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The Lost Generations
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The 2025 annual ANZAC address
presented in United Forces Lodge No 245 on Tuesday 9 May 2025

The United Forces Lodge No 245 was consecrated in 1924 as a
memorial to those Freemasons and other servicemen who Served in
World War One and since then has held an annual commemorative

meeting to honour their memory.

Summary of information obtained from Mental Health Unit
Sunnyside Hospital Christchurch

e Factual data produced in the early 1920s demonstrated a very
high rate of suicide by returned soldiers in the initial post-war
years (40.0/100,000). Global figures

e The psychological impact of World War I on soldiers was
profound, leading to conditions like "shell shock" (now known as
Post-Traumatic Stress Injury or PTSI), depression, violence and
alcohol abuse, with lasting consequences for the veterans
themselves and their families.
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¢ You might ask, why did this happen, well, let’s take a step back
and look at the known details of life in the day of the soldier.
Soldiers lived in constant fear and anxiety, never knowing when
an attack might come. Even during lulls in the fighting, death
occurred almost daily in the trenches due to a sniper's bullet or
the unsanitary living conditions which resulted in many diseases
such as dysentery, typhus and cholera and other equally
damning diseases.

e Sadly also, qualitative historical research about WW1 widows
has shown that grief was profound and corresponding research
has shown an increased mortality risk from the shock of being
widowed.

With those few facts:

Worshipful Master, Ladies and Gentlemen, Distinguished Brethren and
Brethren all

The Lost Generations

Thank you for the opportunity to speak with you all tonight and provide
a small window about the very topical subject of the ANZAC from the
perspective of the Costs of War and in particular, the Lost Generations

ANZAC was the formation of the Australia and New Zealand Army
Corps. Both countries up until then were essentially tied at the hip to
Mother England and the First World War seemed to have the effect of
the two nations not only fighting and supporting Mother England but
at the same time forged ties with each other that made us all that much
stronger than before. The ANZAC was born.

Firstly, I, like all Kiwis and Aussies celebrate the ANZAC spirit in peace
and war and acknowledge and accept the tremendous sadness for
those who died in the various theatres of war. Their courage, bravery
and humility is there for all to see and we can only take our hats off to
the soldiers, airmen, sailors and nursing personnel who left our shores
over the past 100 years, some to return, some not.............

In every town, village, city in NZ and Australia you will see the names
of generations that never were!! They were there and then they were
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gone!! Never to return!! And again today we have to ask, why, why did
this happen, why did our forefathers allow this to happen........ time and
time again. History repeats itself so often, do we never learn??

Growing up in rural Geraldine, at an early age I was reminded each
year of the ANZAC tradition that each and every community throughout
the country so proudly observed.

So, my ANZAC perspectives were formed at a very early age:

e ANZAC parades were the norm from when [ was a toddler, when
I was a Cub, then a Scout, then a Cadet with No 15 SON in
Timaru and then the RNZAF. Parades with bands, many
marching feet, colourful uniforms and the lone Harvard that
roared down the main street of the town and across the
assembled Parade. An environment to the young that was
seemingly good fun. Well it seemed so at that age. As
youngsters we were there because we were told be there, not
actually knowing what it was that we were parading for. Part
of life as they say.

Focussing for a moment on the Great War, we must not forget the
unfortunate legacy that this event left on NZ in so far as families here
at home were deprived of their young men and women, deprived of the
lives they would lead later, deprived so desperately of their own flesh
and blood carrying on the family lineage. A population of one million,
we lost 18,600 in the theatre of war, that was a huge blow to our
nationhood.

However that fact was not the only cost, we lost generations,
generations that were expected in the normal sense of the word to grow
our nation.

In the 1900s the NZ and Australian populations were similar in breed
and creed, we were a similar people, we operated farms, we had
builders, accountants, lawyers, Freemasons, labourers, harbour
workers and the list goes on, so the peoples were the same in many
ways.

Both countries were young, and there was a ‘trusting bond’ that grew
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stronger decade by decade and then 1914 arrived and we found
ourselves side by side with our Australian brothers and sisters.

The ANZAC spirit was born. ‘Well and good’ you might say and at the
same time you can be justifiably proud of our forebears who gave all,
some their lives, most gave their youth and many, many gave their
minds, yes, their minds for it is clear from many chapters written after
the Great War that those that returned home were deeply affected by
what they had witnessed on those dreadful battlefields that were
trodden by so many of our young men.

Let us not forget the gallant effort by so many of the NZ and Australian
nurses who gave everything as well. They too, came home scarred for
life from the perils of warfare and the effect it has on the human body.
They too were ANZAC’s in every way.

The Great War effort initially was sold as ‘an adventure and a chance
to give the enemy a good kick in the butt’.

The reality was of course quite different however we also know that the
political pressure from Allied Command in the UK was such that there
was to be a serious presence of ‘men from the colonies’ and therefore
NZ along with others made the whole affair look quite grand, troopships
full to the gunwales of singing and waving troops off for a short grand
adventure....... Sadly, not to be!!

The saddest aspect of all of this is that history repeated itself again in
1939 when we watched the troopships head away with waving and

The price was high, the cost crippling in view of the many men in
particular that were lost, generations of the gene pool lost forever
throughout the world, yes the world and whilst we focus on NZ and
Australia (and so we should), we should not forget the dramatically high
price the enemy of the day and their Allies paid.

Yes, they were the enemy at that point in time, but as sure as the sun
is going to rise tomorrow, they too were young men who had been sold
an adventure not unlike the situation that faced the men and women
from Australia and New Zealand.
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So, why, why, why did it have to happen and I know that my question
is politically naive, however at some point in time one has to reflect on
the tragic outcomes of political agendas. We are witnessing this very
aspect of human tragedies right now in Europe, the Middle East and in
other theatres not well reported but are happening as we speak. I must

We have been fortunate over the last few years to see a great deal of
good programmes on Television, motion pictures films, documentaries
and programmes that tell the story. The Te Papa National Museum
displays the tragic story so well, the stories of gallantry, heroism,
dogged trench warfare, desperate tales of survival, even love stories
unfolding, but the fact remains, we as a Nation lost far too many young
men to the spoils of war, not only in the Great War, but other theatres
of war to follow. The Second World War, Korea, Malaysia, Vietnam, The
Falklands, East Timor, a legacy no global community can be proud of.
Justifiable by politics at the time, but the long term effect has been
devastating.

So how do we measure the cost?

In business terms today we would say the cost of doing business is X’
and if the cost exceeds that we will look for an escape clause so that we
can exit. How then do we measure the cost of the lost and ruined lives
of not only the soldiers, nurses, airmen and sailors, but also their
families, the families who waited and waited for their kids to come
home, and in many cases, some never did come home,

Some of those that did come home were very different people to ones
who left the safety of NZ and Australia years before.

Uncle Tom. Many families had an Uncle Tom, a grandfather, father,
uncle who had been in the trenches and on the front who, when coming
home, never talked about the war, would not engage at all and in many
cases became recluses in their own homes and communities. We had
Uncle Tom dear old chap but quiet as a mouse, never said a word
hardly, what on earth was he bottling up and desperate not to talk
about. Many of his generation were in the same space and really never
came right. Most were written off, what a dreadful waste.
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Today it is termed as PTSI or PTSD, reality for those folk was not a
name or title, rather a time in their life that they did not want to be
reminded of.

I liken this point to a Leadership guru I follow closely (Simon Sinek)
and one of his leadership platforms is that you need to know WHY
before you can plan a safe strategy to execute a business plan.

In my mind the same should apply in terms of military strategists and
I have no doubt that this is and was the case in every war effort,
however [ am also of the opinion that many of the decisions made before
and during the Great War were decisions made by politicians for
political financial gain and “Empire” and very little thought, if any, was
lent to the builders, teachers, labourers, accountants, wharfies, shop
keepers, nurses who went off in their thousands to shed their blood on
foreign soil and in foreign seas for a foreign solution.

[ want to read a short passage about a group to whom I have alluded,
but we up until more recent times, had heard very little about — (the
nurses). The reason [ mention that is because we have always focussed
on the soldier and not necessarily, those who were there helping...at
the front. As reported.

“The sinking of the Marquette”

Loss of life during wartime is always tragic, often taking its grimmest toll
from the generation that holds most promise. It is somehow all the more
tragic when those killed are there for humanitarian reasons as were the
staff of the No 1 NZ Stationary Hospital. The sinking of the Marquette is
one such tragedy and added to the grief of a nation still reeling from the
heavy losses at Gallipoli.

On 19 October 1915 the Marquette sailed from Alexandria to Salonika.
On board were 36 nurses of the NZ Army Nursing service and staff from
the NZ Medical Corps. Also on board were soldiers with mules,
equipment and munitions, a total of 741 personnel, plus mules.

At 0900 on October 23 the Marquette was hit by a torpedo from a German
submarine and the ship sank within 10 minutes.

Of those that made it off the ship as it sank, many died of exposure in
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the cold waters and in the end, 167 souls and all of the mules had been
lost, 31 of those lost were NZers and 10 were nurses: Marion Brown,
Isabel Clark, Catherine Fox, Mary Gorman, Nona Hildyard, Helena
Isdell, Mabel Jamieson, Mary Rae, Lorna Rattray and Margaret Rogers.

And now again, I ask the question. Why?? Why?? Why did they have
to die? And why did we lose that gene pool and that generation? It all
seems so senseless.

Why does civilisation resort to this dreadful aggressive action when the
cost has always been and is still unbearably high? Centuries and
centuries of conflict tell us the same story???? Why can’t we learn?

The answers are many and varied, politics, trade, religion,
fundamentalism, sovereignty, assassinations, land, oil and resources
and so it goes. Not forgetting the Political Egos and the power play
syndrome.

Has it changed at all? Not if you ask the folk in Europe and the Middle
East at this very moment.

But is there hope? Is there hope??? Is there a glimmer of hope??

I have thought about this and I would like to think so and I point to a
brief situation in time when the Kiwis when on operations in East Timor
who went and some died for a ‘different reason than those at ANZAC
Cove’ - sent by the United Nations with their Aussie mates to free that
country from aggressors and invaders — to give them their country and
freedom back — Success.

And written with blackened sticks on a school wall in Suai was a
message ‘Thank you Kiwis’.

This does put some of it into perspective. There are many chapters
written of the countries who had been freed from oppression and
tyranny. Le Quensoy (village in France) is a case in
point....(Explanation of the liberation of the town by NZ Forces -
Canterbury Regiment and comment on the painting of the event)

But again I ask, why do we create theatres of aggression when we know
before we start, the main collateral damage is restricted to people, those
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sent to fight and those defending and not forgetting the general
population.

The cost of war is too great, was too great and if conflicts continue,
humanity as we know it will be the losers, in fact I will be bold enough
to ask, who really are the winners?? Perhaps that is a very debateable
question for another occasion. But I can guarantee you will not
appreciate the answer.

[ am not at all sure of all of the answers, however a theory would be
that if every politician who voted for aggressive armed conflict,
themselves were committed to a period of at least 12 months on the
front line and in the trenches, then perhaps, then and only then would
a peaceful resolution be sought. They might even pick up the phone
and have a chat. One thing I am sure of however is that the many
soldiers holed up in their trenches, hoped with all their hearts that they
were back home, wherever home was.

For many, they never made it to the boat or the boat never arrived and
if they did make it back home, sadly home life was not as it was before

Please permit me to add to those well-known final words that covers all
of our ANZAC’s young men and women and Mums and Dads from ‘all
corners of the Earth’.....

And therefore at the going down of the sun and in the morning.......... we
will remember them...... , we will remember them.

WM, ladies, guests and brethren all, thank you again for your attention.

(Returned to seat with Take me Home music, laying a poppy)
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