Mystery
What is this thing that we shall find 

Is part of body, spirit, mind?

It dwells within, not found outside,

Is all around, but seems to hide.

It's always full, but never filled,

Is easily born and too easily killed,

Is ever blind, but can always see,

Is fast as the moment, but patient as a tree.

To possess it, we must joyfully share. 

To lose it, just hoard it or be unfair.

Its name means All; it's the Power to Be.

Its cost is commitment, but its price is free.

We all are searching for this thing in life.

We want it for ourselves, as an end to strife.

All are seeking, but few ever find 

This precious thing, this one of a kind.

What is this thing that we so desire,

That devours our souls, to our bodies brings fire?

Our hearts feel the answer, the mystery is known.

What we search for is Love,
 to discover and own.
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