Mindful Saturday June 20 
We Are Not Old. We Are Elders.
Intro
Good morning, everyone.
Today I want to sit with the idea of being an Elder.
Not old.
An Elder.
There is a difference.
Old sounds like something set aside. Something finished. Something past its use. A chair in the attic. A tool with a little rust on it. A box of Christmas lights nobody wants to untangle.
But Elder means something else.
Elder means seasoned. Tested. Useful. Still carrying fire.
There was a time when Elders were respected. People went to them for stories, warnings, family history, judgment, and the kind of knowledge that does not come from a screen. Somewhere along the way, Elder became old, and we lost something in the translation.
I am an Elder.
A reader and writer of cursive. A keeper of stories. A grandparent. A traveler of the same road others are just beginning to walk, though in my day the road signs had different names.
I have seen a few storms. I have survived a few “end of the world” moments. Different year, different clothes, different slang, same trouble wearing new shoes.
And one thing Elders know is this: not every crisis is the end. Sometimes your crisis is an Elder’s Tuesday.
That does not mean your pain is not real. It means it is survivable.
Elders carry that kind of knowing.
We carry stories, scars, recipes, warnings, tools, bad jokes, better judgment, and the quiet confidence of people who have already survived several versions of impossible.
We pass on knowledge first.
Opinion when necessary.
And sarcasm when gentle conversation has clearly failed.
So today, whether you see yourself as young, old, somewhere in the middle, or already carrying the title of Elder, let’s take a few minutes to honor the wisdom that lives inside us.
The wisdom earned from living.
The wisdom passed down.
The wisdom we are still learning how to carry.
Let’s begin.

Guided Meditation
Find a comfortable position.
Sitting in a chair, on a cushion, on the couch, wherever you are.
Let your hands rest easily.
Let your shoulders drop a little.
Let your jaw unclench.
You do not have to perform calm.
You do not have to look peaceful.
Just arrive.
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Again, breathe in.
And let it go.
One more time.
Breathe in like you are making room.
Breathe out like you are setting something down.
Now notice the body.
Not judging it.
Not criticizing it.
Just noticing.
This body has carried you here.
It has carried your work, your worry, your laughter, your grief, your effort, your memories.
It may ache in places.
It may not move quite like it used to.
It may have a few complaints.
That is all right.
The body is allowed to have opinions.
Just breathe.
And as you breathe, imagine yourself sitting with all the versions of you that have lived before this moment.
The child you were.
The young adult trying to figure things out.
The worker.
The parent.
The friend.
The one who made mistakes.
The one who kept going.
The one who did not know how it would turn out, but got up anyway.
Let them all be here.
No shame.
No judgment.
Just recognition.
You have traveled a road.
Maybe not a perfect road.
Maybe not the road you planned.
But your road.
And here you are.
Still breathing.
Still learning.
Still carrying fire.
Take a breath in.
And let it out.
Now think of someone who helped shape you.
Maybe a grandparent.
A parent.
A teacher.
A neighbor.
A sergeant.
A friend.
Someone who passed on something useful.
Maybe they gave you wisdom.
Maybe they gave you a warning.
Maybe they taught you how to fix something, cook something, plant something, endure something.
Maybe they never called it wisdom.
Maybe they just said, “Here, let me show you.”
Let that person come to mind.
Their face.
Their voice.
Their way of moving through the world.
And silently say:
Thank you for what you carried.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Now ask yourself:
What wisdom do I carry?
Not book knowledge.
Not trivia.
Not the stuff we forget after the test.
But real knowledge.
The kind earned by living.
What have I learned about patience?
About loss?
About work?
About love?
About getting back up?
About keeping quiet when quiet is best?
About speaking up when silence would cost too much?
Let the answers rise slowly.
No need to chase them.
No need to make a list.
Just listen.
Somewhere inside you is a keeper of stories.
Somewhere inside you is a witness.
Somewhere inside you is someone who has met trouble before and knows that panic rarely fixes what patience can.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Now repeat quietly to yourself:
I am not finished.
Pause.
I am still useful.
Pause.
I am still learning.
Pause.
I am still carrying fire.
Let that settle.
You do not have to be young to begin again.
You do not have to be perfect to be wise.
You do not have to have all the answers to be a steady presence for someone else.
Sometimes wisdom is not a speech.
Sometimes it is a hand on the shoulder.
A cup of coffee.
A story told at the right time.
A quiet, “I have been there.”
A gentle reminder that this too can be survived.
And yes, sometimes wisdom is sarcasm, but only after the gentler tools have failed.
Take another slow breath.
Feel your feet.
Feel the chair beneath you.
Feel the room around you.
You are here.
Not as a finished thing.
Not as something set aside.
But as someone seasoned.
Someone tested.
Someone still becoming.
Now imagine carrying this steadiness into the week ahead.
When noise gets loud.
When people panic.
When the world acts like everything is brand new and impossible.
Let yourself remember:
I have seen storms before.
I have met trouble’s cousins.
I do not have to join every panic.
I can breathe.
I can pause.
I can respond instead of react.
I can carry wisdom without needing to win every argument.
I can pass on knowledge without forcing it.
I can be steady.
Take a breath in.
And out.
Now bring one hand to your heart, if that feels comfortable.
And quietly say:
We are not old.
Pause.
We are Elders.
Pause.
We carry stories.
Pause.
We carry wisdom.
Pause.
We carry fire.
Let that be enough.
Begin to deepen your breath.
Notice the body again.
Your hands.
Your shoulders.
Your feet.
The room.
The sounds around you.
And when you are ready, gently open your eyes.
Carry this with you:
Old is time passed. Elder is time transformed into wisdom.
And may we all become worthy Elders — not by being perfect, but by living, learning, laughing, surviving, and passing on what still matters.
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