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I T WAS FRIDAY, 21 September 2001, ten
days after the terrorist attack on America
that had left us reeling. At home in

California, I had been glued to CNN, not
only wanting information but feeling
somehow a need to be with the members of
my American family who were suffering such
unspeakable anguish, to bear my little part of
the burden by standing watch. And praying.

But now I was in Utah, staying with my
daughter Emily, and the demands of being
grandmother to her two little ones had kept
me somewhat removed from the ongoing
distress. After lunch, I thought, I’ll turn on
the news while I lift my weights and do my
stretching exercises.

I clicked on the TV, prepared to see yet
again the horrendous images of the rubble
that once had been the splendid buildings of
the Twin Towers, and the heroic effort of the
workers in New York City. Channel Four,
soap opera. Channel Five, soap opera.
Channel Eleven, kids programming. No
CNN. Emily does not have cable.

Well, I thought, turning to the bookcase,
I’ll put in a video. Ah, Godspell. I stuck it in
the VCR, remembering well the stage play of
this charming 1970s hippie musical that tells
the tragi-comic story of Jesus and his little
band of followers.

I started with the smaller weights, the
ones to work my wrists. Stopped and let the
weights thud to the floor as I saw the
opening image of the play: the fabulous sky-
line of New York City—featuring the Twin
Towers! Moments before, I had turned on the
TV expecting to see them in ruins, and there
they were in the perfection in which they had
stood two weeks ago!

Reverently, I watched as a variety of New
Yorkers hear an inner call to, “Prepare Ye the
Way of the Lord,” drop what they’re doing,
and run to a joyous baptism in a fountain in

Central Park. Then Jesus, with a Superman
“S” on his costume and a red heart painted
on his forehead, leads his little band around
the city, teaching and performing with them
the parables.

Perhaps forty minutes later, weights and
stretching done, I told myself that right after
this next number, I would turn the video off
and do something fun with Tara, but I have
to see this one song, my favorite, “All for the
Best.” I watched as the little group appears
magically here and there in the city, and I
hoped for one more good sight of the Towers.

When you feel sad—and under a curse—
Your life is bad—your prospects are worse. . .
Your wife is crying, sighing,
And your olive tree is dying. . .
You’d bet that Job has nothing on you.

Such fun. So good to see bright, high en-
ergy. Song’s finale coming up:

You must never be distressed—
All your wrongs will be redressed—
Yes, it’s all for the best!

Jesus and his followers strike a tri-
umphant pose. The camera tips, pulls back.
Beneath the players—metal work I recog-
nize. Back further, panning down, down,
down. I stop breathing. Jesus and his fol-
lowers are dancing on the roof of one of the
Twin Towers! Dancing, and singing, “It’s All
for the Best!” A tiny bolt of lightning hit my
heart, a burst of comfort from the clown-
savior with the sweet smile and the red heart
painted on his forehead—and the One he
represented—and the One who sent him.

Q UICKLY, I excavated layer upon
layer of this remarkable coinci-
dence, looking for treasure, doing

my own recovery work: 
“Godspell” means “gospel,” which means

“good news.” I had turned on the TV, intending to
find the “bad news.” But unable to find the bad
news, I had inadvertently plugged in the “good
news!” I saw the Towers not only in their perfec-
tion, but Jesus and his followers dancing on the
roof, and singing—of all things—“It’s All For
the Best!”

I went through the rest of the day
wrapped in a little blanket of grace. When
Christian came home from first grade (ah,
that’s lovely, “Christian” means “follower of
Christ”), he and I sat together and watched
the end of the video. The Last Supper. Jesus
looks at his followers and says, “One of you
will betray me.” Then sadly he adds, “It must
be.” 

It must be? It’s all for the best?

C AN we take the story of Jesus as an
archetype, can we superimpose it
over the story we are playing out

now as a people?
Betrayal? Oh, yes. The traitor entered our

house and violated hospitality and trust for
thirty pieces of silver, coin to be redeemed by
the favor of a perverse God.

Death? They groaned and gave up the
spirit one morning, thousands of them, and
the wailing of their loved ones was like the
wailing of the women at the foot of the
cross.

Resurrection? After the darkness, after the
tomb, the opening, the light, the triumph? I
have seen it. The camera has continued to
pull back and back. I have seen hearts open
with gifts of tears and money and blood. I
have seen heroism, strength, kindness, a de-
termination to rebuild, to do better, to be-
come better. To learn more about ourselves
and others. But the camera continues to pull
back. There, in London, the ancient ritual of
the changing of the guard is done to the na-
tional anthem of the United States of
America. There, in Moscow, the Russian
president extends a hand of friendship.
There, in the Middle East, Palestinians hold a
candlelight vigil. There, and there, and there,
all around the world, borders dissolve and
darkness lifts as millions choose to stand in
the light of love, to enter the dance on the
rooftop, to play their part in resurrection.
Such good news.

And if the camera could pull back to the
eye of God? Could the borders even of time
and space dissolve? Could we then see all,
and in that seeing, know that our present
pain is labor pain? Could we recognize cre-
ation and call it good?
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