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MEMORIAL DAY 2018

10:00 AM Presentation of colors �����������������������Rio Rancho Enchanted Hills 
Young Marines Color Guard

10:10 AM National Anthem �����������������������������music/sing along

10:15 AM Mayor Jack Torres ����������������������������Welcome

10:20 AM Pastor Estrada ����������������������������������Prayer for our fallen HEROES

10:30 AM TAPS �����������������������������������������������Music



MEMORIAL DAY
 

3

The Star Spangled Banner
O say can you see, by the dawn’s early light,
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight’s last gleaming,
Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the perilous fight,
O’er the ramparts we watched, were so gallantly streaming?
And the rockets’ red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still there;
O say does that star-spangled banner yet wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave?

On the shore dimly seen through the mists of the deep,
Where the foe’s haughty host in dread silence reposes,
What is that which the breeze, o’er the towering steep,
As it fitfully blows, half conceals, half discloses?
Now it catches the gleam of the morning’s first beam,
In full glory reflected now shines in the stream:
‘Tis the star-spangled banner, O long may it wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave�

And where is that band who so vauntingly swore
That the havoc of war and the battle’s confusion,
A home and a country, should leave us no more?
Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps’ pollution�
No refuge could save the hireling and slave
From the terror of flight, or the gloom of the grave:
And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth wave,
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave�

O thus be it ever, when freemen shall stand
Between their loved homes and the war’s desolation�
Blest with vict’ry and peace, may the Heav’n rescued land
Praise the Power that hath made and preserved us a nation!
Then conquer we must, when our cause it is just,
And this be our motto: ‘In God is our trust�’
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall wave
O’er the land of the free and the home of the brave!

In 1814, Francis Scott Key wrote the poem, Defense of Fort McHenry� The poem was later put to 
the tune of The Anacreontic Song (John Stafford Smith’s song), modified somewhat, and retitled 
The Star Spangled Banner� Congress proclaimed The Star Spangled Banner the U�S� National 
Anthem in 1931�
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The Story of Taps
The 24-note melancholy bugle call known as “taps” is thought to 
be a revision of a French bugle signal, called “tattoo,” that notified 
soldiers to cease an evening’s drinking and return to their garrisons� 
It was sounded an hour before the final bugle call to end the day by 
extinguishing fires and lights� The last five measures of the tattoo 
resemble taps�

The revision that gave us present-day taps was made during America’s 
Civil War by Union Gen� Daniel Adams Butterfield, heading a 
brigade camped at Harrison Landing, Virginia, near Richmond� Up to 
that time, the U�S� Army’s infantry call to end the day was the French 
final call, “L’Extinction des feux�” Gen� Butterfield decided the “lights 
out” music was too formal to signal the day’s end� One day in July 
1862, he recalled the tattoo music and hummed a version of it to an 
aide, who wrote it down in music� Butterfield then asked the brigade 
bugler, Oliver W� Norton, to play the notes and, after listening, 
lengthened and shortened them while keeping his original melody�

Taps now is played by the military at burial and memorial services, 
to accompany the lowering of the flag, and to signal the “lights out” 
command at day’s end�
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Taps
Signals that unauthorized lights are to be extinguished� This is the last call of the day� 

The call is also sounded at the completion of a military funeral ceremony�

Day is done, gone the sun,
From the lake, from the hills, from the sky;

All is well, safely rest, God is night�

Fading light, dims the sight,
And a star gems the sky, gleaming bright�
From afar, drawing nigh, falls the night�

Thanks and praise, for our days,
’Neath the sun, ’neath the stars, ’neath the sky;

As we go, this we know, God is nigh�

Sun has set, shadows come,
Time has fled, Scouts must go to their beds
Always true to the promise that they made�

While the light fades from sight,
And the stars gleaming rays softly send,

To thy hands we our souls, Lord, commend�
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The Red Poppy
The remembrance poppy was inspired by the World War I poem “In 
Flander’s Fields�” Its opening lines refer to the many poppies that were 
the first flowers to grow in the churned-up earth of soldiers’ graves 
in Flanders, a region of Belgium� It is written from the point of view 
of the dead soldiers and, in the last verse, they call on the living to 
continue the conflict� The poem was written by Canadian physician, 
Lieutenant Colonel John McCrae, on May 3, 1915, after witnessing 
the death of his friend, a fellow soldier, the day before� The poem was 
first published on December 8, 1915�

In 1918, Moina Michael, who had taken leave from her professorship 
at the University of Georgia to be a volunteer worker for the American 
YWCA, was inspired by the poem and published a poem of her own 
called “We Shall Keep the Faith�” In tribute to McCrae’s poem, she 
vowed to always wear a red poppy as a symbol of remembrance for 
those who fought and helped in the war� At a November 1918 YWCA 
Overseas War Secretaries’ conference, she appeared with a silk poppy 
pinned to her coat and distributed 25 more to those attending� She 
then campaigned to have the poppy adopted as a national symbol of 
remembrance� At a conference in 1920, the National American Legion 
adopted it as their official symbol of remembrance�
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In Flanders Fields
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�

–John McCrae

We cherish too, the Poppy red
That grows on fields where valor led,
It seems to signal to the skies
That blood of heroes never dies�

 – excerpt from 
“We Shall Keep the Faith” 

by Moina Michael




