January 19th, 2003
Hi Gavin

Well, it is now a day since Nana’s funeral. In the circumstances, I did not feel like going for a run. I was going to go and mentally imagine what was happening in Christchurch. A lot of what was happening would have taken place while I was sitting in buses before the run started. But in the end, just remained here and did the imagining according to the actual times things would be taking place. Actually, the funeral was the hardest part for me, as it sort of sunk in that this would be her final journey. At the actual time, I imagined Nana’s coffin being taken from the Grahams Road home and transported to the church (which I think is in Avonhead Road, not far from the turnoff to go to Uncle Bruce’s place). And after the service, I was picturing the funeral cortege driving back along Avonhead Road for the last time to the Grahams Road roundabout, then, instead of turning right to go to number ‘34’, turning left past the shopping centre where she used to shop and on to the cemetery. 

Uncle Bruce sent an e-mail about the events of yesterday. Here it is [with my comments in brackets]:

“Yesterday's events went well. Service at the church ran smoothly. I lead the service and Keith, Heather and Stuart spoke for a few minutes each. This was followed by an afternoon tea in the church hall and then we drove to the cemetery for the interment. Again things went smoothly.

(The funeral plot is a "double." Can take two coffins, one on top of the other. So Dad will also be buried there.)

Afterwards family and a few close friends came to our place and stayed for a while.

Dad coped very well, far better than most of us expected. Heather slept at Grahams Rd again last night, but this will have been the last time. As from tonight Dad will be on his own.

Aunty Pat [Nana’s youngest and now only remaining of the 6 sisters] flew down from Wellington for the day. And Don Anderson also turned up. He was tramping somewhere in the Blenheim area and rang Allison who told him [a cousin of mine, daughter of Uncle Ron and Nana’s second sister in Wairoa]. So he drove down for the funeral, stayed a few hours, and then moved on to do more tramping in the Lewis Pass area.

Stuart was at an Outward Bound course in the Marlborough Sounds and returned to Chch on Friday. He goes back today to complete the course.

The funeral service was recorded, so in due course we'll send a copy to you.”

I sent you a copy of Leonie’s first draft of her eulogy for Nana. Here is the final one she wrote:

“For Nana

One fond memory I have of Nana that always makes me smile, is the story she would tell of peeling carrots for Rex while he studied. "I wouldn't dare say a word," she'd say, "I just stuck the carrot through the crack in the open door, and be off." Many years later, it was my turn. In the 2 years that I spent at Rangi Ruru, and the many weekends that I would spend with [at] Nana and Granddad's place studying at the desk in the living room, Nana would tiptoe by with a peeled carrot for me. Without words on my part, Nana just knew that I enjoyed carrots, especially the carrots that Granddad had grown in his garden. She also knew how I loved colorful liquorice, and would always have the candy tray on the desk full of them when I arrived for the weekend. She would cook the fish -perch- that was my favorite, and buy the nougat bars that I loved. Whenever I needed something, the answer was always "Yes, dear", delivered with a smile that was full of joy and a cheerful chuckle. When I left for Otago, she corresponded every week, in the same way as she did for Rex when he was at University, and for Keith and Bruce when they went abroad. For Rex, she baked fruit cakes that would be a part of his lunch everyday at University; for me, she would include nougat bars, as well as stamps, just to make my life easier when writing back.. These things that she did may seem like small deeds, but they were far from that, because they made the biggest difference in our lives. Her selflessness is a true reflection of the loving woman she was. I feel privileged to have spent time with her even if only over a 2 year span. I miss her dearly, and can only imagine the memories for you all who spent many more precious years with her. She would tell me stories about growing up with her sisters, horse riding with her Dad, and about her boys growing up. And what a pride her boys were for her. Determined Rex, sensitive Bruce, and loving Keith, she would say.

We will miss her stories, her thoughtfulness and her companionship. We'll miss the birthdays that only she remembered, year after year. It's been 5 years since I left Rangi, and I still miss seeing her on the porch of 34 Grahams Road, waving me off as I returned to school on Sunday evenings. Granddad, we all send you our love and unconditional support, and hope that you find comfort knowing that she passed peacefully, and knowing that you found life companionship in such a wonderful woman. Although there may not be the morning breakfasts to make for her, and the evening cards to play, there will always be the memories of a woman who loved life to it's fullest, who loved nothing more than to make other people happy, who loved growing old with Wally.

For all the times that we looked to Nana for solace, let us now relive the solace she gave us, and cherish the spirit and strength of a woman who was truly an inspiration. To a treasured Wife, Mum, Nana, Sister and Friend, your place in this world was our great privilege. Rest peacefully, surrounded by the love that you surrounded others in your life.“

To other things. Still did my exercise during the week. Milder weather too, with temperatures about 20OC. On Monday, I finally saw the other guy who is also using the pool. He was in the pool for about half the time I was. On Friday the water must have been a little warmer as my neck did not go numb! (I couldn’t check, as they seem to have removed the thermometer from the water). So, just 2 more weeks before the pool closes for a while. 


Watched a documentary on the Discovery Channel on the ‘great escape’ from Stalag Luft 3, a German POW camp for RAF prisoners, particularly those who had already escaped from other places and been re-caught. Had read the book many years ago (I think) and seen the movie, but the documentary was also very good. A 30 foot shaft built below the stove in one of the huts (the only possible place as the huts were on high foundations and not on the ground). From this, they built three tunnels in different directions. One discovered and destroyed. One ended up under a new adjacent camp, built for US POWs after the tunnelling had begun. The 3rd ended up about 10 feet short of the forest around the camp. On the 70-80 (out of the intended 200) who did get out, only 3 got back to England. About 50 were shot (on orders from Hitler). 


Not much happening in HK. The Police and Immigration staff messed up again, sending an elderly and slightly demented man back to China, thinking he was an illegal overstayer when he was not. Also, sent him to the wrong province! They have just returned him to HK. 

Well, that’s about it for this week. Thinking of you….., 

Dad.
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