REUNION

Every evening
As the heat of day waned
He rose from his slumber
To take up his vigil
Near the torn-curtained window
Watchful, waiting
For the night that was sure to come.

As the moon rose higher
Whether seen or unseen
He peered more intently
Into the darkness
Hoping to see her emerge
At first a shadow
From the tree line afar off.

Yet she never came
Days turned to weeks
Weeks into years
Clouds of age dimmed his eyes
Weakened his gaze
He grew frail
From a now too-frequent fast.

Still, every evening
As the heat of day waned
He rose from his slumber
Til one evening he rose no more.
That same night,
she emerged, at first a shadow,
Him at her side.

And both were ne’er seen more.



FUNERAL
(for two voices)
Why didn’t he love me ...?
I think, in his own way, he did.
Somewhere, deeply locked inside him,
I believe there was love for you.
I didn’t want much ... never asked for anything ...
It isn’t your fault. He was very hurt. Wounded inside.
The man who left us that day wasn’t the same man ...
Did he ever love me?
If you could have seen him as [ saw, you would know.

If you could have been with him as I was, you would know.
If you could have heard his words as I heard, you would know.

Why did he save all this for you?

What did you ever do to earn that from him?
I do not know.
We will never know.

Unless there’s more to this than the grave.
Yes. Unless there’s more.

Do you believe there’s more?
He is laid to rest.

You must rest, too.

It is not enough.

It is all there is.

It is not enough.



MY GOD
(for three voices)

My god doesn’t condone strapping on a suicide vest ...
My god doesn’t condone stealing land and livelihoods ...
My god doesn’t condone throwing acid in a young girl’s face ...
My god doesn’t condone 1,000 eyes for an eye, 10,000 teeth for a tooth ...
My god doesn’t condone genocide ...
My god doesn’t condone blockading an entire nation ...
My god doesn’t condone inequality, cruelty or injustice ...
My god doesn’t condone greed, indifference or hatred ...
My god doesn’t condone war ...
My god didn’t inspire any books.
Men wrote them and attributed their ideas to her.
My god isn’t now nor ever was a real estate broker.
Theft in her name is simply, that, theft.
My god didn’t create woman of man’s rib.
She made her in her own image and likeness
My god is a god of love ...
My god is a god of nurturing ...

My god is a god of life, of learning, forgiveness and peace.

MY GOD

Key: Plain, upper/lower case = Voice 1
Italic, upper/lower case = Voice 2
Bold, upper/lower case = Voice 3
BOLD, ALL UPPER CASE = All Voices



