
Remembrance Sunday Message 8th November 2020 from Sam Nicol 

John 15:9-17 

 

As a child I spent many a Remembrance Sunday on the flag market in Preston waiting for 

the rows of ex and serving men and women of the armed forces to smartly march down 

Friargate to the cenotaph outside the post office building.  

I would watch as the wreaths were laid and stand shivering in the Lancashire November 

weather, as the last post was played and the men and women in their uniforms with lines of 

medals on their chests stood to attention and saluted those who had been killed, lost, 

injured or bereaved in armed conflicts.  

I along with hundreds of others would stand silent the two minutes, an eerie silence in 

which the memories of the atrocities of two world wars and other subsequent conflicts 

could roam free in the minds and hearts of those present.  

I was there because my uncle was an officer in the Polish Army. Every year he would lead 

the polish ex-service men and women in the act of remembrance.  One memorable year we 

went to London and watched as he marched down Whitehall to lay a wreath as part of the 

national act of remembrance.  

My uncle and his friends and fellow ex-service men and women arrived in Preston via 

recognisable battles like El Alamein and a Russian prisoner of war camp.  He was a hard, 

unapproachable, austere man and he never spoke about his time in the war, he never 

showed us pictures, although there was a photo of him in uniform in their spare bedroom 

where we stayed as children. I can picture him wearing his black beret style cap and his wool 

overcoat with his medals and braid on his lapel.  

As a child I had no idea of what my uncle might have seen, or how it might have affected 

him and even as I learned about the second world war, and studied 20th century history at 

university when my uncle passed away I still hadn’t made the connection.  

Remembrance Sunday is held as a day to commemorate the contribution of British and 

Commonwealth military and civilian service men and women in two world wars and later 

conflicts, and current military interventions such as Afghanistan.  

The first act of remembrance was established on Armistice Day, 11 November 1919 marked 

by a national two minutes’ silence and has been held in our church services on the second 

Sunday in November and this has been known as Remembrance Sunday since 1946.  

Since 1995 and the 50th anniversary of the end of World War Two it is usual to hold acts of 

remembrance on both Remembrance Sunday and Armistice Day and this will certainly be 

the case at Brindle St James’ this year.  

With the passing of decades there are now no survivors of World War One and a decreasing 

number of veterans from World War Two, but there are still many veterans from other 



conflicts such as the Falklands and Iraq and many hundreds still serving in our army, navy, 

air force and merchant navy.  

Remembrance Sunday and Armistice Day can be days for recognising the horrors of war, 

never to be repeated or it symbolises the honour of military service.  Each year we gather 

on Remembrance Sunday and Armistice Day united as a nation to make sure no one is 

forgotten and to remember and honour those who have sacrificed themselves to secure and 

protect our freedom. 

I don’t know if I am a pacifist, although I don’t believe war and violence are the means to 

settling disputes and yet I am deeply grateful for the courage and bravery of all those who 

have fought or died  to ensure that we are able to live with the freedom to speak, with the 

freedom of movement and the freedom to love whoever we choose and the freedom to 

worship and follow Jesus Christ. This morning, more than any other Remembrance Sunday, I 

realised how precious was the sacrifice that those people made to secure and protect our 

freedom, a freedom we should not take for granted. 

The simple truth is that those people died for me, they died for us, they died so that we can 

live in freedom. The simple truth is that Jesus died for me. Jesus died for us. He died so that 

we may live. He died so that our sins would be forgiven and so that everyone who believes 

in Him would have everlasting life.  

Over the last few months, I have often quoted Jesus’ commandment to love one another, 

and our reading today from John’s Gospel we hear again the call to abide with God as God 

abides in us. Once again, we hear about the power and the freeing nature of God’s love.  

Once again, we hear about how we as communities of faith are supposed to interact, 

support, and yes, love one another. Love is a hard lesson for us to hear, to learn and to live 

out in our lives – this call to love one another as Jesus loves us; to bear fruit that lasts in a 

world that is starving for good news; to fully abide with God by sharing God’s love for all 

through our actions and deeds.   

John’s Gospel repeats this message and I think it bears repeating today. Maybe John 

thought his community needed to hear this word of love once more. Especially after his very 

own community, a new community of faith, a beginning church, was already arguing and 

bickering, was already struggling with the command to abide in God by showing God’s love 

to one another. Maybe just like his community, our world, our community needs to hear 

this word of love once more.  

Especially now at a time of pandemic and political and economic upheaval when nothing in 

life seems stable and secure. Today when there is a sense of instability and insecurity that 

has invaded and penetrated every aspect of our lives. And we are looking for something to 

cling to, something to grasp to give us security; something to give us strength and 

encouragement until this storm passes, something to help us find our feet again and give us 

a firm and solid foundation.  

And for John, and for us, that something is each other, that something is a community of 

faith that loves us and supports us, that something that will give us strength and 



encouragement is a community grounded and connected to each other, relying on one 

another, supporting one another, loving each other as God loves.  

‘No one has greater love than this, to lay down one’s life for one’s friends’. Who could not 

but be moved by the story of the soldier who asked his officer if he might go out into the "No 

Man's Land" between the trenches in World War I to bring in one of his comrades who lay 

grievously wounded. "You can go," said the officer, "but it's not worth it. Your friend is 

probably killed, and you will throw your own life away."  But the man went.  Somehow, he 

managed to get to his friend, hoist him on to his shoulder, and bring him back to the 

trenches. The two of them tumbled together and lay in the trench-bottom. The officer looked 

very tenderly on the would-be rescuer, and then he said, "I told you it wouldn't be worth it. 

Your friend is dead, and you are mortally wounded." " It was worth it, though, sir," he 

said.  "How do you mean, 'worth it?' I tell you your friend is dead." "Yes, sir," the boy 

answered, "but it was worth it, because when I got to him he was still alive, and he said to 

me, 'Jim, I knew you'd come.'” 

Just as Jim got to his dying friend and brought him back to safety, just as Jim sacrificed 

himself out of love for his wounded friend Jesus pledged his love for us as he sacrificed his 

life for the life of the world. 

As we experience the love of Jesus, we are the recipients of love that goes far beyond 

material things, a love that is beyond our comprehension a love that can’t be earned, but is 

freely given and which knows no boundaries. 

Remembrance is an ideal time to bring people of all ages and backgrounds together to 

reflect upon the service and sacrifice of the armed forces and to join in the hope for a 

brighter, peaceful future. And we do this today in the sure knowledge that Christ’s self-

giving love, the love he calls us to live by is measured by his giving of his own life to save us.  

Amen 


