Zach: Welcome to St. Michael’s Remembrance Service. Each year, this service is held to commemorate the lives of those who died for their country. 
Daisy C: We are very grateful that they offered their services and sacrificed their lives in order for us to live in freedom.


Lucy: We will now recite a poem we have learnt as a class: ‘In Flanders Fields’ by John McCrae.

Isabella: John McCrae was a doctor in World War 1 and it is thought that he wrote this poem in honour of a friend of his who died in battle.

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.

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.

Freya: We will now read the poem ‘We Who Remain’ by Anthony Devanny

Finn: We are indeed the lucky and unlucky ones,
Kiaan: As we are the ones who have lived to tell the tales of those we once knew.
Darcey: We are the ones who carry those scars of things seen, done and lost.
Aymaan: We are the ones who must never let those who are not here be forgotten by the new.
Seb: We are the ones who will never need to be reminded that "We will Remember Them", 
Francesca: As we are the ones who will always remember those we forever call friend. 
Ruby O: This is a poem written by Rudyard Kipling in 1915 called ‘My Boy Jack’
William: "Have you news of my boy Jack? "
Not this tide.
Mason: "When d'you think that he'll come back?"
Not with this wind blowing, and this tide.

Isaac: "Has any one else had word of him?"
Not this tide.
Kabeer: For what is sunk will hardly swim,
Not with this wind blowing, and this tide.

Oz: "Oh, dear, what comfort can I find?"
None this tide,
Nor any tide,
Albert: Except he did not shame his kind---
Not even with that wind blowing, and that tide.

Daisy T: Then hold your head up all the more,
This tide,
And every tide;
Ruby T: Because he was the son you bore,
And gave to that wind blowing and that tide!
The exhortation (): 
Scarlett: They went with songs to the battle, they were young,
Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.
Dylan: They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted;
They fell with their faces to the foe.
Leo: "They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old, 
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn. 
Henry: At the going down of the sun, and in the morning 
We will remember them."
All: "We will remember them."

Last Post played here 

Two-minute silence here
Children come forward a class at a time and place their poppy wreaths on the table at the front. 

Arabella: Let us pray. If you would like to make this prayer your own, please say ‘Amen’ at the end.

Myla: Dear God, lead us from death to life, from falsehood to truth. lead us from despair to hope, from fear to trust. 
Flossie: Lead us from hate to love, from war to peace. Let peace fill our hearts, our world, our universe. Amen.

Nina-Grae: Dear God, Thank you for everything: our freedom, our country, our family and our lives. Thank you to everyone who fought in the Great War. We will remember you for your service and we will never forget you.
Sophia: God please be with those who lost their lives in the Great War and those Wars that have followed. Lest we forget. Amen. 


Kyle: Thank you for joining us in our act of Remembrance. Finally, please join us in The Lord’s Prayer: Our Father… (rest of school to join in here): 
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