
Remembrance Reflections 
 
First Reflection: Remembering 

Does Remembrance Day have less meaning if hardly anyone 
has anything to remember? None of us can have any 
personal memories of the first world war, and fewer each 
year have memories of the second, but both will have had 
their effect on us. And many people will have memories of 
more recent conflicts, in the former Yugoslavia, in Iraq and 
in Afghanistan.  We will know of fathers or grandfathers, 
uncles or great uncles who fought, and perhaps died, in 
world war one and this is even more true when we think of 
world war two and the more recent conflicts.  All this is part 
of what we remember today.  

And there are other ways in which we talk of remembering.  
As Scots, we “remember” the fourteenth century wars of 
independence although, obviously, we were not there at the 
time.  Christians remember Jesus: in communion, we “do 
this in remembrance of him”. 

“Nothing’s forgotten; nothing’s ever forgotten.”  These words 
were spoken by Robin to Marian in the seventies TV series 
“Robin of Sherwood”.  When I heard those words the hairs 
rose on the back of his neck as if I was suddenly close to 
some eternal truth.  They have stuck with me ever since and 
I use them as part of the funeral service. “Nothing’s 
forgotten; nothing’s ever forgotten.”  

Remembrance goes deeper than what each us individually 
remembers. It’s as if there is a great pool of all the memories 
of all people of all times and in that pool of memory 
everything that has ever happened is still remembered.  You 
could say that it is all remembered in the mind of God.  Of 
course, in that great pool of memory are all the terrible 
things that have happened and cannot be made to 
unhappen as well as all the great and good things that have 
happened.  Bad and good still have their effect today, and 
all can properly be remembered, as we today remember the 
courage and the cost of war. “Nothing’s forgotten; nothing’s 
ever forgotten.” 

 

Second Reflection: Dreaming  



 

“Last night I had the strangest dream I’d ever dreamed 
before: I dreamed the world had all agreed to put an end to 
war.” Those are the opening words of a song that was 
popular with folk singers some forty years ago, reminding us 
that an end to war seems always to be “the strangest 
dream”.  It echoes in many ways the dreaming of the Old 
Testament prophets.  We have just heard the words of the 
prophet Micah.  Almost identical words can be found in 
Isaiah and elsewhere in the writings of the prophets.  They 
remind us that the dream of bringing an end to war is an 
ancient dream.  It is probably as old as civilisation itself.  

Yet today it remains a dream, a vision, a hope.  Behind us lie 
the endless years, vexed and terrible, wrote Christopher Fry, 
and still we use the cures that never cure.  

Everyone knows that war can never bring an end to war.  
There will never be a world without violence, and there will 
always be times when force must be resisted by force; but 
when war happens it is a sign of failure.  So we dream on.  
We dream of a world without war.  We dream of peace.  
Maybe it has to remain always a dream; but without the 
dream, without the vision, we will be condemned more and 
more to using “the cures that never cure.” 

Extra Reading: From The End of Imagination by Arundhati 
Roy 

If only, if only, nuclear war was just another kind of war.  If 
only it was about the usual things – nations and territories, 
gods and histories.  If only those of us who dread it are 
worthless moral cowards who are not prepared to die in 
defence of our beliefs. If only nuclear war was the kind of 
war in which countries battle countries, and men battle men.  
But it isn’t.  I there is a nuclear war, our foe will not be China 
or America or even each other.  Our foe will be the Earth 
herself. 

The nuclear bomb is the most anti-democratic, anti-national, 
anti-human, outright evil thing that man has ever made.  If 
you are religious, then remember that this bomb is Man’s 
challenge to God.  It’s worded quite simply: We have the 
power to destroy everything that You have created.  If you 



are not religious, then look at it this way.  This world of ours  
in an afternoon. 

Third Reflection:  “I am become death” 

Until very recently, the whole debate about our nuclear 
weapons seemed to be in the past.  It was barely an issue at 
the 2010 General Election.  All the mainstream UK political 
parties are committed to keeping Britain’s nuclear weapons.  
Two things have brought the debate to life again: first, 
proposals to spend untold billions on “upgrading” the 
Trident nuclear weapons system; and then our 
independence referendum, when many people voted “Yes” 
because they wanted to be rid of Trident altogether. 

And of course, debate or no debate, the bombs are still 
there.  The submarines still sail out of the Holy Loch (the 
Holy Loch, for God’s sake!) to keep the world safe for the 

readers of The Daily Mail.  And of course the opposition to 
them continues:  the Faslane Peace Camp is as much a 
fixture on the shores of the Holy Loch as the nuclear base. 

That extra reading we’ve just heard was taken from a much 
longer essay by the novelist Arundhati Roy, an impassioned 
cry of despair that her beloved India has joined this 
madness.  She weeps at the thought that Indians and 
Pakistanis danced in the streets when they heard that their 
respective countries has successfully tested what politicians 
have come to call “nuclear devices”. 

We’re not much given in this country to dancing in the 
streets, or certainly not on political issues, but when Britain 
successfully tested its first nuclear bomb back in the 

nineteen-fifties The Daily Mail carried the headline, It’s 
GREAT Britain again!!  Have we, as a nation, really learned 
since to know better?  The Labour Party attributed its loss 
of the 1983 General Election to its anti-nuclear stance and 
has never adopted such a stance again.  It seems that we 

have learned, in the words of the Peter Sellers film, to stop 
worrying and love the bomb. 

We may have put it on the back burner.  I don’t believe we 
can ever again stop worrying.  We live, the human race will 
live for the rest of time, with though that we have it in our 
power to wipe out in a few hours every remnant of 
civilisation: all the achievements of art, science and 



philosophy; all life on the planet with the possible exception 

of what one writer called a republic of cockroaches and 
grass.  Even if every nuclear weapon were to be destroyed, 
we will still live with the knowledge of how to make these 
obscenities. 

Arundhati Roy is right to say that nuclear weapons are 
Man’s challenge to God.  They are, literally, a blasphemy.  
No amount of debate can make them anything else. 

We cling to them because we fear that if we don’t have them 
and others do we will be under threat; but every other 
nation can say the same – those who have such weapons as 
well as those who don’t.  If we can have them why not, to 
name an arbitrary few, Norway, Nepal, Germany, Mexico, 
Burma, Singapore, Luxemburg, Monaco, whoever?  When 
will the first terrorists arm themselves with nuclear 
weapons?  Worst of all, what happens if such a terrorist 
believes, as do so many, that he has God on his side? 

We want to deter possible enemies.  Deterrence depends on 
fear.  You fear death, but what if your enemy has no such 
fear, if he is a fanatic prepared to die (and, of course, to kill) 
for his cause?  We have found no defence against suicide 
bombers; what if the suicide bomber has a “nuclear device” 
in his brief case? 

Robert Oppenheim directed the project which developed the 
first atomic bomb.  After he had seen the first test explosion 

of the bomb, he quoted the Hindu scripture: I am become 
death, the destroyer of worlds.  He spoke for all of us. 

Humanity has survived successive bouts of warring 
madness throughout history and come, however briefly, to 
its senses.  If we ever allow ourselves to take nuclear 
weapons to war there will be no Remembrance Sundays 
because there will be no one left to remember. 

This need not, of course, leave us in despair.  It is certainly 
not inevitable that there will ever be a nuclear war.  We 
must look at it in terms of challenge.  We are faced with the 
greatest challenge the human race has ever faced, but we 
have no reason to fear that we will be unequal to the 
challenge.  We can keep the world safe for the children we 
have baptised here this year and for all generations to come 



– if we accept that there is a challenge and are determined 
to meet it. 

At the dawn of the nuclear age, sixty years ago, Christopher 

Fry wrote his play A Sleep of Prisoners in which one 
character says, 
Thank God our time is now when wrong 
Comes up to face us everywhere, 
Never to leave us till we take 
The longest stride of soul men ever too. 
Affairs are now soul size. 
The enterprise 
Is exploration into God. 

That has always been the human enterprise.  It has never 
been more urgent.   

How happy those who work for peace: they shall be called 
the children of God. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 


