
As was the custom, people gathered for Mass at  
9 p.m. on Wednesday 12 September, but there were 
far more of us than usual gathered that night. This is 
the homily from that Mass. 
 
We know more details than we did last night. 
 We still don’t 
know how many 
people were killed 
in New York, but 
they’re saying 150 to 
200 people were 
killed at the Penta-
gon.  Hospitals are 
reporting how 
many patients 
they’ve treated, in-
vestigators are 
learning the names 
and other details 
about the hijackers 
who’ve created this 
tragedy, the names 
of some of the lost 
and missing are be-
ginning to be 
known, the resili-
ence of people sur-
rounded by tragedy fills us with amazement. 
 We know more than we did last night, 
but I wish 24 hours and countless news reports 
and statements by government officials – I wish 
that all of that somehow made all of this more 
clear for me, that all of that somehow made it 
easier to speak to what has happened and how 
we should react and respond. 
 We know more than we did 24 hours ago 
when some of us first gathered here in respectful 
witness, but there is just as much that we do not 
know, that we cannot articulate, that we cannot 
understand.   
 We hear tonight a few stronger cries of 
war and shouts of revenge and we see some peo-
ple in other countries rejoicing at our tragedy.  
We still hear the anguished cries of victims, and 
their family and friends, and watch in amaze-
ment at the courage and persistence of those 
who work to save them and comfort them.  We 

hear calls for strength and determination – as 
individuals and as a nation – at the same time 
that others offer compassion and care. 
 We still wonder what it all means.  Many 
of us have no doubt called parents, friends, chil-
dren, siblings – maybe because they live in 

Washington or New York and we 
wanted to be sure they were safe.  
But we’ve also called people just to 
talk and hear of their fear and their 
anxiety, wondering out loud what 
all of this might mean, wondering 
how this could happen, wondering 
how what has happened will affect 
us and change us; struggling to sep-
arate the truth from the rumor, the 
reasonable from the emotional, the 
prudent from the impulsive. 
 We are like those disciples in 
the boat in the midst of a storm.  We 
are here, continuing our respectful 
witness, – we have come here to cry 
for Jesus in our prayer to calm the 
storm, to subdue the wind, to allevi-
ate the pain, to temper the distant 
thunder of revenge, to dispel the 
fear and anxiety, to give us the 
words and understanding that 

might take us beyond the details. 
 We come here because 24 hours and a few 
more names and numbers and theories – we 
come here because none of that fills the empti-
ness, but yet as people of faith we know there is 
more for us to cling to than names and numbers 
and theories.  We know that despite what we 
endure at a distant and what others endure with 
grim intensity, despite all that, we believe that 
God’s favors are not exhausted, that God’s mer-
cies are not spent.  And so we pray that the voice 
of Jesus might somehow be heard to calm the 
storms that are already swirling and those winds 
of fear and upheaval and confusion that have yet 
to begin to blow. 


