The Eagle’s View

Our symbol soars overhead its razor sharp eyes taking in the scene below- 

Pitted vacancy and hollowed out ground where once stood the gleaming twin spires.

Trucks move rubble, twisted steel, and powdered concrete 

As workers remove body after body of rescuer turned mangled corpse 

And residents of those doomed monoliths converted to savage death.

Up, up he climbs on thermals and soft ocean breezes that drift in from distant shores 

That bears witness to the upheaval brought to life by wicked men 

With their narrowness of thought about how the world should be run.  

Yes, these diggers of the past would bind us hand and foot with Koranic verse taken to extreme.  

They tear at our fabric in hopes of creating despair, terror, and chronic fear.  

And to what end these maniacs of destruction?  

Would we be better off worshiping at the altar 

Brought here through their senseless acts of murder, wanton destruction, and hate?  

In the Promised Land we are witness to their daily onslaught of terror

With their human bombs that rip at every corner without mercy in their quest to oust the biblical invader.  

Shall ours be the same fate?  

Soaring outward clear eyes pierce archaic government structures 

Built to protect this great nation,

But too long lay corroding in their own bureau of corruption, lethargic pace, 

And passivity brought on by years of unaccountability to the job.  

If we are to look to these for our salvation then doom is in our forecast. 

If we cannot get these purveyors of our safety and security to change,

Then like some of those great societies of the distant past that fell from decay from within 

We shall also meet that fate.  

Oh noble eagle, the symbol of our might, would clip his wings to soar no more that great, impassioned height,

But only brush the treetops with robin and wren.  

Let us awaken to our task and learn it quickly as the vulture waits impatiently there nearby.  
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