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Lauren S. Pass

-What Matters--What Matters--What Matters--What Matters--What Matters-
Everything I once deemed

 important
seems

so small,
now...

The world
seems so much
bigger than it
was before;
my world,

my list of things
to do,

so small
– minuscule –

next to
 disaster.

Hobbes and Berkeley
argued the existence of matter,

but what’s the difference if
everything can be destroyed

– obliterated –
in less than two hours time.

And what is time,
other than some simplistic

and arbitrary way
for us,

as humans,
to organize the concepts of

light and dark.
And what are light and dark,

other than words
to describe our perceptions.

If only we could
sniff out,

see,
touch,
hear,
taste,
evil.

That day we could hardly wait
to call those that we love most,

and that is what we
felt,
saw,

and heard
after 9-11,
that love -

is what we know.
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You are cordially invited to
explore our six rooms of fine
antiques, classic reproductions,
one-of-a-kind chandeliers and
unique gift items. We are
purveyors of Crabtree &
Evelyn Bath & Body Products
and maintain a vast selection
of top quality candles.
Clubhouse Antiques &
Furnishings is your destination
for fine products and
exceptional values.

865 MOUNTAIN AVE. • MOUNTAINSIDE, NJ 07092
(Between Maxwell’s & Fleet Bank)

Telephone 908-789-7600 • Fax 908 789-3322
email clubhousefurnish@aol.com
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Susan M. Dougherty for The Westfield Leader and The Times
WRITING HISTORY…Westfield playwright Amy Green finds a contemplative spot in the
new memorial of 9/11 found at the Westfield circle. Her play, What Happened: the September
11th Testimony Project, was presented in New York City, San Francisco, Elizabeth and will be
staged in Canada in November. The memorial will be dedicated on Saturday, September 21,
at 6 p.m.

By SUSAN M. DOUGHERTY
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

WESTFIELD — Catharsis: that’s
what good theater should be for the
audience, according to Greek tradi-
tion. And for the actors, researchers,
playwright and theatergoers alike,
that is what the one-act play, What
Happened: the September 11th Tes-

timony Project, has become.
“I went back to work (in New York

City) two days after 9/11, and really
didn’t want to be there,” said Amy

Green, the playwright of the com-
memorative piece. The “there” to
which the Westfield resident refers is
John Jay College of Criminal Jus-
tice, a division of City University of
New York, where she has taught
speech and theater for eight years.

“Those classes (right after the at-
tack) were more like group therapy

for us all,” she said. “The students
were so terrified … in early October,
I knew I needed to do something.”

Psychologists agree that instead of

sitting by idly, many Americans im-
mediately got involved in order to
gain a feeling of control. Professor
Green gave an empowering assign-
ment that not only gave her students
a feeling of purpose, but also gave
the interviewees a voice.

Students, armed with tape record-
ers and a few pre-arranged questions,

interviewed Emergency Medical Tech-
nicians, firefighters, police, and any
others who had a 9/11 story to tell.

“The purpose was to give them a
way to get it all out,”
said Green.

The sensitive nature
of talking to strangers
was handled deli-
cately, without any
pressure or prodding
of the survivors and
those affected. Like
the old man in “The
Rime of the Ancient
Mariner,” the strang-
ers seemed driven to
pour out their tales.

The interviewees let
the floodgates of their
emotions open to re-
veal fear, hurt, anger,
hope, and a myriad of
other feelings.

“Many people just
spilled out their stories
and then told my stu-
dents, the interviewers,
that it was the first time
they had told their story,”
she said. By early No-
vember, the number of
moving stories that
Green felt needed to be
heard started to multiply.

Second semester and
the successful assign-
ment was repeated.

“With 5 or 6 dozen interviews that
had been transcribed word for word
by my students,” said Green, “I knew
I had the basis of a powerful piece.”

After reviewing the material and
consulting with a friend, all the
pieces of the project started to gel.

A Year of ‘What Ifs’A Year of ‘What Ifs’A Year of ‘What Ifs’A Year of ‘What Ifs’A Year of ‘What Ifs’
By MICHELLE H. Le POIDEVIN

Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times
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Somewhere between watching reporters shimmy through caves in
Afghanistan, deciphering between blue and yellow on Tom Ridge’s
emergency alert system, and forcing my boss to open the mail out of
fear of white powder, I’ve realized that the year between 9/11/01 and
9/11/02 has been spent asking myself, “What if _____…”

It might have been the 70s children’s show, “The Magic Garden” that
first made me cognizant of the Chicken Little character, which would
peck about frantically, shedding feathers and yelping, “The sky is
falling.” Since the transoms of almost every news station – from MSNBC
to FOXNews – has barked the word, “ALERT” in neon red and white, I’ve
become a Chicken Little of Union County, and Morris and Essex and...

Directly after 9/11, when I received a package from a place I didn’t
recognize, I had the parcel tracked and before I knew it, I was in touch with
the Bridgewater Police Department, where the package was being held and
insisted it must have something to do with anthrax or terrorism. Granted,
I am not Tom Daschle or Tom Brokaw, but in a time when the unthinkable
becomes a gross reality, even the Bridgewater cops didn’t blame me for
hitting the panic button. “Anything seems possible now,” they said.

From accused shoe bombers to Daniel Pearl’s gruesome murder,
postal workers and citizens killed by anthrax, Americans joining the
Taliban, threats of smallpox, advisories about taking pills to prevent

There is a painting hanging on the wall. It’s singing, singing of peace,
liberty … passion.

The painting on the wall is chanting, chanting, chanting from the ripples
of New York’s Harbor, to the mountains of Maine.

The painting on the wall is mourning, mourning,
mourning the death of thousands ... the fallen
buildings.

The painting on the wall is coming together,
together, together more colorful, more loving …
restored.

The painting on the wall is now coming to me, to
me, to me.

The painting on the wall is America, America
… America.

*  *  *  *  *
Kelsey Lorenz Greenfield is student at

Washington Elementary School in
Westfield. Her father, Brian P. Greenfield,
submitted the poem, which was written
on the theme, “What America Means to
Me,” while she was a fifth grader at
Washington School.
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Arts & Entertainment

Continued on Page 19

Kindermusik classes for ages 2 to 7

281 Main Street • Millburn
(973) 467-4688

THE PROFESSIONAL SCHOOL

Private Instruction on
All Instruments, Voice and Ensembles

Established 1975 Certified Teachers

Riverwalk Plaza
34 Ridgedale Avenue • East Hanover
(973) 428-0405

256 Morris Avenue • Springfield
(973) 467-4688
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Apofras Imera – Fateful DayApofras Imera – Fateful DayApofras Imera – Fateful DayApofras Imera – Fateful DayApofras Imera – Fateful Day
By PETER M. KALELLIS

MOUNTAINSIDE -- On Tuesday, May 29, 1453, Constantinople fell into the
hands of the Ottoman Turks. With the fall of the Byzantine Empire, a thousand
years of glorious civilization ended and the Greek nation succumbed to Turkish
subjugation for 400 years.

It is said that history repeats itself. We have lived to see another Tuesday,
September 11, 2001, another Apofras Imera, when the United States was attacked
by terrorists, ending our cherished ideals of freedom, safety and peace. America
had enjoyed unprecedented peace and prosperity, was invaded by a foreign power.
The American dream of superpower, material wealth and security was shattered.
We were subjugated by fear.

You probably remember where you were when you first heard about the attacks.
You may also recall the fear that filled your soul as you watched the broadcast of
crashing planes, crumbling buildings and loss of life.

Is my city next? Am I safe? What about my family? For a while, it seemed
as though fear dictated our every move. Perhaps you were one of those souls

who asked, Where was God when all this happened?
As the catastrophe prevailed, we witnessed something

amazing. In the midst of tragedy, everyone united. The
message rang out: Terror cannot overcome us if
we do not allow it. Evil may triumph for a while,
but it will be defeated.

Among collapsing walls, thick smoke and
raging infernos, Christ was present, crucified

again beside each innocent individual. He lifted
their pain and escorted each one into His
Kingdom. It is with confidence that St. Paul

tells us, “We have no earthly city in which to stay, but
seek our future home, which is in heaven.”

A glimpse of the drama at Golgotha reminds
us how the devil entered the heart of Judas and

persuaded him to betray his Master. But,
Christ’s crucifixion did not end His minis-

try. Upon His Resurrection, His gospel of
love and compassion spread throughout the
world. What does all this mean?

Simply, it means that at times, our life
ends up on the cross, but only for a while.
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WESTFIELD — The Junior Op-
timist Club of Westfield has announced
the winners of its third annual Photog-
raphy Contest for children and teens in
Kindergarten through Grade 8. The
theme for this year’s contest was
“Westfield in Action.” The winners in
each age bracket were as follows:

In the category of Kindergarten
through Grade 1, Jake Wasserman
captured First Place and Jacob
Boyle won Second Place.

For the Grade 2 category, Katie

Sullivan won First Place and David
Vercitick grabbed the Second
Place honors.

In the category of Grades 3 and
4, Rachel Rickear was awarded
First Place and Olivia Rosenberg
took Second Place

Lauren Finestein won First Place
and Samantha Ritter was awarded
Second Place in the Grades 5
through 8 section.

Winning entries were on display
at Moto Photo on North Avenue.

Continued on Page 19
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By MARYLOU MORANO
Specially Written for The Westfield Leader and The Times

FANWOOD — Fanwood resident
Patrick Harrington believes he sur-
vived the terrorist attacks on the World

Trade Center (WTC) because he de-
clined a cup of coffee with his wife.

Harrington works in Midtown

Manhattan in the telecommuni-
cations field. On the morning of
September 11, 2001, he was
scheduled to attend a 9 a.m. meet-
ing on the 51st floor of the North
Tower of the WTC. He and his
wife, Josie, who works in lower
Manhattan, took the PATH train
into the city together, getting off
at the station underneath the WTC.

Mrs. Harrington suggested
they stop for a quick cup of
coffee, but Harrington turned
her down. He was anxious to get
to his meeting.

After the 1993 bombing, se-
curity dictated that all guests of
the WTC sign in and be photo-
graphed for identification. So,
Harrington went through the for-
malities and received a security
badge with his name, date, the
firm he was visiting and the
floor it was located on.

Harrington recalled, “In the middle
of the meeting I felt the building shud-
der. It actually moved a couple of feet.
I was looking out the window when it
happened, and suddenly, instead of
looking out, I was looking down. I also
heard a funny grinding sound, which I
now believe was the shifting of the
aluminum in the duct work.”

Harrington saw flaming debris,
mostly charred and burning paper,
falling from the upper floors. Pieces
of metal bounced off the sides of the
building. He heard no fire alarms.

Harrington and his business host
immediately decided to vacate the
building and ran down the hallway
yelling for others to do the same.
They headed down Stairwell “B”
and although it was crowded, it was

not smoke filled. People moved
quickly.

“No one knew what had happened,
they only knew they had to get out of
the building. Someone relayed a mes-
sage received on his pager. He told us
a small plane had hit the tower,” said
Harrington.

Around the 20th floor, Harrington
began meeting firefighters on their
way up.

“They were completely exhausted
from carrying all their tools. They
were sweating and one was trying to
catch his breath. I saw a group of
firefighters gathered together as if
deciding what to do,” Harrington said.

As he made his way further down,
the stairwells became warm. Several
times he was asked to step aside to
allow people who had been burned to
get ahead of him.

“They looked like they had bad
sunburn,” said Harrington.

When he reached the 10th floor,
Harrington was walking in ankle-deep
water. Fire alarms were ringing. There
was a lot of damage in the lobby –
windows were shattered and the el-
evator doors were askew. Harrington

Continued on Page 19

Photographer: Jake Wasserman, Age 6, First Place, K-1 category

Photographer: Katie Sullivan, Age 8, First Place, Grade 2 category

SURVIVORS...Josie and Patrick
Harrington of Fanwood can call themselves
true survivors since escaping a city torn
apart by the chaos of 9/11.

PASS TO CHAOS...Patrick
Harrington’s pass, which al-
lowed him entry to the World
Trade Center on 9/11.




