January 22, 2004

For our Gran,  Janet Helen McTavish (nee: Fish)

On the occasion of her Rebirth!

How can you NOT celebrate a wonderful life like Granny’s? 

It’s hard to be far away at a time like this.  I write on behalf of my siblings, David and Robyn too, who could also not be with you.  We’ve been spending the last few days chatting and revisiting some favorite memories: fresh grapefruit with piles of sugar for breakfast, always served with a vase of nasturtiums on the table; a constantly replenished tin of crunchies or flapjacks in the pantry, ready for tea at any time of day; hot lemon and honey when we were sick, administered with a Vicks chest rub and plenty of sympathy…  

Our Gran was exactly what you would always wish for in a Grandmother.  She was soft and squishy to hug and would always welcome you with a laugh and a sweaty kiss, usually on her way in from her beloved garden.  Spending time at Gran and Grandpa’s was always centered on her delicious food.  Nurturing in one form or another was what she did best.  

Gran’s fabulous sense of style was always evident either on or around.  I don’t think she ever left the house without a matching pair of earrings and necklace or brooch.  She loved to wear her garden on her dresses.  If it wasn’t actual dirt, then the dress was usually a floral print.   Then there was the lacy handkerchief she tucked between her bosom… never one to miss a detail!  

Her home was another manifestation of her style.  Again, there were flowers everywhere, not only in the vases, but also on the upholstery, the tablecloths and the toilet wallpaper!  If that wasn’t enough, she also painted her flowers and hung them on the walls.  Let’s just hope that heaven isn’t too minimalist for her…she’ll probably have it redecorated by the time we all get there.

Usually Gran’s are the one’s who are supposed to brag about their grandchildren.  We had the privilege to be able to brag about our Gran.  Not only was she a champion tennis player, but a prize-winning gardener, cake decorator, floral arranger and painter.   I know most of my friends were envious.  She was an incredible role model and a class act to follow.  We could not have asked for a better Grandmother!  

I write this from the other side of the planet.  I literally could not be further away, yet I feel incredibly connected to you all.  This should be a terribly sad occasion, but somehow I want to dance and sing and drink copious amounts of tea, until I ‘canne ta’ no more!’  Gran is with Grandpa, which is what she has wished for for so long.  But, she is also still with us because she is in me and in all of you.  How fabulously lucky and blessed we are!  

Bronwyn, Robyn and David Barry

