By: Lady Yunalesca

Fire & Concrete Pain

The TV was on at the old bar. It was Oprah…or Maury, or Sally. That doesn’t really matter. A woman and her son spoke about their experience in 9/11. That story, I carry it with me always. This is what happened…


The clocked ticked, it was 8 AM. Timmy didn’t know or understand, since he was only 5. His dad was finishing some paper work and he promised he would pick his mom and go to the airport. There, they would fly to Puerto Rico to meet his family for the first time. Timmy listened to his father humming a song he hadn’t heard before.
“Whatcha singing, daddy?”-Timmy asked.

“La Borinqueña, son.”-his father smiled.

“What’s that?”

“It’s the anthem of Puerto Rico, your country.”
“Ohh…I see.”


Timmy didn’t make anymore questions. He thought another question would simply never get his dad anything near finished. Jim, his father, turned the computer off, smiling at Timmy. He stood up from his chair.

“Let’s go get your mom,”-Jim said.

“Yeah!”-Timmy shouted.


The ride on the elevator was rather long. Jim saw his wife, Nicole. She was beautiful, as always. Timmy slipped easily from Jim’s grip and ran to his mother’s waiting embrace. Jim walked over and kissed his wife tenderly. The ground shook. Screams were gone in a second, every one ignored it. Jim and Nicole looked at each other. Suddenly, a woman ran down the hall yelling.

“The building! The building was hit by a plane! We’re all gonna die!”


Everyone panicked. Nicole was pushed to the floor; she moved over Timmy so he wouldn’t get hurt. Timmy’s fearful shrieks were heard. Jim pushed through people, getting hurt in the process. The rumbling started once more, this time, it was followed by a rather intense shriek, or a high-pitched whistle. Everyone, except Jim, seemed confused by it, but he knew what was about to happen. The ground shook and fell down a bit; the running and screaming was non-stop now. Everyone who couldn’t escape, just started to jump off windows.
“Nicole, Nicole!”-Jim tried to get her attention.

“What?!”-she yelled, a bit scared.

“I love you!”-he yelled.


The floor gave in, the falling felt like an abyss. The fall was about 30 stories down. It seemed like the end of it all. The hours passed, Timmy opened his eyes.

“Mommy? Mommy, I can’t see!”


That wasn’t all. Nicole had various bones peeking through the skin of her leg and Jim had lost three fingers on his left hand. …Two days passed, as far as Jim could tell by counting the chimes of his watch. Rumbling from helicopters and voices were heard.
“Anyone there? Please, answer!

“Help, help us! Help my mommy!”-Timmy yelled.

“Help…us, please!”-Nicole gritted her teeth in pain.

“We’re coming! Please, hold on!”

“Nicole! Listen to me, I don’t have much time…”-Jim spoke.
“What is it?”-she sounded worried.

“I can’t hold on…much…longer… I just…I love you,”-his voice stopped abruptly.


A stretcher hanging from a helicopter lifted Nicole, Timmy and Jim’s body. They were separated from Jim; Nicole looked at the sky, a tear running down her cheek.


That’s the story. I’m at their doorstep right now. I want to see them, I met Timmy, now 14-years-old.

“Mom, some one at the door wants to see you!”-he yelled.

“Alright, alright,”-she looked up, “Hello…Jim?!”

“Hey, Nicole…”-I smiled.
