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INTRODUCTION

Throughout November, we are encouraged to wear remembrance poppies –

symbols of rest, loss and respect of the countless soldiers who dedicated their 

lives to protect their countries.

The Remembrance Poppy was first referred to in John McCrae’s famous 

poem ‘In Flanders Fields’, which was written on 3rd May 1915 in memorial 

of his fellow soldiers and friends. When he began to wear a poppy as a 

tribute, thus began the tradition which we still uphold today.

During and after the First World War, poppies could be seen blooming in 

abundance in the wreckage from bombs, showing that regardless of the 

conflicts on the battlefield, there were grieving mothers, fathers and siblings 

who shared the loss of countless soldiers on every side of the war.



Sadly, a vast number of war fatalities still remain unidentified, which was 
the origin of the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier. The body of an anonymous 
British soldier was uncovered, and in 1920 was chosen to symbolise all of 
those who made the ultimate sacrifice for their country, but were never 
named. The body was brought to the Chapel of St Pol and buried on 11th 
November to honour all who were lost and their families – and is now a 
reminder of those who never had a proper burial, such as soldiers who died 
during the Somme, Aisne, Arras, and Ypres.

Poppies could serve as tribute to not only lost soldiers of WW1, but also to 
those of other conflicts that are still present today. One of these is the 
ongoing fourth Anglo-Afghan war, which began in 2001, and has led to 
hundreds of thousands of deaths of soldiers and civilians. Another would be 
the religious conflicts of Northern Ireland, where those of Catholic and 
Protestant faith have been clashing since the 1960s, and continue 
intermittently, despite the Good Friday Agreement of 1998.



POPPIES…

Over the years the ‘Remembrance Poppy’ has become a defining symbol of 
reverence for the millions of soldiers who lost their life during the First World 
War. 

These bright red, resilient flowers grew naturally in conditions of disturbed 
earth throughout Western Europe. In 1914, after conflict had ripped open the 
fields of Flanders and Northern France,  and these poppies were the only 
living thing left standing. 

Shortly after losing a friend in Ypres in the Spring of 1915, a Canadian doctor, 
Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae was moved by the sight of these poppies 
and that inspiration led him to write the now famous poem 'In Flanders 
Fields'.



IN FLANDERS FEILDS

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.





2 MINUTE SILENCE

Mr Maclean will now play the pipes to break the two 

minutes silence.



An Eala Bhan- Ila Allan and Abbie Morris

1. I reckon I'm in a pretty sorry state

with my heart being seized by sadness

from the time when I left

the high mist-shrouded hills,

the little valleys filled with love songs,

with their lochs, bays, and streams.

and the white swan who stays there

every day when I am hunting.

2. Magaidh, don't be unhappy

my dear, even if I should die.

What man amongst all people

can live eternally, for ever?

We are all just visiting,

like daisies in an empty fold,

the year's wind and rain will bring them down

and the sun won't pick them up.

3. Good night, my love,

in your warm fragrant bed,

may you have a peaceful sleep, and then

awaken in health and happiness.

I'm here in the cold trench,

in my ears the racket of death,

with no expectation of getting out victorious,

the sea takes so long to swim.

4. I reckon I'm in a pretty sorry state

with my heart being seized by sadness

from the time when I left

the high mist-shrouded hills,

the little valleys filled with ,

with their lochs, bays, and streams.

and the white swan who stays there

every day when I am hunting.



Breagh Woodrow
Suicide in the Trenches 

By Siegfried Sassoon

I knew a simple soldier boy

Who grinned at life in empty joy,

Slept soundly through the lonesome dark,

And whistled early with the lark.

In winter trenches, cowed and glum,

With crumps and lice and lack of rum,

He put a bullet through his brain.

No one spoke of him again.

You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye

Who cheer when soldier lads march by,

Sneak home and pray you'll never know

The hell where youth and laughter go.



Elizabeth MacMillan- Currie and Kathryn 
Macpherson

We’ll Meet Again and White 

Cliffs of Dover


