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ES-008 – Harvesting Hope
Returning to What Helped, Remembering What Was Planted, and Drinking from the Cup We Offer Others

A signature publication of the CHIA-TEA Estate.

This Master Edition brews E008 into the same blended shelf style used for the revised ES-007 so it will sit 
naturally alongside the first six Estate Stories.

Part I – The Question Behind the Question
Why This Story Matters
Some questions arrive wearing the wrong name.

We think we are asking about capacity.

Or productivity.

Or sustainability.

We think the issue is output.

Whether we can keep going.

Whether we can keep creating.

Whether we can keep carrying what has been placed in our hands.

But underneath that first question, another one is often waiting.

A truer one.

A more personal one.

Not, can I keep producing?

But, am I drinking from the same cup I keep handing to everyone else?

This story belongs in the Estate because many of us know how to create help long before we remember how to 
receive it.



We can build systems.

Offer guidance.

Show up for other people.

Design tools.

Speak encouragement.

And still quietly neglect the very practices that once steadied us.

Harvesting Hope preserves the moment when that truth came back into focus.

It reminds us that hope is not proven by what we create for others alone.

Hope must also be practiced.

Received.

Returned to.

Gathered again.

Not once.

Daily.

Chapter One – Can I Really Sustain This?
Lately I found myself wrestling with a question I did not expect.

It was not about whether I could record another episode.

It was not even about whether I had something meaningful to say.

The question that kept returning was this:

Can I really sustain this?

Can I continue building a podcast, a community, applications, workshops, and meaningful conversations that 
bring hope?

On the surface, that sounds like a planning question.

A logistics question.



A bandwidth question.

And certainly those things matter.

But the longer I sat with it, the more I realized I was asking the wrong question.

That is often how honest reflection works.

We begin with what feels manageable.

Then, if we stay still long enough, the deeper truth introduces itself.

The first question had to do with production.

The deeper question had to do with practice.

Not whether I could keep making hopeful things.

Whether I was still living inside the hope I kept offering.

That difference changed the whole cup.

Chapter Two – Teaching What Must Also Be Lived
Not long before this realization, we had been talking about themes that sit close together inside the Estate.

Worry Just in Time.

Trust the Work.

Do not carry tomorrow before its time.

Keep planting even when you cannot yet see the harvest.

Those are not small ideas.

They ask a great deal of a person.

After spending time with those teachings, something uncomfortable happened.

I began asking myself whether I was actually living what I was teaching.

That question stayed with me.

Not because I felt like a fraud.

Because I felt responsible.



There is a difference.

Creating hope and practicing hope are not the same thing.

A person can write a framework and still need the framework.

Record a podcast and still need the reminder.

Build the tool and still forget to use it.

That may sound obvious on paper.

It is less obvious in a busy life.

A life filled with projects can create the illusion that proximity to wisdom is the same thing as applying it.

It is not.

I can build applications.

I can write workshops.

I can record conversations.

I can spend hours trying to create something that helps someone else.

But if I never stop long enough to let those same tools help me, then I have missed part of their purpose.

That is one of the quiet dangers of meaningful work.

We can become so devoted to pouring that we forget we are also thirsty.

Part II – The Shelf Where Hope Waited
Chapter Three – ZENYA and the Quiet Shelf
Years ago, during COVID, my best friend and I created something called ZENYA.

It was not just another project.

It was a way of living with mindfulness on purpose.

A way of creating balance.

A way of checking in with myself before life became overwhelming.



It was, in its own way, a practice of preservation.

A way to notice my internal weather before the storm had already moved in.

Then the world reopened.

Life became busy again.

And like so many things people discovered during those years, ZENYA quietly found its way onto a shelf.

Not because it lacked value.

Not because it had failed.

Not because it stopped being wise.

Life simply became louder than the practice.

That sentence holds more truth than many of us would like to admit.

The things that help us do not always disappear because they stopped helping.

Sometimes they disappear because noise is persuasive.

Urgency is persuasive.

Motion is persuasive.

Schedules, notifications, responsibilities, and the resumed pace of ordinary life can gently push what matters to 
the edges without ever announcing that they are doing it.

So the practice waits.

On a shelf.

In a drawer.

In an old journal.

In a forgotten ritual.

In a conversation we know we need to revisit.

Not angry.

Not accusing.



Just waiting.

Chapter Four – Remembering What Was Already Built
Recently, while working on CHIA-TEA, I found myself thinking about ZENYA again.

That thought did not arrive as nostalgia.

It arrived as recognition.

A quiet but unmistakable realization.

I had already created a way to help myself.

I had simply stopped using it.

That realization changed something in me.

Because we spend so much time searching for the next answer.

The next book.

The next course.

The next application.

The next breakthrough.

The next system that will surely become the one that finally makes everything easier.

There is nothing wrong with learning.

Nothing wrong with discovery.

Nothing wrong with new tools.

But sometimes the answer is not ahead of us.

Sometimes it is sitting quietly in our own life, waiting to be remembered.

Maybe it is a journal.

Maybe it is prayer.

Maybe it is walking.



Maybe it is meditation.

Maybe it is a conversation.

Maybe it is something you built in another season and forgot because surviving became louder than listening.

This is one of the most compassionate truths I know:

sometimes hope does not return because we discovered something new.

Sometimes hope returns because we remembered something true.

That changes how I think about starting over.

Maybe starting over is not always beginning from scratch.

Maybe sometimes it is returning to a path that already knew your name.

Part III – Harvesting What the Day Offers
Chapter Five – Hope Is a Daily Harvest
I think that is what hope really is.

Not a feeling that arrives once and stays forever.

Not a permanent emotional climate.

Not a possession we secure and then never have to tend again.

Hope is something we harvest.

Every single day.

Some days the harvest is abundant.

Gratitude comes easier.

Perspective comes quicker.

The heart feels more open.

The good is easier to gather.

Other days, the field feels sparse.

We have to search harder.



We have to bend lower.

We have to resist the temptation to call the day barren simply because the gathering requires effort.

But every day offers us another opportunity to gather something good if we are willing to look for it.

That does not mean pretending every day feels good.

It does not mean forcing brightness where grief belongs.

It does not mean denying how heavy life can become.

It means refusing to let heaviness be the only thing we collect.

That is different.

The goal is not to become a perfectly hopeful person.

I do not even think such a person exists.

The goal is to become someone who remembers to harvest hope again tomorrow.

And the day after that.

And the day after that.

Not flawless.

Faithful.

That is a much kinder way to live.

It makes room for humanity.

It makes room for return.

It makes room for mornings when the field feels small and we gather anyway.

Chapter Six – Drinking from the Same Cup
As I sat with all of this, another truth became clear.

This episode was never really about creating a thousand podcasts.

It was about remembering that I have to drink from the same cup I am offering to someone else.



That sentence belongs deeper in the Estate than productivity ever will.

Because it speaks to integrity.

Not performative integrity.

Embodied integrity.

The kind that says the wisdom must be permitted to live in the teacher too.

A Brewmaster cannot only pour.

She must also steep.

Pause.

Taste.

Receive.

Otherwise the whole process turns into distribution without nourishment.

And that is not what CHIA-TEA was ever meant to be.

CHIA-TEA has always been about brewing hope.

But hope is not brewed once.

It is brewed every morning we choose to begin again.

In that way, E008 stands beside E007 like a natural continuation.

Trust the Process taught us to keep showing up when the work feels invisible.

Harvesting Hope teaches us to return to the practices that make the showing up sustainable.

One story steadies the builder.

The next story reminds the builder to be sustained.

Both belong together.

Chapter Seven – Returning Where the Seeds Were Planted
If you have been feeling like you lost your way, I want to offer you a gentler possibility.

Maybe you have not lost hope at all.



Maybe you simply forgot where you planted it.

That is different.

Lost suggests absence.

Forgotten suggests a path still exists.

A field still exists.

A practice still exists.

A cup still exists.

A beginning still exists.

The seeds you planted in another season may still be waiting for you.

Not dead.

Waiting.

Waiting for your return.

Waiting for your attention.

Waiting for you to remember what once gave you peace before the world became so loud.

This is why returning can be holy work.

Not because it is dramatic.

Because it is honest.

It acknowledges that wisdom forgotten is still wisdom.

That tools left unused may still hold medicine.

That peace practiced once can be practiced again.

That a person does not need to invent a brand new road every time they need help.

Sometimes they only need the courage to walk back to the one that already helped before.

Brewmaster Insight



What moves me most about E008 is its humility.

This is not a story about conquering anything.

It is a story about remembering.

Remembering that the things we create in one season may become care for us in another.

Remembering that building hope for others does not exempt us from practicing it ourselves.

Remembering that returning is not failure.

It is wisdom.

Placed beside the earlier Estate Stories, E008 feels like an interior maintenance chapter.

A chapter about stewardship.

About not abandoning the practices that once steadied us simply because the calendar became full again.

That makes it deeply compatible with the CHIA-TEA shelf.

The Estate is not only where hope is taught.

It is where hope is re-harvested.

Tea Leaves

Drops of Hope

Creating hope and practicing hope are not the same thing.•
The tools that help us do not always disappear; sometimes they are simply buried beneath noise.•
Hope does not have to be found once and kept forever. It can be harvested daily.•
Returning to what once helped is not regression. It is remembrance.•
A practice left on the shelf may still be medicine.•
The goal is not perfect hopefulness. The goal is faithful return.•
We must learn to drink from the same cup we offer to others.•
Sometimes the next answer is something true you already built in another season.•

"Maybe you have not lost hope at all. Maybe you simply forgot where you planted it."•
"Hope is not something you find once. It is something you harvest every day."•
"The practice may be waiting where you left it, still willing to help you begin again."•
"You are allowed to return to what once brought you peace."•



Brewmaster Reflection
There is something tender about realizing that I already built help for myself and then forgot to use it.

Tender because it reveals how human I am.

Tender because it reminds me how easily good practices can be crowded out by good intentions and busy 
schedules.

Tender because the answer was not gone.

It was waiting.

This story reminds me that I do not always need another breakthrough.

Sometimes I need a return.

A return to stillness.

A return to mindfulness.

A return to what already proved capable of helping me breathe.

That kind of return feels less like failure now.

More like harvesting.

Try This Today
Before you search for another solution, return to one practice that once brought you peace.

Not because it is new.

Because it already proved it could help you.

Write down the name of that practice.

Then do one small version of it today.

Five quiet minutes.

One page.

One walk.

One prayer.

"The cup you pour for others must also reach your own hands."•



One check-in.

Let the point be return, not perfection.

A Letter Before You Leave
Dear Friend,

If life has grown loud around you, I hope you will not mistake the noise for wisdom.

Noise can make us believe we need something entirely new when what we really need is to remember what 
already helped us live with more peace.

You are allowed to return.

Return to the journal.

Return to prayer.

Return to walking.

Return to the practice you once trusted.

Return to the tool you built in another season.

Return to the cup that once helped you breathe.

You do not need to shame yourself for leaving it on the shelf.

You only need the willingness to reach for it again.

Hope has a way of meeting us in the places where we once planted it.

So begin there.

Begin gently.

Begin honestly.

And when tomorrow comes, harvest again.

Keep brewing.

— The Brewmaster
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