
Poem – Stone
Facing my Goliath—
the giant looming
impossible.

I tremble inside
armor laden
with the past,
shield up
to this moment,
the future heavy
with the unknown.

I want trust
like David,
who reached
into the brook
to select
a few small stones.

No shield, I carry
pieces of earth
worn smooth
by the conversation
of movement and time—
touching each stone now.

"Stone" is reprinted from The Moon Is Always Whole, by Julia Baker Swann (DreamSeeker Books imprint of Casca-
dia Publishing House, 2020); the poem is used by TogetherInWorship.net with permission of the publisher, who au-
thorizes non-commercial Creative Commons uses of the poem.

Together in Worship
www.togetherinworship.net

http://TogetherInWorship.net/

	Poem – Stone

