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GRADUATION DAY 1962





	We graduated in law on Tuesday 10 April 1962.  Glancing through the Sydney Morning Herald of that day reveals how greatly the world has changed.  But it also shows how some things remain the same.





	The main headline on that day concerned the appointment by State Cabinet of a Royal Commission to investigate a longstanding concern about crime which was hard to suppress and which had led to alleged corruption of police and other officials.  Mr Justice Kinsella was commissioned to inquire into and report on off-course betting.  Racing authorities had estimated that the turnover on illegal betting in New South Wales was as high as £500 million a year.  The State Labor Ministers were reported as hoping for an annual yield from a tax on off-course betting of £1 million a year.  Yet "[t]hey are reluctant to rush into any legalised system.  They fear public reaction".





	The main cover photograph on our graduation day was of a death scene in Algeria where the struggle for independence from France was increasing in momentum.  On the inside page it was reported that observers expected the United Nations Security Council to censure Israel - this time for having attacked Syrian positions two weeks earlier.  The United States was reported as hoping to woo France back into the Western alliance as a fully cooperating member.  The Cuban Prime Minister, Dr Castro, was at arm's length with the United States about the release of more than a thousand prisoners seized during the attempted invasion of Cuba in the previous year.  





	On a somewhat lighter note, Richard Burton was photographed with his wife Sylvia in a Paris nightclub.  He was reported to have "kissed his wife lightly before they both left".  He denied what was discreetly described as a "rumoured romance with Elizabeth Taylor" enlivened whilst they were filming Cleopatra.  





	Mr D M Selby QC was reported as proposing to speak for the Sydney University Arts Association on "New Guinea Growing Up".  The Lord Mayor of Sydney, Alderman Harry Jensen, was photographed placing the first telephone call to Melbourne on the coaxial cable system.





	Some things have certainly changed.  The front page news on the new property tax to be imposed in Britain reveals a priority of concern with British politics which has now all but disappeared.  The report of two East German escapees who broke through the Berlin Wall in a lorry, under a hail of bullets, reminds us of changes for the better.  The Commonwealth Statistician, Mr K M Archer, reported that Australians were marrying younger than ever before.  For some reason, the proportion of "under-age marriages was dramatically higher in Tasmania than in other States".  A youth was barred from driving for 69 years.  He was 18 years of age when sentenced.  Some kindly member of our class should call on him in Perth to see if he wants to appeal.  The Pope was reported as insisting on the use of Latin as the Church language.  This was said to have caused dismay to Anglicans and Presbyterians hoping for communion with Rome:





"The Pope described Latin as perfectly suited to the requirements of the Church, which needed a language not only universal but dignified and unchangeable.  Catholic truth could not be left to be stated in one or other of the changing modern languages, he said".





There was a report of four American soldiers fighting to the end when ambushed by "communists" in Central Vietnam.  A British wheat ship sailed for China but without sixteen crew who walked off.  The cabin boys said they did not want to continue serving on a ship taking supplies to "communist countries".





	Such was the Australia in which we grew up.  Such was the news on the day of our law graduation.





LAW SCHOOL DAYS





	In our graduating class, we were 92 in number.  There were no Masters of Laws for the coursework system had not by then been introduced.  Some of us had come directly from school to the Law Faculty.  Others, like me, had tarried for two years in Arts, picking up an extra degree as a reward.  For those who did this, Julius Caesar was the text for the Leaving Certificate in 1955.  





	The Law School we entered was a bruised and battered building, partly contained within University Chambers, an ancient edifice in Phillip Street and partly in a "new" building fronting Elizabeth Street.  None of us will forget those early teachers who introduced our minds to the law.  Dr C H Currey, who taught us legal history in our first year.  He tried to engender a passion about the War of the Roses which few of us could really share.  Yet he was certainly right to insist upon the importance of history for our system of law.  Mr Bentham taught us Introductory Jurisprudence.  He was a short, dapper man with an English accent.  Who knows what happened to him?  I searched for him recently when I visited the Law School in Malawi.  He was the kind of man who was "doing the colonies".  Yet he was a good lecturer.  Heaven knows what he made of our class:  huge in numbers,  docile and passive in recording his themes.





	Mr Iliffe taught us Roman law.  He was a man who looked rather like a Roman.  Tall with aquiline nose, one could almost see him in a toga as he addressed us with scarcely disguised disdain.  He wore a simple black robe as if to protest against the lack of any real University atmosphere in Phillip Street in those far-off days.  Pity it was that the image was rather destroyed by shoes dipped in chicken dung.  For Mr Iliffe kept chickens, doubtless, so that, like the Etruscan soothsayers, he could examine their entrails to tell what was to become of us.





	Mr Vernon Treatt QC taught us criminal law.  He would rush from his practice or from his parliamentary Erebus to the St James Hall in Phillip Street.  He had a craggy face, a crumpled suit and a hat to match them both.  He would fling the hat down and launch, breathless, into the sordid tales of criminality which captured our childish imaginations.  The St James Hall was a strange place to undergo lectures.  In those days, the Law School administrators had to search for lecture halls in the vicinity of Phillip Street for the troops of students who wandered early and wandered late to receive the wisdom of their lecturers.





	Professor Pat Lane instructed us the following year in constitutional law.  He certainly accepted Dixon's declaratory theory of the judicial function.  The High Court's jurisprudence was reduced by him to extremely simple principles with an unerring consistency about them.  Professor W L Morison brought his formidable intellect to bear on the law of torts.  Professor David Benjafield showed us in practical ways how a sweet disposition, courage and fine intellect could triumph over physical adversity.  Quizzically, Professor Ross Parsons interrogated the air or himself (but not us) about company law and taxation.  There were just too many of us to interrogate.  Mass produced lecturing was the order of the day in those 1960 times.





	In the later years of our law course we had the instruction of leaders of the Bar who hurried across Phillip Street, after court, to share with us their basic wit and wisdom.  The same David Selby QC in matrimonial causes.  Gordon Samuels in pleading did not then know that Government House awaited him (well almost).  Rex Chambers QC and Alan Bridge QC in procedure.  The uncompromising Frank Hutley became the terror of every law student with his punctilious attention to succession and admiralty law.





	None of us will ever forget the elevators in those decrepit buildings.  The fast one in the new wing, manned by an unforgettable driver, Ron.  The slow one in the old building - left to our own devices.  I once travelled in that slow contraption with Chief Justice Herron.  For several days I thought I had been blessed by sharing such a little space with such an important man.  The "Catalina" coffee shop on the ground floor of the Law School in Elizabeth Street was a welcoming environment for the harassed law students and articled clerks of those times.  A whole generation of us lived through those years on raisin toast and the exotic coffee concoction, new to Australia, called "Cappuccino".  Mrs Gaunson handed out our law school notes.  In the old wing Zena Sachs presided at the entrance to the office of the renowned Professor Julius Stone.  "Big Julie" was a star of stage and screen.  Well, he regularly spoke on the ABC's News Commentary and was therefore a very important person.  He was a kind of thinking law student's Greg Craven of those days.  He tried to convey to our mass assembly the excitement of international law and the conundrums of jurisprudence.  In this latter task he was assisted by the gentle Ilmar Tammelo and the irrepressible Tony Blackshield - the latter happily still working at the task.  The ancient library in the Law School of our days was so close and overheated that many of us fled to the south-western corner of the State Library.  There the service was impeccable.  I still recall the attentive ministrations of a young librarian - now the Director-General of the National Library in Canberra, Warren Horton - producing law reports in a trice from the bowels of the Library stacks.





	On the ground floor of Old University Chambers were the Chambers of a few notable barristers including Joe Starke QC and Dr Louatt QC.  I was later to share with Joe Starke an interest in international law and to contribute on that theme during his period as editor of the Australian Law Journal.





DIFFERENT TIMES





	We little thought in those times at precisely what would happen to our lives.  Some of us doubtless hoped that there might be a judicial baton hidden in the recesses of the pile of Law School notes upon which we crammed our minds.





	Most reluctantly, I was forced into student politics by the mischievous nomination of Murray Gleeson, now Chief Justice of New South Wales.  On a day when, by chance, I was absent from the class, he nominated me to the students' Law Society.  How different my life might have been if I had been present that day, modestly to decline the high honour.  Instead, I was elected.  Heroically I threw myself into service for fellow law students.  Poor under-paid wretches we were.  A three year articled clerk received £6 a week in the first year;  £9 in the second and £12 in the third.  I could only survive by living on my master solicitor's biscuits.  Alas for me, he had an exquisite sense of avoir du pois.  After each weekend's work for him he would weigh my consumption and complain endlessly.  





	To remedy this culinary tragedy I set about lobbying for an increase in the rates of pay for articled clerks.  At the time, the President of the students' Law Society was, under the constitution, a Supreme Court Judge.  The President in 1960 was the Honourable Mr Justice Manning, later Sir Kenneth Manning, of the Supreme Court of New South Wales.  He summoned me to his chambers.  I recall that the lunch he served was austere but practical - brown bread sandwiches which he dunked in a plate of tomato sauce.  This, he explained, was a habit he had acquired at the Sydney Grammar School.  He told me that Mr J J Watling, sometime President of the Law Institute (representing solicitors) had contacted him in great anxiety about my "campaign" for wage justice.  Solemnly, he warmed me that were I to continue my ferocious endeavours he would have no alternative but to resign as President.  This melancholy news presented what we would now call a window of opportunity.  Within days Manning had resigned.  I was elected President.  And an increase in articled clerk's wages was quickly agreed.  





	Buoyed by this early success, I naturally saw vistas of Canberra and the Lodge opening up.  In the meantime, I was elected to the University's Students' Representative Council and went on to become its President.  Murray Gleeson's humorous nomination of me showed his usual deep perceptiveness about human nature and the potentiality of each one of us to rise above the burdens of our natural disadvantages.  





	Each one of us could tell his or her tale of that time.  I remember, as President of the Sydney University Union, hosting a dinner at which the guests of honour were Sir Robert Menzies and Sir Charles Blackburn - spirits of times past.  Each was in the last days of their respective offices of Prime Minister of Australia and Chancellor of the University.  Ill-mannered students protested against Menzies' visit, as lately they have against Senator Vandstone.  As the dinner progressed, they lit an image of Menzies outside the Union Refectory.  It was an eerie scene.  Flames flickered and burned, lighting up the walls and candelabras of that magnificent room as the great men made their speeches.  It was like a scene from the French Revolution.  I still recall Menzies' large stature, his florid face and his unerring elegance.  Perhaps it is the perception of youth but the politicians of those times, on both sides of the House, seemed somehow larger than life.





	During our time at the Sydney Law School we were visited by various legal notables.  On our first day, I recall, when judges came to speak to the Orientation class, we all stood silently in our places until their Honours were safely seated in our midst.  So it was when Lord Parker of Waddington, a real Law Lord, visited our Law School.  He was in Sydney to open the new Wentworth Chambers.  I presume that he walked straight through the Law School and was diverted momentarily to meet us, the young lawyers of a far-away Dominion, still under the sway of the Privy Council upon which he regularly sat.  Dutifully, we stood for him too.  When I was recently in Bangalore, India, the law students whom I addressed also stood as I entered the lecture hall.  It reminded me of our Law School days 40 years earlier.  It does not happen now in Australia.





	The Justices of the High Court in 1962 are shown in the coverplate of volume 108 of the Commonwealth Law Reports.  The Right Honourable Sir Owen Dixon was still in office as Chief Justice of Australia .  Justices McTiernan, Fullagar, Kitto, Taylor, Menzies, Windeyer and Owen made up the rest.  Justice Owen replaced Justice Fullager when he died in 1961.  I can recall the shock I received at the death of Fullagar.  For me he was a legal giant.  It was a banner headline in those days.  I first saw it at the corner of Elizabeth and King Streets, Sydney.





	It is interesting, in the context of recent debates about the High Court, to notice that in 1962 three only of the Justices of that time derived from Victoria.  The remainder, five in all, came from New South Wales.  When Justice Fullagar died, he was replaced by Sir William Owen, Senior Puisne Judge of New South Wales.  There was no public grumbling then about the fact that, as a result, the High Court comprised five Justices from New South Wales and but two from one other State (Victoria).





	In the Supreme Court of New South Wales, Dr Herbert Vere Evatt was still Chief Justice, although he was to suffer a relapse mid-year and to retire on 24 October 1962.  He was then replaced by Mr Justice (later Sir Leslie) Herron.  Of the judges of the Supreme Court all of my predecessors as President of the Court of Appeal were there in office by that time.  Sugerman, Wallace, Jacobs and Moffitt.  Two on the Supreme Court in 1962 became Justices of the High Court:  Walsh and Jacobs.  All of these famous men of those times (and there were no women on the Bench) have moved on.  Many have died.  Such is the cycle of life in the law.  We should mark that fact and our temporary place in the cycle.





ABIDING VALUES





	So why have we met together 35 years on?  Is it simply to look about and revel in each other's achievements.  A Chief Justice of the State�.  A Justice of the High Court�.  Judges of the new Federal Court of Australia�, of the Supreme Court of the State�, the Family Court of Australia�;  the District Court of New South Wales�;  at least one member of the Local Court�, many QCs� and leading members of large legal firms.  Some of us went off to academe - including the late John Peden and the still very lively Geoffrey deQ Walker.  Some went into commerce with great success, including Charles Curran.  One at least practises in London - Tom Handler.  Two became noted writers on Australian wines:  Jim Halliday and John Beeston.  One, Kim Jones, rose to the highest ranks in our country's diplomatic service and greeted me in his last Ambassadorial post as Australian Ambassador to France.  One (Brian Vaughan) became a leading member of the Legislative Council of the New South Wales Parliament.  One defends the Sovereign who has reigned as Queen of Australia during all of this time.  I refer to Lloyd Waddy QC.  There may even be a couple of republicans amongst us.  No more of that.  Some have died.  Some have tarried.  One is reported as a beachcomber�.  One an actor�.  One an ex Lord Mayor of Sydney�.  All of us who have been spared continue with our lives.  But we can never forget the time we spent together in Law School.  It is the slow motion time of our youth and development.





	We did not come to his reunion to talk about, or even particularly to think about, office and achievement.  True it is, we were programmed by our education, and by the expectations of our times, to seek out personal achievement.  But with the passage of the years, we have surely learned a little wisdom.  We now realise that office and worldly achievements count as nothing in the privacy of our own existence.  In that quiet place, the things that are important are life and health.  The love of family, spouse or partner.  The devotion of a few friends.  The blessings, if we have them, of children and grandchildren.  The satisfaction of work in a profession which we were brought up to believe - and still believe -  is a noble one.





	We have never met as a group before these past 35 years.  We should now highly resolve to meet regularly - each 5 years at least.  To renew precious friendships.  To recall the indelible bonds of youth.  To remember special times.
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* 	Held at the Dining Room, Law Society of New South Wales, Friday, 21 March 1997.


** 	Justice of the High Court of Australia.


� 	A M Gleeson.


� 	M D Kirby


� 	M R Einfeld;  D G Hill (University Medallist);  J H Mathews;  B J M Tamberlin. 


� 	D H Hodgson, and formerly J H Mathews and M D Kirby


� 	J S Goldstein was for a time a Judge of the Family Court of Australia.


� 	T S Davidson and B E Mahoney are Judges of the District Court of New South Wales.  J W Conomos also for a time served as a District Court Judge.


� 	Lilian Horler (née Bodor).


� 	P R Capelin QC;  L P Robberds QC;  J M Stowe QC;  L D S Waddy QC.


� 	Reportedly, G M Stephenson.


� 	S E Gryff.


� 	N J Meers.
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