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Remembrance Homily – 11 November 2018 

The Senior Chaplain – The Rev. Tim Novis 

 

‘Their Name Liveth Forevermore’ 

 

 Just recently, I wandered downstairs in my home, cursing myself for not 

remembering the name of the pupil who had recently provided me the name 

of a speaker I thought would be ideal to have speak in the Garnett Room on a 

Sunday night. I remembered that I had written the mobile number of this 

speaker on a piece of paper, but I had forgotten where I had left it. I was so 

annoyed with myself, that by the time I got to the bottom of the steps I had 

forgotten why I had come down. Mercifully, I suddenly remembered, located 

the scrap of paper where I always keep such things on the window ledge, only 

to realise that I had forgotten where my reading glasses were. These, perched 

upon the top of my head, laughed at my comic forgetfulness.  

 Old codger, you might think, and with your wonderful, sharp minds, like 

sponges absolutely absorbing all the information you receive class after class, 

some day you two might replay this comic scenario.  

To age is to forget. This is true on a micro and a macro level. I might 

have forgotten where I left that scrap of paper and my reading glasses, and 

even why I came downstairs in the first place, but as a society we are at risk of 

forgetting why we Commemorate Remembrance Day year after year after 

year. Some sadly even advocate an intentional forgetting of this day, as if 

we’ve suddenly learned the lesson, and all future generations, by osmosis, will 

remember the shock and horror and stupidity of war. Teachers know that 

lessons need repeating. Tell them. Tell them that you told them. Then tell 

them again. And so Remembrance Day. 

 Yuval Noah Harari, author of ‘Sapiens’ and the even more captivating 

‘Homo Deus’, suggests that humanity has all but put an end to our three 
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greatest enemies: famine, plague and war. And I postulate that the final enemy 

is largely under our foot because we remember and are mindful of just how 

awful we can make things for each other, through acts of war. That is the 

purpose of Remembrance Day. And with virtually no living Veterans alive who 

had served, it’s now up to us to keep the memory alive. 

 We do this through remembering the Names. In the case of our College, 

there are 749 names we need to remember. And in remembering they are 

kept alive in our hearts where they remind us to avoid war at all costs. 

 The Book of Sirach says that there were those who ‘made a name for 

themselves by their valour’, ‘but of others there is no memory; they have 

perished as though they had never existed.’ This is a warning to all of us which 

I will return to at my conclusion in a moment. 

 The greatest improvement to the newly refurbished Memorial Hall is the 

fact that the names of the 749 are now more easily read – there was huge 

wisdom in this by those responsible. The number 749 is embroidered, I should 

say emblazoned, on the new CCF banner. Wisdom!  

Names and numbers in this age of technology which so conveniently is 

there to remember for us – think of our mobile phones and our contact lists 

where details are automatically entered without even the need to type them in 

– are now even more easily forgotten. But with the visual reminders of the 

names and numbers in such prominent places, how can we ever forget? And 

that is no bad thing. 

 And here’s why.  

 If you have been over to the Mount House Gallery to see the current art 

exhibition, you have seen firsthand the cataclysmic transition in subject and 

style from art before and art during and after the First World War. From idyllic 

landscapes and lovely gardens to the horrified expressions on torn faces, it is 
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no surprise to realise that countless turned from faith to doubt. Surely, if God 

could allow humankind to treat itself as had we from 1914 to 1918, he must be 

dead indeed.  

 Others thought God might be hiding. ‘Deus Absconditus’. God had 

absconded with himself. He was interested in us playing a game with him in 

which he hid and we had to seek.  

 The genius in this is the fact that whenever we have to put some work 

and effort into something, we value it more highly than if someone had simply 

given it to us. Think of how good it feels to be successful in sports or academics 

or the arts when you’ve put hours and hours and hours of work into being 

successful. So too with finding God. God is never ‘not’. God is certainly not 

dead. But there are times when he hides. 

 In the dramatic words of the King James version of the Bible, the 

prophet Isaiah says: ‘Truly, thou art a God who hidest thyself.’ And you might 

even be familiar with the words of the hymn by Walter Chalmers Smith: 

‘Immortal, invisible God only wise / In light inaccessible hid from our eyes.’ 

 With faith and imagination in equal measure, at Marlborough College 

we find God just behind the 749 names in the Memorial Hall. 

 Of the importance of our names, Iago in Shakespeare’s ‘Othello’ says 

this:  

“Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 

Is the immediate jewel of their souls. 

Who steals my purse steals trash; 'tis something, nothing; 

'Twas mine, 'tis his, and has been slave to thousands; 

But he that filches from me my good name 

Robs me of that which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed.” 
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 Those names in the Memorial Hall are absolute jewels. Jewels of the 

souls who call us, if not to sacrifice, then at least to servanthood for each 

other. And in servanthood we emulate our God, who was himself, in Jesus, a 

servant to all. 

 Again, the Book of Sirach promises: ‘their name lives on generation after 

generation.’ And as their names live, so too do they. 

 And those names from off the wall cast out to us a challenge each and 

every time we regard them.  

 To return now to my earlier remark, the Book of Sirach says that there 

were those who ‘made a name for themselves by their valour’, ‘but of others 

there is no memory; they have perished as though they had never existed.’ 

 Think about it. Ultimately, it’s all that any of us ever leaves behind when 

our time on this earth is done. We too, like the 749, will leave only a name.  

 And so I ask, ‘what will your name mean to those who remember you?’ 

‘What, for our common good, do you plan to do with your name – the 

immediate jewel of your souls?’  

 It’s easier to remember the name of someone who has done something 

significant or ‘valorous.’ Less so someone who has done something 

ignominious. Someone who has done nothing with their name is even more 

easily forgotten than the infamous. 

 Those young men of our College, and of all the various homes and 

villages and towns and cities we come from within the Commonwealth, went 

to war because it was expected by their Communities, because the common 

values on which society was underpinned were being threatened. Do we have 

the same community spirit and the same common values today? I’d like to 

hope so.  
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 And in this, the most peaceful epoch in human history, we have an 

enormous opportunity to make a real difference by virtue of how we work 

together for the greater common good. I believe we have learned the lessons 

of history, but lessons aren’t learned unless they’re taught, time after time 

after time. And that is our sensible purpose this morning. 

 

Their Name Liveth Forevermore. 

Amen. 

  

   


