"A COUNTRY CRIED"
 by: Sharon E. Dawson

Nothing appeared to be out of the ordinary the morning of September 11,2001.
I remember thinking to myself, I need to call my friend and wish her a Happy Birthday. As I reached for the telephone, it rang. I was unaware of the events that were occurring in New York until the caller told me to turn on the television a plane had flown into one of the Twin Tower Buildings. As I no sooner had done so, the second airline had hit it's target.
Now was the beginning of the destruction of New York's two skyline landmarks. But more than this, it was also the ending of lives… Lives that had awakened that very morning to the last annoying alarm clock governing their requirements to be on time.
As I, like everyone, sat and watched the events unfold on the TV, my heart broke to know that other hearts, innocent hearts, would stop beating at the callous hands of another. Families, loved ones, and friends would feel the impact of loss for the rest of their remaining days.
As if watching a modern day drama at the theatre, each scene captured my emotions, my attention, and my prayers. The security of the mundane seemed to become a fantasy as the rescue teams raced to give aid to the wounded and even to become a victim to death themselves trying to save a life and sacrificing their own in the attempt. The news commentator's voice became my contact, my only way from where I sat to where the structure, now in flames, could connect. For hours I listened, watched and spoke with my loved ones of what we were all a part of…..A Country Crying….
As an artist I knew in my heart the emotions I felt would one day be 'born on paper and dressed in a melody'. After a memorial service conducted a few days later that some of my friends and I attended, I couldn't help but absorb the tapestry of emotions shared. There was a tenderness that was engulfing the crowd as tears were shed for not only those who perished but also for those who had survived. The one's who survived the September 11th event would have to survive every day afterwards but without the loves and lives that had kissed them goodbye as they headed out the door that morning. For those people, the scenes portrayed in their mind's eye will replay long after the news programs are turned off. 
I think I felt this pain the most!

I know and I believe in GOD. I know that when I am no longer living on this earth that I will be in His awesome presence. My prayers that day for those lives were that in the unexpected moment, their soul would know it's place in eternity and their hearts belong to Jesus Christ. I prayed that each would know His divine Peace as I imagined the prayers being screamed as well as whispered and may still echo even months later.

September 17th was to many just another day as well, but for me as I embraced my guitar, pen in hand, the single attempt of word and music flowed from my heart as GOD guided the creation of ' A COUNTRY CRIED' in literally 8 minutes.
As I played the song for a friend sitting in the room with me, I watched as they silently took in the emotions the song was putting forth.
At this moment I realized what it was to be an 'instrument' in the "Creator of music's" hand. The talent that I had been blessed with could now touch other's lives when they needed to be.




As the doors opened for the song to grow and have others outside that room become a part of it, amazement overtook me.  Within 24 hours it was evolving from one melody line to harmony to a compact disc to mass production. It seemed that everyone who heard it came forward to assist in other's opportunity to embrace its heart-felt emotions. As I described the images I saw in my thoughts as I was writing the song to the artist, she took her talents and created them in perfect vision.
 As a Corporation needed a name, my mind flashed only one:
 HABAKKUK 2 vs. 3 Inc. This Old Testament Bible verse reads:
"For the vision is yet for the appointed time; it hastens toward the goal, and it will not fail. Though it tarries; wait for it; for it will certainly come, it will not delay" (New American Standard)
I knew without a doubt that was it! And even as I write this I know that when I was a young child and thought of Habakkuk 2 vs. 3 as 'my favorite Bible verse' that now I know it was more than that. The verse would encourage other lives to have a 'Vision'.
Now as I recall the steps taken to create "A COUNTRY CRIED", the most life changing song that has touched more lives than I could imagine, I realize that this one song summarizes what our country, as one heart, felt that day.

To the individuals and companies that have contributed their time, talents, and financial participation to assist in this project, I say wholeheartedly" Thank You and God Bless you"
As  "A COUNTRY CRIED" is heard, my inspiration in America grows. 

Always remember the tenderness the pain created in you. 
Always embrace each moment you are given and take nothing and no one for granted. Acknowledge that you are not given a guarantee of your next breath.
Place your self in the arms of the only One, Who when you fall will catch you.
When you hurt, when you cry, just as "A COUNTRY CRIED" on September 11, 2001
God will gently wipe your tears and grant you the strength you need…. just as He did that day for so many…

Remember…. Gain Knowledge…Seek Wisdom…Apply Balance,
Love,
Sharon E. Dawson
Habakkuk 2 vs. 3 Inc.

Notes on the lyrics:
"Love wrap your arms around our hearts
And may we recall in days gone by
The lives we touch each day
And those who have passed away
Who now on angel's wings humbly fly (they humbly fly.)"

*This segment of "A COUNTRY CRIED" is dedicated for those who were in the airliners that never arrived at their destination but ultimately to one far greater.
Thank you for your courage, your memories and for your inspiration to those who are still 'passengers' in this life.

