02.10.28, Reunion Book

I’ve been in my late 20s for two weeks now. 

I tell myself: “ ‘Late 20s’ is hardly the time for a mid-life crisis - that’s the stuff of 20th, or even 30th year school reunions - not 10th”. I cannot, however, deny that this retrospective exercise has got me to thinking.

How is it that the six years of James Ruse seem, in my memory, to have been longer than an identical term at Sydney University and many times more protracted (in a good way) than the roughly four years since then?

Is it that the rich soup of high school experience – first loves (for some, for others ‘first near-fatal obsessive crushes’), the daily ebb and flow of life in the ‘quad’, exams, potato fights and chick peas – was a delicacy of surpassing flavour to what has since been the bill of fare at chez Mark?

No. For me (and not to dull the deliciousness of those years), it’s that the time I spent at Ruse was the time when, for the first time, I became ‘me’. 

I say ‘first time’ because ‘me’ has, of course, undergone radical changes (sometimes painful, sometimes joyous, but nevertheless radical) since that sunny November day in 1992 when the ‘pens down’ was given on 2u Ag. 

Since then I’ve, among many other things, worked too hard at uni (I did Science/Law at Sydney), had uni subsidise two overseas trips (one for Geography honours to Thailand, the other for a term at Queen’s U Law School in Canada), spent 5½ years at St Andrew’s College, played water polo at a couple of Uni Games, discovered my ‘roots’, worked for a Judge of the NSW Supreme Court, sang (performed) everywhere from Pichit (in central Thailand) to Vic Park, shared several houses, loved, lost, sang, grieved, struggled and rejoiced. Somehow, after all that, I find myself single, living in the inner (just) west and working as a solicitor at Freehills.

The fullness of the last 10 years has, by Providence alone, shaped me (though I still have far to go) and deepened my sure expectation of a future much brighter than any past or future achievement – one that will not depend on life’s vicissitudes but on the One who always delivers (despite and even through disappointments, disillusionment or dislocation).

Perhaps, then, there’s no cause for crisis (at least, not yet) – but I might just buy myself that red convertible anyway…

All my very warmest best wishes,
Mark Edler
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