An Observance

            When I awoke on September 11, 2001, I was like most Americans.  I sleepily started my day with breakfast and then started the tedious tasks I had arranged for the day.  I had items to return to the company I was working for at the time and sat in my living room to fill out the monotonous paperwork involved with the returns process.  I turned on the television to keep me company as I worked and tuned it to BBC America to watch some routine British programming.  What greeted me instead forced me to stop in my tracks and look on in amazement.  There was a video image of the World Trade Center with dark smoke emitting from high up one of the towers.  Not having any clue about flight restrictions over Manhattan, I made the same assumption many did and believed a horrible tragedy of pilot error had occurred.  I hung my head in disbelief as I processed the loss of life of those passengers and crew and any innocent people who happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time.

            Moments after I started watching and to my complete shock, I witnessed along with viewers around the world the approach and obviously intentional collision of a second large commercial jet into the second tower of the World Trade Center.  I dropped whatever I had in my hands and uttered expletives and knew immediately along with everyone else that this was undisputedly an open and public terrorist declaration of war against the United States.  I sank down and sat mesmerized as the news coverage tried to convey inadequately the magnitude of the events unfolding before my eyes.  I saw brave public servants attempt to help victims as best they could even to the point of rushing into danger to try to evacuate them.  I realized that the elevators were without question inoperable.  I tried to imagine the terror those people must have been feeling as they tried to seek safety anywhere they could.  When the flames from the planes rose higher into the structures, I watched as people chose to leap to their deaths rather than suffer the consequences of the approaching inferno.

            I listened to the reports as speculation of possible casualties began to emerge, even to as many as 50,000 possible deaths.  I watched and remembered the last time the World Trade Center was attacked with less than ten deaths as a result.  I could not leave the room or tear my eyes from the visions before me.  Then the reports of other hijacked airliners began to nudge through my thought processes and I began to understand more of what was unraveling in this horrid series of events.  Then I hung my head and understood what we as a country must do.  There must be a military retaliation.

            After a couple of hours of watching, I saw a large cloud of what appeared to be smoke billow from one of the towers and thought that there had been some other explosion.  To my complete shock and horror, I watched the first of the two towers crumble into itself and disappear forever from the landscape of Manhattan.  I thought of how my daughter had been accepted to NYU and we had been forced to decline that opportunity because of financial restraints.  She had been so in love with New York and was most impressed by the engineering feat which was the World Trade Center.  As I pondered these memories, I watched numbly as the second tower collapsed.  I was heartsick as I thought of all those people who were undoubtedly still trapped in those buildings and did the only thing I could think to do.  I prayed.  And God Almighty answered the multitude of prayers offered up.  Instead of 50,000 casualties, there were only approximately 3,000.  Only 3,000 is still more than perished at Pearl Harbor in what had been until 9/11/01 the worst sneak attack in history.

            Over the course of the following weeks, I heard politicians rattle sabers and bang shields and say all the right things.  However, I knew many and perhaps most would soon become jaded to what had transpired and revert to politics as usual.  My cynical expectations were not disappointed.  How soon did we start hearing questions of who knew what and when?  How soon did the finger pointing begin?  How soon did politicians start to try to use this act of war to exploit political planks in party platforms?  Ridiculous accusations emerged as conspiracy theories evolved.  Instead of moving quickly and decisively to put a halt to world terrorist networks, politicians tried to negotiate.  How can you negotiate with someone whose sole objective is to end your life prematurely?

Today, instead of implementing measures to insure national security, politicians drag their feet allowing aliens to enter our sovereign nation illegally.  Instead of allowing military POW camps to interrogate sworn enemies captured in battles, politicians and courts instead treat acts of war like criminal actions.  They prefer instead to bestow upon these detainees rights to which they are not entitled.  These detainees would love to see nothing more than the collapse of our nation and the heads of our leaders literally piled in the public squares.  They would love to witness public executions of anyone who will not convert to their version of theology.  And yet, the politicians quibble and whine about each other.  When will our politicians grow up and actually be leaders?  When will our politicians realize that this is bigger than elections?  It is about what is right and wrong!

Today, I continue to pray.  I pray for our leaders to wake up and humbly accept the responsibilities of the offices for which they greedily sought election.  I pray for the citizens of this great land to set aside petty differences and work together to preserve the ability to pursue life, liberty and happiness (not to be confused with lifestyles, decadence and corruption without consequence).  I pray for those who seek our demise.  Yes, I pray for our enemies because the Bible declares that this is like heaping hot coals on their heads.  I pray for those who are indifferent, so that they may wake up and take up the side of righteousness because the Bible declares that since they are neither hot nor cold, God will spew them from His mouth.

I do not hate people.  I hate sin.  And this terrorist war is all about sin.
