
WORSHIP AT HOME FOR REMEMBRANCE DAY 2021 

Dear friends, 

This week we remember all those who have given their lives – or have been prepared to do so – for us and 

for future generations. All we can do now is remember with gratitude and pledge to work for peace 

wherever we can.  

I hope that each one of you is able to live your life as you would hope – and remember that Christ walks 

with you every step of the way. Every blessing, Margaret.  

Call to worship: Surrounded by memories, near and far, we come before you, O Lord our God. 

In the middle of turmoil, you offer us peace. 

In the middle of conflict, you offer us peace. 

Now we come to worship for we know that our future is in your hands and that your promises are true. 

Amen. 

 

The words to ‘O God our help’ written by Isaac Watts [1674-1748].    Singing the Faith 132 

1 O God, our help in ages past, our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy blast and our eternal home. 

 

2 Under the shadow of thy throne thy saints have dwelt secure; 

Sufficient is thine arm alone, and our defence is sure. 

 

3 Before the hills in order stood, or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God, to endless years the same. 

 

4 A thousand ages in thy sight are like an evening gone, 

Short as the watch that ends the night before the rising sun. 

 

5 The busy tribes of flesh and blood with all their cares and fears, 

Are carried downward by the flood, and lost in following years. 

 

6 Time, like an ever-rolling stream bears all its sons away; 

They fly forgotten, as a dream dies at the opening day. 

 

7 O God, our help in ages past, our hope for years to come, 

Be thou our guard while life shall last, and our eternal home. 

 

Prayers: 

Sovereign God, we praise you today for the freedom we enjoy as a nation and as individuals – freedom of 

speech and expression – freedom from war and oppression – a freedom secured at such enormous human 

cost.  

For all we owe to so many, receive our thanks. 

We thank you for those who made such freedom possible – the countless thousands who sacrificed life and 

limb in two World Wars and in subsequent conflicts, leaving homes and loved ones, often to return no 

more. 

We thank you for all who have fought against tyranny, hatred and evil, prepared to sacrifice everything 

rather than allow such forces to hold sway; and we salute their courage shown in face of danger – their 

dedication to duty and their determination to battle on against all odds. 

We praise and thank you for the peace we enjoy today – a peace which we need to treasure constantly – 

nurture carefully and safeguard always, recognising the price at which it was won. 



We thank you for those today who fight for international freedom and justice – members of UN peace-

keeping forces in places of continuing tension, striving to maintain democracy, keep rival factions apart 

and to protect innocent civilians – and to pave the way for a lasting end to hostilities. 

Sovereign God, we praise you today for the freedom we enjoy, and we pray that the day will come when 

there will be no more war, when the nations of the world will live in harmony, and when you rule overall. 

Until that time, help us to learn from the lessons of the past – to remember its sacrifices – and to work as 

far as we are able for peace. 

For all we owe to so many, receive our thanks, through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

 

Our Father who art in heaven hallowed be thy name. Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on earth as it 

is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who 

trespass against us. And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil for thine is the kingdom, the 

power and the glory for ever and ever. Amen. 

 

‘I was there’. [Nick Fawcett] 

Why remember events that happened many years ago? Why perpetuate memories of a conflict long since 

past? Many today understandably pose such questions and had we enjoyed global peace since the two 

World Ward their arguments would carry much force. Only the reality is that conflict continues to be all 

too common – and all such conflicts have given stark reminders of the tensions which scar our world. There 

are no easy answers to such divisions and history has taught us that peace, if secured at all, is a fragile 

thing – hard won yet easily broken. The cost of war reminds us of the need to establish global justice and 

to break down the barriers that continue to exact such a heavy toll. We owe it not just to the countless 

human victims of war but, above all, we owe it to God. 

 

I was there – there in the trenches among the rats and lice – struggling in the mud as the machine guns 

spewed out their hail of bullets – lying in agony beside the rows of corpses, all around me the bodies of my 

friends – limb torn from limb, wounds gaping, bodies shattered beyond recognition – and my heart bled 

with them. 

 

I was there in the city as bombs cascaded from the sky – there amid the screams and sobs – beating back 

the flames, pulling away the rubble – searching frantically with the mother for the little one she would 

never see again – and, like her, my heart went cold with horror. 

 

I was there in the prison camp beaten, starved, tortured – watching helplessly as one by one my loved ones 

were led away – as the smoke rose above the ovens – as the carts trundled from the gas chambers laden 

with death – and my heart groaned in despair. 

 

I was there as the missiles struck and the world disintegrated – as the deadly cloud rose high above the 

devastation – as we retched in agony, as we coughed up blood, as we sat helplessly in the cancer ward 

knowing the end was near – and my heart cried in anger. 

 

Yes, I was there – the one who died on a cross to put an end to death and misery, dying again and again – 

and if you think it broke your heart, remember, it broke mine too. 

You cannot change what has been – but you can change what is yet to be – and, believe me, you would if 

you had seen what I have seen. 

I was there – and I’m begging you – please, please, PLEASE don’t let it happen again! 

 

 



FOR THE FALLEN 

They shall not grow 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 we will remember them. 

We will remember them 

SILENCE 

When you go home, tell them of us and say –  

For your tomorrow we gave our today. 

 

The words to ‘Make me a channel of your peace’ written by Sebastian Temple [1926-1997]   StF 707 

From the Prayer of St Francis 

1 Make me a channel of your peace.  

Where there is hatred, let me bring your love; 

Where there is injury, your pardon, Lord; 

And where there’s doubt, true faith in you: 

O Master, grant that I may never seek so much to be consoled as to console; 

To be understood as to understand; to be loved , as to love with all my soul. 

 

2  Make me a channel of your peace. 

Where there’s despair in life let me bring hope; 

Where there’s darkness, only light; 

And where there’s sadness, ever joy. 

O Master……………………………………….. 

 

3 Make me a channel of your peace. 

It is in pardoning that we are pardoned, 

In giving unto all that we receive, 

And in dying that we’re born to eternal life. 

 

Matthew 5: 43-48: 

There is a saying: ‘Love your friends and hate your enemies.’ But I say: ‘Love your enemies! Pray for those 

who persecute you. In that way you will be acting as true sons of your Father in heaven. For he gives his 

sunlight to both the evil and the good, and sends rain on the just and the unjust too. If you love  only those 

who love you, what good is that? Even scoundrels do that much. If you are friendly only to your friends, 

how are you different from anyone else? Even the heathen do that. But you are to be perfect, even as your 

Father in heaven is perfect.’ 

 

Comment: Hope out of Grief. [prepared after reading a piece by Revd Canon Rachel Mann who is a parish 

priest, poet, novelist and broadcaster. She is passionate about every aspect of culture and aims to ensure 

that that those traditionally excluded from the life of the Church have an honoured place.] 

The world has changed massively since the first remembrance Sunday in 1919. In some ways, though, it 

has also retained many of the same elements. Indeed, Jesus himself seems to acknowledge the seemingly 

endlessness of conflict when we would read from Luke chapter 21: ‘When you hear of wars and 

insurrections, do not be terrified, for these things must take place first but the end will not follow 

immediately.’ 

Our world – much as was Jesus’ -continues to be marked by war and hatred. It had been hoped that the 

Great War would be the war to end all wars – but lasting peace was never achieved. However, the rituals 

established for remembrance in 1919 have stood the test of time. Our world is still beset by violence and 



we don’t know how to speak, and so we have the gift of our two-minute silence when we are offered space 

for God’s still, small voice to speak. 

Though we speak of the First World War, can we really capture just how it was? When the end of it came, 

can we imagine the relief, the thanksgiving, the blackness and the trauma after four years in which nation 

had risen against nation. Millions had died – and those left behind had to learn to live in that no-man’s land 

of grief. Grief can isolate people but on such a scale it can also bring together neighbours, friends – and 

complete strangers. 

Rachel Mann wonders if we, marked by the grief created by Covid-19 and climate crises may discover – like 

those survivors of war in the past – that the future will be caught between grief and the determination to 

make a life for ourselves. 

I wonder whether we may be inspired by our forebears who returned home and took up the threads of life 

again, making the best of what was left. My grandfathers, in the Great War, between them served in Ypres, 

Passchendaele and at Gallipoli; my father, in WW2, was one of the last rescued at Dunkirk, was in Malta’s 

siege where he contracted TB which was not discovered till he was halfway up Monte Cassino. Life for him 

was to be a struggle as he combated the effects of TB, living with one lung gone and the other only working 

at half strength. His plans for the future were wrecked, but, like so many others, he came to terms with 

that and made the very best of life as it was. An inspiration indeed. 

I am sure that many of you have such inspiration from family members and friends helping you in your 

lives too. 

And so we should remember all the ‘ordinary’ folk - men and women, service personnel and civilians – who 

lived bravely and were prepared to give all they had to fight for freedom and for us.  

We rightly remember those who died – those who were badly injured in body or mind – but we also 

remember all who put their lives on the line ready to pay that ultimate price if it should be necessary. 

Why do we go back to the front line of lost and broken lives? Why do we tarry with grief? 

Of course, we need to remember and to commit ourselves to the pursuit of peace. 

Do we also try to search for the human in what seems inhuman. Can we begin to make sense of a world 

scarred by catastrophe? All human history is saturated with violence. The Bible itself contains murder and 

war and vileness yet running within that we see that the thread of human value is never fully destroyed. 

We – like Jacob who wrestled with the angel – struggle in the midst of violence for we hope for blessing. 

Whatever happens, love is never destroyed. 

Rachel Mann says: ‘War fractures and terrorises the human, but if there is blessing in the midst of 

catastrophe, I sense it lies in the courage and faithfulness of all who commit themselves to ways of living 

well again. It is not, in my view, childish to be moved by glimpses of the human in the midst of the talk of 

the tragedy………………..neither is it childish to be inspired by glimpses of decency, courage and love that 

break through the violence.’ 

This leads us back to God, our only hope of finding our way out of the violence. Christ – who faced such 

violence – embraces humanity and represents God.  

The invitation to us is to reconciliation – the offer of forgiveness. 

The challenge is to commit to a way of going on which rejects all violence, hate and injury. 

 

Prayers: 

Loving God, we are reminded today how easy it is to speak of peace and how difficult it is to pursue it; how 

straightforward it sounds to speak of breaking down barriers yet how demanding it is to actually live as 

peacemakers. Yet we are reminded also that this is what you want from us – to live in such a way that we 

heal wounds rather than create them – that we unite rather than divide – that we reconcile rather than 

separate. 



We confess the things within us which make for conflict – pride, greed, envy, intolerance, our nursing of 

petty grievances, our unwillingness to forgive, our preoccupation with self and our lack of time for others – 

so much that we are as guilty of as any other. 

Rescue us from all that keeps us apart, and put a new spirit within us – a spirit of love and openness, 

acceptance and understanding, healing and reconciliation.  

May the peace we pray for begin here and now in our hearts, and so may we be instruments of your peace, 

bringing healing to our broken world, and harmony between nations. 

For our share in the world’s continuing pain, Lord forgive us. 

In the name of Christ we pray. Amen. 

 

Lord of all, hear us now as we pray for the victims of war and for peace in our world. 

We pray for those across the world who bear the scars of conflict – the injured, maimed and mentally 

distressed – those who have lost their limbs, their reason or their loved ones through the horrors of war. 

We pray for those left homeless or as refugees – those who have lost their livelihoods and security – and 

those who still live in daily fear for their lives. 

We pray for the children who have been orphaned – for parents who mourn for their children – husbands 

and wives who have lost their partners – and for the countless families whose lives will never be the same 

again. 

We pray for the armed forces, charged with keeping the peace in countries across the world – for their 

work involving months away from family and friends, often facing danger to themselves. 

We pray for world leaders and rulers, politicians and diplomats – those whose decisions and negotiations 

affect the lives of so many, and in whose hands peace ultimately lies. 

Lord of all, give wisdom to all who work for peace so that a more secure future may be ensured for all. Give 

courage to those who strive for justice, so that the causes of conflict may be overcome. Give strength to 

those who seek to break down barriers, that divisions over race, colour, creed and culture may be ended. 

Grant that wherever war, or the threat of war, continues to haunt lives, a way of reconciliation may be 

found, and harmony established between people and nations. 

Lord in your mercy hear our prayers in the name of Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

 

The words to ‘Your hand, O God, has guided’ written by Edward Hayes Plumptre [1821-1891] StF 692 

1 Your hand, O God, had guided your flock from age to age; 

The wondrous tale is written full clear on every page; 

Our forebears owned your goodness, and we their deeds record: 

And both of this bears witness : one Church, one faith, one Lord. 

 

2 Your heralds brought glad tidings to greatest as to least; 

They summoned all to hasten and share the great King’s feast; 

Their gospel of redemption, sin pardoned, right restored, 

Was all in this enfolded: one Church, one faith, one Lord. 

 

3 Your mercy will not fail us, nor leave your work undone; 

With your right hand to help us, the victory shall be won; 

And then, by all creation, your name shall be adored, 

And this shall be our anthem: one Church, one faith, one Lord. 

Closing Prayer. 

Lord God, source of all love, from whom every soul has come and to whom every soul will return, 

help us to hold close the stories of those who have gone before us and to take comfort from their wisdom 

and to remember with thankfulness all those who laid down their lives for their friends. Amen. 


