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BY WISLAWA SZYMBORSKA oI :
There's enough time

They jumped from the burning floors—  for hair to come loose,
one, two, a few more, for keys and coins
higher, lower. to fall from pockets.
They're still within the air's reach,
within the compass of places

The photograph halted them in life,
and now keeps them

above the earth toward the earth. that have just now opened.
Each is still complete,
describe this flight
and not add a last line.

with a particular face
and blood well hidden,

Ao of

7 thud.

ﬂs&%‘f_@] wake beside you,
stretch, scratch, taste the air,

I can do only two things for them—

’Lul"

—E T

5 and
= ¥l
U0 CIAFT
/ Hhe Hames
ofF a frepant
%( curl and
twir| and
'[BIL W Authy
4 5ghlening~
September Twelfth, 2001 E
By X.J. Kennedy --—i‘
Two caught on film who hurtle

from the eighty-second floor,
choosing between a fireball
and to jump holding hands,

the incredible joy of coffee
and the morning light.

Alive, we open eyelids

on our pitiful share of time,

we bubbles rising and bursting
in a boiling pot.
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an analy sie of haacken
and S o4
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Comes 16 Yo, cotle YOI,
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The Fa”ing Man [and every person who
jumped from the twin towers as they
fell to the ground]

You walk, like an open wound, your heart peeking from the
skin, swallowing the pain of the city. He is in every curve of
your face. As life becomes ordinary for passersby you want
to scream, T am his mother. I am his mother and he died
and 1 saw him twirl and curl into a thud. [ am his mother
and I know all of his limbs, the scars, the edges of his knees
and heart and I saw him twirl and curl into a thud. [ am his
mother and 1 feel bits of him left in my uterus, they pinch
me from the inside when I'm about to forget and 1 saw him
twirl and curl into a thud. T am his mother and 1 kissed his
eyelashes when he told me he wanted to be ordinary and |
saw him twirl and curl inte a thud. T am his mother and I
know how his eyes tighten and fingers bend when he laughs
and [ saw him twitl and curl into a thud. I am his mother
and | taught him how to love with reservation so not to get
has heart broken but he never listened and I saw him twirl
and curl into a thud. I am his mother and I know that when
he eats he chews slowly to protect his teeth from decay and

I saw him twirl and curl into a thud. I am his mother and I
watched him cross the street for the first time and | saw him
twirl and curl into a thud. [ am his mother and when | dream

of him I see him standing.” A

~Tala Abuy Rahmel
“Tine Mo Led Me i
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