
The  Th irs t  t hat  From  t he  Soul dot h  ris e
*
 

 

Th irs t  u n qu en ch ed , 

Yea rn in g for  pa r t  of bein g,  

for  fu lln es s . 

 

n ot  s la ked  by lea rn in g 

of th e m in ds  a n d  s ou ls  

of J ews  two eon s  dea d .  

 

Yet  th eir  s t ru ggle's  p r is m  

refra cts  God 's  wh ite ligh t  

in to a  ra in bow, 

 

th a t  ligh t 's  s o b r igh t , 

it  s ea rs  th e s ou l,  

b lin d in g a n d  givin g s igh t .  

 

His  fa ce you  ca n n ot  s ee,  

on ly h is  ligh t  s ca t tered  

th rou gh  life's  p r is m . 

 

Pea ce com es  for  a  m om en t ,  

fleet in g fa wn -t im id , 

beyon d , with in . 

Th en  it 's  gon e.  

Ada m 's  cu rs e! 

 

St ill I a m  n ot  wh ole,  

n ot  yet . 

 

ever?  

 

 

Mich a el E . Ston e 

 

                                                 
*
 Be n J ohns on .  


