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by Joyce Keller

ometime during the period that
the World Trade Center was under

construction, I had a conversation

with a psychic who was familiar with
the construction site. He looked

me straight in the eye and said, «I

know that you are occasionally in the area
where the World Trade Center is being

built. I strongly suggest that you do not ever

go into those buildings."
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When I asked him why, he said, «Those
buildings are cursed horn great human suf­

fering. They will definitely come down in

our lifetime. Stay away horn the area:'
His message felt accurate, but of course,

my prayer was that it would not be true.

My husband Jackand I went into the World
Trade Center on many occasions. I had

mixed feelings about the buildings. I was

overwhelmed with the beauty of the tow-



ers) and the fact that going to the top was
like flying. You could see in all directions)

and it was beyond magnificent being up in
the clouds.

However) when I walked down hall­

ways)or went into elevators) I became very

upset and felt like crying. In spite of the

questionable energy) I loved the buildings)
and alwaysprayed for the protection of the
World Trade Center and its inhabitants. I

prayed that if the destruction of the build­

ingshad to occur it would be minimal) with
no loss of human life.

Prior to and during the excavation
for the World Center and for other con­

struction in the area) the remains of at least
419 Colonial-era African-American slaves

had been unearthed. In October 2003) they

were respectfully re- interred a short dis­

tance away.Included in this burial were the
remains of other black slaveswho had also
been discovered near the site in 1991.

Historians report that these African­

American slaveswere 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
in and around tl1earea of the World Trade

Center.

The starvation and mistreatInent of the

slaves went on for Inany generations. The
area around what we now know as

«Ground Zerd) festered for centuries with

the energy of human beings ~ho were hor­
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
area.The area surrounding the World Trade

Center became an overwhelming magnet

of darkness. The hatred) misery) despair)

and human suffering had been building up
for centuries. It had never been cleansed or

released.

Two n10nths before 9/11) Iny husband

Jack and I bought 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 I went to the roof of

our building. Jacklooked straight up at the
World Trade Center as it towered over our

building of 40 floors. Looking up at the

magnificent edifice) he said, «If)God for­
bid) those building COlnedown, my prayer

is that they go straight down, 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 Ne~ York.We had
gone back to our house on Long Island) so
we were not in Manhattan when the attack
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Night view of harbor from Kellers' apartment.

occurred. Jack and I stood transfixed and

h~rrified as we watched the morning news
and sawthe towers as they burned and then

collapsed. We watched our little building

in Battery Park City becon1e obliterated

and completely covered with black smoke.

When the power in our building was
turned back on a few weeks later, we re­

turned to our apartment. The air in the city

was almost beyond description. There was
not only an overwhelming smell of death,

but also smoke, plastic desks, paper, and

God knows what else.People walked with

their heads down, n10st everyone either

wearing a mask or covering their mouths
and noses with a hanky. People were walk­

ing and crying. Since traffic was detoured,
we had to walkmany blocks. Red Crossvol­

unteers from out of town were at many

street corners. Emergency workers put food

and water into our hands. People walked

like zombies, not able to fully comprehend

or accept what had happened to our city.

Buses did not charge anyone, taking peo­

ple wherever they had to go. Volunteers

came on board, giving out fruit and water ..

Most people sat in stunned silence, or qui­

etly sobbed.

When we finally got to our apartlnent

building, we walked in and were greeted by

the front desk concierge. He was usually

fonnal, but not this time. He grabbed Jack

and me and began crying. «My God, I.

thought you were both dead. Five·people
who lived here died in the disaster. I'm so

happy to seeyou:' We allhugged each other.
When we got up to our apartment, we

entered with great trepidation. The power




