911

What force of will emerged from us and grew so tall

it forgot the story of the tower of Babel?

The 911 call from the core of the rubble—

that weakening cell-signal—was this the still, small

voice we failed to hear too long? Now we hear it fail.

Now in houses dark as the inside of a bell

thousands of phones ring unheard, unanswerable.

The rest of us rewind the moment the sky fell,

when the unthinkable beings—part suicide missile,

part punishing angel—wing through the glass and steel,

and pillars of trade collapse: clouds of fire and hail.

That pall of mourner’s ash covers us all. A bell

tower lies fallen, felled with terrible skill. Stand still.

In your heart you can hear the whole continent toll.

