A poemy, 4 rhythm, leading into:

Play as a gateway to music

Circle of sound.
Enter the circle.
Through the gate.
The gate of the woon,
Moon gate so rounod.
Enter the sound
Enter the game
Of play on the string.
Hang by the sound
Till we orop n the pond where the rimo{es
That vound give our space in the sound.

Who is the wioon?
That grows full and round
But the gate in the sf{y fov a bivth of the sound.
silver vipples on the water

P[a;g is the baugbter
Of love and of bope I m;gse[f have begun
That [ight in the sound 1 myself can begin
Comfovts ny [uck I m;gse[f can yet p[a;g
Like the string that T pluck Where the stars still migbt say)
Till the apples that fall are a gift to the All “1 will hold to the string
Then my) Se[f in the sound While T watch you {)egin
Joins the dance in the string. To survound the begun
Comfort begins With the play that completes
To resound in the sound. The circle
Self is held, and veleased to begin Of sound.”

Tts own dance on the string,
Each star on a wing
Holds the hope by its strings
Tn the pattern of things
T see now an end that begins a new note
The strain of this note wings through time
To begin where the end is but felt
And the womb is still full of the hope
Of a sound to round and
Surround the journey begun.



