Light Still Gets Through
A Meditation on Morning Sunlight Through the Trees
2–3 Minute Intro
You ever walk outside in the morning, maybe with coffee in your hand, and the sun is coming through the trees just right?
Not full daylight yet. Not the hot, bossy sun of the afternoon. Just that soft morning light slipping through the leaves and branches. Little patches of gold on the grass. A bit of light on the porch. A shadow moving across the path. Maybe a beam landing right on your shoe, like the morning picked you out of the crowd.
There is a Japanese word for that: komorebi.
It means sunlight filtering through the trees.
And I love that there is a word for it, because most of us have seen it, but we may not have stopped long enough to let it mean something.
Morning sunlight through trees is not perfect light. It is broken up by branches, leaves, trunks, shadows, and wind. And somehow, that makes it more beautiful. Plain sunlight is nice. But sunlight through trees? That has a little magic to it.
Maybe we are like that too.
Maybe the light that reaches us through the tired places, the worn places, the not-quite-healed places, is still light.
A lot of us wait for everything to be right before we let ourselves feel peaceful. We wait until the house is settled, the family is settled, the body feels better, the bills are caught up, the world calms down, and everyone finally acts right for ten full minutes in a row.
Good luck with that.
Life is rarely wide open sky. Most of the time, life is trees and branches. A little shade. A little light. A few tangled places. A few old storms still showing in the bark.
But here is the thought for today:
Light still gets through.
Not because everything is perfect.
Not because we finally have it all figured out.
But because light is persistent. It finds the openings. It slips through small spaces. It lands where it can.
So today, we are going to sit with that image: morning sunlight through the trees.
Soft light.
Moving shadow.
A quiet path.
A new beginning.
No pressure. No performance. No need to become some glowing monk sitting on a mountaintop.
Just breathe.
Let the shoulders drop.
Let the day wait a little.
And remember:
Light still gets through.
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Go ahead and settle in.
Find a position that feels comfortable enough.
Not perfect.
Just comfortable enough.
Let your feet rest on the floor if you are sitting.
Let your hands rest in your lap, or on your legs, or wherever they can stop working for a little while.
Let your shoulders soften.
Let your jaw loosen.
Let your face stop trying so hard.
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Again, breathe in.
And let it go.
One more time.
A slow breath in.
And a longer breath out.
Pause.
Let yourself arrive.
You do not have to clear your mind.
You do not have to become peaceful on command.
That never works anyway.
Just notice that you are here.
Sitting.
Breathing.
Taking a few minutes for yourself.
That is enough.
Pause.
Notice your body.
Maybe there is tension in the shoulders.
Maybe the back is talking a little.
Maybe the legs are restless.
Maybe the mind is already making a grocery list, planning dinner, solving family drama, reviewing old conversations, or wondering how long twenty minutes really is.
That is okay.
That is just the mind being the mind.
No need to fight it.
No need to chase it.
Just breathe.
Pause.
Take another slow breath in.
And as you breathe out, imagine putting something down.
Not everything.
Just one thing.
One small thing you do not need to carry for the next few minutes.
A worry.
A deadline.
A conversation.
A heaviness.
Let it rest beside you.
You can pick it back up later if you must.
But for now, let it sit.
Pause.
Now imagine yourself standing at the edge of a quiet morning woods.
It is early.
The day has not gotten loud yet.
The air is cool.
Fresh.
Maybe a little damp.
You can almost smell the earth.
Damp leaves.
Tree bark.
Morning grass.
Maybe somewhere nearby, birds are already fussing in the branches, getting on with bird business.
The world is awake, but not rushed.
Pause.
You are standing on a simple path.
Not a dramatic path.
Not some grand trail with a sign that says “Spiritual Transformation This Way.”
Just an ordinary path through the trees.
A place made for walking slowly.
A place that does not care how fast you go.
A place that does not need anything from you.
Pause.
And then you notice the light.
Morning sunlight filtering through the trees.
Komorebi.
Soft gold slipping through the leaves.
A patch of light here.
A little shadow there.
The light moves as the branches move.
The shadows move as the wind passes through.
Nothing is still, and yet somehow everything feels calm.
Pause.
Begin walking slowly along that path.
One easy step.
Then another.
Feel the ground beneath you.
Steady.
Quiet.
Holding you without asking for a reason.
The forest does not ask what you accomplished yesterday.
The trees do not ask if your life is organized.
The morning does not ask if you deserve a fresh start.
It simply offers one.
Pause.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Walking slowly.
Breathing gently.
No rush.
No destination.
Just the path.
Just the trees.
Just the light.
Pause.
Look down at the path in front of you.
Notice how the sunlight lands in pieces.
It is not one solid sheet of brightness.
It is scattered.
Broken up by branches and leaves.
Interrupted by shadows.
And still, it is beautiful.
Maybe more beautiful because of that.
Pause.
Let that thought settle in.
Broken light is still light.
Scattered light is still light.
Light that had to travel through branches is still light.
Pause.
Maybe there are places in you like that.
Places where the light does not come in easily.
Places shaded by old stories.
Old hurts.
Stress.
Loss.
Worry.
The ache of family.
The weight of responsibility.
The tiredness of being strong for too long.
You do not have to fix those places right now.
You do not have to explain them.
You do not have to drag them out into the open and make them behave.
Just notice them gently.
And remember:
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Continue walking.
The morning light touches everything it can.
A leaf.
A stone.
A fallen branch.
A patch of moss.
The side of an old tree trunk.
Nothing has to be impressive first.
Nothing has to be clean or perfect.
The light touches what is there.
Without judgment.
Without a lecture.
Without saying, “You really should have handled that better.”
It simply touches.
Pause.
Now imagine one soft patch of sunlight on the path ahead of you.
Walk toward it slowly.
When you reach it, stop.
Stand there.
Let that gentle morning light rest on your feet.
Your legs.
Your hands.
Your shoulders.
Your face.
Let it reach you without effort.
You do not have to earn it.
You do not have to perform for it.
You do not have to become better before you receive it.
Just stand there and let it be.
Pause.
Take a slow breath in.
Imagine breathing in that soft morning light.
Not bright.
Not sharp.
Not overwhelming.
Just warm enough to notice.
Breathe in light.
Breathe out heaviness.
Breathe in quiet.
Breathe out hurry.
Breathe in morning.
Breathe out yesterday.
Pause.
Again.
Breathe in light.
Breathe out what you are ready to loosen.
No force.
No drama.
Just a little less holding.
Pause.
Now notice the shadows around you.
The branches above you create patterns on the ground.
Light.
Shadow.
Light.
Shadow.
And this is important.
The shadows do not ruin the path.
They are part of it.
They give shape to the light.
They help you notice the brightness.
A life with shadow is not a failed life.
A heart with sorrow is not a broken heart.
A person with worry is not doing life wrong.
We are human.
We carry things.
We get tired.
We love people we cannot control.
We miss people.
We worry.
We hope.
We mess up.
We begin again.
Light and shadow.
Both are here.
Pause.
Maybe peace is not about removing every shadow.
Maybe peace is learning to notice the light that is still present.
Maybe peace begins when we stop saying, “I’ll be okay when everything is fixed,” and start saying, “Even here, some light still reaches me.”
Pause.
Say quietly inside yourself:
Light still gets through.
Again.
Light still gets through.
One more time.
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Now begin walking again.
Slowly.
The path bends a little.
You do not see the whole way ahead.
Only the next few steps.
And that is usually how life works.
We want the whole map.
The guarantee.
The answer.
The five-year plan written in permanent ink.
But most of the time, we get the next step.
And then the next.
And then the next.
The light does not show the whole forest at once.
It shows enough.
Pause.
Breathe in.
Enough for this step.
Breathe out.
Enough for this breath.
Breathe in.
Enough for this moment.
Breathe out.
Pause.
As you walk, notice the ordinary beauty around you.
A bird moving from one branch to another.
A leaf turning slowly in the air.
The smell of damp earth.
A little steam rising from your imaginary cup of coffee.
The way morning feels before the day starts asking for things.
No headlines.
No arguments.
No noise.
Just the quiet intelligence of the woods.
Pause.
The forest is busy, but it is not frantic.
The roots are working.
The leaves are breathing.
The birds are calling.
The soil is alive.
The light is moving.
Everything is happening.
But nothing seems panicked.
Pause.
Let your body learn from that.
You can be alive without being frantic.
You can care without carrying everything.
You can love without controlling.
You can be present without fixing every broken thing.
Pause.
Take another breath in.
And let it out slowly.
Let the face soften.
Let the belly relax.
Let the hands open a little.
Pause.
Now imagine your own inner life as a forest.
Some places are bright.
Some places are shaded.
Some places are open and easy.
Some places are tangled and hard to walk through.
Some places are still growing back after a storm.
And through it all, morning light begins to enter.
Not everywhere at once.
Just here and there.
A little light through patience.
A little light through humor.
A little light through forgiveness.
A little light through rest.
A little light through one good conversation.
A little light through a walk outside.
A little light through prayer.
A little light through silence.
A little light through remembering who you are.
Pause.
You do not have to clear the whole forest.
You do not have to chop down every tree to find the sun.
Sometimes the healing comes through small openings.
One breath.
One kind word.
One quiet morning.
One honest tear.
One hand over the heart.
One moment where you stop fighting yourself.
Pause.
Let the light come through the openings it can find.
And remember:
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Bring your attention back to the breath.
The breath comes in.
The breath goes out.
Like sunlight moving through leaves.
Arriving.
Leaving.
Returning.
Again and again.
You do not have to manage it.
You do not have to perfect it.
The breath knows the way.
Pause.
If your mind wanders, that is fine.
Minds wander.
That is not failure.
That is just weather moving through.
When you notice you have drifted, gently come back.
Back to the path.
Back to the trees.
Back to the morning light.
Back to the breath.
That returning is the practice.
Not staying perfectly focused.
Returning.
Again and again.
Pause.
Now imagine the path opening into a small clearing.
Not a huge clearing.
Just enough space for more sunlight to reach the ground.
There is a place for you to sit.
Maybe an old log.
Maybe a smooth stone.
Maybe soft grass warmed by the early sun.
Sit there for a while.
Let the forest be around you.
Let the morning light be above you.
Let the earth be beneath you.
Let your breath be inside you.
Nothing else is required.
Pause.
Feel the light on your face.
Feel your body resting.
Feel the quiet doing its quiet work.
No need to understand it.
No need to make it profound.
Some things help us simply because we let them.
Pause.
Now bring to mind one place in your life that could use a little light.
Not a huge answer.
Not a perfect solution.
Just a little light.
Maybe it is a relationship.
Maybe it is your health.
Maybe it is grief.
Maybe it is patience.
Maybe it is your sense of purpose.
Maybe it is a decision.
Maybe it is a tired place in your spirit.
Maybe it is the place where you keep saying, “I should be past this by now.”
Let that place come forward gently.
Do not force it.
Do not dig around with a shovel.
Just let it be known.
Pause.
Now imagine one soft beam of morning light reaching that place.
Not fixing it.
Not judging it.
Not saying, “Hurry up and heal.”
Just touching it.
Warming it.
Acknowledging it.
Like the sun touching a quiet patch of ground beneath the trees.
Pause.
And maybe you say to that place inside you:
I see you.
You are allowed to be here.
You do not have to be finished yet.
You do not have to be perfect.
Light can be here too.
Pause.
Breathe in.
Let the light soften that place.
Breathe out.
Let the holding loosen a little.
Again.
Breathe in.
Let light reach you.
Breathe out.
Let your body rest.
Pause.
Now silently offer yourself these words:
May I notice the light that is already here.
May I stop walking past small miracles.
May I let peace find me in ordinary ways.
May I remember that broken light is still beautiful.
Pause.
Again, quietly:
May I notice the light that is already here.
May I let peace find me in ordinary ways.
May I remember:
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Now bring to mind someone you care about.
Someone who may be walking through their own woods.
Their own shadows.
Their own tangled path.
You do not have to fix them.
You do not have to carry their whole life.
You do not have to agree with every choice.
You do not have to become responsible for their healing.
Just picture them standing somewhere under the trees.
And imagine morning light reaching them too.
Softly.
Gently.
Through whatever branches are above them.
Pause.
Offer them these words:
May you notice the light that is already here.
May peace find you in simple ways.
May you remember you are not only your shadows.
May light reach you where it can.
Pause.
Now widen that light a little more.
Imagine morning sunlight moving through your home.
Through your yard.
Through your neighborhood.
Through your town.
Through every person beginning the day with a heavy mind.
Through every person who looks fine, but is carrying something private.
Through every person who needs a quiet beginning.
Through every person who has forgotten that beauty can still show up.
Pause.
Morning light through the trees.
Touching what it can.
Not asking who deserves it.
Not waiting for perfection.
Just arriving.
Pause.
Let yourself rest in that image.
Komorebi.
Sunlight through leaves.
Light and shadow together.
Beauty broken into pieces and somehow made more beautiful.
Pause.
For a few breaths, there is nothing else to do.
Just breathe.
Just sit.
Just receive.
Pause.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Breathe in.
Breathe out.
Light still gets through.
Pause.
Now begin to notice your body again.
Feel where you are sitting.
Feel your feet.
Feel your hands.
Feel the breath moving in and out.
Notice the room around you.
The sounds.
The air.
The simple fact that you are here.
Pause.
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Again, breathe in.
And let it go.
One more breath.
In.
And out.
Pause.
Gently move your fingers.
Maybe roll your shoulders.
Maybe let your head tilt slightly one way, then the other.
No rush.
No sudden return.
Bring a little of that morning light back with you.
Not as a big promise.
Not as a grand transformation.
Just as a small reminder you can carry into the week.
Sometime this week, you may see sunlight coming through trees.
Maybe through your windshield.
Maybe on the grass.
Maybe across the porch.
Maybe on a walking path.
Maybe through the kitchen window.
And when you see it, pause for half a second.
Let it remind you:
The world does not have to be perfect for beauty to show up.
Your life does not have to be fully fixed for peace to find you.
You do not need a wide-open sky.
A small opening is enough.
Because light still gets through.
Closing Thought
Komorebi reminds us that light can be scattered and still be beautiful.
This week, do not wait for the whole sky to clear.
Look for the small openings.
That may be where the light gets in.
And when life feels tangled, tired, or shaded, remember the morning trees.
Remember the soft gold on the path.
Remember this:
Light still gets through.
Facts: This keeps the intro around 2–3 minutes and the meditation paced for about 20 minutes with pauses.
Opinion: The strongest sticky line is now clear enough for people to remember later: Light still gets through.

Thank you for your contribution.

[image: A logo of a paypal

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
[image: A qr code on a white background

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]
image1.png
. PayPal




image2.png
Send Money with Zelle®

Scan in your banking app to pay

Paul Alberti





