Community Act of Remembrance
SUNDAY 14 NOVEMBER 2021 : 10.45am
WAR MEMORIAL, LAWLEY

Welcome and Introduction
By Councillor John Yorke
Chair of Lawley & Overdale Parish Council

In Flanders Fields, John McCrae 1915
Read by Councillor Cathy Salter

The Exhortation :
For the Fallen, Laurence Binyon 1914
Read by Councillor Jayne Greenaway

The Last Post
Played by Ivor Evans

Followed by two minutes silence

The Reveille
Played by Ivor Evans

Laying of Wreaths

The Soldier, Rupert Brooke 1915
Read by Paul Curran

The Kohima Epitaph
Read by Councillor John Yorke
When you go home, tell them of us and say, for your tomorrow, we gave our today.

Community Act of Remembrance
Sunday 14 November 2021: 10.45am
In Flanders Fields, John McCrae 1915
Read by Councillor Cathy Salter

The Soldier, Rupert Brooke 1915
Read by Paul Curran

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

If I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam;
A body of England’s, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.
Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.

The Exhortation : Extract from
For the Fallen, Laurence Binyon 1914
Read by Councillor Jayne Greenaway
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old:
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.
At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.
They mingle not with their laughing comrades again;
They sit no more at familiar tables of home;
They have no lot in our labour of the day-time;
They sleep beyond England's foam.
But where our desires are and our hopes profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight,
To the innermost heart of their own land
they are known
As the stars are known to the Night;
As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust,
Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain;
As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

