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ANZAC 
COMMEMORATION

GLENORIE RSL CLUB MEMORIAL

INTRODUCTION

The memorial before which we stand on this day is to the glorious 
memory of our gallant dead. Upon it we place the flowers of 
loving remembrance, while in our hearts there surges a deep and 
passionate pride for those who died in defence of all that we hold 
dear.

Many a distant battlefield carries a cross with a name we love, 
and here today we pause in silence to think of those who fell, our 
hearts brimful with a  debt of gratitude, and our lips uttering praise 
for their deeds and their daring.

May we be inspired to guard and guide the great heritage for 
which they gave their lives so gladly ... this beloved land of ours; 
this nation placed within our care.

               “OUT OF THE STRIFE OF DOING,
                   INTO THE PEACE OF DONE.”   

We keep sacred this day.

“LEST WE FORGET” (REPEAT)
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ORDER OF SERVICE

I AM AUSTRALIAN - Original song by The Seekers

I came from the dream-time
From the dusty red-soil plains
I am the ancient heart
The keeper of the flame
I stood upon the rocky shores
I watched the tall ships come
For fourty thousand years I’ve been
The first Australian

I came upon the prison ship
Bowed down by iron chains
I bought the land, endured the lash
And waited for the rains
I’m a settler, I’m a farmers wife
On a dry and barren run
A convict, then a free man
I became Australian

We are one, but we are many
And from all the lands on earth we come
We’ll share our dream and sing with one voice
“I am, you are, we are Australian”

I’m the daughter of a digger
Who sought the mother lode
The girl became a woman
On the long and dusty road
I’m a child of the Depression
I saw the good times come
I’m a bushie, I’m a battler
I am Australian

We are one, but we are many
And from all the lands on earth we come
We’ll share our dream and sing with one voice
“I am, you are, we are Australian”
“I am, you are we are Australian”
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The 2/7th Infantry Battalion - Waiting at a troop train in QLD 1943



Writing Home - Australian Soldier at                   the Somme Front 1916



SCRIPTURE READING
Ecclesiasticus (Sirach) 44: 1-15

THE GLORY OF GOD IN HISTORY
So let us now give praise to godly men,
our ancestors of generations past,
men whom the Lord honoured with great glory,
in whom his greatness has been seen
from the beginning of time.
There were some who ruled kingdoms,
and some who were known for their strength,
some were wise advisers,
and some spoke prophecies.
There were statesmen whose policies governed the people,
rulers who issued decrees,
scholars who spoke wise words,
and those who used pointed proverbs,
poets, and composers of music, 
rich and powerful men living peacefully at home.
All of these were famous in their own times,
honoured by the people of the day.
Some men left a reputation,
and people still praise them today.
There are others who are not remembered
as if they had never lived,
who died and were forgotten,
they, and their children after them.
But we will praise these godly men,
whose righteous deeds have never been forgotten. 
Their reputations will be passed on to their descendants,
and this will be their inheritance!
Their descendants continue to keep the covenant 
and always will, because of what their ancestors did.
Their family line will go on forever,
and their fame will never fade.
Their bodies will be laid to rest,
but their reputations will live forever.
Nations will tell about the wisdom of these men.
and God’s people will praise them.



‘Headquarters’ - Officer works on documents,     sitting on upturned packing case in a Battalion  Headquarters Dugout. Gallipoli Turkey 1915



THE LORD’S PRAYER

MINISTER 

ADDRESS

GUEST SPEAKER

HYMN
(during which collection will be taken)

ABIDE WITH ME
Abide with me; fast falls the eventide;
The darkness deepens; Lord with me abide.
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
Help of the helpless, O abide with me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life’s little day;
earth’s joys grow dim; its glories pass away;
change and decay in all around I see;
O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes;
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies.
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee;
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me.
AMEN

GUEST PERFORMER
‘Ferries to Gallipoli’

‘Gas Masks’ - Australian Soldiers      Ypres, September 27th 1917



PLACING OF WREATH

MINISTER 

SOLEMN ACT OF COMMEMORATION

Hallowed in Christ be the memory of the brave men and women who 
died in these past wars for the freedom of the world.
They shall yet stand before the throne, an exceeding great army. In 
that last muster there shall be found those, our own beloved. 

They went with songs to the battle, they were young,
straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds uncounted;
they fell with their faces to the foe.

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’
(repeat together)
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THE LAST POST

REVEILLE

BENEDICTION -  MINISTER 

THE NATIONAL ANTHEM

ADVANCE AUSTRALIA FAIR
Australians all let us rejoice,
For we are young and free; 

We’ve golden soil and wealth for toil; 
Our home is girt by sea;

Our land abounds in nature’s gifts
 Of beauty rich and rare;

In history’s page, let every stage 
Advance Australia Fair.

In joyful strains then let us sing, 
Advance Australia Fair.

God of nations at thy feet;
In the bonds of love we meet;
Hear our voices, we entreat;
God defend our free land;
Guard Pacific’s triple star;

From the shafts of strife and war;
Make her praises heard afar;
God defend New Zealand;

GOD DEFEND NEW ZEALAND



I am an Aussie Slouch Hat,
of felt and hide I’m made;
with chin strap, brim and badges;
look best when on parade.

I am worn by Aussie soldiers’
in peace time and at war;
seen action in the deserts,
and stormed those sandy shores.

I’ve felt those steamy jungles,
I’ve been to hell and back;
crossed the Owen Stanley ranges,
when I walked the Kokoda Track

To those men in Changi Prison,
and on the Burma Railway Line;
I was always there to comfort,
and be a symbol of their pride.

I did several tours of Vietnam,
of Iraq, then Afghanistan;
I’ve helped keep peace in Timor,
and other troubled lands.

I am worn by Aussie soldiers, 
and stand out in a crowd;
I will always hold a special place,
for those who wear me proud.

THE SLOUCH HAT


