
On the night of 11 September 2001, a few hundred 
students and others gathered at the Newman Center 
on the UW-Stevens Point campus, possibly because 
we didn’t know what else to do. This was the homily I 
preached that night. 
 
We gather tonight 
amid the confusion of 
Gethsemane. 
 We are be-
yond the triumph of 
Jerusalem, the hor-
rors of the cross, the 
amazement of an 
empty tomb. 
 No, we are 
here amid the confu-
sion of Gethsemane, 
knowing in some vi-
carious way the con-
fusion of Jesus him-
self – sorrow, dis-
tress, fear, anxiety, 
emptiness. 
 Amid this con-
fusion we do not 
know what to say, or how to feel. 
 Amid this confusion it is really too soon to 
truly know the pain of this day. 
It is too soon to know the depths of loss – the 
flesh-and-blood loss suffered by thousands who 
are now without family and friends. 
 It is too soon to know the depths of loss 
for all of us who have presumed security, who 
have felt pride regarding our nation and its insti-
tutions, many of us who have never known such 
a precarious moment of vulnerability. 
 It is too soon to even feel anger or revenge. 
 
Amid the confusion of Gethsemane, we do the 
only thing that makes sense for us to do – if any-
thing we can do makes any sense tonight. 
 Amid the confusion of Gethsemane we 
gather in respectful witness, as Diane Sawyer of 
ABC News said today.   
 We gather in respectful witness to those 
thousands of people whose lives were tragically, 
horribly taken from them – from us – today. 

 We gather in respectful witness to the coura-
geous firefighters, EMTs, police officers, military 
personnel and other rescue workers who sacri-
ficed their safety to save the lives of others. 
 We gather in respectful witness to those 
who mourn tonight – not distantly as we do – but 

whose grieving is raw and intense as 
they confront losses that are all too 
real. 
 We gather in respectful witness 
to our president, members of Con-
gress, cabinet secretaries and others 
who now face the horrendous chal-
lenge of responding to a catastrophe 
that escapes our understanding. 
 We gather in respectful witness 
to one another.  Willing by our mere 
presence to encourage each other in a 
moment in which that seems to be all 
we can do. 
 We gather in respectful witness 
to Christ himself – who knew the pain 
of fear and uncertainty; who knew the 
intense pain that human beings can 
inflict upon one another, but who, 
even in his darkest hour, urged his 

friends to remain strong, to stay alert, to resist the 
temptations of darkness, to somehow move be-
yond Gethsemane.   
 We gather in respectful witness, amid the 
confusion of Gethsemane, to pray.  But even that 
is difficult; we wrestle to find words for our pray-
er – but that grasping for words is OK, the confu-
sion is OK, because we trust that our prayer, 
whatever it might be, as disjointed and confused 
as it might be, will guide us from the confusion 
of Gethsemane, because we trust that our prayer 
gives us something, anything to cling to and 
hope for, and because we trust that our prayer 
might guide us beyond emptiness and uncertain-
ty to the day when we will be challenged to en-
courage peace and reconciliation even though 
none of that will make sense. 
 We gather in respectful witness, amid the 
confusion of Gethsemane to wait and to pray. 


