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This day marks the anniversary of the landing at Gallipoli. Like hundreds of thousands of our 
fellow citizens, who gather at memorials in cities, suburbs and towns across Australia, we 
gather this morning to commemorate one of the most significant events in our national 
calendar. ANZAC day holds a special place in many people’s hearts, including mine. ANZAC 
day is the day I remember the courage of my Great Great Grandfather, Lance Sergeant 
Robert Northrop, and the sacrifices he made for his family, his comrades, and his country. 
Lance Sergeant Northrop, 7th Brigade, 25th Battalion, was one of the many that fought on 
that terrible first day at Gallipoli. He was one of the few that survived.  
 
After Gallipoli, Lance Sergeant Northrop fought on the Western Front before suffering a 
gunshot wound to the face. He was discharged from the army on 31st January 1918 with 
shrapnel remains still lodged in his skull. However, this did not sway my Great Great 
Grandfather’s spirit. 5 months after his discharge, he re-enlisted under a false name in order 
to continue his fight for our country. Lance Sergeant Northrop was dishonorably discharged 
on the 30th July 1918. Sadly he spent his remaining years in a mental asylum in Adelaide 
where, on the 29th March 1932, he died from lead poisoning as a result of the shrapnel 
remains in his skull. My great great grandmother did not know of her husband’s whereabouts 
until she received the news of his death. Lance Sergeant Northrop’s courage, determination 
and perseverance is what I reflect on each ANZAC day.  
 
ANZAC day is a momentous day in our nation’s history. We remember the brave acts of our 
soldiers and the sacrifices they made for our country. But, I also think to the stories behind 
our fallen heroes and their families, including the other battles they fought, not only during 
the war, but also after the war was deemed over. ANZAC day is a time to remember a 
significant event, and what our heroes endured in their fight for our country. Time dims the 
memory of ordinary events, but not significant events. In a nation’s history, significant events 
- whether in peace or war - live in our memories regardless of time. Because they shall not 
grow 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. 
 


