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THE PRAYER POEM 

 

“Tell me about the dream where we pull the bodies out of the lake 

and dress them in warm clothes again. 

       How it was late, and no one could sleep, the horses running 

until they forget that they are horses.” 

— Richard Siken, Scheherazade. 

 

Tell me about drowning, and how 

the liquid filled your lungs. How 

the pills were not enough and 

you want to live now, because 

you’ve truly seen how bad it gets. 

 

When you’re so far that I can’t even reach out 

for you, the missed flight connections mean 

that the closest I’ve been to you is miles 

above, texting you using the overpriced 

data, “Look out the window and 

you’ll see me wave by.” 

 

Are you there to see the sun rise 

over Persia and set the valleys ablaze, 

or do your sleeping pills still tire you out 

in the mornings? Were you there to see my 

plane fly by, or at least pretend like you did? 



 

When I saw you last, I measured the way 

the street lamps illuminated your skin and 

the tightness of your plain white t-shirt 

 

as your chest rose and fell with each breath, 

and I vowed to keep that image tucked away 

in my mind for future reference. 

 

Your body is never a temple, but a forest: 

I’m too afraid to rustle the leaves. 

Temples are man-made anyway, and I think 

you’re quite too extraordinary to be a 

feat of mere human ingenuity: 

 

but I will worship you as well I can. 

 

Tell me about when we’ll see each other next. 

Tell me about the west and 

relay to me the stories of your exodus: 

if walking on water makes you feel like Jesus or if it’s 

not quite the same with a boat tugging you along. 

 

 

 

 


