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9-11 Tribute Lights - Never Forget 

9-11 Tribute Lights from Liberty State Park, NJ 
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Liberty State Park, NJ across the Hudson River from the World Trade Center Site 

It’s Saturday, September 11, 2010 and the day breaks 
with bright sunshine and skies of a sharp clarity that often 
follows a good rainstorm like we had yesterday.  Very 
similar to the start of this same day nine years ago.  
However, the promise of a beautiful day does not diminish 
the melancholy  I feel on this ninth anniversary of a horrific 
act of terrorism that is seared into our national psyche.  In 
the course of history it seems that within almost every 
generation a defining event marks us and alters something 
deep in our collective DNA causing a visceral reaction that 
forever changes how we think, behave and respond.  This 
day stands as one of those defining moments. 

As the afternoon progresses it’s apparent we will have a 
crisp, clear, cool evening with a slight breeze.  The merest 
wisps of clouds that promise rain for tomorrow are just now 
appearing on the horizon.  As the sun sets I head towards 
Liberty State Park, which is directly across the Hudson 
River from the World Trade Center site.  Cresting the high 
ridgeline of the Watchung Mountains I can already see the 
twin beams of intensely blue light shining straight up to the 
heavens.  Even in the waning daylight the lights are so 
bright I can clearly see them. 

The park has a large parking lot which is mostly full.  
Hundreds  of people are strolling along the riverwalk that 
extends some distance south towards the Statue of Liberty.  
There are many families with children of all ages; people 
huddled in small groups; some sitting on blankets just 
staring across the river.  It’s oddly quiet for so many people 

– in fact the people I hear talking are really just whispering.  
It’s as though everyone senses the need for reverence and 
respect.  There’s a woman leaning against the railing crying, 
a picture in her hand. 

The view across the river is stunning.  The sky is so 
clear I can see remarkable details in the New York City 
skyline.  I see the thousands of birds flying in the beams of 
light causing a constant array of flickers and reflections as if 
someone threw an enormous amount of confetti over the 
city.  It’s a captivating sight. 

Everyone is taking pictures with every kind of camera 
you can think of.  Tripods and zoom lenses abound.  I setup 
my tripod and join the photog fray.  As I’m taking pictures 
my mind replays images of that day I’ve stored away.  Both 
what I saw in living color as we watched from the top floor 
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you can see the reflections of the thousands of birds flying 

through the beams 

of the office building in Newark as the towers fell – not realizing 
for several minutes what we had just witnessed - and what we saw 
on television throughout the day.   

But, what I remember most clearly was the panic and terror of 
remembering that my brother Greg had flown into New York City 
the previous day for meetings in one of the towers that morning.  
We frantically tried calling him to find out if he was okay, but 
couldn’t get through the overloaded phone network. After a couple 
of agonizing hours it was with tremendous relief that we finally 
connected and learned he was okay. Although, he was stuck 
downtown with the thousands of other people fleeing the disaster.  
He had been in a cab headed towards the towers when the planes 
struck and had already started to flee to the north when the towers 
fell. 

After spending the rest of the day walking out of the city 
dragging his wheeled luggage behind him he finally boarded one of 
the ferries to Hoboken and caught a train out to Basking Ridge late 
in the afternoon, where my brother-in-law Gary and I patiently 
waited for him to arrive. That first image of him stepping off the 
train is forever etched into my mind – dressed in what remained of 
his suit and covered with ash, dragging a wheeled luggage tote that 
was now missing one wheel and the other was locked by debris, 
and limping a little from the amount of walking he had done in 
dress shoes.  But, in classic Greg style he had that grin on his face 
and simply said “damn I’m glad to see you guys, I need a beer.”  As 
horrific as that day was and with the lives of so many people  
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story and photography by Don Metz 

shattered, the only thing that mattered to me was that my 
brother was safe.  We hugged each other and held it a 
couple of seconds longer – a silent recognition of how much 
we meant to each other. 

I replay that day in my mind as I begin taking pictures 
and realize that this day now holds even more meaning to 
me because it is inexorably linked to Greg.  A couple of 
hours pass as I alternate between taking photos and just 
staring at the beams - reflecting and remembering.   

The clouds are getting closer and begin to hover over 
the city, bisecting the beams.  It’s an eerie ethereal scene, 
almost like a science fiction movie. 

I pack up my gear and begin walking back to the parking 
lot.  Looking over my shoulder I see the clouds thickening 
over the city and the beams of light are becoming more 
blurred and dissipated.  But, my memories of that day are 
forever seared in my mind with a clarity that will never 
diminish.  We must never forget this day, another day of 
infamy.  But, I will also never forget the joy and relief I felt as 
I hugged my brother and knew he was safe. 

If only the same providence that kept Greg safe that day 
had been with him on that dark highway the night of March 
30th of this year.   

I love you man and I miss you - we all miss you 

You’ve left a void that will never be filled, 
an ache our hearts will bear forever;  
yet our memories and love for you  

transcends all and sustains us.   

Greg, our brother and friend, 


