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At those times when I find myself surfing through the TV channels, I am very 
frequently drawn to infomercials.  I enjoy them for a number of reasons.  Mostly I 
find them to be compelling entertainment.  I am a savvy enough consumer to know 
that if the knives that Chef Tony is demonstrating were that good, he wouldn’t be 
selling 40 of them for $9.95.  But I am enthralled watching Chef Tony hack through 
an iron nail and then cut paper-thin slices of tomato with the very same knife.   

Although I find most of the claims unbelievable, I will admit that I have picked up 
the phone and ordered products from time to time.  This was the case almost thirty 
years ago when I got a course called “Mega Memory.”  Without going into detail 
about the infomercial, I will say that I was so impressed with the demonstrations 
on the show that even though I wasn’t sure I believed them, I had to see for 
myself.  Mostly, the course proved to deliver what was advertised.  When my skills 
were sharp, I could actually go to pick up 20 or 30 things at the supermarket, 
without a list, and not miss an item.  I’ve gotten pretty rusty at that, but I still use 
the techniques that the course taught for remembering names. 
 
The idea behind “Mega Memory” is very simple.  Most of the information we 
encounter literally goes in one ear and out the other.  The reason is that we aren’t 
intentional about keeping the information in our conscious mind long enough for it 
to become a memory we can call up again when we need to.  The point of the 
techniques I learned in the course was simply learn how to do that – how to “hook” 
things into your memory quickly.  Knowing you have something to remember, 
without remembering what, is something of a problem. 
 
This reminds me of something that has always amused and puzzled me.  If you’ve 
ever paid attention to license plates, you may have seen the motto that is on the 
plates from Quebec, Canada.  It is Je me souviens, French for “I remember.”  
From the first time I saw it, I’ve wondered just what it is people from Quebec 
remember.  And I’ve never met anyone who knew.  I finally got to ask the question 
of someone from Quebec, who answered that he didn’t know what he was 
supposed to remember, and doubted if one in ten people in Quebec know, either.  
Asserting that you remember something, without knowing what it is, tends to rob a 
motto of its power. 
 
And both personal and communal memory are very powerful forces in our lives.  
Memory is who we are, and where we have been.  Our memories shape us and 
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define us as individuals, as families, and as communities.  It’s true in our church.  
Our church didn’t just land here one day – it has a history and a heritage that 
makes us who we are as a community.  And I don’t know whether you’ve thought 
about it this way or not, but so much of what we do in here is remembering.   
 
We do it in our ritual and sacrament.  Every time a child is presented for baptism, 
we remember the reason why water is such a fitting symbol of God’s plan for our 
salvation by recounting the history of God’s saving work through the medium of 
water.  The church year is set up in a cycle with each season designed to recall for 
us a particular aspect of our story.  Our shared memories are present in the form 
of symbols, passed from generation to generation, that express inexpressible 
truths. At times like Palm and Passion Sunday, and Good Friday, and Easter, and 
Pentecost we recharge our corporate memory by telling and retelling the events 
that are the very threads that knit us together as God’s people. 
 
Remembering shapes much of what we do as Christians in the world as well.  We 
remember that we are children of an endlessly generous, forgiving, and loving God 
– a God who fills us with his grace for our lives.  And we are at our best when we 
have that memory right there with us, where we can access it.  We remember, and 
then we can be giving, and forgiving, and loving, and offer His grace to others. 
 
Today we read a letter from the Apostle Paul to his friend and protégé, Timothy.  
Paul clearly cares a great deal for Timothy.  The letter is very personal, and reads 
more like a letter from a father to a son than from a mentor to a student.  And if 
you were listening carefully, you saw that in the section of the letter we read today, 
Paul is talking again and again about remembering. 

Paul establishes his connection to Timothy by remembering.  He says, “I 
remember you always in my prayers.  I remember your tears, and I long to see 
you.”  Paul recalls the lives of the women of extraordinary faith who raised 
Timothy, and passed that faith on to him as their priceless gift.  I remember your 
history, where you came from, Paul is saying.  It makes you special to me.  And 
you, Timothy, remember the people and things that shaped you.  Remember 
where you came from. 

Paul tells Timothy “For this reason I remind you to fan into flame the gift of God…” 
(2 Timothy 1:6)  We don’t know from the letter why Paul chooses to give this 
advice.  Perhaps Timothy is having some difficulty.  Maybe his church is having 
problems, maybe Timothy has grown tired.  But Paul exhorts him to remember 
where he has come from, who he is, and what God has called him to do.  What he 
has been called to is to fan the embers of the gifts of God into flame.   

We look around today at a denomination called United Methodist that is in turmoil.  
The political maneuvering and the rhetoric of the past year has not been at all 
church-like, let alone Christ-like.  To borrow an old saw, we’ve become so 
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concerned with arguing about the trees that we’ve completely lost sight of what the 
forest was supposed to look like. 
 
It’s ironic to me, because Methodism has its roots in a time when the institutional 
church was having the same kinds of problems that we are today.  Wesley was an 
Anglican priest in 18th century England.  What he saw in the Anglican Church was 
a group of people practicing the letter of faith without any of the spirit.  
Participation in church was rote and ritualistic.  They were a church full of people 
badly in need of reminding why they were all there in the first place.   
 
Wesley’s answer was to form lay societies – groups of everyday people who came 
to be known as Methodists.  Led by lay people, they met regularly for prayer and 
study, to encourage and teach and nurture each other on their individual spiritual 
journeys.  And they carried what they remembered from their meetings into their 
lives, and into their world.  The fed and clothed the poor, visited the sick and 
imprisoned, and worked to protect the powerless. 
 
Those people were the beginnings of the Methodist Church.  But Wesley didn’t set 
out to start a church.  Wesley always remained a loyal Anglican, and insisted that 
his followers remain loyal Anglicans as well.  But what Wesley started was a 
movement.  It was a movement of lay people working together to fan the embers 
of God’s gifts into flame – in their lives, and in their community.  It was a 
movement of people who didn’t see themselves as just members of a church.  
They saw themselves a something profoundly different and more important: they 
were the body of Christ.   
 
What this suggests to me is that our denomination isn’t divided and ineffectual 
today because of some revolutionary new truth that we have failed to discover.  It’s 
because of something very old that we’ve failed to remember.  Something that’s 
been there, all the time.  We’ve failed to follow Paul’s advice to Timothy.  We no 
longer remember who we are, where we have come from, and that our mission 
has always been just to fan the embers of everyone’s God-given gifts into flame.  
 
In a few minutes, we will gather again around our family table.  It’s the most 
important of our institutionalized times of remembering.  That’s what Christ told us 
to do.  Remember.  But remember what?  That’s a critically important question for 
us to answer.  Otherwise, we’re like so many drivers displaying “I remember” on 
their license plates but having no idea why. 
 
You see, our communal memory has real power.  It shapes us as a community.  It 
tells us where we have come from, who we are, and what we are called to be.  
Paul asks Timothy to remember this: that God “has saved us and called us to a 
holy life-- not because of anything we have done but because of his own purpose 
and grace. This grace was given us in Christ Jesus before the beginning of time…” 
(2 Timothy 1:9)  Jesus calls us to live lives full of grace – lives that are real, and 
abundant.    Jesus calls us to be nothing less than his body. 
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As we prepare for Communion, you will always hear something called the Words 
of Institution.  The words vary depending on the Sunday.  But it is always a version 
of one story, told for one purpose: to refresh our communal memory of God’s 
saving work in our lives and the life of the church.  And as you listen; and then, as 
you receive the bread and cup – remember. 
 
Remember.  And give thanks. 
 
   


