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ARMISTICE CENTENARY 
Statement by Premier 

The SPEAKER: Members, I ask all members to stand to observe a minute’s silence for the recognition of the 
Centenary of Armistice. 

[Members and officers stood and observed a minute’s silence.] 

MR M. McGOWAN (Rockingham — Premier) [11.02 am]: This Sunday will be 100 years since the eleventh hour 
of the eleventh month of 1918 when hostilities finally ceased after five years and four months of brutal warfare. 
For 100 years, that date has lived in our historical memories. For us here today it is a historical fact, something 
taught in history classes, something learned by children when they attend assembly each November and something 
evoked when we see poppies on lapels. It is strange to think that given the amount of time that has passed, the 
living memory of the Armistice has essentially gone from us, as is the nature of passing time and human mortality. 
It is worth dwelling on the fact that the eleventh evokes different things in us and in our children from those it 
would have evoked in our parents and our grandparents. 

For those of a certain age in 1918, the Armistice was real; they would remember where they were and what they 
were doing at that very moment when they heard the news that the guns would finally fall silent. Their memories 
were intrinsically tied to their emotions—feelings of joy and elation and grief and loss, memories of those who 
would not be coming home and dreams that would not come to fruition. These feelings were innately tied to the 
trenches of the Western Front, the cliffs of the Dardanelles or the deserts of Palestine. These feelings were tied to 
years of waiting for loved ones to come home or the knowledge that they would live out the rest of their lives 
never to see their loved one again. 

It is difficult to comprehend the scale of the Great War today. World War I captured the lives of millions. It affected 
countries all over the world. It converted Europe into an inferno of nationalism, militarism, stupidity, death, 
destruction and warfare. After decades of rising competitive tensions on the continent, many of the great powers 
were far too eager to let themselves be dragged into the conflict and to test the arsenals that they had spent decades 
building up. There was a lack of desire to avoid conflict and, it must be said, a wilful German immaturity that 
made conflict hard to avoid. It is almost inconceivable that a clerk from Subiaco, a timber cutter from Manjimup 
or a stockman from Meekatharra could be caught by it and that Gavrilo Princip could shoot the Archduke of 
Austria–Hungary and that would mean that within a year or two, your son whom you loved and raised and had 
hopes for his life in Victoria Park, Bunbury or Kalgoorlie would then be shot to death on a rugged peninsula in 
Turkey or a muddy field in France, with you never to know his last moments or thoughts and never to really 
understand how that could happen at all, let alone happen to you. 

So much of the last 100 years of history has been shaped by the First World War—its causes, its developments, 
its aftershocks. It invoked the Great Depression, the rise of fascism and communism, arms development, the 
Second World War and, indirectly, the atomic age. Strangely, the dramatic shifts in society and technology 
produced some positive developments in our modern world, such as women in the workforce, medical science 
developments and the beginning of the end of colonialism. Just as a failure of statesmanship resulted in the 
outbreak of war, a failure of statesmanship resulted in the second. The peace was lost due to a failure to decide 
whether we wanted to punish or rehabilitate Germany, followed by the failure to stamp out the re-emergence of 
German militarism in the 1930s. If I were a mother or father in WA who lost my son in the Great War, I would 
have again wondered: Why? It was supposed to be the war to end all wars. Why was the peace so badly lost? Why 
did my son die? Why must my grandson go to fight in a war created by the failures of the first? 

It is hard to overstate the impact of World War I on communities in every corner of Australia. Over  
330 000 Australians embarked on service overseas. Of these, 61 514 were killed or died from wounds or disease. 
Thirty-two thousand Western Australians enlisted for service in the Great War, which represented nearly 
20 per cent of the male population of the time. More than 6 000 of these men were killed. Thousands more were 
wounded and suffered from disease and illness. This war affected every town and every suburb across 
Western Australia. To give an example, some research was done recently about the enlistment from the 
Bunbury–Wellington area. Around 2 300 men and women from the area served in the war and more than 500 lost 
their lives. The area suffered 50 per cent more casualties than the national average. In every community, we will 
see a memorial or monument dedicated to those who served and those who died. It always strikes me as amazing 
that if we walk down a street in Subiaco, South Perth, Kalgoorlie or Bunbury, we are walking down the same 
streets that those people walked down. If we go into an old house built prior to 1914, there may well have been 
a mother who learned of the loss of her son and cried at the sink, sat in grief in the lounge room or stared at the 
photo on the mantelpiece of the boy she would never see again. We do not often think about this connection to 
history, but it is there and it is always around us. All over the state, all over the regions, so many towns and so 
many suburbs lost a whole generation. 
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I mentioned that the war impacted on every part of this state, and this Parliament was no exception. It was sobering 
to read the words of my predecessor, John Scaddan, saying to the Assembly on 5 August 1914 in this very spot 
that war had broken out with Germany. Members of this chamber were amongst the ones who responded to the 
call to serve. Eight were granted leave from Parliament to do so. In total, 49 members of the Western Australian 
Parliament would serve in the Great War. I should mention that I was recently written to by a Mr Brian Jones 
regarding acknowledgement of the former member for Subiaco, Lieutenant Bartholomew James Stubbs. Lt Stubbs 
was Mr Jones’ step-great grandfather, and was the only member of the Western Australian Parliament killed in 
action during the war, at the Battle of Polygon Wood in Belgium by machine-gun fire whilst leading his troops 
just a few days before he was due to be re-elected to Parliament unopposed. It should be noted that Lt Stubbs felt 
a certain amount of guilt for being due to receive a parliamentary salary while serving, feeling he had no right to 
any monetary benefit while the nation “was passing through such a crisis.” Instead, he donated it to charity. Then 
Agent General Sir Newton Moore cabled to Western Australia the news that Lt Stubbs had tragically died in battle. 
He wrote — 

 … Mr. Stubbs was so familiarly and popularly known. Few men in public life within recent years could 
lay claim to such a wide circle of friends. … In Parliament he was esteemed by members of the Labor Party 
as a loyal adherent to the cause in which he had labored for so many years, and by his political opponents 
as a clean and manly fighter. His removal from the public life will leave the community poorer, but he 
has died as he lived—working and fighting in the interests of his fellows. 

For many years following the end of the war, I am told that members here commemorated his passing each and 
every Remembrance Day. It has been many years since his name has shown up in Hansard, so I believe it is 
appropriate it appears here once again. 
The commemoration of Remembrance Day has evolved greatly over the past century, from the initial call from 
Australian journalist Edward Honey for two minutes of silence on the very first anniversary of Armistice in 1919. 
Four years of continuous brutal modern warfare changed the way humanity marks conflict. The myth of glorious 
battle began to be broken as news of the realities of war reached home. No more bronze statues of generals on 
rearing horses. Instead, the solemn cenotaphs were more fitting to mark what had occurred. I visited some of those 
cenotaphs in France and Belgium and they are often surrounded by some remarkably large cemeteries, full of white 
headstones. When I read the headstones I saw the depth of emotion, the death of a soldier incurred. I read out some 
of these now. This one for a 29-year-old, put on by his parents, states — 

GONE 
AND THE LIGHT  
OF ALL OUR LIFE  
GONE WITH HIM  

Another one states — 
REST HERE IN PEACE 
YOUR PARENTS’ HEARTS  
ARE BROKEN  
MUM AND DAD.  

Another states — 
NOT GONE 
FROM A FATHER’S MEMORY 
NOT GONE 
FROM A MOTHER’S LOVE 
R.I.P.  

Following World War II, Armistice Day became Remembrance Day, to speak to all war dead. I have a memory of 
an Anzac Day, one of my earliest memories of such things. I was growing up in a country town in New South Wales. 
It would have, I think, been 1977. I was standing in the sun with my mum, listening to the speeches and watching 
rank after rank of hundreds of men, many of them World War I veterans, marching by in their suits and trilby hats. 
For each of them that Anzac Day, or any Remembrance Day, would have held great personal meaning. It is a time 
to think of mates gone, dreams dashed, memories dredged up and the nation they fought for. Time has passed since 
1918 and indeed since 1977. Although we have new generations of veterans from conflicts in Vietnam, 
Afghanistan, and Iraq, it is far less common for an Australian alive today to have a direct connection to wartime, 
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whether on the battlefield or on the home front than it was then. As the lived emotions and memories of those who 
lived through war time faded, the day’s meaning has evolved. 
The day becomes a lesson, a reminder to all Australians of the bravery, resilience and selflessness that we possess. 
When the situation demands it we can show in spades that the Anzac story, and the story of the Great War, is that 
the innate passion, determination and quality of Australians is unfathomable and that the young men and women 
of Australia enlisting and serving 100 years ago were capable of amazing things. They were capable of resilience 
in the direst of circumstances, capable of heroism beyond their years, possessing a sense of humour that belied the 
situation they had been placed in by their seniors and superiors, showing the mateship that has become legend. Is 
it any surprise that the youth of today, who have driven the resurgence of interest in Anzac and Remembrance Day 
are well versed and educated in the madness of war, rather than the myths of glory and adventure? In moments of 
self-reflection on Anzac Day, on Remembrance Day, they ask themselves, “Would I be able to handle all of that? 
How did my grandparents and great-grandparents face what they faced? What would I do, hard up against the wall 
of a trench when the whistle blew and it was my turn to go over the top?” In return, they find comfort and courage 
in the fact that these were ordinary Australians blessed with the qualities to face the un-faceable and that they have 
the capacity in them as well. But it is up to us as leaders to make sure that we never call upon the qualities of those 
we represent in vain. 

Lest we forget. 
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