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      Dedicated to the memory of the thousands of Americans and those from other nations who perished in the terrorist attacks on

         our soil on September 11, 2001.

      


      Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,


      I will fear no evil, for you are with me;


      Your rod and your staff, they comfort me.


      PSALM 23:4


   

   	

      Fifteen percent of the profits from this book will be donated to The September 11th Fund of The New York Community Trust and

         The United Way of New York City, c/o The New York Community Trust, 2 Park Avenue, New York, NY 10016. The purpose of the fund

         is to help address the immediate and longer-term needs of victims, their families, and communities affected by the events

         of September 11, 2001.
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      THE DAY THE WORLD STOPPED TO PRAY


      On September 11, 2001, when terrorist suicide pilots destroyed the New York World Trade Center and attacked the U.S. Pentagon,

         another “day of infamy” took its place in our nation’s history. But although the horror of it left us numb with shock, people

         quickly began to respond. They volunteered to help in every conceivable way, even as the death toll rose and hope of finding

         more than a few survivors dwindled.

      


      My son, Bradley, arrived back at his home in Manhattan in the wee hours of the morning on that unforgettable Tuesday. He was

         still asleep when the attack began about two miles south of his place in the Chelsea district. One of his apartment mates

         woke him with the news. The three young men who share the apartment scrambled to the roof of their building just in time to

         see the second tower implode upon itself. When my husband reached Bradley on his cell phone a few minutes later he was almost

         hysterical over what he’d just witnessed.

      


      Over the next two days Bradley’s emotions ran the gamut—disbelief, depression, anger, frustration, tears. On Thursday afternoon

         he called to say he and a friend planned to drive to Florida for a few days to get away from the whole scene, since all his

         work assignments had been cancelled. But late that evening the phone rang again.

      


      It was Bradley on his cell phone, weeping almost uncontrollably. “Are you okay?” I said. No response. “Where are you?” I asked

         anxiously.

      


      Finally, when he could speak, he said, “I’m at Ground Zero,” meaning the twin towers rescue site. Then he told me he and four

         of his friends, after hours of watching the television coverage, had determined they would do something to help the rescue

         effort. They had decided to go down to the site and take food to the workers.

      


      They packed up two small barbecue grills and whatever food they could find, then went out and bought more, including charcoal.

         Walking south, they stopped at restaurants and shops along the way, telling the managers where they were going and asking

         for food—and they got quite a bit. At Canal Street, where security was tight, one of them found a hole in a fence. They sneaked

         through one at a time and scattered, then reconnected through cell phone calls. They found a corner four blocks from the rescue

         site near a spot where workers went to detoxify their gear by hosing off the asbestos dust and ashes. It was the last street

         where the street lights were still working, and the closest they could get to where the twin towers had once stood.

      


      Setting up the two grills on the curb, they started cooking and made an assembly line to put the burgers together. No one

         was around when they started, but word spread quickly among the workers that food was nearby. The “official” place for them

         to go for food was several blocks away. Bradley said the workers didn’t want to go that far; they wanted to hurry and grab

         something to eat, then rush back. He was overwhelmed to see these men, already exhausted from hours of work, grab a burger

         and head back to the site.

      


      “Mom, we made 150 hamburgers, and expected to be feeding people into the night,” he said. “But all our food was gone in one

         hour!” Then he broke down and began sobbing. “There’s no more food, and those people are hungry!”

      


      By this time I was crying, too, and telling him how proud I was of him.


      “But it’s not enough!” he said, and began to weep again. “Bradley, we can never do enough,” I reminded him. “That’s why we

         have to pray—but at least you did something!” Then I asked about his plans for going to Florida.

      


      “I’m not going anywhere,” he said. “No way am I leaving New York. I’m alive and walking around! These people need help, and

         I have to help them. You can’t believe what it’s like down here, Mom. It’s a war zone.”

      


      My own family had suddenly become involved in this tragedy—it was no longer a distant news report. I assured Bradley of my

         love and prayers, and he quickly hung up to preserve his cell phone battery. I immediately began praying with renewed fervor

         for my son and his friends and for everyone involved in the rescue effort. I asked God to grant wisdom to our national leaders

         as they grappled with the tough decisions they would need to make because of the attack.

      


      Probably most of us yearn to help in some tangible way under such circumstances; after Bradley’s call I wrote a check to the

         Salvation Army. The next day Bradley couldn’t get back to Ground Zero. So he gathered up writing tablets and file folders

         he had on hand and took them to the Armory in Manhattan to pass out to hundreds of people waiting in lines to register information

         about their missing loved ones.

      


      The headline on my local newspaper today was “World Stops to Pray.” Yesterday our president called us to prayer, and now even

         politically correct media spokesmen talk openly about prayer. We feel strongly that one of the greatest contributions we can

         make is to pray for our nation, its leaders, and its people. And not just during crisis, but on a regular basis. In this little

         book you will find prayers and devotionals to help guide you in praying for our nation, our leaders, and our families.

      


      We urge you to join us as we pray, “God be with us.”


      RUTHANNE GARLOCK


      September 15, 2001
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         GOD BE WITH US


      The only thing we have to fear is fear itself … We face arduous days that lie before us in the warm courage of national unity;

         with the clear consciousness of seeking old and precious moral values … In this dedication of a nation we humbly ask the blessing

         of God. May He protect each and every one of us! May He guide me in the days to come.

      


      FRANKLIN DELANO ROOSEVELT, IN HIS FIRST
INAUGURAL ADDRESS, JULY 2, 1932

      


      Today, as American flags wave from our homes and office buildings almost seventy years after our nation faced the Great Depression,

         followed by World War II, we again face arduous days in the war against terrorism. We are a people trying to cope with loss,

         trying to live our lives more fully as we begin the process of grieving and healing. All across the country, church doors

         are open for people to come any time to pray. Herein lies the strength of our country. Herein lies our hope for tomorrow—calling

         on God for help. May he again be with us to guide us into the future.

      


   

      We Need God’s Comfort
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      My eyes fail, looking for your promise;


      I say, “When will you comfort me?” …


      I have suffered much;


      Preserve my life, O Lord, according to your word.


      PSALM 119:82, 107

      


      When disasters such as the recent terrorist attacks strike our nation, a mysterious bonding seems to occur among those who

         experience the event. Our disagreements and differences suddenly aren’t so important anymore. We stand on common ground.

      


      “It is encouraging that faced with unspeakable grief the country has turned to the only one capable of getting us through

         this—God,” stated an editorial in The Lariat at Baylor University in Waco, Texas. “What is also remarkable is that our differing faiths have not been a barrier to the

         country as it united to seek God.”
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      Over and over throughout our nation’s history we’ve seen Americans come together like this—when war is declared against us

         … when a president is assassinated … when floods, earthquakes, hurricanes, or tornados occur … or when terrorists kill innocent

         citizens. Suddenly, in the face of such threats, once self-absorbed people begin reaching out to help one another. We are

         willing to make sacrifices and go beyond the call of duty. Yet we quickly realize we never can do enough. That’s when we join

         our voices with loved ones and neighbors to cry out to God for help and comfort.

      


      On September 11, in New York City and all across the land, churches opened for prayer and people gathered to find solace in

         one another. Students at Hope College in Holland, Michigan, gathered to sing hymns, and thousands of students at the University

         of Texas in Austin held a spontaneous campus candlelight vigil. A pastor in Houston said his first thought was to go somewhere

         and pray alone. Then he thought, “What about the others? And what better place to grieve than a church? There’s nobody to

         turn to like God. So we called a prayer meeting.”
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      Ministers of a midtown Manhattan church stood on the sidewalk inviting passersby to stop and pray; some three hundred people

         gathered at one point.

      


      “The cynics aren’t stopping, but lots of people are,” said Dr. William Shillady of New York. “Right now, nobody’s being negative

         about the church … people are experiencing us in a unique way. I do hope that somehow, some good will come out of this, that

         somehow, people’s lives may change.”
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      Clearly the life of every American changed on September 11. The sad fact is too often we don’t experience such a level of

         bonding with others until tragedy strikes. Now we must choose to be sensitive to the needs around us rather than insulating

         ourselves against them. One rabbi urged his people to “find the strength to rise and walk on.”
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          God promises to give us his strength, and as we receive it from him we can use it to comfort others.
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PRAYER


      Lord, I am grieved by what has happened to our nation. I will never forget the images of violence I have seen. They are so

            vivid, replayed over and over on television. I can’t stop thinking about those who died and those who survived—please comfort

            them and their families. And Lord, please lift this heaviness from me. Help me to see that above the rubble stands the Rock—the

            only One who is forever. Hold my hand as I reach out to comfort those who are grieving over this tragedy. Help my life to

            count—I want to be a light on the path of darkness. Amen.


   

      God Has Blessed Us
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      The people who know their God will firmly resist.


      DANIEL 11:32

      


      School children sing it, as do sports spectators, executives, school teachers, policemen, and citizens from every walk of life.

         It is the one song that unites people throughout the land and stirs their hearts like no other. That song is our national

         anthem and it has a story that is as patriotic as the stars and stripes themselves.

      


      The War of 1812 pitted the United States and its volunteer forces against Great Britain’s well-trained soldiers and the most

         powerful navy in the world. The British attacked and captured Washington, D.C., burning the Capitol building, the White House,

         and other government buildings. Next, they sought to capture Baltimore, an important port and America’s third largest city

         at the time.

      


      By the time the British reached Baltimore, Americans had strengthened their defenses around Fort McHenry. Old ships waited

         in the shallow water around the fort to be sunk in an effort to prevent the British fleet’s entry into the port.

      


      Francis Scott Key, a thirty-five-year-old American lawyer, had come from Washington, D.C., to Baltimore with a letter from

         President James Madison appealing to the British admiral of the attacking fleet to release an American he was holding, Dr.

         William Beanes. The admiral finally agreed to free the doctor, but only after the battle was over. So from its position in

         Chesapeake Bay, the admiral’s British warship, with Key and Dr. Beanes aboard, bombarded the American Fort McHenry that memorable

         night of September 14, 1814. Throughout the night, as rockets glared and bombs burst, Mr. Key wondered who was winning the

         battle. Clouds of smoke hung over the battered fort and he strained to see through the haze. Was the flag that flew over the

         fort the Union Jack or the banner with fifteen stars and fifteen stripes—America’s symbol?

      


      When the smoke of battle finally lifted and morning dawned, young Francis spotted “Old Glory” still waving over the fort.

         On the back of an envelope he wrote a few lines of poetry describing the scene. Later that night, in his hotel room in Baltimore,

         he finished the poem. The words were joined with the tune of a traditional English hymn, and within weeks it was being sung

         across the country. On March 3, 1931, Congress officially declared it the national anthem of the United States.
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