between the towers

i recall

back in 1996

standing between

the two tallest

buildings

in new york city

thinking how the fuck

did people build

these things,

and how could they be 

so tall and how odd

it was to be between

two of the same types

and sizes of buildings

and that continues

to be the image that flicks

through my head when i think

about the airplane bombs that

one day and how they just crumbled

to the ground and the fact

that i actually stood between

those buildings at one point

and knew how tall, strong and 

shrill those flanks of buildings

were just makes me stare a second

longer when the TV flashes the images

of the world trade center and all

those anonymous lights

glowing throughout the middles

of those extinguished monoliths.
