September 11 Hostages

There’s much I’ve heard of stealth and guile

By those who trapped him in their hate

With thousands, scared the breathless while,

All doomed (we’re told, by hapless fate),

The blood of every beating heart

The surge of passion, quiet grace,

All spilled and gone just hours apart.

Will we, who loved, see face to face,

What strangers know: the Why, the How?

Is yearning Truth the hostage now,

All snared and tortured while we wait

What lies the other side of hate?

Father of Pete, United Flight 175

Two and one half years later

