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Creative Submission: Poetry

The Shepherd’s Daughter:

My Father is in the pulpit
he claims the Good Shepherd will lay down
His life for me

He says that He restores my soul
and here

In this old building
there is a pool

I guess

of refreshing water
and I can lay down
He says

in some grass

But the Good Shepherd looks a lot like my
Father

and I’'m not sure he would

let me lay down

by a pool

and rest

there is a photo on the wall
He holds a sheep

lost

crippled

weak

A wandered sheep safe in His arms

But
I’'m not sure my Father,

the one in the pulpit
would come and get me if I wandered

Like alamb
that chose
to stray

from the

rules
regulations
expectations
and
congregations

And I want that.

To be held
and carried in the arms of a Shepherd

But I'm not sure I can leave this old building
to lie down in green pastures

and rest

by some quiet water

So, I sit, just right

in this pew

and try very hard

to believe

my father in the pulpit!
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