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[image: image2.jpg]The Memorial Tablet was unveiled by

Alderman Sir George Lunmn, D.L., J.P.

(Chairman of the Education Committee).

Chairman :

The Rt. Hon. the Lord Mayor of Newcastle upon Tyne

(Alderman R. H. Millican, d.P.),

supported by

Alderman Sir Johustone Wallace, K.B.E., D.L., J.P.

(Chairman of the Governors}),

and Members of the Education Commilttee.

12th April, 1922,
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NAMES OF THE FALLEN.

Adamson, E. T.
Adie, R.

Allan, J. S.
Anderson, C. N.
Appleby, J. F.
Archbold, C.
Archbold, E.
Armstrong, C.
Armstrong, E. S.
Ash, J. L.

Ash W. B.

Bainbridge, G. R.
Bainbridge, T. E.
Baker, W.
Beaton, G. T.
Beattie, T.

Bell, N.

Bell, W.

Blair; N.

Brady, J.
Buglass, A.
Burn, J. H.
Butland, W.

Carr, B.
Carruthers, J.
Charlton, N. E.
Chaudron, A.
Chisholm, W, O.
Cockburn, C. R.
Cooper, J. F.
Cowen, E. G.

Cox, P. E,

Coysh, E.
Craman, R.
Crawford, J. R.
Crome, 8. C.

Daglish, G. R. D.

Davidson, E.
Davison, G.
Dent, J. G.
Denton, j. W.
Dobson, H. P.

Edgar, R.
Elliot, C. W.
Embleton, W. C.

Feggetter, J. H.
Forster, J. P.
Friay, T. W,
Fraser, P. C.

Gibson, A. M.
Gibson, J.
Gilhespy, J. R.
Graham, P.
Gray, C. H.
Gray, H. T,
Gregory, T. W.

Hall, C. 8.
Hall, J. R.
Hamilton, J.
Hanson, R.
Hare, A.
Heads, A, F,

Heads, J. C.
Heads, L.
Henderson, J. T.
Henderson, W.
Herdman, A. J.
Hetherington, R.
Hindmarsh, J.
Holmes, A. E.
Horsley, H.
Howard, Percy
Howitt, W. C.
Hudspeth, A.
Hudspith, G.
Hughes, J.
Humphreys, G.

Tung, H. A.
Iveson, F. T

Jobson, T.

King, A. B.
Kinghorn, W.

TLawson, H. H.
Leslie, G. B.
Little, E.

Maltby, C. P.
Marshall, G.
Martin, T. B,
Mauboussin,V.P.L.
Main, A. C.
Mitchell, J. M.
Mole, W,

Oliver, W. S.
Olliff, W.
Ord, H.

Palgrave, R. W.

Parkinson, H. O.

Patterson, K. S.
Peacock, E.
Pearson, J. G.
Pirrie, R.
Potter, P.
Pritchard, S. G.
Pullan, J. A.
Pullan, W. S.
Punter, C. O.

Ramsay, W.
Rea, F.

Reid, A.
Renard, M.
Revell, O. R.
Roan, W. T.
Robson, G.
Robson, J. T.
Ross, ].

Ross, B.
Routledge, J. S.
Row, W. B.

Scorer, N.
Scott, A.
Scott, F. E.
Shortridge, B.
Sibbit, L,

Sibbit, H.

Smart, N.

Smart, W. M.
Smith, H.
Sowerby, W.
Stephenson, G. H.
Stobbart, R. W.
Story, J. D.
Story, N. H.
Stewart, V.

Tayler, T.
Templeman, J.
Turner, J. G.

Urwin, G.
Urwin, W.

Vasey, G. E.
Walker, J. A.

"Walker, W. F.

Wallace, H.
Walton, T. C.
Weatherstone, G. L.
Welford, T. H. B.
‘White, S. W.
‘White, T.

Wilks, H.

‘Wilson, A.
‘Winkworth, W.
Wright, G.

Young, W.




[image: image4.jpg]The Memorial Tablet inscribed with the names of Old Rutherfordians

who fell in the Great War, 1914-1918.
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Headmaster read the names of the fallen.

He added—

We are assembled to do reverence to our ncble dead.

By painful sacrifice, by limitless devotion they inscribed their names on
the great Roll of Honour of those who gave and suffered all for duty.

.

By their steadfast bravery they have assured to us a precious heritage

made yet more glorious by their heroic deeds.

They call us to consecrate ourselves ‘with resolute sincerity to the great

cause for which they fought and died.




[image: image6.jpg]The following Address was delivered by
Alderman Sir George Lunn, D,L:, J.P.

We are gathered here to;day to praise brave men. For this College, to-day is the
Day of Remembrance. The whole of the British Empire is studded with War Memorials.
In the Homeland and in the Dominions across the seas, grateful peoples have put up their
Stones of Remembrance and commemorated the lives and deaths of their sons and citizens.

Tn the Cathedrals and Village Churches and Chapels, in Towns and Hamlets, on the
Village Green, in the Factory and Workshop, the Tablet of Stone or Brass, the Memorial Cot in
the Hospital, tell us, as they will tell to each succeeding generation, the story of the men who
heard the call—and obeyed—who went out, not knowing whither they went, and, nobly fighting,

nobly fell.

A School or College is surely an appropriate place for such a Memorial. So many of
the Soldiers and Sailors of the Great War were fresh from school, or had recently left. They
exchanged the books of the scholar for the bivouac, the desk of the scholar for the drill of the
soldier or the deck of the battleship, the research of the Laboratory for Reveille and the Last Post.

Rutherford College, like all other Schools, has its proud distinction boards, telling of
academic successes won by past and present pupils in the arena of Scholarship. To-day we add
a distinction board of quite another kind. It bears the names of those who won an Honours

Degree in the University of Service and of Sacrifice.




[image: image7.jpg]How great was that sacrifice we cannot fully realise. =~ We can measure the Altar—so
many cubits high, and wide, and deep; so much of time—4th August, 1914, to 11th November,
1918—but no one can measure the extent and the value of the sacrifice laid on that Altar.
Tt is illimitable, immeasurable, unfathomed and unconfined—a vast deep, where all our thoughts
are drowned. '

Let us think lovingly to-day of our heroic dead. Let us remember—tearfully it may be,
but in proud thanksgiving—the lads who went from us and will not come back.

Memory will not be quietened. It brings back to us the vision of little white crosses
in the fields and vineyards of France, in the water-logged plains of Flanders, the fertile valleys
of Syria and Palestine; the sandy deserts of Mesopotamia and the malarial swamps of East Africa.
Or it may conjure up the sighing of the surging sea, with no cross to mark the place of  burial,”
no knowledge till that day when the sea shall give up its dead.

Rutherford College has its war record, of which it may be justifiably proud. Itis not
easy to secure a return of the names and numbers of all who had passed through this College to
share the burdens of the Great War, but the ﬁg‘ures' of which we have knowledge are brimtul of
significance. At least 800 names can be placed on the Cellege Roll of Honour—the names of men’
who enlisted themselves in every branch of the Forces of the Crown, The number of those whom
e know made the supreme sacrifice is 151,




[image: image8.jpg]We stand to-day in the middle of Passiontide, the Festival of the Passover and of the
Resurrection. We think of the Passover of the Ancient people of God, of the Exodus from
Egypt, and we see how history repeats itself. That ancient people marched out of Egypt and
the first day of the march was the day of the Sprinkled Blood, and the second was the day of the
descent into the Red Sea—apparently the grave of their hopes and the death of their aspirations.
And the third day was the Day of Resurrection, when, on the farther shore of the Red Sea, the
liberated slaves of Egypt drank for the first time the glorious air of freedom. The World has just
had its Passover, its period of bloodshed, its days of death when it seemed as if all was lost, but
it has had its third day of Resurrection and Life. We are too close to the great epoch of the
War to realise its full significance. You cannot measure the height of the mountain whilst you
are still at its base and its giant peaks are swathed in cloud and mist. Time will scatter the
fog and dispel the murky mists. Our children’s children will know better than we how great was
the deliverance wrought out for us by the men whose heroism we commemorate to-day.

You may climb the Belfry Tower in the old Cathedral Church. You will not realize
the music of the bells up there—nothing but the jingling of the tongues of the bells as they
strike the metal on either side. You will hear the groaning and creaking of the timbers of
the floor and be blinded by the dust. But leave the belfry and go down the hill outside, cross
the stream at its foot and climb the brae on the other side. Sit down, and rest, and listen. The
music of the bells will steal across the valley and you will catch its message of hope and
understanding. “ Here we see through a glass darkly—there face to face. Here we know in
part—there we shall know even as we are known.”




[image: image9.jpg]The students who frequent the Memorial Library will have a constant reminder of the
men to whose memory the Library is dedicated, the men who wrote a few sentences in the great
Book of Life and whose writing came to a full-stop ere as yet one half of their Life's Story had
been written. It looks as if “ Finis” had been written in the middle of the chapter and
not at the end. But ‘‘ Finis coronat opus ’—the end crowns the work.

To the students who will use the Memorial Library I say: “ Open the books and read and
then think of the men whose sacrifice begot that Library and hold them in grateful remembrance.”

I dedicate the Library as a memorial of all who owned. Rutherford College as their Alma

Mater—of the men who—
‘“ Never doubted clouds would break,
Held we fall to rise again,
Are baffled to fight better,
Sleep to wake.

' Let us remember men who died for England :—

‘“ They endured all, and gave all, that honour and kindness might prevail and
not perish ; that those whom they loved and their children after them
might enjoy freedom and inherit peace. Their portion is with the Eternal.”

““ They shall not grow 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.”
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SEATED LEFT TO RIGHT :

STANDING LEFT TO RIGHT ;

Miss Davies, Lady Wallace, Ald. Sir George Lunn, the Rt. Hon. ‘the Lord Mayor (Ald. R. H. Millican),
the Lady Mayoress (Miss Millican), Ald. Sir Johnstone Wallace, Ald. W. Bramble, the Headmaster
(Mr. J. B. Gaunt), Mrs. Simpson.

Mr. N. Fleming, Councillor Chambers, Mr. A. G. Marks, Mr. H. T. Robinson. Councillor Dr. R. W. Simpson,
Mr. J. F. Bo lale, Mr. M. Hyslop, Councillor C. Pillar, Mr. G. H. Welch, Mr. A. H. Clapperton,
Mr. H. V. Ewart, Mr. T. Walling (Director of Education}, Mr. E. C. Kesting, Mr. E, W. Fraser Smith,
Mr. W. G. Kinghorn,eMr. T. Pringle, Mr. A, V. Currie, Mr. W, Graham





