Lady Liberty's Lament

I cast my eyes at the distant shore, Manhattan.

The tall twin spikes, missing now,

Their majestic rise that diminish mine for lo the last years,

Gone to rubble.

The twisted grave of so many brothers and sisters of liberty

And the smoke billowing from charred remains

Of what was only yesterday the might and center

Of this great country's promise of success

Filled now with brave, unselfish men and women that sift the ashes,

Passing pales of dust and debris down long lines of pallid faces.

Wait!

Let's have silence now so that we may hear a cry for help,
Maybe just a whimper or any sign of life.

Our minds tell us no, but our hearts rise up in our throats with hope!

How can this be?

Have I not stood this shore with my torch out-stretched in welcome?

Is it not written there at my base

The words that have greeted so many people from everywhere,

Without discrimination for their color, creed, or state:

"From her beacon-hand glows 
world-wide welcome; 
her mild eyes command the air-bridged harbor 
that twin cities frame. 
Keep ancient lands your storied pomp! 
cries she with silent lips.”

What manner of men are these?

I've not been witness to this brand before.

They hide their faces among the loving peoples of this land

Pretending to be friend,

But no, they lie,

They trick us with their wicked ways

Saying “Good Morning” as they pass us on the street

Like any other good citizen we meet.

But, I was there that fateful day of September 11 in the year 01,

I heard the roar of the mighty weapon approach from out my left ear.

I saw the gleaming wing

Pass me by in a piece of air I had not seen home to these planes before,

But this time they came, not one but two

Attacking the jewels on the other shore

Teaming with our sisters and brothers just getting to work

Unknowing of their sinister purpose.

These buildings, ablaze now

With the fiery smoke of jet fuel, disintegrating metal,

Cloth, plastic and the dieing passengers,

Forced into submissive roles by such small weapons,

Yet effective for that task.

I see many cling to walls there

Tormented by a choice that must be made,

To face the unbearable reality of the approaching flame

Or to simply let go these walls and perchance a landing so far below,

The possibility of more life yet?

It licks me - that heat, unbelievable heat

And I can tarry no longer - I fly!

I heard the footsteps of thousands

Descend the stairs of that noble high rise,

Quickening, yet orderly,

Hoping to get to freedom from this place that now trapped them.

But, alas the burning members give way and she comes down,

Grabbing innocence as she goes

And mangles them in her hurry to reach the ground

Taking hundreds of the brave, intrepid rescuers that were there as well.

And now my eyes strain to pierce the dust

And smoke engulfing the city,

In anticipation, even a chance to bear witness

To the ascending souls of thousands,

Upward they climb to be welcomed to His Kingdom.

Yes, there they are, in spirit now, no pain,

Just the joy of His holy light,

They reach out and touch the hand of God.
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