
The night is never complete.  

Paul Eluard 

 

The night is never complete 
There is always, as I say 

As I stated 
After grief an open window 

A lighted window 
There is always a dream before, 
Desire to satisfy, hunger to fill, 

A generous heart 
A helping hand, an open hand, 

An attentive eye 
A life, life to share. 

 


