
Not so long ago, the thought expressed in the 
headline might have been accurate. No more. A 
campaign is under way to provide a bright, inviting, 
and comfortable meeting place for all residents 
of the Creighton Center and their visitors. Called 
the Arbor Garden Refresh Project, the task was 
clear – make the area a pleasure to use, with little 
expense or regular maintenance.

The organizing committee of Michelle McKen-
zie, Natalee Zimmerman, Andre Samuel, Charlie 
Clapper, John Barker, Mike McCulley and Ann 
Marie Rahn drew up a list of proposed actions. 
They included work on the grounds, improvement 
of the physical facilities like furniture and plant 
beds, and providing opportunities for Creighton 
residents and Collington residents as a whole to 
help re-create the garden. 

Where to start? Birdhouses and furniture 
topped the list of immediate action. In the past, the 
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‘Nobody Ever Uses the 
Arbor Garden’

By Sue Blanchette

Newly decorated bird houses in the Arbor 
garden. Photo by Ann Marie Rahn.

see Arbor, p. 2

This is a special edition of the Collingtonian, 

largely devoted to residents’ memories of Sept. 

11, 2001, now 20 years in the past.  When we 

asked residents to share their recollections, I 

thought we might get a dozen replies.  We got 

28.  

The replies show – not that more evidence 

was needed – that Collington residents com-

prise an extraordinary group. On 9/11 two were, 

separately, in Australia.  Another was in Kenya; 

a fourth was one of the people “from away” 

taken in by residents of Gander, Newfoundland.  

Several lived or worked in Manhattan, within 

sight and sound of Ground Zero.  Others were 

in Washington. Thankfully, none suffered physi-

cal harm, though some knew victims and their 

families.

Warning: Don’t expect easy reading.  I found 

editing these accounts against the backdrop of 

events in Afghanistan emotionally draining. You 

might want to read them in small doses.

This issue, at an expanded 16 pages, also 

contains time-sensitive articles.  But it omits 

some popular features: the garden and birding 

columns and profiles of new residents. They’ll be 

back in October. – George Newman

A Word from the Editor
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local Boy Scout Troop 29 had made birdhouses, 
but only one of those remained in good shape. 
A hardy band of Collington residents met in the 
Hilltop Garden to scrub the birdhouses clean.  
The committee called on the Wood Shop for help 
with repairs and once that was done, priming the 
birdhouses became the next group project. Meet-
ing in the Arbor Garden, Collington volunteers 
made sure that the birdhouses received a primer 
of white paint. Why white paint? One goal of the 
committee was to involve the Creighton residents 
in the process; the next step, then, was for the 
residents themselves to decorate the birdhouses 
in bright colors. Collington provided the paint, the 
residents did the rest!  They were now ready for 
hanging.

The next step was improving the furniture – 
not only brightening it up, but making sure it was 
safe. One recommendation from Natalee was to 
paint the chairs white. Bright colors stimulate the 
mind and the eye; making the chairs more visible 
and inviting would encourage residents to move 
outside and enjoy them. Walter Ramirez repaired 
and sanded all the chairs and then the volun-
teers arrived again for several painting parties to 
brighten things up, including Mary Bird repainting 
the wisteria bench.  The chairs were then dis-
tributed throughout the garden and have already 
become a focal point for Creighton residents and 
their visitors. 

A plea also went out to the OO Shop and Col-
lington residents-at-large to donate colorful yard 
art. Within a short time, bright birds swung from 
the trees, green frogs jumped along the paths, 
wind chimes hung and flags waved in the breeze. 
The Arbor Garden restoration was on its way!

The next step is to improve and add to the 
raised plant beds in the garden. The committee 
would like to purchase more moveable raised 

Arbor from p. 1 beds that could be turned in a Therapeutic Gar-
den, growing easily picked and harvested fruits 
and vegetables. The estimate for completion is 
some time in 2022.

How can Collington residents help? 
• More yard art. Making the garden bright and 

cheery is the essential goal, so if you happen 
to be visiting a garden center, consider donat-
ing a piece of yard art to the Arbor Garden 
Refresh Project.

• Green thumbs needed – once the plant beds 
have been repaired and purchased, volunteers 
will be needed to water and weed on a weekly 
schedule. It is not realistic to expect the nurs-
ing staff to take on gardening duties as well, 
but for Collington residents who love garden-
ing, this is a wonderful opportunity to help. 

As this project moves forward, the hope is never 
again to hear that “nobody ever uses the Arbor 
Garden!”
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Damage to the Pentagon after attack. Wikimedia photo.

Collington Residents Recall 9/11
Doris Walsh: Children 
near Ground Zero

Ed and I were hav-
ing a relaxing breakfast 
on the porch of our 
beach house in North 
Carolina when the 
phone rang. I heard our 
daughter, Mary, excit-
edly say, “Don’t worry, 
Mom, I’m OK, the 
kids are safe uptown 
in school and Greg is 
walking here from Wall Street and will be here 
soon. Can’t talk now, will call you later – just turn 
on the TV.”  The horror struck me as I watched 
the fiery images and realized our children lived 
barely two blocks from the World Trade Center. 
They were physically safe and lucky to be alive, 
but homeless for many months. Their building 
needed to be decontaminated from all the ashes 
from everything and everybody that fell on the city 
for days. 

 Friends took them in and gave them clothes to 
wear. The building needed to be declared struc-
turally safe and free from toxins. Rugs, drapes, 
mattresses, clothing, and even the dirt on their 
outside terrace was removed. Anything that could 
not be treated was destroyed. Months later when 
we were allowed to come into the city, the noxious 
smell from all that had burned still lingered and 
has given me a powerful memory of that tragic 
day. I still wonder if that toxic environment has 
contributed to the brain tumor that recently took 
our daughter’s life.

Pat Piggee: A fellow volunteer among the vic-
tims

My stay in Oak Park, Ill., to help with our first 
grandchild was almost over. I was to leave Sept. 
12. The TV was showing a skyscraper that had 

been hit by a plane…
what size or kind?  We 
were curious but turned 
away to tend to the 
baby. (Our son Nat was 
at a meeting at the top 
of the Sears Tower in 
Chicago. Howard was 
flying from New York 
to Sunderland in Great 
Britain; Christine was 
flying from Greece; Re-

nee had just driven past 
the Pentagon from Arlington on her way to work 
in D.C.; and Joe was home in Marlboro Mass. with 
the dogs and cats.).

We turned back just in time to see a huge air-
liner crash into the adjoining building. What in the 
world was going on?

Renee had to spend the night with friends, as 
she couldn’t get back to Arlington. Nat finally con-
vinced the folks at the meeting that maybe it would 
be a good idea to leave the Sears Tower. Howard 
and the rest of his flight knew nothing until they got 
to their hotel rooms.

Once air traffic resumed, I was on one of the 
first flights out of O’Hare back to Boston. As we 
boarded, we were making nervous small talk: 
“None but the brave.” Boarding with us were two 
very tall Arab men accompanied by a male flight 
attendant, headed for the back of the cabin. The 
rest of us were seated in first class and were so 
few we didn’t use all the seats. Those Arab men 
were making everybody very nervous; people kept 
turning around to look at them.

Once I got home, I discovered I had a small 
Swiss army knife in my purse (the security check-
ers hadn’t yet ramped up their checking).

see 9/11, p. 4
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A fellow volunteer at the Sudbury 
food pantry was one of the local vic-
tims. I didn’t know any of the other lo-
cal folks who died in the planes.

John Geron: From cheers to tears 
in 24 hours

In September 2001 I traveled to 
my hometown of Sterling, Col., to re-
ceive the top honor given yearly to a graduate of 
Northeastern Junior College. It was a cheerfully-
received plaque, on Sept.10, 2001. 

My career – retired military, as a major with 
pilot wings; then retiring from 10 years each in the 
Aerospace Industries Association and Electronic 
Industries Association, in which I was facilitating 
groups from U.S. defense companies; receiving 
two Master’s degrees; teaching college courses; 
and leading a volunteer group lobbying at county, 
state and federal levels for social justice issues.  

I was still euphoric driving the rental car back 
to Denver International Airfield on Sept. 11 to 
return to my family in D.C. Big band music was 
suddenly interrupted with news that New York and 
D.C. were struck by large airliners! All my family 
lived in D.C.    

I was in tears, worrying.  
It was about 10 days before air transportation 

resumed and I arrived home. 
Later I found out that a fellow parishioner was 

killed, one month from retirement and a teaching 
assignment awaiting him. Our families sat togeth-
er at the annual parish picnic only a few weeks 
earlier.

Marsha Voigt: A niece is safe
“Jennifer, you’re safe. It’s over. The President 

grounded all the planes in the country. The only 
ones up there are patrolling U.S. fighter jets.  
You’re OK – you’re safe. 

 “No, they didn’t hit the Capital or the White 

9/11 from p. 3 House. They hit the Pentagon. A 
plane crashed in Pennsylvania – I 
don’t know that it’s related. 

“Go home – just start walk-
ing. You’re safe. We love you.”

Approximate words from me at 
about 11:30 a.m. to my niece, who 
was on a street near the Towers. She 
works at Citigroup and had been 

evacuated from a meeting in the third building 
that collapsed later in the day. She lived on W. 
79th St.  

Linda Ewald: A memorable first day
9/11 was my first day at a new job at Sallie 

Mae, out in Reston. I decided to drive on that 
day, but planned to use public transportation 
from then on from my home on Capitol Hill. As I 
drove out I-66, I heard on the radio that a plane 
had collided with one of the Twin Towers in New 
York City. The reporter speculated that it was a 
small private plane that had strayed off course.  
When I arrived in Reston, everyone was in the 
conference room watching the drama unfold on 
TV. By that time, it was clear that it was a terrorist 
attack.  

My immediate boss was surprised to see me.  
He suggested I might want to go home. What?  
Go home on my first day of work? I mentioned 
that I lived 12 blocks from the Capitol. He blinked.  
“Well, in that case, maybe you should stay out 
here,” he advised. I hung around with nothing to 
do for several hours, by which time most every-
one else had left. 

When I finally returned to my car, the streets 
were empty. There was a large column of smoke 
coming from the Pentagon, but not much traffic on 
I-66 going towards DC. But when I got into the city, 
there was a massive traffic jam around Union Sta-
tion. There I sat for over an hour until I could work 
my way home. My husband greeted me when I 
walked in. He had been sent home from the Li-
brary of Congress earlier in the day. “So, how was 

see 9/11, p. 5

Statue of Liberty bears 
witness to attack. 
Wikimedia photo.
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9/11 from p. 4

see 9/11, p. 6

your first day of work?” he asked.

Ardyce Asire: Canceled trip 
Late morning on 9/11. For once I was packed, 

dressed and ready ahead of time for a car ride 
to BWI in the early afternoon. A two-week trip to 
France with a niece was my destination.

Then a Collington friend called and asked if I 
was watching TV. “No,” I replied. I rarely turned 
on the TV before the evening news. She told me 
what had happened in New York.

Of course, my plans were canceled. But my 
niece was already in Paris. She had quite a story 
of how she got back to the U.S.

Faith Torsani: Scattered family
I wasn’t working that day, just having another 

cup of coffee and watching the birds out the 
kitchen window.

Katie Couric was interviewing a celebrity and 
the network suddenly cut away: a plane had hit 
the North Tower of the World Trade Center.” Ter-
rible accident, I thought. And then another plane 
hit the South Tower! I was getting frightened.

I phoned my husband’s office. He’d not ar-
rived yet. I told them to turn on the TV.  The Trade 
Center was familiar ground for us because Joe 
had worked for a year in the North Tower after he 
retired from the military.

Lisa (our very pregnant youngest child) was in 
Chicago at a conference next door to the Sears 
Tower. When I reached her, she told me she’d be 
on the road shortly, heading for home. She and 
three co-workers were finally able to rent a car by 
promising (falsely) to return it to the facility.

Oldest son Joe III was in Florida, safely at 
home. Second son Chris was on a golf course in 
Switzerland, where he lives.  

Middle child Mark (known to many at Collington) 
was at home before heading for the Outback Steak-
house in Bowie, which he managed at the time.

Last to set our minds at ease was Phil, No. 
4 son, a media specialist with the International 

Monetary Fund. He was two and a half blocks 
from the White House. We didn’t hear from him 
until 10:30 that night. He had been deep in the 
IMF building and hadn’t left until after the events 
of that horrific day were better known.

Sue Blanchette: Trying to explain  
the Impossible

“Ms. B! Ms. B! Turn on the TV. A plane crashed 
into a skyscraper in New York!”

With that boisterous announcement, several 
16-year-old boys tumbled into my classroom at 
Hillcrest High School in Dallas. High school boys 
can get excited over anything, so I took their 
news with a grain of salt as they grabbed the 
remote and turned on the TV. The picture flashed 
on to the screen and we watched in horror as 
the second plane crashed into the Twin Towers, 
beginning a teaching day like no other. 

For the next few hours, the study of the past 
was suspended as we sat glued to the news 
coverage, and I tried to explain why the United 
States could not unilaterally declare war against 
an unknown enemy! Who was responsible? No 
one knew. How did this happen? No one knew. 
News commentators gave varied reports and 
opinions and we tried to separate fact from fic-
tion. I gave impromptu synopses of Islamic be-
liefs to adults and students, as everyone tried to 
sort out the events of the day. 

Do something. Everyone wanted to do some-
thing. We all felt helpless in the face of unheard-
of disaster. In the quiet of my planning period, 
I stared at the flag that hung on the wall of my 
classroom, the flag that had flown over the no-
fly zone of Iraq with my fighter pilot son-in-law. I 
took the flag down and walked outside, raised it 
to the top of the school flagpole and slowly low-
ered it to half-mast. 

Then I went back inside to continue trying to 
explain the impossible. 
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see 9/11, p. 7

Marie Rasmussen: Premonition in Oklahoma
It was Sunday, Sept. 9, when my husband and 

I visited the site of the Oklahoma City bomb-
ing. He did many investigations in that building.   
We were at the memorial when he told me that 
something very bad was about to happen. He 
was very intuitive.

We were traveling by car on Monday, the 10th, 
and got as far as Conway, Ark., where we stayed 
in a hotel.

I went downstairs early for breakfast on Tues-
day and was watching television when the first 
tower was hit. The news media didn’t know what 
to make of it. When the second tower was hit, it 
was certain we were being attacked. I went back 
to our room to get ready for our trip home, when 
my husband announced that the Pentagon had 
been hit. As he had worked at the Pentagon, he 
announced once again, as he had in Oklahoma 
City, “This is personal.”

As we began our journey home to Chelten-
ham, Md., we encountered many people who 
were stranded because all air travel had been 
canceled and rental cars were scarce.

It was a long, slow trip.  Hotels were full and 
gas stations had long lines.

As we got closer to the East, all the highway 
overpasses were draped with the beautiful Amer-
ican flag and we made it home to Cheltenham 
after a difficult journey.

George Newman: Military presence  
in the street

I was at work at the Foreign Press Center, a 
State Department office in the National Press 
Building, two blocks from the White House. Tele-
vision showed smoke coming from the top of the 
Twin Towers; commentators speculated that a 
small plane had veered off course and struck the 
building. 

It soon became clear that this was not the 
case, as a second plane struck the towers. After 

the Pentagon was hit, multiple (false) reports 
arose of new attacks on Washington, including a 
car bomb at the State Department’s headquarters. 
That building was evacuated. The Department’s 
press operation moved to our small office, nor-
mally a resource center for journalists from foreign 
news organizations.

I spent a long day answering, and more often 
not answering, press queries from all over the 
world. (Not knowing whether new attacks might 
be coming, we shared few details of government 
actions.)

At 6 p.m. I emerged from the building to a de-
serted downtown D.C. At the time, we maintained 
a studio apartment just 11 blocks away, an easy 
walk, but the route ran past the White House; 
every street was blocked. I gave up and took the 
Metro. I seemed to be the only passenger.

When I came out of the Foggy Bottom Metro 
station, a military vehicle – an armored personnel 
carrier, I think – was parked at the curb with two 
armed soldiers aboard. This was a common sight 
in Third World countries. I never expected to see it 
in the United States.

Marilyn Haskel: Smoke visible on  
Fifth Avenue

The morning was bright blue and cool. I arrived 
at work early at our Fifth Avenue and 39th Street 
offices. As my colleagues arrived, someone men-
tioned that a plane had hit one of the World Trade 
Center towers. We thought it might be a thrill 
seeker in a little plane. Then a second plane hit 
the other tower. 

A forbidden radio was pulled from a desk draw-
er. Someone went upstairs to administration to 
see TV news, reporting the horror to us. We were 
stunned into silence. We could see the smoke 
from the middle of Fifth Avenue. 

As the day wore on, employees who lived out-
side Manhattan worried about how to get home 
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Twin towers burn after attack. Wikimedia photo.

9/11 from p. 6

see 9/11, p. 10

with public transit shut 
down. We planned 
to take colleagues to 
our homes overnight. 
Those who could, 
decided to walk miles 
home. At 6 p.m., ferries 
to New Jersey began 
running and we all left 
the office. I lived at 
58th Street and Cen-
tral Park South in a tiny 
studio. I set out, know-
ing that authorities had advised people to avoid 
landmarks such as Rockefeller Center, but it was 
on my route.

A week later my mother was on her deathbed 
in West Virginia. Still, there were no planes, but 
the train to Washington was operating. I took it 
and then a bus to West Virginia. Emerging from 
one of the first planes back to New York after my 
mother’s funeral, I noticed a distinct odor from 
the tragedy of 9/11. As I look at the newspapers 
and magazines from those days, I relive the hor-
ror and feel a profound dread that life can be so 
fragile.

Sue Evans: A son at the Pentagon
I arrived at the doctor’s office where I worked 

about 8:30 that morning. The TV in the waiting 
room was turned on. I called our first patient back 
and returned to the waiting room to call another. 
There was breaking news on TV. An airplane had 
just crashed into the World Trade Center. 

When I again returned to the waiting room, 
a plane had crashed into the other tower. We 
watched the towers collapse. I tried to return to 
the job of seeing patients, but the TV was com-
pelling. Then a plane crashed into the Pentagon. 
I watched in horror. Our oldest son worked in the 
Pentagon. I cried, “David works in the Pentagon! 
No! No! Please God.”

I called my family. 
No one had heard from 
David. In the afternoon 
I took a break outside. 
I stood there praying 
and listening to the 
roar of jets taking off 
from nearby Andrews 
Air Force Base. I felt 
helpless. A coworker 
came running to me. 
“Your daughter just 
called. She just talked 
to David. He’s OK.” My 

son was alive. I could breathe again. 

Dorothy Yuan: Stunned audience
In the fall of 2001, I took a sabbatical year 

to enlist in a fellowship program offered by the 
American Association of Science (AAAS) to learn 
about government policy and its multi-faceted 
execution.

The introductory slide presentation that 
September morning was suddenly turned off, 
replaced by CNN news coverage of the bombing 
of the Twin Towers. A stunned audience was told 
to evacuate the building as soon as possible. All 
the Metro lines in Washington were closed, so I 
walked to my apartment in Arlington, along with 
seemingly the entire D.C. population, weaving 
through the non-moving traffic in Georgetown 
and across the Key Bridge. Along the way my 
trepidation was by no means assuaged by news 
reports blasting from store windows reporting 
that the Pentagon had been hit, and perhaps the 
State Department was next in line. 

For the practical aspects of my fellowship, I 
was assigned to USDA.  Some of the govern-
ment budget in every agency was now diverted 
to new terrorist prevention programs. Thus, my 
job was to investigate all the possibilities by 
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An Ode to Skinks, our Insect-Eating Friends
By Bob Headley

One of the first things that attracted me 

to Collington was the sight of little lizards 

scampering across the walks. I have loved 

lizards since I was a kid many years ago 

in Baltimore. I have raised many kinds of 

lizards, but skinks are among my favorites. 

They simply fascinate me. So when I saw 

the little skinks darting here and there, I 

was sold.

Our word skink is from the French scinc 

which is from the Latin scincus which, in 

turn, is from the Greek skinkos. It seems 

to have been originally applied to the 

ocellated skink (Chalcides ocellatus) which is 

found in North Africa, the Middle East, Greece, 

Sicily, and Sardinia.

Our skinks are five-lined skinks (Plestiodon 

fasciatus, formerly Eumeces fasciatus) and 

probably the broad-headed skink (Plestiodon 

laticeps). The most common one here is the 

five-lined skink, one of 13 skinks that live in 

the United States. The five-lined skink ranges 

along the East Coast from Ontario and Eastern 

New York down to Northern Florida and west 

to Texas and Wisconsin. They begin life as tiny 

hatchlings about one inch long, not including 

the tail, and may grow up to nine inches, 

including the long tail. Speaking of tails, these 

lizards, like many others, have the ability to 

jettison portions of their tails when threatened. 

Fortunately, they can grow them back to nearly 

the same length. The young have bright, 

fluorescent blue tails that serve as decoys. 

When a young skink is threatened, and the 

tail is cast off and continues to writhe about, 

distracting the predator while the tailless lizard 

flees. 

These gave rise to the name “blue-tailed 

skink.”Female Plestiodon fasciatus with juvenile 

skink. Note the new tail portion on the female 

and the bright blue intact tail of the young one. 

The female may be gravid.

Female skinks have a narrower head than 

males. The male’s head is slightly broader and 

takes on a reddish or orange color as the lizard 

ages. Mating takes place in the spring, and 

females lay a clutch of from 2 to 18 rubbery 

eggs that hatch between mid-May and July. 

Unusual among reptiles, the female five-lined 

skink broods her eggs. The female may bask 

in the sun to warm up her body and then coil 

around the eggs to transfer some of the heat to 

them.

Like most of our native reptiles, skinks are 

very beneficial. They are basically insectivorous, 

but they will eat almost any animal small 

see Skinks, p. 9
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Possible male Plestiodon laticeps. Note broad  
reddish head and coppery dorsal surface

enough, including millipedes, crickets, 

grasshoppers, termites, snails, beetles and 

grubs. They will also eat various kinds of 

plants. During the winter, they hibernate 

in rotting logs or under piles of sawdust. 

Although locally numerous, in certain 

portions of its range, the fine-lined skink is 

protected. In Maryland no more than four 

may kept as pets without a permit.

The five-lined skink is one of the four 

lizards that are found in this area. The only 

one that may be confused with it is the road-

headed skink (Plestiodon laticeps), which 

is slightly larger and more robust. The other 

lizards are the little brown skink (Scinella 

lateralis), which is much smaller, a coppery 

brown color, and lacks the longitudinal 

lines, the eastern fence swift (Sceloporus 

undulatus), which is rough-scaled, grey or 

brown with darker crossbands, and the six-

lined race runner (Aspidoscelis sexlineatus 

sexlineatus), that is longer with six light stripes 

down the back. The face runner prefers sandy 

soil and is so fast that it may only appear as a 

striped blur.

I cannot imagine ever growing tired of 

watching these delightful little animals basking 

in patches of early morning sunlight and 

darting back and forth on our patio.

Skinks from p. 8

Probable male Plestiodon fasciatus with regrown tail.
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which terrorists might cause mass poisoning of 
the food chain. Instead of directing laboratory 
experiments I became a sleuth. In between visits 
to slaughterhouses and processing plants, and 
internet searches for potential poisons, I inserted 
myself into the brains of terrorists and, using a 
Risk Assessment matrix, calculated, for example, 
how poisoned hot dogs could invade a July 4th 
celebration. Unfortunately, since the COVID 19 
pandemic, we are now cognizant of much more 
devastating scenarios. 

James Yuan: Hours of Angst
Having recently retired, I planned to start a 

number of projects in 2001. Unexpectedly, an 
additional mission was to learn how to cook be-
cause my wife decided to leave me by myself in 
Dallas for a year.  

By that day in the third week of her departure, 
I was just getting used to the new routine when I 
turned on the morning news and was astounded 
by what was happening in New York City and in 
Arlington. A few days before, Dorothy had indi-
cated she was looking forward to an introductory 
tour of the Pentagon, located just a few blocks 
from her apartment. Surely this was not the day! 

She did not have a cell phone. Repeated calls 
to her apartment yielded no response.  When I 
managed to reach our son, who had just returned 
to his house, he could not allay my anxiety.  As 
with phone lines all over the country, all further 
attempts were stymied by continuous busy sig-
nals. My only companion through hours of angst 
was the TV monitor. It was not until noon that my 
wife finally got through with the assurance that 
other than blistered feet, she was fine. 

With the nationwide disruption of the airlines, 
we thought that our previous plans to visit each 
other at least once a month would have to be 
abandoned. However, surprisingly, in a few 
weeks I was able to get on to a flight to D.C. in a 
virtually empty plane. Thus, despite a paradigm 
shift in the national mentality, our personal lives 

were little affected.

Eloise Branche: A harrowing two hours
I was a nervous wreck for about two hours 

after the attack on the Towers. The day before, 
my daughter, Dr. Christine Branche, had called to 
inform me of her coming trip to Vietnam for a site 
visit for the Centers for Disease Control (CDC). 
On 9/11, she was on a United Airlines flight from 
Atlanta to Chicago for a connecting flight to Viet-
nam. I knew she had an early flight that day and I 
was worried sick. 

Christine related the following to me about that 
morning. Just as the plane leveled after take-off, 
the pilot announced, “All planes have been or-
dered out of the air. There is smoke rising from the 
White House. We will land in Knoxville, Tenn.”  This 
misinformation naturally caused extreme concern. 
Upon landing, the passengers rushed quickly 
through the one gate available and luggage was 
dumped as soon as possible. Luckily, Christine 
was able to get hers right away. After many at-
tempts, due to jammed cell phone lines, Christine 
was able to finally let me know she was on the 
ground and safe. She was very concerned about 
her brother, Lt. Col. Marc Branche, who was as-
signed to the Air Force D.C. National Guard. I was 
able to assure her we were all safe and correct the 
information about “smoke from the White House.”

Those two hours of uncertainty about my 
daughter’s whereabouts were the most harrowing 
I had ever experienced. The sound of her voice 
when she called was the answer to my heaven-
storming prayers.

Susan Wolf: Seeing the towers in flames
I was living in Staten Island and working at 

schools there and in Brooklyn. That day, I was 
scheduled for two Brooklyn schools, and was 
driving toward the Verrazzano Bridge when the 
music station broke in with the announcement 
that “a plane” had hit the World Trade Center. At 



  September 2021    The Collingtonian 11

9/11 from p. 10

see 9/11, p. 12

first, the DJ thought it was a joke, then perhaps 
a small-plane mishap. Then CBS news took over 
the airways; it was clear this was something far 
more serious.  

As I drove over the bridge, I could see the Twin 
Towers in flames, smoke rising in the sky. When 
I signed in at my next school, everyone was in 
tears – the Twin Towers had collapsed! My es-
tranged husband worked at 4 World Trade, and I 
had no idea if he was safe.  

I went on to Edward R. Murrow High School in 
Brooklyn. Shortly after I arrived, the authorities 
closed the Verrazzano Bridge and shut down all 
the subways. My students and I were stranded!  
The principal asked for volunteers to stay over-
night, and I agreed to stay. Then the subways 
reopened and my students all left. I was still 
stranded, and a friend offered hospitality, but be-
fore we could leave, the authorities reopened the 
Verrazzano Bridge. 

I went home to be with my sons.  We later 
heard that my husband was safe; he had EMT 
training and was serving as a first responder at 
the site.  He developed what was later called the 
“World Trade Center cough,” which affected him 
until he passed away.

Marian Fuchs: Hospitality in Newfoundland
We were about four hours into our flight from 

London to Washington when the pilot announced 
that for “operational reasons” we could not pro-
ceed to Washington, but would have to land in 
Canada. “There’s nothing wrong with the plane,” 
he insisted.  

It may have been an hour before the captain 
came back to us, with some news. A terrible se-
ries of events in the U.S. had led to the closing of 
American airspace. Hijacked planes had been in-
volved in horrific attacks in New York, Washington 
and somewhere near Pittsburgh. The World Trade 
Center and the Pentagon were mentioned. 

We were landing at Gander, Newfoundland, a 
tiny place with almost no hotel accommodation. 

However, the people of Gander had been organiz-
ing, and were prepared to accommodate all of us.

And they did that and more, in a spirit of gen-
erosity that has been widely celebrated, not least 
in the Broadway musical, “Come from Away,” 
which is being revived this month.

We were among the luckiest of people that 
terrible week. For us, the shock and horror of the 
terrorist attacks were counter-balanced by an 
overwhelming outpouring of unconditional gener-
osity, warmth and caring, directed towards us by 
the people of Gander. People everywhere were 
brought together by the tragedy, stirred by com-
mon emotions, triggered by music, images and 
human interaction. We had all of this, plus a daily, 
in fact a minute-by-minute, direct, face-to-face 
concern for our well-being. We were welcomed 
into a community, and immediately made a part 
of it.  And it was an old-time community, based 
on simple, old-fashioned values that have been 
largely smothered in the sophistication of our 
modern lives.
Adapted and excerpted from a talk last year at 
Asbury Methodist Village, a CCRC in Gaithers-
burg.

Memorial at Ground Zero in New York. 911memorial.org
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Maya Reju: Thankful for family’s survival
It started out as a typical weekday morning 

for me, when around 8:40 in the morning, I was 
driving to work from my home in Westfield, N.J., 
with my car radio tuned to a news station. News 
came in about a plane hitting one of the towers 
of the World Trade center in Manhattan, in New 
York City. By the time I reached my place of work, 
another plane had hit the second tower of the 
World Trade Center and it was obvious that it was 
no accident!

Everyone was worried about family and friends. 
I did a mental check of my situation. My hus-
band had passed away earlier that year. My son 
Deepak was in Kentucky working on his masters 
in divinity and safely away from New York City. 
My daughter Sandhya, who had just moved back 
home after getting her law degree from George 
Washington University, had started working for 
South Brooklyn Legal Services and had just 
moved into an apartment in Brooklyn. She was 
in a subway train on her way to work when the 
planes hit the World Trade Center and train ser-
vice was shut down. The passengers were asked 
to get off the trains and find their way home. 
Sandhya, along with all the other passengers, ex-
ited the train and walked back home.

 I was so thankful that none of my friends or 
relatives were hurt in this incident. But memories 
of that day will live with me for rest of my life!

Bonnie Cronin: Sharing 9/11 with the Navy
On Sept. 11, 2001, I was sitting in my office at 

the USS Constitution Museum, in the Charles-
town Navy Yard, Boston, across the pier from 
“Old Ironsides.” One of my Development Depart-
ment colleagues, routinely checking news on her 
computer, said, “Oh, my god, a plane flew into the 
World Trade Building.” We rushed into the direc-
tor’s office, which had the only TV in the Museum. 

9/11 from p. 11

see 9/11, p. 13

The USS Constitution, the oldest warship still 
afloat in the world, is a commissioned warship in 
the U.S. Navy and the flagship of the entire Navy 
fleet. It is staffed with active service Navy sailors, 
many of whom are young and on their first duty 
station. Randy Neal, the Commanding Officer, 
had just taken command on Aug.1. 

Almost immediately after the first attack, the 
Navy Yard closed. The Navy, from SecNav on 
down, worried that “Old Ironsides,” a national 
icon, might be a target. Sailors moved heavy 
Jersey barriers across the entrance to the Yard as 
we Museum staffers watched from our third-floor 
office. Shortly thereafter, all civilian employees at 
the Yard were sent home. Staff only was allowed 
back in on Thursday. On Friday the Navy had a 
cookout for all Yard personnel to boost morale, but 
it was a cold, damp day, echoing our mood.

The Navy Yard remained closed until Sept. 29, 
and the Museum didn’t reopen until much later. 
The economic loss was devastating – but not as 
devastating as the sense of shock, disorientation 
and loss watching those young sailors closing the 
gates to the Yard.

Tucker Farley: Weeping and sharing
As the putrid dust in the air on the Brooklyn 

side of the river settled over everything, long after 
we all found (those of us who had rushed immedi-
ately to the nearest hospitals to give blood for sur-
vivors) that there were no survivors, long after that 
day of people throwing themselves out of impos-
sibly high windows and falling, falling, falling while 
we followed them with our helpless grieving eyes, 
long past the days of people making memorials 
everywhere: along the iron fence above the river 
at the end of my street in Brooklyn Heights, mes-
sages of love, of searching, of memorial, of hope, 
of mourning – flowers; bouquets from windowsill 
and fire escape gardens, from the edges of roads 
and parks and pots in kitchens and hallways and 
studies and classrooms, candles and poems, 
huge beds of messages and mementos all over 
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the city, grieving and reaching out to be together, 
everywhere it seemed, weeping and sharing.

Afterwards, when I traveled to professional 
conferences, I discovered a different response, 
even in “Happy Valley.” More participants had 
come to be together this time; for the first time 
I had to put up at a local motel. Inquiring for a 
room, I was shocked at the hate signs in the lobby 
and outside in public spaces, invisible yet verbal 
fences, barriers between strangers: a coldness 
and distancing. Calls for war, not for peace.

But then, they hadn’t been there. They hadn’t 
embraced weeping strangers on the streets and 
in the parks, held hands in circles and crossing 
city streets, to get together to the other side.

John Barker: Firefighters’ ultimate sacrifice
Over four days, Dorothy and I watched from 

our daughter’s 14th floor apartment as smoke, 
ash, debris and occasional flames came out 
of the void in the Manhattan skyline. Earlier, on 
9/11 day, sitting in front of the TV, the first pictures 
from the trafficopter interrupted the “Today” show. 
“Papa,” queried the four-year-old granddaughter, 
“What’s that all about?”  

This was our clue to turn off the TV and do 
our morning walk. The walk was always by Fire 
Engine No. 2 Station. During pleasant days the 
firemen sat outside in their wooden chairs and 
conversed with walkers, their neighbors. That day, 
our walk was halted. Station doors opened and 
bright red Engine 2 with crew aboard roared out 
and down Lexington Avenue to Ground Zero.

Two days later Engine 2 was back. Covered 
with ash, a matte gray. No first-shift firemen. All 
six had perished. Residents found their neigh-
bors were gone. Each nearby high-rise apart-
ment building chose a fire person’s family. Small, 
tastefully done memorials appeared on the build-
ing sidewalks. As neighbors, building residents 
collected generous sums for the families of their 
neighbors. 

Denny Klass: Pride, and then sadness
I was in Australia giving workshops. The venue 

for Sept.11 was the National Press Club in Can-
berra. Before and during the workshop, people 
came up to me offering condolences. I did not 
handle their comments well because I did not 
think of myself as representing my country. I had 
spent most of my adult life in dissent, in the civil 
rights movement and protesting the Vietnam War. 

I learned to be more gracious as the comments 
continued for my remaining weeks in Australia 
because I could see that people were genuinely 
moved by the attack, and I saw other expressions 
of solidarity with the U.S., for example a column 
in the newspaper saying “We are all New Yorkers.” 
I had a new-felt pride in my country, and then a 
deep sadness as I watched the president piss it 
all away with lies about sheltering terrorists and 
weapons of mass destruction to start a war that 
had nothing to do with the 9/11 attacks. I returned 
to a U.S. that had changed. My fingernail clipper 
was confiscated at LAX because I might use it as 
a weapon on my connecting flight. 

Jeanne Slawson: Ironing as therapy
It was a sparkling blue day in Annapolis. We felt 

good as we walked home, having cast our votes 
at the elementary school. 

As we turned in our front gate, a neighbor 
called, “A plane just hit the World Trade Center!” 
What? We ran into the house, turned on the TV; 
then I hauled the ironing board and iron out of 
the back room. What? I rarely ironed and never in 
front of the TV. Maybe I wouldn’t feel so helpless. 
A friend from exercise class said she was talking 
with her daughter who worked at Cantor Fitzger-
ald, when there was a boom and her daughter 
said, “What was that? Wait for me!” before the 
phone went dead. Later, my friend wore a brace-
let in her daughter’s memory.

Another friend, who lived on a houseboat in 
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New Jersey, across from the World Trade Center, 
took a picture of a visiting couple with the Twin 
Towers in the background. The next day he took 
their picture in the same spot – no towers.

Jim Curley: Heart-breaking posters  
(written Sept. 20, 2001)

The dust and smoke from ground zero dis-
sipated earlier this week, leaving a clear blue sky.  
As I look south on First or Second Avenues from 
our 14th Street apartment, I sense a distinct void 
in the skyline.  

American flags are everywhere: in stores, 
offices, apartment windows, on cars, trucks, T-
shirts, hats, vests and arm bands. The number of 
flags seems to be increasing each day. One that 
I saw today was in an Afghan restaurant on Third 
Avenue, but no patrons were inside.

Union Square seems to have become a semi-
official mourning place. Posters of missing per-
sons have spread throughout the park, although 
the candles and bouquets are mostly still in the 
south plaza near the George Washington statue.  

Posters asking for information about missing 
persons are everywhere – on sidewalk telephone 
kiosks, store and restaurant windows, entrances 
to apartment buildings, construction fences. They 
are hard to look at because almost all show pho-
tos of smiling, happy people. Some are dressed 
in formal clothes (a wedding or prom?), another in 
bathing trunks (a young stud showing off?) or just 
casual weekend clothes. Many races and nation-
alities are pictured.  

The hardest ones to look at show mothers and 
fathers with babies and small children. Yester-
day I was able to read some of the posters. One 
showed a pretty Hispanic girl, age 27, worked on 
84th floor of WTC, married in early July, 30 weeks 
pregnant. Another, with a picture of a tall, slender 
Black man, said he was last seen on the 108th 

floor of the World Trade Center, preparing the 
sound system for a breakfast business meeting at 
Windows on the World.  

It’s raining today, and the posters are begin-
ning to droop along with the wilting flowers and 
half-burnt candles. I wonder if they will be renewed 
tomorrow.

Alice Nicolson: Avidly watching Australian TV
Dan and I were attending a planning meet-

ing for a projected Flora Malesiana in Sydney, 
Australia, at the Botanic Garden. Because of the 
time difference, we didn’t hear about the attack 
until the next morning. It was covered extensively 
on Australian TV, which we watched avidly. At the 
meeting that day, and in the hotel as well, we re-
ceived many condolences on behalf of our country 
from the Aussies, Asians and Brits at the meeting 
– clearly there was a huge wave of sympathy and 
support for the U.S.

Our scheduled flight home on Saturday was 
cancelled, but we were able to get out as soon as 
the U.S. opened its skies. At the Sydney airport 
there was clearly extra security, with some pas-
sengers subject to having their luggage opened 
and thoroughly examined. I was one of those, and 
I’ve always wondered if it was random or because 
my passport showed Lebanon as my birthplace.

If we hadn’t been traveling that day, Dan might 
have been driving past the Pentagon to his office 
at the Smithsonian when that plane hit.

Laurie Nichols: An office across the street
My office at the time was across the street from 

the WTC. As I came to street level from the sub-
way that morning, I saw the North Tower on fire 
after being struck by the first plane.  

On Broadway, walking to my office, I heard, but 
did not see, the second plane hit the South Tower 
(where, years earlier, my law firm’s office had 
been on the 100th floor). Deciding there was noth-
ing I had to do in the office, I walked to a friend’s 
apartment in Greenwich Village to watch televi-
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sion coverage. About two minutes after we saw 
the South Tower collapse, the smell of the debris 
cloud reached us through the open terrace doors. 

I tried to reach Doug, who had taken my 
mother to La Guardia to catch her flight back to 
California, and figured out when I could walk to 
Grand Central and catch a train home. When I 
did make that walk, the streets were eerily empty 
of pedestrians and traffic but for a few straggling 
walkers like me and some emergency vehicles.

As horrible as that day was, I came off rela-
tively lightly. I never saw anyone falling to their 
death; La Guardia was closing when Doug and 
my mother arrived, so they went home together; I 
was able to get home by early evening. My office 
building’s windows were blown out on the lower 
25 floors facing the WTC, allowing toxic fumes 
and debris to damage and contaminate the inte-
rior. It was five months before I was back working 
in my office, from which I could watch the ongoing 
recovery work.

Peggy Latimer: Friends saved by a  
schedule change

Such a beautiful, sunny day, a brilliant blue 
sky, when I heard that my two beloved cities had 
been attacked. I immediately started calling fam-
ily and friends. Lawyer brother in Washington, 
where I grew up, had one colleague on the plane 
so bravely diverted to Pennsylvania; two other 
colleagues had cancelled their reservations at the 
last minute. And in New York, where I had spent 
most of my life, a niece in Chelsea was look-
ing out her window at people dropping from the 
Towers. Children from a nearby school thought 
they were birds. I’d worked a block away from the 
Towers during and after their construction; I hated 
them but used them every day. 

The last person I reached was a friend who, 
first thing every Tuesday morning, dutifully got off 
the subway to do business at a World Financial 
Center bank. Turns out she didn’t go that Tuesday 

in order to meet her college students who had 
just arrived from all around the country for their 
first day in an honors semester. Many were from 
rural areas and probably had never seen a big 
city. Where was my friend having them gather that 
morning for a special welcoming program? At the 
United Nations! 

It took a few days for me to start realizing the 
potential for catastrophes that would end up in 
such places as Iraq and Afghanistan.  

Laurie Cobb: The view from Kenya
I was in Nairobi, Kenya expecting to depart for 

home the following day. For several days previ-
ously, the USAID-funded public health team I had 
been leading had been in the Great Rift Valley 
of Kenya, where humankind evolved some five 
to seven million years ago. The HIV/AIDS preva-
lence was estimated to be 33-35 percent of the 
population, mainly young adults. 

Out of touch, the team arrived back at the 
hotel, knowing nothing of Al Qaeda’s attacks on 
Americans on American soil. The Kenyan hotel 
staff greeted us with genuine sympathy. They un-
derstood suffering. They knew what it meant to be 
the victim of Al Qaeda, which had driven a truck 
bomb into the American embassy in Nairobi three 
years previously. Over 200 people were killed and 
4,000 injured, all but a few of them Kenyan.

In Nairobi in the days that followed, unable to 
return home because of the international travel 
ban, I avidly read the Kenyan English news-
papers.  The editorials particularly caught my 
attention. They condemned Al Qaeda’s attacks, 
mourned the dead, and expressed sympathy 
for the wounded and the grieving. Then, they 
asked, “What will America learn from this terrible 
tragedy? Will it understand the Two-Thirds World 
better? How will it use its great power to bring 
justice?’”
Excerpted from my book, “Mark and Empire,”  
Orbis Press, 2013. 



A Tree by Any Other Name...
CEO Ann Gillespie placing the tree 

label on a Crepe Myrtle, the first 

of 34 marked trees on the newly-

established Collington Arboretum’s 

first tree walk. The walk runs from 

the Clock Tower around the 1000 

district. There are plans for several 

other walks to visit the many native 

and unusual trees to be found on 

our campus. The Arboretum is plan-

ning to offer guided tours of the 

walk, and self-guiding brochures are 

also in development. In the future we 

hope to host tours for school groups 

and the general public. Photo by 

George Newman

A Founder of Collington Celebrates a Milestone

One of the first in-person 

gatherings of 2021 was a 

celebration of John Evans’s 

100th birthday. In recogni-

tion of John’s seminal role 

in persuading the Diocese 

of Washington to establish 

the community that became 

Collington, Board Chair Mike 

Nolin was among those 

paying tribute. To the left,  

Don Peterson was one of 

many residents adding their 

congratulations.  Photo by 

Judy Evans.


