early everyone in this nation
remembers where they were on
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1l  Lhe miost
horrendous act of hatred and vi-

member becs

alence against this nation that
has ever ncourred. We remember where we
stood when we saw the Tuir _
and where we were when we heard about

the downing of L-']igjlil 93 in dn Open ared
ear the little Avama town of Shanks-

arned more about

=rs striack

G
tearand anger and frustration than we ever
wanted to know. We have learned to dis-

[ =

A

Lrust peaple even more than we once did.
There were so many rerrible lessons taughl
to us by those acts of extreme violence:
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Haowever, a couple of weeks after the
initial events, whispers began to come out
of Shanksville about many things. We
began Lo hear that people on that flight had
made cell-phone calls 1o loved anes. They
had said pood-byve, offered reassurance;
and told of their detérmination Lo try Lo
tale back the flight from the hijackers.

Those people were not quitters. They were |

willing to fight against any odds. And 1
bepan (o hear whispers that there was

something strange going on 4t

51

Within hours of the crash, the FBl and
other federal agencies converged upon
Shanksville, where a crater 50 feet decp
showed the impact area. | here was a great

deal of debristo be sifted through as they
sought clues about this horrible disaster.
A trailer was brought to Shanksville and
parked not far from the impact site. The
trailer was used to store evidence and per-
sonal éffects from the crash site. The crater
was filled in weeks after the crash, The site
i5 known locally as “the mass grave”

Wagstaff Speaks Up

After the initial davs of investigation,
the area was kept secure by a local firm,
RAC Rent-A-Cop company [rom John-
stonwn, Penmsyivania. This firm was run by
a former police officer and teacher at the
local police-academy and his partner. For
a couple of months, no one from this firm
sproke up, but then at least one security
guard, Robert Wagstatf, began to tallc about
what had been happening to him ar the
crash site:

The story was briefly told on Tox TV-
8 by anchor and reporter Renee Kluck in
Jehnstown: Khick interviewsd Wagstaff at
the trailer niear the crash site for her tele-
vision report, Wagstaff claimed to have
seen apgaritimls al the site—and he had
seer at least onc ol them clearly enough
toidentify who she was, {Wagstaff will not
revenl the identity of the woman he saw
because he tears that 1t would hurt her
family:)

T'was fortunate enough to have been
granted an interview with Wagstatf, and
his story of the hauntings was compelling,
Perhiaps it was even more so because the
reporier who interviewed him expericnced
phenomena while she was ar the site, and

Reporter Renee Kluck, wha

heard the ghostly footsteps

whilg Eomg an Terview o sile,
Phaoto courtasy WEYE Radio

because the response by the local govern-
ment was to hush up the story and dismiss
anyone who talked.

1 met with Wagstaff at a pizzeria in the
ared afler the nterview had heen arranged
by 4 mutnal acquaintance. Wagstaff was
a mountain of a man whe seemed more
interested i physical pursuits than in para-
normal ones. He was a plain-speaking,
honest man with no time for nonsense,
and he seemed determined to tell his story
sa that the families would know that their
lowved ones were not truly gone,

I had prepared for the interview by
talking with a local paranormal investiza-
tor in the Cambria County aréa who had
brought the story to my attention. She had
spoken to Wagstaflf on the phone and
had refayed what he had told her to me.
She also knew the television reporter wlio
had witnessed events there and had con-
firmed that for me as well. I also histened



Sign posted o ward off trespassers.

1o a radio interview on Whitley Stricber’s
radio show, Dhegidand, with Linda Moul-
ton Howe, a leadmg UBO spokesperson,
Howe affered a report hased upon infor-
mation provided by Wagstaff as well as
Elucks television report.

That night in the preeern, Wagstall was

concerned that no one would think that

liee s making up stories or trying to hurt
anvone. We spole and agreed that all we
wollld doowas tell the simple truth, He

would describe the actual events and |

would report them and nothing else.

The Interview

PW: [ don't know much about this
story. . Do yonn want to start me oul with
a little bit of background?

Wagstaff: 1 had started working out
thereat the Crash Siti.'—aﬂlutl”}f I had
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started working for Rent-A-Cop Services
on November 9. Not ton long after Sep-
tember |1, My Ffrst day on the job he [ his
bass Lou| asked me 1o go to the crash
site to get broke in on how to be a security
guard and all that, So 1 was out there hang-
ing out and one of the overnight guards
was talking about “Have vou ever heard
anyone knocking on the door yet?”

[ kinda looked at him cockeved, and
[ was like “What are you talking about?”
"Oh, our little ghost Friends come and
visit," Real nonchalantly like that And 1
just kinda blew it off Tike a joke, you know.

And me and the puy whiwas showing
me around went into the trailer and we was
in there getting a cup of coffee. Now the
area where the coffee maker was was no
higger than this. Okay? And you know
them red pop-up chairs that you buy like
at Wal-Mart and stulf like that for Little
League games? | swear that it was nio big-
ger than this [about the size of a restaurant
table |as far as the counter. I heard some-
body knocl on the doar; so did the part-
ner that I had, Okay? We both go to the
door and I'm standing in the doorway,
Moy, vou can see the size of me.. 1 T'm
standing in a little trailer doorway, there's
nobody going to get by me, He [Wagstaff's
partner| walks around the trailer, There's
no footprints; nobady’s out there, nothing
like that. We go to turn around to go baclk.
inta the teailer and there was that pap-
up chair right in front ol the coffee ma-
chine—rightwhere I was no more than
two seconds betore that, And where did
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itcome from? T dom't knows it just sort of
shiowed up. Somebody knocking on the
door, and then all of & sudden, there’sa
chair.

Me and the guy look at each other and
he says, “Probably kids playing a joke T
said, “What? How could there be kids play-
ing jokest Nobody went past me”

He just kinda blew it ofl then, That's
like basically how it got started.

PW: This was on November 92 The day
von gat started?

Wagstatf: Yeah, somewhere around the
first diy. Tt was like the first, maybe the sec-
oid day on the job.

But at any rate, before too long what
had happened—towards th of Mo-
vember the guy who was warking the
overnight shifts had got into a car accident
on Roule 219—he’s okay. He didn't get
hurtoranything, ... But he had called Lou
and guit. 30 Low gave me the overnight job
out there. So | was out there from like
the 25th or 26th of November all of the
way through to December 31—all excepl
for one day.

S0 T was out there quite often at night,
And what happened was as T was working
there would be times where T was just sit-
ting there, just minding my business, Now
keep in mind, that the door and the chair
in the trailer had scared meto where [
didn't want to hang out in the trailer. (kay?
So Tdidn't go to the trailer very aften,

Anyway, 50 T was sitting up there at the
main gare—okay—which was probably
three or four tenths of a mile away from

The main gate where Robert

Wagstalf hod many ghosily experiences_~

the trailer and the trailer was probably
no morethan probably a hundred feet
away from the crash site itselt. So Treally
wasn'l loo far from the crash site.

The Shadows

Wagstaff: And U'd be sitting up there
doing crossword puzzles and stuff Tike that
to help pass the time. And ['d cateh
glimpses of little shadoves running all over
the place. You know, you'd try to catch
them with your eye. A lot of times they
were way oo [ast. One time T.eaught one
with a spothight and it like totally vanished.
Tt was like three o'clock m the morning;
what's gonna make shadows—unless the
moon’s out—you know what I meant
Most of the fime the moon wasn't out and
Lwecrale still see shadows.

Then there was another time that Twas
out there; let me think. ... One tme ] went
out there and [ went into the trailer willy a
friend of mine And he was out there fust
tokeep me company for overnight, And

Thre Speivies.of Flighy 93

they were saving. It sounded like there was
probably a group of like three or four. Just
guessing on the number of people, but it
was definitely more than one voice; and
you couldn't make out anything that they
wassaving. .. Now, westill didn't see any-
body when we went back to the car.

No Tracks in the Snow

PW: Nowr at this time, was there snoi
on the ground?

Wagstaff: There's been many times
there’s been snow on the ground, and I'd
hear somebody knocking on the doar or
something. There'd never be anybody there
and no footsteps in the snow,

Therewas one time when Lwas sitting
out inmy car, which is that black Cougar
sitting ool back, | don't know if vou no-
ticed it ..and it doesn't have like automatic
shocks on the back or anything like thar,
one time I was sitting there; you know just
minding my business, keeping an eye on
everything: All of a sudden it telt like some-
body sat en the back of v carand [ could-
't understand, you know, whal the hell’s
moing onf 'm looking and there’s nobody
out there, vou know. So | get out of the car
with my Qashlighe It was like three o'dock
in the morning. .. and Twalked around to
the back of my car. Now keep in mind that
there was all kinds of snow and mud and
evervihing else back there; my car was filthy
because it was a dirty area oul there as
tar as dirt and stuff on the roads. Anyway
[m at the back of my carand 'm loolk-
ing around on the ground trying to see if

The second lemporary
memaorial near the crash site.

there's any tracks thal go up Lo my car,
‘cause something had to make my car
move like that and it wasn't windy out. And
right there in front of my eyes the backend
of riy car came back up, and then that was
it for the rest of that night other than sit-
ting there looking around like, well, what's
going on? The next day, in the daytime, [
made it a point to look at the back of my
car again to make sure that L didn’t miss
anything as far as like any kind of footprints
or any animal prints or anything...
nada. ... Wothing in the mud, nothing in
the snow, nothing om my car, nothing any-
where,

And then there was the time thal Fwas
sitfing in my car doing crossword puicdes,
okay? And keep in mind, there was about
21, 23 inches of smow out: And 'y sit-
ting there laying hack like this, cause my
neck was starting to hurt, and out of the
clear blue, T'heard a voice say; "So now
what?" Sa I'm looking around, but there is
nobody in my car.
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Shonksville sign wheare one turns o find the crash site.

we go into the trailer and we're hanging,
ot making coffes, vou know, getting ready
to play some cards; to try to passa little
time, to take a break: And the next thing
you know,out of nowhers we hear some-
one knocking on the door. Okay! [ had al-
ready told him before not to be surprised
if it happens. Well, it happened. So he wenit
and he answered the door, and [ was stand-
ingin the trailer doorway. Nobody came
in, Now there was a chair set up by the
phone that we didn't notice betore that.
MNow whether or not it was up before that,
I'm not saying because L am really not cer-
tain. [ didn't really notice before.

1 kinda blew that off, you know, fizared

tothing to it. Me and my partmer sat down;
you know, got another chair, sat down and
starled pliying cards. Then we heard some-
body walk through the trailer. We heard
about five or six steps go through the trailer,
and there was nobody there—just me and
himi; Then all of a sudden we started hear-
ing mumbled voices outside of the trailer,
S0 we kind of laoked at each other and
said, “You know what? F___ this!™ We
gol back in my car; went back up to the|
main gate. Thal trailler—T[or some reason
I was abways nervous in the trailer.

PW: You said mumbled voices. More
than one persan?

Wagstaff: You couldn't make out what

A view Dféhgg@yifh the American
and the Pennsylvania state flags flying,

PW: Male or female voice?

Wagstaff: Tt was a male voice: Tt was
detinitely a male voice, and they said, *5o
now what?™ [ didn’t know what to think,
But 1 was just kinda—well | don’t know.
Then there was nothing else that night. The
things that happened, they were like
quick—do you know what T mean? There
was like nothing thar was real major, that
lasted for very long ata time. It was justa
little shot here, . alittle thing heres,

Like, the very last thing that | seen
out there was like a lady walking towards
1Y CArs..
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The Strange Woman

PW: Do you want to tell e what was
goinig on that night?

Wagstaff: [t was snowing out, but as far
a5 the date poes, it was the night of the 29th,
the morning of the 30th of December—
il was four o'dockin the morning, and |1
wits sitting in my car admiring the snow,
And I looked aver this way a little bit and
there was a lady walking towards my car,
And Teould seeher as clearlyvas Teould see
any one of you, Only she had on a blue like
a baseball jersey with a button-down front,
and it was trimmed in white, She had blue
jeans on and she had like brown hair down
torabout here, She had on glasses. She
looked like she was—well like she was in
her mid- Lo late 40s: seen her walking
toward my car and my firkt thought was,
“What the hell’s this lady doing eut here in
the winterwith no coat on?™ Fput my hand
on the dior handle to open up my car door,
and she just totally disappeared. Tust van-
ished into thinain

PW: About how long were vau ob-
serving her before she disappeared?

Wagstaff: 1 saw herlong enough to take
SEVETL LS.

PW: For her to take seven steps?

Wagstaff: For her 1o lake seven steps.
She was wallang kinda briskly—and walk-
ing towards the car.. looking me dead in
my face—like she was coming teotalk (o
me. ..

PW: Now vou said thal there was
abaut three inches of snow. Did you check
it the snow to see if her foolprints were
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in the snow?

Wagstaff: There was nol one footprint
in that snow,

PW: You did check, then?

Wagstaft: (th, veah. Anylime anything
happened, T made the attempt to look:

Other person at the interview: How
close to your car did she get?

Wagstaff: | would probably say no
more than-abeur 20 feet-—no more than
20) feet,

Owners Believed

Beyond the testimiony of Wagstaft was
the apparent belief in the happenings by
the owners of BAC Rent-A-Cop Service,
One of the owners checked on the story,
and the other owner was the one Lo first
call Renee Kluck. It would notbe a big
jump teesay that they had believed the sto-
ries of their guards .or else theyv would
not have taken the extraordinary step of
calling in the local media.

Kluck explained ta Linda Malton
Howe on Drearnlend that she had her own
experience while interviewing Wagstall at
the trailer on the site at about 3:30 A M.
“That’s when we heard these—like the
sound outside. Ttwas like the sound of foot-
steps...... D looked at him and he lnoked at
e and we were hoth waiting for the knock
on the-door. And we were just kind of wail-
ingand waiting, because he had said, you
know, vou hear foolsteps and sometimes
vou hear the knock on the door. And T'm
sitting there and mentally 'm thinking,
please don't knock. Please dan't knock,

A vigw of the crash sife from o distance.
—

‘canse if you knoclk Tl really frealk out. And
the knock didn't come, but 1 do have the
soumnd of the footsteps coming up the stairs
ol tape.”

The Somerset authorities took over the
site-at this point, and RAC Rent-A-Cop
Serviee did not get their contract renewed,
The Somerset County Sherills department
took over security at the site. The local an-
thorities quickly announced that the se-
curity firm had heen fooled into think-
ing that the knocking and fontsteps in
the trailer had been ghasts.

Was it the Flag?

The authorities explained that the
noises were from-the large Hag that flew
from the front of the trailer. The snapping
aof the flag and the ropes clanging against
the metal of the post had been the sounds
that those inside the traller—including
Kluck—had heard,

Robert Wagstaff addressed that issue
in passing during the interview. Heand the
other security guards were far from the

e Spirick of Flight 93

1o leave this carth with matters unresolved,
might siill be ingering at the impact site
and in thearea.

Since | began working on this story,
Pve heard many theories and many ideas,
I have deliberately kept them out of this
article. | promised Wagstaff and mvself that
I'd only report what he saw and nothing
mvore. Wagstaft was asked it he had any
fdeas about who they might be and what
might be going on out there,

Wagstaft: T was our there o protect
themn, not to protect the crash site; not to
protect the trailer. [ was oul there to pro-
tect them, That’s the way L [elt about it.

PW: To protect their memaory, you
mean?

Wagstaff: Yeah. And I mean that's
strongly the way L felt, vou know. So [ can’t
help but think that maybe, just mayvbe,
since they had enough gall to go ahead and
tuke over the airplane after the hijackers
toak it over, Tean't help but think that they
got the hijackers in the trailer and that the
knocking on the door s to get youra__
out of there, I ca’t help but think that.

FW: Do you think they don't realize
that they're dead?

Wagstaff: I don't know, [ really don't.
It happened so fast, I'm sure thal some of
themn don’t think they are.

PW: You're going to eventually hear
somebody say to you, *Well, don't vou
think that it’s disrespectful to the dead that
ateout there,” and T was wondering what
your response 1o that would be.
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Wagstaff: I'm not disrespecting the
dead. There's a reason that they're still run-
ning around ot there, There’s a reason for
them to be there. They alwiously have not
realized what has happened, or they wasn't
linished doing what they needed to do.
someteason or another they're out there,
and it's my job, I feel, since | seen all that
stuff out there, to let people know that
they're out there, and maybe ther family
members can be able to put them to rest,
That's the way | [e¢l about it.

A Story Like No Other

This story has been unlike any [ have
ever done in my 20 vears as a writer. I have
been stymied and turned away, rebuffed
and refused, burstill Robert’s last words
have rung in noy mind. It was his job to tell
the story, and he chose Lo el it to me. He
spoke to others whom he felt were honar-
able, and they were, but they were unable
to tell the story publicly: He refused tele-
vision tabloids like Inside Edition because
he wanted to tell the story honestly and
feared that they might not do so. 1 have
chosen to offer up his words and very lit
the else. What more could 1 say? Robert fold
the story simply and well. Now T have
tulfilled my part in this story, [ have told
people that the spirits of Flight 93 are
still out there—at least that is what the
watchman said, o

Patty A, Wilson is the author of several
bhanks about the ghosts of Pomrsvlvania and
has previously comtributed to FATL,
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gullible fools with wild imaginations that
the officials insinuated had “imagined”
everything after hearing a few noises.
Wagstaff explained that he had thought of
that possibility, too.

Wagstaff: The first time I heard that
knock on the door, keep in mind that there
was a flag that hung down the side of the
trailer, and it was the height of the trailer,
but they had all kinds of cords and all
kinds of ather stuff weighing the bottom
of it down. It would have taken a real good
wind to blow that arcund. And the first
time I heard that, I thought that that was
what it was, the flag beating off the side of
the trailer or something. But the more 1
was there, the more I said, “No, that’s
not what it is.” Ya know? It was creepy
inside the trailer... I've seen some pretty
strong winds up there, and that flag would
just ripple a little bit; it wouldn’t move,
you know what [ mean? And I heard then
they took the flag off and I heard they’re
still hearing it.

Not the Only Witness

I could not help but wonder if Wagstaff
had been the only one to have such expe-
riences, He answered that question this way:

‘Wagstaft: Well, most of the people who
have reported it was there for either the late
shift four to twelve at night or from mid-
night to eight in the morning. Now, I had

most of the midnight shifts. Okay? Anda

guy named A.W. had the midnight shift
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before I got it, and he experienced a lot
of the knocking on the door and stuff
like that. He said he even took out a cam-
corder to the crash site to see if he could
catch the shadows on film. *Cause he was
seeing those, too. He said he thought he
was losing his mind. He was glad to hear
that somebody else saw it, too. ...

The other explanation that has been
offered for the experiences was that kids
were pulling pranks, Wagstaff commented
upon that. “I never caught any kids out
there. I mean I would see people pull up
to the gate and stop and gawk a little bit,
but then I would get out of my car and
they'd turn around and leave. But I never
actually seen anybody else out there run-
ning areund—ever. . .especially in the dead
of winter. With there being a pond right
there and everything else, it would be crazy
to run around out there. They got potholes
out there that would suck up a Pinto.”

And so we are left with the testimony
of Wagstaff, the lesser testimony of Renee
Kluck, and the inference that at least one
of the RAC bosses believed in the stories
enough to call the television station.

It has been said that when people die
traumatic, sudden deaths, they are more
likely to haunt than those who die peace-
fully. Tt has also been said that ghosts often
return when they have unfinished business
in this life. If that is true, then it should not
be so difficult to believe that possibly,
just possibly, at least some of those who
died tragic deaths, where they were forced
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Joyee KEUER. | Ine PoRTAC AT Groud 260

¢rs, asid the fact that going Lo the top was
like flying. You could see in all directions,
and it was beyond magnificent being up in
the douds.

However, when 1 walked down hall-
ways, or went into-elevators, 1 became very
upset and felt like crying: In spite of the
questionable energy, Hoved the buildings,
and always prayed for the protection of the
World Trade Center and its inhabitants, |
prayed thatif the destruction of the build-
ings had to occur itwould be minimal, with
no loss of human life,

Prior to and during the excavation
for the World Center and for ather con-
struction in the area, the remains of at least
419 Colonial-era African-American slaves
had been unearthed, In October 2003, they
were respectiully re-interred a short dis-
tance away. Included in this burial were the
rernains of other black slaves who had also
been discovered near the site in 1991,

Histarians report that these African-
American slaves were brought to lower New
York during Colonial days, and horribly
mistreated. Young children, teens, and
adults had been brought here from Africa,
forced into heavy labor, tortured, and killed.
The killings were often done by hanging,
mostly in the area now known as the New
York Financial Center. They were buried

inand around the area of the World Trade
e ——

Center.

S starvation and mistreatment of the
slaves went on for many generations. The
area EhTUI.II'[d “"’hﬂt we I_‘IOW kﬂDW’ as
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*“Ground Zera” festered for centuries with
the energy of human beings who were har-
ribly mistreated, tortured, and killed. The
energy had never been released, and it
became more negative after the Financial
Center began to grow and prosper and peo-
ple lost or gained money. As financial deal-
ings were consummated (some fair, some
unfair), the negative energy grew in the
ared, The area surrounding the World Trade
Center became an aoverwhelming magnet
of darkness, The hatred, misery, despair,
and human suffering had been building up
{or centuries, 1thad never been cleansed or
released.

Twvo months before 9/11, my hushand
Tack and T hought a lovely little apart-
ment in the shadow of the World Trade
Center, only 1,000 feet away. The apart-
ment was spectacular, with sweeping views
of the New York harbor, the bridges, and
the Statue of Liberty. On the day that we
moved in, Jack and | went to the roof of
our building. Jack looked straight up at the
World Trade Center as it towered over our
building of 40 floors. Looking up at the
magnificent edifice, he said, "1f, God for-
bid, those building come down, my praver
isthat they po straight dewn, and not over
here!™ We both laughed weakly, knowing
that it was not something we should laugh
about.

September 11,2001, was a clear, unbe-
lievably beautiful day in New York. We had
gone back to our house on Long Island, so
we were not in Manhattan when the attack
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Joyee and Jack Keller af window of apartment at the time of the portal experience,

had been off for quite a few days; and we
had the usual food supply in our refriger-
ator. We were very fortunate, though, and
happy to find that our building workers
had cleaned everything out for us.

fack and [ went up to the roof and
stood there, overwhelmed with sadness.
Our wonderful World Trade Center was
pone. In its place was a big, smoking hole
filled with tons and tons of debris. Many
workers were going full-steamn ahead with
the clean-up, still optimistic that some sur-
vivors might be found. Rescue dogs were
brought in, also courageously scouring the
steaming debris for survivors, None were
found.

That night, we fell asleep in our apart-
ment with great difficuloy, T was asleep only

for a shart time when T was awakened. 1
wis inspired to walk into the living room.
Muare asleep than awake, [ realized that the
room was [illed with smoke, but it wasn't
physical. Lalso realized that the room was
filled with spirits_. .mostly frefighters!

[ walked over to the bay window that
faces out to the harbar and the Statue of
Liberty. [ saw a huge, white cloud of light
forming over the harbor: [ heard a voice say
to me, “Jovee, you have to stand by the win-
dow, and direct these departed souls cut to
the light which has formed over the har-
bor: There are mary spirit teachers and an-
gelic forces waiting to take them into the
light, and to whete they need to go”
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Might view of harbor from Kellers' apartment.

ceourred. Jack and [ stood transhixed and
harrified as we watched the marning news
and saw the towers as they burned and then
collapsed, We watched our little building
in Battery Park City become obliterated
and completely covered with black smoke,

When the power in our building was
turned back on a few weeks later, we re-
turned 1o our apartment. The air in the aty
was-almost beyond description. There was
not only an overwhelming smell of death,
but also smake, plastic desks, paper, and
God knows what else. People walked with
their heads down, most everyone either
wearing 3 mask or covering their mouths
and noses with a hanky. People wiere walk-
ingand crying, Since traffic was detoured,
we had to walk many blocks. Red Cross vol-
unteers from out of town were at many

street cornets. Emergency workers put food
and water into our hands, People walked
like zombies, notable to fully comprehend
or accept what had happened to our city,
Buses did not charge anyone, taking peo-
ple wherever they had to go. Volunleers
carme on board; giving out fruit and water,
Mlost people sat in stunned silence, or qui-
etly sabbed,

When we finally gol to our apartment
building, we walked inand were grested by
the front desk concierge. He was usually
formal, but niot this time, He grabbed Jack
and me and began crying. "My God, |
thought you were both dead. Five peaple
who lived here died in the disaster. I'm s0
happy to See you.” We all hugged each other.

When we got upto our apartment; we
entered with great trepidation. The power

| L

Vigw fram rook of Kellers' apartment
building locking dewn on devastated
remains of World Trade Center.

By naw, Jack had gotten wp and joined
me at the window. Westood there for
hours, until the sun came up, We contin-
wously said to the spirits who were leaving,
"o this wary: Look at the light over the har-
bor. Go ahiead, Don’t be afraid. Your loved
ones are waiting for you. They will assist
vour right now. Do not be atraid!”

The line of departed entities seemed
endless. They kept coming and coming.
Many were World Trade Center employ-
ees who wanted to go back to their desks,
or call their families to tell them they
wereall right, Many did not know they were
1o longer in their bodies. Some firefight-
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et joked with us, One fireman said, “Look,
| can flv! Even with my boots on!™

Finally, as the sun came up over the har-
bor, we realized that the line of departed
souls was coming to an end, We lnew that
they had all crossed aver. I had a feeling
of peace sweep over me, and realized that
Tack and Twere completely exhausted. |
looked down at the floor, and saw that |
was standing in a pool of my perspiration,

The next day, | meditated on the expe-
ricnice. [was tald that we had been moved
to that apartment and that building for a
definite purpose. The building is exactly
between the World Trade Center and the
harbor. God had wirned our apartment
into what 15 known as "a portal," or open-
ing to higher realms, We were used as “earth
helpers™ along with cosmic workers to
accomplish the job. Many other earth
helpers were also enlisted, some in build-
ings around the area, and some on the
street; My guidance also told nre that many
chuldren in the aréa could have died, since
this 15 an area that has many children, but
not one was lost

I wasalso told that I would recetve
proof within 24 hours that this apartment
had been turned into a portal. [ was very
curinus about that, and couldn’t wait for it
to happen.

The next day when I was walking on
the streets of New York City, [ noticed many
vendors selling photographs of the World
Trade Center and Battery Park City, Cne
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The Portal
)

large photo particularly caught my eye. It
showed the World Trade Center as it had
looked before 9/11. In the center of this
photo was one apartment building that was
very hard to miss. It was our building, It
is easy to spot, since there isa circle on
the top, with what looks like a missing
clock. Well, of course, we had to buy it. It
was so attractive, and only $4.00. When we
took it home and got ready to hang it on
the wall, Jack called me. He said, “Look at
this!” On the back of the photograph were
the words “The Portal”

Is the area surrounding Ground Zero
cleansed of old, dark, evil energy? Is there
residual negative energy? Why did almost
3,000 people die? Was this the balancing of
their karma? Were they helpless victims?
Or was it the acceleration of their karma,
50 that the slate was wiped clean in one life-
time, rather than many? Are there other
areas like this in our country, or in the
world? Can we keep events like this from
occurring again?

After much meditation, my impres-
sion is that, as Edgar Cayce said, “There
are no accidents. There are no victims.”
People, at a certain level of consciousness,
understand and usually agree to accept
whatever comes their way, after their
karma is explained to them. The cell
phone messages that were heard by friends
and relatives on September 11 are, for the
most part, incredibly cool and calm. There
was an all-pervasive calmness among the
victims, as if they knew what was happen-
ing, and agreed to it.
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There were many reports of people
who worked in the World Trade Center
and lived through the experience. Many
people could not understand or explain
how they were sitting at their desk one
minute, drinking coftee, and then suddenly
standing out on the street in front of the
World Trade Center, still holding a coftee
cup in their hands. Many people had no
memory or awareness of exiting the build-
ing, and safely making their way out on to
the street.

September 11 was a tragedy beyond de-
scription. However, mixed in with that
tragedy are so many blessings. For instance,
all the children in Battery Park City’s nurs-
eries and schools survived, as did many res-
idents and their pets. Also, there were World
Trade Center employees who survived, ei-
ther because they missed their train or over-
slept that morning.

The 9/11 experience should be a wake-
up call for all of us, We need to appreci-
ate the beauty and blessings of our coun-
try. We need to strengthen and empower
our God-connecticn. We need to listen in-
tuitively to our own inner and angelic guid-
ance, which is the God within. 2

Joyee Keller is an internationally known
psychic, author, -
radic host, and
media personality.
She is the author
of six best-selling
books that are
sold worldwide.

True Mystic Experiences

1 couldn’t make the trip to Billings to see
him, T thought of him and have kept him
in my prayers.—Kate Lawler, Helena, Mont.

Premonitions of 9/1!
n the fall' o ™had the opportu-

nity to take a day trip to New York City
along with a group of friends. Werented a
van and headed north on the New Jersey
Turmpike with the intention of seeing some
sights, having dinner, and taking in a
Broadway show. We decided to go to the
ticket office then located in the North
Tower of Eﬁe World Trade Center where
discount tickets were available for the
shows that weren’t sold out that day.

As soon as we entered the lobby (as I
remember, a large, empty, box-like space),
I started looking around for the pillars that
held up the building. I remember think-
ing that the building could collapse, and
even had a brief visual in my mind’s eye of
that actually happening, My anxiety started
to increase, and 1 asked myy boyfriend, Dave
Davis, what was holding the building up
and why were there no pillars supporting
the structure in the middle of the lobby.

To quiet me, he said the walls were 15
feet thick, and not to worry, the building
wasn't going to fall down. While making a
quick stop in the ladies’ room, I tried to vi-
sualize the walls at that thickness and fi-
nally reasoned that he just said that to shut
me up. When I came out of the ladies’
roomn, I told him so. By that time, he had
found a display that explained the con-
struction of the building, and he assured
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me the building was sturdy and secure.

‘We were about to get into the elevator
to go up to the ticket office when Dave an-
nounced to our friend, Pat, that I was hav-
ing a claustrophobia attack. She responded
by telling me that T could take the stairs
as we were only going to the second floor.
That suggestion only caused another wave
of panic in me. For some reason, the
thought of climbing those stairs terrified
me. | insisted that I could take the eleva-
tor, and as the door closed, I could see
her out of the corner of my eye looking
at me like I was a little crazy.

I felt much better on the second floor
because it was spacious and open. I think
the box-like configuration of the lobby trig-
gered my anxiety somehow and caused my
overactive imagination to catch a glimpse
of the future of that building, Another anx-
iety-producing situation, seven years later,
parted that veil again for me.

My second experience occurred on Sep-
tember 10, 2001. T was driving north on
Interstate 95 from an appointment in
Chester, Pennsylvania, when I got caught




aving stated more than once that
I have virtually certain knowt-

edge that Freemasons are not !

trying to take over the world, I
have been asked whether I be-
lieve in any conspiracies at all.
The implication is that T do not, since
I place no credibility whatever in the wild
scribblings of members of the lunatic fringe
whom some devoted acolytes regard as au-
thoritative experts, All I have to say to them
is, “Ka nama kaa lajerama.” (That phrase
is supposed to be painful to reptoids and
make them reveal themselves.)
I'm sure it might be possible for me to

find and interview some individual who

claims to be 160 years old and to have been
present at Appomattox, where Grant sur-
rendered to Lee in 1865 rather than the
other way around. It must be so. He saw it.

1f Iwrote a book containing this inter-
view, there’s no doubt whatever that some
people would accept it as gospel and re-
gard me as an authority on the Civil War.
They would then viciously attack anyone
who criticized me (the reverse of the ac-
tual situation).

But back to the original question: Of

course I believe in conspiracies, just not in
the theories cooked up for fun and/or profit
by assorted dubious characters.

ButTam getting ahead of myself. First
we ought to define what we mean by “con-
spiracy.” Off the top of my head, I would
say it is a plan with some objective (not

The Amazing Godwin

| necessarily well-defined) advocated by two
ot more people in secret. The plan is usu-
ally contrary to the public interest or even
downright evil; hence the secrecy. Thus the
Sons of Liberty in the Midwest, egged on|!
by Confederate 8peratives, plotted in se-
cret to prevent the re-election of Abraham |
i Lincoln (the Civil War again). When push
came to shove, they wimped out and their

plans came to nothing. But it was a con+

spiracy. 5o was the plot to assassinate Lin- |
coln, which unfortunately did come to J
fruition. John Wilkes Booth had plenty

of co-conspirators, many of whom were |
" hanged for their efforts. :

ore modern example is provided
@ Terrorists conspired quite effec-
+ tively to take down W Wgrld Trade Ceni |
% tet, though they did not succeed so wel.

I with tffe Penatagon, and not at all with th
White House.

| And yes, there was and is a conspir

\ acy of sorts within the Air Force to sup
press UFQ investigation and to deny th

¢ phenomenon altogether. My own theo:

is that they just don’t want to be bothered
They have tried and failed to explain it sat1
isfactorily, so now it is easier just to clai

| that it does not exist, Otherwise, they would
have to admit that American airspace it
being violated almost daily and they ar

. helpless to do anything about it.

| Heck,I am even willing to consider

| idea that Oswald did not act alone!—Dav

. E Godwin
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in a traffic jam just below the Philadelphia
International Airport. It was a warm day,

and I had the air conditioner on. My car,

however, didn’t idle well with it on, At
red lights, it would buck slightly as if it was
going to stall until I turned the air off. Now,
in the stop-and-go traffic of bumper-to-
bumper cars, I switched it oft and rolled
down the front windows.

1 was in the middle lane of the highway,

and immediately the sights and sounds of .

the jam up assaulted my senses, T switched
the radio on to a news station and with the
traffic report, learned that the holdup was
caused by construction on the Girard Point

Bridge, which 1 could see a few miles off in

the distance.

As we crept along, my anxiety level
began to climb, and 1 gripped the wheel
with white knuckles. Large trucks passed

me on either side, and I could see unhicky

motorists overheating on the shoulder of
the road. Loud rap music blared from a car
full of teenagers, and my mind began to
race.

What if a plane flew into the bridge as
I was crossing it? Thousands of people
would die! 1 had a vision of thousands of
souls being propelled to the gates of heaven
amid mass chaos and confusion. I looked
at the rough-looking truck drivers and the
car of juvenile delinquents and thought, “I
dor’'t want to die with these strangers!”
Now, in total fear and panic, | held onto
the wheel for dear life as we inched towards
the bridge.

Finally, I was on it. Just as I started
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across, [ could see the workmen removing
the cones, and the traffic that had been
compressed into one lane began to sail eas-
ily across. The traffic jam was over for me,
and my emotions immediately returned
to a state of calm. I had been in a state of
anxious terror for about 20 minutes and
marveled at how quickly the feelings
changed. Nothing like that has ever hap-
pened to me either before or since that day.

Of course, the events of the following
day brought a little clarity to my irrational
imaginings. Apparently, my anxiety, along
with its fear and panic, stimulated my
imagination, and in that state, | was able
io tap into that level of consciousness where
past, present, and future are one. If 1 should
ever experience anything like that again,
1 will surely pay more attention to any ran-

dom, irrational thoughts. Hopefully, they

will convey warnings that can be acted

upon and not only foreshadow a fated, |

tragic event.
I have been a reader of your magazine
since the 1970s and I certify that the events

- related above really happened to me.

Thanks for your consideration.—Carol
Wasniewskt, Cherry Hill, N J.

Right Place, Wrong Time

On July 6, 2004, my mum, Joan Hart-
ley, and myself were walking through the
common in Tunbridge Wells in Kent, Eng-
land, on our way to the local garden cen-
ter with my three-year-old Alsatian, Lee,
who was happily sniffing out and chas-
ing rabbits.




n the wake of September 11, 2001, we

et e RN,

are probably unanswerable until the
end of days, when all will be revealed.

But in the long meantime, questions

still plague many of us, Why did those
3,000-plus people die in the four hijacked
airplanes, at the World Trade Center'in New
York, the Pentagon in Washington, D.C,,

\and on the field outside Shanksville, Penp-
' sylvania? Why not others? Stories abound
| of people who should have been on those

flights or in those buildings, but who were
| detaved or had a change of plans or felt
| ill and stayed home. But there are also sto-
| ries of those who changed flights onto one
(of the doomed aircraft, or caught them
|at the last moment, or had just started work
!at one of the buildings and were suddenly
)'[ trapped in crisis.

We can make ourselves ill trying to fig-
ure out, “Why them? Why not me?” But
there are still important lessons to learn in
two books about United Flight 93, That
was the plane that took off from New Jer-
sev's Mewark Airport and was to have
landed in San Francisco on September 11,
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Instead it was hijacked by terrorists as it
neared Cleveland. Passengers used their
cell phones to call their homes, or the GTE
Verizon airphones to call that company’s
headquarters, From those calls they learned
that the hijackets, who told them that they
were refurning to an airport in order to
have their demands met, had lied. The
United 93 passengers discovered that three
other hijacked planes had crashed into
heavily populated buildings of great -
nancial and military importance, and that
theirs would probably be used for the same

deadly purpose,

American Heroes

These passengers heroically decided
that they would fight back and try to save
themselves or, failing that, at least trv to
save the people on the ground. Though
they did not succeed in their first goal, they
were victorious in their second: the plane
crashed in 2 vacant field. Though they lost
their lives, they saved the lives of untold
thousands of people on the ground in
Washington, D.C,, where the plane was
headed. The targets were almost certainky

the White House, the Capitol, or perhaps
another wing of the five-sided Pentagon.

Many books were released in Septem-
ber 2002 to mark the first anniversary of
the tragedy. Two that reached the bestseller
list were about United Flight 93: Among the
Heroes: United Flight 93 and the Passengers
and Crew Who Fought Back by Jere Long-
man (HarperCollins Books) and Let’s Roll!
Ordinary People, Extraordinary Courageby
Lisa Beamer with Ken Abraham {Tyndale
Hause Publishers,) Lisa was the wife of
Todd Beamer, one of the passengers who
was determined to retake the plane or die
in the attempt.

A striking feature of the first book was
how many of the passengers or their fam-
ily or friends had some kind of presenti-
ment, or an odd uneasiness before the
flight. There was no such premonition in
the Beamer story, but there were several in-
stances of what some people call coinci-
dence—what I call “God's fingerprints.”

Here are some of the many more-than-
coincidences chronicled by Longman in
Amtang the Heroes:

Lyz Glick, wife of passenger Jeremy



Glick, was used to his frequent job-related
travels. However, “she had a bad feeling
about this one. She felt almost sick,” as a
college friend had recently died in a plane
crash. “Quickly Lyz put the thought out of
her head. Don’t be 0 silly, she told herself.
These things don’t happen. Lightning
doesn’t strike twice in the same place”
However, in high school, Jeremy had writ-
ten a poem called “Redemption in the Sky,”
about good and evil battling on a doomed
plane flight that ended in pain and death,
but also in a soul being freed.

Flight attendant Lorraine Bay felt ili
and wanted to call in sick but did not.

Flight attendant Wanda Green had
been on a problem-plagued flight the week
before and was nervous about the current
trip.

lise Homer, mother of co-captain
LeRoy Homer Jr., cried uncontrollably
when she heard about the World Trade
Center and wondered, “Why am I crying?
I didn't know anyone?” She didn’t hear
about her son’s death until 4:30 that after-
noon.

Mark Bingham’s friend Matt Hall went
with him to the airport, and after Mark
boarded the plane they spoke on cell
phones. Matt had a sudden vision of Mark
in his seat and thought, “Ts this the last time
I'm going to see him?”

Mark’s aunt Candyce Hoglan, three
hours behind in California, dreamed of a
plane going down, people screaming “No!”
and begging for their lives. Minutes later
she got a call from her brother, telling her
that their nephew’s plane had been hi-
jacked.

During the entire summer of 2001,
Hilda Macrin’s daughter had an “odd dis-
placed feeling, Am I ever going to see her
again?”

Nicole Miller’s boyfriend Ryan Brown
was on a different plane with his mother.
‘When the pilot announced that there had
been several hijackings and that all planes
were ordered to land, Mark got a “swift sick
feeling” and told his mother, “Mom,
Nicole’s gone.”

Honor Elizabeth Waino called her step-
mother Esther, who stayed on the phone
with her until the crash. Ehzabeth told her
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that both her deceased grandmothers were
waiting for her and to Esther it seemed as
if she were already leaving her body.

For ten years Juan Martinez had
dreamed repeatedly of an airplane crash.
Because he was a master sergeant with the
Air National Guard, he thought that this
would be his own fate. But two days before
the crash, as he walked pasta picture of his
daughter Waleska, he suddenly felt that it
would be her instead. He also dreamed of
scorched trees and men in white suits.
When he attended services at the crash site
outside Shanksville, he saw scorched trees
and disaster teams working in white suits,

Handpicked for Crisis

For several years, Tom Burnett had a
presentiment that he was meant to do
something important for a lot of people
and that it involved Washington, D.C. He
attended Mass each day at lunch in order
to prepare himself for this still-unclear des-
tiny.

And then lisa
Jefferson heard
him say to the
other passengers,
“Let’s roll.”

He felt that it could be politics. At the
same time his wife Deena began to have
the terrible feeling that she and Tom would
not grow old together, They had three
daughters and told her mother that they
would never have a son because Tom would
be killed at a young age.

Tom also told Deena that he would die
young, He tried to double his life insurance
but was rejected because of his sleep apnea.
Deena recalled that her husband’s palms
had very few lines on them and that his “life
line” ¢ halfway up his palm and then
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stopped, and that she had never seen any-
one else’s look like that, her own included.

In both the Longman book and her
own, Lisa Beamer said that when she first
learned on television that flights were being
hijacked, she felt terrible for the people in-
volved but that since the hijacked planes
were American and United and Todd usu-
ally took Continental, he would be fine.
Around 10 AM. her phone rang on two sep-
arate occasions but nobody was on the line
either time. As she and a friend saw the site
of the Shanksville plane and heard that
it had been a Newark to San Francisco
flight, she fell to her knees because she just
knew that he was on that flight.

Tom Burnett seems to have been the
first passenger whose phone call to the
ground discovered the tragedies in New
York and Washington. Todd Beamer picked

- up the airphone, dialed 0 and got the GTE

Verizon Customer Care Center in Qak-
brook, Illinois. It was a suburb of Chicago,
where he and Lisa had lived.

The first operator he reached was so
upset by the news that she handed the call
to her supervisor, Mrs, Jefferson. At one
point in their conversation of 15 to 20 min-
utes, the plane lurched and lunged and
Todd cried out, “Lisa!

“Yes?” responded Mrs. Jefferson.

“That’s my wife’s name,” Todd replied.
But of all the thousands of women’s names
in the world, it was also the name of Mrs.
Jefferson. She, like he, was also very reli-
gious, so they recited the Lord’s Prayer and
the 23rd Psalm together. And then Lisa Jef-
ferson heard him say to the other passen-
gers,“Let’s roll,” as they began their coun-
terattack on their attackers.

The airline crew obviously knew one
another, as did a married couple and a dat-
ing couple who were passengers. Except for
them, everyone on board was a complete
stranger. However, they seemed almost
uniquely handpicked for this mission of
saving lives on the ground, though not their
own., Among them were three emergency
medical technicians; an air traffic con-
troller; a pilot of smaller aircraft; a Federal
warden trained in hand-to-hand fighting;
and an attendant, CeeCee Lyles, who had
been a policewoman in a tough neighbor-
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hood and had done hand-to-hand com-
bat of her own. Four of the men—Todd
Beamer, Mark Bingham, Tom Burnett and
Jeremy Glick—were all big men who had
been star athletes in college and who had
remained in good shape. From their calls
to the ground, it was apparent that these
four men were key players in the joint de-
cision to storm the cockpit, ramming the
door with a metal food cart.

The cockpit tape of the final struggle
before the crash at 10.03 a.M. has never and
will never be publicly released, although
family members were allowed to hear it
once. For the first few days after Septem-
ber 11, information about what took place
on Flight 93 was not released. But on Sep-
tember 13, Todd’s boss, Larry Ellison of the
Oracle Corporation, described what had
happered in an email to his employees. He
mourned the loss of other employees at the
World Trade Center, and then went on to
write of Todd Beamer: “We believe he died
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when he and the other passengers aboard
Flight 93 tried to recover the hijacked air-
plane from the terrorists.” Lisa herself did
not know of Todd’s role until the next
night, when Lisa Jefferson’s notes were read
to her.

Thornton Wilder’s 1928 Pulitzer Prize
winning novel The Bridge of San Luis Rey
told the fictional story of several people
who plunged into a gorge after a bridge
collapse. A priest studied their lives to see
if their deaths were random or if there had
been a greater power at work. Eventually
he decided that each person had died at his
or her most hopeful time, when their mem-
ories would do the most good for those
whom they had left behind.

Though we may never fully understand
it here, perhaps something similar could
be said of United Flight 93, They un-
doubtedly saved hundreds if not thousands
of lives in Washington, D.C., that morn-
ing. Moreover, three and a half months
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later, the memory of their heroism averted
another disaster.

On December 22, 2001, a terrorist tried
to blow up an airplane over the Atlantic
Ocean by setting fire to his explosive-laden
shoes, When the other passengers saw him
struggling with a flight attendant, they
didn't hesitate. As on Flight 93, they charged
him. Fortunately, this time they were able
to subdue their would-be murderer, who
is now serving a very long prison term.

There may be one final lesson to learn
from the United 93 heroes, Many of us are
nervous flyers. If you are not, but if you or
aloved one develops a sudden unexplained
bad feeling about a particular flight, you
should wait if you can or switch to a dif-
ferent flight if you can’t. Life today is un-
certain. Dor’t ignore God's fingerprints on
your life, hij

Lina Accurso is a free-lance writer and as-
trologer who lives in Port Chester, New York.
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