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 For some of us, the older we get, the more a challenge it is to remember things.   
I thought I’ve been doing pretty well remembering your names--until last Sunday, when I 
called one of you by the name of another member of your family.  That was 
embarrassing.  As they say in China, “Oh, I have lost face!”  Thankfully, you whose 
name I forgot were gracious.  Like God, in our text, is gracious.  And God is gracious, 
because, unlike humans with faulty memories, God remembers. 

I thought of this old familiar story of Noah and the flood during our trip to 
Manitoba a few weeks ago.  I thought of it for two reasons.  One reason was because it 
was raining there.  A lot.  Too much.  This is the third year in a row western Manitoba 
has gotten an excessive amount of rain.  The farmers, who weren’t able to plant their 
fields, or whose emerging crops were already yellow and stunted from standing in 
water, were getting pretty discouraged.   In many places around the globe, weather 
patterns have gotten weird.  Quite a few people see the unseasonal rainfalls and floods 
and severe winters and droughts and deadlier hurricanes as an ominous warning that 
climate change is real, and that humans should wake up and change their ways before 
it is too late, before ecological calamity strikes. 

Which, of course, humans do not do in the days of Noah.  They don’t wake up 
and change their ways, and some weird weather results.   You know the story.  The 
earth had become, as the writer says, corrupt and violent.  And God says, “What in the 
world has happened to my good world?”  And in his heart God grieves at the scene, 
God feels something of the mix of anger and grief that loving parents might feel toward 
a stubbornly rebellious child.  And God says, “Enough, I’ve had it, up to here.”  And in 
an act of vengeance God lifts the restraints, and  lets loose an ecological calamity--an 
enormous tsunami, a devastating flood.   And the whole earth reverts back to the waters 
of chaos, which were there before God had begun to create.  Except for Noah, and his 
family, and two pairs of every living things, whom God places in an ark, and eventually 
remembers. 

God’s remembering of Noah brings me to the second reason why I thought of the 
flood story while in Manitoba.   Julie and I visited our long-time friend Tina.  And Tina, 
now in her mid-80s, is having trouble with her memory.  She is struggling to remember. 

I first met Tina in 1977, when I was teaching at Elim Bible Institute.  Her son 
John, a student, invited me to his home over Easter weekend.  Tina and her husband 
George and I hit it off, and we stayed in touch after that.  For many years Tina would 
pray for me every Tuesday morning, including the plea that I would find a wife.  It took a 
while, but those prayers were finally answered.  In later years Julie and I would often 
visit Tina and George, and Tina would always greet us with a great big bear hug.   

This time our visit with Tina was a little different.  George died about 4 years ago, 
and just a year ago Tina moved into a retirement home.  Though she still has the bear 



hug, it’s becoming apparent that Tina doesn’t remember things quite so well anymore.   
We could probably say that she has a form of “progressive cognitive impairment,” 
possibly an early stage of Alzheimer’s disease.  Tina is very aware of what’s happening 
to her, even jokes about it.  “Oh, I’m doing so well here in my new home,” she said.  
“But you know, my top story is getting a little shaky.  And some of us in the home here 
don’t know whether we’re going east or west. “   But during our visit, Tina was pretty 
clear-minded, and we had some very good conversations, though she did repeat some 
questions, and had trouble writing down our phone number.  

 It’s painful to watch someone close to you lose their capacity to remember.  You 
realize how much our memories make us up as persons, and when someone’s memory 
drains away they seem to lose their self.  Right now, Tina seems to be at a good place.   
She’s making new friends in her new home.   Her relationship with her 5 children seems 
stronger than it’s ever been.  She appears to be living fully in the present, she is 
learning to let go of things she can no longer control.   And she is so very thankful to 
God.  “I count my blessings every day,” Tina  says.  “I pray for you…I sit at window see 
clouds…I’m not alone…my kids are so good to me…I live like the Queen of  Sheba.  I’m 
so happy and thankful and blessed…my faith is strong…God is so good to me.”   But I 
expect that the day might come when Tina will no longer be able to remember, to 
remember her family, and Julie and me, and those clouds, and the mercies of God. 

 What does God do when you and I no longer remember?  When we do not 
remember and honor God as creator, as they did in the days of Noah?   When we fail to 
remember people who are suffering today?   When perhaps we are no longer able to 
remember, because of the degeneration of our brain cells in “progressive cognitive 
impairment” and diseases like Alzheimer’s? 

 Perhaps the story of Noah and the flood can give us some hope.  The turning 
point of the story comes when the flood is at its worst, and that ark is bobbing around 
aimlessly on the waves.  It is then that God remembers.   In the cultures around ancient 
Israel, there were other stories of tempermental gods who, in a fit, would flood the world 
because they were angry at humans.  But only in Israel’s flood story does God 
remember.  And when God remembers, things happen.  The flood waters recede.  A 
dove appears with an olive branch.  And God makes a promise.  God makes a fresh 
commitment to his creation.  God says, "I will never again curse the ground because of 
humankind.  Nor will I ever, ever, ever again destroy every living thing as I have done."  
And that new covenant God promises is unconditional, it will require nothing of humans, 
it will remain in force even should  humans again fail to remember him.  It seems that 
God’s remembering is a sign that something has changed deep in God’s heart, and that 
God is now fully committed to the world’s life. 

 And God invents a sign for himself, to be sure that he never forgets his promise 
to always seek the life, and never the death, of the world.  Some people tie strings 
around their finger to make them remember things they need to do.   In our house, Julie 
puts a waste basket in the middle of the kitchen floor to help her remember.   Some 
married couples look at their wedding rings, to help them to remember their promise to 
be faithful to their spouse, “till death do us part.” 



For God, the sign to make him remember is—you know it—the rainbow:  “I have 
set my bow in the clouds.  It will be a sign of the covenant between me and the earth.”  
Actually that rainbow likely meant more than colourful bands of light refracted through 
rain drops.  That rainbow was like the warrior’s bow, now hung up, retired, de-
commissioned, pacified, because God has vowed never again to wage war against his 
world.  No “until death do us part,” for God.  Rather, it’s “even though my human 
creatures do deathly things, they and I shall never be parted.”    

I think this good news that lies at the heart of the story of Noah and the flood—
the “gospel” that “God remembers”--means several things. 

First, it means that God is committed to always seek the good of all, saints and 
sinners alike.  After the flood, humanity was no different.   The human heart didn’t 
change, corruption and violence continued.  Even that one righteous man Noah, the first 
thing he does upon leaving the ark is plant a vineyard and get drunk.   And, yes, God 
will let humans reap painful consequences for their ongoing failure to honor God.  Even 
Israel, God’s chosen people, will go into slavery because of their disobedience.  We 
may face a lot more weird weather because of our lack of care for God’s creation.  But 
God responds to human disobedience not with a new flood, but with Jesus, because 
God remembers his promise, not to destroy, but to seek the world’s life.   

 The second thing God’s remembering means is that God remembers those who 
are forgotten.   There are a lot of people who are suffering today, who are ignored, or 
forgotten, because our attention spans are so short, so much hostage to a 24-hour TV 
news cycle that brings us the latest disaster today and a new one tomorrow.  The last 
few weeks we’ve been praying about the fighting in Gaza, because that’s dominating 
the news.  Before that it was the fighting in Ukraine and Syria.   But what about those 
400 schoolgirls kidnapped in Nigeria, who we prayed for some months ago?  They’re 
still missing. Do we remember them?    

God does, God still remembers them, and God also remembers the suffering 
people in the 40-odd other countries where armed conflict and war is going on today.   
And God remembers your suffering and mine, which we may not wish to share with 
anyone here or anywhere.   Jesus assured his friends that God remembers them so 
much that “the very hairs of their head” are numbered.  In all things, God is somehow, 
somewhere, there, remembering us, working for life. 

 And the third thing the good news of the flood story means is that God 
remembers those who can no longer remember anything.  Like might happen to my 
dear friend Tina one day.  Even though her memory may fail, God will remember her.  
God wiil remember us, even if we don’t know our name.  God will cherish us, even when 
our minds are gone and we seem to have become an empty shell.  And God also 
remembers the spouses and children and caregivers of those whose memory has 
failed.  God, too, remembers them, in their pain. 

 And one more thing.  God’s re-membering is more than recalling, like me 
recalling your name.  For God to re-member means to re-knit, to re-connect, to put our 
dis-membered bodies and minds and relationships back together.  When God re-



members, God re-creates the world.  That is the hope that we have as Christians, that 
one day, God will put this beautiful but broken creation back together.  And that final re-
membering, I believe, will include healing our painful memories, and also giving back 
their memories to people who now might lose theirs now, like my friend Tina. 


