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And to thee I give love but what is more, I give you truth. 

And it is truth not love that is the foundation of the earth. 
For though man says he is nothing without love,

it is written by a mightier hand... "Thou shall not bear false witness." 
And by this same hand we are given the choice between
the black vestments of truth and the rainbow of untruth. 

So, count how many of us are swayed to the beauty of a rainbow 
And how many bewildered by its mist, 

or is it easier to describe the vestments of a requiem mass. 

It is truth that we run away from, and truth that is stranger than thou. 

Yet it is truth that keeps the scales of justice in balance, 
for though the scales may falter at times 

an equilibrium is ultimately attained. 

Not everyone (though it may be debatable) is superficially beautiful as a rainbow
that disappears when viewed closely. 

Some choose the less adorning blackness of truth, 

and I query quite quietly... "Is beauty not relative?" 

Then, staring, as the colors fade into infinity and are colored again but differently,
I begin to realize where beauty really lies. 

Untruth like the rainbow is intangible. 

And while the rainbow is beautiful for a moment, 

it disappears to reveal the ugliness of a stormy sky. 

It is as though it never existed. 

Thus, beauty is relative to existence. 
That which does not exist is not beautiful, 
That which is untrue, does not exist. 

So, we have circled ourselves and it is on truth that we have come to rest. 

Uncomfortable as it may be at times, 

it exists tangibly, as well as spiritually, not trying to be beautiful, 

nor existing totally as ugliness, but sharing the roles of each, 
being beauty itself as both. 

And so to thee I give love 

But what is more I give you truth. 
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