
After her children were grown, Dad continued to work until his late 60s, and after that, he 

continued to have all sorts of independent activities and interests outside of the house, 
with Rotary and then the RSL.  They continued to go to the coast together, and went 

fishing and walked the dogs.  Often they would call on us and try to persuade that little 

Nannygai, the product of their fishing expeditions, were actually edible (they might have 

been if they had been properly filleted, but they were more bone than fish).  At home, they 
sat in their two chairs, on opposite sides of the lounge room, and watched the television. 

Meals came on a strict routine.  Until her eyesight and strength failed somewhat, Mum did 

lots of tapestries; many of which were framed and put on the wall. Unfortunately, she had 
a rather “close enough” view of colour choices, so most of these works were not entirely 

artistic.  When we visited, Dad would pontificate from his chair about all the many things 

that were amiss in the world, or his latest campaign to right those wrongs.  Mum would 
interpose completely random and unrelated contributions to the conversation.    

 

 
Aside from her regular mornings or afternoons with Tricia, which Dad was of course well 

aware of but never talked about, Mum took up Bridge.  Over 20 years, she fulfilled the 

10000 hours of practice notionally required to become a genuine expert, and it was only 

her inability to travel to tournaments that prevented her from reaching the highest level of 
Australian Master.  She and a partner devised a novel bidding system, which they called 

“Simplicity”.  For some reason, I could never really get interested in bridge, but like most 

enthusiasts (in common with her brother Bill, and his race horses), an apparent lack of 
interest upon the part of a spectator did not prevent her from explaining at length why a 

certain call was especially clever.  She would sit at the table and deal hand after hand, and 

call both sides and then play out the contract time after time.  And if I ventured into the 

room, she would try to explain how the hand would be bid.  She played bridge almost to 
the last week of her life, as a stalwart of the Canberra Bridge Club in Deakin.  She had 

various partners, of a similar vintage, and no doubt she became somewhat less able with 



age. But she still made her way there at least twice a week, and arrived early to take her 

particular chair (close to the loo!).  
 

Mum was a gambler to the very end.  She listened avidly to the stock market reports every 

day, and watched her small portfolio, mostly somewhat marginal stocks, go up and down.  

She bought scratchie cards regularly, and she had a regular subscription to the lotto with a 
set of numbers.  So, when we were there, everything stopped to find out the results of the 

lotto draw. At one time, she had a shareholding in a race horse syndicate, but the nag was 

useless, even after (to her consternation) they decided it should be gelded to improve its 
performance? She was the kind of gambler who believes that the chance of the jackpot 

increases with time at the same slot machine. However, she was also financially 

conservative and watched her money.   She gambled what she could afford to lose.  
 

She remained an avid reader all her life until her eyesight made it too much of a challenge.  

After Tricia and I left home, and she spent more time with Graeme and Janet, she adopted 

their interests in fantasy fiction of all kinds; a rather exceptional genre for someone of her 
age to take on.  Unlike Dad (and perhaps because of his obsession) she never once 

touched a computer key to my knowledge.  However, her love words did translate into 

another skill.  She could walk through any straight or a cryptic crossword in no time at all, 
and also continued to do puzzles right up to the end of her life.   

 

After she had a stroke in her 80s, Mum became somewhat confused and more forgetful 
and could not really be left on her own at home.  We used to say that she had not changed 

all that much, whenever Dad would tell us he was concerned about her. She was always 

absent-minded and much as I loved her, rather self-absorbed.  None of us would have 

dreamed of leaving our small children in her care. As a grandmother, the limit of her 
interactions was a big cuddle on arrival and departure.  On one occasion, when she was 

visiting us on Houston, she calmly watched 12 month old Susannah wander out the door 

of our apartment to the road outside.  However, she was also unsteady on her feet, and 
after several falls (including one which fractured her wrist, and another than caused severe 

phlebitis on her leg) she was very anxious and took less and less exercise and became 

less mobile.  

  
When Dad died in 2011, she kissed him gently on the head, and said “Goodbye, my bonny 

boy”.  She seemed to accept his passing calmly, as she accepted most things in her life.  

Sadly, only a couple of months later, she had the shock of finding Graeme had passed 
away in the night.  And in a funny way, in the last 18 months of her life, she came into her 

own and found a new sense of adventure.  Dad had looked after her, even though he was 

by far the more frail, and suddenly forced to do things for herself and make decisions, she 
did all manner of new things, encouraged by Tricia.  Camping out at a folk festival was 

perhaps the most extreme example! And so it was a genuine shock when she was 

suddenly gone.   And I think of her most often when one of her favourite phrases or words 

just jumps into my head.  Out of here, Murgatroyd! 
 

 



 
 
 


