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She tries to think of  herself  as nonstop flux. She tries rehoming herself 
to the present moment. When the personal self  is released, you will not 
get triggered anymore, she had read. And: Stop being who you thought you 
were to become your next self. And last: I am nothing but movements and 
motions of  life’s evolution.
                                    She had always thought that being alone 
was the site of  the best discernment: that tryst with the 
inmost—the bum, the god, the beast—that little bear in her 
breathing. Each day she tried to remember what she had done as 
she was doing it.
                           She takes these occasions as means to start 
shedding the who. She turns down the heat in her house. She 
warms up her coffee. Thumbs some stunned pages. 
                                                                                 That the orca’s 
sense of  self  is distributed across the pod was the sea’s way of  
knocking some sense into her. 

Self Check-Out


