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I dedicate this book to you







Faith is to believe what you do not see;
the reward of this faith is to see what you believe.

—SAINT AUGUSTINE
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INTRODUCTION



This is a book about men and women who lost loved ones and who have been fortunate enough to have spiritual experiences surrounding these losses. This is not a book about death. It is a book about hope and the deep and loving connections that go well beyond the boundaries that exist between life and death.

After my husband, Eamon McEneaney, died in the World Trade Center, I was almost immediately in touch with other 9/11 family members. Within days I started hearing about their spiritual experiences and, in fact, began to have some of my own. I’d like to say that even the most subtle of my experiences have touched me greatly and helped me through my own healing process. They have given me a firm sense that the spirit never truly dies and that our spiritual connection with those we love is never lost. Most of the people who are certain they have known after-death communication say these experiences have given them comfort and peace. Mine have done the same for me. Part of the purpose of this book is to share these feelings with readers who are struggling with loss and may also need assurance and comfort.

Accepting the finality of death has always presented a challenge to the human psyche. Nothing can change it. It just “is.” Anyone who has experienced a loss knows what it feels like. Time and time again, we ask ourselves the following questions: “Where did he go?” “What happened to her?” “How could this be?” When a loved one dies, communication is terminated forever. This is a difficult concept for us to process and believe. But what if this isn’t the case? What if communication doesn’t end, but simply is transformed? What if we discovered that most, if not all, of the people who have left our earthly existence have sent their loved ones messages—messages that we have overlooked because of our own limited human understanding. What if they regularly send signs that we miss because we don’t know how to interpret the evidence? What if they are trying to communicate with us, and we’re just not paying attention? Why is this possibility such a difficult one to grasp?

Many of us belong to organized religions in which we are taught to believe in a higher power—a God or Supreme Being. We are told that there is “more” than this earthly life we lead—whether heaven, nirvana, or any other ecclesiastical representation of what this “more” might be. But, ironically, even though we are taught religious doctrines from the time we are children, regularly participating in spiritually based practices in various houses of worship and even at home, when there’s a possible sign that, indeed, there is “more,” we tend to remain either doubtful and unconvinced or embarrassed that others will think we are somehow gullible or foolish. We still remain a society that requires “proof” to believe in anything unconventional. And what defines “proof” anyway, when it comes to the spiritual world? What has to occur to transform a skeptic into a believer?

In the summer of 2001, my husband was positive that his death was imminent and communicated a series of compelling premonitions, including a discussion on how to escape from the Trade Center in the event of the attack he was sure was coming. This particular exchange took place on the Sunday of Labor Day weekend, nine days before September 11th, and precipitated a week filled with numerous other disturbing comments from Eamon relating to the imminence of his death—and that he “could handle it now.”

After my husband’s death, I couldn’t help but think about his various heartfelt statements and what his words meant. I was also starting to have an overwhelming awareness of his presence along with the sense that he was somehow trying to communicate and send me signs that he was “okay.” I was having a difficult time understanding what was happening to me. Was this simply a manifestation of grief? I eventually began to ask others who had lost loved ones on 9/11 if they, too, had encountered anything similar. I was amazed at the responses. Many said that either they or their deceased loved ones had shared strong premonitions. Many also told me about powerful occurrences in their own lives that led them to believe that their loved ones were trying to send messages or signs that were impossible to ignore. Most told me that they had a unique and visceral sense of their loved one’s presence guiding them and giving them strength. An astonishing number told me that either they or other family members had actually seen their loved one’s spirit.

Several of the people who strongly believed that they were getting messages from their deceased loved ones were reluctant to broadcast their experiences. Respected members of their communities, they didn’t want others to think that they were delusional. I was not surprised by these feelings and totally understood how they felt. At the time, although I considered myself a spiritual person, I was also more than a little bit skeptical about the possibility of other dimensions or discovering that there was “more” after this lifetime; I also tended to view people who had strong beliefs in the “paranormal” as being a bit “off” or “different.” I had no experiences that helped me relate to their thinking. After all, I was a business executive—not the kind of person who tried to solve problems by consulting psychics or mediums.

Nonetheless, as my discussions with others continued, I was extremely motivated to do more personal exploration into what was going on. As I’ve pressed forward, I’ve been quite taken aback by what I’ve observed in my own life. As a result of my own experiences, combined with all the interviews I’ve completed, I can no longer question the existence of a spiritual, perhaps divine, component to all of this that defies human logic. The widespread premonitions described by victims before the terrorist attacks are very compelling. What some 9/11 family members have experienced after the attacks may be even more so. These people have told me that they have seen and felt things that they can neither ignore nor explain and that they now approach the world with an enhanced spiritual perspective. As this book was getting ready to go into production, I was shown an amazing photograph of a little girl named Alexis sitting in a field with a beam of light radiating down on her. Her father, Rick Thorpe, perished in the South Tower of the World Trade Center. Her mother, Linda, took the photograph in the summer of 2002. They were in Ireland for a family wedding.

“It was a cloudy Irish day,” Linda told me, “and my daughter just walked out to this open grassy area by the church and plopped down. It was very unlike her to do something like that, which is why I took the picture. When she walked out like that, I thought, ‘What is she doing?’ She looked like an angel, but I saw no beam of light.” When Linda got the picture back, she couldn’t explain the beam of light. Her father-in-law took the picture and the camera to an expert who assured him that there was nothing wrong with the camera or the film.

Linda was originally very skeptical and disbelieving of the possibility of continued spiritual connection, but this photograph, along with other signs that cannot be explained, has altered her perspective. “Initially I thought, ‘This is weird,’” Linda said. “Now I know they are out there. It’s magical. Alexis’s daddy was at the wedding. He will always be watching out for her and me.”
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Alexis in a field in Shannon, Ireland

The men and women who lost loved ones on 9/11 represent a cross section of American life. Their many spiritual experiences deserve broader exploration. Of course, it stands to reason that people practicing an organized religion, professing an afterlife, will have the desire—the yearning—to believe, even if they are skeptical. The experiences in Messages collectively suggest the potential existence of “more” than this life—that there might really be “another side.” They are important because they arguably serve as some level of evidence that death is the precursor of the transformation of the soul, and our relationships continue. Clearly this is quite a provocative concept, but it’s one that has existed (and has been repeatedly challenged) since the beginning of time.

Most people have read or heard about what outstanding individuals the victims of 9/11 were. It’s fitting that the miraculous stories that fill the pages of Messages will help to preserve their legacy. I truly believe that the combined experiences of so many people who are receiving these messages will help all of us open our eyes to a universe of new spiritual possibility.

Surely, all the inexplicable stories surrounding 9/11 can’t be explained away by the word “coincidence.” Many have spoken of having a sense that greater wisdom from another realm of existence has been pointing a finger and saying: Notice this. Fate is winking. Pay attention. Something is going on here, something that can’t be explained. It shouldn’t be ignored and deserves greater examination.









PART ONE

THE JOURNEY BEGINS



In the hours and days that immediately followed the destruction of the World Trade Center, I had no idea what had happened to my husband. Victims’ family members were given very little information and, in some instances, were even encouraged to believe our loved ones had survived and were somehow lost, in hospital burn units, wandering the streets of New York City or, worse, lying in the smoldering rubble that came to be known as the pile. That’s why so many of us were posting signs throughout the city. My sister-in-law Debbie had gone to the New York armory to fill out a missing persons report. I was so thankful for her help. She tacked Eamon’s picture under the sign that read MISSING. HAVE YOU SEEN THESE PEOPLE? We were waiting and hoping.
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Eamon McEneaney on the Missing Persons Wall







CHAPTER ONE

My Story



It must have been two or three days after September 11th when I had the first inkling that communication doesn’t always end with death. Our house in Connecticut was buzzing with people—friends, neighbors, and relatives, some of them on cell phones still calling burn units and emergency rooms. The television, fixed on a news channel, was going constantly. The halls were lined with flower arrangements, and the counters and refrigerator were overflowing with food—fruit, beverages, casseroles, salads, and desserts—generously brought or sent by so many people whose kindness I will never forget.

 

I remember stepping out of our front door. It was an incredibly beautiful and still morning, and as I looked around, I couldn’t help but be aware of how much of my husband Eamon was present around me. Our backyard is surrounded by a low stone wall. It looks as if it might have been built by early settlers, but in truth my husband had constructed it himself, stone by stone, using the boulders that he found—some from the decaying walls that were lying haphazardly on our property, others that he’d dug from deep in the earth. Every time I look at it, I remember how hard Eamon worked. The garden in the backyard is also filled with lush red rosebushes, planted and carefully tended by Eamon. About thirty yards from our house, over-looking the area where the children played, is a tree on which he had carved LOVE IS FOREVER. As I looked around, Eamon was everywhere, but he wasn’t there. Where was he?

Standing outside the door, surrounded by the still, green trees, I didn’t know what to think, and I didn’t know what to do. It didn’t seem possible that my larger-than-life husband could have disappeared off the face of the earth; it didn’t seem possible that he could be dead. Then, without thinking about it, I spontaneously opened my mouth and I yelled, “Eamon, where are you???” When I heard the words, it was almost as if it was somebody else’s voice—as though I had no control over what was coming out of my mouth. I wanted my husband to answer. I wanted him to tell me where he was, but I also recognized I was making an impossible request.

Everything around me was still—not a ripple in the air. Then, all of sudden, somewhere above me, I heard the beginning rush of a gust of new wind building up in intensity. The sound grew louder. I looked above the trees—the tall oak, maple, and black birch that frame the entrance to my driveway, and I could see the wind! It created such a strong pattern through the leaves and the trees that it was easy to follow. It had the outline of a river, undulating across and around, swirling and turning as it made its way toward me. I stared, dumbstruck. This river of wind had a life of its own. I watched as it whimsically played with my skirt, lifting it up and gently letting it fall. Then, just as suddenly as it started, it stopped…cold…just like that. No sound. No breeze. The air was still. It didn’t seem possible, yet I knew that I had asked, “Eamon, where are you?” And I knew my question had been answered. I didn’t have a bit of doubt about the truth of what I had experienced. “He’s gone,” I thought. “It’s over.”

I didn’t know how to explain the river of wind I had just seen and felt. I had no firm information about where it had come from or what had caused it, and yet I knew absolutely it was connected to Eamon and that the sad message it brought was true and real. I stood there for a moment in my quiet yard before walking back into the house and telling everyone what I had witnessed. Nobody questioned either my experience or my interpretation. I remember people looking at me with astonished eyes. No one spoke. We all knew Eamon was gone. Later, I remembered something my completely down-to-earth father had shocked me by saying. On two separate occasions before his own death in 1993, my father had promised, “You know, Bonnie, when I die, I’ll speak to you through the wind.” Eamon had done just that.

Over the years I had heard various people talk about receiving “signs” that were either mystical in nature or that they interpreted as messages from the dead. Personally, however, until the day I saw that river of wind, I’d had no spiritual experiences like this and was more than a little bit skeptical about the possibility of communication with another dimension. But in the months and years after 9/11, I would learn more about the various ways in which people describe contact with those who have passed over.

When a loved one dies, many, for example, say that they become more aware of being surrounded by spiritual energy. I’ve spoken to a man who told me of holding two separate individuals when they died and feeling a sensation not unlike energy passing from their bodies through his own. Others describe hearing a whoosh sensation or sound. As I’ve interviewed people for this book, I’ve heard this descriptive word, whoosh, used often.

Vicki Davis, an Episcopal priest in Connecticut where I live, told me about returning home from the funeral of her thirtysomething-year-old sister and falling asleep exhausted. Vicki, who at that time was still in a seminary, woke up startled by a bright light in the hallway outside her bedroom. At first she was apprehensive and a little frightened because she was positive that she had turned the light out; she also didn’t understand how she could have fallen asleep with so much light. When she stepped out of her bedroom into the hall, she walked into the light and realized that it was coming from a source much more intense than the overhead fixture. She said that she didn’t know how long she stayed there, surrounded by light, but she knew that it was connected to her sister, and that it was her sister’s way of communicating that she was okay. She told me that she was awestruck and completely grateful for what had happened because it brought her a great feeling of peace and comfort. When the light left, she heard a whoosh. Later, several times in her ministerial work, when she was present with people who were dying, she also experienced the same kind of whoosh, which she could only interpret as coming from the spirit leaving the body.

It is also very common for men and women to say they have dreams of being visited by the spirits of loved ones who have died; sometimes these loved ones even convey special messages. One of my neighbors, for example, told me that after his father died, he was unable to locate some papers that were important to the estate. He had just about given up his search when he had a dream in which his father came and gave him precise instructions on where to locate the missing documents.

When people have experiences like this, they are frequently reluctant to talk about them because they don’t want others to think they are being illogical or “weird,” for want of a better word. It was only after I began to do research for this book that my mother surprised me by telling me, in a matter-of-fact tone, that her mother (my grandmother) had seen her own mother after she died. My mother remembers my grandmother being absolutely positive about what she saw. Yet my mother wasn’t comfortable about sharing any of this until I introduced the subject of after-death communication. “There’s something I never told you before,” she confessed. “What do you think about all this?” I asked my mother. “I don’t know what to think,” she replied.

In the time period that surrounds a loved one’s death, we often experience events that appear difficult to understand. It’s not unusual for some people to talk about photos that seem to jump off of shelves or walls and fall to the floor; others speak about finding coins with significant dates in unusual locations; many have dramatic experiences with birds or butterflies. Some of us are immediately certain that these occurrences are “signs” or “messages” and should be regarded as such, while others shrug them off as mere coincidence, even when the events seem to defy the odds.

My friend Julie, for example, recently told me the following story concerning her mother, Helen, who died about a year ago. Julie’s five-year-old grandson Alex* was visiting for a few weeks in the summer. In previous years, Julie’s mother would have been visiting as well, because she adored Alex and loved to spend time with him. Julie was sitting in her home office, and Alex was running up and down the hall outside her door. Julie’s once-a-week cleaning woman, Joan, was playing with Alex. Every time Alex raced by the door, Joan would reach out and grab the boy, saying, “I’m going to give you a speeding ticket.” Alex would crack up, laughing so hard that he would practically fall to the floor before he started running again.

As Julie looked at what was happening, she thought of her mother, who despite her age had played with her great-grandchildren in a very physical way. “If my mother were here,” Julie thought, “this is exactly how she would be playing with Alex.” At that moment, Joan turned away from the hall and came back into Julie’s office.

“I just vacuumed in here,” Joan said. “Where did this come from?”

She pointed to what looked like a piece of paper on the floor. When Joan turned it over, and held it up, they could see that it was a photograph of Julie’s mother that minutes before had been in a frame on the back of a bookshelf. How did that get there? Julie wondered. How did it get out of the frame and how did it get on the floor? And why at this precise moment? Thinking about all the circumstances of the photo on the floor, Julie said that she could come to no other conclusion than that her mother somehow was enjoying watching Alex playing and trying to send a message that she was there in spirit.

From my research and experiences after my husband’s death, I have learned more about what one can expect in terms of signs. In my own life, there are moments when something happens that is so unusual that I am positive it is a sign; other times I’m not so sure.

There must have been two thousand people who came to Eamon’s memorial service. Cornell, my husband’s alma mater, sent the lacrosse team and the football team, as well as the Glee Club. Friends and family from across the country and the world arrived to pay their respects.

At the service, people commented on several happenings. The first revolved around Eamon’s oldest brother, Blayney, a Vietnam veteran, high school teacher, lacrosse coach, and mentor to many. Blayney ended his eulogy to his brother by reading Tennyson’s poem “Ring Out, Wild Bells.” The poem begins:


Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,

The flying cloud, the frosty light:

The year is dying in the night;

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.




Ring out the old, ring in the new,

Ring happy bells, across the snow:

The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.



One of the stanzas in the middle of the poem reads,


Ring out false pride in place and blood,

The civic slander and the spite;

Ring in the love of truth and right,

Ring in the common love of good.



Suddenly, as Blayney spoke the words Ring in the love of truth and right, the clock struck twelve, and church bells throughout the town began to chime wildly in the background. For a minute there, it seemed as though every church in our Connecticut town was joining in. Was this a “sign” or was it coincidence? As dramatic as it was at the time, it makes sense to chalk this up as coincidence. My brother-in-law started reading the poem at exactly the time when local churches often ring their bells. But then, another strange event happened during the service.

My husband had been exceptionally close to many of the men with whom he worked. Like Eamon, they were also killed on 9/11. The widows of two of these men, Joanne and Eileen, were sitting in the middle of the church. After the service they came up to tell me that something unusual had occurred: As they sat in their pew, a thin white powdery substance began to fall on both of them. When they looked up, they couldn’t see it coming down or anything on the ceiling that could have caused it. They were also taken aback to realize that they were the only people in the entire church to whom this had happened. Nothing had fallen on anybody else around them. A mutual friend sitting behind them noticed it as well. “What is that stuff!?” he whispered, leaning forward in his seat. “And why is it only falling on you?” Was this a coincidence, or was it a sign? To be perfectly honest, I have no idea. What I do know is that after the service, the three of us stood together outside the church, all deeply in mourning, and all feeling that somehow our husbands were there with us, comforting us and telling us to be strong.

Mingled with my grief after 9/11 was a strong sense of disbelief. How was it possible that my incredibly athletic and charismatic husband had died? How could it be that we would no longer be together? Eamon and I had met twenty-five years earlier in the fall of 1976. We were both students at Cornell. He was a legend in the world of lacrosse; everyone who followed the sport knew about Eamon. Huge crowds would come to games simply to see him perform his magical ballet on the field. Eamon loved everything about lacrosse! He was so respectful of the Native American origins of the game that he continued to play with a wooden stick long after wood had been abandoned in favor of plastic or metal. He loved his stick’s worn appearance, with the cat gut pocket that he spent hours repairing. In an article that he wrote for Lacrosse Magazine many years after we met, he said:



The beauty of this ancient crosier is not its perfection, but rather its imperfection. They say that players’ skills have improved and are much superior to those of the players of the past, and perhaps they have. But when I look at the great game of my childhood and I dream of the ancient fathers and the great spirits of the game of lacrosse, I see them barefoot, in buckskin, on fields that stretch as far as the eye can see—and they’re cradling their imperfect sticks.



It was Eamon’s battered wooden stick that helped him break the record for the most points in an NCAA lacrosse championship tournament, a record he still holds, tied in 1987 by another Cornellian, Tim Goldstein. One wonders what other records he might have held if he had had stats for four seasons instead of three, if he hadn’t been taken out of some of the games when the point spread became too wide, and if he had played with a modern stick.

I talked to his legendary coach and good friend, Richie Moran. “To this day, there has never been a player who could pass and assist like he did,” Richie told me. “He was the most dynamic person to ever play the game—the most gifted athlete I’ve ever worked with. He led by example. He had so much love for his teammates. He could have been sensational at any sport and he did so much for lacrosse—because of his energy, his endurance, his tenacity, his hard work.” At the end of our discussion, Richie told me that his son, Kevin, had named his son Eamon—something I never knew.

Eamon’s skill and his love of the game combined to make him unstoppable; he would weave his way through the players on the opposing team and score so quickly that they didn’t even know what had happened. It was only fitting that in 1993, Eamon was inducted into the Lacrosse Hall of Fame.
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Eamon playing lacrosse for Cornell, 1977 (Courtesy Cornell Athletics)
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Eamon (center) at his induction into the Lacrosse Hall of Fame with his father, Ed McEneaney (left) and his coach and good friend, Richie Moran (Courtesy US Lacrosse)

In 1976, I was a new student on the Cornell campus, but even I had heard about Eamon. One evening my roommate, Kathy, and I decided to visit a popular bar in the area called “The Nines.” I had actually noticed Eamon’s picture in a football program earlier in the day (he was also an all-American wide receiver) and had told Kathy that I wanted to meet him.

When Eamon entered the bar, he was with a bunch of his teammates, and they were all wearing towels. Considering that they had just finished a streaking rally on campus, the towels were clearly better than the alternative. He came and stood at the bar near me and ordered a beer. I wanted to start a conversation. “Nice outfit,” I remarked.

Eamon and I didn’t really date at Cornell, but we became good friends. I remember that the first time we spent an evening together, we had enough money between us for two movie tickets to Saturday Night Fever and one sandwich. Even though it was apparent that there was something special about our relationship, it didn’t really take off until years later when we met again at a party in New York City in August 1982. Many things impressed me about Eamon, including his deep devotion to his family and friends and his sense of humor.

I recently spoke to one of his closest friends from childhood, Ron Spottz. “I don’t remember not knowing Eamon,” Ron explained. “He was always fiercely loyal to his friends. Unbelievably so! And he had such a genius for competition. I’ll never forget when I was eleven, and he was ten, we had a field day. I was a sprinter, and he was a long-distance runner. He talked me into running the mile. Eamon told me, ‘On the second half of the last lap, you’re not going to want to run. Just don’t let the other guys know that because they’re all feeling the same way. Just keep going.’ Because of his coaching, I came in second, and I had no right.”

Anybody who knew Eamon also couldn’t help noticing the compassion he felt for those in need. Richie Moran remembers walking with Eamon through the streets of New York City. “Hello, Eamon,” said a voice. Richie realized it came from a disheveled-looking homeless man sitting on the sidewalk, leaning against the wall of a building.

“Hey, Tom, how ya doin’?” Eamon replied cheerfully.

Richie, astonished, looked at Eamon. “How do you know him?” he asked.

“I take him to lunch now and then” was Eamon’s response.

Eamon and I married in 1986, had four wonderful children together, and eventually moved from New York to Connecticut. By 2001, my husband had been working at Cantor Fitzgerald for ten years in the area of mortgage-backed securities. He loved the guys he worked with, but he hated the commute and the extreme stress of the job. Even though it wasn’t realistic, we had talked often about finding ways for him to cut back. Eamon was a wonderful and talented writer. We both wanted him to have the chance to do what he wanted to do—work on the books and poems he was carrying around in his head.

Like many people who lose loved ones, no matter what the circumstances, I couldn’t help but focus on all the what-ifs. The morning of 9/11, Eamon had an attack of vertigo, something that hadn’t happened for almost a year. I wanted him to stay home. Later, I would ask myself: Why did he have vertigo on that particular day? Why was he so determined to go to work? What if I had been able to convince him to stay home or go in later? What if I had somehow been able to force him to quit his job after the ’93 bombing? What-if scenarios kept running through my brain. In my case, these thoughts were particularly loud because of the many premonitions Eamon had shared with me and other family members.

In the weeks and days immediately preceding the attacks on the World Trade Center, my husband appeared to have a sense that something monumental was imminent. Let me start by saying that he always believed he would die young and carried with him an awareness of the fleeting nature of life. Not only was Eamon a world-class athlete, but he was also a wonderful writer, a poet who could spin pictures with words. When he came home from work, he would often disappear behind closed doors in the den to listen to music and to write. Reading his poetry now, one can’t help but notice how much of it deals with death. This was as true of what he wrote when he was in his teens as it was of his writing from 2001. Back in the 1980s, when he was still in his twenties, he dedicated a poem to his family. In part, it reads:


The family grows old and dusty,

death lurks at each corner of our lives.


The clock on my wall smiles,

it is patient.

I bless the fractional moment on earth that we

have touched together.

If nothing more,

you,

my family,

have made me love.
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Eamon and his siblings (left to right): Patrick, Susan, Blayney, Laurie, Eamon, Kevin, and Maureen

Throughout our years together, every now and then Eamon would throw out random predictions about the future. He always predicted that he would not survive the millennium. As the year 2000 approached, Eamon reminded me time and again that the millennium began in January of 2001, not 2000, and that not only was he going to die, but that the world as we knew it was going to end. However, even though he talked about a hit on the World Trade Center, I don’t believe he necessarily associated his death with an event in the towers. Perhaps he didn’t know how he was going to die, but in hindsight, there is no question in my mind that he knew his death was looming on the horizon.

By late August 2001, Eamon, more restless and distracted than I had ever before seen him, was making dire predictions about his fate almost daily. Ron Spottz told me: “The first time Eamon ever said anything strange to me was in July 2001. We were playing golf on the Captain’s Course on Cape Cod. I remember it like it was yesterday, and I still think about what he said. Eamon was about ten feet ahead of me, walking down an incline, and he turned and said, ‘Spotty, let me tell you. Bin Laden’s the one who’s going to do us in. You have to do things now in your life and not wait—you never know when your number’s up.’ To be perfectly honest, I thought he was being ridiculous, and I said, ‘Come on, Mac, he’s just some guy living in a cave….’ And Eamon said, ‘A cave, my ass…’ Then I remember talking to him on the phone several times when I was working in London, sometime right before 9/11. He continued the same theme. He said something like, ‘Live your life right now, in the moment…you never know when your number’s up.’ He made a point of saying that again.”

On September 2, 2001, Eamon and I and the children continued the family tradition of attending a barbecue and fireworks display that takes place on the day before Labor Day. Several members of Eamon’s family came to visit and attend the event with us. As soon as his brother Patrick arrived, Eamon almost immediately began a conversation with him, discussing the possibility that there would be another terrorist attack on the World Trade Center. Eamon was convinced that the buildings would be struck again and soon. He knew that people would look to him for guidance in how to best get out of the building, just as they had during the 1993 bombing, when he had led more than sixty fellow employees in a darkened, smoke-filled stairwell down the hundred-plus flights from his office. Should he tell them to walk down the stairs or head straight up to the roof? Eamon and Patrick actually debated the question of which escape route would be best this time while the rest of us listened, not knowing quite what to say. The discussion ultimately ended with the notion that the roof might be best—assuming there would be helicopters to rescue everyone.

Within the next day or so, Eamon expressed another concern.

“Bonnie,” he said to me, “you’d better start applying more discipline to the children, because when I’m gone, you’re going to have a hard time.”

“But you’re the disciplinarian,” I answered.

“Yes,” he replied, “but I’m not going to be here that long.”

I didn’t know how to respond when Eamon made this kind of statement. I remember initially laughing his comments off. I would say things like, “Oh, Eamon, please stop with this.” I once remember saying, “You are such a pessimist.”

“No,” he responded. “You’ll find out.”

Tuesday evening, September 4th, Eamon came home from his long commute and disappeared into the den. When he emerged, I was standing at the kitchen stove, making pasta for dinner. He looked at me with a strange expression on his face—as if he was focusing on something in the far distance. “I’m going to die before you,” he announced in a matter-of-fact manner.

“Come on, Eamon,” I replied, once more treating his comments lightly. He moved closer to me, with his face just a few inches from mine. He had a habit of doing this when he wanted to make a point. He forced me to look deep into his eyes. They were such a beautiful, alluring blue.

“I’m going to die before you,” he repeated. “I just want you to know that,” and he turned and walked out of the room.

I remember thinking that his warning was particularly intense and odd, but I didn’t know how to respond, so I shrugged it off. Nonetheless, I was beginning to be more concerned about Eamon’s state of mind. I was worried. I wondered if he was sinking into some kind of clinical depression.

Several days passed, and then Friday morning, September 7th, arrived. As I did every morning, I woke up to the 5:00 A.M. alarm. Eamon got up grudgingly and jumped into the shower, muttering how much he hated going down to the “coal mine” every day. He got dressed in the early morning light as I lay on my side of the bed, listening to him move around the room. I could see dawn’s rose-colored reflection in the mirror above the bureau; delicate pink fingers were wrapped gently around the clouds. It could just as easily have been dusk—the glow of different shades of fuchsia, white, and red blending together so softly, so peacefully.

Eamon headed to the door of our bedroom and stopped short. I looked up at him and saw that same distant look that I had noticed three days earlier.

“You know, every morning, when we leave for work,” he said, “we don’t know if we’ll return.” He paused for a minute. “We have to make the best of every day that we are given.”

And with that, he left. The fact that Eamon had made so many similar comments within the last few days was disconcerting. I remember thinking, “What is up with him?”

The rest of Friday and Saturday passed in a blur, but then on Sunday night, September 9th, once again Eamon seemed preoccupied. I remember we were down in the children’s playroom, watching the second episode of the World War II miniseries Band of Brothers. It was the premier airing. This particular episode focused on the June 6th, 1944, invasion of Normandy, better known as D-day. It featured a group of American paratroopers, Company E, parachuting out of their planes to join the effort to liberate Europe. Eamon, who had been watching intently, suddenly turned to me.

“They must have been so afraid,” he spoke very calmly. “Many of them were only seventeen.” Then he gently placed his hand on my arm and made another strange statement. “I want you to know,” he told me, “that I think I can handle my death now.”

I was taken aback by the sincerity of his statement. I could no longer dismiss his concerns or pretend that they were some kind of bizarre joke. I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes.

“Eamon, stop talking this way,” I pleaded. “I love you so much, please…” All I could think about were the lines of fatigue that framed
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