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So, in September 1968, we returned to Canberra.  Dad was again posted as 
Director of Operations for three months (for a major International Control of 
Shipping Exercise) prior to posting as Deputy Director of Administrative Plans with 
the primary task of developing plans to cover the British withdrawal from the Far 
East. He was then instrumental in developing the plan for the establishment of the 
Western Australian Naval Base at Garden Island, and the Patrol Boat bases at 
Cairns and Darwin and was the Naval Representative to the Chief of General Staff 
Exercise and Naval representative on the Inter-departmental Committee for the 
development of the Port of Darwin.  During this time he spent several periods away 

on so-called special 
duties, which involved 
going the Vietnam at the 
height of the hostilities 
there between 1968 and 
1971.  Exactly what that 
role entailed was never 
revealed, and he actually 
only disclosed the fact 
late in his life.  
Presumably, he was still 
constrained by the 
official secrets act which 
he took very seriously.    
We moved in early 1970 
to the house in 71 Kent 
Street, which was newly 

built, and yet another round of garden creation was started.  Dad continued and 
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developed a major interest in photography, started first in Singapore, and bought 
all manner of developing equipment to equip a darkroom downstairs.  He never 
really tried to engage any of us in this hobby, which is a shame because both 
Tricia and Graeme had serious artistic ability and potential interest. He also 
equipped a workshop in the garage, and constructed various built-in cupboards 
and desks and other things around the house.  
This was the period, when I was aged 15-18, and Tricia was 12-15, when 
interactions with Dad became somewhat more strained.  Whilst he could be very 
gentle and affectionate to his children, he did not cope well with any challenge to 
his authority and he rather believed that “children should be seen and not heard”.  
So, through our teenage years, there were few genuine give and take 
conversations.  
When we were younger, such challenges, at their worst when correcting him, 
would produce the ultimate condemnation “he is such a clever child”, or “where can 
we take you except to apologise”. However, he was also very uncomfortable with 
direct confrontation, so much of his authority was exerted by venting his frustration 
through Mum, who would then have to communicate his wishes and try to 
persuade us to comply.  A major battleground of the era was haircuts, which was 

somewhat ironical since 
in his later years his own 
hair was somewhat 
longer than military 
standard.  But as a 
serving officer “he could 
not abide” his sons 
looking scruffy.  He was 
even less able to deal 
with a potentially 
rebellious teenage 
daughter in Tricia.   
I was sent to Canberra 
Boys Grammar School, 
with the potential to be a 

boarder, because he anticipated at least one more move before I finished school.  
He and Mum were supportive parents, acting as a parental taxi service (although 
not on the scale of modern parents; the bicycle or bus was the more common 
means of transport) and coming along to sporting and scouting events.   
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His final posting with the Navy was to Korea, in 1971, as Defence Attache and 
Australian representative to the UN Peace-keeping Force.  In this role, he was part  

 
of the Military Armistice Committee at Panmunjom.  I stayed at boarding school, 
and then my first two years at University, and only visited Korea on three occasions 
on holidays, during the winter when it was absolutely freezing.  So, I have relatively 
few memories of this time.  Most of my visits were spent cloistered in an over-
heated apartment, and playing tenpin bowls at the army base, and I managed to 
get serious gastrointestinal bugs on two of the three visits.  I do know that it was a 
very stressful posting. The North Koreans were constantly threatening and the 
negotiations were difficult. At the end of this posting, there was a ceremonial 
parade in his honour in Seoul, at which he took the salute, and 34 years of service 
was over.  
 
The transition to civilian life was not at all easy.  I do not recall exactly how long he 
did not work, but he certainly needed to recover from the Korean posting.  To make 
matters worse, Dad had a series of major health setbacks.  He had a severe bout 
of double pneumonia in early 1974, which caused him to finally give up the ever-
present pipe for good.  He also had a major operation on his back, and needed 
several further operations over the following few years.  It was referred to as a 
slipped disc, but I discovered after he died that he was actually diagnosed with 
ankylosing spondolitis, an inherited condition that causes degeneration of the lower 
back. This condition was probably not helped by the fact that he favoured one leg 
due to his wartime injury.  It may well be the case that brother Graeme’s back 
problems were not entirely due to his difficulties controlling his weight.  Finally, he 
had a major surgery to remove a large part of his prostate.  Despite these 
setbacks, for the rest of his life he exercised regularly, swimming regularly and 
going to the gym and taking the dogs for a walk every day, and without those 
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efforts, he probably would have succumbed to the many other health problems that 
were at least partly due to his war service.  
 
His post-Navy career really started with an offer from Senator Austin Lewis, who 
became a senator for Victoria in late 1976, to act as his research officer.  In this 
role, Dad supported Austin Lewis in his various opposition and governmental roles 
in the Fraser Government, and subsequently in opposition during the Hawke-
Keating years, and rose to become Principal Research Officer for the Liberal Party 
in the senate.  In this job, from which he retired in 1993 (aged 69) when Keating 
was re-elected and Hewson lost the unlooseable election, Dad acquired another 
love of gadgets of the IT era, and became a computerphile.   

 
However, amongst all of 
these events, in 1975, when I 
was in my honours years at 
ANU, we had a schism in the 
family that was not to be 
resolved for 30 years.  My 
best friend at school. Ian 
Johnston and I had been to 
Israel together, and I had 
stayed with his family.  His 
brother, Andrew, came to 
stay with us, and he and 
Tricia developed a 
relationship that led to 
paternal disapproval. They 
decided to move out 
together, and Dad issued an 
ultimatum that they never 
darken the doors again, and 
so it was. Of course, Dad 
was in the wrong in every 
possible way, but his 

behavior was completely irrational.  With the benefit of hindsight, there are three 
explanations.  Firstly, his family background (which we only discovered much later) 
makes it rather more clear why he was extremely sensitive to the issue of pre-
marital relationships.  Secondly, there is little doubt that he was suffering from 
depression due to his leaving the Navy and the many severe health problems he 
was suffering. And thirdly, he was never able to deal with confrontation of any kind, 
so all communication and efforts at resolution, had to go through Mum.  He reacted 
to all efforts to find some kind of reconciliation or even the mention of Tricia in the 
house, rather like a startled rabbit.  So, for all of the rest of the family, it was 
necessary to engage in subterfuge and deceit.  This was probably most harmful to 
Janet, then only 11, whose big sister became persona non grata.  Mum, of course, 
continued to meet Tricia once a week and the parents presumably managed to not 
talk about the issue and ignore the fact that Mum clearly went out to Tricia’s house 
when he was at work.  The situation was so difficult that I moved out of home at the 
end of the year to live in College while I studied for my PhD, and from that time on, 
interactions with Dad came largely to dropping around to Kent Street and being 
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talked at for a couple of hours.  I went to Germany for a year in 1977-1978, and 
when I returned, Kim and I decided to set up house together.  This led to a second 
schism of disapproval, until we married in September, 1978.  Dad was not invited 
to the wedding (a very quiet registery office affair, attended by Mum and Kim’s 
Dad, Malcolm) and expressed to Mum his disappointment.  But the reconciliation 
consisted only of coming around to dinner, passing over a present, and then not 
talking of it again.  The same might have been the outcome with Tricia, if there had 
been a way to achieve it without confrontation.  
 

From this time on, I had left 
home and yet there were 
another thirty years of life.  
Through his time working 
for the Liberal party, like all 
staffers Dad worked all 
hours of the day and night. 
The R&R from this was to 
retire to Moruya Heads on 
the Coast on Friday 
afternoon and drive back 
on Sunday morning, to 
spend time at the cottage 
aptly named Hume’s 
Hovel.  There Dad had a 

small fishing boat, and he and Mum would go fishing on Saturday, sometimes, 
albeit not often, venturing out through the Moruya Heads.  He also enjoyed looking 
out over the heads and criticizing those whose boating skills were tested by 
attempting to cross the bar.  They had good friends down there and often played 
cards with them on a Saturday night.  During this time, Dad was also very active in 
Rotary in Canberra, and the parents often had exchange students stay with them 
for brief periods.  Kim and I went to Oxford in 1979, and returned to Canberra in 
1983.  While we were in Oxford, correspondence was somewhat limited, and 
largely consisted of Dad sending the cuttings describing the fortunes of Essendon, 
with a brief comment such as “All well, love Dad”.   
 
He loved the various dogs that they had over the years.  A particular success was 
Dozer, who apparently thought he was rather smaller than he actually was.  And 
his final dog, Alice, a little cocker spaniel, who was sadly bated over the fence.   
 
When we returned to Canberra, we would drop around to Kent Street on a Sunday 
afternoon (and later, the parents would drop in to our house at Queanbeyan) and 
there would be a conversation during which Dad would pontificate at length about 
some political thing or other.  In his job, he was clearly a mine of information and 
he had a very good memory for facts.  However, he also had a tendency to invent 
facts that suited his argument, often with apparent statistics (60% of Australians 
!!).. It was not often easy to separate fact, from opinion, from invention but it 
was also not worth trying as it tended to prolong the agony.  In the midst of these 
conversations, poor Mum would try and introduce a different topic occasionally, 
completely ignoring the current conversation. Susannah was born in 1986, and we 
moved to Houston in 1987 and then to Brisbane, so from that time on we did not 
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see Dad nearly as often.   Staying at Kent Street when we did visit Canberra was 
somewhat strained, but as Dad got older, and especially after he retired for a 
second time, he became less dogmatic more able to engage in two way 
conversations and considerably more “liberal” in his views.  His politics also 
waivered, partly because he detested John Howard..   
 
In his second retirement, he became very active in the RSL, something he had 
rather eschewed as a serving officer and while he was still working. We had seen a 

good deal of two of 
his fellow officers 
from Kanimbla, Bert 
Dick and Ray Clark-
Smith, but both had 
passed on relatively 
young.  He became 
especially good 
mates with his other 
shipmates from 
Kanimbla, especially 
Nevin Phillips, and 
marched with them 
every year in the 
ANZAC Day Parade.  
As I said at he outset,  
a very special 
memory of Dad is his 

last March in 2007, when he kept stride with the young lieutenant from the modern 
Kanimbla.  The picture shows Malcolm and myself with Dad afterwards, before we 
headed off to watch the Bombers lose!  Through his last ten years, he was very 
active at the War Memorial in conducting tours of kids, and he was proud to be the 
representative of the Navy for the 2005 commemoration of the end of WWII, when 
Prince Charles visited  (although he was not overtly impressed with HRH).  He took 
upon himself the task of attending funerals of ex-servicemen on behalf of the RSL, 
sometimes several times a week, to honour their service.  He was also an active 
member of a community computer group, mainly helping older people become 
familiar with the internet and other computer-related things. He wrote syndicated 
reviews of new software, and his office was equipped with all the latest computer 
gear, printers etc.  
 
Of course, he was always off on some crusade or other, especially if crossed by 
the dreaded bureaucracy.  Terrier Hume was on the case.  He represented many 
ex-servicemen on the Veteran’s Affairs Tribunals, where his combined experience 
in parliament, and as an officer (where he served on multiple courts martial) made 
him a formidable advocate in a system that was intrinsically unfair.  He would have 
loved the win we had after his passing in challenging the judgment that his 
pancreatic cancer was not linked to his war service.   
 
In 1996, I started to try and trace the background of Dad’s family, and made the 
discovery that he was given up by his parents, and that he had three living sisters 
in Scotland. He refused to engage with this at all, and did not want to have any 
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contact.  He said that he had made a promise, and did not intend to break it.  
Presumably this was to the father he only met once, or perhaps to his adopted 
family who had died.  In any case, I discovered very late in his life that the 

existence of his three sisters was news to him as well, and after his death, I 
discovered that he had kept all the pictures I had given him.  It was another thing 
he could not confront, but I am glad that he knew at last what had been taken from 
him.  I do regret that it was something that he could not talk about.  
 
So, the final reconciliation with Tricia came in the only way it could, without 
comment as she came to Kent Street to help out Mum in an emergency when she 
had fallen over and Dad could not lift her.  It might have come sooner.  Phil, Tricia’s 
partner, was already a part of the scenery helping out with installation of an air-
conditioner and other things.  On one occasion, Tricia and Phil were working in the 
garden at Kent Street, and Dad asked Graeme who it was.  Graeme told us that 
Dad said he wanted to go out and say hello, but he just couldn’t.   
 
In his final years, he had all manner of medical problems that must have made his 
life something of a misery.  Numerous skin cancers were cut out of him, and 
keeping growing back like weed.  He had temporal arteritis, which required 
treatments with steroids and methotrexate, both of which caused numerous side 
effects.  He never really complained; in fact he seemed to take some delight in the 
opinion of the good Professor, who saw him as a very interesting case.  But I think 
in the end, he had had enough.    
 
We gave him a sort of military funeral, with the white ensign over his coffin, and the 
military band and the last post.  It was completely fitting.  He was a Navy man all 
his life.   
 
 
 


