I CHING
Smallness, care
Attention to detail

The old voices chant 

their warnings

From caves and mountains,

From smoky huts 

filled with children’s 

secret whispers, giggles, 

and soft soft touch

They counsel in the rain, 

striking cymbals gently 

as they remind 

The Traveller

Modesty

Humility

And again

Modesty

Humility

The rain across the road

The wind against you

Even rabbits huddle 

in the sodden, waving grasses

It furthers one to pause

