
Texts 
 

May all who oppose you suffer the fate of that young man. 1  
 

These words pierced the king’s heart. Shaken, he retreated to a chamber over the gate, and he 
wept: “My son, oh my son! If only I could have died instead of you, oh my son, my son!” 2 

 
Recitative: DAVID  
 

Why am I never alone? 
The servants all follow, 
the messengers both linger, 
advisors ever-present; 
all listening for my word. 
But I am not a king here. 
Just a father. Go away. 

 
Lament: DAVID 
 

O my son, Absalom. 
I was helpless 

as they felled him 
among the tree trunks, 
with wood in his own. 

He lived head in the sky 
and died feet off the ground. 
Before I could show mercy, 

Heaven has condemned his sin. 
I fled and I wept over the hills; 

he fought and he bleeds beneath them. 
I once slew a giant with a stone 

and stones now cover my Absalom. 
I was helpless to prevent it. 

A king, God’s hand-chosen one, 
to be one breath from grief 
and one death from hell. 

I am helpless. 
Absalom, O my son. 

 
 

Go in peace, my son. 3 
 
Every day Absalom traveled to the city gate. There he spread false rumors of the ineptitude of 
David’s court, and he enticed and flattered them. Thus person by person, day by day, Absalom 
stole the hearts of David’s kingdom. 4   
 
 
 
 

                                                        
1 2 Samuel 18:32 (paraphrased) 
2 2 Samuel 18:33 (paraphrased) 
3 2 Samuel 15:9 (paraphrased) 
4 2 Samuel 15:6 (paraphrased) 



Recitative: PILATE 
 

How does it happen, 
adoration to abhoration? 

 I know the laws that govern minds; 
 but the heart is wild. 
 What makes it happen, 
 celebration to condemnation? 
 I know how to judge, to keep peace; 
 a mob won’t reason. 
 Why must it happen, 
 love to loathing? 
 I thought I knew of many things; 
 now I wash my hands. 
 
Lament: PILATE  
 
 There are no souls of sacred men 
 immune to mean offense, 
 Though righteous strive, so all may fall 
 from Eden’s exile since. 
  
 From fear they flock, the mighty mob, 
 imbued with boldest hate, 
 The same whose loud hosanna’s throb 
 still rings the city’s gate. 
 
 Fanatics, addicts, slaves to lust 
 they circle for the kill, 
 While faded fronds now pave the dust 
 that leads to Calvary’s hill. 
 
 The human heart is apt to sin 
 when Gods would meddle there, 
 Take heed! beware the beast within, 
 thy sacred soul to spare.      
 
 

The hearts of Israel are with Absalom. 5  
 
Absalom rose against his father, declaring himself king. Under threat of death, David fled into 
the wilderness; A king without a throne, and a man without a home. 6  

 
Recitative: HENRY VIII  
 
 I frighten myself. 
 I hate myself. 
 By whim and by wrath, 

my love and my land, 
each lost to the other. 
For her, no price so steep. 

                                                        
5 2 Samuel 15:13 (paraphrased) 
6 2 Samuel 15:10-18 (paraphrased) 



Because of her, no cost so dear. 
God’s chosen, yet Love’s slave— 
I hate myself. 
I frighten myself. 

 
Lament: HENRY VIII  
 
 Two souls enchained within the walls love built, 
 A household severed under God and hilt; 
 The blood of mine own hart I now have spilt. 
 
 What shall I do; indeed what have I done, 
 For care was cast, but vengeance there was won. 
 Is such the love of sire for his son? 
 
 What sin of thine, what crime within mine eyes 
 That first, not ninth, should from thy issue rise, 
 And heart’s desire should be my hearth’s demise? 
 
 Thy humble servant’s own is the affront; 
 A hart so fair I’ll never after hunt, 
 A love so keen the knife-edge cannot blunt. 
 
  

 
The two factions met in a great forest, and twenty thousand were slaughtered that day. The 
battle spread across the whole countryside. 7   
 

Recitative: NEIGHBORS 

We. 
We fight. 
We are lost. 
We the people. 
Yesterday’s neighbor 
Is today’s enemy 
And tomorrow’s funeral. 
I blame the opinions we read. 
Newspapers fan the fires of contempt, 
Politicians stirring the pot of hate; 
Bringing our anger to a boil of malice. 
I, I who hold no slave, must send my sons to die 
For the noble few who preach from far plantation homes; 
Demagogues who sow fear and reap obedience. 
We sell our soul and lend our limb to them. 
I do not wish to fight and kill my kin. 
I do not want to war with my friend. 
But politicking can poison. 
And tomorrow’s funeral 
Is today’s enemy; 
Yesterday’s neighbor. 
We the people. 
We are lost. 
We fight. 
We. 

We. 
We fight. 

We are lost. 
We the people. 

Yesterday’s neighbor 
Is today’s enemy 

And tomorrow’s funeral. 
I blame the opinions we read. 

Newspapers fan the fires of contempt, 
Politicians stirring the pot of hate; 

Bringing our anger to a boil of malice. 
I, I who fear the grave, must hasten there to lie 

For the noble few who reach from distant, gilded domes; 
Idols who cast hate with riveting orations. 

We sell our soul and lend our limb to them. 
I do not wish to fight and kill my kin. 
I do not want to war with my friend. 

But politicking can poison. 
And tomorrow’s funeral 

Is today’s enemy; 
Yesterday’s neighbor. 

We the people. 
We are lost. 

We fight. 
We.

 

                                                        
7 2 Samuel 18:6-8 (paraphrased) 



Lament: NEIGHBORS    
 

Blue and gray; 
 brothers at arms,  

sisters of yarns, 
 tangled fray. 
 
 Blue and gray; 
 neighbors at odds 
 follow their gods, 
 pawns in play. 
 
 Blue and gray; 
 equal are bred, 
 all turn to red; 
 bloody day! 
 

 Blue and gray; 
 metal and smoke, 
 harness and yoke, 
 try we may. 
 
 Blue and gray; 
 free man or slave, 
 coward or brave, 
 all must pay. 
 
 Blue and gray; 
 red white and blue, 
 now torn in two, 
 helpless stay.

 
 
Deal gently with young Absalom, for my sake. 8   
 
As Absalom rode beneath a tree, he was caught off his mount. Hanging helpless, even as his 
rebellion crumbled beneath him, he was surrounded by his father’s soldiers. Joab ignored 
David’s decree, and in vengeance he thrust three darts through Absalom’s heart. They threw 
his broken body in a pit. 9 

 
Recitative: DAVID  
 
 Every day I pray,       
 yet I know no comfort 
 for your condemned soul. 
 Every day I wish,    
 yet I lose you again. 
 My grief is eternal 
 as my god’s love 
 (Oh, bitterness!) 
 Every day I hope, 
 yet I must live as you die. 
 Every day. 
 
Lament: WE THE PEOPLE   

 Three hundred and sixty-five offenses 
Three hundred and sixty-five offended 
 
Three hundred and sixty-five questions 
Three hundred and sixty-five objections 
 
Three hundred and sixty-five inquiries 
Three hundred and sixty-five appeals 
 

                                                        
8 2 Samuel 18:5 (paraphrased) 
9 2 Samuel 18:9, 14, 17 (paraphrased) 



Three hundred and sixty-five in favor 
Three hundred and sixty-five against 
 
Three hundred and sixty-five reproaches 
Three hundred and sixty-five excuses 
 
Three hundred and sixty-five denials 
Three hundred and sixty-five tears. 
 
No more God 
forgive us for 
we know not what we do...  
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