Returning to Wonder
Today we are talking about returning to wonder.
Not childish.
Childlike.
There is a difference.
Childish wants the world to go its way. Childlike can still stop and stare at a firefly like it just showed up from another universe.
And somewhere along the way, most of us got very good at being adults.
We learned how to pay bills.
Watch the news.
Check the oil.
Worry about the economy.
Keep the calendar straight.
Answer messages.
Think ahead.
Prepare for what might go wrong.
And honestly, all of that matters.
We do have responsibilities. We cannot just float through life pretending the roof does not leak, the car does not need tires, or the grocery bill has not lost its mind.
But here is the question.
When was the last time you really wondered about something important?
Not, “How long is the economy going to last?”
Not, “How are we going to pay for all this?”
Not, “How many miles until the next oil change?”
But really important.
Why do stars still make us look up?
Why does fresh bread make a house feel like home?
Why do old trees feel like they know something?
Why can a child spend ten minutes watching an ant cross the sidewalk, while most adults step right over it and never even see it?
Wonder does not mean we ignore real life.
Wonder means we remember real life is bigger than our problems.
There are still stars overhead.
There are still fireflies in the grass.
There are still trees older than our worries.
There is still morning light, rain on the roof, fresh bread, garden tomatoes, and the moon showing up like an old friend.
So today, we are going to set down the heavy adult clipboard for a little while.
Not throw it away.
Just set it down.
For these next few minutes, we are not trying to solve everything.
We are making room to notice again.
To soften the eyes.
To open the heart a little.
To return to that quiet place inside that can still say,
“Isn’t that something?”
Not childish.
Childlike.
Open-eyed.
Open-hearted.
Still capable of awe.

20 Minute Guided Meditation
Returning to Wonder
Let’s begin by getting comfortable.
Settle into the chair.
Or the cushion.
Or wherever you are.
No need to make a big production of it.
Just arrive.
Let your feet find the floor.
Let your hands rest easy.
Let your shoulders drop a little.
Not forced.
Just a small letting go.
Like setting down a bag you forgot you were carrying.
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Again.
Slow breath in.
And let it out.
One more.
Breathing in.
Breathing out.
And for a moment, let yourself do nothing.
Nothing to fix.
Nothing to prove.
Nothing to explain.
Just sitting here.
Breathing.
Alive.
And that is enough for now.
[pause]
You may notice the mind is already busy.
That is normal.
The mind brings us papers to sign.
Bills to pay.
Things to remember.
People to worry about.
Things we should have said.
Things we wish we had not said.
The mind can be like a desk covered in sticky notes.
That is okay.
We are not mad at the mind.
We are just not letting it run the whole meeting today.
So when a thought comes up, just notice it.
There is a thought.
There is a worry.
There is a plan.
There is that same old story again.
And then gently come back.
Back to the breath.
Back to the body.
Back to this moment.
[pause]
Let your breathing be simple.
You do not have to breathe perfectly.
You do not have to count.
You do not have to impress anyone.
Just breathe like a human being.
In.
Out.
In.
Out.
The body knows how to do this.
It has been doing it all along.
Even when you were busy.
Even when you forgot.
Even when life got loud.
The breath stayed with you.
Quiet.
Patient.
Faithful.
[pause]
Now soften your face.
Let the forehead loosen.
Let the space around the eyes relax.
Let the jaw unclench.
If the teeth are touching, let there be a little space.
Let the tongue rest.
Let the throat soften.
Let the chest be easy.
Let the belly be easy.
Nothing to hold in.
Nothing to brace against right now.
Let the hands soften.
Let the legs soften.
Let the whole body receive this simple message:
You are safe enough in this moment to rest.
[pause]
Now bring to mind the word wonder.
Wonder.
Not confusion.
Not worry.
Not having all the answers.
Wonder.
That feeling of looking at something ordinary and suddenly realizing it is not ordinary at all.
A star.
A leaf.
A child laughing.
A candle flame.
A loaf of bread rising in the oven.
A firefly blinking in the dark.
An old tree standing through storms and seasons.
Wonder.
[pause]
Somewhere inside each of us, there is still a childlike place.
Not childish.
Childlike.
A place that remembers how to look.
A place that remembers how to ask why.
A place that does not need everything to be useful.
A place that can enjoy something simply because it is beautiful.
Or strange.
Or quiet.
Or alive.
You do not have to go find this place.
It is still there.
Maybe covered over by schedules.
Maybe buried under years of responsibility.
Maybe pushed aside by grief, duty, bills, news, and noise.
But it is still there.
That part of you that can still look up at the night sky and go quiet.
That part of you that can still hear rain and feel comfort.
That part of you that can still smell fresh bread and remember home.
That part of you is still here.
[pause]
Now gently think back to a time when wonder came easily.
Maybe when you were a child.
Maybe watching lightning bugs in the yard.
Maybe looking at clouds and seeing shapes.
Maybe staring into a campfire.
Maybe walking in the woods.
Maybe seeing the ocean for the first time.
Maybe smelling something good cooking in the kitchen.
Maybe lying on your back and looking up at the stars.
You did not have to explain it.
You did not have to take a picture.
You did not have to turn it into a lesson.
You just felt it.
You were there.
The world was big.
And for a moment, you were not trying to control it.
You were just part of it.
[pause]
Let that memory come if it wants to.
And if no clear memory comes, that is fine too.
Just let the feeling be enough.
That open-eyed feeling.
That quiet little pause inside.
That sense of,
“Isn’t that something?”
[pause]
Now imagine it is evening.
The day is cooling down.
The work of the day is mostly done.
The air has that soft summer feeling.
You step outside.
Maybe onto a porch.
Maybe into a yard.
Maybe onto a path near the woods.
The sky is getting darker.
The first stars begin to show.
One here.
One there.
Then more.
You do not have to name them.
You do not have to know the constellations.
You do not have to make the sky into homework.
Just look.
Just receive it.
The same sky our ancestors saw.
The same stars that made people tell stories.
Sail ships.
Plant crops.
Pray.
Dream.
Feel small in a good way.
Feel held by something larger.
[pause]
Let yourself look up.
In your mind, see that wide sky.
The stars scattered like small fires.
The darkness not empty, but deep.
Full.
Mysterious.
And quietly say to yourself:
I do not have to understand everything to be touched by it.
[pause]
Again:
I do not have to understand everything to be touched by it.
[pause]
There is so much we do not know.
And that is not failure.
That is invitation.
The adult mind wants answers.
The childlike heart still loves the question.
Why are we here?
What is this life asking of me?
What is love trying to teach me?
What have I been too busy to notice?
What beauty has been standing nearby, waiting for me to look?
[pause]
Now imagine the grass around you.
The air grows darker.
And then you see it.
A little blink.
A firefly.
Then another.
Then another.
Tiny lights appearing and disappearing.
No announcement.
No performance.
Just little sparks in the grass.
Here.
Gone.
Here again.
A whole field quietly blinking with wonder.
[pause]
And maybe, for a moment, you let yourself be amazed by one small light.
Not because it solves anything.
Not because it pays a bill.
Not because it fixes the world.
But because it is beautiful.
Because it is alive.
Because it reminds you that small lights still matter.
[pause]
Say quietly inside:
Small lights still count.
[pause]
Again:
Small lights still count.
[pause]
Maybe that is true in your own life too.
A kind word.
A cup of coffee handed to someone.
A hand on a shoulder.
A meal cooked.
A door held open.
A moment of patience when you almost lost it.
A small prayer.
A small kindness.
A small light.
We sometimes wait for the big miracle.
But wonder often returns through the little ones.
[pause]
Now let the scene shift.
You are standing near an old tree.
A big one.
Deep roots.
Wide branches.
Bark rough with years.
This tree has seen weather.
Hot days.
Hard freezes.
Thunderstorms.
Dry spells.
Birds nesting.
Children running past.
People coming and going.
And still, it stands.
Not rushed.
Not trying to explain itself.
Just rooted.
Alive.
Present.
[pause]
Imagine placing one hand on the bark.
Feel the roughness.
Feel the age of it.
Feel how steady it is.
This tree does not need your approval.
It does not need applause.
It does not need to trend.
It just grows.
Slowly.
Honestly.
Season by season.
[pause]
Maybe this old tree has something to teach us.
Maybe it says:
Grow slower.
Root deeper.
Stop trying to bloom in every season.
[pause]
Let that land.
Grow slower.
Root deeper.
Stop trying to bloom in every season.
[pause]
There are seasons for fruit.
Seasons for flowers.
Seasons for leaves.
And seasons for standing quietly, gathering strength where no one can see.
Wonder helps us remember that nature is not in a hurry.
And we are nature too.
We forget that sometimes.
We talk about nature like it is somewhere else.
But this body is nature.
This breath is nature.
These bones.
This heartbeat.
These hands.
This need for rest.
This longing for light.
This ache for connection.
All nature.
[pause]
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Feel yourself as part of the living world.
Not separate from it.
Not above it.
Part of it.
[pause]
Now bring your attention to the heart area.
No need to force emotion.
Just notice the space in the chest.
Maybe it feels open.
Maybe tight.
Maybe tired.
Maybe quiet.
However it feels, let it be included.
Wonder does not require us to feel happy.
Wonder can sit with sadness.
Wonder can sit with grief.
Wonder can sit with worry.
Wonder can sit beside us and say:
Yes, life is hard.
And also, look at the stars.
Yes, your heart has been tired.
And also, listen to the rain.
Yes, there are things you cannot fix today.
And also, smell the bread.
Wonder does not erase pain.
It gives pain a larger room to sit in.
[pause]
You do not have to push anything away.
You do not have to pretend.
You can be tired and still touched by beauty.
You can be worried and still notice the moon.
You can be grieving and still hear the birds.
You can be responsible and still be childlike.
[pause]
Now imagine a simple kitchen.
Warm light.
Maybe morning.
Maybe late afternoon.
And somewhere nearby, fresh bread.
Maybe it is in the oven.
Maybe it is cooling on the counter.
That smell fills the room.
Warm.
Simple.
Human.
There is something about fresh bread.
It does not argue.
It does not lecture.
It just says home.
It says someone took time.
Someone mixed flour and water.
Someone waited.
Someone trusted the rising.
[pause]
That is wonder too.
The wonder of ordinary things.
The wonder of hands making something.
The wonder of patience.
The wonder of warmth.
The wonder of enough.
[pause]
Say quietly inside:
There is wonder in ordinary things.
[pause]
Again:
There is wonder in ordinary things.
[pause]
Not everything sacred arrives with thunder.
Sometimes it arrives as bread.
As a tomato from the garden.
As a grandchild’s question.
As a handwritten note.
As the smell of wood smoke.
As morning coffee.
As the first cool breeze after a hot day.
As a moon you almost forgot to look for.
[pause]
Now bring to mind someone you love.
Someone close to you.
Maybe someone easy to love.
Maybe someone complicated.
Maybe someone you miss.
Maybe someone sitting right in your life, but you have gotten used to seeing them the same old way.
And for a moment, let wonder return there too.
This person is not just a role.
Not just a spouse.
Not just a child.
Not just a parent.
Not just a friend.
Not just the person who forgot to call, left the dishes, said the wrong thing, or carries the same old habits.
This person is a whole life.
A whole story.
With fears you may not see.
Dreams they may not say out loud.
Pain they may carry quietly.
Beauty you may have stopped noticing.
[pause]
Look at them, in your mind, as if you have not completely figured them out.
Because you have not.
None of us has fully figured anyone out.
There is still mystery there.
Still history.
Still hurt.
Still hope.
Still something sacred.
[pause]
And now, if it feels right, bring that same wonder toward yourself.
You are not just your worries.
Not just your age.
Not just your mistakes.
Not just your job, or your old job, or your duties, or your unfinished list.
You are a whole life too.
A whole story.
You have survived things.
You have carried things.
You have loved.
You have lost.
You have kept going.
And there is still wonder in you.
[pause]
Ask gently:
What part of me got too busy to wonder?
[pause]
What part of me learned to survive, but forgot how to be amazed?
[pause]
No blame.
No shame.
Just asking.
Just listening.
[pause]
Now ask:
What have I been walking past that deserves a second look?
[pause]
A person?
A tree?
The sky?
My own life?
[pause]
Again, no guilt.
No lecture.
Just a second look.
Because sometimes wonder does not require a miracle.
Sometimes it only requires us to stop walking past the one already there.
[pause]
Return now to the breath.
Simple breath.
In.
Out.
Feel the body sitting here.
Feel the feet.
Feel the hands.
Feel the face.
Feel the chest.
Feel the belly.
Feel the whole body breathing.
[pause]
Maybe place one hand over the heart, if that feels right.
Or simply imagine warmth there.
A small light.
Like a firefly.
Not huge.
Not dramatic.
Just enough.
A small light in the chest.
This light is your ability to wonder.
Your ability to notice.
Your ability to care.
Your ability to be moved by life.
Maybe it has been dim for a while.
That is okay.
Small lights still count.
[pause]
With each breath, imagine this small light becoming steady.
Not bigger.
Not brighter.
Just steady.
Breathing in, the light is here.
Breathing out, I make room.
Breathing in, the light is here.
Breathing out, I make room.
[pause]
Say quietly inside:
I can return to wonder.
[pause]
Again:
I can return to wonder.
[pause]
I can return by looking up.
I can return by slowing down.
I can return by touching a tree.
I can return by watching a firefly.
I can return by smelling bread.
I can return by listening to rain.
I can return by asking better questions.
I can return by remembering that life is more than my problems.
[pause]
Now imagine yourself in the days ahead.
Not floating above life.
Not escaping responsibility.
Just moving through ordinary life with a little more attention.
Maybe you are washing dishes.
And instead of rushing through it, you feel the warm water.
Maybe you are walking to the mailbox.
And you look at the sky.
Maybe you are driving.
And you notice the trees along the road.
Maybe you are making coffee.
And for one breath, you smell it before you drink it.
Maybe you hear someone laugh.
And instead of missing it, you let it touch you.
Maybe you see someone you love.
And instead of assuming you already know everything about them, you take a second look.
Small moments.
Small lights.
Wonder returning quietly.
[pause]
This is not another job to do.
Not another self-improvement project.
Not another thing to get right.
It is simpler than that.
Wonder is an invitation.
It says:
Come back.
Look again.
The world is still here.
You are still here.
There is more going on than worry.
[pause]
So here is the simple practice for this week.
Once a day, pause at something ordinary and say:
Isn’t that something?
Not loud.
Not dramatic.
Just enough to wake up the part of you that still knows how to wonder.
A tree.
A meal.
A bird.
A child’s question.
The moon.
The smell of coffee.
The face of someone you love.
Your own breath.
Pause.
Look.
And say:
Isn’t that something?
[pause]
Take a slow breath in.
And let it out.
Again.
Breathing in.
Breathing out.
One more.
Breathing in.
Breathing out.
[pause]
Now feel the room around you.
The air on your skin.
The support beneath you.
The sounds nearby.
Let your body become a little more awake.
Wiggle the fingers.
Move the feet.
Maybe roll the shoulders gently.
No rush.
Bring yourself back kindly.
[pause]
And as we close, remember this:
You do not have to become childish to return to wonder.
You only have to become willing to look again.
To look at the stars.
The fireflies.
The old trees.
The bread.
The faces you love.
The morning light.
The moon in the window.
The small ordinary miracles that never really left.
They were just waiting for you to notice.
So sometime this week, pause for one small moment and say:
Isn’t that something?
Not as a throwaway line.
As a practice.
As a prayer.
As a way back.
Isn’t that something?
Childlike.
Open-eyed.
Open-hearted.
Still capable of awe.
And when you are ready, gently open your eyes.
Fact: This version adds a personal memory moment, wonder toward people, and a simple daily practice.
Opinion: The two sticky lines are “Small lights still count” and “Isn’t that something?” They give people something easy to carry home.

Thank you for your contribution.
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