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Dear Mum, Nana, Grandma, Nana Grace, Grandma Grace, Grace 

Here we are gathered around you, just as we were a week ago.  Today there 

should have been a crowd of your family and friends here though, but 

unfortunately at this time it cannot be so.  Don’t worry, all is not lost, when it is safe, 

and hopefully in the spring time, when the sweet peas are flowering (you always 

loved sweet peas, their beautiful colours, and oh that perfume), we will gather 

with the community, your greater family and your wonderful friends, for a picnic to 

celebrate your life.  Yep, we’re gonna have a party! 

It will be a day where we can all be together, we can eat delicious food, maybe 

have a wee drink or two or a cup of tea or three, and talk about the wonderful 

memories that we all have of times spent with you.   

You do know that we all have such precious memories, some of which will make us 

smile or laugh, some that will make our hearts swell with pride, and of course those 

that will make our mouths water as we remember our family meals together.  Of 

course there must be slabs and slabs of your amazing chocolate cream cake and 

jars of your yo-yos on the day.  Remember, chocolate cream cake was your 

specialty, always what you were asked to cook when you ladies of Navarre were 

catering for a function or event – and you know how much our family just loves it 

(even little Princess did!) – I’m sure it will bring back memories for many. 

Oh my goodness your food!  We can all remember the meals you prepared, your 

cakes, the biscuits, the preserves, roast lamb, and how about when Cath and Ken 

visited (particularly when you had the wood-fired stove). Cath always brought 

pork for roasting - yours was the best!  There was always chop suey and fried rice, 

or other special casseroles ready and waiting for us on cold winter nights after the 

footy, and then there were your salads in the summertime and your famous baked 

custard.  

What about the fish.  Remember how you taught yourself to fillet fish, ‘cause by 

the time you’d picked the bones out of the flesh to make it safe for us girls, you 
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couldn’t face eating any yourself - you became the queen of filleting fish.  There 

was even a night when Uncle Jack Beattie got Mr. Russell to open the phone 

exchange so he could ring us and ask us to come over.  Feeling a little panicked, 

we all piled into the car and headed off, but half way there you were on to him, 

and we heard the words uttered from your mouth “Bloody Fish!”. Yep, you were 

right.  When we arrived, it was apparent that Uncle Jack had had a bumper day 

fishing. 

Not only could you fillet fish better than many a fishmonger, the way you cooked 

the fish put any fish and chip shop to shame.   You know what?  We reckon the 

secret was that you cooked the fish in the freshest of mutton dripping that you 

kept specifically for that purpose! 

We could go on and on about your cooking, but time is limited here, so that will be 

for another time. 

Now for your garden, your pride and we think your happy place.  We’re not sure 

you knew, but we all knew how proud dad was on open days as people 

wandered through and admired the beauty in front of them.  Your garden was a 

picture.  You loved bringing in new plants and bulbs and there was always a new 

mail order catalogue arriving, promptly followed by something new to be added 

to the garden.  Those who visited would often leave with a bunch of beautiful 

flowers for their home, or cuttings, bulbs or plants for their gardens. You were so 

caring and generous.  It always amazed us. How you could walk around the 

garden and name the plants, often with their botanical names rather than their 

common names, even when they weren’t in bloom - your knowledge was 

amazing.  We think your grandchildren might remember it for some other reason 

though!  Remember the Easter egg hunts, what a special time the Easter Bunny 

must have had as he scattered those eggs around – you always managed to find 

one or two that had been missed, in the following weeks. 

You know your creativity did not stop with cooking and gardening though. You 

were a talented seamstress, not only making your own wedding dress, but also 

Sonnies, along with what would have filled wardrobes of clothes for the family 
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throughout the years.  You made so many of the clothes for the girls through their 

childhood and were in constant demand when family or friends needed 

something altered.  Your creativity also shone though in your cross stitching was 

exquisite, crocheting, embroidery, even painting. In fact you excelled at anything 

you put your hand to, even beating your teacher in cake decorating shows – how 

good were you! 

Last but not least, your family.  We all know how much you loved each and every 

one of us.  Your pride in your daughters, in your son-in-laws, your grandchildren 

and their partners, and of course your great grandchildren, was evident to all who 

knew you.  How your face would light up as you talked about each and everyone 

of us, and when you were with them you just couldn’t get enough time with them.  

You and Dad/Papa/Grandpa/Pom have taught us all the value of family, how to 

love and support each other through troubled times, how to enjoy each other’s 

company and to be excited when one of us has something super special happen, 

and of course, you taught us how to celebrate the good times. Family parties were 

always eagerly anticipated.  I’m sure that all of us remember how you would both 

jump on the train to travel  to Melbourne so that you could attend special school 

events for your grandies, deb balls, parties, eisteddfods, concerts that they were 

in…   

You have also showed us the joy and privilege of friendship including the value of 

community.  We value the lessons you have taught us and know that they will give 

us the guidance, strength, honesty, humility and humour required as we all travel 

the journey ahead that is life. 

Unfortunately it’s almost time to say our final goodbye.  

Love you 


