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During the 1st World War, so many men, some not even men yet – mere 

boys – signed up, wilfully, eagerly – to go to defend their country. 

 

So few of them got to come back home to tell the story. 

 

They had no idea what lay ahead of them. And therefore we cannot ever 

forget what they did for our country, what they did for us… We should 

remember them. 

 

In John Miller’s book, Silent Heroes: Ordinary People in Times of War 

(St Andrew Press, 2004, p4-5), John Turner describes his experiences 

on the front line in World War One. Wounded earlier in his hand and leg 

at Loos, after some recuperation he returned to the front line at the 

Somme. This is part of his account: 

 

(Background piano music starts.) 

“We went through a place, ‘Happy Valley’ they called it, into the 

trenches. On the second or third day we got issued with rum. And we 

were told we’d be going over the top in the afternoon. 



The afternoon came, and sure enough we got the order to go over the 

top. About 100 yards out over the top, we got the order to go half-left. So 

we switched direction, and I got caught in machine-gun fire; wounded in 

the leg.  

 

I lay there for quite a while. Then trying to crawl back to the lines, I threw 

away my rifle, haversack, everything, and crawled back. I remember 

shells coming over, bursting twenty yards behind me, showering me with 

everything.  

 

After a while, maybe an hour, I managed to get back. When I reached 

the bit of the trench that jutted out, I went head first and fell right in. 

  

I was back. I sat there for a long time; no-one ever came near me. 

I attended to my own wounds; took the bandage out of my pocket, 

bandaged my leg tight to soak the bleeding. I sat there on the first step, 

that the men used to stand on when they were firing over the top. I smelt 

a funny smell as I sat there. I looked down and there was a foot. A 

German’s foot was showing through the bottom of the trench: the body 

must all have been covered in the trench wall.  

 

Another chap by this time was sitting opposite me. Another shell burst 

and showered us, and he was wounded in the knee. Blood was spurting 

out of his leg. I helped him bandage it up and told him to get away as 

quick as possible to the dressing station. 

 

Night came and I still wasn’t moved. I lay down in the bottom of the 

trench, stuck at the back of the firing step. It was pit-black and I fell 



asleep. I was awakened by soldiers rushing up the trench; they were 

stepping on top of me.  

 

I shouted, ‘Keep to your left! Wounded Man!’ but they kept on running 

and kept stepping on top of me.”  

(Background music ends.) 

 

This is but one story of so many… 

 

How sad is that, that this a story with a happy ending? Because this 

soldier, even though he had such a horrific experience, lived to tell the 

story. 

 

So many others didn’t. We should remember them. 

 

But despite the fact that there is always the possibility that you can lose 

your life when you go out to the battle fields, so many men and women 

subsequently signed up to defend their country. Even to this day our 

soldiers risk their lives to right the wrongs. We should remember them. 

 

But we should remember more than their names, their heroic deeds; we 

should remember the lesson they teach us: that war is never the answer. 

 

Peace is what we should strive for… 

 

Peace is what God has always wanted for us. In Micah 4 we saw what 

God’s vision for our future is: A time when we will beat our swords into 

ploughshares and our spears into pruning hooks. 



That’s what we should work towards: To changing tools of destruction 

into tools that can be useful. 

 

If only we could put the same amount of time and energy into working for 

peace as we put into fighting, this world could become a completely 

different place. 

 

Let’s beat our swords into ploughshares and our spears into pruning 

hooks. Instead of hurting others, let’s help them. Ploughshares and 

pruning hooks are tools to take people’s hunger away. 

 

There is no better place for this transition to start than right here in 

church. Whether it’s physical food or spiritual food people need – let’s 

give it to them, and start changing the world.  

 

We have got to start somewhere… Why not here? Today? 

 

Love is stronger than hate. 

 

We should remember that… 

 

Amen 

 


