
Remembrance Sunday  

12th November 2017 
Hawley Memorial Hall 

The Town Council Warmly Welcomes All Residents  

Order Of Service 

All Times Approximate 

10.20 am Line Up in the Memorial Hall Car Park  
  Piper 
  Scouts and Cubs 
  Guides and Brownies 

10.30 am The Piper will lead the procession from the car park to the side 
doors of the Memorial Hall. 

10.32 am The Chair of the Town Council will welcome the assembly and 
outline the proceedings. (Spare copies of the service sheet will be 
available). 

10.34 am The Congregation will sing two verses of “I Vow to Thee My 
Country” (see over). 

10.39 am Father Glyn Williams will read Rupert Brooke’s poem  
 “The Soldier” (see over). 

10.42 am As flags are lowered the Piper will play the lament “Flowers of the 
Forest” and then there will be a one minute silence.   Flags will then 
be raised as the Piper plays a series of slow ayres. 

10.45 am Councillors will lay two wreaths outside the Memorial Hall doors to 
commemorate the 1st and 2nd World Wars. This will be followed by 
wreaths from the Scouts, Cubs and/or Crosses set down by Guides 
and Brownies. 

 The Piper will play slowly throughout this sequence. 

10.50 am Father Glyn Williams will say a prayer. 

10.52 am The Piper will play a Highland Medley while leading the way to 
Hawley Church. 

 Arrive at Hawley Church. All are welcome to attend the 11.00 am 
Church Service. 

-oo0oo- 



I Vow To Thee My Country 

Cecil Spring Rice (1859-1918) 

-oo0oo- 

The Soldier 

Rupert Brooke (1887-1915) 
-oo0oo-

I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above, 
entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love: 
the love that asks no question, the love that stands the test, 
that lays upon the altar the dearest and the best; 
the love that never falters, the love that pays the price, 
the love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice.

And there’s another country, I’ve heard of long ago, 
most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know; 
we may not count her armies, we may not see her King; 
her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering; 
and soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase,  
and her ways are ways of gentleness and all her paths are 
peace.

If I should die, think only this of me: 
That there’s some corner of a foreign field 
That is forever 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. 

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.


