine to answer?” It is permission, in book form.


	FIND THE BOOK
	Broken Open
	Elizabeth Lesser · 2004
	The book. Elizabeth Lesser, co-founder of the Omega Institute, wrote this book in the wreckage of her own divorce — and it has since become a quiet companion to countless people standing on the exact threshold you are. Its central idea she calls the "Phoenix Process": the observation, drawn from her own life, from wisdom traditions, and from the stories of ordinary people, that our hardest breakdowns can become our deepest openings — if we are willing to go all the way down into them, rather than around.
	What saves the book from easy comfort is Lesser's honesty. She never tells you the pain was secretly a gift, or hurries you toward a silver lining. She simply testifies, from experience, that the breaking is not only an ending — and she stays with you in the dark long enough to make that believable.

	"When we descend all the way down to the bottom of a loss, and dwell patiently there, we can bring back up with us the seeds of a new life."
	Why it’s for you. This is the book that speaks most directly to the exact place you are in — the breaking itself, before any new shape has appeared. Where When Things Fall Apart teaches you to stand in the open space, Broken Open dares to suggest, gently and without pressure, what that space might one day become.


	FIND THE BOOK
	FURTHER READING
	Four more for when you are ready — lighter touches than the four above, each one worth your time.
	Wintering · Katherine May — For permission to slow down and go quiet without shame; she reframes the fallow, hidden seasons of a life as necessary, not failure.
	The Artist's Way · Julia Cameron — A twelve-week course in recovering the creative, playful self so many of us mislay inside a long marriage.
	Braving the Wilderness · Brené Brown — On belonging to yourself first — for the season of learning to stand on your own ground, and finding it is enough.
	Eat, Pray, Love · Elizabeth Gilbert — The original map for rebuilding a self, and a life of your own choosing, after a marriage ends.


	The Road Not Taken
	RobertFrost · 1916
	Two roads diverged in a yellow wood, And sorry I could not travel both And be one traveler, long I stood And looked down one as far as I could To where it bent in the undergrowth;
	Then took the other, as just as fair, And having perhaps the better claim, Because it was grassy and wanted wear; Though as for that the passing there Had worn them really about the same,
	And both that morning equally lay In leaves no step had trodden black. Oh, I kept the first for another day! Yet knowing how way leads on to way, I doubted if I should ever come back.
	I shall be telling this with a sigh Somewhere ages and ages hence: Two roads diverged in a wood, and I— I took the one less traveled by, And that has made all the difference.

	About the poem. This is the most misread poem in the English language. We remember it as a triumphant anthem to bold, individual choice — but read it again and you’ll notice the two roads were “really about the same,” and that the famous closing lines are spoken “with a sigh,” imagined from far in the future. Frost is doing something subtler and truer: writing about the way we go back, afterwards, and turn the accidents of our lives into a story of intention.
	A reflection. The comfort here is not in the choosing — it is in the telling. We rarely get to select our turning points. What we do get to author is the meaning we give them later, the story we tell ourselves about where the road led.
	For you. Your road diverged not by your choosing, but by circumstance. And yet the authorship of what happens next — and of the story you will one day tell about this very year — is entirely, unshakably yours. Hold onto that on the hard days. In time, the sigh can become something else.
	The Journey
	MaryOliver · 1986
	One day you finally knew what you had to do, and began, though the voices around you kept shouting their bad advice— though the whole house began to tremble and you felt the old tug at your ankles. “Mend my life!” each voice cried. But you didn’t stop. You knew what you had to do, though the wind pried with its stiff fingers at the very foundations— though their melancholy was terrible. It was already late enough, and a wild night, and the road full of fallen branches and stones. But little by little, as you left their voices behind,

	the stars began to burn through the sheets of clouds, and there was a new voice, which you slowly recognized as your own, that kept you company as you strode deeper and deeper into the world, determined to do the only thing you could do— determined to save the only life you could save.
	LINES TO KEEP
	Small enough to carry — write them on a card, tuck them into the mirror, return to them at 3am.

	“Let everything happen to you: beauty and terror. Just keep going. No feeling is final.”
	Why this, for you. Grief lies to us about permanence — it insists that this is simply how things will always feel now. Rilke, very gently, says otherwise. Not “cheer up,” but something far sturdier to stand on: whatever you are feeling right now, however total it seems, is weather — and weather, always, moves.

	“And the day came when the risk to remain tight in a bud was more painful than the risk it took to blossom.”
	Why this, for you. There is a particular threshold in every hard change — the moment when staying exactly as you are finally costs more than the terror of becoming something new. You may not feel you have crossed it yet. But the fact that you wrote to me at all tells me you are close. Keep this line for the day you feel the bud begin, at last, to give.

	“The wound is the place where the Light enters you.” RUMI
	To go alongside the reading — stillness for when the words need somewhere to land.
	I’ve chosen a practice I recorded especially for a season like yours, called Coming Home to Yourself. It is a gentle, guided meditation for the work of learning to be your own steady company again — to sit with yourself, without needing to fix or flee anything, and to feel that you are still here, and still your own. No experience is needed, and nothing is asked of you but to listen. Find somewhere you won’t be disturbed, put on headphones if you can, and let my voice do the rest. Return to it as often as it helps. It is yours now, for keeps.
	LISTEN TO THE MEDITATION
	Around 10 minutes · best with headphones

	Read slowly, Marianne. Let all of this be less a list to complete than a set of open doors — walk through whichever one is nearest on any given day, and let the rest wait patiently for you. The self who is waiting on the far side of this year is already there, and she is more than enough. It would be my honour to hear, one day, how you got on.

	With warmth, Georgia x
	Stay in touch
	If a book lands, a line stays with you, or anything here raises a question — I would genuinely love to hear from you. Write to me any time at georgia@bookquotedecor.com. I read every message myself — and for two weeks after this reaches you, I am here for anything it stirs up, whether about a book, the meditation, or simply how it is all landing.
	And if this way of reading — slowly, for the season you are actually in — speaks to you, I am creating a self-guided course on using books, poetry and stillness to move through life’s harder chapters. Join the waitlist →


