
  

IN THE SPACE BETWEEN 

   

This is a selection of poetry that I have written and 
collected, as support for the awkward and challenging 
and necessary space that lies between one thing and 
another. 

Barbara Cecil 



Here I sit in the quiet, 

in the reverberations of these last weeks, months, years, 

in the shifting sands of time, 

the space between endings and beginnings, 

on the seam of first form 

and the great waterwheel of the light world, 

sensitive to timing, 

using the openings that are 

newly available, 

listening, 

seeing, 

not seeing, 

letting go, 

listening, 

resting, 

listening, 

reacquainting myself 

with faith 

and myself.          

~ Barbara Cecil 



January 5, 2009 

The wake of a passing is one of precious tenderness.  May you rest in 
the arms of this at this time. 

The veils are elusive now and certainty is no longer the vessel of the 
ego… 

Rest in the unknowable as you would in kindness itself. 

~ DAVID LACHAPELLE, January 6, 09 

Tarry ye in the city of Jerusalem until ye be endued with power from on 
high. 

Luke 24:49   King James version of the Bible 

Willing to die, 
you give up 
your will, keep still 
until, moved 
by what moves 
all else, you move. 

~ Wendell Berry 



Trough 
  

There is a trough in waves, 
A low spot 

Where horizon disappears 
And only sky 
And water 

Are our company. 
  

And there we lose our way 
Unless 

We rest, knowing the wave will bring us 
To its crest again. 

  
There we may drown 

If we let fear 
Hold us within its grip and shake us 

Side to side, 
And leave us flailing, torn, disoriented. 

  
But if we rest there 

In the trough, 
Are silent, 
Being with 

The low part of the wave, 
Keeping 

Our energy and 
Noticing the shape of things, 

The flow, 
Then time alone 

Will bring us to another 
Place 

Where we can see 
Horizon, see the land again, 



Regain our sense 
Of where 
We are, 

And where we need to swim. 
  

~ Judy Brown ~ 
  

OCEANS 

I have a feeling that my boat 
Has struck, down there in the depths, 
Against a great thing. 

    And nothing 

Happens? Nothing…Silence…Waves… 

--Nothing happens?  Or has everything happened, 
and we are standing now, quietly in a new life? 

Juan R. Jiminez 

Lastnight I had a dream— 
A blessed illusion it was—I dreamt of a fountain flowing deep down in my 
heart. 
Ware, by what hidden channels 
Have you come, tell me, to me, 
Welling up with new life 
I never tasted before? 
Last night I had a dream— 
A blessed illusion it was— 
I dreamt of a hive at work 
Deep down in my heart. 
Within were the golden bees 
Straining out the bitter past 



To make sweet-tasting honey. 

Has my heart gone to sleep? 
Have the beehives of my dreams 
Stopped working, the waterwheel 
Of the mind run dry, 
Scoops turning empty, 
Only shadow inside? 
No my heart is not asleep.. 
It is awake, wide awake,. 
Not asleep, not dreaming— 
Its eyes are opened wide 
Watching distant signals, listening 
On the rim of the vast silence. 

~ Antonio Machado 

Absolutely Clear 

Don't surrender your loneliness 
So quickly. 
Let it cut more deep. 

Let it ferment and season you 
As few human 
Or even divine ingredients can. 

Something missing in my heart tonight 
Has made my eyes so soft, 
My voice 
So tender, 

My need of God 
Absolutely 
Clear. 

~ Hafiz 



You Darkness 

You darkness from which I come, 
I love you more than all the fires, 
That fence out the world. 
For the fire makes a circle  
For everyone so that no one sees you anymore. 

But darkness holds it all: the shape and the flame, 
The animal and myself, 
How it holds them, 
All powers, all sight— 

And is it possible: its great strength 
Is breaking into my body. 

I have faith in the night. 
~ Rilke 

SOMETIMES 
  

Sometimes 
if you move carefully 
through the forest 

  
breathing 

like the ones 
in the old stories 

  
who could cross 

a shimmering bed of dry leaves 
without a sound, 

  
you come 



to a place 
whose only task 

  
is to trouble you 

with tiny 
but frightening requests 

  
conceived out of nowhere 

but in this place 
beginning to lead everywhere. 

  
Requests to stop what 

you are doing right now, 
and 

  
to stop what you 
are becoming 
while you do it, 

  
questions 

that can make 
or unmake 

a life, 
  

questions 
that have patiently 
waited for you, 

  
questions 

that have no right 
to go away. 

  
~ David Whyte ~ 

  
(Everything is Waiting for You) 



January 6th, 2009 

From “Selected Letters” 

….I must let things work themselves into being.  One can do nothing now, 
forcing is disastrous.  I shall not go to America until a stronger force 
from there pulls me across the sea.  It is not a case of my will…..Let me 
only be still, and know we can force nothing, and compel nothing, can 
only nourish in the darkness the unuttered buds of the new life that shall 
be.  That is our life now; this nourishing of the germs, the unknown 
quickens when the new life is coming into being in us and in others – 
only patience, only patience, and endless courage to reject false dead 
things and false killing processes. 
With love from Frieda and me. 

~ D. H. Lawrence 

FOR THE INTERIM TIME 

When near the end of day, life has drained 

Out of light, and it is too soon 

For the mind of night to have darkened things, 

No place looks like itself, loss of outline 

Makes everything look strangely in-between, 

Unsure of what has been, or what might come. 

In this wan light, even trees seem groundless. 

In a while it will be night, but nothing 

Here seems to believe the relief of dark. 



You are in this time of the interim 

Where everything seems withheld. 

The path you took to get here has washed out; 

The way forward is still concealed from you. 

"The old is not old enough to have died away; 

The new is still too young to be born." 

You cannot lay claim to anything; 

In this place of dusk, 

Your eyes are blurred; 

And there is no mirror. 

Everyone else has lost sight of your heart 

And you can see nowhere to put your trust; 

You know you have to make your own way through. 

As far as you can, hold your confidence. 

Do not allow your confusion to squander 

This call which is loosening 

Your roots in false ground, 

That you might come free 

From all you have outgrown. 

What is being transfigured here is your mind, 

And it is difficult and slow to become new. 



The more faithfully you can endure here, 

The more refined your heart will become 

For your arrival in the new dawn. 

~  John O’Donohue 

"It seems to me that almost all of our sadnesses are moments of tension, 
which we feel as paralysis because we no longer hear our astonished 
emotions living.  Because we are alone with the unfamiliar presence that 
has entered us: because everything we trust and are used to is for a 
moment taken away from us: because we stand in the midst of a 
transition where we cannot remain standing.  That is why the sadness 
passes: the new presence inside us, the presence that has been added, 
has entered our heart, has gone into its innermost chamber and is no 
longer even there.- is already in our bloodstream.  And we don't know 
what it was.   We could easily be made to believe that nothing 
happened, and yet we have changed, as a house that a guest has 
entered changes. 

We can't say who has come, perhaps we will never know, but many signs 
indicate that the future enters us in this way in order to be transformed 
in us, long before it happens.  And that is why it is so important to be 
solitary and attentive when one is sad: because the seemingly uneventful 
and motionless moment when our future steps into us is so much closer 
to life than that other loud and accidental point of time when it happens 
to us as if from outside. 

The quieter we are, the more patient and open in our sadness, the more 
deeply and serenely the new presence can enter us, and the more we can 
make it our own." 

~  Rilke 



"My friend, when night wakens your electric grief
I see the tree of the heart spreading
your arms open beneath a pure Idea
To which you call
But which has not descended
For years and years:
It up there, and you down here".

~ Oysseus Elytis

Eye Mask 

In this dark, I rest, 
unready for the light that dawns 
day after day, eager to be shared. 
Black silk, shelter me. 
I need more of the night before I open 
eyes and heart 
to illumination.  I must still 
grow in the dark like a root 
Not ready, not ready at all. 

~  Denise Levertov 



PURE FAITH I 

Pure faith is impossible without 
excruciating separation from  good intentions   
time and again, 
laying my knowing, 
my sight, 
on the altar, then 

climbing right up there myself 
and leaving me there til  
I burn up all my need to intercede, fix, be seen, DO SOMETHING-- 
and dissolve into the  light, 

leaving first , foremost and only 

                                    faith. 

Then, only then, deep listening may suggest 
a gesture, a word, a breath, counsel, a swish of the sword… 
or simply  

                                   faith. 

Barbara Cecil 

PURE FAITH II 

Pure Faith equals seeing what I see, 
plus an open heart, 
minus the need to finger the culprit or save anything,  
plus true and clear words,  
minus a time table, 
plus the willingness to see more. 

Barbara Cecil 



I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope 
For hope would be hope for the wrong thing; wait without love 
For love would be love for the wrong thing; there is yet faith 
But faith and hope and love are all in the waiting. 
Wait without thought, for you are not ready for thought: 
So darkness shall be the light, and the stillness be the dancing. 

~ T.S. Eliot, from the Four Quartets (East Coker) 

We would rather be ruined than changed, 
We would rather die in our dread 
Than climb the cross of the moment 
And let our illusions die. 

~ W.H. Auden 

What if we discover that our present way of life 
is irreconcilable with our vocation 
to be fully human? 

~ Paulo Friere 



FOR A NEW BEGINNING 

In out-of-the-way places of the heart, 

Where your thoughts never think to wander, 

This beginning has been quietly forming, 

Waiting until you were ready to emerge. 

For a long time it has watched your desire, 

Feeling the emptiness growing inside you, 

Noticing how you willed yourself on, 

Still unable to leave what you had outgrown. 

It watched you play with the seduction of safety 

And the gray promises that sameness whispered, 

Heard the waves of turmoil rise and relent, 

Wondered would you always live like this. 

Then the delight, when your courage kindled, 

And out you stepped onto new ground, 

Your eyes young again with energy and dream, 

A path of plenitude opening before you. 

Though your destination is not yet clear 

You can trust the promise of this opening; 

Unfurl yourself into the grace of beginning 

That is one with your life’s desire. 

Awaken your spirit to adventure; 

Hold nothing back, learn to find ease in risk; 

Soon you will be home in a new rhythm, 

For your soul senses the world that awaits you. 

~ John O’Donohue 



      �

Greetings,

After struggling for years to deepen his poetic expression, Ranier Maria Rilke 
arrived at the Chateau de Muzot in Switzerland. The Chateau had been 
purchased by a wealthy friend specifically to support Rilke's work. He carried with 
him his masterwork, The Duino Elegies, which for seven years he had not been 
able to finish.

He had recently come across a Renaissance painting of the Poet Orpheus and 
his heart was holding the death of young friend, Vera Koop. On February 2, 1922 
he sat reading Ovid's metamorphoses. Suddenly he was seized by what he later 
called "A hurricane of the spirit." By the 23rd of February he had completed six 
more elegies, sixty four sonnets to Orpheus and several shorter poems. Most of 
the work emerged nearly perfect needing only minor correction. Rilke had been 
visited by the spirit of divine inspiration.



The Christians in an attempt to codify their inner experience of divine inspiration 
evolved the concept of the Holy Ghost also known as the Paraclete, or comforter. 
The action of the spirit was described in the bible as "wind that blows where it 
will" (John 3:8), and described as "a sound from heaven like the rush of a mighty 
wind" (Acts 2:2-4).

In Matthew 3:16 an image was formed which became the iconic depiction of the 
Holy Ghost for centuries of later artists:
"When He had been baptized, Jesus came up immediately from the water; and 
behold, the heavens were opened to Him, and He[a] saw the Spirit of God 
descending like a dove and alighting upon Him."

In my drawing I have followed in the spirit of this tradition.

The activity of this form of divine decent occurs in all cultures, in all places and in 
all times. It appears to represent  structural matrix of how the universe works. 
Occasionally the activity of this subtle light realm finds a surrendered life and fills 
it with purpose and action.

In the Islamic tradition the Prophet Mohammed encounters this force in the form 
of the Angel Gabriel, who commands Mohammed to "Recite". When he is at a 
loss for words the Angels holds him till the breath leaves his body. (This 
describes a yogic process of breath retention in which subtle phenomenon are 
more easily accessible).

Mohammed would encounter Gabriel again, most specifically on his Night 
Journey, where the angel, having purified Mohammed's heart reveals to him 
many secrets of the inner world.

Isaac Newton, prior to his formulation of his theory on Gravity, spent long months 
of isolation in his laboratory. His assistant describes his behavior: ""He very rarely 
went to bed until two or three of the clock, sometimes not till five or six, lying 
about four or five hours, especially at springtime or autumn, at which time he 
used to employ about six weeks in his laboratory, the fire scarce going out night 
or day. What his aim might be I was unable to penetrate into."

Isaac was a practicing alchemist and set the stage for his genius through the 
long discipline of this spiritual path. The descent of inspiration changed history.

We are each in relationship to this deep field of inspiration. The quickening of its 
effect usually necessitates some intense purification, transformation or life 
changing experience.

The Paraclete appears, not as we wish,
but as we are ready.

~ David 



Commit to coming from a place of LOVE.  Find your right proximity and 
wait for clarity,  When the path is clear, have the Courage to act. 

~ Anna Celestino, from Igniting Change 

               "  

Fire 
  

What makes a fire burn  
is space between the logs,  

a breathing space. 
Too much of a good thing, 

too many logs 
packed in too tight  

can douse the flames 
almost as surely 

as a pail of water would. 

So building fires 
requires attention  

to the spaces in between, 
as much as to the wood. 



When we are able to build  
open spaces  

in the same way  
we have learned 

to pile on the logs, 
then we can come to see how 

it is fuel, and absence of the fuel 
together, that make fire possible. 

We only need to lay a log  
lightly from time to time.  

A fire  
grows 

simply because the space is there, 
with openings  

in which the flame  
that knows just how it wants to burn  

can find its way. 

~ Judy Brown ~ 

Leading from Within 
ed. by Sam M. Intrator and Megan Scribner 



      "  

Sweet Darkness 
  

When your eyes are tired  
the world is tired also. 

  
When your vision has gone 

no part of the world can find you. 
  

Time to go into the dark 
where the night has eyes  

to recognize its own. 
  

There you can be sure  
you are not beyond love. 

  
The dark will be your womb  

tonight. 
  

The night will give you a horizon  
further than you can see. 

  
You must learn one thing: 

the world was made to be free in. 



  
Give up all the other worlds  

except the one to which you belong. 
  

Sometimes it takes darkness and the sweet  
confinement of your aloneness 

to learn 
  

anything or anyone 
that does not bring you alive 

  
is too small for you.  

  
~ David Whyte ~ 

  
  

(House of Belonging) 

The Third Alternative 

In the most powerful moments of dialogue, where in truth, "deep calls unto deeps", it 
becomes unmistakably clear that it is not the wand of the individual or of the societal, but 
of a third which draws the circle round the happening.  On the far side of the objective, 
on the narrow ridge, where I and Thou meet, there is the realm of "between". 

this reality, whose disclosure has begun in our time, shows the way, leading beyond 
individualism ror collectivism, for the life decision of future generations.  Here the 
genuine "third alternative" is indicate, the knowledge of which will help to bring about 
the genuine person again to establish genuine community. 

~ Martin Buber 
"The Way of Response" 


