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Romans 14:1-12 (Remembering to love)
It is fitting that our lectionary today should include scripture that is used at the first part of our burial service.  In the Rite 1 liturgy, the opening anthem includes, “For none of us liveth to himself, and no man dieth to himself.  For if we live, we live unto the Lord; and if we die, we die unto the Lord.  Whether we live, therefore, or die, we are the Lords.”  This is taken, almost word for word, from the KJV of the Bible, Romans 14:7-8.

Today we remember all those who died in the September 11th terrorist attacks, ten years ago.  We remember all those lives were viciously torn apart by the loss of husband and wife, father and mother, son and daughter, family member and friend.

There are many stories told by those who lost loved ones, ten years later.   I  want to tell just one.

It’s the story of Teri Maude, and of her husband, Lieutenant General Tim Maude.  They met in the fall of 1965 as freshmen at Marian College in Indianapolis.  As Teri puts it, “He was damn good-looking.”  By winter they were going steady.  Teri was an aspiring school teacher.  Tim, who at one time was on track to become a Roman Catholic priest, was close to flunking out of school.  In the spring of 1966, at the start of ground troop involvement in Vietnam, Tim enlisted in the Army.  It was the beginning of a 35-year military career.

After Basic Training he was chosen for Officer Candidate School.  Before being deployed to Vietnam in 1967, Tim was commissioned as 2nd Lieutenant in the Adjutant General’s Corps.  He was, at that time, the youngest officer on active duty in any branch of any service.

A month before leaving for Vietnam, and just a year after they started dating, Tim and Teri were engaged.  While apart they wrote letters.  According to Teri, Tim wrote every day, she every other.  They were both devout Catholics, and were faithful in praying together.  They both had a prayer book, and Tim would say certain prayers in the morning and Teri would say them before going to bed at night.

When Tim came back to the States, they got married.  Even though he was a war veteran and had received the Bronze Star, Tim was only 20.  He couldn’t even order a drink on their honeymoon.

The next 33 years were filled with adventure.  They raised two daughters and traveled wherever Tim was stationed: Indiana, California, Germany, Kansas, South Korea, Pennsylvania, and Washington D.C.  Tim climbed the ranks of the personnel department of the Army, eventually becoming a 3-star general and deputy chief of staff for Personnel.  He was passionate about the Green to Gold program, which helped enlisted soldiers receive a bachelor’s degree.

While raising their girls, Teri taught elementary school and junior high at various Army bases.  Later she taught adult education classes, including a child- and spouse-abuse prevention program.

On September 11th, 2001, Teri was in San Diego at a yearly conference.  She was scheduled to lead a presentation on domestic violence prevention.  Teri woke early, turned on the television and saw the World Trade Center burning.  A few minutes later, a second plane crashed into the South Tower.  As she watched, an inset in the lower right hand corner of the television screen showed the Pentagon burning.  She thought, “Oh my God.”  Then the phone rang.

It was Teri’s boss in Washington D.C., calling to tell her that the plane had slammed right into the Army personnel offices where Tim worked.  He asked if she had heard from Tim, and she answered, “No.”  Tim was the highest-ranking officer killed in the attack.

Then Teri said that the “Mrs. Maude persona” took over.  She had no time for tears or sadness.  She started contacting family and friends, and tried to find a way back to D.C. to take care of them.  When she got home, she saw several flower arrangements that people had sent.  She told her daughters, “No, we are not turning this place into a funeral home.  We’ve got to do something in lieu of flowers.”  They did.  They set up a scholarship in Tim’s name, for the Green to Gold soldiers.

It took a while, a couple of years, for the “Mrs. Maude persona” to disappear.  In 2001, Tim had been just 2 years away from retirement, and he and Teri had planned to move to Beaufort, S.C.  Teri decided to go ahead and move there.  She bought some land and had a house built, with the stipulation that it be finished before Sept 11th, 2003.  Teri did not want to spend another Sept 11th in a hotel.

In her new home, Teri watched Tim’s funeral on video for the first time.  She says, “I spent the next two or three days wallowing.  I let everything catch up . . . I let all of those feelings come back and I didn’t try to tame them or put them away.  It was my first uninterrupted long good cry.”

Teri continues serving as secretary of the Maude Foundation, dedicated to helping soldiers.  The foundation gives away eight annual scholarships to the Green to Gold Program, and a twice-yearly leadership lecture series for students taking military courses in Fort Jackson, S.C.  Teri told her daughters that by Sept 11th 2011 (today), she would cut back on her work for the foundation.  But her daughters laughed, saying, “Mom, you’re not going to give this up; you like soldiers too much.”

Of all that Teri said, what strikes me most is how she speaks of Tim:

“He’s around me everywhere . . . We grew up together, raised two beautiful daughters together, had adventures around the world together.  There’s not much in my life that I look at, touch, or reflect on that he’s not involved in, even ten years down the road.”

When Tim was alive, they talked every day as much as they could.  She’d call him at work several times during the day.  At night they would talk over dinner, and after dinner they would sit out on the porch and talk some more.  Teri continues to have conversations with him.

Tim is buried in Arlington Cemetery.  His headstone reads, “He took care of soldiers.”  Teri says, “I know he’s proud of me; I know he’s proud of the foundation, and the things we’ve done for soldiers.  I know he’s damn proud of that.  I know he’s proud of who I’ve become.”

The evening of September 11th, 2001, President George W. Bush addressed the nation.  This is part of his message to us.  Good evening. Today, our fellow citizens, our way of life, our very freedom came under attack in a series of deliberate and deadly terrorist acts. The victims were in airplanes, or in their offices; secretaries, businessmen and women, military and federal workers; moms and dads, friends and neighbors. Thousands of lives were suddenly ended by evil, despicable acts of terror.
 
The pictures of airplanes flying into buildings, fires burning, huge structures collapsing, have filled us with disbelief, terrible sadness, and a quiet, unyielding anger. These acts of mass murder were intended to frighten our nation into chaos and retreat. But they have failed; our country is strong. 
A great people has been moved to defend a great nation. Terrorist attacks can shake the foundations of our biggest buildings, but they cannot touch the foundation of America. These acts shattered steel, but they cannot dent the steel of American resolve.
 
America was targeted for attack because we're the brightest beacon for freedom and opportunity in the world. And no one will keep that light from shining.
 
Today, our nation saw evil, the very worst of human nature. And we responded with the best of America -- with the daring of our rescue workers, with the caring for strangers and neighbors who came to give blood and help in any way they could.
President Bush then outlined the government’s response plan, concluding: 

America and our friends and allies join with all those who want peace and security in the world, and we stand together to win the war against terrorism. Tonight, I ask for your prayers for all those who grieve, for the children whose worlds have been shattered, for all whose sense of safety and security has been threatened. And I pray they will be comforted by a power greater than any of us, spoken through the ages in Psalm 23: "Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I fear no evil, for You are with me."
 
This is a day when all Americans from every walk of life unite in our resolve for justice and peace. America has stood down enemies before, and we will do so this time. None of us will ever forget this day. Yet, we go forward to defend freedom and all that is good and just in our world. 

We know that many of those trapped in the buildings, in the last moments of their lives, used their cell phones to try and get in touch with their loved ones.  With a simple message:  “I love you.  Tell the kids I love them.”  If Tim Maude had been able to call Teri, he would have.

But just as the terrorists could not shake the foundations of America, they could not destroy love, they could not destroy faith, they could not destroy hope.

The love that Teri has for Tim is undiminished.  They talk, unencumbered by being on distant shores.  They are right in knowing they will be reunited, in a place and manner that we can only perceive dimly.

They lived their lives together, remembering to love.  I think that is the greatest lesson, the best memorial we can give to those who died ten years ago today.  Remembering to love.  Do this today.  Remember those you love who are now with our Lord.  And remember those you love who are with you now.  Talk with them.  Embrace them.  Share meals and adventures with them.

And always remember to tell them that you love them.
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