Mindful Saturday April 18
Guided Meditation: The Door in the Tree
Intro
This morning, I want to invite you into a different kind of meditation.
Not the kind where we try to empty the mind like we are cleaning out a junk drawer. And not the kind where we try to make everything neat, tidy, and easy to explain. Life usually does not work that way. Most of us already know that.
Sometimes the deepest things in us do not speak in straight lines. They speak in symbols. In stories. In strange little moments that do not quite make sense at first but stay with us anyway. A dream. An old path. A voice you almost remember. A door where there should not be a door.
That is what this meditation is about.
A journey.
Not away from yourself, but a little deeper into yourself.
In older traditions, people understood that not every question gets answered by thinking harder. Some things have to be listened to. Some things have to be noticed. Some things have to be walked toward with a little curiosity and a little trust.
So today, we are going to walk toward a an experience. We are going to find a small hidden door. We are going to meet a guide. And then we are going to journey.
Where do you go?
Who do you see?
What do you learn?
That part is yours.
I can lead you to the edge. I can help you open the door. But what waits beyond it may be exactly what some quieter, older, deeper part of you has been wanting to show you.
Now before we begin, let me say this. For some folks, this kind of meditation may feel a little unusual. Maybe even way outside your comfort zone. That is okay. You are not doing it wrong. Just walk with an open, curious mind and let the experience be whatever it is for you.
And remember, you are in control of this journey. This is coming from within you, not from outside of you. This is part of you, and it is safe. You can slow it down, step back, or stop at any time.
If the images come, let them come. If they do not, no problem. Just follow the feeling of the journey. And if anything feels off, uncomfortable, or just not right for you, then simply come back to the breath. No big drama. Just breathing, settling, and being here.
So let this be gentle. Let it be curious. Let it be a little strange.
Because sometimes strange is just wisdom wearing a costume.
Take a breath.
And let’s begin.

Guided Meditation
Find a comfortable position.
Let your hands rest easily.
Let your shoulders drop.
Relax your jaw.
Soften your face.
Take a slow breath in through your nose.
And let it go.
Again, breathing in.
And out.
One more time.
A full breath in.
And a long, easy breath out.
Now let your breathing settle into its own natural rhythm.
No forcing.
No performing.
No need to meditate like you are taking a test.
Just breathing.
Just arriving.
Feel the chair beneath you, or the floor beneath you.
Feel the weight of your body being supported.
Feel the simple truth that you are here.
And now, in your mind’s eye, imagine you are standing at the beginning of a path.
It is quiet there.
Maybe it is early morning.
Maybe late afternoon.
Maybe that in-between kind of light where things look softer, stranger, and a little more magical than usual.
The path stretches out in front of you.
There is no rush.
No pressure.
No need to know exactly where it leads.
Just begin to walk.
Slowly.
Easily.
As you walk, notice the ground beneath your feet.
Maybe it is soft earth.
Maybe moss.
Maybe fallen leaves.
Maybe a winding path through roots and green things.
Notice the air.
Cool or warm.
Still or moving.
Fresh with the scent of earth, bark, rain, moss, wildflowers, or something sweet you cannot quite name.
Notice the trees around you.
Tall.
Old.
Quiet.
The kind of trees that look like they have seen generations come and go and are in no hurry to explain anything to anybody.
Keep walking.
With each step, you move a little farther from the ordinary world.
A little farther from schedules and errands and noise.
A little farther from all the places where you feel you have to have the answer right now.
You are not lost.
You are simply entering another kind of space.
And then, ahead of you, you see it.
A tree unlike the others.
Its trunk is wide and ancient.
Its bark is dark and textured.
Its roots rise up from the earth like old hands or the backs of resting animals.
And there, set into the trunk of the tree, is a small door.
A real door.
Round at the top.
Worn wood.
Tiny hinges.
A handle that catches the light.
A door that should not be there and yet somehow belongs there completely.
Pause and look at it.
Take it in.
And notice that some part of you is not surprised.
Some part of you has known all along that this door existed.
At the base of the tree, resting between the roots, is a small stone.
Smooth.
Cool.
Unusual.
Maybe it glimmers faintly.
Maybe it is marked with a natural spiral.
Maybe it feels warm when you pick it up, as if it has been waiting for you.
Hold it in your hand for a moment.
You do not need to figure it out.
You do not need to explain it.
Just notice that it feels like an invitation.
Take a slow breath.
And as you do, you become aware that you are not alone.
Lift your eyes.
Nearby stands a guide.
For this journey, let your guide be whatever feels right.
Maybe it is an owl.
Maybe a white stag.
Maybe a fox.
Maybe a grandmother figure.
Maybe a raven.
Maybe a version of yourself that feels older, wiser, calmer.
Do not overthink it.
Just notice who or what appears.
This guide is calm.
Wise.
Grounded.
Nothing flashy.
Nothing to fear.
Its presence says:
Come. It is time.
Your guide turns toward the little door.
Step closer.
Place your hand on the handle.
And remember: you are in control.
This is safe.
You can go as slowly as you want.
Take one slow breath in.
And as you exhale, open the door.
Inside is not the inside of a tree.
Of course not.
Inside is a softly lit passageway.
The walls seem shaped by roots and light.
The air is warm and alive.
Tiny floating lights drift through the space like fireflies or little stars.
The whole place feels both ancient and welcoming.
Step through the doorway.
As soon as you do, something shifts.
The world feels larger.
Stranger.
Wiser.
The usual rules do not seem to apply here.
Follow your guide down the passageway.
There is no need to hurry.
You are being shown exactly what you are ready to see.
Soon the passage opens into another world.
Pause there.
Let it reveal itself.
Maybe it is a silver forest with blue shadows.
Maybe a field of giant flowers under a moonlit sky.
Maybe a tea table set under old trees, waiting for you as if someone knew you were coming.
Maybe a village built into roots and hillsides.
Maybe a river that shines with stars instead of water.
Do not force the picture.
Let the place arrive in its own way.
Look around.
What do you notice first?
The colors?
The light?
The sounds?
The feeling in the air?
This is your place for now.
Your inner landscape.
Your dream-country.
A place where the soul can speak without needing to make a PowerPoint out of it.
Take a few breaths there.
Your guide begins to move, and you follow.
As you walk, notice how everything here feels meaningful.
Not random.
Not decoration.
Every part of it seems to hold a message, even if you do not understand it yet.
You pass a stream.
Cross a bridge.
Walk through tall grasses or beneath arching branches.
Maybe you pass mushrooms big enough to sit on.
Maybe lanterns hang in trees.
Maybe there is music you can hear but not quite locate.
Eventually, you come to a clearing.
In the center is a small table.
Of course there is a table.
And on that table is a cup.
Maybe tea.
Maybe something glowing.
Maybe something that tastes like memory.
Sit down.
Your guide stays nearby.
And across from you, someone appears.
Who comes to meet you?
Maybe it is an ancestor.
Maybe it is a wise old woman.
Maybe a child version of you.
Maybe someone you loved.
Maybe someone you have never met, but somehow know.
Just notice.
Notice their face.
Their expression.
Their energy.
They seem to know you.
Not the polished version.
Not the version that answers emails and pays bills and says, “I’m fine.”
The real you.
And there is no judgment in their eyes.
Only recognition.
Maybe they hand you the cup.
Maybe they pour it for you.
Maybe when you look into it, you do not see tea at all, but an image, a message, or a memory.
Take the cup in your hands.
Feel its warmth.
Now, inwardly, ask your first question:
Where am I being invited to go in my life?
Then be still.
Listen.
Do not force an answer.
Maybe it comes as a word.
Maybe a place.
Maybe a face.
Maybe just a feeling.
That is enough.
Now ask:
Who do I need to see?
Perhaps someone appears.
Perhaps it is a part of yourself you have been neglecting.
Perhaps it is your courage.
Your joy.
Your grief.
Your wonder.
Your voice.
Just notice what comes.
And then ask:
What do I need to learn now?
Sit with that.
Breathe with that.
Maybe the answer comes in words.
Maybe your visitor hands you something instead.
A key.
A lantern.
A thread.
A seed.
A compass.
A book.
A feather.
A tiny cake with a message written on it.
This is a strange world.
Wisdom here is allowed to be a little dramatic.
Whatever is given, receive it.
This gift means something.
Even if you do not fully understand it yet, receive it.
Now imagine your guide, or the one seated across from you, speaking directly to your heart.
Maybe they say:
You do not need every answer before you begin.
You do not need to shrink to fit the world.
You are allowed to trust what feels alive.
The path appears as you walk it.
Not everything strange is wrong. Some things are simply new.
Let whatever words belong to you land gently.
Nearby, you notice a mirror.
A true mirror.
Not the kind that points out wrinkles and bad lighting.
A soul mirror.
Stand before it.
Look in.
Who do you see?
Maybe yourself as you are now.
Maybe a younger you.
Maybe an older, wiser you.
Maybe a version of you that feels more rooted, more open, more whole.
Look with kindness.
And ask the mirror:
What part of myself have I forgotten?
Pause.
Listen.
You do not need to chase the answer.
Just let it come.
Sometimes what we have forgotten is not gone.
It is simply waiting for us to turn back toward it.
Now feel your guide come near again.
It is almost time to return.
Before you leave, look once more at the one who met you.
Thank them.
Thank the table.
The cup.
The clearing.
The mirror.
The path.
The strange and beautiful world that welcomed you.
And before you go, choose one thing to bring back.
One symbol.
One word.
One image.
One truth.
One gift.
Take it with you now.
Hold it close.
Your guide begins to lead you back.
Back through the clearing.
Back along the path.
Past the stream.
Through the lantern light.
Toward the glowing passageway in the roots.
Enter the passage.
Walk slowly.
See the little door ahead.
Step through it.
And return once more to the tree.
You are back on the path where you began.
The old tree stands before you.
The little diary rests on the stone.
Pick it up one more time.
Open it.
On a page that was blank before, there is now a message written just for you.
See if you can read it.
Do not force it.
Whatever appears is enough.
A word.
A phrase.
A blessing.
A reminder.
Take it in.
Then gently close the diary and place it back on the stone.
Take one last look at the little door in the tree.
You may not see it every day.
But now you know it is there.
Take a slow breath in.
And begin returning to your body.
Feel the surface beneath you.
Feel your hands.
Your feet.
Your shoulders.
Your face.
Take a deeper breath.
Wiggle your fingers.
Wiggle your toes.
Maybe roll your shoulders a little.
And before you open your eyes, remember this:
There are doors in life that do not open with force.
Only with attention.
Only with curiosity.
Only with the courage to follow wonder a little farther than usual.
And sometimes the journeys that feel the strangest at first
are the ones that bring us back to ourselves.
When you are ready, open your eyes.
And bring one small piece of the journey back with you.
Just one.
That is enough.
When the door appears, the heart is ready.
When the guide appears, the journey begins.
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