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There was a time in my life when everything moved faster than my heart could follow. Notifications lit up my phone from morning to night. Papers piled up on my desk faster than I could read them. Some evenings, I came home so drained that I fell asleep on the couch with my bag still slung over my shoulder.

Somewhere in that blur, I began to notice a strange kind of quiet inside me—not the peaceful kind, but a hollow silence that comes from being disconnected. Disconnected from nature, from others, and most of all, from myself.

Everything shifted one ordinary evening. I left the office later than usual, and a cool breeze swept through a narrow alley beside the building. I heard the faint rustle of leaves—so soft I almost missed it. But that small sound made me stop walking. I couldn’t remember the last time I had paid attention to anything so gentle, so ordinary. It was as if life was reminding me that I once knew how to live simply.

That moment didn’t transform my life overnight. I didn’t pack my bags and move to the countryside. Instead, I started with small choices. I cleared out a few things from my apartment. I kept my phone off on Saturdays. I learned to slow down when I brewed my morning tea. I looked out the window more often.

I didn’t set out to “change my life.” But those small pauses opened a doorway—back to a kind of simplicity that felt honest, grounding, and deeply human.

Green Soul, Simple Life grew out of moments just like these.

It isn’t a rulebook. It’s a companion.

A journal of what I discovered—and what I’m still learning.

In these pages, I’ll share with you:

	how simplicity and beauty can exist side by side,

	how decluttering is really about clearing emotional space,

	how reconnecting with the natural world helps us reconnect with ourselves, and

	how “living lightly” begins with a single intentional breath.


You don’t need to rush.

You don’t need to change everything.

And you certainly don’t need to become someone else.

Let this book sit beside you the way a friend would—offering a quiet lamp glow in a world that often feels too bright.

As you read, notice what touches something in you.

Maybe it’s the smell of wet earth after rain.

Maybe it’s a memory of peace you haven’t felt in years.

Perhaps that gentle tug is telling you that a simpler life isn’t something new to build—it’s something waiting to return.

When you finish this book, I hope you feel:

	a little more room in your chest to breathe,

	a little less pressure to have or do more,

	a little more tenderness toward the world around you, and

	a deeper, steadier closeness with your own heart.


If you’re ready, we’ll walk this path together—

slowly, softly, and exactly as we are.

No perfection required.

Welcome to Green Soul, Simple Life.

May this be the most gentle beginning.
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​The Invisible Burden

I didn’t understand the idea of “carrying too much” until the morning I stood in front of my closet feeling inexplicably tired. It was a weekday—nothing dramatic, just an ordinary Tuesday—and yet choosing something to wear felt like an unreasonable task. I remember holding a shirt I used to love, turning it over in my hands, and realizing I couldn’t remember the last time I felt comfortable in my own skin, let alone in my clothes.

That small moment wasn’t about fashion.

It was the first crack in the shell of a life I had been moving through on autopilot.

Around that time, my apartment had begun to feel heavier without visibly changing. Drawers that once shut easily now stuck. Shelves bowed slightly under the weight of books I kept “for someday.” Even the kitchen felt crowded: utensils I rarely used cluttered the counter, and jars of spices sat unopened in neat but pointless rows.

I lived alone, but it felt like I was sharing the space with all the versions of myself I had tried to become.

Outside, things weren’t any lighter. My phone buzzed constantly—meetings, reminders, messages I meant to answer but never quite did. One afternoon, during a particularly frantic week, the notifications came so rapidly that it felt like a tiny drumbeat against my nerves. I silenced the phone not because I wanted peace, but because I could feel my chest tightening every time it lit up.

And yet, if you had seen me then, you might have thought I had everything under control.

I had a good job. A tidy apartment. A life that looked full.

But fullness and heaviness can look deceptively similar from the outside.

Maybe you’ve known that feeling too: the quiet sense that something is pressing down on you, even when nothing appears to be wrong.

A Walk Into the Trees

One evening, after work drained whatever energy I had left, I walked behind my building toward a small trail that led into a patch of woods. It wasn’t a scenic forest by any means—just a scrappy tangle of pines and maples, with a narrow path worn by neighborhood dogs. But the air was damp from earlier rain, and I could smell the sharpness of pine needles underfoot.

The ground was soft. My shoes sank slightly into the soil as I walked.

With each step, the tension in my shoulders eased by a fraction.

Somewhere in the middle of that short walk, a small gust of wind moved through the branches. The leaves rustled softly, a sound so subtle that I might not have noticed it on any other day. But that evening, it caught me.

I stopped walking.

And for the first time in weeks, my breath didn’t feel shallow.

I sat down on a worn wooden bench just off the path. Its surface was cold, and the wood had begun to splinter at the edges. It wasn’t picturesque. It wasn’t a life-changing moment. But it was the first time I had been still enough to feel how tired I actually was.

Sitting there, I asked myself a question I had avoided for too long:

What exactly am I holding onto—and why?

I didn’t come up with answers.

But I realized I’d never given myself the time to even ask.

Noise Beneath the Surface

I used to assume that “noise” meant sounds—the traffic outside, the ping of incoming mail, the hum of appliances running late into the night. But noise can be emotional too. It shows up as the expectation to be available at all times. It shows up as the pressure to say yes because saying no feels selfish. It shows up in the comparison we do quietly, even privately, when no one is watching.

My living room had become a reflection of that noise.

There were shopping bags in the corner from purchases I barely remembered making.

Books stacked in uneven piles, not out of inspiration but procrastination.

A blanket on the couch that I kept meaning to wash.

Nothing dramatic—just small signs of a life stretched thin.

One night, I sat down on the couch and realized I hadn’t truly relaxed there in months. I had used that room to distract myself, not to rest. Television on, phone in hand, laptop open nearby. A triad of escape routes.

Sometimes we arrange our spaces in ways that help us avoid feeling what’s actually happening.

And clutter—physical or emotional—has a quiet way of insisting we revisit every unfinished thought.

The Practice of Listening to Yourself

After that evening in the woods, I started making small changes. Not the kind you announce on social media or write on a vision board—just quiet experiments in slowing down.

One morning, instead of checking my phone right away, I walked out to the small concrete balcony attached to my apartment. The air was cool enough that I had to pull my sleeves over my hands. A neighbor two floors down was grinding coffee; the smell drifted upward, warm and familiar. It reminded me of mornings years ago, before I tangled myself in too many responsibilities.

I didn’t stand there long—maybe two or three minutes.

But when I stepped back inside, the apartment felt slightly less suffocating.

That encouraged me.

Not because something big had changed, but because I’d finally noticed something small.

I also tried sitting in silence. At first, it didn’t go well. I couldn’t last half a minute without wanting to get up. My mind sprinted from task lists to regrets to imaginary conversations. But I kept trying—thirty seconds, then forty-five, then a minute.

There was no breakthrough.

But there was a growing awareness of how loud my inner world had become.

Small Notes Toward Lightness

I bought a small notebook—the kind that fits in a coat pocket—and started writing little things down:

	Cleared one shelf. Felt lighter than expected.

	Sat outside for three minutes this morning. Birds unusually loud.

	Said no to something today. Didn’t feel guilty for once.

	Realized I hadn’t taken a deep, unhurried breath in a long time.


Looking back, none of these entries were profound.

But together, they mapped the slow unwinding of a tightened life.

Lightness rarely arrives in one sweeping moment.

It arrives in fragments—in the drawer you finally empty, in the message you don’t answer right away, in the breath you take before rushing to the next thing.

One evening, on my way home, I paused halfway up the stairs and stood still long enough to feel my heartbeat slow. That tiny shift—the choice to pause—made the world feel less intimidating than it had that morning.

And maybe that’s where real change begins:

not in the dramatic letting go,

but in learning to recognize the weight we’ve been carrying—and realizing, gently, that it can be set down.
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