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SERVICE OF REMEMBRANCE

for those members of the school who gave their lives for their country
in The Great War 1914—1918,
World War II 1939—1945

and
The Korean War 1950—1953

Followed by

The rededication of the School War Memorial

Service commencing at 10.15am in Drama Studio 3
at
The King Edward VI School, Morpeth

MONDAY 14th NOVEMBER 2011
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Welcome in Drama Studio 3 from Simon Taylor (Headteacher) & Students

10.15am

10.15 ~ 10.30am

Speaker from SSAFA Forces Help Chairman
(Colonel A.A.E. Tony Glenton CBE. TD. DL)

10.35 -~ 10.55am (Outside by War Memorizal)

Reading by Simon Taylor

It is over 90 years since the guns last fell silent in Flanders,
where the summer poppies had bloomed red on the shattered
fields as if nourished on the blood of the dead.

Only a tiny, ever diminishing number personally remember
that moment of silence.....

It is our custom at this time of year to remember those former
pupils of the school who gave their lives that we might live in
freedom and in peace.

In the World War of 1914-1918, 58 Old Boys and 1 member
of staff paid the supreme sacrifice. Most of them found their
last place of rest far from home: in Belgium, in France, in
Gallipoli, in Poland, at sea; many of them have no known
graves.

In the Second World War of 1939~1945, by a strange
coincidence, yet another 58 Old Boys perished in War -~ this
time together with 2 members of staff. Only a few of them are
buried in Great Britain. The remainder lie in France, Holland,
Belgium and Germany, in Iceland and Italy, in Tunisia, Libya
and Egypt, in Burma and in Singapore.

Again, many have no known grave but the sea or some
unknown corner of a foreign field.

In the Korean War of 1953, an Old Boy was killed while
fighting for the United Nations in the cause of world peace; he
is buried in that far off land.

Students talk about the history of The School War Memorial & show pictures
from school archives leading up to current restoration

e

In our gratitude for the service and sacrifice of all these young
men - their average age was only 24 ~ let us bow our heads in
silent prayer.

They represent only a tiny portion of all the men and women
who gave up their lives for us, in that war-torn world of ours.

So we remember too, at this time, all those others ~ men,
women and children, of whom incessantly, war takes and
goes on taking its cruel, capricious toll: from Iraq, Beirut and
Afghanistan. And our sadness is not just for those who have
died: it is for us as well, that we have not made, out of their
sacrifice, a better world.

Four Lines of poetry - Gibson’s “We who are left” - seem
particularly appropriate, as we stand in silent tribute and
reflection in front of this War Memorial today:

We who are left - how shall we look again
Happily on the sun, or feel the rain
Without remembering, how they who went ungrudgingly, and
spent
Their all for us, loved, too, the sun and the rain

In our gratitude for those of this School who went
ungrudgingly and spent their all for us, and in tribute to all who
suffered or died in the scourge of war, we now lay these
wreaths of remembrance.

Reading by Year 9 Air Cadet (Ecclesiastes Chapter 3, VI-12)

For everything there is a reason, and a time for every matter under heaven:

a time fo be born, and a time to die;
a time fo plant, and a time fo uproot;
a time fo kill, and a time fo heal;
a time to pull down, and a time to build up;
a time fo weep, and a time to laugh;
4 time for mourning, and a time for dancing;
2 time to scatter stones, and a time fo gather them,

a time to emprace, and a time fo refrain from embracing;
a time fo seek , and a time fo lose;
a time fo keep, and a time to throw away;
a time fo tear, and a time fo mend;
a time for silence, and a time for speech;
a time fo love, and a time fo hate;
a time for war, and a time for peace.

What profit does one who works get from all his labour? I have seen the business that God has given
men to keep them busy. He has made everything to suit its time; moreover he has given men a sense of
time past and future, but no comprehension of God’s work from beginning to end. I know that there is
npthing good for man except to be happy and live the best life he can while he is alive.
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Reading by Year 9 Army Cadet

“Lest we Forget”
They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old: But where our desires are and our hopes profound,
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemin. Felt as a well ~ spring that is hidden from sight,
At the going down of the sun and in the morning To the innermost heart of their own land they are
We will remember them. known

As the stars are known fo the night;
They mingle not with their layghing comrades again;

They sit no more at familiar tables of home; As the start that shall be bright when we are dust,
They have no Iot in our Iabour of the day ~ time; Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain;
They sleep beyond England’s foam. As the stars that are starry in the time of our darkness,

To the end, fo the end, they remain

(Laurence Binyon ~ Writfen in 1914)

Reading by Deborah Reeman (Deputy Headlfeacher ~ Pride of The Poppy)

Wear your Poppies, Wear them with Fride To see your comrades torn limb from Iimp
Make them think of those who died And hear the Baltles deathly hymn
Who gave their lives o save this land Wear them with pride and ‘Remember the Slain’
From the vile oppressors hand Rememper their suffering, Remember their pain
Wear them with pride, Let them see Remember how the wounded bled
Why this land of ours is free And stained the earth around them red
Because of those who gave their all Wear them with pride, They died not in vain
When answering their nation’s call For in our hearts their memories remain
Wear them with pride for they do not know Wear them with pride though tinged with regret
What it was like fo face the foe They cannot be with us Whilst wel
To see comrades falling at your side “WE CANNOT FORGET”
Struck down in youth, in vigour, in pride
Wear thern with pride for they cannof fell Composed by Albert Gormley
What it was like midst shot and shell (Ex R.S.M. Royal Horse Artillery)

Reverend Robert McLean (Prayer & Blessing)

Rededication of The School War Memorial

Reading by Bishop of Newcastle ~The Right Re verend Martin Wharfon

(Reading & Blessing)

Reading by RAF Padre (Squadron Leader) Faul Rennie (Reading & Blessing)

Reading by Army Padre Reverend (Major) Stephen Caddy (Reading & Blessing)
10.55am Laying of the wreaths (Invitation to do so by Army Padre)

Bugler - The Last Post & Reveille
11.00am Silence & Flyover of The Sea King Helicopter

11.00 -~ 1 1.30am Refreshments & Archives in Drama Studio 3
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The Poppy
Lieutenant-Colonel John McCrae of the Royal Canadian Army

Medical Corps who in May 1915 when atter watching the death of a
close friend in Belgium wrofte the following poem:

In Flanders Field
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, tfly
Scarce heard amid the guns below:.
We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders tields.

Take up our guarrel 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 noft sleep,
though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.






