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December 23:
 “For to us a child is born, 

To us a son is given, 

And the government will be 

On his shoulders. 

And he will be called 

Wonderful Counselor, 

Mighty God, 

Everlasting Father, Prince of Prince.”

Isaiah 9:6
What will fill the space within us? 

In the still quiet, we wait.

In the peace of the morning, the world waits.

In the terror of the afternoon, the sun blinks. 

We wait,

split open like a persimmon

on the sidewalk,

Broken, Bleeding,

In need of the One 

who heals,

In need of the One

who speaks with stars in His teeth

who places coals in our hands,

feeding live fire

in between our split

and chapped lips.

Again the darkness grows hot and dense,

not without help from us.

A crumbled cracker of a fleshly king,

Hands of the poor bleeding dry in the early grey. 

An absence in the world, 

A need. 

The moon caresses

the baby’s face,

a silver fish,

in his cradle.

Ice touching ice, fused perfectly by the warmth of His hands

Reaching to the untouched places

Sounds like driftwood cracking

The hiss of steaming water in the pot

The ache of satisfying an insatiable thirst.
Brought to the edge and saved in the safety 

Of the holy net

A single egg poured shell to shell

And one 

Perfect

Yolk

The stable door propped open

A tiny coo 

Released

Wail, gurgle, sigh

At the calm of the world

He entered with little fire, 

but a flame of hope stretched fingers

into our present –

to be present

from the split until the tear

then with us always 

in the Dove. 

and, with His birth, 

our saving stone, 

smooth and cool 

slid seamlessly 

into the space in between. 

Prayer:  Thank you for your Son, for the birth which saved us all, which gave us hope, which healed our hearts. 

Kristina Rader Erny
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