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Reflections 

 
I start to write this memoir of my mother, Suzette Hume, just over a year after she died in 
2013.  I received the news of Mum’s passing by e-mail from my sister, Tricia, with the 
words,   “Mum died suddenly today”.  There was an immediate echo in my mind of the 
Albert Camus’s “L’Étranger”: “Aujourd’hui, maman est morte.  “Today, mother is dead.  Or 
maybe yesterday, I don’t know”.  Camus’ narrator received the news by telegram.  I was 
prepared in some way.  Mum had a major stroke, on ANZAC Day, while returning from 
visiting Dad’s commemorative plaque at Woden cemetery in Canberra.  I was uncertain 
whether to jump on a plane back from Edinburgh immediately, but there was little I might 
have done.  She seemed to be recovering quite quickly, and even talked to me on the 
phone, albeit a little garbled.  We were due to come back a week later anyway, so felt that 
the change of plans was not necessary and she might be out, or at least in low level care, 
by then.  But she contracted pneumonia and she went very peacefully and quickly.  At the 
age of almost 92, is there much more that she, or we, could ask?  
 
Thinking of the story of my mother’s life is very different from thinking of my father’s life, 
which was defined so much by his remarkable history, his achievements and his deeds.  
So, he commands an obituary to record the memories and respect of those who knew him 
and served with him.  Just as Dad was a Naval Officer all his life, Mum was a daughter, a 
sister, an aunt and a Mum; family was the absolute centre of her life. She talked little of her 
own upbringing, schooling or working life.  She kept little material for herself.  She was a 
bit of a gambler, a devotee of routine lottery/scratchies, but had she won seriously (which 
of course she never did), there is no doubt she would have given the loot to her children.  
She had no prized possessions, or indeed possessions of any kind. When she died, we 
could have taken her things away in a couple of black bags.  Other than anecdotes, most 
of what I know of her prior to my own birth comes from Jo’s (her mother Amy) diary.  Like 
Mum, I was the one who left the family home town (Canberra) and I really knew Mum well 
and saw her regularly for no more 25 of her 92 years.  So, there will be other stories that 
Tricia, in particular, might write about our Mum that will be different from mine.  These 
memories are written mainly for the next generation that did not know her.  
 
David Hume   
August 2014 
 
Early years 
 
Suzette was the second daughter of Arthur and Amy Lawrence, born only 11 months after 
her sister Patricia Grace (Paddy).  I was never told how she came to be called Suzette, nor 
why she was the only one of the four Lawrence children to be denied a middle name. 
Perhaps it was fate that she married James (no middle name) Hume, who also had three 
siblings all more endowed with names than he was.  She was significantly premature.  
Amy went from the house in Kew to the same hospital in Moonee Ponds that hospital 
Paddy had been born in.  According to her diary, Amy arrived in the early morning and all 
through that long day, walked up and down and read about Adele penguins. About 8PM, 
she told the matron "I don't think I can stand any more" and the next thing she knew, there 
was merciful oblivion and the new daughter arrived.  One of the nurses came and in and 
asked "was there an aboriginal camp at Point Cook".  In response to an affirmative 
answer, she said, "that explains it".  They brought in a badly cyanosed baby nearly black 
and looking about 80.  Amy had what she called her first bad attack of nerves (post natal 
depression?) and recalls how they brought her down from the big upstairs room and put 
her in the little front room “where the nurses could talk to me”.  It was 6 months before this 
tenacious little baby took hold of life and decided to go ahead. When Suzette was a year 
old, the third baby (Bill) was on the way and this was to be the longed-for boy. This one 
was to be born at home.  They had a really old-fashioned mid-wife engaged and of course, 



Dr Sutherland (after whom Bill was named). It seems from the way Jo described the joy on 
the arrival of Bill, that little Suzette was “piggy in the middle”, sandwiched between the 
outgoing older sister and the son, the apple of the parental eye.   

 
 
Their housekeeper, Olive left to be married just before Bill was born, and after quite a few 
changes they got a very good cook called Lena and her niece, Rosie. Then they left to go 
up to the country, they could only take one and so Rosie came and stayed with the family 
in rural Victoria. They had a good little Jersey cow which Rosie milked.  Paddy and 
Suzette called the cow, Mollie de Dow. They used to stand together at the big cyclone gate 
at the end of the drive, and if anyone came along the road you would hear Paddy 
chattering away but never a word from Suzette. One day, Jo said to Paddy ‘Why do you 
tell people all our business?’ to which she said ‘Because they like to know’. This was 
apparently something of a pattern for many years; that Suzette was quite content to tag 
along and let Paddy do most of the talking.  In her diary, Jo remembered Bill as a very 
stolid, placid baby sitting unblinking in his pram, and Sue standing by his pram saying ‘you 
top looqin at me’.  If she was asked what she was doing she would say ‘Dont thoo say doin 
to me’.   
 
Around 1924/5, Arthur and Amy travelled to England for some postgraduate medical 
training.  Arthur went as ship’s doctor on the Jervis Bay and Amy left by a ship called the 
Bendigo going around the cape.  Paddy and Bill stayed with Rosie to look after them at 
their grandfather William Beck and Auntie Dora’s (his second wife) home.  Suzette stayed 
nearby with a very old friend of Amy’s, named Alice, and Dr. Sutherland was close by.  
Amy felt that the biggest pull of all was leaving Paddy.  “I felt she was most likely to miss 
me, and I would gladly have taken her with me”.   
 
The family had a cat called George who loved Sue. It was hard work to stop her feeding 
George as she fed herself.  As soon as Paddy got on her feet, there was trouble and if the 
were gates open she was off like a shot.  Many, many times she was brought back.  Once 



she was caught walking along the tram line. She was only hobbled when she had to take 
Sue.  She was also an inveterate ‘picker up’, and Olive would say ‘Where did you put that 
so and so, Paddy’ and Paddy would always say ‘ I loss it, Olive.  Where I loss it?’  
Fortunately, she could always remember where.  Sue, when she could walk, rubbed ashes 
from the coke fire in her hair and it all came out.  Arthur cut it close to her head, and they 
called her George Robey, as she trundled her barrow after her father in the garden.  
 
Paddy and Mum shared a bedroom for most of their childhood, and went together to 
Ruyton school for girls, which was not much more than 5 minutes walk away on the other 
side of Cotham Road.  I suspect Mum she lived a little in the shadow of her more outgoing 
sister, and as she grew, and grew, towards her full adult height of 5’10”, she was also 
rather shy and bullied by other girls because of her height and her dark complexion (olive 
skin to die for, which made her look much younger than her years even in her 90s).  The 
story is told of her affinity for a tree in the yard at the school, where she would disappear to 
read.  But nevertheless, Jo said that the school Headmistress regarded Suzette as an 
“adoptable”; one of her girls she really enjoyed and loved.   
 
The last of the children, uncle Steve, was born when Suzette was just 8.  5 days after he 
was born, it was Xmas and the two girls, who had been away, came home. Paddy had not 
been particularly interested in babies (she would rather have a monkey), but she was a 
devoted sister. According to Jo, she never heard Paddy say a cross word to Steve.  But it 
was Suzette who really took to Steve.  Steve himself remembered that it was Sue who 
would always take him to bed and tell him stories.  Mum often used to tell stories about 
Stevie as a little boy; and how he was coached to remember his name, age and address, 
so he could be returned home if he got lost.   
 
Through the late 1920s and early 1930s, it was the time of the great depression.  Pop was 
a Group Captain, and head of the Air Force Medical Service.  The family of four did not do 
without, but they were still certainly left with the philosophy of “waste not, want not”.  Mum 
told of the story of a small friend of Bill’s coming to dinner, and being offered a second 
serving, to which the answer was “ No thanks, the first lot finished me”.  Jo would always 
insist that we finished every speck of food on our plates, and should think of the starving 
Armenians, who would be more grateful than we were.   The starving Armenians figured 
prominently in our childhood as well.  
 
Around 1935, Pop had a breakdown and left the Air Force.  It was some 6 months before 
he worked again, and established his civilian practice as an ophthalmic surgeon in Collins 
Street in Melbourne.  After that time things became quite stressful in the Lawrence 
household. As Jo put it, there was less and less harmony between the two of them.  Pop 
was away one week in four, serving clinics in Gippsland.  Jo’s Dad and Auntie Dora had 
been living with the family as well, but William Beck died in 1936.   
 
Not long afterwards, Suzette finished school around the age of 15.  According to Jo, she 
did not do well, through an “inherent laziness”.  Given her abilities with words and 
language, as well as her later skills at contract bridge, Sue certainly did not lack the ability 
to achieve, and I wonder whether she was ever really encouraged to develop her abilities 
as she might have been in a later generation.  In any case, she went from school to 
Business School, where she learned shorthand/stenography and typing (both of which she 
was good at), and after her graduation, immediately got a job at JB Were, the oldest 
stockbroking company in Australia, in Collins Street in the city.  She was to work for them 
right through the war until she married at the end of 1951, and for the rest of her life she 
retained a strong interest in the share market and share trading. She understood all the 
jargon and terminology, and kept her own small portfolio. However, the experience did not 
really lead her to the more sensible and conservative investment strategy; she rather liked 



to hold penny dreadfuls (as our Dad called them).   She was much more of a gambler than 
an investor.  
 
Through her teens, Sue loved looking after young Steve, and he always had a very special 
place in her heart.  If Sue had long term friends from her youth, we as her children never 
knew them, or knew of them. She was exceptionally tall and perhaps a little self conscious. 
At home, she was a voracious reader, and with Jo, greatly enjoyed listening to radio plays 
and music.  It was a source of family amusement for years afterwards that when the 
dishes or other tasks were on the agenda, Sue was nowhere to be found, having 
disappeared to the loo with a book. She had a strong alto voice, and sang in the church 
and remembered all of the words of many hymns.  Sue had very good ball skills (unlike my 
father) and enjoyed games of all kinds.   

 
All forms of card game were popular.  We very early on learned to played various forms of 
the card game whist.  Mum would incite a game of whist with a hopeful “Whist?  You can’t 
play whist with a knife”.  This obscure comment derived from a favourite source of sayings; 
a very old radio comedy variously called “A fruity melodrama’, “Only A Mill Girl” or “The 
Doings Up At The Hill".   
Early in the piece, there is the exchange: 
"Father, what are you doing with that knife?" 
"Whist!" 
"Whist? But you don't play whist with a knife." 
This does not quite yield to modern interpretation, but it certainly stuck in Mum’s mind, 
along with several other lines from the same show.  Of course, it is now available on 
YouTube, and every second line is familiar. For example, the line “Out of here.  
Murgatroyd, see that he takes his right hat”  was refrained by Mum, when telling us we 
needed to leave as; “Out of here Murgatroyd”.  
 
Mum played tennis regularly and was also a very useful golfer, Pop having bought her a 
set of clubs and encouraged her.  In fact, my father also tried his hand at golf but I suspect 
that Mum would have won; a somewhat intolerable outcome, and I never knew them to 



play together.  As I entered my teens, I played both games with her regularly, and she 
continued to play tennis regularly with groups of women, up until her mid 40s.  She was 
also a very useful table tennis player, I suspect having had very extended practice with her 
younger brother, Bill, in her teens and early 20s.  
 
One other event from Mum’s early years that was memorable was learning to drive.  Mum 
told us of the anxiety this generated in her father, who apparently decided that teaching his 
daughter was too much for him. Things became rather worse when Mum managed to dent 
the beloved Bentley.  Mu related this story many times over the years, usually pausing for 
frequent laughter as she described the look on Pop’s face.  
 
In January, 1942, Paddy married Graham Anderson, and Sue, now working full time, was 
left at home with her mother and brothers.  She was to live at home for another 10 years, 
and perhaps for this reason, she remained very close to her mother all her life, and 
corresponded with her religiously every week.  With the outbreak of WWII, Jo provided for 
a lot of young servicemen who were away from  home, and one of them, in mid 1943, was 
young James Hume.  He was only 19, and had been at sea for 4 years through all the 
trauma of the Mediterranean and Atlantic naval wars.  The padre at the Seamen’s mission 
asked Arthur and Amy to be his next of kin, as he had lost his family, and they consented 
which allowed him to transfer to the Australian Navy.  For the next 9 years, he was a 
member of the family and stayed at Cotham Rd whenever he was home from the sea.  He 
called Arthur and Amy, Dad and Mum.  At the end of the war, James had a serious 
infected schrapnel wound, which almost led to him losing his leg.  During some three 
months in hospital, Suzette was his constant visitor and supplier of chocolate.  
 
Mum went off on a tour of England and Europe in 1950, travelling by ship in both 
directions.  On that journey, she visited all of the remaining relatives on her mother’s side 
in the UK, including Kingsley Beck and his wife Victoria in Hastings, Aunt Doris (the wife of 
Uncle George Lawrence) in Grange-over-Sands Lancashire, and the Gautreys (Muriel and 
Basil) in London.  I later visited all of them in the 1980s. This was the only time she visited 
Europe.   
 


