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Reflections on the Arts in the Post September 11th Era 
 

Margaret B. Wilkerson 
 
[The Third Annual Roger L. Stevens Address was delivered by Margaret B..Wilkerson at the  John F. Kennedy  
Center for the Performing Arts,  Washington, D.C., on April 21, 2002.]  
 
 Thank you for the opportunity to reflect with you about 9/11 and the arts. I haven’t been able to write 
about it; my feelings about the events of that day have been locked deep inside me. So I welcome this chance to 
share with you some of my thoughts. My comments will reference New York City for the most part but they 
include by inference the attack on Washington, D.C. 
 So where were you on September 11th? I was sitting on a United Airlines jet on a Newark Airport runway 
waiting to take off for Santa Fe, New Mexico. Somewhat groggy from a 4:30 a.m. ride to the airport to make a 7:30 
a.m. flight, I was buried in the New York Times oblivious to most people and things around me. We were 14th  in 
line for take-off, I recall the captain saying, so everyone settled in for a substantial wait before getting airborne. 
Some minutes later - about the equivalent of reading one hefty section of the NY Times if you read every article as 
I tend to do  -  the captain announced  that  a plane  had  hit  one of the World Trade Center towers. Gasps and 
looks of concern as most of us envisioned some small plane off course that clipped the edge of one of the buildings. 
But when he stated a few minutes later that another plane had hit the other tower,  people froze,  stunned,  not 
believing what they had just heard. I knew immediately that it could not possibly be an accident.  My  mind  began  
racing  as  to what I should do, if given a choice. After all, I was still on an airplane and somewhat at the mercy of 
the pilot’s and airport officials’ decisions. While I was debating, a young woman sitting next to me had dialed up 
her mother and was saying, “I just want to come home.” None of us knew at that moment how tragically serious 
the situation was. It was a pristine, spectacularly perfect autumn day in the NY area, and we could look out of the 
plane’s windows and see the towers burning. 
 By the time the decision was made to return to the terminal, and some of us (surprisingly few) decided to 
leave the airplane, struggled to get through to family on public and cell phones, learned about the crash at the 
Pentagon, and were told to evacuate the airport, the towers had come down. When I miraculously got a taxi to take 
me home, I could look across the harbor and see huge clouds of dust and rubble where the towers had been such a 
short time ago. Meanwhile, my family knew only that I was on a United flight out of Newark and that two of the 
hijacked planes had taken off from that airport that morning. I eventually got through to let them know that I was 
all right. Like my seat mate on the flight, all I wanted was to get home. 
 I have opened with this personal story because it is the entry point for this reflection. You have offered me 
this wonderful opportunity to reflect with you about the thing that occupies most of my work hours - the arts in a 
post September 11th era. I deeply appreciate having these moments together. 
 September 11th was a day of both triumph and failure. It marked the colossal failure of intelligence forces, 
certain foreign policies, civil society, international efforts at peace and dialogue, and even a failure of education 
(akin to my generation having to go to maps of Asia to locate Korea when the U.S. became involved there, so this 
generation went to its computers to find Afghanistan and the attendant information on its history). To a large 
extent, it marked a failure of imagination complicated by our unwillingness to confront racist attitudes - these 
people couldn’t possibly figure out and implement such a highly synchronized, technological feat; our ignorance of 
why do these people hate us so much; and our arrogance - we can and should be safe and secure within our own 
borders, despite the rarity of that condition in today’s world. You get the drift. 
 Yet at the same time, that day brought out the utter humanity of ordinary people  -  it  was a  triumph of 
the human spirit  -  as we continue to learn of the  
heroism of men and women who, without hesitation, risked and in all too many cases gave their lives to save 
others. Firefighters, police and others not even charged with such responsibility rushing towards the crumbling 
towers rather than away from them to help those who were trapped. There was the remarkable outpouring  of  aid,  
donations,  and  tangible  good  will that followed as people throughout the nation and the world gave to the 
victims’ families and offered solace to New Yorkers and Washingtonians in whatever ways they could. 
 It was also a defining moment for the arts and artists and revealed both the strengths and weaknesses of 
the arts communities of our nation. Let me share some small but significant stories to illustrate the point. In the 
early days of the rescue effort when the rescue workers labored night and day in a race against time to save as 
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many as possible, a large space within a nearby building was set up to feed the workers. Stories drifted out about 
rescue workers, their faces covered with soot from Ground Zero standing around listening to the string quartet that 
played in that space for as long as their fingers were able. The gentle, delicate strains of music from another 
century seemed to soothe and captivate and speak to these women and men in a more profound way than the 
familiar performance in a concert hall. Many who listened would not normally seek this kind of music, but 
somehow the great promise and affirmation of the art itself spoke across generations, cultures and even politics. 
Such moments affirmed the artist’s ability to reach beyond human borders. 
 Then there was the outpouring of poetry and the many memorials that sprang up around Manhattan. 
Newspapers reported that many, many ordinary citizens sent in poems, their own writings marking their efforts to 
come to grips with the enormity of those days. The local newspapers printed some of it, and remarked how this 
form of writing seemed to offer solace to so many. The memorial at Union Square and others in the city emerged, 
growing organically as people continuously brought some special memento and/or something of beauty to add to 
the offerings of others. The people turned to the arts - and often to public art as a means of healing and expressing 
the inexpressible. In the earliest weeks, the museums in Manhattan were democratized as they opened their doors 
to the public without fee, and amazing numbers of local families flocked to the exhibits. The city took on a pensive 
mood as it searched for understanding and meaning. There was a growing realization that the arts offer both 
tangible and intangible benefits for society, and that they are much more than esoteric, trivial pursuits or the 
playthings of the wealthy elite. 
 Another artistic response to this challenging time that has emerged, though not as forcefully, is the artist 
as commentator, as critic, as one who not only reflects the moment but also pushes our intellectual and emotional 
frames to grasp the enormous implications of September 11th and its aftermath. Many are understandably quiet in 
these confusing moments when we attempt to define our patriotism and to determine how much freedom our sense 
of patriotism allows. Here is where artistic work often clashes with politics - and why outspoken artists who 
challenge us to question are often the first to be silenced in repressive regimes. It is a tendency that we in a 
democratic society must guard against. Those of us who were participants in, or are students of, the 1960s civil 
rights movements in the U.S., know how, even in this nation, governmental authority can be abused as definitions 
of patriotism are often manipulated to serve a power structure. But those voices will emerge in time. After all, it 
took Picasso two years to paint “Guernica” - his dramatic statement on the horrors of war. Great art that goes 
beyond the political moment of the day but that strikes at the heart of inhumane systems takes time to create. 
 And, of course, we cannot forget the artist’s ability to make us laugh, to let us bathe and soothe ourselves 
in the warmth of humor. The comedians, the political cartoonists, the musicals and theatrical comedies, the music 
help us to step outside ourselves and perhaps not take ourselves quite so seriously in each moment. The distancing 
allows us to develop greater insight.  
 The weaknesses that plague our arts communities are many, but let me talk about a few that have been 
exacerbated by September 11th. Let’s go back to Ground Zero for a moment. Another story. The Lower Manhattan 
Community council had planned a large display by visual and performing artists that was to occur a day or so after 
September 11th. They had been brought in from various parts of the country and the world and had worked on their 
pieces on a floor near the top of one of the towers very late into the evening September 11th.  Early September 11th, 
all but one of them left the make-shift studio to breakfast together. Many of us read about the young Jamaican artist 
who stayed behind to continue working and who lost his life in the attack. But hidden behind the story of that most 
tragic loss and the many other stories about the staffs of whole companies who died that day - the staffs of financial 
companies, stockbrokers, chefs and waiters, secretaries and accountants and countless others - hidden behind those 
stories is the fact that an estimated ten percent were also artists working their “day job.” In the months after, 
families still struggling with their grief began to speak about their relatives who defined themselves by their artistic 
work, even though they did not make a living at it. So, in death, they were counted by their secondary work - that 
which fed them.  
 It may seem like a small point, but in fact it reminds us that most artists in our society do not have the 
most basic supports accorded the workforce. They are largely invisible when it comes to housing, workers’ benefits 
and the like. Even accomplished artists who have received such coveted prizes as the MacArthur  awards  have  
remarked  that  they wished for a more steady income rather than the three-year blip of a large grant after which 
they return to the familiar roller coaster cycle of a typical artist’s income. After September 11th, this was 
dramatically shown by the various arts organizations - off-off-off-off Broadway companies near Ground zero, for 
example, who at first were denied the services of the Small Business Association for relief because they were not 
viewed as businesses. 
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 But let’s take a wider frame and ask how the September 11th  events and the subsequent acceleration of the 
current economic downturn is exposing problems and weaknesses in artistic communities throughout the nation. 
The relevance and importance of the arts is being challenged as corporate funding diminishes rapidly. Some of our 
most enduring corporate supporters of the arts, like AT&T and American Express to name only two, have severely 
down-sized or eliminated their programs. With a war on terrorism and fewer assets, they prefer to place their 
monies elsewhere. According to a study of more than 850 arts organizations, the non-profit performing arts sector 
of the U.S. is facing a very uncertain future. Immediately after 9/11, arts managers reported a sudden deterioration 
in ticket sales compared to last year, sharply lower revenues from corporate sponsorships, and the expectation of 
mid-term declines ranging from 5% to 12% in philanthropic and government support. Arts organizations also 
anticipated decreases in ticket sales and have already begun re-designing seasons to reduce production and 
personnel costs. Their predictions are proving to be accurate, although there are occasional successful shows that 
attract large crowds or sell out. Then there is the psychological effect on arts organizations that were beginning to 
enjoy some of the fruits of the booming economy only to be suddenly thrust back to earlier decades of fiscal 
uncertainty. For example, at the Foundation, we have been working with a set of grantees in a stabilization 
program to help them diversify their donor base. They were just at  the point of launching fund raising events when 
9/11 happened. Events were suddenly canceled, given the momentous tragedy and the uncertainty into which the 
nation was plunged, and the organizations suddenly found themselves struggling as they had a decade or more 
earlier. So on the fiscal front, fragile arts organizations as well as our strongest ones face diminished capacity and 
income to support artistic work. And governmental budget cuts are affecting education, social services and 
associated arts programs as well. 
 But perhaps the most significant effects that I have seen are indicated by statements made by artists 
themselves - at least some of them - who question whether their work is relevant in the face of such human 
tragedy. Arts organizations question whether they should continue to raise monies for their programs, given the 
bread and butter needs exposed by the recession. Artists and arts organizations are asking themselves some very 
fundamental questions that go straight to their mission and purpose. A study by the Rand Corporation for the Pew 
Charitable Trusts conducted before September 11th documented a fundamental shift taking place in the structure of 
performing arts in America. In a few of the biggest cities, the largest and best-known arts organizations are 
thriving on star-studded productions that pull in the crowds. Elsewhere around the country, hundreds of smaller 
dance troupes, music groups, and theater companies are proliferating, even though they are fragile and produce 
with very little or no funds. Between these two extremes are the traditional mid-sized arts organizations that have 
historically been the foremost purveyors of culture in middle America - they now face financial stress. The report 
cites Americans’ growing reliance on televisions, compact disc players and home entertainment systems (now 
accelerated by our fears of terrorism) which have outpaced our demand for live performances. They argue that 
these organizations, in order to survive, either have to become large enough to compete with those that use 
celebrities to attract their audiences, or smaller and more community-oriented. 
 As for the Ford Foundations’s own program on media, arts and culture, (which I direct), September 11th 
brought a deluge of correspondence and requests from arts organizations all over the country whose ticket sales 
dropped, who were losing donors, who felt paralyzed by the situation. And the worst may be yet to come as we 
anticipate several years of fiscal struggle - the next two years may be the most difficult. 
 So this is, indeed, a time to ask questions of ourselves and of our work. What is the role of the arts in 
troubled times? In a time of war? Is it any different from any other time? Are we as important as we claim? What is 
the role of artist as national citizen, as global citizen? What is the impact of this new world of global forces driven 
by markets, media and technology on artists’ responsibility? At times like these it is important to turn to the artists 
themselves to hear what they have to say. Here are some of their voices.1 An Artist, Writer and Arts Administrator 
write: 
 

Artists need to be cultural mediators who form appropriate questions for the ‘New Conversation.’ The 
explosions at the World trade Center were also the disintegration of formal paradigms concerning artists’ 
insularity in a cocoon of aesthetics. I make not a call to arms, but a challenge to truly listen. No one will 
listen to artists if artists are not the best and most able practitioners of the arts of listening. Beauty is the 
opportunity at hand.2A Writer asks: “Why should anyone care about art at this crucial moment in history 
unless artists are active and healing participants in the ongoing events?”3 Another Artist struggles with 
his emotions and writes: “For the moment, returning to  previous  habits seems to fall short  of honoring 
the great  wounds  opened by these events. I suppose the tremendous smallness I feel amidst this 
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emotional spiral keeps me open to the humble beginnings that await.”4 
 
 A Filmmaker finds renewed strength in this moment: “At a time when we are being asked to follow the 
‘party line’ and are force-fed our patriotism, I must question, provoke, and illuminate, for that is the obligation of 
the artist.”5 Meanwhile, a Curator of contemporary art ponders the meaning of 9/11: 
 

The shedding of innocent blood, of civilians and rescue workers, is a terrible, terrible thing. It is, however, 
a terrible thing that comes in the middle of a cycle of innocent blood shed daily the world over. If this 
horrendous incident can help break open the hearts of our citizens, world citizens and artist-citizens, then 
perhaps those who have died and suffered have not done so in vain.”6 

 
The Director of an arts institute considers what arts institutions should be doing: “The role of arts institutions is to 
support the artists and reconnect the arts and society. Art remains the cultural repository of conscience and allows 
our ideas, concerns, and aspirations to lodge in forms that generations can access. Without the arts, we are 
incomplete.”7 
 In a moment of contemplation, a Photographer draws from a dream and a very personal experience. 
 

In my dream there were buildings on fire, bombs going off, and military everywhere. I had one thing on 
my mind: run up the tallest building to see if I could find my children. The phone rang, and I awoke. I 
awoke to my brother-in-law telling me that terrorists had just crashed a plane into one of the Twin 
Towers. What words are there to speak of such madness? When I was 13 years old, I was brutally raped by 
a man on a U.S. military base in Germany. I will always feel for the victims of violence, the poor, and the 
forgotten. I remember myself broken, bleeding, beaten and alone. I learned to forgive, I learned 
compassion, I learned to really love. We will never move forward in violence. We must ask ourselves why. 
We must turn off our televisions and protect our freedoms. We must learn to listen, to love. We are living 
at ground zero.8 

 
And finally, one Artist wrote: “9/11/01 - call for expression, contemplation, and compassion for all mankind.”9 
 What they are telling us is that the role of the arts does not change with circumstances, but remains 
constant - to help us to see anew, to help us to understand what it means to be human, to challenge us to resist 
complacency, to cherish the freedom to be, to affirm our responsibility to each other - to those like and different 
from ourselves. We desperately need to exercise imagination and creativity if we are to survive through these 
difficult times. We need even to look to places that we normally ignore or disdain. For example, a hip hop Oakland 
group called The Coup came under fire because their album cover, created months before the 9/11 tragedy, 
displayed them detonating an explosion in the World Trade Center with a guitar tuner and drum sticks, a visual 
pun alluding to the way rap might overturn an irresponsible and greedy form of capitalism. Under heavy media 
pressure, their production company quickly changed the album cover. Boots Riley of The Coup now uses his 
notoriety to criticize the war. He says: 
 

When they’re trying to stop you from doing things, when they’re asking these big-name artists to change 
their videos, because there’s something slightly anti-authoritarian in them, that’s when it’s time for artists 
that do have an analysis about changing the system to make sure that their message is clear and out there, 
and to not back down.10 

 
He is typical of a younger generation, awakened to social responsibility, which is beginning to assert itself to help 
shape their own future. 
 The world didn’t change on September 11th. Americans did. The pain, anger, suffering, danger, injustice, 
inequity - all were there before. The dramatic, tragic events of that day grabbed our attention as a nation and made 
it clear that we can no longer close our eyes to the condition of the world and our participation in shaping those 
conditions. Afer 9/11 I am more convinced than ever that the arts are critical to community-building, to helping us 
to know our neighbors - across town and across the world. If we read between the lines of our last U.S. census 
report, we can see the need for rethinking many of our outdated assumptions about our country. The census tells us 
that many major urban areas of the U.S. are now comprised of multiple groups of recent and historic immigrants, 
both willing and unwilling, native, and fifth and sixth generations of people of color. Typically, this new 
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demographic is discussed in terms of challenging problems - gang violence, conflict, ghettoes and alienation. And, 
indeed, the rising anti-Arab sentiments expressed in these areas attest to these perceptions. But for the arts this 
incredible polyglot of people bumping up against each other presents exciting and life-affirming opportunities for 
learning and for creative responses. A colleague recently told me about a group of Japanese and Latino youth who 
share a border in Los Angeles - a place where their neighborhoods meet - or clash - as the case may be. But 
somehow, in this instance, despite the separations and potential conflict of their cultures, youth from both sides 
have organized workshops to learn from each other. Finding commonality through their involvement in hip hop 
culture, the Japanese youth teach the Chicano young people about Kabuki theatre and Japanese traditions, while 
the Chicano youth teach the Japanese young people about the migrant worker movement and the Teatro 
Compesino performances that are rooted in Mexican culture and tradition. Together they are creating a hybrid, 
cross-cultural hip hop theatre, something new that both can own. And this phenomenon is being repeated in other 
communities in other urban settings. 
 A recent study by the California Humanities Council offered a rationale for this development among 
youth. The survey revealed that many Californians feel quite disconnected from their local communities because 
their origins lie elsewhere and because there are many different immigrant, racial and ethnic groups in these 
communities that tend to remain separate. Significantly, those same individuals look to storytelling as the means to 
bridge these cultural differences. The activities of the L.A. youth affirm the results of that study. In other words, 
the arts offer compelling ways to tell our many marvelous and varied stories in incredibly creative and compelling 
ways. Through the creation and witnessing of art, we learn, we connect with our fellow human beings. 
 One of the wonderful opportunities that my Foundation work has offered is the chance to learn about 
artists and their work throughout the world. Working in a variety of contexts, from authoritarian regimes in some 
developing countries to emerging democracies in various parts of the world, the arts do not exist in a cocoon, but 
are rather involved in their societies, without sacrificing any of their inherent brilliance and beauty. Sometimes the 
artists even place themselves in danger. I am struck, for example by the work of two theatre groups in the Middle 
East. I happened to be in Jerusalem just after the start of the Intifada II, this most recent conflagration between 
Israel and Palestine. There I met with members of the Inad Theatre of Ramallah on the West Bank, a group of 
Palestinian artists who ran a theatre for children. Knowing the deeply politicized situation in that region, I asked 
what were the subjects and intent of their various shows, fully expecting some effort at revolutionizing the 
children’s political views. The answer was surprising, but in a way predictable had I thought a bit about the natural 
impetus of artists. They said that they simply try to create a space where Arab and Palestinian children can be 
children, can have a childhood in the midst of horrendous conflict. They showed us plays centered around 
traditional myths and fantasies. They showed us pictures of the children participating in the kinds of childhood 
play that are the staple of children everywhere when their societies are at peace. In a sense, Inad theatre’s action is 
revolutionary - in that they dare to affirm the right of children to be just that, regardless of their circumstance. 
Although they were bombed out of their theatre shortly after we left the region as the conflict escalated, they 
continue their work wherever and however they can. And there are similar stories of peace-making between Israeli 
and Palestinian children. 
 In Cairo, I witnessed the work of El Warsha, a marvelous group that has performed here in the Kennedy 
Center, I believe. A group that began some years ago  adapting  western  plays  for  performance,  they have since 
shifted to using  
history and myth from Arab cultures to explore their resonance for contemporary life. In a country that for many 
years had no independent artistic voice, Hassan El Geretly and his theatre, El Warsha, have helped to open space 
for the work of artists who are not under the authority of the State. 
 Space is also an issue in Kenya and East Africa. There, our work encompasses the effort to help create 
physical space for artists to work in, space for them to be visionary thinkers and creators, to reflect on the world 
and the place of humans in it, to create beauty as a reflection of our higher selves and ability to transcend. There 
one of the major challenges is not to limit the voices of artists to skits and sketches directed against HIV Aids or to 
simplistic approaches designed to convince people to have safe sex, as important as that work is, but also to reach 
deeper into the human psyche and experience to explore and understand those things that make people more 
vulnerable to a lifestyle that leads to this dread disease. 
 In South Africa, artists are working to transform places of harm and horror from the apartheid era, such 
as Robbens Island, to symbols of reconciliation and truth. Our work in Asia includes the preservation of folk 
cultures and traditions in Vietnam, Indonesia and India to engage different world views and systems of belief that 
their diverse populations may learn from. In Russia, traditional arts and culture were essentially frozen in 1917, so 
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our work there seeks to engage tradition in change and learning by opening space for a younger generation that 
wants to learn and to express contemporary understandings and challenges. Ila  Aiye, a community-based 
organization in Brazil and a Foundation grantee, succeeded in bringing the first entry reflecting Afro-Brazilian 
culture to Bahia’s carnival and used that spectacular event at the center of their lives to leverage educational efforts 
in the favelas of Bahia where the poorest of the poor are trapped in poverty and violence. 
 During the past year and a half, I have been repeatedly struck by the ways in which artists in the United 
States and in the world respect and embrace both the social import and aesthetics of art. I am reminded of the 
relevance of something Lorraine Hansberry wrote more than forty years ago. In her first major speech in New York 
preceding the opening of A Raisin in the Sun, she spoke about the “simple and beautiful fusion of the two sides of 
the artistic inspection of any question when it is genuinely inspected ...” 
 

[Arthur] Miller says it more complicatedly but also more handsomely when he writes: “The shadow of a 
cornstalk on the ground is lovely, but it is not a denial of its loveliness to see as one looks at it that it is 
telling the time of day, the position of the earth and the sun, the size of our planet and its shape and 
perhaps even the length of its life and ours among the stars ...” In other words, let there be no rush in the 
name of a ‘socially conscious’ attack in literature to throw out the anguish of man; but let there be 
magnificent efforts to examine the sources of that anguish. We must have the cornstalk for itself and for 
what it can tell us about the world and the nature of itself in that world.11  
 

 The recognition of that creative tension, that dualism, that Hansberry and Miller speak of lies at the heart 
of the Foundation’s work in arts and culture as we go forward. The mission of the Foundation encompasses such 
worthy goals as reducing poverty, promoting international cooperation, ending injustice, and promoting human 
achievement. It does not explicitly mention the arts, yet the Foundation has a long and distinguished history in 
supporting the work of artists and strengthening arts institutions in recognition of the relationship between a 
healthy, vibrant arts community and a free society. In the Ford Foundation’s program, we will continue to build 
upon and learn from our previous work to stabilize arts organizations, to connect U.S. audiences with artists in 
other countries, especially Latin America, Africa and the Middle East, Asia, and Russia, and to support artistic 
voices in civic dialogue as we move forward. In general, we will work to promote public understanding of the role 
of the arts in making freedom. We will care about the development of the next generation of artists - strengthening 
the infrastructure of support for individual artists will form an important piece of that work. We will work to 
promote the value of arts in the education of our children and will build on the Foundation’s international work by 
developing meaningful exchanges based on greater reciprocity and a de-centering of the U.S. And, importantly, we 
plan to support the unique role that the arts play in building community, both in the U.S. and abroad, across 
cultural differences. 
 We are still wounded by September 11th and will be for some time to come. It has shaken our nation to its 
core. It is testing our time-honored beliefs in and definition of justice, tolerance, and peace. It is testing our 
expectations of the arts. It is therefore a moment of hope and possibility when we can see more clearly the promise 
of a world where the well-being of those distant from ourselves is as important as our own. We have the possibility 
of seeing that more clearly because we know and are experiencing what the world is like without it. In the midst of 
our own turmoil, we must remember to listen to our young people who will live in the world that we make during 
these next years. 
 Lorraine Hansberry reminded us many years ago that one of this country’s greatest illusions that “clings to 
the cultural fabric of the country like dampness to wool on a rainy day ... is the all-important illusion in America 
that there exists an inexhaustible period of time during which we as a nation may leisurely resurrect the promise of 
our Constitution and begin to institute the equality of man within the frontiers of this land.”12  She spoke especially 
of the burgeoning Civil Rights Movement of the 1950's and 1960's. Today, she would no doubt expand that 
statement to include the illusion that we have inexhaustible time to practice and live up to our values in our 
relationships with the rest of the world. That time presses us even more urgently now. As James Baldwin wrote: 
“The world is before you and you need not take it or leave it as it was when you came in.”13 To remake our world, 
we must realize that, again in the words of an artist: 
 

Art is not a luxury. It is a necessary antidote to the collective insanity of the planet. It reminds us that we 
are not always murderous, malignant, fanatical. It shows us that we are also capable of transcendence and 
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unfathomable human beauty ... we need artists to bring their voices to the dialogue. We may yet learn to 
live together in the world and to finally acknowledge the miserable history that has brought us to this 
place. The alternatives are even more unthinkable than what we have already seen. I pray for wisdom, and 
for us all.14 

 
May God bless us all. And keep artists throughout the world courageous, loving, and defiant. 
 
 Thank you. 
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