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Reading by Lance Corporal James Lashmore-Searson, 1st Battalion  
The Royal Regiment of Fusiliers

Private C. Miles, 10th Battalion, The Royal Fusiliers, British Army

The moment you set off you felt that dreadful suction. It was forever pulling 
you down, and you could hear the sound of your feet coming out in a kind 
of sucking ‘plop’ that seemed much louder at night when you were on your 
own. In a way, it was worse when the mud didn’t suck you down; when it 
yielded under your feet you knew that it was a body you were treading on. 
It was terrifying. 

Reading

Private Leonard Hart, 2nd Battalion, Otago Regiment, The New Zealand 
Expeditionary Force

Dear Mother, Father and Connie, 

In a postcard which I sent you about a fortnight ago, I mentioned that we 
were on the eve of a great event, and that I had no time to write you a long 
letter. Well that great event is over now, and by some strange act of fortune  
I have once again come through without a scratch. 

The great event mentioned consisted of a desperate attack by our Division 
against a ridge, strongly fortified and strongly held by the Germans. For the 
first time in our brief history as an army the New Zealanders failed in their 
objective with the most appalling slaughter I have ever seen. 

My Company went into action 180 strong and we came out 32 strong. Still, 
we have nothing to be ashamed of as our commander afterwards told us 
that no troops in the world could possibly have taken the position, but this 
is a small comfort when one remembers the hundreds of lives that have 
been lost and nothing gained. 

I remain 
Your affectionate son
Len 

Reading by Peter Campion 

A Soldier’s Grave by Francis Ledwidge, 1916 

The poet and Irish nationalist Lance Corporal Francis Edward Ledwidge,  
Royal Inniskilling Fusiliers, enlisted when war broke out in 1914. He was 
Killed in Action one hundred years ago today and is buried at Artillery 
Wood Cemetery, alongside Hedd Wyn. 
 
Then in the lull of midnight, gentle arms 
Lifted him slowly down the slopes of death 
Lest he should hear again the mad alarms 
Of battle, dying moans, and painful breath. 

And where the earth was soft for flowers we made 
A grave for him that he might better rest. 
So, Spring shall come and leave it sweet arrayed,
And there the lark shall turn her dewy nest. 

Reading

Sergeant Walter Hubert Downing, 57th Battalion, The Australian  
Imperial Force 

Men fell silent, or spoke casually, or made surly jests, according to their 
natures. No one spoke of the task before us. Occasionally we stirred 
to brush the dirt from our necks and to empty our pockets of dust. 
Dry heavy clods of earth flew on the air. Shells roared and moaned 
incessantly across the floor of heaven. The sky was starry.
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Reading by Sergeant Justin McLean, Royal Canadian Airforce

Private F. Hodgson, 11th Canadian Field Ambulance, Canadian Army  
Medical Corps

I was at a place called Tyne Cot. We had two pillboxes there. It was a group of 
pillboxes. The doctor and his helpers were in one and we stretcher bearers were  
in another about a hundred feet away. 

We put the stretcher-case in a depression in the ground. He was very frightened,  
the wounded boy. He said to me, ‘Am I going to die, mate?’ I said, ‘Don’t be  
stupid fella. You’re going to be all right. As soon as Heinie stops this shelling we’ll  
have you out of here and they’ll fix you up OK. You’ll be back across the ocean  
before you know it.’ The shelling eased off and we picked him up and set off again.  
He died before we got to the dressing-station. 

On the way back we passed the remains of our No.1 Squad. There were  
nothing but limbs all over the place. We lost ten of our stretcher bearers that  
day. Hell was never like that.

Music In Flanders Fields 
Words by Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae 
Composed by Alexander Tilley 
Performed by the National Youth Choir of Scotland 

THE CALLING OF THE NAMES 

Reading by Captain Amelia Cummings, Queen Alexandra’s Royal Army 
Nursing Corps (QARANC)

Sister J. Calder, Casualty Clearing Station at Remy Siding 

We’d had boys coming in all week, of course, and we’d been busy but  
the ones we got at the weekend were in a shocking state, because so many  
of them had been lying out in the mud before they could be picked up by  
the first-aid orderlies. Their clothes were simply filthy. They didn’t look like 
clothes at all. We had to cut them off and do what we could. In a civilian 
hospital – even an army hospital – the man had a home quite near and 
relations possibly, but the wounded man on the battlefield is miles away  
from his home and his family; he’s in pain and he’s amongst strangers,  
and I think that was why sympathy went out from one to the other. 

Music Lux Aeterna  
Performed by the National Youth Choir of Scotland, the Band of  
HM Royal Marines Plymouth, the Band of the Welsh Guards, and  
the Central Band of the Royal Air Force  
Composed by Edward Elgar

Reading by Fusilier Shaun Mclorie, 1st Battalion The Royal  
Regiment of Fusiliers 

Private Bert Ferns, 2nd/6th Lancashire Fusiliers, describing an attack in 
October 1917 on the land we are gathered on today

Mr Kay came up and said ‘Come on lads, it’s our turn’, and we just walked 
round the corner of the pillbox and up the hill. The Germans didn’t have 
much to fear from me that morning – there was no fire in my belly – no 
nothing. I staggered up the hill and then dropped over a slope into a sort  
of gully. It was here that I froze and became very frightened because a big 
shell had just burst and blown a group of lads to bits; there were bits of men 
all over the place, a terrible sight, men just blown to nothing. I just stood 
there. It was still and misty, and I could taste their blood in the air. I couldn’t 
move. I stood there staring. Then an officer came across and shouted we  
were too far left and must go half right, I would have probably been dead  
but for him jolting me out of it. These men had just been killed and we just 
had to wade through them to get on. That’s one thing I’ll never forget,  
what I saw and what I smelt. 
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Reading

Letter from an unknown German officer, 20 September 1917 

Dear Mother, 

On the morning of the 18th, the dug-out, containing seventeen men,  
was shot to pieces over our heads. I am the only one who withstood  
the maddening bombardment of three days and still survives. You  
cannot imagine the frightful mental torments I have undergone in those  
few hours. After crawling out through the bleeding remnants of my  
comrades and the smoke and debris, and wandering and fleeing in  
the midst of the raging artillery fire in search of refuge, I am now  
awaiting death at any moment.

You do not know what Flanders means. Flanders means endless  
endurance. Flanders means blood and scraps of human bodies.  
Flanders means heroic courage and faithfulness, even unto death. 

Your Otto 

Flowers will be laid at the German graves 

Reading by Nina Sosanya

Private Ernest Gays, X Corps Cyclist Battalion, Army Cyclist Corps, Killed in 
Action aged 19

Dear Friend, 

I am addressing you as friend as any friend of my Boy’s is a friend. I thank  
you for sending us word of how our Dear Ernest died. It is dreadful though  
to lose our Dear Boy in this way. We would not believe it till we had the  
letter from someone who saw him. 

Did you see my boy after he died, could you tell us how he was? I should  
like to know what time of day or night it happened (or thereabouts). 

I am sure we are all the while thinking of you dear lads, hoping and praying  
for you to be kept safe, and then when these awful tidings are sent us it  
shakes our faith. But then again when we get calm we know that God is  
still in his heaven and He orders all things for the best. I sent Ernie a parcel  
off on 21st August; if you could see anything of it, will you share what is  
good between you and his friends. I shall never forget you and hope you  
will write often to me. So thanking you I close. 

Yours truly,
Mrs. Gays 

p.s. Write soon 
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Prayer by The Venerable Ian Wheatley QHC RN, The Chaplain of the Fleet 

Faithful God, compassionate and merciful, 
Hear us as we remember those valiant hearts 
Who fell in the heat of the conflict 
And died here in the mire and clay of the trenches. 
We honour the examples of selfless service, 
Of comradeship and care, that shine out of the loss and waste. 
We remember the proud and sorrowing lands 
From which they came; 
Those who returned wounded in mind and body; 
All at home who mourned the dead 
And all here who suffered the loss of home and community. 
Guide the nations, united today in sorrow,
Into the light of freedom, contentment and glorious hope,
And hear the longing of our hearts for peace; 
We ask this for the sake of your world 
And the good of all your children; 
Through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

All: Amen

Please remain standing. 

Reading by The Right Honourable Theresa May MP, Prime Minister of the  
United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland 

Ecclesiasticus Chapter 44, Verses 7–14

All these were honoured in their generations, 
and were the glory of their times. 
There be of them, that have left a name behind them,
that their praises might be reported. 
And some there be, which have no memorial; 
who are perished, as though they had never been; 
and are become as though they had never been born;
and their children after them. 
But these were merciful men, 
whose righteousness hath not been forgotten. 
With their seed shall continually remain a good inheritance, 
and their children are within the covenant. 
Their seed standeth fast, and their children for their sakes. 
Their seed shall remain for ever, 
and their glory shall not be blotted out.
Their bodies are buried in peace; 
but their name liveth for evermore. 

Please remain standing.

THE COMMEMORATION 

Music The Day Thou Gavest 
Words by John Ellerton 
Led by the National Youth Choir of Scotland 

Please all stand and sing. 

The day Thou gavest, Lord, is ended, 
The darkness falls at Thy behest; 
To Thee our morning hymns ascended, 
Thy praise shall sanctify our rest. 

We thank Thee that Thy church, unsleeping, 
While earth rolls onward into light,
Through all the world her watch is keeping, 
And rests not now by day or night. 

As o’er each continent and island 
The dawn leads on another day, 
The voice of prayer is never silent,
Nor dies the strain of praise away. 

The sun that bids us rest is waking
Our brethren ’neath the western sky,
And hour by hour fresh lips are making
Thy wondrous doings heard on high.

So be it, Lord; Thy throne shall never, 
Like earth’s proud empires, pass away: 
Thy kingdom stands, and grows forever,
Till all Thy creatures own Thy sway. 

Please remain standing. 
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Wreaths will be laid at the Stone of Remembrance in the following order

His Royal Highness The Prince of Wales and His Majesty The King of the Belgians 

The Right Honourable Theresa May MP, Prime Minister of the United Kingdom  
of Great Britain and Northern Ireland and Mr Steven Vandeput, Minister of Defence, 
Federal Government of Belgium

Vice Admiral Sir Tim Laurence, Vice Chairman, Commonwealth War  
Graves Commission 

Mr Geert Bourgeois, Minister-President of the Government of Flanders,  
and Mr Dirk Sioen, Mayor of Zonnebeke 

Representatives of nations that fought in the Third Battle of Ypres

Please remain standing for the playing of the National Anthems. 

We invite you to turn towards the main entrance to view a fly-past by the  
350th Squadron, 2nd Tactical Wing of the Belgian Air Force.

Please remain in your position until you are asked to move by an event usher.  

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS 

Music 

Band of HM Royal Marines Plymouth 
Band of the Welsh Guards 
Central Band of the Royal Air Force  
Senior Director of Music Household Division, Lieutenant Colonel Kevin Roberts

The National Youth Choir of Scotland 
Director of Music Christopher Bell 

With thanks to 
The Venerable Ian Wheatley QHC RN, The Chaplain of the Fleet 
David Cole MVO, Director of Music, The Royal British Legion

Reading by Vice Admiral Sir Tim Laurence, Vice Chairman,  
Commonwealth War Graves Commission

For the Fallen by Laurence Binyon, 1914

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.

All: We will remember them

The Last Post 

Two Minute Silence 

Reveille 

Please remain standing. 

THE CALLING OF THE NAMES 

Concluded by His Royal Highness The Duke of Cambridge 
A Soldier of the Great War, Known Unto God 

Music Solemn Melody 
Composed by Henry Walford Davies 
Performed by the Band of HM Royal Marines Plymouth, the Band of the  
Welsh Guards and the Central Band of the Royal Air Force 
 


