
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
September 10, 2016 
 
To Friends of Norman Lane, 
 
The "Insight" section of the Winston-Salem Journal, dated Sunday, September 8, 2002, featured a syndicated 
column by Dave Barry of the Miami Herald. The Journal had added two color photos, along with a secondary title, 
"Anniversary of attacks is time to reflect on how we honor our heroes." 
 
His full name was John Constantine Unitas, and he was born to Helen Superfisky Unitas and Francis John Unitas 
on Sunday, May 7, 1933. President Franklin D. Roosevelt had been in office for nine weeks and one day. John was 
the third of the four Unitas children, who slept together in the dining room – hanging bedsheets for privacy – in a 
one-bathroom house in Pittsburgh. Several of Helen Unitas' relatives, including her parents, shared the house with 
her, with Francis, and with John, his brother and sisters. Coal furnaces abounded in depression-era Pittsburgh, and 
Francis and Helen owned a small coal truck and delivery business in the Brookline section of the city. But Francis 
contracted pneumonia and died of kidney failure in September of 1938, before his thirty-eighth birthday – John 
Unitas was only five years old. Helen streamlined the family household in the wake of her husband's death, moving 
the four children, her great uncle Tony, and herself to a two-bedroom house on unpaved William Street, in the 
Mount Washington neighborhood. A Lithuanian immigrant, Helen Superfisky Unitas had, before her marriage, 
been the organist for Sunday Mass at her Catholic church. John Unitas' middle name – Constantine – had come 
from Helen's brother the priest, Father Constantine Superfisky. John's mother remained fervent in her Catholic faith 
as she transitioned into the role of family matriarch, marching her children to Sunday Mass in the basement of Saint 
Justin's High School. By his junior year at Saint Justin's, John Unitas – wearing uniform number 18 – was well 
established as the quarterback. John would lead a group of his teammates – dressed to play – to the same basement 
church, underneath the school, before every high school game. 
 
John's older sister Millie later recalled life in that one-bathroom house in Mount Washington as "like living on the 
tip of a mountain top." From their porch they had a view of the city, the Monongahela River, and the bridge where 
the streetcars crossed over. "The automobiles were just specks." If you were in one of those automobiles today, and  

NORMAN LANE JR. 
MEMORIAL PROJECT

“FOR THOSE WHO FIGHT FOR IT, LIFE HAS A 
FLAVOR THE PROTECTED NEVER KNOW.”

Al Claiborne, Ph.D., Chair 

1024 Brookmeade Drive 

Winston-Salem, NC 27106 

Tel: 336.716.3914 

Cell: 336.529.2105 

Fax: 336.713.1283                  

E-mail: alc@csb.wfu.edu                                                                                                   
 

http://www.normanlanejrmemorialproject.org/ 
 



 2

you drove east from Mount Washington for about seventy miles – mainly along the William Penn Highway – you 
would reach Johnstown, where more than 2,200 souls were lost in the Great Flood of May 31, 1889. If you then 
headed south from Johnstown for about thirty miles, mainly on US-219 South, you would reach the tiny borough of 
Shanksville, population approximately two hundred thirty-seven, about eighty-five miles southeast of Mount 
Washington.  
 
United Airlines Flight 93 had taken off from Newark International Airport (later renamed Liberty International 
Airport) at 8:42 a.m. on the morning of Tuesday, September 11, 2001 – the flight was running twenty-five minutes 
late due to heavy morning airport traffic. American Airlines Flight 11, which had taken off from Boston's Logan 
International Airport at 7:59 a.m. and had been hijacked by five terrorists twenty minutes later, was deliberately 
crashed into 1 World Trade Center (North Tower) four minutes after the Flight 93 takeoff, at 8:46 a.m. Forty-six 
minutes into the United Airlines flight, at 9:28 a.m., four terrorists, all seated in first class – three from Saudi 
Arabia and one from Lebanon – broke into the cockpit. As recorded by Cleveland Center (Air Route Traffic 
Control) at 9:28, the first cockpit transmission declared "Mayday." The second transmission, thirty-five seconds 
later, indicates that a physical struggle is continuing in the cockpit – "Hey get out of here – get out of here – get out 
of here." For three-to-four minutes Cleveland Center tries in vain to raise a response from Flight 93, but at 9:32,  
one of the hijackers – out of breath – makes an announcement that is heard by Cleveland. Two minutes later, the 
Boeing 757 aircraft, carrying its crew of seven and thirty-three legitimate passengers, begins turning to the 
southeast, without authorization. Air Traffic Control (ATC) System Command Center, located near Dulles 
International Airport – from which American Airlines Flight 77, now doomed to be crashed into the Pentagon in 
only three more minutes, had taken off at 8:20 a.m. – advises FAA Headquarters that Flight 93 is hijacked. It is now 
9:34 a.m.  
 
At 9:35 begins a series of thirty-seven phone calls made from the plane, most from now-obsolete Airfones in the 
last nine rows. This is consistent with the report that the passengers and surviving crew had been forced by the 
terrorists to the rear of the aircraft, and now they begin to learn – from families, friends, and authorities – that 
American Flight 11 (8:46 a.m.) and United Airlines Flight 175 (9:03 a.m.) had already struck the World Trade 
Center. American Flight 77 strikes the Pentagon at 9:37 a.m., just as this series of air-to-ground calls is beginning. 
One of the United flight attendants is Sandy Waugh Bradshaw, a thirty-eight-year-old mother of two from 
Greensboro, North Carolina. Her husband is a US Airways pilot, and Sandy dials the United Maintenance Facility 
number in San Francisco from Row 33 (the next-to-last row), to report the hijacking. She reports that another flight 
attendant who had been held captive in the cockpit has been killed, and that the terrorists are in the cockpit and the 
first class cabin. Another call, at 9:44, from passenger Todd Beamer in Row 32, reports that both captain and first 
officer are lying on the floor of the first class cabin, injured or possibly dead. Among others, a call at 9:37 from 
passenger Jeremy Glick, in Row 27, lasts for twenty minutes. He tells his family "that he and other passengers are 
contemplating 'rushing' the hijackers. The passengers are voting on whether to storm the cockpit and retake control 
of the plane."  
 
The terrorists, at 9:41 a.m., – while Jeremy Glick is speaking to his family – turn off the aircraft transponder, which 
emits an identifying tracking signal during flight. Cleveland Center now has to rely on primary radar and on visual 
sightings from other aircraft as Flight 93 follows its southeasterly course toward Washington, DC. In the 
continuation of his 9:44 call to the GTE operator, a telephone connection which remains open for the remainder of 
the flight, Todd Beamer tells the operator "that he and some other passengers are planning something." Then, "He 
puts the phone down." At the time of Todd Beamer's call to the GTE operator, Cleveland Center notifies Pittsburgh 
International Airport, Terminal Radar Approach Control, "that a non-responding aircraft is on a projected flight 
path which will result in its passing 'in close proximity if not directly overhead the Greater Pittsburgh International 
Airport.'" Two minutes later, at 9:46, the ATC System Command Center updates FAA Headquarters. Flight 93 is 
tracking toward Washington, DC, and is twenty-nine minutes away from the city. 
 
Following her 9:35 call to the United Maintenance Facility, flight attendant Sandy Bradshaw calls her husband at 
9:50. Over the eight-minute conversation, she tells him "that the passengers are discussing how to overpower the 
hijackers, including preparing hot water to throw on the hijackers before rushing them." One minute after she 
makes that call, the Greater Pittsburgh Airport Tower is evacuated. At 9:55, the terrorist pilot enters the 
navigational code for Reagan National Airport into the Boeing 757's flight computer, in order to guide the aircraft 
to Washington. At the same time, the GTE operator who has been on the open line with Todd Beamer since 9:44 
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hears someone say, "Are you guys ready? Okay! Let's roll!" Two minutes later, at 9:57, Sandy Bradshaw tells her 
husband, "Everyone's running up to first class. I've got to go. Bye." 
 
At 9:58 a.m., passenger Edward Felt reaches the Westmoreland County, Pennsylvania, emergency operator through 
a 9-1-1 call from his cell phone. The Westmoreland County seat of Greensburg is about forty-five miles northwest 
of Shanksville. For an aircraft traveling at 530 miles per hour, the distance would be covered in five minutes. From 
the Mount Washington neighborhood of Pittsburgh where John Unitas grew up, to Greensburg, to Shanksville, is a 
nearly linear flight path over three successive, adjoining counties – Allegheny, Westmoreland, and Somerset. As 
early as 9:58:55 a.m., the cockpit voice recorder (see below) captures the voice of a native-English-speaking male, 
"In the cockpit! In the cockpit!" Five seconds later, now at 9:59, the aircraft is at an altitude of only 5,000 feet 
above sea level and is put through a series of multiple thirty-degree rolls, left and right, rocking the plane harshly 
for two minutes. A small, private aircraft flying over Westmoreland County is piloted by Bill Wright, who notes 
that the landing gear is down as the large airliner continues to rock through the air. 
 
At 10:01 a.m., thirty-three minutes into the hijacking, one hijacker tells the terrorist pilot, "Put it in it, and pull it 
down." The hijackers have decided to thwart the passenger-and-crew revolt by crashing the aircraft intentionally. 
At 10:02, with the assault continuing, the aircraft, nose down, begins a rapid descent. The control wheel is turned 
hard to the right (determined from information on the flight data recorder, see below), and the plane rolls over on its 
back. At 10:03:07, the cockpit voice recorder captures the loud shout of a native-English-speaking man, "NO!!!" 
 
Four seconds after that shout, at 10:03:11 a.m., Flight 93 crashes into an open field next to a wooded area in 
Stonycreek Township, Somerset County, Pennsylvania. The crash occurred no more than six minutes after the 
passenger-and-crew revolt had begun.  
 
The borough of Shanksville was three miles from the Flight 93 crash site. Within the sixty-second period that had 
begun at 10:03:00 a.m. EDT, Tuesday, September 11, 2001, there were four types of immediate reactions and 
responses, locally. The crash site was one-half mile from Paula Pluta's house on Lambertsville Road. Drawn to her 
front porch by the loud noise of the impact, she sees a massive fireball and a plume of smoke coming from behind 
the trees in the wooded area, next to the open field. She calls Somerset County 9-1-1 and reports the crash. A few 
seconds later, another caller, out of breath, calls the 9-1-1 Center and reports, "There was an airplane just went 
down over by Diamond T . . . It was a big airplane, a big jet . . . it went down nose first, upside down." In 
Shanksville proper, residents felt the impact of the crash, heard the explosion, and rushed outdoors to see the same 
cloud of black smoke that was being reported by Paula Pluta. Rick King and his wife own Ida's Store, the general 
store in Shanksville, and he is also Assistant Chief of the Volunteer Fire Company. Mr. King hears the sounds of  
the large plane as it first approaches and then crashes just over the hill from the village, three miles away. He runs 
to the store to tell his wife what he has seen and heard, and then he runs to the fire station to answer the radio calls 
from the Somerset County 9-1-1 Center, which is responding to the calls from Paula Pluta and others. Mr. King 
makes the connection between the large jetliner he has heard and the emergency calls, and he requests that 
additional fire companies be dispatched. And, at the Shanksville-Stony Creek School, it is the tenth day of the new 
school year. There are a total of 490 students enrolled, from pre-kindergarten through twelfth grade. Classes had 
begun less than two hours before, at 8:16 a.m. Flight 93 had left the gate at Newark International but had been 
awaiting clearance for takeoff (and would be, for about twenty-five more minutes) as the first classes of the day had 
begun. Now, at 10:03, the students felt the building shake and heard the windows rattle. Some ran to the windows 
to see the large cloud of black smoke rising from the crash of the same Flight 93.  
 
At 10:04, Somerset County 9-1-1 Center is contacted by Westmoreland County 9-1-1, which relays the information 
on the call it had received at 9:58 from passenger Edward Felt – this appears to be the first local information, to the 
effect that the large jetliner that has just crashed – is also the victim of a hijacking. At 10:07 the Northeast Air 
Defense Sector (now, the Eastern Air Defense Sector, under NORAD, North American Aerospace Defense 
Command) is informed by Cleveland Center, unaware of the crash that had occurred almost four minutes earlier, of 
Flight 93's last known position. It is 10:15, eight minutes later, when FAA notifies Northeast Air Defense that 
Flight 93 has crashed. The flight had already crashed by the time any military agency had learned that the thirty-
three legitimate passengers and seven crew had been hijacked. 
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At 8:55 a.m. EDT, President George W. Bush, visiting a Sarasota, Florida, elementary school classroom, is 
informed by National Security Advisor Condoleezza Rice (at the White House) that a commercial aircraft, not a 
small, twin-engine plane as had been reported five minutes before, had struck the World Trade Center at 8:46. At 
9:05, his Chief of Staff Andrew Card informs the president that, "A second plane hit the second tower." President 
Bush and members of his staff leave the school for Air Force One at 9:35, and the presidential aircraft departs at 
about 9:54 for Barksdale Air Force Base, Louisiana. After a brief stopover, Air Force One carries the president and 
members of his staff to Offutt Air Force Base, Nebraska. There, although on the ground for only ninety minutes, 
President Bush holds a video conference with members of the National Security Council. At 3:30 p.m. (presumably 
CDT) that afternoon, CIA Director George Tenet reports, "with near certainty," that Osama Bin Laden has been 
behind the terrorist attacks. Seven hours have transpired since Flight 93 is hijacked.     
 
First responders described the crash site crater – which had consumed the Boeing 757 aircraft and extinguished the 
lives of those forty passengers and crew members who had not already been murdered by the terrorists, in flight – 
as about thirty feet across and fifteen feet deep. The flight data recorder was recovered, two days later, at a depth of 
fifteen feet. The next morning, September 14, the cockpit voice recorder was found at a depth of twenty-five feet. 
The flight data recorder had stored literally thousands of pieces of information about the flight, from the moment 
that Flight 93 had left the Newark terminal. The voice recorder had captured sounds picked up in the headsets of the 
captain and first officer and in the overhead panel of the flight deck. The thirty-minute loop tape would have 
captured sounds from about 9:33 a.m., or five minutes into the hijacking. 
 
Reconstruction of the crash suggests that Flight 93 was almost upside down when it struck the ground – consistent 
with the report of at least one immediate eyewitness – at a forty-degree angle. The nose and right wing hit the 
ground first, with the aircraft traveling at a speed of 563 miles per hour. Originally loaded with 48,700 pounds of 
Jet A fuel for the planned transcontinental flight to San Francisco, the Boeing 757 was still carrying approximately 
7,000 gallons of fuel when it crashed. Lightweight paper items – debris from the crash – were later found as far as 
eight miles away [The two numbers on the amount of Jet A fuel on-board are given in different units and are 
derived from two different sources. Strictly speaking, there seems to be a discrepancy between the two values.]. 
 
Washington, DC, is 125 air miles from the Flight 93 crash site. Had the aircraft continued toward that destination, 
without interruption, it would have reached its target in another eighteen-twenty minutes. Instead, as the result of 
the actions of the passengers and crew, Flight 93 crashed in an open field, next to a wooded area in Stonycreek 
Township, Somerset County, Pennsylvania, at 10:03:11 a.m. EDT on Tuesday, September 11, 2001 – a day that had 
dawned nearly cloudless and temperate in the eastern United States – an ordinary late summer day. 
 
At 6:00 p.m. that day, Pennsylvania Governor Tom Ridge holds a news conference after assessing the Flight 93 
crash site. An hour later, about seventy people gather for prayer at the United Methodist Church on Main Street in 
Shanksville. And at 8:45 p.m., Assistant Chief Rick King and fifteen other volunteer firefighters return to the fire 
station in Shanksville. Over the next thirteen days, they will work with the FBI in the recovery and investigation of 
the crash of Flight 93.  
 
This story began by referring to a syndicated column by Dave Barry of the Miami Herald, which was published in 
the Winston-Salem Journal on Sunday, September 8, 2002. The column must have made an impression on me then 
– fourteen years ago – because I saved it. Titled, "On Hallowed Ground," I have reprinted the entire article below. It 
still makes an impression on me as I read it today. 
 
■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■  
 
On Hallowed Ground 
 
BY DAVE BARRY 
 
Originally published September 8, 2002 
 
On a humid July day in Pennsylvania, hundreds of tourists, as millions have before them, are drifting among the 
simple gravestones and timeworn monuments of the national cemetery at Gettysburg. 
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Several thousand soldiers are buried here. A few graves are decorated with flowers, suggesting some of the dead 
have relatives who still come here. There's a sign at the entrance, reminding people that this is a cemetery. It says: 
"SILENCE AND RESPECT." 
 
Most of the tourists are being reasonably respectful, for tourists, although many, apparently without noticing, walk 
on the graves, stand on the bones of the soldiers. Hardly anybody is silent. Perky tour guides are telling well-
practiced stories and jokes; parents are yelling at children; children are yelling at each other. A tour group of maybe 
two dozen teen-agers are paying zero attention to anything but each other, flirting, laughing, wrapped in the happy 
self-absorbed obliviousness of Teen-agerLand. 
 
A few yards away, gazing somberly toward the teen-agers, is a bust of Abraham Lincoln. Lincoln gave his 
Gettysburg Address here 139 years ago, when the gentle rolling landscape, now green and manicured, was still raw 
and battle-scarred, the earth recently soaked with the blood of the 8,000 who died, and the tens of thousands more 
who were wounded, when two armies, 160,000 men, fought a terrible battle on July 1, 2 and 3 that determined the 
outcome of the Civil War. 
 
Nobody planned for the battle to happen here. Neither army set out for Gettysburg. But this is where it happened. 
This is where, out of randomness, out of chance, a thousand variables conspired to bring the two mighty armies 
together. And so this quiet little town, because it happened to be here, became historic, significant, a symbol, its 
identity indelibly defined by this one overwhelming event. This is where these soldiers - soldiers from Minnesota, 
soldiers from Kentucky, soldiers who had never heard of Gettysburg before they came here to die - will lie forever.  
 
This is hallowed ground. 
 
On the same July day, a few hours' drive to the west, near the small Pennsylvania town of Shanksville, Wally 
Miller, coroner of Somerset County, Pa., walks slowly through the tall grass covering a quiet field, to a place near 
the edge, just before some woods. 
 
This is the place where, on Sept. 11, 2001, United Airlines Flight 93, scene of a desperate airborne battle pitting 
passengers and crew against terrorist hijackers, came hurtling out of the sky, turning upside down and slamming 
into the earth at more than 500 mph. 
 
That horrendous event transformed this quiet field into a smoking, reeking hell, a nightmare landscape of jet fuel, 
burning plane debris, scattered human remains.  
 
Now, 10 months later, the field is green again. Peaceful and green. 
 
Except where Flight 93 plunged into the ground. That one place is still barren dirt. That one place has not healed. 
 
"Interesting that the grass won't grow right here," says Miller. 
 
Nobody on Flight 93 was heading for Somerset County that day. The 33 passengers and seven crew were heading 
from Newark, N.J., to San Francisco. The four hijackers had a different destination in mind, probably Washington, 
D.C., possibly the White House. 
 
Nobody on the plane meant to come here. 
 
"I doubt that any one of them would ever set foot in Somerset County, except maybe to stop at Howard Johnson's 
on the turnpike," Miller says. "They have no roots here." 
 
But this is where they are. And this is where they will stay. 
 
No bodies were recovered here, at least not as we normally think of bodies. In the cataclysmic violence of the crash, 
the people on Flight 93 literally disintegrated. Searchers found fragments of bones, small pieces of flesh, a hand. 
But no bodies. 



In the grisly accounting of a jetliner crash, it comes down to pounds: The people on Flight 93 weighed a total of 
about 7,500 pounds. Miller supervised an intensive effort to gather their remains, some flung hundreds of yards. In 
the end, just 600 pounds of remains were collected; of these, 250 pounds could be identified by DNA testing and 
returned to the families of the passengers and crew. 
 
Forty families, wanting to bury their loved ones. Two hundred fifty pounds of identifiable remains. 
 
"There were people who were getting a skull cap and a tooth in the casket," Miller says. "That was their loved 
ones." 
 
The rest of the remains, the vast majority, will stay here forever, in this ground. 
 
"For all intents and purposes, they're buried here," Miller says. "This is a cemetery." 
 
This is also hallowed ground. 
 

 

Somber Reminder: An altar was constructed for a worship service near the crash site of United Airlines Flight 
93. 

In the Gettysburg Address, Lincoln was essentially trying to answer a question. The question was: How do you 
honor your heroes? Lincoln's answer was: You can't. No speech you give, no monument you erect, will be worthy 
of them, of their sacrifice. The best you can do is remember the cause they died for, finish the job they started. 
 
Of course the passengers and crew on Flight 93, when they set out from Newark that morning, had no cause in 
common. They were people on a plane bound from Newark to San Francisco. Some were going home, some 
traveling on business, some on vacation. 
 
People on a plane. 

 6



 7

Which makes it all the more astonishing, what they did. 
 
You've been on planes. Think how it feels, especially on a morning cross-country flight. You got up early; you're 
tired; you've been buckled in your seat for a couple of hours, with hours more to go. You're reading, or maybe 
dozing. You're essentially cargo: There's nowhere you can go, nothing you can do, no role you could possibly play 
in flying this huge, complex machine. You retreat into your passenger cocoon, passive, trusting your fate to the 
hands of others, confident that they'll get you down safe, because they always do. 
 
Now imagine what that awful morning was like for the people on Flight 93. Imagine being ripped from your safe 
little cocoon, discovering that the plane was now controlled by killers, that your life was in their bloody hands. 
Imagine knowing that there was nobody to help you, except you, and the people, mostly strangers, around you. 
 
Imagine that, and ask yourself: What would you do? Could you do anything? Could you overcome the fear 
clenching your stomach, the cold, paralyzing terror? 
 
The people on Flight 93 did. With hijackers in control of the plane, with the captain and first officer most likely 
dead, the people on this plane got on their cell phones, and the plane's Airfones. They reached people on the 
ground, explained what was happening to them. They expressed their love. They said goodbye. 
 
But they did not give up. As they were saying goodbye, they were gathering information. They learned about the 
World Trade Center towers. They understood that Flight 93 was on a suicide mission. They figured out what their 
options were. 
 
Then they organized. 
 
Then they fought back. 
 
In Among the Heroes, a riveting book about Flight 93, New York Times reporter Jere Longman reports many of the 
last words spoken to loved ones on the ground by people on the plane. They're not the words of people in shock, 
people resigned to whatever fate awaits them. They're the words of people planning an attack. Fighters. 
Here, for example, are the last words of passenger Honor Elizabeth Wainio to her stepmother: "They're getting 
ready to break into the cockpit. I have to go. I love you. Goodbye." 
 
Here are flight attendant Sandy Bradshaw's last words to her husband: "We're going to throw water on them and try 
to take the airplane back over. Phil, everyone's running to first class. I've got to go. Bye." 
 
And of course there are the now-famous words of Todd Beamer, who, after explaining the situation on the plane to 
an Airfone supervisor in Illinois, turned to somebody near him and said: "You ready? OK, let's roll." 
 
They're getting ready to break into the cockpit.  
I've got to go.  
Let's roll. 
 
We'll never know exactly what happened next. Some believe that the fighters managed to get into the cockpit, and 
that, in the ensuing struggle for control, the plane went down. Others believe that the hijackers, trying to knock the 
fighters off their feet, flew the plane erratically, and in doing so lost control. Inevitably, there is Internet-fueled 
speculation that the plane was secretly shot down by the U.S. government. (The government denies this.) 
 
But whatever happened, we know two things for sure: 
 
We know that the plane went down before it reached its target - that the hijackers failed to strike a national symbol, 
a populated area. They failed. 
 
And we know that the people on the plane fought back. On a random day, on a random flight, they found 
themselves - unwarned, unprepared, unarmed - on the front lines of a vicious new kind of war. And somehow, in 
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the few confusing and terrifying minutes they had, they transformed themselves from people on a plane into 
soldiers, and they fought back. And that made them heroes, immediately and forever, to a wounded, angry nation, a 
nation that desperately wanted to fight back. 
 
And now these heroes lie here, in this field where their battle ended. This cemetery. This battlefield. This hallowed 
ground. 
 
Wally Miller, coroner, has walked this ground hundreds of times. He spent endless hours among those collecting 
human remains and picking up plane parts. Even now, he walks with his eyes down, looking, looking. Every now 
and then he reaches down and picks up a tiny piece of plane - a thimble-sized piece of twisted gray metal, a bit of 
charred plastic, a shard of circuit board, a wire. This is what Flight 93 became: millions of tiny pieces, a vast puzzle 
that can never be reassembled. Despite the cleanup effort, there are still thousands of plane parts scattered for acres 
around the crash site, just under the new plant growth, reminders of what happened here. 
 
The site is peaceful; no sound but birds. Miller walks from the bright field into the hemlock woods just beyond the 
barren spot where Flight 93 slammed into the earth. It's mid-afternoon, but the woods are in permanent dusk, the 
tall trees allowing only a dim, gloomy light to filter down to the lush green ferns that blanket the ground. The 
woods look undisturbed, except for bright "X"s painted on the trunks of dozens of hemlocks. The "X"s mark the 
trees that were scaled by climbers retrieving human remains, flung high and deep into woods by the force of the 
crash. 
 
Some of the hemlocks, damaged by debris and fire and jet fuel, had to be cut down. These trees were supposed to 
be trucked away, but Miller, who, as coroner, still controls the crash site, would not allow it. Some of the trees have 
been ground into mulch; some lie in piles of logs and branches. But they're all still here. Miller won't let them be 
removed. 
 
"This is a cemetery," he says, again. And he is determined that it will be respected as a cemetery. All of it. Even the 
trees. 
 
Almost immediately after the battle of Gettysburg, people started coming to see the place where history happened. 
More than a century later, they're coming still. 
 
Some are pilgrims: For them, Gettysburg is a solemn place, where the suffering and sacrifice of the soldiers still 
hangs heavy in the air. Some are purely tourists: For them, Gettysburg is another attraction to visit, like the Grand 
Canyon, or Graceland - famous, but not particularly relevant to their everyday lives. You park, you look, you take a 
picture, you leave. 
 
I think that most of the visitors to Gettysburg, even today, are some mixture of pilgrim and tourist. But as the battle 
has receded in time, as the scars of the war have healed, tourism clearly has come to dominate the mixture. Despite 
the valiant efforts of many to preserve the soul of this place, to explain to the waist-pack hordes why this ground is 
hallowed, Gettysburg, surrounded by motels and gift shoppes, accessorized by a wax museum and a miniature-golf 
course, is now much more a tourist attraction than a shrine. 
 
But soldiers are still buried here. And people still come to place flowers on graves. And the sign at the entrance to 
the cemetery still makes its plea: SILENCE AND RESPECT. 
 
Immediately after Sept. 11, people started coming to see where Flight 93 went down. The site is a little tricky to 
find, but they found it, and they're coming still, every day, a steady stream of people who want to be near this place. 
They're not allowed on the site itself, which is fenced off and guarded, so they go to the temporary memorial that 
has been set up by the side of a two-lane rural road overlooking the crash site, a quarter-mile away. 
 
The memorial - the word seems grandiose, when you see it - is a gravel parking area, two portable toilets, two 
flagpoles and a fence. The fence was erected to give people a place to hang things. Many visitors leave behind 
something - a cross, a hat, a medal, a patch, a T-shirt, an angel, a toy airplane, a plaque - symbols, tokens, gifts for 
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the heroes in the ground. There are messages for the heroes, too, thousands of letters, notes, graffiti scrawls, 
expressing sorrow, and love, and anger, and, most often, gratitude, sometimes in yearbookish prose: 
 
"Thanx 4 everything to the heroes of Flight 93!!" 
 
Visitors read the messages, look at the stuff on the fence, take pictures. But mostly they stare silently across the 
field, toward the place where Flight 93 went down. They look like people you see at Gettysburg, staring down the 
sloping field where Pickett's charge was stopped, and the tide of war changed, in a few minutes of unthinkable 
carnage. There is nothing, really, to see on either field now, but you find it hard to pull your eyes away, knowing, 
imagining, what happened there. 
 
There will be a permanent memorial for Flight 93. The temporary one is touching in its way, a heartfelt and 
spontaneous tribute to the heroes. But it's also haphazard, verging on tacky. Everyone agrees that something more 
dignified is needed. The official wheels are already turning: Congress has begun considering a bill to place the site 
in federal custody. Eventually land will be acquired; a commission will be appointed; a design will be approved. 
 
Wally Miller frets about the memorial. He worries that, in the push to commemorate this as The Defining Moment 
In The War Against Terrorism, people will forget that it was also - maybe primarily - a personal tragedy for 40 
families. He believes that, whatever is done at the site, there should be a place set aide for the Flight 93 families to 
grieve in private, away from the public, the tourists, the sightseers, the voyeurs, and what Miller calls "the metal-
detector assholes." 
 
Tim Lambert, who owns the woods where many of the remains were found, agrees that the paramount concern has 
to be the families. 
 
"They are forced to live with this tragedy every day," he says. "The site itself is, for the most part, the final resting 
place for their loved ones. People need to remember and respect that." 
 
One of the most heartrending quotes in Among the Heroes is from Deena Burnett, the widow of Flight 93 passenger 
Tom Burnett, who is believed to have played an active role in the battle on the plane. Mrs. Burnett is describing 
what it's like to be the widow of a hero: 
 
"In the beginning, everyone asked, 'Aren't you proud of him? Aren't you happy that he's a hero?' I thought, my 
goodness, the first thing you have to understand is, I'm just trying to put one foot in front of the other. For my 
husband to be anyone's hero ... I'd much prefer him to be here with me." 
 
So we need to remember this: The heroes of Flight 93 were people on a plane. Their glory is being paid for, day 
after day, by grief. Tom Burnett does not belong to the nation. He is, first and foremost, Deena Burnett's husband, 
and the father of their three daughters. Any effort we make to claim him as ours is an affront to those who loved 
him, those he loved. 
 
He is not ours.  
 
And yet ... and yet he is a hero to us, he and the other people on Flight 93. We want to honor them, just as we want 
to honor the firefighters, police officers and civilians at the World Trade Center and the Pentagon who risked, and 
sometimes gave, their lives to try to rescue others. We want to honor them for what they did, and for reminding us 
that this nation is nowhere near as soft and selfish as we had come to believe. 
 
We want to honor them. 
 
And so in a few years, when grass grows once again over the place where Flight 93 hit the ground, when the "X"s 
have faded from the hemlocks, there will be a memorial here, an official, permanent memorial to the heroes of 
Flight 93. It will be dedicated in a somber and dignified ceremony, and people will make speeches. Somebody - bet 
on it - will quote the Gettysburg Address, the part about giving the last full measure of devotion. The speeches will 



be moving, but they will also prove Lincoln's point, that the words of the living can add nothing to the deeds of the 
dead. 
 
Thanx 4 everything to the heroes of Flight 93!! 
 
There will be expressions of condolence to the families, and these, too, will be heartfelt. But they will not take 
away the grief. 
 
I'd much prefer him to be here with me. 
 
And then the ceremony will end, and the people will go home. And the heroes, the people on the plane, will remain 
here in the ground of Somerset County.  
 
And years will pass, and more people will come here, and more, people who were not yet born when Flight 93 went 
down, coming to see this famous place. 
 
Let's hope, for their sake, that the world they live in is less troubled than it is today. Let's hope they've never had to 
feel anything like the pain of Sept. 11, 2001.  
 
Let's also hope that, when they stand here, they know enough to be silent, to show respect. 
 
Let's hope they understand why this is hallowed ground.  
 
■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■  
 
Soldiers' National Monument is located at the central point of Gettysburg National Cemetery. In this photograph, 

taken in July of 1999, the Genius, or guardian angel, of 
Liberty at the top of the monument – grasping sword in
her left hand and laurel wreath in her right hand 
(visible in the photo) – is facing away from the viewer. 
The eighteen bronze stars circling the pedestal belo
Liberty represent the eighteen Union states whose sons 
are buried at Gettysburg. Of the four statues located at
each corner near the base of the monument, here the 
viewer sees Plenty, on the left, a female figure th
signifies peace and abundance, and Peace, on the rig
an American mechanic with his tools. Inscribed on the
stone tablet between Plenty and Peace are the last fo
lines of the Gettysburg Address . . . "that from these 
honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause 
for which they gave the last full measure of devotion
that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not 
have died in vain – . . ." The Genius of Liberty statu
was sculpted in Rome. The original monument was
dedicated in 1869, and the
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 Plenty and Peace statues 
were added later that year. 
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whenever he wants it, there is the instant when it's still  

 
The North Carolina State Monument, shown in the 
next photograph (page 11, following) marks the spot a
Gettysburg where North Carolina soldiers began
part in Pickett's Charge, on Friday, July 3, 1863. 
Quoting Nobel Prize-winning author William Faulkn
from his 1948 novel, Intruder in the Dust, "For every 
Southern boy fourteen years old, not once bu
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ed, scattering roses across the field in memory of those North Carolinians 

 

ed by the bridge. Trees line most of the trail, and one part – across the creek – actually 

r 

 

 
laques on the different benches, when I was taken by a surprise. On the trail, on that section before crossing the  

 
not yet two o'clock on that July afternoon in 1863, . . ." The American sculptor Gutzon Borglum, who was 
commissioned for the monument, was approached during the early stages of his work on Mount Rushmore. 
Dedicated on the sixty-sixth anniversary of Pickett's Charge, Borglum made arrangements for an airplane to fly 
over the monument as it was being unveil
who had fought and died at Gettysburg.  
 
Winston-Salem, North Carolina, is only thirty miles from Greensboro, which was home to United Airlines flight 
attendant Sandy Bradshaw and her family. An eight-hour drive, primarily following I-81, would take me to 
Shanksville, Pennsylvania. Ten hours on the road from Winston-Salem, past Winchester, Virginia, on I-81 and then 
through Pennsylvania and New Jersey on I-78, would take me to the present-day site of One World Trade Center, 
which opened almost two years ago. The building's cubic base has a footrpint identical to the original Twin Towers,
and the 104-story structure is 1,776 feet tall. It's almost six hundred miles from Winston-Salem. But there is a park 
in Winston-Salem – a city park, Shaffner Park, just off Silas Creek Parkway – that can cover that distance in an 
instant, and it can also take you back to the morning of Tuesday, September 11, 2001. As you walk along the trail, 
you'll come to a bridge that crosses a creek. The trail continues, actually, on both sides of the creek, forming two 

ide-ranging ovals connectw
traverses a wooded area.    
 
Along the wooded trail (see photos, page 12) are several park benches, where you can stop and take time to rest, o
just to enjoy the relative quiet. Over the years different people have developed the custom of having small metal 
plaques mounted on some of these benches – some remembering loved ones who have passed away, others 
honoring mothers and fathers, friends, and so forth. At least one tree has a hanging plaque, dangling from one of its
lower branches. Shaffner Park is not particularly close to our house, but I discovered it five or so years ago, and I 
used to walk there every weekend. Not being an especially fast walker, one day I was trying to pay attention to the
p
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hood. Engraved in 
lack, on the metallic copper plaque, six hundred ty, read these words: 

 

 
stead been mounted to the wooden bench with , engraved in black, now read these words: 

 

Novemb 1, 2001 

hose memories 

d" 

ok 
 

bathroom home in Mount 
ashington. "The automobiles were just specks," his sister Millie had recalled. 

 
ridge, was one bench that abutted a wooded area separating the park from a residential neighborb

b miles from New York Ci

Robert C. Kennedy 
September 11, 2001 
World Trade Center 

 
(see photos, page 13). After I had crossed the bridge and had continued on the segment traversing the larger 
wooded area, there was another bench that called out for my attention. This plaque was of the same style but had
in four screws. Again

Paul E. Jeffers 
er 30, 1961 – September 1

A Tragic Victim Of 
The World Trade Center 

 
(see photos, page 14). I do not know – at least not today – exactly what connects these two men, w
are enshrined in Shaffner Park, to Winston-Salem. But I can tell you a little about each of them.  
 
Mr. Kennedy was fifty-five years old in 2001 (see photo, page 1, right), he had been drafted into the Army in 1965 
– two years out of high school – and he had served in Vietnam over 1966-1967. He "re-entered the business worl
on separating from the Army and married his wife Maureen in 1969. The couple had two daughters, and he had 
begun working for Marsh & McLennan – an insurance brokerage and risk management firm – in their midtown-
Manhattan office in 1979. Mr. Kennedy had moved to the firm's offices in Tower 1 (North Tower) of the World 
Trade Center in 1998, and in 2001 he was working there as a senior vice president. Of his location on the 100th 
floor, he "loved the view. He looked out toward Jersey and could see Pennsylvania on a clear day. He could lo
down on helicopters and could see the ferries crossing from Jersey." It's a bit reminiscent, though on a much
grander scale, of the view that young John Unitas had from the porch of his one-
W
 



 13

e Outer Banks of North Carolina. As Kathryn 
ars

he 
band has been missing [published October 10, 

rom

es, good friends and valuable colleagues, and their 
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nedy as he passed "into the welcoming company of those who need faith no longer but see God face to 

 

, or 1,077, were employees, consultants, or affiliates of 

. 

n 
filled the stairwells. As was written in an article that 

appeared in The New York Times on January 22, 2002:   

 
One favorite vacation spot for the extended Kennedy family was th
C e wrote for the Staten Island Advance on October 10, 2001:   
 
 Robert "Bob" Kennedy was a hard worker with a good sense of humor, whose idea of a good time was a 
 vacation with his family, especially when it included golf. . . . 
  The 55-year-old Westerleigh [a Staten Island neighborhood] native was always at his desk early. He would 
 follow up his early morning kiss goodbye before catching the 5 a.m. bus with a phone call to his wife from his 
 office.  
  On the morning of Sept. 11, the couple played a little "telephone tag" before connecting around 8:15. T
 last contact is some comfort to Mrs. Kennedy, since her hus
 2001] since the attack on the World Trade Center that day. 
 
F  the Marsh & McLennan Companies Memorial Website [August 13, 2016]: 
 
 On September 11, 2001, 295 colleagues and 63 consultants working in our offices were lost in the terrorist 
 attacks on the World Trade Center. They were loved on
 memory – and legacy – will forever live in our hearts. 
 
A memorial Mass was held for Mr. Kennedy at noon on Saturday, October 20, 2001, in St. Justin the Martyr 
Roman Catholic Church in Toms River, New Jersey. The same patron saint to whom young John Unitas had prayed
– and who had guided John and his teammates through those early high school football games – also watched ov
Mr. Ken
face."   
 
Many people and many organizations were devastated by the terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001. Among the 
firms with offices in the World Trade Center, Cantor Fitzgerald lost 658 friends and colleagues and 61 affiliated
employees, all of whom perished on that day. Of the 2,977 victims who were murdered that morning – in New 
York, at the Pentagon, and on Flight 93 – over one-third
Marsh & McLennan Companies or Cantor Fitzgerald.  
 
One of those 658 friends and colleagues of Cantor Fitzgerald was thirty-nine-year-old Paul E. Jeffers, who today is 
remembered with Robert C. Kennedy on a wooden park bench six hundred miles from the World Trade Center site
Mr. Jeffers was a partner and repurchase agreement (repo) sales manager, and I can tell you a little about him. 
Paul's office was on the 104th floor of North Tower, and he had climbed down all 104 smoke-filled floors on that 
February day in 1993, when terrorists had set off an explosion in the basement parking garage of the same North 
Tower. That day, when he finally but successfully reached the lobby area after his two-hour ordeal, he had bee
covered in black soot – a souvenir of the smoke that had 
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 This is how passionate Paul Jeffers was about the 
 guitar: when his nephew J.P. was about 10 years 
 o  and  showed some interest in learning to pld lay, 
 Mr. Jeffers gave him lessons — strumming his 
 own guitar into the phone from his office at 
 Cantor Fitzgerald, since J. P. lived in North 
 C rolina. a
  And this is how passionate he was about his 3-
 year-old son: he let his living room be dominated 
 by a big table filled with Thomas the Tank 
 E gine trains and track. n
  And then there was his house in Westhampton, 
 the one that was nearly swallowed up in the fires 
 that raged across the Hamptons a few summers 
 back. "He planted all the trees himself," said his 
 girlfriend, Nancy Evans. "Weeping willows, silver 
 birches, even a Christmas tree that we bought with 
 t  roots." he
  Here's how Mr. Jeffers, who was 39 and lived 
 in Manhattan, combined everything he loved on a 
 single day last August: He organized a 50th-
 anniversary party for his parents, inviting his three 
 siblings, nine nieces and nephews and assorted 
 friends to convene in Westhampton. Everyone got 
 T-shirts in different brilliant colors. Toward 
 evening, he disappeared into the basement, to join 
 his nephews playing Beatles songs on the guitar. 

ung 
 

le 

e 
ear-old nephew 

 tribute with this prayer: 

l the families who lost someone on Sept 11th 

ss     

  until e e  in ea n. n the name   
       the Father, Son and Holy Spirit, Amen. 

  
Paul Jeffers had nine nieces and nephews – two yo
nephews were living in Winston-Salem with their
mother, Paul's sister, and father, when that artic
appeared in 2002. Following a memorial Mass 
conducted for Paul Jeffers in Winston-Salem on th
first anniversary of his death, his ten-y
concluded his
 
 My prayer for Uncle Paul and all those who died 
 and al
 is: 
  Dear God, 
  Take care of Uncle Paul in heaven, let him    
      know that his family & friends love him and mi
      him, he will always be in our hearts & prayers,  

                  w se him again h ve  I of 
             
  
"into the welcoming company of those who need faith no longer but see God face to face."   
 
That memorial Mass was held on September 11, 2002, at Our Lady of Mercy Catholic Church in Winston-Salem. 
The church is a ten-minute drive from Shaffner Park, where the memories of Paul Jeffers and Robert Kennedy are 
enshrined. Also on that day, President George W. Bush and First Lady Laura Bush flew to Shanksville, where they 
met with relatives of the forty passengers and crew who had given their lives aboard Flight 93. The president also 
laid a wreath at the crash site. And from Tom Callahan's 2006 authoritative biography of John Unitas, chapter 
fifteen, subtitled, "2002: I'm the quarterback," carries these sad lines: 
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 He died on an exercise machine at Kernan. Bill Neill heard the gasp and went to him. A little while later, the 
 phone rang at Gino Marchetti's home in West Chester, Pennsylvania. "My wife answered," Gino said. "I heard 
 her say, 'Oh no.' Because it was September eleven, my first thought was that those bastards had run another 
 plane into a building. When she told me John was dead, I couldn't say anything. I just sat down." He'd have 
 cried if he wasn't Gino Marchetti. 
  Jim Parker did cry. He drove out into the country, pulled over to the side of an empty road, and wept. "It 
 was the first time," Jim said, "that I wasn't there to protect him."    
 
 Peyton Manning said, "I wore black high-tops at Tennessee because of him. When I met John, I gave him a 
 pair. My father's sports heroes were always Mickey Mantle and Johnny Unitas . . . so maybe that's why Johnny 
 U always meant so much to me. I have a wall of pictures at home, me posing with quarterbacks: Starr, 
 Staubach, younger guys, too – Marino, Aikman, Favre. But the one of Unitas holding up the black high-tops is 
 my favorite." 
 
 Peyton Manning asked the Colts if he could wear black high-tops in the game that week. The team checked 
 with the league. The league said no. "Sometimes, with the NFL," Manning said, "if it's not their idea, they're 
 against it. I wish I had never asked. I wish I had just done it. I think every quarterback in the league should have 
 worn black high-tops that Sunday." 
 
The "Insight" section of the Winston-Salem Journal, dated Sunday, September 8, 2002, featured a syndicated 
column by Dave Barry of the Miami Herald. The Journal had added two color photos, along with a secondary title, 
"Anniversary of attacks is time to reflect on how we honor our heroes." 
  
Godspeed Sandy Bradshaw, Robert Kennedy and Paul Jeffers . . . and Godspeed, Johnny Unitas . . .   
  
 
  


