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Author’s Note
For me to lose my wife after 31 years of marriage; combined with
caring for her over the previous twelve months; through her illness
with cancer, carrying with it the emotional roller coaster of sorrow
and grief, has been a very tough period for me! Writing this book
has eased some of that sorrow and grief. As you read through this
book I sincerely hope you enjoy it. This story captivates Bub’s life
from her humble beginnings at Cunnamulla right through marriage;
parenthood; combining with her personal ambitions of her
successes.
Throughout our marriage, either of us would never ever have
known how Bub’s life would end the way it did. It was a marriage,
which I personally believe was ‘made in heaven’. We were
destined to meet one another and be together for the remainder of
our lives.
My personal belief is, we are destined to meet certain people in ours
lives, how, I cannot explain. People we meet are the signposts for
our journey throughout life. Some of these people either enrich
our lives whilst some of them re-direct us back on course into the
direction we were meant to travel.
Such was the case when I met Bub. It was a week before my
twenty-third birthday. My mother had recently passed away. Bub’s
grandfather had also passed away around the same time.
I continue to wonder if each of them met at the Golden Gate of
Heaven, and decided Bub and my destiny.
When I first met Bub I immediately knew she was the one I
dreamed of wanting to be with for the rest of my life. If you
believe in ‘Love at first sight’ then that’s what happened for me.
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From that first meeting, I knew in my mind that I would be
spending the rest of my life with her. Don’t ask me how I felt this
way. I don’t know! I just knew! Whether, it was ordained, planned
or even by chance, it was to become the luckiest day of my life.
Destiny can be described as ‘the fickle finger of fate’ pointing me in the
direction of being transferred to Cunnamulla shortly after joining
the Queensland Police Service.
It was this ‘twist of fate’ in meeting Bub on the footpath in front of
the Cunnamulla Post Office on that Saturday morning began our
journey of life together.
We married not long afterwards; left Cunnamulla, travelling to
different towns throughout southeast Queensland before settling
down to raises two children – Kaylene and Geoffrey. Jackson, our
grandson came into our lives later in life.
To LOVE someone is special! Our kind of love was one of open
communication, trust, honesty with each of us sharing a major
portion of one another. When Bub passed away on the 13 th
September 2003 a major portion of myself died with her on that
day. All I have now are memories. I sincerely hope this book
brings memories of Bub for you to have them remain with you
always.

Disclaimer:
This material is provided from my own memories of Bub.
No reliance should be placed on the information that is
provided in good faith.
Pat Ritter
Author
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DEDICATION
To my beloved wife who unselfishly gave herself to so many
people to help them better themselves.
Bub had a persona about herself in a way that her antenna was
always alert to help another human being. She was a saint!
Many a time she would go that extra mile to help someone. Her
dedication to share herself, at times worked, on the other hand,
sometimes it didn’t.
That would not phase her enthusiasm to give up on anyone she
thought needed her help.
Along would come another human being to be redeemed. She
would be out there again doing her best for them.
One of the many qualities Bub held among any other was her
integrity. She would NEVER compromise her integrity for
anyone and anything. She was the most honest and sincere person
I had ever had the pleasure to meet.
We can all go about out business, blowing our own trumpet of what
we do!
All of the time I was married to Bub I didn’t hear her at anytime
blowing her own trumpet about what she had achieved. It was
more to the contrary; she was very humble and sincere about her
exploits and achievements in life.
I dedicate this book to Bub.
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CHAPTER 1
The Beginning Of The End!

That final week before Bub died, half of me died with her. It was
a time for me to reflect on the time we were together and what we
had meant to one another.
We visited our farm at Brooloo where she saw for the final time all
of her plans had come to fruition. I remember saying to her, ‘I
don’t know how you came up with the idea of these yards and
paddocks, but it’s great that you did.’ She replied, ‘Pat, I’ve been
dreaming about this place since I was four years old. Now I’m
dying!’ We sat out the back of the shed viewing the improvements
she had planned for our property.
Only a month before, Bub’s doctor told her she only had a short
time to live. I remember saying to her, ‘I don’t care what it is you
want. I’ll do anything you want!’ She said, ‘All I want to do is to go
up to the farm.’
That final weekend would see her in immense pain from the
melanoma cancer, which had spread, rapidly to her liver. She was
constantly taking morphine to ease the pain, to no avail.
It was about midnight on Saturday when she told me she could no
longer suffer the pain and to take her to the hospital. That night
Bub was admitted to hospital for the final time.
The cancer had spread throughout her liver leaving the doctors no
choice than to place her into Palliative Care. Palliative Care, I was
to learn in a very short time, was a place where patients spent their
final days.
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After a week there, I was thinking more of it to be death row. Our
room where Bub rested was very comfortable with a lounge for me
to remain with her at all times. The staff provided me with meals.
I couldn’t ask for better service. The care staff extended to Bub
was beyond reproach.
On Monday evening I met a man named Chris whose wife was
admitted to a room only two up from our room. We both decided
to have a cup of coffee about midnight when we met. Chris’s wife
was in palliative care longer than Bub. He explained to me how
wonderful the staff was and how difficult a time it was for he and
his family.
That day Bub asked a nurse if she was dying to which the nurse
replied she was. It would be another six days before Bub’s request
was finalised. All through this time, I don’t think I was in denial of
Bub dying, I think it was more to the fact it was difficult for me to
accept the inevitable.
Chris seemed more at ease with his wife dying than I was with Bub
dying. It took me another couple of days to wonder what was
happening. Chris was a very good person to speak with telling me
his story of his wife’s cancer. Together, I suppose we comforted
one another with a daily comment of, ‘How was your night?’
answering both to, ‘No changes.’
There were many false alarms when staff indicated to me that, ‘There
isn’t much time left! It was all unexpected.
My major role was to monitor Bub while she rested, to make certain
she didn’t move very often, for if the melanoma in her liver should
burst, there was sudden death.
One time during the week I had to stop visitors coming into the
room. It was becoming too stressful for Bub when she started to
twitch. She would pull her legs up to her body wanting to get up out
of bed.
In Remembrance of Bub
Author – Pat Ritter
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One time she called out to me saying, ‘Pat, Pat, get me out of this
bed and take me home!’ I felt so helpless with the situation being
so hopeless. When I tried to lay her back down on the bed, she
grabbed hold of my arms to pull her self up out of the bed. Her
strength even at that time was powerful enough making me struggle
to lay her back down onto the bed.
After that time I made certain she was never ever disturbed again.
On Thursday I began to accept the inevitable. I was speaking with
Chris about his wife’s funeral arrangements. He told me he had
already prepared everything – I felt like a bit of a twit – I hadn’t
even thought about a funeral.
Chris gave me a brochure explaining what arrangements he had
made for his wife.
If there was one important element Bub and I had to our marriage,
it was the ability to communicate with one another. We often sat
on the front verandah of our home and spoke about what she
wanted. She requested to be cremated and her ashes placed in a
rose garden at the front of our new home we were building at the
farm. Only a couple of months before we renewed our Wills.
Thankfully, we spoke about what she wanted!
It didn’t take very much trouble to make the appropriate
arrangements for the funeral. I wanted something simple with no
fuss. That would have been the way Bub would have wanted it to
be. Friday I had all of the funeral arrangements made. So now it
was just a matter of waiting.
Bub appeared to be resting very well after I stopped all of the
visitors coming into the room. At times, I believed in my mind she
would recover well enough for us to leave and continue our lives.
This was not to be the case.
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As usual each morning Chris and I would meet in the garden area
outside of the rooms exchanging our thoughts for the previous
night. Saturday morning he asked me to have breakfast with him.
Earlier that morning about four-thirty, the nurse thought there
wasn’t much time left for Bub. Again, they were wrong.
As I was about to walk out of the room to have breakfast with
Chris the nurse called me back into the room. Bub looked at peace.
She was absolutely beautiful.
If you didn’t know she was sick it was hard to see how sick she was.
I sat beside her, holding her hand, as her breathing become very
shallow, suddenly like blowing out a light of a candle – she was
gone!
This memory will remain with me forever. It was all over. She
didn’t have to suffer any longer. To say good-bye to her was heart
wrenching for me.
As I kissed the side of her face to say the last good-bye, tears welled
in my eyes and at that very moment everything became a haze. It
was as if I had no control over my emotions. My wife was gone!
It was the most difficult thing I have ever done in my life!
Bub had a very dignified death!
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Chapter 2
How It All Began!

To lose a loved one is difficult enough, but to lose the one person
in your life, who shared two-thirds of it with you, is devastating.
She was only fifty years of age.
Bub was born, Olga Miriam Taylor, on the 14 th December 1952 at
Cunnamulla. Her parents were Fredrick George Taylor and Olga
Mildred Taylor.
Bub had four sisters, Shirley, Margie, Helen and Patricia.
Life for the Taylor family was droving cattle and sheep throughout
southwest corner of Queensland and northern New South Wales.
Bub had very little schooling. Her lifestyle was a school, teaching
her the finer points of horsewomanship, knowledge of animals,
creating instincts of handling stock.
This lifestyle and knowledge of animals shined through later in her
life where her successes of horse training; campdrafting; horse
racing including other horse sporting events characterised her
learning’s from her younger days of droving.
Bub had an affiliation with her father in such a way they knew one
another so well; it was a miracle to see how any person could have
had a better father-daughter relationship.
When they communicated, in my opinion, they each mumbled
something, which was difficult to hear, yet, each of them, knew
exactly what the other one were saying. It was truly unique.
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When I first met Bub’s father, instantly, I knew where she had
obtained her integrity. Fred, Bub’s father, was a man who would do
anything to help another human being. His honesty and
sincereness epitomised the man he was. He was a Man amongst
Men.
At the age of about nine years, Bub’s aunt passed away leaving
behind a very large family. Fred being their uncle decided to take
all of the younger children of the family to raise them. Suddenly,
the Taylor family grew from three children to twelve. Fred and
Olga had taken over the raising of these children, as well as their
own children. Many a story Bub told me about their extended
family, which included twin boys, Danny and John, as babies. Fred
and Olga raised these children as their own. It was not unusual to
have fourteen people at the dinner table.
One of these stories Bub told me about those days was when she
was nine years of age, her father had been given the job of droving
500 head of cattle from Quilpie in western Queensland to a
property in South Australia. She told me about her father riding the
night horse, singing to the cattle as he bedded them down at night.
Also, one night when the cattle rushed after they were spooked. Bub
rode like the wind to head off the lead and ring the cattle to settle
them down.
It was a tough life for a nine-year-old child, especially being a young
girl. They were tough days starting at daylight and finishing at
whatever time that night. Day after day, week after week, until the
trip was finished. This period of her life would instil into her very
strong work ethics with a will of never giving up until the job was
done!
A couple of years ago Bub and I went on a bus tour to Birdsville
for their annual race meeting. When the bus was approaching the
Thompson River not far from Birdsville, she asked the bus driver to
stop.
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BUB’S FATHER FRED

In Remembrance of Bub
Author – Pat Ritter

- 17 -

She told all of the passengers on the bus that this was the spot
when she was nine years old when the river was flooded. It was the
same droving trip she had gone with her parents from Quilpie.
She told the passengers for them to cross the river they had to swim
the cattle as well as their horses they were riding. The water was so
deep the dogs in the dogbox on the back of the truck had to hold
their noses up out of the water so they wouldn’t drown.
Before we arrived at Birdsville she also pointed out to us various
locations where they had camped and bedded down the cattle
during that trip.
While Fred continued droving, his knowledge of horsemanship;
handling of stock; knowledge of droving became a source of
teachings to his children. By the end of the day each knew the finer
points of droving and handling stock.
Unfortunately, droving had passed it’s used by date making it
difficult for Fred to obtain work. He settled in Cunnamulla. He
followed work at various Cattle and Sheep Stations around the
district.
Bub reached her teenage years by this time. She’d been working on
various Stations about the district, when a position came up for her
as a telephonist on the Cunnamulla Telephone Exchange.
This allowed Bub to live in town still continuing her competing in
horse sports and rodeos. Her major interest at this time was
campdrafting. She won the campdrafting competition for the
previous two years. To win it a third year would give her a trophy
of excellence. She won!
This trophy although won over thirty years ago continues to be
displayed in our trophy cupboard for all to see.
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Chapter 3
This Is Where I Came In!

It would become the luckiest day of my life when I walked down
the main street of Cunnamulla on that fateful Saturday morning, to
be introduced to Bub by a mutual friend.
While I was growing up my mother gave me some advice; ‘You will
know when the right one comes along!’ My mother was right. This
was the right one I wanted to be with. I was smitten by her
appearance.
She was very attractive with her long mousy brown hair slightly
covering her small attractive face, flowing down over her shoulders
turning up in curls at the ends.
Bub was wearing a pair of fawn coloured jeans which became her
trademark with a country style shirt. She was so petite. Later, I’d
share with her my secret of what attracted me most to her. It was
the way she walked. Her walk was awesome.
She walked so her bottom moved from side to side, just slightly, as
she walked. I thought it was sexy.
It was another week before we again spoke to one another. It was
the following Sunday. I had been on duty at the Police Station,
which happened to be next door to the Cunnamulla Telephone
Exchange.
During our breaks for meals we had to let the Telephone Exchange
personnel know where we were going, and when we were returning
to the Police Station. There were no automatic telephones in those
days.
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After I returned to the Police Station after lunch, I contacted the
Exchange to advise the operator I’d returned asking if there were
any calls for the Police during my absence.
I was completely overwhelmed by a female’s voice on the other end
of the telephone. It was a unique sexy voice asking me if I’d had a
good lunch. I replied that I had. She continued with a comment
of, ‘Well, what did you have?’ I replied, ‘A roast dinner’. She said,
‘So you’ve had a roast dinner and I’m here doing my work and
haven’t had anything!’
The tone of her voice was unique and sweet. I was taken aback
over her comments on how personalised she had been. She
mentioned nothing about any calls for the Police, so I gathered that
there weren’t any.
It became obvious to me I was speaking to Bub on the other end of
the telephone. I took the bit between my teeth and said, ‘Well,
would you like to go out to dinner with me? She replied, ‘You will
have to ask my mother first’. I agreed.
That afternoon after work I went to her house to meet her mother,
thinking to myself, ‘I don’t want to take her mother out. I want to
take her out.’ I wore my full Police Uniform to make a good
impression.
As I walked up to the front door to announce myself, I hadn’t
realised that I’d been there only a week before when I’d spoken to
Bub’s sister, Shirley about riding a motorbike without any license or
helmet.
When I meet her mother all she could say to me was, ‘Are you
related to Peter Ritter?’ to which I replied he was my uncle. Peter
had been droving with them on a couple of droving trips.
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Bub and I were given her mother’s permission to go out for dinner.
Her father, Fred was absent on a droving trip returning later in the
month.
It was a strange time for each of us, my mother had only passed
away, and Bub’s grandfather also passing on. I still think that to
this day it was those two people meeting one another for the first
time at the Golden Gates of Heaven deciding our future to bring us
both together.
From that day onwards, Bub and I have been inseparable. We saw
one another from that day onwards.
At the time I owned a green 1964 Holden Utility. It was my pride
and joy. The final time I drove it was only two days after I met
Bub. She took it from me to use for carrying horse feed and other
gear she wanted for her horses. She even mustered horses with it.
Bub was always riding or breaking in horses. My ability to ride a
horse measuring on a scale of 0 to10 was minus 25. I started to
learn, but if you’re not born into the saddle like Bub was, it didn’t
suit me.
Bub was breaking in a couple of horses and asked me to try and
ride one with her, telling me, ‘It was quiet!’ All was going well until
we stopped at the sand hills out of town. Bub had dismounted
from her horse dropping the reins, so I did the same thinking it was
the right thing to do. Yes! You guessed, both horses galloped off
back towards home.
Fortunately, our friend Nancy was riding with us she recaptured
both horses. It wasn’t a very nice choice of words Bub exploded to
me. I can tell you!
At last, Bub’s father, Fred returned home from his droving trip. He
was KING! He was a man of few words but when he spoke
everyone listened.
In Remembrance of Bub
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We were returning home from one of our riding lessons when I
first meet Fred. He wasn’t one for too many words, so I again took
the bit between my teeth inviting him around to the pub for a drink.
At the time I thought with my record of drinking alcohol, I was
seasoned. How mistaken could I have been? All I can remember
of the night was driving my car to the hotel with Fred, drinking
plenty of alcohol, bragging about how I was going to marry his
daughter and not having a clue on how we got home.
Early the following morning Fred awoke me where I was asleep on
the lounge in the lounge room, fully clothed from the night before,
with the words, ‘Do you want a cup of tea?’ He looked as if he
hadn’t drank any alcohol at all. It was a very embarrassing moment
for me. My mouth tasting as if I’d swallowed a bird’s nest.
Bub came out of her bedroom dressed in her pyjamas. It was the
first time I had seen her in pyjamas. I think it was then that I’d
fallen in love with her. Unfortunately, she didn’t feel the same way
about me because of the tongue-lashing she gave me. She didn’t
say a word to her father. He couldn’t do anything wrong!
Life went along for us. I was finding that I was spending all of my
spare time at Bub’s house. The family had accepted me.
Fred began work at the local slaughter yards. He slaughtered sheep,
cattle and pigs for the town’s butcher. In the beginning, I’d go
down to the slaughter yards to watch him kill. It wasn’t long before
I had a knife in my hand learning how to kill a sheep. After awhile
I thought I was getting pretty good at killing the sheep. My average
was one sheep for me about fifteen sheep for Fred.
One day Bub came down to the slaughter yards riding one of her
horses. This was the time for me to impress her, I thought, so I
started legging a sheep to show her how good I had became. She
dismounted from her horse coming over to me saying, ‘Get out of
the way and I’ll show you how it’s done!’ She showed me all right.
In Remembrance of Bub
Author – Pat Ritter
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I had a lot to learn. I said to myself, ‘If she can do it, so can I’. It
took me a little while but eventually I learned how to kill a sheep.
One night, when Bub and I were seated in the front seat of my
1964 Holden Utility, I asked her if she would become my wife. I
remember her saying, ‘I suppose’. ‘I take that as a YES!’ I said.
We wanted to tell her parents immediately but we’d only been going
out together for about four months. We knew what we wanted!
We told Bub’s mother first to get a reaction. She was in favour but
it was a different matter talking to Fred about it. Bub and I worked
out a strategy for me to ask her father. I would work with him at
the slaughter yards and when we were having a break I would ask
him.
By the following Friday I had spent a whole week working with
Fred and never once could I pluck up the courage to ask him. All
of a sudden Bub rode up on her horse and asked me if I’d asked
him yet. I said, ‘No!’ She said, ‘Well, ask him now!’
With the courage of a split pea I asked Fred if Bub and I could be
married. He said, ‘I’ve been waiting all week to hear that’. He
knew all of the time and never let on.
We celebrated that night with drinks setting a date for the 29th April
the following year to be married.
Bub owned about twelve horses, her favourite horse was buckskin
named Dusty. She had broken in Dusty training him to become a
campdrafting horse and sporting event horse.
Dusty remained in Cunnamulla under the care of her father.
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Chapter 4
The Wedding

Within six months Bub changed her name to Mrs Olga Miriam
Ritter.
We had many hours planning our wedding. ‘Where were we going
to live?’ was one question hot on our lips.
At that time, a Police Officer couldn’t be married until he had
received the appropriate approval from the department. I had to
provide all of the information about Bub and her family to see if
she was an appropriate person to marry a Police Officer. She came
through with flying colours.
Another decision we had to make because I was marrying a local
girl the department thought it prudent for me to transfer to another
town. I was subsequently transferred to Stanthorpe. This transfer
was granted a fortnight before our wedding.
My 1964 Holden Ute was becoming not so much my pride and joy
any longer. Bub wanted us to buy a new car before we were
married. It was okay for her to want a new car! To my way of
thinking I couldn’t see why anyone would want to pay such a huge
price for a new car when the cost wasn’t much to repair the old
one. I lost this argument, as I’d lose many more arguments in the
future.
We purchased a new Toyota Corona Sedan. Bub looked after the
new car so much she washed and cleaned it at every opportunity
she had. That was the first of many new cars we purchased through
our lives together.
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‘Where were we going to live?’ became our next hurdle to jump.
We heard on the grapevine about a caravan for sale at Bourke.
So, off to Bourke we went in our new car and purchased a caravan
for us to live in. It was only sixteen-foot caravan, after Bub had
placed her golden touches to it; it seemed like a forty-foot home.
Every time we travelled anywhere out of Cunnamulla, we had a
chaperone. Most of the time it was Bub’s grandmother who
chaperoned us on our trips to Brisbane. One of these trips to
Brisbane was so Bub could met my family and to pick her wedding
dress. I had to choose my suits for my best man, my groomsman
and myself.
Our wedding was, in my opinion, the best wedding I have ever
attended. Everything went to perfection. On the previous night we
had a barbecue at Fred and Olga’s home where both families met
one another. It was a great time to remember.
Everything was so perfect in everyway. Commencing with the
ceremony, then onto the reception. It was a very SPECIAL DAY
for both of us.
After more than thirty years people still continue to talk about our
wedding and how they enjoyed themselves.
After the celebrations were over, we left; it was back to the caravan
for our first night as husband and wife. The following morning we
celebrated by having breakfast together and planning our journey to
Stanthorpe.
We both said our goodbyes to Cunnamulla. It was very difficult for
Bub to say goodbye to her family, especially, her father.
Cunnamulla was her hometown since birth.
We returned to Cunnamulla many times on return trips home to
visit her parents and family.
In Remembrance of Bub
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BUB AND I ON OUR WEDDING
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Chapter 5
Our Life Together!

Married life for Bub and I became a long journey for the
following thirty or more years.
We left Cunnamulla behind towing our home on wheels, crossing
the Common Grid just on the outskirts of Cunnamulla heading
toward Stanthorpe. It was a very strange feeling for each of us!
That night we stayed at Bollon. Bub had a ttended school there
many years before. It was half way between Cunnamulla and St
George. We parked our caravan on the banks of the Balonne River
at Bollon that night. It was to be the place for our honeymoon.
I don’t think it mattered where we spent the night as long as we
were together. Our home on wheels gave us the personal comfort
of fulfilling our needs at the time. We were living our dream!
We continued onto our journey to Stanthorpe. Instead of driving
directly to Stanthorpe I decided to go the back road. Our new Toyota
Corona pulling the caravan had a slight problem with climbing the
steep hills, I put the vehicle into low gear. We eventually arrived at
Stanthorpe.
Before returning to Cunnamulla for our wedding I’d made
arrangements with the Managers at the Caravan Park for a site.
Mary and Jack were the Managers. They were wonderful people.
After settling into our site, we were like a pair of kids with a new
toy wanting to discover each other and places we had not
previously been.
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After a few months living in the caravan became slightly boring. We
wanted a property so Bub could have her horses. Even when we
were living in the caravan, Bub competed in a cross-country event
with a horse she borrowed from a friend. She won all of the events.
An opportunity arose one day while I was driving out near
Applethorpe. I’d heard on the grapevine that a ten-acre property
just out of Stanthorpe was for sale and the owner wanted to move
to another country town.
Eventually, we purchased this property. It had a small cottage with
a large shed at the rear of the house. To Bub and myself it was the
greatest property ever. Would you believe that in 1972 we
purchased this property for the total sum of $6,000.00?
We had the good fortune to have our first child, Kaylene Nicole
who was born at Stanthorpe Hospital at 7.45pm on 7th August
1973.
Ever since I joined the Queensland Police Service I wanted to
become a Detective. My opportunity came after I completed a
course in Brisbane. This opportunity proved successful when we
were transferred to Brisbane where I started as a Probationary Plain
Clothes Constable in the Criminal Investigation Branch.
It must have been very difficult for Bub at times while I was a
Detective, for she held the responsible position of taking care of
Kaylene and herself. As she told me some later, at time she found
it very difficult to mix with city people. She’d take Kaylene
regularly to the Toombul Shopping Centre to window shop until I
arrived home.
Her life must have been miserable. We’d sold our property at
Stanthorpe at a huge profit, giving us sufficient money to purchase
a very nice home in Brisbane. We lived in Brisbane for fourteen
months when I gained my appointment as a Detective Constable
with the Dalby Criminal Investigation Branch.
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From the time we arrived at Dalby we were destined to stay there
for sometime. We purchased a house near to the main street. This
house was an old Queenslander with stables down the back yard.
It didn’t take very long before Bub was back with horses. Her
father loaned her Rusty. Bub educated Rusty making him excel at
horse sports and campdrafting.
On the 19 th November 1975 we became parents again. This time it
was a boy, so we now had the pigeon pair. We named our son,
Geoffrey Neil.
Our burning desire to have another property was uppermost in our
minds. An opportunity for us to rent an old farmhouse with twenty
acres of land came about after I had made some inquiries, about
purchasing some acreage off the Cecil Plains Road. We lived there
for the following four years.
Bub was in her element on this property. She was very happy
having cows, chooks, horses, and other animals around her. At the
same time she continued enjoying her time competing at rodeos
and gymkhanas.
Rusty and Bub had been doing fine at rodeos, particularly, the
event of undecorating the steer. Unfortunately, her father wanted
Rusty back to use for himself. By this time Bub had sold all of her
other horses and Dusty was too old and had passed his used by
date to compete.
Bub wanted another horse. We decided to visit thoroughbred studs
in the area to purchase either a retired racehorse or a young one for
her to compete at the rodeos.
We were married for about five years. I was just realising how
much ability and skills Bub had with horses. Her knowledge and
instincts when looking at a horse put her into her own class of
excellence.
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As we entered ‘Rangeview Stud’ at Bowenville, Bub saw a chestnut
colt in the front yard and said, ‘That’s the one I want!’ This horse
was only two years old, a liver chestnut in colour, looking more like
a quarter horse than a thoroughbred. We purchased the horse; his
racing name was ‘Queens Portion’.
Bub was like a child with a new toy with this horse whom she
nicknamed ‘Joker’. For what reason I don’t know! She told me the
horse was so ‘green’ which is meant to mean the horse wasn’t
educated. Bub rode ‘Joker’ all day long training him to do what she
wanted him to do. One day when she was training him, I saw her
using her spurs raking him from the front of the shoulder to the
rump to make him perform to her standard. It worked!
Bub had a very unique style about her riding of horses. She became
a total part of the horse fully knowing what it was going to do next.
She was in control. It was time to try ‘Joker’ on the gymkhana
circuit.
‘Joker’s’ first gymkhana was at Oakey in the barrel race event. In a
barrel race event the rider and horse had to negotiate three barrels,
positioned an equal distance from one another, which are forty-four
gallon drums placed in the shape of a triangle. The horse and rider
are timed from the start. They negotiate the first barrel by riding
around it, continuing onto the second barrel which is positioned
directly opposite to the first barrel, then negotiate the third barrel at
the apex of the triangle, galloping the horse at full gallop toward the
finish line. The fastest horse and rider wins the event.
‘Joker’ had never before competed in such an event. Bub
purchased a new saddle for the occasion. As she crossed the
finishing line, she was ecstatic. She was so excited, she almost fell
out of the saddle near the end of the event. All she could say was,
‘I’ve never ridden a horse, which goes so fast!’
He was a racehorse after all!
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JOKER
Bub extended her talents to training thoroughbreds. ‘Joker’ would
be her first. It was fun and exciting to be involved with Bub and
racing.
This period of our lives was very exciting plus fulfilling, only I
didn’t realise I had a problem! I’m an alcoholic. I didn’t know at
the time, or more to the point, I wouldn’t acknowledge the fact, I
HAD A PROBLEM WITH ALCOHOL!
On the morning of the 13th January 1977 – I awoke after sleeping
on the lounge the night before. Bub said to me, ‘You’ve got a
problem with alcohol. I didn’t marry a drunk. You’re a drunk! If
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you come home drunk tonight the kids and I are leaving!’ I didn’t
have a clue what she was talking about. Me, an alcoholic!
Suddenly, my mind mixed with the thought of not having Bub and
the children with me. I said, ‘Okay. I didn’t realise I have a
problem. I PROMISE YOU I WILL NEVER DRINK
AGAIN!’ I haven’t drunk alcohol since that day onwards.
If it weren’t for Bub giving me the ultimatum that morning we
never would have had such a successful marriage. She was my
guardian angel in more ways than one.
Without alcohol in my life, not only I had more money, but more
time. One hundred acres of land became available for sale directly
across the road from where we were living. Like everything else
we’d done in our lives up to this point, if we wanted something we
got it!
Bub and I worked that land for the following three years,
ploughing, sowing seed, harvesting, and raising sheep. We worked
hard and long hours. Not only Bub worked the land she trained
‘Joker’ to become a racehorse to compete at races. We had some
wonderful times at race meetings.
At the time Bub took out her trainer’s license, she nominated
‘Joker’ to start at Jandowae in the final race on the programme.
Would you believe ‘Joker’ won the event? Bub had not only trained
her first winner at its first start for her; she trained a winner as a
lady trainer.
Over the following couple of years we had much fun and
excitement with ‘Joker’ winning races. Twice we raced him in
Brisbane where he finished second both times.
Bub was a very accomplished horsewoman! I watched in awe as
she rode ‘Joker’ track work at home around a two-furlong track I’d
made. There was so much grace between both her and ‘Joker’. I’m
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certain he knew exactly what she wanted and in turn she was
training him to her high standards.

KAYLENE – BUB – GEOFFREY
AT DALBY
After living at Dalby for five years, there was a burning desire to
return to Cunnamulla. It was an opportunity to again work in the
town, more importantly; it would give Bub and the children an
opportunity of being much closer to her parents and grandparents.
About twelve months before we left Dalby Bub started her career
as a Nurse, first as a Nurse’s Aide with Dalby Retirement Village.
She continued this career for the remainder of her life. This part of
her life was most gratifying for her. She gave of herself to help the
elderly.
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Little did we realise when we returned to Cunnamulla that we had
changed with the times, unfortunately, Cunnamulla hadn’t changed?
We didn’t make a mistake; it seemed to be the right thing to do at
the time.
Instead of continuing to train racehorses, Bub joined the local trail
riders club to teach our children how to ride. So, horses continued
in her life.
Up until this time of our lives we had never taken a proper holiday.
We’d recently purchased a new Ford Fairlaine Sedan deciding to
take a long awaited holiday with our children. After travelling to
Longreach, Barcaldine, we drove across to Moura visiting Bub’s
cousin. Then, onto Harvey Bay, Brisbane onto Bonora Point where
we spent the final three weeks of our vacation. It was the most
relaxing holiday for us all.
It was time to move on again. This time we moved to Warwick.
Bub didn’t like Warwick. It was too cold for her. It was cold, even
to the point of having carpet on the kitchen floor. Horses played
another important part in our lives. This time I became the
President of the Warwick Pony Club whilst Bub was the Treasurer.
Bub qualified, as a Pony Club Instructor teaching not only our
children but also many others the finer points of horse riding.
Whilst at Warwick we formed friendships which continue to this
day.
It didn’t matter who needed help; Bub was there to assist. She was
that type of person. She would lend a hand to anyone in distress.
On one occasion before we left Warwick the Pony Club gave our
family a farewell barbecue. After the function a horrible accident
happen to one of the members when a horse he was riding fell over
severely injuring him.
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We had recently been transferred to Brisbane. At the time we were
building our new home on two acres of land we purchased at
Morayfield, while we lived at the local Caravan Park. Bub helped
this family by having them live with us at the Caravan Park. She
drove them to the hospital each day plus cared for their children.
These acts of kindness by Bub would one day be refunded in many
ways. She was that type of person, so generous and caring.
We finally moved into our new home at Morayfield. Thinking the
children wanted to continue with their pony club events we bought
their horses with us to Morayfield. Alas, after a little while they
didn’t want to ride any longer. They wanted to swim instead. We
sold all of the horses.

OUR HOME AT MORAYFIELD
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Bub continued working as a Nurse with Caboolture War Veteran’s
Home. She worked there for the following five years. Her work as
a nurse, particularly caring for the elderly gave her personal
satisfaction and dedication which became a large part of her life.
At times I’d go to the home where she worked to drive her home
after work. Many a time she stayed longer just being there for the
person she had been caring for. Their relative had failed to visit
them. She always told me that it was a major problem.
Since the horses were sold we didn’t have any contact with any
horses until one day Bub said to me, ‘Peter Cuskelly trains harness
racing horses. I wonder if he would let me help him with the
horses?’ I said, ‘Well, you won’t find out unless you ask him!’ Peter
was one of our neighbours living across the road from us.
Bub once again involved herself with horses. This time, through
the Standardbred. She had never before been involved in the
Harness Racing Industry.
Within a couple of weeks working with Peter and his horses, Bub
became so involved Peter told her it was time she purchased her
own horse. That was the beginning of horse racing which
continued for the remainder of her life.
We sold our property at Morayfield moving to Redcliffe purchasing
a Harness Racing Stabling Complex.
Our first horse was a filly named ‘Sky Chase’.
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Chapter 6
Queensland Harness Racing Industry

For Bub to succeed in Harness Racing we had to move to the
heart of the industry, which happened to be Redcliffe. Over the
following fifteen years Bub achieved everything she had dreamed of
achieving with the training of horses.
Fred had lost his fight with cancer only two years before. It was
now up to herself to at last achieve what she always wanted to do!
She wanted to become PERSONALLY SUCCESSFUL with her
horses.
Bub continued work as a Nurse. She left Caboolture and moved to
the Blue Nursing Service at Redcliffe. She remained with the Blue
Nursing Service for the remainder of her life.
I know she didn’t like moving from Morayfield to Redcliffe. Her
home at Morayfield was home for her. She had built it from the
ground upwards, placing her personal touch on all of the gardens,
fencing all of the paddocks, and loved living there. It was her
private paradise.
To be realistic, she would never have gained one-tenth of the
knowledge in Harness Racing had we remained at Morayfield. She
had to be in the heart of the industry to become successful. Just
like working with her father all that time ago where she learnt all
about animals and handling of stock. This was to be a similar
schoolyard to learn about Harness Racing. What a learning curve
she was about to undertake.
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I remember the first morning we moved to Redcliffe, I saw Bub
taking ‘Sky Chase’ down to the track for training; I felt this huge
euphoric feeling of at last seeing her take her first step toward her
dream. I felt so excited for her; I even punched the air with my fist.
That morning she faced a baptism of fire. One of the regular
trainers abused her as she started working her horse on the track.
After she arrived home to tell me about her ordeal, I told her I’d go
and talk with this fellow to give him a piece of my mind. She told
me not to interfere as the problem was with her. She had to
overcome it! She did!

HARNESS RACING STABLES
REDCLIFFE
We purchased a Harness Racing Complex comprising of a home
with fifteen stables, tack room, feed room, and tie up rails
everything one required when training horses. Unfortunately the
house wasn’t up to our standard.
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Myself, I saw an opportunity of renting each stable to other trainers
whilst having only a couple of stables for Bub to use. By having
other trainers at the stables gave Bub a sounding board to help her
with the training of her horse. Anyway, at that time she had only
one horse, ‘Sky Chase’.
Our first customer arrived renting two stables. It wasn’t long
before we had all of the remaining stables rented to other trainers.
Over the many years we conducted business in this manner, I must
admit it was an exciting time of our lives. Every Saturday morning
all of the trainers had morning tea with us, skiting about the
winners they had punted the night before at Redcliffe, each time
one of them had a winner, which wasn’t too often, we’d have a
barbecue to celebrate. There were many good times had by all.
Bub continued training ‘Sky Chase’. One morning after hoppling
up with one of the other trainers from the stables, he came up to
me and said, ‘How much do you want to sell ‘Sky Chase’?’ Bub
declined $5,000.00 for her. I told her she’d had too much sun, with
that amount of money we could have built a new kitchen for the
house.
I knew it was of no use arguing with her, she was totally in control
of the horses. My role was to collect the rent from the stable clients
and not interfere with her business. Little did I realise at the time
she was training ‘Sky Chase’ to obtain her driver’s license so she
could drive her own horses in races. For her to do this she had to
have fifteen trial drives at five different racetracks. Because she was
a newcomer into the industry, it was virtually impossible for her to
drive other trainer’s horses, especially at trials.
One of the trials she had to compete at was Rocklea track. It was a
standing start trial. She had to have five standing start trials before
she could qualify as a driver at that track. At night she attended
lectures at the Queensland Harness Racing Board, conducted by the
racing stewards.
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We had been in the industry only a short time when Bub was ready
to drive ‘Sky Chase’ in a trial at Rocklea. My nerves were on edge; I
was frightened she would be hurt. In a race, horses are pacing flat
out carrying a driver in a race gig behind them. Rocklea track was
round in circumference. Each horse had to step away clear – take
up a position – whilst the driver adhered to the rules of racing.
On this occasion, Bub got ‘Sky Chase’ away clearly driving her into
a good position. When the horses came along the back section of
the track, I saw Bub start to move ‘Sky Chase’ up along the running
rail to get a better position so she could drive her home. As she
drove ‘Sky Chase’ into a gap alongside of the running rail, the horse
behind her, clipped her race gig with its front hooves causing ‘Sky
Chase’ to gallop. Bub had no where to go. ‘Sky Chase’ fell onto the
track with the race gig following her to the ground. Bub was
caterpillared up into the air, somersaulting landing on top of ‘Sky
Chase’.
A concertina happened as the driver of the horse, which caused the
incident struck the metal running rail stopping his horse. All of the
remaining horses completed the trial.
My greatest fear was Bub being injured. Luckily, she only grazed
her cheekbone and cracked a couple of ribs when she fell on top of
‘Sky Chase’. She was taken to the First Aid Room for treatment.
‘Sky Chase’ had landed on both of her knees tearing out both of her
kneecaps. She never raced again. Someone took care of ‘Sky
Chase’ while I sat with Bub in the First Aid Room.
If there was one important aspect of harness racing, it was the
people within the industry. They were all battlers trying to get that
champion horse to make their mark. They would at all times come
to the aid to help one another as well as a horse.
Bub was lying on the bed in the First Aid Room when the driver
who had struck the running rail came into the room to inquire
about her. She told him everything was okay and not to worry.
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He showed us his injuries which resembled a gravel rash all along
the whole left side of his body where he had made contact with the
metal running rail. All he could say, ‘It’s all part of racing!’ I said to
myself, ‘You are all bloody lunatics!’
All I could think of was Bub was never going to drive in a race and
as far as I was concerned, she would stick to training. How wrong
was I! Bub was up and about not long afterwards. She sent ‘Sky
Chase’ to stud to breed a foal. Her foal would be the first of many
foals Bub bred.
Not long afterwards Bub said to me, ‘I saw a horse for sale down
the road. I want to buy him!’ She didn’t know at the time the horse
was owned by one of the members of the Warwick Pony Club
where she had been an instructor. When the owner of the horse
found out Bub wanted the horse, he sold it to her for half price.
Bub paid $700.00 for Royal Canadian. He became her initial
racehorse.
Royal Canadian was a specialist Rocklea horse. He started very
quickly from the standing start pacing clearly. Bub engaged other
drivers to drive in races. She continued training the horse to race.
Bub had much success with Royal Canadian winning at Rocklea
many Saturday afternoons. One event on the Rocklea Racing
calender was the ‘Pot Of Gold’ series with prizemoney of
$150,000.00.
Horses competing in this annual event needed to race in their own
class winning that event. All of the winners of each heat were
eligible to race in the final where the winner received $50,000.00.
Royal Canadian was winning his share of races each Saturday
afternoon at Rocklea. He was eligible to race in the series. He won
his heat of the series entitling him to race in the final. He finished
fifth which was a very good effort.
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Not long afterwards Bub wanted to purchase another horse from
trainers living down the street. This time she paid $2,000.00 for
Garrison One who had won a couple of races. She liked him and
told me he was a better horse than Royal Canadian was. She was
right! He became a much better horse than Royal Canadian ever
had become.
Garrison One became her next horse to race at Rocklea. He had
never raced on the round track previously or from standing start
event. Bub trained him to do both. Garrison One won his heat of
the series of the ‘Pot of Gold’ the following year running second to
the winner in the final.
Bub was anxious to continue her trial drives to have her driver’s
license to compete in the races. It didn’t matter what I said anyway,
she always did what she wanted! Her final trial was at Tweed Heads
driving Garrison One. She had achieved her personal goal of
obtaining her driver’s license to compete in races.
One Friday night we saw a horse named ‘Gotta Be Good’ win a
race at Redcliffe. Bub said, ‘I want that horse!’ We purchased him
the following Monday afternoon for $4,500.00. In a little over four
months this horse banked for us near to $40,000.00.
We took delivery of him after the race meeting at Albion Park on
the Monday afternoon. Bub immediately nominated him for
Redcliffe Race Meeting on the following Friday night with herself as
the driver. It would be her first drive at a registered race meeting
and first time as trainer of ‘Gotta Be Good’ who reminder her of
‘Joker’ in many ways.
On Wednesday morning Bub took ‘Gotta Be Good’ down to the
Redcliffe track for a hopple up. When she returned to the stables I
inquired how he went. She said, ‘Pat, he’s like having a V8 motor
underneath you. He’s great!’ On Friday night ‘Gotta Be Good’
started from gate 3 – motoring away from the field to never be
headed winning easily.
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BUB DRIVING GOTTA BE GOOD
Bub had driver her first winner at her first start as a registered
driver. She also trained the winner of the race as its new trainer.
Bub was forty years of age. Displayed on the wall of our home is a
photograph of Bub winning that particular race that night at
Redcliffe. We were so very proud of her achievements.
‘Gotta Be Good’ continued winning. Bub couldn’t drive him at
Albion Park because she had to have five winning drives in the
country before she was eligible to drive at a metropolitan track.
It didn’t take very long for her to obtain her license to drive at a
metropolitan track.
Up until to this point she only thought of having horses capable of
racing at Rocklea. Now! She had a horse to compete anywhere.
Bub sold Royal Canadian and Garrison One. To be competitive in
the industry she needed horses of the standard of ‘Gotta Be Good’.
He was above the average horse racing at the time and was at all
times competitive. He was a blessing to own.
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Bub continued working as a Nurse working permanent night shift
so she could train and race her horses properly. She commenced
work at 11pm at night returning home by 7am when she trained her
horses all morning, going to bed in the afternoon. I truly don’t
know how she did it for so long. She did not have to work, telling
me she had to pay her way for the horses.
As ‘Gotta Be Good’ became known in the Harness Racing Industry
Bub started to receive inquiries about training outside horses for
owners. Her whole idea was to have sufficient owners with horses
to earn a living instead of working night work as a nurse.
Unfortunately, economic times wouldn’t allow her to do this.
Harness Racing Industry is a very tough sport; to judge the highs
and lows, much depended on the turnover of horses earning their
owners a regular return. Apart from ‘Gotta Be Good’ there weren’t
too many other horses capable of paying their way.
Bub tried different methods of training. Essentially, she had the
ability to make a horse fit for racing making the horse race for a
longer period of time without having a spell. Sometimes, she would
race her horses three times a week. That’s how fit and healthy they
became.
It wouldn’t be long before Bub was training up to ten horses. So,
instead of renting our stables to other trainers, she had to keep
them for herself. It was a cutthroat industry. Many a time she
would be given a horse to train for an owner, when the owner
suddenly decided to give the horse to a more experienced trainer when
the horse was ready to race. This happened many times. I’d had
enough of this type of behaviour. Bub was being used! I decided
to return all of the horses to their owners and lease horses for us to
train. That way the horse couldn’t be taken from Bub when it was
doing well. Another problem was staff. There wasn’t sufficiently
trained staff about to help with the horses. The costs were too
high.
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‘Gotta Be Good’ had a fall in a race at Redcliffe one night.
After that fall he never returned as the same horse he was before.
He had passed his used by date. We decided to lease a horse, named
‘Tenella’. He surpassed the efforts of ‘Gotta Be Good’.
We returned to our original idea of having only a couple of horses
in training, while renting out the stables to other trainers. Along the
way though we had subsequently bred a couple of horses, which
failed to make it to the races. That was another side of the industry
which, was tough needing a lot of luck to succeed.
‘Tenella’ carried us for a couple of years earning sufficiently for us
to keep afloat. Our formula for success was to have two racehorses
for racing and to breed two horses hoping they would make it to
the races.
With this formula in mind one day we visited the stud to have a
look at our latest foals. While we were at the stud, the stud master
pointed out a number of yearlings for sale. It happened that the
day we visited the stud was Valentines Day.
To measure success in harness racing, I’ve mentioned before you
need plenty of luck. After arriving home from visiting the stud, I
noticed from the list of yearlings for sale, a filly by Gatwick out of
mare name Sweet Valentine. It had to be an omen, I thought, so I
contacted the stud and purchased this filly. We named her ‘Sweet
Calamity’.
It was a calamity all right! When Bub found out I’d purchased the
filly, it was a calamity. She needed breaking in and to see how she
goes. At the time there was a race in Brisbane for two-year-olds
with a prize of $50,000.00 to the winner. She finished sixth to the
best fillies in Australia finishing her last half mile in fifty-nine
seconds which was better than any other horse she had previously
owned.
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There was ONLY one slight problem! We were to find out that as
she got older she developed a problem with her back legs.
When this problem developed it must have caused huge pain
making the horse gallop.
When she was a two-year-old filly, she won her maiden race at the
Gold Coast track running over the mile in quick time of two
minutes and one second completing a quarter section in twentyseven seconds. At the time we thought we had suddenly achieved
the dream of every harness racing owner to have a competitive
horse.
Our dreams were shattered when she couldn’t reach her full
potential as a racehorse. We finally sent her off to stud where we
bred some handy horses only to find they each had developed a
similar problem to that of their mother’s. Bub used to say, ‘She’s a
mongrel horse, because she promises you everything, delivering
nothing but disappointment’.
‘Tenella’ kept us going for about four years, earning his way each
time he’d go onto the track. We had been in the industry for over a
decade trying to make headway to have that horse to make our
business successful. Bub’s efforts to try another horse were
becoming much more difficult to find that one horse.
One morning as she returned to the stabling area after training her
horses she asked me to have a look on her left shoulder to see what
was irritating her. Her bra strap had been rubbing on the top of her
shoulder. All I could see was a freckle underneath her bra strap. It
didn’t look unusual. I told her she should go to the doctor; to have
it checked out.
Bub visited her doctor who referred her to a Specialist for treatment
to the freckle on her shoulder. The Specialist removed a category
three melanoma. After sending the sample of the melanoma for
laboratory testing, it was returned free from any further melanoma.
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There are five categories with melanomas ranging from one being
the least dangerous to five being the worst type of melanoma. So
three was in the middle of the range. Bub and I didn’t think any
more about it because the Specialist told her the tests had returned
clear. There was nothing to worry about he told her.
Bub continued on with her horse training, working and normal
things she did in her life. In fact, her luck seemed to change with
her horses. Geoffrey, our son, decided to join us with the horses.
We formed Falco Services so all of our horses could race under the
one name with Bub as the trainer with both Bub and Geoffrey
driving the horses in the races. It was all a family affair.
One of the best drives Bub drove in a race was her last winning
drive. We bred a horse named ‘Uluru Dreaming’. He was a tall
chestnut horse reminding us of ‘Uluru’ in central Australia. Apart
from this horse we bred many other horses during the same time.
From our experiences with horses we didn’t think this one had the right
goods.
Bub and Geoffrey broke him into race, trialed him, readied him for
the races. In September 2001Bub nominated him for a race at
Redcliffe on a Friday night race meeting. He drew number one
barrier. Bub drove the perfect race; she let him settle into midfield,
finding the one-out-and-one-back position, which is one position
behind the horse outside of the leader. She kept him there until the
start of the straight to the winning post, pulling him outside of the
other horses and WINNING the race. It was a perfect drive.
We all jumped so high swinging our arms about cheering for Bub,
urging her onwards as she crossed the line in first place. I’ve always
said, for anyone to win a race was much more exciting than having
SEX. That’s how good it is!
The excitation of emotion flowing through your veins fills your
mind with euphoria of knowing the excitement of WINNING!
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Chapter 7
Miniature Horses

Bub always needed to have horses in her life. It didn’t matter
what type, as long as there was a horse in her life somewhere.
Training of the standardbed became too much for her to handle
after she became sick. She wanted to finish her racing of the
standardbed, to commence showing miniature horses. Miniature
horses are horses, which grow only up to thirty-four inches in
height. It was easier for her to handle one of them instead of the
larger horses.
One of the many skills Bub had was that she had an eye for a horse.
This was evidenced many times during the time I knew her. It
didn’t change with miniature horses. She decided to purchase a
miniature horse to show at shows. Whenever she did anything it
had to be done in the best way she knew how and to the best of her
ability.
It didn’t alter with miniature horses. It was a time in between her
treatment of chemotheraphy and radiation she first became
interested in miniature horses. We visited a stud to find THAT
horse for her to show and compete at shows. Bub chose a four
month old miniature filly she named ‘Pixie’. The horse was so small
she stood upright in the rear compartment of our Nissan Patrol
without striking her head. It was funny to see this small horse in
large horses’ stable.
It wasn’t long before Bub trained ‘Pixie’ to stand, walk and almost
talk before she went to her first show. During the following
months Bub purchased more miniature horses to show and to
breed with. They are all now at Brooloo on our farm.
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Success didn’t come instantly with her showing, but consistency and
patience paid dividends when she journeyed out to Dalby where
‘Pixie’ won a blue ribbon in a Category A show.
Later that year Bub prepared ‘Pixie’ for the Queensland Futurity
gaining a third place in her class in the whole of the State. It wasn’t
as exciting as Harness Racing, but it was exciting!
She purchased more miniature horses with a forward plan to breed
with them at the farm. Now! We are carrying on with her dream.
Her dream will be realised in the future. Geoffrey has continued
the breeding and showing program for the future.
We have built stables for the miniatures and paddocks for them to
roam. They are very well cared for.
Another horse she purchased named ‘Knight’ successfully won a
blue ribbon in a Category A Show at the Pine Rivers Show. He
will become our sire for the farm.
In commemoration of her wishes we have named our farm

‘Brooloo Miniature Horse Farm’
It doesn’t matter how long it takes for success of the farm, but I
know one thing that the horses Bub selected will produce a high
quality of stock for our future planning with miniature horses.
Every time a foal is born it will have THAT stamp of approval,
which Bub had an instinct borne from the many years of
experience with horses. ‘Pixie’ received a Certificate from the
Miniature Horse Association of Australia Inc 2002-2003
Queensland High Points Awards Section A Junior Mare – Halter
for 5th in the State of Queensland.
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Bub presenting ‘Pixie’ - Queensland Futurity
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Chapter 8
Our Fight With Cancer

There is nothing more devastating for anyone than to be told they
have an incurable disease. When the doctors initially told us that
Bub had melanoma cancer, we didn’t believe it at first. We were in
disbelief. We didn’t want to believe it!
It all started one morning when Bub had returned from training her
standardbed horses. She had been wearing a safety vest. She
complained how it was rubbing her skin underneath her left armpit
causing soreness to the region. It didn’t seem alarming at first, only
after she had visited her doctor who referred her to another
Specialist. Only two years before another Specialist cleared her of
all melanoma from her shoulder.
We were referred to the Hospital to have scans and blood tests
taken. The Specialist wanted us to wait for the results of the scans
and bring them to his home. To recall the feeling of anxiety in first
having scans of the area underneath the left arm; together with
waiting for the doctor to complete his report, taking them at night
to the Specialist’s home was stressful, not knowing what to expect
was disturbing.
I will never forget the expression on the Specialist’s face after he
looked at the scans saying, ‘Good it has not travelled to the organs’.
At the time we didn’t know what he was taking about little
wondering what he meant by his comment of ‘not travelling to the
organs’. It was a huge relief for each of us.
Bub went into Hospital on my 54th birthday to have her operation
to remove melanomas from underneath her left armpit.
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That morning as she was being prepped for her operation another
melanoma popped up on the side of her mouth. It was a very
serious operation. Later the Specialist told me how he removed
twelve melanomas from underneath her left armpit, also removing
the one from her lip, which popped up that morning. He told me
he had got the lot.
Bub recovered very quickly from her operation. We thought, ’Well,
that was that!’ How mistaken we were to become. It was only the
beginning of a long and terrifying journey over the following fifteen
months of our lives.
We were referred to an oncology department for Bub to undertake
chemotheraphy treatment. During the following month she
attended the oncology department everyday to have her treatment.
On our first visit we were told not to eat any spicy food. At the
completion of that first day’s treatment I asked Bub what she would
like to eat. She wanted a ‘meat pie’. Forgetting about what we had
been told about spicy food I bought a pie for her. She vomited all
the remainder of the day. I didn’t do that again!
After her first month’s treatment, we were referred to the radiation
department for radiation. During the assessment of the radiation,
the doctor, more or less, discussed it was our choice whether Bub
had radiation or not. We followed the advice from the doctor to
undergo the radiation treatment.
For the following month, every day we travelled to the Hospital at
various times of the day or night for Bub to have radiation
treatment. If I knew then what I know now. I WOULD NEVER
have agreed to Bub having radiation. It would have to be the
cruelest treatment for any person to have. Bub was so courageous
through all of her treatments, not once complaining, just continuing
on with the treatments placing total faith in her doctors.
Bub returned to work as a Nurse and training of the horses.
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Treatment from the radiation was causing her much discomfort
with blistering underneath her armpit. She applied vitamin E cream
as thick as she could apply it to ease the pain. After completing the
chemotherapy at the hospital for a month, she was placed on a
nine-month treatment programme of chemotheraphy to be self
injected three times a week. We were told that at the end of the
nine-month period the chemotheraphy should arrest the cancer.
All of Bub’s treatments were working, or so we thought, because
everything seemed to return to normal. It was around this time we
decided to look at our retirement. I asked Bub, ‘Where do you
want to retire? She said, ‘Imbil!’ I said, ‘Where’s the bl…dy hell is
Imbil?’
So, in October 2002 we drove to Imbil in search of our retirement
home. My thoughts were to purchase a house in a small town; I
wanted a quiet place to write my books whilst Bub wanted land
where she could have cattle with her horses. When we arrived at
Imbil, we visited the only real estate office in the town. Displayed
in the window was a new development at Brooloo only five
kilometres from Imbil. We decided to have a look.
There were three four and half-acre blocks for sale. The first of
these blocks had an enormous shed with a large water tank and a
toilet. That day we purchased the first one with the shed, eventually
purchasing all three blocks. I don’t know if you believe in fate or
destiny, for I do! That day we had no idea of what we were going
to see little wondering of purchasing any property. It was exactly
what we wanted.
Everything was going well for Bub and myself until we both
decided to have a weekend at the farm in early December 2002. We
arrived at the farm settling into the surroundings when Bub
mentioned pain in her left arm so severe she had to go to the
hospital.
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We hurried back to the hospital to be admitted. After tests, she was
diagnosed with golden staph. This infection spread throughout her
body mainly down her left side. Her temperature rose to over 40
degrees. Bub was in hospital for the following five weeks until the
golden staph was arrested. She had spent her 50th birthday,
Christmas and New Year in hospital.
On her discharge from hospital in January 2003, the doctor told me
that Bub’s illness was now terminal and it could be within nine
months she would die. I was devastated! I immediately resigned
from work to take care of her full time. She also resigned from her
work.
‘What would we do!’ constantly ran over in my head. Immediately I
summoned all of my inner strength and made a pledge to make
certain Bub didn’t want for anything. She didn’t look sick, but she
was very sick. Her personal courage and determination came
through for her at times when a lesser person would have given up.
At times it was most difficult for me to know what to do to help
her. One of the most important things to do was to be there for
her, supporting her through everything.
As the months went by, we both planned improvements to our
farm at Brooloo. We had a wonderful time doing the things we
wanted to do. Bub wanted to buy some cows for the farm. One
Saturday morning she saw an advertisement in the newspaper
advertising three heifers for sale. Off we went to have a look at
them. Bub purchased them taking them to the farm. Her idea was
to breed with them, which they are now doing.
Another occasion she wanted cattle yards and fencing. Within a
couple of weeks both were completed on the farm. At the time we
were deciding on what type of home we were going to live in, she
chose a Glendale Home selecting all of the curtains, floor covering
and changing the design to her choice.
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It was a wonderful time for her seeing her happy purchasing all new
furniture for the home. ‘I want a new lounge with a entertainment
unit and new dining table and chairs!’ Her requests were fulfilled.
When I reflect back on that time it was a great feeling for Bub to be
able to select all of these new furnishings with out worrying about
the costs.
She would say, ‘Pat, how are we going for money?’ I said, ‘Yeah,
you choose what you want, we’ve got the money!’ Everyday I’d
keep a running account of the spending knowing we had enough.
In one week alone we spent almost $30,000.00. Bub had the
opportunity of selecting everything for the property, also for the
house.
On the weekend before she passed away we visited the farm for the
final time. Bub saw for herself all of her plans completed. I said, ‘I
don’t know how you came up with the idea of these yards and
paddocks, but it’s great that you did.’ She replied, ‘Pat, I’ve been
dreaming about this place since I was four years old. Now I’m
dying!’
Bub didn’t see the house completed. She passed away one month
before. She would’ve been proud of her work in selecting all of the
furnishings for the house.
As a tribute to Bub, we have built a garden in front of the main
bedroom off the front verandah. On her 51st birthday Bub’s
relatives and friends have been invited to attend a celebration of her
passing. Although it will be three months from the time of her
death, this celebration will complete all of her wishes. Her ashes
together with her personal items, such as racing helmet, colours,
photographs, a copy of this book will be placed into a large plastic
box, sealed a nd placed into a cavity of the garden. A rose garden
has been built on either side of the cavity where she wanted yellow
roses grown. The cavity will be sealed with a large cover with a
plague fastened to the cover with the words:

In Remembrance of Bub
Author – Pat Ritter

- 56 -

IN LOVING MEMORY OF

OLGA MIRIAM RITTER
(BUB)
PASSED AWAY PEACEFULLY
13 SEPTEMBER 2003
AGED 50 YEARS
BELOVED WIFE OF PAT
MUCH LOVED MOTHER OF
KAYLENE & GEOFFREY &
ADORED NANNA OF JACKSON
DEARLY LOVED BY ALL

BUB MAY YOU REST IN PEACE!

FAMILY PHOTOGRAPH
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BUB AND I SHORTLY BEFORE
SHE PASSED AWAY
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JACKSON AND KAYLENE
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GEOFFREY
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How To Order More Books
If you require further books, then all you need to do is to send to me your name
and address. I will return your order in the following mail.
Please send your orders to:Pat Ritter
Lot 112 George Street,
Brooloo Qld 4570
Other Books I Have Published
Parents Drug Awareness Programme
This Programme consists of three books – Closing The Gap – Parents – STOP – Be Aware Of
Your Child – Taking Drugs – Workbook Programme For Young People.
Over 8000 copies have been purchased through Lions Club International for distribution
throughout Australia and Papua New Guinea.
Total Cost of this programme is $16.95 (includes GST, postage and handling).
How I Got M yself Out Of Depression
How Could This Happen To Me?
These books describe a journey of experiencing crisis and travelling a successful pathway out of
the crisis.
Total Cost of this programme is $11.00 (includes GST, postage and handling)
‘Hollywod’ John McMullen Story
This book is a true story of Queensland Harness Racing. It is a very inspiring book.
Total cost for this book is $20.00 (includes GST, postage and handling)

Have a look at my website www.patritter.com.au
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