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Tragedy, suffering and pain are facets of life that we will
unfortunately meet during our lives. With events as recent as
Crossair Flight 3597 outside Zurich, American Airlines Flight 587
and the tragedies of September 1 1" in New York and Washington
D.C., ACCESS has been called upon to help the families and
friends of victims seeking help.

Being new to the board of ACCESS, and being an active
volunteer for ACCESS for almost a year, I am proud to be part of
ACCESS. ACCESS helps heal. Our volunteer grief counselors,
often, once counseled themselves, have then come to help others in
need. ACCESS provides comfort, inspiration, understanding and
most of all someone to listen.

Our fundraisers on August 7™ at Oliva and on December
3" at the Tenth Street Lounge helped us raise over $10,000. These
funds have given ACCESS the ability to fund the cost of the
increasing number of requests for support. ACCESS has been a
guiding light to many. I want to thank our 250 plus volunteers and
offer my heartfelt wishes and prayers to all who trust ACCESS’s
care and compassion.

Jack Karamanoukian, lost his brother, Serge Karamanoukian, age 35, aboard Swissair Flight
111, September 2, 1998. :
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ACCESS provides comfort to friends and families of air disaster victims
and survivors. ACCESS helps people cope with their grief and pain by
connecting them to grief mentors who have also survived or lost loved
ones in an air tragedy.

ACCESS is there for as long as the grieving need support.
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1594 York Avenue, Suite 22, New York, NY 10028 « 1.877.227.6435 * www.accesshelp.org * e-mail info@accesshelp.org
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REFLECTIONS BY A DISASTER PSYCHIATRIST

I use the word “disaster” in general terms when I write and speak publicly about aviation disasters I have
been involved with directly (on-site) or indirectly (counseling). However, what I truly mean (and I take great
pains to clarify each and every time) is that a loss of a single loved one in a small aircraft incident in war or in
peace is a disaster to that family; a loss of each person in a “larger” incident is a disaster for each family as well.

An aviation disaster directly caused by intent-to-harm (terrorist group whatever the motivation or guiding
principle, criminal individual or individuals, severe psychiatric illness impairing of reasoning) which kills innocent
victims can far outweigh other types of disasters (accidental due to design or negligence, act of nature) in the -
emotional and mental impact it has on survivors and loved ones left behind. The intent-to-harm disaster strains
credibility and trust in basic human understanding: “How could [he/she/they] do this?” and “What kind of
person[s] could do this?”

Can justice ever truly be served? Even when the individuals responsible are found and taken to court,
even if they are executed or sent to prison forever, there is often no justice for those who point a finger and say
“You took my life from me when you took away my [...loved one...].” There is no gold standard for subsequently
choosing forgiveness, charity, rationalization, retribution, isolation, or other coping methods, positive or negative.
It is done as often as not by stumbling as it is by choosing. One only does as best as he or she possibly can.

There is a proverbial “hole in the world” in the life of any loved one who has lost someone to any type of
aviation disaster. In many, but I would say the real minority, that hole can be made smaller over time so that
person finds a way to cope and to reinvent an emotional life despite the loss. But the intent-to-harm aviation
disaster leaves a hole, which I believe grows wider over time or at the least, never shrinks and never closes.

From the September 11, 2001 terrorist acts. Back to Pan Am 103. Or to Air India 128. And others
before. Anonymity is a cruel twist of fate for those who perish in aviation disasters. I do not mean anonymity of
name, because these are invariably given in passenger lists published by the print media. I mean anonymity of
life/lives led.

There have been non-aviation terrorist acts and acts of nature and accidental disasters where the media
world has ensured we see photographs of faces, bylines, even paragraphs about individual lives underneath the
photos. But I do not recall this happening with aviation disasters. Perhaps where a small crew is involved, there
have been such biographies. But in large disasters every victim is not given a testimonial.

I wish that the media could provide for every victim, a photo, a name, and a life. A life of loves and
successes, a life of important accomplishments, a life of hobbies, a life of dreams, a life of important relationships,
a life of work and basic contributions to the lives of those around him or her. No matter how long that life
spanned. 1 want to know about each and every one of them. Because they are my fellow man collectively. I did
not know them in life. But I care to know about them, in death. And those they left behind. [The ACCESS
Newsletter does this so well. I am grateful.]

The “Holiday Season” is upon us. This one. Past ones. Future ones. The vast majority of losses from
aviation incidents happen outside of the Holiday Season, statistically speaking. But some major aviation disasters
occurred around the Holiday Season, such as Pan Am 103 and the Gander, Newfoundland military charter crash.
Smaller disasters, smaller aircraft, even solo pilots have perished in incidents during past Seasons.

Perhaps losses from incidents at the Holiday Season are more poignant and bittersweet, as plans for
family reunions were replaced by family funerals. And the cyclical nature of the Holiday Season serves as a
painful anniversary reaction with memories of sudden phone calls and media reports of incidents and disasters and
the numbing realization of loss, all the while with “joy” and “Happy New Year” and “Holiday songs” and “gifts”
and “Norman Rockwell scenes” swirling around.

But, in truth, no matter the time of year of a loss from an aviation incident, dreams and bedrooms and
stockings and chairs at dinner tables and photo albums remain empty. Each family and friend copes as best as
possible and tries to find meaning in the external world. Perhaps it is a realization that at the same instant, others
around the world are experiencing the same sadness. Perhaps it is a sense of appreciation by family or friend that
the lost person was recovered in a sufficient way to be given a burial and site to be visited---whereas others have
not been as fortunate. Perhaps there was established a memorial fund or a bank account or a scholarship or even
an endowed seat in a house of worship, so that others who are so privileged to use these are able to find a good
life... despite another’s being taken. Perhaps it is a realization that individual efforts to establish a bill or
legislation that promises to reduce the possibility of future aviation incidents have been successful in passage.

And in a small private way, perhaps individuals in a family however scattered can come together at this
Season, forget differences, break bread, toast each other in life and loved ones in death, hold each other, and
provide comfort unselfishly to all who need it at home.

Mark L. Dembert, M.D., M.P.H., resides in Norfolk, Virginia and is a U.S. Navy Captain and staff Psychiatrist at the Naval Medical
Center, Portsmouth, Virginia.




My Michael

On September 11, 2001, I got two phone calls from my
husband, Michael Patrick Iken who worked in Tower 2 on the 48™
Floor, for a company called Euro Brokers.

The last time I saw you, I was half asleep, you came to kiss me
good-bye. You said, “I love you. Have a nice day.” And those words
soothed me back to sleep.

Not long afterward, the phone rings and I’'m startled to hear
your voice. You said you were all right, not to worry, turn on the news.
I said “Okay” and turned on the news, in horror. You call again to
assure me that you were safe and to call the family. You told me you
were safe and I wanted to believe you. [ never dreamt those would be
last words I heard from you.

I never thought I would be without Michael. He was the best
husband (which I told him everyday). From the moment I met Michael
I knew there was something about him. I was drawn to his “soul.” He
had a way of looking deeply into my eyes and pulling me in. We were
all drawn to him-he had that special something that made you want to be
near him. He was always smiling. I was blessed to have had him in my
life for two years. We never spent a night apart; we were together all
the time. We made a great team, “M&M.” He made me his whole life
and I will always treasure that.

I will miss his wonderful voice, his big blue eyes, his laugh and
his smile. I loved everything about him. He was compassionate and
always willing to help others. He lived his life to the fullest; he didn’t
have a fear of dying. I was proud to be his wife and I know that he was
as happy and in love as I was. I wanted to grow old with him and I
looked forward to starting a family.

Everyday I ask myself, “How do I go on without my
husband?” 1t’s so hard to be strong. I know he is with me and he would
want me to go on with my life. My faith in God and spirituality keep
me going. I believe God has a plan for me, I know I have to do
something to remember the people that lost their lives that beautiful
September morning. This mission keeps me very busy and motivated to
go on. I know Michael would be proud of me. He always supported me
in whatever I wanted to do.

I know he will be waiting to greet me in the next life-where we
can spend eternity together. Until then, I will rejoice in his memory. I
am blessed to have a wonderful guardian angel at my side. I know that
he is at peace and surrounded by family and friends as he was here on
earth.

When I close my eyes I still see him smiling at me and telling
me to have a good day, I love you, as he did on our last morning
together. I will try Michael. Until we’re together again, I will try.

A Special Message to “My Angels”: I want to thank all the
“angels” who are helping me to accomplish my mission. I also want to
thank my loving family and wonderful friends who are helping me get
through this difficult time with their love and support.

Monica Iken, lost her husband, Michael Patrick Iken, in the World Trade Center,
Tower 2, 48" Floor on September 11, 2001.

Photo’s above (right): Monica & Patrick

For Those Lost in the Tragic
Attack on the US-Sept. 11, 2001

To those who have fallen
And served our country well
Unbeknownst to you
Was a final farewell

You wake every morning
And never wonder why
Evil hasn't met you
To force a final goodbye

This action will not be forgotten
Nor will those lives that were lost
Our God Almighty has chosen you
What a tragic cost

So we say our prayers and hope you sleep softly
Our American brothers and sisters...
You will never be forgotten.

Submitted by Liz Manchen




My Son, Chad

Our beloved Chad was killed on USAir Flight 427, Thursday, September 8, 1994. Mercifully, things were a bit of a blur as we
stumbled through memorial services with no positive identification, attended the USAir Final Commendation Services and then, with
aching hearts, came home and faced the holidays. Writing Christmas letters was an agonizing task. Gift shopping was mechanical
and joyless. Our family gathering only emphasized the gaping hole in our midst. We were but remnants of a once bountiful and
loving family. We’d faced too many deaths. The empty chairs at our holiday table now out number the occupied.

As my first journal entry in 1995, I wrote...

The New Year has come and I ask myself, how can that be? How did I, Chad’s mom, survive the holidays? How could the
New Year come without him? I look in the mirror and I see and feel old. My eyes are dull and faded. My shoulders have
rounded and curled forward and in. The bones in my chest have dissolved. My back aches beneath the weight of my heart.
What kept my head held high, my shoulders back, my posture straight and upright when all three sons lived? Was it pride?
Was it joy? Was it love? Was it all of the above? Why am I deflated, sunken, adrifi? Is this self-pity? Grief? Is Chad’s life
diminished by my despair? Lord, please fill my heart with something, anything! I don’t know what I want. Wrong, I do
know. Iwant Chad alive and well upon this earth again. Iwant to be made whole again.

I would like to tell you that I have been made whole again, but that would not be true. Instead, I have come to the conclusion that
that can never be. However, in these past years, I have found small ways to bring comfort and joy into my life.

Each year, I celebrate Chad’s birthday by sending off a financial gift to the Chadwick Ethan Morris Chemical Engineering Memorial
Scholarship Fund set up by his wife, Jen. He was a mentor to so many wonderful and gifted college co-op students. In honoring his
birthday I feel I am perpetuating his joy in mentoring and even communing with him.

Chad’s father planted an Autumn Flame maple tree that fall of 1994. It has thrived in our yard, growing steadily upward. I watch
from the kitchen window as cardinals and robins barter for homesteading rights within its branches. The Robins have won. Each fall
the leaves turn flame red. I collect a few and press them in my memory book. The leaves have grown larger and redder.

I’ve made a special place, something beyond cardboard boxes and plastic storage containers, to store our memory books and
mementos of Chad. A beautiful rosemalled Norwegian trunk all cedar lined is now filled with the joys and tragedies of our son’s life.

Past Christmases, I’ve lit a candle in Chad’s memory and given thanks for the thirty-five years we shared. On New Years eve we’ve
poured him a glass of Champaign or beer, depending on our mood, and toasted the New Year in with him. He’s frozen in my
memory at age 35 while his younger brothers age beyond him and I become a senior citizen.

One of the things I’ve done each Christmas for the past years is to search for just the right Christmas Tree Angel ornament to put in
our Christmas Care Packages. I call it, Chad’s Memory Angel. This Angel’s has two specifications; it must be masculine and it must
have an attitude. Searching for this angel is a wonderful task and somehow eases the pain of his absence. His Angel is included in
the packages to his brothers, cousins, aunts and friends. Each year I write a poem to enclose with the Christmas Care Package.

Excerpts from 1999...

Now hang up the Angel somewhere on you}' tree, and whisper sweet prayers in our Chad’s memory. May your holiday
season be blessed with God'’s love. May your new year be filled with his Grace from above. May your lives fill with joy as
you walk in his way. May you know you are loved with the dawn of each day.

Excerpts from 1998...

Hang up the sweet Angel some where on your tree, and remember our Chad with a prayer. For each dear memory, keeps
him with us you see. In this life we are so blessed to share. So hats off to the old year, hello to the new, God’s blessings be
with us, whatever we do. And guide us all safely through life’s rocky days, with love in our hearts, joyfully singing his praise.

I know that I will never be whole again. I also know that I never have to give up Chad or his memories. He is forever a part of my
life, my family. To let go, to try and forget, is far more painful than celebrating his life and cherishing his memory. Thanksgiving is
almost here and I’m still searching for this year’s Angel, masculine and with a ‘tude.” If you see such an Angel, please think of our
Chad.

Oh God, please bless and comfort all, whose holiday tables have an empty chair and the holes in their hearts seem too great to bear
and they sometimes feel there’s no one to care. Please let them know you are always there.

Merrilee Morris, GA., lost her son Chad, 35, aboard USAir flight 427, Pittsburgh, PA, September 8, 1994.







