

















Those who died, in New York, Washington and Pennsylvania were our soldiers — and many so
young. Healing will begin when we give their deaths meaning.

The process has begun. Their deaths have inspired an outpouring of courage and caring, on the
part of thousands. New Yorkers have made us proud, they and others from throughout the nation
have reached out to the fallen in so many ways. They ran in when others ran out, they gave their
lives for the possibility of saving another, they stood in lines for hours to give blood, they
reached out to the injured, the grief stricken, to each other with food, medical supplies, housing,
transportation and kindness. The Mayor, Governor and President have inspired us. The fire
fighters , police and rescue workers have become true heroes for our kids, heroes they have not
had for so long.

We speak of our fears. We are told we are entering a new era and we don’t know what that
means. We know we must go to war with the enemy, and we don’t know who or where they are.

But those whose lives were snuffed out would not want us to be afraid. They would not feel
their deaths had meaning if we lost our faith in America. The enduring words of Franklin
Delano Roosevelt speak to us from 60 years ago: “The only thing we have to fear is fear itself.”
For fear will turn us inward, it will isolate us from one another, it will cause us to lose
confidence in this, the greatest nation ever established by humanity. Said Rabbi Nachman of
Bratzlav: “The whole world is a narrow bridge. The main thing is not to be afraid.”

America is very great. We did not get this far in the history of nations out of weakness. The
Twin Towers are gone, yes, but the Statue of Liberty is still standing in the harbor. When we
sing about America we weep because we know deep down we love and trust this land. It
welcomed us, it nurtured us, it will heal us.

But it will do so only if we preserve in every way we can, the values upon which America was
founded. So many have warned, we must not suppress our freedoms in trying to protect them,
and they are right. Tuesday’s young soldiers died for them. Not for a nation that is intolerant of
differences, demands conformity, invades privacy, that subscribes to one religious view or style
of living or way of thinking. Security and liberty must be balanced as never before, delicately,
sensitively. The Bill of Rights can never be stained by fallout from terrorism nor torn by forces
of retaliation and fear. I believe we can learn from the prophet Isaiah who sought to comfort
our people over 2500 years ago when Jerusalem was destroyed. He gave them a gift, a sense of
mission. “Be a light to the nations,” he cried. For us as well, the lamp held high in the harbor is
our symbol. We dare not let that light go out.

And we seek to preserve and protect the diversity of this nation, the pluralism that gives us
strength in a time of despair. In a brief conversation the other day with the sanitation worker
who picks up our garbage, obviously a recent immigrant, I asked him how he felt about last
week’s terrorism. He said sadly, “I don’t know what is going to happen. You know, a lot of
people from a lot of different countries were up there.” He clearly was afraid, and I think he
wanted me to know that immigrant Americans like himself had died too.



Indeed when the list of names of the more than 5,000 dead becomes known, amid the great
sorrow will be one inspiring fact, the diversity of the victims. They will represent a multitude of
religions, cultures and nationalities, proof that in America people with many differences can
work harmoniously together. It will dramatically repudiate the lie our enemies have tried to
teach the world, that democracy is dangerous. Perhaps, too, it will remind us of the work yet to
be done to rid our nation of racism, to remove bigotry from every heart, to teach the next
generation to accept and welcome the stranger within our gates. That will be a source of great
meaning and hasten our healing.

But the twisted metal and mountains of rubble remain to remind us of the vast devastation
fanatic hatred brought to our shores. No more do our alabaster cities gleam, undimmed by
human tears.

Last night I walked along the bridge by the Great Neck Library, looked to the New York skyline
and saw the smoke of death still rising. I walked amid the hundreds of candles burning in
memory of the lost victims, mothers and fathers, sons and daughters, sisters and brothers,
neighbors and friends — burning there and across the nation.

Yes, their deaths are ours now, and we shall give them meanin g.

The meaning that comes from dedication to the indestructible human freedoms for which this
nation was born.

The meaning of acceptance and tolerance, of kindness and caring.
The meaning of bravery and courage. The meaning of family and love.

The meaning of a flag, a song, and a spirit that is America. God bless America.



