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In the name of one God – creator, redeemer and sustainer. Amen. 
 
I’ve been thinking a lot lately about remembrance, and about being remembered.  
 
This theme has dominated my thoughts particularly during the past week, although I think they were 
first triggered when my family and I began our Sunday afternoon drives a few weeks ago. It’s been a 
great of way of spending time together and discovering more of the history of this beautiful area. I’ve 
gotten so much from them and have found them so rejuvenating, in fact, that I’ve expanded these times 
to include drives that I take on my day off each week. For me, the best parts of these journeys are when 
we discover an old church, hidden away on a back country road or in some secluded part of the valley, 
and we take time to stop and spend time at those sacred spots. 
 
Recently, during one of my solo outings, I stopped at an abandoned church, secluded at the end of a 
deeply-rutted gravel drive. It was off the main road running along the crest of one of the ridges near the 
Shenandoah River, in a spot where you would only find it if you were specifically looking for it (which I 
was). The church, more than a century old, sits slowly rotting in the midst of an overgrown yard. Near 
the front door stands a tall pole topped with an old bell, once used to summon people to worship and 
now sitting silent and rusting. 
 
One hundred years ago, this secluded church was alive. It was alive with joyous worship. It was alive 
with conversations and laughter. It was the place where the community came together – as we do here 
– to laugh and to cry, to celebrate and to mourn. And despite the absence of life there now, the 
memories run strong and are forever woven into that sacred spot. They could be felt as I ran my hands 
along the old siding and grasped the rail at the front door. These moments are a story that is told, time 
and again, in the sounds of the breeze blowing through the trees. 
 
With this in mind, perhaps the most moving thing I discovered about this place was the graveyard that is 
slowly being overgrown. Some stones have been covered by vines or moss; others have toppled over or 
sit broken in half. The ones that impacted me the most, though, were the stones with inscriptions that 
were almost completely faded away, and the field stones and wooden boards that had no inscription 
and simply stood as markers that someone had been laid to rest in those spots. 
 
At a church that seems to be forgotten, in a churchyard where the names of men, women and children 
are slowly being erased over time, I was drawn particularly to the memorials for those who are 
completely unknown. I felt myself pulled to the simple markers that stand – old and worn – as the only 
sign of lives once lived in this area. On behalf of those people who lie forgotten in this overgrown 
cemetery hidden on this ridge a distance from the main road, I spent time remembering. I stood and 
wondered about the lives they led, however long or however brief they may have been. I remembered 
them on behalf of the friends or descendants who may no longer be here to do so. I thought about all 
those moments of joy and sorrow, of weddings and funerals, of praise and worship, experienced in this 
community. 
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And in remembering, I tucked each one of these into my own memory so that I may carry forward – 
however inadequately or incompletely – their stories. The life that once existed in this place is now part 
of my own life and my own memories. 
 
In today’s Gospel reading, as in the reading from last week, one of the key points that jumped out at me 
is the failure to remember. It is that failure – among the chief priests and elders last week and among 
the tenant farmers in today’s parable – that is called out by Jesus. As I mentioned last week, the one 
thing that the religious leaders of Jesus’ day stood on was that the God was the source of their 
authority. The authority of the priests was ordained in the time of Moses and was handed down from 
one generation of priests to the next. 
 
But in last week’s reading, as in today’s, the chief priests and elders seem to have forgotten how God 
figured into the equation. They remembered God as the source of their authority, but seem to have 
forgotten that God continued to be the source of that power. It would be like someone hired by a CEO 
to be the chief financial officer of a corporation, but then failing to – or choosing not to – report back to 
the boss. 
 
The vineyard owner in today’s parable faces the unfortunate task of having to remind the tenant 
farmers who is ultimately in charge after they have killed the slaves – and the dearly beloved son – that 
he sends to collect the harvest. It is a reminder in this instance of where the authority is rooted; it is a 
parable to remind those in authority that God is still present and still observing what is going on; it is a 
foreshadowing of the time when the people – the tenant farmers in God’s vineyard – will kill the 
beloved Son that he has sent to gather us to him. 
 
Remembrance is an important part of our life together as members of Christ Church and of the family of 
God. We hold our memory the traditions that have built this community. We remember the lives of 
those saints of God who have gone before us. We remember the words of our baptismal covenant, 
holding to the promise we make to seek and serve Christ in all persons, loving our neighbors as 
ourselves. 
 
During the past week, the ideas of remembrance and memory have again been at the front of many of 
our minds. As we mourn the passing of loved ones who now rest in peace and will one day rise in glory, 
we take time to remember all that they mean to their families and friends and the gifts they were to 
their communities. We are taking stock of the importance of those we hold dear to us as we remember 
them in our prayers for the healing of their mind, body or spirit. And we remember that, as with the 
tenant farmers and the owner’s son, and with each of us, and with those whose names and lives are 
fading into the past just as their names have faded from the stones and markers set at that old church, 
God is with us. 
 
God is watching over us. God is walking with us, as he has walked with countless generations before. 
God lifts us up when we stumble. God embraces us when we mourn. God loves us. And God remembers 
us. 
 
Thanks be to God! 
 
Amen. 


