


| Remembering September 11

The Day I'll Never Forget

Peter Field, the chairman and chief
executive of Risk Waters Group, was
scheduled to be at the Waters Congress
in the World Trade Center on September
11, 2001. He recounts the events of that
day and remembers the Risk Waters staff
and conference participants who were so
senselessly Killed.

was up at about 6:30am to check my

e-mail and phone the London office,

intending to leave for the inaugural
Waters Financial Technology Congress at
the World Trade Center no later than
8am. But I had trouble retrieving my
e-mail and I decided to call our IT man-
ager in London to get the problem sort-
ed out. It was this simple act that
probably saved my life. By the time I'd
accessed my e-mail, I was running late,
eventually leaving my hotel on the Upper
West Side at about 8:10am.

| remember a brief glimpse of broken glass and a cacophony
of alarms before | became aware of security guards

the voice clearly said the train would now
be going on to Cortlandt St. So T assumed
that the explosion had been a minor one.
Otherwise, why would the train be al-
lowed to go on?

How wrong I was. As soon as I went
through the exit barriers at Cortlandt St.,
there was a sickening smell of what I
thought was gas but which I later dis-
covered was jet fuel. It was now between
8:50am and 8:55am, a few minutes after
the first plane had struck at 8:46am. On
the shopping concourse above the sta-
tion, I remember a brief glimpse of bro-
ken glass and a cacophony of alarms
before I became aware of security guards
screaming at us, “Run, run for your life”.
Another official took the opposite tack:
“OK folks, take your time.” But I didn’t
hang around. Out on to the wide pave-
ment and across the street.

I turned, looked up and saw an ugly

screaming at us, “Run, run for your life”

I ran across the road from my hotel
to the 66th St. subway entrance only to
find there was a long delay in the ser-
vice on the 1 and 9 lines to the Cortlandt
St./World Trade Center station. Eventu-
ally, T crammed myself on to a train at
around 8:25am. I thought: “T might still
catch David’s opening remarks because
the conference is bound to start a little
late.” Delegates always register at the last
minute on the first day of conferences.
David Rivers, our company’s editorial di-
rector in New York, knew more about fi-
nancial technology than many in the
industry and was therefore ideal to open
the first Waters Congress at Windows on
the World, on the 106th floor of the north
tower of the World Trade Center.

The subway train had thinned out by
Chambers St., the stop before the Cort-
landt St./World Trade Center stop. There
was a short delay, then one of those loud-
speaker announcements where only two
words out of five are audible. The key
words T caught were “explosion” and
“World Trade Center”. The upshot was
the train wasn’t going any further and we
were told to get off. Then we were told
to get back on, then off again. Finally,

gash in the side of the north tower with
flames and smoke billowing out. Many
of the hundreds of onlookers lining the
street were on cell phones and I over-
heard one say something about a plane
having crashed into the building. I
thought: how could a plane do that in
broad daylight? Is this the tower in which
Windows on the World is located, and if
so are our people high enough above
that hole to have escaped the impact?

I walked down toward the corner of
the street opposite the south tower,
thinking I'd ask a policeman who was
in animated conversation with someone

on the corner. I paused to wait for the
right moment to interrupt but I never
got the chance. A few seconds later —
it was 9:02am — there was a roar in the
sky rather than an explosion ... and
shouts and screams from the hundreds
of people gathered around. I looked up
to see a ball of fire erupting from the
face of the south tower.

From where I was standing I had not
been able to see the plane coming in.
But I realised to my horror that what
looked like an innocuous spray of par-
ticles fanning out in slow motion from
the flames and smoke of this new ex-
plosion was in fact potentially lethal de-
bris that would come raining down on
us any second. Everyone seemed to re-
alise this at the same instant and we all
ran up the street away from the World
Trade Center. I ran faster than most. A
well-dressed woman went sprawling,
dropping her cell phone, which went
scooting along the ground. I recall jump-
ing over somebody. I'm afraid T didn’t
stop for anyone. I've never known group
panic before but I kept thinking: this isn’t
real, this isn’t actually happening, we're
on the set of a movie.

I was convinced that I'd be flattened
by a lump of metal or concrete if I
didn’t get under something. Stupidly, I
paused under the awning of a news-
stand, quickly telling myself that a plas-
tic corrugated sheet was no match
for flying building materials. T ran on to
get round the corner and as I did some-
thing hit me on the leg. It was painful
but not enough to stop me running. I
rounded the corner and pressed my
back to the wall.

I checked my leg — a nasty cut on
my right calf — and then decided to get
as far as possible away from the World
Trade Center. I was also very concerned
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to get to a phone because I was worried
that my wife Sonia in London would hear
about the attack before I could tell her I
was OK. I also wanted to call the office.

I didn’t know where [ was but [ knew
which direction was away from the
World Trade Center. Amazingly, people
were still walking back towards the
Twin Towers. Perhaps they wanted to
help those who'd been hurt but I later
wondered how many might have been
overwhelmed by the collapse of the
south tower. After about 10 minutes of
walking, passing pay phones with long
lines, I found some kind of community
building with a phone inside. It still took
what seemed an interminable time to
take my turn in line. My wife’s cell
phone wouldn’'t connect, but I got
through to our baby-minder at home
and told her to get hold of my wife ur-
gently to tell her I was OK. I later found
out that Sonia was at Epsom Hospital
outside London visiting my elderly aunt
who had suffered a bad fall. The TV in
the hospital was already broadcasting
live the terrible events in New York. As
soon as she could, Sonia phoned my of-
fice to ask if I was meant to be in the
World Trade Center. She had to be told,
of course, that I was. Luckily, the baby-
minder managed to contact Sonia a few
minutes later to say I was OK.

They were not the happiest minutes
of her life. But at least she and T have
the luxury of being able to recall these
awful moments, unlike the thousands of
victims who were torn from their loved
ones that day.

I came out of the building and stood
on the steps along with scores of other
people. There was a clear view of the
two towers on fire. Then I saw a chill-
ing sight, something I didn’t believe at
first: someone falling or jumping from
near the top of the north tower. It
seemed to take ages for them to disap-
pear out of sight below the smaller
buildings around the World Trade Cen-
ter. I turned to a tall and rather un-
friendly looking (but probably just
horrified) youth next to me, who told
me that this was the seventh or eighth
person he’d seen jump.

I couldn’t watch any more, though
plenty of people stood around me ap-
parently glued to the spot, crying out at
each new fall or sobbing quietly. I start-
ed to walk back to the Risk Waters of-
fice in SoHo. At every intersection large
groups of people stood looking down
the Lower West Side towards the un-
folding tragedy. I walked up the West
Side Highway, then started to cut across,
until I got to West Broadway. In a coffee
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shop, I found a whole line of people
watching live TV.

Now the remark I overheard earlier
about a plane crashing into the World
Trade Center was confirmed. Both tow-
ers, CNN said, had been victims of an
“apparent” terrorist attack. At some point
soon after, groans and shouts of “Oh no!”
and “Oh my God!” erupted from on-
lookers as the first tower collapsed. I
can’thonestly recall whether I saw it hap-
pen or not, or whether I just thought I'd
seen it because I later saw it on TV so
many times. I carried on and got to the
office in SoHo around 10am. When I
walked in, everyone looked at me as if
they'd seen a ghost.

We knew that our people had sur-
vived the impact of the plane, because
someone in our office had called David
Rivers on his cell phone right after the
plane had crashed into the building and
he sounded quite calm, saying they
were all OK and waiting to be evacu-
ated. Later either David or someone
else who managed to phone from the

106th floor said it was getting smoky
and they were being moved up to the
107th floor. For the next half an hour
we kept telling ourselves: “They must
have been evacuated by now.”

I missed the collapse of the second
tower too. But there were screams in the
office from where, on the corner of
Prince and Lafayette, we had been able
to see quite clearly the top halves of the
World Trade Center. Nobody said any-
thing for a while. Then we renewed our
efforts of reassurance: our colleagues
must have got out, we told each other,
because they had had an hour and 45
minutes to do so.

Only then did we start to focus seri-
ously on who exactly among our staff
was meant to be there. David Rivers was
the key editorial person in New York,
and a man widely respected by every-
one involved in financial IT. Married 17
years, he had a five-year-old son and a
wife, Ricky, who was big in the world
of fashion. They lived in the Village on
Fifth Avenue. Only a couple of months
earlier, David had decided against a fam-
ily vacation in Israel where Ricky’s par-

ents live on the grounds that there was
too much risk from terrorist attacks.
What an irony!

There was Simon Turner, a board di-
rector out from London on his last trip
before his wife gave birth to their first
child, due in November. He had to be
there because the whole of the Waters
business was his responsibility. His poor
wife and his friends at first clung to the
notion that he might have been late for
the start of the conference, like me and
some others, but they knew they were
kidding themselves. Simon, until a cou-
ple of years ago, had been a keen mem-
ber of the Honourable Artillery Company
(the Territorial Army reservists). For him
to be late for anything would have been
like Big Ben failing to strike.

The night before, T had been at dinner
with two other colleagues from London,
Michele du Berry and Sarah Prothero, and
we wanted Simon to join us, but his flight
from London had been delayed and our
calls to his hotel proved fruitless. The
three of us had a pleasant meal in TriBeCa

The constant replays on TV of the attacks somehow
devalued the enormity of what had happened, trivialising
the terrorism to the level of the fictional violence that TV
purveys most of the time

and got a cab back uptown, not too late
since Michele and Sarah had tobe up early
to get to the conference the next day, well
in advance of any delegates. They were
in a happy mood as I dropped them off
at their hotel in midtown. It was the last
time I saw them.

Michele, Risk Waters’ conference di-
rector, had joined us less than a year
ago and had brought stability to a man-
agerially shaky department. She was
married with two young children who
adored her. After Sept. 11, the children
wouldn’t let their father leave the house
for work “in case he doesn’t come back,
like mummy”. Sarah ran all the confer-
ence administration with telling effi-
ciency, managing never to appear
flustered. Three other colleagues flew
over from London to be at the confer-
ence: Karlie Rogers, whom we’d just
promoted to head of sponsorship for
conferences and books; Elisa Ferraina,
an Australian based in London and an-
other stalwart of the sponsorship team;
and Melanie de Vere, who perhaps
would be alive today if she hadn’t been
promoted from the Waters training



division into a new publishing role,
where her first task was to attend the
conference in the World Trade Center.

There were other Britons living in New
York. Dinah Webster and Neil Cudmore
we had transferred together 18 months
ago from Hong Kong where they had met
and fallen in love. Dinah had been work-
ing for us in Hong Kong; Neil worked for
us for a time there before defecting to an-
other company. But he was eager to re-
join us in New York and Dinah was
equally keen to be with him. They worked
well together. They at first rented an apart-
ment in Murray Hill but just a few months
prior to the tragedy opted for more space
in the suburbs, buying a place out on Long
Island. They had got engaged in June
2000. When they were going to tie the
knot wasn’t clear but anyone who saw
them together couldn’t fail to notice how
much they cared for each other.

Also at the conference that day were
Oliver Bennett, a journalist with Risk,
who was due to return to London at the
end of October, and Paul Bristow, a con-
ference producer whose first major event
was the conference being held that day.

The local staff in New York included
Amy Lamonsoff, one of the most loyal
members of the staff we inherited when
we acquired the New York company,
Waters Information Services, in 1999. Her
work in conference administration had
won her a lot of friends and admirers in
the London office.

Celeste Victoria, Joanna Vidal and
Sarah Ali Escarcega were all in confer-
ence marketing and support functions.
Celeste, a single mother, was helping her
daughter through college in the Midwest.
Sarah was on a temporary contract and
had been with us a mere three weeks.
She had married only in April. A sad dis-
covery a week or so after Sept. 11 was
that her father, who lives in north Lon-
don, had suffered racial abuse for being
a Muslim. Equally moving was the later
revelation in The New York Times that
Joanna, some time after the first plane
rammed the north tower, had called her
father on her cell phone from the 106th
floor to tell him that the building was on
fire and that, no matter what happened,
she loved him.

There was also Laura Rockefeller, an
aspiring theatre producer, who funded
her drama activities with part-time work,
including ‘hosting’ activities at nearly all
our New York conferences. She’d
worked at the Windows on the World
many times for Risk Waters.

All day the phones rang in our SoHo
office. There were calls about members
of staff, about speakers, exhibitors and

delegates at the conference. We were
soon able to calculate the number of
Risk Waters staff attending at 16, but it
took considerably longer to establish
that, of the roughly 150 others expect-
ed to attend that morning, 65 had ar-
rived at the conference. The callers —
partners, parents, siblings, friends —
ranged from calm to distraught. We told
them what we could, which wasn’t very
much. That was the awful part: not
knowing. We grabbed at straws. A cou-
ple of times we got garbled third-hand
messages that everyone had been safe-
ly evacuated and we became elated,
only to find out later that the authors of
the messages hadn’t actually been at the
conference.  Websites  proliferated,
claiming to list those who were safe and
those about whom there was definite
information one way or the other, but
which often turned out to be the work
of sick minds.

These occasional rays of hope lifted
the mood of the office briefly but the
general mood was unremittingly grim.
Some staff just went home. A few stayed
to answer phones and be there for the
spouses and partners who came round
with friends to wait in hope for news.

In the early evening, when we were
told to evacuate our office (along with
the whole lower part of Manhattan, south
of 14th St.), we still hadn’t heard any-
thing from anyone whom we knew to
have been in the north tower. Next day
and the day after we still clung to the be-
lief that they had been evacuated to New
Jersey with smoke injuries and were un-
able to call because of the phone lines
being down. We had heard that some
1,500 people dubbed “the walking
wounded” by Mayor Giuliani had been
taken across the Hudson to hospitals in
the neighbouring state. But by Thursday,
this idea was wearing thin; by Friday it
was threadbare. By then, the hospitals
had failed to receive the predicted flood
of seriously injured victims, suggesting
the worst.

The southern part of Manhattan was
like a ghost town that evening of the 11th.
No subways were running, so I walked
up to 40th St. and 6th Ave. before find-
ing a bus, which was giving free rides. I
got back to West 66th St. to find only a
skeleton staff at the hotel. The big con-
trast with downtown was that opposite
the Lincoln Center, all the pavement
cafes and restaurants were full. People
weren’t exactly laughing but I was sur-
prised at how many people were out and
about, given what had happened earlier
and the worries about further attacks.

The next few days were chaotic. We

were barred from our office in SoHo and
phones of all kinds worked only inter-
mittently. Risk Waters’ London office
took on most of the burden of commu-
nicating with distraught families and
friends of Risk Waters staff and people
attending the conference.

The lack of information in Manhattan
drove some members of staff to visit all
the local hospitals and temporary
morgues. But the hospitals were unable
to help without photographs of the miss-
ing people. We did not have photos of
most of our staff, so there were further
delays and fresh heartache as the fami-
lies had to be contacted again for pic-
tures of their loved ones. Parents,
spouses and friends of some of those
that Risk Waters lost started to arrive
from the UK at the weekend. The spous-
es of the two Japanese delegates were
flown over from Tokyo by their compa-
ny, and they all had questions which we
could not answer. Because the only de-
finitive list of those attending our con-
ference was the one kept at the
registration desk on the 106th floor of
the north tower and checked off as each
delegate arrived, there was no way of
knowing who had actually arrived be-
fore the first plane struck.

Even if T could have put the events
of Tuesday to the back of my mind for
longer than a few seconds, the blanket
TV coverage would have revived them
again very quickly. The trouble was that
it revived them in a way that made it
increasingly hard to accept them as real.
The constant replays on TV of the at-
tacks somehow devalued the enormity
of what had happened, trivialising the
terrorism to the level of the fictional vi-
olence that TV purveys most of the time.
I found it impossible to believe that I
had witnessed the tragedy or even been
tied up in it because I kept viewing it
every five minutes on TV.

A week later, when TV channels
showed yet again the footage of the tow-
ers being hit and later collapsing, T was
quite shaken. I felt that the sheer scale
of what had happened was at last be-
ginning to sink in. It was the last time
that T could bear to watch the towers
being rammed. This was also the same
day — Tuesday, Sept.18, when I left New
York to go home to London — that I fi-
nally grasped how sombre the mood was
in the city. I saw a group of three peo-
ple laughing openly in the street. It made
me realise how rare that sight had been
in the previous week. l

Peter Field
September 18, 2001
(revised and edited August 2002)
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Remembering our friends from Risk Waters Group who lost
their lives in the World Trade Center on September 11, 2001

Sarah Ali Escarcega
Freelance Marketing Consultant

Oliver Bennett
Staff Writer, Risk

Paul Bristow
Senior Conference Producer

Neil Cudmore
Sales Director, Waters

Melanie de Vere
Publisher, Waters Reference Products

Michele du Berry
Director of Conferences

Elisa Ferraina
Senior Conference Sponsorship Coordinator

Amy Lamonsoff
Conference Coordinator, North America

Sarah Prothero
Conference Operations Manager

David Rivers
Editorial Director, New York

Laura Rockefeller
Freelance Delegate Coordinator

Karlie Rogers
Divisional Sponsorship Manager

Simon Turner
Board Director

Celeste Victoria
Conference Telesales Executive

Joanna Vidal
Events Coordinator

Dinah Webster
Head of North American Sales

We also remember our 65 colleagues from the industry who attended the Waters
conference in the World Trade Center as delegates, speakers, sponsors and exhibitors



Risk Waters World Trade Center Foundation, Inc.,
and Risk Waters World Trade Center Appeal, UK

NEW YORK, August 2, 2002. The Directors of the Risk Waters World Trade Center Foundation, Inc., are pleased to announce
that as of July 31, 2002, the sum of $481,379 had been donated to the Foundation. The Foundation has been set up for the
immediate families of, and any persons financially dependent on, those attending the Risk Waters Financial Technology
Congress on the 106th floor of the north tower of the World Trade Center on September 11, 2001, who lost their lives in the
terrorist attack. Those attending the conference included 65 delegates, speakers, sponsors and exhibitors, as well as 16
people working for Risk Waters.

The Directors wish to thank in particular the following for their generous contributions:

Tullett & Tokyo Liberty GFI Group

Garban Intercapital Tradition

Tradition Financial Services SunGard

BrokerTec Global Thomson Financial

EBS Tradition (Asia)

Ed Altman RSM McGladrey
International Swaps & Derivatives Association  University of Washington
Write Image Erwin Martens

Barclays Boston Investor Services
Bob Pickel

The Risk Waters World Trade Center Foundation would also like to thank the following firms for their generous financial
support of the Risk Awards dinner held at the Regent Hotel, Wall Street, on February 28, 2002, an event that raised
$169,164 for the Foundation:

ABN Amro, Australia and New Zealand Banking Group, Bank of America, BNP Paribas, Bloomberg, Chubb Financial
Products, DataSynapse, DerivaTech, Edelman, GFINet, Intercontinental Exchange, International Swaps and Derivatives
Association, Island, JP Morgan Chase, KMV, Novell, Pacific Investment Management Company, Salomon Smith Barney,
Société Générale, Swiss Re, Thomson Financial, TWIST — Treasury Workstation Integration Standards Team, UBS Warburg

LONDON, August 2, 2002. The Trustees of the Risk Waters World Trade Center Appeal, UK, are pleased to announce that as of
July 31, 2002, the sum of £20,016.18 had been raised. The aims of the Appeal are the same as those of the US Foundation.

The Trustees wish to thank in particular the following for their generous contributions:

Write Image P & L Service

Oliver Wyman & Co Joe Pimbley

Richards Butler The Bluff Field Charitable Trust
AGI Trading S B Pritchett-Brown

Robert Jameson Robert Minto

Bates, Wells & Braithwaite Amex Services

If you would like to donate to the Foundation please make your cheques payable to
‘Risk Waters World Trade Center Foundation, Inc.” and send them to WTC Foundation,
Risk Waters Group, 270 Lafayette St., Suite 700, New York, NY 10012.

In the UK, there is now a charitable fund to which you can contribute. Please make your cheques payable
to ‘BFCT Risk Waters World Trade Center Charitable Appeal UK’, and send them to the Appeal at
Risk Waters Group, Haymarket House, 28-29 Haymarket, London SW1Y 4RX.



