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I have known Cameron's father, Graham, since we strode, full of optimism, into class 1A at Fort Street Boys' High School in 1951.  Friendships formed at such a time last forever.  As Graham often says, we learned to love each other as brothers.  I therefore share a brother's grief on the death of his greatly loved son, Cameron. 


I first met Cameron when he was about 25 years of age.  He called on my chambers in the Sydney Law Courts Building at a time when I was President of the New South Wales Court of Appeal.  I welcomed him as Graham's son.  As he came into my room, I could see the same striking features.  He was a handsome, impressive, forthright man.  Like father, like son, I thought.  


Cameron's life, as we know, had a dark side.  No one knew it better than Cameron himself.  But at the moment I first met him, he seemed full of optimism and life.  Yet even on that first encounter, I knew that something was amiss.  


Over the years, Cameron telephoned me several times.  Most recently, he would telephone my new chambers in Canberra.  Within the past year, we spoke by telephone.  He seemed full of energy, brimming over with proposals to bring criminals to book and to improve the justice system.  I listened to him and wished that there were something that I could do to remove the impediment that stood between a happy and complete life for Cameron and the way it was.


All of us have known depression.  Sometimes it seems overwhelming.  It catches a huge proportion of the population in every country.  Yet for most of us, we can battle through.  In our rational minds, we know that things will get better.  But for Cameron, it was not so simple.  He would climb the heights; but all too soon he would be plunged into the depths of despair.  


Thinking of Cameron and his death at all too young an age, we should not just think of ourselves and the profound sadness that such a loss involves.  It is not even enough to think of Graham and his family's grief at the loss of a son.  Nor is it enough to think of all the other Camerons who carry through life the burden of bipolar disorder.  Eventually, the discoveries of genetics will conquer this disorder and help to spare the Camerons of this world from the pain and dislocation of mind and spirit that Cameron Fell suffered.  


No.  This is not a time to think of others or ourselves.  It is a time to reflect on Cameron and what he went through.  For him, truly, this life was all too often a vale of tears.  What should have been a lap of honour for a handsome sportsman was a most painful race against cruel thoughts that he could never really escape and that, in the end, overwhelmed him.  For our own inadequacies in responding to Cameron's needs, we seek our own forgiveness.  For Cameron, we can only pray that peace, at last, has come.  No more despair.  Only bright mountains where he strides with happiness and confidence.  In peace at last.
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