
needle's 
eye 

 
seeming 
triumphs, 
  no avail 
 
years of 
striving, 
  renounced 
 
done, 
  all deeds 
 
enjoyed, 
  all joys 
 
bought, 
  all toys 
 
suffered, 
  all pains 
 
goods 
nor 
dollars 
fitting 
through 
this 
  eye 
 
proceeding 
keepless, 
  cleansed 
 
on ahead, 
beyond this 
strict way, 
  light seen 
 
atomless, 
  now out 
  and into 

 
 

Copyright © 2017 by Alan Harris. All rights reserved. 
From An Everywhere Oasis at www.alharris.com 

 


