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Lest they forget 

They huddle numb 

In tiny pools of light 

As those whom now they 

Commemorate 

Did once around 

Fag end's glow 

Gather for warmth 

(at least of spirit) 

Brashly boisterous 

In a different pre-dawn hush, 

Wave-slapped, kit-jingled, 

Gravid with fear. 

Then, 

Guns roared and lit them on to landing. 

What cruel star fates their nation ever to light upon the wrong cove? 

Why remember disaster? 

Death is not glory nor error truth 

But now in the circles' glow 

Annual lit from town to town 

Last posts quaver 

For the ordinary heroes 

We don't forget still  

for whom we keep the fag-ends burning. 

 

That slightly larrikin poem is by Malcolm Duncan and it is called 

Sparrow's Fart – and it is my great honour, on behalf of Angela and myself 

and Charlotte and Hamish to welcome you here at this most cherished of 

hours. 



On 25 April 1915, at around 4.30am, the first soldiers of the Australian and 

New Zealand Army Corps (ANZAC) landed near Ari Burnu on the Gallipoli 

Peninsula. They were joining others from the UK, France, NewFoundland, 

India and elsewhere in an ill-fated attempt to force open the Dardanelles, 

capture Constantinople and relieve hard-pressed Russian forces on the 

Black Sea. 

The modern country Australia was just 14 years old – many of those rowing 

ashore were barely older.  

This was the first time we fought as one nation. We delivered 417,000 men 

to the battlefields – 40 per cent of our men – all volunteers. We lost 60,000 

of them, with another 160,000 wounded or maimed. 

By this time, on that first day in ANZAC Cove we were well on our way to 

2000 Australians killed and wounded. 

But also to a crystallisation of our national character. 

A character founded on mateship, egalitarianism and a healthy disregard for 

authority. 

Many left Australia to fight for Britain, but quickly realised they were no 

longer Englishmen, Welshmen or Scots – they were Australians.  

They were unburdened by notions of class, or centuries of regimental 

history. They fought not for colours or corps, but for their cobber standing 

next to them. 

They had absorbed the physicality of their Australian home. 

Among them were some of the 1000 Russian ANZACs who enlisted and 

fought in the First World War, and who we are celebrating this year in 

Moscow. We are honoured to have the daughter of one of those men 

(Pavel Drachuk) with us, the indomitable 91 year old Rimma Drachuk. 

But we do not gather here just to remember those we lost in Gallipoli. At 

this centenary, we pause to remember a century of Australian and 

New Zealand service across all theatres and wars.  

We pay respect to all Australians and New Zealanders who have fought for 

the cause of peace, and those who have helped to keep it. For those that 

cared for them and those who carried the burden at home 

_________ 

Thirty years after the Gallipoli landing, another 25 April also became etched 

in history – the day advancing Soviet and US troops met on the Elbe River 

south of Berlin, sealing Adolph Hitler’s fate. 



Again Russians were our allies.  

Later today we will also pay our respects at the Russian Tomb of the 

Unknown Soldier. 

___________ 

As I stand here, I cherish the fact we commemorate military defeat, not 

victory. At the end of the day, we’ve won more than we’ve lost, but it’s harder 

to find glory in defeat – and it’s easier to recognise sacrifice and the 

overwhelming tragedy of war.  

There is no triumphalism in our attitude to ANZAC.  

We remember the coming of age of our young nations. We cry for the 

sacrifice of the flower of our youth. We reflect proudly on the sort of 

countries Australia and New Zealand have become as a result of their 

sacrifice.  

We promise, in everything we do, to be worthy of that sacrifice 

We reach out to allies and former foes.  

And we pray for a future where the will to go to war is not the measure of 

the strength of a country. 

 

Lest we forget 

 

 


