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PRESIDENT’S LETTER 
 

Dear Brothers and Guests,  

  

Welcome to a special edition of the Wall Street 

Alphas Newsletter as we reflect on the ten year 

commemoration of September 11th. While it is 

safe to say words cannot express the array of 

emotions felt by people across the world by the 

tragic events of September 11th, 2001, I was 

extremely excited and supportive of the brothers of 

Wall Street honoring the lives of those lost. 

Meeting monthly blocks away from the area in 

which the Twin Towers used to stand, how could 

we not take the opportunity to ask the brothers of 

Kappa Xi Lambda to share their personal thoughts 

and stories ten years later. We have many brothers 

that work and live in the area and are constantly 

reminded of the impact of September 11th. Many 

have shared with me how vividly they recall the 

impact it has had on their families, brothers, and 

colleagues. To no surprise, the brothers of Kappa 

Xi Lambda were keen on sharing their thoughts 

and feelings as we reflect on the ten year 

commemoration of September 11th.  

  

My personal story is fairly unique as I was directly 

impacted though over 700 miles away. At the time I 

was in my Advanced Placement Calculus class 

taking a quiz when we heard word of “something 

happening” in New York. We turned on the 

television just in time to see the second plane 

crash. While everyone reacted with fear, confusion, 

and disbelief, I found myself immediately running 

outside to use my cell phone. I called my father 

hoping I was not too late. After the third call went to 

voicemail I realized I could only leave a message 

telling him not to worry about the family and to call 

us whenever he could. I wanted to take a few 

moments to gather myself and then I went to find 

my little sister. In November 2004, after returning 

from Afghanistan my father retired from the United 

States  Marine Corps.  Over his 31 year career  he 

served as a Presidential Guard for the Jimmy 

Carter administration, and had served in Vietnam 

and Southwest Asia up until that point.  

 

Continued on page 2 
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EDITOR’S NOTE 
by Bro. Brian Pruitt, 

KXL Newsletter Editor 

Welcome Brothers, Friends, and Guests, 
 
Having been born and raised in Southern 
California and being a “new” New Yorker as of 
the fall of 2000, my sense of comfort and 
security were shaken that sunny Tuesday 
morning on September 11, 2001 when we as a 
nation suddenly found ourselves under attack.  
Since that time we have become involved in a 
couple wars whose seeds were sown that day.  
Some of the basic rights that we had taken for 
granted began to be eroded over the years as our 
enemies stepped up their ambition and 
creativity in their efforts to inflict another blow 
to our country.  Our new normal of giving up the 
right to carry a small bottle of water on a plane, 
having to take off our shoes and submit to x-ray 
at airports, and dealing with increased security 
just to enter our office buildings  is almost not 
even thought of as excessive or intrusive 
anymore.   
 
As the chapter of Alpha Phi Alpha Fraternity 
closest to the epicenter of the 9/11 tragedy  
10 years ago, I wanted to give Brothers an 
opportunity to express their thoughts on that 
day as we share in honoring the many heroes 
who lost their lives and the innocent victims 
whose lives were cut short.  We will never forget 
Sept 11, 2001. 
 

 
CHAPTER MEETING 

Tuesday, September 13th at 6:30 PM  

120 Wall Street 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

PRESIDENT’S LETTER 

 
Continued from Page 1 

 

Specializing in terrorism, I knew that we would not be 

hearing from him anytime soon and could only assume 

he was already en route to Washington D.C. and/or 

New York. Still not clear on what had happened at the 

time, nor did I know when I would see or hear from my 

father again, I recall instantly realizing I would need to 

make sure I mentally prepared myself to be the man of 

the family and take care of my mother and sister. I 

remember speaking to both and trying to ease their 

fears to the best of my ability. While it was difficult at 

times to internalize, I realized that he was doing that 

which he loved just as much as us, serving and 

protecting our country. We all stayed as strong as 

possible, and did finally hear from him days later, and 

prepared for the next steps.  

  

Fate would have it that I would graduate college and 

not only eventually relocate to New York City, but work 

in the building right across from where the towers once 

stood. I have spent the past few years watching the 

daily progress in the area and occasionally engaging in 

conversations with colleagues who have shared their 

stories of that day and of their memories of the 

colleagues who were lost. As I prepared to write this, I 

actually took another visit to the World Trade Center 

Tribute Center and not only viewed the displays, but 

focused on the reactions of others who were also 

taking the tour. Ten years later I can say people are still 

heavily impacted by the events of September 11th. I 

observed the anger, tears, and frustration and admit, 

when I reflect over the events of September 11th, I still 

find myself filled with an array of emotions as well. 

While Bin Laden has finally been captured and 

significant progress has been made in restoring the 

area, it is more than evident of the lasting impression 

that has been made on the United States of America.  

  

As other brothers share their personal reflections of 

September 11th, I hope each of you remain inspired by 

the opportunity this country provides and are optimistic 

on what the future holds. Despite the trials over the last 

ten years, we are still blessed with the opportunity to 

make the most out of tomorrow. I send my gratitude to 

the soldiers who fought for our country and the family 

and friends who were directly impacted, yet manage to 

hold their heads high. Ten years later and I can truly 

say, I’m proud to be an American and a Wall Street 

Alpha. Onwards and upwards!  

 

Lael Chappell 

President, KXL Chapter 

“Wall Street Alphas” 

         
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
                     

 

 

 
 

UGA Alum and KXL President Bro. Lael 
Chappell shares a moment at a football 

game with a true National Hero,  
aka his Dad. 

 

Observances for 9/11 
 

New York City: The 9/11 Memorial will 

officially open on Sept. 11 with a ceremony for 

victims' families at Ground Zero. The Memorial 

will then open to the public on the following day 

for visitors who reserved passes in advance.  

For more information and to schedule a visit, 

see the website: 

 

www.911memorial.org/ 

 

Washington, D.C.: Those who died in the 

attack at the Pentagon will be honored at a 

ceremony of 700 people, including family 

members of the deceased and members of the 

military. The observance will take place at the 

Pentagon Memorial, which opened in 2008. 

 

 

Pennsylvania: The weekend of September 

10-11, 2011 will have events to honor those lost 

on Flight 93. The Dedication of the memorial will 

occur on Saturday, September 10 and the 10th 

Anniversary Commemoration will be on Sunday, 

September 11.  

 

Flight 93 memorial 

 

 

http://www.911memorial.org/
http://www.nps.gov/flni/planyourvisit/september-11-2011-weekend.htm
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2011 - 2012 Chapter Officers and Board Members  

  
Kappa Xi Lambda Executive Board 
 
President:                     Brother Lael Chappell  

Vice President:                   Brother Tony Thompson 

Recording Secretary:        Brother Keith Harvey 

Corresponding Secretary:        Brother Jesse Owens 

Treasurer:         Brother Sean Henry 

Financial Secretary:        Brother Geshawn “Lou” Williams 

Chaplain:         Brother Dr. Eric Turner 

Historian:         Brother Brian Pruitt 

Coordinator of Intake:        Brother Michael Abraham 

Sergeant-at-Arms:        Brother Matt Montgomery 

Parliamentarian:        Brother Russell “Ox” Robinson 

Dir. of Educational Activity:        Brother Dr. Ted Ingram 

Assoc. Editor to the Sphinx:        Brother Chris Hunt 

 
 
Wall Street Alphas Charitable Foundation  
Board of Directors 
 

President & Chairman:        Brother Shawn A. Curwen 

Secretary:                                    Brother Tony Johnson 

Treasurer:         Brother Roy A. Williams  

Board Member:                 Brother Jioha Amatokwu 

Board Member:        Brother Damon Culcleasure 

 
 

Newsletter Committee  
 

Editor in Chief:        Brother Brian Pruitt 

Assistant Editor:        Brother Tony Thompson 

Contributors:                                Brother Chris Hunt 

                                                     Brother Lino Solis 

         Brother Geshawn “Lou” Williams                                                                                                           
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KXL Brothers Remember 
 September 11, 2001 

 
 

Bro. Sean Gayle 
 

I was an IT Director at a dot com on Sept 11th. Our offices were at 85 Broad Street (across the street from 
the Stock Market). We were actually scheduled to move to 110 Wall St (yes - next door to the Urban 
League) on Sept 13th. In order to facilitate the move, I had just setup a Virtual Private Network (VPN) the 
day before. This VPN would allow me and my staff to remotely manage our computer systems while the 
move was happening.  
 
Ordinarily, I would have been at the office by 9:00 AM and I usually took the 4-5 train to Fulton Street to 
get there. If it had been an ordinary day for me, I would have been just 1 block away from the World Trade 
Center and would have likely seen the first plane hit the North Tower - or worse I would have been 
underneath the North Tower itself at that time as I would often get hot chocolate and read a book at the 
Borders bookstore inside it. I certainly would have been one of the thousands of people caught in the 
chaos of that morning, trying to decide if I should run for my life or stay and help others.  
 
As luck would have it, I avoided Ground Zero completely because I was at home testing my new remote 
connection to our office. By 8:30 AM things were going well but by 8:50 AM,  I noticed that the internet 
had practically stopped working. I couldn't get a website or email or anything. I figured something big may 
have happened online so I turned on the t.v. to check the news on the slight chance that something would 
have been reported on cable news.  
 
About 9:00 AM I recall seeing a regular news story on CNN and scrolling on the ticker at the very bottom 
was a small note that read something like this:  
 
' ... Reports from NY say a small plane may have gone off course and hit one of the World Trade Center 
towers ... ' 
 
The first plane of course had hit the North Tower at 8:46 AM. The news hadn't been interrupted yet and it 
didn't even seem to be all that serious. But then at about 9:04 AM all hell broke loose on CNN. The most 
amazing thing that I remember seeing was by around 9:15 AM either CNN or Fox (I honestly can't 
remember as I was channel surfing for any news at that point) had started broadcasting video of random 
Iraqis dancing in the street and celebrating. At that point I got disgusted with the news and without 
thinking too deeply decided to ride my bike to the WTC site. I figured the trains would be either slow or 
stopped so I didn't even bother. 
 
It only took me 15 minutes by bike to get to the Brooklyn Bridge. That was when it REALLY hit me what 
was happening. Hundreds of people were streaming across the bridge - more confused than anything else. 
I'm sure its because the trains had stopped running. The real chaos happened about 9:59 AM when the 
first tower fell. I had abandoned my plan of biking into Manhattan a few minutes before and started 
watching the smoke and activity in Manhattan from the pier underneath the Brooklyn Bridge. Then I saw 
the first tower fall and everyone on the pier either fell silent or started crying hysterically. But the worst 
was yet to come. A few minutes later, the ash from the tower started to blow across the water and all 
around us. People were freaking out because it became very apparent that the ash wasn't just paper. 
 
After the second tower fell I stood there for a few more minutes and then decided to try and go back and 
get my young daughter from day care. My mobile phone was working but I wasn't able to connect to 
anyone - likely because the network was completely overwhelmed by that point. On the way back I picked 
up a transistor radio, some batteries, and some water, as I had no idea what the future would be like - but 
it obviously wouldn't be the same ever again. 
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Bro. Sean Gayle (continued) 
 
The next few days and weeks were extremely moving. Working on Wall Street near Ground Zero was 
indescribable. People walked around in a daze, wearing face masks and being very very edgy. All of the 
phone lines were out so Verizon had lined the streets with above-ground cables and you had to be very 
careful where you were walking. Driving was impossible. Streets were blocked off. But the most unnerving 
thing was the presence of extremely well armed military personnel. Today we are used to seeing guys in 
camo walking around with AK-47s at certain sensitive areas like airports and train stations but Wall Street 
was like a detention camp. They were everywhere and I personally felt both  safe and threatened at the 
same time.  
 
Worst of all was Ground Zero itself. People who dared go near the smoldering holes were just 
overwhelmed by what they saw. I know I was. It smelled like a mass murder had taken place. Relatives of 
missing people had lined every wall, lampost, fence and tree with wanted posters of their loved ones. The 
church with the cemetery across the street was a relief site for hundreds, neé thousands of volunteers, 
firefighters, cops, and EMTs that tried to help. The West Side Highway was closed down nearby, as were 
many streets like Broadway and Church,  so that emergency personnel could drive in and out of the area. 
There was a plea for folks to bring in water so there were about a dozen points where massive amounts of 
store bought water was brought and deposited.  
 
Eventually the area got back to normal again and life moved on. I ended up leaving the dot com the 
following May.  Partially because the company was laying off people.  Many companies around Ground 
Zero just failed.  There was just too much stress, to few customers, and a lot of money that was spent to 
clean up the mess. I think the other reason why I left was that I just needed a break from being around 
that depressing area. I was very happy to be alive but very upset about what happened. 
 
I have a few closing thoughts: 
 
I felt a strong sense of guilt for about a month after 9/11 because I survived. Mostly because the only 
person that I knew who died was a Firefighter that I went to college with named Manuel Del Valle, Jr. 
Between him and the hundreds of others who died that day, along with me questioning my value as just 
another computer nerd, I decided that I was going to become a firefighter. The only thing that stopped me 
was a very dear AKA friend of mine who also worked on Broad Street. After hearing my strong feelings 
about wanting to become a firefighter, and change my career to save lives, she calmly said:  
 
"Sean - you could potentially save more lives with your computer skills than you could ever do as a single 
fireman."  
 
She was right. Today I own my own IT consulting company and one of my oldest clients is a security firm. 
The information technology that I've provided them with over the last 5 years has helped them protect 
countless people and even save a few lives.  
 
Outside of socializing with my line and chapter bros both in and out of state, I was very content to be an 
inactive Alpha before Sept 11th.   Afterwards, I felt a very strong need to be around bros and to serve the 
community as an Alpha.   A couple of years later in 2004, myself and my chapter brother Phil Mckenzie 
met Shawn Curwen and were reclaimed as KXL brothers. 
 
I'm very proud to be a KXL brother and it means just as much to me to have to come down to Wall Street 
for every meeting.   I made a commitment to myself to try and help others just a bit more after the 9/11 
tragedy.   I just don't think it's a coincidence that I am now serving Alpha a few blocks away from Ground 
Zero. 
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Bro. Kelso Anderson, Esq. 

 
I will never forget that day.  I was starting my final year in law school and got up early to watch 
the news before heading to an early morning class.  The first plane had hit and the stark images 
of the gaping abyss in Tower One was emanating from our TV screen.  My roommate was also up 
and he speculated that some plane must have flown too low and hit the World Trade Center.  
The second plane had not made its violent impression yet. 
  
There was a knock on our apartment door.  A Rutgers police officer was asking for me.  I 
immediately thought the plane incident had something to do with Jamaicans and became 
worried.  The officer, in fact, was visiting me to ask about another, less untoward, matter.  I was 
relieved.  Then the report of the second plane hitting blasted across our TV screen.  My 
roommates and I immediately became glued to the screen and were thoroughly concerned 
about, and agreeable with, news reports that a terrorist attack was underway. 
 
All three of us had raw emotions of fear, anger, worry, mixed into our being.  By the end of that 
terrible day every law student I spoke with vowed to treat our advantage of being American 
more solemnly and work hard at making peace an endeavor in our life’s work.  I will never forget 
that day, but, more importantly, I will always remember the significance that day made me feel: 
the importance of making harmonious relationships with others an endeavor in my life’s work. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 

KXL brothers recently met near Ground Zero to pay their respects.  Donations 
for the “First Respnders Fund” will be collected September 13 – 18. 

 

JOIN US IN DONATING TO THE  
“9/11 FIRST RESPONDERS FUND”  

DURING WELCOME BACK WEEK  

 

http://www.wallstreetalphas.com/firstresponders_paypal.php
http://www.wallstreetalphas.com/firstresponders_paypal.php
http://www.wallstreetalphas.com/firstresponders_paypal.php
http://www.wallstreetalphas.com/firstresponders_paypal.php
http://www.wallstreetalphas.com/firstresponders_paypal.php
http://www.wallstreetalphas.com/firstresponders_paypal.php
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Bro. Jioha Amatokwu 
 

New Man. New City. New World 
  
The 10 year anniversary of September 11th brings together so many memories and milestones 
for me. 10 years ago I completed a computer engineering degree that took longer than I 
imagined coming out of high school. 10 years ago I left my beloved Chicago, the only city I had 
ever known up to and including my college years. 10 years ago I moved to New York City, the 
only city I've called home since. And 10 years ago I began the career I had been preparing for for 
so long. But in my second week as a NYC resident, and on my second day working on Wall Street, 
life changed much more than it was supposed to. 
  
The week started off great. On Monday, my incoming classmates at Goldman Sachs and I started 
orientation. Living in Chicago all my life it was exciting to meet and make new friends from 
places like NYC, Miami, Detroit, Dallas, Mississippi, London, Tokyo and elsewhere. The next 
morning we were supposed to begin training for the next 3 months (parts of which, I was told, 
took place in Windows on the World  the year before. Windows on the World was a complex of 
venues at the top floors of the North Tower). But, of course, that didn't happen. 
  
What follows is an email I sent to family and friends back home about my experience that 
morning: 

 

-----Original Message----- 

From: Jioha N. Amatokwu  

Sent: Tuesday, September 11, 2001 3:22 PM 

Subject: Manhattan Mayhem: Eyewitness Account 

  

Hello Everyone, 

  

For all those concerned about the events that happened this morning in New York 

City (and across the nation), I am glad to report that I am safe and have walked back  

to my apartment in Brooklyn. For those who are unaware, I moved to New York from  

Chicago a week ago and began work on Wall Street just yesterday. The World Trade  

Center (WTC) is about two miles away from where I was. 

  

Firsthand Account: 

I was just getting off the subway less than five minutes after the first plane hit. There  

was nothing but black smoke in the sky, debris falling and people in the streets when I  

found out the news. As I was walking to the building that I was going, I heard the  

second plane crash and turned around soon enough to see the debris and smoke fly  

straight up into the sky. I didn’t know until I was on the elevator that the second  

explosion was in fact another plane. After 20 minutes the buildings were being  

evacuated. While on the streets we learned about the plane crash on the Pentagon.  

 

Even later my group and I were beginning to head home when we began to hear what  

sounded like bombs. We were watching the television from the street and saw the first  

WTC tower collapse and people panicking and running. As the debris and smoke  

chased us, people began to run toward the Brooklyn Bridge to escape. As we walked  
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we were engulfed in smoke and debris. While heading toward the bridge, I watched  

the remaining tower burning and smoke. While I was on the bridge walking to  

Brooklyn, I turned again to look at the tower and watched long enough to see it  

explode and collapse before my eyes. I ended up walking all the way home in  

disbelief.  

  

I’m only glad that I was fortunate to escape with my life. But my heart and prayers go  

out to the souls of those involved, by choice and by circumstance. Thank you all for  

your calls, emails, and especially prayers. 

  

Jioha 

 

One thing I realized later was that I wasn't two miles away from the WTC as I had assumed, it 
was merely a few blocks. And in Lower Manhattan where so many buildings are packed together 
in such a small area, the two tallest skyscrapers in the country at the time casted a shadow on 
you where ever you were. 
  
Since that tragic day, like our nation I’ve gone through several ups and downs. But there have 
been many more good experiences than bad ones. And through it all, I've remained in the NYC 
metropolitan area. Back then, as now, I was fortunate to have great family and friends to depend 
on. I made several more that morning. I am thankful for them and thankful for coming through 
the day safely. It remains one that I will never forget. 

 
Bro. Wiky Toussaint 
 
The events of September 11, 2001 will forever remain etched in my mind, not only for what 
occurred that day, but what led to that fateful day in my life.  Approximately one year prior I 
celebrated with my family the honor of being the first to receive my Bachelors in Economics 
from the University at Stony Brook.  To say I was excited would truly be an understatement.  
With this excitement came a certain anxiousness as to what the future might hold. I would later 
come to find out that this anxiousness was not unfounded.  
 
Prior to graduating, like most seniors, I was looking for a job…ANY JOB.  I interviewed at several 
places.  One place in particular was Blue Cross and Blue Shield as an Actuary.  I was not 
completely clear what the responsibilities would include, but I recall thinking “at least it’s a job”.  
Also, I interviewed at J.P. Morgan Chase as a Custody Administrator.  As “luck” would have it I 
was offered both jobs.  I recall beaming over the fact I was graduating and I would have a job.  
Now the question was which job would it be.  I elected to choose J.P. Morgan Chase which was a 
longer commute, but came with more incentives.  J.P. Morgan Chase was located in downtown 
Brooklyn at Metrotech and Blue Cross Blue Shield was located on the 41st floor of the World 
Trade Center. 
 
I was looking out of my office window when the 2nd plane hit the towers.  I was in shock not only 
for what seemed to be surreal, but also because of the thought…”I could have been in there”.  I 
will always remember the Fraternity brother who was in one of the towers that day that I used 
to work out with in the gym, and who led me to the church where I would later become ordained 
as a Deacon, and who was a great father…Christopher J. Scudder. 
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Bro. John Schuk 
 
I grew up in New York but was 
living in Atlanta during 9/11.  
Upon hearing about the plane 
crash on the radio, I thought it 
was a small plane, like others. 
About thirty minutes later I 
realized it was more than that.  I 
have two cousins who worked at 
the World Trade Center.  One of 
them didn't go to work, the other 
was, thank God, late to work.  She 
was going to work the elevators.  
It's hard to grasp what my family 
would go through if something 
had happened to them.  So I don't 
think about it.  We did have a 
close friend of the family, a 
firefighter, Sergio Villanueva, pass 
away that day.  I have a leather 
jacket of his in my closet, its a 
little surreal to wear it.  I think 
about 9/11 everyday.  I try to 
imagine what different people 
went through that day for some 
reason.  I don't know why.  I've 
looked at almost every piece of 
footage, and still watch any 9/11 
show that happens to come on, 
even if I've already seen it.  It's 
just a tough day to let go. 
 

 

Bro. Lino Solis, Esq. 
 

When the first plane hit I knew that it was a terrorist attack and that our world, as we knew it, 
had changed forever.  I first called my wife and then I called the CEO and President of the 
company.  It was an eerie drive home that day, right out of dawn of the dead, as people reached 
for my car for a ride out of the City.   I quickly grabbed my video camera and walked to Brooklyn 
Heights to video the billowing smoke from "Ground Zero".   I recall telling my co-worker on that 
day, Nuamann Idrees, that his Civil Liberties and others with similar names would be challenged 
in this country for a long time. 
 

 
 

 

Meeting monthly but a few blocks from 
Ground Zero, KXL brothers have seen a 
new WTC come from concept to fruition. 
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Bro. Shawn Curwen 
 

A Birthday Surprise 

The attacks on NYC were particularly difficult on me because three days prior, I was married to 

my wife Tricia and left on our honeymoon in Hawaii. September 10th we arrived in Hawaii to 

beautiful sun and sandy beaches.  We were on top of the world.  On 9/11, I woke up to another 

beautiful Tuesday morning to celebrate.  Since Hawaii is on PST time, we were unaware of the 

tragic events happening in NY and PA until 3pm.  I turned on the TV to check the news for the 

day while my wife was in the bathroom.  The first images that flashed on the TV were the replay 

of the first and second planes crashing into the World Trade Center towers.  I thought it was a 

movie.  I turned the channel to find it on EVERY station in Hawaii.  I shouted to Tricia to see what 

I could not believe.  She asked if this was a joke as I could only muster the expression of SHOCK.  

We immediately began to call HOME.   Frustration and worry set in as the phones lines were 

down with no way to contact our families.  Finally we got through and found out our immediate 

families were fine.  Thank GOD!! We spoke to everyone we could….family, coworkers,  and 

friends.  I found out a few acquaintances of mine were killed in the attacks across NY and DC; 

guys I had gone out with in the Financial District.  My heart was broken for them and their 

families as I began to cherish my family more. I think we spent $300 in phone charges that day. 

“Life is so short!”  All I could think of was that I travelled from my home in Queens to NYC 

everyday, getting off the 2 train at WTC.  I always went through there to get breakfast around 

that time of the attacks.  Getting married saved my life.  A hard pill to swallow even after 10 

years.  Relieved none of our family was harmed, we got dressed and attempted to make the best 

of our trip as we knew there would be emotional clean up to deal with when we were able to 

return.  That evening we went to dinner because Tricia wanted to give me a gift she bought the 

day before. It was a beautiful watch.  I cherish the gift as it would always remind me of the day 

“9/11” would be remembered for… it was my BIRTHDAY!   We will never forget the resilience 

and resolve of all Americans during this time. 

 

Post 9/11 the new 
normal became 
missing persons 

posters and 
impromptu shrines 

which sprang up 
all over the city. 

 



   13  

 

 
 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

Bro. Kenneth Martin 
 

When Buildings Aren’t Just Buildings 
  
Not uncommon during that particular period in my career, I was en route to Newark airport to catch 
a 7am flight to Logan Airport in Boston. This was a trip that I had embarked on with some regularity 
due to a joint venture my former employer, Citigroup Asset Management, had established with a 
Boston-based bank.  Except on this morning, I was a bit more sluggish and feeling slightly sorry for 
myself to have to once again embark on this mundane routine.  There was a moment however, from 
the back seat of the cab, I looked out of the rear driver side window to witness a beautiful and 
inspiring sight. Dawn was just coming over  lower Manhattan with the sun rising to the east of the 
island, creating a beautiful silhouette of the Twin Towers.  It was then that I was reminded of what an 
ideal situation I was in and that this is where (figuratively), up until that moment, I had worked so 
hard to be.  That moment on the morning of September 11th, 2001, would be the last time I would 
ever see the Towers. 
  
At the time, I worked at original 7 World Trade Center on the 40th floor.  Having an office in this 
location was a definite source of pride. Their images evoke memories of summer concerts in the plaza 
that for anyone who worked there, were a guilty pleasure and a privilege of the locale. It was a 
location that would often garner visits from relatives young and old from outside the metropolitan 
area. When I think of my time there I think of  lunch during a rare NYC visit from my father when he 
expressed how proud he was of me. Its moments like this that remind me that the Towers weren’t 
just buildings to some.  For my Dad, on that day, the Towers were a representation that a farm boy 
from Jim Crow South Carolina had successfully raised a son to compete in the worlds financial capital.  
  
Like today, lower Manhattan drew a number of fraternity brothers really just entering the early 
stages of their career, establishing themselves within the fabric of financial services firms in the area.  
Windows on the World was certainly a rallying point to which brothers loved to flock to, especially 
Latin Night.  It certainly gave us the feeling of being on top of the world (both figuratively and 
literally).  
  
In the days following the tragedy, I recall pain of continued contemplation of how the attacks on that 
morning were an attack on those not unlike myself. It was a tragedy that took the lives of many I saw 
every day in the WTC complex, on the PATH  trains, in the Mall at WTC,  at the numerous eateries and 
the old Borders on the corner of Church and Vesey (where I met with my wife for our first lunch 
together).  On Friday September 14th, 2001,  in an attempt to break the non-stop newsreel watching, I 
called an Alpha Brother that at the time had a missing roommate.  He was helping the parents of the 
roommate conduct internet and phone searches to find their son who would days later be confirmed 
as one of the perished.  One of the things we realized during our conversation was how often we 
would say “I can’t believe the Towers are gone.” It wasn’t that we couldn’t grasp the fact that two 
buildings were now turned to dust. It was simply that without saying it, we both felt that a part of our 
lives was taken away from us. 
  
Ten years later, I still work in the vicinity. I pass the tourists (both domestic and foreign) who want to 
get a glimpse of what I view as the world’s hallowed ground.   I think to myself that they don’t really 
have a clue or the ability to grasp the magnitude of what once stood and the energy that was once 
present.  I see the memories of two friends that saw me in the distance come into my own, two 
symbols that once stood outside my dorm room and later would greet me from outside my kitchen 
window in the morning.  I see a representation of what is both controversial and great about this 
country.  I see what is possible. 
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Bro. Brian Pruitt 
 

Tuesday, September 11, 2001 

Workout done and all showered up, I grab my laptop and head towards the elevators leading to 

my office at the World Financial Center.  Since it’s in the same building, I’ve got plenty of time 

even though it’s about 8:50 AM. and my meeting starts in 10 minutes.   Stepping off the elevators 

on my floor I notice a bit of commotion in the hallway.  Some people are saying a helicopter may 

have accidentally hit the World Trade building across the street.  “Another crazy day in New 

York” I think.  Some people head to their desks while others suggest we take the fire stairs and 

go to our designated emergency spot to see what’s up.  Instincts tell me to head for the stairs, so 

that’s what I do.  Starting my descent down 14 or so flights of stairs my pace gradually picks up 

as I notice more and more people spilling into the stair well with a sense of urgency and look of 

concern.   With rubbery legs, especially after a morning of cardio, I FINALLY make it to the 

ground floor, and see the open door leading to outside.  Like everyone in front of me, I slow 

down as I step outside and stare straight up, up, up. 

There’s a hole in one of the World Trade Towers, black smoke, fire, and the sky is raining papers 

and shards of glass.  Still staring up we ease toward the side of our building to a group of people 

gathering, half in the street and half on the sidewalk.   Some say it was a helicopter, some a small 

plane.  We all wonder how anyone could be so dumb as to fly into the side of a building!  Then, 

like the ear piercing sound of fighter jets doing a fly over before a big football game, a huge plane 

rapidly comes into sight and SLAMS right into the other tower.    

SILENCE…….RUN!  In that instant we all knew there had been no accidents that morning.   For 

whatever reason, we were under attack and there was nothing we could do about it.  Coming to a 

stop a few hundred yards away near the river, most of us tried to make sense out of what 

seemed like something out of a movie.   

Ladies heels and men’s briefcases lay strewn about as we began to collect ourselves, alternating 

between staring up at the sky and trying to use our cell phones, rendered useless by busy 

circuits.  The rest of that day is a collection of images and memories.   After watching a few 

desperate people jump from the building, choosing that route instead of burning to death, I 

gathered my stuff and started walking uptown.   I knew I had to get to 97th street to my wife’s job 

to let her know that I was okay.  Over the next three or so hours I walked quite a distance, 

eventually finding a subway, and then at some point a cab to make it the rest of the way uptown.  

I recall bodegas opening their doors to people, offering the use of their phones and free water, 

whatever people needed.  I also recall finally being able to connect with my parents in California 

and hearing the relief in my mom’s voice.   During that time I learned of both towers falling, the 

Pentagon under attack, the White House being evacuated, and President Bush being flown 

around the country escorted by fighter jets, seemingly afraid to land anywhere.    I would later 

learn that my best friend’s Aunt, a Boston resident, was in the first plane that hit the towers.  

R.I.P. Aunt Cora. 
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Bro. Christopher Hunt 
 

I was in class. Radio and Broadcasting. It should have been named the History of Radio or a 

sleeping pill. Whatever’s preferable. The class started at 8:20 AM and was about nothing in 

particular or at least nothing memorable.  

When I skirted out of class and through the Student Union, I headed toward my dorm, which was 

just behind the Union.  A few feet before I hit the side door a familiar voice called from the third 

floor window.  

“They just bombed the Twin Towers,” said Nore, one of the girls on the track team that lived 

down the hall. She said it like neighborhood gossip.  And that’s how I took it. I shrugged and 

went inside, up the stairs and into my dorm. I flicked on the television, turned my back and went 

to the bathroom. In the stall, sitting on the toilet, I heard every masculine voice on my floor, yell 

two words that were ironically sounding like an instruction on what to do in the restroom.  

Something had happened and I figured everyone must have been watching SportsCenter at the 

same time and I just missed the highlight. I hurried back to my room. As soon as I opened the 

door wide enough to see the T.V. a tiny gray plane exploded into one of the iconic buildings in 

New York City.  I repeated the two words I heard in the bathroom.  

We were only in Long Island.  A little more than an hour from home.  A two-hour train ride to 

midtown.  We were helpless. No cell phone signals. No news. We asked each other about 

families. Could you get through on the phone? Does your phone work? Did you hear anything? I 

can’t watch the T.V. anymore. You’re not going to class are you? 

We met in the Student Activities Center, in the Union, anywhere we might find people we knew. 

Anyone that could make us stop thinking about who we knew that might have been in 

Manhattan that Tuesday morning.  And we did the only thing we could do.  We tried to be there 

for each other. 

 

“The Bravest” earned 
their moniker, jumping 

right into the fray at what 
would prove to be both 

immediate and long term 
consequences for many. 



 

 
 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

September 11th 

by Bro. Kevin Powell    

  

Might it be, as my mother said to me on this ugly, sinful day,  

That the world is on its last go -round? 

Hijacked wild birds strip the sky of its innocent morning breath  

Steel towers crumple like playing cards on an uneven metal table 

Unrehearsed screams we dare not hear leap from windows 

Into the open, bottomless palms of God 

I cannot stand to watch life reduce 

Itself to powdery dust and soot lathering the devil's inflamed mouth  

But I am fixated on the television anyhow:  

Is this what slavery was like? 

Is this what the holocaust was like? 

Is this what famine is like? 

Is this what war is like?  

Is this how you felt, dear mother, when King and the two Kennedys were killed?  

I want to stitch up the sky, deny humans the right to fly  

Cry until my tears have washed hatred  

From the mildewed underarms of history  

And I want to say to the firemen  

Ah, yes, the firemen: 

Your husband, your father, your brother, your uncle, your friend  

Thank you for speeding to the end of  

Your time and thank you for showing us that  

Courage is a soul so unselfish it would 

Scale a collapsing building to liberate a stranger 

Even as your blood relatives wonder if you are alive - 

From the remains of this madness 

I detect a heartbeat called life 

From the remains of this madness 

I smell an aroma called love 

From the remains of this madness 

I embrace a body called humanity 

From the remains of this madness 

I construct a dream called hope 

From the remains of this madness 

I will ride the wings of the deceased  

Into the clouds, scribble their names on the sun, 

Erect a memorial to the moon, chant the blues 

For New York City, then resurrect a world  

Where a new-born rose will jut through the broken concrete.  

 

  

© 2001 Kevin Powell 
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Bro. Thomas. S. Howard, RN BS 
 

On  the  morning of 9/11  I was at Stony Brook University Hospital on Long Island where I work 
as a Registered Nurse, preparing Team assignments, when a  staff member told me that the  
World Trade Center Twin Towers had just been struck by a commercial airplane.  I left my desk 
and went to the television in the patient dining area just as the second plane crashed into Tower 
number two.   It seemed unreal, like a Hollywood movie.  
  
The next morning in response to the request for medical volunteers I took the Long Island Rail 
Road into lower Manhattan since all other access routes, the bridges and tunnels, were 
shutdown. I traveled by subway to St Vincent’s Charity Hospital with my medical bag. As I 
arrived I found them preparing a triage both in the ER and in front of the hospital.  You could 
smell smoke in the air and everyone was on high alert but they were ready.  Their disaster relief 
goal was to be ready to treat survivors as soon as they were pulled from what was left of the 
Twin Towers. 
  
After waiting for some time without any survivors arriving, my wife and I walked over to the 
Twin Towers.  When I arrived I was sent to the Disaster Relief Trailer set up by the American 
Red Cross.  The smoke in the air was much heavier here and there was debris still floating in the 
air.  
  
I was able to get close to the site and found people in the midst of mass confusion with little 
equipment digging in the debris field by hand looking for survivors. There were so many people 
trying to help and soon I was asked to return first to the Red Cross Trailer and then again to St 
Vincent’s hospital to help.  As we walked back I passed people with kerchiefs protecting there 
faces, and you could see the fear and confusion.   
  
When I returned to St Vincent’s that afternoon there were still no survivors, but everyone 
remained hopeful. Of course as only a few were found alive the sense of loss gradually sank in. 
All this medical technology and experience and there was little any of us could do. 
  
I saw and met on the subway a lot of black volunteers who came in to help on September 11th.  
There were police, firefighter’s, medical personnel, and others who came in from Long Island, 
New Jersey and all over the region, and unselfishly responded to this tragedy only to find very 
few people to treat or care for.  My sister works in Manhattan and like others had to walk across 
the Brooklyn Bridge on 9/11 in order to get out of Manhattan. We couldn’t reach her for hours 
because cell phone service was interrupted. 
 
She ended up staying with a co-worker out near JFK overnight before we could drive in to get 
her.   I am humbled by the many rescuers that day who now have long-term medical problems 
due only to the fact that they wanted to help a fellow New Yorker, a fellow American.  I hope this 
recollection will keep the people who died on 9/11 memories alive so that this event will never 
be forgotten. 
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Bro. Tony Thompson 
 
On a Clear day in New York…. 
 

......I can go a short distance from my house and see the Twin Towers.  On my way to work each 
morning, I am taken aback by the awesomeness of the New York City skyline.  When I lived in North 
Carolina one of the things I missed most was the skyline and I realized that I had taken it for granted.  
There’s a park that was built on a pier just across from the World Trade Center in Jersey City.  I often 
go there to think and meditate and to bask in the glow of the skyline and all the wealth and prosperity 
it represents.  From there it all seemed tranquil and somehow it inspired me.   
 
After I moved back to Jersey I began working in New York City. I would take the PATH train from 
Jersey every morning to the World Trade Center (WTC).  Sometimes in the evening I would walk 
around and peruse items at the various stores on lower levels of the WTC before heading down  to 
the PATH trains via the longest escalators I had ever seen.   
 
On Monday, September 10th I was sick and stayed home all day in bed.  On Tuesday morning I called 
my boss and told him I was still not feeling that great but I would  be in a little late.  I started 
preparing for work when my father called me and said that a plane had just hit the World Trade 
Center.  I thought “wow…must be one of those small, private planes that lost control or something…”  
As I turned on the TV I realized that it was much more than that.  There was a huge hole in one of the 
Twin Towers.  I was shocked as I continued to get ready for work.  As I’m watching the news they 
began to show the film of the crash over and over.  At one point you can see another plane in the 
background and as it was heading toward the towers the newscaster said “now what is this that we 
are watching – is this another replay?” Just then the 2nd plane hit.  
    
In utter disbelief, I turned the TV off and proceeded to get ready for work.  My father called me and 
said  "where do you think you are going?"  I said this "cannot be real….it’s a hoax.  If this is real do you 
know how much chaos and destruction would be happening right now?"  He said "you CANNOT go 
into the city."  I turned the TV back on to hear the reports about a plane crashing into the Pentagon 
and the realization of the country being under attack sunk in.  
 
A friend was away on business and the news where she was at that point was not giving a lot of 
information.  Her family was in the city but she could not get through to them.  I began repeating 
everything on the news back to her over the phone.    I yelled out as the first tower suddenly 
collapsed.  I sat in stunned silence as she kept screaming into the phone to tell her what happened.  
When I regained my composure I told her I would call her back.  A short time later, the 2nd tower 
collapsed.  The Twin Towers were gone.  Thousands were dead or injured and New York City looked 
like a war zone.  For the next several weeks everyone was on edge.   
 
My cousin is a police officer in Central Jersey and was one of the thousands who went to volunteer 
and assist in the recovery efforts.  I called him to see what I could do to help. Because of my asthma, 
his advice was to stay away.  He later told me of some  of the atrocities he had the unfortunate 
experience of viewing and he knew they would haunt him for eternity. 
 
When we returned to work on Thursday there was a bomb scare at the Conde Nast building (a block 
west from where our offices were at the time) and at Grand Central Terminal (a block east.)   The 
chaos of that Tuesday immediately returned and the fear in the air was palpable. It would be a long 
time before that feeling would start to subside.  
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