


CHAPTER 1
 September 12, 2001


The Day After

NEW YORK CITY FIRE DEPARTMENT DEPUTY CHIEF MEDICAL OFFICER David Prezant thought about the attacks of 9/11 and the evacuation of Lower Manhattan by boat. He could understand those who evacuated Manhattan by walking up Broadway or crossing over the Brooklyn Bridge. He could understand the unique nature of the attacks themselves. But there was one thing he didn’t understand. “There was an interesting triage concept when the first building collapsed, which was unknown to us,” he later said. “That is, that a lot of people were evacuated to Staten Island and to Jersey City … ferries were just picking up the wounded and taking them, and some fire boats and some police boats as well. Why not take them around the bend in Manhattan up to Bellevue Hospital or up the East River to Cornell?” he asked.

The answer, he realized, was found in the smoke, debris, and carnage around him. Manhattan had been attacked. “Manhattan,” he said, “may not exist for long.”1










CHAPTER 2
 September 10, 2001


The Night Before

ON SEPTEMBER 10, 2001, A MAN BY THE NAME OF JOHN MCFARLANE boarded the P&O ship Royal Princess looking forward to a leisurely cruise along the Eastern Seaboard of the United States. The ship was embarking passengers from the Manhattan Cruise Terminal on the Hudson River, a cluster of piers and passenger terminals north of the Intrepid aircraft carrier, a popular museum on the west side of Manhattan. The Royal Princess looked oddly out of place. It was an ocean-going passenger liner docked against a backdrop of towering high-rises, skyscrapers, and deep canyons of streets crowded with busy office workers. But it was precisely that contrast, that visual incongruity, that charged the air with a sense of excitement.

At roughly six o’clock that evening, the tide peaked at 4.6 feet above sea level, flooding the vast network of rivers, streams, mudflats, coves, and deep-water channels of New York Harbor with waters sufficient to give deep draft vessels like the Royal Princess safe passage out to sea. Two hours later, the captain slipped the lines and eased his ship away from the docks and into the harbor. He turned the bow downstream parallel to the city, giving his passengers a breathtaking view of Manhattan. They steamed past the Intrepid, then Chelsea Piers, a vast embarkation point for numerous cruise boats and harbor tours, then past the New York City Fire Department’s iconic 129-foot fireboat the John D. McKean, and finally past the tucked-in boat harbor at the North Cove Marina. The Royal Princess turned into the Upper Bay and past the Statue of Liberty as she picked up the ebb tide flowing out to sea. To her left, the two towers of the World Trade Center stood boldly against the night sky, impervious to the gathering storm swirling around them, casting a silent but watchful eye over the harbor. A passenger by the name of Shirley Pantaleo was standing on the promenade deck. She had a camera and took a photo of the towers at 9:45 p.m.1 Then, as if on cue, the towers slipped from view into the darkness. The night came to an end with a flurry of lightning bolts electrifying the sky as a thunderstorm passed over the city.

Those bolts of lightning were caught by a video camera placed in a window looking out from the 92nd floor of 1 World Trade Center, the North Tower, by an artist in residence from Australia named Monika Bravo. She was exceedingly uncomfortable on the 92nd floor. She had gone so far as to paint her studio black and shutter the windows, but nonetheless she braved this spot high in the sky because she wanted to film the images of clouds, and what better place than in the clouds themselves? For seven hours her cameras rolled, capturing the dark cumulus clouds and lightning. At midnight she shut things down, popped out the cassette, and went home. When she awoke the next morning at 7:30 a.m., she was shocked by what she had done. Never before, she later said, had she ever taken the film home.2

Carmen Taylor was up early the morning on September 11. As a tourist on vacation from her home state of Arkansas, Carmen wanted to take the morning ferry to see the Statue of Liberty. As a photographer herself, she was hoping to get some spectacular images to add to her collection, and she couldn’t have picked a better day. The overnight storm had cleared the air and the morning sun welcomed her with open arms. It was a bright and clear morning, the sky flecked only by occasional clouds and gently tempered by a soft, easterly breeze blowing out to sea.

Carmen was able to get plenty of beautiful shots before heading back to Lower Manhattan. As her ferry returned, Carmen positioned herself toward the bow so she could have an unobstructed view of the colossal towers. Halfway across the harbor, she heard something from overhead and automatically raised her camera.

Little did she know that she would take the picture of a lifetime.









CHAPTER 3
 “There should be a law against working on such a beautiful day.”


New York Harbor, September 11, 2001 
7:45 a.m.

IT WAS TUESDAY MORNING, SEPTEMBER 11, 2001. A RED FIREBALL OF A sun came up silhouetting Lower Manhattan with a glorious sunrise. From the docks at Caven Point, New Jersey, a marine terminal directly across the harbor, the view was postcard perfect. The whole of Manhattan sparkled in a surreal, Disney-esque image of some City-of-the-Future what with its tightly clustered buildings and the two giant towers split by shafts of brilliant sunlight streaking down the canyons of the city and bouncing from steel to glass to steel and out to the sea. The sky was a brilliant blue. Wisps of white clouds drifted on a gentle easterly breeze.

Assistant Vessel Master Liz Finn of the US Army Corp of Engineers stood on the docks with a group of boat captains who commanded a fleet of seven ships specifically designed to remove hazardous debris found floating in New York Harbor, the East River, and the Hudson River. Finn’s ship, the Gelberman, was an 85-foot-long vessel with a seven-ton crane amidships that could pull a tree out of the water with ease. A sister ship, the Driftmaster, was built with the hull of a catamaran so it could skim the surface and scoop up almost anything else that floated.1 “Most people go around stuff in the water,” said Station Chief Rich Bulvid. “We go after it.”2 Before Finn walked off the docks and back to the buildings to attend a series of maritime safety meetings, she paused long enough to look at the sunrise, no doubt marveling at the magnificent view of the city. The morning temperatures were pleasingly mild, and the breeze was fresh with a hint of saltwater in the air.

Petty Officer Carlos Perez of the US Coast Guard didn’t stop to admire the sunrise or the view as he walked near the waterfront on Staten Island, and it wasn’t because he hadn’t noticed or didn’t care. Quite to the contrary. Perez knew New York Harbor as well as anyone, all 146 square miles of it, complete with its deep-water channels that run under its bays 40 to 50 feet deep, the East River and Hudson River meeting at the Battery, the tidal inflows and outflows, and the 600-plus miles of coastline that he patrolled.3

Tall with close cropped hair and dark piercing eyes, Petty Officer Perez went to a community college and then held several jobs before a Coast Guard recruiting commercial caught his eye. He enlisted, moved up the ladder, and did a tour on a cutter in Puerto Rico before being sent to Coast Guard Station New York on Staten Island. On 9/11, he was to be the coxswain on one of the station’s emergency-response boats called “ready boats.” Perez walked toward the station no doubt casting a watchful eye toward the docks where a half-dozen Coast Guard boats rocked against their cleated lines. Not far from where he walked, out toward the Atlantic Ocean, the Verrazano-Narrows bridge soared 228 feet above the entrance to the Upper Bay connecting Staten Island to Long Island. Above him, seagulls awk-awked in the sky, circling on the gentle breeze. The harbor’s water gently lapped against the hulls of the boats with those distinctive orange stripes on their bows.

Perez went inside the station, got a cup of coffee, and shuffled into the briefing room for the morning updates. No doubt there was the glazedlook of repetition among the blue-shirted coasties as the briefer covered the graphs and charts with the hieroglyphics marking atmospheric inversions, low pressure systems, winds aloft, dewpoints, temperatures, and cloud formations, plus important nautical data like currents and tides—low tide would occur at 8:44 a.m. that morning—plus any navigational hazards caused by the weather the night before. Basic emergency procedures and frequencies were covered, they reviewed updates to the notices to mariners, then talked about a diving outfit that was working the harbor around the Verrazzano-Narrows Bridge. “Give them wide berth,” the briefer said, or something to that effect. The meeting broke up with an informal summary of the weather that brought smiles to the boat crews. The skies over New York City would be “beautiful all day,” said the briefing officer, and the harbor waters would be “smooth as glass.”

Perez pushed back his chair, got up, and headed to the chart room. Today was his maiden voyage as commander of one of the station’s fastmoving, twin-engine, 300-hp search-and-rescue vessels. His boat had the rather unromantic name of 41497.4 It was a modified cabin cruiser with an enclosed pilot house and open deck. If there was an emergency in the harbor, if a boat took on water or a passenger went overboard or a container ship ran aground on the tricky mud flats inside the lower bay, he’d be the first Coast Guard boat on the scene, rain or shine, snow or sleet. “We’re so familiar with [New York Harbor]. Almost every day we’re going out. We know the area, we know landmarks, we’ve worked with many of the pilots and boats and tugs and run into them everyday. We do a hard day’s physical labor,” said one of his fellow coastguardsmen. “We’re constantly adapting to whatever the situation is.”5 With dozens of ferries, tugboats, and container ships, plus fuel barges, lighters, pleasure boats, and even Corps of Engineers drift vessels all using the harbor, there was always a “situation.”
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On the other side of Staten Island, up the Kill Van Kull channel, New Jersey state trooper Joseph G. DeMarino was about to start his shift at the helm of a 45-foot harbor patrol boat. DeMarino was part of a section of the New Jersey State Police who had the unique job of patrolling not the interstate highways but rather the waterways around the marine terminals, oil refineries, and container ships on the New Jersey side of the massive complex of the Port of New York–New Jersey. “We lived on the water,” said DeMarino of his three-man boat crew. The area they patrolled included the sort of waters that a weekend sailor would try hard to avoid, including the industrialized waterways in and around Port Elizabeth, Port Newark, and the Bayonne terminal. These were waterways edged by industrial docks on one side and a combination of tricky saltwater marshes and a sailor’s nightmare of abandoned piers and invisible underwater obstacles on the other. DeMarino’s crew would watch for stowaways, for things that had fallen into the water and were now a hazard to other ships, and for just about any sort of criminal activity one could find on land or sea. To that end, they carried shotguns and automatic rifles.6

On this day instead of weapons, they would need every knot of speed their engines could give them.
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Across the harbor from Staten Island, a mile or two up the Hudson River on the west side of Manhattan, was New York City Fire Department’s fire station Marine 1. Berthed there was the fireboat John D. McKean, one of the services largest fireboats, a handsome ship built in 1954 and painted fire-engine red with a rising bow, low gunwales, and a raised pilot house done in a soft white with black trim. Using water drawn from the river, the John McKean could draft the equivalent of three standard-size swimming pools in 60 seconds and, through her deck guns called monitors, throw 19,000 gallons of water on a fire a minute, ten times what the average land-based fire engine could pump. In years past, fireboats in the Marine Division had been called upon to put out fires on ships, piers, and old warehouses on the waterfront, and even car fires on the bridges over the harbor using their water cannons. When the US Navy paraded their ships during Fleet Week or when New York City was the maiden port of call for a new passenger ship, the McKean would position herself in the middle of the harbor and shoot an impressive 40-foot arc of water under which the important new arrival would sail triumphantly into the harbor. Some went so far as to say the fireboats of New York were as famous as any other attraction in the city, although nothing could match the Twin Towers.

As the McKean rocked against her lines, the station’s interim chief, Covering Officer Captain Edward Metcalf, FDNY, came into the kitchen for the morning crew change. Metcalf was mechanically inclined and spent many of his weekends as a maintainer for the combat helicopters of the New York National Guard. On the morning of 9/11, he was standing in as a substitute for the station’s chief who was away on leave. “It was my first tour on a boat,” said Metcalf. “I didn’t know the guys. I didn’t know the boat. I was a captain of fire operations.”7 “Calf,” as he was known, said hello to the new crew, presumably including firefighter Tom Sullivan, a bulldozer of a man who was a natural leader, and to Greg Woods, who doubled as a lifeguard when he was off-duty and to James Filomeno, who was digging into a heaping plate of food in front of him.8 “There should be a law against working on such a beautiful day,” said engineer Billy O’Brien. O’Brien got his share of slack because engineers knew their boats like a conductor knows an orchestra. Metcalf laughed and the noise level swelled as the men shot barbs back and forth, a fireboat station being more than a second home for most of them. Metcalf looked around the room. It would be a good day, he thought approvingly, such being the influence of a warm, sunny day on those who worked the waterways of New York City.9
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Peter Johannsson was on a New York Waterway ferry that was running between the bedroom community of Weehawken, New Jersey, and the Wall Street terminal at Pier 11 on the East River. At 8:32 a.m. his ferry passed between Governors Island and the tip of Manhattan about to make the turn up the East River. His boss, Arthur E. Imperatore Jr., a trucking magnate and the founder of the company, would no doubt be pleased by the day’s take. Years ago, Imperatore realized the need for a fast-boat ferry service between the bedroom communities of New Jersey and the forest of office towers in Lower Manhattan. He painted his ferries blue and white, so they’d stand apart from the slower orange Staten Island ferry boats, then he equipped them with powerful engines so they could do a run in under 15 minutes, or nearly half the time of his competitors. As the financial district grew, so too, did his business; and Imperatore now had a fleet of 24 ferries, 22 of which were in the water the morning of 9/11, ready to reap the bounty of the day’s good weather. Peter Johansson watched as they banked left and navigated up the East River toward Pier 11. They would dock precisely on time.

And so it began on a morning as beautiful as any on the waterfront of one of the busiest ports in the United States, a new day as yet untouched by humans; a day waiting to unfold in all its glory. The brackish smell of seawater suffused the air as small waves curled up and expired against the countless pilings, wharves, and seawalls that lined the harbor. Deckhands, captains, mariners, and stevedores coiled their lines, pulled their hawsers, and shouted out commands as engines came to life and propellers churned the waters into a frothy white as boats began to back out from their docks. Ticket-takers began opening their booths around the Battery; tourists would soon come out in droves on a day as perfect as this.

Countless workers began manning the cranes that would lift containers off the ships and swing them onto the backs of semitrucks waiting to haul loads across the United States. Ferries were speeding across the upper and lower bays and up and down the rivers to and from the bedroom communities of Long Island or New Jersey. It was commerce at its best; energetic, exciting, finely tuned, and refined by years of repetition, an interplay of people and machines connected, more than they knew, by the harbor itself.

Ken Peterson, the port safety officer for Reinauer Transportation Company, a major tugboat operator in New York Harbor, and captain of the tugboat Franklin Reinauer, an orange and red 81-foot workhorse with a 2,100-horsepower engine, started his morning at the company’s docks on Staten Island, where a half dozen of his tugs were berthed. He checked in early.10 Park rangers working the national parks around the harbor began preparing their utility boats to shuttle their staff out to man the ticket counters and snack bars on Liberty Island and Ellis Island for the hordes of visitors who would walk through the immigration buildings or marvel at the beauty of the Statue of Liberty.11 The orange giant of a ship, the 6,000-passenger ferry called the Samuel I. Newhouse, was at the midpoint of her five-mile run between the Whitehall Terminal in Lower Manhattan and the St. George Terminal on Staten Island. Captain James Parese manned the helm, a respected mariner on the harbor. Parese could make the trip in 25 minutes, give or take, then turn around and run the course in reverse. His schedule called for him to head back to Manhattan at 8:47 a.m.

Tourism is a big part of the daily shot in the economic arm of Lower Manhattan, and good weather meant good business for the operators of the harbor cruises and dinner boats that plied the waters of New York Harbor. There were the established outfits with big ships that were wellknown to almost anyone who’d ever gone on a harbor cruise—Circle Line, Spirit Cruises, VIP Yacht Cruises—while others offered a more personalized touch. Patrick Harris, for one, looked forward to a fatter wallet by day’s end. A nautical-looking captain with the peppiness of an east coaster, Harris ran a charter operation out of Manhattan’s North Cove Marina on his 70-foot sailboat the Ventura. His stock-in-trade was a three-hour dinner cruise on the harbor, complete with a bucket of champagne and the incredible sights and lights of New York’s skyscrapers as seen from the dark, silent waters of the harbor.

Sometime before 8:30 a.m., Harris, with cup of coffee in hand, sat down in the helm of his boat and leaned back, glancing approvingly at the city that lay just beyond the edge of his marina, a familiar forest of highrises punctuated by the two colossal steel-and-glass towers that soared almost 1,400 feet into the sky. Just two blocks away, beyond the Winter Garden and the World Financial Center, thousands of New Yorkers tied to the ebb and flow of business and commerce were now emptying out of the subway, PATH, and ferry terminals in Lower Manhattan, briefcases in hand, pocketbooks over their shoulders, Blackberries pressed against their ears. Shoulder-to-shoulder they hustled up the stairs to street level, filtering out into the rabbit warren of sidewalks hemmed in by buildings punctuated by the silver colossal. Here, 14,154 of them would split off from the pack and pass through the enormous glass-and-marble lobbies and ascend the elevators to take up battle stations in the pods, cubicles, or well-appointed private offices where they would go about the combat of world commerce. But not Captain Pat, as Harris was known. Soon enough he’d be polishing brass and washing the decks for tonight’s charter, but for now, on this glorious September morning, the most pressing need in his world came down to a cup of coffee on this magnificent yacht with the ever-so-familiar lapping of the Hudson River against its hull. He had his boat and the unbridled optimism of a man on the edge of the open seas. Harris sipped his coffee, content in the knowledge that 25 years ago he had abandoned that rat race for, well, for this.12
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To the south of Battery Park City, standing in the water just beyond the seawall near the tip of Manhattan, was a wood piling driven into the seabed on top of which was a weather-beaten box. Inside that box, an electronically generated audio signal chirped every six minutes. This chirp, or soundwave, raced down a six-inch-wide tube some ten feet until it hit the surface of the water and bounced back up. Every six minutes this signal chirped and every six minutes the time it took to travel back and forth was measured. X number of seconds meant the water level was this many feet above sea level; Y number of seconds meant the water level was that many feet below sea level. Up and down the water levels would rise and fall, a 12-hour and 15-minute cycle regulated by the moon and recorded by this box. From boxes stationed around the harbor, these chirps were merged, and a tide table was produced on which the captains of deep draft vessels depended. A ship such as the Queen Mary would leave her pier and risk the shoals of Buttermilk Channel only when the chirps forecast water levels high enough to clear the bottom of the bay. Equally, on this chirp would captains decide when to go upstream or downstream, to work with the currents, or foolishly—perhaps ignorantly—to labor against them. In short, this chirp was the metronome of life on the waterways of New York, it influenced everything that moved.

On September 11, 2001, the sum of those chirps was processed and merged with the chirps from all the boxes around New York Harbor, generating a tide table that said low tide would occur at 8:44 a.m. To a mother pushing a baby stroller around Battery Park, at 8:44 a.m. the water levels would appear to be so low that looking over the railing might seem like looking over the side of a small ocean liner, so precarious was the drop to the waters below.

Moreover, in the minutes that followed, the tide would reverse itself and start to come in, and the currents around Manhattan’s seawall would start running fast and strong—strong enough to pose a danger to even the most physically fit of all swimmers.13

And then, with each chirp after that, the currents would strengthen yet again.









CHAPTER 4
 “Lower Manhattan is really MCI (Mass Casualty Incident) City.”


8:30 a.m.

TO THE AVERAGE NEW YORKER, THE FIREBOATS, FERRIES, AND SMOOTH-as-glass waterways of New York Harbor were a mere backdrop to their daily lives—their city was no more an island than a yellow cab was a boat. Subways, streets, buses, and crowded sidewalks edged with honking cars, messengers on bikes weaving through the traffic, and Starbucks crowded with secretaries and assistants waiting for a cappuccino—that was the real world. The tugboats, ferries, and container ships were mere footnotes to life. Beautiful, yes, but little more. New York was a city and a vibrant one at that.

A businessman by the name of Jonathan Segal worked in Lower Manhattan but commuted nearly two hours from his home in New Jersey. As he usually did on such a spectacular day, he took the ferry across the Hudson River into Manhattan rather than the somewhat dark and closed-in commuter train. The deciding point in his daily routine—train or boat—came when he reached Hoboken, New Jersey, a bedroom community nestled up against the river directly across from the city. “Occasionally, I will take the PATH train into the World Trade Center basement,” he said in his digital archive. “But unless I have early meetings or if it’s raining, I stick to the ferry. It’s the most beautiful way to come into the city. The Twin Towers ahead, the Statue of Liberty and Ellis Island to the right, midtown skyscrapers on the left.”

Segal got on the ferry and ran into a colleague and together they talked, the boat skimming the river as they headed toward the terminal at the base of the World Financial Center. He got off and crossed the West Side Highway to Liberty Street and walked toward his office on Broadway. That the entire World Trade Center complex would be reduced to smoking ruins before lunch was, judging by the tone of his comments, the furthest thing from his mind.1
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At 8:30 a.m., the chatter of morning arrivals filled the air as businessmen and women rolled into work filling up the maze of cubicles and offices inside the World Trade Center. Some of the morning arrivals got down to business right away and gave themselves over to a computer screen or a conference call; others had their first mindless conversation around a water cooler or a coffee pot. Last night’s Monday Night Football game between the New York Giants and the Denver Broncos had been a close game won by the Broncos 31–20 against a Giants offense that had put up an admirable 300 yards. The sudden thunderstorm that roiled the city caused annoying flight delays and cancelations but had cleaned the air. Everyday problems were talked about. A babysitter forgot to walk a dog, there were late dinners—and now some hangovers—but today was Tuesday, the back-to-work reality of another day and another dollar well underway. Before it was over, tens of thousands of workers would enter and exit the Twin Towers, and tens of thousands more would come down to gawk at their height.2
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On Long Island, Deputy Chief Zachary Goldfarb, Division 3, Emergency Medical Services, New York City Fire Department, had just completed an overnight tour as the service’s citywide chief. The department’s roughly 2,900 EMTs attended to the biological needs of this city of eight million residents. They splinted broken legs, treated heart attacks, and raced to the scene of 9-1-1 calls with stethoscopes around their necks in ambulances that were emergency rooms on wheels. The day before, Goldfarb had visited several of his stations to make sure their mass-casualty assets were well stocked. While there was always room for improvement, he was pleased by what he saw, and, in these morning hours at the end of a long shift, he was at his desk finishing a stack of reports. Goldfarb went through his paperwork as fast as he could. No doubt at some point he saw the two silvery towers that seemed to reach up into the sky and touch the clouds.3 Few places had become such visible symbols of America’s financial prowess as the towers of the World Trade Center, but ever since they opened in 1973, fewer places had given Goldfarb and first responders more sleepless nights.

The World Trade Center was a city in its own right with seven skyscrapers squeezed into 16 acres of Lower Manhattan, the tallest of which were the two 1,368-foot steel towers: WTC 1, the North Tower, and WTC 2, the South Tower. Save for a few feet here and there, and antennas that crowned the North Tower, they were identical twins—110 vertical floors each stacked one on top of the other, each floor an acre in size, with a total of ten million square feet of real estate.4 The towers were grouped together with five additional buildings—WTC 3, a 22-story Marriott hotel between WTC 1 and WTC 2, the 9-story buildings of WTC 4 and WTC 5, the 8-story WTC 6, and the 47-story WTC 7—plus a handsome five-acre area called Tobin Plaza, with fountains, sculptures, and plenty of room for open-air concerts at lunch time. Not to be overlooked, there was an interconnected underground shopping mall with restaurants, retail stores, and fast-food outlets, multiple levels of underground parking, and the adjacent World Financial Center complex of buildings. You could eat at the World Trade Center, pick out a new wardrobe, buy a new book, plan trips, spend the night in a luxury hotel, and catch a train home, all without leaving the site. Said a newly transplanted nurse from Hawaii in her digital archive: “The WTC is a big part of [my] daily life, whether for shopping, eating at the falafel stand across Liberty, catching the subway or buying something special to cook for dinner nearby at the Amish Market.”5 And that was precisely what caused those sleepless nights for the first responders—twin towers each standing 110 stories with as many as 15,000 people tightly packed into that real estate, most of it vertical, for a total of as many as 50,000 people located somewhere in the complex. “You have to realize that we are talking about a small imprint [of] New York City that was larger in population than many small cities in America,” said Goldfarb.6

First responder and medic Lieutenant Amy Monroe, Battalion 4, EMS, FDNY, lived in Lower Manhattan and worked out of a station near the East River. “I know the area and the World Trade very well,” she said in her interview after the collapse. “Lower Manhattan is really MCI [Mass Casualty Incident] City. We do MCIs all the time [there].”7 To cut the response time, ambulances were stationed around the perimeter of the complex, each with a two-person EMS crew trained in basic and advanced life-support skills. They could quickly respond to a life-threatening emergency, bringing with them an impressive array of tools. In their ambulance they carried some combination of Stokes baskets, long boards, scoop shovels, slings, respirators, portable suction, defibrillators, plenty of pads, stair chairs, splints, oxygen tanks, nebulizers, saline, needles, meds like albuterol, chemical antidote kits, and, for their own safety, protective gear like a safety coat, a vest, and a helmet. Plus, there was a plan. If a major accident were to occur anywhere within the complex of the World Trade Center, there was a tested, practiced, and drilled preplan that included critical information such as engineering and architectural diagrams of the towers, inventories of the EMS assets on-site, and the best evacuation routes to Uptown hospitals. Said Goldfarb of this preplan, “It included the best approaches, any unique aspects of the buildings like underground access, staging locations [for the arriving ambulances], what resources were on-site that could help us—like a first-aid room, medical team, or response capabilities—what the nearest hospitals were, and what the best road accesses were.”8

The linchpin to the preplan, or, for that matter the linchpin to any preplan for a mass casualty incident, was the transport plan to evacuate patients from an incident as quickly as possible; that is, to triage the injured and send them off to the hospitals most appropriate to the severity of their wounds while funneling the walking wounded offsite to a safe place well away from the incident. Time was of the essence. Bottlenecks were to be avoided at all costs. Transport was key, and to that end the World Trade Center was well served. Four major roads form a perimeter around the complex. On the west side of the buildings, running parallel to the Hudson River, is a thoroughfare called the West Side Highway. This enormously wide road has multiple lanes going both ways divided by a median. It’s the primary route along the west side of Manhattan.

On the opposite side of the complex, to the east of the buildings and parallel to the West Side Highway, is Church Street, a four-lane thoroughfare with another straight shot uptown. It, too, provided excellent ingress and egress, although it was more complicated and narrower.

Two cross streets completed the perimeter, one to the north and one to the south. To the north, running just 100 feet or so from the base of the North Tower, was Vesey Street, a cross street that connected the West Side Highway and Church Street. To the south side of the complex was Liberty Street. Liberty connected the southern end of the West Side Highway and Church Street and was close to the base of the South Tower. Both cross streets were essential to any successful evacuation of the complex, but it was the seven lanes of the West Side Highway and the four lanes of Church Street that were burned into the hard drives of every first responder. If there was an MCI at the World Trade Center, the West Side Highway and Church Street were the fastest routes to the hospitals Uptown. In a word, the West Side Highway and Church Street were the way out.
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EMT Mary Merced, Division 3, EMS, FDNY, Chief Goldfarb’s assistant and driver that morning, waited outside his door as he finished his paperwork. At 8:30 a.m. Goldfarb officially signed out, got in his car, and started his drive home. Goldfarb asked Merced to tune the shortwave radio to the channel used by the special operations forces of the New York City Police Department. They listened to the chatter as they drove, Goldfarb getting a feel for the rhythm of the day before he went off the grid, New York City being a busy place even in the early morning hours. The chatter seemed normal, everything sounded okay.

In hindsight, it might have been better if the radio had been turned off.



[image: chpt_fig_001.png]


Sixteen minutes earlier, at approximately 8:14 a.m. on September 11, somewhere in the skies over Pennsylvania, American Airlines Flight 11 bound for Los Angeles was hijacked by terrorists and began a turn to the south, a turn that continued until the Boeing 767 was headed toward New York City. By 8:40 a.m. Manhattan would have clearly been visible from the cockpit as it entered the city’s airspace. The terrorists began a rapid descent to just a few hundred feet above the ground as the plane reached the Hudson River. Later it would be determined that Flight 11 raced the entire 13-mile length of Manhattan at the breakneck speed of 466 miles per hour. Looking out a passenger window, the forest of buildings that comprised one of the largest cities in the world must have seemed like a terrifying blur.9









CHAPTER 5
 “We had a view of the World Trade Center.”


8:45 a.m.

ACROSS NEW YORK CITY, FIREHOUSES AND EMS CREWS WERE CHANGING shifts. Fresh crews arrived to take over for those that covered the night before. As Deputy Chief Zachary Goldfarb made his way home, EMS day crews were rolling out to their staging area, prepping their ambulances that guaranteed a response time of less than ten minutes. The 9-1-1 dispatch computer systems could sweep the field to find the ambulance nearest to the location of a caller and send it out to attend to the emergency. “It’s called our CSL—our Cross Street Location,” said EMT Jennifer Beckham, EMS, Flushing Hospital Medical Center, Unit 52 Frank. “We had to remain plus or minus 3 blocks of our CSL.”1

EMT Orlando Martinez, Battalion 4, FDNY, and his partner, EMT Frank Puma, also of Battalion 4, picked up their ambulance from Fire Station 4 on South Street down by the East River, and drove to their designated staging location, Church Street and Barclay Street. They parked one block from WTC 5 on the east side of the World Trade Center complex, just up from the Millennium Hotel. Not feeling particularly pressed for time on this beautiful September morning, Martinez and Puma walked to their favorite deli for some food. They sat down at the counter and gave Debbie, their waitress, their order. With the enormous Twin Towers not more than a few hundred feet behind them they tuned their portable radios to the citywide frequency and got ready to eat.2 Their call sign was 01 Adam.

EMTs Alexander Loutsky, Battalion 4, FDNY, and Ralph “Eric” Ramos, also of Battalion 4, were in vehicle 219 headed to the other side of the World Trade Center not more than four blocks from Martinez and Puma, although they may as well have been on the other side of the moon so vast was the complex. Ramos and Loutsky were navigating the streets toward Liberty Street and the West Side Highway aiming for the corner to the west between the Marriott Hotel, called WTC 3, and the South Tower. They, too, were in no particular hurry, such being the tempo of things when the skies are blue and the winds calm. “We had just exchanged vehicles at battalion around a little after 8:30,” said Loutsky. “We were around Pearl Street and we had a view of the World Trade Center, which was only a few blocks away.” As they neared the Brooklyn Bridge, the Twin Towers grew larger, two buildings so tall that to one standing at their base it was nearly impossible to see the tops. Loutsky and Ramos were shooting the bull. “We were talking small talk,” Loutsky said, “football, politics, people talk.”3 Their call sign was 01 Charlie.4

Across the East River, over in Brooklyn, EMT Sean Cunniffe, Battalion 31, EMS FDNY, and his partner Jarjean Felton loaded their ambulance and headed down Flatbush Avenue to their cross-street staging location, where they would sit and wait for a call. As was their morning habit, their first stop was for the 99-cent bacon, egg, and cheese special at their favorite diner. “Can’t pass that up,” said Cunniffe.5 With penlights and trauma sheers stuffed into their cargo pockets, they grabbed their handheld radios and went inside and sat down at the counter, one ear tuned to the chatter for their call sign, 48 David.

With Loutsky and Ramos on one side of Lower Manhattan, Martinez and Puma on the other, and Cunniffe and Felton across the bridge, EMTs more or less surrounded the World Trade Center. Completing the picture was Firehouse 10 on Liberty Street, the cross street just below the South Tower. Firehouse 10, or 10-and-10, as it was called, was home to Ladder 10 and Engine 10. The firefighters of 10-and-10 had a patch that depicted a mustached fireman standing atop the World Trade Center, one foot planted on each of the towers, an ax in one hand, a hose in the other. They were the protectors of the Twin Towers. They dared any fire to touch them. But in less than two hours, 10-and-10 would be reeling from the collapse of the towers, and the streets around them would be blocked, or nearly so. Indeed, in less than two hours the well-constructed and rehearsed, totally detailed mass casualty incident preplan for the Twin Towers would be activated and would function, save for one key element. In the attacks that would occur, a sky full of steel and concrete would rain down on Lower Manhattan leaving a deadly pile of I-beams and shredded construction debris blocking off the West Side












The Numbers

HOW MANY PEOPLE WERE EVACUATED BY BOAT ON 9/11? IN THE IMMEDIATE aftermath of the crisis, estimates ranged from 500,000 to 1 million. Eventually, the press and some authors seemed to settle on 500,000 and that number was repeated so often that it became the quasi-official number. A more accurate estimate might be found in data then released by the boat operators. Based on those data, the following table is a zerobased estimate of the number of people evacuated from New York by boat on 9/11.




TOTAL EVACUATIONS BY BOAT ON SEPTEMBER 11, 2001





	NY Waterway
	158,5061



	Staten Island ferry system
	50,0002



	Circle Line
	30,0003



	Spirit Cruises
	8,0004



	Tugboats
	5,0005 (author estimate based on photos, and cited reports)



	NY Fast Ferry
	4,0006



	Other dinner boats and cruise boats
	3,000 (author estimate based on photos, reports, and interviews)



	Seastreak
	3,0007



	Harbor patrol boats
	3,000 (DeMarino extracted as many as 300 people—he ran at least 20 trips. The scuba unit had at least six boats and ran multiple trips. Author estimate based on photos, reports, and interviews)



	US Army Corps
	2,3338



	Others
	2,000 (Randive, Little Lady, Chelsea Screamer, Green Machine, Lexington, combined with author estimate based on photos, reports, and interviews)9



	VIP Yacht Cruises
	1,80010



	Fox Navigation
	1,30011



	Fireboats Harvey, McKean, Kevin Kane, Smoke, etc.
	60012



	



	TOTAL
	272,539
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2. Milton, Joel, Marine Lift, Workboat, November 2001, p. 58
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6. https://www.kitsapdailynews.com/news/we-stopped-counting-former-captain-of-kingstons-newest-ferry-recalls-evacuating-thousands-on-9-11/ see also Milton, Joel, Marine Lift, Workboat, November 2001, p. 58


7. Milton, Joel, Marine Lift, Workboat, November 2001, p. 58
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10. Horizon, Excalibur, Romantica, and Royal Princess; Dust to Deliverance, p. 154


11. https://www.workboat.com/news/passenger-vessels/calling-all-boats-9-11/


12. Marine 1, FDNY and The Marine Fire Fighting Institute Newsletter #9. www.marinefighting.com/pages/newsletters/newsletter9.htm
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[image:  A Staten Island ferry noses into the Whitehall Terminal on Lower Manhattan. The Governors Island ferry terminal is to the immediate right while just up the East River is Pier 11. To the left is the Coast Guard building with its three piers, then the green spaces of the Battery and the Hudson River. WIKIPEDIA ]
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[image:  A view of the North Cove Marina, the World Financial Center, and the esplanade. A New York Waterway ferry is maneuvering around the terminal at the World Financial Center. Note the close proximity to the base of the World Trade Center. WIKIPEDIA ]
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[image:  A street-level view of the North Cove Marina. The sailing vessel Ventura can be seen in the foreground. The captain of the Ventura was one of the first persons to notify the Coast Guard of the attack. The Twin Towers are about a block to the right. AUTHOR PHOTO ]
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[image:  The wide-open lanes of the West Side Highway as seen present day, looking south toward the South Pedestrian Bridge. The Twin Towers would be to the left. The North Pedestrian Bridge was identical to this one. When it collapsed, it blocked West Side in both directions effectively cutting off Lower Manhattan from the rest of the island. AUTHOR PHOTO ]
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[image:  The World Trade Center. North is to the top, the Hudson River is to the left. Note the names of the streets that immediately border the 16-acre site. These four streets were essential to the evacuation of victims in the event of a Mass Casualty Incident (MCI). To a varying degree, all would become impassable. COURTESY FEMA ]
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[image:  FEMA map showing the attack and where large parts of the planes landed. This view is looking south toward the Battery. COURTESY FEMA ]
FEMA map showing the attack and where large parts of the planes landed. This view is looking south toward the Battery. COURTESY FEMA







[image:  United 175 hit the South Tower, raining fire and debris down toward the first responders around the base. WIKIPEDIA ]
United 175 hit the South Tower, raining fire and debris down toward the first responders around the base. WIKIPEDIA





[image:  A view of the cloud of smoke and debris that followed the collapse as seen from a NYPD helicopter. COURTESY NYPD ]
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[image:  Ground zero. Rescue workers scavenged anything that was useful. COURTESY LIBRARY OF CONGRESS ]
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[image:  Hatzolah EMTs assisted the NYFD EMS crews. A total of eight EMS responders died that morning. COURTESY LIBRARY OF CONGRESS ]
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[image:  Survivors escape Lower Manhattan as seen along the Battery. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION ]
Survivors escape Lower Manhattan as seen along the Battery. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION





[image:  Lower Manhattan as seen from the Hudson River. The smoke is blowing east toward Brooklyn. Note the boat headed into the smoke along the seawall. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION ]
Lower Manhattan as seen from the Hudson River. The smoke is blowing east toward Brooklyn. Note the boat headed into the smoke along the seawall. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION







[image:  A Staten Island ferry departs Lower Manhattan with a load of evacuees. The Staten Island ferries carried 50,000 to safety. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION ]
A Staten Island ferry departs Lower Manhattan with a load of evacuees. The Staten Island ferries carried 50,000 to safety. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION





[image:  The US Army Corps of Engineers vessel Gelberman is seen responding to the crisis. A ferry and a dinner boat are in the background. North Cove Marina. COURTESY USACE ]
The US Army Corps of Engineers vessel Gelberman is seen responding to the crisis. A ferry and a dinner boat are in the background. North Cove Marina. COURTESY USACE







[image:  This photo shows Manhattan’s seawall during the boat lift. Note the two fireboats, center and center right, and the NY Waterway ferry, to the left. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
This photo shows Manhattan’s seawall during the boat lift. Note the two fireboats, center and center right, and the NY Waterway ferry, to the left. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE





[image:  Rescue vessels along the seawall in Lower Manhattan. The captains had to keep their engines turning to counter the currents. NY Waterway evacuated more than 150,000 survivors that day. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION ]
Rescue vessels along the seawall in Lower Manhattan. The captains had to keep their engines turning to counter the currents. NY Waterway evacuated more than 150,000 survivors that day. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF TRANSPORTATION







[image:  A Seastreak ferry seen alongside the 34th Street docks. WIKIPEDIA ]
A Seastreak ferry seen alongside the 34th Street docks. WIKIPEDIA





[image:  Tugboats cluster along the seawall. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
Tugboats cluster along the seawall. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE







[image:  Evacuees wait in line along the seawall. The picture was taken after the second collapse. WIKIPEDIA ]
Evacuees wait in line along the seawall. The picture was taken after the second collapse. WIKIPEDIA





[image:  Abandoned strollers, Battery Park City. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
Abandoned strollers, Battery Park City. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE







[image:  On the tugboat Nancy Moran as she heads to New Jersey. WIKIPEDIA. ]
On the tugboat Nancy Moran as she heads to New Jersey. WIKIPEDIA.





[image:  New York as seen from a Coast Guard quick response boat in the harbor. Note the vessels nosed into the seawall. Lower Manhattan. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
New York as seen from a Coast Guard quick response boat in the harbor. Note the vessels nosed into the seawall. Lower Manhattan. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE







[image:  The Coast Guard cutter Adak arrived from Sandy Hook, New Jersey. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE. ]
The Coast Guard cutter Adak arrived from Sandy Hook, New Jersey. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE.





[image:  The pilot vessel New York. The windows surrounding the bridge offered an unobstructed view of the ships in the harbor. Harbor pilots on the New York acted as air traffic controllers for the numerous civilian vessels that responded. WIKIPEDIA ]
The pilot vessel New York. The windows surrounding the bridge offered an unobstructed view of the ships in the harbor. Harbor pilots on the New York acted as air traffic controllers for the numerous civilian vessels that responded. WIKIPEDIA







[image:  Coast Guardsman Perez sped across New York harbor on a 41-foot utility boat like this. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
Coast Guardsman Perez sped across New York harbor on a 41-foot utility boat like this. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE





[image:  The US Coast Guard cutter Hawser was one of the first Coast Guard vessels on the scene. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
The US Coast Guard cutter Hawser was one of the first Coast Guard vessels on the scene. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE







[image:  US Army Corp of Engineers vessel Driftmaster seen during a recent rescue. The Corps sent numerous vessels from their docks at Caven Point, New Jersey. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE ]
US Army Corp of Engineers vessel Driftmaster seen during a recent rescue. The Corps sent numerous vessels from their docks at Caven Point, New Jersey. COURTESY DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE





[image:  Liberty Landing Marina, New Jersey, far right. Note the bridge over to Ellis Island, background left. WIKIPEDIA ]
Liberty Landing Marina, New Jersey, far right. Note the bridge over to Ellis Island, background left. WIKIPEDIA







[image:  Manhattan was closed to inbound traffic. Ferries and boats evacuated some 272,000 people off the island, making it the largest single-day boat lift in history. COURTESY GEORGE W. BUSH PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY ]
Manhattan was closed to inbound traffic. Ferries and boats evacuated some 272,000 people off the island, making it the largest single-day boat lift in history. COURTESY GEORGE W. BUSH PRESIDENTIAL LIBRARY





[image:  An aerial view of the wreckage of the World Trade Center. The North Cove Marina is to the top center. Also visible is the South Pedestrian Bridge. COURTESY NOAA ]
An aerial view of the wreckage of the World Trade Center. The North Cove Marina is to the top center. Also visible is the South Pedestrian Bridge. COURTESY NOAA
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