I woke up at my boyfriend's and as usual he made espresso and we read the newspaper spread out on the stove. On the drive home, I was still morning groggy and not paying close attention to NPR. I stopped at a stoplight and heard the commentator saying that a plane had flown into the World Trade Center. At first, I thought it was a joke. But it became clear from the urgent tone of the report that it wasn't. My head was buzzing as I tried to assimilate this news. At home, I parked my car and my neighbor Billy met me out in the street and said that terrorists had attacked the World Trade Center. I went inside and called my boyfriend and told him, "Terrorists flew a plane into the World Trade Center." He said, "You're kidding me." "No," I replied. "Turn on your TV." I stayed on the phone with him, watching the footage of the burning towers. After five minutes, he said, "I have to go to work." Of course, I had that feeling that this was something really big and that nothing was going to be the same. 

* * * 

Jeanne Carstensen, New York, NY 

I was listening to WNYC in New York City. Suddenly, the reception got fuzzy and the announcer said there had been an explosion in one tower of the World Trade Center. Then the station went dead. Scrambling to find another station -- I had only just moved to New York and wasn't familiar with the local radio dial -- I heard that the explosion had been caused by a plane, and then that the second tower was in flames. And so on. I was afraid to be alone all of a sudden, and didn't have a TV, so I ran to a friend's apartment. We went to the roof of our 15-story building on the Upper West Side and watched the plumes of smoke blacken the sky some 130 blocks away. It was hard not to notice what a gorgeous day it was: hot but with an optimistic twinge of freshness, caused, perhaps, by yesterday's drenching thunder showers. 

We rushed over to Columbia University to watch CNN on a movie-theater-size screen in the main auditorium of the Journalism School, where students and faculty had gathered in stunned silence. As the first tower collapsed in a graceful mushroom cloud, we let out a collective gasp. Some people wept; a woman passed out tissues from a package she had in her purse. Then the second tower imploded. More tears. More silence. 

Outside, the silence was even eerier. No jets roaring overhead on their way to JFK. When a plane suddenly screamed through the sky, I hunched over in fear. Were we under attack? These were U.S. military planes, but I didn't know that at the time. 

Later, I went downtown to gather a few quotes for The Chronicle. The subway was only running downtown as far as 34th Street. From there we walked down Sixth Avenue toward the plumes of smoke, which by then were starting to take on a golden hue from the late afternoon sun. Although traffic was halted on the usually busy avenue, there were lots of people on the sidewalks. Certain images stick in my mind -- kids skateboarding and yelling to each other to call if school was canceled the next day; an artist with an easel painting the chaotic street scene; long lines of ambulances from different cities. Many businesses were shut, but many were open as well. Some people sat in restaurants, while others shopped for food. 

As we got further downtown we started to see more red eyes. Missing-persons flyers covered almost every telephone pole. Ambulances and police vehicles roared up and down the otherwise empty street. At St. Vincent's Hospital, the nearest to Ground Zero, I interviewed a union carpenter with a heavy Irish accident who had retired from working at the WTC only two months before and was sobbing as he told us he thought 400 of his fellow carpenters had died. A fireman from Staten Island who had just returned from Ground Zero and was covered an inch thick in dust told me that there "was nothing left but dust and steel." His eyes were blank. "This is all about body recovery," he said. 

Back on the Upper West Side, near Columbia, the bars were overflowing. Everyone was drinking heavily and telling stories from the day (this drinking and storytelling would continue for months all across the city). I could smell the wreckage burning six miles away in Lower Manhattan. 

Anthony Vann, Oakland, CA 

I was actually on my way to the dentist's office for an appointment. One of my co-workers knew I had family back East somewhere, so she left me a message on my cell phone, hoping that my family was okay. I was naturally perplexed, as I hadn't turned on the TV or radio that morning. 

I turned my CD player off in my car and turned on the radio and just sat there stunned for, like, five minutes. I went back up to my apartment to look at the news and saw the videotape of New York City. It was incredible. It was so amazing and terrible, I thought I was looking at a movie -- only I knew it was real. I got back into my car and went to my appointment. Terrible way to start a morning. 

* * * 

Susan Waldron, New Orleans, LA 

I was in New Orleans attending a conference, which was obviously canceled once all hell broke loose. 

Nobody knew when planes would be flying, so I booked one of the last seats on an Amtrak train, scheduled to take three days to get back to San Francisco. 

The train's passengers were an odd mix of Amtrak regulars and stranded business folks and vacationers. But we all looked out for each other -- sharing cell phones (mine died 15 minutes into the ride), sprinting to buy papers at our brief stops and then passing them around, and even some people who had sleeping compartments offered showers to those of us who were sleeping in our seats. 

The Amtrak folks were great, although there was no way they could have been prepared for nearly twice their normal passenger load. They mostly kept their cool, even when squirrelly things happened (like the psychic who foresaw a train crash and caused the cops to be called to the Palm Springs station). 

Because of boarding hundreds of extra passengers, and frequent strange stops (like the one in Palm Springs), we were close to 12 hours late into L.A. At the end, Amtrak ran out of food but came through by calling Kentucky Fried Chicken to deliver hundreds of boxed dinners to the San Bernadino station for us! 

The closeness and cooperation on board that train went a long way to soothing some very rattled travelers, and reaffirmed our belief that we would pull through, regardless. 

* * * 

Sam Young, San Francisco, CA 

At 7:30 am on 9/11, I was asleep, since I had the day off. Then my phone rang. Anyone who knows me knows better than to call me so early. I didn't answer it, but with my head buried in my pillow, I thought, "Oh, no, what happened?" So I checked my voice mail, and I heard my dad's voice say, "Our country is at war. Turn on your TV." 

My first thought was "Oh, great. Bush found an excuse to bomb Iraq." Ironically, this is currently in the works, but it wasn't what happened that day. 

* * * 

Lorien McKenna, San Francisco, CA 

Is that the phone ringing? It's only 6:30! I don't have to be at work for another two hours. I can hear my husband's muffled tone as he mumbles my thoughts, and then his rough "Hello?" Must be his office, I think, as I slide back into sleep. Suddenly, he's bolt upright, fumbling for the remote control. The TV's on. As I reach for my glasses, I hear it before I can see it: explosions and screaming. My god! The Twin Towers. My god! The Twin Towers have fallen down. We are stunned. I say, "I'm not going to work today." 

I call my mother, who is camping at Yosemite with her fifth-grade class. I leave a surreal message. My mother grew up in New York. My grandparents lived on Fulton Street by the South Street Seaport. Although I'm a native Californian, New York has always been "home." 

We watch TV for hours. We cry, we are horrified, we cannot believe that we are awake. We are angry, American and fierce. I become overloaded. I need a break. I leave my husband in the bedroom and wander into the living room. I have "Anne of Green Gables" in my hand. I spend the next two hours completely absorbed in innocence and green hills. 

At the end of the day, we are wounded. We have called our friends and families, made the connections we needed to make. We are preparing ourselves to wake up tomorrow, when this will all still be real. 

"Happy anniversary," I say to my husband as I turn out the light. "Happy anniversary, sweetie," he says back. And we sleep. 

* * * 

Darren Gewant, San Francisco, CA 

I was surfing. Got up when it was still dark, put my wetsuit on and went straight to the beach. It was a beautiful sunrise, partly cloudy with a light offshore breeze and small, super-fun waves. There were only a few of us out that early, and none of us had turned on the TV or the radio. As it got later, guys started paddling out, and you could sense their bewilderment. Something was wrong. My friend told me the news, and I looked up, and there were no planes. 

* * * 

John Guynn, Raleigh, NC 

I had just put some bacon in the oven when I grabbed the remote control and turned on the TV. There on the screen was the first tower, with smoke billowing out. I remember that a female reporter was talking about the first crash when suddenly she screamed. The second tower had been hit. I immediately called my mom, who lives in the Bay Area. "Get up and turn on the TV. Something terrible is happening," I told her. 

* * * 

Caroline Bridges, Vallejo, CA 

My fiancé and I awoke at 6 am the morning of Sept. 11 and groaned together about another boring day of work ahead of us. As usual, he headed straight downstairs to wake up his brain via the morning news, and I headed groggily for the bathroom to clean up. 

As I brushed my hair, I heard the news come on downstairs and made out about every other sentence: "We aren't sure what it was yet ...." "There are reports that people saw a flying object just moments before this video was shot ...." For some reason, the tone of the commentators' voices got my attention. I recognized it as the less-animated- than-usual tone used by national reporters, but it didn't strike me as being very serious yet. I just thought they sounded confused. 

Amused, I thought maybe there'd been some sort of phenomenon that had people thinking they'd seen a UFO or something. It was early morning -- my brain was not fully awake. But that was about the last time I felt anything like amusement for a while. 

I went down the stairs to see what my fiancé was watching, and saw something that made no sense to me at first -- smoke and flames on such a huge scale that I couldn't get my head around it. My fiancé told me what he could figure out -- that they thought maybe a plane had flown into the World Trade Center. 

What? 

I think I had a lot of the same thoughts then that others had that day -- Was it an accident? How could they fly a plane into a building that tall in such clear weather? It must be a malfunction. It couldn't be on purpose! Or was it a joke by the newscasters? I quickly scanned my brain to remember whether this was April 1 -- no. Then another plane hit. I didn't know whether it was a replay at this point or whether I was watching the real footage of the second plane. All I know is that I really felt like my world turned inside out right at that moment. Everything impossible was becoming possible, and everything possible was suddenly coming into question. I'd fallen asleep and woken up in a "Die Hard" movie. 

Like the rest of America, I spent the rest of the day near or in front of the television, unable to turn away, unable to believe it would ever be over, now that such impossible things had begun. I waited to hear that they'd attacked San Francisco and thanked heaven that my fiancé hadn't gone into the City to his job in the Financial District. 

My shock and horror were such that I didn't really notice I'd broken my little toes by walking into a pile of handweights while watching the first tower collapse -- I just hobbled over to the couch and later took some painkillers. Nor did I react as I would have otherwise when my boss called me to tell me that our company's president was annoyed no one had really come to work that day, that I had to call in for a phone meeting that afternoon because our software company was going out of business after 15 years and we were all going to be out of a job as of this Friday. 

I listened to her describing the end of the most prestigious job I'd ever held at a great company full of wonderful people, but all I felt was annoyance that our company president couldn't put off such "trifling" things until the next day. Our world was ending, people had died horribly only hours earlier, families had lost loved ones -- what was a job? All I wanted that day -- and most days ever since -- was to be with my family and loved ones. It really put a focus on what my true priorities in life should be. I think our wedding the following month was that much more joyful and wonderful because we were all that much more aware of the importance of celebrating life and each other. 

Heather Randolph, San Francisco, CA 

Our bags were packed, every last detail had been taken care of and we were leaving for the airport on Sept. 11 for our Sept. 15 wedding in Charleston, S.C. I had awakened to an insistently ringing phone at 6:30 am. (I found out later it was my sister in NYC calling to tell me the news.) Typically, I rush to answer late-night or early- morning calls, anxious that something may have happened to someone I love. But that morning, I rolled over and said to David, "Let voice mail pick it up. It's probably nothing. We're leaving to get married today!" 

My alarm went off an hour later, and I showered while David slept. When he hopped in the shower, I turned on the TV to watch the "Today" show (like always), and there it was. Needless to say, we never made it to our wedding that Saturday. It was incredibly difficult to have to cancel such a life-defining event due to such horrific outside circumstances, and to simultaneously deal with the same shock, sorrow and worry the rest of the world was feeling. It didn't take us long to realize, however, that having our wedding canceled was nothing compared to the tragedy unfolding in front of us. We postponed, went a week later on our preplanned "honeymoon" to Europe to reccuperate and had a beautiful wedding on Jan. 19. 

* * * 

Jean Schanberger, San Francisco, CA 

Sept. 11, 2001, started like many days -- in San Francisco's Hotel Monaco, my "home away from home" for weekly commutes to my job at Levi Strauss & Co. Travel routines were long established, and the Hotel Monaco's hospitality and extra- comfortable rooms supported the long workdays. 

At about 7:30 am I checked out of the Monaco to start my regular half-hour Financial District walk to work. I had not seen TV news, and, coffee in hand, I strode through the City of the Bay's cool, just-waking streets. Lots of police cars were out. Just after the Transamerica Building, I started hearing snippets of radio news reports through open car windows ("...struck the Pentagon ..." "...Pennsylvania Avenue has been closed..." and, most ominously, "... in New York City ... at the World Trade Center." My pace quickened as I passed the Sansome Street Fire Station, whose doors were flung open and crews were scurrying about. By the time I reached Levi's Plaza and got into the elevator, my co- workers' faces were ashen. "What happened?" I asked. Someone replied, "Two planes have hit the World Trade Center." 

When I reached my office, my assistant and the lawyer next door were in the open area, their faces streaked with tears. "The first tower just fell." Dropping my bag in my office, I thought, "This changes things forever." Something told me to phone my mother. As a group, we hurried down the hall to the Communications Department's TV and watched the horror unfold on the other side of the country. The company's most senior managers from around the world were in town, and we all stood together, alternately monitoring developments and activating contingency plans for employee notification and dismissal options. The city of San Francisco declared a state of emergency and ordered a number of high-profile buildings such as the Transamerica evacuated. Levi's Plaza is a low-rise building perched on the side of the Bay. Through our top-floor windows, we nervously glanced out at the empty sky, no one daring to admit the fear we all later acknowledged -- that our American icon- branded, Jewish family-owned company at the waters' edge could be a target in this crazy world. 

The day's events unfolded, as the world knows all too well. Several colleagues offered me a home visit that night; as luck would have it, I had longstanding plans to visit an old friend in Danville and would stay with her. That night, in her TV room, we reminisced about the 1991 night in Cincinnati when we were on a business trip (my first) together and the Persian Gulf War started. "We have to stop meeting like this!" we said, laughing through tears as we heard early reports of the death of the FDNY chaplain and other top brass. Under the covers on the cell phone that night, I savored my boyfriend's soothing voice reassuring me that everything at home was okay and I should do what was needed there, then get home when I could. 

* * * 

Jennifer Rutan, Mechanicsville, IA 

I was visiting my family in Iowa, and my return flight was the morning of 9/11. I was late getting ready and about to leave for the airport when my brother called and told us to turn on the TV. My flight took off five days later. 

* * * 

Tina Barseghian, San Francisco, CA 

The shrill ring of the telephone yanked me out of a deep sleep. My husband answered it in the living room, so I didn't hear the conversation. Sounds of the TV then wafted into my room, an unusual sound for 7 am in our household. 

Bleary eyed, I walked into the living room and asked what was going on. The newscasters on TV answered my question, as if I'd asked them. My husband and I sat on the couch and watched the towers burn. It was his parents who'd called. They were worried about their son Jon, who worked downtown. They hadn't been able to reach him and had no idea where in the scope of the World Trade Center his office was located. 

I picked up the phone and dialed Jon's home number, figuring he would have escaped from work. "All circuits are busy," the announcement repeated over and over again. I hit redial and heard those three eerie, off-key tones before the same announcement a hundred times. Finally, I got through and the phone rang on the other end. 

Jon answered, baffled that I'd gotten through but relieved to be talking to family. His voice quavered as he told us how he heard the first explosion from his office, then, while watching the North Tower burn, he saw the second airplane hit the South Tower. 

He left his office, just a few blocks from the World Trade Center, and started walking north -- away from the chaos. He turned around just in time to see the first building collapse, hung his head and kept walking toward home. 

* * * 

Kelly McCloy, San Francisco, CA 

I was sleeping when the phone rang around 6 am. groggily, I answered it. It was my stepmother, calling from Vermont. "You'll never believe what just happened,' she said into the phone. "Two planes just hit the World Trade Center.' Then, knowing that I work in the Financial District, she said, 'Please don't go to work today. Please don't go downtown.' I walked into the living room with the phone in hand, turned on the TV and watched the horror unfold again as my stepmother and I whispered "Oh, my God"s to each other. 

* * * 

Jay Cooke, Point Pleasant, NJ 

Our story isn't about our location (at my parents' house in Point Pleasant, N.J.) the morning of 9/11, but, rather, where we were the day before: at the World Trade Center. We'd gone into Manhattan to see some friends and spent Monday the 10th walking the Lower Manhattan loop, from the Chelsea Piers down toward Battery Park City, then back around through the square and into Tower Two. It was $13 for the elevator to the observation deck. Too pricey, we'd deemed, opting for Krispy Kreme donuts (on the ground level) instead. I even remember saying it: "We'll check the view out next time." 

We had Newark-S.F. tickets for Wednesday, Sept. 12, which were canceled. So we migrated to Atlantic City and joined the Greyhound cattle call. 

* * * 

J. Ganion, Sacramento, CA 

It was my second day in Sacramento, and I was still bunking with two friends. At about 6:45 am, another friend, from Seattle, called to tell us we were in the midst of a terrorist attack. 

Right. 

Groggy and irritated at the early call, I rather stridently stated that he was obviously attempting a not-at-all-funny practical joke. 

But there it was, on live television, the first tower hit and burning. What seemed like seconds later, we watched in awe as the second plane hit. 

I was the only one in the living room watching as the towers fell. As viscerally horrified as I have ever been, I remember walking into the bathroom, where one friend was taking a hasty shower: 

"Chelsey." 

She turned the water off. "What?" 

"I think the towers are ... gone. I think they're gone. I think the World Trade Center is gone." 

And it was. 

Richard Oliva, San Jose, CA 

Driving north on San Tomas Expressway towards 101, which would take me to my job in Sunnyvale, I was listening to KGO radio. This was my normal routine to catch news, traffic, and sports. I was waiting for the sportscast when the first word came of a plane hitting one of the towers. My first thought, Stormy in New York, low ceiling, small plane got lost and hit the tower. The sports were delayed and KGO had a gentleman from New York on the phone who was describing what he could see from his apartment. He suddenly began to scream that the second tower had exploded. The announcers then stated that they had seen the second plane hit on a monitor. As a chill ran up my back, I knew that terrorist were behind this. 

All thoughts of those at work were for the people in those towers. Anger had not set in yet. As one woman stated, Those people were doing the same thing we were. Grabbing coffee, working our job, talking to friends. And the next moment, gone. 

* * * 

M. Fallah, Redwood City, CA 

I remember having that day off so I got up a bit later then usual I believe around 9:30am. I had got on my computer and saw that I had recieved instant messages from a friend saying the twin towers were attack and then a message saying the pentagon was attacked too. I always leave my computer on so its not unusual for me to return to messages already on my screen. I remember thinking that it was not funny to joke about things like that. I remember not believing it. I was told to turn on the news. I remember just feeling utter shock. I was in tears. I saw people falling/jumping out of buildings. Those images still don't fade away. I woke my husband up and we just held each other and cried together. I had been in and on the roofs of twin towers several times. I knew what walking in those streets surrounding it was like. He and I being from the east coast knew many people in the towers as well as in nyc. I can not believe anyone can do such a destructive act to hurt so many people. 

* * * 

J. Williams, Nimes, France 

My partner, a friend and myself had left Barcelona, Spain on the morning of Sept. 11th. We had spent a wonderful week in Paris, then a long weekend in Barcelona and were heading back by car to a hotel in Nimes before heading to an isolated auberge in the country side of Provence. Upon arriving at our hotel the desk clerk heard us speaking english to each other and told us to immediately take our room key and turn to the BBC. "Something has happened in your country." The first image we saw was just moments after the second tower had collapsed. It at first appeared to me that the greater part of Manhattan had been destroyed. In those confusing moments as we understood what was happening, I felt the greatest ache to be at home that I have ever felt. I felt so far away. We immediatley began contacting family. We all had the same strange urge to tell everyone we were ok, even though we were much farther away from what was happening than anyone we called. Then the mental lists we conferred with each other on. Do any of our friends work in or near the towers? Concern for our friends who worked in the new store of the same company I work for in San Francisco. What were they going through? At dinner (which we had to force ourselves to go too) a few hours latter we discussed what to do with the rest of our vacation and pushed around uneaten food on our plates. We had another week left and knew we couldn't get home if we wanted too. We decided to go on with our plans. I don't think any of the three of us stopped shaking all through dinner. The rest of the trip was very strange. We had a difficult time enjoying ourselves. We felt a little guilty the few times we laughed. People in France were wonderfully supportive. Strangers would stop and ask us if were American when they heard us speaking english. Without exception everyone expressed sympathy and support. I felt very empty and alone still. Our scheduled flight to leave Paris was on the second day that flights were allowed back in the US. The line for standby at the airport was probably five hundred people long. I spent a lot of time reliving the events with friends. I was hungry to know how people had coped. For the three of us that had been in Europe, it was difficult to not have been with our friends and family while dealing with the initial shock. We still feel somewhat behind in dealing with it. 

Hopefully, being here on the one year anniversary will help with that. 

* * * 

Clinton Ho, San Diego, CA 

Well on the day of Sept. 11, I was at MCRD San Diego going through my last couple days of Marine Corps boot camp. We were graduating that weekend and that day we heard over a radio about what had happened. That night, we no longer heard the planes flying in and out of San Diego Airport and the base was on complete lockdown. Who would have thought we were finally about to become marines and now we were all in a Holy War. Now I'm deployed to the Middle East doing my part of Operation Enduring Freedom. 

* * * 

Jean Pierre R. De Oliveira, San Francisco, CA 

September 11, 2001 

The alarm clock read 4:00 am as my eyes flashed open the day I was to be sworn in as a citizen of the United States of America. I was so excited about the whole ceremony that I could not fall back asleep. I got up, got ready, and began my drive to Masonic Auditorium at six o'clock in the morning while listening to music in my car. When I arrived at the auditorium it was 6:30 am. I paid the flat rate of ten dollars to get into the parking structure. Already there were enough cars parked in the structure to fill the parking lot up to the fifth floor, where I parked my car. Filled with a range of emotions going from excitement to nervousness I proceeded to the lounge where I registered myself and afterwards entered the main hall. Everyone was very happy and extremely well dressed as they awaited the ceremony. After all it was an extremely important occasion. We were all becoming citizens of the United States of America. 

After entering the room, I found a seat and sat down in the auditorium waiting for the program to start with the procession of the color guard. The room was filled with noise and excitement as an esteemed gentleman walked into the room and asked everyone to be silent. Rather than saying that the ceremony was about to begin, as everyone had expected, he stated that something terrible had happened, and that for this reason we would not be able to be sworn in by a judge nor partake in an actual ceremony, but would instead be sworn in rapidly. Such an announcement produced both a great deal of anxiety and nervousness among those gathered in the hall. 

We were sworn in and then asked to evacuate the building silently. Confused and disappointed, I proceeded to the parking structure only to find a vast amount of chaos and confusion. There were cars everywhere as people were trying to exit the building as quickly as possible. The whole parking lot was in a state of panic. Eventually those in charge had to open an emergency exit in order for me, and others parked in the same location, to exit the parking structure. 

The roads outside where in no better condition. As a result of all the fear, anxiety, and confusion felt among all the citizens of San Francisco the traffic was terrible. The cars were practically bumper-to-bumper. The chaos and turmoil presented before my eyes was overwhelming. It was not until I turned on the radio that I realized what that gentleman in the main hall of the auditorium meant when he stated that something terrible had happened. The twin towers, one of the greatest landmarks of this nation, along with thousands of hardworking citizens had been the victims of a terrorist attack. 

* * * 

Janie Workman, Alamo, CA 

I was going to San Francisco for one day at my partime consulting job. It was the only day that I could get into the city as we were suppposed to leave on Friday for vacation. The clock radio came on and I was half asleep and half listening when they said a plane had crashed into one of the World Trade Center towers. What a wake up call - we immediately turned on the TV and then saw the second tower explode. There was a part of me that really felt there was a reasonable explanation, but when they showed the slow motion of the jet crashing it was such a cold and dreadful feeling. I went in to work via carpool a little later and we were all listening to the news and watching the sky carefully. By lunch most of the financial district was deserted and the few of us left had to search for a place to get lunch. But I stayed for the day and finished the job because there didn't seem to be anything else to do. . . We did get to New Orleans for our vacation a day later than planned and found ourselves in a ghost town - no crowds anywhere! It was a strange week and so terribly sad... 

* * * 

Debbie Thornton, Santa Cruz, CA 

I was too annoyed to answer the phone when it rang at 6:05am. It occured to me the caller was a friend from the east coast, and I was right. I listened to the message at 6:45 when my 2 1/2 year old daughter woke up. "Hey it's me!" the voice of my friend said "Turn on the news, a plane just flew into the World Trade Center. I'll call ya later." 

As I crossed the room to the TV, my first grim thought was "Bad Weather at LaGuardia". As I clicked on the TV, I saw a replay of the 2nd plane going into the WTC, and my life as a Corporate Travel Agent went into overdrive, as did my phone line. "Mother! Come get Michaela NOW! I've got to sign into work NOW! Oh, by the way, turn on the TV, 2 planes have crashed into the World Trade Center. With my mind panic stricken and in overdrive I frantically turned on my business computer in my home office. I woke my boss and her assistant knowing their day would prove to be far worse than mine. 

I was calling my co-worker when I heard of the plane crash in Philadelphia, or was it the Pentagon? In a brief panic stricken conversation, we activated all the reports that might tell us who in our company might have been on any of the flights. The next call I took came in from one of the secretaries. Did we have any way of finding out if so-and- so had checked out of his hotel yet?? He was scheduled for a training class at the World Trade Center. We tried but the phone lines at his hotel, the Marriott World Trade Center, was down forever. His cell phone had a fast busy. And so it was as the day wore on, call after call, the TV droning in the background. CEO memos came across the email,and friends and family called to check in. 

Late in the afternoon we learned that our employee, the only one in the company at risk had escaped WTC1 with the clothes on his back. 

Paul Wade, Walnut Creek, CA 

I was about to leave for work. I had done pretty good that morning and was getting out early. I was brushing my teeth and went into the living room to watch my last bit of KRON 4, and then they said they were switching over to breaking news. There it was -- that image of the North Tower burning. They said that a plane had flown into it. It was that surreal moment when you are looking at something that shouldn't be happening -- almost makes you dizzy. 

That's the image that's burned in: The newscasters are doing their best on-the-spot reporting in all the confusion. Then it happens -- out of the corner of the screen, another plane just comes out of nowhere and slams into the second tower. I saw it the moment it happened. Then I felt fear because something was very wrong. The craziest thing I remember was a reporter saying that the planes must have been guided into the buildings by mistake -- I know I heard that, but I never heard mention of it again. I remember thinking that this could not be a mistake. I didn't know what to do at that point, but I felt it would be best to be around others, so I headed into work, thinking I would hear about it on the radio. I was shocked when the people on the radio were talking about it rather matter-of-factly. If they had witnessed what I had just seen, I think the mood would have been different. 

When I got to work, a lot of people had gathered in the conference room with the TV, and I went in and joined them. By that time, the first tower had fallen. It had never occured to me that the towers would fall. We all just sat there watching and hardly saying a word. The second tower fell, and I remember turning to an older, wiser co-worker and saying, "What is happening?" He just looked at me -- he had no words. To this day I remember thinking that this was the beginning of the end. The end of what, I guess I really didn't know at the time. Not the end of the world or anything like that. Just the end -- of innocence, of trust, happy times for a while, feeling completely safe and free. I remember thinking that. 

* * * 

Alexandra Cheng, Honolulu, HI 

I heard the phone call at around 4:30 am. Half awake, I wondered in the dark whether our family was all right, since who else would call? My dad trudged into the living room to the couch, where I slept when visiting them. My sister in Florida was distraught, asking for information about our sister, who lived and worked in New York City. Had we heard from her? Was she okay? A co-worker had said that she was in Boston and due to fly back to New York that day. Boston?! The newscasters did not specify the destinations of the Boston flights that hit the towers until much later. My traveling sister called us from her hotel and left us e-mail informing us that she was fine and not to tie up the lines trying to find her. Yay! 

* * * 

Janny Ng, San Francisco, CA 

I was taking the bus to school and turned on my Walkman to listen to the radio. At first, all I heard was comments about "how horrible this is" and "how unbelieveable everything seems." I was getting confused until they mentioned a plane crashing into Tower One. I looked around the bus and thought I was hearing wrong, so I changed the station. And on every station I heard the same story -- a plane crashed into Tower One. 

As I walked into my school, I looked at everyone around me to find some answer, but it seemed as though no one knew what happened, since they have already been at school for an hour. I walked into one of my classrooms, and my teacher had the TV on. I looked at the screen and saw smoke billowing out of the building. Tears rushed to my eyes as I thought about my close friend, who just got a job two weeks earlier at the World Trade Center with my help. 

The principal made an announcement over the PA that school was dismissed for the day, and I walked out of my classroom, crying. I was confused and dazed as I walked though the halls, and my peers looked at me as though I was overreacting. My friend and I went back to her house, and I had this feeling that something more was going to happen. I have never wanted to be so wrong in my life. 

* * * 

Rocha Chen, San Mateo, CA 

On the morning of 9/11, I was driving to work. I had to drive over the Golden Gate Bridge. I heard the news on the radio while I was driving. I was shocked that the terroists flew the plane into the WTC. When I got home from work, I watched the news. 

* * * 

A. Tsang, San Francisco, CA 

I was at home when my co-worker called. He told me to stay home and not to come to work that morning. I asked him why, and he told me that the United States was being attack. He told me to turn on the TV. 

As I was watching the news, I was horrified as I watched the two planes crash into the World Trade Center's towers. It looked like it was in a movie, but this time it was for real. 

I watched as the Twin Towers collapsed, and I was praying that I hope people were getting out all right. 

I'd picked my daughter up from preschool that morning. I thought to myself, I would rather be with my family very much! I believe everyone felt the same way. 

* * * 

Susan Elizabeth Rice, Orange County, CA 

I woke just before dawn and swam a bit in the dark blue morning, under stars closing quickly against an encroaching, red horizon. The pool was private, and the water, perfect, and I wondered about maintaining the peace of that morning throughout the later day, when public Internet forums bloated to explosion with reactionary political woes, and foes of those woes. 

An hour later, over a steaming cup o' joe, I reclined before an early-morning CBS news broadcast and anticipated reapproaching the online issues of too many empty words. 

Dan Rather appeared at a later time that morning, interrupting the Southern California traffic reports and stock market muses, his voice cracking and frank: A jetliner had impacted one of the World Trade Center towers in New York City, but that's all there was. 

A moment or two later, Rather's incredulous voiceover remarked, "AP is reporting ... that one of the towers has collapsed ...." 

Everyone knows the events that followed, viewed time and time again from our mostly comfortable homes, before our mostly comfortable television sets, from within our mostly comfortable communities. 

I stayed with Dan Rather on CBS as long as they maintained live coverage of the day of Sept. 11, 2001, and thanked dear God that I was alive that day to survive to another, and I prayed for those souls who were not. 

The Internet, which had been, only the night before, a battleground of archly, extraordinarily verbose "conservative" disdain of and about us liberal spirits, became a comforting source for the national anguish, horror and anger that was mostly felt on the night of Sept. 11, 2001, and thereafter by mostly us Americans and me in particular. 

* * * 

Shelley Wright, Tonawanda, NY 

I was at work and, for probably the only day of the year, I didn't turn on the radio. My boyfriend sent an instant message saying a plane had hit one of the towers. At first we thought it was a small plane. I scrambled to turn on the radio and heard that the second one had hit. We knew at that moment that it was no accident. Then a plane went down. What was happening? Who was doing this? When the first tower collapsed, we decided to go home. When the second one collapsed, so did I. 

That moment, my life changed forever. Although I knew no one personally in the buildings or on the planes, I felt them in my heart. My son is training to be a firefighter and was thinking about going to New York City. He said, "Mom, they really need me now." Knowing all those firefighters were running in while thousands of others were trying to run out was devastating. It was the most helpless feeling I have ever felt. 

I have a firefighter friend who went to Ground Zero and attended three funerals in one day, and when he came home, he wasn't the same. At first, I was angry and wondered, how could God let this happen? Then it occurred to me that he was there holding up the buildings to let thousands out and kept a minimal number of people on the planes and chose his passengers carefully. He prevented others, one way or another, from getting to work that day. He chose Father Mychal to assist him with the thousands going to heaven. The sons, daughters, nothers, fathers, firefighters, EMTs, police officers and Port Authority workers, and especially those who waited for a rescue that never came, are in my nightly prayers, and they will never be forgotten. God bless America! 

* * * 

Gretchen Jones, Oakland, CA 

On Sept. 11, 2001 at 5:45 am, I was at the Oakland International Airport, having just arrived for a trip to my former employer's L.A. offices. I had gone through security and had just settled into a chair with my boarding pass. After waiting for 15 or so minutes, I realized that people were coming off aircraft in large numbers, but no one was going on to the planes. 

Bored, I turned on my Walkman, but when I could find no music (all the DJs were talking about something happening in New York), I turned it off -- I have a fear of flying and did not want to hear anything negative before boarding the plane. 

Two businessmen sat across from me, upset over the delays and confused when I mentioned hearing that something was happening in NYC. 

Fifteen minutes after this, an airport supervisor jumped onto a chair and announced that due to events in New York City and Washington, D.C., all flights were suspended. In a very surprisingly orderly fashion, we lined up to turn in our boarding passes, and I left the airport to go back to BART and then to the office. I still had little idea of the severity of what occurred and heard the first "real" details of the events through the BART driver, who provided frequent updates on the way back to San Francisco. 

Not knowing what else to do, I returned to my office in San Francisco, where I huddled with my co-workers around a radio and received e-mail confirmations from my New York friends that they were okay (getting a phone line was impossible). Eventually, our CEO made the announcement that everyone needed to leave the office, and I was dropped off at my apartment by a co-worker. My memories of the rest of the day are of CNN reports and telephone calls -- all a bit surreal-feeling. 

* * * 

Amy Shoffner, Pleasant Hill, CA 

I didn't hear about the attacks until I was on the way to work at about 8 am. As I was on the way to BART, I turned on the radio and caught some of the news. It was a bit difficult to tell what had happened, but I gathered that a plane had crashed into the WTC. 

I immediately called up a friend (and former boss from American Express Bank in Germany) who was working in WTC building #7. I wasn't able to get her on her cell phone, so I called up her former manager in Frankfurt to see whether he had any news about AmEx's New York City office. Unfortunately, he hadn't. 

After I got into San Francisco, we were told to go back home because there were some question as to the whereabouts of the fourth hijacked plane. I sat at home with a friend all afternoon, watching all the developments and trying to reach my friend on her cell. 

Eventually, I was able to get through to her at 4 pm. I have never been so happy and relieved to hear her voice! She gave me the names of several people to call to let them know that she was okay, because cell-phone coverage was so sporadic out of Manhattan. 

So many people have been touched by the events of 9/11. I consider myself lucky that none of my loved ones lost their lives on that day, and my heart goes out to those who weren't as lucky as I was. 

* * * 

Vanessa Henry, Redding, CA 

I was spending a relaxing moment with traveling family in Redding when my cousin LeeAnne came in, yelling that what she heard reported was that the Pentagon, and Twin Towers and the White House were destroyed and gone! After my cousin told me what she had heard, I told her that what she said was not funny, but the look on her face told me she wasn't joking. I am just glad that my niece and nephew, who were watching the TV were only 1 and 2 years old. 

The truth of the matter at the time was that only the first tower had been hit and that the Pentagon had also been hit. We saw on CNN when the second tower was hit (granted, this could have been footage), and much later, we heard that the plane that was thought to be heading toward the White house had crashed in a Pennsylvania field. 

My parents live in Las Vegas, and I live here in San Francisco, but members of my family were in the area of Ground Zero, within a mile of the World Trade Center, and I am glad they were late leaving the house. They were supposed to be in the tower where the second plane hit. The Goddess smiled on them; I wish she had done so on the rest of those inside and on those on the ground. 

Donald Lee, San Ramon, CA 

Unlike most others who were home sleeping when the attacks occurred, I was on BART on the way to work in San Ramon. 

At the time of the first attack (around 5:45 am PST), I was about 15 minutes away from my destination, Walnut Creek. At the time of the second attack (around 9 am), I had just gotten off the train to catch my connecting shuttle. 

I arrived at my office around 6:30 am and got the first word of the attacks from my co-worker, who said a plane had hit the World Trade Center. My first reaction was rather subdued, as I thought it was a small plane and that it was an acccident. 

But I soon figured out it was serious when I tried to access CNN.com and a few other news sites to get more news and I could not. 

My first full confirmation of the attacks were from my friend in Boston, who informed me via Yahoo Instant Messenger. The rest of the day was spent in a daze as we tracked the happenings from the Internet. 

* * * 

Shannon, Antioch, CA 

I was at home asleep and my mom called me. I had the unwanted task of telling my roommate what was going on. Her (now) husband is in the army, so I knew it would have an impact on him. I sent my child to school but did not feel good about it, then went to work myself and worried about her and my best friend, because he works in downtown San Francisco and I had a bad feeling that something was going to happen there. 

After I went home just an hour after getting to work and picking up my daughter, I called him over and over and did not hear from him till 10:30 that night. Even though nothing had happened in San Francisco, I worried all day about him. 

After 9/11 I made a lot of changes, the most important one being that I moved away from California to a place that would allow me to spend more time at home, something I was not able to do in California because of the high cost of living, etc. 

* * * 

Joseph Rys, Oakland, CA 

I was listening to the radio, and they broke in with an important story about the World Trade Center being hit by an airplane. So I turned on the TV, and they then said that another plane had hit another World Trade Center building. 

That was becoming uncomfortable and outright scary for me. I was watching it on TV while preparing for work. Then they said that the Pentagon had also been hit by an airplane, and I couldn't stand it anymore, so I shut it off and took a shower, hoping that it was all just a horrible dream. Unfortunately, as we all discovered later on, it wasn't. 

* * * 

Gwendolyn, Castro Valley, CA 

I was at home working on some volunteer projects before I went to work. I had the radio on in the bathroom to get the traffic report when I caught the end of something terrible happening. I thought it had to do with the freeways backing up or something like that. I turn on the TV and discovered what had happened. 

Sept. 11 is my birthday, and until the time I had to leave for work, I sat in front of the TV, not believing what I was seeing. I just sat and thought, "How could humans to this to other humans?" My birthdays will never be the same again, just as the United States will never be the same. 

* * * 

Shannon Schwartz, Mountain View, CA 

As was my normal routine, I was working out at the gym after 5:30 am on 9/11. What was not my normal routine was to take my headset radio with me, but for some reason that day, I did. 

I was listening to news radio when they announced there had been an explosion at the World Trade Center. I was only slightly alarmed at this, but I went into the cardio room (which has TV sets) just to see whether there were pictures. Soon there were, of course, but the details were still sketchy. As I stood there watching, interested and slightly puzzled as others continued on the treadmills and elliptical machines, I witnessed the second plane live as it happened. 

I then became horrified, yet it was calm and eerie looking around and seeing most of those around me just continuing with their workouts (as most of them did not have radios and were't fully aware of what was happening). I rushed home to alert my partner before he left for work. I still got ready for work and boarded Caltrain, and again it was unusual in that many of my fellow commuters were completely unaware of what was going on as I heard on my radio that the towers were collapsing. 

I got to the City as all the office buildings were being evacuated and everyone was heading home, so I had to turn around and head home in the unusual 9 am reverse commute. 

I spent the day at home alone, except for a shopping trip to Target. I didn't really need to buy anything, but I was thankful that it was open, and it was comforting to be around other people for a while that afternoon. 

* * * 

Greg Hardy, San Francisco, CA 

I was driving across the San Francisco Bay Bridge to my employeer, United Airlines. I was listening to the local radio station when they announced that there was a large aircraft that had just plowed into one of the twin towers in New York City. They were not sure which airline it was on. At first they were saying it was an American aircraft. 

By the time I got to the airport, I heard that American Airlines and United Airlines were both involved. On the employee-bus ride into the airport, I remember shedding a few tears, but they weren't tears of sadness; they were tears of anger. 

* * * 

Jane, San Francisco, CA 

I woke up that morning at 7 am. As I was getting dressed, I turned on NPR as usual and only half listened to the voices talking. I was thinking about the meeting I had to get to at 9:30, feeding my cat, etc. Then something kind of tugged on my ear from the radio. "We don't know what the full effects of this attack will be for quite some time," said the voice. The interviewer continued in a banal way, discussing terrorism generally, as those words stayed in my mind: "this attack." What attack? 

So I slowly walked to the living room, sat down on the couch and turned on the television. The screen was a chaotic blur of words and graphics and pictures, and right in the middle, the World Trade Center in flames. I just stared, my mouth hanging open like an idiot. It didn't make any sense yet, but the images repeated on a loop, and the story pieced itself together. The towers fell down. I felt very sick. "Oh, no," I said. I shouted across the quiet house for my boyfriend to "get up and get in here right now!" 

Like everyone else, we watched TV for about five hours. Then I had to stop. I went down to the Mission to see a friend and sit in Dolores Park. The people on the Muni train were absolutely silent. We got something to eat and sat on the grass. The park was full of people; everyone had the day off. I looked up in the sky. It was an empty and silent blue canvas for the first time in probably 50 years. 

As I lay in bed that night, my mind was overtaken, imagining the people on those airplanes. In the morning, I woke up and lay there, hoping that the previous day had been a nightmare, and that it hadn't happened at all. 

I've never been to New York City. I am going for the first time this October. 

* * * 

Renee, Redwood City, CA 

I was just waking up. My alarm went off, and the usually loud and raunchy shock jocks were somber and quiet. I knew something was wrong. I put on the news and watched in horror and disbelief. I woke up my family, and we all gathered on the edge of the bed to watch. On the way to work, it was quiet, and people had glazed-over looks on their faces. On the radio, the DJ cried as the tower collapsed. At work, we all walked around like zombies. The hardest part was explaining it to my 6- year-old daughter. How do you explain hate? 

God bless America. 

* * * 

Caroline Posynick, Alameda, CA 

Our family was just getting back into the back-at-school routine. The boy had started preschool a week before, and the girl was beginning first grade. I was a stay-at- home mom, but my husband did (and still does) a lot of the breakfasts and, therefore, I have time to get ready for the day while the kids eat. 

That morning, I ran upstairs for my shower. Right afterward, as I toweled my hair, I snuck a moment to check out (you guessed it) SFGate.com. I get chills remembering the downloading image of the first tower burning and thinking, "Hmmm, must be the anniversary of the 1993 WTO bombing." Then I looked closer. 

I turned on the TV and ran downstairs to tell my ever-attentive husband that something awful had just happened. In an instant, an image, our world changed. 

Of course, a lot of other shocks continued that day. Talking to other parents, we wondered what we should tell our children. (We had watched the second tower fall "live" on television; what more could we say?) But the first place that told me was here, online. That first burning image, that first double look and disbelief. I only wish we didn't have an anniversary photo to look at this year. Or maybe I just hope that we never have that awful sinking feeling again. 

* * * 

Purisima Macaspac, Daly City, CA 

I was at my sister's house. The TV was on all the time, but the volume was low and I did not bother to look at it. I was too preoccupied with my kid, who was about to go to school. When I was done, I picked up my baby nephew and approached the TV set to change the channel. (I couln't find the remote.) What I saw (an image of the WTC on fire with the caption "America Under Attack!") made me hug the baby tighter and utter, "My God! My God!" For a couple of minutes, these were the only words that came out of my lips. I could not believe that what I was seeing could happen in America. 

* * * 

Alex Taylor, San Francisco, CA 

I got a phone call from my girlfriend at 7 am. I woke up in a peaceful world, and the first sentence she spoke included the words "terrorists," "planes," "World Trade Center" and "Pentagon." I couldn't really understand these words all together until I turned on the TV. When I saw what was happening, I went to the front window to take inventory of our skyline. The BofA building and the Transamerica were still intact, so I figured it was safe to continue watching television, which I did for the next six hours. 

* * * 

Jim Smith, driving to work on I-880 from Fremont to Sunnyvale, CA 

Tuesday morning, Sept. 11, 2002. Get in my car at 6:15, turn on KCBS, like every other morning. Get about two blocks away and realize something incredible is happening. Turn around, go home, pick up my 3-inch TV set, wake my wife with the news that a jet has hit one of the Trade Center towers. Merging onto I-880, I notice something very strange. Everyone, trapped in their little boxes, looking at their radios in utter disbelief. No one is paying attention to the traffic. Then the news of a second jet, hitting the other tower. More disbelief. Then unconfirmed reports about the Pentagon being hit. Everyone driving around me seems to be in a daze. How many more jets and/or bombs do these SOBs have? 

The reports are becoming more nightmarish by the minute. Suddenly, I get this panicky feeling that World War II is about to break out, and here all of us are, stuck in traffic. I have never felt more unsure of my perception of reality in my life. 

Nothing seemed real, and nothing else seemed to matter. I was becoming numb, conscious of facts yet unable to emotionally accept this new reality. It seemed that everything was awry. My need to talk to someone was almost overwhelming. 

A quick phone call on the cell to my brother in Louisiana helped to momentarily normalize my senses, until he said, "Bro, I think this could be the beginning of the end." I say a quick prayer that it won't be true. I finally get to my office, and my employees are crowded around the television set, incredulous. It was then that the toll in human life began to emotionally affect me. 

For the next week, I found it virtually impossible not to think of all of those who lost their lives in this tragedy. May God grant peace and serenity to their families. May God rest their souls. 

* * * 

Stan, Reno, NV 

I was at a family gathering. We turned on the TV after the first tower collapsed. We were confused by the mix of live and taped footage. The tone of the news people did not help the understanding of the situation. When there was a long shot, I tried to remember my trip to New York years ago. The reality was so incredible that it took a half-hour or so to sink in. We watched a couple of hours, the dressed and went to breakfast, thankful we were together. 

Pete A., San Francisco, CA 

I was on a conference call for work, and it was organized for U.S. and European attendees, so it started at 5:00 am PST. Someone from New York who called in from home told us about the attacks, and we had to take a break so everyone could turn on the TV. Funny thing was, the East Coast participants voted to continue with the call (scheduled to go four-plus hrs), whereas the Europeans said no. Eventually the Europeans dropped off, and most stopped listening, so it had to be called off for the day. 

The most unfortunate thing is, I found out a few hours later that we were directly affected by it. I will never forget my reaction; it was shocking to begin with but numbing when I found out someone we knew was killed due to this senseless act. 

* * * 

Diane H. Johnson, Reno, NV 

My husband and I went to Lake Tahoe on Sept. 9 for a few days. We stayed at our usual hangout, Harvey's. We had such a good time! We ran into friends we hadn't seen for quite a while, and the party was on. 

On the morning of Sept. 11 we awoke rather late, as we were up late the night before. I remember my husband was up first, and, as usual, he turned the TV on to check the stock reports. When I glanced at the TV and saw a picture of smoke, I said "What happened? Did we have an earthquake or something?" My husband said, "They think an airplane hit one of the towers at the World Trade Center in New York, but they're not sure if it was an accident." I jumped out of bed and said, "Oh, you mean it was an airliner with lots of people on it? Oh, those poor people!" 

About then as we were staring at this horrific scene, the second plane hit the other tower right before our eyes! I said, "Oh, those bastards!" We now knew this was no accident. For the next few minutes, we watched the drama unfold as the towers collapsed one by one, unbelievable to our eyes. All the reports of other crashes and all the evil events taking place within minutes was shocking. 

We hurriedly got dressed and went down to the Casino main bar, where it was eerily quiet, with all TV sets on this horrific scene. As people approached and asked what was going on, the story was told over and over about what we witnessed as we all sat there, helpless in disbelief. We decided to cut our trip short and get home to be with our loved ones. We knew our world was never going to be the same again. We will visit Tahoe on this tragic anniversary and pray for all our fellow Americans who lost their lives that fateful day. 

* * * 

Lucia, San Francisco, CA 

I was at home with my two young children, who were getting ready for school. I made breakfast for them, crawled back into bed and clicked the remote to a local channel. The shocking pictures were all-too-real, and then the two boys jumped on the bed. They saw me looking dumbfounded at the TV and took interest. After a few minutes, my 5- year-old, Marcello, asked, "Is Joaquin OK?" Joaquin is his friend who lives in New York. We got on the phone and dialed Joaquin's number. His mother answered! He was okay. After a while, the news reported that local schools would be closed, so getting dressed further was out of the question. We all stayed in bed and hugged for most of the day. 

* * * 

Michael, London, England 

I was on a return flight from London to SFO. We had left London about five hours before the first attack, so I had absolutely no idea what had happened. About halfway across Canada, the pilot came on the intercom and told us that we would be making an emergency landing in Alberta. 

There was no explanation. I was a little perplexed. I thought perhaps we had to pick up someone important. It never occurred to me that there might even be something wrong with the plane itself, and thankfully there wasn't. 

After we landed, the pilot came back on and told us all that four civil aircraft had crashed on the East Coast that morning and that U.S. airspace was closed until further notice. He gave us no specific details. 

About six other planes were diverted to the Edmonton airport, and all the passengers were shipped into Edmonton for the night, and I was able to see the events of that morning for the first time on CNN. I couldn't believe my eyes. I started crying at the thought of all of the lives snuffed out so quickly and so violently -- and so pointlessly. The next day, my flight, and all its passengers, luggage and crew, was being recalled to its point of origin, London. I could have tried to get a rental car from Edmonton to San Francisco, but I wouldn't have my luggage until who knew when, so I opted for the return flight. It's funny what priorities we put on things in times of stress. 

I was stranded in London for the next four days, waiting for the airspace to reopen and for the first flight to take me back to the States. It was a horrible experience for me to be so far away from my friends and family, in a foreign, albeit sympathetic, country. I felt so helpless and powerless. I was treated well by the airline and the hotels in London when I was there, and for that I am grateful. 

On an up note, when we did finally return to U.S. airspace, our pilot flew directly over the Golden Gate Bridge upon returning to the Bay Area. It was a beautiful. sunny day when I returned. I had never seen the bridge from that perspective, and it felt great to be home again. I wasn't directly affected by the attacks and didn't know anyone who was. 

* * * 

Mary Maas, New York, NY 

Living about a mile from the WTC, I was just outside the entrance to the subway when I heard the first plane hit -- a thundering boom, like an explosion or fireworks. Around me, several people looked up and I heard mutters of "Oh, my God, oh, my God" in utter disbelief. I looked up but didn't see anything unusual in my immediate view. 

I got on the subway as usual, hoping I wouldn't be too late for work, yet I couldn't avoid this horrifying feeling. My 20- minute ride on the subway was spent feeling anxious and nervous, scared and worried. I got off the subway at Fifth Avenue, four blocks from my office. Around me, I heard pieces of conversation -- "A plane crashed into it" "A small plane?" "Was it an accident?" "They don't know." 

I saw people turning around and looking down 5th Avenue, so I did the same, to see a giant column of black smoke rising. I began walking quickly, anxious to get to work and find out what had happened. Finally arriving, I called my parents in Mendocino County, waking them up. "Turn on the TV." "What?" "Turn on the TV now. Some planes crashed into the World Trade Center" "What? Are you serious?" By this time, we could no longer get to any Web sites to get further information, and no more calls could be made. 

Around 10:30 am, we were told to go home immediately. My co-worker, nearly eight months pregnant at the time, and I walked across the street to the CBS studios, where they were playing the news over the loudspeakers and on several televisions. The plaza was full of people watching the news in silence. Occasionally, a plane would fly by overhead, and everyone would look up in terror. Suddenly, my office building looked like a huge target, the tallest building in a five-block radius. 

As I walked home, I passed hospitals with dozens of gurneys lined up, ready to take in injuries or casualties, dozens of people ready to give blood or to find out whether their loved ones were there. As I got closer to my apartment, I began to see people walking by wearing business suits covered in dust, wearing dust masks. About four blocks from my apartment, I was asked for my ID to enter the blocked-off zone that my neighborhood had become. 

While I alternately watched the news and looked out my window to watch a stream of thousands walk across the Manhattan Bridge back to their homes in Brooklyn, I dialed the phone over and over again, only to receive an error message each time, trying to reach loved ones in California to let them know I was okay; trying to reach loved ones in New York to make sure they were okay. 

For the month following, as I exited the subway each day after work to an acrid smell of metal burning and smoke billowing, streets and lampposts covered with flyers and photos of missing persons, I would pass trucks that hurried up and down streets, closed indefinitel,y to unload their burden of debris and return for the same heartbreaking journey -- a daily reminder of what had occurred just a mile away. 

* * * 

Monica Witt, Oakland and San Francisco, CA 

I was getting ready for work when my husband burst into the bathroom to tell me, "Someone has flown planes into the Twin Towers and the Pentagon. The towers are gone." That's an echo in my head whenever anyone asks where I was that day. 

I rushed out of bathroom and into the living room to look at the TV. The footage of the towers collapsing was already being shown over and over. It was horrifying and numbingly omnipresent, even though it was only about 8:30. I don't remember much of what I may have said, only that I felt very frightened and small. I knew, with a terrifying shock, that we were going to war, and that it was the end of the kind of America I'd lived in before. 

I called in to my office and was told that anyone who hadn't come in yet or was there and wished to leave didn't have to be there, so I stayed home with my family and watched news coverage all morning. At that time, no one knew whether more attacks would come or not. 

The silence in the streets and skies was eerie. This is what I will remember most clearly about that day. No one was on the streets, there were no radios playing music, no cars driving by, none of the ordinary daily noises we all come to just ignore and live with in the urban world. 

I live under one of the approaches to Oakland airport (not close, but planes are always flying overhead). It was disorienting to have something that had become so familiar suddenly absent. I couldn't help but think that the whole country was experiencing the same thing. Suddenly, the distances between us all and the sheer enormity of this country seemed to telescope in to New York, Pennsylvania and Washington, D.C. It was a palpable, crushing silence out there. 

I was gripped with the need, almost the compulsion, to do something, so by the early afternoon I decided to go into the office and go to work. Somehow, I felt, this would be some small effort I could make to be personally defiant. I set out into the quiet. The streets seemed to have only emergency vehicles on them, and a few startled pedestrians. 

In San Francisco, it was much the same. I work off Union Square and am used to the presence of shoppers and tourists. Not today, though -- only some newspapers and a few office workers walking with stiff gaits: ghost town. 

I got into the office, and everyone there had their radios tuned to the news. The phones rang with calls from spouses, partners, or family only. Eventually, a friend from work and I left and went to the Gold Dust. We didn't know what to do, really, but felt a need to be around other people. It was packed with people who were stranded when the planes were grounded -- people who had been on business, or vacations, and now were looking up at the TV screens in the bar, mouths agape as the planes flew into the towers over and over again. It was the first time my friend had seen any footage of the attacks, and she was very shaken. By then, though, I was numb. We drank our beers and left, walking out into the twilight. 

* * * 

Amy, Brookline, MA 

My story is simple. I was having my usual morning activities in my child's playroom with the television fixated on the Today show (muted, since I hated to expose all of the outside world to my still innocent, unaffected 7-month-baby boy). I looked up at the screen and saw that the imagge had just cut from an interview to live footage of the WTC. 

I grabbed the remote to turn up the volume, and Matt Lauer was saying how it seemed at that moment a small Cessna-type plane had crashed into .... Realizing the time, I left the TV and went to put my son down for his nap. Back on the TV, Matt and Katie were saying they were still unsure what had happened, etc. While the cameras were focused on the Twin Towers, another plane came into our view and struck Tower One. Naturally, I couldn't believe my eyes, and Matt Lauer yelled into his mike, "I think a plane just hit the other tower!" They replayed the moment, and I shook my head in disbelief. I ran into my son's room and, as cheesy as it may sound, I looked at him, and thanked God -- I'm not a religious person, I might add -- that he was okay. And I prayed that it would all be okay. 

* * * 

Beatrice Murch, Greensboro, NC 

I was half an hour away from boarding my flight back to San Francisco. The announcer said, "Because of the incidents in New York, flights will be delayed for seven hours." "Christ," I thought, "what's going on now?" Across the hallway was a restaurant with a TV, and I walked over and watched as the second World Trade Center tower collapsed live. "This isn't a movie" was the first thought through my head. 

Long story short, I was stuck in Greensboro, N.C., and wanted to get home ASAP. My boss and I drove over 3,000 miles in three days in our rented car and got to San Francisco at 10 pm on Friday night. We didn't even buy a map. I just knew that I-40 went all the way across the country until I-5 at Bakersfield. What a road trip! There were lots of people doing what we were doing, moving in all sorts of directions, and it gave a sense of community to an individual act. I was glad to be back home but nervous as to what the future held. I'm still holding my breath somewhat. 

* * * 

Daniel Donaghy, Oakland, CA 

My wife and I had attended a wedding outside of New York on Sept 8. I flew back to the Bay Area from Newark the evening of the 10th, while she was to fly to Cleveland the 11th. At 5:20 am PST on Sept. 11, she called to say she was boarding her plane at JFK. At 5:45 I awoke as news radio was breaking the story that a plane had just crashed into the World Trade Center. I walked into the den, turned on the TV and watched live as the second plane swept into view. Stunned, I turned off the TV, showered and went into work. 

I have no idea how I did this with so little thought, and in hindsight I must have been in shock to react so distantly. Hours later, when my wife called to say she was in Youngstown, Ohio, I lost all composure and broke down. I had lost nothing to that point, yet had had the worst day of my life. I cannot begin to imagine the horror of those who were touched directly by these events. 

* * * 

Felicia, Alameda, CA 

Well, we were awakened by an early -morning phone call. I'm a doula (a labor/birth-support coach), so getting an early-morning call usually means someone is in labor and a baby will be born soon. The call wasn't about birth and new life, though; it was about devastation and loss, and loss of life. 

We turned on the TV, cried and cried out! I thought, "And babies will be born today." Sure enough, the next call, not an hour later, was from a mom in labor. I did not want to go to a birth; I wanted only to huddle with my family and cry and share our grief and fright. Later that afternoon, I was called to the birth, and I remember walking around the hospital feeling so lost! TVs were on in every spare room, with nurses, doctors, anesthesiologists, laboring women and their partners glued to TV sets. 

I kept thinking that something else tragic and devestating was going to happen when I was in a contraction, that if I didn't pay attention to the TV for five minutes, I'd be punished with more devastation! The mother I was with did not want her baby to be born on 9/11, and I saw first hand how she stopped her labor in its tracks until it safely turned 9/12. Of course, there was a baby born, and we all forgot for just a moment about the tragedy and loss. In all honesty, it was a fleeting moment! 

* * * 

Chris Beres, Mt. Everest, Nepal 

I was on the final leg of my solo trekking ascent to the first base camp at Mt. Everest and for three days had been getting daily updates on "something bad" from my Sherpa guide via shortwave radio in the makeshift teahouses along the higher-elevation trail route to Mt. Everest. 

The story, the best I could understand from my local friend and guide, was that there had been a plane crash in the United States, but the seemingly greater grief shown by my guide and the look on his face didn't quite equate to something like a plane crash, I thought, but I didn't know. We pushed on, higher and higher. 

A few nights before I got the full news, we had just spent my birthday in Lobuje, where the local lodge hosts had actually made me a birthday cake somehow and sang "Happy Birthday" in Nepalese and in pretty good English, actually. 

On the 14th, I finally ran into a couple from Boston who broke the news in some detail, and I finally understood that something far worse had happened. 

The two weeks of beauty, culture, meeting wonderful people, all the memories, the views and an incredibly amazing personal experience really quickly lost meaning to me. 

Given the loss of life and the emotional effect on people with loved ones in the WTCs and on the planes, the thought of potentially knowing someone in New York were all the thoughts I had for five days as I made my way back toward Kathmandu. 

I wanted to be home, I wanted to call my family, my girlfriend, I really needed to see and hear what happened as well. I still couldn't really comprehend something like this, and for days I didn't believe it, for some reason. 

When I arrived at the Kathmandu Guest House, the lobby was filled with an international crowd of people watching a CNN interview with a FDNY fireman. I watched and cried like I hadn't cried in a long time. The pictures and the video replays I saw for the first time, which until then were only in my imagination, were really far more terrible than I could have imagined. 

When I realized from the reporters that this had all happened on 9/11, it took on another meaning for me. I was born on Sept. 11, 1966. 

For years from now, on my birthday, this anniversary, starting this year I will remember the people who lost their lives, many my age, and think of their families and loved ones. Then I will be thankful that I am here on each 9/11, that I have my family and friends and that I'll get one year older. 

* * * 

Johannes Stahl, Walnut Creek, CA 

I never watch the morning news, so I was completely clueless when I dropped the kids off at school at 8 am. My cell phone rang, and it was my brother, calling me from Germany. He told me what happened, but I didn't realize the magnitude of it until I got to the office. 

* * * 

David Gee, Alameda/Berkeley, CA 

My son Russell was born on 9/9/01 at Alta Bates Medical Center in Berkeley. That morning of 9/11, as I was preparing to go back to Alta Bates to see my wife and newborn, I turned on the early-morning news to see what turned out to be a horrific act of terrorism. As the two Twin Towers came crashing down, my heart came crashing down to my stomach as well. I went straight to the hospital to tell my wife about the news, and as we sat with our newborn, thousands of lives were simultaneously lost. 

Nearly one year after the tragic events of 9/11, I look at my son, now who is almost 1 year old, and realize how lucky we are to see life go on as it is now. We are survivors. 

* * * 

Tina, San Jose, CA 

I was actually asleep -- and I received a page from my boss, saying, "Due to events in America today, all meetings are canceled." I panicked and ran out to turn on the TV. The first image I saw was the replay of the towers collapsing. Then they showed the Pentagon. I couldn't make sense of it all; I thought we were under attack -- an full-out war. And my next thoughts were of family and friends who worked in Manhattan and at the Pentagon. 

* * * 

Bob Lee, Sausalito, CA 

Swimming awake from a deep slumber, I vaguely acknowledge the morning talk- show hosts' voices coming from my alarm radio. Do I hear urgency? 

It's 6:45 am PST. I hit my snooze alarm and disappear back into the comfort of sleep. 

The radio alarm sounds again. I quickly turn it off, completely unaware of the events that are unfolding. 

After my morning ritual, I kiss my still-sleeping girlfriend good-bye and hurry down the stairway to the street to climb into my Jeep. I don't want to be late for work, as I've been at my new job for just over a month. 

It's a beautiful morning. The early sun reflects off the water as I catch a glimpse of the San Francisco skyline across the bay. Then I turn on the radio. 

I wish I could pinpoint the moment I realized what was going on that morning. It all seemed to come to me too slowly over the radio, yet I doubt it was more than seven or eight seconds before I understood. 

I looked to the San Francisco skyline once again. Did I see smoke? No. Not yet. 

I turned my Jeep around and headed home. I opened the front door, which I'd closed less than three minutes earlier. 

"Hon," I yelled upstairs, "something's going on." 

Later, she told me that she'd thought I meant there was road construction up the street. I wish that had been the case. 

Stacey, San Francisco, CA 

Sept. 11th was the most surreal day of my life. I was awakened early in the morning by my telephone, a friend asking me where my office was. I thought she meant in San Francisco. After some confusion, I panicked, because my company had offices on the 97th-101st floors of the first tower, and a man I cared deeply for was housed on the 101st floor of the second tower. By this time, both towers had been hit, but both were standing. By the time I -- thank the Fates! -- found the man I cared for, people were jumping, and then the towers collapsed, one after the other. Over the next few days, I learned that no news is not always good news, as my missing co-workers and friends remained missing. 

* * * 

Scott Burch, New York, NY 

At the time, I ran a small business out of my apartment on the Lower East Side. I was in the bathroom when I heard a loud noise, which was not uncommon in my neighborhood. A few minutes later, a woman who worked for me called to tell me that the WTC had been hit by a plane. I turned on the news and watched for a few seconds before she said, "I will see you shortly" and hung up. Neither of us thought anything of it at the time. 

After seeing the second plane hit on the news, I decided that I had better go outside and take a look, since I live only about 20 blocks from there and had a great view of the towers from about a block away. 

I arrived very shortly after the first tower fell and joined a small group of people who were looking at the burning remains of the second tower. I couldn't watch it anymore and decided to go back to my apartment and check on what was coming over the news. On my way back, I heard the second tower fall. 

Later that day, I received a phone call from the woman who had called me earlier, stating that the train had stopped at 34th Street and she had to walk home. I apologized for not realizing the impact after her first call. 

For the next week, we were in the frozen zone. I needed ID to get back to my appartment, and for the first time, there were no cars on the street. Fortunately, the winds did not shift in my direction, and we only got the heavy smoke for one afternoon. For a month, if the wind was right, you could still smell it. 

A couple of days later, I was walking by the firehouse around the corner and saw one of the trucks they had brought back. It was smashed and covered in a white powder and debris. People had written inspirational messages in the dust. One read, "Angels of New York." 

The deeper emotions did not hit me until that moment, mostly due to the fact that I had two friends missing who worked near the towers, who had called me only that morning. 

Two months later, I decided to go down near the site to try to shake some of the feelings, even though everything was closed for a couple of blocks, but was unable to. I got within about 10 blocks and had to turn around because I saw all of the gawkers, all the tourists with cameras and big smiles, trying to be part of some horrific act, without even an idea of what it means to some of us. 

I haven't gone, and probably never will go, near the site, even though I now have my office even closer than before, because I can't stand how commercial and carnival-like the environment has become. I really despise that the whole event has become a politician's dream. 

Every day, I ride the E train to work, and every day, I see more tourists with their maps and cameras looking for the Chambers Street stop. I want to ask them, "Why are you here? What do you want? Do you want to be part of it?" 

I believe that they should bring in a big car crusher; the type used in junk yards, and march everyone visiting the site for no reason into it. If you want to feel like you're part of it, step right in. 

* * * 

Ray Kwan, San Francisco, CA 

On 9/11, I was jogging around Lake Merced. I heard about the first plane crashing into the World Trade Center on my Walkman. Originally, I did not think anything about it, because the radio disc jockey said, "The World Trade Center is so high, so it probably was an accident." On my second lap, the disc jockey announced that a second plane had hit the World Trade Center and it was not an accident any more. 

I quickly went to my car and called my fiancé, woke her up and updated her on the events. Afterward, I went to my parent's house, and we watched TV to get the devastating updates of the events. On my way home, I drove past the Financial District and saw the armed guards in front of the Federal Reserve. I was then in a state of shock, not realizing what else could happen to the United States that day. 

* * * 

Lynne Pridgen; Palau, Sardegna, Italy 

Sept. 11th started out as the first day of a routine two-week deployment to La Spezia, Italy, for my husband's sub tender, the USS Emory S. Land. While I was waiting to hear from my husband that they had arrived safely, I decided to watch a movie. 

On any other given day, this would have been a movie that I would have quickly forgotten (that's how bad it was), but as it turns out, when it ended at 5:30 pm CET (11:30 pm EST) and I switched back to what I thought would be normal news broadcasting on CNN, it took me 10 minutes to figure out what was happening. Only after calling my neighbor did it finally dawn on me that our safe America as we know it had been irrevocably changed. 

My first thoughts and prayers went out to all the families that had loved ones missing or known perished. Then, selfishly, I wondered what would become of my husband's deployment. We were in a total blackout, for security reasons, as to where and what would happen with our loved ones. This was the first time in my 15-year marriage that I have ever worried for the safety of my husband and his shipmates. I needed to hear his voice, but none was forthcoming. 

Thankfully, after a week we were finally able to receive brief e-mails from the ship to let us know that their spirits were up and that they were mostly concerned for us. 

Since that day, things have yet to return to normal operations, and the peace of mind I once felt of living here in our small Italian city and military community was forever lost. I am thankful that our three-year tour here is ending soon and we'll be able to return to our beloved country. 

While I have enjoyed our time here, I have discovered that there is truly no place like home. 

* * * 

Christopher Arnold, San Rafael, CA 

I was asleep when my phone rang. It was my best friend in L.A., screaming into the phone that America was under attack. Her husband, a United Airlines corporate employee, rang her straight away and told here about the first plane crash, and then she called me. As I wiped the sleep from my eyes, I grabbed my headset phone and ran to the living room to turn on the TV, when I saw the first tower ablaze. I tried to listen to the TV with one ear and hear what I had missed with the other. 

As we chatted, this scenario reminded us of when the Berlin Wall fell and I called her from Berlin when she was in Turkey (we are ex-Air Force), waking her up. As the news progressed, the second tower was hit and we both just screamed and sobbed in the phone for hours. I was glued to the TV for the remainder of the week, almost 24 hours a day. I live in Sydney, Australia, now and still can't believe this has happened. 

* * * 

Sarah Young-Dualan, New York, NY 

My husband and I had just moved from San Francisco to our Soho apartment in August, anticipating our new and exciting life that lay ahead. The morning of 9/11, we woke up at approximately 8:30 am, just hanging out. 

All of a sudden, we heard the first plane fly over our apartment (which shook our place) and then heard the plane crash. We thought it had gone into the water and immediately turned on the TV. We saw the first tower with the large gaping hole and realized that the view was from the same side we could see from our street. 

We immediately ran outside, pajamas and all, to see what had happened. The crowd on our street grew as we gathered around a car that was blasting radio reports. We all were talking and wondering what kind of plane it was. The rumor at the time was that it was a small plane that lost control, but the hole was so big as we tried to count the floors. My husband ran upstairs for the video camera and our cell phones. Then, all of a sudden, we saw the explosion from the second crash as the flames billowed out and a shower of paper propelled out of the building continuously, which my husband caught on film. 

It was at that moment that people were screaming about terrorism. 

We saw dozens of photographers running toward the scene. Someone on the radio began talking about numerous hijackings and that some might be heading for California. We got in a frenzy trying to dial our family and friends on the West Coast to wake up and to watch out for planes, to not go to work, to be safe, but our cell phones immediately died with no signal. We ran upstairs in total shock and were able to get through to family and friends on our home phone for a short while. Then we went outside again and watched the horror with our neighbors, trying to find sense in this tragedy. We did not expect to witness the towers falling. It was unbelievable. One of the women outside started crying hysterically, saying we had witnessed the deaths of thousands and "oh, my God, can you imagine how many firemen just died?" 

Later that day, our neighborhood, a sprawling shopping district full of hundreds of tourists on any given block, was turned into a frozen zone. We will never forget having to wear face masks, the orange air, the military presence, the medical teams, the ashen firefighters and countless volunteers, the police escorting government officials, the trucks transporting twisted metal, the displaced residents and evacutees with their suitcases and pets walking through our zone to uptown, and the smell. Soho was dead quiet, and the scenery was surreal. We could not get a newspaper for days. No one could really get in or out our neighborhood without ID (which for us was scary, as we still possessed our California driver's licenses, with our San Francisco address). 

We could see hundreds of people lining up at the border of Houston Street, trying to look in. We felt trapped in a hell zone. Everything we hoped for in our new life in New York died. My husband was to start a new job 9/15 at the Ritz Carlton Hotel, only blocks away from the WTC site. 

But the spirit of New York is like no other. Despite the bleak future, this city turned around and immediately went on survivor mode. Even though we are S.F. natives in heart and soul, New York has taught us that hope and love in a community is possible and that, even through this terrible disaster, humanity still exists in this world. 

* * * 

Jennifer Massie, New York, NY 

I was in my doctor's office for my regular 8:45 am Tuesday appointment. When I left her office, nothing seemed unusual. Then I got closer to the subway station, and people were streaming out, saying, "The subways aren't running." But no one yet knew why. I heard sirens approaching the Empire State Building and thought it might be a fire. Then I started to see people clustering in delis near TVs and radios. That's when I saw the first unbeliveable images. And I knew I had to try to call my mother in California. As I walked against the flow of human traffic, headed toward my Greenwich Village apartment, people started to scream that the first tower was falling. 

I finally found a phone that was working, and, in a state of shock, I called my mom. Having told her I was okay, I reached my apartment, where my roommate told me that the first plane had flown over our building. I think that for the next few days I was glued to my television, paralyzed not so much with grief as with disbelief. Thank God I didn't know anyone who perished in the attack. A year later, and I tell people that I wasn't really affected by the attacks because I can't quantify how. I just know I was, and think that 20 years from now, I will remember that walk along 6th Avenue, searching frantically for a phone to call my mother. 

* * * 

Thomas Fowler, San Ramon, CA 

Around 7:30 am, I was in the kitchen, getting ready to leave the house to begin my commute into San Francisco. 

For some reason, I turned on the TV -- most likely to get a quick stock market update. That's when I saw a picture of the Pentagon in flames and then the situation at the World Trade Center. I couldn't believe what I was seeing -- it seemed like a trailer from an action movie. 

I ran upstairs and woke up my wife. We spent the rest of the day just watching the news and calling family and friends. 

About a week afer 9/11, I was doing some maintenance on a computer at home and came across some cached Web pages from CNN.com in late August. Gary Condit and the economy were the main headlines -- seeing this "snapshot" of the world pre-9/11 brought a wave of sadness as I realized that a certain naivety and innocence had been lost. 

* * * 

Scott Ragle, Brooklyn, NY (moving back to SF this month) 

Every morning, my roommate leaves about 8:30 am, and this wakes me up. It was like any other morning -- I woke up, thought about who I was going to vote for (since it was primary day) and grabbed a bowl of cereal. 

When I turned the TV on, there was a report about an accident at the WTC -- that it looked like a small plane had hit the building. From the picture on the screen, it looked much bigger than a small plane. 

I decided to walk down to the next corner to take a look. From where I am in Brooklyn, you can see all of Lower Manhattan -- I'm maybe about a half-mile away. The towers were visible from the next corner. As I left the apartment, the smoke was already coming over Brooklyn. 

As I was approaching the corner of 4th and Union streets, a big black object caught my eye, and it seemed to be moving pretty fast. I realized that I was looking at a plane -- my first thought was, "That plane is flying pretty low." I watched it glide in, and it just disappeared into the tower and a gigantic fireball filled the sky. 

I instinctively screamed, "Oh, my God!" I could not believe what I saw. Everyone standing there was struck with disbelief and horror. The traffic on 4th Avenue was a gridlock because people were stopping to look. People were spilling out of the subway because the trains had been stopped. Emergency vehicles were screaming. The Squad 1 Engine Co. on my block went roaring by. That company was one of the first in the towers and lost many men. 

My cell phone was dead. I kept trying to call home, but I wasn't getting through. At one point, I did get through -- my mom's voice came on -- and I got to tell her I was okay. 

The smoke from both towers began to obscure everything, so I went back to my apartment. When I turned the TV back on, the first tower started collapsing. I ran back down to the corner, but by then the sky was full of debris and smoke, and it was impossible to see anything. 

I didn't know anyone working at the WTC, but a month earlier, my girlfriend had quit her job near it. 

One of my good friends rang my bell, and we just hugged each other. We tried to go to the hospital to give blood, but the lines were already too long. 

I work for an off-Broadway show, and we were canceled for the next three days. My theater is across the street from Union Square, and I spent most of my time there, reading the tributes and listening to others, and sharing our stories. Those days were dark, and having a place to go every day to share my pain helped me get through. Those days and nights will always stay with me. 

* * * 

Monita, Tuolumne, CA 

"Oh, my God" coming from my husband in the living room is what woke me. Dressing between updates, I reluctantly left for work. Arriving as stunned as each of my co-workers, I, along with them, kept abreast of the news by Internet and a small television usually sequestered for our tradeshow booth. The silence was eerie, and, a few hours into our usual eight, we were sent home. 

Walking through my door, as bizarre as it sounds, I wanted to cook. Not just that evening's dinner, but many dinners. I wanted to do dishes and fold sweet-smelling laundry from my clothesline. I wanted my grown children to be babies, too young to understand the magnitude of what has happened. I wanted a time when pouring breakfast cereal and packing lunches in my pajamas was the way each day started. I wanted to go back to that season of young motherhood, where events were less eventful. I wanted to call my parents, sisters and friends, and I wanted to cry. 

Unannounced and most welcome, a friend showed up that night, bearing gifts of apple pie and peach cobbler. On a tablecloth fresh from the line, we sat down to our odd assortment of dinners. A simple prayer before dinner became complicated. There was more I wanted to ask God, and I didn't know where to start. Friends were a comforting source during the days following, and I was grateful for a small but strong inner circle of support. 

With certainty, I can tell you I know more about Afghanistan and the plight of its people. I've learned that the religious extremism that provoked this attack has zero to do with being a Muslim or devout spirituality. Along with countless others since 9/11, recovery has been a journey, one that has involved some deep stretching. More important, I've learned that calling myself an American should do more than identify where I live; instead, it should define what I stand for. 

* * * 

Ginny Rollett, London, England 

We were spending what was to be our last day in London before heading home to Seattle on 9/12. Wandering through Hyde Park, we passed by a man on a cell phone who said, "What do you mean, they've blown up New York?" Having no context for the comment, we continued on to a pub near Harrods. While I was waiting outside for my husband, he peeked out the door and signaled me into the pub, where he told me to sit down. Two off- duty London policemen told us what had happened in New York and at the Pentagon. 

Our hearts plummeted to the bottom of our souls. We raced to Harrods to watch the horror unfold with about 200 other people. It was, and still is, surreal. In the following days, we were embraced completely by the Brits. They showed such empathy, stopping us on the street to show support. We were lucky to be in an allied nation during that time. We were on the first United Airlines flight to the West Coast, on Friday 9/14, and as we pulled into the gate at about 8:30 pm, we were greeted by ramp vehicles lined up, lights on, ramp personnel standing atop them waving the U.S. flag. All of our lives were changed forever. 

* * * 

Mark O'Keefe, somewhere over Canada 

My wife and I were returning from Italy. About 10 hours into the flight, the pilot announced that he had just been informed by the FAA that all U.S. airspace had been closed but had no other information. We all speculated that either we were at war or terrorists had attacked. We were forced to land in Calgary and stayed there two days. When we got off the plane in Canada, the "greeters," in red vests, cowboy boots and hats, were eerily cheery, considering the situation. We couldn't believe the stories we were hearing. We thought that they must have been gross exaggerations. The WTC towers surely weren't "gone." 

We spent the next two days glued to our hotel-room TV, alternately watching Peter Jennings and in-house movies. Because our bodies were on Euro time, we fell asleep at around 5 pm, and I woke up around midnight and wandered down to the lobby to get any kind of update. There was a local paper that had actually been delivered at about 1 am. I read every page. I still have it. 

We walked to downtown Calgary for Chinese food. The day before, we had toured the Vatican. It was very strange. 

We were allowed back on the plane on 9/13. I glanced over to my wife and said, "Happy anniversary... we're in Canada again," since we had (purposely) spent our previous anniversary in Vancouver. We departed for San Francisco. 

Ours was the first flight to land in SFO after 9/11. When the FAA realized that our flight had originated in Italy, they nearly made us turn around and head back to Canada. Supposedly, they had scrambled an F-14 to shadow us, but if they did, we never saw it. Our pilot negotiated with them into letting us land. We may have been the only flight of foreign origin to land on U.S. soil for several days after. The airport looked like a ghost town. Willie Brown was there, as was the media (redundant?). The Customs agent greeted us with "Welcome home, Americans." 

* * * 

Susan, Danville, CA 

As a native New Yorker -- just in the Bay Area for five years -- most of my family are still in New York City. On Sept. 11, my radio/alarm clock went off just after 6 am -- like any other normal day. Through my sleep, I heard the radio voices talking about a plane that had hit the World Trade Center. 

Despite my sleep-hazed brain, I jumped up out of bed with the realization that my sister works across the street from the WTC. I tried to call her office, but no one answered. I was too scared to turn on the television. I tried my sister's office again, and this time a panic- stricken voice answersed. When I asked for my sister, the voice said that they have been attacked by terrorists and that everyone was running, and he had to go, and then "click." 

Then I started crying, turned on the television to find out that what had actually happened was beyond all of our worst nightmares. I finally got in touch with my brother-in-law, who told me that my sister called him a few minutes after nine -- so we thought she was okay, but we weren't sure. By the late afternoon, she got home safe after walking miles uptown and then getting a ride home from a friend. 

All the horrendous things that we've seen and heard on TV my sister witnessed live from across the street. My father in Brooklyn (miles away) told me about the half-inch dust covering everything. My cousin in Brooklyn found bits of office paper in his backyard. My brother-in-law's best friend is a firefighter in the engine company closest to the WTC. He survived, but his partner didn't. But we are the lucky ones; thousands of other innocent people lost their lives, and many more thousands of family members and friends will never be the same again. 

* * * 

Scott, Yosemite National Park, CA 

I was camping in Yosemite Valley, of all places, to get away from it all. I woke up early to get some propane from the store. I swore I would not turn on the radio, because I was tuning out the world. But habit overcame my determination, and I tuned in on the top-of-the-hour news. Instead of the normal theme music, a reporter I had not heard of before was declaring that the WTC was "gone." I stopped at the store, and all the employees were gathered around, saying, "Did you hear?" I got the full story then. I then went to the only building with a public TV. Many foreigners were gathered around with their mouths open. We watched the proceedings, and I knew then that my vacation was over, and that my life had changed forever. 

* * * 

Peter Mandell, flying above Pittsburgh, PA 

I was flying through Pittsburgh, Penn., en route to State College to visit my girlfriend. Right after a friend had seen me off at the airport, the airport in Pittsburgh was being closed. When I arrived at State College, my girlfriend told me what had happened in New York, and then the story continued to unfold. Later, when I heard about the plane going down near Pittsburgh, I realized many of my friends and family would be waiting to hear from me. 

Tracy E. Blackstone, San Juan, PR 

I was on a cruise, and we had just toured the Bacardi Rum factory in San Juan and were in the gift shop when I heard a radio going and saw people huddled around it. It was 11 am local time. I heard a confused report about a plane hitting the World Trade Center, and I ran to our guide and said that we had to get back to the ship. Just then, his pager went off, and we were bundled back into the tour bus, which had a television. So we saw the second tower fall in real time. The worst thing was when one of the Bacardi employees said that they had flown the plane right into the building, and when I asked how they had gotten the passengers off, he just shook his head and said, "They didn't." I can remember saying in shock, "A plane full of people?" It was the most horrible thing I had ever heard in my entire life. 

When we got back to the ship, they checked us in and then let us go ashore on our own, so I used a local phone service to call home and find out where my mother was. (She had been on a Great Lakes cruise.) She was home safe and had phoned my house to find out where I was. The rest of the day, we were all just numb with shock and grief -- some of the entertainers on the ship had lost family and friends, it turned out later. We held a nondenominational memorial service on board. When we sailed that night, the captain did not play the usual recording of Louis Armstrong singing "It's A Wonderful World." We sailed in silence. 

* * * 

Arthur Tony Flynn, Anchorage, AK 

I was awakened by my friend (whose apartment happens to be next to mine), and I went to his apartment to see the towers on fire on the TV. My first thought was that it was a poorly made movie until another friend staying overnight told me that it was real. I then watched the rest unfold in Pennsylvania and in D.C. 

Shortly afterward, I left for my office in downtown Anchorage. My neighbourhood is right next to Elemendorf Air Force Base, and I had never seen so many cars before in my life -- all headed to Elemendorf. That's when it really hit me what was happening. 

The next shock was shortly after arriving at my office, when I was told that downtown was being evacuated. I was the only one to make it to the office. First time I ever ran away from something. And to be threatened by an unseen enemy was very frustrating. 

Such anger and fury consumed me for days -- what happened down on the East Coast and what it put everyone through. I saw so many people here in Anchorage after being evacuated who were scared and, indeed, terrified. Ultimately, the evacuation order was rescinded. (A Korean Airlines flight en route had accidentaly triggered its emergency beacon and was not responding to hails. It got diverted to Whitehorse.) 

I still remember it clearly, that day, the shock, disbelief, anger and fear that I felt. I felt the violation and horror seeing the towers fall, seeing the crash sites in Pennsylvania and D.C. Thinking of all those people and their surviving friends and families. Knowing that we had just witnessed a new "Pearl Harbor" and knowing that the world had changed irrevocably. 

I do not want revenge for what happened. That is not our way. It should not be. But I want justice. I want this war carried to their doorsteps and to show them once again: You don't mess with Americans. 

It'll take me a while to come to terms with my feelings and such regarding Sept. 11. But I'll do it. Somehow. 

* * * 

Justin Beck, Davis, CA 

My roommate's mother called just after the first plane hit. Without a television set, I turned on the radio to hear about it. Pretty soon, a friend called and said, "You have to see this." 

So I got ready to go to my girlfriend's apartment, where there's a TV. While listening to the radio in the shower, I heard that the towers were collapsing. It was impossible to grasp what it really meant. 

After watching the coverage for two hours, in shock, I fell into a deep sleep -- from stress, perhaps -- with the TV still on. I can clearly remember thinking, as I woke up, what a strange, horrible dream that was. 

But as I rolled over, there were the images of the towers crumbling. Oh, no, I thought, it wasn't a dream after all. 

A day hasn't passed since that I haven't thought about it. 

* * * 

Lastizha Montgomery, San Francisco, CA 

I was sitting down at the television to take a peep at the morning news before dashing off to work. I caught the first minutes after the first plane hit, then actually saw the second one hit. I sat the coffee down and begin to cry. My heart sank. I knew there were causalities and a lot of them, and I knew a war would soon follow. History repeats itself; it seems that violence breeds even more violence. 

* * * 

Angie Rosenthal, Fresno, CA 

I had just dropped my daughter off at my parents at 5 am and headed to work. When I finally got to work, I heard on the radio that a plane has hit one of the World Trade Center buildings. I was like, "No way." As the morning went on and we got more details about what happened, nobody wanted to work. I work for a retail company, and all of us that day just wanted to stay in front of the television and watch what was happening. 

So, for the next week, all I did was watch the events over and over again, and, up to this day, I still cannot believe it has happened. But one thing good out of this is that I have made a new friend that I haven't met yet. He lost his son, Waleed J. Iskandar, on Flight 11, which hit the first tower. His nephew is a good friend of my sister's. 

* * * 

Stephen Benson, Limerick City, Ireland 

It was past lunchtime, and I was sitting, typing an e-mail upstairs at home. I had absent-mindedly left the television on downstairs after watching the news. Something wasn't right; I could hear that there was a monotone voice with lots of silences instead of the usual chatter of afternoon TV. 

I went to find out what was going on. An ashen-faced TV presenter was trying to describe what was happening in New York; he wasn't doing a very good job of it. Each time a new report was relayed to him, his shock became more and more visible. I started switching channels, and the events of that afternoon were being broadcast live across the board. I sat and watched the events unfold, first one tower collapsing, then the second. At about 3 pm, I had to leave the house to go to the bank. The queue of people there watched a TV monitor in stunned silence. A few were making calls on mobile phones. Many people here in Ireland were, and continue to be, deeply affected by the events of that day. No one here will ever forget where they were and what they were doing at that moment. 

* * * 

Mark Litton, Kyoto, Japan 

A San Francisco native, I live in Kyoto, Japan, with my wife and daughter. 

My wife's parents called that night (Kyoto is 17 hours ahead of San Francisco), saying that a plane had crashed into the WTC. We were a little worried, as my wife's sister was traveling in New York City at the time. We walked over to my in-laws' house to watch international news. At that time I thought it would be a small plane crash, but we got to the TV in time to watch the second plane rip into the tower. Then I had to explain to my in- laws about terrorist attacks, because it obviously wasn't an accident. 

It took three days on the phones to get through to my sister-in-law at the hotel, which fortunately was located somewhat away from Ground Zero. She was delayed a week coming home to Japan, and she still twitches at the sound of an airplane overhead. For me and the rest of the Americans teaching here in the Kyoto City School District, we all took a week off work just to be together and figure out what was going on. It was impossible to play English-language games for quite a while after 9/11. 

Kyoto has quite a large foreign community, especially from the Mideast, Africa and America. In the days and months following 9/11, everyone was very nice and open to each other, the horror and sympathy a palpaple bond between all foreigners living here. It was, and still is, as if -- in spite of the destruction and hate rising throughout the world -- at least here people could treat people as fellow human beings in a polite and humane way, no matter what our many differences are. 

* * * 

Sheila, Palo Alto, CA 

I woke up early to go for a morning run and turned the TV on for the news, and there I saw the tower up in flames. Then, on live television, I saw a second plane crash into the building. As soon as I saw that, I just cried. I used to go up to the top of those buildings all the time for school trips. I started to think about my family and called all my sisters who lived in the city. Luckily, all were well, though my youngest sister was actually thinking about heading to the Twin Towers to go shopping there. I was just in such shock to see my hometown destroyed like that. Many people from my hometown were traped in there and just never got to see their friends and family again. I just hope I never have the chance to see something like that happen ever again. 

* * * 

Licerio B. Ty Jr., Vallejo, CA 

9/11 is my birthday. I was on my way home from Cache Creek, where I celebrated my birthday. I heard from the radio about the first plane that crashed into the tower, and I watched most of the happenings on television, and all the replays. 

* * * 

Joseph Kim, Seoul, South Korea 

I am an American working in Seoul, South Korea. I went to work on Tuesday, Sept. 11, 2001, and my day was uneventful. Of course, because of the time difference between the U.S. and Korea, my 9/11 was ending just as 9/11 was beginning for people living in the States. 

I'd been working a lot of long hours, but on that particular Tuesday a year ago, I had the chance to go home early, and I was in my home by 9 pm. Tired, I turned on some music instead of CNN or the local news (as I would normally do) and prepared for bed. I remember looking forward to more than five hours of sleep for the first time in quite a while. 

My alarm-clock radio -- tuned to the Armed Forces Network -- went off at 5 am on Wednesday, Sept. 12. As I reached out to hit the snooze button, some chilling words cut through the morning fog and stirred me out of bed. "White House evacuated" ... "President's location being kept secret" ... "Pentagon hit" ... "WTC completely destroyed." 

My first thought was that there had been some kind of nuclear attack on the United States, the opening salvo of World War III. I jumped out of bed and turned on the TV. The complete media coverage of the events (by both local and international broadcasters) quickly allayed my initial fears, but the reality of the events obviously provided no comfort. 

I sat in front of the TV, stunned, taking in the reports of the events that I had slept through. I felt guilty; had I turned on the TV and stayed up a little longer the night before, I might have caught the breaking news about the first plane hitting the North Tower of the WTC, and I could have done something, anything, other than just sleep. 

Deciding to go to work was not easy, and not just for the obvious reasons. I work at the World Trade Center in Seoul. I found myself on the subway surrounded by people unaware or unaffected (directly or emotionally) by the events that had occured in the U.S. At the office, I tried to follow the news in any way I could, but my co- workers went about their day as usual. As the only American at my firm, and as an American living alone in a distant foreign country, I had never felt more isolated than that day. 

* * * 

Sarita Berry, Oakland, CA 

I will never forget the sound of panic in my mother's voice the morning I was told what was going on. It was the same voice she had the morning she woke me up to tell me that our neighborhood was close to being engulfed in flames over a decade ago when the big fire rampaged through. At 7:30 am, she's pounding at my door saying, "The World Trade Center was attacked by airplanes, and the Pentagon is now under attack, too!" Jumping out of bed, I was now watching the news -- My God, it is like a movie. What is going to happen next? The fourth missing airplane has now crashed into a large mass of land in Pennsylvania. This cannot be happening. This is so unreal! 

My children were still asleep; my oldest had school in one hour. I received a phone call from work telling me not to come in, that the office would be closed. My children and I didn't go anywhere until much later that evening. I'll never forget how empty the usually crowded grocery store was. My 4-year-old daughter, who watched just enough of the news to know that "America is under attack," was telling people in the grocery store that "a lot of people were killed today because they were Americans." 

* * * 

Norinne Bell, San Francisco, CA 

I wake up early every morning for work, but at 6 am on Sept. 11, I was packing, preparing for a six-hour drive home to Los Angeles. I had planned a vacation weeks before to join my family in L.A. for the Madonna concert that Tuesday evening. I, being a wonderful procrastinator, had decided the day before that I wanted to drive instead of fly so I could take laundry and other stuff home. I was watching the news when the morning anchors cut to a "breaking story" from New York City. I, like the rest of the nation, thought I was watching the result of a horrible accident. 

I called my friend, who I knew was awake, and we were watching together as the second plane hit. I remember how my mind worked at that moment. First, I thought, "Hey, was that another plane? Where did it go? Was that another explosion? Is this a replay? Did something else run into the building?" and then we both realized that this was no accident. I remember how sickened I felt. 

I selfishly realized the concert would be canceled for the evening, and my reason for driving home was gone, but I still jumped into my car before they shut down the bridges and sped toward the I-5. I was suddenly anxious to be with my family. As a result, I spent the day away from the live horrific pictures. I drove without music, listening instead to terrified reporters and radio DJs who spoke of the disbelief that I felt as well. I could only visualize what exactly they meant when they said the towers had fallen down. I couldn't wrap my mind around what that looked like. I watched the skies for more planes; I wondered whether terrorists were on our highways, or whether I would see troops racing over the hills of Coalinga. Suddenly, it seemed, I was pulling up to my sister's house. The drive had been the longest yet fastest I have ever taken. 

* * * 

Erik Takaoka, Cupertino, CA 

9/11/01, 6:30 am: I woke up to the news on TV and cried in disbelief and the horror of it all. I called my parents and could barely talk. I sat there and cried some more. Should I go to my scheduled interview the same morning? Confused, I got dressed. 

9:30 am: I arrived in the parking lot of Apple Comuter for an interview. Almost no cars were present. The skies were strangely quiet. It reminded me of the eerie quietness after the Loma Prieta earthquake. It was strange trying to be my "interview best" when I couldn't. 

11:00 am: Walked into a Target store. I saw a lonely cashier staring into space at her station. I think she was crying. I felt so bad for her because I knew she wanted to be home with her family and friends. It was then that I knew that our lives had changed forever. 

* * * 

Angela Starr, Australia 

The world is so tired of hearing Americans and their belief that they are the centre of the universe. Really ... yawn. 

Elsewhere in the world, huge-scale tragedies, like that of Sept. 11, happen almost on a monthly basis (sometimes at the hands of aggressors backed by American dollars). 

It is really so very tacky that the whole tragic incident has become a schmaltzy marketing campaign. It's sad, actually. Can't wait to see the super-slick television shows that we have to suffer next week!!! 

Shame on the United States. (If I had a dollar for every time I heard that said.) 

* * * 

Dmetri Black, Sacramento, CA 

I work nights and evenings, so I sleep really late. I stayed at my boyfriend's house; his neighbor has this real problem with people parking in front of her house, and I had to park there because there wasn't anywhere else. Anyway, about 8:30 she decided to pull her car up close to our bedroom window to wake us up to complain about the placement of my car. So, she turns her SUV's radio all the way up and starts to honk the horn. So, she woke me up with news reports of thousands of people dying so that she could complain about my car being parked in front of her house. I wonder whether she was completely oblivious to what they were saying on the radio and how selfish she was being. 

Yuwynn E. Ho, Oakland, CA 

The date Sept. 11, 2001, was etched in my mind long before the terrorists flew the planes into the WTC and the Pentagon. For me, this was the day I was scheduled to take the Series 7 stockbrokers' licensing exam. 

Since I was taking the exam on 9/11, I didn't have to get to work as I normally do at 4 am. Instead, I took my time that morning and drove to work at around 5 am. By then, traffic on the Bay Bridge was relatively light, and I remembered having the radio on. Suddenly, the music was cut off for a late-breaking news, and the DJ announced that a plane had crashed into the World Trade Center, and they didn't have any further information about it. My first thought was that it was a Cessna or some sort of small plane that accidentally crashed into the building, just like the military plane that flew into the Empire State Building many years ago. 

I made a note to call a few of my friends working for investment banks in and around the WTC after the exam. I parked my car near the Bank of America Building and started walking toward Market Street to where the exam was held. I stopped outside the E-Trade building to watch the television monitor, and the headlines stated that a second plane had crashed into the WTC. I immediately knew that it had to be a terrorist act because it was unlikely, otherwise, that two planes could have crashed into the same landmark within 18 minutes of each other. 

As much as I tried to focus on the pending exam, I simply could not, as everyone in the test center was talking about it. A few of my colleagues had not heard about it, so I filled them in on whatever little information I had. My cell phone rang off the hook from friends as far away as Hong Kong asking me if I was still in New York. I had been in New York City for two months for my financial-analyst training program and had returned to San Francisco less than two weeks before. 

We proceeded with the exam and tried to ignore all the distractions going on, as we had been preparing for over two months. About two hours into the exam, when I was almost done with the first section, the examiner came around to our cubicles individually and told us that we had to evacuate the building and take the test another day. Before I could protest, she turned off the computer, thus deleting all the work that I had put into the exam the past two hours. I remember not comprehending the magnitude of the situation, and feeling annoyed that I would have to take this exam again. 

I started making calls to my friends and family, and all the lines were busy. Upon approaching the landmark Bank of America building, where my office was located on the 44th floor, I saw people streaming out of the buildings in utter shock and chaos. I wanted to go up to my officec, but security personnel told me to evacuate the building immediately, as there were rumors that a plane was headed for one of the landmarks in S.F. Because the BofA building is one of the tallest buildings in S.F., they thought it might be a target. 

Driving back to the East Bay, I learned from the radio that four planes had crashed, and there was speculation that at least 15 planes were unaccounted for, and some planes were headed for the White House and the Capitol after one had already crashed into the Pentagon. I thought I heard incorrectly when the DJ annouced that both WTC towers had collapsed. I was in complete shock, and I was worried about my friends who just started work in the downtown Manhattan area. 

I spent the remainder of the day watching news on TV and following any other developments on the Internet. Since I couldn't get throught to most people by phone, I ended up communicating with many thru e-mails. 

Later that night, my housemate and I decided we wanted to be with other friends in Berkeley and try to get through this terrible time together. We found out that there was a candlelight vigil at UC Berkeley's Sproul Plaza, and we decided to attend. We were amazed at how peaceful the vigil was, compared to the chaotic demonstrations commonly found at the free-speech capital of the world. We all drew strength from each other, and it was comforting to see the diverse groups of students participating and trying to find meaning from all this. 

A week after the attacks, I attended a public memorial service for a fellow Cal alum who died on Flight 93. U.S. Sen. John McCain was one of the featured speakers, and I poignantly remembered him saying that while God may have mercy on the terrorists, the United States will not. 9/11/01 is indeed a day that will live in infamy for my generation, and I hope that there won't ever be another day like this. 

* * * 

Carl Fenger, Jutland, Denmark 

We were on vacation in Denmark, and took the kids up to visit Legoland in Jutland. After a four-hour drive, I parked in front of the Legoland Hotel and went inside to check in. As I was filling our the forms, I glanced behind me and saw a crowd of people watching CNN on the lobby TV. I was instantly riveted to the images. I asked the girl behind the desk, and she said, quite nonchalantly, "Two airplanes have crashed into the World Trade Centers," as if she had dispensed that information already a hundred times. She started to ask me for my credit card, etc., but I couldn't reply. I kept staring at the TV. The rest of the day was spent taking our two small children around Legoland, which is an amusement park built mainly out of Legos. The dichotomy of watching small children happily playing in Legoland and the images I saw on the TV kept me in a stunned state of disbelief the entire day. 

* * * 

O.M. Brown, San Francisco, CA 

The morning of Sept. 11 broke in uneasily after a long night of studying. I had just begun my first year of law school at USF, and the pressure was on to perform. I woke up late, only to dash into my car and head off to my criminal-law class. 

Class had not begun, which was unusual, since the professor was punctual. The atmosphere inside the classroom was tense, with people tersely nodding at each other. I finally asked someone what was going on. My seatmate, Trevor, solemnly said, "They have been crashing planes into the World Trade Center all morning." I did not understand the implications. "What?" I asked, "You've got to be kidding. You're joking, right?" I started laughing at the ludicrousness of his words. It's the same disbelief you feel when someone has just told you that your grandmother has died in some freak accident. Instead, Trevor looked at me coldly and repeated what he said. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I could feel a cold thud inside me as I realized he wasn't kidding. 

Class was announced canceled a few minutes later, and we were told that in the library, they had the news on inside one of the conference rooms. We all filed in and sat there mute and transfixed to the most horrendous images ever. CNN showed people running down the streets of New York in panic and the images of the second plane hitting the WTC. At first, I couldn't recognize that I was watching New York. This could easily have been some turmoil in the Balkans or the Middle East. Instead, I had to accept that this disaster was here. 

Horror is not something instantaneous. It grew while I was blinking back the tears. The numbness came from not being able to do anything about the suffering. My classmates from New York were already on their cell phones trying desperately to reach loved ones. Some of them couldn't get through, and I avoided looking into their faces, because I already knew that there would be the agony of not knowing. So I turned away and went home. 

On the way home to Ocean Beach, I stared intently into the endless expanse of the Pacific Ocean. Seemingly, nothing had changed around me, but there was something dirty and void where confidence and security had always been. As I turned into my driveway, I muttered, "God have mercy on us." 

* * * 

Rachel McKosky, Bristol, England 

I was vacationing in England, and on the afternoon of Sept. 11 (time difference) I was sitting in a bar, writing postcards. The barkeep said he heard over "the wireless" that a plane had hit the Empire State Building. I envisioned something from an old movie -- a little biplane scraping the side of NYC's legendary building. Only about a half hour later did I get the accurate story. The afternoon was then spent watching the BBC with others. 

The common concern from the English people around me that day was, "What stupid thing will Bush do in reaction to this?" As a people who went through the Blitz and have had their share of terrorism, the English were compassionate, concerned and deeply saddened on that day. But they also feared any hot-headed maneuvers from Bush. 

Certainly, it was odd to be an American abroad on Sept. 11 and in the days following. The fragility of the nation couldn't be fully sensed, even with the constant coverage of anger, grief, confusion and fright. So I was saddened, in a way, to be distanced from that, while grateful to be in a place that felt safer. 

* * * 

Gary Morgan, London, England 

I was on vacation in London, England, with my friend Amy Glasson. We had just completed touring the state rooms of Buckingham Palace and were walking past the front gates on the way back to Picadilly Circus when I noticed a news crew. 

"Are you Americans?" the reporter asked. She asked me for my reaction about "today's events in New York." I told her we had been out sightseeing all day and that I had no idea what she was referring to. She said that two planes had been hijacked and had crashed into the WTC, and that lower Manhattan was "a crater." 

I told her I was having trouble believing her. She asked me whether I was from New York or whether I had any relatives there. After answering that I was from Northern California, she asked me again for my reaction, and I replied, "I'm finding it hard to believe." 

The reporter thanked me, and I walked back toward Amy, who had a look of confusion on her face. She too, could not imagine two airliners being hijacked at the same time. As we walked toward Picadilly Circus, however, we started to encounter commuters with the evening-edition newspapers. Most of them had the image of the one tower on fire and United 175 about to crash into the other on the front page. 

It wasn't until we returned to our hotel and turned on the BBC that we learned of the Pentagon and the heroes of Flight 93. 

* * * 

Skip Barger, Zurich, Switzerland 

While I'm sitting in my office in Zurich, a collegue looks up and says that two planes have hit the WTC. I say, "Where did you hear this?" He says, "I got it off the Web". I say, "Uh-huh. Yeah, right." Nonetheless, I surf over to CNN.com and can't get in. I go to blick.de, and there it is. I went home immediately, and as I walked through the door, I heard CNN on TV, and, for the next two days, I sat (quite obsessively) riveted while the events of 9/11 played out again, again and again. When I could get through via phone to N.Y., I called all my friends, and, luckily, they all picked up the phone. 

* * * 

Atley Host, San Francisco, CA 

I was in a hotel in Portland, Oregon. I thought it might be Bush's plan to up his ratings. And, if not that, after what the U.S. government has done to the people of Nicaragua, Chile, Zaire, Afghanistan, Ethiopia, East Timor, Colombia, El Salvador, Cuba, Iraq and many other countries, I understood that it may be payback time. 

* * * 

Joe Casper, Braunschweig, Germany 

I was sitting in my office, doing the normal stuff to run my hotel and as usual watching CNN. 

As i saw the planes flying into the WTC, two things came to my mind -- one, this means war against whoever is responsible for this, and, two, I should call my sister and brother-in-law in Glen Ellen. But they were also glued to the TV set in great disbelief. 

That night, a party of 30 and another of 15 canceled, so we shut the restaurant down and went to a church service to pray for the victims, especially for the living victims, like family and friends. 

In the following days, many of my friends and custumers acted as if they were in a state of schock. 

* * * 

Marlena Chu, Ipswich, England 

Having just moved to England in August 2001, I was exploring Ipswich on my own, as my boyfriend and his family were working. As I passed by the television store, I noticed people surrounding the storefront, watching what I thought to be a movie but that we all know now to be otherwise. Attracted by the crowd, I joined them, only to watch in horror as the second plane crashed into the WTC. Next to me was another American girl, crying and frantically hitting "redial" on her cell phone. At that point I caught a taxi back to the village I was staying in and watched the events unfold with tears streaming down my face as I also kept hitting redial on the phone -- only to get busy signals. 

Thankfully, my friends in New York were safe, as was my family back home in the Bay Area. As hard as it was (is) being away from home during that horrific day, I'm glad I was here in England if I had to be anywhere else. The outpouring of support, friendship and kindness I experienced was overwhelming. 

* * * 

Dee Ann McClimon, Pottstown, PA 

The kids had gone to school. I was up very late the night before. I was dozing on the sofa with Katie Couric on TV. I heard her talking about a plane crashing into the tower. I sat up just in time to hear her say that there was another one. I actually saw the second plane hit. It was like a bad dream and still seems to be. 

* * * 

Julia Sojda, Redwood City, CA 

Why, why, does America love to wallow? There's this sick desire to hold every infrequent injustice tight to its greedy bosom while ignoring the evil policies and acts of injustice performed by its own government. 

9/11 was tragic. It was hideous. We are taking steps to combat any repeat performance. Meanwhile, your local media is turning it into a profitable weepfest and your government is raping your privacy rights, environment and economy and trashing its standing in the international community for the benefit of the (very) few. 

* * * 

Tom Webb, driving across the Colorado-Kansas border on I-80 

I drove the entire day of Sept. 11, listening to different radio accounts of what had taken place. The confusion, the uncertainty, were staggering. NPR and CBS were understandably giving conflicting accounts, while on a fundamentalist Christian station, two biblical wizards were droning on and on about how the Bible had predicted this. (As a theologically trained Catholic, I begged to differ). 

At the entrance ramp to Ft. Hays in Kansas, which I passed in the early afternoon, recalled military personnel were forming a traffic jam lined up across the freeway overpass, down the exit and out onto the eastbound lane, slowing freeway traffic. 

In Topeka, Kansas, long gas lines had formed, with anxious patrons concerned by reports that gas prices would rise the next day, when war was declared. 

Through it all, contrary to other reports I've heard, I never felt anger, just deep sadness. Though terrorist attacks can never be condoned, if U.S. citizens really took the time to see what has transpired under their name as a result of actions by corporate interests and the U.S. government, they'd be more inclined to ask "why?" first rather than jumping blindly into war. 

U.S. Rep. Barbara Lee ought to be given the Medal of Freedom for her courage. 

* * * 

J.K. Lowe, Australia 

I had flown into Washington National Airport that morning, rented a car and driven about 45 minutes north to the office. As I was entering the building, my cell phone went off: My wife was calling to tell me that a plane had flown into the towers. 

Memories of looking down from the 90th floor at little single-engine tour planes and memories of the bomber that had hit the Empire State Building made me think that this would be tragic for those on the floors that were hit but probably not devastating for the rest of the building. After all, the tower had withstood a bomb exploding in its foundation only a few years before. 

When I got to my desk, I checked CNN online, and I discovered I was very mistaken about the magnitude of the problem. This was clearly worse than a truck bomb in the parking lot. 

The building we work in had television sets everywhere. Crowds around the sets grew as more people heard what had happened; throughout the day the crowds grew and declined. Folks would walk away when they had seen more than they could deal with and then return when it became imperative to know what was happening. Outside, the normally chatty smokers were quiet and beginning to wonder about colleagues and friends who worked in the towers or had appointments there that day. 

* * * 

Renee, Jacksonville, FL 

I was at my boyfriend's in Jacksonville, Florida. While I was working from there, a co-worker in Europe asked me if I knew what was going on. After turning on the TV and being horrified at the sights, I knew. I woke my boyfriend up after the plane hit the Pentagon. At this point, I knew we were going to war. The worst pit fell into my stomach because my boyfriend was scheduled to depart on the USS Roosevelt on 9/18. We both knew that instead on this being a routine deployment, he'd come home a war veteran. That day and the six months that followed were the worst days of my life. 

Bernie White, Washington, DC 

I was at my desk at Pepco's Benning Road service center in northeast D.C. when the lady in the next cubicle said a plane had hit the World Trade Center. She had heard this from a radio through headphones. I started to search the Web for any corroborating news when this same lady said a second plane had hit the WTC. I thought then that this was a deliberate attack, but I couldn't get anything from the Web. It seemed to have frozen up, so I walked out to my car to find out what I could from the radio. The news was all over the place on every station, and I listened for a couple minutes and then I went back upstairs to tell my co- workers what I'd heard. 

By this time the TV in the main conference room was turned on to the local NBC affiliate and the video was unbelievable. We heard a correspondent say that he was in the Pentagon and that he didn't want to alarm anyone but that he had just heard a large explosion there. We all ran to the windows on the west end of our building and saw the huge column of smoke rising from the Pentagon. I was stunned, and I was overcome with a feeling of helpless rage. My next thought was for my children, who were in school within earshot of Dulles Airport in Virginia. After we heard all the rumors of more planes being hijacked and possibly heading for Washington or Dulles, I tried to call my wife, but the phone lines were all busy, and the cell networks were no better. I learned later that a friend had taken my kids out of school along with her own. 

Most of the people in my office thought about leaving early, but we figured that traffic would be gridlocked, as the federal government had let everyone go early, so I stayed until my usual departure time of 4 pm. I drove through the most unbelievable city that afternoon! The only cars I saw were cops. It was like it was in the middle of the night at Christmastime! The weather was so beautiful, and the city was so quiet, I couldn't really take it in! I followed my usual route up the George Washington Parkway to the Beltway, and when I passed under the first overpass at Georgetown Pike, I saw that someone had hung a large American flag from the rail. I was brought to tears at the sight. This was a day I will never forget. 

* * * 

Ron Martinez, Recife, Brazil 

I was staying in a hotel here in Brazil (where I now live and work), and I'd just woken up and turned on the TV to a local Brazilian station. They were broadcasting live images of one the Twin Towers on fire. I thought it had to be a bad movie or something. I then switched to CNN where, of course, they were showing the exact same images. After a few minutes of shock and disbelief, I called my wife at work and said, "You won't believe this. A plane has just crashed into the World Trade Center." She'd barely inhaled to express her shock, when I saw the second tower get hit. My wife was saying something on the phone, and I started to cry, fully realizing what was going on. "I'll call you back," I said. "I can't talk right now." 

I then felt a sudden and urgent need to talk to family members back home in San Francisco. The first person I could think of was my father. The poor guy was in the hospital, having just had an operation -- and I'd forgotten about the time difference. "Dad, sorry to wake you up," I said, "but are you watching this?" He didn't know what I was talking about. "Just turn on the TV," I said. Then there was just silence. When the silence broke, it was now my father crying, his voice trembling, "Oh, man. Oh, man. Can you believe this? Oh, God. All those innocent people! I'll ... I'll talk to you later, Okay? I can't talk right now." 

* * * 

M. Goldberg, Teaneck, NJ 

I was walking slowly with my daughter to her first day of work, and we were commenting on how beautiful the weather and the clear blue sky were as I checked my watch at 8:46 am so she would not be late. I dropped her off at 8:52 and walked back home, still admiring the sky, and the peacefulness, and the stillness of the street, which was unusual for that time of morning. When I arrived home at 9:15, I turned on the radio to hear Dr. Joy Brown, but the show was preempted and I heard that the World Trade Center had been hit. I felt numb. 

* * * 

Bill Quinlan, New York, NY 

I was going to work as usual up at Columbia University in New York City. My daily journey included taking the PATH train from New Jersey into New York, dropping me off at the World Trade Center. From there, I caught the number 1 subway, which took me up to 116th Street and Broadway in Lower Harlem. No sooner had I entered my office than a co-worker told me that a plane had hit the World Trade Center. But I had just been there -- what happened? We heard rumors at first that it was a small plane, then word came that it was a larger plane. Then the second plane hit. My boss has a cable line attached to her computer, allowing us to watch the events on a television feed, so we watched in horror as the events unfolded. 

At one point, I remember another employee I worked with got a phone call from his mother, who lived in Brooklyn and could see the towers from her window. In the middle of her call we watched a big cloud of smoke/dust rise up, and she said that one of the towers no longer existed. We were transfixed that day, like people all over America. That evening, I walked down Broadway because I had heard that the ferries were running people over to New Jersey from midtownm and I thought that I could at least get over to Jersey and figure out the rest from there. As I walked down Broadway, there was a smell unlike anything I've ever taken in before. It wasn't burning or the smell of terror or fear, but there was the smell that one would associate with quiet, calm -- of dust settling after a building has been demolished. 

As I got closer to 42nd Street, the smell became smokier. I decided to check out the PATH train from 34th Street and, believe it or not, it was running on a very limited basis and with very stringent security. The ride back to New Jersey was strangely quiet, and a lot of people rode with trepidation. It was easy to see that nerves had been severely tested and that none of us knew what the next moment would bring. The magnitude of what we in the city of New York had been through would not really be felt for several days, after the shock had turned to something else -- and for everybody, that "something else" varied greatly. I was grateful that my wife had jury duty that day in Jersey City. 

I was born and raised in San Francisco, and I think fondly of returning someday, but I would never think of leaving the New York area now. The way this city came together and became one was an experience that you might never feel if you lived five lifetimes. I now share in the comeraderie of those who lived and died in New York on Sept. 11, 2001. 

* * * 

Erin Bailey, San Ramon, CA 

Everything was pretty much your typical Tuesday morning. I set off for work at about 6:30 am and tried to find a station playing music. I noticed, almost immediately, a tone and mood, and I heard the words "airplane" and "World Trade Center." I drove the rest of the way to work almost mechanically, my ears straining to hear everything, all the while glancing at other drivers to see whether they were feeling the same pain. I cried as I rode the elevator up to the third floor. I followed the events all day; not much work was done. I knew my life and the lives of every good American had changed. 

* * * 

Shawn Tovar, Washington, DC 

I had just spent the weekend visiting a friend who lives in Washington, D.C. I left out of Ronald Reagan International Airport on an America West flight at 8:55 am EST on Sept. 11, 2001. About an hour into the flight, the pilot announced that we were making an emergency landing in Indiana. He said that something was happening on the East Coast and that we had to land for safety purposes. We didn't know what was happening until we unboarded the plane. 

The first thing I noticed was that the airport was in a frenzy. Everyone was watching the news on various TVs throughout the airport. Some people were crying, and some just looked dumbfounded. I was shocked as well. I was lucky enough to get one of the rooms that was being donated by a local airport hotel. I was stranded in Indiana for a few days. I left on the first America West flight out of Indiana to Phoenix. They made us sing the national anthem before we took off and told us we were the first flight for the company since the attacks. I made it to Phoenix with no assurances that I would be able to get a flight to SFO. When I got into Phoenix, I was lucky enough to grab a connecting flight to SFO. That's a brief account of my Sept. 11 experience -- not very pleasant. 

* * * 

Nancy Lauck, Jersey City, NJ 

I was in my apartment getting ready for work like so many other lucky downtown New York City workers, and I was running about 10 minutes late. Then i saw the gaping hole in the North Tower seconds after the plane went in. Both my mobile phone and my home phone started ringing -- my brother in New Jersey and my cousin in Miami's South Beach area, calling to see whether I was in the tower or the vicinity, because I'm usually on a PATH train or in the WTC at that time. 

I called my best friend and asked her to keep me updated because I was now on my way to take the ferry to the World Financial Center (adjacent to the WTC) because I was certain the PATH train service would be affected, as it was after the 1993 bombing. She told me the news, saying that it was a small plane. I told her there was no way that was a small plane -- the hole was too big and there were way too many flames. Next, I saw the second plane out my bedroom window. It was going past the Statue of Liberty and flying very low. It was heading toward the South Tower. 

Then I went back to one of my windows that face east and said a prayer for the people on the plane and in the building as i watched it bank slightly and then pull right in. It was horrifying as much as terrifying. I knew that people were dying or dead and there was nothing that could be done for them. I realized that some might even be people I knew. As it turned out, there were. 

It's impossible to convey what it was like to witness it in real time versus watching it on TV, coming back to work a week later, seeing downtown being patrolled by National Guardsmen, seeing and smelling the awful, impossible-to-avoid stench and debris that lasted for months as an ever-present reminder of misguided zealots perpetrating the mass murder of innocent souls. 

* * * 

Lulu Asera, San Francisco, CA 

I was on my way to work. As usual, I had my Walkman on, and then it was interrupted by static, which means my cell phone was ringing. I noticed it was my sister calling from work. I answered it, and she told me that some fools had flown two planes into the World Trade Center. For a few seconds, I didn't understand what she was babbling about. She hurried off the phone, because her boyfriend has family in New York, and she wanted to call him at his job. I switched around on the radio station until I heard the horrible truth on one of the stations. 

I stood in the middle of the sidewalk, stunned, and just totally in a stage of confusion. I got my coffee and I realized that everyone around me had not yet learned of the horrific event. When I arrived at work, I immediately logged on to the Internet and learned more about it. It was close to 8 am, and everywhere I looked on the news by Internet, it was the same story. I called my house to watch the news, and I realized one of the planes was intended for San Francisco. The feeling I felt that day and thereafter is unexplainable. It was a sad day for everyone. 

* * * 

Tony Correia, San Francisco, CA 

I get up at 5:30 every morning to walk the dog before work. I was getting dressed when the morning news was interrupted by a report that a plane had hit the World Trade Center. When they first cut to New York, I had just assumed it was a small aircraft and that some moron had gone off course. Then I saw the people waving tablecloths out of the uppermost floors. 

I wholly believed that they would be rescued and that the building would be repaired. I saw the explosion of the second plane but couldn't see the plane itself because of the news graphics at the bottom of my TV screen. It was then I realized this was no accident. I called all my friends and told them to turn on the news. I was afraid to leave my apartment to walk the dog. I watched the towers collapse, and then I reluctantly went into work. People were leaving the building in droves, and I was afraid some other terrible event had occurred during my commute. I had been to New York the previous spring and used the towers as landmarks to guide me. I had considered going to the observation deck as a gesture of goodwill, a thank-you for the buildings being my guide, but I wrote the idea off, thinking that the towers would always be there. 

* * * 

Stacey, San Francisco, CA 

Sept. 11 was the most surreal day of my life. I was awakened early in the morning by my telephone. A friend asked me where my office was. I thought she meant in San Francisco. After some confusion, I panicked, because my company had offices on the 97th-101st floors of the first tower, and a man I cared deeply for was housed on the 101st floor of the second tower. By this time, both towers had been hit, but both were standing. By the time I -- thank the Fates! -- found the man I cared for, people were jumping and then the towers collapsed, one after the other. Over the next few days, I learned that no news is not always good news, as my missing co-workers and friends remained missing. 

* * * 

Angela Lucas, Boston, MA 

We were all in Boston for our company's user-group conference, at least 40 of us from the Bay Area. Our CEO was answering questions after a speech when one of the executives walked up and whispered something to him. I overheard the words "plane" and "building." My first thought was that a plane from Moffett Field had crashed into our nearby campus. I looked around the room and caught a few puzzled glances, but most of the audience was still listening to the panel. I chalked up my fears to an overactive imagination. Then our CEO announced that planes had been hijacked from Logan Airport and flown into the World Trade Center and the Pentagon. He urged us to check in with loved ones and find a television. 

It was so much worse than my initial fears. I got to my hotel room in time to see the second tower fall. I could barely comprehend that this coverage was live, that I was seeing all this as it happened. I watched the horrifying images for hours. So much was unknown. I wanted to be home, not in a hotel room just miles away from where the hijackers had slept. When I couldn't stand the broadcasts anymore, I met some co-workers in the hotel lobby. We reflected on how many of us were to have flown out the following day on West Coast-bound flights, spared by the grace of one day. I suddenly felt very lucky -- lucky to be safe, alive and among friends. 

But I still wanted to get home. With flights grounded, uncertainty became the norm. Everyone scrambled to arrange and rearrange reservations. My desire to get home was balanced with the terrifying thought of boarding an airplane. With so many of us from the Bay Area, our company decided to offer an alternative, a chartered bus to drive us all back home. It would take four days, but with no guarantee when air travel might resume, it seemed like a safe bet. Plans were made quickly, and on Sept. 13, 26 of us were slowly rolling home. 

There was something very fitting about driving across America in the wake of the terrorist attacks. This country of ours is beautiful, and its patriotism was visible. Every flag at half-staff, every marquee proclaiming "God Bless America" and other messages of hope. On the bus for 16 hours a day, we were sheltered from the constant barrage of news updates that contained so little news. We passed the long hours with movies, games and even a karaoke contest. We cheered when we saw the first airplane fly overhead, we shared in a companywide moment of silence to honor the victims, and we were elated when we crossed the California border. I was so grateful to my company for delivering us home safely, and I will never forget the beauty of this nation as seen through the windows of a bus. 

* * * 

Joy Alferness, San Francisco, CA 

My husband and I were sleeping when our phone rang at 6:30 am. Since no one calls us that early, we were alarmed but groggy, so we didn't make it to the phone in time. Jon, my husband, ran to the stairs to hear the answering-machine message. He was supposed to fly to NYC on a 9 am flight that morning. The message was from his mother, in New Jersey, telling us what was going on and that she didn't think his flight would be going. 

We are both from the East Coast, so we were extremely worried. We sat up in bed and turned on our TV to see both towers flaming. It was 45 minutes after the first plane had hit. We immediately started trying to call our loved ones in NYC. We watched for the next 12 hours. 

* * * 

Sue McCullough, Oakland, CA 

I was casual carpooling across the Bay Bridge to San Francisco. I usually rode the bus, but that morning I was late and the next bus would have been a half-hour wait. The carpool driver asked whether we'd heard the news, and we listened to the public radio station repeating what little was known -- a plane had crashed into one of the Twin Towers. 

Then the second plane hit. The other woman passenger and I kept listening in silence. The driver kept repeating "Unbelievable" as each new bit of information came over the radio. By the second or third exclamation, I wanted to hit him. To me, this had been something expected since the first bombing of the WTC in 1993. In my mind, it had always been a question of when someone would try again, and now my question was answered. I still congratulate myself for not hitting him even after the fifth and sixth repetitions. Causing a wreck on the bridge that morning would not have helped anyone's situation. 

When I got to my office, I phoned my husband, "Mr. Mom," at home and told him what was going on, and not to turn on the television, because our 4-year- old didn't need to see the endless repetitions of the plane crashes. Then I convinced him that he shouldn't bring our fourth-grader home from school. 

My managers decided to send all nonessential staff home and keep only a skeleton crew to keep systems running. Two hours later I was home, trying to tear myself away from those disturbing television images and only succeeding when the 4-year-old would wander downstairs from his bedroom into the living room. 

In the following days, we learned that a former housemate's family were okay, although their apartment building was inside the barricades and they couldn't get away from the smoke. And some old friends whom we thought still lived in the Bronx and worked in Manhattan had moved to Austin, Texas, four months earlier. 

I spent a bit of time providing very detailed maps of my work location in the city, and the tallest S.F. buildings, to my non-Bay Area relatives, reassuring them that I was in little or no danger at work. 

And then our lives went on as they had before. 

* * * 

Dave Abston, Vallejo, CA 

I was at home, watching TV like nearly everybody else. Unlike nearly everybody else, however, I had no moment of great patriotic awakening or a burning desire to hang flags from every porch and car-radio antenna I saw. The attacks on the World Trade Center were the chickens coming home to roost after decades of Republican interference, neglect and incompetence in American foreign policy. How long do we, as a country, think we can get away with bullying and brutalizing other countries, slaughtering their citizens for the good of American "interests" (read: corporate profits), and supporting sadistic dictators as long as they toe the American line? 

We've already killed more Afghans than died in the World Trade Center on Sept. 11, and the people responsible for that attack are still nowhere to be found. Now, based only on the desire of our unelected "president" to avenge his daddy's mistakes in a previous administration (and, by coincidence, guarantee huge profits for his Cabinet, cronies and family members), we are about to embark on another "lovely little war" that all of our allies and most of our own citizens are dead set against. The lessons are these: As ye sow, so shall ye reap, and, those who do not learn from history are doomed to repeat it. God help us, every one. 

V.J. Quigley, Novato, CA 

The clock went off just before 6 -- jumbled words about a plane crash. So, what else is new? I walked into the shower. When I came out, there were planes into both of the WTC buildings in New York. I knew immediately it was a terrorist act of some kind. I work in emergency management. 

I knocked on my teenage daughter's door. "There is a terrorist attack in New York City," I said. "A couple jetliners into the World Trade Center." She didn't open her door, but I heard her ask, "Does this mean I can stay home from school?" 

Then the plane hit the Pentagon. I knocked again. This time, she came out with a worried look on her face. My son, one of her older brothers, had just completed Marine Corps boot camp in San Diego. "What does this mean for John?" she asked. 

I watched the towers collapse on TV, the planes hitting them over and over again. "Mesmerized" is the only word I can think of. Work called. Security had been ramped up. There was a strategy meeting set for 9 am. I shook it off and got busy. 

* * * 

A.S. Pierce, Oakland, CA 

I was up early, as usual, scanning the Internet for news stories, drinking my coffee and preparing for another day at work in the City. I had just read a BBC story about a German cabinet minister who was entangled in a scandolous relationship -- using military aircraft for an illicit rendezvous -- when I clicked on a German news site to read its local coverage. And there, on the lead page, was a color photograph of one of the towers, smoke and flames engulfing the upper stories. 

I quickly scanned the gist of the text caption and realized that this was not some special-effects exercise or computer-graphics trick. I immediately ran upstairs to the television, where, on every channel, live coverage captured the second plane's surreal impact. I watched for several minutes and then walked over to the window to check on the Transamerica Pyramid. 

* * * 

Will Carino, Sacramento, CA 

I was home sick with the flu. My friend, Richard, called me at 6 am, telling me turn on the TV quick! As soon as I turned it on, I saw the second plane hit the second tower of the World Trade Center. At first, I thought it was some special effect for an upcoming movie, and I went back to sleep. Thinking I was dreaming, I turned the TV back on and realized it was for real. I spent my entire day watching the TV news. It was just awful. I called work, and found out the majority of the workers were sent home. 

* * * 

Duncan, San Francisco, CA 

I was surfing. Best south swell of the year. 

* * * 

Leeman, San Francisco, CA 

I was in NYC the night before 9/11, flying back from a weeklong trip. I was possibly on the last flight that left JFK and actually arrived in SFO. We arrived at SFO a little after midnight on 9/11. Our flight out of JFK was delayed three hours due to a thunderstorm. (At the time, I thought we wouldn't be able to fly that night.) 

In NYC, I was staying with relatives in Chinatown (five minutes away from the WTC). I was on the WTC observation deck four days before it went down. I have pictures. I couldn't believe what happened when I turned on the TV and realized that I had just been there less than 24 hours ago. I was freaking out because I knew my aunt worked in Tower 1 (which was hit first); fortunately, she was late for work and wasn't in the building. It's crazy to think that if that thunderstorm hadn't subsided, I would have been in there. And might have made a last visit to WTC on 9/11. Crazy! Oh, and 9/11 is my birthday. That's why I scheduled my returning flight on 9/10, so I could celebrate my birthday at home. What if I had decided to celebrate my birthday in NYC? 

* * * 

Kevin Ahn, Tracy, CA 

On the 10th of September, I was in the City, with my girlfriend. Around evening, we headed to the beach to watch the sun go down. There were many people on the beach that night, and after the sun passed beyond the horizon, the twilight was orange and light yellow and blue. It was that magic time between day and night when, all of a sudden, a small, intensely bright light traveled a path coming straight down from the sky, then turned inland, as if transistioning from vertical to horizontal. Just as quickly, it was gone. 

I knew it was not a shooting star, due to its course and its seeming closeness to Earth. Its brightness ruled out light catching a bird or something, as did its speed. My mind searched for explanations for the light. Finding no reasonable ones, I decided not to say anything about the light to my girlfriend. However, she turned to me at that point and asked, "Did you see that light?" I admitted I had, and the two of us talked about what it might be, with no real outcome. It got dark, and we packed up and drove to Tracy. In the morning my brother woke me up, saying, "They just bombed the trade centers. You'd better come see this." I still wonder about the light. 

* * * 

David Lane, Salt Lake City, UT 

I was on the train heading to work when I suddenly realized everyone was on their cell phones. Everyone! I overheared a snippet: "Somebody blew up the Towers!" 

* * * 

John Fitzgerald, San Francisco, CA 

My day started like always. I punched off my alarm clock, stumbled to the window to open the drapes, then punched on the TV to see what fluff Matt and Katie were covering today. I was just in time to see the second plane hit the WTC. I was stunned. As the enormity of what has happening dawned on me and the rest of the nation, I was frozen in front of the tube. I somehow managed to make coffee and get dressed and ready for work.I don't remember ever considering staying home. Quite the opposite: I needed to be with other people. 

As I arrived at the St. Anthony Foundation, in the Tenderloin, everyone seemed to be just as much in shock as I was. But there was work to do. Two thousand people would be showing up for lunch in a few hours. We'd scheduled a group of volunteers from a downtown corporation, but that firm, like so many others, had closed for the day. So a bunch of St. Anthony's staff who don't usually "work" the dining room left their posts and donned aprons. 

There was no place I would have rather been that awful day! With everything familiar seeming threatened, with the whole nation feeling vulnerable and quaking, it was so important to be connected that day with both the servers and the guests in our dining room! The compassion and generosity of our staff and volunteers was a great source of stability during those scary hours. And our poor and homeless guests were, as always, an inspiration! Their courage, their simplicity and their basic humanity proved to be a great booster shot of reassurance about the real goodness of the human family. 

There is always a rich sense of community in the dining room at St. Anthony's. On 9/11/01, the meal tasted better than ever! 

* * * 

Anna Garcia, San Jose, CA 

I woke up to my clock-radio alarm going off, and the first words I heard were the news guy on KFOG saying that a plane had hit the Pentagon. At first I thought that I heard it wrong. So I got up out of bed and went into my living room to turn on the television. There I saw the WTC in flames and watched as a plane hit the second tower. 

My husband works on Moffett Field, so I knew that the base would be crazy. He was in the shower, and so I popped my head into the bathroom and told him that planes had hit the Pentagon and both towers of the WTC. He just looked at me like I was crazy and jumped out of the shower to call work. I went back to the living room and just stared at the television. I couldn't move, and the tears just came streaming down my face. 

My daughters were getting up for school, and I called the school to confirm that there would still be classes. School had not been canceled, so I got them ready and took them to school. At the time, we lived very close to San Jose International Airport, so it was really strange not to see or hear any planes as we walked to school. 

I went into work, where everyone was just walking around like zombies. No one knew what to do, and we were all near tears. We have an office in New York, and the partner there was able to call and let us know that everyone there was safe. We watched television and wept. My husband lost a school friend in the WTC. I lost my faith in the future of humankind. 

* * * 

Kate Stevenson, Monteverde Cloud Forest, Costa Rica 

My husband and I were on our honeymoon in Costa Rica and were hiking in the serene cloud forest from around 7 am to noon central time on Sept. 11. We had no idea such destruction was taking place thousands of miles away. We had lunch in a small town and the waiter asked whether we had heard what happened in New York. He spoke little English and had to pantomime the plane and the tall buildings and the explosions. 

The first thing my husband said was that we would be going to war in Afghanistan. There was no doubt in our minds it was Osama bin Laden. After lunch, we tried to get on CNN at an Internet caf&eacut;, but the connection was terrible and we couldn't watch any of the video. So we tried to put it out of our minds. I knew we would be seeing the terrible images for months to come. That evening we had dinner at a resturant where the owner had brought his TV down from his apartment for us all the watch. 

We ended up having five extra days in Costa Rica due to the grounded flights. We spent hundreds of dollars on our calling card to check in with everyone, including my husband's uncle, who works at the Pentagon. He was okay, but he lost his best friend. It was a very stressful time being away from our family and friends, but the Costa Rican people were very concerned about our country and were just as angered as our people were back at home. 

* * * 

Karen Dorantes, Crockett, CA 

Up until that day, Crockett, California, was just a tiny little coastal hamlet of a couple thousand ecletic souls tucked way up on the Opposite Coast, just far enough away from the rest of everything to be relatively unknown. 

The radio came on at 5:30 am. I was just beginning to come to consciousness when the announcer broke into the normal newstalk droning and said that the World Trade Center was on fire. 

(My husband's a volunteer firefighter, so when we hear that word, it wakes us up very quickly.) 

I don't know what made me sense it was a terrorist attack, but I had this horrible, nauseous feeling that it wasn't an accident; I bolted upright in bed and told my husband to turn on the TV, quick! 

Moments later, as we watched the first tower burning, I saw the second plane and shouted, "Look! there's a jet -- and it's headed right for the building." And then we both just gasped, knowing we had witnessed, live, the instant death of hundreds of people. It felt like having your living heart wrenched right out of your chest. 

Right then, we weren't just in Crockett. It wasn't a tiny little coastal town anymore; this wasn't just our refuge and our room. We became directly connected to a moment, to an experience, to our communities, to a whole nation. Life changed at that one moment early in the morning. 

We were numb; we couldn't think of what to do or where we were supposed to be, so, mechanically, mindlessly, we went to work, because that's what we always do -- we had to do something normal, or at least try. 

I had managers stranded in Los Angeles, and I was concerned about getting them back, so I went to my office in the Financial District to get important papers, but I tell you, I was never so scared as I was every minute I was in there. 

Everywhere on San Franicsco streets, terrified workers were stampeding to the ferries, subways, buses, anything, just out -- nobody wanted to be in the City; they were all afraid we'd be the next target. Since I work on the top floor of a building two blocks away from a likely target, I have to admit I was sick with fear. I made my way down to the waterfront, away from anything that was tall or a landmark, and watched the nightmare unfold from the big screen at Sinbad's. When we finally made it back home again, late in the evening, we didn't talk. He just watched images unfolding on television, the same ones I watched all day from a safe haven on the waterfront, and that is when emotion finally surfaced. We said nothing; there was a ragged breath, and we simply, silently cried. 

* * * 

Eric Soderlund, Petaluma, CA 

I was home that morning, about four months after I'd been dot-commed out of my job. My days were turning into a routine then: up at 6:30 am, make coffee, fix my wife's lunch and see her off, and fire up the computer for the daily job search. As the coffee bubbled away, I stood at the kitchen window and looked down the cul-de-sac toward the park, and the elementary school next to it. 

Watching the moms drive up with their children every morning was a ritual I was fond of, a daily reminder that the world was still out there, normal and functioning. Being unemployed that long does strange things to your mind, your heart. You look for things to keep you feeling connected. And when I looked out the window that morning, it was very quiet. No idling cars, no running children, no dogs in the park. Nothing. Damned strange. 

A little before 8 am, my wife grabbed her lunch, kissed me and ran out the door. I watched as she drove off to work. A few minutes of quiet while I made a bagel, and then the phone rang. When I heard my wife's voice, I knew something was wrong. "Turn on the TV," she said. "There's something going on in New York! I'll call you when I get to work." And so I did, and the quiet streets stayed quiet. 

The first image I saw was a jet knifing into the tower, then the fireball and the explosions. I started channel surfing, and those images were everywhere. You know it's bad when the seasoned journalists are pale, their voices shaking. I started flashing back to the Loma Prieta quake, remembering how the media coverage had pretty much convinced the rest of the world that San Francisco was gone. Was this as bad as it looked? 

It was worse. The images grew more disturbing -- the second plane crashing into the other tower, the Pentagon, Pennsylvania, the towers collapsing, fighter jets, the terrified people in the streets. After a few hours of the hair all over my body standing on end, I started getting nauseated. Thinking back to a trip I'd made to New York on business some years back, the view from the Empire State Building, the incredible vastness of that city. I had walked within a block of the World Trade Center on that trip, marveling at those towers. That's when the sadness set in. The anger came later. 

Petaluma is a world away from New York City. But on that terrible day, distance didn't matter. Everyone in this country lived in the same town that day. We desperately need to remember that. On the one-year anniversary next week, I hope the media doesn't rerun all that footage. It's not necessary. We would be better served by seeing mothers dropping their children off at school on a sunny September morning -- or anything else that keeps us connected. 

* * * 

Lois Wallace, Quincy, CA 

While I was still sleeping (I'm retired), I heard the phone ring. It was my daughter in Albany, New York, asking whether the TV was on, telling me hysterically about the World Trade Center and Washington, DC, and how it meant war. All I heard was "war." Oh, God, I thought, not again! 

Having spent almost five years of my youth in that state of life standing still, boys going off to be killed, casualty reports, all I could think of was, "Please, God, not again!" Please, talk to those of us who lived through the horrors of World War II before another war is started. 

* * * 

Clare McKennett, San Mateo, CA 

Tuesday morning, my boyfriend and I woke up a bit late and we were rushed; we didn't have time to turn the news on while we dressed. We left the house a few minutes late and headed up to San Francisco to drop me off for work at The Chronicle. As we were passing SFO, I noticed that there were no planes and then saw a sign that said that all flights were delayed. 

At first this seemed normal, until my morning-clouded brain registered that there was in fact no fog. We turned on the radio to hear that a second plane had just hit the World Trade Center, followed by the news that yet another plane had struck the Pentagon. We made the decision that we should continue on to work. My boyfriend dropped me off, and I will never forget the images on the television screens as I walked in the doors of 901 Mission St., or the jolt of fear brought forth by the sound of a jet flying over in the now-silent night since commercial air traffic was stopped. We knew they were military planes headed for Moffett Field, but there was still always that split second when you weren't sure. 

Marilyn, Modesto, CA 

I was about to turn the TV off and leave for work when I saw the first tower on fire. Then I watched the second plane hit Tower 2. I am sick to my stomach every day and feel so bad for the families that were left behind. I can't get it out of my head. I love this country. God bless America. I shook it off and got busy. 

* * * 

Kip Johannsen, Oakland, CA 

I woke up early that morning because I had to get to work for an early phone meeting with some people on the East Coast. The dogs, of course, got up at the same time and wanted their early-morning walk, which my wife, not too happily, supplied. On her way home, a neighbor who was out front told her that an airplane had hit one of the towers. By the time she got home and fed the dogs, the second airplane had hit the other tower. She turned on the TV about five minutes later. She came and told me about it while I was finishing my morning shower. 

We were watching TV together when the first of the towers collapsed. The first thing my wife did was cry while saying, "Oh, my God. Think of all the firefighters and police that just died and the people that didn't make it out." I was a police officer for six years but had changed jobs about four years earlier, so it really affected her. My meeting was canceled, and I worked (only a little) from home that day. 

* * * 

Bonnie Benjamin, San Francisco, CA 

It was early, and the phones were ringing, ringing, over and over again throughout the apartment. I thought, "Who is calling this early?" I got up, took a shower and knew immediately that something was wrong when I heard the tone of the news on the usually jovial 97.3 morning show. My roommmate knocked on the door and dragged me out to the TV just in time to see the footage of the buildings falling down. I remember gasping in horror and going back to my room to break down in tears and take a call from my sister out east. 

What also stands out so vividly in my mind is that just the evening before, I'd been out running along the bay, watching a beautiful sunset behind the Golden Gate Bridge and dolphins playing in the water. I remember thinking that life at that moment was pretty damn good and beautiful. What a contrast between that evening image and the morning that was to come! 

* * * 

Mike Goefron, downtown Manhattan, NY 

I was coming out of the Astor Place subway station in the East Village when I noticed people all around me standing still and looking upward. I turned around and saw thick black smoke coming out of the one of the towers of the World Trade Center. 

I worked on the 10th floor in a downtown office, so we had a clear view of the two towers from our windows. (We were about 20 blocks away.) My co-workers and I stood by and watched in horror as we saw the second plane come into view and hit the second tower. 

I remember at one point turning to a co-worker and saying,"I hope that's debris falling down the side of the building." Unfortunately, it was not, and it is an image I will not ever forget. 

I also remember getting a call from my sister, who was at the World Trade Center, coming out of the PATH train that runs underneath. She felt the impact while coming up an escalator and ran from the plaza when the second plane hit. 

Then there was the walk back to Brooklyn. I had to walk down toward the World Trade Center to get home via the Brooklyn Bridge. The air was filled with ash and smoke. 

I also remember that over the next couple of days, whenever I headed home, I could hear the high-pitched alarms that firefighters use when they are in distress. 

* * * 

Wendie Caputo, Norfolk, VA 

Sept. 11, 2001, started out just feeling ... well, off. Perhaps I had a clothing crisis, or our toddler was cranky -- it wasn't a good morning. 

I had the radio on the local morning show and was doing work and surfing the Net. I wasn't paying much attention when a caller said a plane had hit one of the towers. The station switched over to a live broadcast feed. 

Women at a bulletin board online were posting how they just watched the first plane crash into the towers. It was worse than hearing it on the radio -- these were women I had come to know as friends. 

Someone wheeled the big-screen TV into the office spaces. Some watched in horror as the second plane manuvered its way through the skyscrapers and crash into the other tower. Rumors abounded about the White House, the State Department. We were granted early liberty. My husband, after fighting his way through naval-base traffic, picked me up, and we took the long way home. More rumors flew about the area tunnels being closed and under close scrutiny. We went straight to the sitter's house and got our son. He slept as I tried to make sense of what was happening. Friends called, wondering whether my husband would be shipped out to sea. I found solace that evening in "SpongeBob SquarePants" and "Win Ben Stein's Money." I was numb. 

* * * 

Kimberly Kelley, San Francisco, CA 

I was up early that morning and feeling good. I hopped in my car shortly after 6 am. KPFA was on the dial, and Amy Goodman was speaking. I heard talk of a plane crashing into the World Trade Center in NYC. Then a second plane hit -- I was quite sure I was listening to some sort of "what if" scenario - a "War of the Worlds" for the '00s. 

I stopped and got my coffee - I still wasn't sure. Everything was fine in Happy Donut. I got back in the car somewhat reassured, and listened as I was driving through the city. Once it dawned on me that this was actually happening, I thought of my brother -- my best friend -- who lives in NYC. I tried to call him, but couldn't get through. (Eventually he called my parents, who let me know he was fine.) 

I was worried. I couldn't decide whether to go to work or turn around and tell my husband what had happened. I turned around, then turned back toward work, then turned around again, then headed back once more toward work, then finally went home again -- the confusion everyone was feeling was definitely affecting me. I got home and climbed the four flights of stairs to our flat. 

Out of breath, I woke my husband and told him what had happened. He didn't believe it. I called my parents, and they didn't believe it. We all turned on the TV and spent the entire day watching the horror, sad and scared and worried not only for those in NYC but also for the war and for deaths of more innocent people that seemed sure to come as a result. 

Later that day, my husband and I walked through our neighborhood and the Panhandle, and truly appreciated the beauty of life. 

* * * 

Barbara Plowman, Shanghai, China 

My sister and I were in Shanghai. We had just gotten back from the Peace Hotel, where we had listened to Dixieland jazz -- all-American music. We got a call from someone on our tour saying "something terrible is happening in the States." We turned on the TV and watched it on CNN, feeling stunned. We were to go on a boat for the next nine days with almost no news. The Chinese tour guides were very kind to us. They sang, "I'm Leaving on a Jet Plane," which was very comforting to me, even if we were stuck there and not able to go home. 

We got together on the boat and had a memorial service. Out of 60 people there, only two or three had any news from an Internet café. I felt safe in China, but I knew I had only so much medication and my sister had only so much insulin. Later, I lit candles for peace at a little Buddhist temple called the Temple of Thanksgiving. By the end of our trip, we were able to fly home and listen to everyone's stories. 

* * * 

Roxane Davis, Asheville, NC 

My first inclination when sitting down to write this was to tell you my friend's story. You see, she had a bird's-eye view of the physical, mental and spiritual impact a terrorist can have on what started out as just another day at the office. She was in Tower Two. She survived. Physically, that is. 

I've encouraged her to write her story. I feel it could prove to be a catharsis in her healing process. 

As for me, I (like many others) watched the devastation from my home. I sat with my legs up under my chin, a blanket wrapped around my body for comfort, huddling on the loveseat in my living room, clutching the cordless phone and waiting for a return call from my friend Roe. I knew she worked for Morgan Stanley in one of the two towers. 

For hours, I watched the same reels of tape played in front of me. I couldn't imagine how she could've survived. I would cry and then tell myself to stop, that I needed to think positive. I even sent an e-mail, knowing how futile at the time my effort was, yet I couldn't help myself. 

My dad called. He said he thought I might need someone to talk to. Not that my husband (Steve) wasn't comforting, but Dad thinks I'm more emotionally fragile then Steve does. 

I told him about Roe, and he said he would pray for her. We talked a little more; I'm sure he said something philosophical to try to comfort me, and then we hung up. 

I would have to wait until 9:45 pm before I heard her voice on the other end. It was Roe; she was amazingly calm. She had made it down 43 flights of stairs and walked for what seemed like an eternity to get out of New York City. She was calling me from the car. She had gotten my message (the one where I asked her to call so I would know it was okay to stop crying). We agreed to talk in the morning, and she told me not to worry and that she loved me for caring so much. 

It would be a month before I was to fully realize the impact Sept. 11 had made on my friend's life. 

She attempted to return to work but was unable to perform her duties. Her husband is unable to give her to love and support she needs to heal. She has found herself unemployed, without a home, without any benefit of all the charities that are supposed to be available for the victims. 

Tomorrow, I will go to see her at Copestone, the hospital here in Asheville, where she checked herself in. I asked her to come to the mountains to try and heal. Unfortunately, her nightmares follow her whereever she goes, and, eventually, she finds she can't cope with her reality. 

I'm beginning to wonder whether this is what it's like to watch somebody you love lose their mind. 

* * * 

Robert Patterson, Chicago, IL 

I was wrapping up a weeklong visit with friends in Chicago. On the morning I was to depart, I was showering when my host knocked on the bathroom door and said, "A plane just hit the World Trade Center. You may want to come watch this!" I called back through the steam, "Aw, it's probably just a Cessna or something. I'll be there in a minute." 

"No, come here now" was the response, issued in that unmistakable parental tone of voice indicating that this is a non-negotiable command. Wrapping a towel around me and dripping my way into the den, I arrived just in time to see the second plane strike the other tower. 

* * * 

Laura, Fremont, CA 

I was asleep. The alarm went off at 5:30 am. I groaned, rolled over and turned on the TV, preparing to snooze a few more minutes. I was jarred awake by the urgent voices and noises on the TV. I sat up and realized with horror what was going on. I elbowed my sleeping husband next to me in bed to wake up. He was groggy and thought I was watching a movie. I told him that, no, this was real! We both sat, incredulous, watching the events taking place in New York. My father called me from Michigan, asking me whether I was watching the television. I told him I was. My husband held me as I cried on the bed. 

I reluctantly dressed and went to work. There was a TV on in the office, and we all crowded around it, talking and shaking our heads. The whole day, I listened to the radio. When I was outside, I stared up at the sky, finding it so odd that there were no planes flying overhead. The whole night at home was spent in front of the TV, watching the images of the planes slamming into the towers over and over again. Sleep did not come easy that night. 

* * * 

P. Hutchinson, Crane, OR 

My husband and I were riding our tandem on the annual Cycle Oregon bike tour. We were camped in the small high-desert town of Crane. We had just finished breakfast, and I had gone over to the information booth to ask a question when I heard a radio (set up by the tour organizers) blaring behind me, saying, "... the planes that hit the World Trade Center..." I was shocked but managed to get my question asked. 

After listening to the radio broadcast for a while, we went back to our tent to pack up and leave for the next town. My husband asked the people whose front yard we were camped in whether he could see the television. The organizers decided to continue the ride because, logistically, doing anything else was impossible. It was a benefit ride for the small towns we were visiting -- but it sure wasn't fun anymore. 

* * * 

Carol Cullens, Sacramento, CA 

I was running late that morning and did not turn on the TV while I got ready for work. When I got on the bus at 7:30 am, everyone was quiet or talking in whispers. I gradually became aware that something shocking had happened in New York -- my hometown. I was too embarrassed to ask anyone on the bus, but when I reached work, crowds of people were standing in the lobby. They were talking excitedly, exchanging information, trying to figure out the facts. When I found out what it was all about, I was chilled, and my hands went numb. I experienced symptoms of shock I'd only read about -- cold trembling, lightheadedness, such a weakness in my legs that they almost went out from under me, and I felt my hair literally stand up. Also, and more telling, I found myself speechless. There was nothing I could say -- at that point, we thought it was a horrible accident. 

In my office, everyone was listening to the radio, and I learned then that both towers had been hit. At about 8:30 am, our director ordered everyone to go home for the day. The trains and buses were picking up anyone who needed a ride, and while there was a fair amount of speculation, we were still unaware of the enormity of what had taken place. I was petrified to turn on the TV, but it seemed that if I didn't, I'd just get under the covers and sleep for the rest of the day. 

What I was seeing couldn't be possible. By then, the towers had fallen, and I sat in a chair with both hands over my mouth, watching as screaming, gray people ran down the streets. The blood, the shock, the destruction, the sheer numbers of dead and dying people, made me weak. At one point later in the day (I was unable to leave the television screen), I suddenly decided that I was asleep -- it was a nightmare, and I would be so grateful if I could only figure out how to wake up. That feeling didn't last long, but I realize that the enormity of this had exceeded my ability to process it, so I just turned it into a dream, because at least you wake up from dreams, no matter how horrible. 

* * * 

Guillermo Austino, San Francisco, CA 

I was at home, asleep, when everything was unfolding. As I parked my car and walked to the BART station, a woman tried to tell me something but was drowned out by passing traffic from the freeway. I got off BART and saw people rushing en masse to the escalator. One woman said, "My husband said to turn around and come home -- we are being attacked." 

I worried about whether I would make it home or die in the underground. There was a medical emergency that kept the train I was on stopped at the station. I just wanted peace. For the first time since I came to San Francisco, people were truly nice to one another. I am proud to be an American! 

* * * 

Jeff Meltzer, Bloomingdale, NJ 

I had lived in Novato up until 2000, when I relocated to New Jersey due to my divorce and my ex bringing our son here. I had been fortunate to continue working for the Internet company I had been with in the Bay Area here. 

I was working out of my home last year at this time, when the phone rang. It was my girlfriend, who was driving over the George Washington Bridge and told me that she just heard that a plane had crashed into the WTC. 

I turned on the TV and could not turn it off for days. Calling friends or family was next to impossible, just like the '89 quake in San Francisco, when it was impossible to make or receive a phone call. I just couldn't believe what was taking place a mere 30 miles from my home. The horror hit me later that afternoon, when I drove to my girlfriend's house, again about 30 miles from Manhattan, only to see on the eastern side of my ride a huge plume of smoke from the disaster. I could not take my eyes off the smoke for the rest of the night. 

Knowing about the death and destruction that took place so close to my new home made me think long and hard of getting out of this area, which still, a year later, appears to be a constant target. 

Jan Spielberger, San Francisco, CA 

When my alarm went off at 6:30, I heard something about a plane and a building, but I hit the snooze button and didn't really pay attention. I thought it was a small plane that had hit a house or something. When I finally got up, I immediately turned the radio off and went to take a shower. It wasn't until I was getting ready to drink my coffee around 7:20 that I turned the TV on and saw what was happening. It didn't really register, because I kept thinking that there should be 2 towers and there was only one and it was on fire. I didn't know that one had already fallen. I just thought it was being shot at a weird angle, so you couldn't see the second one. Then within minutes, the remaining tower collapsed. I couldn't believe my eyes. 

Even then, because I hadn't been watching for very long and didn't know exactly what had happened, I was still going to go to work. Then one of the commentators said that they had closed the Sears Tower in Chicago and I realized that my company was headquartered in the Bank of America building -- one of San Francisco's tallest buildings and a landmark. So I called the office and got the message that we were closed. 

I was a little surprised at my reaction to the towers being gone. I had never been to New York when they weren't there. We used to go buy last-minute theatre tickets at the WTC box office, which a lot of people didn't know about. I got out photos I had taken of New York to see what I had with them in the background. They almost seemed like living things. 

I worked at AON for a few months in 1997, and people asked me if I knew anyone who worked in their New York office. I didn't think so, and it wasn't until a couple of months later that I discovered I had dealt with two of the AON employees who died. It was strange to think that I was 3,000 miles away and only worked for the company a short time, yet still personally knew victims. It reinforced what a small world we really live in. 

Just as I will always remember where I was when Kennedy was shot, I will never forget how I found out about this tragic event. 

* * * 

Andy Brooks, Castelrotto, Italy 

The concierge mentioned that "one of your buildings is on fire" and pointed towards CNN on his television. It was just minutes after the first plane hit. We were checking into a small hotel in the Dolomites. 

We checked into our room, turned on CNN, and learned of possible other highjackings. 

Where was my girlfriend's mom? She's a flight attendant for United Airlines. Grounded in Denver. 

So what now? It was the beginning of a long-planned two week trip through Italy. Watching CNN was surreal. 

We packed a lunch and set off on a hike. 

* * * 

Chris Chan, Bali, Indonesia 

I was on the third day of my vacation to Bali Indonesia. I was at a bar with a friend when this American woman there recognizes us as Americans and asks us if we heard about some crazy story about a plane hitting the World Trade Center. She heard about it from her mother who called from upstate New York. I figured it was some single engine private plane, not a commercial airliner. But then the woman tells us it was a terrorist attack. 

We run over to an Internet cafe to check it out. By that time, the Pentagon had been hit. And I started thinking, "this is NOT happening on my vacation." So the three of us run over to our hotel room to watch the coverage on CNBC Asia throughout the night. 

I have a couple of friends who work in the lower Manhatten area -- one who worked for Lehman Brothers and another with Morgan Stanley. I call my parents to ask them to try and find out if they're ok. The woman I met also knew several people at Lehman. 

I start to worry that I won't be able to get back into the country. My dad tells me that if that's the case, he knows people in Hong Kong that I could stay with. 

The next morning I wake up and ask my friend if I just had a bad dream or did it really happen. I just couldn't believe it. 

Both my my friends were okay. My friend at Lehman worked directly across the street from the WTC and saw the whole thing happen in front of him. His wife was doing her residency in a hospital in Manhatten and worked long hours treating the injured. They now live in Los Angeles. 

* * * 

Rachel Stuart, Waterloo, Ontario, CA 

I'd just dropped my boyfriend off for his classes and headed back to his house. I turned on the TV to find every station (both American and Canadian) showing video of the first plane hitting, over and over and over, and the billowing smoke, then live when the second plane hit and the collapse of both towers, then the wild speculation that followed for the next week. I was worried about war, if there would be more...I felt incredibly isolated in an empty house so far from home -- but the hospitality of every Canadian I met was amazing and something I'm very grateful for. 

* * * 

Leila, San Leandro, CA 

At the precise time of the attack I was out jogging but was listening to my tapes, not the radio, on my Walkman. So it wasn't until about 7:15 a.m. that, after I had bundled my son into his car seat for the brief ride to the sitter's, I turned the radio on to NPR. To my surprise, Bob Edwards was speaking. I wondered why he was on at that time, and as I listened I kept hearing the words "attack", "World Trade Center", "Pentagon", "collapse of the towers", and so forth. Gradually it dawned on me that something awful had happened. When I got to the sitter's, I asked her if she had turned her radio or TV on yet. She said no. I said "I think you'd better turn your TV on, I believe something terrible has happened in New York". (I don't have a TV at home). So she did, and we both watched in horror as we saw the replay of the towers collapsing into dust and rubble. I couldn't stay much longer so I drove to work, listening to NPR in a haze of disbelief. I kept up with the day's events via the Internet. I couldn't stop watching the footage of the collapsing towers. 

* * * 

Tracy Williams, Sacramento, CA 

I had fallen asleep with the television on, per usual. My alarm was set to go off at 4:45 a.m., but I had hit snooze several times, again per usual. The haze of slumber was only beginning to ease as I heard some newscaster say something like "a plane has just crashed into the World Trade Center in New York." I still don't know if it was the voice in my head or the one coming from the TV that mentioned the possibility of terrorism. But in my heart I already knew that it was. 

I grabbed my glasses to bring the horror into better focus. It wasn't three seconds later that, on live TV, the second plane came roaring into the other building. I remember gasping and feeling numb. The words "all the orphans, all the orphans" kept echoing through my mind. How many children would lose both parents? At 28, I still fear losing mine in that paralyzing, childlike way. 

I don't think that sleepy fog has lifted for many of us who were just being born as the nation was starting to wake up from the Vietnam nightmare. We don't know what war is. Desert Storm surely doesn't count. All I know is that war is bad. 

The scope of what happened that day is too big to see yet, without the perspective of the passage of a great deal of time. We are all aware that the effects will be profound, that they will define our generation in much the same way that Pearl Harbor or the Great Depression has defined the past. But I worry that our so-called War on Terror, coupled with memorials, whose numbers will dwindle more and more with each passing year, will not be enough salve to soothe our injured souls. 

And I especially worry that the terrorism is far from over. 

* * * 

Stephanie, San Francisco, CA 

The phone rang while I was in the shower at 6:30am, and my daughter brought it to me, since it was my mother in Cleveland. I figured it was something very good or very bad for her to call so early. When she told me about the plane hitting the WTC Towers, I burst into tears since the company I work for had over a thousand employees between both 1 and 2. My mom felt bad, since she did not realize that I might actually know anyone there. 

I sort of went on automatic after that, as the day became more and more surreal. I went to drop my daughter off at school, but they were waving us off at the usual drop-off point, as SF Unified had made the decision to shut the schools down for the day. 

Then, I headed downtown to my office, figuring I would at least check in and pick up my computer. There was very little traffic, and since the garage had been closed, I just parked on the street, figuring I would take my chances on a ticket. I arrived in the office just as they were asking us to leave the building (Embarcadero Ctr. So, I grabbed my computer and some paperwork, and headed home with my daughter. 

Our house at that time was for sale, and was open that morning for a brokers tour of all things! So I hung out with my realtor watching television -- maybe one or two people stopped by the whole morning. All I could think about was the growing list in my head of people I was worried about -- my colleagues based at WTC, my friends who live and work in Manhattan, my first cousin -- a NYC Firefighter; SF co-workers in NY who might have been at WTC that morning; friends and relatives in DC who might have reason to be at the Pentagon; our rabbi who was in NY and usually takes that am flight to SF... 

The truly surreal end to my day was another call from Cleveland, that evening. It was my mother again, telling me SF General (hospital) was looking for someone to give consent for medical treatment for an elderly relative who had been admitted the day before. Neither I, nor my family had any contact with the person in the last 18 years. The hospital had tracked down a number in Cleveland through the internet, and my Mom wanted to tell me about it, rather than give the hospital my number. Of course, I did call them and agree to take responsibility for her, and that's a whole other story. 

I was fortunate and did not lose anyone I was close to, but there are still reverberations within the company I work for from all the people who were lost, and I continue to see the impact the event has had on people who did lose loved friends. 

* * * 

Stacy Jo McDermott, San Francisco, CA 

The day started at 5.30 AM for me that day. Thoughts of the downturn in business held my thoughts while I watched the local news. At 5.45 AM the local station cut to New York where I watched the first tower billowing smoke...how could this be? Did the pilot have a medical emergency and lost control of the plane? As I watched I pushed thoughts of someone deliberately doing this horrible thing out of my mind, until I watched, in un-belief the 2nd plane slamming into the second tower. I immediately tried calling relatives back east who I know work in lower Manhatten to check on their status. Not being able to get through, I numbly got ready for work and started for my office. It wasn't until I got there that I found out not only the Twin Towers were hit, but the Pentagon also. And to add insult to injury, that the Twin Towers had collapsed. After two hours, our offices closed, I went home, watched more news, stuck by the phone to hear from family and generally just tried to sort out what I had and was witnessing. Did I feel any fear? In all honesty, no, just a deep sadness for the state of the world and the path(s) that we might take as a nation. Forever are those images forged into my memory...never to forget but never to give up hope in any circumstance. 

* * * 

Ronald Put, Alameda, CA 

I was sleeping in bed when at 6:30AM I was called by my dad who lives in Europe (Holland). He told me: "Son get out of bed and turn on the TV, they are flying airplanes into the world trade center and the pentagon and the white house and all buildings are on fire." (initial news was not very accurate anywhere) The events of 9/11 took place at about 3PM local time in Western Europe hence more people were awake there than on the west coast and all TV channels had switched over to US CNN and FOX news feeds right away (just like in the rest of the world). 

* * * 

Chona Cruz, San Francisco, CA 

I was at home sleeping. My mom woke me up and told me to watch the news on t.v. I watched the news all day flipping from one channel to another. 

* * * 

Ron Martinez, Recife, Brazil 

I was staying in a hotel here in Brazil (where I now live and work), and I'd just woken up and turned on the TV to a local Brazilian station which was broadcasting live images of one the twin towers on fire. I thought it had to be a bad movie or something. I then switched to CNN where, of course, they were showing the exact same images. After a few minutes of shock and disbelief, I called my wife at work and said, "You won't believe this. A plane has just crashed into the World Trade Center." She'd barely inhaled to express her shock when the second tower was hit. My wife was saying something on the phone and I started to cry, fully realizing what was going on. "I'll call you back," I said. "I can't talk right now." 

I then felt a sudden and urgent need to talk to family members back home in San Francisco. The first person I could think of was my father. The poor guy was in the hospital having just had an operation -- and I'd forgotten about the time difference. "Dad, sorry to wake you up," I said, "but are you watching this?" He didn't know what I was talking about. "Just turn on the TV." Then there was just silence. When the silence broke, it was now my father crying, his voice trembling, "Oh, man. Can you believe this? Oh God. All those innocent people! I'll...I'll talk to you later, OK? I can't talk right now." 

* * * 

Mike Cassidy, San Mateo, CA 

While crossing the San Mateo Bridge eastward on my way to work in Hayward, I was listening to Alissa Clancy's Morning Cup 'o Jazz on 91.1 KCSM. During a break between songs, she told her listening audience that although she was supposed to be encouraging us to continue listening to KCSM, we NEEDED to change stations and listen to the news -- something tremendous was going on right now... 

* * * 

S., San Francisco, CA 

As I usually do, I turned on the news as I was getting dressed for work in the financial district. Just before I was ready to walk out the door, the news was interrupted by a report that a plane had just hit the WTC. Gee, that's terrible, I thought and ran off to work. I got on BART and took my regular trip into the City. I had no idea. 

Just after I had exited the fare gates at Montgomery station, a co-worker called my name and ran over to tell me that the building had been closed, that I should just go home. I was confused. She had been crying and was clearly shaken -- she had been on a conference call with a colleague in NY when the plane hit. From our corporate offices a few blocks away from the site, our NY colleague had seen it all. But why close the building in SF? I wondered. Terrorists, she said. 

Stunned, I said good-bye, turned around and rode the escalator back town into the station, where I waited quite some time on the crowded platform for a train to take me home. 

A man with a radio announced that the tower had collapsed. Naively, I assumed only a portion. Gee, that's terrible, I thought again. A while later, another person announced that the tower had collapsed. Old news, I erroneously thought. 

As the train emerged from the trans-bay tube, my cell phone indicated that I had a voicemail. It was my mother, near hysteria and pleading for me to call her. Where are you? Why don't you answer your phone? Call me! Call me! the message said. I didn't understand. I phoned my mother and her caller-ID registered on my cell phone. She frantically asked where I was. On BART...why? I calmly asked. Relieved, yet still very upset, she told me that she had tried my home, my work, and my cell numbers with no answer that morning. She was afraid to think where I was. When I got home, there were similar messages from all of my siblings and my father on the East Coast. 

I had been in NY on business only a few days earlier. They did not know that I was safe at home. And very lucky to be there. 

A man whom I had just met on that business trip to NY was not as fortunate. He was on United Flight 175. 

* * * 

Debra Minz, Foster City, CA 

My radio alarm went off at 5:50 to the breaking story of a plane that had crashed into the World Trade Center. NPR would report more details as they came. I got up and took a shower, after which I turned on the TV to see if there was footage. As I turned it on, the reporter gasped as the second plane hit the second tower. I called my husband in and the first thing he said was, "it must be terrorism". There were not many details at that point, so I headed to work. 

As I drove the 5 miles to my office, frightening details started to emerge about rumors of other planes missing. Riding up in the elevator to the 15th floor I started wondering if the World Trade Center was the only target, or if there would be more trouble. I was very glad that other people in my group got into work as early as I do. I did not want to be alone on the 15th floor of a building that had a beautiful view of the bay and the flight path for SFO. The first thing I noticed when I got to my desk and looked out the window was that the plane traffic seemed to be heavier than normal, but that may have just been my imagination. Realistically I knew my building would not be likely to be on a list of terrorism targets, but it was a little frightening to think that there might be other planes out there, unaccounted for. 

I sat down and tried to get into the CNN site, but I could not get in. I tried a couple of other US news sites and found them all too busy to get into, including SFGATE. I decided to try the Hindustan Times site. My office mate was listening to Hong Kong radio over the internet. 

"There are planes unaccounted for", my office mate said. 

"The Hindustan Times is reporting the Pentagon has been hit by a plane", I said to him. 

We decided that a view of SFO's flight path was not a good thing at the moment, so we decided to go down to the gym which was a ground floor building and had a TV. 

There were several people standing around watching a CNN report on the breaking news that a plane had hit the Pentagon. People looked stunned and worried. Several were using their cell phones, trying to get a hold of family and friends. Several people were crying silently. One man asked if he could use the phone to call into his National Guard unit. 

Every once and a while, I will see one of the people that was down there that morning. I get that edgy feeling in my stomach and a lump in my throat, and think of all the sorrow and anger that is still here a year later. 

Sue Morgan, Oakland, CA 

I awoke at about 6:30 that morning to local KFOG news DJ Peter Finch saying "President Bush has just confirmed...". I knew instantly that something terrible had happened. 

I am a teacher, and all the way to work I agonized about what to say to my students. I knew they would have unanswerable questions. I will never forget one little girl who asked "Why do people hate us so much?" 

* * * 

Tasha Huff, Scottsdale, Arizona 

On the morning of 911 I awoke to my alarm clark (7:00 a.m) blaring in my ear. The first words I heard was New York and Washington D.C. was under attack. It was a rude awakening because my mother was babysitting a hotel property (Hotel George) less than a block and half from the capital. The first thing I did was pick up the phone and rushed down stairs to turn on the television. I was horrified. I got through and the first thing out of her mouth was I am O.K. Just think, if it was one month earlier I could have been one of the ones calling from a phone while flying American Airlines that left from Logan to San Francisco. 

* * * 

Jay, Hollywood, CA 

I was at home the morning of September 11th, 2001, asleep when the phone rang at about 6:30am. It was my girlfriend's voice, filled with anguish, that informed me that the World Trade Center Towers had been destroyed after being hit by airplanes. What she told me was hard to fathom, but my heart immediately sank as I turned on the TV and watched the horror, just as the rest of the world was watching. 

At that moment all I could do was break down in tears. After all, New York is where I grew up and the towers had stood in Lower Manhattan for as many years as I had been alive. Most importantly, the thought of all the innocent people who suffered untimely deaths and their loved ones who would have to endure the uncertainty for hours, days, and weeks; and ultimately learn of the loss they would have to live with the rest of their lives was unbearable. 

I felt deep sorrow and anger. Anger at what our world has become. Why is it so difficult for people to live in peace? Why are there people who feel they need to impose their beliefs onto others? Why was I getting ready to go to work when the country should have been mourning? Why were people at work behaving as though this was just another day? Yes, the tragedy had been aknowledged, but not to the extent that one would expect under the circumstances. How about shutting the office down, period. 

After work my friends and I convened and had the chance to mourn. My anger had turned to hope as we sat amongst many strangers on Sunset Boulevard holding candles, singing songs, and telling stories. 

I hope the country never forgets the events that took place on September 11th and all the people whose lives were taken in NY, Pennsylvania, and Washington DC. As we move forward, we must learn from our mistakes and do whatever it takes to prevent this kind of tragedy from happening here or anywhere else in the world. After all we are all one race, the human race, and this earth is for all of us to share. 

Peace. 

* * * 

Molly Darling, Oakland, CA 

The phone woke me up. A friend from Canada was calling. "The world trade center was hit by a plane," she told me. I didn't get it at first. I thought she must mean some sort of ultra-light, or a private prop plane. Half asleep, I hung up with her and turned on the TV at the foot of my bed. Both towers were on fire. 

The phone rang again. This time it was my mother. She wanted to know exactly where my sister, who lives in NY, worked. I called my brother, who told us she worked in the World Trade complex, but not the towers. I called my mom back, and was on the phone with her when the first tower fell. We said almost nothing, because we both knew that if my sister had not yet escaped, she probably wasn't going to. Then the second tower fell. 

There was nothing to do but wait. My friend in Canada called back. She'd pulled off the road and was standing in a rural bus station in Alberta, shoulder to shoulder with other Canadians who'd packed the building to watch the news. "It may not help much," she said, "but know that everyone here is with you right now. There are no nations today. There's only humanity." 

A few long hours later, an e-mail arrived from my sister. She'd heard the first plane hit, seen the second, and escaped across the plaza even as people were leaping to their death from the towers. "It was awful," she said."They were jumping in groups." She's said very little about it since. 

Later that morning I went to work. I'm an Episcopal priest, and had agreed with the other priest at my church that we needed to hold a service that night. We did, and it was standing room only. We listened to the haunting words of the prophet Isaiah, prayed in silence and in words, and offered people the chance to leave candles at the foot of a cross at the front of the church. All 200 in attendance did. 

It was the cross we normally use only on Good Friday. 

* * * 

Tom McDonough, San Francisco, CA 

I was commuting, en route to Palo Alto, listening to a.m. radio KCBS and I hear 5-10 minutes of reporting from the NYC CBS affiliate without clear explanation behind the reason for the cutover. My mind is racing a mile a minute because there is nothing but a catastrophe which could have over-ride authority on the local affiliate. Some of the things which went through my mind were plane crash, assasination attempt, etc... I listen further and I'm in between plane/tower events. The reporters were treating it as a horrible mistake, and I'm thinking to myself, I don't think so. It was soon thereafter that number two hit and the speculation began. The prevailing thought for me was what prevented the media from speculating that the first one wasn't a mistake? 

* * * 

Frank Hsu, Mt. Kilimanjaro, Tanzania 

My then-new wife and I were on our honeymoon, in the process of ascending to the top of Mt. Kilimanjaro. On what must have been the morning of September 12th, our guides gathered the clients together for a meeting. All of the guides and porters were gathered around a shortwave radio. We, the clients, had absolutely no idea what was going on. Many of us had assumed that it was someone's birthday or anniversary and that we were going to receive some sort of happy or congratulatory message. Instead, the message would be one that would be burned in my memory. Over static and distortion, a British voice, belonging to one of the owners of the outfitter began to tell us the now-familiar chain of events. I, at first, believed this to be a very bad joke. Then as the message continued I realized that it was not. In my mind's eye, I could not envision the collapse of the towers. They seemed so strong. I could not comprehend the loss of life and the destruction. My thoughts immediately went to my friends who lived in New York and Washington, D.C. and I feared for their safety and well-being. The climb immediately lost a lot of its significance for me then. But what was striking at this moment was the concern and fear that was evident in our Tanzanian guides and porters. For that moment, all barriers of ethnicity, language, and class were erased. What the terrorists had done was to strike not only at Americans but at people all over the world who want to live in peace, who want to hope for a better world for themselves and their families, and who believe in the dignity of human lives. What the Tanzanian people did for us in the days after the attacks was incredible. These people, who live in one of the poorest countries in Africa, reached out to us, and thus restored some sense of hope in humanity that I had lost. 

* * * 

Josh Zitter, San Francisco, CA 

While being overwheled with complete shock among other feelings during the tragedy, it occurred to me that my Mom's birthday is September 11th. My stomach dropped, and I immediately grabbed the phone to call her in Palm Springs. After a few moments I said,"I am so sorry this happened on your birthday and that your day will always be remembered for this." And she said to me in a way only your Mom can, "that's fine honey, as long as we never ever forget." 

That was the only moment I felt comfort all day. 

* * * 

Kristy and Steve Myers, St. Martin, Caribbean 

"A plane just hit the World Trade Center," said my wife. It was odd to have the television on since we were on vacation. But our 11-month-old son was taking a nap and we were enjoying coffee and the news. It was New York time in St Martin, a Dutch and French Island in the Caribbean. 

We first assumed it was an accident involving a small plane, as smoke plumed from the first tower. Newscasters tried to convince each other that the fire was going out. As we saw the shadow of another plane come into the television screen and saw the ferocity of its impact into the second tower, we realized this was a deliberate attack on the United States. The newscasters did not see or comment on the second plane for what seemed like forever. 

Just then, our TV screen went static and we thought the worst...that this attack was bigger than New York. Waking our son we hurried to the hotel lobby and beckoned the desk clerk to turn on the TV. To our relief the picture was restored -- a construction crew had disrupted the cable. A small crowd of Americans began to gather around the TV as news of the Pentagon came through... 

After the towers came down and new information stopped coming in, the group that surrounded the TV now tried to settle back into "vacation." No one strayed from the hotel that day. Groups of Americans gathered in huddles to talk about what happened and how we felt. We were particularly aware of a large family from New York. The men of the family were NY policemen and outwardly felt helpless that they weren't at home and guilty that they were not at the scene. 

The hotel had a view of the oceanfront airport. All week we'd watched American Airlines planes touch down to deliver more vacationers. For a day no flights came in at all. Eventually some European carriers began to arrive. We waited anxiously for an American flight to land. Everyone by the pool cheered when it did. 

Eventually we were cleared to leave the island, and we began to work our way back to California. Security was so different at each airport. Our leg from Dallas to San Diego was the safest flight in America. There were 3 flight crews and 45 US Marines who just graduated from boot camp and were headed to active duty... 

* * * 

Lloyd Weber, Halifax, Nova Scotia, CA 

I was flying back from a two week European vacation. At about 10:30 New York time the pilot came on the PA system and said we were making an intermeidate stop in Halifax and would be on the ground in about 30 minutes. He didn't sound too concerned, so I didn't think too much about it. After 20 minutes, I noticed that we hadn't descended, and were in a holding pattern. The pilot came on and told us that US airspace had been closed and that all incoming traffic was being instructed to land in Canada. I thought that the air traffic control system must have shut down. We landed sometime between 11:30 to noon. There were already about eight planes lined up on a taxi way. We started a second line. The pilot came on to tell us that he had no further information, but would update us once he had some. He also said that since we were on an active taxiway, we shouldn't use cell phones. Then the cell phones came out. A woman came out of the lavatory and said to those around her, "I know why we're here and you're not going to believe it. Terrorists hijacked planes and flew them into the World Trade Center and the Pentagon. The twin towers collapsed and the president says we're at war." We watched another 40 or so planes land one after the other over the next two hours. 

That was all we knew -- we were stuck on the plane until the authorities figured out what to do with several thousand unexpected visitors. We left the plane at about 8:30 and were processed by Canadian customs. We arrived at a Red Cross shelter in a high school at 9:30 that night. The people in Sackville (the suburb we were sent to) and Halifax were wonderful hosts. 

* * * 

S. Brenda Soriano, San Francisco, CA 

I didn't turn the TV on that morning when I got up at 6:30. Strange for me, since I normally turn it on as soon as I get up to listen to the news. Maybe I was intuitively picking up what was already in the air, because by that time the planes had crashed into the World Trade Center. 

An hour later and in my car, I drove for five minutes before I finally turned on the radio to listen to the news. The first thing I heard was a hysterical NPR announcer, talking about the collapse of the South Tower. It was already 10:40 a.m. back east and by then, the Pentagon was in ruins and another jetliner full of passengers had crashed in Pennsylvania. At first I thought I was listening to a clip from a movie or a documentary, but within a few minutes I knew it was real. There is something surreal about listening to a national tragedy like 9/11, while mundanely commuting to work on 19th Avenue. 

When I arrived at work, I found out my company had closed our office because we were located near the airport, and they were afraid that if anything happened the employees would be in harm's way. 

On the way home, I cried intermittently. At stoplights, I looked around at other drivers and wondered what they were thinking and feeling. Everyone looked dazed, but perhaps that was my imagination. A radio news reporter came on and said that the Golden Gate Bridge might be a target. My first thought was, great! I live five minutes from the Bridge, and if they block the roads, I wouldn't be able to get home. Next, what if they blow up the Bridge? Then I felt bad thinking how selfish I was being. People were already dead in NYC, DC and Pennsylvania, and all I could think about was my own immediate comfort and safety. 

As I looked for parking in my neighborhood, I saw that the schools were letting the children out. On the radio, I'd heard that Mayor Brown had closed the public schools. I saw parents picking their children up, and I thought about what they were going to tell their children. My eyes again filled with tears. 

Walking back to my apartment was eerie. There was an unnatural silence in the air, since no one was out on the streets. I pictured televisions on in every house, and people watching the news in horror. Perhaps my neighbors were too freaked out to leave their homes and apartments. Were their fears the same as mine? Were people in their houses praying to their god(s)? Were they praying for the people who had just died? Were they praying that the terrorists had not hijacked another plane? Were they praying for their own safety? And most of all were they praying for their strength and peace of mind to face whatever was going to happen that day? 

* * * 

Tory Strong, Melbourne, Australia 

I arrived home in Melbourne from 6 weeks in America on 11 September, having left from the East Coast 17 1/2 hours before. Went home and straight to work that day. 

That evening, my time, was September 11 in America. 

I woke up the next day feeling jetlagged and bone weary. While eating my breakfast I turned on the tv to see the building that only a couple of days earlier I had visited fall to the ground. I couldn't work out whether I was delusional from lack of sleep or what! 

For the next couple of days I fretted about my partner who was still living in America. Am glad that he is now back home having endured the worst of America on his way out -- all because of a student visa. 

* * * 

Mike Cassidy, San Mateo, CA 

While crossing the San Mateo Bridge eastward on my way to work in Hayward, I was listening to Alissa Clancy's Morning Cup 'o Jazz on 91.1 KCSM. During a break between songs, she told her listening audience that although she was supposed to be encouraging us to continue listening to KCSM, we NEEDED to change stations and listen to the news -- something tremendous was going on right now... 

* * * 

Dave, San Jose, CA 

I was at home, getting ready to leave for my long commute to One Market in The City. My wife hung up the phone, saying: "my sister says to turn on CNN, something's happening in New York." 

I was a little annoyed, assuming that it was some trivial celebrity event or some such, but as soon as I saw the images those thoughts instantly left. After watching for about five minutes, I called my whole team and told them to stay home. 

We were worried because my brothers-in- law still live in New York, and work in Manhattan. But by the end of the day we knew they were both OK. 

* * * 

Sean, Alameda, CA 

I was a science teacher at McAteer High School. I woke up that Tuesday and was getting ready to catch the BART from Oakland into the city. I turned on the TV and saw one of the tower's burning. I thought, "Wow, that's the second time that building has been bombed, how much more can it stand before it falls?" I looked at my watch, 6:42am, I needed to catch my train and get to school. Once I arrived our principal told us they were releasing all students and closing the schools. She was in tears as the SF police told us to get home now, especially if we lived across the bay and needed to use the Bay Bridge or BART. 

As I rode through Civic Center, Powell, and so on, I couldn't believe the amount of people flowing down the escalator. It was like a river of bodies pouring into the underground stations, trying to get across. The train barely stopped as it glided through downtown San Francisco. Once we got through the tunnel, cell phones went off and the conducter uttered words I thought I would never appreciate...."Welcome to Beautiful Oakland!" I felt safe, thinking "because who is going to mess with Oakland?" 

* * * 

Charles Burwell, San Francisco, CA 

I was getting dressed for work and saw the images on TV after the first plane hit. I immediately thought of the bomber that hit the Empire State Building in the 40's. But the video showed a clear sky in New York, and on my drive to work I wondered how in the world it could have happened. Only one of the members of my team was in our SOMA office when I got there. I told her about it and we both tried getting news on the Web. Then we started getting emailed reports from our co-workers in Minneapolis and Texas, and one in Des Moines who was at home and could see a television. One of the guys, known for his pranks, kept repeating in caps "NO JOKE!!!" with every update. I was particularly worried because the guy who'd hired me had left this company to work for one in New York, and his offices were in the WTC. We would find out later he'd stayed, trying to safely shut down his computer systems. He fled the building minutes before it collapsed. 

When we heard that happened, the email chatter stopped for a while. None of us could believe what we were seeing. Our folks in Minneapolis came online to say the building was being evacuated because it's a tall structure and planes were still in the air. We heard rumors of buildings being evacuated in San Francisco. I resolved to stay even though it was unlikely we'd be asked to leave, though we were given the option. I had grown up on military bases around the country, and had friends whose dads had been killed in the Vietnam War. I felt that kind of shock. All I could do was to tend to business and try to be ready for whatever was to come. 

* * * 

Karl von Uhl, San Francisco, CA 

On 9/11, I was where I am now -- refusing to arrogantly and vainly wallow in self-pity as national pastime as the bulk of Americans seem preoccupied with regarding this particular anniversary. 

* * * 

Ivan Sean Hor, Singapore 

I was on the way home on the Tuesday night, sitting on the bus. Apparenlty the scene of the plane flying into the first building was already being played out on the TV on the bus. It must had been a tiring day because NOBODY was looking at the screens. Then I got a message on my phone from a friend saying that it really really wasn't a hoax, that a plane had slammed into one of the WTC towers. I thought it was. Then another message came with the predicted death toll numbers. This time I looked up & saw the horror scene being played out over & over again on the 2 TV screens on the bus. The next 2 hours that night was spent in front of my TV at home. 

Margaret, Houston, TX 

At the time I was working as a social worker in a psychiatric hospital. We were in the middle of morning rounds and one of the patients told us about the World Trade Center ... well this patient was also acutely psychotic so we thought this was part of his psychosis...until one of the residents started getting the news over mempages. 

* * * 

Terry, Honolulu, HI 

I was on vacation in Hawaii when I first heard of it. I woke up for my flight back to SFO and while finishing my packing I turned on the TV. The first thing I heard was that Honolulu Airport was closed for some reason. Thinking that they probably had a busted gas main, I didn't think much of it. Then I saw the plane crashes in New York. Then the one in PA. Then the one in the Pentagon. For about thirty seconds I thought the US was under full scale attack on the major cities. Only after a few moments did I realize the whole story. I realized I was going to be stuck in Waikiki for a few more days. I guess now that I look back on it, I couldn't have been stuck in a better place. I was encountering only a minor inconvenience. Other people had more serious problems. 

* * * 

Katsunori Watanabe, Monterey, CA 

I was staying at Monterey in C.A. for studying English. When we went to school at 9 o'clock, teachers gathered us in one room, explained us the outline of the attacks and advised us to watch TV at the dormitory next to the school. Unfortunately we were not so good in English that we could not understand the details of the terror. A Japanese boarding student phone-called to Japan and got the details from his family and explained them to us in Japanese. Thanks to the satellite network, we could get the detailed information from Japan simultaneously. One of our classmates who watched the TV with us was a Muslim girl from Turkey. As she was afraid of if she would be retaliated by U.S. citizens, I encouraged her by saying that the U.S. is the country which has overcome the racial prejudice and everyone respects human right, so they wouldn't retaliate personally. She seemed to be relieved by hearing that. 

* * * 

Alicia McCann, Cannes, France 

My mother and I were in Europe celebrating my college graduation. On September 11th, we were driving into the beautiful Cannes valley when the reporters on the radio began speaking in rapid French. I was able to distinguish enough of the familiar words to understand that something horrible had happened. As we drove from Cannes to Monaco in our tiny rental car, we desperately tried to understand the information. 

By the time we arrived in Monte Carlo, we were terrified. My mother, a flight attendant with American Airlines for 26 years, was overcome with emotion at the thought of multiple planes being used as weapons. We stumbled through the streets of Monte Carlo searching for a pay phone, and ran into a middle-aged couple speaking English. As we realized we were all four Americans, we simply fell into each others arms. The couple lived in New York City, their son worked a block away from the WTC, and all of the phone lines were down. Glimpsing a television in a nearby cafe, all four of us headed quickly towards the images. We were desperate for information. The kind cafe owner brought us free drinks and food, and sat with us as we watched footage on television of the destruction. 

The days that followed were bizarre and yet comforting. Strangers went out of their way to help us, as the warnings began arriving that Americans oversees should hide, or make their way to neutral countries. Trapped with no way of getting home, my mother and I drove through the Alps to Switzerland, where we remained until the planes began to fly once more. The emotion overseas was remarkable. Candles burned in store windows next to small signs saying "God Bless America." Shop owners would express their grief when they learned that we were from the United States. Soldiers from Libya that we met in one small Swiss village decried "This was a crime against humankind." If we identified another American on the street, we would instantly hug them, and they would hug back. So far away from home, we were all united in the strange and disquieting concern for the safety of our country. 

As we finally flew home, a plain-clothes federal marshal was sitting near me on the plane, identifiable only because I had seen security examine his gun and badge at check-in. As we flew over New York City, he looked at over at me and beckoned. "You should see this," he said, pointing out of his window seat. Although close to ten days had passed, a large brown cloud of smoke and dust was still rising into the sky from the rubble that was the World Trade Center. I sat back in my seat slowly, taking a moment to appreciate how lucky I was to be safely traveling home. 

* * * 

Trisha Gorman, Oakland, CA (visiting NYC) 

I had been in NYC for a family celebration, and on the afternoon of 9/11 my husband and I were to fly from Newark to Amsterdam. We'd been up very late the night before, so were awakened from a deep sleep when a call came from my mother in California around 8:45 a.m. "Where are you?" she said without introduction. Half asleep, I couldn't understand how telling her that I was on the Upper West Side would mean anything, since she didn't know the city where I'd lived in the 1970s and 1980s. She said something had happened at the World Trade Center and to look out the window -- which also didn't make sense geographically since I was about six miles north of the site. Yet when I pulled back the curtains in our hotel room on a high floor, with windows facing directly south down Amsterdam Avenue, I saw the largest plume of black smoke imaginable, filling nearly half the sky and what I knew to be the entire expanse of southern Manhattan. The wind was blowing the plume to my left, towards Brooklyn, yet it had the quality of being suspended in the air, as if it was a photograph. 

Like the rest of America I turned on the TV and watched in disbelief and horror at what transpired. The difference between watching the towers fall on TV there as compared to elsewhere is that for a day or so, I felt in fear for my life and the lives of my loved ones. Had any chemical or biological materials been released? Would there be other attacks? Without the usual commercial air traffic the city was eerily quiet, the silence broken periodically by the roar of military jets flying low and close overhead. With an aircraft carrier sitting off the island, we were in a war zone, and all the tunnels and bridges were closed. 

My first thought was: is this WWIII? My next awareness was an understanding of what my parents had gone through with Pearl Harbor. Despite my having been raised in a military family and having visited the memorial in Honolulu, I'd never truly understood it in my bones until that day. My husband had caught a cab in front of the WTC the evening before. My sister-in-law worked in one of the towers during the 1993 bombing. 

When I could tear myself away from the television images, I would look outside at the plume, which didn't dissipate (and wouldn't for the rest of the week we remained in the city). Ten stories below I saw hordes of people walking north in the middle of what was normally a street jammed with yellow cabs. 

When I'd arrived in New York a few days earlier, I happened to notice--with an earthquake-conscious Californian's view--the impracticality of the three-inch heels and delicately fashioned shoes that many women were wearing. Towards the end of the day on 9/11, a reporter on ... 

* * * 

John-David Black, Fort Hunter Liggett, CA 

At the time of the attacks, I was living with my wife and three children at Mission San Antonio, one of the twenty-one California missions. Mission San Antonio is located on Fort Hunter Liggett, a hundred and thirty thousand acres of Army reserve. 

Prior to 9/11, Hunter Liggett was wide open to the public. There were no sentries even posted at the gate. On the morning of September 11, I was driving into King City. I was still on the post when I turned on the radio. Just the tone of voice I could hear in the reporters indicated that something terrible had happened. When they recapped, I wasn't sure I heard them correctly: "both towers are gone!" they said. Then came the reports that the Pentagon had been hit, and another plane was missing. 

I was inclined to deny that any of this was as bad as it sounded. When I reached the gate, however, there could be no denying that our country was under attack. A very unusual long line of traffic was stopped at the gate. Armed sentries stood around the guard shack, assault rifles half-aimed at anyone approaching or leaving the entrance to the post. Concrete barriers were being moved around and hastily arranged to prohibit any vehicle from making a run at the gate. The post was now officially closed to all but essential personnel. All cars were searched, and anyone who passed through the gate would learn what it feels like to have a loaded assault rifle pointed at them. What had been a rather lackadaisical military post had within four hours assumed a war posture. 

In the following days, Hunter Liggett was in a virtual lock-down. The mission, which normally would have been teeming with school children on field trips and tourists from all over California was deserted. Things for us were peaceful and quiet, perhaps even secure, but there was no escaping the tension. Just a simple task like going to the market now meant enduring another search of our vehicle while jittery guards kept a loaded weapon pointed directly at us. 

Living on the mission behind all the firepower and military vigilance that surrounded us meant that my family was perhaps safe from terrorism, but in the process we had forfeited our "sense" of security and restricted our freedom. In order to be secure, we had to live with the guns and the barbed wire. I could not help but wonder if our experience at Hunter Liggett after September 11th would in time turn out to be indicative of the America my children would now have to grow up in. Had terrorism so accentuated our need for security that we would now be held hostage by our own fear? 

* * * 

Alice Nuffer, West Chester, PA 

Sept. 11 is my birthday ... I am really sick of hearing about 9/11... sorry ... it is yesterday's news. The hype is sickening ... I am going to be fifty-four years old and there is much more to care about ... the decimation of the U.S. by Bush and Co. He knew about the attack beforehand ... our country is being destroyed economically and no one seems to care ... the sheep are headed to slaughter. Keep the focus on the sappy stories surrounding 9/11 and let the country go to hell economically. 

* * * 

Caitlyn Meeks, San Francisco, CA 

My pal 'A' telephoned to tell me the news at about 8 AM. I flipped on the TV and I wasn't quite sure what had happened or why the towers fell, thinking perhaps there were bombs in the towers in addition to the plane crashes. I was floored, sickeningly awestruck, horrified and retching. 

More shocking was the fact that my friend 'A' had returned to SF from Boston Sept 10, on a United Airlines flight from Dulles airport. 

I climbed down the ladder from my loft and knocked on my flatmates doors to tell them the news. We all gathered around the tube. 

I had been recently laid off from a multimedia company hurt by the economy, and was supposed to have a meeting that day with a client to design a CD-ROM for Intel. The software studio telephoned to put off the meeting. Intel cancelled the project a few weeks later. 

My best friend and I rode on my motorcycle to the remnants of Sutro Baths that morning. We sat there with gas masks we bought that same 9/11 morning at the Haight St. army surplus shop in a ridiculous panic, when a homeless man who lived in one of the concrete structures came out and sat with us. We struck up a conversation with him. 

He said, they'd never dare touch San Francisco. It is too divine and magical. Then he gave us Chinese Hell banknotes and told us you can use them in laundromat coin changers! A brilliant idea. 

The fresh ocean air and this charming man cleared our panic stricken heads. But we still remain slightly freaked out. 

* * * 

M.K., Connecticut 

I wasn't an east coast native, and in fact, had grown to absolutely dislike New Yorkers over the years that I have been here. On the morning of 9/11, I was baby-sitting my boyfriend's two little nieces, and decided that they watched far too much tv, so I turned the tv off for a few hours. Their mother came home for breakfast and told me to put on the tv, that some idiot had crashed their plane into the WTC. How typical of New Yorkers, I thought. But as I watched the news, and as their mother was in the kitchen, I saw the second plane hit the WTC and I told her that there was more to this than just a small plane accidentally hitting the WTC. She went back to work, and I was glued to the tv for hours, as the events unfolded. Finally, I remembered the 2 little girls I had to take care of, and shut the tv off. When I came home that afternoon, I sobbed in anger and in sadness for all who died. I called my family in SF, just because I was happy that I still HAD a family. Over the days, roads were closed into NY, and surrounding states set up donation booths for the firefighters and the search dogs. I was amazed at how unified the people in this area became, and it occurred to me that what the New Yorkers were showing in terms of courage and empathy totally blew away my former opinion of them. I attended a memorial service last friday for a firefighter from my town. The family had been waiting a year to have a service, because they had hoped to have a body by then. The coffin was empty. 

* * * 

Ron Compton, Baltimore, MD 

I just got to work and was thinking "It's Sept 11. 9 years ago I was in Kauai Hawaii riding out Hurricane Iniki." Then a student came in and said she heard on the radio a plane just hit the World Trade Center I turned on the TV just as the second plane hit. The rest of the day we gathered around the TV's and watched. My generally feeling was. Oh my God, What's next? 

* * * 

Kristin Crowder, San Jose, CA 

My husband didn't have to work that day so I was trying to be quiet as I got ready for work (didn't have the radio/tv on). I had no idea what had happened yet. Then the phone rang and it was my mother-in-law, telling me that someone had "bombed the Pentagon." I remember that her voice was so strangled that at first I couldn't tell who she was. I woke up my husband and we ran in to the tv to watch. We just watched the footage in utter disbelief. I had to go on to work, and I remember driving through the heavy San Jose traffic in a daze, listening to AM radio. If another car had plowed into me, I doubt if I would have noticed. I still remember the details of that day so clearly, and it's hard to believe it's been almost a year. It's sad to see that the very strong patriotic spirit in America immediately following 9/11 hasn't really lasted. 

* * * 

Wendy, Dublin, CA 

I was at work and a co-worker, who was still at home, called to tell me to turn on the news. The two of us that were working those early hours turned on the radio and logged onto CNN. Usually a tragedy happens and the healing process begins, however with 9/11, it kept getting worse and worse. I sank lower and lower as news filtered in, my mind was reeling as I was trying to make sense of what was happening and why. Then the second building fell, so did my tears. 

* * * 

Krista Watson, El Cerrito, CA 

I woke up like most days to a peaceful Bay Area morning. Our house overlooks the bay and there was some fog like most mornings. I joked to my husband "Oh look - the city's disappeared again this morning" as we walked down our driveway. Then our neighbor opened his window and said "are you going to work? You heard what happened, right?" In disbelief we listened to him say that the World Trade Center and the Pentagon had been attacked. I remember thinking he had to be joking and that what he was saying just couldn't be real. Quite honestly, a year later it still doesn't feel real. 

* * * 

John Brosnan, San Francisco, CA 

I was in San Rafael and received a phone call from my boyfriend -- who was in Philadelphia on business -- at 7:10 a.m. I had been getting dressed and prepping for a job interview that morning. But even though I stopped to watch on TV for three minutes, I left for the interview. 

Once I got there, I was turned around as they were evacuating the government- owned building. I headed back to Marin, going north on the Golden Gate Bridge amid a heavy stream of traffic, and it was by then mid-morning. I counted twelve cars driving south into the city - the southbound lanes were a wide-open parking lot. I'd never seen so little traffic. 

* * * 

Inna, Pacifica, CA 

I was not working at that time, so I was home in the morning. I went to brush my teeth, as my husband was getting ready to go to work. A minute later he came into the bathroom and said, that WTC was blown up. I thought he was joking, i did not believe him, until i watched the news myself. I was glued to the TV every day for weeks after that. I tried to call my friends who live around N.Y. and could not reach them for a few days. But at that time i felt that all the people in N.Y. where my friends or family. I kept reading their stories over and over again. I was deeply affected by September 11 and will never forget. 

Jeff Ferguson, Palo Alto, CA 

I was at Stanford University hospital. My sister-in-law and I had been sleeping on the couch outside the ICU waiting for visiting hours to begin so we could see my wife who was critically ill after two open heart surgeries. At a little after 6:00am we went in to talk to the nurse at the desk, and she asked if we knew what had happend to the World Trade Center. At first we thought she was kidding, unfortunately she wasn't. For the rest of the day we caught bits and pieces of what was going on from other people in the waiting room, but didn't see the video of the towers falling. The following day we made the decision to take my wife off life support and she passed away. I did and still do feel a connection to all the people who lost loved ones that day. I feel fortunate that I was able to say good by to my wife and hold her hand as she passed away, somthing that the people who lost loved ones in the World Trade Center didn't get to do. 

* * * 

Nadine Walas, San Francisco, CA 

I was in bed, sleeping. The phone rang and I saw on caller ID that it was my friend, Katie, from Texas who NEVER calls me. I picked up the phone and said, "Well, the world must be ending if you are calling me." She replied that the world may very well be ending and told me to turn on the tv. Then she asked where my boyfriend was, because he travels constantly on business, and frequently to New York. He was actually in Japan that week. I spent the whole day answering the phone and telling people he was safe. When he finally called me, I had to describe the attacks to him, because he could not find any English language accounts about what was happening. He grew up in Manhattan, and when I finished telling him the details, it was the only time I had ever heard him at a loss for words. I was so glad when he finally came home and just hugged me. It was hard to go through that week watching all the tv coverage with him half a world away. I could not stop thinking that he could have so easily been on any of those planes. 

* * * 

Marie Hollero, San Francisco, CA 

I was still asleep when my sister called and told me about it a little before 7 in the morning. I thought she was talking about the Coit Tower... and I was like... "who would bomb the Coit Tower?" Then I turned on the tv and realized what was happening. I was in shocked and called work to say I wasn't coming in. Turns out that the office had closed for the day. So I got up and got ready, waited for my mom and dad to come back home and then we headed down to San Jose to stay with my brother for the rest of the day. 

* * * 

Robin Parsons, San Francisco, CA 

On Sept. 11, 2001, I awoke like it was any Tuesday morning. My usual routine: the clock radio turns on at 5:58 am, in time to hear the weather report, and I turn the radio off immediately afterward. I trundle off to the bathroom, then return to meditate for 20 minutes. I shower. I eat my breakfast and walk out to catch my bus to work. The bus is quiet. No one is conversing. There's nothing unusual. I arrive at UCSF at 8 am and ride the elevator up to my 10th-floor office, where I can see the Golden Gate, Mt. Tamalpais and the Marin Headlands. Still, nothing is unusual. I am usually the first person at work and alone for some time. I send e-mails and get work done. Around 10 am, one of my co-workers arrives at work and tells me the news. I don't believe him. He often plays practical jokes, but this joke is very strange. I look online to confirm what he has told me. 

I call Kate, but her line is busy. I hang up and call again. This time it rings. I notice there is a voice-mail message waiting for me as the phone rings in her apartment 30 miles away. She answers and says she had just called and left me a message. Synchronicity. She tells me a call from her sister in New Hampshire just gave her the news. We talk for a long time. The 10th floor in this mountainside building feels very vulnerable. I search the sky for planes. I look downtown to see whether there is any smoke. Will I see an incoming plane in time to run toward the back of the building? What will I take with me? Should I stop to grab things? What if there isn't enough time? Maybe I should put next to me the things I would want to take: my new leather coat, my briefcase and my CDs. Will this slow me down too much? This feels like a test, and I won't have long to know I chose wrong. I don't want to choose wrong. I want to see Kate again. I keep looking out the window. People are walking down below. Are they talking to each other about the news? The news: I can't call it by its true name yet. Eerie. I look up and see a quiet and empty sky. My boss arrives. He's impatient and has many things for me to do. I have lunch with my friend, Phoebe, in a Salvador Dali painting. Solid forms melt and bend in time. Was that pillar always there? We talk to each other in hushed tones, but we are talking through hollow cups and taut string. I want to be with Kate. After work I drive to Novato to be with Kate. I hold her like I can't let her go. I swear there are planes flying overhead and am awake until 2 am. Tomorrow will not bring the World Trade Center back or silence the screams. 

* * * 

Geri Rebstock, San Francisco, CA 

When I first heard, I was at home, waiting for news about my 74-year-old mother. She was on a United flight at the time of the attacks, en route from Atlanta to LA to visit my sister. Unable to just sit and wait, I went to work and made phone calls from there. My mother's plane was grounded in Tulsa, Oklahoma, and two and a half days later, they let the passengers continue on to LA. She finally made it to San Francisco by Saturday, but getting her here and back home safely was a very tense experience for all of us. 

* * * 

Ken Lindelli, Mountain View, CA 

It was a dream, a surreal dream I thought. Being one of the luckiest or unluckiest on the West Coast to see the event unfold live. I tuned in right after the first plane hit. There was smoke bellowing out of the tower. Commentators feverishly trying to convey what was going on. Then smack, there goes the second plane. At first, the people on CNN believed it was a missle until they slowed down the footage. Unbelivable, all the fire and smoke. The people falling or jumping from the building. It was, and still is to a point, surreal... 

* * * 

Sarah Ruth Paltiel, Lafayette, CA 

I work for a stock brokerage, so I generally run on New York time. 

The morning of the attacks, I didn't pay much attention to the first reports on the local all-news radio station. Like so many other people, I dismissed it as someone flying drunk (in a small aircraft), or maybe the work of a prankster at the AP or Reuters wire, but it couldn't be anything serious. 

The train on the way to the City was calm and collected, and nothing seemed to be amiss. After exiting the station gates just before 7am, though, I met one of the senior staff of my office, who told me about the second plane and that our office, in the Bank of America building, was closed for the day. There was also a much larger stream of people coming back into the station than is usual for that hour! 

I called one of my brokers, who confirmed everything and said that he was on his way home to be with his wife and baby. I turned around at that point, myself, and headed back to my home in the East Bay. 

Working in the financial industry, we spent most of the first few hours, and then days, trying to figure out how the events of September 11 would affect the stock markets. The worst part was not that the markets were closed for the first day, the extent of the damage, or even whether (and how) the US would retaliate. The worst part, for us, was that the markets were closed for nearly a week. Panic is not a word that we like to see in this industry, and we knew that the lack of knowledge and normalcy could only cause problems. 

Most clients took everything in stride; they knew that the markets had been down for a while, and that these events would not bode well for investments in the near future. 

What was truly touching to me, though, was how our international clients took it upon themselves to send us emails and call us to let us know that their thoughts, hopes, and prayers were with us. We have clients in countries that have not known a lasting peace in several generations; the way that these people were so afraid for us, and so generous toward us with their affection, was especially touching. 

An eye-opening experience, in so many ways. 

* * * 

Lyn Di Cesare, Montreal, Quebec, Canada 

I was on my way to Quebec City on a photo assignment. Quebec city is about a 2 hour drive from Montreal. As I was waiting for that bus at the terminal, there was an annoucement that all buses destined to the States had been cancelled for the day. Thought that was odd. Then, I got a phone call on my cell. It was a friend that was letting me know that a plane crashed into one of the WTC towers. I did not have a clear idea about the impact, since there were no tvs around. As the hours progressed, I received other calls...another crash, then the Pentagon and I could not help but imagine that the GG bridge could be the next target, I was so scared. At the end of the day when I returned home, I finally got a visual from the day's events on TV and could not keep myself from crying and crying, thinking how some people could be so mean and heartless. I hardly slept that night. I kept seeing one of the planes crasing into one of the towers. Since that day, I have an American flag in my kitchen window and one in my living room... 

* * * 

Selena Castellanos, San Lorenzo, CA 

I woke up around 5:30 am in a state that something TERRIBLE had happened. I rolled over and checked to make sure my husband was ok, he was fine. I than went to check on my mother in law and she was fine. I want to turn on the channel 2 news and that's when I heard of what happened in NYC. Shocked at first, couldn't get a sound out and finally I screamed for my husband. He came running into the living room and saw me crying and saw what made me so upset. He couldn't believe it, we couldn't believe what was happening. Not sure to what we should do about work, we got ready, left the house, kissing each other good bye and telling each other to be careful and that "We loved one another," we went our seperate ways. Taking BART to work was a nervous feeling, my cell phone ringing, family and friends wondering why I was going to work. I work across the street from the Federal Buildings in Oakland. As the office administrator for my company I felt I had to go to work to make sure everyone was fine and to see what could be done, we have offices in Boston and Washington. Once getting off BART it was a scray feeling, security, Oakland Police canvasing the area, went up to my office, only two people besides me were there. Once reaching our offices in Boston and DC, knowing everyone was fine we were sent home. Watching the news was a very upsetting and everytime I watched it, it would bring tears to my eyes. When my husband got home he asked me not to watch the news anymore because it was begining to make me sick, the stress was not good for me. But who couldn't help but wonder what was happening. Even though I didn't know anyone in New York City my heart, thoughts and prayers were going out to everyone that had a connection to the victims of 9/11. This is a day that I will never forget and it still makes me sad when I remember the victims of 9/11. MAY GOD BLESS EVERYONE NEAR AND FAR! 

* * * 

Glenn Munlawin, San Francisco, CA 

I was in the bathroom, brushing my teeth. It was about 7 am or so. I hear my phone ring. It's my friend in Wisconsin. 'There's been an attack!,' she says. 'You're smoking dope,' I say. 'It's like Red Dawn!,' she says. 'Turn your damn tv on!' I look. I listen. I watch. I'm shocked. Tears well up. 'I gotta go,' I say. I called my ex in Concord. 'Hey, we are under attack!', I say. 'You're smoking dope,' she says. 'No, no, turn the TV on,' I say. I hang up, I call my parents in Vallejo. I repeat the same thing. 

The rest of the day, I could not believe it. I always wondered where my parents were when J.F.K was shot or when R.F.K. & Martin Luther were. Now, I am living in history. 

* * * 

Lori Hartline, Beaverton, OR 

In Beaverton, OR for computer app class. Suits stand around TV at breakfast-time. "It's been quiet for too long," one says. Driving on Hall Blvd. Listening to "War of Worlds"-like radio show. A man being allowed to say "Oh Shit! Oh Shit!" on the radio. Feel very trite in class. Want only to be at home with husband. Those cool buildings and poor worker bees. Absolutely incredible. 

* * * 

James Womacks, Bothell, WA 

I start work at 6am. It was dark. I rolled in and heard on my way to my desk that somebody had flown a plane into the WTC. I groaned thinking it was a small plane, an accident, but minutes later as the 2nd plane hit the other tower I was amazed to see ONLINE that we were under terrorist attack. To reach any webpage, I had to used BBC.COM, the British News webpage. US news webpages were unavailable from too many requests. BBC showed a picture of the WTC with the subject line "PUFFBOX." I picked up the phone and called a friend of mine, Bree Madison, in Los Angeles who was from NY. She anwered the phone obviously asleep. Telling her to turn on her TV she cried out that the TWINS WERE BURNING. I urged her to call her family to make sure they were OK. She died in December from cancer. I also later asked my grandmother where she was when Pearl Harbor was hit, she said she was on farm in Prairie, Canada, with only a radio.. how times changed. I learned about events by looking at internet webpages. 9/11 make you appreciate how beautiful life is. 

* * * 

David Biedny, San Rafael, CA 

I was sound asleep, and the phone rang. It was my brother in Florida, who told me that a plane had crashed into the WTC, and that I should get up immediately. Not having broadcast TV at the time, I called a friend in NY, who told me that she was watching television, and all of sudden she gasped and started crying. She then told me that she had just watched a second plane hit the other tower. 

Flabbergasted, I threw some clothes on an drove over to my friends Andy and Elaine in Terra Linda. Andy was off on a video shoot, but Elaine was glued to the TV, and when I walked in the first tower was just falling. I couldn't believe what I was seeing, and as we sat in shock and stared at the TV, the second tower came down. All this time I was scared to death for my close friend Scott, who lives just a couple of blocks away from the WTC. His wide was 8 months pregnant with their new baby Cameron, and I knew they were right in the path of danger. Numerous attempts to call him were fruiltess. 

As a New York native, I felt the urge to be with other New Yorkers, so I called my friend Joe and his wife Judy, and spent the rest of the day with them watching the news. We spent the day crying and trying to figure out what was happening. 

The next morning, I got a phone call - it was Scott, who was in a state of shock. I was the very first person he was able to reach on his cell phone. 

After assuring me that his wife Claire and their son Taylor were OK, he instructed me to get on the net, where he sent me to a private ftp directory on his web site. It turns out that Scott, upon seeing the first impact, had the clarity of mind to grab a DV camcorder and place it on a tripod on the deck of his penthouse apartment loooking right up into the towers. While he was shooting the scene, the second plane impacted. After a few minutes of this, he grabbed the camera, and was somehow able to upload a Quicktime version of the movie to his web site before they lost all phone links. Scott asked me to get ahold of the FBI and alert them to the existence of this evidence. What really jarred me was the sound on the footage - the sound of the approaching airplane, the retort of the explosion, and the absolute clarity of the footage. It was terrifying. 

I tried to call the FBI in Washington, with no success. I tried the FBI in San Francisco, and talked the agent through upgrading his computer to the latest version of Quicktime. Other agents apparently gathered around him, and I could finally hear the sound of the footage in the background, which told me they could finally see it. Upon seeing and hearing the impact, all the agents let out a collective gasp. 

I gave the FBi specific instructions on how to get ahold of Scott, and asked them to call me once they were able to reach him in person. The footage subsequently aired on HBO, without the sound. 

I moved back to New York in November. It was time to go home and help with the healing process. 

* * * 

Todd Hawley, Fremont, CA 

I was online and a friend messaged me about it. I turned on my TV set and saw the WTC buildings on fire. I had an doctor's appointment in San Francisco that day and called them to make sure they knew I was still coming. 

I took BART over to the city and when I got there, it was surreal. Noontime and yet as I walked down Market Street, it was even more deserted than on a Sunday. As I rode a bus down Van Ness, I could see the police guards around the government buildings. 

I made my appointment and as I rode back up Van Ness to Market, I saw the same deserted streets. Riding home on BART, I still wasn't totally sure about what had really completely happened. 

When I got home that night, I lit a couple of prayer candles for the victims. I plan to do that again next week. 

A few months later, I had a dream one night that I was in a forest on my bike and somehow knew I had to get home before it got dark. It wasn't until I saw a picture of the entire Pennsylvania crash site that I realized the forest behind the crash site was the same one I'd seen in my dream. I had never seen it before! 

I'm not going to be watching any TV next Wednesday. Every time I think about Sept. 11, I feel a great sense of sadness and anger. I don't need any reminders of that day. 

Alisa Clancy, San Mateo, CA 

It was the 7:40 am on-air break at the College of San Mateo's KCSM Jazz91, and I was set to give away a pair of tickets -- I think they were for Dave Brubeck -- and no phone calls. "Hmmm," I thought, "maybe there's something wrong with the phone, or the question (usually music trivia) was too hard," and a listener was gracious enough to call and tell me to turn on the television. I told listeners in the next break to "please turn on your television -- and then come back when you feel you can." I immediately changed the programming from the usual morning upbeat to very reflective, introspective, beautiful melodic music, and we kept it that way for a few days. I'll do that again this 9/11; music, to me, can often say those words, speak that emotion, that all the words in the world cannot. 

* * * 

John Ruzicka, San Francisco, CA 

My sister in New Jersey called me just after 6 am and said to turn on the TV and that a plane had hit the World Trade Center. I took a quick look but thought it was an accident. Ironically, that day at work, I attended a stress-management seminar. It kept getting interrupted with updates and then was finally canceled altogether. I contacted all my friends in New York and New Jersey to make sure they were okay. One friend in Battery Park City was okay but homeless. I later learned that the older brother of a friend from grade school was killed at the Pentagon. It was strange to go back that Christmas and not see the buildings. 

* * * 

Peter, Los Gatos, CA 

My clock-radio alarm was set to a local news station (KCBS), and when I first heard it, it didn't really sink in, since the announcer sounded so calm, given the magnitude of what happened. As such, I thought it was a commercial or a joke. I immediately turned on the TV and saw, on the "Today" show, the towers burning. This was no joke. I was totally floored. Then I saw the second plane hit, not sure whether it was live or video. I started yelling to my wife, "They've bombed the World Trade Center" -- with lots of profanity. I then called my parents and told my mom what happened. She hadn't heard. I was beside myself. I must have been really flipped out, since she called my wife later in the morning after I left for work and asked whether I was okay. 

* * * 

Sandy Grain, Portland, ME 

My mother, my two sisters, my sister-in-law (from Minnesota) and myself (from California) met in Maine for a "girl's getaway." We had a wonderful week and felt so rejuvenated! We were scheduled to fly home on Sept. 11 at approximately 2 pm. They had a connecting flight in Boston, and I was to fly direct to San Francisco from Portland. At 9 am (EST), we were all in our rooms packing when my sister- in-law came to my room and said to turn on the TV. They were repeatedly showing the first hit to the first tower. 

Soon, we all gathered in my room and watched as the situation grew more terrifying. Little by little, reports of other attacks were surfacing, and we were all away from our husbands and children. All the matriarchs in our entire family were in that one room, and we were terrified of the unknown. Being that close to New York, we knew it would be quite a while before we made it out of Maine, and we had no idea what to do or where to go. 

The "girls" from Minnesota decided that day to keep the car we had rented and drive straight through back to Minnesota. It took them about 26 hours, but they were home, safe and sound, and reunited with their families. I, on the other hand, decided to wait it out and take the next available flight back to San Francisco (not realizing that that wouldn't be for days). I stayed alone for the first couple of days and kept rescheduling my flights, which kept being canceled. 

Finally, I took a Greyhound bus from Portland to Sacramento, which took three days. While I was happy that the transportation was available, I think it will be a long time before I ever take a Greyhound again. I met my husband at the station and shared the most passionate, warm embrace imagineable. It all worked out for us, but we will always remember the horror and the sadness we felt that day. I'm very proud to be an American and pray every day that we never, ever have to face that situation again. 

* * * 

George Snyder, Denver, CO 

I was on my way home to San Francisco from New York. I had a business meeting in Denver and flew out of JFK at midnight on 9/11. I made it into Denver at 2:30 am. I checked into my hotel, got up at 8:30 am and headed to work. 

By the time I got to work, the attacks had already occurred, and our building in Denver was evacuated. Not knowing what had happened, it was very strange for me to see our office empty at 9 am on a Tuesday. I checked my e-mail and found it on the Internet. 

I will never forget the view of the towers at midnight on 9/11, realizing I would never see them again. 

* * * 

Serena, South San Francisco, CA 

I woke up at around 6:15 am that morning. I was listening to a morning radio show as I was getting ready. They kept talking about things that were going on in New York at the World Trade Center. Then my husband came in and told me to come and take a look at the television. On our little black- and-white TV, I saw smoke spewing out of the two towers and out of the Pentagon building. It was like something out of a movie. 

I then carpooled with my father to work in downtown San Francisco. As we drove on Interstate 280, I looked up into the sky and saw a plane making its slow descent into SFO -- and, for some reason, it gave me comfort to see the plane landing safely. 

As we made our way through downtown, KCBS announced that the second tower of the WTC had collapsed (for some reason, I don't remember hearing about the first one collapsing). I looked up at the tall buildings in downtown San Francisco and wondered whether we were safe. I got to my office, and very few people had made it in. Our managers made the decision to close the office and let us go home, especially because we were just across the street from the Transamerica Building. As I made my way home through the streets of downtown San Francisco, I looked up at the tall, beautiful buildings around me and prayed that everything would be okay. 

At home, I watched endless hours of the news coverage. I also remember writing a Sunday School lesson that night -- one about how God uses the most unlikely people and events to do his will. As I look back at Sept. 11, one year later, I realize that all the events of the day for me were part of God's work to shape my life to His will. I hope this is a lesson our country will learn from too, as we distance ourselves from that fateful day. 

* * * 

Danny Lee, San Francisco, CA 

I was awakened, as is my daily routine, by my clock/stereo radio at 7:20 am. Normally, it was set to 94.9's Doghouse, so I was expecting one of their prank phone-call skits, but, instead, they were playing CNN or CBS newsfeeds and describing New York as "dust covered." It sounded strange, so I turned on the tube to see the Twin Towers on fire, and constant replays of a plane crashing into it. It was so weird. Like everyone says, it was like a movie or something, except it wasn't. I drove to work to Novato, and I had to cross the Golden Gate Bridge, but I kept on getting conflicting reports over the radio about whether they were closing down the bridge because of the potential threat of terrorism, so I drove around the block a couple of times, debating whether I should go to work or not. I did, eventually. That night, on the drive home, through the radio and the roads you could feel how somber everyone in this country was. 

* * * 

Ron Rodriguez, Martinez, CA 

I don't have much of a story, but my son does. I woke up to the news, couldn't believe it, then accepted and tried to analyze it. Thought we were too quick to blame Islamists, but turns out that was the smart call. 

My son had worked the night shift on his ship, the USS Thorn, a destroyer with the Enterprise battle group, then in the Mediterranean. He walked past the TV room on his way to the shower, saw the news and thought it was a sci- fi movie, except that none of his shipmates were laughing or making jokes about a corny movie. Out of the shower, he stepped into the TV room and found out it was for real. I immediately e-mailed him for the obvious reason; he replied that they knew and were on alert and that e-mail would be shut down until further notice. The latter was not the news I wanted to hear. 

The Thorn, up in the Adriatic on her way to central Croatia, went flank speed to the eastern Mediterranean, where they locked and loaded, waited, and boarded and searched suspect ships. Only when he got home seven weeks later did my son flesh out the story and tell me that he was in the boarding party. 

* * * 

Karen Malliaras, Novato, CA 

My alarm went off at 7:30 am, and the DJ was talking about four planes hijacked and the World Trade Center on fire. At first, not sure what I heard, I hit the snooze button. But then I had this feeling to get out of bed and watch the news. 

When I turned on the TV, I could not believe what I was seeing. I saw the second plane go into the second tower and then saw the Pentagon on fire. I was in shock. 

I stayed home with my children that day and watched TV. When I kissed my children that night when I put them to bed, I said a prayer for each of them, because from that day forward, their world was going to be very different. 

* * * 

Jim Glines, San Francisco, CA 

I ran into a friend on the way to work at a coffee shop. "Did you hear that terrorists attacked the WTC?" he asked. I hadn't heard a word. No one on the subway mentioned it. Together, we walked to the corner, where a local bank has a television monitor prominently displayed. We reached it just as the second plane slammed into the towers. Stunned, in utter disbelief, people stood in front of the monitor. Some wept. Most were outraged. 

When I reached the office, we were told to go home. Eerily, no one spoke of the terror unfolding as we rode the J line toward our homes. When I finally reached my apartment and turned on the TV, I watched as innocent people like me were jumping from the towers to flee the flames. It changed forever the way I see my life in America in that moment. When the towers fell, I finally allowed myself to truly grieve for our nation. Yet even as the dust rose into the sky over Manhattan, I knew that we would never be the same -- we would have to unite. And this one sentiment is what I have taken from this disaster; I will always hold life dear, and I refuse to live in fear. 

* * * 

Elizabeth, Reno, NV 

My story is likely identical to many others. I was getting out of bed when I heard the NPR report of a plane hitting one of the World Trade Center towers. My first thought was that it was a general-aviation aircraft whose pilot got confused or was hot-dogging over the city and lost control. 

Then I turned on the TV and heard the reports that it was a passenger jet. I was shocked and saddened that a jet could accidentally hit a tower. Then I saw the second plane hit, and I realized it was no accident. 

The horror was almost a taste in my mouth, something I didn't want to chew on, to spread on my tongue. I entered a surreal tunnel as people leaped out of the buildings from a hundred stories off the ground, almost uncomprehending as first one and then the other tower collapsed like paper, paper floating like leaves, paper-white ash and dust. 

I saw the reporter in the Pentagon when it was hit, who said ,"There was just a loud crash in this building. Maybe it is construction." I knew, without knowing how, that it was not construction. 

There were so many layers of anguish as my brain moved in slow motion: the loss of life, the firefighters, police, office workers, everyday moms and dads; the loss of those wonderful, unique buildings; the overwhelming proof that someone had purposefully done this awful thing; a feeling of helplessness that grew into undirected rage. All while I was standing, a half- dressed statue, in my living room. 

* * * 

James Womacks, Bothell, WA 

It was such a strange thing to have thought about Tom Clancy's "Debt of Honor," his now-infamous novel in which a terrorist in a hijacked airline strikes the Capitol while a full house of Congress is convened, on my way home from Beverly Hills, where I worked on Sept. 10. It was inexplicable. Why, of all things, did I think about that? I hadn't read it in years. I shrugged it off as the work of an exhausted mind relaying long-forgotten thoughts. 

The following morning, at somewhere between 5:45 and 6, the phone rang. Neither my fiancée nor myself wanted to get up to pick it up. Who'd be calling at this early hour? We never did find out, and nobody in either of our families, who lived in California and in Washington state, admitted to calling us at that hour. By 9 am, I was out the door and on my way to work, a talent agency that represents some fine actors. The radio was on, but instead of the two chirpy radio morning-show hosts, all I get are agitated voices bellowing something about "...towers are gone! The towers have been totally destroyed!" Within 15 minutes, the exact length it took me to get to the office, I had heard everything. Pentagon. Pennsylvania. Hijackers. Suicide jumps. 

I was stopped at the light, waiting to make my left turn, and couldn't believe that this, acts of unimaginable barbarity, had happened to us, the greatest country in the world. Which was next? The Golden Gate Bridge? I grew up in the Bay Area, and I prayed there would be no more planes, no more death, no more horror. The light turned green, but I didn't move. Someone honked. I turned my head and noticed Felipe, one of the company's parking-lot attendants, on his motorbike, trying to get my attention. 

"Work's been cancelled!" He yelled. "Go home!" 

All I could do was nod, make my turn and turn around somewhere down the street. Hollywood would have to wait. Sorry, but it's not a movie. It's real life unfolding. I called my fiancée, thinking she might not be aware yet. She was surprised to hear it was me, thinking I might've left something back at the flat. 

"Work's been called off," I said in a hoarse voice. "I'm coming home." 

"Why?" I knew she wouldn't know. She never watches the morning shows. 

"Turn on the TV and you'll find out. Something terrible. I'll be home soon." Click. 

On the way back, it hit me. Tom Clancy. Was my overburdened mind trying to tell me something? 

* * * 

Rosita Lucas, San Francisco, CA 

That day was rather routine, as we all know. Usually, I showered and dressed while watching the morning news programs, and then headed to BART to get to work. I turned on the television that morning, and one of the towers had already collapsed. I phoned my family in the East Bay, and they sounded calm -- almost as if they had been expecting something of this magnitude to happen. 

Then I called my best friend, who lives in the Haight. I told her to turn on the television. She was still groggy, and was incredulous. I told her to try and phone a mutual friend in Manhattan with whom I had stayed just a few weeks earlier. Weâre all in our late 20s and early 30s, and my friend in New York had just purchased an apartment in downtown TriBeCa. We were so excited for her. It was such a big step. I remember that when I was visiting New York, I had taken a series of photos that looked out from her living-room window. They showed the World Trade Center. The towers were less than three blocks away. 

In the ensuing days, I learned that all of my friends and relatives who lived in New York and New Jersey were physically okay. My friend with the downtown apartment had seen everything unfold from her apartment window, and had gone to stay upstate until things calmed down. 

The week that it happened was a blur. I couldn't concentrate at work. I'd meet my friends at our favorite corner dive bar in the Mission and just drink and drink. Then I'd go home and look at the footage all over again. I couldn't sleep. I didn't feel safe. I thought the World Trade Center attacks would only be the beginning. 

* * * 

Melissa Conci, Kansas City, KS 

I awoke early on the morning of Sept. 11. I was staying with a good friend in Kansas City and needed to make a 9 am. flight. "Are you awake?" my friend, Julie, called down to me from upstairs. Both of us were pretty anal about being on time, so this kind of wake-up call was not uncommon. I spent the next hour or so getting ready, double-checking that I had all my belongings. 

I had spent a long weekend with my friend, something that I always looked forward to, but was ready to get back home. The late-summer heat was stifling in Kansas, and I longed for the cool marine layer that I knew and loved. While Julie fed and dressed her 1-year-old little boy, I showered and lugged my baggage upstairs. There was no time for watching the news; just a call in to the airlines to confirm the flight was on time. 

I have often thought back about that moment when I called in to check the flight. It must have been at approximately 7 am Central Mountain Time, which, of course, was 8 am Eastern Standard Time. The attacks were happening, and we were completely oblivious, concerned only with getting Wil to eat his Cheerios and finish his banana while I scarfed down a yogurt and guzzled some coffee. 

There was no time to switch on the TV to check the weather, the national and local news; if we had, we would have known that our journey to the airport would be in vain. Once in the car, there was still no opportunity for us to listen to the local or national news. A fidgety 1-year-old is soothed only by a Baby Mozart tape, so this is what filled our thoughts as we drove along the picturesque countryside. 

Once we got to the airport, after a quick hug and help with my bags, Julie was on her way. As I stood in line at the curbside check-in, this was when everything changed and there was no looking back. "Pentagon," "plane" and "grounded" were bits and pieces of the conversation occurring in front of me. I was half paying attention. Did that man say that all planes are grounded and that a plane had hit the Pentagon? Suddenly, and without warning, everything seemed so surreal. The customer-service agent confirmed what I had thought I had heard. He looked as lost as I felt, and he said, "I'm sorry, ma'am. We don't know what to tell you. This has never happened before." 

They went through the motions, giving me a boarding card and taking my bags. I let them take the bags, not sure whether that was a good idea, not sure where I was going or what I was doing. I walked like cattle to the inside of the airport with countless other people who appeared to be daydreaming, crowds of people around all the television monitors. 

There was so much chaos that I don't clearly remember exactly what happened next. I must admit I was only half watching the TVs. I tried to call my friend who had just dropped me off but couldn't get through. I sat with my boarding card and my cell phone, hitting Redial again and again, stuck in a surreal daze. When the first tower fell, I was more than likely trying to use my cell phone and wasn't watching it happen. Gasps of horror pulled me to the televisions, and I covered my mouth in shock. I felt a white-hot panic shoot through my veins. What was happening? Were we at war? Was this the end of the world? What was happening to the people in that building or that plane? What kind of horrific scene was occurring in New York, and where else was it happening? Was this a global attack? Questions, endless questions. 

Finally, they announced over the loudspeaker that there would be no flights out today: All flights had been grounded indefinitely. I walked outside like a zombie to have a quick cigarette and get my head together, then nearly jumped out of my skin when my cell phone rang. "Stay where you are," Julie said. "I'm on my way back." Apparently, she had made it halfway home when her husband had called her on her cell phone and told her to turn around, that I wasn't going anywhere. 

All in all, I spent an additional four days in Kansas City, glued to the TV like the rest of the world, unable to contemplate what had occurred. When I touched down in San Jose that Saturday, the entire plane cheered like I had never heard a plane full of people cheer before. It gave me goosebumps. We had all changed profoundly in the four days since the attack, and we all were so relieved to be home. I think it's safe to assume that my friend does not ever leave for the airport again without checking the national news and telling friends and family that they are loved. And neither do I. 

Jacky, San Bruno, CA 

I was at work when the first plane hit. My manager came around at 6:30 am and told me what happened. I thought it was a joke at first until he turned the radio on. All the Gap offices across the street from us closed. My friend's nephew died in the WTC, and they never found him. We had the radio on before the second plane hit, and I was hoping it would be stopped and praying no more people would die. 

* * * 

Lisa Bohm, Reno, NV 

I was living in Sunnyvale at the time, and I took my elderly mom on a car trip to Reno while my roommate had a government business trip to the East Coast. We were staying at the Circus Circus Hotel, where there was a reunion of a World War II navy ship's crew, and I can remember the horrible fires in the Sierra -- and waking up early that morning, turning the TV on and seeing the smouldering Twin Towers. At first, I thought it was a replay of the original bombing of the World Trade Towers years ago, and I had to pinch myself to realize that it was current! 

Thankfully I was able to get ahold of my friend by cell phone, as her meeting was canceled and her flight had her stuck in Pennsylvania somewhere. I wheeled Mom down to the casino so that we could watch the big-screen TVs in the hotel lobby area, and I can remember the silence in the building. The striking thing was the somber looks on the mens' faces -- those gallant old veterans -- some so close to tears, and I knew that if they could serve again, many of them would have been there in a heartbeat. It was a long, quiet drive back to Sunnyvale on Sept. 12, and my life has been changed forever. 

* * * 

Tasha Kelter, San Francisco, CA 

My mom was in town and had been up for a couple of hours, cleaning my house and puttering around. I work the night shift, so I was still asleep at 9:30 in the morning, but my boyfriend called me and said, "You'd better turn on the radio." (I don't have a TV and only listen to the radio for "The Prairie Home Companion.") "A plane has crashed in New York" or something like that, he said. I thought, God, another plane crash? Can't they keep these things in the air? My mom turned on the radio, and I sat in bed and she sat on the edge of the bed, and we listened to the news. Eventually, I figured out it might not be an accident -- I mean, two planes flying into the World Trade Center at the same time? 

I ate a bowl of cereal. The best way to face bad news is with a bowl of Grape Nuts, I said absurdly. I tried not to act rattled. My mother did, too. We listened to the news for a while with the occasional, "Well ... there you go." There you go what? The world has officially gone to hell? Apparently so. 

I talked to my dad on the phone. He had gone to Stuyvesant High School in New York City. He said to me, "They got my high school," sounding very sad, and that was the thing that stuck in my mind, and when I had to cry about it later, that's what I cried about. 

* * * 

Alicia Fambrini, Walnut Creek, CA 

I woke up at about 7 am. I walked into the kitchen to find my dad in there with his eyes glued to the screen in a shocked position. "We're going to war" he said. 

"Huh?" I said. As I walked in and looked at the screen, I was shocked. Is this some kind of joke? I was in disbelief. Didn't those smoky buildings used to be the World Trade Center? 

I went to school, and the entire class listened to the radio all day long. We were even more shocked when the second plane hit the World Trade Center. When I came home from school, the World Trade Center was gone -- all gone. I saw it all collaspe. Geez, would I like to get my hands on the creep who did this mess -- along with the rest of America. 

* * * 

David Eyster, Roseville, CA 

I normally don't wake up and turn on the TV for the morning news, but on 9/11, that is what I did. I sat there, stunned, as a jetliner was shown flying into one of the towers. My wife -- downstairs -- belatedly yelled for me to turn on the television; her voice was frantic. Sitting there staring at the screen, I assumed the worst as the second plane hit the second tower. I picked up the telephone and called my mother in Walnut Creek. I asked whether she was awake and watching the morning news -- "No" to both questions. I told her to get up and turn on the television immediately. "Why?" "Because, I know this may sound strange, but the United States is under attack. New York is under attack!" I still remember the chill that ran up and down my spine as I spoke those unbelievable words. 

God bless America!! 

* * * 

Ashanti Miller, San Rafael, CA 

On 9/11, I was on my way to the shower and avoiding my roommate's morning guests when one of them stopped me and insisted that I join them around the TV. 

"No! Stay here and see what's happening today in your country!" he said. It was incredible. All I could say is, what did we do to deserve this? I thought again and remembered listening to PRI's "The World" over the past two years and recalled how we've been treating the people of the Middle East as afterthoughts time and time again. But still, why attack New York? The most tolerant, diverse, culture-friendly city in America? Obviously, the terrorists had another agenda in mind: to cripple the United States' ability to dominate so much of the current affairs in the Middle East. 

As the carnage went on, my roommate turned to everyone and said, "Will our government think Israel is not worth defending after this?" I'm not Jewish, but I still shuddered. Israel deserves to exist, but the Palestinians should be treated with respect and not as second-class citizens. 

Moving right along, my thoughts then turned to that suspiciously long vacation President Bush took just before the attacks. Hmmm ... but that's another story. 

* * * 

John Trasvina, Washington, DC 

Sept. 11, 2001, was supposed to be the day of my going-away party from the Department of Justice. I was the last remaining Clinton appointee at Main Justice Headquarters, where I led the Office of Special Counsel for immigrant rights. A CNN Breaking News e-mail from my top assistant said, "What a way to start the day." 

No one could have guessed or could have been prepared for what the next hour, day, weeks and months would bring. One colleague had a brother-in-law in the World Trade Center. Calls to the Justice Department's Command Center brought no information. Since my office was less than two blocks from the White House, we evacuated immediately upon learning of the Pentagon explosion. Amid sirens, tears, panic and consternation on New York Avenue, and, unable to give any assurances that things would be all right, I sent the dedicated men and women of my office home to their families, hoping they would be out of harm's way the farther they got from the White House area. Fortunately, the most dangerous things we had to dodge were not bombs or airplanes but only the flying rumors -- all false -- of attacks on the Capitol, the State Department and the Washington Monument. 

Over the next hours we watched and grieved with the nation and especially mourned the brave passengers of Flight 93 who sacrificed their lives and diverted their plane from very certain devastation directly headed our way. 

I devoted the final week of my government service to one mission -- attempting to safeguard the rights of innocent immigrants and naturalized citizens from being scapegoated because they worn turbans or saris or had accents originating in the Middle East. To their credit, Bush administration officials quickly moved to calm ethnic tensions and fears in those first few days. 

Driving, rather than flying, home to San Francisco at the end of September gave me the opportunity to see across the country beyond the Washington Beltway and reflect on my 16 years of public service in Washington, as well as my own future and that of the nation. 

Over the past 12 months, we have survived, but our freedoms and security have been tested, and immigrants are forced to pay a special price for the madness caused by a few. 

On Sept. 11, 2002, I begin teaching immigration law at Stanford Law School. It will be a day to remember heroes lost at the World Trade Center and Pentagon, but also a day to celebrate our freedoms and the Statue of Liberty still standing tall in New York Harbor. 

* * * 

Wictoria Markula, Stockholm, Sweden 

After spending many years in the United States, we had recently moved back to Sweden with our 1-year-old daughter. Our child was antsy the afternoon of 9/11 (the time difference is six hours ahead), so I turned on the television to check whether there was any children's programming on. 

Before we changed the channel we took a quick look at what seemed to be a computer-animated scene of the World Trade Center burning on CNN. Suddenly, my husband turned pale and said he thought this was actually happening. I tried to get our daughter to play in another room, but we could not stop looking at the coverage. I had to get outside, so I went out for a walk. 

I remember meeting people that did not yet know about what had happened and feeling outrageously angry with them for walking around and chatting, laughing and going on about their business like nothing had happened. I wanted to scream out to everyone what had happened. I wanted the subways to stop, the shops to close and people to stop talking. 

I called my friends, and I think we discussed the potential of a third world war. I am not sure. San Francisco and New York had been our homes for seven years -- it felt like our second home was on fire. 

* * * 

Jerry P., Destin, FL 

A group of us were on vacation in Destin, Florida. We were in a condo overlooking the Gulf of Mexico, right on the beach. I had just grabbed a donut and flipped on the TV and saw the first tower smoking and learned about the plane that had hit it. Then, I watched what I thought was another plane hit the second tower. I turned to my wife and said, "Was that another plane?! Oh, my God." 

Our hearts sank. This wasn't happening. A beautiful morning on a sunny beach. How could we enjoy our vacation at a time like this? All of our activities had an underlying theme of guilt. It was like we were disconnected from our own bodies, and, as they tried to have fun, it was tough to concentrate on what we were doing. 

My mom was alone back home, watching our dogs, and I really felt for her. We had just lost my dad to a fall off the roof, and she had no one there to reassure her. Several calls a day kept her calm. 

All flights back home were canceled, and part of the group was supposed to fly out the next day. Luckily, we had rented a car and ended up driving the 800 miles back to our home in St. Louis, MO, a couple of days after the event. I still have the picture in my mind of a view down the beach and all the American flags hung out over the water from decks and balconies. The sunshine was bright and the water was clear, but the day was somehow very dark. 

* * * 

Tony Graham, Chicago, IL 

I work in downtown Chicago. On the morning of 9/11, I was at work, scanning headlines on the Internet. I ran across a small story about a plane hitting the World Trade Center. I figured it was an accident involving a small plane. The next site I hit had a picture that showed the smoke pouring out of the first tower. I realized then it couldn't have been a small plane. After the second tower was hit, I joined a group of co-workers gathered around a TV to watch the developments. 

The broadcast announced that the Sears Tower was being evacuated. Since the Sears Tower is a few blocks away and can be seen from where we were standing, we all turned to the window. Of course, it looked like it normally does -- a tall, black, monolith-like building. Still, we began to wonder whether it might be next. Eventually, our boss came in and told us all to go home. The train home was more crowded than a typical rush hour, with everyone going home. The next day, I saw a Web site with a picture of downtown Chicago. It was taken the afternoon on Sept. 11. The streets were empty. No one was around. Downtown Chicago had become a virtual ghost town. 

* * * 

Dave Lowe, United Airlines Flight 984 

On the evening of Sept. 10, I was checking in for my flight from Rio de Janiero to San Francisco. The ground staff started to book me from Rio to SFO via Newark, thinking the connections were better, but eventually booked me via Miami, mentioning that the cut-off time for the New York flight had passed. After an uneventful flight to Miami and clearing Customs there, I boarded United Airlines Flight 984 to San Francisco. We took off at 7:45 that morning in a nearly empty 767. 

Two hours into the flight, a tense voice came through the headset earphones: "Cabin crew to the cockpit immeditately." The passengers who were listening to the inflight entertainment started to look around the cabin as the crew rushed to the front; within seconds, we were descending rapidly, and I noticed the flaps were up on the wing to rapidly slow us down. 

We began to drop faster, and the inflight TVs switched off; then they came back on, and the new destination was Oklahoma City. As the cabin crew prepared for landing, we continued to drop very quickly, and they were visibly upset. There was some panic among the passengers, but the crew's professionalism helped calm the passengers down. 

Eventually, we landed at Oklahoma City with a dozen other aircraft. Immediately upon landing, we were told of a national emergency in New York, and we were told to get off the plane as fast as possible. When we finally got to the terminal, we found it full of people just standing like statues, and we couldn't believe our eyes; by then, both the towers had collapsed. A few minutes later, news came in of United Airlines Flight 93, and it was only then that I realized I had nearly been booked on that flight. 

Three days later, we continued to SFO. The crew, by then, had become our friends, and the passengers, too. The two-hour flight was tense and very quiet, but nothing prepared us for what met us upon landing at SFO: ground-crew members outside the airplane were waving U.S. flags, standing on luggage carts, cheering; we were one of the first flights to land after the 9/11 airspace shutdown. 

As we filed off the aircraft, even more ground staff were cheering and waving flags in the empty terminal. It was an emotional end to a very emotional three days. 

* * * 

Russ Hamilton, San Mateo Bridge, CA 

I was driving to work when my mom called me on my cell phone, frantic telling me about the first plane. 

When I told her I was on the bridge she started screaming for me to get off the bridge. But how are you supposed to do that? 

I didn't know the extent of the disaster until I arrived at work, and then my mother's worry hit me. 

I love my mom. 

* * * 

Albert Lin, Mountain View, CA 

I work in public relations, so it's the nature of my business to contact the media. I actually woke up early (5:30 am) to go to work and contact people in New York to schedule interviews for one of my clients, since they are three hours ahead of us. As I was pulling out of my garage, I turned the radio to Z95.7 (when it was still playing their old format of Top 40 pop songs). The DJ came on and reported the news of the first plane hitting the World Trade Center. When I got to the office, I tried contacting N.Y. reporters but kept getting a busy signal. Eventually, I talked with my client, and, for obvious reasons, we decided to stop pursuing interviews. 

* * * 

Angelos Kottas, San Francisco, CA 

I had just gotten in my car at 6:30 in the morning to drive to work. After a couple of minutes, I began to realize that I was not listening to the regular newscast on NPR. They were reporting two plane crashes into the World Trade Center and smoke pouring out of the buildings. There was a lot of uncertainty, plus unconfirmed rumors regarding which airplanes had hit and how many people were on board. 

I immediately called my girlfriend on my cell phone and told her to go turn the television on. I was in shock and didn't know what else to say. As I continued to drive, the newscast reported that a plane had crashed into the Pentagon. 

I was the second person in the office. I immediately turned my computer on and tried visiting every news site I could find. Already, most of the sites were overloaded, and I started checking the international news sites for updates because they were still up. It felt like the end of the world when I finally read that the first tower went down. Immediately, I started to think, "How many people got out? How many people were in the building?" I rushed to my co-worker to tell him the news. The rest of the office started to come in. It was one of the longest days of my life. 

Jenn Kay, San Diego, CA 

I had awakened early that day to make a doctor's appointment for a work-related injury that I had put off for a week. I was online on a message board when a message arrived, stating that a small plane had crashed into the WTC. I flipped on the news. It didn't look like a small plane at all. The gash was huge. I got up and sat in front of the television, trying to digest this terrible accident, when, before my eyes, there was another explosion. (From the camera angle, I couldn't see the plane approach). 

I sat horrified and confused. What the ...? The newscaster announced that another plane had hit the tower. For a second, I thought there must be a problem with the air tower, but then it hit me. Before I knew what I was doing, I was in the bathroom, gagging up my breakfast, absolutely sickened by the carnage I had just witnessed. We were being attacked. 

Then, reports from Washington. Another plane. I had a decision to make. If I missed one more appointment, I would not get my disability check, and that meant rent. It sounds kind of selfish, but I could not decide whether to go or not. It was close, so I looked out the door and saw the ususal traffic, so I ran out, jumped in my car and figured I would stick my head in and they would let me run back home. 

The drive was brief but bizarre. Everywhere I went, people were looking fully at one another. You would feel eyes on you, and there were. Nobody looked away. You held eyes enough with your road companions enough to read the confusion, anger and fear. 

When I got to the doctor, United Airlines Flight 93 had gone down. I gathered around a pharmacy TV with a group of others in silence. I signed my name on some paper and ran home. As we know, the rest of the day unfolded with horror and grief. I cried all day and woke that night in a panic, dressing myself in my sleep, because I had a nightmare a plane was falling on my city. 

* * * 

Shawn Sherburne, San Francisco, CA 

I was in bed when my phone rang on the morning of Sept. 11. Marc, my friend from college, had notified me of the Pentagon and the World Trade Center. Naturally, I didn't believe him until he urged me to turn on the news. I dropped to my knees in horror at what I was seeing. Who could imagine turning on your TV to see such an amazing and sad event take place before your eyes? 

I immediately thought of my mom. She had just moved from Long Island to Sedona, Ariz., about three months previously. She had been working at Morgan Stanley prior to her move and had spent a majority of her time at the World Trade Center. I called my mom because I needed to hear her voice. (It's not often a 24-year-old needs to call his mom just to tell her he loves her.) My mom later that day confirmed that most of her former co-workers made it out of the building safely. 

I had to go to work that day to conduct employment interviews. I can honestly say that I don't remember a single word people said during the course of those interviews. I was emotionally numb for several hours. Because we didn't have a TV, we were getting scattered reports from the radio and people coming in for interviews. At one point, we were told that a hijacked plane was headed for San Francisco. I only later found out that this was the plane that crashed in a field in rural Pennsylvania. Still, for that brief moment, I thought I might have seen the Golden Gate Bridge or the Transamerica Building for the last time on my drive in to work earlier this morning. 

I left work early that day when the rest of my co-workers returned home to retrieve their children from school. Because I work in Oakland, I was hesitant to drive back to San Francisco across the Bay Bridge for fear it might also be attacked. Filled with anxiety, I drove home and admired how peaceful San Francisco looked. I took a mental picture of the City's skyline just in case this was the last time I saw it this way. At that point, I had realized what a surreal day it had been. 

* * * 

Jeremy, San Francisco, CA 

The day before I returned home from Cleveland, it was my godfather's funeral. He was the first person in my immediate family to die when I can remember it happening. So, needless to say, I was emotionally numb, and exhausted from the trip and the jet lag. 

I woke to my roommate screaming at the top of his lungs, "Oh, my God!" (The first plane had just attacked.) This struck me as very odd, since my roommate is very quiet and reserved most of the time; he is 6'5" and weighs about 250 pounds, so the idea that something could be scaring him so bad instantly put a chill down my spine and made me worry. However, I was still far too tired and drained to get up. (I was to start my first job in eight monthes four hours later.) I decided that if something was going to happen to me, it was going to happen in my sleep. 

Not too long afterward, I thought I was having déjà vu when I heard him again. (The second tower had been attacked.) This time, he was completely terrified -- you could hear it in his voice. He opened my door and ordered me to wake up and get dressed, and informed me about what had happened. He also added that there were other planes that were not accounted for and that they might be heading toward San Francisco. This is when I screamed out, "Holy $&^%$!" 

I went to work and met all my new co- workers under very stressful conditions -- and even offered my very large apartment for sleeping space for those who weren't sure whether they would be able to take the BART train through the tube that runs under San Francisco Bay. Normally, I wouldn't offer my home to strangers, but that day it seemed like the only way I knew to feel like I was helping, and feeling helpless. 

* * * 

Allison Kendall, East Hartland, CT 

I had been on the East Coast for perhaps two weeks, having left all that was familiar about my childhood home in the Bay Area to make a new beginning with a new love. We were late sleepers -- until the sunlight made it across the floor to our pillows, we were not likely to stir. 

That morning was no different; I woke to rustling leaves and blue skies, and savored the midmorning quiet of the near-empty house. The dogs were asleep on the couch, and the woods beyond the kitchen windows had the golden glow of late summer. The peacefulness changed without warning, however, as a neighbor rushed in through the side door and my groggy mind made out the words, "We're being attacked! Turn on the TV!" 

I sat on the couch between the two dogs and felt my heart sink and my stomach tighten as images of planes falling from the sky repeated and the WTC towers exploded in smoke over and over again, like some dreadful and surreal dream. 

After an hour or so, I couldn't think of anything to say; I couldn't decide what I felt. So I turned off the TV, picked up my journal and stepped outside -- the sun was bright, the air still and warm. I sat down on a large flat rock overlooking the edge of the woods; the trees were both menacing and comforting -- my unsettled mind half- expected to see armed soldiers filter out of the birches and firs into the meadow. I found myself transfixed by the shifting shapes of where the tops of the trees met the sky, and I knew with a strange calmness that while those fallen planes and toppled towers had seemingly changed everything, the woods remained silent and unstirred. 

My mental image of 9/11 is one of contradictions; I see the amateur videos, the news flashes, the aching remains of the WTC humbled in rubble. But I also see a landscape quietly untouched by our human dramas, which perhaps makes the tragic passing of so many lives a little less unbearable; life does indeed go on, and while we may never fully heal the wounds that were so violently delivered that day, I find solace in the quiet bravery and kinship revealed in so many people by such a momentous day. 

* * * 

Erin Bradley, Palo Alto, CA 

I woke up at around 6:30 am and took a shower. My husband had left at around 6 to ride his bike to work near Moffett Field. As I was getting dressed, I turned on 97.3 Alice, and the hosts, who are normally joking, were talking about a plane that had flown into the WTC. I shouted, "What?" at the radio and ran to turn on the TV. 

I watched the footage for a while, including the second plane crash and then the two towers collapsing. I called my husband, whose father lives and works in midtown Manhattan, leaving him a voice mail to call his father right away. 

He later told me that when he rode by Moffett Field, it was in complete military lockdown, so he knew that something had happened. I went in to work, even though I am on the top floor of a building in San Jose right along the flight path for the airport. We were all standing around discussing the events when the fire alarm went off. Normally, we ignore it because it is usually a false alarm. That morning, we didn't. I decided then to go home. 

My husband met me at home, and we slept because we felt so drained and didn't want to confront the reality of what had happened. 

His father was fine. 

* * * 

Mike Beebe, Mountain View, CA 

My friend Steve Bancroft called me at around 7 am the morning of the 11th, knowing that I was a news junkie and that, shy of nuclear war, this was going to be the ultimate fix for me. 

I greeted the new world with the only three words I could think of when I saw that plane fly into the second tower: "Holy fucking Jesus." 

* * * 

Sheila Ford, Walnut Creek, CA 

My niece got married on Sept. 8, 2001, in NY. My husband, myself and two of our three children flew out to attend. I grew up in New York, and most of my family still resides there, so it was a big family get-together. I don't think I could remember a better weekend, it was so warm and clear. 

My brother, who enjoys the thrill- seeking sport of driving in Manhattan, took us all out the next day on his version of the "New York City Tour." I kept pointing out different items of the skyline to the kids ("Look!" "Look!"), and they kept rolling their eyes and nodding ("Yes, Mom, we've seen it"). The twin towers shone. 

Anyhow, we were scheduled to fly back to Oakland at 4 pm on the 10th, but there were thunderstorms up and down the East Coast, and everything was delayed. The delay went on for two hours -- long enough that we missed the flight we were connecting with, and my sister, who had been waiting at the airport with us, went out to get a pizza to share (gotta have that New York pizza!). My husband really, really wanted to get back to work Tuesday morning, though, and a reservation agent suggested to him that we try to get on a flight to Chicago that was leaving immediately so we might try to get back from there. 

I whined. I wanted to stay and wait till morning -- who knew when we'd finally get home if we left now? But my husband jumped for it. I even missed my pizza! We flew from Chicago to St. Louis to Las Vegas to Oakland, arriving home at about 1:30 am. 

Our oldest child, who's in his 20s and no longer lives with us, called a little before 7 am the next day. He hadn't gone with us because he had to work, but he had come by the night before around 10 pm to make sure the dog was okay. "Youâre home!" he said the morning of the 11th, sounding way more relieved than I thought necessary. "You weren't there last night, and I thought you decided to stay longer." The words were spilling out over the phone. "Are you okay?" I finally asked him, concerned. "There's stuff going on in NY," he said. "Planes -- turn on the news." 

* * * 

Monty, San Francisco, CA 

Outside of the feelings of a second "Pearl Harbor" and the shock(s) I assume most Americans were feeling, I decided to take a walk just before sunset on Sept, 11, 2001, from Polk Gulch to North Beach and points between. The most outrageous thing (to me) I saw through the uncharacteristically lowered noise levels consistent for days to follow was the open-for-business routine of the sex joints of North Beach on Sept. 11 at around 6- 7 pm. 

It didn't and still doesn't make sense to me that anyone in this type of business would be open for business in such a tragic time. I'm certain I could rationalize it by thinking that the customers were having drinks, and a good one probably wouldn't have hurt me or others feeling bombarded by enemies of our country at this point, or maybe that what the places were offering was just another distraction similar to my need to get out of the house for a long walk. Absolutely Babylon by the Bay. 

* * * 

John Scheel, South San Francisco, CA 

I was commuting at the time of the first attacks, my daily drive from Cupertino to South San Francisco. I usually didn't listen to the radio, so I was unaware of the horror taking place during my drive. 

My boss called me at about 6:10 am and told me the news. At that time, there was still confusion as to whether it had been some kind of terrible accident. He was a transplanted New Yorker and had worked in the Twin Towers. I still can hear the ring in my ears of his seriousness and sadness. He told me he would be in shortly and hung up. I ran and turned on the radio and hooked up my laptop. 

The first thing I heard was the news that another plane had crashed -- one that had possibly been heading to the White House. I just slumped into a chair. For the first time in my life, I could not believe what I was hearing. I had experienced the violent death of two family members as a young boy, and I was sickened at the thought of all those families and lives that these evil beings had destroyed. While we were being attacked as a country, these victims were murdered as individuals. 

Like most people, we spent the day at work watching the TV. I am in the air-transportation business, and the national ground stop affected us greatly. But that was all unimportant. My boss had lost a friend who was in the basement of the first tower when it fell. Driving home that afternoon, I cried all the way, thinking of each of those people being attacked, not just our beautiful country. 

* * * 

Connie Bowles, Madisonville, KY 

That morning started out like every morning. Our kids went to school. My husband went to work, and I stayed in bed to rest. I heard someone beating on my front door; it was my younger brother, telling me to come quickly. I couldn't understand the urgency in his voice, but I complied. 

I walked into his house and sat down to see the plane hit the first building. I was shocked -- couldn't believe what I was seeing. When the second plane hit, I felt the pain and horror throughout my body and soul. 

My brother and his friend decided not to work that day. I was never so happy to see my children that day. They had watched it unfold at school, history being made before thier eyes. My heart went out to the families, the victims and the heroes who died that day, and it still does. The heroes will always be remembered, and all who perished were heroes. 

Gordon Zaft, Tucson, AZ 

I had slept in that day and woke up late. When I woke to the clock radio, I heard the DJs talking about something , but I thought it was some kind of made- up thing (&eagrave; la "War of the Worlds"). But they kept talking, so I went and turned on the TV and saw ... 

I debated about going to work -- it seemed pointless. Still, I went in anyway. I don't know why I bothered; all I did was listen to the radio and scan the CNN Web site for updates. 

9/11 is my birthday. My family called me at various times to check in that day, but they didn't really know what to say. What could anyone say? The usual sentiments seemed (and seem) more than irrelevant, they seem absurd. My birthday has been taken from me. I'd complain, but there are a lot of people who've lost a lot worse than me. I've come to the conclusion that, for me and others for whom that day used to be a day of celebration, it is now a day of remembrance, a day of memory, since while others may eventually forget, I can never forget. 

* * * 

Jonathan Kalbfeld, San Francisco, CA 

We were home that morning. I had been unemployed for about two months, and I had a job interview at a company called homestore. Maybe it was homegain. Honestly, I can't remember. The phone rang at 7:48 am, and my fiancée picked up. She never voluntarily talks to people on the phone because she is shy, but it was my mom on the other end, and my fiancée just said to me, "Honey, turn on the television," so I turned on our little bedroom TV and saw a shaking camera and heard a talking voice and saw smoke and knew that something horrible had happened. I canceled my job interview that day. I think I probably cried every day for about a week. 

* * * 

Rick H., Honolulu, HI 

I remember the morning of 9/11 as clearly as if it were yesterday. I had just moved to Honolulu from San Francisco. I was asleep in bed, with the air-conditioner on and my door opened a little so my cat could get in and out. 

My roommate the radiologist was on remote call and knocked on my door and woke me up, saying nonchalantly, "Some terrorists destroyed the World Trade Center in New York. There's going to be a nuclear war." 

"What?" I bellowed. I jumped out of bed and ran to watch the television. Every channel played the images over and over -- it looked like some horrible movie. The people on the top floors yelling for help, some of them jumping, the planes slicing through the buildings. I was in shock and disbelief that anyone would intentionally cause such a thing. Only a monster could do that. 

I had been to New York City only once, and later on, I pulled out pictures of me and my friends with the WTC in the background, standing tall and clean behind us. I was filled with rage and sorrow. 

I keep thinking that if those monsters wanted to change the world, they could have done something else: teach a child to read, come to the United States and start their own company and give jobs to newly arrived immigrants, show someone how to use the Internet, smile at their parents or siblings and say they love them, throw a big party for a terminally ill child or plant some trees in a deforested area. Instead, they chose to take thousands of lives for no reason at all. 

I'm now unable to watch any footage about the WTC mass murder, because I don't want to know how afraid the ones who jumped really were. If you look closely, you can see their faces: people who just wanted to go to work, chat with friends, think about what they would have for lunch, send some e-mails, laugh at a corny joke, get some work done. The monsters did not have the right to take that away from them. 

* * * 

Larry Klein, Oakland, CA 

Just before leaving for a business trip to Chicago, I saw the second plane hit the tower on the news. I woke my wife, told her to turn on the TV and then left for the airport. On the way to the airport I called my daughter, who lives in New York. She was still asleep. I told her to look out her window. She couldn't believe what she saw from her Brooklyn apartment. By the time I got to the Oakland airport, it had just shut down. I turned around and went home to be with my wife and 6-year-old son. Best move I could have made. 

* * * 

William G. "Greg" Burton, Chico, CA 

I was sitting in my driveway warming up my car when the news story I was listening to on NPR was interrupted to announce that the first airplane had hit the World Trade Center in New York. 

My first impression was that it was an accident; but when I subsquently heard that another airplance had hit the other tower of the WTC, I knew that these incidents were not accidents, but terrorist attacks. 

Ever since the autumn of 2000, when Bush had been handed the 2000 presidential election by the "states' rights/constructionist" Supreme Court, I began to experience a depression, an extreme sense of foreboding that something terrible was going to happen. 

I knew then that the only thing that could prevent Bush from being a one- term president would be some sort of dramatic intrusion that would divert the attention of the voters away from an election-fraud investigation in south Florida and the outcome of the 2000 election. The 911 terrorist attacks was such a dramatic diversion. 

I am one of those "conspiracy-theory nuts" who strongly believes (knows that these 911 terrorist attacks were known about beforehand by the U.S. intelligence community, and that the subsequent anthrax attacks were domestic in origin. 

But reactionary elements within the leadership of the U.S. intelligence community stymied investigations into these intelligence leads, all to politically benefit the right-wing cabal that now runs the country. 

I knew this to be true from the very moment I realized that 911 was a terrorist attack. 

Since November 2000, and the subsequent terrorist attacks (9/11, anthrax), my faith in the democratic system has been smashed. As far as I'm concerned, the United States has become just another Latin American- style dictatorship. I'm sorry -- I love this country so much -- but this is the truth. 

Further, I do not wish any disrespect to the victims of 9/11, the horrible tragedy of 3,000 dead and all the smashed families. 

But the bottom line is, I know what I know, and I think it's a pity that those complicit in these terrorist attacks will never be held accountable. 

* * * 

Scott Baty, Santa Barbara, CA 

I was awakened by my ex. We hadn't spoken in over a year. He called to see if whether I was okay and to say that he loved me. He somehow knew that I was at the World Trade Center seven days prior to the attack. My guardian angel. 

* * * 

David Volk, Barcelona, Spain 

My wife and I were in Barcelona with a tour group. We had just visited the Coliseum, where the Olympics were held, when our tour guide gathered us together and told us the news. We rushed back to the hotel to see the newscasts and were absolutely horrified at what we saw. We spent that night locked in our hotel room with the windows shut and cried. 

* * * 

Marla DeYulis, Pittsburgh, PA 

Everyone in our corporate-banking department was busily at work that morning on the 44th and 45th floors of our building. No one arrives after 8:30 am. Our support analyst was on the phone with our New York office at Penn Plaza when they first told us that a small plane hit the WTC. Word quickly spread, and most of us headed to a conference room to turn on the TV. 

Within minutes, the New York office was told to evacuate their building, and we lost phone contact. A collective scream then went out as we TV viewers watched the second plane hit the South Tower. Events moved in surreal time thereafter as the next target was the Pentagon -- and then Flight 93, so close to home. All city high-rises were subsequently evacuated, and we were sent home, still in a daze, to try to begin to comprehend the magnitude of what had transpired in such a short time. 

* * * 

Keith Bradford, Norcross, GA 

I was at work outside Atlanta. I heard a rumor or two about an accident, and my wife e-mailed me to say the Pentagon had been hit. I told her, "No, you are wrong. It is just a plane accident in New York." I followed the developing story on the online versions of The New York Times and the Boston Globe -- the Los Angeles Times and the San Francisco Chronicle seemed to lag behind. But the San Francisco Examiner made up for it with the best headline: "Bastards." 

* * * 

Steven Kyle Weller, San Francisco, CA 

I woke up that Tuesday shortly before 6 am. As usual, I flipped on the television to Channel 2 to watch the morning news as I tried to fully awaken. 

The picture was of the World Trade Center with smoke coming from one of the towers. The news reporter explained that an airplane had hit the tower. 

As I looked at this, I immediately thought of the smallish plane that had crashed into the Empire State Building so many years ago. I figured this must be a similar situation. I thought it had to be an accident. 

As I was watching, the camera on the towers was from a long-shot perspective so you could see both towers and airspace around them. Suddenly there was a black shape that moved in from the right of the screen and went behind the towers, and then the second tower exploded. I heard the news anchorman say, "There has been an explosion," but I wondered to myself, "Did I just see what I thought I saw?" Because I knew that a second plane had just slammed into the other tower and that everything was different. This was deliberate. 

I called my friend Tom in Galt and told him to wake up and turn on the TV because it was apparent some sort of attack was being undertaken. 

The news continued that reports were coming in that other planes were missing. Then, the news about the Pentagon. Also, a plane crashed in Pennsylvania. 

Things were very confused. I don't know whether people remember that part. No one knew what was going on. The president left Florida and was in the air with no destination revealed. People were on TV reporting the news but couldn't confirm anything. The newspeople looked scared. 

I got a call saying not to come to work, and I barely could even imagine what might happen next. How far was this going to go? Would this move across country like a wave? Would planes be slamming into every major city? How many people would die? 

Then, the towers collapsed. It happened so fast. The entire face of New York has been changed. Those two towers have been around all my life. I can't remember how many times I've seen them in TV shows and on movies and in photos. They were icons. It was like someone slashing the face of New York City. 

I couldn't stop imagining what happened to the people inside. Just minutes before the towers collapsed, I had seen people waving frantically from windows. 

I took a bath and had to get away from the TV. I left my apartment and got on the F-Market streetcar. I rode it all the way from its start at Market and Castro to Fisherman's Wharf. 

I couldn't get the images from the TV out of my head and couldn't understand why things seemed so normal in San Francisco. Were we going to be next? Or at least soon? Cars were driving all over. Nothing seemed different. Did they know? Didn't everyone know? People on the streetcar were mostly quiet, but these two young girls were speaking to each other in Chinese and laughing and giggling, and I thought they must have no idea what is happening. 

When we got to the downtown area, things were vastly different. The place was basically deserted. People weren't even walking down the streets, except for a few individuals. It was so empty. 

I couldn't help but wonder what would happen if a plane flew into the BofA building or the Pyramid. I was sure that our buildings aren't big enough to absorb the impact of even a medium-size jet. If a plane hit the Embarcadero Center 4, it would also take out the buildings behind it and scatter wreckage over several blocks. If someone did to San Francisco what they did to the World Trade Center buildings, the results would be very different. 

Later in the day, the news was more assuring. At least the wave of planes flying into buildings never spread across the country. My friend Barry e- mailed me from New York, saying he was okay. I was still very worried about another friend, but later found out he was okay, too. 

Months later, I was in the Metreon watching a movie, and there was an alarm and we had to evacuate. We went outside, and there was a jet going overhead. I was scared. That doesn't go away quickly. Just like when I'm downtown and looking up at the Pyramid, a block from my office, I can't help but wonder when it's going to be a target. Not if. When. 

Now, landmark buildings that define a city's skyline bring about a sense of dread from me. I know that someone, somewhere, is making plans. 

I'm very worried. Just like Oklahoma City, some people are probably planinng some retaliation or copycat attacks on this Sept. 11 or on some future date. 

I'm also very worried that next time, what happened on Sept. 11, 2001, will seem small by comparison. 

Shelly Reed, Pleasanton, CA 

The night of Sept. 10, my 5-month- old daughter slept through the night for the first time. I hadn't listened to the news while I was getting ready or driving to work. I walked into my child's day-care classroom and proudly announced that she had slept through the night. The caregivers could only offer a smile. They told me about the disaster. 

* * * 

George, in the air, mostly 

I was in a classroom reading my favorite book when the man who takes me places came up and whispered in my ear. He said something very bad had happened, but that I shouldn't worry, and to just act like everything was okay. I was scared, because I thought maybe I had done something wrong, or maybe something bad was going to happen to me now! So I just sat there, not saying anything for a while, 'cause I couldn't think of anything to say. 

Then the man came up again and said, "We have to leave now," so I read something off a card he handed me, and then we got into the big black car, and the police and army guys made sure we got to the airport real fast (they all used their sirens -- I like it when they use their sirens!). 

When we got on the plane, Uncle Dick was on the phone, and he told me some bad people had flown some planes into a big building in New York, and into the army guys' headquarters in Washington. I got real scared then, because I was in an airplane! I started to cry, and Uncle Dick got real mad at me and told me to act like a man, but I couldn't stop crying. 

Then he said the Air Force pilots were bringing me back to Washington, and I really started crying, 'cause one plane had already crashed there and maybe we would, too! Uncle Dick told me to give the phone to the spy guy, and they talked for a while, and then the spy guy gave me a big glass of medicine and told me to drink it all the way down. It was pretty good -- I like the medicine they give me! 

So we flew around for a long time, which was kind of neat, and then we landed at a big army base, and even though I'd had about four glasses of medicine, I started to get nervous, cause didn't that army base in Washington get hit by a plane? Then the army guys took me into a little room with a TV camera, and they handed me some pages to read, only I was so nervous and frightened, it took me a bunch of times before I finally was able to read them halfway decent. The TV guy said they would just cut out the bad parts and keep in the good stuff, plus he said "no problemo" to me, which is one of my favorite words! I like being on TV! 

Then we got back on the airplane, and the man who takes me places said, "Now we're going back to Washington," and I started crying again, but the doctor gave me a shot that made me really sleepy, and when I woke up, it was the next day! I slept really good that night, I guess! 

A few days later, they gave me some more medicine, and then we went to the place where the buildings were blown up, and I got to talk through a bullhorn! It was really neat! 

* * * 

Ron Ih, Cavite, the Philippines 

My wife and I were in Asia on vacation and staying at her mother's in Cavite, a suburb of Manila. I wasn't feeling well, so I went to bed early that night. 

About two hours later, at around 9:30 pm Manila time (9:30 am New York time), my wife came running up the stairs, shook me out of bed and said, "Oh, my God, you have to see this." We were watching the English-language news channel, and it was showing the latest footage of the Twin Towers. We watched, stunned, for hours and saw both towers collapse. 

We were supposed to return to the United States on Sept. 14, but that obviously wasn't going to happen, so we managed to work a few connections we had at Philippine Airlines to get us home as soon as possible. When we managed to get a flight on Sept. 18, airport security was extremely tight, and they wouldn't let anyone without a boarding pass onto the terminal grounds, so we had to say good-bye on the curb. After landing at SFO, I can't remember a time when I was more happy to be back home. 

* * * 

Elizabeth Gardner, San Francisco, CA 

My television is my alarm clock. At 6 am, 15 minutes after the first tower was struck, my TV came alive with images of smoke and screaming. In my groggy state, I thought it was a movie review. I went to the bathroom. I returned to see a second explosion erupting from the towers. I heard Matt Lauer exclaim that another plane had crashed. "Why is he on at this hour?" I first thought, and then I knew this was real. 

My boyfriend and I sat on the bed, half dressed and dazed, watching the replay of the attacks while the rest of the house slept. I live with three other women, all in our early 20s, and why I didn't immediately wake them, I can't explain. Even after I heard their early-morning rustlings (unlike me, they all have traditional alarm clocks, and were thus unaware), I couldn't bring myself to tell them. But when the first tower fell, I flew down the hall, shouting, "Turn on your TV! New York's been attacked. The towers are falling." 

Hysteria. One housemate, a transplant from Boston, tried to locate a friend who works at the World Financial Center, and she asked me, "Is that the same as the WTO?" Being a West Coast native I couldn't answer. Another's father works on a military base in England, and she couldn't get an international connection. 

Soon, we gathered downstairs, where we remained for most of the day, watching. Around noon, I decided to make for my office in Menlo Park. To avoid driving downtown and past the airport, I cut through West Portal and took 280 south. 

From the hills of San Bruno I couldn't help but look down over the airport. A sky usually filled with the motion of takeoffs and landing, was empty, frozen. It might have been beautiful, a perfect California day, but to me it seemed unnatural, menacing. I've never felt fear so strongly as when I looked out to the East Bay hills and wondered whether there were more planes, out of view, heading who knows where. The two F-16s streaking by provided little comfort. 

* * * 

James Wesson, San Francisco, CA 

There was no fog when I got up. It was clear, and I could tell it was going to be a sunny morning already at 6:15 am. I got ready as usual, showering, shaving, making coffee, and logged onto AOL Instant Messenger and the Web to read comics and chat with my friends on the East Coast. 

The first message I got was, "Did you see what happened?" from my friend in Manhattan. I had not. I turned on the TV, and of course it took only seconds to see what had happened. I woke up my wife, Jenn, and told her. We both were stunned, and we couldn't take our eyes off the television. 

Within half an hour after we turned the TV on, the first tower collapsed. There wasn't much to say except what everyone else everywhere said: "I can't believe this is happening." 

All this time, I was logged onto AIM, talking with my friend in Manhattan. In fact, I was the only person she could reach. Her phone service worked, but only locally. No long distance. Her cell phone -- well, we know why that quit working. 

We were lucky that our friend was far enough away that she wasn't hurt, but our conversations online that night showed how scared she was. She still was unable to call anyone long distance or through her cell phone. She was also scared because the smell from the collapsed towers permeated the whole of Lower Manhattan and the East Village, where she lives. 

* * * 

David Klink, Sterling Heights, MI 

I arrived at work, usual time. Just after 9 am, my girlfriend, (now fiancée) called, sounding slightly shaken. "A plane crashed into the World Trade Center," she said. I immediately remembered a documentary on the History Channel about a small plane ramming into the Empire State Building back in the '40s. No big deal, right? It's weird, but I don't actually remember being told a second plane, thus a sure terrorist attack, had crashed. It's as if I've blocked it out. 

On an average day, my technical-help desk fields about 40-50 calls. That day I got only 6, for obvious reasons. At about 2 in the afternoon, I talked to a man from Indiana who said he'd been out working in his yard all day. He didn't even know what had happened. I envied him. He was in a part of the world I wished I'd been in -- a part that didn't know about any of this. My place in his life would be much more morbid, for I became the one who told him what occurred. I tried to do so with compassion. 

* * * 

Wendy, New York, NY 

I was in 3 World Financial Center, directly across from the World Trade Center. My colleagues and I stood on West Street watching people plunge from the windows; my husband, who worked in a neighboring building, was nearly suffocated in the debris; one man from our company was killed. Life has moved on, but I'm appalled that many people outside of New York and Washington seem to want to put this out of their minds. I guess you have to personally witness 3,000 people being murdered to thoroughly understand the horror. To other people, it's just something on TV. 

* * * 

Scott Apostolou, Brooklyn, NY 

I had just dropped my daughter off at school and was walking back home in my neighborhood in Brooklyn. We lived direcly across the the East River from the Twin Towers in a neighborhood that is predominantly three- and four-story brownstones. As I was walking down my block, I first noticed something odd about the sky. There were individual sheets of paper floating high in the air. That day was a primary election day in New York, and my first thought was that some candidate was dropping leaflets. But what I realized later as some of the papers fell into the front yard of my building was that these were pages from books, stationery, invoices -- all with World Trade Center address. 

Noticing me looking up at the sky, someone walking past me suggested that I go to the end of the block. When I did, there it was. The first tower had been hit a few minutes before. From it rose a thick column of smoke that, thanks to the wind, was blowing directly toward us. One thing I remember about that day and for a few days afterward was that there wasn't a cloud in the sky. The only thing in the sky was the smoke from the still-burning buildings. As terrible as it was to see it in person and then have it repeated over and over again on television, what was far worse for me was the sounds of that day. When the first tower collapsed, it made a low, rumbling sound that went on and on and seemed like it would never stop. For days, if not weeks, afterward, I would flinch whenever I heard a truck go over a pothole or any other kind of low, rumbling sound. My family left New York to relocate to California exactly 100 days after the attacks. I remember the headlines in all of the papers that day, announcing that finally the fires at the World Trade Center site had finally been put out. 

* * * 

Thomas J. Rogers, Concord, CA 

After a night of fabulous lovemaking, my girlfriend woke up early and took off for work. A little after 6 am, she called me and told me to turn on my radio. She described the first airplane hitting the tower. I was shocked and incredulous. 

I got ready and went to work like on any other day. I was sure everyone on the bus had heard the news, but it was eerily quiet during that ride. When I got to the office, my co-workers were watching that horrifying video sequence on TV. After we stared blankly at each other for a spell, my boss sent us home. 

My vagabond brother was living with me at the time, but the apartment was empty that afternoon. I was restless and went out driving around. I found myself praying at a Catholic church for the first time in a few years. 

I was working on my master's in transformational learning at the time. Later in September, we had one of our monthly cohort weekend gatherings in San Francisco. We made a space to share our emotions and reactions to the recent tragedy. 

Imagine 20 peaceniks and social activists in a room together venting -- we shouted angrily, we wept, we held each others' hands. We were very worried that people would take this act of terrorism and use it to fuel further racism and warmongering. We were right to be worried. 

Trauma tends to bring out the best and the worst in people. There were many incredible stories of heroism that came out of New York a year ago. Then there were stories of racist hate crimes. On one hand, 9/11 forced millions of people to reconsider their values. Some folks decided to change careers or spend more time with family. On the other hand, 9/11 has been used shamelessly by corporate marketers to pitch us everything from bigger cars to smaller security devices. 

Foreign peoples want to strike out against America because of the way we show up on the international scene. We show up as arrogant and imperialistic. Our agenda is always to preserve our overly consumptive way of life. Ultimately, this tragedy served as a jolting wake-up call to the people of this country. The question now is, are we really going to wake up? 

* * * 

Cheryl Kohler, Tucson, AZ 

My mother called me and woke me up right after the second plane hit. I climbed out of bed, turned on the TV and didn't move again for what seemed like hours. We lived a block from the University of Arizona, and many of our neighbors were college kids who were there without their parents or families. 

One of our favorites, Jeremy, came to the door and asked whether he could sit with me and watch; he didn't want to be alone. My husband called from work, got an update on the news and said he couldn't deal with hearing any more at that moment. 

We had moved to Tucson from Berkeley a year ago and were in love with the lushness of the desert and the incredible heat and the laid-back, friendly, progressive college neighborhood. After Sept. 11, Tucson exploded in hate. Women attending peace vigils at the university were physically attacked by both men and women. Rocks and bottles were thrown at the Muslim children's center near the college. A Sikh man in nearby Mesa was murdered. My husband, who worked for a progressive lesbian couple, was fired for voicing just a hint of dissent. The peacenik, bike-riding, ponytailed college kids turned out to have guns under their beds. We put everything we owned in the front yard, had a huge garage sale and came back to Berkeley. 

Christopher Beaugrand, Nantucket, MA 

I was on the island of Nantucket, off the coast of Cape Cod. I was just gettin up and getting ready to leave the island to fly home to San Francisco. I was scheduled on an American Airlines 767 from Boston, but later in the day, on Sept. 11. Only the fact that I didn't want to catch the early flight saved me from being a casualty that day. 

* * * 

Connie, Hercules, CA 

I was up with my 1-month-old daughter, Hope, during her 6 am feeding, watching KTVU Channel 2, when the broadcasters turned to New York City. I just started crying and holding my daughter and praying for all those people who had just lost their lives. It was the worst thing. And watching it over and over, I just thought, "What kind of a world are we living in?" and kept praying. 

* * * 

Irina Smilovitsky, Oakland, CA 

My boyfriend had left to go to work that day just as I was getting up. When I got out of the shower, I heard my phone ringing. It was him, telling me to turn on the TV; a plane just crashed into the WTC. Just as I did, the second plane was heading for the second tower. My first thought was that it was some sort of an action movie. It took me a couple of seconds to realize that this was happening live. I didn't even realize that I was still on the phone with him. Words can not describe the state of mind I was in as the minutes progressed -- more and more bad news came along. Out of pure shock, I forgot to turn off the TV when I left for work. The loud sound of replays of the planes crashing on TV had scared my german shepherds, and they jumped out of one of our windows, breaking the glass and cutting themselves. I returned home when my neighbor called, letting me know what happened, but all I could do at the time was sit in front of the TV, praying that this would not turn out to be as bad as it seemed. In memory of all the lives that were lost. 

* * * 

Jim Erickson, over Nevada 

My flight departed Oakland at 6 am, heading to Denver. The flight attendant came down the aisle about 25 minutes after takeoff. She looked "different." We had flown on the same flight the week before, so I asked her what was wrong. She said the the pilot was coming on the PA with an announcement. Mechanical problems, I asked? She said, "Worse." Little did I know then how much worse. 

The pilot told us, in detail, what had happened up to that point -- more than was known outside for some time. It was a long 45-minute diversion to Las Vegas, fraught with the nervous looks of everyone on board that I will never forget. The Las Vegas airport was surreal in its solitude within 30 minutes of landing. I spent two hours renting a car, then drove back to the Bay Area with three total strangers, who all bonded in a way unthinkable, at sunrise that day. 

* * * 

Crystal, Corte Madera, CA 

I had just finished washing my hair in the shower when my boyfriend ran into the bathroom, kind of nervously laughing, saying a plane had just hit the World Trade Center. Of course I didn't believe him, until he grabbed me out of the shower and placed me in front if the TV. I fell to the bed in horror, my heart sank and I just began to cry uncontrollably. How could this happen? I saw the second plane hit, and then I saw the buildings collapse. Immediately, I was calling my parents (all my family is back east). Then I called my sister, who lives in New York. I was terrified, realizing I had two uncles right there, in the middle of all this mess. 

I didn't go to work that day, or, not knowing whether something else was planned, for a few days afterward. I was petrified to be in the City or to go across the Golden Gate Bridge. Still, to this day, it is hard. Thankfully, both my uncles made it out of New York okay. 

My dad had been on the phone with one of my uncles, who was watching out of his window as the second plane hit. We didn't know till the end of the day that he was okay. I am from Maine, where two of the terrorists flew out of, and that is scary. It is such a small place. How, I thought all day, could all this just have happened! That day, I had a feeling that I hope I never have again. 

* * * 

Juan Carlos Felix, Miami, FL 

I was at a resort on Miami Beach when my girlfriend woke me up to see the news that one tower had been hit by an airliner. Next thing I knew, the second tower was hit, then they both collapsed. I was in a state of shock, and I called my family to tell them to stay home that day and remain indoors until everything had calmed down. 

I was not sure what was really going on until after the news later that day. I though that maybe we were at war or something. I told my girlfirend and her parents to stay indoors for the rest of the day. So we prayed and watched the news all day. Our vacation was prolonged because the airports were closed for the next couple days. 

* * * 

Angel Petrocelli, San Francisco, CA 

I was sleeping. My boyfriend, Steven, called to tell me about the attack. I work in the Financial District, and he was asking me not to go to work. I did, which was so surreal. As I was exiting BART, people were heading toward the station, going home. Everyone had a perplexed look on their face -- rightfully so. A day of tears. 

* * * 

Jo McMahon, San Francisco, CA 

I came to work, and it was extremely quiet. I did not know what had happened. Immediately, we were told to go home. I ran home and got my husband, and we went to St. Paul's Church and sat for quite a while, praying, crying. Then we stepped outside and saw all our neighbors walking toward the church, crying, trying to feel together and not alone. As we walked home, we saw people gathering everywhere, wanting to talk, to feel that the world wasn't going crazy and that there was still humanity and kindness among us all. 

* * * 

Catherine Dunham, San Francisco, CA 

I was working out at the YMCA when the news broke on the TV. We were watching the screens when the second plane hit and one of the members hollered out, "Terrorists!" I thought he was being extreme, but then I realized it was probably true. That was no accident. 

* * * 

Theresa, San Francisco, CA 

I was awakened by a phone call from work after the second plane hit the WTC. I'm the media manager for a cable news network here in San Francisco, and I rushed into the studio to help coordinate live shots. As I watched video feeds from New York on a bank of monitors, I remember being afraid to send my children to school -- they were still home alseep -- and I kept calling home to check on them. As the images on the bank of monitors in front of me exposed the devastation in New York, and as I was able to communicate via the Internet with friends and co-workers in New York, I realized my world would never be the same. I spent about 12 hours that day in front of those monitors and felt nothing but compassion and sympathy for those in my line of work in New York and Washington, D.C. 

Erica Treat, El Cerrito, CA 

I was just getting ready for work and my boss called at 8:30, telling me not to come into work. I worked in San Francisco, which was a possible target. I was 8 1/2 months pregnant with my daughter, and her father had just returned from New York the previous night. His company had offices in the WTC, and he lost three co-workers. 

Me being pregnant with our first child when this happened put a very different spin on events for both of us. I remember telling her to "stay put inside Mommy" for a while longer, until we could figure out what was going on. I was in labor the Saturday we bombed Afghanistan, and I didn't learn of those events or the anthrax deaths until Wednesday. 

* * * 

Ragnar Carlson, St. Maximin La Saint Baume, France 

I was in the town of St. Maximin La Saint Baume, in a forgotten corner of Provence, home to the remains of Mary Magdalene. A stunning autumn day. Shortly after 3 pm, we walked gently through the quiet streets and happened past a bar where a group of men were watching what I thought was a file video of the 1993 WTC attacks. And we kept walking, awash in the stunning beauty of the world. But something pulled me back. Why were there so many men standing around the television? And of course I had been wrong, and the day yawned out into what it was. 

Surrounded by Arabs as the towers fell. Unable to find a single hotel within two hours' drive where I might find American television. The daylight collapsing into evening, perhaps never to return. 

* * * 

Megan McTiernan, in the air somewhere above Canada 

On 9/11 I boarded an Aerlingus flight from Dublin, Ireland, to Los Angeles. Three hours into the flight, the pilot, with his crisp Irish brogue, cut into Eddie Murphy's "Dr. Dolittle 2" to announce "Well, ladies and gentlemen, I don't know how to tell you this, but it seems that the World Trade Center has been hit. All U.S. borders are closed. We will be making a sharp left. We think we can take better care of you in Ireland." 

Then, just as quickly, the movie with Eddie and the talking bear resumed. Surprisingly there was no panic, just bewilderment and midflight delirium. 

When we landed back in Dublin, there were no Customs officials at the empty airport. We were handed a slip of white paper telling us to contact our local embassy for further information about Aerlingus departures to the United States. 

After eight days of watching lots of SkyyNews (Britain's CNN), hours in Internet cafeés reading local papers and lots and lots of Guinness, we were rescheduled home. My passport is stamped "departure 9/11/01 Dublin." 

* * * 

George Sing, San Francisco, CA 

I am hearing impaired, and I showed up at work at 6:45 am, prior to my shift. One of my co-workers arrived at work at the same time with me. As he heard about the news about New York City's terrorist attack upon his arrival at work, he told me that a jetliner had struck the World Trade Center. 

I was not clear about his conversation, as I thought he might be kidding with me. Instead, he turned out to be serious. He made a hand gesture, like sign language, with the left hand as a plane and the right hand as the WTC coming together. I told him, "It is not possible that the plane could have struck the tall skyscraper at low attitude." 

With the computer on my workstation, I entered the MSNBC Web site, read the story, shook my head and was worried about our occupancy on the tall building. We were excused for the day, due to NYC's tragedy, for our safety. 

* * * 

Melinda, San Bruno, CA 

It was a usual work day for me. I woke up at around 5:40 and turned on the news to check out the weather. As I was switching channels, looking for the forecast, suddenly all the news channels where showing the first tower on fire. They said they thought a small plane had hit. Then, in the view of the camera, came the second plane, and it went out of view, and then there was an explosion. 

I couldn't believe what I had just seen, live on TV! The newscaster was on the phone with someone in New York who said that the first building had a second explosion. I yelled out, "No, no, it was a plane. I saw it!" The newscaster finally got word that it was a plane that hit the other tower! I was horrified, frozen in disbelief. 

I called my boyfriend and told him. He was shocked, and we hung up. I went back to the TV, and the newscaster was talking to someone at the Pentagon about the attacks in New York. I don't know who he was talking to there, but whoever it was, suddenly he said, "There was just an explosion," he looked out the window and said he thought it was from the construction that had been in progress. He said there were construction workers running away from the building. He said he had to hang up and that he was going to go find out what happened. 

I got ready for work. A couple of my friends called; we were all scared. As I drove to work north on Highway 101, passing through Brisbane, I recieved a call and was informed that it was a plane that hit the Pentegon and that there was a plane that went down in Pennsulvania. Right at that moment, I saw a strange sight: a convoy of emergency vehicles speeding south on 101, sirens and lights going! There were about 13 of them. It was different, nothing I've ever seen before. (I guess they where en route to San Francisco International Airport.) 

I was now terrified!! 

I work down at the Wharf, and as I was driving, I received three calls, from friends and my parents, all trying to tell me not to go down that way, that it was too dangerous. I was scared, but I went anyway. I got in to work, and everyone was talking about it. I couldn't talk; I could only cry. My boss called, and I told him how scared I was. He let us all go home to be with our families. 

* * * 

Holly Carter, Berkeley, CA 

I woke up around 6 am and had no idea about the events of 9/11 until arriving at school around 7 am at the Free Speech Movement Cafe in the heart of the Berkeley campus. As I walked up to get my coffee, I slowly realized the few people in the café were silent and staring at the large flat-screen TV along with the café workers. 

The guy behind the register just nodded at the screen, which was split into four views, with an unfamiliar TV reporter on the top of a city building frantically recapping what was known along with smoke billowing out of the other three corners. At first I instinctively thought another country was being bombed, until I recognized the background behind the frantic reporter. Next to him were the two towers on fire, and then, collapsing in two camera views in the lower corner, the Pentagon was recognizable, even missing a chunk of its geometry, which was burned away. 

I slowly walked over to the screen and joined the few others at the café in disbelief (with no coffee). I stood there for 45 minutes, and when I turned around, I was in the midst of a giant crowd. One by one, students, faculty and employees had walked in to get their caffeine of choice and made the same pilgrimage as myself. I could barely move until many of us just sat down so more people could come and join our community of disbelief. 

We had nothing much to say other than to reiterate what the frantic reporter had repeatedly recapped. News report after news report kept rolling in, along with horrendous footage that I have yet to see hit an American news station since. Many things were said and seen only on 9/11. We saw the graphic footage of everything for the first and last time, as everything would be edited and censored in the days following. 

We could not leave, but most of us had to either to call loved ones or just think. At least, I had to. I walked in a daze to my class, which was promptly canceled. We were to go home and watch the news, my professor said, which at that point I was ready to face again and again and again and again. 

As the anniversary now approaches, I can face the attack again, but I cannot face the watered-down media blitz that is accompanying it. It's too much. It's too shallow and showy, and teeming with egotistic news coverage. The frantic, unfamiliar, real reporter is nowhere to be seen. The truth, the footage, the reports -- they are polished, censored, the news anchors suave and completely believable. Nothing like 9/11. 

* * * 

Erik Scudder, on BART, between Orinda and Lafayette, CA 

My friend Greg calls me on my cell phone and is blathering. I calm him down, and he explains that two planes have been crashed into the Pentagon and the WTC. I'm sitting there, shocked. Greg is a dispatcher for an emergency group, so he doesn't freak out, but this he did, and I knew something bad happened. 

I recall that I tried to tell some fellow BART passengers, but they looked at me like I was some lunatic and went back to their papers. I wonder what they thought when they reached their destination. 

* * * 

Mario Flores, Tokyo, Japan 

It seemed like a normal business day in Japan. That morning, I had meetings in Kobe, then jumped on the bullet train to Tokyo. The only worry on my mind that day was the typhoon that was passing through Tokyo that morning. On the train, I wrote postcards to friends back in California, writing the date 9/11/2001 without any sense of significance. But as I turned on the TV that night, I saw "live" news coverage of a WTC tower on fire. Then a plane crashed into the other tower a few minutes later. 

Then I spent the entire night watching the news. I felt so helpless in Tokyo and so far away. The next day was so surreal. Tokyo was just like it was the day before, everyone going to work, doing their normal daily routine. It almost seemed like nothing ever happened. If it was not for the fact that I was such a proud American, I may have also felt that terroist attacks only happen on the other side of the world too. 

* * * 

Steven Kent, Dublin, CA 

Originally scheduled to fly back to the United States from Europe the morning of 9/11, I am delayed by scheduling problem by one day. Returning to my hotel, I settle in, switch on the TV and see a report of a fire in the WTC. Then, just as it happened, I see the second jet crash into the South Tower live. I'm in shock. Numb. In complete disbelief about what I just saw. I spend the next six hours glued to the TV as everything unfolding that absolutely awful day. 

Every European TV channel was covering what was going on. I ended up delayed for three days, waiting for U.S. air traffic to resume, until I got one of the first transatlantic flights back to the United States. 

Sitting in business class, I'm stunned by the security upgrade of getting a plastic knife but a metal fork and wine corkscrew with the cabin service. In flight, our U.S. arrival is diverted from New York to Cincinnati. With a further delay on the connection, it took me a day and a half to fly home from Europe to San Francisco. I was fortunate that I had a laptop with me to send e-mail back and forth to friends and co-workers. 

* * * 

Brian, Virginia Beach, VA 

I am originally from Mobile, Alabama, and that day, I was on the road traveling home. I was listening to CDs all morning, and knew nothing of the attacks until I stopped in North Carolina around 11:00 am EST for gas. As I was pumping, they were broadcasting coverage of it over the speakers, and while it was grainy, I could tell something major had happened. 

I asked the lady at the pump next to me what had happened, and she broke down in tears. She started telling me of four planes being hijacked, two being crashed into the WTC and one into the Pentagon. I was numb yet didn't believe it. As I got back into my truck and on the road, I begin flipping from radio station to radio station, and every one was talking about this horrific event, and of thousands dying. 

I wanted to cry so badly yet couldn't until I saw the footage of what everyone was talking about, to finally confirm for me that this had really happened and I wasn't dreaming. That night, at about 10 pm EST, I finally reached my destination and began watching the footage. It was then that I cried. 

Maggie Overfelt, New York, NY 

I was at work, on the 42nd floor of the Time/Life Building in Rockefeller Center, Manhattan. My father, who lives in Half Moon Bay, Calif., called me on the phone when the first plane struck; I ran to the window, which, unfortunately, faces due west (the towers were south). The only thing I could see was the neighboring skyscraper, which was just being built. I could judge how bad the scene was by watching the facial expressions of the construction workers, who had stopped work to lean way over the railings, facing south, their hands covering their mouths. They must have stayed like that for at least four hours. 

* * * 

Jerri Clemons, Hayward, CA 

I was in bed, slowly waking up. My husband and I had picked up some friends at the San Francisco International Airport the night of Sept. 10 from their trip to Conneticut and New York. They had just visited the WTC the week before. I awoke to see the first tower burning, and then saw the second plane hitting the second tower. I immediately started calling my mom, my husband and my friend who had just come back. Her TV wasn't working that day -- that might have been a blessing -- so I was describing what I saw to her. 

We couldn't belive what was happening in front of our eyes. At least we were able to draw on our faith in God and on each other for much-needed support that day, and in the days to follow. When my husband came home, I don't think we ever hugged so hard in our lives before! 

* * * 

Michael P. O'Hara, New York, NY 

I was out in San Francisco for eight months, working for a dot-com, and had gotten laid off. After five months, I moved back to New York City and got a job in June. Things were slowly returning to normal -- new apartment, new job. 

I was taking the R from Park Slope in Brooklyn into my new job in Noho. On a good day, the commute, door-to-door, was 35 minutes. As was my routine, I had the crossword puzzle mostly done as the train was rolling into the Chambers Street station. 

As the doors opened, there was a thud that reverbrated through the train. As everyone started looking around nervously, some commented it sounded like a car crash. I'm thinking, "Does a car crash shake the subway 30 feet underground?" Little did I know. 

After about five seconds (10 seconds?), thick clouds of that awful white acrid smoke started pouring in both entrances. People started freaking out and making a dash for the exits. I figured this was as good a place as any and jammed the subway car doors open with my foot. After a couple of seconds, the conductor barked "Get on the train!" which I did, and I watched the doors slide shut as more smoke poured in. 

On the ride up to the Prince Street station, I wondered what the hell had happened. Where the hell was all the smoke coming from? 

As I exited the station and made my way up the last flight of stairs, a young woman (pretty, I remembered well after) was coming down. She was as pale as death and trembling, with her hand covering her mouth. Well, whatever it was, it was much more serious than I had thought. 

When we hit Broadway and Prince, I saw what had made her so upset -- there was a massive gash across the upper reaches of the World Trade Center, with black smoke billowing out, while small fires burned at the perimeter of the wound. 

"Terrorist attack" was the first thing that came to mind. I mean, how does a plane that big end up so totally off course? Later on, I thought of the plane that crashed into the Empire State back in the '40s, but that crashed in a thick fog. It was blue skies as far as I could see. No f***ing way this was an accident. 

By the time I made it into work, the second tower had been hit, and we all were hanging out our office window, looking down Mercer Street. I didn't see them fall. I am glad I didn't. Say a little prayer (or meditate, or reflect) for the folks in New York. This past year has been rough. 

* * * 

Nese Grant, St. Louis, MO 

I was at work. Sometime after 8 am, my boss start screaming, "Oh, my God! I can't believe it," or something like that. I kept looking out the window and using the computer, because she always seems to be in a freenzy like that. Then she said something like, "Another one." By then, more people were in the office, saying, "Did you hear?" 

I was still lost, so I decided to listen in to see what the news was, as there was always something happening at work. That is when I heard, and we went to the conference room and prayed, and the manager encouraged everyone to call family and friends to see how they were. 

* * * 

Steph, St. Louis County, MO 

I was at work and in calmness. I was not surprised, because the Bible already said that this would happen. A lot of other things are going to happen, too. It's okay to feel for the people that died and the ones they left. But it is time to get right with God. 

* * * 

Ray Nalangan, Sacramento, CA 

I had just woken up for my second day of my new job. I had left Sacramento for college in 1982 and had not returned except to visit since. San Francisco, Santa Barbara, a couple of years in Italy for good measure and a half a dozen years in Chicago (where I met my wife) filled the time between. 

For two years, I had been on assignment for my Chicago-based company in Gunnison, Colo., a remote town at over 7,700 feet in elevation. We had a beautiful 1-year-old son and a daughter on the way. It seemed a fine time to keep going west, to go home. I was feeling good about being a citizen of the world again. 

I remember the sickening feeling in the pit of my stomach as I watched the collapse of the second tower with my wife in tears beside me, knowing that the most basic rules of civilization had just been broken. I knew our world and our culture would be transformed, and for the first time in my life, I felt fear for not only for my family's and America's future but for the world's as well. 

* * * 

Jan Snyder, Campbell, CA 

I was at home, getting ready for work. I had flown back home to California the night before, Sept. 10, from Maine. I had just completed the Canada-to-Maine AIDS Vaccine Ride. I had just spent five incredible days pedaling 400 miles. We were all there for a cause. We wanted to fight this disease with a cure. 

My mother called and frantically told me what had happened. "No way," I thought. "This isn't true!" As I turned on the TV and watched the horror, the previous week's adventure seemed to vanish. One day I was with several thousand people pedaling for a cure. The next day I was watching with several billion people the horrific change in our history. Life has changed. 

* * * 

Katie Woolsey Springer, San Francisco, CA 

Sept. 11 was a rare morning on which my husband and I didn't wake up to the radio or listen to NPR on the way to work. We did our usual morning routine of getting up, lingering over breakfast, complaining about having to go to work and talking about politics or God knows what on our way across the Bay Bridge. 

When we got to the toll booths, we looked at each other and said, "Is this a holiday we forgot about?" There was no one at all on the bridge, and we cruised through like it was a Sunday morning. He dropped me off, I took the streetcar to work and I never had any idea that anything was wrong until I walked in the door. All the lights were off on the first floor of our building, and there was no sign of anyone. My first thought was that we were going through another wave of rolling blackouts (remember those?) and that everyone had taken off somewhere. 

I didn't run into another person until I got upstairs, and the lone co-worker I met asked me whether I had heard about the World Trade Center. He gave me a 15-second run-through that went, roughly, "They took a plane and crashed it into the World Trade Center, and then another one crashed into the Pentagon, and they had to evacuate Washington and New York!" I thought he was telling me the plot of some new action movie he'd seen, and I stood there, nodding, with this horrible little smile on my face, until he said, "I'm going home, and you have to get out of the City before they close the bridges!" 

I made it across the building to my office at a dead run, turned on my computer and got one look at CNN's Web site before I called my husband. He, like I, had just heard what had happened and was trying to piece it together. "We've got to get back to the East Bay," I begged him, but he works as a courier and they needed him to work. 

I set a world record for the San Francisco-East Bay BART commute and spent the rest of the day in tears, glued to the television. My husband spends a large part of his day going in and out of federal and court buildings, and I was so worried about attacks on government buildings in San Francisco that I called him every five minutes to check on him until I saw him come through the door that evening. I have never before had to experience the feeling of being afraid to sit in my own house, on American soil, and not know what might be coming at me out of the sky. 

* * * 

Bob Edwards, New York, NY 

After watching another rerun of "Hogan's Heroes" at 11:30 am, I turned down the sound switched to WABC-TV to wait for the noon news in silence so I wouldn't have to endure the horrid "The View." 

But there on the screen was a policeman wearing a mask and standing in a horrible haze. And all around him was floating ash. 

I recognized the black metal fence near him and the parking lot and the building -- it was City Hall -- the fence/parking lot I crossed through every day on my way to work two blocks from the Twin Towers. "That must be some fire to produce all that ash," I thought. Then the shot changed to a long shot of Manhattan, and I could see huge plumes of smoke near the lower end of the island. 

"S***t," I thought - "I'm going to have subway problems getting to work." The shot went away, and I wished it would return so I could locate the fire more accurately, so I could know whether it was east or west and plan my subway route accordingly. Then the shot returned, and I looked for the Twin Towers to better position the fire. "Darn," I thought, "the shot isn't wide enough -- I can't see the Towers. But wait, there is the Statue of Liberty -- the shot is wide." 

It was then that I realized the Twin Towers weren't there because the Twin Towers weren't there. 

The phone rang, and I looked at the clock. It was 4:30 pm. I had been sitting stunned in my chair for five hours, weeping in horror. 

I can't communicate how much life is no longer the way it was. I still feel the crying pain to this moment. 

* * * 

Greg Montez, Ensenada Harbor, Mexico 

I was on board the Royal Carribean ship "Viking Serenade" on the morning of 9/11. We had just arrived from Long Beach the day before. I was sitting down to breakfast, and some of the passengers were talking about the World Trade Center being destroyed. I remember my first thought was that the news was exaggerated, because nobody had a consistent story of what had happened. 

I remember getting off the ship to go into Ensenada, and all the shops and restaurants had the Spanish-language news playing on radios and little televisions, and nobody was buying or selling anything -- there was just a stunned silence. There had not been any special security measures leaving the ship, but to get back on at the end of the day, we had to pass through metal detectors, and guards who really did not know what they were expected to do. 

The following morning, in San Diego, the Coast Guard came out and checked the ship for mines before they would let us into the dock, and that was a very surreal experience. 

Megan Williams, Washington, DC 

I was working for NPR's Morning Edition the morning of Sept. 11. The night shift was closing up, and the day people were just coming in. We were running stories on Bush-speak and Gary Condit. There's a bank of televisions behind our operations desk, and a little before 9 am, the administrative assistant walked down to us and said, "look at CNN. I think we're going to have to change the show." 

What followed was a haze of contradictory wire stories and desperate phone calls to New York. Every second call I made was to the cell phone of my best friend, who worked in the towers. She never answered, and I only heard hours later that she'd been on the subway when the planes hit. I have never been so glad to hear someone was late to work. 

We were on live for only four hours, but it felt like days. I remember looking out the window and seeing Massachusetts Avenue filled with cars trying to leave the city. A few minutes later, it was empty (little did I know at the time that that was due to a bomb threat at the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms building across the street). 

You could see smoke from the Pentagon blowing across the entire city. As the West Coast started waking up, I began to get e-mails from friends and family in the Bay Area, wanting to make sure I hadn't, by some ridiculous chance, been near the crash that morning. All they got was a mass e-mail saying, "Still alive, still working." It was the first time my move to the East Coast really felt far away. 

* * * 

Shari Kay Bowden, Sacramento, CA 

On Sept. 10, 2001, I had traveled from Phoenix to the the Central Valley for business. I checked into a hotel in Sacramento that evening. I was scheduled for a morning meeting in Sacramento and scheduled to depart on Southwest Airlines on 9/11. 

The lead story on 9/10 was the police search for a mass murderer still threatening co-workers and still on the loose. By 10, they had apprehended him. However, I fell asleep before the news, figuring the morning edition would provide the whole story in detail. That whole episode would soon be forgotten, and the murderer deprived of his 15 minutes of fame. 

At 6 am I woke, flipped on the TV and saw the smoke from the first strike. Still groggy, I went to make coffee, came back and heard the announcer say, "Oh, my god, that plane just hit that building." 

So I, along with either Dianne Sawyer or Katie Couric, saw the second plane hit the building. I was so stunned, I couldn't remember who said what pretty much for the next 45 minutes while I dressed and packed. Knowing that this event was probably going to affect the appointments I had, I tried to figure out what the rest of the day was going to be like. 

Then, reality started to set in. This was a disaster, an attack. Word was coming in that another plane had hit the Pentagon, the FAA had grounded all flights and all the planes had been bound for California. California, I thought. Then, about that time, military jets screamed overhead. I dressed quickly and checked out of the hotel. I did what any frightened human does -- I ran home to my parents, who live in the foothills. I will spend this anniversary doing exactly what was doing one year ago -- traveling for business. On the 11th, my husband will take down the flag given to us by our neighbor, now tattered from almost daily flying, fold it and place it in its box, along with my 9/11 plane ticket and the paper from 9/12. It has been a year, but it seems like it's been only a week. 

* * * 

Jill Honig, Larkspur, CA 

I overslept that morning, so I was running around the house, trying to get ready for work. Then out the door to get the bus to the ferry. When I got on the ferry, I noticed that fewer people were on it, but I thought that maybe that was normal, since I wasn't on my regular ferry. 

Then, sitting there, I noticed that some people were getting off the ferry before it left the dock, which was strange, but I went back to reading my book. I didn't find out what happened until I got to the editing house at 9:30. I just sat there and cried. How oblivious was I? Too bad that bubble had to burst. 

* * * 

Tosca Hidalgo y Teran, Toronto, Ontario, Canada 

It was day seven of Toronto's International Film Festival. I was in Toronto from New Mexico, visiting my boyfriend, as I am again this year. My boyfriend was at work as the manager of the festival's film-revision department. 

He phoned me as the first jet had just hit one of the towers. When he told me what had happened, I thought he was joking, then the second tower was hit. "Film Traffic doesn't know what is going on!" he yelled into the phone over the chaos that was going on in his department, partly from the festival, mostly from what the news was telling them from the States. 

"They say the World Trade Center has been bombed!?" I didn't want to believe what I was hearing. All I could say into the phone, angrily, was, "What?! What are you saying?!" Then he told me to hold on for a moment as more news came in from Film Traffic. Then, "The Pentagon is under attack!" I remember yelling, rather naively, "Bulls***t! Nobody attacks the Pentagon!!" He said, "Yes, they have just been bombed!" 

I started to shake uncontrollably, and hung up on him, crying and trying not to panic. I quickly started phoning friends and family back in the States -- New Mexico, my mother in San Francisco, but all lines were busy. An e-mail came through from a friend in New York as she crossed the Brooklyn Bridge to work that morning. She sent me images she had taken with her digital camera of the smoking WTC. 

I thought, "This is it. I may never see anyone again back home." Not yet knowing what was really taking place, or what Bush was up to now, it was very frightening. When I did finally manage to get through to family back home, I realized that I would be waking these people up with devastating news. 

The festival was canceled for the remainder of the day, and everything changed. Where so many people hoped that this horrible event would see a new beginning of communication between political leaders, and a huge change of U.S. foreign policy, here we are again, 9/11 and nothing has been learned, no compassion, no honest communication, little or no change of U.S. foreign policy, privacy and civil rights stripped from the people of America, and Bush calls for support to bomb and destroy another country in what he so heinously calls "The War on Terrorism." 

It is too bad that the editors of your paper will more than likely not publish recounts such as mine. It is important for the truth to be told, said, acted upon. Your polls claim that the San Francisco Bay Area wants the bombing of Iraq. I suppose these polls are as believable as the polls were concerning the Gore/Bush elections? 

Thank you for your time. 

My heart goes out to all people in the world that have lost loved ones, and will lose loved ones, due to ridiculous wars and "acts of terrorism" caused by continuous hate and fear perpetuated by political greed and an unwillingness to evolve! 

* * * 

Danielle Gribens, Falls Church, VA 

At the time, I was living and working near Washington, D.C. My friend is in the U.S. Army Reserve and worked as a civilian in the Pentagon. My brother works downtown at an accounting firm, and my sister works for a publishing company a mile from the Pentagon. 

While I was at work, near the Pentagon, the news came over the radio. We all quickly turned on the television in the conference room and watched, horrified and disbelieving at what we were seeing. 

I ran to my desk after the Pentagon was struck and tried to reach my friend. The lines were down. I spent the rest of the day checking our voice mail for a message from her, letting me know she was okay. Generals, captains and fellow reservists left a total of 20 messages that day looking for her. At four o'clock that afternoon, after a day of thinking I had lost a friend, she finally called me to let me know she was mostly okay. The plane had struck the office next to hers, and she escaped with several stitches in her knee. She stayed to helped the more severely injured people escape the Pentagon. She assisted people who were extremely burned and going into shock. Only then did she get help for herself. 

That night I invited several of our close friends over to dinner and to discuss the day's events. We also wanted to rally around our friend, who, as you can imagine, was thankful to be alive. 

* * * 

Bessie, San Francisco, CA 

I had been working out early in the morning before work for some time. I had been at the gym since 5 am. They have CNN on all the time. At that time in the morning, I am usually focused at the task of the exercizing at hand. 

I remember going to get onto an exercize bike and looking at the TV screen. I thought it was a movie clip. I remember just saying out loud, "Oh, my god." It really did not hit me all until I had to get dressed and go up 39 flights of stairs to my office. 

* * * 

Chanda Meek, Hoopa Nation Indian reservation, CA 

On Sept. 9, I flew back to the Bay Area from Michigan, where I was vacationing with friends in order to attend a conference about community- based forestry in Northern California. The conference was hosted by the Hoopa Nation. I drove to the Hoopa Nation from the airport, arriving on the 10th. 

The evening of Sept. 10 was spent around campfires, exchanging stories and eating traditionally smoked salmon. Most of us were staying in the campground there, and on the morning of the 11th, I woke to a scream. I thought it was the bear in the campground who had woken up several people the night before. I moved toward the central food tent, where there was a car with its radio on. People were leaning against it, listening intently. I couldn't understand what had happened. I asked several people, who told me that the Twin Towers and the Pentagon had been attacked. I sat down and ate breakfast. 

Twenty minutes later, I asked someone again what had happened, as I couldn't make sense of the information. Then I listened to the radio and heard about all of the attacks. Someone turned on the American Indian Radio Service, and we heard prayers and greetings from Indian communities across the United States, expressing grief. A little while later, we again gathered in a circle around a fire and discussed the attacks. Many of the people at the conference were from the East Coast and were trying to call their families. 

We sat and grieved, and a few of our Indian colleagues from various communities across the country shared their historical perspective -- that there have been many massacres and tragedies across this country, and we should mourn all of our dead. We prayed. 

With the conference effectively canceled, I drove out of town into Redwood National Park and spent the rest of the day trying to get towed out of the redwoods after blowing out a tire on the rough gravel. I spent a few hours on top of a mountain with California firefighters in their station house, watching the TV until a tow truck picked me up. I then was towed into Orick, checked into a hotel and went to a local bar for a tall beer and a bad movie. 

* * * 

Marie Simmons, Mountain View, CA 

"Mom, are those people falling from that building?" I told my son, who is seven, "No, that is debris falling." (For some reason, I didn't want him to know the truth yet.) "Mom, why did that airplane crash into the building?" With tear-filled eyes, I said that bad people were driving it and they wanted to do something very bad to us Americans. 

My daughter, soon to be 13, wasn't asking many questions, just watching with a perplexed look and getting annoyed at her brother's litany of questions. I said, "Let's pray together [which we do not do very often together] and ask God to protect our families and those families who have loved ones on the airplanes and in the buildings." We watched our TV as more bad news and sad news unfolded. I then took our children to school that day -- I didn't want to, but I felt the need for everyday actions. Our son brought home pictures of what he saw. Our daughter brought home mature words and questions. 

I had woken up to screaming and anxious-sounding anchorpeople on the news channel my husband had on. My husband said, "Oh, my God, a plane flew into the World Trade Center." I said that my executive was supposed to have a meeting in downtown Manhattan that morning (I couldn't remember where) and at the WTC's Tower One in the afternoon. 

I immediately got on my cell phone to try to reach her, but the line was busy. I booted up my laptop. She has a Blackberry, and I was hoping I could get through to her before she headed out. She responded through e-mail that she was en route to the appointment. 

She said she'd stay there and wait it out -- the traffic was terrible. I explained to her that the WTC had been hit again, the one she was to meet in this afternoon. I was now concerned for the customers she was to meet there. I told her that if she was safe, then I was going to try to reach the hotel she was at because I had a feeling she was going to be having an extended stay in New York and hotel rooms were going to be few and far between. She was supposed to leave for Washington, D.C., on Sept. 11. She finally flew home Sept. 15. 

* * * 

A.S., Amtrak train between New York, NY, and Washington, DC 

On the morning of Sept. 11, I took the 8:10 Amtrak train from Manhattan to to my office in Washington, D.C. Not long after we stopped in Trenton, I got an e-mail: "What's happening in New York?" I had no idea, but soon after, the e-mails and phone calls started pouring in. 

I dug out my Walkman, and I turned it on just in time to hear an eyewitness describe the Pentagon crash. I began to relay the news and the rumors to the people around me as the train kept moving toward Washington: plane crash at the Pentagon, the collapse of the Twin Towers, a car bomb at the State Department, a fire on the Mall. 

The train finally stopped for good in Baltimore, the conductors apologizing: Washington was closed, and the train couldn't go any further. They lined up every cab they could find, and I shared a ride with two fellow passengers to one of their houses in suburban Virginia. We bought snacks and water, not certain how long our trip would take. 

We should have known it would be easy: The highway leading out of the city was packed, moving at a crawl, but the road toward the city was completely empty, and we were one of the only cars on it. Our host, a retired military officer, offered us a place to stay as long as we needed it -- until I could get to my home a few blocks from the White House and our friend could get back to his home in Manhattan. 

We watched the news obsessively, our first visual images of the attacks, until we knew for certain that we could get into the city by Metro. We took the long Metro ride into downtown D.C., and when we exited in the heart of dowtown, the city was a ghost town. 

* * * 

Jerry Dow, San Francisco, CA 

9/11/01 was my 25th birthday. I was unaware of the morning's events until I left my room to go to work. I saw my roommate glued to the TV and asked what was going on. "The WTC collapsed," he replied. I stood there in slack-jawed bewilderment for 20 minutes without saying a word. 

Right then, my birthday was unimportant. I felt guilty for any feeling of unfair treatment. Why my day? 9/11 had always meant something to me; it was no longer innocuous to everyone else. Any excitement I had about turning 25 vanished. The rest of the day I spent visiting family and friends, looking for answers. It was a beautiful, sunny day. 

David Bellis, Oakland International Airport, Oakland, CA 

I was in line waiting to fly to Seattle when my wife called me from Washington, D.C. (we're both federal employees), telling me to find a TV: The Twin Towers had been hit by a plane, and there was a lot of confusion at the agency where we both work. As the crowd gathered around the TV, the magnitude of the event slowly dawned among the strangely quiet crowd of watchers, a mixture of awe and helplessness -- not really knowing what to do. 

The second plane hit, and the word "terrorists" was heard; I'm not sure whether it came from the crowd or the TV. I returned to the gate area -- my sense of time was strangely off, but it was a 7:10 am flight and we hadn't lined to board yet. My phone rang, and it was my wife again. She said D.C. could be under attack; she could see smoke from across the river from the Pentagon area. It seemed that I was the first to know among those around me. I said to no one in particular, "Washington, D.C. has been hit -- my wife is there." The next call from her was more panicky: "There are rumors about [the] State [Department]. Everyone is scared, and we don't know what to do." 

My flight was delayed and quickly canceled as the airport closed -- and efficiently emptied. I went back home and tried to keep in touch with my wife. My next-to-last call to her, not prearranged, caught her as she was rounding Interstate 395 behind to the Pentagon. "My God!" is all that she said. D.C. was empty, with military personnel guarding the Jefferson Memorial, and the Pentagon was still burning. I'm in D.C. today and will be here tomorrow. My wife is flying home tonight and will travel to Los Angeles tomorrow. 

* * * 

Alex Niles, South San Francisco, CA 

It was 6:40 am. I was asleep, and my wife was watching the Channel 2 morning nws and getting dressed for work. Suddenly, she yelled to me, "Honey, wake up -- look at the TV!" I turned over in time to witness something surreal: An airplane was flying straight into one of the World Trade Center towers. In addition to that plane, I saw the other tower billowing with smoke and flames also. Oh my God, I thought to myself -- we're at war. 

I was born in New York City, and I've visited the Twin Towers many times. My mother used to work a mile from the towers, and rode the subway train that ran beneath them. I grew up in Newark, N.J., two miles from Newark International Airport, where I've flown from many times and from where one of the ill- fated planes took off that morning. Every possible hysterical thought ran through my head: Is my family in NYC safe? Are they gonna attack us here in California? Who are "they"? Would I be drafted to serve in the army, even though I'm 35 years old? 

I immediately called my mother in Mountain View to inform her, then I began calling my family in New York, but I couldn't get through. I called my boss at his home, and he was stunned but also very calm and composed. He told me and my office mates that we did not have to go into the office today, that we should remain at home with family and friends if necessary. My most harrowing thought of that day: My wife had just returned from Washington, D.C., a few days earlier on a United Airlines flight, the same type of cross-country flight comandeered by the terrorists on Sept. 11. 

* * * 

Jennifer Maynes, San Francisco, CA 

I had just caught a cab in North Beach at about 6:30 am when the driver said, "Hey, did you hear that a plane just rammed into the World Trade Center?" As he turned up the volume on the radio, I thought, "Oh, it's probably just a small plane, like a Cessna." Then I heard the word "Boeing," and I said, "Oh, s***." 

* * * 

David O., Sunnyvale, CA 

I woke up on the West Coast at 6 am so I could day trade stocks when I noticed the stock message boards mentioning that a plane had crashed into the World Trade Center. I turned on the TV, and, sure enough, there was a horrific image of a huge hole in the building. 

While I stared in disbelief, a second plane hit, and I, along with everyone else, knew it had to be on purpose. I rushed into the bedroom to wake my boyfriend, who normally wouldn't be waking up for another two hours. 

"I don't know how to say this," I said, "We're under some kind of attack, and the World Trade Center towers are both on fire." 

I'm a prankster, and he was really annoyed at first, until I dragged him into the living room to watch. 

I saw the first tower fall, and then I left for work, not sure what else to do. I avoided the television for the rest of the day, reading Yahoo! news instead. The eyewitness accounts I read were just as bad as any video: people falling out of elevators with no skin, people jumping out of the towers, where they became embedded into the concrete. I didn't sleep for two nights afterward, and even then only after having an emotional breakdown on the 13th. 

* * * 

Sheila Brennan, Concord, CA 

After I dropped my son off at school, I turned on the radio in the car, and the first thing I heard the announcer say was that "the World Trade Center is gone," that it had collapsed. I thought there must be something wrong with my head, that I was misunderstanding what they were saying. 

I turned the car around and went home instead of to work. I turned on the TV and saw what had happened. Now I understood, and it made me really mad. I woke up my daughter, who was still asleep, and told her America had been attacked. She watched the TV for just a few minutes, but she then went online to talk to her friends. I spent the rest of the day trying to work, but with the TV on, and every once in a while, I would just have to get up, and pace, and all I could say was, "Bastards! Those bastards!" 

* * * 

Susie, San Francisco, CA 

On Sept. 11, at around 5:30 am, I was in the living room, nursing my newborn and watching the news. From the comfort of my glider and with my 6-week-old daughter in my arms, I watched in horror the events of that day unfold. I will never forget watching CNN covering the first tower and witnessing on live TV the second plane hit in the background of the newscast. It was so surreal and happened so fast that even the reporter didn't know what had happened. 

My husband was out of town on business that day, and I was desperately trying to reach him to tell him what was going on. I knew he didn't know; otherwise, he would have been calling. Sure enough, he didn't know about the planes, and as I told him what was happening,the first tower decimated before my eys. My husband completely didn't believe me. He screamed that it was just was not possible. Unfortunately, it was possible, and, a year later, as we anticipate the anniversary of that awful day, I am still deeply saddened. 

I still remember those awful moments that morning with my baby in my arms, crying and fearing the unknown. I can still remember sitting in the glider, tightly clutching her little newborn body while staring at the Transamerica Building out one window and the Bank of American building out of the other window and wondering, as a new mother, what was I supposed to do to protect this helpless child? I held my daughter all day that day while contemplating her safety, her future and my heart-breaking love for her. I couldn't help but wonder how many of the victims had a newborn at home. How many were anticipating the arrival of their child? How many would never hold their babies again? 

* * * 

Heather Bradley, San Francisco, CA 

I was at home in my apartment in Pacific Heights. The phone rang at 7:15, and I let the machine get it. It was my mother. She said to turn on the TV, that "terrorists have attacked New York." My mom, God bless her, is a compulsive worrier, so at first I didn't react. Then I got up and turned on the TV, and it was horrifying. Later, people compared the coverage to a movie, but I didn't think so at all -- it was all so wrenchingly real, watching the towers burn and the debris blanket the city. I remember seeing a local news reporter running through the streets, completely unhinged, asking a rescue worker if there were "bombs in the sewers!" The fear was so palpable. 

My older sister works in midtown Manhattan, and I frantically tried to get through to her cell phone. I finally did, and she sounded eerily calm. I knocked on my roommate's door, and she and her boyfriend, who is from the East Coast and knew people working in the World Trade Center, turned on their TV. He bolted from the apartment. I made some coffee for my roommate and me. After a couple of hours I decided I needed to go to work, that the waiting and worrying was killing me. I remember driving down Bay Street and how quiet the city was. People that I did pass, either on the street or in their cars, all had the same scared, sad look of shock on their faces. At the ad agency where I work, people were hugging each other and sending e-mails to friends in New York and watching CNN. 

Later that night, afraid of being alone, I met a good friend for dinner in the South Bay. It was a warm night, so we sat outside. I'll never forget looking up and not seeing a plane in the sky -- not seeing anything but stars. 

* * * 

David Ferry, San Francisco, CA 

Tom and I woke early as usual. I had been laid off from my job exactly one week earlier and was still on the same time schedule. 

We were watching the morning news when we saw the first plane hit the World Trade Center. 

The shock was overwhelming; we had just returned from a trip to New York in July, where we performed at Carnegie Hall. We celebrated by both of us getting our first tattoos there. And we attended five Broadway shows. How wonderful new York was! I kept saying, "I could live here." Tom kept saying, "No. You love SF." 

So, to see those innocent victims falling from those burning buildings, to experience the tears and horror of the New Yorkers on the streets, watching their fellow citizens screaming for help, was just too much. 

We stayed home on 9/11, grief- stricken. I cried for a week afterward. And it only furthered my grief when I found out that two gay heroes gave their lives that day as well, the first one being Father Mychal, the gay priest who rushed out to give last rites to the dying firefighters, and then Mark Bingham, who, on United Airlines Flight 93, was one of the heroes to rush the murderers. Let's remember them as well in our thoughts. 

* * * 

Jean Brownell, New York, NY 

Recently, I was in a deli waiting for my usual bagel with egg and cheese. A group of construction workers was in line behind me. One large, gruff man tapped me on the shoulder. He said, with a thick Brooklyn accent, "Eh, Miss, can I go in front of you?" I was surprised but assumed he had some reason to hurry and smiled and nodded assent. All the people in the deli started laughing. The construction worker pointed at me and said, to the rest of those in line, "This one's not from New York." I agreed good-humoredly that I was from California. The construction workers all cut me in line, patted me on the back and left me, late for work. As they trooped out, one said, "Stay sweet, California." 

I grew up here in the Bay Area but left for college in New York when I was 18. After college I stayed on in New York, working for a year as a social worker in a foster-care and adoption agency. Last September, I had just begun a new job investigating complaints against the New York Police Department. My office building is on Rector Street, only a few blocks from where the World Trade Center used to be. On Sept. 11, I had just gotten off the subway at the Wall Street Station. As I climbed the stairs of the subway station, I could smell burning. Papers were falling from the sky, some with crisped browned edges. Cars were double-parked, with the doors wide open and radios blaring news. People in the streets were walking fast, even for New York, and looking at each other with sidelong glances. 

Suddenly, there was a huge crash: The second plane had hit. Everyone in the street began to run at me. I dropped my bag of breakfast on the ground and began to run with the crowd. For three blocks I ran, too afraid to turn my head to see what we were running from. There was smoke, and the smell of burning was stronger. I had the conscious thought that if I turned, I might see an enormous fireball behind me, catching up. After a few more blocks, the crowd began to slow. People were talking, telling each other that two planes had hit the World Trade Center. People were already using the word "terrorism." But I am not a New Yorker. I think of myself as a San Franciscan. To me that means that I am calm and I am human and I don't believe in mob mentality. 

I thought, "These people are idiots. These people are jumping to conclusions. These people have not lived through terror like I have, because I was in San Francisco for the '89 earthquake." I thought, "These people are panicking for no reason, and I have to go to work." So I turned around and began walking back, through the crowds, toward my office. It was a fight to work my way against the flow, but I was determined and I was calm. I kept pushing my way back closer and closer. The crowds were so thick that I had to turn off the main streets and meander. 

I came upon a perfect view of the World Trade Center. The towers were engulfed in black smoke and licking red flames. People in the street were watching and crying and patting each other's backs. I stood and watched for a few minutes, marveling at the damage and worrying that lives were being lost. I passed a huge plane wheel on the ground, and my heart rose up and I began to tense. I stopped at a pay phone to call my boss but couldn't get an answer at any number in my office. 

The closer I got to work, the more people I saw who had come out of the World Trade Center buildings. They had gray dust in their hair and on their faces. Many had frozen expressions and were being dragged along by someone else. I saw a woman in a nurse's uniform sitting on a bench while two men in business suits tried to cajole her into getting up and walking away. In the middle of a crowd of businessmen, all in suits, I saw a boy I recognized from high school in San Francisco. I walked in the area for almost 45 minutes. 

People were calm. People were orderly. The pictures we see on television of everyone running, those are only from the moments as the towers were falling. There was a 45-minute, well-organized and extremely kind exodus of people who did not know each other. People were walking the bridges. People were giving each other water bottles. People were giving each other money to get home. Several times, people stopped me as I tried to approach work and told me I should get out of the area. I said that I thought I had to get to work, and they comforted me, saying, "Go home. Go home. It's not safe, and it's been enough." Someone gave me a dust mask. Finally, I got onto a subway heading toward Brooklyn. As I left Manhattan, the towers were standing. 

While my train was in the tunnel we stopped for several minutes, stuck. When I got off the train in Brooklyn and began to walk home, everyone in the street was telling others that the towers had fallen. I stopped to tell people they were wrong. "I was just there," I kept saying. And people could tell by the ashes on my clothes and in my hair. But they kept insisting that the towers had fallen. I stopped at a pay phone and called my boyfriend, who was in Washington, D.C. There was panic in his voice when he said my name. "Where are you? Are you at work? You need to go home." He yelled at me. I told him I was in Brooklyn and I couldn't get to work. He sounded shocked. He told me that the first tower was down, that a plane had hit the Pentagon. He told me, "Stay out of the city! Don't try to go back there! Go home!" 

I began to sob. I had just moved to Brooklyn and had no phone in my house. My cell phone was not working. I had no television and no radio. In the street, I ran into a boy I had gone to college with. He invited me to his apartment, and I spent the day there with about 10 other people, watching the news coverage and taking turns on the phone trying to locate everyone. It was Sept. 11, the worst day of my life -- and the luckiest when I found that I had not lost anyone. 

What I found, in the aftermath of the tragedy, was that I was a New Yorker. I saw that people in New York are incredibly kind and generous but realistically and quietly so. It is an enormous city, but it runs very smoothly. So many people live within such a small space and do not interfere with one another. New Yorkers don't smile and greet strangers, because they are preserving a feeling of privacy that is only an illusion. It is an important illusion to maintain because, otherwise, New Yorkers would remember that we all live on top of one another. People cannot escape from the humanity of those all around them. 

Riding the subway every morning means that you watch children on the subway and see some parents smacking them and cursing and other parents praising them and cherishing them. The beautiful lives and the painful ones are inescapable. After Sept. 11, I began to feel proud of the people around me who were also continuing to live and to work. I felt a commonality I had not let myself feel with New Yorkers before. New Yorkers get things done. They are determined, and they are irrepressible. 

Yesterday I was at the Verizon store in Berkeley. The man behind the counter was persisting in explaining to me that what I wanted to do with my cell-phone plan could not be done. I didn't believe it and made him call Customer Service. They agreed, so I asked to talk to the customer-service representative myself. The man on the phone said, "You are a New Yorker, aren't you? Me, too. Brooklyn in the house." And he changed my plan just as I'd asked. 

* * * 

Dylan, San Francisco, CA 

I use to live in New York on the Upper West Side. I moved to San Francisco in 1999 to work East Coast hours on the West Coast in finance. I had just returned from vacation in New York on Sept. 9 and even skipped an interview on that Monday, Sept. 10, in New York to be back in San Francisco for a soccer clinic. 

I made it to soccer clinic on Monday night, and on that fateful Tuesday, as I was running late to work at 6 am, I heard bits of conversation about a plane and a building as I passed the Pacific Stock Exchange. 

I got to my office and watched the scene unfold on TV. I pounced on the phones, trying to call my family, my friends who worked at the WTC. My God, I was a mess! I was going to ask to stay in New York for a few more days! What if?! It is weird how, sometimes, you have control over the decisions you make, however slight, but who knows where and how you'll end up? We were sent home and told that we would be contacted about resuming work. 

I got home and woke up my roommates and told them what had happened. They were far removed and really could not fanthom the devastation of the buildings or the significance of the losses. One roommate went on to work, and the other roommate went back to bed. No sympathy here. I stayed in my room and just watched in a daze. Several days after, I was able to get ahold of my family and friends. I later learned that I lost my former neighbor, who was attending the conference at Windows on the World. I've been back several times to New York and even went to Ground Zero. All I can say is, it's not the New York that I had left back in 1999. Has it changed my outlook on life? In many ways, it was a wake-up call to get out of a career that I despised but keot going in since this was the area in which I had the most experience. I worked to pay the bills. Now, I have found something after I was laid off from that job that moved me out here, a job I can say I am able to enjoy while having free time to enjoy the precious time I have on Earth. I still love New York! 

Jordan, Concord, CA 

I had enlisted in the navy in march 2001. I was scheduled to leave for boot camp on Sept. 25. I was at home, asleep, when my mother came into my room and informed me that we had been attacked. I can't find words to explain the way I felt when I heard her. First it was disbelief, then anger, and then fear. I couldn't believe that this was happening exactly two weeks before I was to leave to go serve my country. To this day I have no regrets about following through with my choice to continue on the path I had chosen to be in the greatest military in the world. 

* * * 

Carl Nasman, Berkeley, CA 

I woke up early, around 6:15 am, to go for a jog with a friend in Tilden Park. I rolled out of bed and tuned in to a local morning radio show and heard the DJ say something about President Bush and the WTC towers. I dismissed it as a typical morning-show prank and drove up with my friend to the park. It was a beautiful morning, and we greeted other joggers with a friendly smile. The thought of something terrible happening didn't even cross my mind. 

When I returned home, my sister had the television on, and I saw replays of the two towers on fire. I said good-bye to my friend and saw my sister off to school. I still couldn't fathom the impact of the event. I stayed home that day watching the coverage on TV. It still didn't hit me until my mom called me and asked whether I wanted to talk. "About what?" I said. 

* * * 

Elizabeth H., Fez, Morocco 

I was studying Arabic in Fez, Morocco, on Sept. 11, 2001. I wandered into the common room to see CNN on the TV and what I thought was a movie. It was mind-boggling that I was in an Arabic country as this was going down. Within a few hours, I was at an Internet café, desperately e-mailing my boyfriend, who was living in Manhattan, hoping he was all right. I also started receiving e-mails rather quickly from various friends and family members, asking me to return to the United States. That was the last place I wanted to be. 

The next day, armed guards were posted outside my school and the reactions from the Moroccans were very interesting. The majority went out of their way to say how sorry they were and that this act was not what being Muslim was about. In the next breath, they mentioned that they were not surprised by what happened, as they felt the United States was not fair to Arabic countries. All in all, it made an already rich experience complex, and I will never feel the same patriotric feeling that people from the United States feel, because I didn't experience it. 

* * * 

Kevin Chow, San Jose, CA 

It started out as a typical morning for me. I woke up at 7 am to get ready for work. When I got out of the bathroom, I always turned on my radio to 680 AM to hear about sporting news and coversations. Instead of hearing about the Giants' game from last night, however, the first thing I head from Gary Radnich was, "It's a sad day for America." Without knowing what he was talking about, my first thought was that a great sports legend had passed away. As he summarized what happened in New York, though, I sat on my bed for a few minutes, trying to digest what just happened to our country. 

I got to work later, and my boss was telling me what happened. We went to the cafeteria to watch the news, and that was when I first saw the plane hitting the WTC. There were over a hundred people watching TV with us. There was complete silence -- the only thing we heard was the voice of the CNN reporter. 

I got calls later from my parents and my girlfriend as well. We were just checking to make sure we all heard the news. I got to work early that day and just watched my TV for the rest of the evening and night. Makes you realize that anything can happen in this world today. 

* * * 

Susie Saval Schwinn, San Francisco, CA 

I remember being woken up by my husband, Michael, who had a sense of urgency in his voice, saying, "The World Trade Center has been hit!" I was in a fog looking at the images on TV, not quite believing what I was seeing. We were both glued to the TV. I remember looking out our window and seeing how beautiful the day was and how blue the sky in New York looked too. 

I called my mom in Los Angeles just to check on her. My father had already left for work, so my mom was worried about him. I called my girlfriend in Sonoma, a transplanted New Yorker, and she was in tears. I couldn't get ahold of my sister, who was in Yosemite, camping. My husband and I hugged each other and cried. It still seems like a dream, a very bad dream. I unwillingly went to work. Everyone looked tense and scared. I was wondering, "Why are we here?" Nothing made sense. 

I went to a midday Mass and prayed for all the lost souls. The day dragged on it, and was hard to sleep that night. As days went on, the feeling of being scared really never left; you just got use to the feeling. Now, when I see blue skies, the first thing I think is, "What a beautiful day for an attack." 

* * * 

Cynthia Imboden, Sunnyvale, CA 

I was on my way to work when I heard that the first plane had hit the WTC. My co- worker, Bob, had already arrived, and we began listening to KGO on my Walkman. We work at a major defense contractor here in the Bay Area, and when the second tower was hit, we realized this wasn't just an accident. By the time the Pentagon was attacked, we knew this day would forever change our lives. 

My first instinct was to go home and be with my family. I called my husband and gave him the grim news. We were sent a corporate e-mail message from our CEO, assuring us that our safty and security were of major concern and that we should remain calm and "continue our mission." Bob and I quietly spoke of the tragedy and also of spiritual matters, something we often do. If anything were to happen here, I could not think of a kinder, more gentle soul than he to spend that sorrowful day with. 

Throughout the remainder of my workday, I was shocked and saddened -- not only by the horrific acts of 9/11, but by the reaction of some of my colleagues, full hatred and anger. I was never so glad to come home to my family that day, and now, each morning, as I leave, I ask that God watch over them, and over us all. 

* * * 

Diane, San Francisco, CA 

I woke up to the radio, tuned in to KGO, and heard news anchorman Ed Baxter say something about a plane hitting one of the World Trade Center towers. This was a little before 6 am; I was still in my "sleep fog" and thought he was talking about a movie plot. But he kept repeating it. I thought, "Wait a minute; no movie plot gets repeated this many times." Yet I still didn't believe it. 

Then I heard him say that another plane had hit the other tower. That prompted me to get up and turn on the TV. I was absolutely horrified and numb. I had never seen people jump to their deaths before, and it was excruciating watching it. When the towers came down -- I could heard the plunk, plunk of each floor -- I felt so vulnerable and so sad, knowing that people were still in there. I couldn't cry, I couldn't think; I just froze, but I also knew I had to get to work. That was an experience in itself. 

While driving to work, I felt like I was in suspended animation, along with everyone else on the freeway. No one was going over 50 mph. When I got to work, some people had already left; others left throughout the morning. I stayed -- I needed to keep busy, but my eyes were glued to SF Gate and other news Web sites, and my mind was with all those who knew they were going to die and who experienced the horror of being in the towers while they fell. I prayed for them, and, as morbid as it sounds, I prayed that they would not suffer, that they would go quickly so they wouldn't have to experience any more horror. And may God be with them always. 

* * * 

Julia, San Francisco, CA 

It was a beautiful early fall morning. I was asleep when the phone rang at 7:15, which I thought was strange. But then I had a horrible feeling when I heard my father's voice on the answering machine. I jumped out of bed and played the message. He told me to turn on the TV because something major had happened. I did, and I saw the planes crash and the towers fall. I became numb, scared, shocked and angry all at the same time. I had a morning class at S.F. State, but there was no way I was going. I found out a few hours later that all California State University campuses had been closed. 

After fours hours of continuous coverage, I had to escape. I hung out with my sister and niece, where we watched the Disney Channel, one of the only channels that were not showing the horrifying pictures from that unforgettable morning. All I wanted to do was to be with my family. 

I won't watch the anniversary coverage, unless -- God forbid -- another attack happens. 

* * * 

E. Richards, Berkeley, CA 

I, like many Californians, was awakened by a phone call. A woman I knew who had just returned from a trip called me and gravely informed me that something terrible happened. The conversation was like "20 questions," as I was half asleep and she was a bit disjointed. 

After I guessed that her cat, her boyfriend and her relatives had not died, she started rambling about terrorists and New York City. I figured that if it were this big, it'd be on all the channels on TV. It was. Every channel showed that huge plume of gray smoke. 

She continued talking to me, as I said things like, "Hey! That's my hometown." I spent my childhood watching them dig the hole and build the towers. I used to work in Building 6 and ate lunch on the 44th-floor Sky Lounge regularly. My friend told me she had friends there. 

Then the scene cut to the smoldering wreckage at the Pentagon. I said, "I have to hang up, now." I spent the next six hours trying to contact my brother-in-law, who works at the Pentagon. It turns out that the building was so solid that all it did was rattle his coffee cup. He assisted the injured that day. 

My relatives in New York all checked in by noon our time. A few were stranded on the island. One hitched a ride back to New Jersey on a tugboat. Friends online gave first-person accounts. I forced myself to go to work, as did others, because in my mind, if we all stopped working, that would be exactly what the terrorists wanted. My TV stayed off for a week. I know my limits, and the verbal descriptions were graphic enough. 

I am going to go to work tomorrow and leave my television off, just like I did a year ago. 

* * * 

Sean, Vallejo, CA 

At 4:45 am, I left my house on the Peninsula to drive up to Washington state. I remember driving along I-80, passing MarineWorld in the distance, when the first report of "an accident at the World Trade Center" came in over KCBS. I usually listen to news radio while driving, so I kept it tuned in. 

Over the next hour, the world became a darker and darker place. Around 8:30 am, my roommate back home called on my cell with the information to update me in case I had not heard. All through the day, while stopping for gas or food, I continued to receive news updates. Not until 8 pm, when I arrived in Washington, did I see the first footage, and even in my 14- hour-drive stunned state, I was shocked in horror as to the devastation caused in New York, Washington, D.C. and Pennsylvania. 

Seneca Klassen, Karachi, Pakistan 

My wife and I were at a cousin's wedding in Karachi. We left for the engagement party before any of the news had hit, so we didn't find out anything until later in the evening, when some folks from the German consulate arrived. They had seen the report of the first plane hitting the World Trade Center on the BBC but didn't know any more than that. Our first reaction was simple shock, and we assumed that it had been an accident. I found myself thinking of the crash into the Empire State Building earlier in the century. 

It wasn't until much later that we arrived back home and turned on the news. By then, of course, the entire story had begun to play itself out, and we all just stood around more than a little bewildered, watching that unbelieveable footage and wondering what the consequences would be for Pakistan and Afghanistan. Needless to say, that was just the beginning of a very unique and odd couple of weeks. 

* * * 

Lauren M., San Francisco, CA 

At 7 am I was awakened, like every other morning, by Howard Stern's voice on the radio. More than half asleep, I heard him and Robin saying something about planes and the World Trade Center. As usual, I hit the snooze button. The fact that he could actually be reporting a national disaster in progress never even occurred to me. 

Later, BART from the Mission to the Embarcadero was slow, with lots of delays, and I remember being concerned about being late for work. Little did I know. The driver came on the PA and announced that, "due to the tragedies in New York and Washington, D.C., we are experiencing heavy delays." I looked around and asked the woman across from me what this meant. "Haven't you heard? The World Trade Center's been destroyed. They're bombing New York." 

I come from New York; my entire family lives there. Needless to say, I started to panic. When we finally were let off the train, I ran to work amid an air of chaos and confusion. I was met by my boss outside the high-rise that houses our office. She told me about the WTC and the Pentagon, and then went on to repeat speculations about Camp David and the White House. Our office, like all offices downtown, was closed -- one of the planes had been bound for San Francisco, after all -- and we were told to leave the Financial District immediately. All I could think about was my brother and whether he was okay. I got back home as quickly as I could. 

Schoolchildren on the bus seemed oblivious to me, and I wondered if they understood. When I got home, I joined my roommates in front of the television after trying in vain to reach my family. The feeling of relief I felt at seeing that "the bombing" was specific only to the WTC and that my family was therefore spared stood in sharp contrast to the revulsion and horror I felt as we watched the events unfold on TV again and again and again. I felt so sad. 

* * * 

Thomas Soohoo, New York, NY 

I was aboard United Airlines Flight 81 from Newark to San Francisco. We were two hours into our flight when the pilot got on the microphone to inform all of us of a federal emergency. We were told that we were going to land in Lincoln, Nebraska, immediately. 

When we landed, I received a call from my father informing me of everything that had happened. All of us passengers ran over to the airport lounge to get the latest information from CNN. As reports of the hijacked planes were relayed on the air, all the passengers, including myself, realized how lucky we were to be on Flight 81. As it turns out, the flight immediately after ours, Flight 93 from Newark to San Francisco, was hijacked and later forced to crash into a field in Pennsylvania. 

There were numberous stories, including my own, of folks who ended up on the 7 am flight by chance. There were so many of us who would have been on that ill-fated flight if we hadn't made some last-minute chance decisions. Luck played a major role in my fate. I barely made my 7 am flight; I got to the gate at 6:50 am. I was the last passenger to board and just minutes away from having the plane leave without me. I would have been on Flight 93 for sure if I had taken any longer to get to the airport. 

I am truly saddened with the events that had happened last Sept. 11. I am truly grateful for the second chance I was given. As Americans, we owe it to everyone who perished that day to live our lives to their fullest. We should never forget that day. We should never forget any of the heroes. 

* * * 

Martha Soto, South San Francisco, CA 

I had started my day in the usual fashion and was up extra early for a workout at the gym. I was feeling sad for the fact that I was going to a church service and funeral for my uncle later that morning. 

At around 6:30 am, I stopped at the local store to pick up a few items, when a man ran in from the street, announcing that New York had just been bombed. I clearly remember thinking to myself that this probably was some off-the-wall rambling from someone who wasn't all there. I turned on the radio just to hear what had to be the most horrendous news. I raced home and immediately turned on the television and watched with complete horror and disbelief and such incredible sadness as I had never experienced. My life changed forever in just that one day. 

* * * 

Wesley Copple, Normal, IL 

I had flown into Normal, Ill., on the evening of Sept. 10 to train a man on equipment he had bought from our company. I woke up after 8 am local time to watch the Weather Channel (a hobby of mine when I'm in new towns). As I clicked around a bit, I found a live report on the first plane as it hit the building. I watched it, thinking to myself that it was only a matter of time before a plane's navigational system would err and hit of the world's tall buildings. As the reporter was speaking, I saw the second one come screaming in. I was stunned and chilled. I had no pithy explanation for this. 

I went to meet the client and asked him what he thought. He hadn't heard yet. He was stunned as well. 

Later that day, he asked me to walk outside with him. He pointed to the sky and asked, "Do you see that?" I said that I saw nothing. "Exactly," he said. "There has never been a time in either of our lives when you couldn't see any planes or at least contrails." 

It was at that time, in Normal, Ill., that I realized that all of our technology was really temporary and that life would never be normal ever again. 

* * * 

Sue Diehl, Oakland, CA 

I was groggily doing my morning stretches as KTVU-TV's morning news played in the background in the next room. A very excited woman was talking to a very matter-of-fact man about some sort of plane wreck. Just then, the woman started screaming about it happening again and asking whether something could be done to stop this sort of accident. The man told her it was obviously not an accident. It was 6:02 am. 

I finished the stretches and ate my cereal in front of the TV. The Pentagon was bombed. I found it difficult to tear myself away from the TV long enough to take my shower for work. As I walked down the hall, I heard something about a crash near the Somerset County Airport in Pennsylvania. I had been a little kid when a plane landed in the field across from our house to ask directions to that airport. I've flown out of that airport in my uncle's four-seater. My mother and lots of other relatives still live in Somerset County. I was now officially in shock. 

The best news in my day was that no one on the ground in Pennyslvania had been hurt. 

* * * 

Robert Brakeman, Bracknell, Berkshire, United Kingdom 

I was in Bracknell, in the United Kingdom, on business and sitting in a meeting when my co-worker interrupted and informed me that terrorists had hijacked several planes, crashing two into the World Trade Center, and that one of the WTC towers was down. I thought he was joking. 

My employer was a cable-television technology developer and had a product-demonstration room with several large flat-panel televisions mounted to the walls. A group of people had already gathered in this room when I arrived and found each television tuned to a different news-agency channel: CNN, SKY, MSNBC, etc. Displayed on each television screen was the remaining, burning WTC tower. 

About 30 seconds after I arrived, the remaining tower began to fall. I remember watching the second tower fall and focusing on the flashing "live" sign in the corner of the screen. For a moment, I tried to figure out whether the falling tower was actually a live image of the second tower falling or a replay of the first tower falling with the "live" note mistakenly left on the screen. It was confusing because, as the tower fell, the CNN news anchors kept speaking without making any reference to the building crumbling as they spoke. After a few seconds, the news of the second tower falling caught up with the news anchors and they confimed that the image on the screen was the second tower falling. 

A few hours later, when I was able to get a call through, I contacted my wife in San Francisco; with all air travel halted, I had no idea when I might be able to get home. I then contacted my family in New York to make sure everyone was accounted for. 

Being an American and a native New Yorker in the United Kingdom when this happened, I wasn't sure quite what to expect from my British friends and co-workers. What I saw over the next few days was probably the most genuine displays of support I have ever witnessed. 

My office in the United Kingdom was in a building housing 200-300 people, and I am reasonably sure I was the only American working in the building at the time. I believe it was two days after the attacks that it was announced that there would be a gathering at 4 pm to observe three minutes of silence for the victims of the attacks. I wasn't sure what the turnout for this gathering would be, seeing as these events took place several thousand miles away in a different country on a different continent. 

I was very touched to find that virtually everyone in the building, 200- 300 people, turned out for these three minutes of silence. The vast majority of the people at this gathering had no ties to the United States but felt a genuine sympathy toward the victims and their families. I watched as people stood silently and wiped away tears. 

Later that same evening, I returned to my hotel. Across the street from the hotel is a large church that I could see from the window of my room. This evening, the front lawn was full of people, and, trailing down the road, there was a line of people waiting to enter the church. I later found out that they were waiting in line to sign a condolence book to be sent to the United States, and that they had collected somewhere around 8,000 signatures by the end of the evening. Bracknell is a very small, blue-collar city, and 8,000 signatures must represent a significant percentage of the local population. There are few Americans here, and I don't believe this could have been a political geture, like you might expact to find in London. The people signing this book must have been the ordinary working people of Bracknell, who took the time and waited in line to sign this book. 

* * * 

Karen Ruocco, San Francisco, CA 

I was just waking up a little after 7 am, and the phone rang. It was my mother in New Jersey, in tears. "Turn on the TV," she sobbed. "It's the end of the world." 

I sprinted downstairs, turned on the television and saw the World Trade Center towers burning. I was horrified, thinking at first it was an accident, and then came to realize we were under attack. They replayed the shots of the planes striking the buildings, then showed the incomprehensible collapse. I stood there and just gaped in absolute shock. 

My youngest sister was in midtown Manhattan that day, and I was terrified for her safety. It was two days before I could reach her by phone, even though my mother had gotten word she was okay. I desperately wanted to be there with my family, and it suddenly hit me how far 3,000 miles really is. I always thought I could go home anytime I wanted, but I couldn't then. 

Those towers signified home to me -- although I've lived in San Francisco for 13 years, I've always considered New Jersey my home, and I've always planned to return east someday. Whenever I've arrived after the five-hour flight from San Francisco International Airport to the airport in Newark, the New York skyline, with its gleaming Twin Towers, always greeted me. I still can't get used to the fact that they're not there anymore. 

I traveled back to the New York metropolitian area this week to be with family and to be in the city tomorrow, surrounded by people who understand the enormity of what happened and aren't afraid to feel and remember it. The hardest thing about living in the Bay Area this past year has been the disappearance of the attacks from local news -- I've read the New York Times every day just to feel connected. I may not have been geographically there, but the attacks were very personal to me. Most Californians I know seem to have just moved on. 

* * * 

Paul Menkes, Berkeley, CA 

So I woke up at 8 am and called this mail-order house in Long Island. I needed a present overnighted. The woman who took the call was very distracted, and it annoyed me. Nonetheless, she took care of the call. I went to work late, listening to KALX, the local college radio station. At 10 am, the announcer, between songs, said the World Trade Center had "fallen down or something." I immediately switched to public radio and instantly became aware of the enormity of it all. The large truck idling next to my car scared me. Did it have a car bomb? How quickly perspectives change. 

* * * 

T. Gomez 

I remember feeling rather good about that morning and getting into the shower. After I had gotten out, I turned on the local news to get a look at traffic that morning. To my amazement, there it was, the WTC in flames, and my mouth was wide open in disbelief. Then the second plane hit the other building, and I had never felt such a sense of fear in my life. 

I remember driving to work on the verge of tears and not wanting to drop my son off at school, wanting to stay home with him that day to protect him from the world. It was when I got to work and everyone was in the conference room, gathered around the TV, that I called my son's school and talked with the receptionist, and she told me that I needed to come pick him up, that they were sending all students in San Francisco schools home for security reasons. 

That's when I started to cry. I couldn't believe that some terrorist had stripped me of being able to protect my children. I remember in the evening, when the nation had the candlelight vigil, how my two sons went outside with their candles and prayed. This incident, as tragic as it was, brought the nation together. Weren't we all just a little nicer to people back then? Even my two sons learned how to be a little nicer to each other, too. It is sad that it took something this tragic to bring unity. 

Barb Reed, Spokane, WA 

It was just before 6 am. I was just getting out of the shower when my husband came in and said that a plane had just flown into the WTC. We both stood in front of the the TV in our bedroom and learned that another plane had hit. Unbelievable! At first I thought, "If they're hijacked, there certainly aren't any passengers on board." How naive! Then the horror realy sunk in -- all those people on the planes and the people in the towers. 

I called my sister who lives in Eugene, Ore. Her son is a doctor in New York. She had not turned on the news, yet. When she did, she was horrified and tried to call her son. She couldn't get through. He managed to call her later in the day to say he was all right. He and his roommate had gone to St. Vincent's to see whether they could help, but there were more medical people there than victims, so they were told to go home. I was glued to the TV for the rest of the day and night, not believing what I was seeing. Still unbelievable. 

* * * 

Matt Murakami, Menlo Park, CA 

I work at a startup here in the Bay Area, so it's not uncommon for me to be working into the wee hours of the morning. On that morning, on Sept. 11, I got a phone call from my girlfriend, who was driving to work in San Francisco. She said she had heard on the radio that a plane had crashed into the World Trade Center, and that it might have been a terrorist attack. I turned on the TV here at work and saw one of the Twin Towers up in smoke after the first plane had hit it. Soon after that, the second tower exploded, live on TV, as the second plane hit it. It was surreal. 

Then came the news about the Pentagon and the other crashed plane in Pennsylvania. There were several other co-workers here watching it, too, but the fact that we were watching this happen, live, was unbelievable. Like a movie, but definitely not a movie. My sister lives in New York, but I knew she wasn't near Manhattan, so I knew she was okay. I talked to her soon after, and she said it was the most eerie feeling to be in that city during those events. It's definitely something I'll remember, having witnessed the whole thing live on TV, and seeing the whole country and the whole world affected by it. 

* * * 

Stephen K. Robinson, Paris, France 

I was in the train station in Paris, waiting for my Chunnel train to go back to London. An American businessman was sitting next to me and talking on the phone. Suddenly, he was very upset, saying things like, "The tower?!" and "They hijacked the plane?!" 

When he got off the phone, I asked what was going on, and he told me someone had flown a plane into the World Trade Center. Once we got on the train, it was all anyone was talking about. I was the only American in my car, and people were giving me updates when they got news on their cell phones. So I heard just after the second plane crashed, and then again when the towers were collapsing. When I got to the youth hostel in London, everyone was gathered around the TV. I was in complete shock. I asked whether there were any other Americans in the room, but there weren't. I felt very alone and just couldn't get my head around the fact that these things were really happening and I was so far away. 

* * * 

Julie Anderson, Berkeley, CA 

I woke at 6 am on Sept. 11 to get ready for my morning run before work. After brushing my teeth, I stepped into the kitchen and turned on the television to see the first WTC tower in flames and Katie Couric speaking in the shocked tone of voice that reminded me of the old clips of Walter Cronkite covering the JFK assassination. I ran back into my bedroom to wake my husband -- his brother is a pilot -- and I know he would be interested in this story. He was half-awake and still a bit groggy -- a little annoyed, I think, to be awakened about what was probably a small plane crash into the large building. 

I ran back into the kitchen, and as I looked up into the TV screen, I saw the second plane turning directly into the second tower. I gasped and grabbed my head in disbelief and ran back into the bedroom to turn on the TV so that my husband could understand the enormity of what was happening. 

I immediately remembered the many days and hours I had spent in and around the WTC site. Three years ago, I spent a jobless summer living with my cousin in Battery Park City, directly across the street from the WTC buildings and the World Financial Center, before getting my graduate degree at Columbia. That summer, I spent my days hanging out at the Twin Towers, shopping in the mall below, reading in the Borders bookstore, shopping at Century 21, eating pizza at Sbarro, catching the 19 uptown. Every day I would wander through the lobby of the towers, getting to know the security guards, the staff. My bank was right next to the entrance to the elevator banks in the lobby. I knew that area well and had even attended summer concerts in the plaza that was now littered with glass, debris and bodies. 

I watched as the two towers fell, and I understood how large that plume of dust and smoke was, completely covering all the surrounding high-rises that were 30, 40 stories high. While I am moved by the intensity of feelings that many Americans experience because of this tragedy, I hope that it will help us to have a heightened sense of compassion when we see the other people of the world who have to live daily with violence in their homelands. 

* * * 

Jim Spagnole, Moorea, Tahiti 

I was at a Club Med diving site in Moorea, Tahiti, and was just getting up when my roommate came back from breakfast, saying something terible had happened in New York. I went to the central area and there was a TV set up in the theatre. It was a Tahitian station showing clips from French television of the towers being struck. Trying to listen past the on-screen reporter and to decipher the French descriptions, I could snatch a few words of English from the coverage. 

There was an e-mail posting from the Internet each day, and everyone there crowded around to read the news snippets we received. We had arrived on Saturday before the 11th, and the balance of the week there was quite subdued. All of us were held over for three days -- some families were held over for an entire week -- since Air France canceled all flights out of Tahiti into Los Angeles for over a week. 

You know, you can have too much paradise -- the enforced stay, even though compliments of Air France and Club Med, was simply more stressful and painful because we couldn't be home with family and friends and were unable to converse closely and readily with loved ones. 

Going to the e-mail café outside the compound provided little relief, and the irony of being on vacation in such wonderful surroundings when such horror was occurring in my "homeland" is still not lost on me to this day. 

As a result of that experience, wedding dates and plans were changed to move them up and to remove much of the now-overblown planning that had been occurring. In its place was a quiet family-only ceremony to mark a decision made well before Sept. 11 but certainly impacted by it. 

As a retired naval officer, I tried to secure a recall to serve in some way and can remember having to go on what were called CACO (casualty-affairs control officer) duty many times to gently break the news of a loved one's death while on active duty to families that were never prepared for that grief. Those experiences came flooding back as I saw pictures of the remaining firefighters searching frantically for their comrades and of the impassioned notes seeking information on loved ones who worked at the WTC. 

These thoughts are, today, as fresh and moving as they were when they occurred a year ago. This date goes in the permanent personal memory bank with the JFK, MLK and RFK murders. 

* * * 

Doug, Santa Rosa, CA 

I was getting up for a business trip to St. Louis, Mo. I heard the news on the radio and said to my wife, "We better check the news on TV. I might not be going anywhere today." 

I turned on the TV to see the first tower fall and said, "I not going anywhere today!" 

I saw the replay and knew it was a commercial jet -- not a private one, as first reported. 

Shortly after that, they grounded all flights. I went to work anyway for a very quiet, solemn day. 

* * * 

Melissa Perenson, San Francisco, CA 

I've lived in San Francisco for three years now, but I'm a lifelong New Yorker. I was actually visiting family the weekend before 9/11, then flying from JFK Airport to Tokyo via San Jose for a vacation. 

I began my journey at JFK, leaving Monday, Sept. 10 on American Airlines' 8 am flight. However, a snafu left passengers sitting on board the plane with no pilot in sight. American left about an hour late that day, and even though we made up much of the time in the air, by the time we landed in San Jose, I'd missed my connecting flight and was rebooked to depart from San Jose on Sept. 11. I went back home to my San Francisco apartment that night and planned to get up early the next morning for my flight. 

Instead, I was awakened from my slumber at 6:30 am by a frantic call from my mom in New York, who said, "You're not going anywhere today. Turn on your TV." I watched in horror at the scene unfolding on screen and was soon numbed by the realization that the very same buildings I had just the other day snapped a picture of from the window of the plane upon takeoff, the buildings that seemed as much a part of the New York landscape I grew up with as another landmark, were gone. 

* * * 

Ken Bryant, Scottsdale, AZ 

I listen to National Public Radio prior to getting up in the morning. 

I heard the on-air personality say that a plane had just hit the Pentagon! Still half sleeping, I thought it had to be a radio program, i.e., "The War of the Worlds." 

I got up after realizing this was no program and turned on CBS, watchingin amazement as a plane flew into the World Trade Center. Something I'll never forget, similar to the earthquake in 1989. 

* * * 

Roy, Hayward, CA 

I was getting prepared to drive off to work when my sister in Los Angeles called. She told me that a small plane had just crashed into a building in New York. At first I thought this was just an accident and told her that it's a horrible thing, but those things happen. However, she urged me to turn on the television. I saw the second plane crash as well as both towers collapse live on TV. I sat glued to the television (and the Net) for the next 10 hours. I was numb all over and fearful that other "twin" momuments might be hit -- the government building in Oakland, the twin towers of the Golden Gate Bridge, etc. I stayed home that day. 

The next morning, on the way to work, I was stopped at a traffic light right next to a fire engine. I wanted to tell the young firefighter I made eye contact with, "Thank you" for what he does every day, risking his life so that we can live unencumbered by danger. I could see fear on his face, but a controlled fear. Yet there was a lingering determination I saw that he would to continue to do his job. All I could do at that time was cry. 

I say "Thank you" now to all firefighters and to all others on the front line of this war on terrorism. 

* * * 

Ed Viser, Pleasanton, CA 

I was at home on the West Coast, getting ready for work with my wife and kids, when I heard the news. The TV anchorperson was adamant that there was some sort of "navigational failure." I said to my wife, "They tried to blow the towers up a few years ago, and now they have succeeded." 

I saw the second plane hit. I froze, and decided this was serious enough not to go to work, for fear of other attacks. 

Before I could get out of the shower, my wife came in and said that another plane had hit the Pentagon. 

Phaedra Schroeder, San Francisco, CA 

I woke up to the radio announcing the attacks and saying we were at war. My first thought was that radio morning personalities think things are funny that are actually serious, and not funny at all. But despite my misgivings, I did plan to go check the news instead of getting right in the shower, as I usually do. My uncle, who was staying with us, came running upstairs to say we are at war, and, realizing that the radio announcement wasn't a joke, I felt sick immediately. 

We watched the TV footage for hours that day. I was terrified initially, but once the first tower fell, I stopped feeling fear and, instead, felt loss. I cried watching these symbols of so much of what I love about New York go down. Finally, I broke away from the TV, went outside and sat in the sun to experience something nice in the world. 

I'm not a New Yorker, although I've always imagined I would be at some time. I love New York unreasonably, though, and I couldn't stand that those towers were gone and that the city landscape had changed so dramatically in such a short, scary time. I still can't piece together my idea of the fear the people in the buildings must have felt or those on the planes or even anyone on the street and in the city. 

What surprises me most a year later is that I am still here and have survived watching this happen, learning about all this loss and, mainly, have made it through some of the grief. I still cry a lot about it. 

One year later, I'm not okay. A sunny day only reminds me that 9/11/01 started off a gorgeous morning in New York. The sight of a plane in the air around downtown San Francisco makes me cringe, and I watch it until it's out of sight. 

* * * 

Karen Edwards, West Richland, WA 

I don't listen to the TV or radio in the morning, so I didn't hear anything until I was in my car, on the way to work. The announcer said something about a plane crashing in Pennsylvania and that the stock market was closed. I couldn't figure out why a plane crash would cause the stock market to close. Then I heard the rest of the news, and I came to the realization that we were at war. 

* * * 

Janet West, Grants Pass, OR 

I woke up to a news broadcast and remember thinking somebody was trying to do an Orson Welles imitation. When I got out of bed, I turned on the television, and, within minutes the second plane had hit. I was working for a Wall Street law firm and was on the 50th floor of the BofA building when the '89 quake hit, and my first thought was of my former co-workers and friends still working at Tower One of the WTC. 

I could not believe what I was seeing, but I dressed and went to work. People here (a very small town) were talking about it on street corners. My boss, the former Josephine County D.A., now in private practice came in. He was ghostly white. I have never seen anything rattle this man, who has two sons in the marines. 

The reality hit me when I saw my boss. He said to shut down the office and go home, then he left, but I stayed, tried to work and kept trying to reach my former employer. I was dazed for days. Thank God nobody I know was missing, hurt or killed. It is amazing how much you can care about people with whom you have not spoken in years! I was able to leave a voice mail for the old boss, telling him how happy I was he was alive! I will always pray for the families who lost loved ones and count my blessings. New York is an unbelievable place, and the spirit of New Yorkers is unlike that of any other. I believe the site of the WTC should not be "built"; rather, a memorial garden/park area should be created. 

* * * 

Allyn Davis, New York, NY 

We were in New York for a wedding and to show my stepdaughter some of the city, including the Statue of Liberty and the WTC. On Sept. 10 in the late afternoon, from the observation decks on the 107th floor, we were explaining to his 12-year-old how the load was distributed down the thin columns so evenly that we were able to be standing there. We watched the planes landing, much lower than us, at the airport in Newark, and rain sheeting down the outside of the windows. I remember looking up at the chandeliers in the lobby on the way up, worried because they were netted. (What if a crystal fell?) We woke to the news, the chandeliers had fallen and we left a very eerie New York by rental car instead of by air, Interstate 90 to San Francisco, crying over the course of many miles. 

* * * 

Sondra, San Francisco, CA 

My fiancé was always the first to wake up in the morning. While I enjoyed a half-hour or so more of sleepy half dreams, he would get his daily dose of MSNBC. That morning, I was jarred into consciousness as he rushed into the bedroom, saying, "Get up -- something has happened." We rushed back to the TV, where we both stared, unblinking, at the surreal, horrific images. 

I called my parents and told my mother to turn on the TV. My father had just been diagnosed with terminal cancer. I remember thinking that despite my personal, devastating sorrow and "pre- grief" for my dad, we were fortunate to be able to tell him over and over how much we loved him before he left us. We eventually lost him in December after leaving nothing unsaid and giving him all the love we could lavish upon him. The people who lost their loved ones on Sept. 11 did not have that luxury, and my heart aches for them. 

* * * 

Anne Pollack, Foster City, CA 

On the morning of Sept. 11, 2001, I was sleeping in, because I was pregnant and due in nine days and didn't want to have to rush to work. I'd worked from home the day before because driving to my job in Oakland was just too tough to do every day, and I was looking forward to seeing my co-workers and getting things finalized before I went into labor. 

My husband woke me, yelling to me to "get downstairs right now." I thought, "I hope the dishwasher didn't overflow last night or we don't have a massive ant infestation." Those had been our problems. 

As I walked down the stairs, he told me the World Trade Center had collapsed. I didn't get it. "What?" I thought. "What are you talking about? Collapsed? They must be mistaken. We must have misheard." It took us 10 minutes to figure out that when they said the WTC had collapsed, they meant it. 

That whole day felt like a horrible dream. I kept thinking, and even now sometimes I still think, "It's got to be a dream. But why can't I wake up?" 

I kept thinking how I couldn't believe I was bringing a child into this new, horrible world. It had been a time of prosperity and peace that America had never before seen. And now it was sadness and fear and anger and tears. My mom had had these same thoughts before I was born (nine days after Nixon resigned). She told me to think of all the good things that will come from my baby's birth and all the great things that he will do as a person growing up in America. It's what got her though, and it helped me. 

I grew up in New Jersey, in a nice suburb about an hour from New York. My dad worked in the Empire State Building for 26 years. Dozens from my town worked in the WTC. My dad's retired now, and most of our friends who used to work there are also. Later I found out that some people I did know had died. One family, missing their husband/dad, was interviewed on "60 Minutes" in the first few days, when there was still hope. 

I called my parents because I wanted to make sure they were all right. We checked that we were all safe, and we cried and said we couldn't believe it. But there wasn't much more we could say. We couldn't protect the other, 3,000 miles away, and we were still in shock. 

I didn't go to work that day. I was scared of crossing the bridge. Instead, I was transfixed to the TV, like the rest of America and the world. The next day at work, it felt like Sept. 11 had been a sick day. You know, you got to stay home from work/school, but it wasn't any fun. Did it feel that way to you? My baby turns 1 year old in two weeks. He is the greatest thing that has ever happened to me. My husband and I were just this week saying how glad we were that he was born in September 2001. The joy that came with his birth was instrumental in helping us deal with the pain of Sept. 11. Still, I wish the dishwasher had overflowed instead. 

* * * 

Holly Van Noy, San Francisco, CA 

It was my first year in San Francisco. Julie, my roommate, knocked on the door. Could she be out of the shower already? "Okay," I shouted through the closed door. But she opened it. "We're at war!" she yelled. She continued to tell me the World Trade Center had been attacked. I told her that it sounded like something out of the National Enquirer. Little did I know at that point how serious it really was. 

We turned on my television and saw the WTC in flames. I still felt like I was watching a scene like the one in the movie "Independence Day" where they used special effects to show the White House being attacked. But it was real. Julie woke up my other roommate, Sarah, in the same jarring fashion. The three of us sat on my bed, quiet, watching my 13-inch screen light up with images that will be grounded in our minds forever. 

Then, it was reported that a plane was still unaccounted for. We listened as things began shutting down all around us in San Francisco. What bad timing to live here, I thought. Should I cross the bridge now and get out? But it was soon reported that the plane had crashed in Pennsylvania. It took about an hour before I let it sink in. I stopped and cried, then prayed. The three of us went to a prayer meeting at a nearby church, knowing that was the most effective thing we could do for those affected by the tragedy. 

* * * 

JoAnne Hewett, Hamburg, Germany 

My husband and I were working at a German scientific research laboratory in Hamburg for the month of September. We were sitting in our shared office, typing on our terminals, when a German scientist in an office across the hall ran in and said he had just heard on the radio that a plane had flown into the World Trade Center -- his face was white and panicked. It was about 4:15 pm. 

We ran down the hall to tell another American scientist who was also visiting the lab. The three of us crowded around a terminal and clicked on every news Web site we could think of. Most of the sites were jammed, and we couldn't get through. A British scientist called us into his office -- he had pulled up a picture of the plane striking the first tower. 

I remember standing there staring at that picture with my hand covering my open mouth and tears streaming down my face. Not too long after, the office was filled with people staring at that picture and relating reports they heard on the radio. Someone said that the Pentagon had been attacked. My husband and I insisted that could not have happened, as we thought the Pentagon was an armed fortress and had air cover. We, of course, had no idea that commercial planes were used. I distinctly remember saying in a stern tone that "planes do not fly into the Pentagon." At that, the British scientist told me to "get real." Next, someone ran in and reported that the second tower had been hit. 

At that point, my husband looked at me and shouted, "Tony!" He had just remembered that he is from New York and that his family is still there. His brother-in-law works in the N.Y. Federal Building (next to the WTC) and passes through the WTC subway stop on the way to work, and my husband's nephew's company has a large office in the WTC, and sometimes his nephew is there. We immediately ran out of the building and walked hurriedly to the house we were staying in. Thank God they had the European CNN channel -- in English. We were glued to the set while desparately trying to phone New York, but we could not get through. I don't remember whether we ate dinner or how late we stayed up. I do remember drinking a lot of wine, wishing for more news channels than the European CNN and eventually getting e-mail from my husband's nephew that everyone was fine. 

The next day, I emailed my mother not to worry, because I was safe in the suburbs of sleepy Hamburg, Germany. Then news broke out that Hamburg, Germany, was the terrorist capital of Europe and that the hijackers had links to Hamburg. 

Later that day, we took a flight to Warsaw for a workshop. I was white with fear about the flight. The workshop participants talked ceaselessly about the attacks, mainly about ensuing military strategies. The military talk was difficult to take when I was still feeling pain. A French scientist insisted that America got what it deserved. I was asked whether it would be inappropriate to hold the workshop banquet, and I replied that life must go on. I had to give a lecture, and I put an American flag on my first slide -- people asked me why I did so. I spent the rest of the meeting in a fog. 

On Sept. 17 I traveled (by train) to Berlin to give a lecture. The outpouring of sympathy in Berlin was tremendous, as was the display of flowers, candles, etc., in front of the Berlin American embassy. I saw a cyclist with American flags strapped to the back of his bike and burst into tears. Berlin was feeling our pain. 

Back in Hamburg, I found it impossible to do work. I spent my days looking up every news Web site I could think of. Us three Americans at the lab had two-hour lunches every day to exchange what knowledge we could. I have never been so hungry for information. We also varied the path we walked to work each day. The third American scientist at the lab was hassled by an Arab man on the street while walking to work one day. 

At the end of September, I cut my trip short and canceled scheduled lectures in England. All I wanted to do was get home. I travel around the globe, but have never felt so far away from home and all that is dear. My photographic tripod did not pass airport security and was confliscated. 

Upon my return home, my mother told me three things: First, my retired uncle's office in the Pentagon was hit and no longer existed. Second, I had relatives who had been in the WTC that morning. Children of my mother's first cousin, farmers from Missouri, were visiting New York and picked the morning of Sept. 11 to have breakfast on the observation deck of the WTC. I had never met them, and didn't even know their names, but I felt as if I had lost some of my own blood. Third, she was glad that I was home. 

* * * 

Amy Lynn, Washington, DC 

I flew from San Francisco to Washington, D.C., on Sept. 10 for an event. To my surprise, there was a large, high-tech X-ray machine by the check-in area that hadn't been there the week before. And I now believe that there were terrorists on my flight casing out the plane for the following day's attacks. I watched as one man walked up and down the aisles, looking all around the chairs, paying special attention to the floor. He caught my eye and gave me a piercing stare, and I just looked away, watching him as he continued to slowly walk up and down the plan, over and over. 

I woke up the next morning to a jet flying very close to my window, I was only miles away from the Pentagon. It was at this point that my colleague called and told me to turn on the television. After realizing that we weren't getting out of town (all the streets in Georgetown were blocked) and that the event was canceled, we sat in the hotel lobby watching CNN in amazement, trying to get in touch with our family to let them know that we were okay, and holding back the tears. 

It was at that point that I realized I should call the FBI and report what I had sensed the day before. 

That evening, we needed to get out of the hotel. We walked to the memorials, and the president was arriving at the White House to deliver his speech to the American people. It was gray and humid outside, and the feeling was somber. We walked for at least four hours, mostly in silence; we were in shock. It was all so surreal. 

I wasn't able to get home until Sunday, I had never been so happy to see my family and friends. 

* * * 

Robbie Felix, Manuel Antonio, Costa Rica 

I moved from Santa Cruz, Calif., to Costa Rica several years ago. I was sitting on the deck by the pool of my hotel when my husband cam running down the stairs, babbling about something happening with the "Torres Gemelos" and the "Pentagano." I thought my Spanish had failed or that they were watching a movie that seemed real. I actually laughed! I had two guests from California visiting, and we were talking about life in the United States. 

I immediately went into one of the rooms and turned on CNN and was absolutely stunned to see what was happening. 

The most beautiful thing, and perhaps something not all Americans understand, is that when we had a prayer vigil at our local beach, it was attended by people from the United States and maybe at least 15 other countries, all tourists here. People felt as though the attack had been an attack on humanity as much as an attack on the United States. At the ceremony, the Costa Ricans cried openly, perhaps more than the Americans. The Costa Ricans called, came by and sent e-mails and hugged us everywhere we went. Many of them felt as though it had happened to them, too. The support was overwhelming, and later the Costa Rican police held a rally at the U.S. embassy to show their support for Americans. The whole world was watching, and their love and support reached far outside the borders of the United States. 

Shannon Leong, Berkeley, CA 

I remember waking up at 10 that morning and thinking how nice it was that my first class didn't start until noon. I rolled out of bed and went to brush my teeth, wondering idly about minor details like what to eat for breakfast, whether classes would be interesting that day and whether it was warm enough to wear a tank top outside. 

And then, in my dormitory hallway, I ran into a friend, who told me that terrorists had crashed planes into the World Trade Center towers, and they had collapsed. I didn't believe it. But there on television, the footage of the towers falling replayed over and over, like some kind of bizarre endless nightmare. 

On Sproul Plaza, there were people crying and writing messages of grief and anger on posterboards. It seemed surreal that only a couple hours before, I had been thinking about the details of breakfast when people just like me were dying under the rubble, not so far away. After a while, the numbness and disbelief wore off and I went back to my room and cried. Later I heard that strangers had screamed obscenities at a Middle Eastern girl who lived in my building, and I cried some more. 

* * * 

Pamela, Seattle, WA 

I was startled awake by my housemate just after 6 am. Her blood-curdling screams would pale in comparisson to the horror I was to see unfold. 

For reasons unknown, she had leaped out of bed an turned on the radio. After hearing initial reports of a plane striking the World Trade Center, she ran to turn on the television. 

I bolted up the stairs to find her frozen, standing a few feet from the monitor. Her face had no color. I turned to look at the screen. Blue- black smoked poured from Tower One. She kept saying, "Oh, my God." 

A complete haze. I was choking on the images, scarcely able to swallow. It felt as though all of the blood had been drained from my body, replaced with concrete. We embraced. We cried. 

As we watched the second plane slam into Tower Two, the first thing I said was, "Osama bin Laden is responsible for this." 

I ran to my phone and called my nearest and dearest. I could not get through to my pal in New York. I didn't think it was possible to add to the feeling of panic that had already swept over me. I would not hear from her for two days. She had lost some loved ones. 

I would stay in front of the TV for the next six hours or so. Deep down, I felt that just clicking off the TV would somehow disrespect those who had perished. As if turning off the power was enough to erase this from memory and reality. My housemate and I sat in the back yard, looking for solace. Instead, we heard the shrill cry of military jets overhead. Knowing they were in the sky to protect our airspace was a cruel reminder that we were now at war. 

War. A "war against terrorism." That day, I heard so many say we must avenge this act against us. And so begins the endless cycle of revenge. Our foreign policies contributed to this and will continue to haunt us. I grieve for our nation. I fear for our future. I fear our leaders. 

* * * 

Don Mahon, Chicago, IL 

I was in Chicago, getting ready for my first meeting of the day. I had CNN on in the background. As I was putting on my tie (I remember it vividly), the usual morning news chatter was interrupted to announce that a "small craft" had crashed into the World Trade Center. I thought little of it and went downstairs. 

On the streets in downtown Chicago, a colleague and I began to notice that people were crowding around TV sets in store windows. We walked over and saw what was happening. Just as significant as the images on television were the expressions on the people's faces. Everyone was sharing a common shock, a common disbelief, a common sympathy. Suddenly, I wasn't on a street filled with strangers; I was on a street filled with friends and sympathizers. 

It was if we had all become Americans, sharing the same grief together. It was a silver lining on a horribly dark cloud. 

* * * 

Russell Brown, Broadmoor Village, CA 

I was getting into the car to take my wife to an important test and our son to preschool. One of my daughters called from her house to tell me two planes had crashed into the WTC and that another one on its way to San Francisco was missing. They were in Oakland and were worried that I was in danger in San Francisco. I told them I would be careful. 

I decided not to tell my wife; this test was important to her. I made sure the radio stayed off in the car. I droped her off and took my son to preschool, where it was on the TV. I then went to work at a local small TV station and set up equipment to put out more information. Later, I went to pick up my wife, who had not heard about it yet. As we stood on the sidewalk, I told her what had happened. She cried, and I took her home, where we could watch TV without our son seeing it. It just did not seem real. 

* * * 

Ronni Hall, Paradise, CA 

It was early, and I was reading the daily news, checking e-mail and checking the "horrible scope" on my computer. Life was good, and all was well. I was just doing all the before-work daily stuff. My husband called me, which was odd, as he rarely calls before I leave. He told me to turn on the TV. 

As I watched the airplanes crash into the towers, I sat stunned and horrified. I cried and called my family, just in case they were unaware. After that, I finished readying for work, and when I arrived, the usually upbeat sales environment was somber. Everyone was much kinder than usual, and we felt a comeraderie previously unknown. 

* * * 

Dennis, San Francisco, CA 

I had the Channel 2 morning news on as I was getting dressed for work. Of course, I was not paying attention to what was going on, but something in the tone of voice of the anchor caught my attention. A plane has hit the WTC. Oh, probably just a small plane. But then, they switched to the live scene, and the hole in the building was massive. Then the second plane hit. Oh, my god! 

I immediately left for work. My office is very near San Francisco International Airport, right next to Candlestick, and as I watched plane after plane began landing, with no take- offs, the true enormity of the situation began to sink in. A very dear friend of mine is from New York. I frantically tried to call him. He -- and this is why I love him -- was worried about me. Was I all right? Only a New Yorker can see the world falling around them and worry about someone else who is 3,000 miles away! 

The World Trade Center buildings were truly ugly, nonhuman behemoths that loomed over that part of the Manhattan. However, we should not remember them because of the buildings or the loss of the properties, but for the coming together of New York that their demise fostered. 

* * * 

Serena, Hanover, NH 

At Dartmouth College, it's a longstanding tradition for incoming freshmen to go on a Dartmouth Outing Club (DOC) trip, a four-day journey into the New Hampshire wilderness (no phones, television, radio or newspapers), led by two upperclassmen, as a way of introduction to college life. Trip options include hiking, mountain biking, rock climbing, kayaking and horsebacking riding. 

I had left on my trip -- organic farming -- joined by 12 other students, on Sept. 9. Two days later, we had all just woken up and eaten lunch when the man in charge of the farm came to break the Sept. 11 news to us. Since practical jokes are often generously sprinkled into DOC trips, the lot of us thought that this was just another prank. Once we were reassured that it wasn't, many students realized that their parents had taken off that day from Boston and could very well have been on the flights (at the time, we didn't know which planes were affected). 

A few students were driven back to campus (all was well), while the rest of us rushed into the farmhouse to listen to radio reports. Not being able to see the images completely changed the "Sept. 11 experience" for all of us. Instead of being stunned by the "Independence Day"- like footage, we had spent hours debating the situation and its impact. 

By the time we returned to "civilization," TV stations had stopped broadcasting the crash, and all that remained for us to see were newspaper photos and the stories of others. Today, I still haven't seen the collision footage, and, looking back, I realized how great an impact the media has on people's perceptions of current events. Having not been exposed to the barrage of coverage, it's almost as if Sept. 11 didn't really happen for me, but as we all know, in today's post-9/11 world, everything and yet nothing is the same. 

* * * 

Ian, Clovis, CA 

I was passed out (as usual) and had left my Internet connection on, so nobody could call me. Just before the towers fell, my mother was pounding on my front door, telling me what had happened. So we flipped on the TV just as the first one fell. It's still hard to believe, but it could have been much worse. The night before, I fell asleep listening to the U2 song "Sunday Bloody Sunday" -- very weird! 

* * * 

Steve Robinson, Moscow, Russia 

As an astronaut training in Star City, Russia, on 9/11/2001, I was confronted with those indelible images and instant nightmares by television feed just at the end of the day's classes. The next day, I spent several hours immobilized and alone in a pressurized spacesuit inside a vacuum chamber in Moscow, where I could do nothing but reflect on the events and how much I wanted to be home in Houston, rather than to be trying to train while so completely distracted. But the Russians citizens were gentle and sympathetic -- several stopped me on the street to say, "I'm sorry about what happened" or, more simply, "I understand." 

* * * 

David Sament, San Francisco, CA 

On the morning of Sept. 11, I awoke and got ready for work. I had fallen asleep with the radio on the night before, so while I was getting dressed, I heard the announcer talking about two planes crashing into the World Trade Center. However, I was still half asleep, and I was sure I didn't hear him corectly, and I even thought that I might be listening to a movie review or a work of fiction. It was just too surreal to be real. 

I stopped at a café on my way to work, and the lady behind the counter mentioned the attack, and I kind of nodded and went on my way (it takes me a long time to wake up completely). When I got to work, I saw crowds of people on the street. The security people wouldn't let me into my office building. And then I realized that what I heard was completely true. I was stunned. 

I spent the next few hours talking to people outside on the street, and then I went home. I turned on the news and couldn't believe what I saw. For a while, I literally couldn't believe what I was seeing with my own eyes. Later in the day, I went to a local hospital and gave blood. 

Greg and Danielle Scharlach, Singapore 

We got married on Sept. 8. My husband's best friend from New York was in our wedding. His wife worked on the WTC's 42nd floor. It was the most perfect weekend. 

We were in the air on a United Airlines flight after taking off from Hong Kong on our way to Singapore when the attacks happened. We knew nothing until we landed and we were on our way out of baggage claim. 

A woman came up to us and said, "Are you from the states?" 

"Yes." 

"Oh, it is terrible. There has been an explosion, and the World Trade towers are both collapsed!" 

We look at her as if she was crazy, and she kept repeating herself. We found the nearest TV and looked on in disbelief and unbelievable sorrow. 

We spent the next six hours until our next flight trying to reach family and friends. We cried, and we were confused and angry. We got ahold of our friend in New York, the only call he had been able to receive on his cell phone (from halfway around the world). 

Julie got out. She is okay. 

We left the next morning for Bali in a changed world. What was to be our honeymoon turned out to be a very uncertain and terrifing time. We spent most of our time trying to get any information we could, which was limited to three paragraphs in the Jakarta News. Several days later, we finally found an Internet café and started to look for a friend who worked at Carr Futures on the 92nd floor. 

Chris's picture was the first missing-person link we clicked on. We still can't believe it. 

We had finally arrived at a hotel with a TV and heard CNN warn people traveling in Indonesia of possible attacks on Americans. We started to tell anyone who asked that we were Canadian. 

Our return flight home was one I will never forget. We left for our honeymoon in one world and returned in a completely different one. Everything was different, down to the people we looked at with suspicion and fear to the plastic knives in the first-class cabin. 

We will never forget the loss, the tragedy and the waste of so many innocent special people. 

* * * 

Ralph Mc Knight, Stockholm, Sweden 

My wife and our then 1-year-old daughter had just returned home from a late breakfast in downtown Stockholm. I turned on the television just in time to see the second jet hit. My wife and I both stared in abject disbelief, thinking, "What does this mean?" Soon after, a third jet plowed into the Pentagon, and we both knew exactly what it meant. We looked at each other and said almost simultaneously, "Oh, my God, we're at war." 

* * * 

Patrick F., San Diego, CA 

I was living in San Diego at the time, and as usual, I had the clock radio set to go off at 6:15 am. Catching only a few words like "explosion," "WTC" and "1993," in my haze, I figured they were doing a news wrap-up that included more information about the 1993 bombing trial that had been in the news some months earlier. Somewhat annoyed by the talk, I hit the snooze button and fell asleep again. 

Reality b***-slapped me awake seven minutes later when the radio came alive again, this time with words like "two plane crashes," "parts of the building are falling off" and whatnot. I was now somewhat more awake, and it dawned on me that this was happening live, so I paid attention, turning the volume down a bit so as not to disturb my wife or my 10-month-old daughter. Still, I was picturing Cessna-stye planes and was not at all prepared when I flipped on the TV and saw all that smoke pouring out of both buildings. I nudged my wife awake in time to catch one of the replayed plane crashes, and my heart sank, seeing how big the plane really was and that this was no accident. Only then did I grasp how serious this all was. 

* * * 

Anonymous Coward, Cupertino, CA 

The phone rings very early for phones to ring at our house. Due to the nature of my work at that time, it generally means some emergency with the network I am responsible for. My wife answers and runs into the living room, saying that the World Trade Center is on fire, and turns on the TV. I am watching as a second plane slams into the towers. I can't believe what I am watching. 

A short time later come reports of a fire at the Pentagon and word of a plane crashing there. My thought at that instant is, "This is war." We hear about the plane crashing in Pennsylvania. 

The oldest child wants to know whether we are going to be hit, too. I try to get the idea across to him that the places that were hit were probably symbolic and that there was very little of national symbolic value in our humble neighborhood, though things like the Golden Gate Bridge are symbols of America and might be at risk. I think he got the basic idea. 

I worked at Redwood Shores, and the flights in and out of San Francisco International Airport were a common sight. I remember the silence of the skys for several days. I remember the lack of civil aviation that flew low over our building. 

A few weeks later I remember seeing the high contrails of planes and wondering whether I was looking at a crew on a mission to deliver our response and wishing them godspeed if they were. 

God bless our men and women in service to our country and communities. God bless America. 

* * * 

Kenneth H. Bell, Berkeley, CA 

On Tuesday, Sept. 11, 2001, I started work at 4 am, approximately two hours before the tragic events on the East Coast. I work for Office Depot as an assistant manager in Berkeley. During the week, the store opens at 8 am, so the first half of the shift is task oriented. The final action before opening is the morning "huddle" meeting, which is used to impart important information such as changes in policy or procedure, sales targets and goals, etc. 

At 7:30 am, the last employee arrived for work. As I let Nicolie into the building, she proceeded to tell me the news she had awakened to on her alarm clock. She stated that there had been at least three planes hijacked. Two planes had struck each of the Twin Towers of the World Trade Center, and the third had struck the Pentagon. Not truly comprehending the information she had just related to me, I hurried to the employee lounge to find the television already on to Channel 7, with Peter Jennings broadcasting. 

The images on the screen brought horror, shock and disbelief to my mind. I could not truly comprehend what my eyes were seeing. Somehow, it seemed to me to be a surreal reality. The massive levels of destruction and chaos seemed more like a product of Hollywood and their special-effects wizards than a planned terrorist attack of the soverignity of the United States. I kept trying to somehow convince myself that the first airplane collision was in fact due to pilot error, or some sort of mechanical failure. My mind was not acknowledging that not only had one of the two towers already collapsed but that the second tower had been struck as well and was in danger of collapsing also. I stared at the screen as my mind continued to see Lower Manhattan unscathed, pristing, beautiful. 

I watched with horror and dismay, with my co-workers, as the second tower collapsed to the streets below and wondered who could hate us enough to bring about this wanton act of violence? I wondered how many people had been unable to evacuate the buildings. I wondered whether we, as a nation, would ever recover from this senseless loss of life. 

I turned the television off and gathered everyone in the building together. This was a huddle that could never be like all of the others. As I looked into the faces of my associates, I saw anger, disbelief, sorrow and fear. Fear that somehow these events were just the beginning of the attacks. Fear that the West Coast, or California, for that matter, was next. Fear from having the sense of being truly vulnerable in a way that had never occurred to any of us. 

I began the huddle by acknowledging the tragedies that had occurred, and asked for a moment of silence to honor those who were no longer with us, their families and loved ones. I asked for everyone to pray, or reflect silently, with whatever faith they subscribed to, be it God in all its different names or a higher power, to help us find ways to cope and find closure. At 8 am, I opened the doors to a world that had forever been changed. 

* * * 

John Gill, San Mateo, CA 

On Sept. 11, I awoke at 6:20 am to a breaking newscast. The first thought that came to mind was, "What plane crashed now?" The prior breaking newscasts I remembered from past years featured plane crashes, and I was paranoid to fly because of them. So I came to the TV and saw the World Trade Center on fire. Now, I must be the only American who did not know what the WTC was! I had heard of the World Trade Center bombing in 1993, but I had no clue that they were the tallest buildings in America. 

I turned off the TV to get ready for work. Two planes were still unaccounted for; one of them was destined for the airport near where I work. I briefly turned the TV back on for an update and saw that the South Tower had fallen. I went to work that morning wondering about those two planes. I drive by the San Francisco International Airport every day, but on this particular day, it was closed -- first time I had ever seen it like that. 

I went to work, and my manager had a briefing with our staff to discuss what had happened. Within an hour at work, we learned that the other two planes were now accounted for, one hitting the Pentagon and the other crashing in Pennsylvania. 

Later that night, I went down to the bay front, where planes usually come into the airport like fireflies to a campfire. The sky was dark. For the first time in so many years, the local beachfront actually got a night of sleep. Well, perhaps they were like me, glued to the TV in awe of what had just happened that day. And to think I had flown out of Logan Airport, where the two planes that destroyed the WTC had flown from, just two months earlier, is scary. But every negative has its positive. And, you got to admit, as bad as 9/11 was, it united our country like no other event could. It brought out the patriotism, camaraderie and humanity in all of us. Two fingers raised in a victory sign: Fight on, and God bless! 

* * * 

Matt Campbell, Berkeley, CA 

I was awakened on 9/11 by the sound of my cell phone ringing. As I wearily looked over at my clock, I wondered why anyone would be calling me so early in the morning. Then my home phone rang, and then my cell phone rang again. Someone was really trying to get ahold of me; the only thing that came to mind was that perhaps something had happened to my elderly grandfather. Then I could hear my mother leaving a message on the answering machine: "Matt, please call me and tell me that you are okay." 

At this, I crawled out of bed and went to my computer. I tryed to load CNN.com, and the site would not come up. At that point, I knew that something very bad had happened; the servers were down, probably overwhelmed. I turned on the television and watched in disbelief at the collapse of the WTC. 

I spent the afternoon with one eye on CNN and one on the beautiful skyline of San Francisco from the Berkeley Hills, waiting in fear for something to happen to the City by the Bay. 

* * * 

Ron Drake, Sunnyvale, CA 

I was asleep in my rented room in a house in a Sunnyvale neighborhood close to where my housemate and I worked. We kept radically different schedules; we went eons without speaking to each other. 

So his knock on my door that morning was the first momentous thing that happened. He called me into the living room and pointed to the television. I still find myself appalled at the obscenity of the act I saw unfolding -- its status as "sin" as I understand the term: playing God with God's creations. We sat transfixed for the next three hours until we tore ourselves away from the screen to shuffle off to work. 

It was not and is not war. It was and is a hideous crime against humanity. I hope that all of its surviving authors will pay in the fullest measure. I hope that the obscenity of that act is not compounded by the rage it caused. 

* * * 

Patricia O'Malley, Harrisburg, PA September Skies Hanging down from clear, crisp blue September skies The monoliths glow brightly amidst the horns and shouts Of the Tuesday-morning commuter crowds striding Full of drive and purpose toward their aerial offices, To phones and computers and meetings and coffee cups. On the corner, firemen prepare to make a training video And the cameraman pivots to give the film a sense of place Just in time to catch his most significant image: The silver flash of a jumbo jet slicing through the tower And exploding in a rush of flame and smoke. Hesitating at the entrance to breathe deeply of the sunshine before A day of fluorescent lights and cathode rays and incandescence, A man sees his office explode, his workplace shudder And, in a single breath, praises God for his hesitancy and Curses God for His laxity in taking so many of His New Yorkers Home in such a way. Before the prayer has registered as thought, As evacuees stream by in quiet anxiety smelling of jet fuel, He asks "What floor are you from???" and each escalation of number Gives him hope that someone he knows has come out until The escalation stops, ten digits too low. As he counts the survivors by floor number, a concussive blast Rocks his ears and his world. The building begins to fall. Once-proud feats of engineering crumble, cascade and Finally crash to earth, roiling in dark waves that Drive light from the air and people from the streets, Into doorways and under cars. The glass of surrounding Buildings melt, silicon tears to mourn the passing of Innocence. Hell has visited the City. The air is thick with the plaster walls that once held certificates and diplomas And glad-handing photographs of executives and celebrities That are now floating like misplaced confetti As the firemen and businessmen rise, gray as ghosts. The remnants of the towers stand amidst the ash and blowing paper Acrawl with everyday heroes pressed to extraordinary effort The edges of the of the walls remain, sculpted in lacey spires: A cathedral and its acolytes performing not the Requiem That they suppose but the rebaptism of a Country The recommitment of a national spirit, once again Performed in fire and smoke but still streaming, Still there and still believing that "In God We Trust" Is all we need to sustain us, that and each other. America the Beautiful, dust covered but strong. Called to prayer by these efforts to wrench life from death, Supplicants build altars in the streets and the world becomes Niches and chapels of remembrance. Faces reflecting sorrow Sing a song in a language few of them understand but one that Reflects a truth that all hearts know: God Bless America. This land of so many, so much, such variety Will live through this day of extremis to sing, to bring light And to celebrate, not commiserate, upon this moment as The moment that drew down a building, flung down Individual lives but that united a world in search of peace. Some men, in dreams of glory, stole planes and lives To drive these gleaming towers down into piles Of rubble and dust and ash and bone, down In to the very foundation of a nation's soul. This attempt at theft cost the City and the Nation greatly In sorrow and anger and effort and joy But it fed a fire that had been banked to barest embers Into a flame. A fire in the shoulders of a building Became a fire in the belly and the heart and in the soul Of every man, woman and child -- a fire of pride. For we are not the clang of symbols, the clash of emblems We are a people, made of weak flesh and powerful spirit Who know that we are all kin, all one, all family That cannot be weakened nor destroyed by loss But inspired by such injuries to move to greater Triumphs, to carry on the spirit of the fallen and To show ourselves and them to be the true towers, The steel-spined and glittering bearers of the sky. No, those weak souls who thought to climb to glory On our suffering have but reminded us that we are the monoliths. 

* * * 

Clayton Stanger, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 

I am a vice consul at the U.S. Consulate here in Rio, but my home is in Marin. The day was a normal one, 500 Brazilians lined up for a visa interview, and I was one of four officers interviewing them. A colleague told me a plane had crashed into the WTC and it looked like an accident. I responded, "You never know. Remember the embassy bombings?" 

Of course, after the second plane hit, we all knew that this had to be Osama bringing terrorism to our shores. Then the Pentagon got hit, and we got a report that the State Department had been evacuated and that, while the people were outside, a car bomb had exploded and there were many killed and injured. At about this time, my wife called, crying on the phone, asking me what was going on with the world. 

The consulate decided to close in case we were a target as well. We all streamed out of the building as news crews showed up to interview the American diplomats. A man shouted out from the back of a passing bus, "Osama, Osama!" I went home to my wife and cried. 

Kevin D., San Francisco, CA 

On 9/10, I arrived home late from a trip to Italy. I was there for a company event, the same one as Todd Beamer. Todd and I spoke briefly just days before. The morning of 9/11, my phone rang and woke me. A friend called and told me to turn on the TV. I ran to the living room and could not believe what I was seeing. I turned on the TV just in time to see the second plane hit the towers, the same towers that I visited for the first time on Y2K. I did not go into work that day, and I remained glued to the news until bedtime. When I heard about Flight 93 and Todd Beamer, I felt saddened and shocked. I'm glad I had the opportunity to chat with him recently. I did not know him well, but I could tell that he was a quality guy -- and now, as we all know, a brave one as well. 

* * * 

Carla Charraga, Palo Alto, CA 

I was in Palo Alto, and at 7 am I got a frantic call from my boyfriend back East to turn on the television. The images seemed unreal. My friend had spent the night because Sept. 11 was her birthday and we planned to go out to dinner; instead, we spent all morning watching TV. 

I went into my family's restaurant that day, and everyone was in shock. We still had a lunch crowd, and most people were trying to act like everything was normal, but there was an underlying feeling of unreality to the whole scene. The next day and every day after, all my cooks and workers showed up sporting red, white and blue. Even their wives and kids were dressed in those colors. The back of the restaurant looked like an embassy with all the little American flags hanging from their antennas. These were guys who were recent imigrants; some had been in the country for 10 years, some for only two years or less. Some were American citizens, and some were not, but in that moment, they all felt American, and they realized that even though they still had allegiance to Mexico, the United States had become their home. 

I think it was the first time that they felt fiercely patriotic and American. They expressed over and over to me their gratefulness for this country and all that it had done for them, the opportunities it had given them. The guys that were here less than a year, a lot of them got frantic phone calls from home, telling them to go back to Mexico, and a lot of them did leave. They themselves felt safe here, but their relatives at home were too worried and upset about them for them to stay in the United States. For them, the United States no longer was a land of opportunity; it was an unsafe place. Their relatives preferred them to face uncertainty and financial hardship in Mexico rather than terrorism and danger in the United States. 

At that point, everyone was panicked and thought there would be more attacks, including on the West Coast, and anthrax or other biological threats. When I went to Mexico in November, people there felt the United States was so dangerous, no one wanted to travel there, even to California. I am glad, a year later, that those fears have been unfounded, but now we have new ones to worry about. 

* * * 

Marco Malavasi, Poggio Rusco, Italy 

I'm in Italy this 9/11, because I live here. I cannot forget what happened just one year ago, and I've got those images often in my mind. I also can't avoid tears when I see the towers hit by the planes, when I see people flying down outside the burning buildings. And when the Twin Towers I visited in 1998 collapsed, how many innocent lives were destroyed, how many innocent persons were left alone thinking and crying for their loved ones. 

I hope one day peace will prevail, but I also believe that we must be united and even use strength to deny terrorism. Peace and freedom have to be our goal at any price. We cannot see another 9/11. We, all together, must work to protect our democratic nations, our free people, from everyone working to destroy them. May God bless all the victims of terrorism and all their families. 

* * * 

Katrine, San Francisco, CA 

It was sad to be in San Francisco when I received a call at 6 am from my best friend in Washington, D.C. For the next four hours, I tried desperately to get a line to New York, which was impossible. I talked with my sister in the United Kingdom instead, going through our lists of people. It's been hard to be a New Yorker among people who were grieving very differently, less personally, who never saw the Twin Towers or who don't understand the inherent patriotism of a New Yorker. Just remember, when you are voicing your opinions in public, the person next to you could have lost someone. 

* * * 

Angie Lum, San Mateo, CA 

Oliver and I were awakened by the phone ringing early that morning. My friend Dean called to tell us to turn on our TV. All channels were focused on the terror at the Twin Towers. We watched in horror as the news showed the attack. The helpless feeling of just watching the TV and watching people run for their lives was numbing. 

I thought of the people who were on the hijacked planes, the people in the towers and the firefighters and police officers who ran in to save lives. 

The same sad feeling I felt that day, I feel today and have felt throughout this past year. Why did this happen to us? 

I called my mom and my friends that day to find some sort of comfort. Still haven't found that yet. 

* * * 

Linda Tauhid, Newark, CA 

I am not a hero. All I can take credit for is attempting to live my life with a sense of truth, dignity and hope. All that I have done this past year is struggle to live, survive and produce some meaningful actions, works and words. I can't compare my self to the world -- its calamities, its celebrations, its losses. I am too small. 

The fact that I am here on this earth and able to type these words is a blessing and a miracle. Earlier today, I was raving in private about my sorry condition -- my frustration, my lack of progress. I am not ashamed, but then I am. 

Last year, after the 9/11 attack in New York, I debriefed with a group of students that I was teaching and anchoring in a class at a local university. In an attempt to have them face the stark reality of their biases, I spoke to them about differences and got their full attention while I placed a scarf that was on my neck and my head in an Islamic headscarf style commonly known as hijab. From that moment on, I changed the relationship of myself to that student group as well as to my department chair, who was present and facilitating the session. The two graduate students whose class I was anchoring also identified themselves during this debriefing session as Muslim, as did an African American student. I knew, because of their names, that the graduate students I was anchoring were most probably Muslim and Middle Eastern. They, however, never made mention of this to me, even though my family name, Tauhid, is well known among Muslims as a name representing the concept of Islamic monotheism. 

My academic year of teaching and anchoring last year was filled with challenges. Foremost was the challenge of establishing myself as a credible, competent teacher with two graduate students who thought that they knew it all and didn't need to be coached, combined with their air and attitude, which angered the class. As well, I was challenged by a chair who didn't know what to make of this Muslima of African ancestry that she had hired to add a global component to the curriculum. By midyear, when I was teaching the course as the sole instructor, I noticed that my chair often refused to respond to my e-mails or inquiries. I continued to teach and develop the course that I was hired to teach with all the professionalism and determination that I have been trained to demonstrate. At the end of the academic year, I received and e-mail saying that the course had not been funded for the following year. I was not surprised. 

I cannot claim that I was not asked to teach the course this academic year because I am a Muslim or a woman of African descent who takes her seniority seriously. I have tended to make more observations and ask fewer questions lately. I do know, though, that I did receive a good rating as a teacher and that I did leave the assignment with the same sense of truth and dignity with which I was hired. 

As I said, I am not a hero -- I am just attempting to live my life with simplicity and as much security as I can muster in these insecure times. 

s I review all that has been and is being said about the Sept. 11 attacks, I am reminded of the 1998 attack on the American Embassy in Nairobi, Kenya. I was working in Nairobi at the time, although, during the time of the bombing, I was home on summer leave here in the States. When I went back to Nairobi, I was somehow drawn as if to a pilgrimage to journey down to the U.S. Embassy site to see and feel what had happened. I had to cry at the sight I saw. The damage was appalling. A student at the university where I was teaching, as well as his father, a U.S. Embassy employee, had been killed, as had many others. It was hard to run into anyone in Nairobi who had not been touched by the tragedy. I know it must be the same in New York, on the East Coast and in this country in general. I wish I knew what to make of it all. 

I have been feeling extremely remote here in California. I have been longing for the feel, the smell and the reality of the East Coast. Certainly not to walk past the long-lost Twin Towers, a journey I've never made in the past, but perhaps just to check into some reality or the pain of sanity. I'm tired of overtures and words, empty or full. I'm tired of debriefing sessions filled with everybody's ideas of how it should be, how it is, how it was. I am tired of telling the truth (as I see it) and getting no reward, no gain and very little agreement. I am tired of being broke, pounding pavement and making third- and fourth-generation copies of my degrees and transcripts to no good end. I miss Nairobi -- I miss the goodness of Africa. 

A psychologist once told me that people tend to anniversarize major events, loves, deaths, tragedies, etc. Like it or no, we are all involved in the anniversary of the Sept. 11 events of last year. How we look at these events is centered around many things: who we are, where we are, our inherent worldview and many other significant factors. I am thankful that although there is war around me, I am fighting without major casualties. Although there is an abiding sense of terror, I am still hopeful. 

I repeat: I am not a hero. I have not dug out any debris but my own. But I have been blessed this year not to have to attend one funeral. My children are safe, if challenged -- their children are safe. My family in all their various locations and in all of our varying degrees of closeness or lack thereof is intact. I have hope of new friendships as I bury the old. One day I may fall in love again, one day I may feel the old sense of comfort in a new place. I am safe, I am housed, I am here. 

As I said, I am not a hero. All I can take credit for is attempting to live my life with a sense of truth, dignity and hope. 

* * * 

Susan, Sonora, CA 

I didn't have television a year ago. I got up early to go get donuts for the maintenance and repair department fellas that I work with, and when I got in my car, I turned the radio on. The DJ said there was some sensational news. I was thinking about which celebrity had done what. When he announced that an airplane had hit the World Trade Center, I was flabbergasted. Of course, everyone at work was talking about it. We don't have television reception in our break room, but we do have a TV, so one of the laborers went home and put a tape in his VCR. At our morning break, we all gathered around the television and watched with gasps at what had taken place. It was so difficult to grasp the reality of it all. 

Three days later, I decided to go see a play at the local theatre in Sonora, as I needed some humor in my life -- a respite from the terrible tragedy that lay over the United States. I met my man I'm now married to that night. My life has dramatically changed, all because of 9/11, a day I (and everyone else) will not forget. 

* * * 

Chuck Larkin, San Francisco, CA 

I was aboard the "Shanna Rae," a vessel off the coast of San Francisco, working with the marine biologists from the Oceanside Wastewater Treatment Plant. We were preparing to take sediment samples from the near-shore waters in that area. On the way out, the captain, Jim Christman, who usually listens to the radio, began hearing reports of a plane crashing into the World Trade Center in New York. 

At first we all thought it was some kind of radio show, but as the reports kept coming in, we realized it was really happening. And then the report came of the second plane and that the towers had collapsed. Then the third plane crashed into the Pentagon. Then the fourth plane. It was mind numbing. 

Jim suggested we call our families to make sure they were okay. We didn't know whether San Francisco would be the next target. It such a helpless feeling. The horror of what had happened wasn't fully comprehended until we saw the news reports that night after arriving home. It is something I will never forget as long as I live. 

* * * 

V. Blair, Williamsport, PA 

It was a beautiful, warm day with a vivid blue sky. I was checking my e-mail at home, drinking my first cup of coffee. The phone rang, and I was puzzled to see my mother's name on the caller ID, since she lives in Detroit and rarely calls in the morning. She asked me whether I heard what happened. When she told me, it didn't quite register, even after I clicked on a Web news site to read about it. 

I hung up the phone so I could tune in to the TV news, and that's when the magnitude of the attack hit me. Ten minutes later, as I watched the first tower burn, the second plane hit. I couldn't believe it. Soon the phone rang again. 

This time it was a friend in town, crying and screaming because she had relatives working near the WTC. By then I knew about the Pentagon and Pennsylvania crashes. I was terrified that these crashes were just the beginning of multiple attacks that were going to be happening all over the country. It seemed that the world was just going crazy, and this might be the end. 

My mother called again, and by that time I was shaking uncontrollably. We talked for a minute, then I decided to do something normal, so I took a shower and cried and prayed while the water poured down. I tried to call my husband, but I couldn't track him down. Then my daughter called from high school and said she wanted to come home; she didn't feel safe at school. In the meantime, my husband came home and left immediately to pick our daughter up. When they returned, I went out to the car and we all hugged and cried. 

Later on, I received an e-mail from my cousin, who teaches in New York a few blocks from the WTC; she watched the second plane hit from her classroom window and was confined to the building for several hours till it was safe to emerge. I was glued to the TV for at least a week, and though life eventually got back on track, I have a relapse every few months, as I look up 9/11 articles and videos on the Web. Life, for the past year, seems to have been one long slow-motion crawl. 

* * * 

Sarah E. Waddle, Jacksonville, FL 

I remember how groggy I felt that horrible morning of Sept. 11. My best friend had woken me up, mumbling himself, about some crazy plane accident his mom had called and told him about. 

The TV, on the other hand, told me the whole story. 

I sat in front of the TV all day, even ordering pizza just so I didn't have to think to cook. My boyfriend had flown out to Illinois for work on Sept. 10. He was originally suppose to leave Sept. 11. Thank God he didn't! Now all I could think of was how long till he got to fly home to me. About 12 hours, and I missed him more than ever. 

The real jolt that made my heart sink to depths I didn't know existed was what I realized later that night, that my dad had passed away nine months ago to the exact day. We lost my father Dec. 11. He was sick for a while, so I got to spend time with him before he left. I got to hold his hand and remember, with him, all the good times. 

Now I have another day to reflect on how lucky I was to be able to say good-bye. 

My heart is with everyone who lost someone that day and every other day before and after. I hope you can all find peace. 

I love you, Dad, and I miss you!! 

