
On 11 September 2011 a Community Remembrance Service was held at 
Frame Presbyterian Church in Stevens Point, and I was among those in-
vited to preach. 
 
Where or how or why does one find cause for hope in what we 
remember of that day, in what has transpired since, in what we 
fear is yet to come?   

 We know the general outline of many en-
couraging stories of people who’ve moved on, 
who’ve found purpose and fulfillment despite the 
intensity of their grief and their outrage, those who 
sacrificed themselves in responding to the initial 
crisis, and those who’ve selflessly offered their lives 
in what’s been perceived as a necessary response to 
that day’s events and its perpetrators.   
 Those accounts are, by turn, heart-warming, 
inspiring and complicated, but I don’t readily find 
hope in any of it. 
 We remember the exasperation and exhaus-
tion of rescue workers in those initial weeks and 
months.  In a chapel near Ground Zero I sat on a pew 
scarred by the boots and tools of workers who’d come 
there for renewal and rest.  I waited in lines with hun-
dreds of others for a perfunctory glimpse of where the 
World Trade Center towers had once stood and where a 
memorial is being erected.  I remember the skyline 
with its gaping hole which now looks all too nor-
mal.   
 Is there hope in that emptiness? 
 We consider, if we’re honest, how little any 
of that day and its aftermath really affected us other 

than the initial wave of emotion.  Too many went to war while too 
few of us asked questions at first or endured any sacrifice at all in 
the intervening years.  Some of us complained about inconven-
ience at airports while parents buried their children and young 
widows and widowers contemplated raising children alone.  Days 
and weeks passed in which we heard nothing about the wars that 
have endured longer than any others in our national history.  It’s 
been easy, all too easy, to forget that it was even happening.   
 How could those of us sitting safely at home presume to 
suggest hope in the midst of others’ strife? 
 
 One of my memories of that day is of a student over-
whelmed with relief that she was able to fill her tank with gas.  
She’d heard from a friend that gas prices would rise dramatically 
in just a matter of hours and that there would almost certainly be 
fuel shortages.  She had planned to go home that weekend and 
worried she wouldn’t have enough gas.  Looking back, I wonder if 



she was one of the first to be tricked by ill-founded, misguided, 
unnecessary claims.  The same essential fear that would allow 
far too many of us to accept unproven facts and ill-conceived 
strategies.   
 Does the ongoing power of such fear, real or imagined, 
allow for hope? 
 If there is a glimmer of hope, or something faintly resem-
bling hope, maybe it comes from those first few hours, days at 
the most, when there was an awareness of solidarity, of com-
mon awareness and purpose, of shared need and affliction and 
at least the perception of a collective, sacrificial response.   
 Maybe we can find hope in this comparison I heard the 
other night on one of the dozens of TV documentaries we can 
choose to watch on this occasion.  Consider, the woman said, 
the enormous amount of energy it took to carry out those at-
tacks — years of scheming and preparing, connections on sever-
al continents, thousands and thousands of dollars.  And then 
consider that initial response of compassion and care, of resolve 
and resourcefulness — All without anyone asking or anyone 
planning.  Where did that come from?  It just happened.  May-
be, cause for hope. 
 Maybe we can grasp at hope in the realization that we 
have it within us to forgive.  This does not mean excusing or 
forgetting, but rather our trying to imitate an all loving and gra-
cious God.  Forgiving is our means of letting go, of not allowing 
what has happened to linger in our heads, to harden our hearts 
and darken our future. 
 Maybe, finally, there is a spark of hope in the reality that 
for all of that day’s catastrophic horror, and despite our too of-
ten feeble, fearful and self-centered response, we don’t turn 
away, we cannot and maybe must not turn away entirely.  May-
be there is even reason to hope in the reality that we do not for-
get what happened, that we do remember.  


