


Welcome.

There are moments in every life when we forget.

We forget our own voice.

We forget what steadies us.

We forget that beneath the expectations, the striving, the heartbreak and the
noise, there is still something within us that has never been lost.

Soul.

Presence.

The quiet knowing of who we are.

This ritual is an invitation to return to that place.

Not by becoming someone new.

Not by seeking something outside yourself.

But by remembering what has always been waiting within.

You do not need years of spiritual practice.

You do not need special gifts.

You do not need to own beautiful ritual tools.

You only need a few quiet moments…

…and a willingness to remember.

Welcome.

The flame is lit.

Let’s begin.



This is a Ritual of Remembering. 

A quiet return to the part of you that already knows.

 A moment to soften. 

A moment to listen.

 A moment to come home to yourself.
 

You are not beginning a journey to find yourself.
 

You are returning to the part of you that has always remembered.
 

There is nothing you need to prove here.
 

Nothing to achieve.
 

Nothing to perform.
 

Only this moment.
 

Only this breath.
 

Only this quiet invitation to come home.
 

Move slowly.
 

Read each page without rushing.
 

If you feel called to pause, pause.
 

If emotion rises, let it.
 

If nothing happens at all, trust that too.
 

The deepest remembering is often gentle.

 

When you are ready, turn the page. 



Preparing Your Space

 
Before we tend the outer flame, we first create space for the inner one.

 
Choose a place where you will not be interrupted.

 
It does not need to be perfect.

 
A kitchen table.

 
A quiet corner.

 
A favourite chair.

 
A place beneath a tree.

 
The sacred is not created by where you are.

 
It is created by how you arrive.

 
If you have a candle, place it before you.

 
If you have a small stone or a piece of clay, hold it in your hands.

 
If you have neither, simply place your hands over your heart.

 
Nothing is missing.

 
Take three slow breaths.

 
With each exhale, allow the day to fall away.

 
There is nowhere else you need to be.

 
No one else you need to become.

 
You have already arrived.



The Flame

 
Light your candle.

 
If you do not have a candle, simply close your eyes and imagine 

a steady flame before you.
 

The purpose is not the candle.
 

The purpose is your attention.
 

Watch the flame for a few quiet moments.
 

Notice how it never asks permission to shine.
 

It simply burns.
 

Not because it is trying to prove its worth.
 

But because that is its nature.
 

As you sit with the flame, ask yourself quietly:
 

Where in my life have I forgotten my own light?
 

Do not search for an answer.
 

Simply allow one to arrive.
 

When you are ready, whisper these words aloud.
 

I remember the light that has always lived within me.
 

Remain with the flame for as long as feels right.



The Clay
 

Now bring your attention to the earth.
 

If you have a small piece of clay, hold it gently in your hands.
 

If you have a stone, use that instead.
 

If you have neither, rest your hands upon your lap and imagine the steady
 strength of the earth beneath you.

 
Feel its weight.

 
Its quietness.

 
Its patience.

 
Clay does not rush to become.

 
It is shaped with care.

 
It softens.

 
It changes.

 
It is placed into the fire…

 
and emerges stronger than before.

 
So are you.

 
Take a slow breath and ask:

 
What part of me is ready to be shaped with kindness instead of criticism?

 
Sit with whatever arises.

 
There is no right answer.

 
Only your own.



The Water

 
Place your fingertips into a bowl of water.

 
Or simply imagine cool water flowing over your hands.

 
Water does not cling.

 
It moves.

 
It makes space.

 
It teaches us that letting go is not losing ourselves.

 
Sometimes it is how we find ourselves again.

 
As the water touches your skin, say quietly:

 
I release the stories that no longer belong to me.

 
You do not need to name every story.

 
Your heart already knows.

 
Lift your hands.

 
Allow the water to dry naturally.

 
Carry only what is yours to carry.

 



The Breath
 

Place one hand over your heart.
 

The other over your belly.
 

Close your eyes if it feels comfortable.
 

Take a slow breath in.
 

Then an even slower breath out.
 

Again.
 

And again.
 

There is no perfect way to breathe.
 

There is only this breath.
 

The one that reminds you that you are here.
 

With each inhale, quietly say to yourself:
 

I am here.
 

With each exhale:
 

I remember.
 

Allow the words to become softer each time until eventually they are no longer spoken.
 

They are simply known.
 

Remain here for as long as you need.
 

There is nothing to hurry toward.
 

This moment is enough.



The Journal

 
When you feel ready, open your journal.

 
Do not write what you think you should write.

 
Write what is true.

 
If the page remains blank for a while, let it.

 
Silence is also a language.

 
If you would like guidance, begin with these invitations.

 
What part of myself have I been searching for outside of me?

 A
Where do I already know the answer, but have been afraid to trust it?

 
What feels quietly true today?

 
Write without editing.

 
Without judging.

 
Without trying to sound wise.

 
These words are not for anyone else.

 
They are a conversation with the deepest part of yourself.



Closing the Ritual

 
Look once more at the flame.

 
Notice that it is the same flame you lit at the beginning.

 
The only thing that has changed…

 
is the one who has been sitting beside it.

 
You arrived carrying the noise of the day.

 
Perhaps questions.

 
Perhaps uncertainty.

 
Perhaps hope.

 
Whatever you arrived with, honour it.

 
Nothing has needed to be forced.

 
Nothing has needed fixing.

 
You have simply made space to hear yourself again.

 
When you are ready, gently extinguish the flame.

 
Not as an ending.

 
As a reminder.

 
The fire continues within you.

 
Carry it into your conversations.

 
Into your work.

 
Into your home.

 
Into the ordinary moments that quietly become sacred when you are fully present.

 



An Invitation

If this ritual has found a place within your heart, know that it is only the beginning.

Every vessel I shape…

Every flame I pour…

Every ritual I write…

is created with the same intention.

To help you remember who you are.

Whether your path leads you to a handcrafted candle, a sacred pottery piece, a
Remembering Box or simply back to these pages again…

you are always welcome here.

Thank you for tending your own inner flame.

With love and fire,

Fire Witch • Clay Alchemist • Ritual Maker

Mari


	Welcome.
	This is a Ritual of Remembering.
	When you are ready, turn the page.

	Preparing Your Space
	The Flame
	The Clay
	The Water
	I release the stories that no longer belong to me.

	The Breath
	I am here.
	I remember.

	The Journal
	What part of myself have I been searching for outside of me?  A Where do I already know the answer, but have been afraid to trust it?
	What feels quietly true today?

	Closing the Ritual

