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**The Art of Still Places**  

*Finding Sacred Ground in a Fractured World*

by JusticeUnredacted

📝 Dedicated

For the ones who still make room. The porch-sitters, the quiet wanderers, the lovers of silence. This is for you — and for the still places that hold us when the world won’t.
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📖 Author’s Note

I didn’t write this book to be clever. I wrote it to breathe. In a time of collapse, clamor, and performance, The Art of Still Places is my refusal to let rest be erased, to let sacredness be commodified, to let connection be drowned in speed.

These twelve chapters are memory, prayer, and protest. They carry the hush of porches, the ache of waiting, the grace in silence.

I wrote this not just for reflection, but for resistance. May it help you reclaim what is quiet, what is true, and what never needed permission to be holy.

—JusticeUnredacted

📘 The Art of Still Places

by Roger Bazile
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🌅 Chapter 1: The Porch at Dusk

A Still Place Where the Soul Comes Home

There’s a moment in the day when everything softens. The sun lowers itself gently, casting long shadows across the lawn. The air shifts—cooler, quieter. And the porch, humble and steady, becomes a kind of altar.

You step outside, barefoot maybe, or in worn slippers. The boards beneath you creak with memory. You’ve walked this path a thousand times, but tonight, it feels different.

Tonight, you’re not rushing. You’re not checking your phone. You’re not thinking about tomorrow.

Tonight, you’re just here.

🪑 The Chair That Knows You

The rocking chair waits. It doesn’t ask questions. It doesn’t care if you’re tired, frustrated, or unsure.

It rocks—slowly, rhythmically— like a lullaby for grown-ups.

You sit. You lean back. And the world begins to loosen its grip.

The chair knows your weight. It remembers your posture. It welcomes you like an old friend who doesn’t need small talk.

🌄 The Sky That Tells Stories

Above you, the sky is a canvas of fading light. Amber bleeds into lavender. Clouds stretch like brushstrokes across the horizon.

You watch without needing to interpret. You don’t need to name the colors. You just let them wash over you.

Sometimes, a bird cuts across the sky— a silhouette against the fading blue. Sometimes, the wind carries the scent of jasmine or fresh-cut grass.

And sometimes, nothing happens at all. And that’s the beauty of it.

––––––––
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👨‍👩‍👧‍👦 The Family That Gathers

Inside, the house hums with quiet life. A child giggles in the hallway. Someone clinks ice into a glass. The dog pads across the floor, tail wagging, eyes soft.

One by one, they join you. Not because they were summoned, but because the porch calls to something deep in all of us.

A place to be together without performance. To sit side by side, not to solve, but to share.

A spouse leans into your shoulder. A child curls up at your feet. A neighbor pulls up a folding chair and says, “Mind if I join?”

And you don’t. Because this is a place of welcome.

🌬️ The Whisper in the Breeze

And then, in the quiet, you feel it.

Not a voice. Not a command. Just a presence.

The whisper of the Lord.

It moves like wind through the trees— gentle, steady, unmistakable.

It doesn’t interrupt. It doesn’t demand. It simply reminds:

“You are loved. You are held. You are enough.”

You close your eyes. You breathe it in. And for the first time all day, you feel whole.

🕯️ The Sacred Ordinary

The porch at dusk is not a destination. It’s a return.

To stillness. To family. To God.

It’s where the sacred hides in the ordinary. Where the divine speaks in breezes and shadows. Where the soul remembers what it forgot in the rush.

You don’t need to fix anything here. You don’t need to explain. You just need to sit.

And let the stillness do its work.

📝 Poem: Where the Porch Breathes

The porch does not speak, but it listens. To the hush of twilight, to the weight of your thoughts, to the laughter that lingers like perfume in the air.

It rocks with your rhythm, slow and forgiving. It holds your silence like a sacred hymn.

Here, the sky bends low. Here, the breeze carries grace. Here, you are not forgotten— you are found.

🙏 Prayer: A Blessing for the Still Places

Lord, Thank You for the quiet corners of our lives— for porches, for sunsets, for rocking chairs that wait. Thank You for the breath between burdens, for the hush that heals, for the breeze that whispers Your love.

Help us to slow down. To listen. To gather without agenda. To be present with those we love, and with You.

Let this porch be a sanctuary. Let our hearts be still. And let Your peace settle over us like the evening light.

Amen.

❓ Reflection Question What has your porch witnessed when no one was performing—when time slowed, the rocking chair creaked gently, and silence said more than words ever could? And when was the last time you let the breeze carry your burdens while you simply breathed and belonged?
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