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Even as the wind blows 
S ending  lif e in all dir ec tions,  
Even as the r ain f alls 
L ik e the shedding  of  y ou r  tear s,  
Even as the su n shines on the ear th 
A nd on the m any  sp her es whic h shine 
Y et br ig hter ,  
L if e g oes on.  
 
I n that f leeting  m om ent 
W hen the bu tter f ly  em er g es f r om  its c hr y salis,  
K now this…  
A ll lif e is f or ever .  
A nd as the sou l r eac hes its j ou r ney ’ s end her e,  
S o it tr ansm u tes…  
T o bec om e y et c loser  to G od.  
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