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Still a long way to go
Minutes turned to hours and we took comfort in each others’ arms. Days turned to weeks and we dried 

our tears with our strength.Weeks turned to months and we’re not as afraid to look as we once were. But 
we’re a long way from being okay.

•  Ground Zero is a part of our psyche. It could be a year before the site is finally cleared, and even more
devastating is that they may never find everyone who perished on those apocalyptic grounds.

•  Doctors are reporting a higher incidence of depression and anxiety, and subsequently are prescribing
more and more antidepressants and tranquilizers.

•  The holidays will further magnify the grief as we collectively stop to reflect. The annual season of
peace and hope will heighten our anxiety as so many board planes enroute to loved ones.

•  Our leaders talk of caution and express a dreaded knowing that the attacks against us are not over.
This is a new kind of war that will affect us in ways we’ve not yet even begun to consider.

•  “Anthrax,” “terrorism,” “jihaad” and “the tragedy” are part of our vernacular.
But, so are words like compassion, freedom, unity...and hero.
We have seen so many heroes in the wake of national tragedy. Not surprisingly, the massage and body-

work profession stepped up quickly to lend support and comfort to those heroes on the front lines. So many 
more individuals found ways to help in their own communities – whether it be giving blood or finding 
extra time for distressed clients.

It was powerful to witness so many wanting to help so desperately.
In this issue, we’re still feeling our way through the new reality that frames our lives today. As such, 

we can’t step completely away from the topic still haunting us all – Sept. 11. So instead, we’ll embrace it. 
Grief is at the heart of what’s happening to you and your clients today. Lyn Prashant offers her expertise 

on the subject in “Grief and Degriefing.” She 
reminds bodyworkers to mend themselves 
as well as their clients. We follow that with 
stories from the front lines here at home in 
“New York State-of-Mind.” Listen to James 
Kearney, retired New York City firefight-
er and massage therapist, as he offers his 
perspective of the tragedy in “On the Front 
Line.” Travel through the daily diary of Jan 
Kent who found her own comfort in a pil-
grimage to Ground Zero. And find parallels 
with Linda Tumbarello who only wanted 
to give back to the profession in the days 
after the attacks. To complete the discussion, 
Stephanie Mines shares some self-help tech-
niques for grounding and shock relief that we 
all can put to use in Fingertips for the Client.

To take us away from the tragedy, we 
explore the calming subject of sound as therapy in this month’s cover stories: “Music of Life: BioSonic 
Repatterning” and “Medicine of the Future.” Finally, read Barry Kapke’s insightful Energy Medicine 
column in which he explores the power of stillness – a relevant subject for the times, to be sure. And lest 
I be remiss, please welcome our newest columnist, author Nina McIntosh, to the M&B family as she 
explores the world of a “sound” and healthy practice.

We continue to have a watchful eye as massage therapists and bodyworkers from around the country 
are rallying their efforts to help the families and the survivors. Is there hope for a national umbrella 
under which bodyworkers can lend their support in times of disaster? Will the Red Cross include body 
therapies as part of their disaster relief protocol? Take in the stories of relief and comfort presented with-
in, and the question becomes ‘why not?’ Touch connects us, comforts us and nurtures us. We know that. 
Can we afford not to teach it to our wounded nation?

Until next time.
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 CHECK IN 2 Questions? Comments? Contact me using the tear-out Letter to the Editor
inside, or e-mail me at karrie@abmp.com.

AFP/Doug Kanter
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Tending to the Wounded

James Kearney was seeking out a dream on Sept. 11. Aboard a ship on the Atlantic Ocean, he had hoped to 
offer bodywork to on-board scientists. All that became insignificant when Kearney first heard the news. “The 
need to be home was a desperate need,” Kearney said, six weeks after the attacks. “I knew firemen had to 

have been killed. Then one of the crewmen told me the numbers. It was devastating. The magnitude was beyond 
comprehension.”

 It took him a docking in Africa, a flight to Paris and a week of anxiety to get home, but Kearney finally returned 
to his loved ones on Sept. 19. The news at home was even more unbearable. Kearney had not only lost many of his 
firemen “brothers,” but also his cousin, another New York City firefighter. Relief came in hearing his brother, also 
a NYC firefighter, was safe.

In the midst of grieving for his blood and brother families, Kearney said he hit the ground running. Eleven 
years on the job and it wasn’t hard to guess where he went first. Ladder 22, Engine 76 – his old company, his old 
firehouse.

On the
Front Line

On the
Front Line
       James Kearney – “I’m in for the duration.”

B y  K a r r i e  M o w e n

A New York voice. An intentional pause between measured words. A snippet 

of emotion piercing the moment. A perseverance shining through a tired soul.

This was retired New York City firefighter and massage therapist James 

Kearney telling his story. 



80    M A S S A G E  &  BO D Y WOR K  •  D E C E M B E R / J A N U A R Y  2 0 0 2

While Kearney knew many of the 
firefighters who lost their lives that 
day, the men from his old company 
were graciously spared. “They got 
out miraculously,” Kearney said. 
“The chief was responsible for 
saving many lives. He had taken a 
megaphone and intuitively, without 
the blessing of Command Post, 
started ordering men out.” Many on 
their way up, turned around to heed 
the order. “They ended up in one of 
the few voids that didn’t collapse,” 
he said. “Some were trapped for five 
hours.” Kearney said these are the 
severely traumatized.

He explained how the trauma is 
hitting on so many levels. Between 
funerals and recovery efforts, New 
York City firefighters are still 
manning their stations. “They’re 
going from funeral to funeral with 
no respite.” Kearney said there is an 
incredible grief permeating the men 
and women. “I think it will only get 
worse before it gets better.”

In addition to the emergency 
personnel so directly impacted, 
Kearney said the needs are 
incredibly high throughout all of 
New York. “Some Red Cross areas 
are desperate,” he said. “These 
workers are calling for help. They’re 
dealing with displaced, stressed 
out people.” The needs of these 
volunteers is just as critical, he 
said, citing the example of an art 
therapist who, while in the midst of 
her massage, started crying. “When 
she got up, she said the reason she 
was weeping was because someone 
was taking care of her,” Kearney 
said. “Chaplains and ministerial 
people are dealing with the same 
thing, too,” he said.

Survivor, grieving family member, 
caretaker, rescuer, bystander, 
witness – Kearney believes there 
is one simple truth for all. “We all 
need to be touched, especially now.” 

Seeking Self-Care

The same is true of massage 
therapist and bodyworker. As 
Kearney explained his need to 

help and the comfort it brought him 
to work with the affected families, 
his words stopped. The tears flowed 
quietly for a brief moment before he 
continued on.

The grief comes in waves for 
Kearney, he explained, but he’s 
learned to respect it. “I have my 
own healing process that I have to 
attend to. This is grief that I won’t 
repress – any of it. I’m willing 
to feel so I don’t have to carry it 
forever.”

Talking with people and being 
with people are Kearney’s two 
outlets. “I need to collapse in 
people’s arms, too,” he said. “We 
can’t become part of the working 
wounded if we’re going to help.” 
It was a mistake he almost made 
early on. “When I first got down 
there, I hit the ground running and 
didn’t stop to relax. I realized that 
if I wanted to be of help to anyone 
else, I needed to take care of myself 
first.”

His plea for the rest of the 
bodywork community is to 
remember to take care of each other. 
“This disaster has really mobilized 
the healers and it’s truly, truly 
been appreciated,” he said. But 
it’s important to understand the 
dangers.

“When you are working with 
a family dealing with this kind of 
pain, you take on the pain yourself. 
It’s almost a secondhand trauma, 
which is what so many therapists 
are experiencing.”

Trading bodywork is imperative, 
as well as having someone to talk 
to. Kearney said he’s been relying 
on a colleague for just that. He said 
all bodyworkers are energy workers 
of a sort, and as such, need to dispel 
the energy of grief and pain to 
remain effective. “At times I was 
realizing I was taking on the grief 
of everyone I was working on. We 
have to have a way to discharge that 
energy.”

Temporary Peace

While rescue personnel find 
purpose and importance 
in “bringing home” as 

many victims as they can from the 
Trade Center rubble, Kearney finds 
validation working with the victims’ 
families. He said it’s especially 
healing for him when he has the 
opportunity to massage the family 
of someone who is lost. “It’s almost 
like helping my own family who’s 

“When you are 
working with a 
family dealing 
with this kind 
of pain, you 
take on the 
pain yourself. 
It’s almost a  
secondhand 
trauma, which 
is what so many  
therapists are 
experiencing.”
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“We all need to be touched, especially now.”

suffered the same loss.” To see even a second of relief 
is a joyous moment. “It’s such a wonderful thing to 
take people whose bodies are containing so much of 
this stress and grief, and be able to bring them to some 
temporary peace.”

He said seeing so many firefighters “jump on the 
chair” told him a lot about the impact of the tragedy 
and the walking wounded’s unspoken understanding 
that touch was something their bodies craved.

Kearney remembers the one police officer who 
stopped him on the street. “I was going through one of 
the check points and the officer said, ‘Whoa. Where are 
you going with that,’ ” pointing to his massage chair. “I 
ended up giving a massage right there on the street.” He 
said people are starting to understand, and this tragedy 
has helped put massage in a different light; moving it 
in many peoples’ eyes from luxury to an important and 
“human” healing modality.

One of those converts, according to Kearney, was an 
EMS Disaster Medicine Director from New Mexico. 
This doctor was attempting to have massage included as 
part of the Red Cross disaster response for the future. 
“She said what we were doing was a lot more beneficial 

than what her own medical people could do.”

“We Can”

Today, Kearney continues to minister to the grief-
stricken through his hands, while he prepares 
for the next wave of distress – that which reels 

its ugly head in the form of Post-Traumatic Stress 
Disorder symptoms. With his bag of bodywork tools, 
ranging from Swedish massage to cranialsacral therapy, 
Kearney said he’s ready. “I’m in this for the duration.”

What wisdom can he offer his colleagues in the 
profession? “Recognize the power of what they can 
offer – the comforting of bodies and souls of all the 
people in this nation, wherever they are. New York 
may be Ground Zero,” Kearney said, “but the entire 
nation has been wounded.”

As a parting thought, Kearney wanted therapists to 
know how important they are. As those who can so 
quickly remind the world how simple, and how 
important, it is to touch someone, it’s imperative the 
knowledge is shared. “We are so lucky. We are so 
fortunate to have something that is so desperately 
needed. Everyone in this country feels a tremendous 
need to do something, and we can.” M&B

New York City firefighters, men and women alike, have suffered enormous loss during the Sept. 11 attacks. 
Not only are they grieving for their city and their colleagues, but many lost their own family members. (AP/
Wide World Photos)
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Time to Help,
Time to Heal
Some gave money, some gave time. 

Some gave blood, some gave love.

Some gave prayers, some gave touch.

Some gave tears, some gave hugs.

All because,

Some gave everything.

        york
state-o f-mind

Editor’s Note
The phone calls I received in our offices the day of the Sept. 

11 attacks were indicative of the shock that had enveloped a 

nation. 

“Can you believe this?” they would ask in hushed voices. 

“How do we  help?” always came next. We all needed a way 

to remove ourselves from the terror and tragedy, and helping 

others was a way to take back control.

In the days and weeks after Sept. 11, greater organization 

was given to the volunteer effort, and massage therapists and 

bodyworkers across the country found ways to offer what they 

knew would help – a caring hand.

Whether at ground zero or a thousand miles away in a 

blood bank clinic, massage therapists and bodyworkers rose 

to the occasion and brought comfort where there had been 

only profound fear and sadness. Sometimes there were only 

moments to share, sometimes days. But each second shared 

was momentous in the minds of the recipient.

It’s in horrible times like these that we see goodness arise. 

That’s what we saw, and are continuing to see, in the 

bodywork profession.

Here are a few accounts from therapists who were driven to 

help in our nation’s most tragic hour. Their stories tell it best.

Nikki Dumansky, a massage therapist from New 
Jersey, works on the back of an unidentified New 
York City firefighter who had just returned from the 
World Trade Center attack site. (AP/ Wide World Photos)

a new



D E C E M B E R / J A N U A R Y  2 0 0 2  •  M A S S A G E  &  BO D Y WOR K     67

 york
state-o f-mind

From: Jan Kent
Sent: Oct. 04, 2001 6:53 PM
To: abmp.com
Subject: Massage in NYC

I returned late Tuesday night from five days of giving 
massages to relief workers and families affected by the 
attack on Sept. 11. Way too much to say to fit into an 

e-mail, so here’s a montage of scenes.

Friday, Sept. 28, morning – Saturday, Sept. 29, noon: 
On-board the 900-foot USNS Comfort, one of two 
Navy hospital ships in the New York Harbor. Passing 
through myriad security checks where young soldiers 
with machine guns remind me that my Vietnam War-

veteran- husband was the same age as my 19-year-
old daughter when he was drafted. Shifts of massage 
therapists working 6-hour shifts, 24 hours a day, 7 days 
a week, and still there are many more people in need 
of 15 minutes of respite than we can handle. Standing 
atop the flight deck at midnight to get a breath of air; 
looking at the sparkling skyline now missing two of its 
crown jewels. Tear-stained eyes of a Finger Lakes EMT 
volunteer. In the wee hours of the morning, the almost 
spiritual experience of watching two police officers, 
partners for years, arise from their massages with smiles 
on their faces, and seeing the undisguised love in their 
eyes for the person who helps them through the day 
– their beat partner. Exchanging stories with a retired
Army recruitment officer, now NYPD officer, about
seeing Joe Morris play at Syracuse University, and the
booing Patrick Ewing took at the Dome. Joking, half-
earnest requests from the USNS Comfort crew that we
massage therapists consider joining the Navy. Guess they
didn’t notice my graying hair.

Saturday, Sept. 29, noon to night: Massage at the 
Command Center at Pier 92. Attempting to formalize 
a pre-existing massage site set up by the woman whose 
business provided chair massage for the Republican 
National Convention in Philly. Hoping the government  
relief agency workers can continue to function 
under the weight of 12-14 hour shifts, 7 days a week. 
Command Center workers scurrying to help us create 
a haven of serenity amidst the stress. After eight hours 
of operation, being told by a grateful former massage 
recipient that we must disband the site by midnight due 
to a need for even tighter security. Imploring requests 
from workers to figure out how to provide more 
massages late at night. Having to refuse to give massage 
to people who really needed it. Deep frustration.

Sunday, Sept. 30: Playing mom to my daughter and   
her friends at New York University. Cooking dinner  
and giving chair massages to intelligent young women 
trying to figure out whether to believe their mayor and 
president telling them to go back to their lives, or the     
attorney general warning them of possible chemical, 
biological or nuclear attacks. Hearing these roommates, 
seemingly for the first time, share their fears and hopes, 
trying to refocus on studying and papers, wondering 
why some of their professors don’t understand their 
confusion and difficulty concentrating.

Monday, Oct. 1, day: Connecting with a persevering 
group of volunteers. Learning they are sponsored 
by Olive Leaf, a “wholeness” center providing 
complementary health services on 23rd Street. Being 
trained by them to maintain professional emotional 
distance and not to counsel clients. Finding out their 
operation is responsible for providing more than 400 
massages a day in the Family Assistance Center at Pier 
94, and more at the medical examiner’s office, only 
scratching the surface of the need. Now it gets real. 
Grieving, displaced   or unemployed families; exhausted 

See New York, p70

a new
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relief workers      representing any 
agency you can imagine attempting 
to patch up people’s lives, hoping 
their bureaucratic triage efforts 
hold their clients together until 
the real healing can begin. Stories 
from haunted faces, walls of 
smiling family photos of the lost, 
an occasional laugh as gloom gives 
way to the pervasive need to smile 
somehow. Dogs wearing American 
flag bandannas. Working alongside 
practitioners of massage, Shiatsu, 
reflexology, reiki. Seeing surprised 
clients arise from treatment tables 
saying, “I feel new!” Rediscovering 
the incredible resilience of the 
human spirit. Cafeteria tables 
covered with school children’s cards 
offering innocent encouragement.

Monday, Oct. 1, night: Dreading, 
yet making my pilgrimage to pay 
my respects to the ashes of the 
World Trade Center. I make this 
trip by myself, encouraged by my 
wise, young-yet-ancient daughter 
who knows from experience that it 
is best done alone. Walking out of 
the Fulton Street subway station; 
feeling the gray air hit the back of 
my throat like a nuclear strep throat 
attack. Wreckage lit like a movie 

set; haze; bent, gigantic erector-set 
walls. Giant cranes that look like 
toys on television. Feeling like I’m in 
a war zone. Walking the perimeter, 
secured by National Guard members 
with rifles, for blocks and blocks and 
blocks with other baffled pilgrims. 
Wondering if my co-worker’s 
husband, called up two weeks ago, 
is working this shift. More walls of 
smiling family photos of the lost. Still 
not comprehending the enormity. 
Seeing the obstinate giant American 
flag adorning the New York Stock 
Exchange. Smiling at the sight. 
Insisting on paying $20 for a $7 
sandwich at the Liberty Street deli 
that had stayed open with candles 
until power was restored. Hoping the 
business survives. Reveling in the 
warmth of my daughter’s hug upon 
returning to her apartment. Self-
medicating with Godiva raspberry 
chocolate truffle ice cream, eaten 
straight from the carton.

Tuesday, Oct. 2, daytime: Wrapping 
up loose ends. Attempting to 
arrange inexpensive lodging for 
other massage therapists from 
outside the metro area. Frustration 
with not having a solution yet. 
Hoping to offer Olive Releaf, the 
volunteer massage organization’s 

working title, more fresh volunteers 
to take some of the weight off the 
shoulders of those who live in the 
metro area. Praying that Olive 
Releaf will find funding to continue 
their work. Riding the shuttle bus 
from the Lexington Street Armory 
to the Family Assistance Center 
with an aging, now-unemployed 
female hotel worker. She wears a 
sparkling scarf wrapped about her 
head and gold hoops in her ears and 
tells me she lost her shoes running 
away from the World Trade Center 
after she saw the first plane hit. 
She tells me of the passenger jet 
fuselage and wheels she saw a block 
from the impact, stepping on body 
parts with bare feet, crying but not 
sleeping for three days. She asks 
how people can hate us so much. 
Telling her, as if she were a child, 
that many more people love us than 
hate us. Seeing the same woman on 
the return trip with a smile on her 
face, a check in her purse to pay her 
mortgage. Sharing a hug from this 
former stranger. Visiting the medical 
examiner’s office massage site 
housed in a series of tents on the 
street; the scene reminding me more 
of M*A*S*H than massage. Feeling 
a cohesive sense of purpose among 
the other people working there.

Tuesday, Oct. 2, evening: Grateful, 
guilty deep breath that I get to go 
home. Leaving behind so many 
people valiantly struggling to help 
each other feel better. Driving 
home in the dark and feeling an 
unaccustomed chill up my spine 
every time I see a flag. Vowing to 
be part of the solution instead of 
part of the problem. Crying when I 
reach the weigh station on Route 41 
when the water is first visible, the 
spot where my dad first fell in love 
with Skaneateles Lake. Promising 
myself to return to New York with 
more volunteers in tow. Feeling 
more alive than I have felt since my 
daughter was born.

Whether it be wearing face masks or trying to work out sore points 
between gun and ammunition belts, massage therapists lent their hands 
from the start to offer what comfort and relief they could. (Photo provided by
Susan Galbraith)
New York, from p67
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extreme 
b y  S u s a n  G a l b r a i t h ,  L M T

“I was doing chair massage at a health club in 
Dewitt, N.Y., on the morning of Sept. 11. Seeing 
the multiple images on the club’s dozen television 
sets was like watching the disaster through an 

insect’s compound eye. 
It was obvious to me the rescue workers would soon 

be stressed and exhausted, but I figured it would be a 
long time before anyone said, “What we need here is a 
team of massage therapists.” On Wednesday, I cancelled 
my Thursday and Friday appointments and bought a 
round trip train ticket to New York City. 

The passenger opposite me on the train spent most of 
the trip talking on her cell phone. “The Amex building 
is unstable; they’re going to have to pull it down,” she 
reported. Someone else said the Empire State Building 
had tested positive for explosives.

From Penn Station, I dragged my chair a half 
mile to the Javits Center, only to find a long line of 
aspiring volunteers wrapping around the block outside 

“To see the pain, exhaustion and 

grief that people walk in with 

and, then, to feel it dissipate just 

a little through my hands, to 

watch them rest gently on the 

massage table when my work is 

complete and hear the whispered 

‘thank yous’ is deeply moving. It 

has also been an honor to work 

with survivors as they release some 

of the pain and shock of 

seeing the attack and watching the 

towers implode.” 

s Dr. Martha Eddy, vice president of 
International Somatic Movement Educators and 
Therapists Association (ISMETA), who went to Pier 
94 to offer movement therapy work, specifically Laban 
Movement Analysis and Body Mind Centering, for those 
facing extreme exertion, stress, trauma, shock, grief and 
long hours of relief work.



massage 
the building. I skipped the line and asked people in 
surgical scrubs for advice. They suggested Dock 61, 
Chelsea Piers. It was from there, later that evening, I 
moved closer to Ground Zero by volunteering to go to 
Stuyvesant High School.

We left Chelsea Piers around 9:45 p.m. in a van 
escorted by police cars. We had between four and ten 
massage therapists available around the clock, with 
tables, chairs and some mats we liberated from the 
school gym. One LMT put a blanket on the floor and 
massaged the search dogs. We wore masking tape labels 
saying “Medical Massage Team.”  

There were many memorable clients I saw in those 
days. Here are just a few: 
• the policemen who had to be massaged in the gaps
between their gun belts, bulletproof vests and hats
because they were too stressed or exhausted to remove
them;
• the distraught young man who had lost his best friend

in the collapsed towers and wasn’t allowed to enter 
Ground Zero to help; 
• the construction worker who could barely walk
after challenging four friends to see who could last the
longest without resting (he lasted 48 hours);
• and the 16-year-old Guardian Angel who came to
Stuyvesant to help unload donations of water, food and
clothing.

It was always obvious we were working in abnormal 
conditions. Signs in the building warned us to wear 
breathing devices because of asbestos, but there weren’t 
enough proper respirators to protect everyone. Dust 
from the wreckage covered the floor and got on all 
horizontal surfaces. Dirty sheets were used and re-used 
until they were too disgusting.

I left New York Saturday morning after doing roughly 
20 hours of massage over a 36-hour period. I staggered 
north on West Side Avenue, dragging my chair past 
long lines of parked emergency vehicles. Finally, a 
passing policeman took pity on me and gave me a ride 
out of the restricted area so I could catch a cab.
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At left: Many rescue dogs searching through the Twin 
Towers rubble dealt with both physical pain and 
depression during their unsuccessful rescue attempts. 
Here, Jake, a black Labrador, takes respite with 
his partner, Mary Flood, and massage therapist Jan 
Price. (AP Wide World Photo) Below: Relief centers were safe 
havens for rescue workers, even though conditions 
were anything but normal. (Photo provided by Susan Galbraith)

See New York, p76
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A van took us from the Olive Leaf Wellness 
Center to the Family Assistance Center where 
survivors and families of victims came to get 
help from the many relief organizations gath-

ered there and found solace in being with others who 
had also experienced great loss and trauma. It was an 
enormous space set up with curtained areas, bright fluo-
rescent lights, a steady background din of the TV news, 
the constant ringing of  phones, and so many sad-look-
ing people. Entering this building, I was struck by the 
enormity of what had happened here in New York. I 
could feel the tension, the hyper-vigilance and the shock 
reverberating and echoing off the high ceilings.

At home in my practice, I do a thorough intake and 
often work long-term in a quiet space. Here, I had a half 
hour to offer something – to be immediately present 
with someone but only be able to give minimal infor-
mation. Some people I worked with spoke no English. 
All my communication needed to be through my hands, 
and I could only “hear” their stories through their eyes 
and the tension in their bodies. I was glad for my Body-
Mind Centering® training to meet someone where they 
are, and for the option of beginning with a “cellular 
touch” to connect.

One woman, who lost her husband on Sept. 11, said 
that massaging her feet helped her to relax. As I loving-
ly massaged every toe and moved each joint gently, I 
felt her body relax and receive some comfort. I allowed 
sadness to move through me as I wondered if her hus-
band had also once rubbed her feet to soothe her.  

I felt most drawn to working with the survivors, par-
ticularly the blue collar workers who no longer have a 
place to go to work and be with co-workers. They don’t 
have a chance of even getting close to resuming “life as 
usual.” 

One person I saw had worked in the basement of 
one of the towers and many of her co-workers did not 
survive. She  had not slept for 11 days because when 
she closed her eyes, all she heard was people screaming. 
I cradled her head, helping her to feel the support and 
protection of the bones of her skull. Then I moved her 
head slowly, side to side, to invite her brain and all her 
internal organs to release and move; to help balance 
her nervous system by bring up the parasympathetic 
nervous system. As she sighed and began to relax, I 
touched and traced the delicate and intricate shape of 
her ears. I then invited her to feel herself exhaling and 
talked about how exhaling is a way for our bodies to let 
go of the stale air we don’t need anymore. As I made 
a sweeping stroke from the top of her head to her ears 
and off her body, I suggested she increase her exhaling 
and imagine that the terrible sounds and screams went 
out with her breath. She was very grateful for this ave-
nue to release and relax. I only wish we could have con-
tinued our work together.

When I arrived back at the center the last time it 
was exactly one month after the attack. The practi-

tioner leaving the table I was to work at told me people 
seemed in worse shape today and it had been very hard 
for her to work and not take on people’s feelings. Our 
country had now started bombing Afghanistan, and as 
a loud, low-flying plane flew by, there was a moment 
when almost everyone in that huge place became quiet 
and the feeling of terror spread silently throughout the 
room.

Looking at the faces and body language in the room, 
I imagined people were beginning to accept the fact 
their loved ones were not coming home, or that they 
may never feel safe again. I knew I would need all my 
tools to stay grounded in my body and in the present 
moment, to be connected to my breath, and know my 
own feelings to be balanced enough to offer anything. I 
needed to remember that this loss had happened to each 
person I saw, but it was not “all” of who they were.

offering comfort
in c risis

B y  L i n d a  T u m b a r e l l o

New York, from p73
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One of my clients was a chaplain from California. He 
had a need to talk and was articulate about his feelings 
and experiences. He was at Ground Zero, hearing the 
pain from rescue workers and seeing the horror first-
hand. His chest, torso and back were tight and painful. 
I told him how the heart and circulatory system balance 
inward blood flow with flow out to the periphery. My 
touch invited him to encourage this outward flow by 
bringing his focus and feeling from the center of his 
body out to his arms and legs. I then invited him to 
exhale more fully and use a few of the 18,000 times a 
day he exhales to send out the energy and stories held 
inside. After the session he called me an angel, and said 
he was ready to go back to those who needed his help.

After working with people directly affected by this 
attack, seeing the heartbreaking photos of the missing 
hanging over the necks of their loved ones, seeing the 

offering  comfort
in c risis

large hole in the New York City skyline, and smelling 
the smoke, I still don’t want to believe it happened. I 
want my life to go back to “normal.” Instead, I can do 
only what one person can do – connect to others indi-
vidually and through organizations like ABMP and the 
Body-Mind Centering Association to work on setting up 
opportunities for some of the many in need to receive 
the best healing and comfort they can through touch. 
We can try to help them move on, but unfortunately, 
never back to being “normal.” M&B

rest for the weary
J a n e  H a d f i e l d

Our clients were staff members and medical 
examiners – doctors who had been working 
to identify body parts which filled three, 

American-flag draped refrigerated trucks sitting out-
side. A large tent served to shelter half a dozen mas-
sage therapists who created an atmosphere apart from 
the desperate reality on the street outside.

Inside, I was feeling anxious to do more as I saw 
these dedicated people – vigilant in their duties and 
compelled to work the long hours in hopes of finding 
a trace of the 5,000 missing. During the 3-hour shift, 
I helped work on one doctor who complained of a 
headache and aching feet. He had originally walked 
past the massage sign-up, until one of the therapists 
persisted and urged him to take a break. After several 
minutes with me at his feet and Christine at his head, 
I saw Christine break into a smile. I heard his breath-
ing change and realized he had fallen asleep. All I 
could think was, “This poor man; give him peace. Let 
him escape momentarily from this nightmare.” Most 
likely he was used to examining a few bodies a day at 
the Medical Examiner’s office. For the past 10 days, 
he had been examining the unspeakable, desperately 
trying to find answers for the families of victims who 
had disappeared when the towers collapsed. Within 
minutes he was awake and apologizing for having 
fallen asleep. He hopped up, laced his shoes and was 
back to work.

Getting rescue workers to stop long enough 
for a break was as big a challenge for 
massage therapists as was dealing with all the 
physical and emotional pain permeating the 
atmosphere. Left: Army National Guardsman 
Sgt. Carl Youngblood spends some of his down 
time on the massage table. (AP/Wide World Photo)


	Blank Page
	Blank Page



