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UNVANISHING EUR.IDICE

Ever s ince I  was born,  I  grress,  l . rv+ looked
tG bc born onec ogain,  tu l tove c t l t ;w

beginning, feel  my l i fe.as al l  my owrr.
I  sensed this chnng+, th ls miracla ssuld ccr l re
wlth love alone. but O fhe perart+1r
of  love, the i r jea,  that  lureS Us on And on
stone-bl  ind into i fc vnr lpr l  humsn Fcrmc.
HovT ef  t ra6 [qy* |  fuurrr l  (or  rhougnt I  dtAI )
then. 0rphgus- l  lke- |  cr l rnror l  hcrL r^. l  ,  r t+c,
my joy was gone.r

And now, as I  stand lo$tr
and al  I  seems strange and desolate around
who are you, sml l ing,  tn fu l l  l ight  of  day.
€rppear lng here betore me, the only Slght
that I  can look upon, and feel  that  th is
iS al l  I  wa.t t  ?f i  see bofqrc I  d ic?
Surely you are Eur id ice raturned,
una i  ded, uncompdl Ied and unexpacted.
I  touch you, and yourre real .  Yourre not a dreamn
though lovel ier  than a dreain.  The very alr
turns art ist  wi th the colors of  the sun,
and paints you fairest  of  her creatures fa i r ,
ln ly seeking ends in you, but what I  f ina
prompts me to seek, and further ,nnnders uncover,
You are forever new, forever the same.
Hy love of  you shal  I  grow and grow. No chance
to rest  or  peuse, when there's so tnuch to mlts.
The un iverse ent i  re I  sha I  I  ernbrace
through you, and learn l i fets secret  In e k lEE.
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