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Narration 1 

The world leading up to 1914 was very much like the world of today. Rising nationalism 
in Europe brought about by awareness of ethnic differences; shifting alliances between 
nations and ruling families; countries and empires that sought increased influence to 
drive their goals of expansion; changing technologies, including shifts in energy sources 
that changed power balances, to name just some of the conditions. 
 
So while the murder of the heir to the Austrian Hungarian Empire and Duchess Sophie is 
considered by many as a cause of World War I, it is better thought of as the match that 
struck the kindling of a well-set fire-place, fed by the flames of the conditions of the age. 
 
What makes this war different from those preceding it was that this was the first global 
conflict. The rise of empires throughout the world meant that every continent on the 
globe was drawn into the war. Indians, Australians, Costa Ricans, Haitians, Thai, and 
multitudes of others soon found themselves traveling to the foreign European lands, or 
providing resources to propel the war. And the world was never to be the same again. 

 
 
Narration 2 

We soon learned that there would never be enough coffins to meet demand, never 
enough tears to quell the grief, never enough words to describe the horrors. Never 
enough imagination to anticipate what we might do to each other. 
 
The scale of death was massive. Additionally, conditions on the frontlines caused illness 
leading to even more death. Some 9 million soldiers died – perhaps as many as 16 
million. How do you count when the scale is so massive, and wave after wave of soldier 
is sent into battle only to fall, and the next wave comes in. And the next. At least 
another 22 million wounded, many never to regain productive lives. Losses to nations 
were immense.  



 
 
Narration 3 

The story goes that as the care packages arrived, the spirit of Christmas was in the air. 
Christmas 1914 was different than before. The world was at war. Believing they would 
have been home before the leaves had fallen, the troops found themselves in trenches 
along the western front of France and Belgium, dug in for the long haul. Hearing the 
carols being sung – a different language but melodies they all knew – some officers 
carefully put their heads up to look across No Man’s Land. Gingerly, some climbed out, 
carefully moving across No Man’s Land to collect their dead. Then more singing. More 
men came out, bringing with them items from their care packages. Chocolate, socks, 
lollies to share. Meeting in No Man’s Land to swap gifts. Someone brought out a ball, 
kicking it to mates, then to the enemy. And soon, a game of soccer ensued. Here, and in 
other places. Across the front. More than 100,000 troops in Christmas eve 1914 and 
Christmas day. And Boxing Day too.  

 
 
Narration 4 

Sleeping in the ground for as many as 80 years, poppy seeds in Belgium and France lay 
dormant. Disturbed by the artillery and nourished by the rotting corpse, they sprout, 
blooming to a carpet of red. Blood red poppies across the fields of Flanders and 
northern France. 
 

“In Flanders Field the poppies blow between the crosses, row on row …” 
 
Can you imagine the grief? Whole families of young men, all the men of the village, or at 
least most, in towns and cities. Lost, a generation, the world over, killed. Or forever 
damaged. To wear war’s wounds for years to come. What to do. Losing one child is 
overwhelming. Not just mine, but yours and yours and yours. And theirs too. 

 
 
Narration 5 

The squad approached a German roadblock with two machine guns. The soldier got up 
with his bayonet in hand, and against the orders of his Sargent, charged. The German 
troops tried to wave him off. He kept going, firing a shot or two. When he got too close 
to the machine guns, he was shot in a burst of automatic fire and killed instantly.  
 
At 10.59am the last allied soldier was killed, just 1 minute before the Armistice took 
effect. Just one minute. Knowing the Armistice would come into force at 11am, the 
German soldiers had tried to stop him, to wave him off, to stop the bloodshed. 
 
This last man who died, shot by a German machine gunner. This last man, Henry 
Gunther, a German-American, born to German parents in Maryland.  
 



Had he waited just one more minute, they might have welcomed him as a brother. 
“Mein Bruder, Mein Bruder”. 
 
As many as 35 million dead, millions more wounded, families torn apart. With another 
50-100 million dead from the flu of 1919.  
 
The founding catastrophe of the modern age. Over. Could it really be? Would the peace 
be held? A war to end all wars? But for now, the pieces that remained were slowly put 
back together. 

 
 
Closing Remarks 

As the defining catastrophe of the twentieth century, the centennial of the Great War 
provides people of faith with an opportunity to reflect on how the world was swept into 
this global conflict, and what it means to live in its shadows. 
 
My grandfather, Ted Naylor, served in France in WWI. I didn’t really know him, as my 
father immigrated to Australia after serving for 5 years in WWII. Perhaps escaping the 
long shadow of WWI and now WWII that was cast over Europe.  
 
Dad didn’t talk much about war. He hated it. Hated what it had done to the world, how 
it drained away life and hope. 
 
But yet, he lived in the hope of a new tomorrow.  
 
Writing about his experience in WWII in Europe, Fred wrote to me with words that 
inform me:  
 

Moving through outskirts of German city. Destruction all around. Enemy on way 
out other side. Must stop for some reason. Very tired. Get out for a stretch. Look 
into half-destroyed building. Black grand piano sitting there covered in dust and 
debris but out of weather. Call Elwyn Price, a short Welshman with stubby 
workman’s hands and a little moustache. 
 
Elwyn played the piano wonderfully; he had a silver medal of the Royal Academy 
of Music. Most army canteens had a piano. Whenever we went into a canteen in 
England we’d say, `Play us something, Elwyn’. He needed persuasion and when 
he played it was always classical music. He’d only to sit down in the noisy 
canteen and strike a couple of chords for complete silence. 

 
We go into the building through the broken wall. Clear wood and bricks off 
piano. Lift lid. Keys look white, black and perfect. Elwyn sits tries keys. He plays 
`Warsaw Concerto’. A sublime moment. Such unexpected beauty and grandeur 
amid such destruction. The contrast tears at the heart and the emotions. 



Experiencing real life as powerful drama. Reminds me good things still do exist. 
(Personal letter, Fred Naylor) 

 
What strikes me about dad’s experience is that in the midst of such destruction, such 
seeming lack of hope, the thing that lifted his sights was music. Music has the power to 
call out the better parts of who we are. The poetry of song or tune has the capacity to 
cause our gaze to rest beyond the horizon to a brighter tomorrow. 
 
The world in which we live is arguably more like the world of 1913 than ever in the past 
105 years. More than ever the voices of hope and courage need to be heard. In this 
conflicted world, where threats are more consequential that we might ever want to 
consider, when it seems easier to give in to the voices of fear and suspicion, when we 
are tempted to believe the worst in each other and give in to the notion that our best 
days are behind us. When the dreams of our youth are swept away by the realities of 
today. In this world of 2018 but looking and feeling more like the world of 1913, more 
than ever the voices of hope and courage need to be heard.  
 
As one who works in the space that tells the story of valor and courage, of war’s horror 
and loss, who stands in the center looking back at a world lost to the machinery of war, 
given in to the idea held my some of war’s inevitability and of it’s ‘cleansing powers’, 
and while standing in the center looking back, at the same time looking forward, 
yearning for a more prosperous world they anticipated, this war to end all wars, this 
League of nations, this time where peace would be ushered in  – in this center. And here 
we stand. 
 
Ladies and gentlemen, makers of music, midwives of meaning: 
 
We have come into the building through the broken wall. We have cleared the wood 
and bricks off the piano. We lift the lid and discover the keys look white, black and 
perfect. We sit down, and try the keys. We play. We make music to strengthen each 
other, to confess our brokenness or our strength, to speak of our lack of hope and faith 
or affirm another’s worth, to heal communities and call each other to a better state; to 
seek truth and pursue peace; to find healing and hope and hospitality and welcome and 
courage and imagine what might be.  
 
Let us not give in to the forces that divide us, but allow our better selves to triumph. 
Those that we remember who died in WWI – they represent the millions of others who 
have died in war before and wars after. The women, the children, the men. The valiant, 
the brave, the protestor, the soldier, the fearful, the frightened. For them from the past, 
and for those yet be born, let us heed Leonard Bernstein’s call: 

 
“This will be our reply to violence: to make music more intensely, more 
beautifully, more devotedly than ever before.” 

 


