
A SERVICE OF READINGS AND PRAYERS FOR 

REMEMBRANCE 

 
 

"And it came about when they were in the field, that Cain rose up against 
Abel his brother and killed him." Genesis 4:8 

 As it is written: 

“None is righteous, no, not one; no one understands; no one seeks for God. All   

 have turned aside; together they have become worthless; no one does good, 

 not even one.” Their throat is an open grave; they use their tongues to     

 deceive.” The venom of asps is under their lips.” “Their mouth is full of curses     

 and bitterness.” “Their feet are swift to shed blood; in their paths are ruin  

 and misery, and the way of peace they have not known.”  “There is no fear   

 of God before their eyes.” Romans 3:10-18 
 

INTRODUCTION 

From the dawn of creation violence has gripped the earth and humankind have 

not lived by God’s command to love one another and to be at peace. Wars and 

rumours of war pervade and haunt the civilisations of the world and that story 



is shamefully told throughout world history with the 20th century as the 

bloodiest on record. This short service of prayers and readings for 

Remembrance draws together through the voice of poetry and prose the pain 

and wantonness of war, conflict, hostility, violence, and man’s inhumanity to 

man. Whilst never seeking to glorify war we prayerfully pay our respects 

tributes and honour the brave and courageous who have sacrificed life and 

limb in defence of our national freedom, dignity, and peace. The poems are 

but cameos of the many that reflect on the horrors of the First World War, The 

Second World War and The Gulf War. 
 

INTRODUCTORY PRAYER 

Almighty God be with us in this time of gathering as the body of Christ, help us 

to reflect in prayer and understanding and to remember those who have 

fought in bloody battles to make our world a safer and more secure place 

where human life for some at least is lived with respect and dignity. As we give 

thanks for those who have fought, driven by the  principles of just war so we 

recall the ugly violence inflicted by those who have fought gratuitously and 

with evil intent on controlling or destroying the lives of those innocent that 

you have created. “Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who have 

trespassed against us.” Amen 

 

 

 

JUST WAR? 



The Christian church has played a significant part throughout history in 
influencing attitudes towards war which included protection for the innocent 
non-combatants and respect for prisoners of war and the wounded.  

 

Theologians such as saint Augustine (4th century) and saint Thomas Aquinas 
(13th century) being key contributors. Their Christian thinking have supported 
Six conditions that must be satisfied for a war to be considered just: 

• The war must be for a just cause. 

• The war must be lawfully declared by a lawful authority. 

• The intention behind the war must be good. 

• All other ways of resolving the problem should have been tried first. 

• There must be a reasonable chance of success. 

• The means used must be in proportion to the end that the war seeks to 
achieve. 

• Many nations have signed up to the Geneva and Hague conventions 

which enshrine the principles of Just War, but many nations have not. 

 

THE FIRST WORLD WAR 

 

 

 

POEM: Anthem for Doomed Youth (Wilfred Owen) 
 
What passing-bells for these who die as cattle? 



Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells, 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, – 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in their eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of goodbyes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing down of blinds. 

 
POEM: Dulce et Decorum Est (Wilfred Owen) 

 
    Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 
    Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge, 
    Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs, 
    And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 
    Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots, 
    But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind; 
    Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 
    Of gas-shells dropping softly behind. 
 
   Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling 
   Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, 
   But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 
   And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime.— 
   Dim through the misty panes and thick green light, 
   As under a green sea, I saw him drowning. 
 
   In all my dreams before my helpless sight, 
   He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 
 
   If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace 
   Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 
   And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 
   His hanging face, like a devil’s sick of sin; 



   If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 
   Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs, 
   Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud 
   Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,— 
   My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 
   To children ardent for some desperate glory, 
   The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 
   Pro patria mori. 

 

 

HYMN: I vow to thee my country (Cecil Spring Rice 1921)  

I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above 

entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love; 

the love that asks no question, the love that stands the test, 

that lays upon the altar the dearest and the best; 

the love that never falters, the love that pays the price, 

the love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice. 

 

And there's another country, I've heard of long ago 

most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know; 

we may not count her armies, we may not see her King; 

her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering; 

and soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase, 

and her ways are ways of gentleness, and all her paths are peace 

 

THE SECOND WORLD WAR 

THE DANGER OF SILENCE 



 

 

Pastor Niemoller “Germans had been complicit through their silence in the 

Nazi imprisonment, persecution, and murder of millions of people. He felt that 

this was true in particular of the leaders of the Protestant churches (of which 

the Lutheran church was one denomination) First they came for the socialists, 

and I did not speak out because I was not a socialist. Then they came for the 

trade unionists, and I did not speak out because I was not a trade unionist. 

Then they came for the Jews and I did not speak out because I was not a Jew. 

Then they came for me and there was no one left to speak for me. 

In his book “of Guilt and Hope” he confesses to the damage caused by silence 

“Thus, whenever I chance to meet a Jew known to me before, then, as a 

Christian, I cannot but tell him: Dear friend, I stand in front of you, but we can 

not get together , for there is guilt between us. I have sinned and my people 

has sinned against thy people and against thyself” 

And the Lord said to Paul one night in a vision, “Do not be afraid, but go on 

speaking and do not be silent, for I am with you, and no one will attack you 

to harm you, for I have many in this city who are my people.” ACTS 18:9-10 

Open your mouth for the mute, for the rights of all who are destitute. Open 
your mouth, judge righteously, defend the rights of the poor and needy. 
PROVERBS 31: 8-9 

 

 



POEM: All Day It Has Rained (Alun Lewis) 

 

All day it has rained, and we on the edge of the moors 

Have sprawled in our bell-tents, moody and dull as boors, 

Groundsheets and blankets spread on the muddy ground 

And from the first grey wakening we have found 

No refuge from the skirmishing fine rain 

And the wind that made the canvas heave and flap 

And the taut wet guy-ropes ravel out and snap, 

All day the rain has glided, wave and mist and dream, 

Drenching the gorse and heather, a gossamer stream 

Too light to stir the acorns that suddenly 

Snatched from their cups by the wild south-westerly 

Pattered against the tent and our upturned dreaming faces. 

And we stretched out, unbuttoning our braces, 

Smoking a Woodbine, darning dirty socks, 

Reading the Sunday papers – I saw a fox 

And mentioned it in the note I scribbled home; 

And we talked of girls and dropping bombs on Rome, 

And thought of the quiet dead and the loud celebrities 

Exhorting us to slaughter, and the herded refugees; 

– Yet thought softly, morosely of them, and as indifferently 

As of ourselves or those whom we 

For years have loved, and will again 

Tomorrow maybe love; but now it is the rain 

Possesses us entirely, the twilight and the rain. 

And I can remember nothing dearer or more to my heart 

Than the children I watched in the woods on Saturday 

Shaking down burning chestnuts for the schoolyard's merry play 

Or the shaggy patient dog who followed me 

By Sheet and Steep and up the wooded scree 

To the Shoulder o' Mutton where Edward Thomas brooded long 

On death and beauty – till a bullet stopped his song  

 

 



 

 

HYMN: Abide with me, (Henry F Lyte 1847) 

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; 

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide; 

When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me. 

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 

Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away; 

Change and decay in all around I see— 

O Thou who changest not, abide with me. 

I need Thy presence every passing hour; 

What but Thy grace can foil the tempter’s pow’r? 

Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be? 

Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me. 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless; 

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness; 

Where is death’s sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 

I triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 

Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes; 

Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies; 

Heav’n’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee; 

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 

 

POEM: War Baby (Pamela Holmes) 



He has not even seen you, he 
Who gave you your mortality; 
And you, so small, how can you guess 
His courage, or his loveliness? 
Yet in my quiet mind I pray 
He passed you on the darkling way – 
His death, your birth, so much the same – 
And holding you, breathed once your name. 

 

 
 
POEM: The Butterfly Pavel Friedmann 
 
The last, the very last, 
So richly, brightly, dazzlingly yellow. 
Perhaps if the sun’s tears would sing 
against a white stone… 
Such, such a yellow 
Is carried lightly ’way up high. 
It went away I’m sure because it wished 
to kiss the world goodbye. 
For seven weeks I’ve lived in here, 
Penned up inside this ghetto 
But I have found my people here. 
The dandelions call to me 
And the white chestnut candles in the court. 
Only I never saw another butterfly. 
That butterfly was the last one. 
Butterflies don’t live in here, 
In the ghetto. 
 

THE GULF WAR 
 
POEM: Black Dove 

 



Before the war we knew the enemy 

We knew his face 

But when it began 

The war became the enemy 

And its face was every face: 

 

It was the waiting of the worried mother; 

It was the face of fear 

The young man wore as a new uniform; 

It was the wrench of wild eyes 

Looking for food; 

It was the stupor of eyes 

Looking for sleep; 

It was the child whose eyes were burned, 

And she could no longer cry; 

It was the face of a thousand children 

Who could do nothing but cry; 

It was the man who came back 

Without a face 

And his is the face we remember 

When we remember the war. 

 

And when peace came 

We were told 

That it was a ream of fine paper 

Blotting the black ink 

Of so many black scrawls 

Of so many men who did this to us. 

 

And the radio gave the report 

And sang us a song: 

See this great peace 
A dove released 
Look to the skies 
See the dove rise 



But we could not see it 
Because the skies were black 
And so was the dove. 

 

REMEMBRANCE 

 

 

A candle is lit and placed over a war grave cross.  

Dear God we commit to you all those who have died in war, those we knew 

and those we don’t, we lift them through your sacrifice on the cross into your 

holy light and we pray that in the rest of heaven that they may know that we 

the living are thankful from the bottom of our hearts for all they have given 

to us for their suffering and sacrifices so that our today and our tomorrows 

will be filled with freedom and peace. AMEN 

 

 

 

SONNET (Malcolm Guite) 

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 seeths instead with wraiths and whispers, 

And all the restless rumour of new wars, 

The shells are singing as  we sing 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  in every land 

One silence only might redeem that blood 

Only the silence of a dying God. 

 

INTERCESSION  

Let us pray for all who suffer as a result of conflict, and ask that God may give  

us peace:  

for the service men and women who have died in the violence of war, each  

one remembered by and known to God;  

May God give peace  

God give peace  

those who love them in death as in life, offering the distress of our grief and 

the sadness of our loss;  

May God give peace  

God give peace 

for all members of the armed forces who are in danger this day, remembering  

family, friends and all who pray for their safe return;  

May God give peace 

God give peace  

for civilian women, children and men whose lives are disfigured by war or  

terror, calling to mind in penitence the anger and hatreds of humanity;  

May God give peace  



God give peace 

for peace-makers and peace-keepers, who seek to keep this world secure and  

free;  

May God give peace  

God give peace  

for all who bear the burden and privilege of leadership, political, military and  

religious; asking for gifts of wisdom and resolve in the search for reconciliation  

and peace. 

May God give peace  

God give peace  

O God of truth and justice, we hold before you those whose memory we  

cherish, and those whose names we will never know. Help us to lift our eyes  

above the torment of this broken world, and grant us the grace to pray for  

those who wish us harm. As we honour the past, may we put our faith in your  

future; for you are the source of life and hope, now and for ever. 

Amen 
 

THE LORD’S PRAYER 

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name. Thy Kingdom come;  

Thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread 

and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us. 

And lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil For thine is the  

kingdom, the power, and the glory for ever and ever. 

Amen 



 

ACT OF COMMITMENT 

 Let us commit ourselves to responsible living and faithful service. Will you  

strive for all that makes for peace?  

We will  

Will you seek to heal the wounds of war?  

We will  

Will you work for a just future for all humanity?  

We will  

Merciful God, we offer to you the fears in us that have not yet been cast out by  

love: May we accept the hope you have placed in the hearts of all people,  

And live lives of justice, courage and mercy; through Jesus Christ our risen  

Redeemer. Amen 

 

BLESSING 

God grant to the living grace, to the departed rest, to the Church, the Queen,  

the Commonwealth and all people, unity, peace and concord, and to us and all  

God’s servants, life everlasting. And the blessing of God Almighty, Father, Son  

and Holy Spirit be with you all and remain with you always. Amen 
 

 


