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For every heart that has ever beaten,

and the universe

turning quietly inside it.



The First Beat
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The First Beat

Before you had a name,

before you had a face,

before you took a single breath,

your heart was already beating.

No one taught it.

No one asked it to.

It simply began,

and it has not stopped since.

Right now, as you read these words,

it is beating.

Quietly.

Faithfully.

Asking nothing of you.
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We spend our lives looking outward for wonder.

Up at the stars.

Out at the oceans.

Far into the distance.

But the most wondrous thing we will ever know

is moving inside our chest.

This is the magic of a heartbeat.

This small book is an invitation to listen.

Pause: Place a hand on your chest. Can you feel it?
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O N E

Listen
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One · Listen

We rarely hear our own heart.

The world is loud.

The mind is louder.

But the heart keeps its rhythm anyway,

the way the sea keeps its waves

whether anyone is watching or not.

Sit quietly for a moment.

Let the noise settle.

There it is.

Beat.

And beat.

And beat.
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Close to a hundred thousand times a day,

it speaks the same simple word.

Alive.

Alive.

Alive.

To listen to your heart

is to remember

that something in you

never stops caring for you.

Pause: When did you last truly listen to your own

heartbeat?
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T W O

The Whirl
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Two · The Whirl

Look up on a clear night.

The Earth is turning beneath you.

It circles the Sun.

The Sun circles the heart of the galaxy.

And the galaxy itself is turning,

a great, slow whirl of light.

Nothing in the universe stands still.

Everything moves in circles,

returning, and returning again.

Now look within.
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With every beat,

your blood begins its circle through you.

Out from the heart.

Through every part of you.

And home again.

The same motion that turns the galaxies

is turning inside you.

You are not watching the universe from the outside.

You are one of its whirls.

Pause: Can you feel the circle moving through you?
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Breath and Beat
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Three · Breath and Beat

Two rhythms live inside you.

The breath,

slow and wide,

like a tide coming in and going out.

The beat,

quick and steady,

like footsteps that never tire.

They are not strangers.

They move together.

When the breath deepens,

the heart often follows.

When the breath is rushed,

the heart quickens too.
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One is the ocean.

One is the drum.

Together they make the music

you have been living inside

your whole life.

You cannot always calm the drum.

But you can almost always

slow the tide.

And the drum listens.

Pause: Take one long breath out. What does your heart do?
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F O U R

The Quiet Between
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Four · The Quiet Between

Every heartbeat has a pause inside it.

The heart squeezes,

and then it rests.

Squeezes,

and rests.

Without the rest,

there could be no beat.

The stillness is not the absence of the rhythm.

It is part of it.

We fear the pauses in our lives.

The empty days.

The waiting.

The silence after something ends.
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But the heart knows something we forget.

Rest is not stopping.

Rest is how the next beat is made.

Even in the quiet,

life is gathering itself

to begin again.

Pause: Where in your life is the quiet asking to be

honored?
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F I V E

Timeless
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Five · Timeless

Your heartbeat is older than you think.

Before yours,

there was your mother's,

and you lived inside its rhythm

before you knew anything else.

Before hers, another.

And another.

A rhythm passed from heart to heart,

across ages no one can count.

The iron in your blood

was once inside a star.

The water in your body

once moved through rivers and rain.
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Your heart is new.

Its rhythm is ancient.

Each beat holds the past,

lives the present,

and carries life forward.

Pause: Whose heartbeat did you first hear?
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The Heart That Remembers
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Six · The Heart That Remembers

Some hearts beat beside ours for a while,

and then they are gone.

A parent.

A friend.

A love.

A small life we were not ready to lose.

Their rhythm stops.

Ours goes on.

And yet,

something of them stays.
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In the way we laugh.

In the words we use.

In the kindness they taught us

without ever saying a word.

The heart remembers

what the mind lets go.

Grief is love

that still has somewhere to go.

Let it go there.

Let it beat through you

into the lives you touch.

No heart that loved us

is ever fully silent.

Pause: Whose rhythm still lives in you?
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When the Heart Races
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Seven · When the Heart Races

Sometimes the heart runs.

In fear.

In joy.

In love.

Before the words we are afraid to say.

It pounds.

It flutters.

It fills our ears.

We often treat a racing heart

as something going wrong.

But often it is simply the heart

telling us that this moment matters.
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It is alive to what we are living.

When it races,

you do not have to fight it.

Place a hand where you can feel it.

Breathe out, slow and long.

Tell it, gently,

I hear you.

And let it find its way home

to its steady song.

Pause: What made your heart race last, and what was it

telling you?

27



E I G H T

Alive
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Eight · Alive

A heartbeat is a quiet yes.

Yes to this breath.

Yes to this moment.

Yes to one more chance.

It does not wait for a perfect day.

It beats on the hard days too.

On the days we feel lost.

On the days we forget it is there.

It never asks us to earn it.

Perhaps that is its deepest gift.

To be kept alive

without having to deserve it.
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When we remember this,

something softens.

Gratitude arrives without being called.

Every beat is a small sunrise.

Thousands of them a day,

and each one whispers,

begin again.

Pause: If this beat is a gift, what would you do with it?
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The Earth's Rhythm
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Nine · The Earth's Rhythm

The heart is not the only drum.

The tide rises and falls,

twice a day,

for as long as there has been an ocean.

The seasons turn.

Bloom.

Fullness.

Letting go.

Rest.

And bloom again.
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Birds cross whole continents

and return.

Day breathes into night,

and night into day.

The Earth has a rhythm too.

And yours was shaped by it,

long before you were born.

When you walk barefoot,

when you watch the waves,

when you rise with the sun,

you are not escaping your life.

You are remembering the rhythm

you belong to.

Pause: What rhythm of nature calls to you?
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Every Heart
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Ten · Every Heart

Right now, around the world,

billions of hearts are beating.

The child just born.

The elder near the end.

The stranger you passed this morning.

The one you love most.

The one you find hardest to love.

Each of them carries the same whirling universe.

Each of them keeps the same quiet rhythm.

Our languages differ.

Our faces differ.

Our stories differ.
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But beneath it all,

one rhythm beats in all of us.

When you look at another person,

you are looking at a heart

doing exactly what yours is doing.

Keeping someone alive.

Asking nothing.

Beating on.

Pause: Whose heartbeat could you honor today?
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Living the Beat
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Eleven · Living the Beat

So how do we live inside this wonder?

Pause.

Even once a day,

place a hand on your chest

and simply feel.

Slow down.

A hurried life rushes past its own heartbeat.

A slower life can hear it.

Breathe.

Let the tide slow,

and let the drum follow.
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Honor the quiet.

Rest is part of the rhythm,

not a break from it.

Notice the circles.

In the seasons.

In the tides.

In the rising and setting sun.

You are part of every one.

Be gentle with yourself.

Your heart has never given up on you.

Perhaps you can be that faithful to yourself.
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Share the rhythm.

Listen closely to someone.

Sit beside them.

Let them feel they are not alone.

Pause: Hand on your chest. One slow breath. What do you

feel?
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Still Beating
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Still Beating

One day you will notice it.

In the middle of an ordinary moment,

washing a cup,

watching the light,

sitting with someone you love,

you will feel it.

The quiet beat beneath everything.

And you will understand

that you never had to search the sky

to find the universe.

It was here all along.
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Turning.

Circling.

Beating.

Within every heartbeat,

a whirling universe.

Timeless.

Alive.
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The Grand series

Small books, released free.

Read less, live more.

Grand · Breath · One Circle

Radiating Heart · Seed · Pendulum

No One Takes It · The Echelon

Gathered · Whirl
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