Where Shepherds No Longer Play

She rode the bus to Tel Aviv

twice a week to get to market

not a long ride, maybe forty minutes,

but n those days dangerous

because ambushers hid behind rocks

where shepherds once rested their flocks

and David composed his psalms

in the heat of the summer as relentless

as the killers who stalk their human prey

back then, among the rocks

where shepherds no longer play.

The gunshots sounded and echoed

among those rocks where shepherds

once played their harps,

the music of God.

However, on that day,

bullets were the only song

and she died to their tune.
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