
What is the light? a child said
fetching it in her eyes

I think it is the hair of angels flowing 
like yours about the shoulders 

of the world

I think it is the music of the spheres
spectral intensities amplified

by our instruments

I think it is the oak in the acorn
a voice in the wilderness

bearing us towards birth

I think it is a pervading influence 
becoming particular 

about the darkness

I think it is the fluent medium
joining mind and body

mind and mind

I think it is what allows us to see how little 
we see and to be alive 

for one another

But what is it really? she asked
delighted eyes sparkling


