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Peaceful Tomorrows

So Much Terror, So Many Brave People
Christina Luna

September 11, 2001, was my third day as a fresh-

happy that I was going to school in lower Man-

was running late, I felt that I was going to have a 
good day.

When I got out of the subway, I heard a police 

shock. My mind was telling me run but my feet 
felt stuck to the concrete. I had never felt more 

afraid in my life. I 
saw teachers tell-
ing students to go 
in the school and 
then telling them to 
get out, so I didn’t 
know what to do. 

I remembered that my uncle worked as a 
cashier two blocks away from the school. I didn’t 
know anyone in the school because I was new, so 
I ran to his job alone. My heart was beating fast 
from being so scared. I have never felt happier in 
my life when he opened the door for me. Once I 
was inside, I called my mother and I could hear in 

her voice that she was scared. My uncle spoke to 
my mother and told her we were okay and that I 
wasn’t going anywhere. 

The radio was on and the reporter was talk-

said that another plane had hit the second tower. 
My heart stopped. I was in disbelief. I saw my 
uncle go outside 
and I wanted to go 
out and see what 
was going on, but 
he wouldn’t let 
me. I was glad he 
kept me inside. He 
was like a father 
to me so I knew 
he was doing it 

My mind was telling 
me run but my feet felt 
stuck to the concrete. 

View from the Brooklyn Bridge of the Murry Bergtraum 
High School with the Twin Towers in the background.

People trying to get away from the dust and debris of the 
falling Twin Towers.

I saw people running 
down the street. They 
were covered in white 
powder from the ash 
and dust of the burn-
ing buildings. 
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to protect me. He came in 

true. No one knew what to 
say. Moments later I saw 
people running down the 
street. They were covered 
in white powder from the 
ash and dust of the burning 
buildings. Tears rolled down 
their faces. I felt as if I were 
looking at ghosts. I couldn’t 
believe what I was seeing. 

The news reported that 
all trains had been stopped 
because they believed that 
it was a terrorist attack. A 
terrorist attack! I was even 
more scared when I heard 

indoors, the odor from the 
burning of the Twin Towers was very strong. 
Looking out the window I saw more and more 

people trying to 
get away from the 
burning build-
ings. I felt help-
less. Some were 
bleeding, many 
were crying, and 

others were coughing 
from all the dust in the 
air. They were helping 
each other. I saw people 
hugging each other and 
crying into each others’ 
shoulders. Some had 
their arms over others’ 
shoulders to help them 

walking away from the 
Twin Towers.

The reporter said 
that they could see peo-
ple jumping out of win-
dows. They were trying 

inside of the building. 
It was so sad to hear 
that people had to make 

a burning building or 
jump from a skyscraper. 
We didn’t know what to 
do. All I knew was that I 
wanted to be home with 
my family. 

When we were able to get in the car, my uncle 
-

walking and we knew there was no way we were 
getting out of Manhattan by car. We left the car at 
his step-mother’s house and walked to the train 

thanked God that I made it home to see her face.
I have never shared so many details about 

that day until now. I dedicate my thoughts and 
prayers to all those who lost someone on 9/11. It 
must be so much harder for them.

Christina Luna, 25 years old, was born and raised in Brooklyn, 
NY. She has a beautiful four-year old daughter and a wonderful 

-
ter, she plans to attend culinary school and open a pastry shop.

I saw people hugging 
each other and crying 

into each others’ 
shoulders. 

Christina’s uncle.

Christina in 2001, age 15.

Christina, ten years later

Writing helps 

“I kept waking up

Write About It!


