Mindful Saturday May 23
Meditation Intro: Sacred Ground
Good morning, everyone.
Today I want to talk about sacred space.
For me, that space is my yard. My gardens. My flowers. My trees. That is my place. My reflection space. My breathing space. My sacred ground.
It is where I think.
It is where I remember.
It is where I settle.
And in a very real way, it is where part of me came home.
There was a time in my life when the ground meant something very different. There were places where you did not casually walk through grass or fields. You stayed on the hard surfaces. Roads. Paths. Cleared areas. Grass could hide things. Fields could hide things. One wrong step could change everything.
So you learned to stay alert.
You noticed every sound.
Every shadow.
Every strange movement.
Every glint of light that did not belong.
Your body learned before your mind could even explain it. Stay sharp. Stay ready. Stay alive.
That kind of alertness does not just disappear because the deployment ends and you come home. It leaves its mark. It becomes part of how you move through the world.
And yet, here is the grace in it for me.
Now I walk in the grass on purpose.
Now I walk in fields on purpose.
Now I step barefoot into my yard, into my gardens, onto the ground that once would have made me hesitate. I am still aware. I still notice things. That part of me never fully went away. But I do not reach for my weapon anymore.
Now I reach for peace.
Now I reach for the earth.
Now I let the grass touch my feet.
Now I let the ground remind me that I am here, that I am home, that I survived, and that awareness does not always have to mean danger. Sometimes awareness can mean presence. Sometimes alert can become awake. Sometimes grounded is not just a metaphor. Sometimes it is bare feet in the yard, in the morning light, with flowers growing nearby and no need to brace for what comes next.
That matters to me.
And every time I step outside, memories come with me. Korea. Desert Storm. Bosnia. The long months away. The longing for home. The simple ache to be in my own yard, working with flowers, trees, and soil instead of watching every surface and every horizon.
So, this space has become more than a yard. It is living memory. It is recovery. It is gratitude. It is a memorial in its own way — not only to my own deployments, but to those I served with, and to those deployed today who are still far from their own sacred spaces.
And maybe that is the question for all of us.
Where is the place where you can be aware and at peace?
Where is the place where your body remembers one story, but your soul is learning another?
Where is your sacred ground?
Let’s sit with that today.

Guided Meditation: Aware and at Peace
Take a slow breath in.
And let it go.
Another breath in.
And let it go gently.
Let yourself settle where you are.
Feel the chair beneath you.
Feel your feet on the floor.
Feel your hands resting.
Nothing to force.
Nothing to prove.
Just arrive.
Let your breathing find its own natural rhythm.
Easy in.
Easy out.
Now bring to mind a place that feels sacred to you.
For me, it is my yard.
My gardens.
My flowers.
My trees.
That is where I reflect.
That is where I remember.
That is where I breathe.
That is where I have learned to be grounded in a new way.
See your own place now, you don’t have to be a Veteran. We all have life experiences.
Whatever it is.
A yard.
A garden.
A porch.
A room.
A trail.
A workshop.
A room.
A fishing bank.
A church pew.
A place under a tree.
A place by a window.
See it clearly.
Notice the light there.
Notice the textures.
Notice the sounds.
Let yourself enter that place in your mind.
And as you do, feel what happens in your body.
Maybe something softens.
Maybe your breathing slows.
Maybe your shoulders drop a little.
Now, for me, this place also holds memory.
There was a time when walking through grass was not simple.
Not casual.
Not safe.
There was a time when you stayed on hard surfaces.
You watched where you stepped.
You paid attention to every sound, every shadow, every glint.
You stayed alert because alertness kept you alive.
Take a moment and honor that kind of awareness.
Not with fear.
With respect.
It was real.
It served a purpose.
It carried you through.
And maybe you have your own version of that.
A time when your body learned to stay guarded.
A time when it was smart to stay sharp.
A time when ease was not available.
Just acknowledge that.
Breathing in, I honor what helped me survive.
Breathing out, I honor who I am now.
Again.
Breathing in, I honor what helped me survive.
Breathing out, I honor who I am now.
Now imagine yourself standing at the edge of your sacred place.
In front of you is the grass.
The field.
The earth.
The place your nervous system can finally learn a different story.
And in this moment, you choose to step forward.
Not recklessly.
Not carelessly.
Consciously.
You step into your grass.
You feel it under your feet.
Maybe barefoot.
Maybe grounded.
Maybe aware in a way that is no longer ruled by fear.
Feel that.
The grass under your feet.
The earth beneath the grass.
The support of the ground.
The quiet strength of simply standing there.
You are still aware.
You notice sound.
You notice light.
You notice movement.
But awareness is different now.
Awareness is not panic.
Awareness is not threat.
Awareness is presence.
You do not reach for your protection.
You reach for your breath.
You do not brace for impact.
You feel the ground.
You do not scan for danger alone.
You notice life.
The breeze.
The warmth of sunlight.
The scent of flowers.
The hum of insects.
The movement of leaves.
The ordinary holiness of being here.
Take a slow breath in.
And as you breathe out, let your body hear this:
I can be aware and at peace.
Again:
I can be aware and at peace.
Again:
I can be grounded, alert, and safe.
Let those words settle where they need to settle.
Now spend a few moments simply standing there in your sacred place.
Barefoot if that feels right.
Rooted.
Supported.
Aware, but no longer hunted by the moment.
Present, but not braced against it.
Steady.
Calm.
Alive.
If memories arise, let them arise.
If faces come to mind, let them come.
If you think of certain or special people, let them be present here too.
This sacred space can hold memory.
This sacred space can hold sorrow.
This sacred space can hold gratitude.
This sacred space can hold peace.
Take a breath for those who walked hard ground.
Take a breath for those who are still walking it.
Take a breath for the part of you that made it home.
Breathing in, remembering.
Breathing out, honoring.
Breathing in, remembering.
Breathing out, honoring.
Now bring your attention back to your feet.
Imagine roots reaching down from them into the earth.
Not to trap you.
To steady you.
The earth beneath you is not asking anything from you right now.
It is simply holding you.
Let yourself receive that.
And quietly say to yourself:
I am here.
I am home.
I am grounded.
I am aware.
And I am at peace.
One breath at a time.
I am here.
I am home.
I am grounded.
I am aware.
And I am at peace.
Stay with that for a few moments.
Let the body learn it.
Let the breath carry it.
Let the ground witness it.
Now slowly begin to widen your awareness.
Notice your whole body again.
Notice the room.
Notice the surface beneath you.
Notice the breath moving in and out.
And carry this with you:
There was a time for hard surfaces.
There was a time for vigilance.
There was a time for survival.
And now there can also be grass.
There can also be gardens.
There can also be bare feet on the earth.
There can also be peace.
Not because you forgot.
But because you remember — and still choose to live.
When you are ready, gently open your eyes.
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