One Year Later

It is a beautiful September morning.  The sun is out, the birds are singing, just like every other day.  However, there is one thing that makes today different.  It is an anniversary, one that no human will ever forget.  Today is the anniversary of the day America was made humble again.  The greatest nation the world has ever known was brought to her knees.  For the second time in history we suffered massive casualties on our own soil, at the hands of a foreign enemy.  We reeled in shock at what we saw; failed to grasp the reality that we were being shown.  This atrocity could not be happening, not to us, we are the U.S.A after all.  Freedom came at a price more than any of us ever expected to pay.  Over three thousand innocent lives were lost because of a grudge by one man, who cannot even come out of hiding now.  The price of calling yourself an American is one worth thinking about.  Until that day we took everything we have for granted.  It was those things that made us the target, instead of the archer.  A blow fired directly at the heart of this country, and it succeeded.  Bringing down the most easily known part of the NYC skyline.  Now the gap that we see overlooking the harbor holds more than just a symbolic meaning.  That gap shows the amount of loss we sustained in a matter of hours.  The short amount of time it took to cause disbelief in us, of all people.  We as a nation will believe just about anything, in one form or another.  Yet, on that morning, one year ago, we refused to believe that what we saw was real.  It could not be, no one would dare attack us.  That morning we were made to believe one more thing, that we are equals.  Not a single person, around the world, was untouched by the events of September 11, 2001.  Yet, somehow, here we are one year later, still on top, still progressing, stunned briefly, but always united.  Bound by our commonalities as human beings, we survived.  Hard as times became, we pushed ahead, looked forward, and never once faltered.  Once again tears will be shed, grief will overflow, and loved ones will be missed.  This time it will be in remembrance, not for the brutal and cowardly attacks.  We are America, never let that be forgotten.
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