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Remembrance Sunday  
John 15 9 – 17 
 
Today we have come to church not only to worship God, but to remember, and this year 
we come remembering that it is 80 years since the start of WW2. For each one of us our 
memories will be different, but for each one of us our memories will be real and for 
many of us it will be of fathers or uncles who served during that war. For me it is very 
much about my father, who signed up and fought for his country and for whom this day 
Remembrance Sunday was a very real and special day that stayed with him for the 
whole of his life. 
  
Yesterday some of us were out in the churchyard raking up the leaves, the fallen leaves 
of autumn. It is at this time of the year when the trees shed their leaves that we stop to 
remember– it is the time of year when we remember the sacrifice of many, of soldiers 
past, and of soldiers present. It is the time when we stop and pause from our raking and 
take the time to remember on this special Sunday once a year. 

The colours have been magnificent and then the leaves fall, they fall from the trees and 
lie on the ground, and are raked up, put on the compost heap or burned on the bonfire; 
and eventually they will just disappear. So as it is with the leaves, it is with the conflicts 
of the past that we have come to remember today, war after war, conflict after conflict, 
soldiers after soldier, those who fell like the autumn leaves, those who fell and 
eventually disappeard, as battle followed battle, until the time came for peace to reign 
once more. 

And so it has been in the 80 years since WW2 was  declared that conflicts have erupted 
in different parts of our world, Korea, Vietnam, the Balkans, the Falklands, Iraq, 
Afghanistan … the list could so easily be extended as battle has followed battle, as 
lasting peace has eluded and more and more soldiers have fallen to the ground drifting 
down like the autumn leaves that fall each year from the trees.  

But of course it’s not just the soldiers, the sailors and the airmen who are the victims of 
war, it is the ordinary people, people like you and me, the innocent men, women and 
children who get caught up in the conflicts of the past and the present; they too are the 
fallen, the fallen leaves of our world, of our world that still seems to find that lasting 
peace is something that slips through its fingers time and time again. 

Year after year, autumn after autumn we see the same thing happen in nature – a 
beautiful, landscape of warm, bright colours that becomes something bare. We know it 
will happen, we know the beauty of autumn will become the bareness of winter. We 
know this is how the natural cycle works, so why are we surprised when conflict leads to 
pain, and when peace seems to be a fragile commodity in our fractured world. 



In  2009, a London newspaper reflected on the news that Harry Patch aged 111 and 
Henry Allingham aged 113 had died, the final British veterans of the First World War. 
Before turning 100, neither men had spoken of their experiences but following gentle 
encouragement they spoke. Mr Allingham remarked, with his small supply of breath, 
“War’s stupid. Nobody wins. You might as well talk first, you have to talk last anyway”. 

So this Remembrance Day let’s be those who encourage our world to talk, to talk first 
rather than last and to be prepared not to forget the lessons of the past and those who 
over the years who have fallen like the leaves of autumn, those who went to fight for 
what they believed in, and for those they loved. We need to remember them and not let 
the winds of winter blow away the memories we have of them, no we need to 
remember that though they fell they did so for us and because of their belief that they 
were fighting for a better and more loving world. 

Love is one of the most used word in our vocabulary. In the Bible the Greek language 
uses different words to depict the different meanings attached to the word ‘love’ and in 
our Gospel reading Jesus talks of love, the love he has for his disciples, the love he has 
for his friends, the love he has and the love he wants us to have for one-another. 

In our reading from Johns Gospel Jesus and his friends are about to begin their last 
journey together; they are about to leave for Gethsemane and the long night that will 
ultimately lead to his final lone journey to the cross, to the place of self-sacrifice, to the 
place where Jesus will ‘lay down his life for his friends’ 
 
His friends who were with him in the upper room that night, and his friends who have 
followed him down through the centuries right up to today, the Saints of the past and 
we the Saints of the present are invited to follow the same command to love as he loves 
and to follow the path that leads to being counted as one of his ‘friends’ 
 
This sacrificial love, this love that is the best way sets the ‘standard’ of the way of love 
for all who seek to follow Christ’s path, for all who would have themselves counted as 
his friends. For Christians faith is based on a personal relationship of love and loyalty to 
Christ, and the test of that love is the simple yet I would suggest difficult command to 
love one another, simple to say but difficult to achieve because it requires us to love as 
he loves. 

Jesus is about to give his life for those he loved, the disciples who were with him, his 
followers over the past 2,000 years and us, so that we too like those we have come to 
honour and remember today will not be forgotten, so that when we die we will not just 
be raked up and forgotten like the autumn leaves but will be transformed to be with 
God for eternity. 



So today we remember, those of the past, those of the present and those who were 
part of our family and friends, we remember in the silence and the quiet of our lives as 
we wear our poppies with pride. 

But tomorrow what will we do with them?  

Do we throw them in the bin?  

Do they end up discarded in a sideboard?  

Do we forget all about them? 

True remembrance of course means none of these things.  

True remembrance means holding onto our poppies and the memories they represent, 
and allowing them remind us of our duty and I suggest our immediate duty, yours and 
mine, is to do all in our power to maintain peace and reconciliation between all peoples. 

That I would say would be the best way of honouring the fallen and not breaking faith 
with them, that is the best way to honour those who fell like the autumn leaves in times 
past and in places far from here. 

 



 

 

  


