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In Sllullow l‘ligl‘l{s mﬂ(le {OI‘ l:llg lOVeI‘s muse

Our shifting beings find their way to

Lach others arms and lie in (leu][ening

Solitude. Trnnscril)ing scriplures 0{ pule

S{ars, un(lressing pentimentos; Heeing

Tllouglljrs, cuuglljt l)g sl(g born Lrunclrles, tekle goose
pimple(l {Orearms- l:orlol‘n (lesoliiﬁoll

S ithi | '
Jdeeps within our starry eyes, seeing ease 7

ln atoo lluge moon, a too simple moon.
Greu{ one eye peering tlown al Jewg leaves

Gleunﬁng Si,lIl(lS, souls i,lIl(l {'WO Ci,lI‘elBSS murmurs

S{ill we l:ri,lce IZOmOI‘I‘OW I‘Olln(l our palms, Sul)
Vast vaulﬁng ceilings o{ the cosmic sl(g
Hal‘lging low. Tlle siiCI‘ell I:I‘IIHZ 0{ {lle {-I‘ees

O{ E{len, sinldng down to smother our

Ecslrusg. [ smell I:Lee, my per{;ume(l love,

An(l I lﬂ.g my llea.(l on gour l)I‘eiiSIZS, (ll‘iﬂVIl near
Bg Heeﬁng noles 0{ your Lmlilg lmrp

| join you and plucl( your tender shrings, and
Our melotlg is heard across windless
Counlrgshle.

From heaven bound sl:eeples, priests

Lis{en {-0 sins u!]eless COnCEr{O, Wllile

poe{s compose songs o][ hate and love, and
Toss them to embers, where their essence is
Carrded to a tumultuous God's stoop.

And (logs howl at sldpless satlors, lleaving
Siglls 0{ grie][ al our masterpiece, slwuﬁng:
‘Everg gotl(lnmn song o][ man will be plage(l
On sucha lm_rp come ]u(lgmen{ (lug..
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To violet ribbons wallzing “round smol(g
Balla(ls, as mornings pc[als l@cgin to
Fall upon the wlﬁmpcrs 0[ every heart.

And in the [icl«l where dawn was born we lag

As one, (I swear I heard you wish [or mc)

So I look to you
And you look to me

AII(] we care Il()l lO spcal( a \VOI‘l(llg SOull(l.
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