We are here today to remember the life of Lorna Thompson: a lovely person whom we knew either as family or friends.  All Lorna’s surviving family are here, from the most senior, her sister Joyce, to the youngest, her 2-year old great-grandchild Emily.
Lorna lived a long and rewarding life—not exciting—not affluent—not well travelled, she never went further than Sydney, but she had friends by association the world over.

She liked people, and would converse with them at the drop of a hat.  She was straightforward in her encounters, and at times made outrageous humorous comments, usually to friends.

She was a person of her time: born in 1912, and reaching adulthood in the great depression years.  Such a different world from the affluent and consumer oriented world of today.  Is it any wonder that she never wasted money on herself, and lived with no desire for extravagant worldly goods.

She was brought up in a strict Methodist tee total family. Alcohol never passed her lips…well not until Christmas 2001 at the Hostel, when she drank a glass of the Christmas punch, and asked for another……not a word.

Only recently did we find out that Lorna wanted to be a Schoolteacher, and she would have been a good one.  However her father believed that this would be wasting money on a girl, and sent her to Footscray domestic school.  She hated this, and told us recently that she regularly wagged it.  Those of you that know Lorna’s basic honesty would realise therefore how much she hated the school.  So despite her aspirations to teaching, she became a milliner, a trade that she used later in life when she made hats as an outworker to keep Valda and me at school.  

Lorna married Kieth  in 1935 and moved to Wallan, which was then in the country but is now a middle-class commuting village.  I think that Lorna liked the country, and the simple lifestyle.  Naturally in a small town, social events required that the “good lady” of the house should bring supper to the occasion.  Now Lorna was not a good cook (I was the only person in national service who thought army cooking was better than home cooking), but she recounted that at once country dance supper one of the local ladies whispered in her ear.. “dearie don’t take one of those scones over there” pointing at Lorna’s offering, “they are like rocks”.

In 1942 Keith joined the Air force and we moved to stay for the duration with Lorna’s parents in Ormond.  
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Always 12 or so Loved people, caring, yet direct, outrageous….Di quinnert

Simple meals

Not good cook

Army cooking

…good healthy food… and it was

Since Keith died, matriarch of Moylan/preston corner.  Hold audience no airs or graces.  Until 2 years ago was living alone, but eventually to hostel, where she complained that she didn’t fit in.. they are all so old, and not with it.

Last year was a trial for her.  With a broken leg, she was confined to a wheelchair, and socially limited.  It was only the last month or so that she deteriorated so markedly.  Yet through all this she did not complain, and even to the end, when asked how she was feeling, was able to raise that quizzical smile that reassured you that she was fine, even though you knew this was not true.  She was loved by us all, and we will miss her.

