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FRANK STRATTON McALARY QC

I have known Frank McAlary since my earliest days in the law.  

As an articled clerk I briefed him many times for the workers in compo cases.  He was a great fighter and the Labor Council of NSW loved him.  Being Irish and Catholic did not hurt him in that department.  His charm and ability soon wore down my Ulster doubts.

My first case out of Sydney involved instructing him in a claim of an abattoir worker.  I think it concerned an alleged "holiday meatie" - a claimed self amputation of a finger in order to get the compo to pay for a modest holiday.  Things were pretty basic back in 1958.  The worker denied the dastardly charge.

We flew to Bourke in central NSW.  Against all odds Frank won the case.  Then he jumped on a truck to another town leaving me marooned in a heat wave, twenty-four hours to the next plane, most of them spent thinking alternatively, about Frank's brilliance and his cruel abandonment of me to my fate.

But to really understand his technique of advocacy one had to see him from the other side of the Bar Table.  Opponents never knew his secret weapon.  It was those eyes.  It was unbearably painful for a judge to reject the slightest argument, however trivial, of a barrister always so utterly convinced of the rectitude of his client's cause.  I hope those eyes are captured on video in the High Court's filmed archives.  They should be played and replayed in centuries to come to teach new judges of the need to be on the lookout for advocates of passion like Frank McAlary.  A big mind.  A big heart.  Impossible to believe that he will retire. 


