Echoes

Sounds of chaos my memory bright

Linger in mind of that day.

Screaming timbers crumbling such height,

Frozen in shock as dust fills air gray.

Horror on faces below as they die

Buried as those towers came down,

Crashing bodies from floors on high,

So many lives crushed as they hit the ground.

Sirens responding to their demise

Adding to havoc that was wrought that day.

Implanted memories still echo with surprise

In disbelief that this could happen that way.
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