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Preface

A few weeks after the attacks of September 11, I set out to explore the human side of the catastrophe. My subjects are the people who remained after the devastation and who are putting their lives back together. This is a book about life going on.

September 11 was both a shared national trauma and a unique private tragedy for thousands of families. Not only were the victims innocent citizens but certain communities seemed to be singled out for death in disproportionate numbers. The toll appeared to be particularly heavy in New Jersey. As Jersey newspapers began collecting names and hometowns of those confirmed dead, one town kept surfacing: Middletown. The name rang a bell. Middletown: A Study in Modern American Culture was a famous book that revealed many different aspects of American life in the 1920s through the prism of one small American city in the middle of the country. It occurred to me that we could learn a good deal about American life at the opening of a new millennium through the microcosm of Middletown, New Jersey.

Nearly fifty people were robbed from this middle-class commuter suburb and its sister hamlets on the Rumson peninsula by the terrorist attacks twenty miles away at the World Trade Center—the largest concentrated death toll. Those lost included a gung ho Port Authority Police officer who had raced to the scene, single working moms, beloved sports coaches, and a heavy contingent of traders and brokers who worked in the Twin Towers. Most clicked out of their garages in the dark of early morning, took the train or ferry across the river, and clicked back into their garages after dark. They didn’t think they needed to know their neighbors or depend on the community.

I began walking the journey of trauma and grieving with some of the victims’ families and survivors, week by week. What would become of the young wives carrying children their husbands would never see, wives who had watched their dreams literally go up in smoke in that amphitheater of death across the river? I remember sitting with a formerly feisty surfer girl, Kristen, as she raked her fingers through her uncombed hair and described a visit to the library. “Where is the book for a thirty-year-old woman with a two-and-a-half-year-old child whose husband was killed by terrorists and who watched it on TV? Where is the book for that?” And yet this same Kristen later channeled her pain into the battle for an independent investigation of the government’s failures to protect its citizens—a battle that led her all the way to the White House.

Would the tears ever stop for a middle-aged woman who lost her son only months after her husband walked out on her? Or for the wife so defined by her now-dead husband that the only identity she had left was as the mother of a Down’s syndrome child? How would children make sense of an evildoer called Osama with powers greater even than those of his Hollywood counterpart, Saruman in the Lord of the Rings movies? Was there any light at the end of the tunnel for widowers who felt like Kevin, the forty-two-year-old construction manager, whose greatest remaining wish was to find his dead wife under the rubble so he could lie down beside her and go to sleep to stop the pain?

I closely followed selected families of Middletown over the better part of two years. It was a tumultuous passage—through disbelief, passivity, panic attacks, sheer survival, rising anger, deep grieving, and realignment of faith—to the shock of resilience, the secret romances, the discovery of independence, the relapses on the first anniversary, the return of a capacity to love and be loved, and, finally, the commitment to construct a new life. I cannot imagine any greater reassurance of the powers of the human spirit, buttressed by faith, to heal itself.

These stories are relevant to many situations less horrific than death by terrorism. We experience many kinds of loss and trauma in life. Within the experiences of the characters I followed is just about every kind of human struggle.

It wasn’t only the journey of the bereaved families of Middletown that I wanted to follow. Thousands of witness-survivors were also traumatized, and past experience suggested that they would carry a dangerous burden of guilt. How would religious leaders explain the inexplicable to their depressed flocks? Would mental health professionals accustomed to dealing with “traumas” on the order of divorce and depression be prepared to help people make sense of lives shattered without warning by human missiles propelled out of hate? What would teachers and principals tell their students? Would friends and neighbors emerge to form vital networks of support?

How would the corporate leaders calculate their debt to the bereaved families of their deceased employees, weighed in each case against the dire need to protect the corpus of a decimated enterprise? How would the police be changed by spending months of white nights at Ground Zero picking through body parts to find remains of families they knew? They would not emerge from that pit the same people. Who would look after their recovery—an issue that remains a concern? Would the country’s leaders demand investigation of this massive failure of government to discharge its basic duty to provide domestic security? Or would they evade, stonewall, cover up, and use 9/11 for their own political ends?

The town itself became a character—a social organism turned inside out. Middletown is like many affluent middle-class American suburbs today, which are not always connected to the cities that spawned them. They appear ideal in good times, but how well equipped are they to absorb trauma?

THE RESEARCH PROCESS

This book follows more than fifty characters. Their stories run parallel and often intertwine. To follow them all on a month-by-month basis required more than nine hundred recorded interviews, as well as many follow-up phone calls and e-mails. But the word “interviews” doesn’t begin to convey the trust that had to be earned and the emotional nakedness that was allowed by the people who agreed to participate in this book. Over the months we developed a special kinship. My investment in them extended beyond the writing of a book. I wanted to know their future, at least insofar as previous experience could help them navigate their ongoing passage through trauma and grieving toward a renewal of hope. I went back to interview families and survivors from the Oklahoma City terrorist bombing of 1995, and even further back to families robbed of spouses and children by the terrorist attack on Pan Am 103 over Lockerbie, Scotland, in 1988.

The thoughts, feelings, dialogue, and actions attributed to people in the book were described to me in interviews by the participants themselves. Thoughts and feelings are italicized, but all have been verified by the individuals themselves.

Apart from the Holocaust, there is no clinical study of the families of victims of traumatic mass murder, especially where there are no intact bodies or only remnants. There appear to be no data on what kinds of treatments work specifically for victims of terrorism in the context of living with an ongoing threat. Another vacuum in our knowledge about coping with man-made trauma is how to protect against vicarious trauma. Those in the helping professions who step forward to offer clinical support take on heavy emotional burdens, as do those friends, neighbors, and community volunteers who offer consistent support to people directly affected. In the context of living with the ongoing threat of terrorism, how do we protect the protectors?

The single event that we know as 9/11 is over. But the shock waves continue to radiate outward, stirred up by orange alerts, terrorism lockdowns, and the shrinking of personal liberties we once took for granted. The stories in this book of real people faced with extraordinary trauma, and gradually transcending it, are the best antidote to our fears.

The one indispensable ingredient in coming through any adversity is hope. Once a person has hope, it is possible to mobilize his or her resources, both inner and outer. The families of 9/11 who have already begun constructing new lives point the way to others. Tellingly, these families are the least fearful of another terrorist attack. If they could cope with 9/11, they know they can cope with almost anything. Their stories compose a powerful parable for our times. This is a book of hope.




Personae

(IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE)

KRISTEN BREITWEISER: widow of 9/11 victim Ron Breitweiser, vice president at Fiduciary Trust; mother of Caroline; leader of the families’ fight for an independent national commission to investigate the terrorist attacks of 9/11.

ANNA EGAN: Canadian-American widow of 9/11 victim Michael Egan, AON director and manager; mother of Jon and Matthew.

KENNY TIETJEN: Port Authority police officer and Middletown volunteer firefighter, killed on 9/11.

PAT WOTTON: widow of 9/11 victim Rod Wotton, a Fiduciary Trust technology manager; mother of a post–9/11 baby, Rodney Patrick, and two-year-old Dorothea.

BOB PLANER: survivor of the 1993 and 2001 Trade Center bombings; executive vice president and co-head of equity sales at Keefe, Bruyette and Woods. He lost sixty-seven coworkers on 9/11.

PAULA PLANER: wife of 9/11 survivor Bob Planer and soccer mom of four.

LIEUTENANT BILL KEEGAN: Port Authority police lieutenant who became the night commander of Ground Zero.

RABBI HARRY LEVIN: rabbi of Congregation B’nai Israel in Rumson. A religious conservative and activist who seized on the tragedy of 9/11 to build bridges across religious boundaries.

PARSON JOHN MONROE: pastor of First Presbyterian Church of Rumson.

BOB HONECKER, JR.: First Assistant Prosecutor, Monmouth County.

CHARLES BROWN III: administrator of mental health services, Monmouth County.

MARY MURPHY: widow of Jimmy Murphy, a Cantor Fitzgerald trader; mother of Morgan, Jimmy, and a post–9/11 baby, Meredith.

FATHER KEVIN KEELAN: formerly a priest at Holy Cross Catholic Church, Rumson.

LAURIE TIETJEN: sister of a 9/11 victim, PAPD Officer Kenny Tietjen, and daughter of Janice and Kenneth Tietjen.

EILEEN THEALL: parish nurse at St. Mary’s Catholic Church.

KATHY AND FRANK PEZZUTI: lost daughter Kaleen and son-in-law Todd Pelino, the father of two young children, on 9/11.

JOHN POLLINGER: Middletown police chief and commander of the largest police department in Monmouth County.

LISA LUCKETT: widow of 9/11 victim Teddy Luckett, an eSpeed executive; mother of three.

KAREN CANGIALOSI: widow of 9/11 victim Stephen Cangialosi, a Cantor Fitzgerald trader; mother of Peter and Jeffrey; aerobics instructor.

ANTONIA MARTINEZ: principal of Middletown Village School.

SHERRY AND AMANDA MCHEFFEY: mother and sister, respectively, of 9/11 victim Keith McHeffey, a Cantor Fitzgerald trader.

ELAINE CHEVALIER: mother of 9/11 victim Swede Chevalier, a Cantor Fitzgerald trader, and of a teenage daughter, Brittany; commercial real estate manager.

RICK KORN: music and documentary producer and community activist in Rumson.

CRAIG CUMMINGS: Cantor Fitzgerald survivor and founder of the Craig and Mary Cummings Scholarship Fund for the education of 9/11 children.

HOWARD LUTNICK: Cantor Fitzgerald chairman and CEO; brother of 9/11 victim Gary Lutnick.

JOHN DUFFY: surviving CEO of Keefe, Bruyette and Woods; father of 9/11 victim Christopher Duffy

KEVIN CASEY: widower of 9/11 victim Kathleen Casey, an equities trader for Sandler O’Neill & Partners; father of Matt; manager with the New York City Transit Authority.

KATHI BEDARD: a substance abuse counselor who became the coordinator of New Jersey family visits to Ground Zero.

JIM WASSAL: founder of the Alliance of Neighbors of Monmouth County; real estate developer.

GINNY BAUER: widow of 9/11 victim Dave Bauer, director of global sales at eSpeed; leader of families’ fight for tax relief; mother of three; named head of the New Jersey State Lottery.

ELEANOR HILL: chief of staff to the House-Senate Joint Inquiry on Intelligence; former inspector general of the Department of Defense.

MORGAN MURPHY: four-year-old daughter of Mary Murphy and 9/11 victim Jimmy Murphy.

DANIEL LANE: principal of Middletown South High School.

TERRY COLUMBO: student assistance coordinator at Middletown South High School.

ALLYSON GILBERT, JANET DLUHI, MARY ELLEN RUANE, AND LAURA WILTON: founders of FAVOR, Middletown’s grassroots volunteer network.

KEVIN LAVERTY: widower of 9/11 victim Anna Laverty and father of Deena Laverty.

DONNA LAMONACO: president of the New Jersey chapter of COPS.

MOHAMMED MOSAAD: one of the founders of the Middletown mosque.

GABR FAMILY: Abdel, a doctor, and Eklas, a teacher, and their five children.

KENNETH FEINBERG: special master of the Victim Compensation Fund.

RUDY FERNANDEZ: newly graduated Port Authority police officer who oversaw nighttime recoveries at Ground Zero.

MAUREEN FITZSIMMONS: program director of the Monmouth County Behavioral Health Care Division of Catholic Charities; initiated the support groups for Middletown families.

TERRY FIORELLI: widow of 9/11 victim Stephen Fiorelli, a Port Authority engineer; mother of two; secretary and coach at Matawan Middle School in Red Bank.

PAN AM 103 “SURVIVOR GUIDES”: Cathy Tedeschi, widow of Pan Am 103 victim Bill Daniels, and Bob Monetti, father of victim Rick Monetti.

“JUST FOUR MOMS FROM NEW JERSEY”: activist partners with Kristen Breitweiser: Patty Casazza, widow of John Casazza; Mindy Kleinberg, widow of Alan David Kleinberg; and Lorie van Auken, widow of Kenneth van Auken. All three 9/11 victims were securities traders at Cantor Fitzgerald.

FATHER JEROME NOLAN: priest at Church of the Nativity.

CAROL VEIZER: psychotherapist and director of the New Jersey Center for the Healing Arts in Red Bank.

RICHARD WINTORY: Oklahoma County senior assistant district attorney.

DIANE LEONARD: widow of Oklahoma City bombing victim Don Leonard; activist for victims’ rights and peer counseling of first responders.

POLITICIANS: Senators John McCain, Jon Corzine, Robert Torricelli, Joseph Lieberman, Hillary Clinton, Bob Graham, Richard Shelby. Congressmen Dennis Hastert, Chris Smith, Porter Goss, Tim Roemer (former). White House staffers: Jay Lefkowitz and Nick Calio.

[image: image]




BOOK ONE





SURVIVING TRAUMA

Victims focus on what they cannot change. Survivors focus on what they can change.

—Chaplain Jack Poe, Oklahoma City Police Department




Chapter One

—

SIGNS AND WONDERS

KRISTEN AND THE RAVEN

When the glossy black bird dropped onto the lawn outside her kitchen window that August, Kristen felt a shudder go through her body. She called out to her husband.

“Oh my God, there’s a raven.”

“A what?” he said. Ron didn’t know much about birds.

“A raven,” she repeated impatiently.

“So?”

“You don’t understand, that’s a bad omen. The raven is the harbinger of death.”

Kristen clutched her breast. She had a tumor there, waiting for biopsy. It was in the same place where her mother had found a tumor at the age of thirty-eight. Kristen had lost her mother to cancer a few years earlier. It was a horrible death.

“I’m scared,” she told her husband. “I think that’s me. I think it’s a symbol that I’m going to die.”

“You’re crazy,” her husband said. “It’s just a crow.”

“I don’t want that bird in our yard,” she said. Kristen was not usually one to worry. Not this surfer girl from the Jersey shore. This was a tall blond tomboy who grew up with all guy friends. A natural beauty who still had age on her side, being thirty; she didn’t give a thought to taming her flyaway hair or painting makeup on her smooth Swedish skin. She was headstrong to the point that she sometimes got in her own way. For instance, she almost missed marrying Ron. Kristen thought she never wanted to be tied down to one man. No interest in marriage. Zero. Hated children.

Her first date with Ron Breitweiser was on his birthday, August 4, 1996. It was the summer of her bar exam, but she found herself far more attracted to this handsome money manager than to the practice of law. Less than six months later they eloped to a Caribbean island. “And I wasn’t even pregnant!” Kristen likes to say. “But why waste time?”

The Breitweisers settled in the pleasant land of Middletown, New Jersey, a lush green oasis in the backyard of New York City. Their house was hidden in woods. The two of them became inseparable. She had no hobbies and he had no hobbies because their hobbies were each other. They would watch TV together, read books together; if Kristen got up to take a shower, Ron would follow her into the bathroom so he could keep talking to her. When Kristen brushed her teeth, she would squeeze out the toothpaste onto Ron’s toothbrush. They were crazy about their dog, Sam, a golden retriever, whose discombobulated bulk somehow found its way into their bed every night.

They weren’t planning to have children. But when Caroline arrived in March 1999, they turned the conversation pit of their living room into a playroom just for her. In late August 2001, when Kristen and her husband went to a cocktail party, they joked that it was the first time in two and a half years they had been out alone, without their daughter. And it was true. They didn’t need a social life. They didn’t even see much of their own families. In fact, Ron wasn’t speaking to his family. They’d had a huge falling-out.

The Sunday before September 11, for some reason, Kristen stopped to read the obituary section. She said to her husband, “Honey, you know, life is so short. Your dad’s older. Are you sure you don’t want to call them and just suck it up and make peace?” He said no. He just wanted to break with his family.

Kristen had it good, and she knew it. She had graduated from Seton Hall Law School in 1996 and, as she liked to say, left the law at the top of her game—after practicing all of three days. She hated it. Took a leave of absence to care for her mother, but when that duty was done, Kristen showed no enthusiasm for resuming her aborted law career. Her husband told her she didn’t have to go back, he could make enough money. He was a whiz at investing. So good, he had been hired at thirty-eight as a vice president by Fiduciary Trust, an investment-management firm for high-net-worth clients. The president, William Yun, had even asked Ron to manage his father’s personal money.

But the minute Ron got home from his office in the South Tower at the World Trade Center, he would change into hiking clothes and walk with Kristen and the baby and the dog up the nature trail behind their house. They would gaze across at mountain ridges and muse, “It could be Wyoming.” Kristen wasn’t a religious person, but as she would reflect later, “We’d notice the birds and we’d notice the deer and we’d notice the beauty in everything. We knew we were blessed. You almost think that’s insurance against bad things happening.”

On Saturday, August 25, the first day of Ron’s two-week vacation, the two were lazing by the living room window with coffee and newspapers. “Look, that bird’s back,” Kristen said. Again her husband dismissed it. She left the room to look through her English-lit books to try to find the Poe poem. She found a quote in Shakespeare about the raven bringing “warnings, and portents and evils imminent.” When she returned, she saw her husband poring over their Audubon birding book.

“You’re right,” he said, “it’s a raven.” The book said the predator was nearly extinct in the Northeast. That made the dumb fear crawl in her stomach. That damn growth in her breast. That damn bird.

ANNA AND THE TROPHY HOUSE

The Egan family had just entered the green and blessed land of Middletown—refugees from Connecticut—so that Michael could be closer to the World Trade Center. The commute from Middletown was a breeze; a luxury commuter bus stopped five minutes from his door and delivered him across the Hudson to the door of the South Tower on the tip of Manhattan Island. With two elevator rides he would emerge to the astonishing views on the 104th floor, where Michael Egan commanded his division as director and manager of the multinational insurance giant AON.

Anna Egan was not happy about the move to Middletown. Or the house. She called it a trophy house. Grand in scale and coldly formal with its glass walls and two-story center hall and spiral staircase. Michael intended it to entertain clients and boost staff morale. It was not for Anna that he bought the house, she knew that; he bought it for AON.

But it turned out to be the best of summers for Anna, the first summer she had had her husband to herself in how many years? Not since her firstborn son, Jon, who was already flapping his wings in preparation for his flight from the nest to start college in California. Certainly not since the birth of her second son, Matthew, who was sixteen on paper but with Down’s syndrome, who could really say? Matthew was away, too, at a special needs camp.

“So here we were in this huge house, just the two of us, no kids, noth-ing but boxes, and we’re like teenagers again,” as Anna remembered—cherished—those last seven weeks of the summer of 2001. “We did nothing but spoil each other. It was so long since he’d taken any time off. We’d stay late in bed. He’d go out to lunch and not go back to work. Silly little things, like he bought us both walkie-talkies. ‘We need to connect more,’ he said. I’d get beeped all the time, even when I was in the shower.”

They played chase-and-tickle around the patio, this fifty-one-year-old Englishman and his wife, who, at forty-seven, was petite but voluptuous. To this proper Brit, Anna with her Sicilian background and slight accent stirred erotic fantasies of Anna Magnani. “You’re still sexy after all these years,” he would say, looking into her large, dark Mediterranean eyes. Over and over he would tell her, “I love you, darling.”

But there was a little flutter in Anna’s stomach that wouldn’t go away. “I was scared and I didn’t know why.” It wasn’t the move. She had moved so often, she was a pro. She always dove right into the community and made friends and opened their home to her sons’ friends.

When she thought back on it, there was an eerie element about her husband’s behavior that summer. He bought her a PalmPilot and beamed into it the phone numbers of all his associates, even old ones. “Why, Michael? I don’t need this,” she’d protest. “You never know,” he’d say. He always carried in his briefcase the keys to the family house in England, but one day he entrusted them to her. “Why?” “Just in case I might lose them,” he said. He called her all the time: from the office, from the train, even from watering holes in the city when he was out entertaining clients. “Let’s get this straight,” he’d tell the clients. “She’s not Italian. She’s Sicilian. She’s the best. Say hello, Anna.”

Then there was the freakish conversation on the night of September 10. Michael’s sister Christine had come down from Canada, at Anna’s urging, to stay with Matthew, so the couple could get away to Bermuda to combine a business trip with a celebration of their twentieth anniversary. Christine Egan had never been to the World Trade Center; she was excited about seeing Michael’s office way up on the 104th floor.

It was warm for the weekend after Labor Day. Still felt like high summer. Michael grilled kebabs. Anna lit the pool and uncorked the Chardonnay. They all three took a last dip after supper. Playing, ducking each other under the waterfall, Michael was such a Peter Pan. He could always make Anna feel young and carefree. They sat at the table, sipping a little more wine against the incipient shivers of deepening evening. Michael propped his bare feet on the table and wrapped his arms around his big chest. It was exactly a year since he and Christine had mourned the death of their mother. They talked about the wonderful memorial they had held for her after her death on September 10, 2000. Then out of the blue Mike turned around to his sister and said this thing that Anna will never forget:

“Christine, if you were to go puff”—he snapped his fingers—“if you were to go puff, up in smoke, where do you want to be buried?”

Anna and Christine both laughed. “God, Michael, of all things to say,” Anna chided gently. But that was Michael with his zany sense of humor. Christine, who was pretty deft with comebacks for her brother, said, “Well, it’s going to be cheap—there won’t be anything to be buried!”

They all laughed again. Then Michael said, “No, seriously, if something happened to you, where do you want to be buried?” Christine debated aloud between Canada, where she had spent most of her life, and Hull, England, where their parents were buried. “We do have one more spot there,” she said. “Now it’s going to be a fight between you and I who gets there first!”

The next morning Anna waved Michael off in his Jag, laughing with his sister on the way to the commuter bus. As they disappeared from sight and left Anna alone in the trophy house, her mind was free to think of the small things she needed to do that day.

KENNY THE FIREFIGHTER

Kenny Tietjen always had to be first at the fire. He was unbeatable, even by grown men. As a kid coming up in a proud blue-collar section of Middletown, he kept a scanner in his bedroom. The minute he heard a report of a fire, he’d streak out of the house and jump on his moped and race to the address. Whereas the firefighters, who boasted of belonging to the largest all-volunteer fire department in the world, would be delayed by the necessities of getting to the firehouse, climbing into their turnout gear, taking their places on the truck, and traveling to the scene. Little Kenny was always there first, waiting for them—a damn fourteen-year-old.

“That kid!” the grown men would growl.

They groused that Kenny’s moped was blocking their fire truck. They threatened that if he didn’t back off their fires, he would be kicked out of the Fire Explorers, Post 911, where he became a charter member at the age of sixteen. They chased him away from the firehouse: “Get outta here, you’re too young! Pain in the ass.” But it was really the ego wound that hurt; Kenny always beat the firefighters to the fire.

“That kid!”

The funny thing was, Kenny had been scared of sirens as a very little boy. “Petrified,” recalled his sister Laurie. “Firecrackers, any loud noises, but especially fire and police sirens terrified him.” And as a child he was on the runty side, short and skinny and shy. He had to content himself with “torturing” his younger sister. For example, the “spit torture.” Laurie giggled. “He would tackle me on the ground, sit on top of me, and—this is so disgusting, I can’t believe I’m telling you this—he would spit into drool, so it was hanging just over my nose, and then he’d suck it back up.”

“Don’t tell Mom,” he would order. Their mother, Janice Tietjen, was a devout Catholic, a pillar of St. Mary’s Church.

The way Kenny Tietjen dealt with fear was to go toward the very thing that scared him. “He was just so gung ho,” said Janice. “He had to be the first one in.” As soon as he came of age, he became a volunteer in Engine Company Number 1 in Belford, a briny section of Middletown where the fish factory was and where firefighting was one of the noblest occupations. Kenny moved closer to the firehouse. His mother was shocked upon reading a newspaper account of her son’s participation in his first fire. It was a propane tank that might have exploded, but who was the first one on the hose? Kenny.

“That kid!”

Within his first few years in the company, Kenny Tietjen bulked up and more than proved himself. At a large electrical fire in a lumberyard, one young firefighter opened a door and was knocked unconscious by a flash. Kenny ran in behind him and with another volunteer dragged the man out of the smoke-filled shack; saved his life. Kenny’s helmet melted, but he suffered no injuries.

“When my brother wound up being a fireman and then a police officer, the whole family, we couldn’t believe it,” said Laurie. As a member of the Port Authority police force, Kenny wore a smile almost all the time. He loved his job, blossomed in it. “We called ourselves the Regulators,” said Mike Ashton, who worked with Kenny in a sector car at the Holland Tunnel. “We were both active cops, we went out looking for it. We called it ‘playing.’ ” The two spent every working night together, ate their meals together, shaved their heads together. Ashton saw more of Kenny than he saw of his own wife. They backed each other up.

One night Kenny pulled over a stolen car with three bad actors suspected of just having committed a murder. Normal procedure would be to hold off the suspects with a sidearm and wait for backup. But Kenny didn’t like the way the men in the car were moving around. So he pulled out a shotgun and held them off until Ashton arrived. As the two young cops led their suspects away, one of the bad actors said to Kenny, “Man, this is your lucky day. We were ready to shoot your fuckin’ head off, but with the shotgun, you coulda taken all three of us.”

In the summer of 2001, Kenny was reassigned to the PATH trains, the deepest of New York’s commuter subways. Mike Ashton was heartbroken about losing his partner. But Lieutenant Bill Keegan was delighted. Keegan was a cop’s cop, and having supervised Kenny, he knew him to be the kind of cop who was always ready to back somebody up. “The guys at PATH looked forward to him coming down there, because that was a dangerous precinct,” said Keegan. “The radios didn’t work well. We’d had a couple of guys killed down there. You wanted guys who would be willing to help you. And we weren’t getting good people. But Kenny couldn’t wait to get down there.”

On Monday night, September 10, Kenny called his mother from the job to ask if his grandmother, who suffered from Alzheimer’s, had made it through another visit by the emergency squad. She had, barely. Janice Tietjen then said to her son, “Kenny, do you know how important God has been in our family?”

“Yes, Mom,” said the dutiful son. He was only thirty-one and divorced.

“Kenny, if anything bad ever happened, would you know enough to call out to God?”

“Yes, Mom.”

“Kenny, I love you very much, honey.”

“I do too, Mom. Now will you leave me alone?”

PAT THE PREGNANT WIFE

At any given time, it seemed that half the women of Middletown were pregnant. This was a source of both promise and pain for Pat Wotton. God knows the Wottons had tried for more than one child. They had shopped around Middletown, looking at sixty-five houses before finding the perfect nest, a ranch in the rolling Oak Hill section. They bought it in 1996 with the idea of having a bunch of kids gamboling over the generous backyard. But Pat’s pregnancies came hard. Miscarriages, drugs; one baby dead in utero at six months. She relied on her strong Catholic faith, together with fertility treatments, and finally, on Christmas Eve 1998, when she was in her late thirties, Pat conceived twins. Then she lost one. But in early October 1999, the Wottons went home with a healthy baby, a girl, Dorothea Jean.

Pat had grown up feeling gawky and insecure, always searching for some way to make her mark. As a woman she was pretty enough, with waves of coppery hair and delicate Irish skin, but her inner image hadn’t much changed. One could see it in the big, sad blue eyes that almost swallowed the rest of her pale face and seemed to be pleading. Pat had started as a secretary at NBC and at one point held the notable position of manager of sports research, which made her feel competent at least. But after she spent ten years of nomadic single life working in New York, the glamour of a dead-end career lost all luster. She was twenty-nine when she met her future husband for their first date, in a Bennigan’s bar. Rod Wotton, like Pat, was itching to start a family.

With the birth of her first child, Pat was all too happy to “retire.” Now she would make her mark as a devoted mother and homemaker. She disconnected completely from that unfulfilled career-girl self, even stopped reading the sports pages. She joined two garden clubs and let herself become more and more dependent on Rod. Truth be told, her husband wished he could be the one to stay home with the baby. But since he was making more money than Pat, she said triumphantly, “I won.”

Not that there was anything lax about Rod’s work ethic. His buddy Mark Ebersole, knowing him to be smart, ambitious, and a computer whiz, lured Rod to work with him in the technology group at Fiduciary Trust, a global investment-management company. Fiduciary stretched from the ninetieth to the ninety-seventh floor of the South Tower. Rod was awestruck by the lofty views.

When the company offered a four-day workweek as a perk to hold on to its new mothers, Rod took advantage of it—never mind that it might inhibit his rise among the sharp-elbowed competition, other men in their thirties looking to make their fortune on Wall Street before they hit fifty and burned out.

Pat loved to watch Rod give Dorothea sink baths. His big, strong hand could balance the baby in one palm, like a soap bubble. In the summer of 2001, Pat was pregnant again, and, miracle of miracles, she had made it through the eighth month. A cesarean was scheduled for September 19. Pat had never been so nearly completely happy.

Rod’s company had recently been taken over by Franklin Templeton, a California-based global investment-management company. Ironically, Fiduciary’s technology group had scheduled a meeting that very morning to go over its “disaster recovery plan.” Fiduciary lived or died by the silicon brain that held all its data. Since Rod had been newly designated the manager of Web services, he would be a key member of the contingency team charged with backing up that data in the event of a critical incident.

Rod and Mark, the young bloods, had been working on a “hot backup solution” in which they could flip a switch and create an electronic carbon copy of the primary financial database. They had done mock recoveries and were confident the technology worked. That was a relief, because they all had been trained in the first rule of any disaster recovery: Get yourself and your staff out of harm’s way.

On Tuesday morning, the eleventh, Rod went in early. Pat was groggy when her husband left for work, and so very pregnant. She held on to him tight. Many times she had begged him to give up the commuting and find a job in New Jersey. He said he couldn’t make as much money in New Jersey.

BOB THE ’93 TERRORISM SURVIVOR

On September 11, Bob Planer also went in on the early ferry from Middletown to Wall Street, the 6:20, feeling good, especially good. It wasn’t because the market was up; in fact, the pants had been slipping on the economy for over a year now, since the dot-com bubble had burst. Planer’s company, Keefe, Bruyette and Woods (KBW), a boutique investment firm specializing in research and mergers and acquisitions for small banks, had not been busy of late. Planer was a trader, and traders being fire walkers by personality, the most painful state for them was inertia, usually relieved by playing practical jokes on one another. But talking big picture, Planer would tell his wife, it didn’t really matter a damn whether the market was off or the economy in a downturn. KBW had enjoyed its best-ever year in ’98, when the employee-owned firm made a profit of $30 million on $155.5 million in revenue. And today, this very day, the deal was going down by which his company would be bought. By tomorrow, he assured his wife, everybody in it would be looking at more money, fatter stock options, and a shortened tenure until retirement.

Bob Planer was a handsome guy with pewter hair parted in the middle and eyes set deep, but he was no longer young. He had seen the last of his forties. Bob and his wife, Paula, had four children, one in college and three more to go. If not for the buyout of KBW, Planer might have faced growing old there. But in another day or so, the trader and his family would be free to pursue their dream of finding a sweet spot in western Ireland and coasting toward an early retirement.

Planer loved the ferry ride to Manhattan in late summer. Walking the long dock in the fresh morning air with gulls squealing and waves lapping at the hulls of sleeping pleasure boats, he felt content. The water commute from Atlantic Highlands was a glide past the long arm of Sandy Hook and eighteen miles due north into New York Harbor—just enough time to swallow a coffee and skim The New York Times and The Wall Street Journal before the ferry nudged the pilings at Pier Eleven, the Wall Street stop. The Fast Ferry was a comfortable lounge on a high-speed catamaran, where a fraternity of grown men sat with their cronies, trading can-you-top-this jokes and trusting that when they shared beers on the ferry ride home after five, they would all be a little bit richer.

The longest ride of the day, it seemed, was the six minutes in the express elevator up to the seventy-eighth-floor Sky Lobby, then out, a wait, and into the local, which would take him up to the eighty-ninth floor of the South Tower. Planer was anxious to get to the morning meeting. He was on the group equities desk, where all his accounts were institutional—JP Morgan, Allstate, Morgan Stanley Dean Witter—and they were not happy accounts at the end of summer 2001. But the morning meeting of his group was crowded. And cheerful.

“Great to see everybody again!” somebody said. They were all back from vacation and pumped. Fifty people all sitting around an enormous table, giving out ideas, trading industry gossip, speaking in the adrenaline-high staccato of Wall Street. Windows wrapped around two sides. Sun streaming in. High above the clouds, above the weather copters, above the grid of city streets and webs of suspension bridges, higher than just about everything. It was a magnificent feeling.

And it was such a spectacularly clear day, Planer was thinking he might go out and take a walk at lunchtime. Ordinarily he ate at the trading desk; it took too long to go all the way back down in those elevators. And he still had a slight phobic hangover about elevators.

During the 1993 bombing of the Trade Center, Planer had spent five harrowing hours trapped in the express elevator. He’d stepped on at the seventy-eighth-floor elevator bank and was on his way down to lunch. As floor number nine lit up, the occupants felt a jolt. The elevator stopped. There was grumbling about an energy problem. Somebody joked, “Oh, they’ve probably just screwed things up again.” No one dreamt it was a bomb. Suddenly their iron cage lurched and the counterweights yanked it back up to somewhere between the sixteenth and seventeenth floors. Still, no one acted too concerned. These giant people movers frequently acted up.

Then lights flickered on and off and smoke began pouring in. Black smoke; they had to breathe through their sleeves. “When my boss goes running across the elevator and starts banging on the intercom, you knew it was bad,” recalls Planer. He was trapped with a dozen people, one a claustrophobic, another a spastic delivery biker; only two others remained calm enough to help Planer coordinate their escape efforts. Every fifteen minutes they would take their sleeves away from their noses and yell: “SEVENTEENTH FLOOR—WE NEED HELP!”

The only response was a disembodied voice over the jammed intercom that repeated: “We have heard your request, we will be with you in a moment.” It was Bob Planer’s first experience of total helplessness.

After more than four hours, they thought they heard voices. They faded. Planer yelled louder. Time passed and the voices started up again. Then the sound of pounding against steel. Planer was saying his prayers. “I had this feeling I wasn’t gonna die in an elevator, so I never was really that concerned even though smoke was pouring in,” he said. “I figured God had a better purpose for me than to die in an elevator.” His faith was confirmed when three Port Authority police officers broke through the floor and created an opening.

“Slither through,” called an officer with a gentle voice. One by one the survivors dangled their legs into the dark tunnel of Sheetrock, some squealing like little animals trapped behind a wall. As each pair of limbs appeared, the officer with the gentle voice cried, “We’ve got you!” and dragged the survivor through, feet first. Planer was one of the last.

The memory of total helplessness, hour after hour, was something Planer made every effort to forget. He telescoped the terror of that day until it shrank down to a bizarre little video of somebody else’s life, at which he was merely a spectator, amused and anesthetized. The only portent he had of a recurrent attack came from his daughter. She was twelve when she saw the TV-movie reenactment of the first World Trade Center attack. At the end, they showed a guy taking off in a helicopter vowing, “We’ll be back again.”

“Dad, do you really want to be in that building?”

He told her it was only a movie.

LIEUTENANT KEEGAN

Billy Keegan has one of the most dangerous jobs in America. He is a police officer with the Port Authority of New York and New Jersey. Keegan was raised in Jersey City, a gentle Irish-Catholic boy with a soft curl of a smile and a deceptively small build. But somewhere in his chromosomal soup he got an extra helping of leadership ability, which made him feared on the football field and respected on the force.

He grew up watching the Twin Towers being built from his high school playground across the river in Jersey City. He graduated from police academy in the Towers, worked in the Towers, knew just about every stairwell in the Towers. So it was a very personal injury when those towers were bombed in 1993. The blast blew open a crater five stories deep.

Keegan was off duty, but he got an urgent phone call from his partner’s wife. “There’s an explosion at the Trade Center and Tommy’s there [her husband]. Can you find out if he’s okay?”

That was all Billy Keegan needed. He sped through the Holland Tunnel and was on the scene in twenty minutes. He reported to a fire department commander. They threw a twenty-pound Scott Air-Pak on his back. Being a police officer, he had never actually been involved in a fire rescue. The equipment was unfamiliar to him. He knew the pack had all kinds of bells and whistles that would go off to warn when you were running out of air, and gauges to alert you if you were about to lose the pressure that keeps the mask tight against your face. I hope I remember how to use this thing, he was thinking as he rushed into the tower. People with blackened faces were being helped out by EMS professionals and their civilian coworkers. Keegan had a moment of doubt:

What are we going to do when we get in here? Where do I start?

Thick jets of smoke were shooting up through ventilation and elevator shafts, producing havoc and fright among thousands caught on the upper floors. But as Keegan began walking up the stairwells in the haze of rising smoke, he was amazed to see men still at their desks, working. When he asked them to leave, they refused. They were traders.

“No, no, this isn’t a request,” he said firmly. “You have to go.”

“Listen, I got business to do here,” one said. “There are other people you need to go get.”

“This is an order. Go!”

Still, some wouldn’t get up. “Hey, the market’s still open, there’s money to be made here.”

Bizarre. By then, the rescuers were quite certain that this was not a matter of some generator that had blown up. The explosion was way too large. This was terrorism. The blast had rocked all the surrounding buildings; these men at their desks had felt it, but still they wouldn’t get up. Keegan almost laughed out loud. He would have to use the “universal language.” When handcuffs come off a belt and people hear the click, they know they are up against force.

“You’re going out of here, one way or the other,” Officer Keegan said.

After evacuating the occupants from Tower Five, he began moving underground to the South Tower. Climbing up floor by floor, feeling the weight of the Air-Pak and his gun belt, he smelled the dangerous odor of smoke. All at once, in the fourteenth-floor stairwell, a blackened face came out of the dark at him. The face emitted a whoop of joy. It was his partner, Tom McHale, the man he had gone in to look for. Having grown up together, the two men had always imagined themselves connected beyond the normal energy fields. And here in this mad exodus of people, they had found each other. They embraced and enjoyed a laugh.

“Where’s the most pressing need?” Officer Keegan asked his partner.

“I’m going up,” his partner said. The two Port Authority police officers climbed a couple more floors. They heard banging. It seemed to be coming from inside an elevator stuck between floors. They ran into two more police officers, who said they had heard voices. It was by then past 4 P.M. The occupants had already been trapped for almost four hours. But the police officers had no rescue tools.

Keegan and his partner searched the floor until they found a couple of axes. They began chopping through a thick drywall until they were stopped by the clank of steel. They were up against steel cross-members. Once they smashed through the studs, they hit another drywall. But now they could see that the elevator was above them, stuck between floors, so they would have to chop higher to create an escape hole. It was close to five when Billy Keegan was able to see the first feet dangling. “Slither through, we’ve got you!” he shouted. He and his partner began catching survivors as they slid down the hole and bringing them out to safety.

This was the first rescue of the kind that Officer Keegan had ever done. “I was just a patrol officer, more of a handcuff-the-bad-guys officer,” he would later say. “It really felt great to get those people out. They were trapped and terrified, thinking they were waiting for the fire to get to them.”

Among those Officer Keegan saved that day in 1993, in the express elevator stuck between floors sixteen and seventeen in the South Tower, was Bob Planer.

For Planer it was a day of ignominy he tried everything to forget. For Keegan it was a day of pride, one he liked to remember. Six people died. But everyone else was evacuated. But after the ’93 bombing, the specter of terrorism at home became real to Billy Keegan. It was a tough existential leap to recognize that there were people living right across the river—in his hometown, the Muslim followers of Sheik Omar Abdel Rahman, whose mosque was in Journal Square, Jersey City, not more than a quarter mile from where Keegan went to high school—who hated America so much they would plan and accomplish this horrible thing.

Officer Keegan had followed with acute interest the news stories about Sheik Rahman. In June ’93, Rahman’s Jersey City apartment was raided after the arrest of eight of his followers, all Muslims of Arab extraction who followed Rahman’s murderous interpretation of Islamic doctrine. The cop took note when the sheik was later convicted of a conspiracy to wage a “war of urban terrorism” against America. Its central element was to have been a cataclysmic day of terror in New York City. Powerful homemade bombs like the one that shook the WTC were to blow up the George Washington Bridge, the Lincoln and Holland Tunnels, and the United Nations Building. That was when Billy Keegan began to think about his men as holding among the most dangerous jobs in America.

“Three of those four sites are ours,” he would remind his men on the Port Authority police force. “When you listen to intelligence reports, it’s not a question of if, but when, they’re going to hit us again. I think they’ll always target for the highest media impact. We’ve already been victimized by a bombing at the World Trade Center in ’93. Those buildings belong to us. We built them. We guard the airports, the seaports, the Port Authority Bus Terminal. Targets with international American name recognition. We are the favorite targets of terrorism.”

There was one thing about which Officer Keegan felt secure: He and his circle of Port Authority officers who did rescue duty in ’93 made it their business to learn more about the actual structure of the Twin Towers. The PA engineers didn’t mind boasting that they had designed a very special building. “Those towers were built to withstand anything—a bomb, even a plane,” they assured Keegan. “There is no way they could be brought down. No way.”

THE RABBI OF RUMSON

Rumson is little but it’s rich. The Rumson peninsula projects from the underside of Middletown, separated by the Navesink River and joined by the Oceanic Bridge. But despite living cheek by jowl with Middletowners, socially Rumsonites live in a different world. New Wall Street money mixes with old WASP Wall Street fortunes, allowing the lawns to stretch up to four or five acres per family. The trees tower and the hedges hide homes that look like hotels, with pillars at the iron gates and split-rail fences surrounding private riding paddocks and man-made ponds decorated with live ducks.

People who enter the magical land of Rumson, and possess it and settle in it, are given, as believers see it, a great heritage. Long-dead Dutch and English settlers left them legends from the 1600s, when they drove out the Indians, and more legends from the 1700s, when Washington’s army drove the British army down the King’s Road and off the coastal shelf of New Jersey. But like America itself in the new millennium, Middletown and its wealthy sister Rumson probably had celebrated no heroics since World War II and had no true heroes, except Bruce Springsteen, a cultural hero. Instead, these personal castles with their grassy moats of privacy were the stuff of contemporary legends—self-invented legends—promoted by the business media and the post-feminist Martha Stewart cult of domesticity.

There was no temple at all in Middletown although, unbeknownst to most of the population, there was a mosque. The only synagogue around was in Rumson. Congregation B’nai Israel was a small, conservative synagogue that served the five hundred or so Jewish families in the area.

The rabbi of Rumson was new to town. And still a curiosity. For a conservative rabbi and a scholar of the Torah, Harry Levin was a surprisingly youngish forty-eight, not yet all gray. He was a big bison of a man with a huge, meaty handshake; he projected his Brooklyn working-class roots, but then again, he had an intellectual’s close-together eyes wrapped with rimless glasses. And he was very hip. Over his black turtleneck he usually wore a jean jacket and under his black pants a pair of cowboy boots—the real thing, from Wyoming, where the rabbi owns a refuge up in the mountains and maintains friendships among the militias, just in case. Jews always have to be ready to disperse.

On the Jewish Sabbath of Saturday, September 8, Rabbi Levin read from the Bible the same lesson heard by all Jews at Shabbat services around the world on that Saturday. The first words were important: Kee tavo, meaning “When you enter . . .”

When you enter the land the Lord your God has given you as a heritage and you possess it and settle in it . . .




The text instructed believers how to make offerings and give thanks for having come to such a lovely land, and possessing it. The rabbi read on in Deuteronomy:

Moses said . . . as soon as you cross the Jordan into the land the Lord your God is giving you, you shall set up large stones and coat them with all the words of the teachings.




Meaning, as soon as one crosses into this blessed land, one must make sure to establish an ethical life. The text promised that if the faithful obeyed the Lord their God and observed all his commandments, they would be set high above all the other nations of the earth. Here, Rabbi Levin paused for emphasis—this was the suburban hook:

Blessed shall you be in the city, blessed shall you be in the country . . . blessed shall be your comings and blessed shall be your goings . . .




But—the but was implied by the rabbi’s pregnant pause—if they did not faithfully observe God’s commandments and laws, this is what would happen:

Cursed you will be in the city, cursed will you be in the country . . . cursed in your comings and cursed in your goings.

The skies above your head shall be copper and earth under you iron.

The Lord will make the rain of your land dust, and sand shall drop on you from the sky until you are wiped out.

The Lord will put you to rout before your enemies. You shall march out against them by a single road but flee by many roads. . . .

You shall grope at noon as a blind man gropes in the dark.

If you pay the bride price for a wife, another man shall enjoy her.

If you build a house, you shall not live in it.

You shall be helpless.




These were the words, taken from scrolls and set down in Deuteronomy, read to or by Jews around the world on September 8, 2001. As Rabbi Levin later reflected, their relevance was glossed over.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_018_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_001_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
MIDDLETOWN,
AMERICA

Gail Sheehy

N
i

RANDOM HOUSE





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_m01_r1.jpg
g  Masugroan

Horican By






OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_cvt_r1.jpg
mivousTown,
AmERich





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_l01_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_028_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Shee_9781588363190_epub_041_r1.jpg





