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Wmf)peaf ufp in the web
0/[ what you us ed to think you understood
You took comforf in the jfm@u that bound' You
held you figﬁf

Kept you from questioning.

does the c&;ﬁwf bird si sing 7
; does it not open the a@or to its cage
:‘}i}?ﬁ{ @ ﬁWfFiy

Ahh... hecause it is
within the confines of its cage
That it learns to recognize
and to trust

In the unique sound of its own
Indfﬁléiﬁfﬂmﬂﬂ

To leave the cage
is to leave behind forever
The belief that you are ever alone.

Within the skies of frecdom
there is nofﬁmﬁ for the eqo fo attach

itself to:
No illusion to cloud
the perfeci blue of divine Truth,

There is no :m{wrfecﬁan

in the &amﬂ ofa cafer'bxﬁ?m

But when its fime comes...

the éuffcr{@ will emerge,
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