
My youngest brother is an army veteran. He served a fifteen month tour in Afghanistan in 2007. 
During that time, I kept in close contact. I had a desk job as the Canon for Youth and Young 
Adult ministries in the diocese of Western North Carolina and I kept my instant messenger 
screen up at all times so that when my brother wasn’t fighting and was bored in his barracks, we 
could talk. I still remember the cold fear that I felt and the taste of metal in my mouth whenever I 
saw a message that said, “you won’t hear from me for a while, I can’t tell you where I’m going, 
I’ll message you when I get back.” Over the course of fifteen months, Alex fought in 150 gun 
battles. It was a hard fifteen months for our family. But as the veterans in the room can tell you, 
it was much worse for Alex and the relief that took away all my pain and fear when he returned 
was not shared by him. His pain and fear remained. The things he did and the things he saw and 
the people he lost were not washed away when he landed on American soil and joined all our 
family and friends at a welcome home party.  
 
For a soldier, laying down your life goes beyond be willing to die. It means that the life you 
always had is over. Replaced by a new depth won from pain. It means that the life they once 
envisioned will be shadowed by the memories of suffering that all the rest of us can’t understand. 
Laying down your life for the freedom of others means being willing to come home lonely, and 
broken, and having a maybe having a harder time connecting with those that can’t fathom what 
you have experienced. Alex is forever different. For a long time, I worried it was a different that 
would take him away from me forever. I have since learned that he didn’t go anywhere, he 
simply went deeper into the incarnational experience of being human and he now possess a 
wisdom that I will never know. As an older sister, that was a hard pill to swallow. I felt helpless 
in the healing of my soldier, my baby brother soldier. How could I ever understand?  
 
I remember him telling me that in his very first gun battle, he couldn’t make his legs move. He 
kept trying to make himself stand up in the tank and his legs wouldn’t move. How could I 
understand that kind of fear? What could I say, how could I comfort him? 
 
But as time went on, the Lord my God heard my prayers; my prayers for guidance, my prayers 
for my brother. Because one day I found my baptismal certificate. I was baptized at 5 months old 
and the date was September 11th. It stopped my breath when I saw that date because I realized 
this was the third in a series of synchronicities between my brother and me. For some reason, he 
and I have linked up at various times throughout this journey of war. The first time I felt linked 
to Alex was through the little green, military Episcopal prayer book. I bought it when I found out 
my brother was going over seas and I highlighted all the parts I thought he would need. When I 
got done, I had highlighted the whole book! Alex told me it fit perfectly into the front pocket of 
his uniform and he always carried it with him. The other men in his unit decieded they wanted 
one too so I ended up shipping two boxes of prayer books to Afghanistan. I believe that through 
that book, I too, went with him.  
 
The next synchronicity was when I was flying to India on a mission trip. I fell asleep and 
happened to startle awake. I looked on the map and the little airplane alerted me to the fact that I 
was flying directly above Afghanistan. It was an eerie feeling; knowing I was 30,000 feet above 
my brother. I said a prayer that God would wrap my brother in his arms and I later learned that at 
that moment, Alex was fighting in one of the bloodiest battles of that war. Finally, looking at my 
baptismal certificate, I realized the last synchronicity. My brother was a choral singer and his 



chorus sang in the pit of the World Trade Center as rescuers cleared debris and bodies. It was 
that experience that made him enlist in the army. September 11th gave him his call and 
September 11th gave me my call. You see, my baptism calls me into the world in service. It 
connected me to the priesthood of all believers and united me, through Christ, to every soul on 
the planet. My burden became the world’s burden and the world’s burden became my burden. 
And as I stared at my baptismal certificate and felt that familiar connection to my brother I 
realized that though I had not fought, I could still carry some of his burden. In fact, I realized, it 
was my job to do so. Because soldiers are not alone. They are members of the body of Christ and 
the string that ties my heart to God’s is the same string that ties my string to theirs and their 
hearts to God’s and so on.  
 
I’ll never know what Alex went through but knowing isn’t important. Being is what’s important. 
I will be with him. Whatever he needs me to bear, I will bear. When his burden becomes too 
heavy to carry, I will take something off his shoulders. I will see him as God sees him: perfect 
and holy and beloved. Because I know that the gospel truth is that there is nothing you can do 
and there is nothing that can happen to you that can take who God created you to be away. We 
are all holy and perfect and beloved and because our God is the warrior above all warriors we 
will all remain that way forever. 
 
The gospel tells us that there is no greater love than to lay down one’s life for one’s friends. The 
ones we remember today have gifted us with great love. They have laid down their life for us and 
paid the same price that Christ paid, which is death. They truly picked up their cross and 
followed Christ. And today I want to remember those that laid down their old lives for the new 
life of burden and painful memory: the veterans who carry their crosses still. Let me remind the 
Veterans in the room that you are not alone and the body of Christ will hold you up. Because we 
are one, united in heart and mind and soul. We are grateful to you for your love and we will 
respond to that love by loving you back.  
 
For everyone else in the room, let us all remember that we are one. Whatever burdens you might 
be carrying this day. Remember that God commanded us to be in community with each other for 
the very purpose of bearing each other’s burdens. Lean on one another. Feel the connection that 
you have to everyone in the room for Christ and no that you have never been alone a day in your 
life and you will never be alone. As the good blue hymnal reminds us:  
 
“you were their rock, their fortress, and their might; you, Lord, their Captain in the well fought 
fight; you, in the darkness drear, the one true light. And when the strife is fierce, the warefare 
long; steals on the ear the distant triumph song, and hearts are brave again and arms are strong. 
Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia!” 
 


