
A FALLEN HERO. 

THE LATE SERGEANT COTTERILL 

MEMORIAL SERVICE AT METHODIST CHURCH. 

APPEAL TO YOUNG MEN. 

"LITTLE MOUNDS OF BROWN EARTH." 

A memorial service in connection with the late Sergeant E.R. Cotterill, who was 

killed in action at the Dardanelles on May 26th, was held in the Methodist Church 

on Sunday evening. The fine, spacious building's seating accommodation was 

taxed to its utmost capacity; in fact, the church officials experienced some 

difficulty in finding room for the worshippers even after filling the aisles with 

additional seats. The members of the 18th Battery A.F.A. and Cadets were present 

in large numbers, and the Public School Teacher's Association was also very well 

represented. The pulpit and communion rail were lightly draped with purple, the 

Union Jack and Australian Flags, with a few vases of white flowers, to relieve the 

more sombre aspect. 

DIGNIFIED AND REVERENT. 

The service throughout was dignified, reverent, and intensely impressive. The 

musical arrangements were in the hands of Mr. A. R. Chellew. Under his baton the 

choir rendered the fine anthem "Across the Bar," with deep feeling and telling 

expression. Several favorite hymns of the late Sergeant were sung with great 

fervour by the large congregation. 

Tho Rev. L. Peacock preached from the texts, "A good soldier of Jesus Christ," 2 

Tim. 2, and "Let not your heart be troubled...... in my Father's house are many 

mansions." St. John 14, 1-2. 

NEATH SORROW'S SHADOW. 

He said, "We meet to-night under the shadow of a great sorrow, and I desire to 

express as fully as imperfect speech could do it, our tenderest sympathy with those 

upon whom the burden most heavily rests. And yet" said the preacher, "this is 

perhaps hardly necessary with representatives of all sections of the community 

before me. This is a time when we forget all prejudices and denominational 

training, and your presence is abundant evidence that your sympathy with 

sorrowing friends is deep and true. It is the misfortune of many of us not to have 

had a personal knowledge of the late Sergeant Cotterill, but some of us have 

learned recently of his sterling qualities and the news of his early passing has come 

with the force of a personal loss. But does this not only emphasise the heaviness of 



the sorrow that now rests upon many Australian homes? It seems only the other 

day that these gallant lads were among us, many of whom now lie beneath the sod 

in an alien land. But the passing of men like Sergeant Cotterill's type brings out 

into clear light those great qualities of mind and heart which have ever been the 

glory of our race. 

A NOBLE EXAMPLE. 

His death has given us all a brilliant example of dauntless courage and an 

unflinching sense of duty. He has made the great words courage, duty, self-

sacrifice to shine and live. From the time he put on the King's uniform till the very 

moment he fell leading on his men he bore himself as a true soldier and a noble 

man. It required a brave man even to enlist and leave a home where the purest 

affection was never absent. In other ways, there was much that our young hero 

gave up. A promising commercial career was opening up to him, but he turned 

away from all, not for excitement, love of adventure, but to follow the call of duty. 

He looked the probable consequences fairly in the face - the dangers of travel, 

possible sickness in camp, temptations peculiar to a soldier's life. But he looked at 

more than all this. He saw the dark wave of materialism and worldly might rising 

from Germany and Austria and realised that it threatened most of our cherished 

freedom. Without a shudder he faced the storm, and yielded up his precious life 

before it at the age of twenty-three. I see him now, leading on his men in that great 

charge on the beach of the Aegean Sea with the glow of confidence and victory 

before his face. There need no letters traced in marble to tell us what manner of 

man he was. That glorious fact is indelibly stamped on our hearts. 

Truly - 

"Not once nor twice in our rough island story, 

The path of duty was the way to glory." 

"WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO?" 

We live in peace in this fair land, but it is being preserved to us at tremendous cost. 

I want to ask you young men a question, "What are you going to do about it." The 

time has come for every young fellow who is fit and free to do a bit of hard 

thinking. What mean those little mounds of brown earth at the Dardanelles? Do 

you not see those gaps in the ranks of our splendid men? Are you prepared to fill 

them up? Look at that great wave of unrighteous might. Are you prepared to face it 

even though our young hero was overwhelmed by it? How can men die better than 

facing fearful odds. It is no easy matter for me to speak like this, but the ominous 

signs demand it. 

CHASING THE CLOUDS AWAY. 



But if we mourn to-day in a manner that words can but inadequately express, there 

is one great truth that chases the clouds away. It Is the blessed hope of immortality. 

We will not, we cannot say, that this is the end of those who showed so much 

promise. Even science tells us that even material forces like light, heat, electricity, 

are indestructable. If this be so what shall we say of the mighty fact of personality? 

There are latent forces in personality that cannot be called into action even in a 

long life; then can we think for a moment that such energies are all doomed when 

choice spirits take their flight with the bloom of youth still upon them? Life's 

withheld completions fan the deathless hope that the grave is not the goal. Man's 

reach is greater than his grasp. He always aims higher than he can climb, sees 

further than he can travel, begins more than he can finish. We cling with ample 

justification to the hope that swelling buds are not created to perish by an ill-timed 

frost, but will yet, under kindlier conditions, see the summer. 

"IN MY FATHER'S HOUSE ---" 

But beyond all this we listen to the words of the great Master who rose from the 

grave. "In My Father's house are many mansions." There He welcomes our dear 

ones as they go home - welcomes them with a tenderness compared to which ours 

is cold indeed! So look up! "Let not your heart he troubled." 

Now the labourer's task is o'er, 

Now the battle day is past, 

Now upon the farther shore 

Lands the voyager at last. 

Father, in Thy gracious keeping, 

Leave we now Thy servant sleeping." 

At the close of the sermon Mr. Chellew sang a solo with tender feeling. Then, with 

all heads bowed, the congregation listened to the stirring strains of the Dead March 

played by the Town Band, and the "Last Post" sounded by Mr. Tester. This closed 

a service that will not soon be forgotten. 
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