
Remembrance Sunday 2021 

Last year we soldiered on in Elmhurst Park, and as a new 
Rector of St Mary’s, I was placed strategically in the Band 
Stand – but no Band! So isn’t it great to be back in Market 
Hill again, and, with so many different groups represented? 
And first things first: It is the 100th Anniversary of the BriMsh 
Legion this year! As well as saying a big ‘Happy Birthday’ can 
we also say a huge THANK YOU to our Woodbridge Branch 
in parMcular? They work so hard over each day of this 
weekend to help us remember those who must never be 
forgoVen. 

Today I want to share with you a long name in a memorial at 
St Mary’s which reads: “George Walpole Winthrop Denman-
Dean, Lieutenant Royal Marines, Aged 21. Died of Wounds, 
November 7th, 1917 at Rouen, France”. What makes this 
memorial even more special is that underneath the wall 
plaque is a liVle wooden door and, inside, a picture, the 
face of this man. He was just like us. He was so much more 
than a name. He was a window and picture of a precious life 
tragically lost in a brutal war. 

And here (difficult for you to see) is a much more recent 
picture of three Welsh Guards on a Normandy beach in full 
ceremonial uniform on the 70th Anniversary of ‘D’ Day. The 



one on the right is one of my godchildren and very much a 
grown man. It is hard to keep in touch, except by text, and 
now, working in Intelligence and a fluent speaker in Arabic, 
you can imagine that it would not be safe for him to say 
where he is, or exactly what new mission he is on. 

But he is always in my prayers. He was one of the lucky ones 
to survive his posMng in Afghanistan and in an honest 
moment, he did share with me some of the very human and 
poliMcal mistakes that were made in that dangerous, sad 
and, unwinnable war. That’s why our prayers maVer – to 
recollect the names and faces and, yes, losses and sadness 
for all those whom we love, but see no longer. 

That great soldier, metaphysical poet, and later Dean of St 
Paul’s Cathedral, John Donne, was right to say that ‘no man 
is an island enMre of itself’. We share a common humanity 
giied to us by our Creator God who has counted all the 
hairs of our head, each of us precious in His sight.  

And finally, as the Town Mayor’s choice of poem hints, and 
holds before each of us, our Easter Day and Easter Monday 
will come! We shall be reconciled and united with the One 
who made us and fashioned us and gave us life. The gardens 
of paradise will know all our names and faces, our courage 



and our fears – and sMll welcome us to our eternal and, 
most fruijul, of ‘orchard’ homes. 

God bless you and keep you. Amen.


