My 9/11
[bookmark: _GoBack]	When the September 11th terrorist attacks occurred, I was in first grade. I can vaguely remember my teacher turning on the news, and seeing the towers burning and billowing smoke. I remember how worried my mother was, and how worried everyone’s mothers were. It was a hectic day at school and at home. People seemed to be scurrying around wherever I went. It was unlike anything my youthful mind had seen before, so I didn’t fully grasp the gravity of what had just occurred. 
