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These Are The Good Days 

 Memory is oddly untrustworthy. 

 Not in the details, but in the completeness, the feel. You can remember something with absolute crystal 

clarity, and it probably was the way you remember it, but there are always little gaps. Things missing. It isn't  

completely the thing it was. Your preconceptions about the time effect your memories of the time. If I remember 

2011 as an outstanding year, the difficulties of that year fade into the background. The spikey parts, the hard parts, 

they don't seem so bad now as I think back on it. The opposite is true. If I remember 2015 as a gigantic steaming 

pile of garbage, the happy moments of that year seem inconsequential, they have no impact. They're just little  

pinpricks of light in a yawning black abyss. 

 What does any of this have to do with Jesus? It doesn't, not exactly. This is a gentle caution, a brotherly 

challenge, if you like. I've heard a lot of talk about the old days. The subject varies. Sometimes itôs the old days of 

the church, the old days of the country. Better days. The days when people had more kids, the world made more 

sense, the church was bigger, and we did all kinds of events. Things were safer. People weren't crazy. 

 I never saw those days. I wasn't around. I believe you. I really do. You folks do a good job of painting me 

pictures of those days. I know they were real, and I know they were good. I know what it's like to have a golden 

age. I have my good years too. I miss how I felt during those years, I miss how things seemed... better.  

 People in the Bible did this too. In Ezra, the Jews return to their ruined homeland of Israel to rebuild all that 

has been destroyed. They finally finish the foundation of the temple, and Ezra records this reaction: òAnd all the 

people gave a great shout of praise to the Lord, because the foundation of the house of the Lord was laid. 

But many of the older priests and Levites and family heads, who had seen the former temple, wept aloud 

when the saw the foundation of the temple being laid...ó They wept because they remembered the old temple, 

how glorious it was. The new temple just didn't compare, even unfinished, it was only a shadow of what it had 

been.  

 Remember: Memory isn't trustworthy. Not all the way. My challenge to you folks who long for the good old 

days is to recognize that, if they went back to those days, they'd find just as much trouble and fear and frustration 

and sin and other awfulness as any other time. Furthermore, if you look at this time, you will find just as much joy 

and good and laughter and pride as those times before. You just have to see it. It's there. 

 Our glory is eternally now. I know the times hardly seen glorious. They seem filthy, used, tired, faded. 

None of that changes what God tells us. Our glory is now. We are God's children now. We are God's church now. 

We are saved by Jesus Christ now. We are loved by God now. All this is who we are. 

 To be church is to be saved by God, loved by God, and to be heard by God. All that is just as true as it 

was back then. Nothing has changed. The numbers have changed. The faces have changed. What we do has 

changed a little bit. But the important stuff, the things that make us church, cannot and will not ever change. 

 Treasure your good memories. They are gifts. But while you do that, see the glory of today. The glory of 

being God's child and God's servant. There is plenty of it, and if it seems hard to see, maybe try to focus past what 

you expect and find something you don't. God's good hands are everywhere. Find something good today. Either 

about the church, the faith, the world, your life, your friends, whatever it may be. If you can't find anything, give 

thanks to God who gives all good things. He's still giving. It's out there. Ask Him for the wisdom to see it. 

Pastor Fremer 
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Registration for the 2023-2024 
school year is now open. Your child 

must be three by September 1, 
2023 to enroll. For more  

information on our state licensed 
preschool, please visit our website 
or pick up a brochure at church. 

Preschool Registration 

2023-2024 


