
Poems for RDL 
That moment of waking is an incredible opportunity, and it’s quite a tragedy 
if you go straight to your to-do list.” ~ David Whyte 

What to Remember When Waking by David Whyte 

In that first hardly noticed moment in which you wake, 
coming back to this life from the other 
more secret, moveable and frighteningly honest world 
where everything began, 
there is a small opening into the new day 
which closes the moment you begin your plans. 

What you can plan is too small for you to live. 
What you can live wholeheartedly will make plans enough 
for the vitality hidden in your sleep. 

To be human is to become visible 
while carrying what is hidden as a gift to others. 

To remember the other world in this world 
is to live in your true inheritance. 
You are not a troubled guest on this earth, 
you are not an accident amidst other accidents 
you were invited from another and greater night 
than the one from which you have just emerged. 

Now, looking through the slanting light of the morning window 
toward the mountain presence of everything that can be 
what urgency calls you to your one love? 
What shape waits in the seed of you 
to grow and spread its branches 
against a future sky? 
Is it waiting in the fertile sea? 
In the trees beyond the house? 
In the life you can imagine for yourself? 
In the open and lovely white page on the writing desk? 

 

Lent 
 

Lent is a tree without blossom, without leaf, 
Barer than blackthorn in its winter sleep, 

All unadorned. Unlike Christmas which decrees 
The setting up, the dressing up of trees, 
Lent is a taking down, a stripping bare, 

A starkness after all has been withdrawn 
Of surplus and superfluous, 

leaving no hiding place, only an emptiness 
Between black branches, a most precious space 

before the leaf, before the time of flowers; 
Lest we should only see the leaf, the flower, 

Lest we should miss the stars. 
 

Jean M. Watt 20th Century 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Bare trees 
Anon.  



The Fountain 
 

Don’t say, don’t say there is no water 
to solace the dryness at our hearts. 

I have seen 
 

the fountain springing out of the rock wall 
and you drinking there. And I too 

before your eyes 
 

found footholds and climbed 
to drink the cool water. 

 

The woman of that place, shading her eyes, 
frowned as she watched-but not because 

she grudged the water, 
 

only because she was waiting 
to see we drank our fill and were 

refreshed. 
 

Don’t say, don’t say there is no water. 
The fountain is there among it’s scalloped 

grey and green stones, 
 

it is still there and always there 
with it’s quiet song and strange power 

to spring in us, 
 

up and out through the rock. 
 

by Denise Levertov. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

The Bright Field 
RS Thomas 

 
 

I have seen the sun break through 
to illuminate a small field 

for a while, and gone my way 
and forgotten it. But that was the 

pearl of great price, the one field that had 
treasure in it. I realise now 

that I must give all that I have 
to possess it. Life is not hurrying 

 
on to a receding future, nor hankering after 

an imagined past. It is the turning 
aside like Moses to the miracle 
of the lit bush, to a brightness 

that seemed as transitory as your youth 
once, but is the eternity that awaits you.  

 
 

(Exodus 3 & Matt 13-44-45) 

Ingrig Knaus: Tulips &
 Fountain 


