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It’s easy to forget: today we remember! 

During the 2nd World War Eleanor Roosevelt, wife of the American President, carried this 
prayer on a crumpled piece of paper in her purse: 

Dear Lord, lest I continue 
my complacent way, 
help me to remember 
somewhere out there 
a man died for me today. 

As long as there be war 
I then must 
ask and answer: 
am I worth dying for? 

As we remember today that question challenges our lives and lifestyles as we look to a 
better future. Am I worth dying for? Can I, can we, live better as part of our grateful 
remembrance of those who gave all for us? 
  
Each year the Royal British Legion gets around a quarter of a million calls for help from ex-
service personnel.  Every night at the least 500 ex-soldiers, sailors and airmen sleep rough 
on our streets in the UK. Our servicemen and women and others still put themselves in 
danger in the line of duty for us each day as we go about our everyday lives.  
It’s easy to forget: today we remember  

The 1st World War, or the Great War, as it was originally called, remains the archetype of 
wars cruel absurdity. I have lost track of the number of war memorials in small villages and 
towns across Britain and France, where I have observed the outrageous number of local 
men whose deaths in the trenches are remembered; many of them from the same family - 
brothers, fathers and sons, husbands, lovers, close friends.  The devastation, the waste, the 
awful bereavement of those left behind.  And it has to be said that the lasting results of those 
four years of hell were pitifully few. 

There are now no living survivors of that horrendous time. But whilst that generational link 
may be broken, it's the Remembrance parades and services across our nation and the world 
which mean we can make sure they and those who have died in wars since are not 
forgotten.  
It’s easy to forget: today we remember 



As we make today’s acts of remembrance let us also take up the challenge of their memory 
in our own lives.  Their sacrifice is only of value, for us who have come after, if we make our 
lives, our villages, towns, cities, our country and our world better for their memory. 

The man Jesus once said, “Greater love has no-one than this: that they lay down their life for 
their friends.” 
During the 1st World War a popular print found its way into many thousands of working class 
homes showing a handsome British soldier sprawled out in death at the foot of the cross of 
Christ. It was called “The Great Sacrifice”.  Some at the time thought it was blasphemy.  Yet 
in a very definite way it offered those bereaved families a tangible and real understanding of 
the deep nature of sacrifice. It expressed powerfully the costliness of love, duty and devotion 
which required many to give themselves for others - and for us. 

Above all it pointed them in some albeit mysterious way to the comradeship of Christ in our 
human condition. It put a crucified God at the centre of the horror of war and suffering as he 
always is in Jesus.  It stretched out the loving arms of Christ to those who thought they could 
grieve no more and live no more. It offered then, as now the challenge:   
Am I worth dying for? 
Are we worth dying for? 

That comradeship and companionship were expressed well in a poem written by the famous 
1st World War Army Chaplain G Studdert-Kennedy (often called ‘Woodbine Willie’).   

He experienced endless horrors in the trenches, was bewildered at God’s seeming absence 
in the terror of it all, yet found that for him the cross of Christ was the only symbol which 
made any sense about God in that pointless war.  He wrote: 

Dost thou not heed the helpless sparrow’s falling? 
Canst thou not see the tears that women weep? 
Canst thou not hear thy little children calling? 
Dost thou not watch them as they sleep? 

Then, O my God, thou art too great to love me, 
Since thou dost reign beyond the reach of tears, 
Calm and serene as cruel stars above me, 
High and remote from human hopes and fears. 

Only in him can I find a home to hide me, 
Who on the cross was slain to rise again; 
Only with him, my comrade God, beside me, 
Can I go forth to war and sin and pain. 



Our Bible reading calls us, like those first disciples, to follow that same comrade God shown 
to us in Jesus Christ. Today there’s a rightful remembrance, but also comes that challenge:  
Are we worth dying for? 

Today the poppy and the cross go together. As the poppy symbolises the blood shed in war 
and the hope of peace, so the cross of Christ reveals Jesus’ loving sacrifice for us in the 
spiritual war against evil in all its forms, including in our own personal and political quarrels 
and failings and for the hope of peace to come.   

His blood poured out that we might be made whole;  
his death for our life; 
his Cross a sign of hope;  
his resurrection a triumph over warfare, sin and death. 

It’s easy to forget: today we remember.  Are we worth dying for?
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