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'1he wcrren 
in blossan under their parasols 
enclosing their children in everlasting 
ancs. They sit. 

'!heir patience 
an anthem under the iron sun. They wait. 
Colors flutter c:xmfronting the scarce wind. 
Mute hands . An occasional nan ' s suit 
shiny as a mirror. Faith sweltering 
nopped hUITbly fran foreheads. '1he skirts 
of the wcrren spread over the aftemoon, unarrred. 
Children unaware, restless . 
A fence of shaOOws on the .roof of buildings 
neal:by. calculated steel ~ against 
a nul.titude of hearts silent with need. 

They were gunned by a horde of weapons . 
Shot. 

Fire pierced their voices . 
Their hands were helpless in the thunder. 
Hatred erupted in ~unds on their bodies. 
The children, 

the wcrren, the nen. 

The gingham breasts of the waten 
were ripped by heat. 

Their blood rai!.ed in its am din. 
The questicns , 

the vulnerable dignity 
catapulted into hell. 
A passbook pillc:M under a shattered head. 
Passbook oomfort for the victi.rrs . 

The desolate blood of the ...aren 
travelled under ground. The deaths 
of the children becarre the shaOOws of 
conversation, the ~rds behind the eyes, 
the ITI.lr'der of the rren becarre 

the pulse of the flesh 
rr:M living in Sha.Ipeville. 


