Born A Hostae

Terror in the maternity HE 1 , ABQ T " i
room—a man with a gun, [
a woman about to give

birth and two brave nurses

By Robert C. Yeager

n the moments before the drama began, Margie
Wyler observed the same quiet ritual she’d followed
for a decade. The thirty-seven-year-old obstetrics
nurse systematically readied the linens and instru-
ments before calling for the delivering physician,
Glade Curtis, M.D., 1o come to room 2310. The
patient, twenty-two-year-old Christan Downey, was
nestled in a cushion of pillows, numb from the waist
down with an epidural in preparation for the birth
of her first child. Her sister Carre, nineteen, was chattering nervous-
ly as twenty-year-old Adam Cisneros, the baby’s father, sighed. “Re-
lax, Carre,” he said. “This will happen soon enough.”

It should have been a quiet night, happy with the prospect of new
life. Alta View Hospital’s Women’s Center, in the Salt Lake City
suburb of Sandy, has only twenty-four beds, yet in a typical year the
center records more than fifteen hundred births. It’s an ideal facility
for a town that seems to be a product of a simpler time. Less than a
fifteen-minute drive from the region’s ski resorts, the relatively afflu-
ent community of eighty-seven thousand is marked by strong reli-
gious values, close-knit families and a low crime rate: “Sandy is the
kind of place where police 5
still investigate thefts of lawn 5 -
furniture,” one resident says. ‘ ‘ I m g O lng t O

But all that changed on s
the night of September 20, 1991, when one man, out for revenge,
invaded the peace. Even today, the everyday lives- of the victims are
shadowed by the memory of those eighteen hours of hell.

Out for blood

At her post in the Women’s Center nurse’s station, shift coordinator
Susan Woolley saw a muscular five-feet-nine-inch man heading
down the second-floor corridor toward her. He clutched a .357
magnum revolver in his right hand and cradled a shot- Worthington
gun in his left arm. In horror, Susan recognized him as  pag enough
thirty-nine-year-old Richard Worthington, the husband ‘explosives to
of a former patient. Worthington’s violent verbal and  blow up the
physical outbursts, which had led to his (continued) hospital
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(continued) expulsmn from coaching
youth sports programs, were well
known in town. But his rage had es-
calated still further two years earlier
when Curtis performed a tubal liga-
tion on Worthington’s wife, Karen.
Already the mother of eight, she had
a hisrory of miscarriages and difficult
pregnancies. Worthington had ini-
tially consented to his wife’s surgery,
but then abruptly and vehemently
changed his mind. Nevertheless, Karen
went ahead with the procedure.

Afterward, Worthington had bom-
barded Alta View with angry phone
calls, letters and threats of legal ac-
tion, all aimed at Curtis. Worthington
insisted that the surgery had deprived
his family of an unborn daughter who
was still waiting in heaven. Hospital
officials finally reached an agreement
with Worthington: They would not
charge him for his wife’s surgery, and
he in turn would drop his threat of a
lawsuit and never seek medical treat-
ment there again.

Storming down the second-floor
hall, Worthington ordered Susan and
Karla Roth, a nurse on duty, to fol-
low him. Acting on one of his bizarre

‘ ‘ I thought,

‘He’s been
yelling all
night about
wanting a
baby girl,
says Christan.
‘Is he going
to take
Caitlin away

" 9
from me? ’l,l

At 3:23 a.m., eight-pound Caitlin Cisneros
was born a hostage

commands, the women went to the
nursery and rolled two newborn ba-
bies, Erich Case and Bryan Lowder,
in their bassinets to the door of room
2310 and left them there.

Preoccupied with Christan Downey’s
labor, the group in room 2310 was
unaware of the commotion outside
until they heard an angry voice.
“Where the f--- is Dr. Curtis? I'm
here to kill his ass!”

“The voice was right outside the
door,” Margie Wyler recalls. “Carre
and Christan looked really scared.
Adam’s face froze.” Stifling an impulse
to open the door, Margie told everyone
to stay put and keep quiet. She knew
Curtis was elsewhere on the ward.

But seconds later, the door burst
open with a bang and the gunman
stood before them. “My life was per-
fect!” he screamed, his blue eyes blaz-
ing. “Dr. Curtis ruined ewerything. He
butchered my wife.” Just before he
left the room, Margie noticed the
man’s embroidered baseball cap, a gift
the hospital once gave to all new par-
ents. It read: “It’s a boy!™

Worthington then made Susan and
Karla accompany him to a nearby exit
on a journey that seemed to have no
clear purpose. Recalls Susan, “He
took us down two flights of stairs and
propped open the main entrance door
as we went outside. He kept warning
us, ‘Dor’t do anything stupid.” ” Stay-
ing slightly to the rear of the nurses,
Worthington led them toward the
hospital parking lot.

The Sandy police had already been
summoned, and four officers quickly
arrived on the scene and stationed
themselves outside the hospital. Short-
ly before midnight, Worthington and
the two nurses emerged from the front
entrance. Forty feet away, the officers
waited, guns drawn but unable to fire
a shot at Worthington for fear of hit-
ting one of the women. The gunman,
seeing the police, began to curse at
them, and Karla, perhaps thinking he
was distracted, suddenly turned and
tried to wrest the shotgun from his
grasp. When he brushed her off, Kar-
la tried to run. Without hesitation,




Worthington fired a shot into her
back, and she fell to the ground.

Worthington grabbed Susan and
yelled to the police, “Back off, or I’ll
kill her, too!” Quickly, he dragged
her back into the Women’s Center,
leaving the fallen nurse. Karla, thirty-
seven and the mother of four, died
within minutes. It had been only her
second night on the job at Alta View.

Back in room 2310, Carre sobbed
hysterically. “It’s going to be okay,”
Margie soothed. But moments later,
Worthington burst back into their
room with Susan and the two infant
boys, wheeling them in from the
corridor where they had been left.
Still demanding to see Curtis, he made
Adam, Carre and Susan lie down on
the floor. Hearing the commotion, hos-
pital staffers—including the hunted
doctor—had been frantically grabbing
infants from the nursery and helping
maternity patients out of the building.
Curtis made it to safety withour con-
fronting the gunman. The rest of the
police force had not yet arrived, so
there was no one to keep Worthington
from reentering the building.

Worthington’s next order was for
Margie to call his wife. Karen Wor-
thington said she would rush to the
hospitai and bring the couple’s Mor-
mon clergyman, who had counseled
her husband in the past about his vi-
cious temper. When Margie hung up
the phone, Worthington shot it with
his revolver and shattered it. “I'm go-
ing to die tonight, and so are all of
you!” he screamed. Touching his
shotgun to Christan’s swollen belly,
he told Adam to go out and bring
him a black box that he had hidden
outside the front entrance. Inside
were rows of brown sticks and coils of
wire connected to a switch.

Says Margie, “He made me yell to
the cops outside that he had forty-
two sticks of explosives—enough to
blow up rhe building and everyone
in it.” As the terrified hostages
watched Worthington work on the
equipment, they realized that his
threat was no bluff.

Fearfully, Margie hugged Worthington,
hoping this would soften his heart enough
to make him release the hostages

Born in captivity
By twelve-thirty, nearly an hour after
Worthington had stormed the hospi-
tal, law officers from throughout the
area scrambled to organize a com-
mand post and open negotiations with
the gunman. Meanwhile, Worthington
decided to move his hostages to the
third floor, where Curtis and other
doctors had their offices. As Margie
and Adam pushed Christan in her
bed, Carre and Susan carried the ba-
bies, leaving their bassinets behind.

When they reached the complex of
offices, Worthington shattered the glass
entryway and ordered the hostages
inside. He told them to destroy files
and potted plants, then shot at the
telephones on the desks, disabling
some of the lines.

On the floor, wrapped in blankets
and immobilized by her epidural,
Christan was (continued on page 218)

‘ ‘ The adult
hostages
knelt and
prayed:
‘Dear God,
please help
us Iilnd a
way to




LHJ'S HOTLINE DIET
Continued from page 213

Cook, covered for 10 minures. Cook
uncovered until sausages are browned
on all sides. Remove and chop.

2. Add o1l, onion, green pepper and
garlic to same skillet. Cook, stirring
until tender, 10 minutes.

3. Return sausage to skillet; stir in beans
and next 6 ingredients. Reduce heat to
low; cover and simmer, 5 minutes.

4. Serve over rice. Garnish with red
pepper. Makes 6 servings.

PER SERVING DALY GOAL

Calories 280 2,000(F), 2,500(M)

Toual fat Sg 60 g or less (F); 70 g or less (M)
Saturated fat O g 20 g or less (F); 23 g or less (M)
Cholesterol 16 mg 300 mg or less

Sodium 675 mg 2,400 my or less

Carbohydrates 47 g
Protein 13g

250 g or more
55g1090 ¢

BANANA-NUT BREAD

Our favorite way to use ripe bananas is
to bake up some banana bread.

Prep time: 15 minuies O
Baking time: 1% hours

3 cups all-purpose flour
Ya cup granudated sugar
2 teaspoons baking powder
Y3 teaspoon baking soda

Y3 reaspoon salt

Y2 cup walnus, toasted and chopped fine

172 cups mashed bananas (3 large)

¥4 cup firmly packed brown sugar

Y2 cup unsweetened applesauce

V3 cup light corn-oil spread (60% fat),
melted

1 large egg

1 large egg white

1 teaspoon vanilla extract

1. Heat oven to 350°F. Lightly coat
9x5-~inch loaf pan with cooking spray.

2. Combine first six ingredients in
medium bowl.

3. Whisk bananas, brown sugar,
applesauce, corn-oil spread, egg, egg
white and vanilla in bowl. Stir in dry
ingredients just until moistened.

4. Spoon batter .into prepared pan. Bake
1Y% hours, until toothpick inserted in
center comes out clean. Cool in pan on
wire rack 10 minutes; remove from pan
and cool completely. Makes 16 servings.

PER SERVING DAILY GOAL

Calories 210 2,000(F), 2,500(M)

Totaj fat 5g 60 g or less (F); 70 g ot less (M)
Saturated fat  l g 20 g or less (Fy; 23 g or fess (M)
Cholesteral 13 mg 300 mg or less

Sodium 204 mg 2,400 mg or less

Carbohydrates 38 g
Protein 4z

250 g or more
558109 g ®

Recipes by Lisa Brainerd, Kathy Kaliban
Nolan and Cynthia DePersio and from
the ADA

*

Recipe Index
Here is a listing of Yecipes in this issue. Advertisers’
recipes are underlined.
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p. 213
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Tarts p. 192 m
Ultimate Chocolate Chip Rustic

Caolue p. 112 M

p-205
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Chicken p. 202
Chicken Stir-Fry Whip-U BREADS

p. 207 Apple Aimond Danish
Chile-Glazed Country Ribs p. 200

p. 187 Banana-Nurt Bread p. 218
Dirty Steak with Hot Fanny  Focaccia p. 198

Sauce p. 192 Hot Cross Buns p. 201
Fiesta Tacos p. 171 Lemon—Poppy Seed Bread
Grilled Flank Steak and p. 198

Onions p. 211 Zucchini Muffins p. 209

BORN A HOSTAGE
Continued from page 159
terrified. She no longer had the se-
curity of her hospital bed; it was too
big to fit into the office, so she had
been carried in. “Don’t worry. Susan
and I can deliver your baby,” Margie
assured her. Privately, however, the
nurse was worried: What if Christan
needed an episiotomy? Suppose
there were complications? They had
no instruments, sutures, gauze or
anesthetic, and Christan had been
fully dilared for ninety minutes. This
baby couldn’t wait much longer.
After telling Adam to barricade
the outer doors with furniture, Wor-
thington flipped open the black box
and prepared the explosives. He al-
ternated between ranting fits of rage
and calmer moments when he
talked quietly to his hostages. “Most
of the time I was thinking about
how to keep my mouth shut, to not
say anything that might set him
off,” says Margie. But there were
times when she was convinced that
their captor would follow through
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on his threats. “For a long time, I
thought we would die for sure,” she
says. “The worst part was realizing
that my children wouldn’t have a
mother and that my little six-month-
old girl wouldn’t remember me.
That’s when I really bawled.”

But Worthington seemed to be
warming 1o Margie. He called her
“a beautiful woman” upon learning
she had eleven children, and he al-
lowed her to call her husband, Dale.

Shortly before three in the mormn-
ing, Susan whispered to her col-
league, “Margie, Christan must have
that baby. The epidural is almost
gone.” Scrounging about, the nurses
found some towels and sanitary
pads, then helped the young woman
into another room. “I’m scared,”
Christan whispered. “You heard
what he said [about wanting a
daughter]. What if I have a girl?
Maybe my baby’s safer inside.”

“We don’t have a choice,” Susan
replied. “Now do exactly as we say.”

The nurses coached Christan
through a slow, controlled delivery.

Having no clamp, Margie pinched
the umbilical cord between her fin-
gers to cut off the blood supply.
“We got what we needed—a perfect
delivery,” she says. At 3:23 A.M. on
September 21, eight-pound Caitlin
Cisneros was born a hostage.

Bur the new mother, though
proud of her baby, felt also “a sense
of anger that I couldn’t enjoy my
daughter like most women,” she
says. “He stole the joy of birth from
me. I kept thinking: All night long
he’s been yelling about how he
wanted a baby girl. If this is what he
wants, 1s he going to rake Cairtlin
away from me?”

A tense standoff

“I couldn’t believe this was happen-
ing in Sandy,” recalls Sergeant Don
Bell, Salt Lake City’s senior hostage
negotiator. “They never had prob-
lems in Sandy.” On receiving the
call about the crisis, Bell hurried to
the scene. Scores of friends, family
members, news media and curious
onlookers had already (continued)
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gathered at Alta View. Area homes had
been evacuated. SWAT teams were e5-
tablished on the second floor of the
Womsn's Center, and police sharp-
shooters swood outside i view of the
windows. But the police negotianons
were having no affect. Worthington re-
fused 1o cooperate, demanding o s
gither Curmis of his own wife. Some-
times he would pick up the phone
when negotiaters called him; some-
rimee he ber i ring Dead phones, broben
conversations &nd orther communica-
tioms problems plagued officers all night

Amiving at Al Yiew at eight aom,
Bell took over negotationg. For the
next several hours, he atempred to
call Worthingter. Margie, Carre and
the other hostages would often ake
the phone and relay messages o Wor-
thingron; Margie, in particular, relayed
more than one hundred messages. Bell
hoped w end the ordesl pescefully
without giving in 1o the kidnapper's
demamds, "We decided that the nsk
was oo great o alloew Worthington o
talk o his wife," he save,

In a hizame scene, the adult hostagss
knelt in a ¢ircle and prayed while
their kdnapper looped what appeared
to be detemater wire around the doos-
knob af the rmakeshifi delivery coom.
“Heavenly Father," Susan prayed, “le
Richard Worthington's heart be soft-
ened. Give the police wisdom and, if
it is Yoor will, belp vus find a way to
survive,” When they bad finished,
Worthington permitted them fo write
final messages to boved omes, Susan
lefi her letrer to her family unsigned,
If it wasn't finished, she thought,
maybe her life wasn't over, sither,

By late morning, the effects of
hunger and exhauston started to show
on everyone involved, The office was a
faess from the broken glass and furmi-
ture that Worthingron had smeashed
or shot. Atremprs 1o negotiate the
dellvery of Jusmd and meodical supplics
had broken down.

Then, incredibly, the man who had
fired guns and spewed threars all
night seemed to be wearing down. He
screpmed less often at hix captives and
wept as he stamed talking about his
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wife. “Mr about four PM,, he called his
eight-year-old son, Spencer,™ says
Sergeant Bell, who was |stening in on
2 tapped line. “He asked, "Do you still
bove me? Am T still your bed® T felr a
first ray of hope.™ Sicing nearby,
Margie felt tears weling in her eyes,
o “He hung op and asked if [ could
nalk hooestly with him,”™ che says. “He
said things hada'r gone as he'd
plunned. He looked beaten.”

Fmally, Warthington agreed o sur-
render if he could see his wile alone
for one minute. For the first deme, the
hostages dared o believe thar the
warst was truly over. Bur the most
frightening moment was yer 1o come,

Utimg Margie as an wnecmediany,
Sergeant Bell worked out a plan. Wor-
thington would discoanect the wire
from the explosives, put dewn his
shiigun and ghe Adam his 357, then
free the hostages, In renorm, he could
talk brefly o Karen and his bishop in
the bobby cutsmide the offices. At four-
ihirry, the gunman femoved some of
the furniture bardcading the door and
sent Adam out, Susan and Margie
were followmg. Werthingron started
wward the lobby—and then spotted
SWAT team members waiting with his
wife. Enraged, he herded the muorees
back inmto the reoom while the polics
pudled Adam to safery.

Ax Worthington pulled the door
closed, 5usan pleaded with him:
“Richard, we can sl make this work.
Let me go out and mlk o them.™ He
replied, *Oh, hell, o what you want,”
and she stepped back mw the hall
Susan asked the police vo ler Karen
come upstairs. When they refused, she
shrizked, “But you'll let seven of us
die?” befare poing back in.

In the meantime, Margie had
phoned Bell. “My God,” she shouted,
"you guys lied. He's going to kill us
all’” The sergeant knew she could be
right: The first and last minutes of a
hostage situation are wiually the maosp
damge ous. Dut on: thought came o
mind, & hostage taker 15 least likely o
kill someone he cares for, someone
who has touched him emotionally.

“I want you to put the elephone
on the @ble,” Bell told Margie, "and
don't hang up. Then | (oominusd)
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Continued

want you to go over and give him a
hug.” The nurse said, “I don’t think I
can.” He replied, “You must.”

Stifling her fear, Margie crossed
the room and forced herself to hug
the man who had terrorized her.
“The next thing I knew,” she says,
“Susan [carrying Erich] and I were
running down the hall—free! 1 feit an
enormous sense of joy just at being
alive,” Carre, holding Bryan, fol-
lowed by Christan and Caitlin, were
the next to leave.

Minutes later, at six P.M.—eighteen
hours after the drama began—Richard
Worthington walked out of the of-
fices, then started running back in.
The officers got to him in time and
tackled him.

A legacy of fear

In March 1992, Worthington pleaded
guilty to reduced charges of criminal
homicide, aggravated burglary and
eight counts of aggravated kidnapping.

Despite pleas for leniency by his fami-
ly and neighbors, he was given a sen-
tence of thirty-five years to life. A
disruptive inmate who was transferred
to several different prisons, Worthing-
ton hanged himself in his cell in 1963,
Margie Wyler, who now gives inspi-
rational speeches based on her experi-
ence, went back to work at the Alta
View Women’s Center—which has
since stepped up 1ts security mea-
sures—just three weeks after the
incident. A year later, the estranged
husband of a Women’s Center patient
called and threatened 1o kill his wife.
Too rattled to remain on duty, Margie
went home, but not permanently. She
still works at the hospiral, and she cred-
its her faith and positive outlook for her
recovery. She does admit, however,
“I’'m more frightened by anger now.”
Susan Woolley was not as quick to
resume her daily life. Suffering panic
attacks, flashbacks and nightmares—
all classic signs of post-traumartic
stress disorder (PTSD)—she never re-
turned to Alta View. She eventually

moved to Honolulu with her husband
and returned to nursing only last
summer. She also gives lectures on
PTSD. “It took two and a half years
of counseling and therapy for me to
feel like a survivor instead of a viec-
tim,” she says.

On November 1, 1994, Christan
Downey returned to Alta View Hospi-
tal’s Women’s Center, where she gave
birth to her second daughter, Alexa.

She specifically requested not to be
put in Room 2310. @

Robert C. Yeager is a writer based in
San Francisco.
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