Open with prayer

Lord we long to know the peace of God in our world, our nation and our community. Help us to work towards peace, a peace that will guard our hearts and minds. In the name of Christ, Amen

Today we have come together as a community. Beavers, Brownies, Cubs, Scouts, Guides, the school, members of the Parish council, Representatives of the British Legion, community young and old. We are here for a reason, to remember all those who have died in wars past and present. Some of you will have a personal memory of someone,  a member of the family or a family friend. For many of us it will be an inherited memory, something your Father or Grandfather has passed onto you.

For millions of people over the past years the war has not been history but a part of their lives. Members of our armed forces have died in conflicts, families and friends grieve.

How do we define war? So often we hear and read about the number of deaths and injured, the size of the army, the Navy or the Royal Air Force. But actually the numbers have no meaning or relevance to those who have lost a son, a daughter, brother sister, father mother.  It is the name of the person, their life that matters or mattered just as we matter to each other and to God. It is our name that is important. Our lives and how we live. Each and everyone of you here today matters to this community.
Recently our parish magazine, the Chronicle has regularly featured local names off the roll of honour, photos and information , a memory something about that persons life and their deaths. We are told where they were born, lived, who they served with and when they died.

We might not have known them or feel any connection with them and yet on days like to today, Remembrance Sunday, we make connections in a very tangible way. Those names read out from the roll of honour are not just names, they were people connected with this community just as we are today. 

I have been here nearly 2 years, this is my second Remembrance Sunday service, its not a very long time compared with many of you who have lived here for most of your lives, whether you be a scout or a Brownie or someone much older. You have seen changes, shared sorrows and joys over the years. If just for a moment I asked you take a look around you this morning, I hope you would feel proud and thankful to be a part of this group of people on this special day. To look around and remind ourselves that a very different group of people who also loved this community, once sat in this church, attended St Mary's school, walked the high street, had friends and family who knew them and loved them. It is some of those whom we remember today.

Community builds relationships or at least it should do. It should build something strong, friendships which stand the test of time. It makes us feel as if we belong somewhere. A place where people know us now and will remember us when we are here no longer. All of you who go to the local schools may not know it just yet, but some of you will be friends for life.

On Saturday 20th November 1915  100 years ago , two local families here in Hartfield had to bear the news and mourn the loss of their sons, killed in the catastrophic vessel collision to the HMS Hythe.

They were known in the village, students in the local school, St Marys Their names were Jack Shelley  who once lived at the police station here in Hartfield and Ernest Vaughan, who was a member of this parish church choir. Soon after the news was received a special service was held here in this church, in their memory.  They were Members of this community who once walked in the heart of this village and whose lives were given so that we might have peace.  

They probably sat in this church when they were younger, sat in your classroom at the school. They would have had hopes and dreams for their lives, just as all of you do.

If you were to walk around this church you would find just outside the West door a large grave given by Mrs Peel in 1915 in memory of six young men from the village, including Jack and Ernest, and including her own son Charlie. 

Down near the school, there is an unmarked grave where Harry and Ellen Bramwell are buried. Mother and stepfather killed in East Grinstead by a german bomber. Marjorie was once the headteacher of St Mary's school.  Our lives now have been shaped by the significant losses and people whom we have never met but still remember.

Here in Hartfield today, we are fortunate to live in a place of beauty and peace.

Peace is a precious commodity; We must treasure it and not squander it. Peace has never been easy to achieve; it is very hard work to establish and keep the peace at any level in our society. How easily we fall out with one another.

Yet regardless of the difficulties, peace must be what we all strive for,  Its what the Prophet Micah foresaw in our reading we had this morning,  a peace that brings transformation and, what Jesus taught us through his own sacrifice.  Micah saw how the world could look if the things of war were made into something good, to reflect peace and not war.
 Do we feel like peacemakers here in our community?

In our second reading from St Paul to the Philippians we are reminded on several occasions that God is peace. The peace of God will guard our hearts and minds. The God of peace is with us.  Jesus came and made the ultimate sacrifice for us on the cross, he laid down his life for us so that we might be reconciled to God. St Paul goes onto say in this letter to the Philippians whatever you have learned from me or seen in me, put it into practice, and the God of peace will be with you. That peace which comes from God will guard your hearts and minds.
Many of you will know that here at St Mary's we have been building a Garden of Rememberance for the community. A provision for generations to come, a place to come and remember loved ones. On Friday some of us stood as the tons of beautiful stone were carefully lifted into place. Six men with the right tools, carefully lifting something precious, something that had taken time to create. Dug from the quarry, shaped and chiseled ready to bring here to hartfield. Lying down the stones looked like large wonderful stones, but upright they brought to life the central meaning behind the memorial stones. A beautiful open cross, only visible when the stones  were put together, where you could see through and beyond the pain and suffering to the hope of eternal peace. The Prince of Peace who stands in the gap. The garden is not quite finished but I want to encourage you to take a look maybe after the service. Those stones were heavy, the pain of war is heavy, it required people work together to achieve the end result, it is symbolic of the pain and suffering work that Christ achieved on the cross and the end result was that we should have life. when we work together for whatever is noble, admirable excelllent, when we guard our words and actions and work towards building up and not knocking down, look what can be achieved.
 Many of us will wear our poppies with pride to honour those who made the ultimate sacrifice, dying for the sake of others,.  As I look around the church today I see lots of people who do give generously of their time to our community, those who lead our scouts and guides, those who work for the British Legion, our Parish council, the church, those who work voluntarily in our schools, care for the elderly our Youth group..the list is long.   Today we honour ‘those who have died by wearing our poppies and sharing in services like this, we honour them even more if, inspired by their courage and sacrifice for their country, we find it in ourselves  to work towards peace, to walk in the ways of God and put them into practice. It shows we have learned something.To allow the peace of God to guard our hearts and minds, so that we might be a part of bringing peace and transformation in our own small way here in Hartfield.  Amen
