My Brother Jack

The family have asked me to say a few words about their father and Poppy – My Brother Jack – who was born on 28 December 1922 at Sister Ingpen's hospital and baptised here in this St. Joseph's church, where he was to marry Mary Lee 24 years later, and where his parents from Nirranda were married in 1911, and his grandparents from Co. Tipperary were married in 1867, 133 years ago.

Jack grew up on the farm at Bushfield with the 7 of us and this brings back a flood of memories.

Like most farms at that time, there was no electricity - kerosene lamp and candles were all the fashion - no running water and the 4 gallon kero tin appeared on the wood-stove on Saturday afternoons for the bath at night. No telephone or radio & TV wasn't even heard of. News of the outside world was picked up from the depot, the Standard, sale day and Sunday Mass. The nearest farm was a mile away, so we had to be self-sufficient and self-contained. 

We heard stories about Ireland and the English, Ned Kelly and the Nirranda bush and the making of Delaney's whiskey which Father said was as smooth as new milk – and how the enterprise was stopped just because it was against the law. And who our relatives were, uncles & aunts and cousins & second cousins and their connections, who the neighbours were and who owned the farm before them. 

The milking to be done, the crops, the harvest, the chores around the house. The nightly Rosary, dissolving into giggles if the Hail Mary's got mixed up with the Holy Mary's. Playing of cards & learning how to cheat, not so much to win as to put it over the other. And how to accidentally tip the draughtboard up if you were getting beaten. Life was busy, never boring. 

Father was strict and had a short fuse. He believed in using a twig from the apple tree to dispense punishment, if not justice. Mother was gentle and seemed to spend at lot of time separating squabbling factions and calming Father down.

Out of all of this, Jack emerged as an independent character, with a strong sense of justice and injustice, and a determination to do what he had decided to do. 

A major part of our lives of course was school. For 20 years between the wars the Delaneys wore a path two miles across the paddocks to Bushfield, then down the road to St Mary's, Woodford, meeting up with the Grundys and the Chapmans, the Quinns and the Quigleys, the Malones and  the McGraths, the Hogans and the Ryans and the rest. Two rooms and two nuns who had the job of drilling knowledge into farm boys & farm girls. 

JACK HATED SCHOOL and he did something about if. By the mid thirties, he and I were the only Delaney's left at school and Jack set out on a policy that if he had to go to school, he would spend the minimum amount of time there – we would never be early.

One Monday morning we dawdled longer than usual, and Jack decided it was too late and we took to the paddocks and the bushes down by the Merri. We would go to school at lunchtime and give some excuse. But we had no watches and missed lunchtime. The next day, we did the same and so on for the whole of the week. Jack & I told nobody what was going on. We maintained solidarity and confidentiality. 

Our isolated location meant that nobody had come in contact with anybody from the school for the whole week. Amazing when we think of the instant communication of today. We knew Sunday mass was the danger time. Surely a query would come from the school to our parents – where are Jack and Joe? There was nothing said before mass and we started to think maybe the nuns did not notice we were missing. But when Mrs Les Tate tapped mother on the shoulder we knew we were in for it!

But the nuns had the last laugh! Years later when Jack worked at St Anne's, one of his chores was to drive the nuns to Woodford in the morning and pick them up at night, every day of the week AND he had to be early!

There was plenty of labour on the farm, but that changed dramatically and quickly. The girls got married, Paddy went into the army, Dan got crook, Father was in his 70's, I was still at school and Jack was left with a major responsibility for the farm when he was in his late teens. They were tough years for Jack.

Jack played football for Wangoom, not Bushfield like his older brothers. Why Wangoom? Because Mary Lee's brothers played there. And I of course, loyally followed Jack. One day we were playing Nirranda South and they had 11 Delaneys in their side! Some of those Delaneys I see here today – 54 years later.

Jack married Mary in 1947 here in this church and they settled in Queens Rd in 1952 and 15 years later moved to Timor St. 

Jack had a number of jobs before starting at Antarctic Ice (later Sungold) where he was iceman/milkman and tanker driver for 38 years. Hard physical work which took it's toll on his knees and hips in later years.

Last night, the family shared stories about how Jack taught them to play cards and would often cheat – much to his grandchildren's outrage. Stories about visits to farms, Kelly's at Purnim and Delaney's at Bushfield and the shouting arguments between Maggie (a one-eyed Warrnambool supporter) and Jack (South), especially after a Warrnambool/South game, as each replayed key passages of the games.

Jack was an avid newspaper reader and he would put a big cross through stories that he didn't like and circle the ones he did. Come election time, there were a huge number of crosses. The racing page was a different matter. This was serious business! He was very proud that he was the only one to back Peter's horse Superior Sam ($146 on the TAB). But come football time, the Tigers, South & the Creek got his full attentions.

Jack LOVED A BEER in a 6oz glass and he made a lot of good mates over the years. The Grand and the CALLY were his favourites. Never a footy tipping fan, they put him in for the competition at the CALLY this year. He took up the challenge and religiously studied the form for 22 weeks and won! 

Jack was a man of few words, but he got a lot of mileage out of the few he used. When his mate would pick him up to take him to the Grand for a lunchtime drink he would say "The courtesy car is coming at 11:25 to take me to the office"!

His family, 7:00am Sunday mass, football, racing, the UNION and the Labor Party were constants in his life.  When Mary died, he took great interest in his grandchildren. Some say he spoilt them rotten. I don't think I have ever seen such bonds between grandchildren and grandfather, and they will miss him very much. 

Jack suffered a lot in the last few years., but he kept his independence at home – palliative care, meals from the pub, an inspiration to us all the way he kept his dry sense of humour to the very end.

Thank you, Jack, I hope you are enjoying a great reunion with Mary and Donna Maree and all your friends. We are sure you are Resting In Peace.
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