Meditation – Child Care – Kids

AND NOW for the FIRST TIME EVER on
Planet Earth, my COOLER THAN COOL
Colossal Book…MEDITATION, MY FRIEND!
You will be captivated, in suspense, and
think, “awesome,” as you read the story of
why and how I learned to meditate.
My book tells about how I became happier
and more peaceful because of meditating.
You’ll learn how I became more loving and
caring toward myself and others too.
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Best of all, my book can teach you how to be mindful and
meditate! You too can become an “I love to meditate” meditator. Oh
yeah, my book can also teach you fun things to do with meditation.
Meditation, My Friend is, for sure, kid friendly, adult friendly,
parent friendly, and non-meditator and meditator friendly!

SIDE EFFECTS from reading my book may
include: GIGGLING, HAPPINESS, FEELING
MORE PEA CEFUL … and having a STRONG
DESIRE TO MEDITATE!
Your friend,

Mitchell H.

Mitchell Hoffsteader

Betsy Thomson, my BFF, helped me a
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“Once people realize the power of meditation
to evoke happiness and peace, they want to
know how to bring it to our children. Here
is a way to open the door! This charming,
delightful, and wise book belongs in the
hands of children everywhere.”
— Tara Brach, author of Radical Acceptance
and True Refuge

“This is a fabulous book for children and

anyone who works with them or loves them.
Betsy and Mitch have written a wonderful
book that is full of heart, humor, and
wisdom. This book is truly special, and I
recommend it highly.”
— Rick Hanson, Ph.D., author of Buddha’s
Brain: The Practical Neuroscience of
Happiness, Love, and Wisdom

“This wildly imaginative book chronicles

Mitchell’s journey from victim of ‘Restless
Brain Syndrome’ to meditator. Written
in Mitchell’s unique and humorous voice,
children will delight and relate to his
difﬁculties at school, his frustrations at
home, his snarky and playful attitude, and
will witness his transformation through
meditation. This joyful book is much needed
for people of all ages to help cultivate more
peace, self-awareness, and compassion.”
— Diana Winston, Director of Mindfulness
Education at UCLA’s Mindful Awareness
Research Center, author of Wide Awake:
A Buddhist Guide for Teens, and Fully
Present: The Science, Art and Practice
of Mindfulness

lot with my book. She’s a singer-songwriter,
multimedia artist, and a meditator.
$19.95
ISBN 978-0-615-32064-9
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people of all ages to meditate.
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Me ditation, My Friend
By Mitchell Hoffsteader

Miss Mil lmont, my fourth-grade teacher, gave
my class a homework assignment: We all had
to write an essay on “What Makes Us Happy
tell you what DOESN’T make
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y.”
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writing essays!
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I got on it right away the night before it
how doing
I wrote about how I learned to me ditate and
fel low.
meditation has helped me become a happier
worthy.
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write a
But, she said it wasn’t necessary for me to
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nine-page essay that included drawings and flow
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Chapter 1
Ahhh, I Have
Restless Brain Syndrome!

This is the true story of how I discovered MEDITATION.
AND how meditation became my friend!

Thank goodn
ess!

M.H.

My

Please take car
e
of him — we c
an't!
His name is Mit
chell
Hoffsteader. H
e
likes buttered
noodles and bein
g
tickled behind
the ears.

2

story starts…

I was orphaned as a little fellow.
First of all, I don’t know who my
parents were or where they went.
It stinks! All I remember is that
on one chilly autumn morning,
someone I didn’t recognize, a
mystery person, left me on a
doorstep in a mackintosh apple
basket... A LONE!
Whoever left me on the stoop
didn’t even leave me with a juice
box in case I got thirsty! The fiend.
All they left was a note. I was crying
because I was confused, scared, and
mad. It was official. That day I felt so
unloved and alone. I didn’t feel like
I was valuable to anyone anymore.
Why would someone abandon
me? Surely you must be wondering
this too. I just figured they didn’t
want me around because something
was really wrong with me. Deep
down I believed I was broken
somehow like a factory reject toy.
It made sense. Nobody likes broken
toys, so I guess nobody liked me.

At least I was not on the doorstep too long.
Betsy foun d me the very same day I was dumped off.
It turns out I was left on Betsy’s front
doorstep. She must have felt real sorry for
me because she adopted me right then
and there.
Betsy is okay, I guess. She’s sort of pretty.
She’d be real pretty if she wore a little
makeup or something. She could look like
a movie star!
One good thing about Betsy is that she
makes me things. Once she made me a
papier-mâché astronaut’s helmet. I wear it
every time I travel to outer space.
I don’t tell everybody this, but Betsy’s
hooked on reading her horoscope in the
newspaper every day. Every time she reads
it I hear her say, and I quote, “Oh, come on,
who are they kidding, that’s not even close,”
or “Oh, how amazing, it’s like they know me.”
She’s got me reading it now. I start by closing
my eyes and pointing. Whatever horoscope
my finger lands on in the paper is mine for the
day. So far I’ve covered the entire zodiac the
Hoffsteader way! Truth is, I really don’t know
when my birthday is because I don’t know
when I was born. I celebrate my birthday every
year on Betsy’s so I can have one too.

Betsy
with
makeup.
by
Mitchel l
H.

Betsy is NOT perfect
—
trust me! She likes boss
ing
me around and telling m
e
what to do ALL THE TI
M E.
I get tired of it. Whe
n I
don’t listen to her, trou
ble
starts. She says stuff
like, “Ok, Hoffsteader bo
y,
this is how it is under
my roof, like it or leave
it.” The “leave it” part
makes me real nervou
s.
I get scared because
I
think maybe she’l l kick
me out.

k
I don't li!!!e
it at all

3

Now you can see I’m dapper
and surely efferves ce nt.
Betsy and I butt heads a lot because nobody is
going to tell ME what to do! Usually I can get her
to buckle and give in to me with a lot of pleading
and flattery.
Sometimes when I’m bored, I follow her
around the house. I think it bugs her, though.
When I do, she says, “Come on Mitch, you know
I love ya, but go find something to do.” I really
wonder if she does love me. She doesn’t seem to
want me around a lot. Betsy’s boring anyway.
I ask you, who says, “I LOVE YA," and then
just walks away? I mean, really, it doesn’t seem
right to me. It reminds me of when the mystery
person left me on the doorstep. They dropped
me off, turned, and just walked away.
Luckily, as I got older I started to develop
superpowers. Stuff like superhuman strength,
X-ray vision, and the ability to make myself
invisible. My secret superpowers were a lot
more fun than boring Betsy’s ignoring me.
But all my secret powers didn’t matter.
You know why? Because I was height

challenged. I was SHORT! I NEVER
seemed to GROW!

I ate whatever I could, and drank
magic potions to help me grow. Nothing
helped. Not even my superpowers.
4

“Oopsie, there goes Betsy’s
toothpaste down the sink!”

Barbell Mitc
h

hell
by Mitc

H.

Hoffsteader
DNA

Too much pressure
Obviously I was destined to be a scrawny
was on me!
little FOUNDLING! All of this affected my
Do your
confidence and self-esteem in a big way. You know —
rn
u
T
h
omework!
how I believed I was an unlovable little shrimp.
the TV!
f
f
o
I was different from the other kids and it
really bothered me. I was convinced I’d never
Eat
Pick urp
fit in because I was different. Who would want
y
our
ou
y
v
e
getab les!
me around or would want to play with me? Sure,
Legos!
I had a few peeps Betsy would let me text from
time to time. Thing was, they never ever wanted
to get together and play with me. That made me
feel really sad and lonely.
I was PERSNICKETYand a pro at acting out.
That’s what Betsy said.
Once I squeezed all of Betsy’s radiant smile 3-D
whitening toothpaste down the kitchen sink because
I was mad at her for losing some of my Legos. She
mysteriously lost them when she was straightening up
my room AGAIN! My room was so clean I got sick.
5

6

Now that I think of it, ever
yone ever ywhere
was always telling me wh
at to do. Do this, do that,
blah, blah, blah. I just want
ed to lie around and eat
the junk food I snuck into
the house. I always had
to hide it from Betsy so sh
e wouldn’t take it away
from me. Betsy doesn’t let
me do anything!
According to Betsy my tas
te buds are all dead.
Why? Because of eating to
o much food that looks
like orange styrofoam pack
ing peanuts. FA CT: A lot
of the time I didn’t do my
homework because I
couldn’t concentrate. Too
many squiggly thoughts
were bouncing around in
my head. FA CT: I didn’t
care about homework anyw
ay! Homework stinks!
I was a worrier too. I worri
ed about monsters
in the dark and under my
bed. Who was going to
help the innocent polar be
ars in the arctic circle?
What will they do if all the
ice melts? How will they
survive? I even worried ab
out being a worrier!

Some days it seemed I had no time for myself. I felt trapped.
That was because of Betzilla’s
demands on me, way too
much homework, and getting bored a lot. Even lady luck did not
smile on me. Every Saturday I made sure to wear my lucky dinosaur
underwear. That was when Betsy dragged me along shopping. My
lucky underwear used to work like a dream. Whatever I asked Betsy
to buy me, she did. One day I asked Betsy to buy me a boomerang.
She refused. That’s the day my lucky underpants stopped working. It
was like all my luck ran out.
I had no time for galactic space travel or inventions in my
secret lab. Worst of all, I neglected the ants in my free-range ant
farm. I figured they could take care of themselves, and besides,
ants are boring. They don’t play with you. I built my ant farm on
the living-room floor with fences made out of toothpicks. FACT:

Ants have no sense of direction or boundaries. FA CT: Ants do
not grow things on their farms. All my pet ants left the farm

in search of a better life. This got Betzilla going for sure! Was she
mad! Ants in the cereal, under the couch, and even in Betzilla’s bed.
If you ask me, my nerves were shot, because I got cranky and bit
my fingernails. Even though I had a home and Betsy was sort of nice,
I really didn’t have friends, which made me sad. I wanted friends too.
My only real friend lived in a tree so it was hard for us to hang out.
He’s a squirrel.
to

when she tries
= Betzilla… who Betsy turns intothe
late great Godzilla.
catch me … distant relative of re I drew of her.
Go to page 32 to see a pictu
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One day in school I GOT IN
BIG TROU BLE because of my temper.
It happened at lunch time. Sixth-grade
bully and giant, Walter J. Patuziak,
called me a “cootie-infested polecat”
after shoving me out of the lunch line.
I’d had it! Patuziak the skunk was
going down!
When Walter’s back was turned
I tried kicking him as hard as I could.
My aim was off. Instead, I slipped
and fell right on my butt. Walter was
laughing so hard he had boogers
coming out of his nose.
Then all the other kids started
laughing at me. They told on me and
Walter. I was so mad. We both got in
trouble. Walter got detention for a
whole month because of bullying me.
I think that scared him because he
started crying. Principal Hooper locked
me up in his dungeon. He kept shaking
his head, saying, “What is wrong with
you, acting like that, Mitchell?”
Then I started to cry. I had to sit
there until Betsy came and got me.

Betzilla
strikes again!

Betzilla showed up instead!
Was she mad and embarrassed by what I did!
Betzilla marched me right out of school and took
me home. On the way home, she tried to lecture
me about my bad behavior. I used my secret
selective hearing to tune her out.
She threatened to send me to a “get the angries
out” circle of care group for kids if I did not
straighten up. I got really mad at Betsy because
she never ever listened to my side of the story!
She even knew Walter Patuziak was a bad egg.
I gave her the silent treatment until I went to
bed. Deep down I feared I was turning into some
kind of uncontrollable monster because of how I
acted. I cried myself to sleep that night.
I wondered what was wrong with me.
Nobody else seemed to act or feel the way
I did. Sometimes, so I didn’t have to think
about certain things or how I felt, I’d turn into
Captain Space Out. Then I could time travel
to my Hoffsteader space-out zones. They were
mysteriously located in the past and future, and
only I could go there. I felt better there. Problem
was, once I landed in a space-out zone it was
hard for me to pay attention to what I was doing.

Meditation, My Friend
8
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Hoffsteader worry #11

I didn’t do too well in school either. I didn’t care
anyway. I got frustrated because it was hard for me
to concentrate and pay attention. That made it hard
for me to read and spell. I didn’t tell anybody, even
Betsy, because I just thought I was dumb.
I even stopped wearing my safety helmet when
I rode my turbo-trike. Helmets were for sissies! I
became a show-off too, just so people would
notice me. A lot of times I was in a hurry and for
no real reason.

10

My sissy
he lmet!

Would planet Earth be
turned into an uninhabitable
stink ball, thanks to
uncaring Homo sapiens?

Sometimes I had a hard time sleeping
at night because I could not stop thinking
and worrying. Thoughts jumped around in
my head all the time. No matter how hard I
tried, I could not stop my thoughts. I had sad
thoughts, happy thoughts, scary thoughts,
mad thoughts, funny thoughts, all kinds of
thoughts.

No matter what, my
Hoffsteader head kept racing
with thoughts and worrying!

I stood on my head and there were
thoughts! I covered myself with blankets;
there were more thoughts!
h
et Eart
end plan ll H.
i
r
f
y
M
he
by Mitc
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I jumped up and down trying to stop my thoughts. I even
made a state-of-the-art thought-prevention helmet but it
definitely didn’t help get rid of my thoughts. Especially my
pesty monster thoughts. They scared me sometimes because
they would sneak up on me from out of nowhere. My worst

m
, onster thought was, “Nobody loves me.”

He was the meanest because he always made me feel bad
about myself. He would scare away my buddy thoughts too,
like, “I am lovable and I am smart.” My buddy thoughts were
always on my side! Sometimes when my buddy thoughts got
scared away, it seemed like forever until they came back again
to make me feel better.
One day it became clear to me. It was so obvious. All my

Chapter 2
Oh No! It’s Tenzin!

bazillion thoughts were causing me to have a severe case of Restless
Brain Syndrome!
I knew all about syndromes from watching TV commercials. According to the
commercials there was hope for anyone with those syndromes. They were curable
with “secret pharmacy potions” that caused screwy side effects. Side effects like
googly eyes, webbed feet, an inability to operate kitchen appliances, mange, and
worst of all, foaming at the mouth. That scared me. I couldn’t go to school with a
foamy mouth. I felt awful. This went way beyond a ten on my scale of doom, zero
being no doom at all. Ten was the worst of the worst, E E E ETERNA L L L L doom.
How could I cure it? Oh, what was I to do? I asked Betsy if she knew a cure for
Restless Brain Syndrome. “Restless WHA T Syndrome ?”
“ BRA IN Syndrome,” I shouted. Betsy assured me she did not know of anyone
who had Restless Brain Syndrome. She said she never heard of it. She told
me to take a chill pill and just relax. Relax?! Ah, what did she know?!
I knew I had it and I had it bad!
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Once I realized I was doomed because of having

Restless Brain Syndrome, I decided to skip school and run away.

I felt so bad. What was the point of even going to school? Everyone and
everything was against me. Nobody cared about me.
If Betzilla ever found out I was playing hooky, I’d be busted for sure. She’d
freak out and send me straight to my room, the tyrant! You know what? I
didn’t care. I was a rebel and no one was going to tell me what to do! I felt
like running away, so I did. I snuck off to the park in my neighborhood. I went
to my favorite park bench by the duck pond to sit.
Sneaking off was easy. I had to wait until Betsy was busy yakking on the
phone. That didn’t take long. She never even noticed me leaving. I backwards
walked down the hallway to the front door. Then I backed out of the front
door. Backwards walking was foolproof. If Betsy had caught me leaving she
would have thought I was coming in instead of going out. It’s an old spy trick.
I felt so sad and gloomy sitting on the bench alone, I started to cry.
Things got worse, too. I realized I forgot to bring peanuts with me. I was so
busy trying to sneak out of the house I forgot peanuts. Ah nuts, I wasn’t

14

thinking clear again. I always brought
peanuts with me to the park. I’d feed
them to my pal, Liam the squirrel, and
his friends. Now he would have to
starve because of me. I felt terrible for
letting Liam down.
Ah, but faithful Liam still came by to
say hello. At least “he” liked me. Then
all of a sudden it was like a dam burst.
I started crying so hard I couldn’t stop.
All I could think about was how much
trouble I was going to be in for running
away.
I looked up at a big oak tree near me
and watched the squirrels through my
tears. They reminded me of how my
mind felt. It was jumping from thought

to thought like the squirrels jumping
from branch to branch. Oh my,
I really did have Restless Brain
Syndrome. I wondered if the squirrels
had it too?
Then something happened I didn’t
expect. Through my tears I noticed
someone walking toward me on the
path near my bench. It was some
dude wearing a funny costume and
it wasn’t even Halloween! He didn’t
dress like anyone I knew, that was for
sure. I wondered if he was a space
alien from another galaxy.
I quickly looked away as he got
closer. I pretended I didn’t see him.
Once he passed by, I turned around.
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He was wearing something that kind
of looked like a red bathrobe. He was
all wrapped up in it. This needed some
checking out for sure! For protection I
made myself invisible using my secret
powers.
I sniffled and wiped my tears. I climbed
down off the bench real slow once he was
far enough away.
I didn’t get far. Before I knew it, he
stopped, turned around, and faced me.
My eyes almost popped out of my head.
“Oh no! It’s Tenzin!” What was Tenzin
doing here in the park?! This was double
doom. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t speak. I
froze like a deer in the headlights.
“Hello, Mitchell!” Tenzin is Betsy’s
friend from Tibet. She helps him practice
his English from time to time. Obviously
he had psychic powers too ’cause he
knew I was behind him the whole time.
I put my hands into my pockets. I
started whistling a made-up song so he
wouldn’t suspect anything. I started to
get nervous. Would Tenzin rat me out?
Finally I said, “Why are you dressed
so funny? What’s up with that, Tenzin?”

16

This made him start laughing.
You see, whenever Tenzin came
by our house he dressed normal.
He wore jeans and a button-down
shirt. I’ve never seen him dressed
like this before.
“These are my monk’s robes,
Mitchell; I don’t always wear them
here in the city because they are
very special.”
“Oh yeah, interesting.” MONKS?
Like I even knew what that meant.
I did know Tenzin was a real nice
fellow. He always talked to me and
was friendly when he would visit
our home. A couple of times he
even played Legos with me. Betsy
liked him a lot. She thought he was
real nice and special. But…I sure
didn’t know what this MONKS
thing was. I didn’t know what he
was talking about.
I just figured he was part of some
secret underground organization
controlled by chimps! I needed to
get to the bottom of this.
“Tenzin, what’s a MONKS?”

17

One thing I’ve learned is that when you meditate it’s really important not to expect
special things to happen. Just try your best. It’s not about being perfect. Let your
meditation experience unfold and flow naturally. Just see what happens. JUST BE
with whatever YOU experience.

1. Find a cozy, comfortable sitting position. I sit on my meditation cushion on
the floor except when I meditate in bed at night. Red alert! Don’t lie down when

you meditate. I did. Then I fell asleep and started to snore. It’s cool if you create
a special meditation space in your home where you practice. Mine has peaceful,
happy Hoffsteader vibes from all my meditating and Metta!

2. Start meditating by paying attention to how your body feels as you are
sitting. What are YOU aware of? What do YOU notice? Don’t overthink it. Who

knows? You might sense warmth, heaviness, or what you are sitting on. Maybe
you’ll notice how your clothes feel touching your body. Maybe you won’t notice
anything at all. How does it feel just to be sitting? Remember, whatever you sense
and notice is fine because it’s what’s true and happening for YOU in the moment.
If you want you can take a few “done-on-purpose breaths.” Keeping your mouth
closed, breathe in slowly, sending the breath right down to your toes. Then exhale
slowly through your nose. Doing this before you meditate can help calm and
steady your mind if it is real jumpy.

3. Next, bring your attention to your breathing. Relax

and become aware of your body as you breathe. What
does that feel like? Is your chest moving as you breathe?
Is your belly going in and out? Can you hear your
breathing? Just be mindful of your breathing. Now pay
attention to your nose. How does your nose feel, inside
and out, as you breathe? See if you can notice breath
going in and out of your nose. Try your best to pay
attention to one in breath, and then one out breath.

Don’t force your breathing; let your breath flow naturally.
Just be mindful of what it’s doing. JUST BE with your breathing. (Imagine you
saw a butterfly resting on a flower. You think, “Ahhh, a butterfly.” Now see if
64

you can use the same amount of enthusiasm, curiosity, and attention you have
with the butterfly on your breath. Nice and easy, but with enthusiasm. Ahhhh,
breath.) JUST BE mindful of your breath. Try not to get discouraged when your
mind wanders. Patiently and calmly bring your attention back to your breathing.
Just begin over and over, with patience toward yourself. “I, Mitchie, can say

for sure that I have to start over and over again a l ot, but I don’t mind.
I know it’s okay. I just keep practicing and trying.” Before you’re done

meditating and you open your eyes, see if you can notice stillness and quietness
inside yourself.

4. You know what? You can meditate as long as you like. Give yourself

comfortable goals that you know you can handle when you meditate. You can
meditate for a minute, five or ten minutes, or even more. You decide. Practicing
meditation every day is the key. The more you practice, the better you’ll get the
hang of it. You’ll see. Oh yeah, if you ever have to shift your position while you
are meditating like I do sometimes, remember, do it mindfully.

5. One thing I’ve noticed is that some days it seems easier than others to
meditate. Sometimes everything goes okay. My concentration is good. It is easy

to be mindful of my breath. Other days I can hardly sit still to meditate. It’s like
Peepo and Jingles are crawling around in my
pants! I don’t feel like meditating at all. But I still
try my best. I still meditate. Then that changes.
.
e
Because, as you know, everything changes. Even
tb ”
s
u
how a meditation sit goes.
“J

Don’t grade yourself as a meditator or your
meditation sits. Don’t think bad or good. What’s
important is how you treat yourself and relate to
the thoughts you have as you meditate. Be kind
to yourself.

Be your own BFF. AND,
remember,
have fun meditating!
65

Trust your
and feelings about who to send Metta to and what to say. You can
send it to friends, family, neighbors, all animals, anything, or anyone. Don’t forget, it’s
important to send Metta to yourself!
Doing Metta after breath meditation is a good idea. It is best to do when you are calm
and not in a hurry.

1. Imagine you are holding someone or something you really care
about in your lap, like a baby or a pet or any animal. You can imagine
an animal you love even if you don’t have pets. I like to pretend I am holding Liam
in my lap. Next, tap into the good feelings you have for whomever you are holding
there. See if you can let the feelings of love and happiness you have for them fill up
your entire body. Let the Metta vibes float into your toes, legs, fingers, arms, belly,
and head. Let the Metta vibes radiate and sparkle throughout your body. For fun,
try imagining a golden, white, or pink light radiating throughout your entire body.
Any color you like. Keep sending the good feelings, vibrations, and colors of love
to whomever is sitting in your lap. Think and send thoughts like this to them:

Liam

Liam

Liam

Be loved, __________. Be peaceful, _________. Be happy, _________.

2. Next, try imagining your sister, brother, or your mom or dad, or
a relative or friend, or anyone you like sitting in front of you. Let
the feelings, vibrations, and colors of love and happiness grow in your heart and
fill up your body again. Send it out to whomever you imagine is sitting in front of
you. Trust yourself on what to say. Use thoughts that work best for you!
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You can also try using the thoughts below as you send the Metta.
I wish for ______________to be peaceful. I wish for ______________to be loved.
I wish for ______________to be happy.

3. Now that you have the hang of it, try sending Metta to yourself.
Remember this is really important! Connect with the feelings, vibrations, and
colors of love and joy in your heart. Let them radiate, sparkle, and go everywhere
throughout your entire body. Imagine yourself surrounded by these sparkly
vibrations. Let these vibrations of Metta beam right out of you. While you send
yourself Metta, try saying
this silently:
I peaceful.
May_____be
I loved.
May_____be

I happy.
May_____be
I
May_____share
my peace,
happiness, and love with
everyone everywhere.

Other things I like to say: May
I help others. May I be grateful.
May I be a good friend to
myself and others. May I be
a good student. May I be kind
and caring.
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Have an official meditation sleepover.

Try these…

• Invite meditation buddies over and put on cool pj’s.

• Keep a meditation journal. Write your feelings, thoughts, and
experiences down about meditation. How does it make you feel?
How does your body feel? What differences do you notice from
meditating? Write about change taking place. Draw change you
see happening and meditation pictures.

• Have lots of good snacks to eat. But not sugary ones
or nobody will be able to sit still and meditate! For fun,
try eating one special snack in silence, but mindfully.
• Build a secret meditation hut. Use four chairs and cover
them over with blankets. You can use flashlights inside.
• On a piece of paper, have each person write
someone’s name they would like to have Metta
said for. Put the names in a bowl. Have each
M editation
meditator select one and say the name out loud to the
others. These names can be included when everybody does Metta.

Draw a
picture of
yourse lf
meditating.

• Take the Hoffsteader mindfulness challenge. IF YOU DARE!
Every morning before you get out of bed, see if you can notice
one breath going in and out! Then get up.

hut

• Meditate and do Metta in the meditation hut,
before watching a really funny movie.
• Mindfully tidy up any mess left over
from the meditation sleepover.

Meditation Campout
• Invite meditation buddies over and pitch a tent outdoors
(or make one).
• Before it gets dark, practice silent walking meditation.
When it gets darker out, try doing it with a flashlight, but slowly.
• Practice listening meditation in your tent after dark. Sit silently and become
aware of any sounds that you hear. Don’t like or dislike them, just listen.
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• Wash your hands, sit quietly, and observe them air-drying. This is fun to do
with other meditators.
• Practice walking meditation. Here’s how! Pay attention to your feet as you walk.
Notice how they feel. Be mindful of your entire body as you walk. Try walking
with shoes on and off.
Try walking on different surfaces, like carpet or grass. Walk at different paces
mindfully. Try backwards wal king mind fully. Notice your breath as you walk.
Be mindful of your overall walking experience.
• Choose a food that you really don’t like much, but one you’re
re not totally
grossed out by and that you’re willing to eat. (For me it’s definitely peas!
Double yuck!!) In silence, really look at the food, smell it, and then
slowly chew and eat the food. Really taste it. Do this mindfully
without judging it. Do you feel the same way toward the food?
• Practice brushing your
teeth mindfully using
your flashlight awareness.
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