
 
 

A Writer's Prayer 
 

Let my mind open 
to the glories 
of the world: 

soft pad of moss 
beneath my feet, 

ruffled bark 
of a sycamore 
by my hand, 

grey loft 
of squirrel's tail, 

ridges on hawk's wing, 
breezes tugging at a leaf 

until it falls 
in swirls of glory. 

Only then can I write my story. 
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