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Sermon: ....
Today is Remembrance Sunday, a day when we remember all those called (sometimes reluctantly- like our friend Jonah), but called none the less. And today we particularly remember those called into service because of war. 

We remember all those who have given their lives, across both World Wars and indeed the many wars that have followed. We remember those separated from their families, in military service even today. 

There is a sombre tone to today, because war is destructive and painful and requires sacrifice. It is a mark of division and conflict. But we remember so that we can learn the lessons of war, so that we might avoid it in the future, and what we celebrate is peace. The peace that is represented today in the poppy, the flower that grew in Flanders field, when the conflict of WWI was over, and a sign that God’s goodness in nature can overcome even the destructiveness of war. 

In the readings today we hear of those called into the service of God, to tackle the division and conflict both between humankind, and that which stands between us and a relationship with God. The division caused by sin, by turning away from God’s love, allowing space for anger and hate and conflict to arise. We hear about the sending of different, beautiful and imperfect people, to call humanity out of their broken lives and back into the wholeness of a relationship with God. 

First, we have the reluctant prophet, Jonah, who was sent to Ninevah. A story, most of which is excluded from the reading today, but one that many of us will know well. In which Jonah spends three days in the belly of a fish, running away from God, before finally responding and prophesying to the people of Ninevah. They respond positively, repent and return to God; and God ‘changes his mind’ showing mercy so they escape God’s wrath. 
It is a story considered by many to prefigure the coming of Jesus who, at Easter, spends three days in the grave so that people have a way back to God and are spared God’s wrath – the ultimate consequence of sin. 
And in the New Testament we hear about the calling of the disciples to be fishers of men – for the Kingdom of God has come near. People who will go on to become the Church, calling people away from their old lives of sin and division, into the kingdom of God - as followers of Jesus. Something that would likewise cost the disciples dearly.
 
And Jesus is the one who leads humanity back to God, a uniting force and Prince of Peace. Not through force or using his great power, but through loving and obedient service, even to the point of death.  

Hebrews tells of how Jesus went to war with Satan and sin and made himself the ultimate sacrifice. Shedding his own blood, sacrificing himself for the good of humankind, once and for all. And he was triumphant. Christ now stands as our advocate before God, championing us, and uniting all of humanity to each other and before God. 

In a moment, we will remember before God the sacrifice of all those who gave their lives in pursuit of peace. We will, in our prayers as Jesus’ disciples, pray in the name of Christ, certain that he is our advocate in heaven. And we will share in the Eucharist, remembering the blood and body of Christ shed for us all, on the cross.

Before I do, and as we move into a time of silence, I’m going to read a poem to reflect on. It’s written by Malcom Guite, in his book Sounding the Seasons, called Remembrance Sunday. 

November pierces with its bleak remembrance 
Of all the bitterness and waste of war;
Our silence tries but fails to make a semblance 
Of that lost peace they thought worth fighting for, 
Our silence seethes instead with wraiths and whispers 
And all the restless rumour of new wars, 
For shells are falling all around our vespers, 
No moment is unscarred, there is no pause.
In every instant bloodied innocence
Falls to the weary earth, and whilst we stand 
Quiescence ends again in acquiescence, 
And Abel's blood still cries from every land.
One silence only might redeem that blood;
Only the silence of a dying God.



