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Starting here, what do you want to remember?  

How sunlight creeps along a shining floor?  

What scent of old wood hovers, what softened  

sound from outside fills the air? 

 

Will you ever bring a better gift for the world 

than the breathing respect that you carry 

wherever you go right now? Are you waiting 

for time to show you some better thoughts? 

 

When you turn around, starting here, lift this  

new glimpse that you found; carry into evening  

all that you want from this day. This interval you spent  

reading or hearing this, keep it for life - 

 

What can anyone give you greater than now,  

starting here, right in this room, when you turn around? 

~ William Stafford 

 



 

Easter Morning in Wales 

A garden inside me, unknown, secret, 

neglected for years 

the layers of its soil deep and thick. 

Trees in the corners with branching arms 

and the tangled briars like broken nets. 

 

Sunrise through the misted orchard, 

morning sun turns silver on pointed twigs. 

I have woken from the sleep of ages and I’m not sure 

if I’m really seeing, or dreaming, 

or simply astonished 

walking toward sunrise 

to have stumbled into the garden 

where the stone was rolled from the tomb of longing. 

~David Whyte 

 

A poet is someone who can pour light into a cup, 

then raise it to nourish your beautiful, parched, holy mouth. 

~Hafiz 



 
The Guest House 

This being human is a guest house.  

Every morning a new arrival.  

A joy, a depression, a meanness,  

some momentary awareness comes  

as an unexpected visitor.  

 

Welcome and entertain them all!  

Even if they're a crowd of sorrows,  

who violently sweep your house  

empty of its furniture,  

still, treat each guest honorably.  

He may be clearing you out  

for some new delight.  

 

The dark thought, the shame, the malice,  

meet them at the door laughing,  

and invite them in.  

 

Be grateful for whoever comes,  

because each has been sent  

as a guide from beyond. 

~Rumi 

 



 

 
The breezes at dawn have secrets to tell you 

Don't go back to sleep! 

You must ask for what you really want. 

Don't go back to sleep! 

People are going back and forth  

across the doorsill where the two worlds touch, 

The door is round and open 

Don't go back to sleep! 

~Rumi 

 
 

Give us the inner listening 

that is a way in itself 

and the oldest thirst there is. 

~Rumi 

 
I love you, gentlest of Ways, 

who ripened us as we wrestled with you. 

You, the great homesickness we could never shake off …. 

~Rilke 

 

 



 

 

I know the voice of depression 

Still calls to you. 

I know those habits that can ruin your life 

Still send their invitations. 

But you are with the Friend now 

And look so much stronger. 

You can stay that way 

And even bloom!... 

Learn to recognize the counterfeit coins 

That may buy you just a moment of pleasure, 

But then drag you for days 

Like a broken man 

Behind a farting camel... 

O keep squeezing drops of the Sun 

From your prayers and work and music 

And from your companions' beautiful laughter 

And from the most insignificant movements 

Of your own holy body. 

Now, sweet one, 

Be wise. 

Cast all your votes for dancing! 

~Hafiz 

 



 

 

Annunciation 

Even if I don’t see it again—nor ever feel it 

I know it is—and that if once it hailed me 

it ever does— 

And so it is myself I want to turn in that direction 

not as towards a place, but it was a tilting 

within myself, 

as one turns a mirror to flash the light to where 

it isn’t—I was blinded like that—and swam 

in what shone at me 

only able to endure it by being no one and so 

specifically myself I thought I’d die 

from being loved like that. 

~Marie Howe 

 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 


