g. As if asking me to free

ey do! | do not know what
it is abo andy’ heys-swe en you gaze upon them
swaying... Sort of erizeo

for awhile apg” the Tllorries” pday, the horrors of recent
experiences. Ima THA
; elevision, do not strike fear in my
heart anymore. But a e"of remembrance for all those who died
and for all of those that lost some part of themselves. | lost some part of
me that day, | do not see the world in the same way. | am still trying to piece
my life together, | am still trying to learn the LESSON that day is suppose to
teach me. Perhaps the trees swaying outside my balcony, is telling me to let
go... But I cannot let go and forget about all those that died, all those in
pain for having lost someone or something. So as a way for me to
remember | am planting a tree on September 11 of each year that | am
ALIVE! Hoping that each time I plant one | let go of all the pain inside.
And maybe one day I will finally be able to let go...

Liza McAuliffe



