
On Thursday evening, I don’t know what plans you had. In Westcott, the new 

vicar there was to be inducted on Thursday evening at 7.30pm. The Bishop 

decided that she would postpone the service to another date, if the Queen 

should pass away over an hour before. The news of her death came precisely 

56 minutes before. So the service went ahead. And how right that was because 

it was a service focussing totally on being called to servanthood, and somehow 

talking about a new calling as well as her Majesty’s life of service blended 

together remarkably naturally. In fact, the word ‘ministry’ means service.  

When the Queen wrote her Platinum Jubilee letter to the nation, she signed 

this letter “Your servant, Elizabeth R”. It was the first time anyone could 

actually remember her signing a letter in that way, as she neared the final 

stretch of her long life. 

Servanthood is an easy word to use, but what does it really look like ? The first 

reading today was a description of  Jesus, and it’s often known as a hymn to 

servanthood. “He (Jesus) did not consider equality with God as something to 

be grasped” – he put aside his royal power to become an ordinary human. The 

Queen was not dissimilar. She on a number of occasions encountered and 

entered conversation with people who had no idea she was queen.  

She once nipped into the village shop in Sandringham, and the shop assistant 

said “Oh, you look ever so much like the Queen”. Her Majesty simply replied, 

“How reassuring”. Not an ounce of pomposity about her.  

The reading goes on, “He (Jesus) took the form of a servant”. A servant can’t 

really decide what they’re going to be doing that afternoon. Her Majesty did 

much the same, surely. There must have been some engagements she 

probably didn’t look forward to. I felt rather sorry for Charles – King Charles – 

on Friday, having to address the nation the day after his mother’s death. I 

gather that when he was walking past the crowds earlier in the day, someone 

actually kissed his hand, and he said “You’ve no idea how much I have dreaded 

this day”. The Queen too, at a very young age, had to address a whole nation 

after her father had just died.  

It goes on, “he (Jesus) took the form of a servant and became obedient, even 

unto death”. For Jesus, his servanthood took him to the cross. In Her Majesty’s 

case, her servanthood meant that she continued to be sovereign right to the 

end. Just two days before she died, she had greeted and met with Liz Truss. 

She kept going right to the end. She saw it through, instead of giving herself a 



few years of leisure at the end, which most would have understood. That, to 

her, was not what she had been called to.  

Somebody in the village this week said, “What saddens me about so much of 

modern life is its often just me, me, me”. With her Majesty, it was always “You, 

you, you”.  Someone else from the village once went to a garden party and said 

how in each 2 minutes the Queen engaged with someone, she really fully 

engaged, gave them her complete and utter attention. That is demanding. That 

is servanthood.  

Her promise to devote her life to service was not just a promise, it was a 

profound personal commitment which defined her whole life, and one that she 

had made when kneeling alone before the altar in St. Paul’s cathedral, moments 

before her coronation watched by millions.   

And the passage ends, having talked about Jesus dying on a cross, to saying 

“Therefore, God has highly exalted him”. Her Majesty has, over the years, won 

the utter respect and very often affection of those who are rather unsure of 

why we have a monarchy, but recognised in her a really selfless individual. 

Servanthood, in the end, is deeply honoured.  

Many sensed in that Platinum Jubilee, that she, very much in the final stretch 

of the race, she’d run, that she was a deeply contented person, who didn’t 

regret for one moment that she had devoted her life to others. One of the 

abiding memories will surely be her having tea with Paddington bear, and after 

he offered her a marmalade sandwich, saying “I always carry one with me”, 

she takes a marmalade sandwich out of her handbag, saying “Oh, so do I”. As 

the royal correspondent said, “that was a queen at ease with herself and 

enjoying herself”. Service led to sacrifice, but one sensed, a deep contentment.  

Her calling to service was one which came from her role, from her heart, but 

also very much from her commitment to follow Christ. Her faith and her 

servanthood were inseparably linked.  

And just as in that other reading today, a servant comes before his master and 

the master is pleased with him, and says “Well done, good and faithful servant, 

Enter into the joy of your Lord”, I believe that her Majesty Queen Elizabeth will 

already have been greeted with very similar words. “Well done, good and 

faithful servant. Enter into the joy of your Lord.” 

 


