
A HERO'S GRAVE 

SERGEANT COTTERILL KILLED IN ACTION 

The news received in town yesterday that Sergeant Cotterill, son of 

Mrs. and Mr. G.T. Cotterill, District Inspector of Schools, caused 

profound regret. It also helped to bring home more fully the fact that 

we are at war and what sad news we must expect to hear from time to 

time whilst our brave men are facing the dangers of war waged with 

all its fury to help Britain at the same time maintain the freedom of 

Sunny Australia and the world. 

Sergeant Eric Roland Cotterill was born at Paddington, Sydney, on 

January 22 1892, and passed his 23rd birthday at sea a few days prior 

to his arrival in Egypt. He received his early education at the 

Paddington and Stanmore superior public schools, finishing up with 

three years at the Fort Street Model School. Even as a lad he was an 

ardent patriot. As soon as he was old enough he joined the naval 

cadets, enrolling himself with the Naval Reserve with which he 

served two years. When the call for men reached Australia he was 

fully mindful that he had nothing to fear from his future prospects in 

life, but he felt it was his duty to enlist and he did so, purely out of a 

sense of duty to defend his country and Empire. He was one of the 

first to win the commercial certificate at the Junior University 

Examination and went into the employ of Robert Reid & Co, the 

Sydney soft goods merchants. He was still there in a good position 

when he enlisted early in September last with the second 

expeditionary force. He was immediately allotted to the infantry as 

acting sergeant, which rank was confirmed during the period spent in 

training. When the force was reorganised in Egypt on Imperial lines 

he was raised to the position of Platoon Sergeant; so it will be seen 

that he possessed considerable merit as a military man and was 

deserving of the confidence reposed in him by the authorities. His 

death was indeed a loss to his parents, his country and the nation, 

though it was to be. He was a fine stamp of lean, hardy Australian, 

full of determination and capable of enduring all that was required of 

him... [unreadable line] ...days he was at home visiting his people 

before leaving for Egypt were impressed with his fine character and 

manly bearing. Those who did not meet him but know the 

unassuming, kind and appealing, commonsense characteristics and 

refinement which run right throughout the Cotterill family may well 

judge of his worth as a citizen from that source. 



The news was received by urgent message yesterday morning, from 

the Defence Department, by the Rev. L. Peacock, who was thus 

deputed to break the sad news to the relatives and convey the 

sympathies of the King and Queen and the Commonwealth 

Government in the loss they and the nation sustained. Mr. and Mrs. 

Cotterill were both out at the Kingsvale school, and Mr. Peacock 

went out to them. At first they assumed that the rev. gentleman was 

merely on his regular rounds, but when he expressed sorrow that he 

was the bearer of bad news, both Mr. and Mrs. Cotterill were struck 

with the truth. "Has he gone?" was their first question, whereupon 

they were informed that their son, whom they cherished as much as 

any offspring could be cherished because of his consistent loyalty to 

them as well as to his country, had been killed in action on 

Wednesday, 26th May. The shock came heavily upon both, for they 

had wisely looked upon the bright side and fully expected that God 

would spare him to return. They soon recovered, however, when they 

relised that he had been called as one of the many who are filling 

heroes graves in their strong devotion to duty. "He was a good son, a 

boy who never gave us a bit of trouble. Truly he gave his life for his 

King and country," remarked the father. With the characteristic 

bravery and fortitude which has been the outstanding feature of our 

brave women during these trying times, Mrs. Cotterill remarked in 

calm but most significant words, "We have not a single cause for 

regret." Does not war have some good effect by exhibiting such 

praiseworthy examples to mankind - a son dying nobly and willingly 

for country and duty and the mother and father so bravely, in the 

words of Mr. Cotterill himself, "giving of their best to the Flag." 

Such times are trying indeed for those so suddenly deprived of their 

loved ones, but we amongst the many friends of the Cotterill family 

in this and other districts (for the writer has personal knowledge that 

they were as highly thought of in the Kempsey district as they are 

here) can in the midst of the deepest sympathy congratulate them 

upon having reared so dutiable a son, who has died the most glorious 

death possible in this world. "Killed in action!" Take away the pain 

which always accompanies death, inevitable and ever likely to occur 

at all times and places and under all conditions and circumstances, 

and what do these words mean! He died standing up, in the 

performance of his duty, while he was fighting to save his home, his 

devoted mother and father, brothers and sisters, and each and every 

one of us from the tyranny, the subjugation, bondage and involuntary 

servitude of a nation such as Germany has in this war proved herself 

to be. 



The grave of a true Australian hero was marked out by Fate for 

Sergeant E.R. Cotterill. All honour to his name, and to the names of 

those who reared him and laid the foundation of his heroism. 

Source: Unknown, photocopy of a (probably Young, NSW) newspaper article kindly 

supplied by Brendon Moore. 

 


