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Kavod: 

This is Important. 
Pay Attention. 
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i thank You God for most this amazing 
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees 

and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything 
which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

- e.e. cummings 
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The Opening of Eyes 
 
That day I saw beneath dark clouds  
the passing light over the water 
and I heard the voice of the world speak out, 
I knew then, as I had before 
life is no passing memory of what has been 
nor the remaining pages in a great book 
waiting to be read.  
It is the opening of eyes long closed. 
It is the vision of far off things 
seen for the silence they hold. 
It is the heart after years 
of secret conversing 
speaking out loud in the clear air. 
It is Moses in the desert 
fallen to his knees before the lit bush. 
It is the man throwing away his shoes 
as if to enter heaven 
and finding himself astonished, 
opened at last, 
fallen in love with solid ground. 
 
By David Whyte, from Songs for Coming Home. © Many Rivers Press, 1984. 
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What You See Is What You Get  
 
When I was six or seven years old, growing up in Pittsburgh, I 
used to take a precious penny of my own and hide it for 
someone else to find. It was a curious compulsion; sadly, I’ve 
never been seized by it since. For some reason I always “hid” 
the penny along the same stretch of sidewalk up the street. I 
would cradle it at the roots of a sycamore, say, or in a hole left 
by a chipped-off piece of sidewalk. Then I would take a piece of 
chalk, and, starting at either end of the block, draw huge 
arrows leading up to the penny from both directions. After I 
learned to write I labeled the arrows: SURPRISE AHEAD or 
MONEY THIS WAY. I was greatly excited, during all this 
arrow-drawing, at the thought of the first lucky passer-by who 
would receive in this way, regardless of merit, a free gift from the universe. But I never 
lurked about. I would go straight home and not give the matter another thought, until, 
some months later, I would be gripped again by the impulse to hide another penny. 
  
It is still the first week in January, and I’ve got great plans. I’ve been thinking about 
seeing. There are lots of things to see, unwrapped gifts and free surprises. The world is 
fairly studded and strewn with pennies cast broadside from a generous hand. But—and 
this is the point—who gets excited by a mere penny? If you follow one arrow, if you 
crouch motionless on a bank to watch a tremulous ripple thrill on the water and are 
rewarded by the sight of a muskrat kid paddling from its den, will you count that sight a 
chip of copper only, and go your rueful way? It is dire poverty indeed when a man is so 
malnourished and fatigued that he won’t stoop to pick up a penny. But if you cultivate a 
healthy poverty and simplicity, so that finding a penny will literally make your day, then, 
since the world is in fact planted in pennies, you have with your poverty bought a 
lifetime of days. It is that simple. What you see is what you get. 
  
…For a week last September migrating red-winged blackbirds were feeding heavily 
down by the creek at the back of the house. One day I went out to investigate the racket; 
I walked up to a tree, an Osage orange, and a hundred birds flew away. They simply 
materialized out of the tree. I saw a tree, then a whisk of color, then a tree again. I 
walked closer and another hundred blackbirds took flight. Not a branch, not a twig 
budged: the birds were apparently weightless as well as invisible. Or, it was as if the 
leaves of the Osage orange had been freed from a spell in the form of red- winged 
blackbirds; they flew from the tree, caught my eye in the sky, and vanished. […] These 
appearances catch at my throat; they are the free gifts, the bright coppers at the roots of 
trees. 
  
It’s all a matter of keeping my eyes open. 
 
By Annie Dillard, from Pilgrim at Tinker Creek. © Harper's Magazine Press, 1974. 
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The uses of not (Book One, Chapter 11) 
 
Thirty spokes 
meet in the hub. 
Where the wheel isn't 
is where it's useful.  
 
Hollowed out, 
clay makes a pot. 
Where the pot's not 
is where it's useful.  
 
Cut doors and windows 
to make a room. 
Where the room isn't, 
there's room for you.  
 
So the profit in what is 
is in the use of what isn't. 
 
By Lao Tzu, from Lao Tzu: Tao Te Ching: A Book about the Way and the Power of the 
Way, translated by Ursula K. Le Guin. © Shambhala Publications, 1998. 
 
Translator's note: "One of the things I love about Lao Tzu is he is so funny. He's 
explaining a profound and difficult truth here, one of those counter-intuitive truths that, 
when the mind can accept them, suddenly double the size of the universe. He goes about 
it with this deadpan simplicity, talking about pots."   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

“Empty vessel," photograph taken on July 24, 2011, in 
Hyderabad, Telengana, India, by swarat ghosh. 
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Meeting the Light Completely 
 
Even the long-beloved 
was once 
an unrecognized stranger. 
 
Just so, 
the chipped lip 
of a blue-glazed cup, 
blown field 
of a yellow curtain, 
might also, 
flooding and falling, 
ruin your heart.                                                   
 
A table painted with roses. 
An empty clothesline. 
 
Each time, 
the found world surprises— 
that is its nature. 
 
And then 
what is said by all lovers: 
"What fools we were, not to have seen." 
 
By Jane Hirshfield, from The October Palace. © Harper Perennial, 1994. 
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Morning Poem 
 
In the cool of early October 
     I walk down to last summer's 
        garden humming an old tune 
 
morning glories twine 
     among rows of cornstalks 
        and up the ladders of leaves 
 
they call to me 
     and I lean to listen, 
        these little trumpeters 
 
flaring their clarion tones, 
     pink as the inner lip 
        of a seashell 
 
is it my own heartbeat I hear 
     rise and fall, a tide 
        tugging me closer 
 
what is their faith 
     but a star etched 
        across their faces 
 
and what is their life 
     but a day-to-day 
        opening to the light 
 
I sing gloria 
     praising these heavenly 
        hosts of earth. 
 
By Jeff Daniel Marion, from Ebbing & Flowing Springs. © Celtic Cat, 2002. 
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The Rain Stick    
 
Up-end the stick and what happens next 
Is a music that you never would have known 
To listen for. In a cactus stalk 
 
Downpour, sluice-rush, spillage and backwash 
Come flowing through. You stand there like a pipe 
Being played by water, you shake it again lightly 
 
And diminuendo runs through all its scales 
Like a gutter stopping trickling. And now here comes 
A sprinkle of drops out of the freshened leaves, 
 
Then subtle little wets off grass and daisies; 
The glitter-drizzle, almost-breaths of air. 
Up-end the stick again. What happens next 
 
Is undiminished for having happened once, 
Twice, ten, and thousand times before. 
Who cares if all the music that transpires 
 
Is the fall of grit or dry seeds through a cactus? 
You are like a rich man entering heaven 
Through the ear of a raindrop. Listen now again.  
 
By Seamus Heaney from The Spirit Level. © Faber and Faber, 1996. 
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