Waking World

The waking world has fallen asleep in your arms,

I can no longer see in the dark, yet I see everything in the light of your eyes,

This moment has become my dream, my longing, my life,

But unlike dreams, longing and life,

This cannot end and so I shall bask in its ecstatic glory,

Lose myself once again, and again, and wake,

But to know that it has not been a dream,

And I still lie within your arms,

And Pause to think:

To love is such a feeling,

To be loved back is to become God himself,

Living in this heaven with you

