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Foreword by Mayor Bloomberg One year after the terrorist attacks of  September 11, 
2001, our city faced a daunting challenge: hosting a commemoration that was 
worthy of  the memories of  those who perished and that offered consolation to 
family members still mourning the loss of  their loved ones. The world would 
be watching, as so many looked to New York City to remember and reflect on 
a day that brought unspeakable sadness but also unsurpassed heroics.

This book represents the efforts to create a program that paid tribute to 
both the national tragedy and great personal grief. The passages are some of  
the most moving poems, letters, song lyrics, and excerpts from literary and 
historical works ever gathered. Their words reflect sorrow, but also our resolve to 
go on, together.

When we began planning our commemoration, we knew that we needed to 
return to the site of  the attacks. Months of  recovery and cleanup efforts had 
cleared the World Trade Center site of  rubble, leaving behind only bedrock –
the hallowed ground on which we would remember and rebuild.

The plan was to stand together as one and to honor each and every person we 
lost. In recognition of  each individual life and the loved ones left behind, every 
victim’s name was to be read aloud. There was a simple dignity to this approach, 
and it proved both poignant and inspiring.

Over the past ten years, thousands have come to the ceremonies to read the 
names. And in listening to those names, we have heard an unspoken story about 
the World Trade Center: how it brought people together from every race and 
religion, every culture and country. Family members were joined in the reading 
of  the names by others – including first responders, volunteers, and construction 
workers – who shared in the loss and recovery efforts.

At every commemoration, family members were asked to speak about 
their loved ones. With each short speech, a portrait of  the men and women 
who worked and died at the World Trade Center began to emerge. We heard 
about engineers, pastry chefs, police officers, traders, flight attendants, 
firefighters – and people in many other professions. Family members told 
stories about loving fathers, daughters, wives, brothers, and sisters. These 
personally written pieces helped bring to life the names being read.



previous years to provide a sense of  reflection on the past decade as we revealed 
the Memorial and turned with hope toward the future. At last, the gaping hole 
where the ceremonies had begun was now rebuilt into an everlasting tribute to 
all those who perished. The 9/11 Memorial, which includes two beautiful 
waterfalls in the footprints of  each tower, now forever proclaims the names that 
were read aloud each year, engraved in bronze along the edges of  each pool.

While we worked toward creating a lasting memorial that would honor the 
victims of  September 11, our hope was to create a ceremony that was strong 
and simple and spoke across time, cultures, religions, and backgrounds. The 
answer to the violence of  the attacks would be the humanity of  our voices 
and the kindness we showed to one another. This book is a testament to those 
ceremonies and the efforts over the past ten years to remember and reflect upon 
that September morning that changed us forever. 

To keep the focus on the victims and their families, it was important to us 
to keep contemporary political rhetoric out of  the commemoration. Instead, 
the program invoked some of  the great words from literature and our nation’s 
history. In that first year we quoted Abraham Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address, 
reminding listeners that our nation had withstood heartbreak before, and that 
once again we would “highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in 
vain – that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of  freedom – and
that government of  the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish 
from the earth.” The American spirit of  freedom would always be the
foundation of  this site.

In each succeeding year, readings were chosen to represent different family 
members’ points of  view and their personal perspectives of  the tragedy. These 
subjects became the guide in choosing the readings from a wide range of  sources 
and styles, periods and places. They speak of  love and loss, remembrance and 
celebration, courage, compassion, the gentle encouragement to go on, and the            
rebuilding itself. 

There are, of  course, elements of  the ceremony that cannot be captured in a 
book, including the music. The mournful sounds of  the bagpipes, traditionally 
played at funerals for firefighters and police officers, would each year signal the 
beginning of  the ceremony. And throughout the entire reading of  the names, 
classical music was performed by small ensembles and chamber groups from all 
over the city. One by one, each group quietly took their turn on the stage, 
rotating throughout the ceremonies and accompanying the readers as they 
recited at the podium. Children’s choirs opened and closed the ceremonies, and 
as the years went on, noted soloists were asked to sing midway through the 
tributes. The choice of  songs was made as carefully as the choice of  readings. 
The day ended with trumpets playing “Taps.” 

One more element was added to the ceremony that you cannot hear in this 
book: the moments of  silence. It is a time-honored tradition, in all ceremonies 
marking a moment of  national import, to observe a moment of  silence. At 
the ceremonies, we would stop to mark moments of  impact and collapse as 
we turned our hearts and minds to those terrifying and tragic minutes in 
our nation’s history. 

In 2011, on the tenth anniversary of  the attacks, the National September 11 
Memorial was unveiled. On this meaningful day, we drew upon passages read in 
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2002 
the first year



2002

lincoln’s gettysburg address

four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this 
continent, a new nation, conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the 
proposition that all men are created equal. 

now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation,  
or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. we are  
met on a great battle-field of that war. we have come to dedicate a 
portion of that field, as a final resting place for those who here gave 
their lives that that nation might live. it is altogether fitting and  
proper that we should do this.

but, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate – we can not consecrate –  
we can not hallow – this ground. the brave men, living and dead, who 
struggled here, have consecrated it, far above our poor power to  
add or detract. the world will little note, nor long remember what we 
say here, but it can never forget what they did here. it is for us the 
living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they 
who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced.

it is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining 
before us – that from these honored dead we take increased devotion  
to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion –  
that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in  
vain – that this nation, under god, shall have a new birth of freedom 

– and that this government of the people, by the people, for  
the people, shall not perish from this earth. 

Governor PatakiMayor Bloomberg

2002

introduction

Again, today, we are a nation who mourns. 
Again, today, we take into our hearts and minds those who perished on this  
site one year ago; and those who came to toil in the rubble to bring order out of  
chaos, and those who throughout these last 12 months have struggled to help  
us make sense of  our despair.

Now, we join with all our fellow Americans in a minute of  silence, led by 
President Bush from the South Lawn of  the White House in Washington, DC.

		             . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

One hundred thirty-nine years ago, President Abraham Lincoln looked out at 
his wounded nation, as he stood on a once beautiful field that had become its 
saddest and largest burying ground. Then, it was Gettysburg. Today, it is the 
World Trade Center, where we gather on native soil to share our common grief.



2002

you were the best father

My stepfather, Franco Lalama, was an engineer for the Port Authority.  
He worked on the 64th floor of  the World Trade Center. I read this for  
his memorial.

I don’t remember the last time I told him that I loved him. I would give  
anything to go back to the morning of  September 11 and tell him how  
much I appreciate everything he’s done for me. But I think he knows that  
now. In my eyes, he died a hero, and how much more could you ask for. 

There’s a quote that pretty much speaks for itself:

you never lose anything. not really. things, people – they go away, 
sooner or later. you can’t hold them anymore than you can hold  
the moonlight. but if they’ve touched you, if they’re inside of you,  
then they’re still yours.

Frank, as I look back on these days, I realize how much I’ll truly miss you  
and how much I truly love you. You were the best father I could ask for.  
I miss you. And I hope you didn’t hurt too much.

Love, Marianne

Marianne Keane

reading of the names

They were our neighbors, our husbands, our children, our sisters, our brothers, 
and our wives. Our countrymen, and our friends. 
They were us.

Mayor Bloomberg

2002



i can hear my daddy say 

My father, Keefe, was a chef  on the 96th floor of  the World Trade Center.  
This poem made me feel like my daddy was speaking to me.

i give you this one thought to keep – 
i am with you still – i do not sleep. 
i am a thousand winds that blow. 
i am the diamond glints on snow, 
i am the sunlight on ripened grain, 
i am the gentle autumn rain. 
when you awaken in the morning’s hush 
i am the swift, uplifting rush 
of quiet birds in circled flight. 
i am the soft stars that shine at night. 
do not think of me as gone – 
i am with you still – in each new dawn.

Brittany Clark

2002



the declaration of independence (excerpt)

we hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal,  
that they are endowed by their creator with certain unalienable rights,  
that among these are life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness. that to 
secure these rights, governments are instituted among men, deriving their  
just powers from the consent of the governed...
 
and for the support of this declaration, with a firm reliance on the 
protection of divine providence, we mutually pledge to each other our 
lives, our fortunes, and our sacred honor.

Governor McGreevey

20022002

the ground we stand on

One year ago, the ground we are standing on shook, and the earth gave way.  
Although the buildings fell, the foundation on which all Americans stand  
will never fall, for it is the sacred principle of  freedom and equality on which  
we build our lives.

Mayor Bloomberg



2003 
the loss of a parent



2003

he worked on the 88th floor

My father, Pete Negron, worked on the 88th floor of  the World Trade Center.  
I wanted to read you this poem because it says what I was feeling.

stars

i liked the way they looked down from the sky 
and didn’t seem to mind the way i cried.

and didn’t say, “now wipe away those tears,” 
or, “tell us, tell us what’s the matter here!”

but shining through the dark they calmly stayed, 
and gently held me in their quiet way.

i felt them watching over me, each one – 
and let me cry and cry till i was done.

Peter NegronMayor Bloomberg

2003

introduction

Today, again, we are a city that mourns.

We come here to honor those we lost and to remember this date with sorrow,  
but we also remember with pride. And from that comes our resolve to go 
forward, our faces and hopes turned toward the light.

In keeping with this, the children of  our city and the children who lost loved 
ones will lead our ceremonies. It is in them that the spirit of  New York lives, 
carrying both our deepest memories and the bright promise of  tomorrow.

At this time, please join us and all New Yorkers for a moment of  silence.



2003

i think continually of those who were truly great (excerpt)

I’d like to read these lines from a poem by Stephen Spender:

i think continually of those who were truly great. 
who, from the womb, remembered the soul’s history 
through corridors of light where the hours are suns 
endless and singing. whose lovely ambition 
was that their lips, still touched with fire, 
should tell of the spirit clothed from head to foot in song. 
and who hoarded from the spring branches 
the desires falling across their bodies like blossoms. 
		         . . . 
see how these names are fêted by the waving grass 
and by the streamers of white cloud 
and whispers of wind in the listening sky. 
the names of those who in their lives fought for life 
who wore at their hearts the fire’s center. 
born of the sun they traveled a short while towards the sun, 
and left the vivid air signed with their honor.

Governor PatakiMayor Bloomberg

2003

reading of the names

Last year America’s Poet Laureate, Billy Collins, wrote a poem he called  
 “The Names” about the 2,792 who perished that day. Here are its closing lines:

names etched on the head of a pin. 
one name spanning a bridge, another undergoing a tunnel. 
a blue name needled into the skin. 
names of citizens, workers, mothers and fathers, 
the bright-eyed daughter, the quick son. 
alphabet of names in a green field. 
names in the small tracks of birds. 
names lifted from a hat 
or balanced on the tip of the tongue. 
names wheeled into the dim warehouse of memory. 
so many names, there is barely room on the walls of the heart.



2003

you learn by living (excerpt)

Eleanor Roosevelt wrote about the courage it takes to face our fears. She spoke 
from a personal sense of  loss, during a time of  global uncertainty.

painfully, step by step, i learned to stare down each of my fears, conquer 
it, attain the hard–earned courage to go on to the next. only then was i 
really free. 

of all the knowledge that we acquire in life this is the most difficult. 
but it is also the most rewarding. with each victory, no matter how great 
the cost or how agonizing at the time, there comes increased confidence 
and strength to help meet the next fear. 

i haven’t ever believed that anything supported by fear can stand against 
freedom from fear.... courage is more exhilarating than fear and in the 
long run it is easier. we do not have to become heroes overnight. just a 
step at a time, meeting each thing that comes up, discovering we have the 
strength to stare it down.

Governor McGreeveyJoan Molinaro

2003

little boy of mine

My son, Carl, was a firefighter with Ladder 2 in midtown Manhattan.  
I wrote this poem for my son. Everyone who was killed that day was someone’s 
son or daughter.

in the quiet of my heart 
i hold your hand 
little boy of mine.

i hear the giggle of your laugh 
and i see the smile in your eyes. 
i watch you grow 
and of your future dream. 
i want all your dreams for you.

i want always to be there 
to help in any way. 
to always make things right for you 
to keep the hurts away.

it does not matter what your age 
you’ll always be my baby boy.

we walk through my dreams 
and talk of things to come. 
and then the dream grows dark and dim 
i feel your hand leave mine. 
i feel your warm gentle kiss 
and wake to the tears on my cheek. 
my baby boy is gone.



2003

go forward together

Six decades ago, Winston Churchill’s beloved country also suffered a terrible 
blow and faced what seemed to be insurmountable dangers and despair.

He taught me, and I remember on September 11, that he always believed, and  
we believe that people who live in freedom have something to live for, something 
to fight for, and even something to die for. And they will prevail over those  
who live in oppression. Winston Churchill taught us that our ideas and ideals  
of  freedom and democracy will prevail. 

He said:
we shall not fail or falter; we shall not weaken or tire. neither  
the sudden shock of battle nor the long-drawn trials of vigilance and 
exertion will wear us down.

He also said:
repair the waste. rebuild the ruins. heal the wounds. crown the  
victors. comfort the broken and broken-hearted. there is the battle we 
have won to fight. there is the victory we have now to win. let us go 
forward together.

Mayor GiulianiKathleen Froehner

2003

for my father

My father, Gregg Froehner, was a Port Authority police officer. 
This is a poem that I would like to read to you today.

life is for me and is shining! 
	     . . . 
i do not want  
fire screaming up to the sky. 
i do not want 
families killed in their doorways.

life is for us, for the children. 
life is for mothers and fathers, 
life is for the tall girls and boys  
in the high school on henderson street, 
is for the people in afrikan tents, 
the people in english cathedrals, 
the people in indian courtyards; 
the people in cottages all over the world.

life is for us, and is shining. 
we have a right to sing.



Mayor Bloomberg

2003

closing

I want to thank the children of  New York for helping us commemorate 
this day. Their world is still in the making. As a mayor and a father, I hope it 
will be a wise and just world. And that our city will always be the place where 
people live in peace.
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