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Sunday, September 10, 2017 

Richards Middle School Warrior Weekly 

http://richardsmcsdga.com     (706) 569-3697 

 

On September 11, 2001, terrorists hijacked, or took control of, 

four airplanes in the United States. They flew two of the planes 

into the twin towers of the World Trade Center in New York 

City, causing the towers to catch fire and collapse. Another 

plane destroyed part of the Pentagon building (U.S. military 

headquarters) in Arlington, Virginia. The fourth plane crashed 

in Shanksville, Pennsylvania. All told, nearly 3,000 people were 

killed in the attacks. The events of September 11 (often called 

"9/11") have been described as the worst-ever terrorist attacks 

against the U.S. 

 

 

 

REPpin’ 

RICHARDS 

Responsibility 

Excellence 

Professionalism 

Integrity (noun) Accountable/honest; 

being factual.   

When you are an Inquirer, Integrity looks 

like: 

Looking for ways to make a positive 

difference for others. 

 

Rep 50 Skills for the Week: 
1. If someone drops something and 

you are close to it, pick it up. 

2. Hold the door for people rather 

than letting it close on them. 

3. If someone bumps into you, say 

excuse me, even if it was not 

your fault. 

 

 

Our mission is to inspire and 

equip all students to achieve 

unlimited potential. 

 

 

 

 

 

http://richardsmcsdga.com/
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Upcoming Events 

Monday, September 11 – Patriot Day 
9/11   

This is the last day to shop our 
Scholastic Book Fair. 

4:00 – 5:30 pm - Pep Band practice  

4:15 pm – Chess Club Room 218 

Tuesday, September 12 – 8:00 am – 
Warriors for Christ – Media Center 

8:00 am - Junior Tome Society Room 
105 

4:15 till 5:30 pm - Orchestra after school 
rehearsal - weekly until further notice  

Wednesday, September 13 – 4:15 – 5:00 
pm - Builders Club meeting room 109 
  
4:00 pm - Pep Band for football game 
 
5:00 pm – Football - Baker vs. Richards 
at Richards 
 
5:00 pm – Volleyball - Veterans vs. 
Richards at Veterans 

Thursday, September 14 – Math Team 
Meeting - 4:00-5:00 pm, Room 217 

Friday, September 15 – 8:00 am - Media 

Center - Helen Ruffin Reading Bowl  

5:00 pm – Volleyball - Fort vs. Richards 

/ East Columbus at Fort 

Richards is a PBIS and IB World School where 

we strive to emphasize growth of the whole 

person: intellectual, 

personal, emotional and 

social. 

 

“One of the worst days in America’s 

history saw some of the bravest acts in 

Americans’ history. We’ll always honor 

the heroes of 9/11. And here at this 

hallowed place, we pledge that we will 

never forget their sacrifice.” 

— President George W. Bush at the Pentagon in 

2008 

Parents: Please refrain from driving through the 
bus loop (parking area at the rear of the school) 
between 3:45-4:20 pm each afternoon. We have 
10 buses that arrive after school during this time 
that need access to the bus loop.  Thanks! 
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I was 14 Years Old & 3 Blocks Away from 
the World Trade Center on 9/11 

B Y  A R V I N D  D I L A W A R  

 

 (Credit: Image from Flickr user 9/11 Photos; used with Creative Commons license) 

On the morning of September 11, 2001, I was attending my first full day of classes as a 

freshmen at Stuyvesant High School. It was second period, and I was sitting in the seventh 

floor hallway, waiting for Freshmen Composition to start. I hadn't yet gotten a hang of my 

commute from Jackson Heights to downtown Manhattan or the schedule of periods at 

Stuyvesant, so I was 20 minutes early, listening to System of a Down's “Jet Pilot” on my 

C.D. player when Principal Teitel came on the loudspeaker. I removed my headphones in 

time to catch the end of the announcement: 

http://airshipdaily.com/blog/9112013i-was-14-years-old-3-blocks-away-from-the-world-trade-center-on-911
http://airshipdaily.com/blog/9112013i-was-14-years-old-3-blocks-away-from-the-world-trade-center-on-911
http://airshipdaily.com/blog/?author=51bf5291e4b0ea025c653afe
http://www.flickr.com/photos/911pics/7835975588/sizes/c/in/photostream/
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Do not be alarmed. A small plane has crashed into the World Trade Center. 

I ran over to the windows next to the escalators. Looking out onto downtown, nothing 

seemed amiss. I went down a flight of stairs and over to the library for a better view, but 

there was a tangle of students in front of the main window. 

“Arvind!” Emil called out to me from the edge of the crowd. We had met two days ago 

during gym. He motioned for me to follow him. 

"What is going on?" I asked him as we made our way through the stacks. We stopped in 

front of another window, and Emil pulled up the blinds. 

“Small plane?” I asked myself and tried to understand how those words related to the tower 

before me, a colossal flaming hole in the center of the building, glittering pieces of glass 

falling from it to the streets. 

“That's a really big hole for a small plane,” I said to Emil. 

“Maybe there was a bomb in the plane,” he said. “I heard some kids say that there was an 

explosion a little while after the plane crashed. The plane could've crashed into the tower 

and then a bomb inside the plane could've gone off." 

“Maybe that was just the jet-fuel igniting?” 

“Maybe ... I don't know.” 

Principal Teitel returned on the loudspeaker: 

Attention students and faculty: Please report to your homerooms immediately. I repeat: 

Students and faculty are to report to their homerooms immediately. 

I took the escalator down to the fourth floor and made my way to my homeroom. Students 

and faculty were running through the hallways. (A few students were also on the floor; I 

later learned that some the kids at Stuy had parents who worked in or around the World 

Trade Center.) 

My homeroom was in chaos. We barely knew each other, but the conversation was nonstop: 

“My history teacher told us the second tower was hit by a plane too.” 

“Eugene told me that there were also bombs in the towers.” 
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“I heard it was just a bomb.” 

Our homeroom teacher, Mr. Colon, barged into the classroom. 

“Everyone take your seats and be quiet,” he said. He pulled down the blinds, climbed on top 

of the desk at the front of the room and switched the television on. He flipped to breaking 

news and raised the volume loud enough to drown out the noise from the hallway. 

We’re just getting word that another plane has crashed into the Pentagon — then nothing. 

There was a crash from outside the windows, the floor trembled, and the lights went out. 

“I think one of the towers fell,” Mr. Colon said. The lights flickered back on, and he 

explained that Stuyvesant luckily had its own back-up generator, as the building was meant 

to double as an emergency response center. (After 9/11, Stuyvesant, undamaged in the 

attack, was used as an operations base for rescue and recovery workers.) 

Principal Teitel came on the loudspeaker again: 

Homeroom teachers are to escort their classes to the northern exits. All students and faculty 

are to evacuate the building immediately. 

The entire class was to its feet before the announcement had ended. We left the classroom 

with Mr. Colon leading us, and — along with the rest of Stuyvesant — took the closest 

stairwells down to the first floor. 

The only moment when panic really hit was when we exited the building. As students and 

faculty poured out of the Hudson River exit, screams shot out from of the crowd. An 

enormous cloud of — smoke? dust? pulverized building materials? — pushed towards us, 

and everyone began to stampede. We ran up the West Side Highway, making our way north 

along Manhattan’s western edge. 

I lost track of Mr. Colon. (I later heard stories from friends about being abandoned by their 

teachers, wandering the city for hours before walking home alone across one of the bridges; 

one of my friends from Staten Island even ended up taking a ferry to New Jersey because 

there was no other way for him to get home.) I stuck with a few kids from my homeroom 

and, because the subways had been shut down and the buses stopped, walked up to 

midtown. 

The trek was post-apocalyptic in feeling but with all of the people still there. There were no 

cars on the road except for the flood of emergency vehicles heading southbound on the 

West Side Highway. Everything was closed. Payphones weren’t working. A stranger offered 
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us his cellphone to call our parents, but even his service was out. At one point, we crowded 

around another stranger’s radio in the middle of the street, trying to tune into the news. We 

picked up a signal, but no one really knew anything. 

Anna, one of the girls from my homeroom, had family friends with an apartment close to 

Grand Central, so we headed there. The family welcomed all six or seven of us in, fed us 

and let us use their telephone. I called my mother, who explained that there was no way to 

get into Manhattan because the police had blockaded every route into the city. (She and my 

step-father spent the day shuttling home people who had walked across the Queensboro 

Bridge; my father, living in New Jersey, attempted to walk in from the Lincoln Tunnel, but 

was turned back.) 

I stayed at that family’s apartment until around five o’clock, when the 7 train started 

running again. It was crowded the entire way, but no one complained. Not many people said 

anything at all. I got off at Junction Boulevard, where from the elevated platform you could 

see still see thick black smoke billowing from downtown. 

 


