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POST SCRIPTUM

After my Graham Hill Memorial Lecture was written, delivered, edited and ready for publication I came by chance upon a poem written by Graham when in his final year at Fort Street High School in Sydney.  The poem displays his gift with words and his sensitivity.  For those who knew him, it is an eerie reflection on his life.  Moreover, it is proof positive that, contrary to the stereotype, taxation practitioners can be highly civilised.  MDK

"TO EVENING"

When the slow cadence of day draws to its conclusion,

When night like a relentless stream rolls ever towards

Its quiet estuary, with ebb and flow, moving on 

From light to darkness - we hear then no uproar

No hurried confusion, nothing but placid quietude.

No sounds disturb the beauties of the night: 

The chevaliers in shining armour, as if in a mood

Of playfulness, fret and clouds with their gleaming light.

Like day, night too, with its soft, haunting melody

Fades away to a dawn of life and light.

A hustle now.  Hurry, Hurry its time!  Urgency

Creeps into our modern existence without a fight

Would that the very quiet and pace of night

Were carried over to the speed of modern life.

Graham Hill, 5A"

