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Dear Church Family and Friends, 

I am writing this just a few days before Memorial Day. Memory is an interesting 
thing, inspiring some of our greatest poets to think their deepest thoughts. 
Although we are a month past April, I am reminded of T. S. Eliot’s words in the 
Wasteland: “April is the cruelest month, breeding lilacs out of the dead land, 
mixing memory and desire, stirring dull roots with spring rain.” I remember first 
reading those words in a spring poetry class and wondering how cruel it was to 
see only cruelty in lilacs springing from dead land, until I remembered that Eliot 
published the Wasteland in 1921, three years after the end of our first World 
War, which was not a war to end all wars – and neither was World War II, 
ending in 1945, three years before Eliot won the Nobel Prize for literature. Just 
before Memorial Day, I also remember the words of another poet, Walt 
Whitman, who often adopts the collective voice of all Americans in “When Lilacs 
Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d,” written in 1865 just after the assassination of 
Abraham Lincoln and the horrors of the Civil War: “I saw as in noiseless dreams 
hundreds of battle-flags,/Borne through the smoke of the battles.” Whitman 
goes on to say that he saw that while the slain no longer suffered, “the living 
remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d,/ And the wife, and the child and the 
musing comrade suffer’d/And the armies that remain’d suffer’d.” 

“Greater love has no one than this,” John 15:13 records, “than that one lay 
down his life for his friends.” This weekend, as lilacs continue to bloom and we 
continue to enjoy peace, we remember the many who laid down their lives in 
battle, not only for families or friends, but for a sea of people, past and present, 
they never knew.  We remember the families they left behind and the sacrifices 
they made. We remember those who are war-scarred and who continue to live 
injured and broken from war. We pray that the One who laid down his life for 
all of us will bless us with a love which alone can teach us how to be peace-
makers and peace-keepers, so that we might only desire that world, healed and 
whole, which bears witness to the power and strength of God’s transforming 
and reconciling mercy.  Grace and Peace, Penny 
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