
 

Then God said 

  REMEMBER 

 My father served in three wars, WWII, Korea, and Vietnam.  He 

survived all three, but he was always mindful that many men did not.  

He did not talk much about his Army career, but I do remember him 

saying, “the hardest thing about it was seeing young men die”.  He 

remembered every one of them. 

To remember someone means to call them to mind in the present.  

Remembering is very important in the Bible.   God never forgets us, and 

he asks us never to forget him, though we fail at times.  He asks us not 

to forget who we are, a people in relationship with him.   We have his 

promises, the sign of the rainbow, the sacrament of baptism, the Ten 

Commandments, and so much more.  Jesus also wanted us to remember 

him.  When he served the Last Supper, he said, “Do this in remembrance 

of me.” (Luke 22:19b) 

Surely, we also want to be remembered.  The thief on the cross 

who wanted to be remembered by Jesus said, “Jesus, remember me 

when you come into your kingdom.”  (Luke 23:42)  

 On Memorial Day, Americans are called to remember the men 

and women who gave their lives for us.  When remembering them, we 

reaffirm our commitment to America.  This is profoundly important. 

 Memorial Day was originally called Decoration Day, a time to 

bring flowers to the cemetery for those who died in war.  Along the way, 

it developed into a day of family gatherings to remember, military 

parades to remember, and even now, a moment of silence at 3 p.m. on 

Memorial Day to remember. 

 Every year at The Community Church of the Verdes one of our 

members recites the history of the poem, “In Flanders Fields.”  It is a 

powerful poem that calls us to remember on Memorial Day. 

 In Flanders fields the poppies blow 

 Between the crosses, row on row, 



 That mark our place; and in the sky 

 The larks, still bravely singing, fly 

 Scarce heard amid the guns below. 

 We are the Dead. Short days ago 

 We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 

 Loved and were loved, and now we lie 

 In Flanders fields. 

 Take up our quarrel with the foe: 

 To you from failing hands we throw 

 The torch; be yours to hold it high. 

 If ye break faith with us who die 

 We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 

 In Flanders fields. 

 

 


