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Wet weather

Fallen feather

Chance, hand of ethereal sand
May gently gather

The jewel drops,

Catching the light

That glistens so white

That the fool staps

Stops to listen for a while
And-a smile
In- his flip-flops
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AGtUMA leaves™ = o it
Wishing-to last ——
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Only reaching
As far as the inner light




Worth nothing,
It was the prize of the wise,
The magic ring

For the heart opened, opened
With a clang not a cling

As he did not cling
To the magic ring

And opening, opening
Was the angel's wing.

And in life there was death,
Right there in the living breath,
And that death was everlasting life,
And beyond all strife

Yet at One,

And always just begun

And let the magic sing,
Just for fun.

It sang not to sing
It rang not to ring
The magic ring

Of suffering.



The secret agent was on the run,
Just for fun.
It was getting late
And it seemed that this was the only gate
Leading out of this alley, this fate
Yet looking now at the fence
There was an escape
Right now, not in some time hence
Taking its shape
There was a sign
Green, alive, benign
Of the light of love
From up above, divine

agent was
special no
more
Finding his
feet firmly
planted on
the floor

And the
special
agent was
an agent
no more
But
opening
the
Dharma
door

Found his
reflective
voice

And the
miracle of
free
choice
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You are free to:
* Copy and redistribute the material in any medium or format.
The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as you follow the license terms.
Under the following terms:
* Attribution: You must give appropriate credit, provide a link to the license, and indicate if
changes were made. You may do so in any reasonable manner, but not in any way that
suggests the licensor endorses you or your use.

* NonCommercial: You may not use the material for commercial purposes.

* NoDerivatives: If you remix, transform, or build upon the material, you may not distribute
the modified material.

* No additional restrictions: You may not apply legal terms or technological measures that
legally restrict others from doing anything the license permits.

Notices:

You do not have to comply with the license for elements of the material in the public domain
or where your use is permitted by an applicable exception or limitation.

No warranties are given. The license may not give you all of the permissions necessary for
your intended use. For example, other rights such as publicity, privacy, or moral rights may
limit how you use the material.
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