
It is a day of remembering 
and a day of reflection, 
for all who have come before us, and all who have served us.  

It is a day to give thanks 
and a day to prepare, 
that we might find our place 
in bringing the Kingdom of Heaven.  

May we be ever vigilant 
for the coming of the Lord, 
that we be ready to light the way.  

Let the light shine! 
Let us worship the Lord!  

 
Jesus said, “Do this to remember me” and Sunday by Sunday we gather 
to worship and remember all that Jesus has done for us.  
But today, we also pause to remember all that the men and women who fought in the great wars, 
and all those who fight today in  
wars around the world; for their sacrifices and bravery 
to bring peace to our world, they fight to make our world a better place.  
 
Lord, are we ready? 
Can we be quiet and still, as we remember.  
What are we remembering?  
We remember the lives lost 
in battle, in bombings, 
in hospital beds and trenches.  
 
We remember the bravery of the young men 
who went off to war, 
they were not ready  
for the horrors they faced.  
We remember the women and children left behind,  
having to get ready 
for air raids and rationing.  
We remember those industries getting ready for war, 
for those making munitions battle armour and uniforms.  
We remember the leaders 
getting ready for the biggest battle of their lives, 
taking risks and making decisions that would affect millions of lives.  
 
We remember that those who fought, fought for peace, 
a peace they hoped would last forever.  
We remember 
that it is now our turn 
to get ready, 
ready to remember 
the sacrifices of those who have gone before us, and those who still fight for peace today.  



We pause to remember, for we must never forget.  
 
Lord, even as we confess that there are times when we ourselves struggle to find peaceful ways to 
live in this world, forgive us, Lord,  
renew us and remake us in way of Jesus.  
Lord, we confess that there have been times when we have used our words and actions to cause 
pain and destruction instead of peace and reconciliation,  forgive us, Lord, 
renew us and remake us in the way of Jesus Christ, your Son, 
As we pray together the words he taught us saying  

Address 

2014 Poppies  
Blood Swept Lands and seas of red 
How many of you remember this art work on display in 2014 for the centenary of the start of the 
first world war. 
 
888246 – When I was fortunate enough to get one of thes poppies I never thought I would find 
myself thinking about deaths on that scale within a few years. 

This past six month has been strange. 

Many have compared the way we have had to live to that of the time of the Spanish Flu at the end 
of world war one, with some very obvious differences.  Restrictions have been placed upon us, and 
we have been encouraged to play our part in fighting the virus, whether on the front line or by 
staying safe at home.    

This year I hope we have learned to not take things for granted.  

For better or worse, We have all been part of history. 

As I was and will be saying to children in our virtual assemblies, 
2020 has been a really hard year, 
For those who have lost loved ones to Corona virus, 
And many other illnesses, as they haven’t been able to visit, 
For the nurses and doctors and carers and emergency workers 
Hard for those who are isolated and live on their own. 
Hard for those who have lost their jobs 
For children doing school work at home,  
For teachers learning to teach in new ways 
For parents trying to help children learn and work at the same time 
For all of the things that have been cancelled 
But there have been good things as well 
Rainbows as a sign of hope 
Plants thriving 
More apples than ever 
Less pollution 
More family time 
More exercise  
More fresh air to breathe 
 



And for those soldiers, sailor, and airmen, 
And all those working for the war effort back home,  
Who lost their lives in the cause of freedom, in the perils of war. 
During the poppy art installation, visitors were asked, 
Why do we remember today? 
The paid the ultimate sacrifice for our freedom 
To learn from it 
So it doesn’t happen again 
 
We will all remember 2020, For many different things, 
Depending on our circumstances, but  
My hope is that we will have regained or learned again 
Something of the sacrifice of those who have gone before us and those who continue to serve and 
their families, of their devotion to duty, and their willingness to do what was necessary to protect 
their people, but also of the content of their character. 
I was hugely moved last night by  
CNN’s Van Jones was overcome with emotion after the network called the election for Joe Biden and 
Kamala Harris. He remarked: 
“It’s easier to be a parent this morning, it’s easier to be a dad. It’s easier to tell your kids character 
matters, it matters. Telling the truth matters. Being a good person matters.” 
Remembrance Matters.  Hope Matters 
It’s been a long hard year, it’s been a long hard week, but for many it has and will be a long hard 
lifetime without the friendship and companionship of those who never came back from the 
battlefield, or the hospital bed, today these are the ones whom we remember, for  

Through it all 
God has been with us, 
Jesus has wept with us, 
and the Spirit has inspired us, as they always do. 

For a moment, I want to take you to reflect on why you remember, on who you remember, and how 
you remember them. 

Now let’s focus on our current circumstance for a moment,  

Looking back at the past nine months, had you had more notice, what preparations would you have 
made, if any?  
What has been the hardest part to cope with?  
How have you played your part? 
What might you have done differently  
 
And now, for another moment, I want to think about what you’ve learned, 
How you’ve grown, what you will now do differently. 

Psalm 78:1-7 

My people, hear my teaching; 
    listen to the words of my mouth. 
2 I will open my mouth with a parable; 
    I will utter hidden things, things from of old— 
3 things we have heard and known, 



    things our ancestors have told us. 
4 We will not hide them from their descendants; 
    we will tell the next generation 
the praiseworthy deeds of the Lord, 
    his power, and the wonders he has done. 
5 He decreed statutes for Jacob 
    and established the law in Israel, 
which he commanded our ancestors 
    to teach their children, 
6 so the next generation would know them, 
    even the children yet to be born, 
    and they in turn would tell their children. 
7 Then they would put their trust in God 
    and would not forget his deeds 
    but would keep his commands. 

1 Thessalonians 4:13-18 

13 Brothers and sisters, we do not want you to be uninformed about those who sleep in death, so 
that you do not grieve like the rest of mankind, who have no hope. 14 For we believe that Jesus died 
and rose again, and so we believe that God will bring with Jesus those who have fallen asleep in 
him.15 According to the Lord’s word, we tell you that we who are still alive, who are left until the 
coming of the Lord, will certainly not precede those who have fallen asleep.16 For the Lord himself 
will come down from heaven, with a loud command, with the voice of the archangel and with the 
trumpet call of God, and the dead in Christ will rise first. 17 After that, we who are still alive and are 
left will be caught up together with them in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air. And so we will be 
with the Lord forever.18 Therefore encourage one another with these words. 

Matthew 5: 1-12,17-20 

5 Now when Jesus saw the crowds, he went up on a mountainside and sat down. His disciples came 
to him, 2 and he began to teach them. 

The Beatitudes 

He said: 

3 “Blessed are the poor in spirit, 
    for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 
4 Blessed are those who mourn, 
    for they will be comforted. 
5 Blessed are the meek, 
    for they will inherit the earth. 
6 Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, 
    for they will be filled. 
7 Blessed are the merciful, 
    for they will be shown mercy. 
8 Blessed are the pure in heart, 
    for they will see God. 
9 Blessed are the peacemakers, 
    for they will be called children of God. 



10 Blessed are those who are persecuted because of righteousness, 
    for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 
11 “Blessed are you when people insult you, persecute you and falsely say all kinds of evil against you 
because of me. 12 Rejoice and be glad, because great is your reward in heaven, for in the same way 
they persecuted the prophets who were before you. 

The Fulfilment of the Law 

17 “Do not think that I have come to abolish the Law or the Prophets; I have not come to abolish 
them but to fulfil them. 18 For truly I tell you, until heaven and earth disappear, not the smallest 
letter, not the least stroke of a pen, will by any means disappear from the Law until everything is 
accomplished.19 Therefore anyone who sets aside one of the least of these commands and teaches 
others accordingly will be called least in the kingdom of heaven, but whoever practices and teaches 
these commands will be called great in the kingdom of heaven. 20 For I tell you that unless your 
righteousness surpasses that of the Pharisees and the teachers of the law, you will certainly not 
enter the kingdom of heaven. 

Hymn Take this moment time and space  

Sermon 

The poppy has become the defining and abiding symbol of remembrance in this country, and its 
poignance is something I have reflected on often in this year of loss and grief, when we are 
separated from loved ones, and when so many in our society have sacrificed so much on our behalf. 
Each year tens of millions of Poppies are sold in Britain.  
Perhaps this year more than ever, Poppies are worn not only on lapels, but football shirts and 
facemasks, wrist bands and car windows. Their deep red colour projected onto buildings.  
They have formed the basis of powerful acts of public art: be they the 888,246 ceramic poppies were 
used in Paul Cummins and Tom Piper’s instillation “Blood swept lands and Seas of Red” at the Tower 
of London in 2014 or the several dozen poppies knitted by the some of you during the centenary 
year. 
But it was not certain that Poppies would develop into such a pervasive symbol. 
I recently saw a passage from the book, Where the Poppies Blow, by historian John Lewis-Stempel 
where he maps the experience of the soldiers of the trenches through their engagement with the 
natural world which they experienced through the horror, and boredom,  
and filth, but sometimes unexpected beauty of the trenches. 
It came as a surprise to me, and perhaps to many of you,  
to read that many of the British Tommys spent a good deal  
of their time in the trenches cultivating gardens.  
Some of these were for the practical needs of food production. In fact, by the end of the Great War 
it is estimated that the British Army was self-sufficient in the fruit and vegetables they grew. 
But greater pride and interest was spent on small flower gardens they would cultivate on the rear 
ramparts of their trenches. 
Will you please send as soon as possible two packets of candytuft and two packets of nasturtium 
seeds? 
Captain Lionel Crouch wrote to his father in Chelmsford in 1915. 
Some of the reasons for this growing was understandable.  
Much in the same way, many who’ve stayed at home during this pandemic have tried to improve 
their well-being through gardening and communing with nature on walks and spending much more 
time outdoors. 
For the soldiers in a life which often crushingly boring,  



the cultivation of a small garden was something to do.  
Some stretches even running their own version of Britain in Bloom –  
or perhaps Flanders in Bloom - to add a level of competitive edge.  
At a deeper more emotional level these little gardens could be a powerful remembrance of home, 
and in a life which was callously random, they offered some semblance of control and order in a 
disordered and distorted world. In a comment which could be true of many of us here today, Lewis-
Stempel suggests that: 
Love of flowers in the trenches was similar to love of religion. 
Few British soldiers declared it, almost everyone had it. 
It is in and through this unique environment that the Poppy emerged as the defining memento 
mori for the British society. 
In late 1914, the fields of Northern France and Flanders were once again ripped open as World War 
One raged through Europe's heart.  
This was a unique environment, trodden by soldiers, made barren by crossfire, and watered with 
blood, and in this unique environment the Poppy - which reminded so many of home thrived. The 
artillery barrages of both sides turned Isaiah’s vision on its head, ploughing and churning no-man’s 
land. The explosions actually helped spread the poppy seeds around the mud churned land. And the 
nitrogen of the explosives as well as the rotting remains of fallen animals and soldiers created a 
uniquely fertile environment for these poppies to blossom and bloom. So it was not a poetic image, 
but a reality of this beauty in a seemingly God-forsaken place which led Gordon McCrae to write, the 
day after leading the prayers at the ad hoc funeral of one of his dearest friends. 
In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses row on row… 
From those words written in 1915, through the first Poppy Appeals of the 1920s, through to the 
millions we see in our public remembrance across this country today, the simple red Poppy has 
become the most eloquent expression of the deep sorrow and gratitude that so many feel for those 
who have given their lives in time of war. 
And what has struck me most this year, is that in this simple beautiful flower, we have a symbol of 
what can GROW from the tragedy of loss, and isolation, and separation from loved ones. 
This is what I spoke about with the children in a virtual assembly on Friday, and will speak about 
another group of children at 11am on the 11th day of the 11th month on Wednesday.   
And with that focus on hope and new life growing out of perils of war and the difficulties of this time 
I would like to close with a dear colleagues thought for today from Rev Tom Gordon, a gift which he 
has provided his fellow minister’s every day of this pandemic, which has helped us to reflect on all 
that is going on. 
 
We will remember them ... Today, on Remembrance Sunday, we stand in respectful silence at our 
cenotaphs, war-memorials, or even on our own doorsteps, and we remember. We remember the 
fallen as we should, and,  
as bugles sound and pipers play, as flags are lowered and tears are shed, we remember, respectfully, 
deeply, sadly, painfully.  
 
We will remember them – from the horrors of Ypres to the beaches of Normandy; from the hills of 
the Falklands to the sands of Afghanistan; from the torn cities of Iraq to terrorist autocracies in our 
own streets ... we will remember them, for that is our promise.  
 
But when respectful silences are over for another year; when bulges no longer sound and Poppy 
Wreaths are faded by the rain; when medals are unpinned and flags are stowed away, will we still 
take time to remember? Will we read the names on our war memorials on other days of the year? 
Will we weep for all those who did not die in battle? Will we carry in our daily deliberations the 
saints and sinners of all our generations past? Will we shed silent tears when no two-minutes are 



called for, bow our heads when no ‘Last Post’ is sounded? Will we cherish the legacy of goodness 
and truth, of justice and peace offered to us as gifts by those who have gone before? Will we? Will 
we remember like that?  
 
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old. Age shall not weary them, nor the years 
condemn. At the going down of the sun and in the morning ...  
and in all the times in between, we will remember them, we will! We have  
to remember them, because they matter so much. At the going down of the sun, and in the 
morning? No! All the time ...  
 
Thanks to Tom for these powerful words. 
In the Poppy we,  remember the sacrifice of those who, fell in both world wars and the many 
conflicts since.  
Those in whose veins, to quote the poet Isaac Rosenburg, the Poppies found their root. In the Poppy 
we glimpse an image and picture of the bravery and brutality of war. Seeing in this simple annual 
flower, and in its short and brilliant flowering, the image of a generation cut down all too soon. But 
rather than simply looking back in the Poppy we also points us forward. In the trenches flowers 
became a sign of hope and deep spiritual epiphany. That in these simple flowers emerging through 
the rubbles of that seemingly God-forsaken landscape of no-man’s land something good, something 
beautiful might and could and should emerge. 

 

God of peace and God of justice, 
on a day of remembrance 
we bring to mind all those who serve our nation: for those in the armed forces 
who around the world put their lives at risk; 
for those in positions of leadership 
who have choices to make 
and to whom we look for guidance; 
for those in healthcare and social care 
who tend those who need support, 
for those in education 
who prepare us in our lives, 
for those protecting us, 
from police to fire services, 
paramedics to security, 
we give thanks for them all 
and so many others, 
for their work and commitment. 
May they remain vigilant and dedicated, 
keen to serve others, 
and make this world a more just, 
a more peaceful, 
a healthier place to live.  

God of all being and God of coming, 
we recognise you at work in the here and now, and at work to bring about the future. 
We know you look to us 
to strive and yearn towards the coming days, that we can be part of a world 
that seeks to heal and not stoke division, 



that seeks to build bridges of care and support, that seeks to lift up the poor and disadvantaged, that 
seeks to bring about your kingdom 
one action, one word at a time.  

God of love and God of expectation, we pray for all people 
who feel lost and abandoned, 
who feel they have no value,  

who feel the pressures of financial loss, job loss, and a loss of purpose. 
May they know your love 
and experience your support  

through communities that care and reach out to help.  

Be with us all, Lord God, 
that we might be your eyes and ears, your hands and feet, 
your heart and soul, 
wherever we find need. 
In your name we pray. 
Amen.  

Hymn I had a dream a man once said to the tune of “Dear Lord and Father of Mankind” 

 

 


