
First off, I want to say  that my story did not end in tragedy.  It was more a coming-of-age for my 
daughter, then 21 years old and a new college graduate. She, among many friends, was anxious 
to be a part of the glamour and fashion of New York City of that time.  The previous week, Jess 
had driven down with my husband to interview with Liz Lange, a well-known maternity fashion 
designer.  Liz had changed the way pregnant women dressed, from the dowdy smocks with bows 
and frills, to a more streamlined, revealing silhouette.  My daughter Jessica was hired as Liz 
Lange's personal assistant. She was to begin work on Sept 10, 2001.

Luckily, we had a place for Jess to live in NY as my mother-in-law had been moved up  to Boston 
for health and proximity reasons.  Jess started out alone in an attached house in Queens where 
the old neighbors kept an eye on her.  On her first day at work, Jess was told that Liz Lange 
would be having a fashion show in the tents of Bryant Park.  Jess would be helping with assorted 
details, but was mostly  there to watch. I don't know if many recall that it was Fashion Week in 
NYC on 9/11.

Jess took the express bus from Queens to Manhattan on the morning of Sept. 11, ready to 
participate in the excitement of her first job.  I, at home already missed her, and got up early to 
watch CNN. To my delight, there was actual coverage of the fashion shows and Liz Lange was 
interviewed along with Mary  Jo Fernandez ( a well known women's tennis player) who was 
pregnant and wearing one of Liz Lange's designs at the time. I thought to myself, "Wow, this is 
so great for Jess.  It has been her lifelong dream to be a part of the fashion world in New York."  

Immediately  after viewing this, there came reports of the first World Trade Center being struck 
by an airplane.  It was all very confusing, and the collision was initially  reported as an accident.  
I simply could not believe my eyes.  Was there really  an airplane that had plowed through the 
exterior of a skyscraper? The explanation of "accident" seemed plausible, albeit upsetting at first.  
Then 15 minutes later the second plane struck and the world as we knew changed entirely.

Jess, meanwhile, said a buzz of whispers arose in the tent.  She believed that she was told by  one 
of the Lauder sisters that  something terrible had just occurred in lower Manhattan.  People sat for 
a little while and watched the fashion show but word was out among the spectators that it would 
be wise to leave the area. Jessica exited the tent and began to plan a way to move farther from 
the destruction.  Meanwhile, I was at home and had watched the second tower being struck and 
quickly realized that life would never be the same for us here in the U.S. The attacks seemed 
surreal and the newscasters mobilized but were overwhelmed by the events of the day.

The fashion tent emptied out quickly and Jess was on her own. She started moving uptown, when 
a young woman she’d met the day before told her that  she had her car parked nearby and she was 
driving uptown.  Jess jumped in her car as the towers fell.  I tried to call her on her on cell phone 
but the cell towers were down with all the rest.  It  did not stop  me from dialing over and over 
again while tears streamed down my face.



My son, who was a freshman at Princeton at the time, called to talk with me.  He said that he 
would go into the city to look for his sister.  I told him to absolutely refrain from doing that.  For 
a while I was by myself and isolated at  home so I took my dogs out for a walk around the block.  
I encountered neighbors in a state of shock standing outside their houses.  We just shook our 
heads at each other.  I returned home quickly and tried to dial Jess a few more times. Then I 
spoke with my husband and confessed that while I was usually  a strong and resilient person, I 
didn't think I could be alone on this day.  Though he was and is the medical director of a well- 
known hospital in the Boston area, he left  work to be with me.  Our youngest daughter was in 
class at the local high school.

Jess managed to make her way uptown, with the ultimate plan of gathering with friends in the 
apartment of a former college friend.  She had to convince the doorman and the housekeeper that 
she was indeed a friend and waited while other friends filtered in.  The girl's mother walked 
home from Brooklyn that day and arrived at a household filled with young people.  Jess had 
belonged to a sorority at Hamilton College and I had never totally  approved of that kind of 
socializing.  What I never realized was how strong the bonds were between the "sisters".  I began 
to receive calls from all over the country asking if I had located Jess.  Several of these young 
women told me, with steely resolve, that they would find her soon no matter what.  And they did 
find her at this friend's apartment.  Many of my friends, and especially those with children in 
Manhattan, began to call and ask if we had any news.  We heard of all sorts of escapes from the 
city and were so happy when someone had heard that their family  members were unscathed 
physically. A cousin from NJ called me with an elaborate plan that she had constructed 
independently of my input for a friend of hers to take Jess from NYC to her house.  I heard from 
doctors in the practice where I worked and also my fellow nurse practitioners.

Jess slept on the floor of the friends apartment that  night.  Liz Lange managed to contact her to 
find out if her newest, youngest employee was safe.  The next day Jess got up, wearing her same 
rumpled clothing and returned to the Liz Lange store and headquarters for a new day at work.  
She became an official New Yorker on that day, and continued to display courage and persistence 
throughout the whole terrible ordeal.  I think that we were all indelibly damaged that  day and 
will never be the same. When I had heard that several of the terrorists had spent  the night in a 
local, seedy motel in Newton I felt personally responsible.  When I learned that I knew a few 
people on the flight and also in the World Trade Center, it was crushing.  Since it was published, 
I have on my living room coffee table, "Portraits: 9/11/01. Who can believe that this really 
happened?


