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WWWWWaiting,aiting,aiting,aiting,aiting,
Hoping,Hoping,Hoping,Hoping,Hoping,
PrayingPrayingPrayingPrayingPraying

By CAROL F. DAVIS
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

PLAINFIELD — It’s Wednes-
day afternoon, the day after the
terrorist attack on our country,
and I just walked in the door. I
headed straight to my answering
machine. There were no messages.

The first was from my husband,
Michael, who works for the Fed-
eral Aviation Administration
(FAA). He was dispatched to New-
ark Airport a few hours ago. He

phoned me from the New Jersey
Turnpike, where he had a clear
view of downtown Manhattan.

I think “eerie” was the word he
used.

The second message was from
Gina, a friend of mine, who is an
emergency room physician at
Meadowlands Hospital. I had
called to see if there might be any
need for volunteers at the hospi-
tal, thinking I could use my pro-
fessional background in order to
provide some counseling for the
injured survivors and their fami-
lies. She had been up for the past
48 hours, and unfortunately, told
me that she did not see nearly
enough action in the ER to feel
that there were many survivors.

Her words were something like
“everybody is dead.”

The third message was from an-
other friend, also a physician. Joe
lives and works in New York City.
He was calling to report that he
was fine, and he was situated far
enough uptown to have escaped
most of the chaos, but he knew that
some of his patients and their fami-
lies were not so fortunate.

My own experiences yesterday
and today wane in comparison to the
mass devastation. Somehow, though,
when writing is in your blood, you
are compelled to tell your story.

As I was driving to work on
Tuesday, I heard for the first time,
the beginning of the horror unfold-
ing on the news radio. It took a few
minutes for it to sink in, and for me
to realize that my husband had been
up and out of the house by 4:30 a.m.
to work on a flight early that morn-
ing. I recalled that he said he was
flying from New York to Atlanta,
and back. I could not, however,
recall the name of the air carrier.

I immediately phoned his FAA
office, and I spoke to his supervi-
sor. Tony assured me that as soon
as he heard from Michael, he
would have him call me.

At least an hour passed. I had left
several messages on Michael’s cell
phone. I thought for sure, that he
would have called by now. I tried
once again to reach someone at the
FAA, but no one was picking up.
Somehow, using some creative
thinking, I managed to connect with
Fred, who runs the entire operation.

In the midst of this crisis, Fred
took his time with me, and told
me he would check on Michael.
He took my work number and
told me if I didn’t hear from him
in 15 minutes to phone him again.

Several minutes later he called,
telling me that the records showed
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By KERRIANNE SPELLMAN CORT
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

SCOTCH PLAINS — The
A&E editor of The Westfield
Leader/Times,  Michelle
LePoidevin, was kind enough to
ask her staff to write about our
feelings reflecting the events of
last week.

For days, I have been trying to
come up with something that I
feel would have value to our read-
ers, but I am just numb. I wish I
could put into words, something
that can offer support or comfort
to those who are directly affected
by this tragic occurrence, but there
is no such thing.

What can I say? For me, last
Tuesday was the scariest day of
my life. I dropped my husband off
at the Fanwood train station, kissed
him and wished him a good day. I
then went home to feed and walk
our dog before I myself had to go
into the city.

While I prepared to leave, I had
“The Today Show” on in the back-
ground. As I watched the unspeak-
able unfold, I was truly frozen
with terror, as I’m sure we all
were. I called Bill on his cell
phone and told him about the first
plane. He was still on the train and
could see the flames.

When the second plane hit, I
called him again and screamed,
“This is not an accident, get out!”

It took Bill several awful hours
to get home, but he arrived safely,
thank God. I told him of the count-
less phone calls from friends and
family that I had received during
the day, inquiring about his safety.
I then sat and stared at the televi-
sion for the next three days.

We used to live in Manhattan,
and often we would go up to our
roof on Tenth Avenue to look at
the city skyline. We could see the
World Trade Center from there, as
well as The Empire State and many
other landmark buildings. It was
beautiful on the roof. It was peace-
ful. It was safe.

These terrorists have not only
stolen lives from America, but
they have also robbed us of our
safety. They have destroyed peace
in our country, using our own
planes as weapons. They are cow-
ardly, insipid and evil. There is no
excuse for what they have done.

It is true that America is not
perfect. We have made awful mis-
takes in the past. But we would
never, ever, stoop to their sinister
level.

As my heart goes out to the
families of the countless victims,
my rage also builds. I fear that this
is only the beginning of a horrible,
tragic mess. I fear for mankind. I
always thought that peace, love
and acceptance would cancel out
the depravity that humans are ca-
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By DARA SILVERMAN

It all started out, a bright Tuesday morn,
Nobody knew they’d cry, and they’d mourn.
It began with some people, terrorists you’ve seen,
Hijacked some planes from M.A., how mean!
They flew to New York and distressed us all,
They bombed the one World Trade Center of all!
Did they have to do it today, oh why?
Did those terrorists have something against you and I?
Some people badly injured, others slightly bruised,
All because of the bombs people used.
It all ended, a dark cloudy day,
People were mourning, each and every way.
Never again will the Twin Towers stand, not a thing,
We will never see them in winter, fall, summer, nor spring.
Farewell, Twin Towers, I’ll miss you,
Just see what those terrorists have done to you.
I think this has a lesson for both young and old,
To never, ever, let your heart get so cold.

*  *  *  *  *
Dara Silverman, 10, is the daughter of Marty and Trudy Silverman of

Westfield. A fifth grader at Franklin Elementary School, Dara touched
the hearts of her teachers and fellow students when she read the poem
aloud.

Why?Why?Why?Why?Why?
By THOMAS KEMPS

Under twisted metal with a lim-
ited amount of air,

I am writing these words for others
to reflect upon.

I would like to know, even later,
why I was buried there and answers
are found to the reason that today,
found me gone.

I will die soon, like so many, with
these questions,

Especially why all of this had to
take place.

That the ones responsible, who
harbor such aggression –

Has all of this torment, destruc-
tion and death helped your case?

I lie here today, I swear because of
money, power and YOU,

Ready to journey to a place you
don’t exist, yet.

But, you’ll be there, not much
about that, even your henchmen can
do,

And you will then answer these
questions, for I won’t forget.

As I leave this world, I ask pen-
ance Lord. for I can’t forgive.

Jesus, I can’t hide that I’d rather be
outside, and join those who live.

*  *  *  *  *
Thomas Kemps is a resident of

Westfield who frequently submits
poetry to The Westfield Leader and
The Times.

            Michelle H. LePoidevin for The Westfield Leader and The Times
PIECING TOGETHER THEIR FEELINGS...Roosevelt Intermedi-
ate School Art Teacher Anne Cohen helped her students express their
grief, patriotism and frustration over the horrific terroristic attacks
last Tuesday morning through an innovative art project. Upon white
squares of paper, these sixth, seventh and eighth graders at the
Westfield school used markers, crayons, pencil, pen and ink to craft
pictures and symbols such as The World Trade Center, peaceful
doves, peace signs, and even an eye crying a tear patterned with the
American Flag. Ms. Cohen punched holes into the edges of the
squares, tying together each piece with red and blue yarn to form a
quilt. The art teacher learned of the project from her daughter, who
also teaches art at a school in West Orange. Ms. Cohen told The
Westfield Leader and The Times that the students found the project
therapeutic and valued the ability to translate their feelings through
art. She added that her fellow teachers have additional pictures to the
quilt that hangs in the lobby of the school.


