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​Dedication 
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For women who survived the mornings and late nights. She did not believe in it and still chose to make coffee.
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​Epigraph
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Nothing changed around me.

​I just stopped leaving myself.
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​Author Note 
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Coffee has been my meditation.

The ritual that settled my thoughts. The quiet that gathered the scattered pieces of my day. The warmth that reminded me to slow down when life felt louder than I could manage.

Coffee became the pause between who I was and who I was becoming. It offered comfort when I needed grounding and space when I needed perspective.

If you find yourself in these pages, I hope you discover your own ritual, the thing that brings you back to yourself when life pulls you in too many directions.

Sometimes the smallest routines become the places where we find ourselves again.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​“In Love With The Quiet” Reflection 
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Not every chapter of my life was marked by a breakthrough.

Some were marked by endurance.

By showing up, by beginning again, by continuing forward on days that felt ordinary.

Looking back, those ordinary days changed me more than anything else ever did.
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The First Sip  
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Coffee came into my life slowly. Not as a luxury brand, not as a new trend, not as something impressive.

It arrived when I needed to feel centered during a season when everything inside me felt rushed. My days moved repeatedly, my nights stretched long, even my thoughts felt louder than my breathing.

And somehow, the first cup became the only part of the morning that gave me life.

I did not fall in love with coffee because it was sweet. I loved it because it was honestly bitter when it needed to be, strong when I felt unable, warm when I felt I could barely make it through the day. 

Each morning, I held my cup like a return point, like proof that I was still here, trying, and still choosing myself in ways no one else could see.

Some people pray, some people meditate.

I made coffee and slowly found my way back to myself. 

In those seasons coffee became my first act of care.

Over time, that first sip became a small commitment to begin again. 

To move through the morning with more patience towards myself and less pressure to become everything at once. 

Every single morning after that, I reminded myself that starting was enough. 

One breath, one moment, one cup at a time.
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​Mornings That Held Me Together 
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​Morning does not wait for anyone, morning comes and goes. 

​Some days, all I could do was meet it where it found me.

​I just need the strength to bear with it. 

​It arrives whether you are rested or worn down. Whether your heart feels full or completely detached from the body carrying it.

There were mornings when I woke up tired before my feet even touched the floor. My body moved automatically, but each movement asked more of me than it once had. 

Getting out of bed felt like dragging myself through water.

And somehow, making coffee became the bridge between surviving the day and disappearing inside it.

Some mornings, it was the only thing I completed.

The sound of the machine, the warmth gathered inside the cup. The steam rising near the window became part of the mornings that otherwise felt difficult to move through.

Those moments became small pieces of relief, something I could return to when everything else felt difficult to face.

Sometimes it looks like standing quietly in a kitchen before sunrise, trying to feel present again with each breath. 

The cup could not fix my life.

But it gave me somewhere to place my hands while I figured out how to keep going.

In that moment, it reminded me that effort matters more than anything else.

One breath, one moment, one cup at a time.
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​Coffee and Solitude 
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Over a period of time, being alone unsettled me. 

I was not afraid of being by myself as much as I was afraid of what I might have to face there.

Silence felt too loud, empty rooms became harder to sit with. I kept surrounding myself with noise because I thought lack of motion would force me to face things I was not ready to feel.

And it did.

But somewhere between the early mornings and the late nights, sitting with my coffee became less about drinking it and more about learning how to stay in my own mind without running from myself. 

The rooms did not feel as intimidating anymore. 

The sound of the spoon against the cup and the low hum inside the apartment made the silence feel less overwhelming. 

I started noticing things I had ignored for years.

Not because my life suddenly became easier, but because I finally stopped drowning everything out.  In those hours spent alone, I discovered something unexpected.

What I feared most about being alone was never the silence itself. 

Solitude and loneliness were never the same thing.

There is a difference between being abandoned and finally sitting with yourself long enough to hear what your mind has been trying to tell you. 

For the first time, I stopped mistaking silence for emptiness. 

I was not empty at all. 

Coffee never interrupted those moments. It stayed there with me while I learned how to sit with myself. 

One breath , one moment, one cup at a time.
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