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Frank "Curly" O'Neill, who passed away recently, was a journalist by profession and a good one at that.


Here is an extract from a letter he wrote to Colin Doig in April 1996.





Curly On Comradeship.





From quiet homes and small beginnings


Out to the undiscovered ends


There's nothing worth the wear of winning


Save laughter and the love of friends.





These words remain as valid today as they were when Hilaire Belloc wrote them many years ago. They are our great legacy of the war, true, constant, and enduring.





Truth as we know, is always the first casualty of war; the last casualties are the legacies war inevitably leaves in it's wake, most of them a source of sadness. Unfortunately, mankind (I exempt women) is inherently insane.





Consider how man has been turning the wheatfields into cemeteries for thousands of years, then turn to the newspapers and television.


Consider too, some of the lesser legacies still with us… rhetoric, tub-thumping, and the memoirs of generals and other leaders of both sides. A critical look at some of those memoirs indicates that their authors would have been flat out running a chook raffle. So our love and laughter sounds better every day.





Col Doig could have been echoing Hilaire Belloc when he wrote in the Courier that the greatest achievement of the 2/2nd Commando Association was the remarkable way it had stuck together.


"The comradeship, " he said, "has the quality of the highest grade cement fused with the highest quality granite". And that indeed, is a great legacy.


It is exemplified by the Safaris held every few years when members come from all over Australia simply to remember and renew their Friendship.





In my post-war pursuit of a quid, I have met world leaders of politics, big business, sport and show business. Many were extremely pleasant, despite obvious egos, lust for power and money oozing out of them.


I never met any I would have preferred to have with me on those patrols through mountains and flatlands. I don’t think they would have gone real well in mud baths like the Usini track.


I have heard academics decrying mateship, claiming there was something odd about it. I suspect that those critical academics had never known comrades. Still, every cobbler to his own last.


Curly O'Neill.





