
Today started off like any other Tuesday I got up and got ready to go to work. As I was walking to the elevator that would lead me up to my office on the 89th floor in the North Tower at the World Trade Center I felt like something was wrong and noticed that I was late so I hurried to the elevator. After getting chewed out by my boss about being late I started to hear a strange noise outside so I looked out the window and saw a plane heading towards the building. I woke up about two hours later dazed and disoriented I looked around there was fire everywhere. I tried to move to see if anybody had survived but I couldn’t move my leg, it turned out I was caught under some rubble. I called out for help but there was no one to help so I laid there on the floor and just went to sleep. I never woke up I had passed away that day like a lot of other people did on September 11, 2001.
