
Disciple, Beautiful
The light hits my eyesIn the first of the morningI take in this spectrum of wonderHow unlovely things can be balancedYet shadow me with despairBut it washes away, when YouCome inI see just how beautiful You are (When you)Come inThe night seems to disappear in YouI study the surfaceOf this visage Youve givenIt speaks nothing of the things hiddenBuried underneath what needs improvingLies an outcast unworthy of youchingHow could somethingSo utterly unspeakableBe found in this?The ugliness in the horror of Your crossIt washes away, when You
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