
Sept 11,11 Joint Worship
TIME OF REMEMBRANCE
In the book of Ecclesiastes it states, “There is a time for everything, and everything has its special season. There is a time to be born and a time to die. There is a time to plant and a time to pull up plants. There is a time to kill and a time to heal. There is a time to destroy and a time to build. There is a time to cry and a time to laugh.”
This morning we come together as one church, one body of Christ to remember many things. Dave and I are here to help us remember the tornado that took part of this town, especially the Christian church and its neighbors. We are here to remember how that tornado interrupted many lives and because of it many suffered. But we also remember the outpouring of love throughout this community for those victims of such a devastating storm. As we can all say, it could have been worse. Lives could have been lost, but none were. Homes, yes, cherished items, perhaps, but no loss of lives. People from this community and surrounding communities came together as one body to patch things up here and in New Berlin and Streator and the other towns that it hit. And today is the second year that this community has come together to share with others the hope and resurrection of this town.
Now we see the new Christian church that will open soon where the church will gather together in a new sanctuary to give God the glory and offer Jesus Christ to lost souls. There was a time of destruction and now a time of building up. And we remember the losses here, but we also celebrate homes being restored, lives being healed, and the community celebrates and moves on. Why, even new businesses have begun.
And today we can’t forget what this day signifies. It is the celebration of 911. Seems funny for me to say it that way, but really, if we look at it we can celebrate that the terrorists didn’t win, we did. We came together as a nation once again as we did when we were attacked in WW I and WW II. We remember the sinking of the Lusitania with civilians and medical supplies on board. We remember Pearl Harbor and the attack on an early Sunday morning while some slept in, and others began to worship. We remember those days. At least I do because I was around for  WW II as my brother went off and joined the Navy. President Roosevelt in his speech said we will never forget that day, and we haven’t. But as we know, when people who were around then are gone, this too, will become a fleeting thought in the minds of our country.  It will have its mark on a calendar but like other dates that are there the memory of it will fade away one day. And out of that war, came unity once again, as God’s people came together to defeat the enemy on its shores in order to protect these shores. And we remember their sacrifices.
Remembrance! I have been reading the Book of Deuteronomy and in the introduction to that book by Max Lucado’s that says the fifth book of the Bible is really a book of remembrance. He says, “In Deuteronomy God tells his children to remember. Israel is about to make a transition. For 40 years they have wandered. Now they are about to settle down in a new land., It’s a time of transition. From Moses to Joshua. From the wilderness to the promised land. From nomads to farmers. From people with no land to people of the land. God wants them to stay faithful. Stay distinctive. For 40 days Moses teaches the words you are about to read. God repeats what he has already taught. Deutero means second. Nomos means law. Deuteronomy is a second hearing of the law. God didn’t want them to forget.”
All around this country people are gathering in churches or elsewhere to remember 911. This morning I watched a little of it, seeing the second plane hit, the people reading the names, former President Bush reading a letter Lincoln wrote to a grieving mother who lost 5 sons in the Civil War, and the pause at exactly 9:03 when one of the planes crashed into the building and a nation remembers.  It has not come without its controversies but we remember. We remember those who died on the planes and in that field. We remember those in the Towers and those who went to save them. We remember those who have been effected ever since that day, each wife, each child, each fire fighter, each policemen, each volunteer who entered those buildings to help. We remember our president sitting stone faced in a classroom while proud children read to him to show how much they had learned. His heart racing, I’m sure his hands shaking as he listened a few more minutes and then needed to leave where he was briefed on the attack. That morning literally our country came to a standstill. Planes were ordered to the ground and lots of traffic was stopped. Our country was under attack and people were full of fear. Who? Why? Where else will they attack?
Everyone can perhaps remember where they were when it happened. I was in my office in the Roanoke UMC preparing to welcome the United Methodist Women to their district meeting. Carole called to tell me what happened and I went home for a minute to watch the news on TV. As the camera’s spanned the scene of the crash into the first tower I watched with horror as the second plane crashed. I then went to the church to begin the meeting and tell the women what just happened and pray for those who were killed, and those who were in those buildings. Then one person from his phone told of the third and the fourth attacks. We continued our meeting but the mood was solemn. And for  many days our country watched in shock those things that happened in New York and in Washington trying to make sense out of it. Prayer services were held in many churches. Outrage I’m afraid happened to. Many wanted to strike out against someone trying to lay blame on someone for these losses. We didn’t know where to turn.
Now out of that two things happened. One, our country came together in grief and in determination to find those who did this and bring them to justice, which for the most part has happened. The second was that people began to flock to churches seeking God, maybe even forgiveness because they didn’t know where else to turn. People of all faiths prayed together. Out of fear there was a turning to God. For the next month or so churches around the country were filled more than usual with people looking for hope and security and understanding. Some even looking for a relationship with God. But as we know, when no more attacks came, so did the lack of interest in God as the churches once again fell back to where they were. Just because nothing more happened, maybe the need for God’s protection was lost until perhaps the next time. It reminds me of the journey of the Israelites from Egypt to the promised land when they had many a day of forgetfulness.
Remembrance! That’s why we are here. As God’s people this morning we remember something more than just the tornado, or the wars that have been fought, or those service men and women who have sacrificed their lives in battles, or even 911. Yes, we remember our God who brings hope out of tragedy, peace out of fear, love out of anger.
We remember on the night he was to be betrayed Jesus took bread, blessed it, gave it to his disciples and told them to take, eat and remember that his body was about to be broken for them and the whole world. Then he took the cup of salvation, blessed it and gave it to them to drink and told them to drink from the cup where forgiveness could be found, where healing could be felt, where his blood would be shed in order for us to find salvation. And he concluded it by saying, “every time you do this, you are remembering my sacrifice on your behalf. You are remembering my love for you, and the love of our Father in Heaven. Never forget. Always remember!  
We remember. God doesn’t want us ever to forget. He doesn’t want us to forget about  his suffering. He doesn’t want us to forget about his judgment. He doesn’t want us to forget about the death of his Son. He doesn’t want us to forget about his rising. He doesn’t want us to forget about his coming again. And when you put all that together God doesn’t want us to forget the God who brought this world into being is the same God who reigns today and reaches out to his children and offers healing, hope, and salvation.
So let us remember when things happen out of the ashes comes newness.
Let me read from an article I received recently concerning our remembering 911.  “Let us seek to restore a sense of hope for the future by praying for and working for the healing of broken  relationships. Let us remember that day of pain, suffering, and grief; but let us also seek to bind up the wounds and renew our efforts to work for peace and justice. Above all else let us live as faithful followers of the Prince of Peace and, in the words of the author of the Letter to the Colossians; “As God’s chosen ones, holy and beloved, clothe yourselves with compassion, kindness, humility, meekness and patience. Bear with one another and if anyone has a complaint against another, forgive each other.” 
May our memory and our hope unite to move all of us toward peace and inspire us to live with compassion, confidence and courage.”
Yes, there is a time for everything under the sun. There is a time to cry and a time to laugh.  There is a time to be sad and a time to dance. Today it is a time to celebrate the blessings that come from our God, the hope we have in a loving God who loved us so much he gave us his Son. He has given blessings so numerous we can’t really count them. Let those who are called by God’s name shout ‘AMEN!’
Yes, Lord, we remember and are thankful!

