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9/11—I WAS THERE
by Stanley Wright

It was a gorgeous fall day .. . not a cloud
in a full blue sky. Little did we know
what was coming. I was living at River
Watch in Battery Park City in a 9th-
floor studio apartment overlooking the
Hudson River. This was three blocks
south of Ground Zero which was conve-
nient to my place of employment at 40
Wall Street, which was 3 blocks east of
Ground Zero. It was primary voting day,
and my place to do that was at Ground
Zero. I did that around 8:00 a.m. and
proceeded to my office on the second
floor to start my daily routine. But by
8:40, the first plane had hit the North
Tower. My earliest realization of what
was going on was when a lady came in
who had been knocked down in a stam-
pede on the sidewalk. She was all bloody
and needed some first aid, which we
provided. I tried to continue my tasks
but could see lots of file papers flying by

outside my window.
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By now all we knew was that the World
Trade Center had been hit by a plane.
Lots of us were curious and went up to
the 60th floor to observe what was going
on. And shortly thereafter the second
plane hit the South Tower. It was a sight
to behold, and one I wish I had never
seen. | stared in wonder . ... “When do
the helicopters arrive to pluck people off
the roof? How will they repair and
rebuild the damaged buildings?” I was
very good at denial with thoughts like all
items falling off the buildng were con-
struction items and not people jumping.
What did we know? Every person expe-
riencing this horrific event was trying to
process the information in their own
special way. I stayed only a short while
and returned to the second floor before
the electricity to the elevator was shut

off.

I was challenged by what to do next. My
thinking was totally out of whack and
establishing priorities of what to do
seemed impossible. We had not lost our
electrical nor telephone service at the
office; so I stayed until 5:00 p.m. answer-



ing the telephone. Most of the workers
had left earlier when we were advised to
vacate the building. When I left, I
stepped out into a virtual ghost town.
Not a soul in sight . .. trudging through
three inches of powder of unidentifiable
ingredients. The report was that they
were removing asbestos from the build-
ing, working their way up but only com-

pleted to the 40th floor.

I continued my escape route to the
north, until I got to the Emergency
Entrance to the hospital near Pace Uni-
versity. There was a vast collection of
empty guerneys awaiting survivors. There
were none. You either lived or you died. I
continued to the nearest subway at West
4th Street and onward to spend the
night with a friend. There I was a home-
less man with only the clothes on my
back I that had worn to work that day.
Luckily I had my wallet with money,
credit cards, and cell phone. On my way
through the Village, I saw an artist with
his easel working on a painting of the
destroyed buildings to the South. At first
I thought, “How could he be doing
that?” As I calmed down, I realized he
knew this was an historic event that

should be recorded.

Five days later, with a National Guard
escort, we were allowed to walk up the
nine floors to visit our unit at River
Watch. It was reassuring. I had shut my
one window, and there was just a little
extra dust to deal with. After 11 days, on
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a Monday, when we returned to New
York City, we were greeted by the Red
Cross with information on how we were
to react to what we were about to experi-
ence. Little did we know how they had
got all the debris removed. The city was
up and running again. The city was back
to life.

One of the best things to come out of
this tragedy was the establishment of a
Health Registry. We had all moved back
too quickly to our units. We had
breathed this polluted air not knowing
what harm we might be doing to our
health. My doctor finally put my mind at
ease by taking an X-ray of my lungs to
prove there was no scar tissue.

I was lucky I had not been at the
“Wrong Place at The Wrong Time.”
Once at the office I was in a safe place. I
was not harmed medically. Mentally it
took two years to start having night-
mares of terrorist planes bombing Grand
Central Station. The memory of the past
trauma was still there, but my denial was
not working.

~—

9/11
by Joanne Blohm

September 11, 2001, started out like any
other day. We were cleaning up the dish-
es after breakfast talking about which
restaurant we would go to the next day



to celebrate our 42nd wedding anniver-
sary, when the phone rang just before 9
a.m. It was our daughter-in-law telling
us to turn on the TV. As we sat there in
horror, not knowing that it was a terror-
ist attack, the second plane struck. The
next thing we heard was that the Pen-
tagon was hit. The phone rang again.
Our daughter-in-law, Jane, said Gary,
our son, was at the Pentagon. She
couldn’t get through to his cell phone, all
phones were down. What do we do?
What can we do? Wait, keep trying his
cell. Finally, he called. He was fine and
on his way home to his family. Jane
thought to call their kids’school, asking
them to tell the kids their dad was fine.

'This came up just the other week, when
we were with Gary at our other son’s
house, when the subject of 9/11 came up,
and I asked him to tell our grandsons
about that day, as they were infants then
and so I asked him to write up some-
thing about that day. Here are his words.

On 9/11 I was in the Pentagon for an early
(7:30 to 8:30 a.m.) meeting. I was asked to
attend another meeting but declined as I
had been in DC since Sunday night and
had things scheduled up at Ft. Monmouth.
By the time I got to my parked car, I learned
about the first plane hitting the Trade Cen-
ter. At that time it was unclear what kind
of plane hit the WI'C and many assumed it
was a personal plane like a Cessna. I got
into my car and started the drive back

home. I had the radio on and learned of the

second airplane hitting the WIT'C and the
radio started to get all kinds of false reports
even before the Pentagon was hit. I am
simplifying and paraphrasing quite a bit.
“There is smoke and an explosion at the
Capital . . . never mind, the Washington
Monument has been hit . . . never mind.
There is smoke at the White House . . ..
'That report has been confirmed as false.”
When 1 heard the Pentagon was hit I felt
like we were under full attack and never
drove up the 1-95 corridor that fast in my
life. I passed electronic signs saying that all
entrances to Manhattan were closed. I just
kept on waiting for the next strike to hap-
pen. For a long time thereafter, the first
thing I did every morning was to check the
news fo see if any other terrorist attacks
happened. I suppose that is the purpose of a

terror attack to create Zingering terror.

Since that date, I have been to the Pentagon
many times and even worked there for five
years. There are many reminders of that day
to include the memorial outside. There is a
chapel right at the point of the impact and
many other memorials. I knew some of the
victims and years later I had the honor to
preside over the retirement ceremony of the
man who had to bring all the computers
and networks back up. He had no time to
grieve or recover. I had so much respect for
him. He got that responsibility because his
boss was one of the victims.

New Jersey, where we lived and where
many residents commuted to New York

daily for their work, was hit hard. We



lost over 700 residents on that fateful
day. One was a friend of both our sons
who went all through school with them
and worked for Cantor Fitzgerald. Also
a few were from our church community.
We will always remember that day and
always be thankful that Gary made it

home to all of us.

— .-

THE STONEWALL UPRISING
by Henry Baird

Over breakfast at Long Bin Post, Viet
Nam, I read the U.S. Army daily sum-

mary of stateside news:

4 Policemen Hurt in ‘Village’ Raid
Hundreds of young men went on a rampage
in Greenwich Village shortly after 3 A.M.
yesterday after a force of plainclothes men
raided a bar that the police said was well
known for its homosexual clientele.*

I thought, “Blacks and feminists have
shown us how to do it. Now it’s our
turn.”

I couldn’t share my excitement with any-
one, because I was deeply in the closet.
All'T could do was promise myself that,
it I survived the war, I would join this
newborn civil-rights movement.

* New York Times, June 29, 1969.
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INTHE PLAYPEN
by Anne Baber

When the phone rang just after noon on
Friday, November 22,1963, I was in my
13-month-old daughter Amy’s playpen.
She was working herself round the room,
pulling up on the furniture. My new
baby, Adam, was in a porta-crib nearby,
asleep.

'The phone was in the kitchen, so, extri-
cating myself from the playpen, I nearly
missed the call. I'd barricaded myself in
there so I could finish the red silk shan-
tung cocktail dress I had been making to
wear to the Admiral’s Cocktail Party the
next night. I didn’t want Amy to get into
the pins I was pinning the hem up with.

Grabbing up the phone at the last
minute, I heard my husband’s voice—
only it didn’t sound like him at all. “Hel-
lo,” he said, “This is Lieutenant Luther
Skelton. I will not arrive at the time we
planned. Please do keep monitoring the
television. Thank you. Goodbye.” Then
(whispered), “I love you.” Click.

It was definitely the strangest phone call
I'd ever received. Since he was the Ad-
miral’s Aide, he'd been keeping odd
hours. I was used to that. But this . ..
was something else. A warning?

I turned on the TV. President John F.
Kennedy had been shot. The Norfolk
Naval Air Station—like all military



facilities—had gone on full alert. I don't
think I heard from Luther for a week.

My friends, other Navy wives, and I kept
each other company and shared scraps of
news. Eventually, it was determined that

it wasn't a terrorist attack, and I got my

husband back.

—>——

GARDENERS, RABBITS,
AND VOLES
by Marcus Slivka

A short story written by Marcus, Ron Sliv-
ka’s name for his GPT 4.0 AL Ron’s
prompt” to the chatbot was 125 words
long, beginning: “Marcus: Gardeners, Rab-
bits and Voles all lived in a single fenced-in
community and were at peace . . .." After
inspecting the Al's response, Ron made two
short edits, achieving this result:

In the verdant enclave of Pennswood, a
tale of unity unfolded. The gardeners,
with their green thumbs and dreams of
bountiful harvests, had long lived in
harmony with the rabbits’ gentle hops
and the voles’ quiet burrows. But as the
first shoots of spring emerged, so too did
the tension between them.

'The gardeners, seeing their tender
seedlings nibbled and gnawed, erected
barriers and set traps, hoping to safe-
guard their crops. The rabbits, with their
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love for the fresh sprouts, found them-
selves ensnared, and the voles, whose
hearts beat for the roots, suffered great
losses.

As the sun rose on a day marked by the
loss of 40 voles and eight rabbits, the air
was heavy with sorrow and the scent of
fresh earth. It was then that the smallest
of voles, wise beyond its years, proposed
a gathering under the Peace Pole at the
heart of Pennswood.

'The gardeners, rabbits, and voles came
together, their hearts open and minds
willing. They spoke of the beauty of the
land and the joy that the growing season
brought to all. The gardeners shared tales
of their ancestors, who had toiled in the
soil with respect for every creature. The
rabbits, with their soft voices, spoke of
the moon’s guidance in finding balance.
'The voles, with their earthy wisdom,
reminded all of the interconnectedness

of life.

It was the youngest gardener, with soil
still fresh on her hands, who suggested a
pact of peace and coexistence. “Let us
create a corner of the garden for the rab-
bits and voles,” she said, “where they can
feast without harm to our harvest.”

And so, a special plot was set aside out-
side the fence, rich with root vegetables
for the voles and leafy greens for the
rabbits. In return, the rabbits promised
to share their keen senses to alert the



gardeners of any unwelcome visitors, and
the voles offered to aerate the soil,
enriching it for future plantings.

As the season progressed, Pennswood
blossomed into a symphony of life. The
gardeners’ crops flourished, the rabbits
hopped joyfully among the rows, and the
voles tunneled with purpose. Laughter
and chatter filled the air, and the once-
erected fences became trellises for climb-
ing vines.

'The story of Pennswood’s unity spread
tar and wide, a testament to the power of
understanding and the strength found in
diversity. And as the harvest moon rose,
casting a golden glow over the land, the
gardeners, rabbits, and voles gathered
once more under the Peace Pole, not as
adversaries, but as friends, their hearts
tull and their community whole.

—_—-———

TIME AND PLACE

ON A BICYCLE
by Peggy Pollock

September on my balcony. Something is
shifting inside me as the seasons change.
Less daylight means less time to spend
outdoors, and my body feels it. Yesterday
was balmy after the rain stopped. The
sun warm on my face and shoulders, the
air soft like a caress. I put air in the tires

of my bike, fantasizing a bike ride with
or without John.

Time is a scarce commodity with John.
So many deadlines, so many commit-
ments as he embraces projects and oblig-
ations with intensity, passion, urgency.
Prepping, teaching, grading papers, pub-
lishing, departmental politics. Today, he
is too busy to join me on the trails, his
work piling up like the papers on his
desk, and so I head to the trails alone.

I notice the moment my feet connect
with pedals my sense of time alters. I
pick up speed. Headwinds instantly cool
my flesh as tires crunch on gravel.
Scenery changes every ten seconds: a
stone bridge, a train trestle, the rush of
water over stones, a thick stand of bam-
boo, a meadow, an ancient cemetery. I sip
in the crisp early autumn air through
flared nostrils and blow it out through
my open mouth. I take in the fecund
scent of wet leaves, a hint of evergreen.
Settling into the cadence of pedaling, I
rest my hands lightly on the handlebars,
ready to downshift as a hill approaches.
The trail is quiet and familiar. I know
every dip and turn. My body knows
exactly what to do, freeing my eyes to
look around, my mind to meander. I look
up through the sun-dappled trees into
the September sky. I notice the pastels of
summer have given way to the sharp
contrast of swollen, bright white shape-

shifting clouds against deep blue. I hear



the late summer song of crickets, hum-

ming like the drone of bagpipes.

Today, 30 minutes into my ride, two
vivid dreams from last night come rush-
ing noisily back, insistent.

First, I remember my dreaming self on
an epic journey through Mount Airy,
where I grew up, with my high school
friend, Kay. I am forced to swim in the
milky-colored, swift moving Wissahick-
on Creek, barreling towards the
Schuylkill. Just in time, I climb up the
steep banks to get out, picking my way
through a quarry, scrambling over rubble,
rocks, dirt, snow—mountains of snow,
trying to get down. I awoke, breathless.
What was I searching for?

Next, the second dream returns. I am
watching a video of one of my dinner
parties at our old home. Crystal, flowers,
china, beautiful food. I woke feeling
wistful and empty, full of yearning for
everyday family life—my role as matri-
arch, mother, hostess, cook.

There was a time when I knew where 1
was going. I had a sense of place, an iden-
tity (wife, mother, admissions director).
An office adorned with children’s art—
rainbows and ponies. A house with a
swimmable spring-fed pond and big
backyard where children played. Chil-

dren I could see on the wooden swing
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set from my kitchen window. Where did
these children go? Where is their father?

As if awakening again from sleep, I look
up and notice the sun has moved side-
ways in the sky. The opaqueness of the
billowing clouds has dissolved, broken
into translucent wisps of white. Down
below, I feel a pleasant burn in my legs
and gravel in my sneakers. My clothes
are damp, lips salty. I turn my bike
around to head home. A gentle tail wind
is at my back. Everything looks different,
not just the light.

I return to my dreams, replay the movie:
the relentless quest, the desperate just-
in-time scramble up the steep banks of
the Schuylkill, the elegant dining room
that is no more. But the urgency fades
and my dreams float away, insubstantial
like the wispy clouds above, vanishing
into thin air.

As the sun dips below the darkening
trees, I pedal harder. The crunch of tires
on gravel becomes a whine. I am flying,
breathing hard. I laugh, I rejoice. There is
still time. Time to hop on a bike on a
pristine fall afternoon and move my still
strong body. I have found my place, too:
here in the woods on my bicycle.

———l) -



OuT AND ABOUT
I'T°’S ADEAL!

by Mea Kaemmerlen

The first time I was at
the Pennswood Flea
Market, someone said
to me, “I think I know Ttred— et
what you need.” “You
do?” She took me to a TOS])V.OI‘
table strewn with spat-

ulas, can openers, ladles, whisks, tongs,
ice cream scoops, and such. She picked
up a vegetable slicer with a 50-cent tag. I
looked it over: “Oh, very nice, but I don’t
need it.” She regarded me sternly, “If you
buy it, I'll include my mother’s cucumber

salad recipe.” Sold.
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‘That was Maiken Nielsen, a Flea Market
volunteer and, obviously, a brilliant
salesperson.

'The Flea Market occurs year-round in
the Activities Room every third
Wednesday, 9 to 1, with proceeds sup-
porting activities in Woolman and Bar-
clay. Items that don't sell eventually go to
Homefront and the Bucks County Asso-
ciation for the Blind and Visually
Impaired. “Carolmarie Gorka runs it,”
says volunteer Joanne Brown. “She’s
incredibly organized—the many volun-
teers really like working with her.”

I wander through its plethora of tempt-
ing goodies listening to comments about
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what customers are buying (“I've always
wanted a Hula Hoop”) and what their
friends are buying (“Hey, I donated that
tie—it was my ex-husband’s”). A couple
walks in. “We won't stay long, right?” he
asks. “Oh, no, just till the money runs
out,” she replies. That might be a while,
considering most things are a dollar or
less.

It’s Nancy Stroh’s second visit today.
“The first time, I needed a rollator to
take everything out—plates, bowls, wine
glasses.” I ask her, “Do you have room?”

“WEell, I live in a studio, but I like to
cook and to change things around.”

Leah Zenker came for jewelry and end-
ed up with three plastic cups displaying
dragonflies. “Winged messengers,” she
says. “I'll use them as planters.”

Newby Sharon Daikeler is amazed at the
variety: “I'm going right home to get
some cash.” The Flea Market takes only
cash and checks.

Emmy Bledsoe is happily holding a
small blue angel. “It’s perfect. My sister
loves angels and the color blue.” A prac-
tical person, Emmy also has pads of

lined paper and file folders.

Pat Ramirez, also practical, holds a bag
of clips—“You pay good money for these
at Staples”—and two small plates—“I
bought two of these a while back—now
I have four.”



Barbara McCabe, who has 11 grandchil-
dren, has an armload: “I don't like to
miss the Flea Market. I have a lot of
birthdays coming up.”

Nicely laid out throughout the Activity
Room are clock radios, adding machines,
picture frames, extension cords, dolls,
stuffed animals, Santas, soufflé dishes,
and, most fun of all, the unknown.
“What in the world is this?” someone
asks, holding up a dangerous looking
metal object. “Maybe it’s an apple peeler.
I think my grandmother had one.”

Ruth Ann Ayres hugs a clown doll. “I
made one for my granddaughter a few
years ago. I hope she hasn’'t outgrown

dolls.”

Donations are welcome in the bins in
the Activity Room. Volunteer Joyce
Koch tells me, “Someone donated a great
big bag of jumbled earrings. We had to
untangle them, pair them up, and put
them in tiny plastic bags.” Volunteers
work many hours a week—sorting,
researching, and pricing. “The flea mar-
ket is only once a month, but a lot of
work is required by many people,” says
Joanne Brown.

A few years ago, Joanne decided to try
Ebay. “We started putting things on
Ebay when we got a brand new Ameri-
can Doll in its original box. Rather than
selling it for a few dollars, I put it on

Ebay and got about $100.” Since then,
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Joanne has sold sterling silver, gold
watches, jewelry, and other high-end
items online. “It adds much to our bot-
tom line.”

Pennswood staft also stops by. Says
Reynilda Calimlim from Pennswood at
Home, “I never miss the Flea Market.
'This is my third time back this morning.
'The first time, a food processor; the sec-
ond time, baking stuff; now it’s just for
fun.”

Off in the china, glass, and jewelry room,
many items are marked by colored stick-
ers: red, 25 cents; green and yellow, 50
cents; blue, $1.00. Other items—crystal,
silver, ceramics, Chinese dragons, col-
lectibles—are priced individually.

Amparo Harpel and her daughter are
discussing the use of a tall lazy Susan. “I
could just stand on it and go round and
round and charge admission,” laughs
Amparo. Norval Reece, standing nearby,
says, “I'd pay good money to see that.”
Shoppers gather in line to pay. Dorothy
Hann, Jim Smith, and Joanne act as
cashiers with Toni Sullivan, Ginny Mur-
phy, and Lisa Williams standing by to
wrap purchases. They have had a busy
and successful four hours. The take at the
end of the day is about $800. It can go
up to $1000 if there are blenders, vacu-
ums, grocery carts, or drying racks.

By the way, Maiken’s mother’s cucumber
salad is delicious.



Mea Kaemmerlen, former columnist for
'The Trenton Times, brings fresh eyes to

Pennswood in a “whenever” column.

——l) -

FOR EVERYTHING
THERE IS A PRICE
by John Wood

'There were those times when I gave less

'Than that I knew to be my best;

Times I left my best behind.

Times when I succumbed to overload,

Took the road, not best,

But smoothed by travel over time.

Times when stress sapped strength,

And will accepted second place.

Such times came and passed

Without an outward scarlet trace,

But not without an inward fee befitting
usury.

There is a cost to everything.

(10)

FRIENDS OF THE
WRITTEN WORD

Pennswood’s semi-annual Poetry &

Prose event will take place at 7:15 p.m.
on Wednesday, October 16, in Penn
Hall.

It’s always a delightful evening. Some 17
residents read favorite pieces; the rest of
us applaud vigorously. There’s something
about the event that makes it feel quite
special.

If you'd like to be a reader, follow the di-
rections in The Bulletin. If you prefer to
listen, make a note in your calendar.
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