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‘O that my words were engraved on a rock forever’ – Remembrance Sunday (with the First 
Hove Scout Group) 

Job 19.23-27a 
2 Thessalonians 2.1-5,13-17 
Luke 20.27-38 
 
Have you ever used a pocketknife to carve your name on a bench, a tree trunk, a large rock, 

or a stone wall? And I’m not just asking the beavers, cubs and scouts but everyone here. 

Perhaps you’ve added a short message, drawn something silly or rude. Perhaps you’ve carved 

not just your own name but also another person’s name and surrounded both names with a 

heart.  

If you have ever done this, you are not alone. Humans have been carving their names into 

things through the ages. It is something that thousands of soldiers did during the First and 

Second World Wars, many of them not much older than the scouts here today. Before going 

to battle, or when there was a pause in the fighting, many took a moment to carve out a 

message, not knowing whether they would die or live.  

In recent times, a barn in France near Normandy has been found to have several markings left 

by British soldiers. They are simple messages. They scribbled their names, where they came 

from, the date, the names of their loved ones, even their favourite football team.  In England, 

carvings have been found on trees left by American soldiers just before D-Day in the second 

world war. A tree on the Salisbury Plain near Stonehenge carries the message "Frank Fearing 

- Hudson, Massachusetts, 1945", followed by a love heart and the name Helen. I wonder what 

became of Frank and Helen? And in France, a few years ago, caves were found near the 

Somme where one of the worst battles of the First World War took place. In the caves, over 

2,000 names were carved into the walls by soldiers from all over the UK, Australia, and 

elsewhere.     

Why did these soldiers leave these marks? Perhaps they wanted to be remembered. Or 

perhaps they wanted to remember something themselves. In the face of so much destruction 

maybe they wanted to remember something important about what it means to be human.  

Earlier we heard these words from the old testament: O that my words were engraved on a 

rock forever! These words are very old. At least 2,400 years old. They are said by a man called 

Job. Job believed deeply in God but lost everything and everyone he loved. He was struck by 
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terrible illness. He was pushed away by his friends. And yet Job refused to give up. His words 

are cry of pain. But they are also a cry of hope. They come from deep within Job’s soul. They 

say something about the human spirit that never grows old. In times of suffering, we look for 

what matters most. Job points us to what is more lasting than wood, rock or metal. He points 

us upward to God and to how God stands alongside us in suffering and does not abandon 

anyone. And in our Gospel, Jesus echoes Job saying that God remembers everyone and all 

who are remembered by God live even though they die.  

When the soldiers carved their names and the names of those they love, they showed this 

truth is carved onto our hearts. In Jesus, God shows that our hearts are marked by a love that 

never dies. Jesus suffered. He was killed. But he rose again to new life. Jesus is the everlasting 

word of love engraved onto our hearts. In our world of violence and suffering, this means our 

hearts are made to cry out in love and to hope in love.  

To remember this, we must not just carve names into wood and stone, we must let our hearts 

be carved again and again with the mark of God’s love. This lies at the centre of Christian 

worship where we follow Jesus’ command to share bread and wine in remembrance of him. 

Whenever we do this, we come into Jesus’ living presence. He shapes our hearts to his heart 

so that we can carve out spaces in our lives to share God’s love especially where people suffer. 

This is what we are also doing in our act of remembrance today. Together with communities 

across the country, we show publicly how important it is not to forget those who sacrificed 

their lives in the horror of war. We honour the fallen not just by carving their names on stone 

memorials but by carving them onto our hearts. We do this by reading their names, saying 

words of prayer, keeping silence, playing music, wearing poppies and laying wreaths.  Through 

these actions, our hearts are marked by a love both human and divine. This is how we 

remember. We remember that even though human beings fail and our memories fade, God’s 

love never fails or fades. We remember that each person is carved onto God’s heart which is 

the beating centre of all things. We remember that God’s love judges all our violence and 

softens our hearts of stone with tears of sorrow and love. We remember that the gentleness 

of God’s love is sharper than any knife and carves hope and peace and even joy onto the 

hardest of situations. By remembering this, each of us carves out the name of God in our lives 

and, like Job over 2,400 years ago, and like the soldiers on the frontline, we leave a defiant 

mark of our humanity in a world of war. A mark shaped like a heart. 


