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W hether still in school or working, we all  
remember exactly where we were, and the emotions 
we felt, when we learned of the September 11, 2001  

terrorist attacks on the World Trade Center in New York and the Pentagon in  
Washington, D.C. We asked members of the Philadelphia legal  
community to share reflections of that day, and those that followed.  

Here are their stories, which have been edited for length.

By Members of the Philadelphia Bar Association

The Day
The World
Changed



the philadelphia lawyer  fall 2021  23

JP Faunes, attorney, Feldman Shepherd  
Wohlgelernter Tanner Weinstock Dodig LLP 

I was running a long 
loop around a school on 
a hill in the Texas sun. 
It was already hot and 
the dormitory common 
spaces I passed on the 
way to my own had their 
doors propped open. All 
of their TVs were on, 
which was unusual with-
out seeming so at the 
time, and I don’t think 
I saw a single soul. The 
second plane had hit by 
the time I got back and, 

seeing that impossible image on the screen and my friends 
(all	 standing)	 in	 front	 of	 it,	 I	 remember	 thinking:	 “those	
buildings	must	be	empty.”	I	was	15.	

Brian H. Smith, vice president/litigation  
counsel, Fidelity National Law Group  

I will never forget that day. I was at a CLE course at the 
Wanamaker Building, thinking for a change that I would get 
home early and surprise my wife, who was then pregnant 
with my youngest daughter. Then someone claimed that they 
had seen some news item on their laptop about a plane hitting 
the World Trade Center in New York City. I thought it was 

a	joke	at	first,	but	in	short	order	the	CLE	was	abruptly	can-
celled, and the course-takers were sent home. 

Still	not	grasping	the	enormity	of	the	news,	I	figured	I’d	
stop in the food court in the basement of the Bellevue Hotel 
for some lunch before heading home. On any given day, that 
food court was standing room only. On that day, however, 
it was pitch dark and I was the only soul there. I then ran to 
Suburban Station to try to catch the el home. The platforms 
were crowded to the hilt, a stark contrast to the Bellevue food 
court, and the el trains were running extremely late. It took 
me	hours	 before	 I	finally	got	 one.	Thank	goodness	 for	my	
then-new	cell	phone	—	I	was	able	to	keep	my	wife	apprised	
of	my	long-drawn-out	journey	home.			

Alice Deck, assistant general counsel, FIS 

On	the	morning	of	9/11/2001,	I	was	on	a	flight	to	Chicago.	
The company I worked for was in the process of trying to 
acquire one of its biggest competitors and we were engaged 
in due diligence at their HQ near O’Hare. I was checking in 
with the team for the day. It was a beautiful morning and a 
really	quiet	flight.	When	we	 landed	around	8:30ish	Central	
time, I knew something 
was wrong as there was no 
one there except a crowd 
of people at the gate for the 
flight	 to	 NYC.	 I	 quickly	
got my Starbucks (because 
I thought they would close, 
and they did) and caught 
one of the few cabs avail-
able. The cab driver said 
a	small	plane	flew	into	the	
towers, which turned out to 
be a little off the real facts, 
which we later learned.  

At our competitors’ 
HQ, I ran into a couple 
other businesspeople from 
our company who were 
already trying to get a company van to drive back to Phil-
adelphia	 because	 all	 flights	 were	 cancelled.	 I	 went	 to	 the	
due	diligence	room	and	checked	on	our	team,	who	were	fine	
and planned to stay for the week anyway. While there, there 
was another due diligence team from another big competi-
tor. They were based in NYC and were very visibly upset. 
One moment I’ll never forget is in the ladies’ room in the 
due	diligence	area,	employees	of	three	fierce	competitors	in	
the disaster recovery business consoling one another on the 
day of one of the biggest disasters in history. That evening, I 
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returned	home	with	my	co-workers	via	a	14-hour	drive	back	
to Philadelphia in the company van they managed to secure.  

Marvin S. Haber, partner, HABER DIPAUL 
LLC   

My	memories	of	9/11	
are extremely vivid as my 
office	moved	to	our	pres-
ent	location	on	9/11/2001	
as the tragic events were 
unfolding.	 Unbeknownst	
to me at the time, I was 
on the PATCO train when 
the	 first	 tower	 was	 hit.	
When	 I	 reached	 15/16th	
and Locust Street Sta-
tion, I saw that family 
and friends had left sev-
eral messages and calls – 

thinking	I	would	respond	once	I	 reached	my	new	offices.	 I	
looked about as I walked towards Broad and Locust gazing at 
the other individuals carrying their morning coffee, listening 
to their headphones, etc., all of us not realizing the magnitude 
of what had happened that would change our lives and our 
country. 

In retrospect, I believe that moment before the second 
tower was hit, along with the Pentagon and the crash in 
Shanksville, was the last time I remember being truly carefree 
about	my	freedom	and	the	(perceived)	safety	net	the	U.S.	was	
cloaked	in.	The	past	20	years	have	altered	how	we	fly,	where	
how/we	travel,	how	we	even	access	public/private	buildings.	
The realization that we must be vigilant in protecting Con-
stitutional freedoms while balancing the safety of our open 
society is never more apparent than what the recent events in 
Afghanistan	have	reminded	us	of:	Our	world,	our	society,	our	
mores and our habits have been permanently altered. 

I long for the day that America can once again be free of 
terror	and	fear	just	as	I	felt	walking	to	my	new	offices	on	that	
fateful	morning	of	9/11/2001.		

Niki T. Ingram, senior counsel, Marshall  
Dennehey Warner Coleman & Goggin 

Tuesday, September 11, 2001 was an achingly beautiful 
day. It was so spectacular that I might have remembered it 
even if it had turned out to be a normal day. I was on my way 
to a hearing in Northeast Philadelphia, and my commute took 
me	along	95-north.	As	I	passed	the	airport,	I	remember	think-
ing	that	it	was	a	great	day	to	fly.	

		I	was	listening	to	“Imus	in	The	Morning,”	which	at	that	
time was a funny show. I was laughing out loud when Warner 
Wolfe, who was one of the sports announcers, called in. He 
lived in lower Manhattan and was off that day. He said that 
he	had	just	seen	a	plane	fly	into	one	of	the	towers.	At	first,	it	
sounded as if it might have been a small plane, but there was 
an undercurrent that this might be something more. News 
was coming in and Wolfe was still talking when the second 
plane crashed. 

 Somehow, I got to my hearing where everyone was spill-
ing out into the lobby and the parking lot. We heard about the 
Pentagon and had no idea as to what else might happen. One 
image that was seared into my memory is that of one of the 
court reporters sobbing in the arms of an attorney. Her sister 
worked in one of the buildings and couldn’t be reached. We 
all felt her terror. 

     We never had court that day. I never went into Center 
City. I drove back the way I came, except now I was scared. 
Both buildings had collapsed, and there was no way of know-
ing what else would happen. No one knew if Philadelphia 
would	come	under	attack.	The	drive	south	on	95	was	terrify-
ing.	There	was	almost	no	traffic	on	the	roads,	the	planes	had	
stopped	flying,	 the	phone	lines	were	jammed,	and	I	had	no	
idea as to how my family was. There was an air of stillness 
that I will never forget. 

    The rest of the day was wrapped in gratitude that my 
family was safe and grief for the unimaginable loss that so 
many endured.

Dayna C. Finkelstein, partner, Blank Rome 
LLP 

Days before September 11,, 2001, I was a 19-year old 
college	 student	 at	 the	University	of	Pennsylvania,	 about	 to	
embark	on	a	dream	semester	abroad	at	the	University	of	Sus-
sex in Brighton, England. Having never been on an airplane 
before this time, I was elated at the prospect of traveling and 
exploring the world. That September, 60 Americans started 



the philadelphia lawyer  fall 2021  25

at	the	University	from	various	colleges	across	the	county	for	
a three-week mini-semester before the rest of the Sussex stu-
dent	body	joined	us.	On	9/11,	I	was	standing	in	the	Universi-
ty’s library with some of my American friends when a British 
student	came	running	up	to	me	saying,	“I	see	you	are	wearing	
an American college T-shirt. Are you American? You should 
turn	on	the	news	NOW.”	I	thanked	her,	and	we	were	imme-
diately ushered to the closest TV available – a small, six-inch 
screen	where	we	saw	the	first	and	then	the	second	plane	crash	
into the Twin Towers. We immediately called home, and then 
day after day we followed the news in the communal TV 
room	set	up	for	us	by	the	University.	No	one	had	dorm	room	
TVs,	and	while	 I	did	have	 (my	first)	cell	phone	back	 then,	
there was no access to the internet via cell phone. Thus, we 
experienced any news updates in this communal way in the 
TV room (or via collective listening to President Bush on the 
radio in one of our dorm rooms). We leaned on each other to 
process	the	horrific	events,	particularly	as	some	received	bad	
news about a friend or relative who passed away tragically 
in the towers. There was an outpouring of support from the 
University	 and	 semester-long	 empathy	 from	 our	 flat-mates	
and classmates from around the world. 

In	the	days	and	weeks	after	9/11,	I	remember	being	sur-
rounded by constant uncertainty. Would my family be safe 
in	 the	U.S.?	Was	 I	 safe	 in	Europe?	What	was	my	plan	 if	 I	
needed to get home quickly to my family? Should I cancel 
my European travel plans in favor of playing it safe? I had 
several	flights	already	booked	with	a	friend	(i.e.	only	the	sec-
ond	and	third	flights	of	my	life…)	to	occur	only	three	weeks	
after	 9/11.	While	 I	was	 flying,	 I	 remember	my	mind	wan-
dering,	 having	 flashes	 of	 the	 9/11	 planes	 crashing	 into	 the	
towers . Keenly aware of how fragile life had become and 
despite the world changing overnight, we all chose not to 
change our plans. Instead, we embraced every single moment 
of our experience at Sussex and time in Europe. We pushed 
ourselves to keep and expand travel plans, even if it meant 
pushing	these	darker	flashbacks	out	of	our	heads.	By	Octo-
ber, this group of American friends (most of whom I had only 
known for two months) gave me the most memorable 20th 
birthday celebration in London. In hindsight, I’m so proud of 
our 20-year-old selves who bravely pressed on and thrived in 
this new life abroad together, at a time of shifting realities and 
extreme unknowns. We savored the tremendous opportunity 
to	learn	and	travel	abroad;	we	made	sure	we	celebrated	life	
and each other at every turn, and we really became each oth-
er’s	“family.”	Twenty	years	 later	on	9/11,	 these	friendships	
remain, and I received a group text from one of my Sussex 
friends. He texted the 2001 group that he couldn’t help but 
think of all of us today. The sentiment was uniformly echoed 
by all. 

Katerina Krohn – 2022 J.D. Candidate,  
Temple University Beasley School of Law 

I	 was	 in	 first	 grade	
during the September 
11 attacks. I remem-
ber my teacher getting 
a call and telling the 
class that something 
terrible happened. I 
don’t remember if 
we watched any of 
the news coverage in 
school, but we were 
sent home shortly after 
that call. I went to my 
grandparents’ house 
like I normally would 

for an early dismissal, but unlike a snow day or a holiday, my 
parents	quickly	left	work	to	join	us.	I	didn’t	fully	understand	
happened, but I could feel the pain and fear from my family 
as we watched the towers fall.  

Almost all of my memories and understanding of the 
world	formed	post-9/11.	My	first	plane	ride	and	my	first	visit	
to New York would be after the attacks. I don’t remember a 
presidency before George W. Bush. It would be many years 
before I could fully appreciate my family’s reactions that day. 
I eventually understood what the World Trade Center was 
and that my parents were nervous to hear whether any of their 
friends were working there that day. My grandparents had 
already	lived	through	war	when	they	watched	the	attack;	they	
immigrated	 to	 the	U.S.	 after	 growing	 up	 in	Europe	 during	
World War II and a civil war. I wasn’t quite young enough for 
9/11	to	be	taught	as	“history,”	but	every	year	on	the	anniver-
sary	of	9/11	I’ve	learned	a	bit	more	about	the	significance	of	
an attack on American soil and the tragic events of that day. 

Craig R. Tractenberg, partner, Fox   
Rothschild LLP 

I had an 11 a.m. conference 
in a case at federal District Court 
and lunch afterwards with a 
friend. My wife called me at my 
downtown	 Philadelphia	 office	
while I was preparing to advise 
that	 the	 U.S.	 was	 under	 attack.	
I called Chambers, but no one 
answered, which was weird. As a former summer clerk, I 
knew the answering system was to be on at all times. I called 
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my brother who at the time worked on Wall Street. He told 
me	he	had	left	 the	area	because	people	were	jumping	from	
buildings,	and	he	could	not	take	it.	I	left	my	office	to	return	
home, forgetting about my lunch date completely. 

On the way home, I called a partner in the New York 
office,	just	blocks	away	from	the	Trade	Centers.

When the partner was able to return my call, he told me 
he was caught in the blinding dust of the falling Towers and 
took refuge in a pizza parlor with others. He walked home to 
his house that day (picked up hitchhiking by a neighbor once 
in New Jersey), having left his car in the morning at the North 
Bergen Park and Ride and taken the bus into the city. When 
he returned to the New Jersey parking lot to retrieve his car 
the next evening, the lot was full and every staff member of 
the	lot,	with	over	500	parked	cars,	stood	in	line	to	shake	his	
hand.	He	said	that	at	first,	he	did	not	understand	why	the	lot	
was full as the trains were not running. He was still in shock 
from the events and then realized why the entire staff had 
waited to shake his hand. It took that long for him to realize 
that few would ever be retrieving their cars.  

I went to visit my brother in New York as soon as my fam-
ily could. We spent the day in New York, but the West Village 
was as close as we could get to lower Manhattan. That was 
fortunate because we did not know at the time that the air 
was	carcinogenic.	The	Village	fire	department	had	an	open	
house	and	kids	were	invited	to	use	a	hose	on	the	fire	truck.	
My six-year-old son, as cute as any six-year-old could be at 
the	time,	climbed	to	the	top	of	the	truck	aided	by	a	fireman	
and shot us unexpectedly with the hose. Everyone laughed, 
except	for	the	firemen.	They	merely	smiled	and	tears	came	to	
their eyes knowing that their lost colleagues could not share 
in the moment.  

It was two years before I once again spoke to my friend 
with whom I was supposed to lunch. He reminded me that 
neither of us had called the other to cancel lunch and that the 
events of the day and the following trauma had erased our 
lunch meeting from our minds. We all knew someone who 
had died, or someone who knew someone who had died, at 
the Towers. 

Albert S. Dandridge III, partner, Schnader 
Harrison Segal & Lewis 

On Tuesday morning September 11, 2001, I awoke to 
begin my normal weekday routine. As a single parent, I 
got my 10-year-old youngest son out of bed, showered and 
dressed, and made him his breakfast. I then dropped him off 
at Chestnut Hill Academy, and continued my drive into the 
office	in	Center	City.	Nothing	eventful	happened	until	when	
I was almost all of the way down Kelly Drive when I heard 
over the radio that apparently something had struck one of 

the World Trade Center towers, perhaps a plane. I listened, 
tragic, but how in the heck could a plane strike the tower? As 
I got closer to the garage where I normally parked, at 17th 
and	Market	Streets,	the	news	started	to	confirm	that	it	was	a	
plane. Again, how the heck could a plane strike a tower? I got 
to the garage, turned off the radio, parked the car, and went 
to Mellon Bank next door to run an errand. The bank had a 
flatscreen	TV	 showing	 the	 live	 events	 in	New	York.	 I	 and	
others were watching the events unfolding when we saw the 
second plane as it made the infamous wide turn and slam into 
the second tower.  
I	 went	 across	 the	 street	 to	 my	 office,	 and	 upon	 arrival	 I	
announced	 to	no	one	 in	particular	“I	do	not	know	who	we	
are	at	war	with,	but	we	are	at	war	with	somebody.”	Shortly	
thereafter, almost all of us went to the large conference center 
and watched the events as they took place. We were all trans-
fixed.	We	 saw	people	 leaping	 from	 the	 towers,	 then,	 thank	
God,	they	stopped	showing	that	part.	We	watched	the	flames;	
we watched the horror. We saw reports about the Pentagon 
and	Shanksville,	Pennsylvania.	We	watched	as	the	first	tower	
collapsed. Then the second tower collapsed. Ralph Welling-
ton,	the	chairman	of	the	firm	at	that	time,	upon	watching	the	
second	tower	collapse,	then	declared	that	the	office	is	closed,	
and sent everyone home to be with their families. The ride 
back up to Chestnut Hill was more than twice as long as the 
ride earlier in the morning downtown. However, there was 
no	panic,	just	quiet	determination	by	all	of	us	on	the	road	to	
get to our loved ones and to get home. The school had all of 
our sons lined up and packed up, and ready for pick up when 
I arrived. I watched television the remainder of day. My son 
“Stevie”	 did	 not	 need	 to	 see	 any	 of	 this.	 I	made	 him	 play	
video	games.	He	did	not	object.	 	 	
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Leslie Miller Greenspan, partner, Tucker Law 
Group 

On September 11, 2001, I was starting my second year of 
law school at Emory. My mock interview to practice how to 
interview	with	law	firms	began	at	8:30	a.m.	When	I	came	out	
of	the	interview	around	8:50	a.m.,	the	first	plane	had	already	
hit	the	first	tower.	A	bunch	of	other	law	students	were	watch-
ing the footage on a tiny television in the little cafe where 
students could buy coffee. It was very confusing. Was this a 
crazy accident? How does it happen that an airplane hits the 
World Trade Center? 

We watched the second plane hit the second tower. At that 
moment, we knew it was no accident. We knew that this was 
an intentional act of terrorism. The school brought a big TV 
into the lobby area so everyone could watch the news. People 
from the New York and New Jersey area scrambled to call 
family	and	other	loved	ones.	Some	were	crying:	some	were	
freaking out. Together, we watched the Towers fall. It was 
scary and surreal. The world would never be the same. 

Tobey Oxholm 

In	May	2001,	I	had	taken	a	new	job	–	that	of	general	coun-
sel	to	Drexel	University.	My	
office	was	on	 the	 third	floor	
of	 3201	 Arch	 Street,	 which	
had a commanding view of 
the	30th	Street	 rail	yard,	 the	
Schuylkill Expressway and 
river, and downtown Philly. 
It was beautiful, especially 
around daybreak. Hard at 
work at my desk on some 
matter of importance in the 
late morning of September 
11, I chanced to look up and 

out the window, and saw ... nothing. Honestly, nothing was 
moving. Not a train, not a car, not a crane, not a plane. Every-
thing had stopped. I called out to my colleagues, and only 
then did we learn on KYW about the attacks. I called home to 
tell my wife that I wasn’t sure when or how I would be able 
to get home to Mt. Airy that night. 

Arlene Glenn Simolike, Metka Law, LLC 

I	 recall	 driving	 into	 the	 office	 on	 an	 achingly	 beautiful	
September	morning,	 thinking	 “Why	 can’t	 the	 end	 of	 sum-
mer	 always	 be	 this	 gorgeous?”	 I	 was	 meeting	 a	 client	 to	
drive to an 11 a.m. Family Court conference together. My 
thoughts were interrupted by the breaking news over my car 

radio about a plane hitting one of the Twin Towers in New 
York. My immediate thought was what kind of colossal pilot 
error or huge mechan-
ical error could cause 
such an accident. I had 
visited New York and 
heard about the World 
War	 II	 pilot	 who	 flew	
into the Empire State 
Building in bad 
weather. I knew it could 
happen. 

 But, a few minutes 
later, I heard the news 
of the second plane 
hitting the other tower and the announcement that the coun-
try	 was	 under	 attack	 by	 terrorists	 in	 planes	 flying	 toward	
Washington,	D.C.	and	other	targets.	Somehow,	I	finished	the	
drive	safely,	though	rattled	by	this	news.	I	ran	into	the	office	
and shouted to the secretary to put on the radio, something 
awful was happening. My client was there, waiting, nervous 
about court, startled by my shout. We and the staff sat hud-
dled	around	the	radio,	shaken	and	horrified	by	the	news.	The	
United	States.	Under	Attack.	By	Terrorists.	On	our	Soil.	 It	
couldn’t be true. But it was. 

Mike Carroll, senior attorney, Community 
Legal Services 

 Adapted from a 2008 column in The Philadelphia Lawyer 

September 11, 2001, was 
a	major	 stop	 in	my	personal	
journey	 because	 it	 was	 the	
day of my mother’s funeral. 
A buzz traveled among the 
mourners as I worked put-
ting one foot in front of the 
other to follow pall bearers 
up	 steps	—	 once	 stone	 now	
concrete	 —	 into	 a	 centu-
ry-old Coal Region Church. 
After the Requiem Mass, 

news of killer planes hummed among people in the street and 
crackled from car radios during the caravan to the cemetery. 
Days and weeks afterward, I drifted in a smaller time bubble 
floating	inside	the	larger	September	11	sphere	in	which	the	
country traveled.
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Joanna D. Buchanico, shareholder, Marshall 
Dennehey Warner Coleman & Goggin, P.C. 

I	had	 just	 started	 law	school	at	Temple’s	Evening	Divi-
sion. I was working full time as a paralegal at Dechert. Before 
I went into a morning meeting, I heard on the radio a brief 
mention of a plane hitting the World Trade Center. I assumed 
it was a small plane, like a skydiving stunt gone wrong, and 
went to my meeting. We were in a conference room for hours 
and had no idea what was happening (this was before people 
were chained to their cell phones and attached to the world 
24/7).	When	I	returned	to	my	office	after	the	meeting,	I	heard	
on the radio about the towers collapsing. I went to CNN on 
my computer and, after what seemed like forever, the website 
popped	up,	showing	the	towers	in	flames.		

We	were	on	the	39th	floor	at	the	Bell	Atlantic	Tower,	and	
there was chatter about a plane heading to Pennsylvania. 
Everyone was scared and confused, and no one wanted to be 
in a skyscraper. Because the regional rails were suspended, 
suburban commuters were stranded. To get the train commut-
ers home, people who drove to work organized carpools by 
area. It was amazing to see everyone help each other. Law 
school class was obviously cancelled and I, like everyone 
else, was glued to the TV news. I believe we had class the 
following day, but I could not tell you what we discussed.  

Twenty years later, and I still remember driving home on 
that clear day. The streets were full of people, but everyone 
was	 eerily	 silent.	A	 quiet,	 joined	 understanding	 that	 things	
had changed forever. 

 

Wayne Partenheimer, of counsel, Bennett, 
Bricklin & Saltzburg LLC 

I was in City Hall for a case management conference on 
the	morning	of	9/11	when	I	heard	that	a	plane	from	Boston	
had	 crashed	 into	 the	World	Trade	Center.	My	first	 thought	
was of my daughter and a college friend, who had departed 
Logan Airport in Boston the night before, bound for Berlin 
and a year teaching on a Fulbright grant. I soon learned that 
the	 two	Boston	flights	 that	hit	 the	World	Trade	Center	had	
left that morning and by that time my daughter was safely in 
Berlin.	Her	brother	was	already	in	Berlin	for	his	junior	year	
abroad and he called home and asked my wife, an Inquirer 
reporter,	 “Mom,	what’s	going	on	back	home?”	He	 told	me	
later that many Germans, upon learning he was an American, 
offered condolences. 
		Back	at	the	office	at	the	Center	Square	building,	we	gathered	
around a small TV as the horrible drama unfolded. Later that 
morning our employer, Fireman’s Fund, sent everyone home 
for the day but two of us stayed to work and worry about our 
colleagues	in	the	New	York	office	near	the	World	Trade	Cen-
ter. It turned out they were safe. 

Steve LaCheen, partner, LaCheen, Wittels & 
Greenberg 

On the morning of September 11, 2001, I was represent-
ing	a	client	at	sentencing	before	one	of	the	federal	judges	in	
the	U.S.	Courthouse	in	Philadelphia.	I	was	in	the	midst	of	my	
sentencing remarks on behalf of my client when the Judge’s 
law clerk entered the courtroom and whispered something in 
the Judge’s ear. The Judge nodded, waved the clerk off, and 
motioned for me to proceed. 

I did as bid, but several moments later the law clerk 
appeared again, and again whispered something to the Judge. 
The Judge nodded, waved him off again, and, turning to face 
counsel,	said	“I	am	advised	that	our	country	has	apparently	
been the target of a terrorist attack against the World Trade 
Center in New York. We, however, are here for a sentencing, 
and	we	shall	have	a	sentencing.	Counsel	will	proceed,”	and	
I did. 

It was only after the hearing concluded that one of the 
Marshals told me exactly what had occurred. Strangely, the 
incident forged something of a bond between that Judge and 
me, as though we had actually shared a hazardous experience. 

Whenever I appeared in his courtroom, thereafter, the 
Judge	 would	 jokingly	 refer	 to	 me	 as	 “The	 Postman,”	 and	
would then tell anyone present that on that fateful day, I, like 
the	proverbial	postman,	had	achieved	“the	swift	completion	
of	my	appointed	rounds,”	which,	 to	 tell	 the	 truth,	 I	believe	
was a way in which he dealt with his embarrassment over his 
cavalier handling of the incident, by giving me an exagger-
ated compliment I surely did not deserve, and would not have 
been appropriate if I did.  
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Frederick S. Longer, attorney, LEVIN SEDRAN 
& BERMAN LLP  

On the morning of 
September 11, 2001, 
I was preparing for a 
hearing before Judge 
Katz in City Hall when 
my secretary told me 
that an airplane hit the 
World Trade Center. 
Because the details 
were	 sketchy	 at	 first,	
plus our naivete, we all 
thought the plane that 
hit the building had 

gone seriously off course. I continued preparing for my hear-
ing. Not long afterwards, word came that another plane had 
hit the second tower. I remember thinking and telling my staff 
at	that	moment,	“We’re	at	war!”	

Panic ensued. No one knew what the next target was 
going to be or where one should go to be safe. I believed 
there was no safer place to be than City Hall – after all, the 
building remains standing because engineers long ago real-
ized they could not implode it. So, I started walking along 
Market Street to my hearing. Less than a block from the East 
Portico, I saw Judge Katz hurrying away from the building. 
That was my only notice my hearing was cancelled. Turning 
back	to	my	office,	I	passed	one	of	the	many	stereo	stores	that,	
20	years	ago,	lined	Market	Street.	All	of	the	large	projection	
TVs in the stores were blaring the news. When I stopped in to 
see the broadcasts, I was not alone. An assemblage of com-
plete strangers were gathered to watch in horror as the towers 
collapsed – some crying, some screaming. Those memories 
still haunt me.

 

Stanley P. Jaskiewicz, member, Spector Gadon 
Rosen Vinci P.C. 

 On September 11, 2001, I recall noticing the beauty of 
the clear, bright blue sky early in the morning. I was in my 
6th	 floor	 office	 in	 center	 city	 Philadelphia,	 working	 on	 a	
detailed	six-figure	claim	for	one	of	the	firm’s	largest	clients,	
against the solvent parent of the client’s insolvent customer 
using a novel theory. As I heard reports of the plane crashes, 
I pressed on, despite fears about similar events locally. The 
absence of calls let me focus on the technical details of the 
claim (ultimately resolved in our client’s favor).  

However,	with	20/20	hindsight,	I	realize	that	I	should	have	
left immediately once the scope of the tragedy was clear. I 

now know that many 
survived only because 
they acted immediately, 
and happened to use the 
stairwell or elevator that 
was not hit. Since then, 
I have always left our 
building immediately 
after the many alarms, 
even though most prove 
false, and at the cost of 
significant	 lost	 time	and	
a	 long	walk	down	a	fire	
tower stair. Coinciden-
tally, I had taken my 
daughter and a friend to 
New York in late August on NJ Transit, so that they could 
try to attend MTV’s Total Request Live on Times Square. I 
wanted to take them to the top of the World Trade Center that 
day	as	well,	but	they	preferred	to	come	home.	On	9/11,	she	
agreed that we should have taken a subway ride to the World 
Trade Center for a visit before the train home. 

Noelia Wiegand, 2022 J.D. Candidate, 
Thomas R. Kline School of Law, Drexel  
University 

I intensely remem-
ber the change in 
atmosphere the morn-
ing of September 11 
of 2001. I was only 
11 years old, sitting 
on the third row down 
from the door in my 
7th grade ESL His-
tory Class with Mr. 
Olenik. Less than a 
year earlier, my fam-
ily and I had migrated 
from Argentina to 
make	 the	 United	

States our new home. I remember Mr. Olenik as a kind and 
composed man. He was always so proper and collected. That 
morning, I saw Mr. Olenik cry. He was a native New Yorker 
who	had	moved	to	Boca	Raton,	Florida,	over	five	years	ago.	I	
didn’t know what was happening, but he cried with so much 
anguish	that	I	remember	hurting	for	him.	Soon	after	finish-
ing reciting the Pledge of Allegiance, our school’s principal 
broadcasted a morning announcement. Buses would be tak-
ing everyone home. The silence on the bus felt strange. Most 
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of us did not know what was happening. I got home at around 
10	a.m.	My	mom	and	dad	typically	worked	until	5	or	6,	but	
they were there when I got home. I had only seen my dad cry 
once	before.	My	family	went	through	a	difficult	time	a	couple	
of years back with an illness my brother had, but thankfully 
survived. Besides that one time, never before. My mom and 
dad were too distraught to keep us from standing by them and 
watching	how	people	jumped	off	buildings.	I	now	think	back	
and know my parents cried watching such terrifying images. 
I	also	assume	they	felt	 that	our	dreams	of	making	the	U.S.	
our home now felt gone. But what they didn’t know then was 
that	the	United	States	would	stand	strong.	That	we	would	all	
witness the resiliency of the human soul and the American 
spirit as a nation.  

 

Richard Maurer, shareholder/partner, Flamm 
Walton Heimbach 

Things started well that morning, with Judge Gardner lis-
tening attentively to both sides. He was in a good mood and 
argument was going well until a tipstaff suddenly walked up 
to him without the characteristic, deferential hesitation, and 
indicated that he needed to step off the bench. Judge Gardner 
did	so	and	stayed	in	chambers	for	at	least	the	next	15	min-
utes, while I wondered if his dictation of an opinion from the 
bench would start early this time. When he returned, he said 
with characteristic formality that an emergency had occurred, 
he needed to meet with the County Commissioners, and that 
it might be necessary to end court early. He disappeared 
again, this time for at least 90 minutes. 

During the long wait that followed, the adversarial dis-
tance between lawyers in the room eroded in favor of learn-
ing more about what was happening out there. Cellphones 
of the time were not portable Internet access devices, so the 
best that could be done was to call a friend or family member 
who had access to television or radio to ask what was hap-
pening. My wife, at home with our daughters, then age 2 and 
4,	had	no	cell	phone	and	neither	did	I.	The	Lehigh	County	

employees	left	 in	charge	of	Courtroom	2A	were	the	first	 to	
hear what was going on, and I overheard them talking about 
a	building	fire	in	New	York.	I	wondered	what	a	smoking	high	
rise in Manhattan had to do with oral argument in Allentown, 
but then heard the next part, that a plane had crashed into the 
burning building. The news grew from those kernels of infor-
mation,	from	a	building	on	fire,	 to	the	World	Trade	Center,	
to	the	jetliner,	to	the	people	who	flew	it,	to	the	second	plane,	
the collapse.  

Judge	Gardner	finally	returned.	He	gave	a	brief	summary	
of what he understood of the situation in New York, and then 
said we should leave as soon as possible, because the court-
house was closing, and a security perimeter would soon be 
in place. 

I spent Wednesday, September 12, at home with my 
daughters, who were delighted by the unexpected fun of 
Daddy having breakfast with them and playing outside. It was 
another perfect day, and my daughters soon got busy with 
chalk at the top of our driveway. My wife and I went outside 
to check on our girls’ progress, after their good friends from 
two doors down stopped by to play. My youngest had drawn 
a tall narrow building, with ornate, multicolored frames all 
but	engulfing	it.	Approaching	inexorably	from	the	right	was	
the	unmistakable	outline	of	a	jet	plane.	

Dan Siegel, principal, Law Offices of Daniel J. 
Siegel, LLC

At	9	a.m.	on	9/11,	 I	was	 in	
a	 crowded	 plane	 flying	 over	
Washington, D.C.

Blissfully unaware of what 
was happening below me and 
elsewhere.

When we landed in Atlanta, 
everything changed. Before 
we exited the plane, the pilot 
announced that there was 
an emergency situation that 
required everyone to leave the 

plane and the airport as quickly as possible. He provided no 
other details, but we all knew that something terrible had hap-
pened.

When I reached the terminal, I stopped in front of a TV 
that was broadcasting CNN. The woman standing next to me 
said,	“That’s	where	the	World	Trade	Center	used	to	be.”	My	
mind	could	not	process	 that	 statement	and	 I	 said,	 “What?”	
She	replied,	“That’s	where	 the	World	Trade	Center	used	 to	
be.”	

As the reality slowly sunk in, I knew that things would 
never be the same.  




