
In Praise of the Soul


By Albert Stimson

The soul will help you through life's barren land,

protect you from the thorns along the way;

each night it's laid to rest; it's there each day;

without it you stand naked to the sand.

It leaves its mark no matter where you go;

it always leads the way; it comes before

your mortal form; it leads through every door,

reminds you that to leap you first must sew.

Your soul records each blade of grass you crush,

each ant you tread upon - Though conscience numbs,

when fleeing from what's just beware what comes;

your soul is always first to bite the dust.

But other souls begin like "so" - I'll take

to spelling it "L.E.", a shoe to make.

