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A Rain-Soaked Stone 
 

I lie along the still road, 

But unseen by the swift feet. 

There is no warning before the rain comes. 

And washes away my dust. 

 

I don't bloom like a flower, 

Nor do I sing like a bird, 

But each one that falls upon me 

Says it's like finding a missing piece of the past. 

 

Now for years I have waited for the seasons to pass— 

Winter's breath, summer's fire, 

Winter's breath, summer's fire, 

And now the soft hands of the rain 

Be at rest in me. 

 

As soon as the clouds clear and the sun comes out, 

I will dry again, 

Except for this short time 

The light of the rain is in my heart. 
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