Call of Nine Eleven

Look there, blood stains walk, hand, shovel and street

With massive void where once great towers stood!

Too fresh our minds those paired monoliths of concrete

Plunge this ground that we should now see the good.

Remembrance, oh wicked anniversary,

Bringing calendar to mind for the most tragic of days,

While scores of babes without fathers in nursery

Await news of the demise until older to praise.

Let bullets be our holiday and reminder

That the evildoers are still on the run.

Wax our effort to foil future plans wiser

Than flag ceremonies with solemn songs sung.
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