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From the Author

We all have our stories to tell about where we were the
morning of September 11, 2001. Whether in New York City or
miles away, we all witnessed, and were part of, the horror of that
day. Whether we watched the events unfold personally or on
television, we were all affected, and changed, by that day.

This just happens to be my story...no more important or
significant than yours. Just from my perspective. My experience.
Along with your own memories of 9/11, perhaps these words
will give you an added insight as to what it was like to be present
in New York City on that morning...and the weeks and months
following,

I live with the memory of 9/11 still...to this very day,
often questioning why I survived, while others didn’t. I live each
day wishing there was more I could have done that morning,

The one thing I can do now is to continue to tell my
story...to help keep the memory of that day alive. To honor
those who died. That is my sole desire. To let my words be just a
small piece of the history of that day in September.

Thank you for letting me share my story with you.

Artie Van Why
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I want it to go away. I don’t want it to have happened.
But it won’t, and it did, and I was there.

I wanted to catch that falling man with the flailing arms and legs.
But I couldn’t, and I didn’t, though I was there.

I wanted to be a hero, doing more than I humanly could.
But I wasn’t, and I didn’t.

I wanted to stay there, in the street, not afraid.
But I didn’t, and I was.

I wanted to be there through the end.
But I wasn’t.

I wanted to stay and rescue.
But | didn’t.

I wanted to be more injured, more dirty, more at risk.

But I wasn’t.
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I want to imagine being buried, being missing, being gone.
But I can’t.

I want to know why I survived, and others didn’t.
But I don’t.

I want it never to have happened.

But it did.
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I don’t remember which came first, the shudder of the building
or the loud sound. They probably came at the same time.

I don’t remember how long it took before someone ran into the
word processing center where I worked and told us that a plane had hit
one of the World Trade Center towers. It seemed like seconds but was
probably at least a minute or two.

In whatever the order, there was a loud boom; our building
shook, and then there was quiet. My coworkers and I looked at one
another.

I remember saying, “What was that?” Someone else asked,
“Was that thunder?” What it had sounded like to me was as if a huge,
metal trash dumpster had been dropped onto the 24th floor above me.
That would have explained the reverberations of the building I had
felt, but I knew there was no construction going on up there. Had
something possibly exploded?

Someone ran into the center and told us that a secretary, who
had just come to work, was hysterical, saying that a plane had hit one
of the towers and that it was like a war zone out there. One of our
phones rang, and it was our supervisor, calling from home. She
screamed to the person who answered something about seeing it on
TV and for us to, “Get out of the building!”
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What? My initial reaction was to go downstairs and see what
was going on—more out of curiosity than alarm. I went to the elevator
bank, along with a few other people who had the same idea. As we
descended, though I didn’t consciously think it through, I know I
assumed a light plane had smashed into the tower. I imagined a small
hole in the building, with the back end of a plane sticking out. Our
conversation, as we headed down from the 23rd floor, was tinged with
nervousness, but not fear. When the elevator doors opened to our
lobby, I took a quick right and walked through a side revolving door.

As 1 passed through that door and out onto the street, three
things went through my mind. The secretary was right; it did look like
a war zone. It also looked like a movie set...for a disaster film. And it
was like going through the door in The Wizard of Oz, walking out into
a world that was unlike anything that I could ever have possibly
imagined.
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