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I think for many of us, myself certainly included, Remembrance Sunday is one of those days that 

stands out as one of those truly special days in the worship life of our church.  The time that we 

take to honor those of our church family who have entered into eternal glory in the past year is 

one of deep meaning for their families, for their friends, and for our church as a whole.  I think I 

can speak for both Julie and myself when I say that we find it to be a tremendous honor to be 

able to stand up here and enfold these families, and our church family, in both the love of God 

and the hope of salvation, as we call out those names and place those flowers each year. 

 

I will also say, however, that there’s always been a certain disconnect, in the midst of this 

wonderful remembrance, as we would look out upon this congregation and see the faces of those 

whose losses had extended beyond the membership of this church.  As much as we long to 

highlight our remembrance of those from our church membership, we know that those of our 

church family have losses that extend beyond the names we read, and that grief is always 

heightened as we gather in this room in remembrance. 

  

So, those of you who have a long history with our Remembrance Sunday traditions are going to 

note something a little different this year.  We are going to name our members whom we have 

lost (some in the past year, as well as a few from earlier in the Covid pandemic whose 

remembrance was postponed until this year), and we are going to place those flowers and 

embrace those families in the love of God as we always do.  We are also, however, going to 

invite anyone who has lost a loved one in this past year – anyone who has a friend, or colleague, 

or family member who has died since this time last year – to come forward and simply light a 

candle in their honor and memory as well.  (And a note, for those of you watching from home – 

if you type in the comments that you would like a candle lit, one of our Deacons will do so on 

your behalf when that time comes.)   

 

As we planned for this day, and this new portion of our remembrance, however, what I found 

myself thinking about was what it is that so draws us into this spirit of remembrance in the first 

place.  There is, of course, the grief that we know in loss, and there is a hope to which we cling 

in faith that gives us that assurance of a new life still to come.  The reason we are so compelled 

to remember, however – the reason we want to name these names and light these candles – the 

reason we want to mark these lives is because of the mark they’ve left on us. 
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Think about what comes to mind when you hear the names proclaimed of those in our church 

family who have died.  Consider what floods your heart as you are drawn to remember others in 

your life who have passed.  It is grief.  It is hope.  And, it is stories.  What really comes to mind 

as we picture those faces and reflect on those names is the story of that which they shared with 

us.  In some cases it is particular moments that left that indelible imprint on our hearts, and in 

others it is that broader sensibility of love, compassion, strength, principal or any of a thousand 

other things that tend to define their legacies in our minds.  Sure, we may have that passing 

moment of picturing their eyes, their hair, or that ugly sweater they insisted on wearing at 

Christmas.  The thing that stands out to me, however, is that what we find ourselves 

remembering, when we remember, is not the physical, nor even the material.  What we find 

ourselves remembering, when we remember, is the difference that they made – the legacy that 

they left – the marks that they made on our lives and the lives of those around us.   

  

Our Scriptures this morning were fairly familiar, I expect, to many of you.  The ‘salt and 

light…city on a hill…’ imagery of Jesus is one that comes up often.  It’s one I wanted to share in 

this context, however, because it is one that highlights a core foundation to our human condition.  

It’s the same message that we read so plainly in Ephesians, “For we are what he has made us, 

created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared beforehand to be our way of life.”  

“You are the salt of the earth…You are the light of the world…Let your light shine before 

others…[You are] created in Christ Jesus for good works, which God prepared beforehand to be 

our way of life.”   

 

We are meant – we are created – to make a difference…to leave a legacy…to make a mark on 

this world in which we spend our days as we await the glory of life ever-after.  That’s what we 

remember!  When we remember those we have lost, that’s what we remember – the marks that 

they made.  Most are good.  If we’re honest about it, we have to own that some aren’t.  But, what 

fills our hearts and minds in remembrance of our loved ones is the meaning (the salt) that they 

brought to our lives…the light that they shined…and the love they embodied.  What fills our 

hearts and minds in remembrance is the marks that they made as they lived. 

 

  

And that, I suggest, is the question that our remembrance asks of us.  In our remembrance, today, 

we will center our hearts and minds on our gratitude for the lives that were lived, our comfort in 

God’s persistent care in the face of our continued grief, and the promise and hope we know in 

the resurrection.  As we go beyond this remembrance and into the lives that will follow, 

however, I think it is worth considering what marks we are making.  What meaning are we 

bringing into the lives of those around us?  What light are we shining into the darkness that 

surrounds?  What love are we embodying for those who clamor for compassion and care?  We 

remember, today, among many other things, those who have left those marks on us.  As we do 

so, it is worth considering what marks we are making in the lives of those who will someday 

remember us. 


