
 
 

This is a part of the blog written by Andrew Cameron, the grandson of 
Sapper William Henry Cameron who served in WW1. 

 
In 2015 Andrew, with his parents and friend Garreth, made the journey to Gallipoli to honour his grandfather 

and commemorate the centenary of the Anzac landings. 
 
Andrew R. Cameron 
Andrew’s grandfather, William Henry Cameron, fought in Gallipoli as part of the 3rd Field Company, Australian Engineers.  
 
Garreth Bradshaw 
Garreth comes from a long line of military servicemen and will be remembering their service as well as that of their comrades this 
ANZAC day. Lest We Forget. 
 
April 19th 2015 
In reaching Istanbul, we’ve begun our tour of Turkey which will culminate at the Dawn Service at Gallipoli on April 25th. The tour 
bus is full of Australians; each one of us has a personal connection to the Anzac legend. There’s a sense of excitement as we 
embark on the journey, and a sort of sombre anticipation of what lies ahead. All around us are constant reminders of the Anzacs: 
memorials, monuments, exhibits in the museums. Most importantly is the sense of camaraderie we share with the Turkish people. 
They are our brothers now, our nations forged in that same crucible on that blood-soaked shore. We are bonded not in a 
celebration of war, but in commemoration of our fallen sons.  
 
April 23rd 2015 
Something we’re rapidly learning is what Gallipoli means to the Turkish people, and the significance it played in inspiring a 
revolution and developing the modern Turkish nation. This isn’t something we could pick up from a text book: it’s something we’ve 
gathered from conversations with locals, watching adverts and documentaries on Turkish television, and seeing how the nation 
is approaching the centenary of the battle. 
 
As soon as we’re recognised as Australians, there’s an instant kinship with our new Turkish friends. More than one local has 
used the term brother to describe the relationship. Australians are welcomed here – we fought in the same battle, we were forged 
in that same crucible. It doesn’t matter that we fought against each other; all has been forgiven. There is a distinct sense that we 
are travelling to Gallipoli to remember not just the Australians and New Zealanders, but the many Turkish soldiers who also lost 
their lives. 
 

 Will, 3rd from left, with members of the 3rd Field Company Engineers in Egypt 13th March 1915 



 
The Turkish experience of Gallipoli was an entirely different narrative to what we hear in Australia. The soldiers were repelling an 
invasion of their homeland. In many cases, they were fighting for land that had belonged to their families for generations. Many 
of them sacrificed their lives to protect their nation. It requires a strange sort of cognitive shift to think of Australia as an invading 
force, but that’s what happened. 
 
 When the First World War began, the British Empire may have been at the height of its powers, but the Ottoman Empire was in 
a state of decline. The Committee of Union and Progress were removing power from the Sultan and placing it in the hands of the 
people. An empire that had lasted for over 600 years was close to imminent collapse. And suddenly they found themselves 
embroiled in a war between the empires of Europe. The people knew that defeat could signal the end of the Ottoman Empire. So 
they were fighting not just for the defence of their homeland, but for the preservation of their way of life – their traditions, their 
culture, their very history. 
 
As I’ve previously written, the Turkish commemoration of Gallipoli occurs on 18 March, the day when frantic Turkish forces 
defeated one of the largest naval fleets ever assembled, as the British tried to storm the Dardanelles. It was an incredible victory 
for Turkey. A declining empire had defeated the mighty British fleet. 
 
It’s not hard to draw parallels between Australia and Turkey in the development of nationalism after the events of the war. Gallipoli 
was the place that crystallised those traits that defined what it meant to be Australian – mateship, bravery, larrikinism, and a 
healthy disrespect of authority. It sparked the birth of our national consciousness. But in that same crucible, the modern Turkish 
nation was born. It was the final defence of the motherland, even as the Ottoman Empire crumbled. When Mustafa Kemal said 
to his soldiers “I don’t order you to fight, I order you to die,” the willing sacrifice of those soldiers bespoke of great loyalty to 
Turkey.  
 
Finally, part of the kinship between our two nations is due to one man. Mustafa Kemal Atatürk, the commander of Turkish forces 
at Gallipoli, who later became founder of the Republic of Turkey, singled out the Anzacs in his letter to the mothers of the fallen 
soldiers in 1934: 
“Those heroes that shed their blood and lost their lives… You are now lying in the soil of a friendly country. Therefore rest in 
peace. There is no difference between the Johnnies and the Mehmets to us where they lie side by side now here in this country 
of ours… you, the mothers, who sent their sons from faraway countries wipe away your tears; your sons are now lying in our 
bosom and are in peace. After having lost their lives on this land they have become our sons as well.” 
 
By separating Australia and New Zealand from the British, Atatürk created a bond between the nations. Our sons became their 
sons. The blood that had fallen on the Gallipoli peninsula was mixed between all soldiers, regardless of nationality. 
 
When we gather on the shores of Gallipoli in just a couple of days, I will be proud to be standing side by side with our Turkish 
brothers. The legacy of Anzac isn’t confined to Australia and New Zealand – it is still alive here in Turkey, where it all began. 
 
April 26th 2015 
“I could pour into your ears so much truth about the grandeur of our Australian army, and the wonderful affection of these young 
soldiers for each other and their homeland, that your Australianism would become a more powerful sentiment than before. It is 
stirring to see them, magnificent manhood, swinging their fine limbs as they walk about Anzac. They have the noble faces of men 
who have endured. Oh, if you could picture Anzac as I have seen it, you would find that to be an Australian is the greatest privilege 
the world has to offer.” – Keith Murdoch, “The Gallipoli Letter”, 23 Sept 1915 
 
We could see them across the gulf of a century. They huddled together in the boats in the bitter grey twilight as they approached 
the shore. We stood on the beach, cliffs at our back, eyes cast out to sea, waiting for them. When they came ashore, amidst a 
maelstrom of bullets and shrapnel, they were disoriented and scared. Imposing cliffs rose above the thin strip of sand and rock. 
This wasn’t where they were supposed to land! It was the wrong place! Across the span of time, we welcomed them in silence, 
here on this dismal shore in the biting cold, standing shoulder to shoulder with their former enemies. We stood here with them, 
here at Anzac Cove.  
 
Nothing I’ve experienced in my life can compare to commemorating the centenary of Anzac Day at Gallipoli. We arrived on the 
Gallipoli peninsula in the early afternoon of Friday, 24 April. There was a great sense of migration, an inward press of people 
converging on the same place. We were fortunate to cross the Dardanelles so early in the day; we heard that over 300 buses 
were waiting in line at a crossing further up the channel. After passing through the bus registration point and various security 
checkpoints, we arrived at the holding area at Kabatepe.  
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was our first view of the desolate Gallipoli coastline. Kabatepe was where the Anzac soldiers were supposed to land – a flat 
beach leading to the inland plains. To the north, we could see the beginnings of the Sari Bair range – rugged ridges rising up 
from the beach.  
 
The walk to the commemorative site took forty minutes. The cluster of grandstands and stages were nestled under the cliffs, 
looking down onto the beach. The imposing rock edifice known as the Sphinx towered over us. It’s only now that I truly understand 
just how steep the cliffs are – photos don’t do justice to their sheer scale. This was the worst possible place along this entire 
peninsula to attempt a landing. How the Anzac troops managed to even establish a beachhead is entirely beyond my 
comprehension. We settled down on the grass (and my parents settled down in one of the grandstands) and watched night fall 
over the Aegean. A long night was ahead.  
 
Because we’d arrived so early (bus number 87 out of an estimated 500), we were lucky to be able to lie down for the first few 
hours. But around midnight, the continued influx of people meant that we had to first sit up, then stand to make room. At 2am, 
there were still 1,500 people waiting to enter the site. 
 
But it was a night full of simple moments too. Walks with Garreth and my parents along the promenade. Watching the spotlights 
play over the Sphinx. Chatting to the New Zealand Prime Minister, taking a selfie with Kochie. Having a joke around with Eddie 
McGuire and telling him that I’m a huge Eagles supporter. And an interview I did for ABC radio. The cove felt like a little slice of 
home, here on his distant shore.  
 
“In no unreal sense it was on the 25th of April, 1915, that the consciousness of Australian nationhood was born.” 
– Charles Bean 
 
The dawn was announced by a dusky red glow above the cliffs. As the service began, the sky changed to a grey twilight above 
us. Dignitaries made their speeches, and a procession of naval ships passed by the coast. There was a palpable swelling of 
emotion from the crowd. The Last Post has never sounded so haunting as it did in that morning twilight. 
 
When the main commemorative service had finished, the Australians hiked up Artillery Road to Lone Pine, while the New 
Zealanders continued on to Chunuk Bair. The Australian ceremony at Lone Pine was so much more relaxed than the main 
service, for which we were all pretty grateful, because most of us had been awake for over 30 hours at this point. The view from 
Lone Pine was also quite stunning, with a sweeping vista up the second ridge to Chunuk Bair. During the minute of silence, the 
chirping and whistling of birds sounded across the hilltop – it was hard to believe this peaceful place had once been a site of 
ferocious battle.  
                                                                                                                                                                                                 
Seeing the memorial at Lone Pine was a sobering way to end this day of remembrance. The Dardanelles campaign was a 

Will took this photo which is looking south towards Gaba Tepe April 1915 



disaster for the Allies. 43,921 dead, 97,112 wounded. The Turkish losses were even more staggering: 86,692 dead, 164,617 
wounded. We were constantly reminded that every step we took was on a grave of our ancestors. 
 
A century after the landings, it’s worth asking what the Anzac legend means to my generation, and what role it plays in defining 
our nation. It’s something that is hard to articulate, because it is something that exists inside us, something that is part of our 
identity as Australians. Gallipoli is Australia’s foundation myth. It is the story we learn in school – the story of Simpson and his 
donkey, the story of brave Hugo Throssell, the story of a desperate clamour up the side of cliffs, and the story of a withdrawal 
that didn’t cost a single life. It is our French Revolution, it is our War of Independence. It is the single moment when we became 
aware of ourselves as a nation – a moment when we stood up and announced ourselves to the world. As long as Australia 
endures, the word Gallipoli will resonate in its people. And as I grow older and think about one day having children of my own, it 
seems more and more important to remember the sacrifices of our ancestors, to commemorate and celebrate their lives.  
 
And what about those Australian values that crystallised in these trenches – mateship, bravery, larrikinism? It seems to me that 
those values are more important than ever. Having spent the last ten days on a tour with a group of Australian and New 
Zealanders, the sense of camaraderie we shared by the time we reached Gallipoli was only possible because of these shared 
values. 
 
As our nation continues to grow into the next century, it becomes increasingly important for our leaders to reflect on the values 
and lessons learnt at Gallipoli. Australia is a different place to what it was in 1915, but many of the challenges are the same. After 
spending the last week experiencing gracious Turkish hospitality, and hearing about how this country has made room for millions 
of their neighbours fleeing from religious and political persecution, my feelings on some of Australia’s issues have been reinforced. 
The second verse of our national anthem says that “for those who’ve come across the seas, we’ve boundless plains to share”, 
and I would like to see the current leaders of Australia remember these words and be as welcoming as our Turkish hosts have 
been.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sitting at the commemorative site, I thought about my grandfather as the dawn blossomed above me. I remembered visiting 
Albany, all those months ago, to commemorate the departure of the first convoy. (And how similar the coastlines of Albany and 
Gallipoli!) It had been the start of a long road, a journey that bridged across a century. And now I was standing in the place that 
had been the end of that road. My grandfather had been here, scrambling up the side of these cliffs, gasping and shouting into 
the dawn light. He was only here a few days before he was shot in the leg and evacuated. His story was short and furious, a mere 
drop in the tidal wave that washed up on this shore in 1915.  
 

Will’s son and grandson Andrew at the Anzac Commemorative Site April 2015 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I am humbled and honoured to be here. I know that, no matter where I go or what I do, I will always carry today in my heart. On 
those quiet mornings, when I lie awake and listen to the birdsong through my window, or on those tranquil evenings at Cottesloe, 
when the breeze is cool and the waves lap contentedly at my feet, my thoughts will return to this desolate stretch of coast and 
the profound and desperate events that occurred here. At the going down of the sun and in the morning, we will remember them. 
 
May 1st 2015                                                                                                                                                                                  
We were fortunate to be able to return to Gallipoli the day after Anzac Day to have a more leisurely look at some of the battlefields 
on the peninsula. Although Garreth and I already had a pretty good idea of the challenges faced by the Anzacs due to the 
topography of the region, the opportunity to walk around gave us a new perspective on the campaign.  

William Henry Cameron 1916 
 



Our tour group were still tired after Anzac Day – being awake for almost forty hours had taken its toll, and we crossed the 
Dardanelles on the ferry back to Eceabat in weary silence. Once we arrived on the peninsula, without the enormous crowd and 
numerous security checkpoints, it was much easier to be able to observe our surroundings. 
 
One of the most frequently cited reasons for the failure of the Anzac landings is that the forces were landed on the wrong beach. 
(There were numerous reasons, of course, but coming ashore at Ari Burnu, rather than Kapatepe, certainly hindered the beginning 
of the campaign.) The stretch of land between Eceabat (on the Dardanelles) and Kabatepe (on the Aegean coast) is a flat plain 
– perfect for landing a large force. If the Anzacs had landed there, as planned, it may have been possible to sweep straight across 
to the Dardanelles, thus cutting off the Turkish forces on Cape Helles from any reinforcements and forcing them to fight on two 
fronts. 
 
We started at the Anzac Commemorative Site on North Beach, where the grandstands from the previous day were in the process 
of being dissembled. We scrambled down to the waterline and looked back at the cliffs. They seem to wrap around the beach, 
starting from Ari Burnu in the south, giving a very claustrophobic feeling to this section of sand.  
 
Walking southwards along the road, we visited Ari Burnu Cemetery and Beach Cemetery, before catching a bus back up to Lone 
Pine, which was now empty of people. 
 
Just northwest of Lone Pine is Johnston’s Jolly, a part of the ridge where Anzac and Turkish trenches were only separated by 
seven metres. It was close enough for soldiers to be able to lob bombs back and forth between the trenches. The trenches are 
still visible in the dirt – narrow gullies covered with pine needles that wind between the trees.  
 
Looking back from Johnston’s Jolly, we could see the rocky peaks of the first ridge that overlook Anzac Cove, including the back 
section of the Sphinx. In that valley between the ridges was some infamous places, such as Quinn’s Post, where the Anzac troops 
eked out a precarious existence as the Turkish soldiers rained bombs and bullets down on them. Standing up there, looking down 
on those vulnerable places, it was incredible to think that the Anzac forces held out for so long. 
 
But hold out they did. On one night, the Turkish offensive of 19 May, the Anzac force of 17,500 managed to defend against 42,000 
attacking Turks.  
 
On the ridge between Johnston’s Jolly and Chunuk Bair is The Nek, a narrow stretch of land that Charles Bean famously described 
as the size of two tennis courts. And it truly is precipitous – the ground drops away on either side. It amazes me to think that 
anyone can scale up the side of this thing, especially under fire. The barbed wire is still clustered around the trenches. It was 
here on 7 August 1915 that the soldiers of the 8th and 10th Light Horse Regiment charged the Turkish trenches in one of the 
most futile attacks in modern military history. Ordered to fix their bayonets and empty their rifles of bullets (firing would only slow 
them down), the Anzacs attacked in three successive waves. Virtually all of them were killed or wounded. Charles Bean wrote, 
regarding the 10th Light Horse, “With that regiment went the flower of the youth of Western Australia, sons of the old pioneering 
families, youngsters – in some cases two or three from the same home… Men known and popular, the best loved leaders in sport 
and work in the West… rushed straight to their death.”  
 
It’s only at the top of Chunuk Bair that I could truly appreciate the strategic significance of this mountain. It overlooks the entire 
peninsula, from Suvla Bay in the north to the Dardanelles in the east. It is a sacred site for the New Zealanders, where they 
assaulted the summit during the August offensive, actually managing to hold it for a day before being driven back by the forces 
by Mustafa Kemal (Atatürk). And it was here that Kemal gave his famous order: “I don’t order you to fight, I order you to die.”  
 
 The real tragedy of Chunuk Bair was that the British reinforcements in Suvla Bay decided to stop on the beach for a spot of tea 
and a swim rather than racing inland to assist the New Zealanders. Even Atatürk would later admit that if the Anzac forces on 
Chunuk Bair had been able to hang on to the mountaintop, the whole campaign would have turned out differently. 
 
All of the places I’ve described are within easy walking distance of each other. The Anzacs only held 400 acres of land on the 
peninsula. It couldn’t be described as a foothold, but a toehold. Those soldiers spent eight months clinging to the side of cliffs. 
It’s sobering to think of how many soldiers died – on both sides – for this desolate piece of coast. 
 
I had mixed feelings as we left the Gallipoli peninsula that day. I feel privileged to have been there, in that particular place at that 
particular time. It felt like a sacred pilgrimage, as I visited those sites whose names have become part of Australian folklore. 
Finally, I was overcome with a great sense of sadness. These cliffs are a mass grave, a memorial not just to the soldiers who 
rest here, but a memorial to human folly, desperation, and the futile ambitions of old empires. 

https://roadtogallipoli.com/ 


