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Fragments 
 

Fragments remain 
Intact 

Shreds of spirit draped upon her body 
Like tinsel on a January tree 

Clinging 
Withering 

Hollow, empty soul 
Echoing 

Like an endless well  
filled with unanswered hopes 

Silent 
Forlorn 

Defeated 
Her eyes are muddy trenches 

Dull 
Gloomy 
Bleak  
Dark 

My Wife 
  

Richard Miuccio  
(As reimagined by Laura Lopez)  

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

2 



 

 
 

Prologue 

There’s a space between this world and the next.  It only exists for a moment but it’s in 

that space when everything becomes clear.  You understand, for the first time, all that ever was 

and all that will ever be.  

In that moment, my moment, I left hell for paradise. Pain and suffering became forgotten. 

I could hear the cries of those still clinging to Earth as I met with the ones who departed to 

become one.  

Our bodies lay in pieces, but our souls were unbroken. In that moment, the world was 

revealed.  

Do not cry for me now for I am you.  

We are one.  
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Ch 1:  The First Letter 
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SEPTEMBER 10, 2001 

 

“Laura,” I shouted up the stairs, right around the usual time.  

“Not today, Dad,” was her reply through the slightly ajar door.  

I was holding the note my daughter wrote me the night before - a “thank you” for fixing her tail 

light.  

“Ok,” I shouted back, over the sound of her hairdryer. I didn’t know for sure if she heard me.  I 

paused for a second before heading out the door and jotted down a reply:  

 

September 11, 2001 

Laura,  

Thanks for your note.  It was no big deal.  I know you have a busy day today. Good luck at 

the fashion show.  I will miss you on the ferry.  Can't wait to hear about that book.. 

Maybe we can catch the boat home later today..  

 

Your Father 

  

I made my way to work alone that morning.  I sat in our “secret spot” near the life preservers 

sipping my thermos of coffee, thinking about the conversations we would have had….. 
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NOVEMBER 9, 1968
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SEPTEMBER 12, 2001 
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THE DAY AFTER… 
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THE NEXT DAY...  
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SEPTEMBER 14, 2001  
 

 

17 



 

SEPTEMBER 15, 2001 
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THE SAME DAY… 
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SEPTEMBER 15, 2001 
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THE NEXT DAY… 
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SEPTEMBER 18, 2001 
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SEPTEMBER 19, 2001 
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Ch 2: Searching For Answers  
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SEPTEMBER 20, 2001 
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THE NEXT DAY… 
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OCTOBER 5, 2001 
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THE NEXT DAY… 
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Ch 3:  Remembering My Life  
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A FEW WEEKS LATER… 

 

New Message  

To:  Rmiuccio@aol.com   
Cc Bcc 

Subject: work and other stuff 

Date: 10-26-01 

Hey Dad,  
 
I’m finding it hard to focus at work.  Maybe I went back too soon.  I mean it’s ok here but there’s so 
much going on at home and with mom...I don’t know how much longer I can take it. I know it’s only 
been a couple of weeks but I just don’t care about all this marketing junk anymore!!!  UGH!!!! 
 
Your memorial service is this weekend.  The school is gonna let us use the cafeteria to serve food and 
drink afterwards.  I wrote a speech for you.  What do you think?  
 
Love and miss you,  
Laura 
 
Ps- let me know if you can’t open the attachment.  
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Dad’s Memorial Speech  
-Laura Lopez 

 
My father often asked me what I thought about different things…..there were various topics he 
would ask me my opinion about and my answer was always the same: I don’t know, Da,” to 
which he would answer, “I didn’t ask you if you knew, I asked you what you thought.”  So 
now, with many difficult questions ahead of me, I still don’t know the answers, but I do have 
some thoughts about them.  
 
My father lived his life unlike any human being I’ve ever encountered.  He had a unique way 
of doing things and his thoughts were always just a little “different” from everyone else’s.  
 
It didn’t take a lot to make him happy in life. My parents were inseparable. They truly enjoyed 
just being together - whether they were grocery shopping, reading the bible at night, or having 
their morning coffee at the table together - you could always tell how happy the two of them 
were. In fact, I would often criticize them for not “going out” enough.  But they got it...they 
knew what was important. They are so lucky to have found each other at such a young age. - 
or to have found each other at all for that matter - some people search a lifetime and never find 
what the two of them got to share for over 35 years.  
 
Though we never had a lot of money, my brothers and I always had everything we could ever 
want or need when we were growing up. He somehow managed to put us all through Catholic 
school while still buying us the latest clothes or toys...and he never complained once. It was 
what he enjoyed..the reason he worked. He recently told me that if all of his bills were paid for 
the month - even if he didn’t have a dollar in his pocket - he would be a happy man. But, if he 
did have a dollar in his pocket, he would be the first to give it away to someone in need.  
 
Also while growing up, there were so many quirky little things that he would do. Like 
sometimes he would go on a kick where he wanted us to make sure the house wasn't a mess for 
my mom so he would literally take anything of ours that was lying around the house and throw 
it outside...we’d come home from school to find our sneakers in the snow--then we’d be 
informed of the new “house policy.”  
 
Or, when my mom complained about too many dishes, he had this brilliant idea to get rid of all 
the extra dishes so that each of us only had one plate, bowl, cup, spoon and fork each...and we 
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had to write our names on them with marker.  We were each supposed to be responsible for 
our own dishes.  Needless to say, that didn’t last very long. He’d also tape the phone bill to the 
wall and highlight who owed what amount that month.  
 
He loved playing board games with his family, especially monopoly...and he usually won...ad 
when he did, he would subject us to listening to a song by Bobby Bare called “The Winner,” 
while he danced and sang in front of us.  
 
My dad ran his household sort of like a business. Well, ok we all know that my mom really 
runs the house, but we would humor my dad when he felt like enstating some new crazy rules. 
Every so often he’s declare it to be “New Sneaker Day.” Since sneakers were so important to 
us growing up, he would randomly select a day and inform the “troops” that each of us could 
spend up to $50 on a new pair of sneakers, but that we were responsible for paying half of the 
total price.  So, we had to add $50 of our own money if we wanted a $100 pair of sneakers. 
Opting for a $40 pair meant that we had to chalk up $20. We could only shop at Steckman’s 
(an old army-navy supply house) in Stapleton and if we didn’t find a pair we liked that day the 
offer would become null-n-void.  
 
Going to my father for help with a school project was a particularly interesting experience. It 
usually turned out to be more than I bargained for. Explaining the requirements of the 
assignment was a painstakingly long and tedious process.  He had to get a complete picture of 
what was expected and would ask more questions than I could answer. This alone would often 
take up to 45 minutes. Once he had a good grasp of the task at hand, he would come up with 
some off-the-wall idea that he thought was brilliant and I would then be forced to execute as 
my science or social studies project.  Once in 4th grade he made me write a report about horse 
racing - something I clearly had no interest in -  
 
My father enjoyed the ferry ride to work each day--he would say it’s the only thing you’re 
gonna get for free in this city. All through college, I would ride with him in the mornings and 
it was then that I felt like we really had a chance to connect. I truly enjoyed my father’s 
company and felt like we shared a special bond.  He would park about a mile away to avoid 
paying for parking and we would sit in our “secret reserved spot.” The ferry was very crowded 
during rush hour so he’d lead me to where the lifejackets were stored making sounds like 
“beep beep” through his teeth and saying “coming through...coming through...reserved 
seats...beep...beep…” just loud enough so that I and a few people nearby could hear. I would 
laugh through my embarrassment. He’s slide open the big metal door and we’d sit on the ledge 
together...he, drinking his coffee from his thermos, eating the bagel mom made.  We’d talk 
about whatever book he may have been reading at the time. I am so grateful for those moments 
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together. He would sometimes give me advice on life and one time he said to me “Laura, don’t 
expect too much out of life.” At the time, I thought he was being incredibly pessimistic. But 
now, I think I know what he meant. I think he meant that if you don’t expect too much then 
you won’t be disappointed in life - not that we shouldn’t set our goals high, but to be prepared 
for disappointments when they come.  
I have never met anyone who had a love for animals as much as my father. My dog, Sissy, was 
his best friend. He once carried a hurt baby bird in a shoe box home from the city. One of the 
hardest things he ever had to do was to “put the bird out of its misery” in the backyard.  That 
was the only time I ever saw my father cry.  
 
For as long as I can remember, my father has always had some sort of office area with a huge 
desk- this is where we always knew we could find him. I he was home, nine times out of ten he 
would be at his desk. My brothers and I never really thought too much about it..once in a while 
we’d comment on how much time he spent there and how much work he was doing, but we 
never dwelled on it. Well, we recently found out what he was doing. He really was the most 
unique, intelligent and, yes, quirky person I can imagine. We discovered records dating back to 
the ‘80’s...logs of the amount of time spent doing everything from walking to work to the 
amount of time spent logging in his book! Every penny and dime had been accounted for. 
Truly amazing! 
 
Though my father had prostate cancer, it wasn’t until two weeks before this all happened that 
he opened up to me about what it was like to go through it and how glad he was the God was 
with him. He told me that God “lifted him out of his body momentarily” that first time he 
received radiation and that he was no longer afraid after that.  The next time he went he 
expected it to happen again, but it didn’t.  Then, he realized if he didn’t believe it had 
happened the first time, then he wouldn’t believe it if it happened a hundred more times.  
 
I like to imagine my father remembering that experience and holding on to that feeling during 
his final moments….. 
 
If someone had asked my father father for his identification, he would tug on the cross around 
his neck and say “Here’s my identification.” He once got out of jury duty by saying “let he 
who is without sin be the first to cast a stone.”  
 
I think he meant that he - like all of us - belong to God.  And now, I guess he’s at home.  
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LATER THAT DAY… 

 

New Message  

To: Lmiuccio@hotmail.com   
Cc Bcc 

Subject: speech 

Date: 10-26-01 

Laura 
 
So you finally looked in my log binders.  Not sure if they’ll be of any use now.  
 
I don’t think I was the “quirky one” as you say.  I think the rest of the world is a little off if 
you ask me.  
 
I don’t regret a minute I spent with your mother. I will be waiting for her when she gets here.  
 
I don’t remember the racing project thing you mentioned. It was probably a good idea, though. 
What grade did you get?  Are you taking good care of Sissy for me?  How’s Marcus?  
 
Talk soon,  
Your Father 
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A FEW MINUTES LATER… 
 

New Message  

To: Rmiuccio@aol.com   
Cc Bcc 

Subject: your speech 

Date: 10-26-01 

Dad,  
You never told me if you liked it or not. We put the binders back where you kept them.  I think 
quirky is a good thing, by the way. I’m quirky.  But I agree, everyone is a little crazy in their 
own way. And, sorry Dad, I never did turn in the horseracing project.  I changed the whole 
thing when I went upstairs to my room.  I got an A.  I think Sissy misses you.  She waits by the 
window for you to come home.  She hasn’t been eating that much and kind of mopes around. I 
did take her to the boardwalk the other day...but I didn’t hunt for bottles with her like you did. 
That’s just embarrassing, Dad. I mean, really, do I need the 5 cents that bad? I will miss those 
Marlboro miles you use to find, though.  Anything we wanted from the catalog, right?  Man 
we were saving up for that jacket. Maybe if I see some by the boardwalk I’ll pick them up. I’m 
not sure how much Marcus understands about what happened.  All he knows is that Grandpa 
went heaven and that his father is a wreck. I’m worried about them.  Owen doesn’t want to 
speak tomorrow.  Him and mom said that me and Tom would be better.  I think Uncle Larry 
might want to say something too.  I love you, Dad.  Miss you.  
 
Your daughter,  
Laura XOXOXO 
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AN HOUR LATER… 

 

New Message  

To: lmiuccio@hotmail.com   
Cc Bcc 

Subject: speech 

Date: 10-26-01 

I had to think about it.  I’m not sure if a speech like that is the kind of thing you like or don’t 
like.  It was pretty well-written, if that’s what you mean.  It was nice.  
 
Thoses deposits add up.  Check the logs.  I probably paid for a pair of your sneakers this 
summer with money from those cans. Don’t knock it.  Free money.  
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NOVEMBER 15, 2001 
 

 

Dear Dad,  

I just got back from a little get-together memorial thing with people from your job.  They invited 

all of your co-workers and we had lunch together. It was in some hotel in the city.  Me and Mom 

and Tom and Owen all went. It was so weird, Dad, seeing the people that you spent your last 

minutes on earth with...they were all so alive and well.  Why didn’t you make it out?  I don’t 

understand. There was this one woman who seemed to be looking for me….for us.  I overheard 

her asking people if they were related to Richie.  When she finally got to me and I said yes, she 

started crying and thanking me...she kept saying that you saved her life that day. I just kept 

shaking my head no….I couldn’t stand to look at her. I don’t think I said anything back, I just 

kept staring and listening to her go on about the last elevator from the 78th floor and how you let 

her go in your spot. Why, Dad?  Why couldn’t you fit in too?  She said that when she got to the 

ground the elevator shaft exploded or something.  Oh god it was so awful to hear...to imagine. I 

just can’t get her words out of my head… “Your father saved my life.” Those words keep 

repeating over and over again. Do you remember that?  Is it true? You should have been in that 

room with your coworkers today. I am so heartbroken.  

I love you and miss you so much,  

Laura 
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THE NEXT DAY… 

 

November 16, 2001 

Dear Laura,  

Just know that I was not alone in my final minutes. I was not in pain.  I am at peace now. 

Remember what I always said: I’ll never know if I’m wrong about God, so that means I’m right. 

Have faith in His plan. It is impossible to understand all the mysteries of the world now. Our 

minds have limitations. Words alone cannot explain the Truth.  

Your Father 
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THE FOLLOWING DAY... 

 

Dad,  

Your coworkers gave us a book.  They all wrote something about you. It sounds like you carried 

your faith (and quirky personality) with you wherever you went. I love the description of how 

you “marched to the beat of a different drummer” and “often asked “What’s the meaning of 

life?” I can picture it all in my head so clearly. Their kind words are a testament to the kind of 

person you were wherever you went. I’m remembering how you told me you would sometimes 

“baptize” your coworkers of other faiths at your desk “just in case.” I imagine you leading a 

small group of your friends in prayer during those final seconds. It must have been beautiful, in a 

way. Is that what that one person meant by “Thank you for the comfort THAT MORNING??”  I 

wonder what people will say about me when I’m gone. If I’m lucky, I’ll be remembered as half 

as good a person as you were. I wish I had your faith.  

Laura 

PS-  We are still wondering about the baked potato.  
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THE NEXT DAY... 

 

November 18, 2001 

Laura,  

Ha, the baked potato. I remember that day.  Yep, I gave away one of mom’s baked potatoes. 

Funny what people remember. They are very kind words. Thank you for sharing. 
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LATER THAT DAY... 

 

November 18, 2001 

Laura, 

 all we have are memories. Be fair and treat others with kindness. Love your family, always. 

Pray. Believe. Be thankful. Nothing else matters. Life is pretty simple.  

Your Father 
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RICHARD MIUCCIO 

 

 

DREAMS OF RETIREMENT 

 

He survived combat in Vietnam and it appeared that he had finally beaten prostate cancer after a rough 

siege of chemotherapy. Richard Miuccio and his wife, Joyce, were finally at the brink of their retirement 

dream to camp across the country in an R.V. 

 

"He always used to say as soon as he turned 55 he would retire," said John C. Bilotti, a friend from their 

teenage years in the South Beach housing projects in Staten Island. "He counted the days." 

 

But Mr. Miuccio, who turned 55 in May, never got around to filing the necessary papers with the State 

Department of Taxation and Finance, where he had worked for 35 years, rising to audit supervisor. "He just 

kept putting it off," Mrs. Miuccio said. He was generally meticulous and methodical, whether it was at work 

or while playing poker, handicapping horse races or visiting his mother at St. Elizabeth Ann's nursing home 

every day without fail for three years. 

 

Mrs. Miuccio, who first met her husband when she was 13, now gravitates to his home desk, where he often 

worked instead of going to the office — there was a meeting on Sept. 11 — feeling closest to him there. "He 

was my whole life," she said. "He was everything to me."  

 

Profile published in THE NEW YORK TIMES on December 26, 2001. 
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Ch 4: Putting Back the Pieces 
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JULY 6, 2002 

 

Dad,  

Mommy got a call from the medical examiner’s office today. They identified your remains. 

Mommy freaked out and fell to the floor. She was screaming and crying. It’s so awful, Dad. they 

said there was only a torso and one leg and one arm. Oh god, I can’t imagine what you went 

through. I’m so sorry, Dad. They told us that they tagged your body on September 14th...just a 

few days after the attack but it took all this time to identify you. I think this means you must have 

somehow made it out of the building, right? I can’t stop imagining all the possible scenarios in 

my head. Could you have made it home, maybe if you ran a little faster? How did you die? 

Where were you? Were you alone? Why did so many of your coworkers make it out? Please tell 

me.  

Laura  

77 



 

 

78 



 

A FEW DAYS LATER... 

 

July 9, 2002 

Laura,  

Don’t worry about how. You will drive yourself crazy thinking about it. It was my time. I wanted 

to make it out for you and Owen and Tom and Mom, but I made my peace with God. I was Ok 

with whatever he wanted. I was not alone in the end.  What they found is no longer me. I am all 

around you now. 

Your Father 
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THREE DAYS LATER... 

 

July 12, 2002 

Daddy,  

Aunt Mary went up to the city to look at a picture of your remains. She said it was a blurry 

polaroid and hard to make out. I don’t know if I should go see it. In some ways I want to but I 

don’t want that to be how I remember you. I thought about how you said that it’s “not really 

you” anymore and I understand. Maybe I won’t go see it. Mom wants to bury your body at St. 

Mary’s cemetery.  I think it will be good for us to have a place to go to “visit” you. I think we’re 

even going to have a real funeral for you this time since last time we only had a memorial mass. I 

think it will be nice.  

Love,  

Laura 
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Staten Island Advance  

July 25, 2002 
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AUGUST 5, 2002 

 

New Message  

To:  Rmiuccio@aol.com    
From: Lmiuccio@IPSEG.com 

Subject: your id 

Date: 8-5-02 

Hi Dad,  
Owen is selling your van. Everytime I see it in the driveway when I come to visit Mom it 

freaks me out. I think, for a second that you are home. And then I remember. It sucks so much.  

Laura 
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A FEW WEEKS LATER… 

 

New Message  

To: Rmiuccio@aol.com     
From:  Lmiuccio@IPSEG.com  
(see attachment)  

Subject: Letter from vietnam to Grandma?  

Date:  

Dad,  
 
You’re never gonna believe what I found now!  A letter you wrote to Grandma from Vietnam. 

It’s so awesome….the paper is all tattered up. And it’s so nice to see how you talked to her. I 

wish I could see what she wrote back to you.  You must have been so lonely during that time. 

I took picture of the letter and attached it so you could read for yourself.  

 
Well, I’m at work right now so I gotta get back.  
 
Talk soon! 
 
Love,  
 
Laura 
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LATER THAT DAY…. 
 

New Message  

To:  Lmiuccio@IPSEG.com     
From:  Rmiuccio@aol.com 

Re:  Letter from Vietnam to Grandma?  

Date:  

Laura,  
 
I’ll let you get back to work, but thank you for sharing the letter with me. I remember writing 

to your grandmother often.  There wasn’t much else to do to pass the time.  We didn’t have 

email or phones back then, so letters were all we had to keep us going. That was a tough time 

for me.  I was very happy when I got to return home to your mother.  

 
Your Father 
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Ch 5: Defending My Honor 
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A MONTH LATER… 
 

New Message  

To:  Rmiuccio@aol.com   
( see 1 attachment ) 

Subject:  frustrated 

Date: 

Dad,  
 
I am so friggin angry and upset and sad. Everywhere I go people find out that my father died 

on 9-11 and they ask me if you were a firefighter.  When I say no, their attitude kind of 

chnages. They just say oh well adn walk away. I don;t understand why itr matters.  I know htat 

you are a hero just like them.  I just wish people would be a little more sensitive towards us, I 

mean, if you saw mom;s face everytime someone asked us if you were a firefighter, you 

would understand what i mean.  It’s very hurtful and upsetting.  We went to the hair salon the 

other day and there was a collection jar at the front counter for firefighters and first responders 

who died. Mom was so upset that we walked out.  Why can’t people understand that it doesn;t 

matter where you worked that day. All people’s lives are worth the same. Anyway, I wrote a 

letter to the NY Post about how I feel.  I hope I don;t regret this later but I have to share my 

view with others.  Let me know what you think.  I love you! 

 

Your daughter,  

Laura 
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LATER THAT DAY… 
 

New Message  

To:  lmiuccio@yahoo.com 
Cc Bcc 

Subject: your letter 

Date:  

Laura,  

 

I am sorry to hear how frustrating this process has been.  Try not to let people’s comments 

bother you.  I do not think they mean any harm.  They just aren’t in your position.  Your letter 

to the Post was clear. Perhaps it will make you feel better in some way to have others know 

what you’ve been experiencing. Please don’t worry about it too much.  

 

With love,  

Your Father 
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SEPTEMBER 26, 2002 

 

 

Dear Dad,  

You’re not going to believe what these lawyers are making us do. It’s just so friggin’ awful. 

There’s this compensation fund that they want us to sign up for to give us money.  I think it’s so 

we don’t sue the airlines or something.  It’s all pretty crazy.  Money was the last thing on our 

mind until all these groups started telling mom and us that we have a certain amount of time to 

sign up and all this other stuff I don’t understand. Anyway, they are making us all write these 

statements about the kind of father you were to us. Apparently, they’re going to use it as part of 

the evaluation on how much money they’re going to give us or something.  Can you believe it? 

We have to put in words what you meant to us as a father. I guess some fathers aren’t so good, 

maybe? I don’t really know what they’re looking for but we have to give it to them by tomorrow 

so I wrote something. I hate it. How can I put into words what you meant to me?  What you’re 

worth to me? There is no number that’s good enough. No amount that you are worth.  This just 

sucks so much. Then next week mom has to sit with the lawyers and they will give her an 

estimate based on some complicated series of calculations based on your salary and age and kids. 

It’s horrendous!!!!!!  I wish I could write a novel about you, but I made a copy of what I wrote 

for you for now.  I hope you like it, but I know it doesn’t do justice what you meant to me.  To 

us. xooxox 

Love your little girl,  

Laura 
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TWO DAYS LATER…. 
 

 

Dear Laura,  

I hope they give you enough money to ensure Mom lives comfortably for the rest of her life. You 

don’t need anything more than that. I always said I was worth more dead than I was alive. I 

guess it’s true! Your letter was very good. Everyone should say these things to the people they 

love while they’re alive. In case I didn’t tell you enough, you made me proud to call you my 

daughter. I know you always got mad when I told you not to expect too much out of life but 

that’s because I didn’t want you to be disappointed. It’s OK to have high expectations, but be 

content with what you have, too. You have a good life and family. Don’t get lost in your dreams. 

Keep one foot on the ground. My biggest joys in life came from watching you, Owen, and Tom 

grow up. I wish I could have been there for more milestones in your lives. I miss your mother 

most of all. That woman was my whole world.  

 

With love,  

Your Father 
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SEPTEMBER 30, 2002 

 

Dad,  

I think it’s because you were so content that I became a dreamer. You and mom were always so 

happy and you never wanted anything more out of life. I guess I just felt that my life could be 

like that and then so much more, in a way. You two made marriage seem so easy that I believed 

that would come just as easily for me and anything else I wanted in my life, too. Mom misses 

you more than you know. I don’t know what to do for her. It breaks my heart.  

 

Love,  

Laura 
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Ch 6: Smiling Through Their Tears 
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OCTOBER 16, 2002 
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THE NEXT DAY… 
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Ch 7: A Little Justice 
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November 2, 2003 10:10 AM  

Me:  Hi….i’m thinking about writing a 
book...sorta like a memoir.  What do you 
thiink??  

Dad: if that’s what you want to do 

Me: I think so. I’ve been home for a 
couple of months now and i feel like its 
meant to be 

Dad:  then i think you should do it. 

Dad:  what’s it called? 

Me: Finding Justice.  Cute, right?  After 
your grandson and its gonna be about 
how I finally found some peace and 
happiness after all these years.   

Dad: I understand. Give it a shot 

Dad:  Good luck. 
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FINDING JUSTICE 
 

ONE YOUNG WOMAN’S JOURNEY TO PEACE, HAPPINESS, AND “JUSTICE” 
FOLLOWING THE DEATH OF HER FATHER IN THE SEPTEMBER 11TH 

ATTACKS 
 

By: Laura Miuccio-Lopez 
 
 
 

Book Proposal  
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Ch 8: Passing Judgement  
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DECEMBER 20, 2005 

 

Dear Dad,  

I got a letter in the mail today asking if I was willing to go to court as a representative for 

victims’ family members to ask a judge for the death penalty against one of the terrorists.  They 

said they need a large number of family members to make the case stronger.  Apparently, he has 

already pleaded guilty and now the punishment needs to be determined.  I don’t think I can do it, 

Dad.  I don’t think I can live the rest of my life know I was responsible for the death of another 

human being. I mean, I know I should be outraged at what they did and I want them to die, but I 

don’t want to be the one to do it, if that makes any sense. I think  I am going to say no. It feels 

really strange because I feel like anyone else would jump at the opportunity and I don’t want to 

disappoint other victims’’ family members.  UGGGHHHH!!!!  This sucks. Help.  

 

Laura 
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TWO DAYS LATER… 

 

December 22, 2005  

Laura,  

 

Remember, “Let he who is without sin be the first to cast the stone.”  

 

Your Father 

122 



 

 
 

 

123 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ch 9: Looking Ahead 
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April 16, 2011, 6:02 PM  

Me:  Guess what! I got an email from 
Glamour! They want to publish my letter!!  

Dad:  congratulations 

Me: thx 

Dad:  when 

Me: their 10 yr anniversary edition.  

Me: Im so exciyted!!!!!!! 
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Subject: nice news for you from GLAMOUR Magazine  

Inbox 

[Imap]/Sent 

SheilaWell@aol.com 

Attachments4/16/11 

Dear Laura, 

I am happy to tell you that GLAMOURR has chosen your lovely letter to your father as one of 

15 we will present in our special memorial 9/11 tribute package in our September issue. 

 Over 50 women who lost loved ones submitted (we are going to try to find some way of 

acknowledging them all, even if via a list...), and, from a wide field of  very heartfelt e-mails and 

letters, I always knew yours was one of the most eloquent and affecting, and am thrilled that the 

editors felt that way, too. 

 We may want to add a few details, and we will of course have to edit (space is tight); I wonder 

if you and I might talk on the phone either at the end of this coming week or beginning or 

middle of next. Please let me know an array of good times and numbers. 

  Also, two other things: 

  1. Exclusivity: Because GLAMOUR has a trusted responsibility to its 13 million monthly 

readers to give them material and images not seen elsewhere, we need to have you sign this 

exclusivity agreement with us. And, if any questions, please do not hesitate to ask. Just before 

the story comes out, our outstanding PR team will share the whole section with a select group of 

other media, and there may well be interview requests (from everything from newspapers to 

morning TV). Sam Rosenthal and the others on her team will work with you to coordinate your 

participation, should you wish to participate. Please note that the April 15 - November 10 

exclusivity also goes for local media. Though it's perhaps hard to turn down the hometown 

paper, you will need to do this for GLAMOUR. But the result and net effect -- a beautiful, 

powerful package of exclusive stories -- is worth it. 

 2. Photos: We'd love to have photos of you and your dad, at various stages of your life. Can 

you send a few, scanned at 300 dpi?  (Might you have one of the two of you on the Staten Island 
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Ferry??) Also, if there are photos of other things that would illustrate your lovely issue -- 

perhaps the two books you both identically bought and read, our the child (with you) who is 

named for your dad...those would be great to have, too. 

  We are very much looking forward to making this a powerfully moving and poignant -- and 

inspiring -- package of letters. 

  Thanks so much and please let me hear from you.  

  Best, 

 Sheila 

 Sheila Weller 

 Senior Contributing Editor 

 GLAMOUR 
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June 7, 2011 
thinking of you 

marcus miuccio , metuchen, NJ 
 
May 23, 2011 
Dear Rich Happy Birthday in heaven from Owen Laura Thomas and I                       

Wish you a happy birthday Rich it will be 10years that your                       

gone I miss you just as much as I did 10 years ago I love you                               

so much your wife Joyce 

May 1, 2011 
Richie yesterday was our weeding anniversary missing you               
everyday I'll never stop loving and missing you until we are                     
together again 
Joyce Miuccio , Rahway, NJ 
 
September 10, 2010 
Although I have never met Richard, I wanted to come on here to                         

speak in remembrance of him. Every year my former high school                     

passes out bracelets with the names of the victims that                   

unfortunately lost their lives on September 11th. I found a                   

bracelet in the hallway, and Richard's name was written on it.                     

I wanted to come on here to prove that even though some people                         

have forgotten, I never will. I do not know much about this                       

man, other than the fact that he was extremely faithful and his                       

family believes he stayed behind to help those around him. I                     

cannot express how moved I am by this story. As someone of                       

great faith in the Lord, I am comforted knowing that Richard is                       

now safely with God. I wish only peace and wellness on his                       

family and friends. I will never forget. 

Samantha Horne , Stoneham, MA  
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SEPTEMBER 10, 2011 

 

Dear Dad,  

I can’t believe tomorrow will be 10 years since I saw your face. It still hurts so much.  This year 

more than others, for some reason. I almost feel like people are going to forget or stop talking 

about it soon but I don’t want to ever stop remembering you or what happened that day. Time 

has gone by so fast. Marcus is reading your name at the memorial downtown. The whole family 

is all going downtown to watch him. I still miss you so much. 

Love always,  

Laura 
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Letters to the Lost: A Tribute to Those Who Died in the 
September 11, 2001 Attacks, From the Family and Friends 
they Left Behind 

BY GLAMOUR  

Dear Daddy, 

I can still remember, like it was yesterday, that September morning when you called to me 
from downstairs to see if I wanted to catch a ride with you to the Staten Island Ferry. I yelled 
back, "Go ahead without me"—one of the biggest regrets of my life. 

What a gift you gave me, just being my father. You were there for me, doing the quiet things 

that mattered. Yes, you may have been in the backyard shooting hoops when the limo pulled 

up for my high school prom rather than doting on me in my frilly strapless dress, but earlier 

that day you'd laid out safe-sex pamphlets on my bed. Luckily, you and mom raised me to be 

sensible enough not to need to use them. 

You protected us kids, Owen and Thomas and me, from some of the harsher realities of life, 

even if that meant we occasionally got the wrong impression. 

I always thought you were cheap, only realizing later that you didn't have a lot of money. You 

worked two, sometimes three, jobs to put us through 12 years of Catholic school. I truly 

believed you enjoyed collecting those empty cans from the beach, and that you took us to the 

130 

https://www.glamour.com/contributor/glamour


 

Salvation Army (the Sally Boutique, you called it) to torture us. You demonstrated that family 

and love were the most important things of all. 

You were an auditor for New York State, with an office in the World Trade Center. On 

September 11, when I arrived at my own job at a Manhattan fashion PR firm, I went out onto 

the balcony and watched as the second plane crashed into your building. I gasped—and 

prayed that maybe you were at an onsite audit elsewhere. But a few nights later, as I lay in 

bed, you came to me in a dream, saying you were OK—and I knew they would not pull you 

from the rubble and that you were no longer with us. 

One year later, I went on a date with a kind, funny young man. On our second date we got 

engaged. It was simple and pure but deep and true, like your life was. I felt your presence as 

your brother walked me down the aisle on New Year's Eve 2002. Now Ray and I have a son, 

Justice Richard, 7, and a daughter, Autumn, 5, and I know that you can see them. 

Today I'm something I never expected to be: a suburban soccer mom and teacher. Your 

offhand wisdom about what makes life meaningful guided me to a happiness that I could 

never have imagined. 

Thank you, Dad, for making me who I am and being with me always. 

Until we meet again, 

Love, 

Your daughter, Laura 
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LATER THAT DAY... 

 

September 10, 2011 

Laura,  

Be careful and take care of your mother. I am sure Marcus will do a good job. Time is an 

illusion. You’ll understand one day.  

Your Father 
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SEPTEMBER 11, 2011 

 

 

Dad,  

We’re home now. It was a nice ceremony but a long day. Marcus spoke beautifully. I kinda 

know what you mean about time. I mean in some ways it feels like yesterday that I last saw you 

and in other ways it seems like a lifetime ago. I wish you could have seen your grandchildren. 

They looked so cute wearing t-shirts with your picture on them. We talk about you often...it’s as 

though they know you, in a way. Anyway, I was looking online and saw that so many people still 

think about you and miss you. I guess posting letters online is their way of connecting with you. 

Especially mom.  She still writes to you all of the time.  I wish that, just once, you could write 

back to her. I’ve attached some letters so you can see what people have written to you...some are 

from people who don’t even know you!  

I love you, Dad!!!!! 

Love,  

Laura 
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September 11, 2011 
I wrote in this guest book last year, and I wanted to write                         

this year as well. I learned of Richard because his name was                       

written on a paper bracelet I found at my former high school. I                         

was incredibly touched and moved by the fact that people                   

believe Richard stayed behind to help those in need. It takes a                       

true hero with immense courage to sacrifice themselves for                 

others. I cannot express in words how sorry I am for your loss.                         

I offer my deepest sorrow and condolences. God bless, stay                   

safe, and take care. 

Samantha Horne , Wakefield, MA  
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September 11, 2011 
hey g pa i got to read your name at the memorial i know you're proud 

of me 

marcus miuccio , metuchen, NJ 
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Ch 9: Today, Tomorrow, and Forever 
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OCTOBER 15, 2017 
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THE NEXT DAY... 

October 16, 2017 

Dear Laura,  

Of course I can see you. Just as you can see me. I am with you always. I am glad you decided to 

go back to school. Try not to stress over it too much.  Whatever you create will be great because 

it’s from our heart. Once we are all together again you everything will make sense.  

Your Father 
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THREE MONTHS LATER… 

 

January 28, 2018 

Dear Dad,  

In two weeks, Owen will be celebrating his one year anniversary without gambling. I never 

thought he would be able to do it.  I am so proud of him. The whole family’s invited and he 

asked me to invite Tom, but I don’t think he’s going to go. You know how stubborn he can be.  I 

know what Owen did was so messed up but I just wish for Mom’s sake, that Tom would go. I 

mean they don’t have to be best friends or anything, but they’re brothers and he should go to 

show he supports him. What do you think?  

 

Love,  

Laura 
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A FEW DAYS LATER… 

 

February 3, 2018 

Dear Laura,  

I’ve been thinking about what you asked me. It breaks my heart to know that they haven’t 

spoken in so many years. I think Tom should go only if he wants to go.  He shouldn’t go for you 

or Mom or anyone else. That’s up to him. I wish that he would want to go but we can’t force 

him. I feel like Owen’s problems were partly my fault. I shouldn’t have brought him to the track 

with me and let him bet on sports. He didn’t know how to handle himself.  I saw it and didn’t do 

anything to stop it. I never thought it would get as bad as it did. I am glad he straightened himself 

out.  He still has a long way to go. He will need as much support as he can get to stay on the right 

path.  

 

Love,  

Your Father 
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A COUPLE WEEKS LATER... 

 

 

Dear Dad,  

Thank you for helping me write the last chapter of my book (thesis?).  I found “The Last Letter” 

you wrote to mom and it works great.  Love you! 

Laura 
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THE NEXT DAY... 

 

February 17, 2018 

Laura,  

I don’t know what letter you’re talking about but I’m glad it helped you with what you’re 

working on.  

Your Father 
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Ch 11: Losing Touch 
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MANY YEARS LATER…. 

December 10, 2029 

Dear Dad,  

Autumn got engaged!  Can you believe it? I know she’s young but those two are so meant to be. 

Just like you and mom and me and Ray. (Well, ok I know no one’s love story will ever match up 

to yours and mom’s but...when you know, you know, right?) I’m so happy for them. He was so 

cute when he asked Ray for his permission.  I remember when Ray called mommy and asked her 

he if he could propose...he said was so nervous because we were sort of engaged already and 

didn’t really know each other that well. That feels like forever ago!  (Well, I guess it kinda was). 

Anyway, I just wanted you hear the good news.  Talk soon. 

Love,  

Laura 
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THREE DAYS LATER... 

December 13, 2029 

Laura,  

I am happy for them both. Ray must be very excited to walk her down the aisle. She reminds me 

a lot of you when you were her age.  I am sure she is making the right decision. She has a good 

head on her shoulders and an even bigger heart, from what I understand.  He’s a lucky guy. 

Thank you for letting me know.  

 

Love,  

Your Father 
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A FEW YEARS LATER... 

 

September 19, 2031 

Dear Laura,  

Happy early birthday. I can’t believe my little girl is going to be 55 tomorrow. I always said you 

were the only daughter I’ll ever have and the only daughter I’ll ever need. That’s still true. I 

haven’t heard from you in a while and I just wanted to check in to see how everyone was doing 

and to wish you a happy birthday.  

I miss our conversations.  

 

With love,  

Your Father 

P.S.- How’s your store doing?  
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A FEW DAYS LATER... 

 

September 24, 2031 

Dear Dad,  

Hi!  Yes, it’s been a while.  Sorry. Thank you for the birthday wishes. I guess I am officially an 

old lady...ha!!!  Some days I feel 25 and some days I feel 105 years old. Yes, everyone is good 

and my store is doing great!!  It’s been so hectic lately with the grandkids and Autumn’s 

wedding and everything.  I really wish you could be here for it.  I’ve been meaning to write you 

but just never got around to it. By the way, I remember another thing you used to say… “You’re 

my best daughter...and my worst!!!”  Remember that?  Guess I’ve proved the latter to be true this 

time.  I promise I’ll write again soon!!! Sorry, Dad.  

 

I miss you.  

 

Love,  

Your daughter 
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Ch 12: Holding On 
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TWO YEARS LATER… 

 

July 16, 2033 

Dad,  

Mom keeps asking to see you but I don’t know if I can let her go.  I don’t know what to do.  

Laura 
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THREE DAYS LATER... 

 

 

July 19, 2033 

Dear Laura,  

When she’s ready, I’ll be here waiting for her. I trust your judgement, but it’s not really up to 

you now. 

Your Father 
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Ch 13: Empty Spaces 
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THREE MONTHS LATER... 

 

 

October 7, 2033 

Dear Laura,  

Mom made it here safely. We are taking care of each other.  She sends her love to you and the 

kids. Thank you for keeping her safe. You did a good job. 

 

I’ll see you soon.  

 

Forever,  

Your Father 
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Ch 14: The Last Letter 
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THE NEXT DAY... 
 

 
 

October 8, 2033 

My Darling Wife,  

 

There’s no more space between us now. You can rest your head easy, on my shoulder, knowing 

that time is forever ours. We became one long before this moment and nothing can ever break us 

apart. Know that wherever you went, I was there.  Whatever you felt, I felt as well. I know all 

that you have been through, but that no longer exists.  We breathe one breath and beat one 

heart…..today, tomorrow and always.  You, my darling wife, have made me whole again.  

 

All My Love,  

 

Your Husband 
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Epilogue 
 

It had been over 50 years since I last saw her face.  

My precious daughter, Laura. 

Her body was old but her eyes were the same. Her soul, unchanged. I watched as the 

people who now loved her screamed and clung to the hope that she would stay with them a little 

longer. 

But she was quickly fading.  

“Laura,” I whispered.  There was a flutter and just then I think she recognized my voice.  

“It’s time,” I said to her, knowing all that was waiting for her beyond this life.  

“Let’s go, Laura,”  

“Ok, Dad,” she managed to reply.  

Her voice, although changed and hardened from years of stress and mourn, lit my soul on 

fire. Sound cannot be replicated and I missed that sweet voice. It brought back memories of all 

the conversations we once shared.  The laughter and tears.  But those would be the last two 

words I’d ever hear from her.  There’s no need for speaking anymore.  There are different senses 

when you leave your body.  

And so, she joined me and her mother and all the others who have come before her. 

Together, we created a new soul.  

Once again, we are one.  
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Evolution 
  

You wash dishes 
Take out the trash 

Walk the dog 
Make coffee 
And buy food 

But you’re not waiting, anymore 
The sun still shines 

But I’m not 
Coming back 

The swelling your eyes has gone down 
Your throat has cleared 

No need to console me now 
The unthinkable is real 

You no longer see 
The world through a child’s eyes 

Innocence is lost 
No more phone calls 

No more potluck dishes 
Babies have grown and been born 

The dreams are gone 
     My image faded 

My voice quieted 
You have Evolved 

  
By: Joyce Miuccio 

(As reimagined by Laura Lopez) 
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