The Silent Wait
 
Cold air blows down out of the north across the Paropamisus and the Safed Koh 
Mountains that extend the Hindu Kush Mountain system across Afghanistan almost 
to the Iranian border, picking up the baron soil and carrying it down slopes of rock- 
strewn paths toward a cave.  Inside anxiety-wrinkled faces sit in a circle, silently, 
with their thoughts of the coming day, drumming their worn fingers across torn pages
of the Koran.  They know they are doomed.
 
Hundreds of miles to the south, in the Margow Desert, huge swells of covered, hungry 
faces move disjointedly over the grassless, hard packed earth toward the hope of food
for their empty bellies and a place to rest their blistered feet.  They prompt their 
children to keep up, don't lag behind and slow down the chance for rest and safe 
haven ahead, and even worse - the thought of the inevitable rush of planes with guns
booming low overhead at any moment.  We must keep moving.  Their pace quickens.
 
In Pakistan, the large crowds of protesters still fill the streets by day, with hand-painted
banners, with slogans of "Kill Bush" and "Down with America", but there are others as 
well, mostly silent in their reprise, but hoping the terrible injustice of their neighbor to the
north will soon be rectified.  The government officials paw over the proof presented to
them by the United States of bin Ladin's fingerprints on the horrific events in New York
now weeks before, shaking their heads in unison, like a puppet show on kid TV.
 
About 500 miles to the south of Afghanistan in the Gulf of Arabia, giant ships move effortlessly 
in the rolling seas, their planes and guns silent for now, but there is a tension on board 
these vessels, for the young men and women feel they are about to taste their first combat.  
They have trained long and hard for it, but the reality of it is about to hit home and there 
is a knot in their stomach where food would normally go.  They lie down for sleep, but only 
visions of loved ones at home fill their awakened minds.
 
Back home there's a little girl of a sailor asking her mommy, "When's Daddy coming home?" 
He usually reads to her before bedtime and she misses his attentions.  Mom pats her on the 
head, lovingly, and reassures her that, "He will be home soon, but its time to go to bed now." 
She tucks her in with a kiss on the cheek.  Mom goes into the kitchen to get a cool drink
then sits down, exhausted, not from the days work, but from the worry and anguish.  She 
holds his picture and stares into still eyes that seem to stare back and say, "I love you."
 
Meanwhile, in lower Manhattan, the air is filled with the sickening stench of more than 
5000 decomposing bodies of victims, still buried beneath hundreds of thousands of tons 
of twisted beams, concrete and fine dust.  The sounds of heavy equipment echo between 
the tall buildings that surround the acres of mass carnage.  Recovery workers and equipment 
operators make their way across unsure piles of rubble, attaching cables to huge beams 
and clearing the way for the long line of dump trucks awaiting their turn to load up and 
move to the landfill miles away.  The work is draining, both physically and mentally, for
on each one of the faces there you see the dried bitterness of contempt for what has 
happened here.  They just keep moving.
 
All around the globe, anxious people are still glued to their TV sets for the evening news,
in anticipation of what may happen next.  So many, still in partial paralysis, fear of what 
or who may still be out there planning, scheming, meeting with cold hearts, and talking of 
their next misadventure.  Our blood pressure is a little higher these days; our eyes scan 
more when about town, our minds wonder about the subway, the airport, the nuclear 
power plant nearby, and we hope something will happen and soon to get the Al-Qaeda 
and bin Ladin and end their terrible scourge.  Can we ever feel free, happy, and safe again?  
We feel the anxiety and hope that this does not get out of control and we can someday 
just get back to normal life or perhaps this is the new normal.  But, for now, we wait 
the silent wait.
 
By Eric Johnston

November 5, 2001
[image: image1.jpg]


