MATES.

There are few good things about growing older. One is becoming a little wiser. Matters once a priority are now part of the natural course of events and our concerns more likely to be about the welfare of others. Family have grown up and gone about their business and are less likely to need our counselling.

Now we are blessed with the ability to recall more about the past than think too much about the future remembering the best and worst times and the trust and confidence we had and still have in our mates. How fortunate we are after all these years to still in contact through the Courier and the ability to chat on the phone as though it was next door. Years no longer count.

Seldom does a day pass without recalling the mates and times in 1942 when the future looked bleak and uncertain day by day. Our ability to lighten the moment with humour and the support we gave each other laid the foundation of the mateship we have today. We have all met many people over the years and enjoyed their friendship. Few among them qualify as mates in our sense of the word.

And most important are those nearest and dearest mates our wives and partners. They were the founders of our Association without which we would have lost touch. A warm handshake means a lot to comrades but a kiss and a hug occasionally means the world. We should do it more often.

A well-meaning Australian presented a young seven-year-old from a sponsored Asian family with a cricket bat for his birthday. The bat was taken to the multilingual school he attended as a prized possession. A few weeks later he was asked had he made any friends at his new school, he replied "No". This was a concern and he was asked why. His answer was "I have mates". Enough said.

Ralph Conley.

