
 
James and Suzette married on the 15th of December, 1951.  It was the full military 

ceremony, with the guard of honour of officers from HMAS Australia for the exit from St 
Paul’s in downtown Melbourne. It is difficult to imagine a happier-looking bride on her 

special day, and every anniversary thereafter was greeted in the home by the playing of 

the Mendelsohn Wedding March at very loud volume in the Hume household.   Many 
years later, my father-in-law Malcolm, said in his forthright manner that she was lucky at 

30, and indeed in her generation there were many who did not marry because of the 

losses in WWII.   I know nothing of the courtship, but from the difficult perspective of the 
first child of the marriage, and another generation, I feel that my father was also fortunate.  

He was scarred by war, and never comfortable with women.  Mum gave him a stability and 

unequivocal love and loyalty that he had never known.  From my earliest memories, they 

were always overtly affectionate to each other.  Mum was demonstrative and cuddly.  Dad 
never left the house without a goodbye kiss and a hug.  They really did refer to each other 

as Jim Dear and Darling quite often (she undoubtedly recognising the echo of the parents 

in Peter Pan), and there were very seldom raised voices between them. They were 
undoubtedly of their time in terms of the distribution of household tasks.  She was a house-

wife, and operated the house on a housekeeping allowance that she received directly into 

her separate bank account.  She was expected to prepare the meals, do the washing etc. 

At the end of a fortnight, we would quite often be told that the housekeeping money had 
run out, and we would have to wait for whatever funds we needed.  Dad’s province was 

the man stuff.  However, because Dad was both a better cook, and had a considerably 

lower tolerance of mess and untidiness, he often crossed the boundaries into her domain 
on weekends, certainly with no sign of complaint from Mum!.     

 

Memories of growing up 
 

On the 5th of January, 1953, I was born in St Andrews Hospital in Melbourne.  I believe 

that Dad was actually at sea at the time, and there is the story that I greeted him with 

howls of woe upon first meeting.  Not long afterwards, the young parents moved to Sydney 



and their first house together in Bardwell Park, to start a married life dictated by the Navy.  

Moves followed at regular intervals, to Fremantle in 1957, to Canberra via 6 months in Box 
Hill in 1959, to Quakers Hill near Sydney in 1961, back to Canberra in 1963, to Singapore 

in 1966, Canberra in 1968, Korea in 1971, and finally settling back in Canberra in 1973.  

Along the way, Tricia was born in 1955, Graeme in 1957 and Janet in 1963.  When 

Graeme was born, Mum had three children under 5, and somehow managed to live 
upstairs in a house on the Fremantle Naval Dockyard; the other side of the country from 

any family and friends.  It must have been pretty tough.   

 
My earliest memories of Mum are when Tricia was little.  I must have been about 4, and 

we would walk out of the dockyard to go shopping together, with Tricia in the stroller.  

Tricia pulled her curly hair out in lumps, and at one time, she had it severely cut. Mum 
stopped driving almost as soon as she married; quite likely because they had only one car 

and Dad took it for work.  Even when she drove again later in life, when we went to 

Singapore, she was never confident and had an alarming habit of applying the clutch 

through corners.  Fortunately, she also took corners very slowly!  Like her brother Bill, she 
also seemed to find changing gears rather arduous, and would take the car almost to 

stalling point rather than make the effort.  On the other hand, she was an enthusiastic 

walker.  Mum had an enormous stride, and did not make too much of a concession to 
those with much short legs. So, from a very early age, we all learned to walk rather quickly 

to keep up with her.  I remember especially when we lived in Quaker’s Hill, it was at least 2 

miles to the shops by the station, and we would strike out together at a cracking pace to 
get routine supplies.  

 

Mum was fond of dogs, having grown up with them, but as children we moved too often to 

have pets.  The only exception were two cocker spaniels we had in Quaker’s Hill, Penny 
and Panda.  Penny was not quite a show dog, she had a flash of white and she also had a 

tendency to bite visitors.  She also hated cats, which rather endeared her to Dad.  Panda, 

on the other hand, was beautiful and fully-pedigreed and thoroughly stupid.  Mum decided 
she was going to be a breeder, and established the kennel name of RANGold.  RANGold 

Panda was not a great success as a breeding dog.  She had one litter, and only one of the 

three pups survived and she proved to be rather useless as a mother.  One sad day, 

Penny disappeared and despite an extensive search, she was never found again.  After 
we all left home, Mum had a another try at breeding cocker spaniels with a little thing 

called Alice, but that was also not a great success.  She had a great theory that she could 

mate a blue and a read roan cocker and perhaps get a tricolour. Alice proved as fertile and 
maternal as Panda before her.  Strangely, although she was interested in dogs in principal, 

Mum was not especially affectionate towards them.  Dad really bonded with each of the 

dogs they had after we left home; Jaya (a rather over-fed Labrador), Salty, Dozer (a very 
long term resident) and the last Cocker spaniel, Abby.  He did most of the work of looking 

after them and they would come to him for attention.  

 

Throughout my childhood, I can never remember Mum being seriously angry with any of 
us.  Dad was definitely the disciplinarian.  However, although he could sometimes get 

angry, more commonly Dad made his wishes and dislikes known to Mum, who then had to 

transmit them.  He did not like confrontation, and he especially did not like to be 
questioned or answered back.   So, Mum was piggy in the middle, trying to persuade us to 

conform to his wishes, even if she did not entirely agree.  And we would rage against the 

injustice, but generally comply somehow to please Mum.     
 

Knitting was one of her favourite pastimes, and throughout our childhood we lived in hand-

knitted jumpers, including school jumpers (how we craved conventional machine-knitted 

school jumpers!!).  She also baked very regularly.  We never had bought biscuits or cakes.  
ANZAC biscuits were a special favourite, as was apple cake.  Both were commonly gone 

before they even had a chance to cool down.  In many of our postings, notably in 



Singapore and Quaker’s Hill, but also in Canberra as we pioneered outer suburbs, we 

were quite isolated.  Mum made most of her “friends” through us (the parents of our 
friends) or through Dad.  So, for a great deal of the time we kept each other company and 

played together.  We played every kind of board game (squatter, monopoly, backgammon, 

ludo, drafts etc) except chess, for which she had a particular aversion (no doubt because 

her father and brother Bill were very good at it).  She was unbeatable at scrabble.  This 
was the only game that Dad was prepared to join in occasionally, but things became a little 

tense when he challenged a word Mum had put down, only to find that it was, indeed, to 

be found in the dictionary.  And of course, we learned every possible card game (except 
contract bridge) and played something together almost every day; certainly during holidays 

and before the serious intrusion of television into family life.  She and I played golf and 

tennis often until we came back from Singapore.  In Singapore, we played table tennis 
almost every day.   

 

Mum could be very funny.  She had a keen sense of the ridiculous, would literally laugh till 

she cried at some shows on the radio or television, or a passage in a book which she 
would read out.  She loved puns and word games of all kinds; a special favourite was the 

“My Word” radio series of the 1960s with Frank Muir and Denis Norden (a favourite 

punchline from one show in that series was “Dead, dead, and never called me Mother”) 
And of course the Goon shows.  She also loved musicals; and knew countless lines from 

Gilbert and Sullivan.  Flanders and Swan were also a great favourite.  

 
Mum had a life-long battle with her weight, especially after Janet was born.  She had a 

sweet tooth, and had a particular weakness for lollies.  “Naughty, naughty Susie” she 

would say as she gently placed another into her mouth.  Of course, she always used 

saccharine to sweeten her cups of tea!  Despite her large frame, she had no semblance of 
modesty, and quite calmly wandered around at home in the altogether from the bathroom 

before the days of en suites.  And in bursts of joy, for whatever reason, she would skip 

down the corridor saying “Yip, yip, yip, tralalalala”.   



 
Mum was pretty calm about looking after her children.  Like most families in the 60s, we 

came and went as we pleased and as long as we were in for dinner, Mum did not worry 

about where we were.  Rather hard to imagine in these days, that we three children 
walked to and from school at Quaker’s Hill for three years, unaccompanied, at least a mile 

and a half, along a rather deserted country road.  Friends came and went, and were 

treated as part of an extended family.  Extras for dinner were completely routine.  And 

each night until we were quite old, Mum would come around our rooms to say good night 
with the same saying; “God bless and keep you safe, this night and always”.  

 

In the early 1970s, Mum and Dad went to Korea, and apart from one year when I was 
doing honours at University, I did not live with them again.  That was the time of the 

schism between Dad and Tricia, which was not to be resolved for more than 30 years.  Of 

course, Mum was not happy and she found herself caught in the middle between her 

children and her husband.  When Kim and I moved in together after I returned from a year 
in Germany in 1978, he also declared Kim persona non grata in our house.  Mum never 

knew why he was so sensitive about the issue of cohabitation outside marriage.  His 

behaviour and attitude was completely irrational.  Mum chose her own way of dealing with 
the situation; seeing Tricia regularly but tolerating the fact that she could not talked about 

at home and Dad reacted like a startled rabbit in response to all attempts at reconciliation.  

When Kim and I were married, we had a registery office wedding with only Mum and Kim’s 
Dad.  Dad was unhappy, but perhaps for the only time ever, she stood up to him and told 

him he had not given us much choice.  Who knows what would have happened if she had 

chosen to confront him over Tricia. She just accepted that it was something she could not 

change, and that she had married for better or for worse.  The disruption of the family was 
certainly a festering wound for the rest of our lives until it was resolved in 2009; 35 years 

later.   

 


