Mindful Saturday June 27 
Walking in the Rain
Intro — 2 to 3 minutes
There is a saying I like:
“Some people walk in the rain. Others just get wet.”
Now, let’s be honest.
Everybody gets wet when they walk in the rain.
That is not philosophy. That is weather.
Your shoes get damp. Your hair gives up. Your glasses fog. Your socks start making that little squishing sound that reminds you life is not always fair. And somehow, no matter how well dressed you are, one cold drop of water always finds the back of your neck.
That is not a spiritual awakening.
That is just annoying.
But the saying still works.
Because it is not really about rain. It is about mindset.
Some people meet the rain with anger. They fight every drop. They curse the clouds. They tighten up. The whole day becomes about being wet.
Other people still get wet — but they keep walking. They notice the sound of rain on leaves. They laugh at the wet socks. They pull up their collar and keep going.
Same rain. Different walk.
There is another saying that fits here too:
“There is no bad weather, only poor clothing choices.”
Now, I have been outside enough to know there is, in fact, bad weather. Cold rain with sideways wind is not a Hallmark moment. It is a test of your zipper, your patience, and your life choices.
But again, the point is useful.
We do not always get to choose the weather. We do not always get to choose when life turns rainy, messy, inconvenient, or uncomfortable.
But we can learn how to dress for it.
Not just with boots, jackets, hats, and dry socks.
But with breath.
With patience.
With humor.
With perspective.
With boundaries.
With the ability to say, “Well, here we are. It’s raining. I can either fight the sky, or I can learn how to walk.”
That is mindfulness.
It does not stop the rain.
It does not magically make every hard thing easy.
But it changes how we move through it.
So today, we are going to practice walking in the rain.
Not pretending we are dry.
Not pretending the rain is not real.
But remembering this:
Getting wet is weather. Staying miserable is optional. Dress accordingly.

Guided Meditation — About 25 Minutes
Settle in.
Find a comfortable position.
Sitting is fine.
Lying down is fine.
Standing is fine, if that is what your body needs.
This is not a contest.
There are no bonus points for looking peaceful.
Let your hands rest.
Let your shoulders drop.
Let your jaw loosen.
Let your face soften.
And take a slow breath in.
Hold it for just a moment.
And let it go.
Again, breathe in.
Slowly.
Gently.
And let it go.
One more.
Breathe in.
And breathe out.
No need to force anything.
No need to breathe like someone in a meditation brochure sitting on a rock at sunrise.
Just breathe like you.
Real breath.
Honest breath.
The breath that showed up with you today.
Notice where your body meets the chair.
Or the floor.
Or the cushion.
Notice the weight of yourself being held.
You do not have to hold everything right now.
For this moment, let the chair hold you.
Let the floor hold you.
Let the breath carry itself.
Take another slow breath in.
And as you exhale, soften the shoulders.
Just a little.
Not all the way.
Ten percent is fine.
We are not looking for perfection.
We are looking for a little more room.
A little less grip.
A little less clenching our way through life.
Now notice your body.
Your forehead.
Your eyes.
Your jaw.
Your neck.
Your shoulders.
Your chest.
Your hands.
Your belly.
Your back.
Your legs.
Your feet.
Just notice.
No judgment.
No commentary.
No need to fix every creak, ache, or complaint.
The body talks.
Sometimes it whispers.
Sometimes it files a formal complaint.
Tonight, this morning, whenever you are practicing, we simply listen.
Take a breath in.
And let it out.
Now imagine yourself standing outside.
You are at the beginning of a path.
It can be any path.
A trail in the woods.
A sidewalk in your neighborhood.
A path through a field.
Your driveway.
Your backyard.
A park.
A street you know well.
Somewhere ordinary.
Somewhere real.
This does not have to be some perfect mountain path with dramatic music playing in the background.
It can be the walk from your house to the mailbox.
Sometimes that is where life does its best teaching.
You stand there for a moment.
The sky is gray.
The air feels cool.
The light is soft.
The world is a little quieter than usual.
And then you feel it.
One drop.
Then another.
A few small drops of rain.
You look up.
Of course.
Rain.
Maybe you expected it.
Maybe you did not.
Maybe this is exactly the wrong time for rain.
Because rain has a gift for arriving when it is least convenient.
You just washed the car.
You left the umbrella inside.
You wore the wrong shoes.
You thought you could make it before the weather changed.
And now here it is.
Rain.
Take a breath.
Notice your first reaction.
Do you tighten?
Do you sigh?
Do you think, “Really? Now?”
Do you want to turn back?
Do you want to rush?
Do you immediately start arguing with the sky?
Just notice.
That reaction is not wrong.
It is human.
We like comfort.
We like control.
We like plans that behave themselves.
And rain has never cared much about our plans.
Now let the rain fall a little more steadily.
Not a storm.
Not danger.
Just rain.
The kind that taps on leaves.
The kind that darkens the sidewalk.
The kind that makes the air smell different.
The kind that asks you to decide what kind of walk this is going to be.
Take a breath in.
And let it out.
Say quietly to yourself:
This is rain.
Again:
This is rain.
Not a disaster.
Not the end of the world.
Not a personal insult from the universe.
Rain.
Weather.
Life moving through.
Now feel your feet on the ground.
You are standing.
You are breathing.
You are here.
And now, slowly, begin to walk.
One step.
Then another.
No rush.
You are not trying to outrun the weather.
You are learning how to walk in it.
Step.
Breath.
Rain.
Step.
Breath.
Rain.
Let the rhythm be simple.
Let the body move slowly.
Let the mind notice what is here.
The sound of rain.
The feeling of the air.
The dampness on your sleeves.
The ground beneath your feet.
The smell of wet earth.
The softness that comes when rain quiets the world.
Now here is the truth.
You are getting wet.
Of course you are.
That is what rain does.
But you are not only getting wet.
You are also noticing.
You are also breathing.
You are also choosing.
That is the difference.
Getting wet is weather.
Staying miserable is optional.
Dress accordingly.
Pause here for a few breaths.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Now imagine you are wearing the wrong thing for this rain.
Maybe no jacket.
Maybe the wrong shoes.
Maybe socks that were never emotionally prepared for puddles.
Maybe you are dressed for sunshine, and life brought rain.
Notice what that feels like.
The discomfort.
The irritation.
The little voice that says, “I should have known.”
Or, “This always happens.”
Or, “Why did I not prepare better?”
Just notice that voice.
Do not argue with it.
Do not feed it.
Just notice.
We do this in life too.
Sometimes we walk into a hard conversation without patience.
Sometimes we walk into a stressful week without rest.
Sometimes we walk into change without flexibility.
Sometimes we walk into grief, conflict, uncertainty, or disappointment wearing the emotional equivalent of flip-flops in a thunderstorm.
And then we wonder why we feel soaked.
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
There is no blame here.
Only awareness.
We cannot always know what weather is coming.
But we can learn what helps us meet it.
So now, in your imagination, begin to dress for the rain.
Maybe you pull on a good coat.
Something warm.
Something steady.
Something that lets the rain fall without soaking you through.
Let that coat represent patience.
Not passive patience.
Not pretending everything is fine.
But the kind of patience that says:
“I do not have to react to every drop.”
Feel that coat around your shoulders.
Patience.
A little protection.
A little space.
Breathe in.
And breathe out.
Now imagine good boots on your feet.
Strong boots.
Comfortable boots.
Boots that can handle mud, puddles, uneven ground, and the occasional questionable decision.
Let those boots represent grounding.
Your ability to stay connected to what is real.
Your ability to take the next step.
Not the next hundred steps.
Just the next one.
Feel your feet in those boots.
Feel the ground beneath you.
Say quietly:
I can take the next step.
Again:
I can take the next step.
Now imagine a hat.
Something simple.
Something useful.
Something that keeps the rain out of your eyes.
Let this hat represent perspective.
Because sometimes, when life rains on us, we lose sight.
We see only the inconvenience.
Only the discomfort.
Only the wet socks.
Perspective does not deny the rain.
Perspective says:
“This is not the whole sky.”
“This is not the whole story.”
“This moment is real, but it is not forever.”
Let that perspective settle over you.
Breathe in.
And breathe out.
Now imagine gloves on your hands.
Let them represent gentleness.
Because sometimes, when life gets hard, we become rough with ourselves.
We say things to ourselves we would never say to a friend.
We expect ourselves to be strong, calm, wise, productive, cheerful, and useful, all while standing in the rain.
That is a lot to ask.
So let the gloves remind you to handle yourself with care.
You can still be responsible.
You can still keep walking.
But you do not have to beat yourself up in the process.
Breathe in.
And breathe out.
Now imagine a scarf around your neck.
Let it represent humor.
Not the kind of humor that avoids pain.
Not sarcasm that cuts everything down.
But the kind of humor that helps you survive being human.
The kind that says:
“Well, this is ridiculous.”
The kind that laughs when the sock squishes.
The kind that notices the absurdity of arguing with rain.
The kind that lets you keep your humanity when the day does not cooperate.
Feel that small warmth of humor.
A little lightness.
A little smile.
A little space.
Breathe in.
And breathe out.
Now you are walking in the rain again.
But something has changed.
The rain is still falling.
The path is still wet.
The weather is still the weather.
But you are dressed differently.
You are walking with patience.
You are grounded.
You have perspective.
You are being gentler with yourself.
You have kept a little humor in your pocket.
Same rain.
Different walk.
Let that sink in.
Same rain.
Different walk.
Take a few quiet breaths here.
Breathing in.
Breathing out.
Breathing in.
Breathing out.
Now let this rain become something from your real life.
Not everything.
Just one thing.
A current worry.
A frustration.
A delay.
A disappointment.
A change you did not ask for.
A responsibility that feels heavy.
A person who drains your patience.
A season that feels wetter than expected.
Let one thing come gently to mind.
No need to chase it.
No need to analyze it.
No need to solve it right now.
Just let it be named inside you.
This is some of my rain.
This is part of the weather I am walking through.
Take a breath.
And say quietly:
This is here.
Then breathe out and say:
So am I.
Again.
This is here.
So am I.
One more time.
This is here.
So am I.
The rain is real.
But so are you.
The discomfort is real.
But so is your breath.
The uncertainty is real.
But so is your ability to take one step.
Now ask yourself gently:
What clothing do I need for this weather?
Not literal clothing.
Inner clothing.
Do I need patience?
Do I need rest?
Do I need a boundary?
Do I need to ask for help?
Do I need to stop pretending I am fine?
Do I need humor?
Do I need silence?
Do I need to take one thing off my plate?
Do I need to quit arguing with weather I cannot control?
Let the question breathe.
What do I need to wear for the weather I am in?
Do not force an answer.
Let the body answer.
Let the heart answer.
Let the quiet answer.
Pause.
Breathe.
Listen.
Now imagine yourself choosing one piece of clothing for this real-life rain.
Maybe patience.
Maybe courage.
Maybe rest.
Maybe honesty.
Maybe humor.
Maybe a boundary.
Maybe compassion.
Maybe the simple willingness to keep walking.
Let that one thing settle around you.
Like a coat.
Like boots.
Like something that helps.
You do not need everything.
Just one useful thing.
Feel yourself wearing it.
Feel the difference.
Not perfect.
Just better prepared.
Say quietly:
I dress for the weather I am in.
Again:
I dress for the weather I am in.
And now:
Getting wet is weather. Staying miserable is optional.
Let that line land.
Not as a command.
Not as pressure.
Not as one more thing to do right.
Just as a reminder.
You do not control every cloud.
You do not control every delay.
You do not control every mood in every person around you.
You do not control all the rain.
But you can pause.
You can breathe.
You can check your footing.
You can check your coat.
You can check your attitude.
You can check whether you are fighting the rain or walking through it.
Take a breath in.
And let it out.
Now continue walking.
Slowly.
Gently.
The rain is falling.
But maybe you notice more now.
The way drops gather on leaves.
The way puddles hold the gray sky.
The way the world smells fresh.
The way every sound is softened.
The way rain changes the pace of things.
You cannot rush rain.
You cannot schedule it into behaving.
You walk with it.
Or you fight it.
Today, you are practicing walking with it.
Step.
Breath.
Rain.
Step.
Breath.
Rain.
Now imagine coming to a small covered place.
Maybe a porch.
Maybe a pavilion.
Maybe a wide old tree.
Maybe the overhang of a barn.
Somewhere you can pause.
You step under shelter.
The rain still falls around you.
But for a moment, you are covered.
You are not out of the world.
You are not removed from the weather.
But you have found shelter.
Let this shelter represent the pauses in your life.
The small places where you recover.
Morning coffee.
A quiet drive.
A walk.
A prayer.
A breath before responding.
A hand on your heart.
A few minutes outside.
The swing on the porch.
The chair by the window.
The place where you remember yourself.
Shelter does not mean the rain has stopped.
It means you gave yourself a place to breathe.
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Ask yourself:
Where is my shelter?
Where do I go when I need to come back to myself?
What small pause helps me not become the weather?
Let that question rest.
No need to answer perfectly.
Just notice what comes.
Now, standing under this shelter, listen to the rain.
You are dry enough.
Safe enough.
Still enough.
And from this place, you can see the rain differently.
When we are soaked, tired, and irritated, every drop feels personal.
But from shelter, rain is just rain.
Sound.
Movement.
Weather.
Life passing through.
Take a breath.
This is why we pause.
Not to escape life.
To see it more clearly.
Not to avoid responsibility.
To return to ourselves before we respond.
Now imagine placing one hand on your heart.
Or simply bring your attention there.
Feel the chest rise and fall.
Feel the heartbeat if you can.
If not, simply trust that it is there.
The heart has walked through weather before.
It has known joy.
Loss.
Love.
Frustration.
Hope.
Grief.
Laughter.
Long seasons.
Short storms.
And still, it beats.
Faithful.
Steady.
Doing its work.
Let your breath meet the heart.
Breathing in:
I soften.
Breathing out:
I keep walking.
Again.
I soften.
I keep walking.
Again.
I soften.
I keep walking.
Let that become the rhythm.
I soften.
I keep walking.
I soften.
I keep walking.
There is strength in that.
Not stiff strength.
Not clenched strength.
Not the kind that pretends nothing hurts.
A quieter strength.
A strength that knows how to bend.
A strength that knows how to pause.
A strength that knows the difference between weather and identity.
You are not the rain.
You are not the storm.
You are not the wet socks.
You are the one walking through.
Take a breath.
Let that be enough.
Now imagine stepping back onto the path.
The rain has softened.
Not stopped completely.
Just softened.
The drops are lighter.
The air is cool.
The clouds are beginning to thin.
And you keep walking.
A little slower.
A little steadier.
A little less interested in arguing with the sky.
You notice that you made it this far.
Maybe not perfectly.
Maybe you complained.
Maybe you muttered.
Maybe your socks are still in a tragic condition.
But you kept walking.
That counts.
Sometimes we do not give ourselves credit for what it takes to keep walking.
We think resilience has to look noble.
Like a statue.
Like a hero in a movie.
But often resilience looks like putting on boots.
Taking a breath.
Making the appointment.
Answering the email.
Taking the next step.
Laughing at the absurdity.
Asking for help.
Going to bed early.
Trying again tomorrow.
Resilience is not always dramatic.
Sometimes it is simply refusing to let the rain become your whole identity.
Take a breath in.
And let it go.
Now look around in this imagined place.
Notice what the rain has touched.
The leaves look brighter.
The dust has settled.
The air smells cleaner.
The path is darker, yes, but also clearer.
Sometimes rain reveals things.
Sometimes discomfort shows us what matters.
Sometimes inconvenience teaches us what we need to carry.
Sometimes hard seasons show us where our clothing was thin.
Where we need better habits.
Better boundaries.
Better rest.
Better people.
Better ways of speaking to ourselves.
This is not failure.
This is learning how to dress for the weather.
Take a slow breath.
Say quietly:
I can learn from the weather.
Again:
I can learn from the weather.
Now imagine the rain stopping.
The last few drops fall from branches, rooftops, leaves.
The clouds begin to open.
There may be sunlight.
There may simply be a lighter gray.
Either is fine.
Not every meditation needs a rainbow.
Sometimes lighter gray is enough.
Sometimes enough is enough.
You stand on the path.
You are a little wet.
Maybe more than a little.
But you are still here.
You walked.
You breathed.
You noticed.
You chose.
You learned something about the rain.
You learned something about your walk.
Take a breath in.
And slowly let it out.
Now begin to let the image fade.
The path fades.
The rain fades.
The coat, the boots, the hat, the gloves, the scarf.
They fade too.
But keep what they represented.
Patience.
Grounding.
Perspective.
Gentleness.
Humor.
Keep those.
Those are yours.
Now return to the room.
Feel the surface beneath you.
Feel the weight of your body.
Notice your hands.
Notice your feet.
Notice your breath.
Maybe move your fingers a little.
Maybe roll your shoulders gently.
No rush.
Let yourself come back slowly.
And before we close, hear the line again:
Some people walk in the rain. Others just get wet.
And yes, everybody gets wet.
But not everybody has to be miserable.
And hear the other line:
There is no bad weather, only poor clothing choices.
Maybe not always literally true.
But true enough to be useful.
Because life brings weather.
Some days are sunny.
Some days are cold.
Some days are wet.
Some days the wind comes sideways.
And some days one cold drop finds the back of your neck just to keep you humble.
But we can learn to dress for it.
With breath.
With patience.
With humor.
With perspective.
With kindness toward ourselves.
With the wisdom to pause before we react.
With the courage to take the next step.
So this week, when the rain shows up — and it will — ask yourself:
Am I walking through this, or am I just getting wet?
And then remember:
Getting wet is weather. Staying miserable is optional. Dress accordingly.
Take one final slow breath in.
Hold it gently.
And let it go.
When you are ready, open your eyes.
Come back.
And carry this with you:
Dress for the weather you are in.

Thank you for your contribution.
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