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For Jacqui, who makes my dreams come true









INTRODUCTION


How to Use This Book
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Sleeping should be easy.


After all, it’s one of the most natural things for us to do; we need rest and we want to sleep. But sometimes we just can’t. What’s going on there? Well, most times our brains get in the way. The thinking mind is a bit like a truck with a brick on the gas pedal. It keeps going even when no one is there to steer it, and it’ll race all night if it’s allowed to. Add to that racing mind a busy, chaotic world, too much caffeine, and a scary amount of screen time, and it becomes obvious why so many of us aren’t finding sleep to be so easy.


But not to worry, friends; we can reclaim easy sleep and all the benefits and goodness that come along with it. It’ll take a little practice and the discipline to set a routine in place, but I promise before long you’ll be getting to sleep faster and staying asleep longer than you have since you were a kid. You’ll wake up feeling rested and relaxed, and you might even find that these stories plant a few extra seeds of mindfulness in your waking life as well. (Bonus!)


Sleeping is a modern superpower.


Stories are old magic.


One of my earliest memories is of lying in bed and telling myself a story to fall asleep. I was probably four years old, and I still remember the story: a rags-to-riches tale with suspense and the sort of twists of fate that were part of the fairy tales my parents read to me. It had a happy, satisfying ending, and no matter how many times I told it, it worked to settle me before bed.


Whether I was using my own imagination to piece together a plot by moonlight or my parents sat on the edge of my bed reading someone else’s tale, I naturally gravitated to the time-honored tradition of telling a story to prepare for sleep. The truth is, I’ve never stopped telling myself stories when I climb into bed at the end of each day. And though they’ve evolved to feature fewer pirate ships and dastardly villains and more simmering pots of soup and sleeping dogs, they still work just as well.


We tell stories before bed for a good reason. Stories help us make sense of things; they can point us in a useful direction and give us a way to step out of the present and into a new place and time. They offer new perspectives and new ways of imagining our lives—and the lives of others. And when they’re told in a certain way, they can help us calm down.
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I’ve been a full-time yoga teacher for seventeen years, and a regular meditator since 2003. In that time, I’ve learned a lot about how to trigger the body’s relaxation response and how the principles of mindfulness—paying attention to what is happening moment to moment in a relaxed way—helps staticky minds to quiet. Along the way I’ve studied a bit of neuroscience, and my library, along with books about physiology and pranayama, is stocked with books about brains and how to train them.


One of the key things I learned was that neurons that fire together wire together, which means that good habits can be a matter of practice. I had certainly experienced that myself: I had trained my brain over the years with my lifelong practice of using stories to sleep, and now sleep and relaxation are an automatic response to supine storytelling.


But as I got older, I began to hear friends and family talking about their sleepless nights, anxiety, and chronic insomnia. I started to see just how debilitating those conditions can be, from increasing our risks for heart disease, depression, and anxiety to generally just feeling lousy and grouchy. I realized my storytelling practice was actually a secret superpower—one other people desperately needed. But barring literally being there with them as they tossed and turned (which is both creepy and impractical), I wasn’t sure how to help.


One night I was (ironically) up in the middle of the night with my aging dog. As I sat with my beagle and rubbed her back, it hit me. A podcast with my stories. I could tuck people in at night with my voice. I could be there with my friends and family (and hopefully some other folks too) at bedtime. That night, sitting on the floor at three in the morning, I ordered a microphone.


Nothing Much Happens launched about six weeks later, and almost immediately I saw that my hunch was correct. I started to receive messages from listeners all over the world who told me that they were sleeping through the night for the first time in years or decades. This superpower was shareable.


I also began to hear about the other ways that listeners were using the stories. I heard about the man who listened while getting his chemotherapy, about the woman who’d been afraid to go to bed for years because of night terrors but now looked forward to tucking herself in at night and having pleasant dreams for almost the first time in her life. People wrote to say they had successfully gotten off sleep medications and that they felt rested and alert when their alarms went off in the morning. Families told me they listened together before bed and that little ones who’d been running around the house chicken-sans-head style had settled and slept within minutes. People listened when they felt anxious and then they felt better. Artists wrote to say they liked to listen while they drew or sculpted, and sometimes they’d send a picture of the art that the story had inspired.


This is the power of stories, and this is how I know that they work.


How to sleep.


One of the reasons we often struggle to shift from work mode into sleep mode is that we now carry work right into bed with us. We answer emails, obsessively check the same three or four social media apps, and receive and send texts moments before we try to find rest. No wonder the mind resists sleep or wakes us up at three in the morning to try to solve a problem we were working on just before we fell asleep. As far as our brains know we’re still working. We need to close the loops on our day in order to signal to our minds that work is over for the time being.


To get into these better sleep habits, you’re going to need to set some boundaries. If you can leave all your devices outside your bedroom, that’s great. Really, that’s ideal. It would change a lot. But if that’s not going to happen for you, you’ll need to draw a boundary somewhere else. Say thirty minutes before you want to start sleeping, you shut things down, switch your phone to do not disturb mode, and put everything with a screen in a drawer. Once work stuff is tucked away, undertake a little “Going to bed ritual.” Rituals can be really helpful in shifting us from one mindset to another. Your ritual might include brushing your teeth, washing your face, laying out clothes for the morning, saying good night to your pets or family members, or fixing a late-night cup of herbal tea. The idea is that you are creating a routine that signals to your mind and body that it’s almost bedtime, so you’ll want to fill this time with the things that signal that to you.


Next, get into bed and get comfortable. Adjust everything until it feels just right and let your whole body relax into your sheets.


Now that you’ve stepped away from your waking life and started the countdown clock for sleep, you need to give your mind someplace to rest. That’s where these stories come in. They are like a soft nest to lay your mind into, a cozy landing place after a busy day. Remember that truck with the brick on the gas pedal? Well, the stories are a tidy, well-organized garage to park it in. They’re simple and nothing much happens in them and that’s the idea.


As you read, let the details of the stories help you build a scene in your mind that you can really settle into. Lean into the parts that feel particularly cozy. Look at the illustrations and take in the specifics. When your eyes begin to droop, set down the book, turn off the light, and let your body be heavy and relaxed. Take a deep breath in through your nose and out through your mouth. Do it again. Breathe in and out. Good. You might even say to yourself, “I’m about to fall asleep, and I’ll sleep deeply all night.” As you lie drifting closer and closer to sleep, stay in the story by walking yourself though any of the details you can remember—especially anything that felt particularly cozy.


Sleep.


How to go back to sleep if you wake


in the middle of the night.


Many people have no trouble at all falling asleep; it’s staying asleep that they struggle with. Often in those predawn hours the mind is allowed to turn back on: the truck engine revs to life, and getting back to sleep can feel impossible. The key in those moments is to get your mind back into the nest as soon as possible.


To do that let’s take one of our stories as an example. Imagine you’re reading the story “A Block from Home,” in which a person is heading home in the rain. See if you can put yourself in their position as they stop to buy pears and a small packet of almonds. Then, after they get home and turn the locks on the door to shut the world out, they lie on a sofa, and a kitty jumps up to join them. Doesn’t that feel nice? Doesn’t it feel just right?


Upon waking in the night, bring your mind right back to those details. I find it really helps to say the title of the story in your mind to signal to yourself that you are going into that world. Say to yourself, “A Block from Home.” Then think about the pears and almonds. Think about how it feels to get home on a rainy night and close the door behind you. Imagine yourself moving through the rooms of your house or apartment, lying down on your sofa, and drifting off to sleep. Doing this will disrupt your brain’s tendency to cycle through thoughts and worries. I promise. It will work.


When I started the podcast, along with all those emails from listeners saying the stories had put them to sleep, many more came from people who said that this particular technique worked for them as well as it always had for me. I saw reviews saying, “If I wake up in the middle of the night, I do what Kathryn says and think my way through the story and I go right back to sleep!”


This is brain training. Be patient. Be diligent. In time you will be amazed at how well you sleep. You will find yourself looking forward to bed, knowing that you have a sweet place to rest your mind till morning.


How to relax.


Besides sleeping you may find you need help being calm and staying centered during the day. First let me say, you are not alone. Many, many people struggle with anxiety. It is incredibly common, and when you combine the hair trigger on our fight-or-flight response with modern life, well, you’d be a rare person if you never felt anxious. It’s important to remember that when anxiety strikes, your capacity for higher reasoning goes off-line. You can’t talk yourself out of how it feels; you can’t reason with your brain at that point. Logic isn’t going to work, so instead you need to speak the language of the body and give the mind something to focus on.


When you feel anxious, do your best to find a place to sit down away from the noise and movement of other people. Start to shift your breathing so that it is traveling just through your nose. You need to use your breath to signal to your nervous system that all is well. To do this begin to count the beats of your breath. Breathe in for a count of four, and breathe out for a count of four. If your breathing is fast and shallow, do not worry. It will take a little time to for the signals to be received. That’s OK. Keep counting your breath and work on bringing it down into the bottom of your lungs so that you feel your belly expand as you inhale and retract as your exhale. You’re doing great. Now see if you can breathe in for a count of four but breathe out for a count of six or even eight, pausing for two beats before the next breath in. Notice the belly move as you breathe. In for four. Out for six. Pause for two. Do this for as long as you need to.


As your breathing slows and your chest relaxes, think back through some of the details of one of your favorite stories. Think of how something looked, tasted, or smelled. Stay with those bits of sensory experience. We are moving your attention away from the source of the anxiety and toward that bank of safe places in your own imagination.


The more you do this, the better you will get at it. You will start to accumulate evidence that you are able to quickly and comfortably calm and center yourself. You will start to think of yourself differently—not as a person with anxiety but as a person who knows how to calm down when anxiety happens. Well done. (And know that sometimes more help is needed in treating anxiety. Doctors and therapists and medicine are all useful, so please seek more assistance if you need it.)
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Now you’re ready to start reading. The stories in Nothing Much Happens are laid out chronologically across the seasons. You might want to start with a story that mirrors the season you are in or maybe the season you are longing for, or you may decide just to start at the beginning—it’s up to you!


These stories are all happening in the same universe, in what I call the Village of Nothing Much. The owner of the bookshop might buy a pie from the bakery and hold the door on her way out for the couple that visits the cider mill and so on. As you discover the people and places in the book, you can explore the map on the next page, showing you a bit of the layout of this cozy little city. Come back to it as you read and imagine yourself walking along the streets. This will help you build the world of Nothing Much a bit more solidly into your imagination.


As you read, you’ll notice that stories that feature romantic partners don’t use gender markers; I write this way so that you can imagine yourself and your own life as unfolding in the stories.


Along the way you’ll also find a few extras. There are recipes and meditations and even a couple of crafts, all there to help make this world your own. There is also an index at the end of the book so you can search for a story based on your own favorite cozy criteria.


Now, settle yourself someplace snug and get as comfortable as you can. You’re about to head into the world of Nothing Much. It’s a friendly, familiar sort of place, with lots to savor and enjoy. Let’s all take a deep breath in through the nose, and out through the mouth. Again. Breathe in, and out. Good.


Sweet dreams, my friends.
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Winter Walk


Deep snow had fallen overnight and the morning broke clear and cold.


I lingered at the kitchen table with an extra cup of coffee as I watched the light shift and the sun come up. Sunrise in deep winter, with its bright pinks and streaks of yellow, feels like an affirmation from Mother Nature herself. Yes, the days are short and the landscape coated in shades of white and gray, but the skies are vibrant. There is vibrant life in the thickest days of winter.


With the sun up, I opened all the curtains and let it slant into the rooms of my house. We hadn’t seen much sun in a while, and as I began my morning chores, I found myself stopping to look out and taking a few deep breaths.


Someone told me years ago that you get a better night’s sleep in a bed that’s been made—something about the feeling of tidiness and order helps you to drift off—so I’d made a habit of it, and it had become a kind of morning meditation. I did it the same way each time and took care with the process. I stacked the pillows on the armchair with a little ottoman in front of my bedroom window, where I sometimes sit and read, and I pulled back the duvet and sheet. I smoothed out the sheet underneath and pulled the blankets back up, walking around the bed and refolding and tucking the edges, then shaking out the pillows and plumping them back into place. I took a soft plaid throw that my kitty liked and swirled it into a nest and placed it at the foot of the bed for her. With curtains open and the morning light coming in, the room looked neat and inviting. I had a morning and an afternoon to enjoy but I was already looking forward to going to bed tonight.


With my chores done and the day becoming as warm and bright as it would likely get, I decided to bundle up and take a long walk in the fresh snow. I layered on a sweater and coat, thick socks and boots, a hat and scarf and gloves, and closed the back door behind me. As I began to walk, I looked out at the unbroken drifts of snow, at the peaks of old evergreens and the bare branches of maples stacked with a foot of snow. Winter walks are slow walks; you make your way carefully and a bit ploddingly, but they give you time for lots of thinking and noticing. Past the edge of the yard, I stepped onto a well-worn path and into thickening woods. I had a few acres, and this portion of my land backed up to more woods that were public lands, so I could walk for a long time and not run out of trees and wilderness. I remembered the winter walks I took with my family as a child. There was an empty lot at the end of the street and beyond it fields and clusters of trees, and while the whole thing was probably no bigger than a city block it felt like a secret land, a place where there was no end of exploring to be done. Children have this power, to look at something simple and everyday and imagine the wondrous.


I felt a growing warmth in my belly and chest from the exercise, and I inhaled deep breaths of the fresh air, letting it fill my lungs. The familiar paths looked new in the thick snow and I took a few turns, intentionally leading myself away from my usual route, knowing I could follow my boot prints back if I got turned around. I followed a frozen creek with just a trickle of moving water, and I walked past a thick grove of birch trees, their rippled white bark at home in the white winter, to an open meadow.


I had a sudden feeling that there was something there to see, so I stood still. She stepped out slowly from the trees across the field. A doe, tall and elegant. I guessed she’d seen me long before I was aware of her, but she’d trusted me and let me see her anyway. I was caught by her beauty and stood still and forgot to breathe for a moment. Then I called out, low and calm, “Nice day for a walk,” and she wagged her white tail and bent her head to nose through the snow for a bit of winter browse. I supposed she was as glad to see the sun as I had been this morning, and I reminded myself that we all have the earth in common.


I left her to her meal and followed my tracks back through the woods and eventually into my own garden. The long walk had made me hungry and I was already thinking my way through my fridge and pantry and mentally setting the table. I kicked the snow from my boots and stood in the back hall, reversing the process that had started this morning’s adventure. I went to my room to change snowy layers for warm fresh ones and found kitty curled into her spot on the bed. She turned her chin up in an impossible angle, wriggled lazily on her spine and let out a soft meow. I curled up around her and told her about the deer I’d seen in the open field. I told her she was probably back in her den by now, nestled down with her friends, and kitty purred. It was good to go out in the woods and walk and remember the fresh air, and then it was good to retrace my steps and tuck back into the warmth and comfort of home. The winter wasn’t over yet but the sun was out, and there was much to enjoy while we waited for spring.


Sweet dreams.









Children have this power,


to look at something simple


and everyday and imagine


the wondrous.












A WALKING MEDITATION
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There are lots of ways to meditate. You can practice in a traditional way, seated on a cushion on the floor. Or you can sit in a chair or lie down anywhere that you’re comfortable. But some days you might feel like adding movement to your meditation, especially when your mind feels very busy. On those days, try this walking meditation. You can do it inside or out.


Find some clear space, say, 10 to 15 feet. Since this exercise can look peculiar, you might want to pick a spot with some privacy. If you need some assistance with balance, find a space where you can walk with a wall at your side.


Begin standing with your feet situated under your hips, about 8 inches apart. Lift your toes, spread them out and set them back down. Feel your weight shift slightly forward so that your pelvis is balanced over the arches of your feet. If you are barefoot, notice the texture and temperature of the surface you are standing on. If you are wearing shoes, feel the weight of them on the tops of your feet. It might be very subtle. Lift your shoulders up to your ears and take a deep breath in. As you sigh the breath out of your mouth, roll your shoulders down your back and be still. Gently focus your eyes on a spot a few feet in front of you. Before you take your first step, spend a minute here just to feel the sensations in your body. When we spend a lot of time in our heads, we can get numb to what we feel in our bodies. When we meditate with movement we relearn to feel and be present with our own physicality.


Breathe naturally and keep your eyes open but relaxed.


We’ll now break up the next step into three parts. You may never have walked as slowly or deliberately as you are about to, but that will allow you to really feel the movement of each step, and feeling is meditating.


Shift your weight into your left foot and raise your right heel from the floor.


Slowly raise your right foot a few inches from the surface you’re standing on and feel the weight in your left foot. Walking this slowly requires more balance, so notice the muscles in your ankle and knee responding and supporting you.


Extend your right leg in front of you and touch the right heel to the floor a pace in front of your left foot.


Shift the weight into your right foot. As you do, your left heel will lift. You are back at the beginning of the process.


In this way, continue to slowly work through each step: shifting, lifting, stepping, repeating.


As you walk keep drawing your attention back to what you physically feel in your body. If you find yourself making judgments about the sensations you experience, take a moment to simply label that as “thinking,” then go back to feeling. If you reach a point where you need to turn around, do it with the same slow mindfulness you’ve applied to each step so far.


You may want to set an alarm for ten or fifteen minutes (or as long as you’d like to practice—on a beautiful sunny day I sometimes do this practice for an hour, feeling the grass under my soles and the breeze on my skin). An alarm will prevent you from having to monitor how much time is passing.


When your alarm goes off take one more step and return to the position you started in, feet side by side under your hips. Again, roll your shoulders up to your ears and take a deep breath in. Sigh out through your mouth as you relax your shoulders down onto your back.


Take this mindfulness with you into the rest of your day.












A New Leaf


I’m not one for New Year’s resolutions.


After all, why wait for a specific day on the calendar to start something new? All the same, I like reflecting. I like having time to parse a thought or a feeling; to create, sketch, and write; to wander and explore. And the start of a new year is always ripe for that. So when I turn over a new leaf, it’s more literal than figurative: I turn the leaf of a new book, or a path on the trail, or a song on a record.


This time around, my fresh start was all to do with a new planner. I still like a physical paper planner, a pretty book in which to write my plans. I enjoy looking at a whole month or week at a time and setting down the dates I’ll do the things I mean to do. Last year’s was out of pages, and after a year of being carried in my bag and brought out and put away so many times, the hardbound edges were scuffed and the ribbon for finding the day had been pulled out and lost.


So a few days after the busyness of Christmas, I’d found myself on the street in front of one of my favorite shops, looking at the planners in the store window. This little shop has some of the best things: shelves full of blank journals and notebooks just waiting for you to write your great novel in; stationery in a hundred patterns with envelopes to match; sealing wax in a hundred colors and stamps with every letter. They have calendars, some silly with cats doing yoga, and some with the loveliest illustrations of tiny sweet worlds that you can get lost in. And they have planners.


When I stepped in out of the cold, I immediately noticed the smell of the shop, a bit like a library and a bit like a craft room. Actually, it smelled exactly like the library in my elementary school. Have you ever been stopped in your tracks by a smell that took you so powerfully back in time that you had to shake your head to clear it? I remembered the worn blue carpeting of my school, the tall stacks of books, and the excitement of wondering what was in all of them. I remembered pulling an old book off a shelf in a back corner and sliding the card out of the paper pocket inside the front cover to see when it had last been checked out and by whom. I went to a tiny school, which happened to be the same one my father had gone to as a child, and there on the card a few rows from the top, in a child’s handwriting, was his name. I guess in a small school it wasn’t such a coincidence that we should pick up the same book, but at the time, I remember standing stock-still on that blue carpet, looking around with wide eyes and wondering if the universe had just winked at me. I smiled at the memory and decided that along with my planner I would buy a card to send to Dad.


I started browsing, and before I knew it, I had a little pile of goodies: Dad’s card, a calendar to hang in the kitchen, a fresh pack of pencils (I could hardly wait to sharpen them), a packet of origami papers, and my new planner, which had all the features I liked plus a built-in pocket to store some notes and a few pages of stickers in the back. (Was I too old for stickers? I asked myself. Never.) Last in the pile was a new journal. I had so many, and I’d made myself a promise that I wouldn’t buy any more till I’d filled up the old ones, so I got only one.
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A friendly face at the register rang me up and slipped all my purchases into a bag. As I stepped back out onto the winter street, I thought of the projects I could try out in the New Year, and I walked a few blocks making plans in my head. I noticed a diner with booths lining the window and saw an empty one away from the door. Perfect. I slipped in, pointed to the booth, and a waitress waved me to it. I ordered a cup of coffee and laid my new planner on the Formica table. Then I took out my old planner, along with a new pencil and my sharpener. I’d had a moment just like this a year ago, the changing of the guard. I wrote my name and phone number in the new book, slid my flat palm over the fresh pages, and spun through them, filling in birthdays and appointments and ideas.


The waitress came back to warm up my coffee and she smiled down at my scattered books and pages. “Oh, I love a new planner at New Year’s!” she said. I agreed. She went back to her work and I sipped coffee and wrote out Dad’s card. I looked through the pages of the wall calendar, marveling at the illustrations. I scanned ahead to next year’s Thanksgiving and Christmas, checking where they would land as if I were really planning that far ahead. I guess I was just looking for reasons to daydream about the year to come.


When the street began to get dark, I started packing up my things. The waitress dropped off my bill, and as I was taking out a few dollars to pay it, I thought suddenly about finding Dad’s name in that book in the library all those years ago, and how it felt like a little present that had been put in my hands. I took the blank journal, the one I wasn’t supposed to buy, slipped a sheet of stickers into the front cover, and left it with the money on the table and went out. I’d written across the bill, “Happy New Year.”


Sweet dreams.









In for the Night


It started as flurries—pretty, lacy flakes that floated down slowly enough for me to see almost each one individually.


I was standing on a street corner, waiting for the light to turn as one large, fragile flake landed in my palm. I saw its symmetrical webs and crystallized branches. I remembered reading that snowflakes formed around a particle of dust. Did that make them like pearls, born from a grain of sand? I liked the idea: a snowflake is a winter pearl, falling from the sky. As I watched the flake, which had been so starkly outlined against my glove, it melted and was gone. These pearls lasted only a moment and needed to be seen before they disappeared.


The light changed and I crossed from corner to corner, catching more flakes in my hands and on my eyelashes. I stepped up to the shop I’d been heading for, and I dusted off my shoulders and cheeks and pulled open the thick front door. I’d found this little shop a few years ago and had immediately fallen in love with their wares, and since then I had become a regular customer. The place sold only spices. Their walls were lined with shelves of tall glass jars, standing shoulder to shoulder, each one filled with something precious and potent, colorful and aromatic. The smell inside was layered, and to take it in properly I stood with my weight balanced across both feet, closed my eyes, and pulled in a deep breath. I could smell the light flowery scents of lavender and herbes de Provence. The next layer down was warmer, with cinnamon bark and cardamom pods. Under that there were complex curry mixtures, the metallic tang of turmeric. At the very bottom of that first deep breath I smelled chilies, hot and sharp and exciting.


I had a list of what I needed, a specific recipe to fill, but I always took some time to look at a few things I’d never seen before and to pick out one new spice to take home with me. I strolled through the aisles and ran my finger over the paper labels on the jars. Some I just liked the sound of, like the grains of paradise, which comes from West Africa and is related to ginger and similar to cardamom. Or the fennel pollen, also called the spice of the angels and whose label said could elevate any simple dish into extraordinary cuisine. I opened a jar of amchur powder, which was made from unripe mangoes that had been dried and ground and was used for its tartness. It smelled fruity and tangy but also a little dusty, and I screwed the top back on and kept looking. There were juniper berries that take three years to mature before they can be picked, and bright red smoked paprika, and delicate threads of saffron. There was something called bishop’s weed, and nigella seeds, and a tall jar of Kaffir lime leaves. I’d read about these leaves and how they could flavor soups and stir-fries, and I decided this would be my new treasure to take home.


With my new purchase decided, I took out a list from my pocket and started searching for the spices I needed to make my very favorite chai. I’d been trying different chai recipes for a while and had finally landed on a favorite; it was sweet and spicy in a way that warmed me through on a snowy day like today. I had fresh ginger root, cinnamon sticks, and cloves at home, so that was sorted, but I needed cardamom pods, black peppercorns, star anise, and a couple nutmeg seeds. I measured out each ingredient into small paper envelopes, carefully sealing their tops shut as I went, and thought of the collection of tiny former jelly and mustard jars cleaned and drying on my dish rack at home, waiting to house my new spices. My purchases were wrapped and paid for, and I took one more breath of the spicy exotic air and went back out into the snow.


[image: illustration]


It was picking up now; those light lazy flakes had become a steady falling curtain and the sidewalks and street signs were coated in white. I pulled my scarf up a bit and my hat down a bit and picked my way carefully back to where I’d parked my car. The roads were just beginning to get a little slippery, and I went slowly along the avenues until I was turning into my own driveway. I’d have some shoveling to do later, I supposed. Inside I set my spices on the counter, and as I hung my coat by the door I looked out at the snow falling thickly on the houses around me. I decided I was in for the night. It was such a lovely feeling to watch the snow drape itself over the rooftops while I was safe and warm inside, with no need to go out again.
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