Jesus Never Got a Medal
By Richard Wangard

I think back to Vietnam and all the other wars.  I think of what is going on now in the Ukraine.  I think of my brothers and sisters who never made it home.  How almost two million have perished in the four-year was between Russia and the Ukraine.  I think of how Jesus died on the cross showing what bravery and courage is all about.

Jesus could have changed everything with a snap of his fingers but chose not to for the benefit of humankind.  He suffered for all of us as we humans continue to make huge mistakes.  In three tours of Vietnam I saw unbelievable courage, sacrifice and bravery!  How come nobody ever talks about the courage and bravery of Jesus?

I don’t have any answers.  The older I get the more I don’t know.  What kind of award or medal would you even give to Jesus for what He did?  To forgive us for all we do wrong---every single one of us!  The power is only measured by the sacrifice He gave.  I look forward to meeting Jesus when my time comes and asking Him just where did all His courage and bravery come from?  That is only possible if I have lived a good enough life to deserve to meet Him.  To forgive is divine, but hard to do when you are wronged.  Jesus had no problems doing just that.

I look up to Jesus as a friend and big brother or perhaps as someone flying with me in those C-130’s going straight up or straight down.  Why I made it out of the Nam I will never know.  Perhaps it was meant to be.  I know my guardian angel had to work overtime.  I try to live the best life possible, but come up short.  I owe it to my brothers and sisters who never had a chance to live their lives.  More so I owe it to God who for some reason saved me.  I don’t know the mysteries of God, but I sure want to ask.  I want to shake Jesus’ hand and say thank you!
