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December 24: 
“Prayer 4”
Let my heart cry from a wasteland

it alone has crawled

where there are no footprints

my spit and tears the only marks

in the scorching sand

The only voice 

the wind


whispering among rock towers


My throat no more

pregnant with stillborn words

the ashes of a stranger’s devotion

Let me find

You  who pooled my eyes

piped my veins

witnessed every shameful fall

the cruel stones

the killer kiss

In the end I want my words

those faithless false pearls

subsumed to tears

in my rasping heart’s chamber


only if You would blast my hollow


with Your breath

This not the bold breath

of a prophet

who knows the fire first-hand

but the wail

of a naked newborn

ass-slapped

opening eyes to the stinging light

the very first time.

Let my heart cry

Dale Wood
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