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Mayor Michael R. Bloomberg introduces moment of silence:

Five years have come, and five years have gone, and still we stand together as one.  We come back to this place to remember the heartbreaking anniversary – and each person who died here – those known and unknown to us, whose absence is always with us.  This year, we have asked their spouses, partners, and significant others to lead these ceremonies – not in the first flush of despair, but with the saving grace of memory.  At this time, please join us and all New Yorkers in a moment of silence.

Mayor Bloomberg introduces first family member reading: 

It surely cannot be easy to come to this site and speak out loud the name of the person you had thought would always be next to you – the one with whom you had hoped to face the world.  We stand by your side – yet who can know what is in your hearts. 

First family member reading by Susan Sliwak:

My name is Susan Sliwak.  My husband Robert worked at Cantor Fitzgerald.  We had been married only for nine years, though it felt as if we had shared a lifetime together because of all that we had been through.
The light of his life were our three children – Ryan, Kyle and Nicole.

Of all the many things I wish I could still tell him, there is one thing my heart wants to say above all the rest – feelings best expressed in the words of an American song:

How much do I love you?

I’ll tell you no lie

How deep is the ocean?

How high is the sky?

How many times a day do I think of you?

How many roses are sprinkled with dew?

How far would I travel

To be where you are?

How far is the journey

For here to a star? 

And if I ever lost you, how much would I cry?

How deep is the ocean?

How high is the sky?

Mayor Bloomberg introduces the reading of the names: 

This year, the names of all who died will be read by the men and women with whom they shared their lives and themselves.  Today, as they help us remember those we lost, the words of the New York poet Mark Van Doren remind us:

Nothing is dead or different 

Tell him, and make sure.

For he must understand that I  

And not my wounds endure.
Second family member reading by James Smith:
I am the husband of New York City Police Officer Moira Smith, who five years ago ran into the South Tower because she believed that a life lived in service of others was the only one worth living.  She never hesitated when there was work to be done.  And that is how she would want our seven year old daughter Patricia to remember her.

I've been thinking about what Moira would be doing today if she were here with us.  She'd be concerned for her fellow officers, their health and safety.  She'd be protecting the people of the city she loved, defending the country she loved.  Keeping it from harm. 

She would be raising the child she loved more than anything on earth.  

But most importantly, Moira would be about the business of living.  She would be making us smile when we want to frown and laugh when we want to cry.  Police Officer Moira Smith did not survive that day, and the world is a less safe, less fun, and less caring place because of it.

I am honored to have been her husband.  I am grateful to have our child to raise, and to help her understand that her mother was and still is the pride of New York City.

New York Governor George E. Pataki delivers reading:

Of all those we know in life, it is our chosen mate – the companion of our days – to whom we entrust our deepest selves.  And in turn, we celebrate that person for exactly who they are.  In their passing, an essential piece of us is torn away.

The poet Edna St. Vincent Millay wrote:


The answers quick and keen, the honest look, the laughter, the love


They are gone....


I know.  But I do not approve.


More precious was the light in your eyes than all the roses in the world....


Gently they go, the beautiful, the tender,the kind;


Quietly they go, the intelligent, the witty, the brave.


I know.  But I do not approve.  And I am not resigned.

Mayor Rudolph W. Giuliani delivers reading:

Five years from the date of the attack that changed our world, we've come back to remember the valor of those we lost – those who innocently went to work that day and the brave souls who went in after them.  We also have come to be ever mindful of the courage of those who grieve for them and the light that still lives in their hearts.

As we honor those who died we ask, what is a successful life?
One hundred years ago an essay tried to answer that question and has endured to become an American classic:

To laugh often and love much; to win the respect of intelligent people and the affection of children; to earn the appreciation of honest critics – to appreciate beauty,

To find the best in others – to leave the world a bit better – whether by a healthy child, garden patch or redeemed social conditions – to know that even one life has breathed easier because you lived.  This is to have succeeded.

New Jersey Governor Jon S. Corzine delivers reading:
To those who came to help us remember, we recall the words of the poet Mary Lee Hall, who sought to find in loss, the comfort to go on:

If I should die and leave you here a while,

Be not like others sore undone,

Who keep long vigil by the silent dust.

For my sake turn again to life and smile,

Nerving thy heart and trembling hand

To do something to comfort other hearts than thine.

Complete these dear unfinished tasks of mine

And I perchance may therein comfort you.

Third family member reading by Margaret Cruz: 
My name is Margaret Cruz.  My partner, Patricia McAneney, worked in Tower One of the World Trade Center.  I am here today to remember and honor her.

Pat was a kind and caring woman born with a twinkle in her eye, the gift of laughter and the ability to share it with others.  She taught me that i could laugh at myself.

A die-hard Mets fan, she cheered in the spring and cried in the fall.
It was Pat's natural warmth that made people around her feel comfortable.  But it was her dry sense of humor that kept you laughing and coming back for more.

There is a poem that says:

“So bitter pain that none shall ever find
What plague is greater than the grief of mind.”
No day has been the same without you – but the memories of your smile and laughter will hold me and all who knew you for years to come.

Mayor Bloomberg delivers closing remarks:
I want to thank everyone for helping us commemorate this day: for giving a human face to the names engraved on our city’s heart – and to the cherished dreams that will be left forever unfulfilled.

Even as we mourn their loss, we are ever mindful of what was written centuries ago: 

“Let us not measure our sorrow by their worth

For then our sorrow will have no end.”
For all Americans, this date will be forever entwined with sadness, but the memory of those we lost can burn with a softening brightness.
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