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 It was a solemn occasion as we stood at the Viet Nam Traveling Memorial Wall.  Even 

the young children present were unusually subdued.  Bonnie and I, along with many others, 

found names on the wall of young men from our past.  We gently touched the name of a 

classmate of Bonnie, An Air Force pilot, shot down and never found.  Similarly, we touched the 

name of a young Marine who was killed in his bunk when a rocket hit its mark.  His was the first 

funeral I conducted as a very young and inexperienced minister.  Two of our grandchildren 

assisted us in making pencil rubbings of each name.  When I heard a woman sobbing behind me 

I turned to look.  She was probably in her mid-sixties.  She leaned against the black wall with 

both hands resting on a name as she sobbed, “My husband”.  As we drove home it struck me that 

this woman in her sixties has only memories of a husband in his twenties.  Tears fill my eyes 

each time I hear The Statler Brothers sing the following song: 

  

More Than A Name On A Wall 

  

I saw her from a distance 

As she walked up to the wall. 

In her hand she held some flowers 

As her tears began to fall. 

  

And she took out pen and paper 

As to trace her memories 

And she looked up to heaven 

And the words she said were these… 

  

She said, Lord my boy was special, 

And he meant so much to me, 

And oh I’d love to see him 

Just one more time you see. 



All I have are the memories 

And the moments to recall 

So Lord could you tell him 

He’s more than a name on a wall. 

  

She said he really missed the family 

And being home on Christmas day, 

And he died for God and country 

In a place so far away. 

  

I remember just a little boy 

Playing war since he was three, 

But Lord this time I know, 

He’s not coming home to me. 

  

And she said Lord my boy was special, 

And he meant so much to me. 

And oh God I’d love to see him 

But I know it just can’t be. 

So thank you for my memories 

And the moments to recall, 

But Lord could you tell him, 

He’s more than a name on a wall. 

  

 Today we are honoring the veterans of the Pataskala congregation.  Immediately 

following the morning worship we will remain in the auditorium for about a twenty minute 

program.  Then we will proceed to the fellowship room for lunch in honor of them.  Please stay. 

  

 


