
Codford St Peter 
Remembrance Sunday 

 
In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row, 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 
 
We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields. 
 
Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields. 

 
 

This famous poem written by John McCrae on the battle fields near 

Ypres in May 1915 gives a romantic view of the battle fields of the 

first world war.  But as all of us know and some of you know from 

your own experience battle fields are far from romantic.   A wealth 

of horrific stories lay behind those simple wooden crosses and later 

beautiful white head stones set in manicured lawns.   

The excitement of the early days of August 1914 as thousands of 

men enlisted and were waved off to war soon gave way to the 

horror of what it meant to be in the trenches and front line of the 

war that touched most of Europe and the British Empire of the time.   

 

Over the years the Poppy has become synonymous with 

Remembrance Sunday and the raising funds to support wounded 

sailors, soldiers an aircrew and their families.  The blood red colour 

reminds us of the blood shed and lives lost; the sacrifice so many 

made at home and in foreign fields and seas for the cause of 

freedom throughout and beyond the 20th Century.  Despite the 

annual remembrance of the horror and effects of War and the 

annual commemoration of those who died and suffer through war 

there appears to have been no war since to end all wars.  The 

public’s appetite for an annual commemoration has not dimmed 

and each generation perpetuates the need to remember and give 

thanks in the hope that we will never again go to war.   

 

Quite rightly our focus this year is to mark the 100th Anniversary of 

the end of the first world war.  Photographs and early moving 

images from the time give us an insight of what it was truly like to 

be at sea, in the trenches, behind battle lines in the field hospitals 

and at home dreading and eventually receiving news of the death 

of a husband, father or son and in some cases a daughter who 

gave her life to serve as a voluntary nurse or ambulance driver.    



 

It was said that by 1918 no British family was left untouched by the 

war; everyone was related to someone who had died or was 

seriously disabled.  I am sure you have your own family histories 

that tell of a grandfather or great uncle who was killed or maimed.   

 

My late Grandfather was a merchant seaman during the first world 

war.  He was shipwrecked twice following enemy action but 

survived.  His younger brother was not so fortunate.  He enlisted 

underage and was discharged with shell shock and spent the rest 

of his long life in a mental institution dyeing in the 1980’s. His 

existence only came about after he died.   All contact with his family 

having been lost many years earlier.  I was only a child when my 

grandfather died but now I wish I had asked him about his 

experiences at sea during the war.  Like so many others his 

experience and his stories were never shared.     

 

A hundred years ago, today at this hour news was breaking that 

war had ended.  The news quickly spread, and people were 

beginning to celebrate at home, at work and in the streets.  Other 

quietly mourned and grieved for those who would not be coming 

home.  Soon after it was said that this war would be the war that 

would end all wars.  So terrible was the toll of those killed or injured 

that no one could contemplate a time when a civilised nation would 

take up arms against another nation; sadly, as we all know, this 

wasn’t to be the case. 

  

I chose the Bible reading for this service from the prophet Micha 

because it does not look back but forward.  It speaks of all 

generation’s future hope and longing for peace.  Men and woman 

returned from the frontline to a nation that was learning to live again 

and heading towards excesses of the early 1920’s when life was for 

living and a new dawn and age had come.  Women received the 

vote, dresses got shorter and motor cars filled our towns and cities.  

It was a time of momentous change a time to put aside the past and 

live for the future.  As we all know this bright future was very short 

lived and the general strike of 1926 and the decade that followed 

brought economic depression and misery to all who had sacrificed so 

much for King and Country.   

 

Within just one generation Great Britain was again at war defending 

the same allies and fighting the same foe.  And since then there has 

seldom been a year when Britain has not been at war or on 

peacekeeping duties somewhere in the world. Sadly, Micha’s vision 

has not yet come.   

 

 Faith is to believe in the things we hope for and all of us here today 

must surely hope for peace at home and throughout the world.  The 



faith in a loving God continues our hope that Isaiah’s prophesy will 

be fulfilled in the future; I pray that it may be in our living memory.   

 

Despite the fragile peace across Europe and the active conflicts in 

many parts of the world we can and must look forward and not back; 

to a time when weapons of war will be turned into plough shears and 

pruning hooks.  

  

In an age when recycling is the thing on every one’s mind wouldn’t it 

be good to believe that all weapons of war and mass destruction will 

eventually be smelted down and made into ploughs and pruning 

hooks and more importantly the arms industry ceased all together.  

Wouldn’t it be wonderful to think that those weapons of terror and 

death would soon be used to produce food for the hungry?    

I leave you with that thought.     

 

  

 

 

 

  

 
 
 
 
 
 

   
 
 


