In remembrance of September 11, 2001 I share this poem.  I wrote this on September 12, 2001 the day after. It is what came to me in prayer as I knelt on my knees on the floor sobbing from what my eyes were seeing on the television. I asked God to let me do something to help. As I sat there sobbing, words started coming to my mind, and I jumped up and got a pad and pen and began to write. They were not in order and did not make sense then, it stopped as quickly as it came. I sat down to read what I had just written. I began to put it in order, and this poem above is what it read. I still have that piece of paper and get chills when I look at it and read it.

I don’t know what this poem was ever supposed to do to help.  I tried several times to get it published through Memorial Sites for September 11, 2001 and sent it off to several News Media stations and people. I still do this and have been sending it out for the last month and a half.  I have not received any interest in it nor anyone who wants to pay tribute by reading these beautiful but sad words on this ten year anniversary. 

So with that I will just publish it myself in tribute and memory of all those who lost their lives on that horrific day, to all their families, to all the first responders who are still suffering from illnesses now because of that day, and to our country the Greatest Nation and Country in the world… 

AMERICA WILL SURVIVE!!! 

GOD bless you all and GOD BLESS THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA!!!

Please pass this on to everyone you know. To share this memory and tribute to September 11, 2011 Ten Years After. Thank you 

America Will Survive

As I sit and stare at the mountains where the eagles fly, 

I can't help but think about the past gone by, 

As the orange and pink hews arise on the sky, 

Upon a beautiful blue we see with our eyes.

There in the distance we do see,

Fires through our eyes we cannot believe.

As the day wears on, we begin to see,

The powers of destruction that were meant to be, 

We all mourn and feel sorrows for those past, 

The souls of so many, the souls so vast, 

From whatever community or religion we come, 

We cannot control the feeling of being numb.

All I want to tell, All I want to know,

The Word that was given us so long ago,

It is written from our mighty Christ,

That our future is to pay a price,

So spread the Word our pain is on the mend, 

For it is written, The Beginning of the End.

GOD is on the throne,

We are not alone,

America will survive America will survive,

We will come through as never before,

For GOD has opened another door, 

We will survive America will survive

In memory of the bombing of the WTC bombing on September 11, 2001.

My favorite quote is: "The majority of us lead quiet, unheralded lives as we pass through this world. There will most likely be no ticker-tape parades for us, no monuments created in our honor. But that does not lessen our possible impact, for there are scores of people waiting for someone just like us to come along; people who will appreciate our compassion, our unique talents. Someone who will live a happier life merely because we took the time to share what we had to give. Too often we underestimate the power of a touch, a smile, a kind word, a listening ear, an honest compliment, or the smallest act of caring, all of which have a potential to turn a life around. It's overwhelming to consider the continuous opportunities there are to make our love felt." Italian Author ~Leo Buscaglia~
