> > > > Two thousand one, nine eleven

> > > >

> > > > Two thousand one, nine eleven

> > > > Six thousand plus arrive in heaven

> > > > As they pass through the gate,

> > > > Thousands more appear in wait.

> > > >

> > > > A bearded man with stovepipe hat

> > > > Steps forward saying,

> > > > "Lets sit, lets chat."

> > > >

> > > > They settle down in seats of clouds

> > > > A man named Martin shouts out proud

> > > > "I have a dream!" and once he did

> > > > The Newcomer said, "Your dream still lives."

> > > > Groups of soldiers in blue and gray

> > > > Others in khaki, and green then say

> > > > "We're from Bull Run, Yorktown, the Maine"

> > > > The Newcomer said, "You died not in vain."

> > > >

> > > > From a man on sticks one could hear

> > > > "The only thing we have to fear..."

> > > > The Newcomer said, "We know the rest,

> > > > trust us sir, we've passed that test."

> > > >

> > > > "Courage doesn't hide in caves

> > > > You can't bury freedom, in a grave,"

> > > > The Newcomers had heard this voice before

> > > > A distinct Yankees twang from Hyannisport shores.

> > > >

> > > > A silence fell within the mist

> > > > Somehow the Newcomer knew that this

> > > > Meant time had come for her to say

> > > > What was in the hearts of the six thousand plus that day.

> > > >

> > > > "Back on Earth, we wrote reports,

> > > > Watched our children play in sports

> > > > Worked our gardens, sang our songs

> > > > Went to church and clipped coupons

> > > > We smiled, we laughed, we cried, we fought

> > > > Unlike you, great we're not."

> > > >

> > > > The tall man in the stovepipe hat

> > > > Stood and said, "don't talk like that!

> > > > Look at your country, look and see

> > > > You died for freedom, just like me."

> > > >

> > > > Then, before them all appeared a scene

> > > > Of rubbled streets and twisted beams

> > > > Death, destruction, smoke and dust

> > > > And people working just 'cause they must.

> > > >

> > > > Hauling ash, lifting stones,

> > > > Knee deep in hell

> > > > But not alone.

> > > >

> > > > "Look! Blackman, Whiteman, Brownman, Yellowman

> > > > Side by side helping their fellow man!"

> > > > So said Martin, as he watched the scene

> > > > "Even from nightmares, can be born a dream."

> > > >

> > > > Down below three firemen raised

> > > > The colors high into ashen haze

> > > > The soldiers above had seen it before

> > > > On Iwo Jima back in '44.

> > > >

> > > > The man on sticks studied everything closely

> > > > Then shared his perceptions on what he saw mostly

> > > > "I see pain, I see tears,

> > > > I see sorrow - but I don't see fear."

> > > >

> > > > "You left behind husbands and wives

> > > > Daughters and sons and so many lives

> > > > are suffering now because of this wrong

> > > > But look very closely. You're not really gone.

> > > >

> > > > All of those people, even those who've never met you

> > > > All of their lives, they'll never forget you

> > > > Don't you see what has happened?

> > > > Don't you see what you've done?

> > > > You've brought them together, together as one.

> > > >

> > > > With that the man in the stovepipe hat said

> > > > "Take my hand," and from there he led

> > > > six thousand plus heroes, Newcomers to heaven

> > > > On this day, two thousand one, nine eleven.

+ + + + + + + + + 

This is an e-mail from a Navy-type stationed aboard the USS Winston
Churchill, forwarded by a string of Navy friends.
***********
Dear Dad,

Well, we are still out at sea, with little direction as to what our next
priority is. The remainder of our port visits, which were to be centered
around max liberty and goodwill to the United Kingdom, have all but been
cancelled. We have spent every day since the attacks going back and forth
within imaginary boxes drawn in the ocean, standing high-security watches,
and trying to make the best of our time. It hasn't been that much fun I
must confess, and to be even more honest, a lot of people are frustrated at
the fact that they either can't be home, or we don't have more direction
right now.

We have seen the articles and the photographs, and they are sickening.
Being isolated as we are, I don't think we appreciate the full scope of what
is happening back home, but we are definitely feeling the effects.

About two hours ago the junior officers were called to the bridge to conduct
Ship handling drills. We were about to do a man overboard when we got a
call from the LUTJENS(D185), a German warship that was moored ahead of us on
the pier in Plymouth, England. While in port, the WINSTON S CHURCHILL and
the LUTJENS got together for a sports day/cookout on our fantail, and we
made some pretty good friends. Now at sea they called over on
bridge-to-bridge, requesting to pass us close up on our port side, to say
goodbye. We prepared to render them honors on the bridge-wing, and the
Captain told the crew to come topside to wish them farewell.

As they were making their approach, our Conning Officer announced through
her binoculars that they were flying an American flag. As they came even
closer, we saw that it was flying at half-mast. The bridge-wing was crowded
with people as the Boatswain's Mate blew two whistles- Attention to Port-
the ship came up alongside and we saw that the entire crew of the German
ship were manning the rails, in their dress blues. They had made up a sign
that was displayed on the side that read "We Stand By You."

Needless to say there was not a dry eye on the bridge as they stayed
alongside us for a few minutes and we cut our salutes. It was probably the
most powerful thing I have seen in my entire life and more than a few of us
fought to retain our composure.

It was a beautiful day outside today. We are no longer at liberty to
divulge over un-secure e-mail our location, but we could not have asked for
a finer day at sea. The German Navy did an incredible thing for this crew,
and it has truly been the highest point in the days since the attacks. It's
amazing to think that only a half-century ago things were quite different,
and to see the unity that is being demonstrated throughout Europe and the
world makes us all feel proud to be out here doing our job. After the ship
pulled away and we prepared to begin our man overboard drills the Officer of
the Deck turned to me and said, "I'm staying Navy."

I'll write you when I know more about when I'll be home, but for now, this
is probably the best news that I could send you.

+ + + + + + + + + + 

Subject: Where were you God? An Answer 

How many of us have heard that question "Where was your GOD when the World Trade Center and the Pentagon was attacked?" 

Well I know where my God was the morning of September 11, 2001, and He was very busy! 

He was trying to discourage anyone from taking these flights. Those four flights together held over 1000 passengers and there were only 266 aboard. 

He was on 4 commercial flights giving terrified passengers the ability to stay calm. Not one of the family members who were called by a loved one on one of the high-jacked planes said that passengers were screaming in the background. 

On one of the flights he was giving strength to passengers to try to overtake the highjackers. 

He was busy trying to create obstacles for employees at the World Trade Center. After all, only around 20,000 were at the towers when the first jet hit. Since the buildings held over 50,000 workers, this was a Miracle in itself. How many of the people who were employed at the World Trade Center told the media that they were late for work or they had traffic delays. 

He was holding up 2-110 story buildings so that 2/3 of the workers could get out. I was so amazed that the top of the towers didn't topple when the jets impacted. And when they did fall, they fell inward. 

God didn't allow them to topple over, as many more lives would have been lost. 

And when the buildings went down, my GOD picked up almost 6,000 of his children and carried them home with him. Reassuring his frightened children that the worst was over and the best was yet to come. 

He sat down and cried that 19 of his children could have some much hate in their hearts. That they didn't choose him, but another god that doesn't exist, and now they are lost forever. 

He sent his children that are best trained for this disaster and had them save the few that were still alive, but unable to help themselves. And then sent many others to help in anyway they were needed. 

He still isn't finished though, he held the love ones that were left behind in his arms. He comforts them daily. 

His other children are given the strength to reach out to them and help them in any way they can. 

And I believe he will continue to help us in what is to come. He will give the people in charge of this great nation the strength and the wisdom to do the right thing. He would never leave us in our time of need. But we must be obedient to His teaching. 

So when anyone asks, "Where was your GOD on September 11", you can say "everywhere"! And yes, although this is without a doubt the worst thing I have seen in my life, I see God's miracles in every bit of it. 

I keep praying for those who don't believe in God, every chance I have. I can't imagine going through such a difficult time and not believing in God. 

Life would be hopeless. 

+ + + + + + + + +  +

  THIS  MAN

This was the same man who came within a hair's breadth of losing an election in November, who withstood the political chicanery of the Florida Democratic machine to fix the vote count. This was the same man who admitted to having a drinking problem in younger years, and whose happy-go-lucky lifestyle led him to mediocre grades in college and an ill-fated oil venture. This was the same man who mangled syntax even more than his father,and whose speaking missteps became known as "Bushisms." And on Friday, this was the man who bore the weight of the world and the responsibilities of a generation with dignity, class, confidence, appropriate solemnity, and even much-needed wit. One thing struck me during the campaign, that difficult, roller-coaster campaign that now seems years ago. It was that George W. Bush never seemed to get ruffled. Whether the theft of a campaign debate video or the sudden (some would say, vicious) release of a DUI 

arrest two decades ago at a key moment, "W" did not lose his cool. At times, his staff seemed overconfident, as did many of us. A 350-electoral-vote win, they quietly implied. . .and we optimistically believed. Then they counted the votes, miscounted others, and re-counted still others. At the end, he was still there. Whereas Al Gore almost frantically huffed and puffed, trying to gin 

up something out of  nothing, Bush quietlybut confidently waited at his ranch. He didn't do  nothing: that is the mistake people have constantly made with this man,  confusing lack of bluster for absence of action. No, his team of   attorneys and the iron-willed James 

Baker were carrying out his orders,  but W stayed in the background, confident and faithful. You see, it is this faith business that confounded everyone. We have had such actors and liars in public office that we have looked skeptically  whenever anyone used the term faith. But this was the same man who was the first politician ever in recent memory to name Jesus Christ as the Lord of his life on public TV. Not an oblique reference to being "born-again" or  having a "life change." He said the un-PC-like phrase, "Jesus Christ," to which his handlers and advisors, no doubt, off stage, were also saying, "Jesus Christ" in a much different tone. God has a way of honoring those who honor him. David learned that while he was on the run from Saul's armies. Job learned that after his time of horrible tribulation. The Messiah said so Himself, many 

times. So this was the man who actually put faith into practice. He actually loves those who hate him. It is a staggering concept, so foreign in daily occurence that few thought it anything but grandstanding. Even one of W's biggest supporters chided the president for adhering to 

his "new tone." Yet there he was, again and again, thanking the Democrats. Appointing his enemies to high places in his government. Inviting his former foes and their wives to private movie screenings, and (I know, this is hard to stomach) even treating them with 

dignity. See, this was the man who learned early on how faith worked: by praying for his enemies, you "heap burning coals upon their heads." Happen to catch Bill Clinton at the National Prayer Service? Didn't look too good, did he? This was the man who named the absolute top people in national security and defense, then caught barbs from the politically righteous that this one didn't have the right views on abortion or that one didn't have the right position on guns. And on September 11, at mid-morning, this was the man thrust into a position only known by Roosevelt, Churchill, Lincoln, and Washington. The weight of the world was on his shoulders, and the responsibility 

of a generation was on his soul. So this same man---the one that the media repeatedly attempted to tarnish with charges of "illegitimacy," and theone whose political opponents desperately sought to stonewall until mid-term elections--- walked to his seat at the front of the National Cathedral just three days after the two most impressive symbols of American capitalism and prosperity virtually evaporated, along with, perhaps, thousands of Americans. As he sat down next to his wife, immediately I knew that even if his faith ever faltered, hers didn't. I have never seen a more peaceful face than Laura Bush, whose eyes seemed as though they were already gazing at the final outcome. . .not just of this conflict, but of her reward in Heaven itself. In this marriage, you indeed got two for the price of one. The appropriate songs were sung, as one said, to in an almost unbearably emotional service. I, for one, broke down innumerable times merely listening on tape delay on the radio. How the man spoke 

without blubbering, I'll never know. Then came the defining moment of our generation. Some people fondly recall their Woodstock days. Others mark with grim sadness November 22, 1963, as the day America lost her innocence. But I firmly believe when the history of this time is written, it will be acknowledged by friend and foe alike that President George W. Bush came of age in that cathedral and lifted a nation off its knees. It wasn't so much his words, though read a decade later, they will indeed be as stirring as any. The conflict would end, he noted, "at a time of our choosing." It certainly wasn't his emotion. What had to have been one of the most stunning exhibitions of self-control in presidential history, W was able to deliver his remarks without losing either his resolve or his focus, or, more important, his confidence. It was as if God's hand, which had guided him through that sliver-thin election, now rested fully on him. His quiet confidence let our enemies know. . .and believe me, they know.... that they made a grave miscalculation. Now, this same man who practiced his faith through a tough election, who steeled his convictions even more in a drawn-out Florida battle, and who never once gave in to the temptation to get in the gutter with his foes (well, ok, maybe the "Clymer" comment is an exception), this same man  now lifted the weight of the world and the responsibility of a generation and put it on his modest shoulders as though it were another unpleasant duty. As he walked back to his seat, the camera angle was appropriate. He was virtually alone in the scene, alone in that massive place of God, just him and the Lord. But that's the way it's always been in his life recently. In that brief time it took him to return to his seat, I believe he heard words to the effect of, "You can do this, George. I am with you always. And you can do this well, because I am going before you. And don't worry about the weight. I've got it." And I saw in his eyes a quiet acknowledgement. "I know. Thank you, Lord." Back at his seat, when W sat down, George H. W. Bush reached over and took his son's hand. The elder Bush always struck me as a religious man, but not someone who shared his life on a daily basis with the Lord. George H. W. treats the Father like a respected uncle, visiting him on appropriate holidays and knowing the relationship is real, but not constant. Anyway, I believe that in that fatherly squeeze George H. W. said, "I wish I could do this for you, son, but I can't. You have to do this on your own."W squeezed back and gave him that look of peace that Laura had kept throughout. It said, "I don't have to do it alone,dad. I've got help."  ================

God Bless President Bush God Bless America Bruce Holbrook  www.prepaidlegal.com/go/bruceholbrook

+ + + + + + + + +  +

They Took a Vote.

Tuesday September 11th, there were many elections taking place all over the United States. Most of them were small, municipal and county  elections. Votes were made on subjects ranging from who would be able to claim the candidacy of a particular party for a particular forthcoming election, to the winning of such seats as a councilperson or mayor.

But there was one vote taken that was not scheduled. No seat on any city council was up for grabs. No amount of campaign support was at stake.  No determination on curfew, noise limits for parties, or whether or not a stop sign was being put up at an intersection was being decided. No scheduled vote was intended to affect the nation as a whole. But one did.

On a speeding aircraft, only partially filled, somewhere over the farms of Pennsylvania, a vote was taken. No other vote count was so heartwrenching. No other question so important was decided in these wide lands by so few. And their franchise claimed such a price, a price no person should ever again be forced to pay.

Three men spoke to their loved ones that day. United Airlines Flight 93 out of Newark was hijacked, and the men heard through their phones that thousands were killed a short time before by two other airliners in New York. Their response humbles me.

They took a vote.

They voted whether to die resisting the monsters that came into their lives that election day. They voted on whether they would reach out and extinguish death by embracing it - whether they would die to save unknown people, in unknown numbers, somewhere in the morning ahead of them, rushing ever closer.

And nothing in my life has prepared me to explain how I felt when I read those four words this morning.

They took a vote.

· Their names were: Mark Bingham, Jeremy Glick, and Thomas E. Burnett.

+ + + + + + + + 

Since the Pledge of Allegiance and The Lord's Prayer

are not allowed in most public schools anymore because

the word "God" is mentioned....  A kid in Arizona wrote

the attached NEW School prayer.

Now I sit me down in school

Where praying is against the rule

For this great nation under God

Finds mention of Him very odd.

If Scripture now the class recites,

It violates the Bill of Rights.

And anytime my head I bow

Becomes a Federal matter now.

Our hair can be purple, orange or green,

That's no offense; it's a freedom scene.

The law is specific, the law is precise.

Prayers spoken aloud are a serious vice.

For praying in a public hall

Might offend someone with no faith at all.

In silence alone we must meditate,

God's name is prohibited by the state.

We're allowed to cuss and dress like freaks,

And pierce our noses, tongues and cheeks.

They've outlawed guns, but FIRST the Bible.

To quote the Good Book makes me liable.

We can elect a pregnant Senior Queen,

And the 'unwed daddy,' our Senior King.

It's "inappropriate" to teach right from wrong,

We're taught that such "judgments" do not belong.

We can get our condoms and birth controls,

Study witchcraft, vampires and totem poles.

But the Ten Commandments are not allowed,

No word of God must reach this crowd.

It's scary here I must confess,

When chaos reigns the school's a mess.

So, Lord, this silent plea I make

Should I be shot; My soul please take!

Amen

_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ 

What a difference a day makes...

On Monday we emailed jokes. 

On Tuesday we did not. 

On Monday we thought we were secure. 

On Tuesday we learned better. 

On Monday we were talking about heroes as being

athletes. 

On Tuesday we re-learned who our heroes really are. 

On Monday we were irritated that our rebate checks

had not arrived. 

On Tuesday we gave money away to people we had never

met. 

On Monday there were people fighting against praying

in schools.  

On Tuesday you would have been hard pressed to find a

school where someone was not praying. 

On Monday people argued with their kids about picking

up their room.  

On Tuesday the same people could not get home fast

enough to hug their kids. 

On Monday people were upset that they had to wait 6

minutes in a fast food line. 

On Tuesday people didn't care about waiting up to 6

hours to give blood for the dying. 

On Monday we waved our flags signifying our cultural

diversity. 

On Tuesday we waved the American flag in unity. 

On Monday there were people trying to separate each

other by race, sex, color and creed. 

On Tuesday they were all holding hands. 

On Monday we were men or women, black or white, old

or young, rich or poor, gay or straight, Christian or

non-Christian 

On Tuesday we were Americans. 

On Monday politicians argued about budget surpluses. 

On Tuesday, grief stricken, they sang "God Bless

America." 

On Monday the President was going to Florida to read

to children. 

On Tuesday he returned to Washington to protect our

children. 

On Monday we had families. 

On Tuesday we had orphans. 

On Monday people went to work as usual. 

On Tuesday they died. 

On Monday people were fighting the 10 commandments on

government property.

On Tuesday the same people all said, "God help us

all" while thinking "Thou shalt not kill." 

It is sadly ironic how it takes horrific events to

place things into perspective, but it has.  The

lessons learned this week, the things we have taken

for granted, the things that have been forgotten or 

overlooked hopefully will never be forgotten again. 

Don't wait for another tragedy to make a difference

every day...

+ + + + + + + + + + + + + 

I am the flag of the United States of America. 

My name is Old Glory. 

I fly atop the world's tallest buildings. 

I stand watch in America's halls of justice. 

I fly majestically over institutions of learning. 

I stand guard with power in the world. 

Look up and see me. 

 

 

I stand for peace, honor, truth and justice. 

I stand for freedom. 

I am confident. 

I am arrogant. 

I am proud. 

 

 

When I am flown with my fellow banners, 

My head is a little higher, 

My colors a little truer. 

 

 

I bow to no one! 

I am recognized all over the world. 

I am worshipped - I am saluted. 

I am loved - I am revered. 

I am respected-and I am feared. 

 

 

I have fought in every battle of every war 

For more then 200 years. 

I was flown at Valley Forge, Gettysburg, 

Shiloh and Appomattox. 

I was there at San Juan Hill, 

The trenches of France, 

In the Argonne Forest, Anzio, Rome 

And the beaches of Normandy, Guam, Okinawa. 

The people of Korea, Vietnam and Kuwait 

Know me as a banner of freedom. 

I was there. 

I led my troops, 

I was dirty, battleworn and tired, 

But my soldiers cheered me 

And I was proud. 

I have been burned, torn and trampled 

On the streets of countries I have helped set free. 

It does not hurt, for I am invincible. 

 

 

I have slipped the bonds of Earth 

And stood watch over the uncharted frontiers of space 

From my vantage point on the moon. 

I have borne silent witness 

To all of America's finest hours. 

But my finest hours are yet to come. 

 

When I am torn into strips and used as bandages 

For my wounded comrades on the battlefield, 

When I am flown at half-mast to honor my countryman, 

When I lie in the trembling arms of a grieving parent 

At the grave of their fallen son or daughter, 

Or in the arms of a child or spouse who will have to go on 

Without one who gave their life in a national disaster 

To save the life of another, as so many did at the Pentagon 

Or the World Trade Center Towers on 9/11/01. 

MY NAME IS OLD GLORY, 

LONG MAY I WAVE. 

********************************************************

During this unprecedented event, renowned author Max Lucado read the below prayer which he wrote specifically for this day as so many joined together in unity.

DO IT AGAIN, LORD America Prays Sept. 15, 2001

Dear Lord,

We're still hoping we'll wake up.  We're still hoping we'll open a sleepy eye and think, "What a horrible dream. "But we won't, will we, Father?  What we saw was not a dream. Planes did gouge towers.  Flames did consume our fortress. People did perish.  It was no dream and, dear Father, we are sad.

There is a ballet dancer who will no longer dance and a doctor who will no longer heal.  A church has lost her priest, a classroom is minus a teacher.  Cora ran a food pantry.  Paige was a counselor and Dana, dearest Father, Dana was only three years old.  (Who held her in those final moments?)

We are sad, Father.  For as the innocent are buried, our innocence is buried as well.  We thought we were safe.  Perhaps we should have known better.  But we didn't.  And so we come to you.  We don't ask you for help; we beg you for it.  We don't request it; we implore it.  We know what you can do.  We've read the accounts.  We've pondered the stories and now we plead, "Do it again, Lord. Do it again."

Remember Joseph?  You rescued him from the pit.  You can do the same for us.  Do it again, Lord.  Remember the Hebrews in Egypt?  You protected their children from the angel of death.  We have children, too, Lord.  Do it again.  And Sarah?  Remember her prayers?  You heard them.  Joshua?  Remember his fears?  You inspired him.  The women at the tomb?  You resurrected their hope.  The doubts of Thomas?  You took them away.  Do it again, Lord.  Do it again.  You changed Daniel from a captive into a king's counselor.  You took Peter the fisherman and made him Peter an apostle.  Because of you, David went from leading sheep to leading armies.  Do it again, Lord, for we need counselors today, Lord.  We need apostles.  We need leaders.  Do it again, dear Lord.

Most of all, do again what you did at Calvary.  What we saw here last Tuesday, you saw there on that Friday.  Innocence slaughtered.  Goodness murdered.  Mothers weeping.  Evil dancing.  Just as the ash fell on our children, the darkness fell on your Son.  Just as our towers were shattered, the very Tower of Eternity was pierced. And by dusk, heaven's sweetest song was silent, buried behind a rock. But you did not waver, O Lord.  You did not waver.  After three days in a dark hole, you rolled the rock and rumbled the earth and turned the darkest Friday into the brightest Sunday.  Do it again, Lord.  Grant us a September Easter.

We thank you, dear Father, for these hours of unity.  Disaster has done what discussions could not.  Doctrinal fences have fallen.  Republicans are standing with Democrats.  Skin colors have been covered by the ash of burning buildings.  We thank you for these hours of unity.

And we thank you for these hours of prayer.  The Enemy sought to bring us to our knees and succeeded.  He had no idea, however, that we would kneel before you.  And he has no idea what you can do.

Let your mercy be upon our President, Vice President, and their families.  Grant to those who lead us wisdom beyond their years and experience.  Have mercy upon the souls who have departed and the wounded who remain.  Give us grace that we might forgive and faith that we might believe.

And look kindly upon your church.  For two thousand years you've used her to heal a hurting world. Do it again, Lord. Do it again.

Through Christ, Amen.

+ + + + + + + + + + + + + + 

The Binch

 Every U down in Uville liked U.S. a lot,

 But the Binch, who lived Far East of Uville, did not.

 The Binch hated U.S! the whole U.S. way!

 Now don't ask me why, for nobody can say,

 It could be his turban was screwed on too tight.

 Or the sun from the desert had beaten too bright

 But I think that the most likely reason of all

 May have been that his heart was two sizes too small.

 But, Whatever the reason, his heart or his turban,

 He stood facing Uville, the part that was urban.

 "They're doing their business," he snarled from his perch.

 "They're raising their families! They're going to church!

 They're leading the world, and their empire is thriving,

 I MUST keep the S's and U's from surviving!"

 Tomorrow, he knew, all the U's and the S's,

 Would put on their pants and their shirts and their dresses,

 They'd go to their offices, playgrounds and schools,

 And abide by their U and S values and rules,

 And then they'd do something he liked least of all,

 Every U down in Uville, the tall and the small,

 Would stand all united, each U and each S,

 And they'd sing Uville's anthem, "God bless us! God bless!"

 All around their Twin Towers of Uville, they'd stand,

 and their voices would drown every sound in the land.

 "I must stop that singing," Binch said with a smirk,

 And he had an idea--an idea that might work!

 The Binch stole some U airplanes in U morning hours,

 And crashed them right into the Uville Twin Towers.

 "They'll wake to disaster!" he snickered, so sour,

 "And how can they sing when they can't find a tower?"

 The Binch cocked his ear as they woke from their sleeping,

 All set to enjoy their U-wailing and weeping,

 Instead he heard something that started quite low,

 And it built up quite slow, but it started to grow--

 And the Binch heard the most unpredictable thing...

 And he couldn't believe it--they started to sing!

 He stared down at Uville, not trusting his eyes,

 What he saw was a shocking, disgusting surprise!

 Every U down in Uville, the tall and the small,

 Was singing! Without any towers at all!

 He HADN'T stopped Uville from singing! It sung!

 For down deep in the hearts of the old and the young,

 Those Twin Towers were standing, called Hope and called Pride,

 And you can't smash the towers we hold deep inside.

 So we circle the sites where our heroes did fall,

 With a hand in each hand of the tall and the small,

 And we mourn for our losses while knowing we'll cope,

 For we still have inside that U-Pride and U-Hope.

 For America means a bit more than tall towers,

 It means more than wealth or political powers,

 It's more than our enemies ever could guess,

 So may God bless America! Bless us! God bless!

+ + + + + + + + + + + +

And God Wept.... 

I awoke to the terror 
of airplanes falling from the sky, 
Heaven's gates are fully opened 
Why did so many have to die?? 

Many brave Angels, 
Found their way home today 
Innocent lives sacrificed, 
Someone's careless debt paid. 

There was no lesson in the suffering, 
Too many lives were lost 
In the name of who you stand for 
How much worth, what did it cost? 

The world is turning upside down, 
God now, surely weeps. 
To look upon the death of his children 
For those now, forever asleep. 

Take a moment to remember, 
Those souls forever lost 
And remember that with every action 
There always is a cost.
