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Franklin Merrell-Wolff 

 
As wick and wax form a spire, 

They call forth the brilliance of Eternal Fire 
To cast away darkness—the bane of this world, 

And bring in the Vision Divine—unfurled. 
 

Like moths to a candle flame, Men come to this light 
Seeing their fate in the midst of their night; 

To burn in the Heat of the Eternal Flame 
So naught but the Vision of Oneness remains. 

 
Franklin bore the Light of the Eternal. 
Though the candle has grown cold, 

The Flame endures. 

 

Gary Karcz 
October 12, 1985 
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