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Our love is eternal
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Karen signing the register at our wedding.
Karen hated having her photograph taken.
This is one of the best, and my personal favourite.
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A Life Too Brief

The Early Years

Karen Warnock was born on the 23rd of August 1956 in the English seaside resort town of Weston Super
Mare. Her father, James Pinkerton Warnock, was a vet and was related to the Pinkertons, famous for
establishing possibly the world's most famous detective agency in the United States. Her mother,
Elizabeth McIntyre, was the daughter of a farmer and grew up in the picturesque north of Scotland.

When Karen was about four years old her family emigrated to Australia. They arrived in Fremantle en
route to the New South Wales country town of Maitland near Newcastle where Jim took on the local vet
practice. Later they spent time in other practices in Ulverstone in north west Tasmania, Adelaide, and
finally in Blackburn in suburban Melbourne where Karen did most of her schooling.

Karen had very fond memories of the time spent in Ulverstone. She often told me that it would be great to
one day live in Tasmania again. She particularly had fond memories of trips to Hobart and having
afternoon tea at the old Crest Hotel that was to later be pulled down and replaced by Australia's first
casino. She and her sister Katy would sit in the back seat and, as all young travelers do, drive their
parents crazy.

The memories of Adelaide were also mostly good, with perhaps one exception. There was one particular
teacher for whom Karen said there is a special place reserved in hell. The class had been called upon to
do a picture of a scene from the countryside and, although Karen could not draw to save her life, she had
done her level best. Her picture included the black faced sheep and woolly cattle she remembered so well
from Scotland. The teacher told her that sheep did not have black faces and, when she protested that
some did, she was told she was a liar. I have to agree that there must be a special punishment reserved
for such a person.

In Blackburn the Warnocks took up residence at the Vet Clinic on Whitehorse Road. Unfortunately, one of
Karen's darkest days happened around this time. She and her sister Katy, who was about two years
younger, were almost inseparable. Close to Christmas one year they were playing together in their
bedroom when suddenly Katy started having serious trouble breathing – she had asthma. Karen ran and
told her mother that Katy was turning blue. Despite the frantic efforts to get Katy to hospital, she died. She
was about eight years old. Karen never forgot that awful day, and would go very quiet on the anniversary.

A few years later the twins, Nanette (Nan) and Duncan were born. Her parents were very busy with the
vet surgery, and Karen was by now in her teens, so she now took on the task of helping quite a deal in
their upbringing. This may have helped in deciding her career, for it was about this time that Karen
decided that the only work she really wanted to do was to be a teacher.

Adulthood

From Blackburn High Karen moved on to the Australian National University (ANU) in Canberra where she
completed a degree in Bachelor of Arts, majoring in English and History. She lived at Ursula College
which, despite being run by catholic nuns, had unisex bathrooms, which made for some interesting
discoveries by those staying there at term vacations for conferences.

While at Ursula Karen made some of her life long friends. Katy Kavanagh, for instance, who still lives in
Canberra and was married to another Ursulan, Steve, but is now divorced from him and moved on to a
relationship with another from the college, Stephen. And there was Spearos Raftopoulos, who went on to
teach at RMIT in Melbourne. There were others in this small group as well, and collectively they became
known as the Addams Family. It was an appellation they took as a badge of pride.



It was while at ANU that Karen picked up the nickname that was to stay with her for the rest of her life and
which many of her friends came to know her by. Indeed, there were some in the science fiction fandom
community that never did know her given name. That nickname was Womble. The story of how she came
by the name is best put in her own words and you can find it elsewhere in this zine.
I have briefly mentioned the community of SF fandom, or the fannish community as us fans usually call it.
Karen had always been a voracious reader and had long ago discovered that she had a particular
fondness for science fiction and fantasy. When the original Star Trek television series first appeared in the
late sixties she had been a big fan. So, at High School and later University, she became involved in Star
Trek fandom, meeting up with the likes of Nikki White and Sue Clarke as she then was. (At Thylacon, the
national SF convention held in Hobart in June 2005, Karen managed to make Merv Binns feel very old
indeed when she mentioned coming in to his shop, Space Age Books, dressed in her High School
uniform.) She also became involved in the local fannish community while at ANU, getting to know the likes
of Leigh and Sandra Hyde. It was also at this time that she first started attending SF conventions,
including Australia’s first Worldcon in 1975. She was hooked.

From ANU Karen moved on to what was then called Northern Rivers TAFE (now part of Southern Cross
University) in Lismore, northern NSW, where she completed her teaching diploma. Having graduated as a
teacher, in 1979 she was posted to Young in far west NSW. Later she also taught in Orange and
Brewarrina. While at Brewarrina Central School she had personality conflicts with a couple of the senior
teachers, for reasons she never really understood. To sort the problem her principal used the wisdom of
Solomon and found her another school to go to – Balmain High School in Sydney. She couldn't believe
her luck.

When Karen first started at Balmain High she was living in a small one bedroom flat in the inner western
suburb Lilyfield. Later she met up with some people who were looking to rent a house together. The result
was the move to Roseberry Street in Balmain where I first knew her, sharing the house with Peter Taylor.
The move to Roseberry Street was ultimately the catalyst for one of the more amusing interludes in
Karen's life, the reason she has not been allowed to vote for the last few years – a tale told separately
elsewhere in this zine.

Early on in her move back to Sydney Karen met up with other fans, most notably Carole Cranwell (later
Nomarhas) and Dea O'Brien (later Matthews). The three of them became as thick as thieves. I'm sure
that, if you were to ask them, either Dea or Carole would be more than happy to regale you with tales of
their derring do. Certainly there were many that Karen told me about. Such as the evening at the Don
Quixote Spanish restaurant where their service was below par quite clearly because they were "three
women alone on the town together". So they trashed the Ladies before leaving. Or the time they were in a
taxi together on the way to the New Crest Hotel in Kings Cross and freaking out the driver by quite openly
discussing the dress of the ladies of the night in William Street.

This fearsome threesome developed a theory. It was a very simple one, but one that called for continual
testing – testing which goes on to this day. The theory was that if any drink has lemonade in it then it must
be safe. The name for this little group was therefore obvious – The Lemonade Kids.

It was around this time that Karen and I first met, albeit briefly. Thinking back I believe it may have been at
Tschaicon, the convention with Jack Vance as Guest of Honour, held at the Melbourne Town House Hotel
over Easter 1982. One evening Terry Frost mentioned that there was a room party in "Carole and
Womble’s room", to which my response was along the lines of, "great, what's a Womble?" As we entered
the room a vision swept towards us holding a bottle of gin in one hand and a bottle of something else in
the other and gestured behind her saying, "the nibblies are over there." The vision was, of course,  Karen
and, as I later discovered, this was a very appropriate first impression.

The Two Of Us

In February 1983 Jean Weber was turning forty. She and Eric (Lindsay) decided a party was in order. This
soon turned into a mini convention, called Faulcon and held at the Pioneer Way Hotel in Faulconbridge in
the Blue Mountains west of Sydney. I accepted the invitation to attend, then had second thoughts, before
finally deciding, "what the heck", and going. Thank heavens for third thoughts.



On the Saturday evening there was a dinner at the hotel restaurant. Jean had warned us all that the
service was "atrocious". Jean arranged for people she didn't often see to be at her table. Apart from me
that included John Newman, Bob Ellis and Karen. Bob arrived late and discovered he did not have a wine
glass. When he mentioned this fact, one miraculously appeared out of Karen's handbag. It was her small
protest at the service. Besides, she liked the glasses. Bob's only comment was, "I should have known".

After the dinner there was a party in one of the rooms. At some point Karen looked at me and opined that I
looked like I needed some "berocca and eye drops". She offered to give me some that she happened to
have back in her room. Originally Karen had been meant to share the room with another woman. That
person, whose name I have forgotten, didn't show. We were forever thankful to that now unknown woman.

We next met up at Funcon, the Melbourne convention held that year over Easter. I was supposed to be
helping to run it. Some who were there may remember that there were long periods when I couldn't be
found. It seems that Karen and I had trouble getting out of our room. Though I do remember leisurely
strolls down Fitzroy Street in St Kilda, so there must have been times when we emerged.

It must have been soon after this that I decided, and Karen agreed, that we should try and be together.
Working in the Tax Office it would be far easier for me to transfer to Sydney than for Karen to try and
move to Melbourne and take up teaching under a different education regime. So, I applied for a transfer,
confidently believing that I would soon be in Sydney. In the end it took a further nine months.

In the meantime there was a good deal of travelling by the two of us. Karen came down to Melbourne for a
weekend spent very happily at John Newman's place in Thornbury. I traveled to Sydney on several
occasions – for Syncon 83, for her birthday, for the wedding of Carole Cranwell and Jim Nomarhas and,
on one memorable occasion, without warning her first that I was coming. There was even one trip where
we more or less met in the middle for Carole and Jim's engagement party in Canberra. There were also a
great many phone calls and we must have written to each other almost every day. Certainly there were a
great many cards and letters – I know because Karen has kept them all, neatly tied in bundles.

Finally, in January 2004 my transfer came through and I moved to Sydney permanently, taking up
residence with Karen and with Peter Taylor at 20 Roseberry Street, Balmain. Later that same year we
became engaged – which came as one of the biggest non surprise any of our friends had experienced. In
fact I never did find out who won the book on when I would finally propose. Mind you, the surprise was
very real for Karen's parents, who didn't even know of my existence until then. Karen's mum was
speechless. Indeed, Karen’s father said that she almost fell off the chair when Karen told her. Soon after
that Karen’s mum paid us a visit – as Karen said, to make sure that I had the requisite one head, two arms
and two legs.

We were married on 4 May 1985, undoubtedly the happiest day of my life. Afterwards we had a wonderful
party with our family and friends before heading off on a truly blissful honeymoon in the Hunter Valley.

In all the best stories it is about this point when it ends with the words, "...and they lived happily ever
after". I'd like to say that was true, but that only happens in stories. Nevertheless, for a few years it did
seem that way. We continued to live happily in Balmain and then to find the house we really wanted to
share, in Haberfield, in 1989. But then, in early 1991 the medical horror stories began.

Medical Horror Stories

When Karen was about five years old she was diagnosed with insulin dependant Type 1 diabetes. By
1991 had therefore had the disease for about thirty years. The unfortunate thing about this disease is that
it is chronic and incurable. It can be treated but it is with you till you die. Being a chronic illness there are
also possible long term complications. Over the next fourteen years it was as if the Gods had set out to try
and inflict Karen with every single one.

In February 1991 she developed an infection on one of her toes. This can be very serious for diabetics
because the disease causes loss of sensation in the feet and poor circulation so that the body’s own
defences are not always up to the job of fighting the infection. In the end nothing could be done to save
the toes and there was nothing for it but amputation.



While she was in hospital Karen awoke one day to find that the world had turned red. She was seeing
everything through blood from ruptured small blood vessels in the eye. We were always thankful that she
was in hospital when this happened. She was taken to the Sydney Eye Hospital where she met a doctor
she came to call the flying house brick – because he had the bedside manner of one. He basically blamed
her for the problem.
Thankfully she soon after came under the care of the wonderful and slightly eccentric Dr Richard
Wyngate. He treated her advanced diabetic retinopathy, for that is what this was, with laser and she was
soon on the mend. We thought.

Alas, later the same year she developed an infection in the ankle leading to what is known as Charcot's
(or diabetic) foot, where the arch basically collapses leaving the foot deformed. The infection was cured
but the foot would never be the same again. Thankfully the doctors were able to treat her with some very
strong antibiotics or else, as she said, she would be shopping for one shoe.

Then, in late 1983 it was discovered that the retinopathy was starting to cause serious problems with the
eye. An operation would be needed. While waiting for the operation the good eye developed glaucoma
and was rendered permanently useless. But, the operation was then performed in early 1984 and seemed
to have done the trick.

For a little while it seemed that Karen’s sight had been saved, at least in one eye. But then the bleeding
and scarring started again, and this time it started tearing the retina away from its base. Dr Playfair at the
Sydney Eye Hospital (not the flying hose brick, whose name neither of us could recall) tried several
different ways to try and reattach it – including one operation where Karen had to lie face down for hours
afterward. Unfortunately all was in vain and her sight was lost.

As a bureaucrat myself I have never had any time for bureaucratic stubbornness and ignorance.
Unfortunately we found it in abundance with the NSW Education Department. We knew full well that
Karen could not go on teaching but naively believed that her fifteen years experience as a classroom
teacher could be put to use by the Department in some other way. They didn't even want to know. She
was simply retired. It was the easy option.

Mind you, they were not alone in their stupidity. The Royal Blind Society, who you would think would do all
they could to help, seemed interested only in their internal politics and getting a result by channeling
Karen in the direction they had set for her – towards retraining as a social worker. To put it mildly, she
wasn't interested.

Thankfully, at this time Dr Playfair was treating another woman, Vivian, who was gradually losing her own
sight. She just happened to teach the use of technology to the vision impaired, ie the use of voice
synthesisers on computers, known as adaptive technology. Dr Playfair referred us to her and Karen was
able to learn a skill that could enable her to interact again with the world.

It was Vivian who later mentioned the Diploma course at the University of Technology, Sydney (UTS) for
teaching English to speakers of other languages. Karen was able to undertake this course and
successfully obtain her Diploma through a combination of adaptive technology, sympathetic and helpful
teachers and sheer hard work. It was also very handy that our friend, Graham MacDonald, happened to
know one of the librarians at UTS Library in Saxon Brenton. The aim was to provide Karen with an
opportunity to move back into gainful employment. Alas that was not to be. But she did prove to herself
that she was still capable of doing such things.

The Guide Dogs Association were also very helpful. With their assistance Karen was provided with a
cane, the skills to use it and, above all else, self confidence and mobility. In other words they gave her
back her independence.

Unfortunately, it was at this time that the stress of the year’s events finally caught up with her and she
suffered two attacks of a condition known as diabetic keto-acidosis. This is a potentially very serious event
where the person's blood sugar level becomes so high that their system starts to go into shock.
In the ultimate it can lead to coma and even death. Luckily it was caught early on both occasions and
successfully treated. It also led to Karen being referred to the Royal Prince Alfred Hospital Diabetes Clinic



where she started a long relationship with the lovely Dr Joasoo, ending only when the good doctor retired
and Karen's care was taken over by the equally wonderful Dr Anne Maree Kean.

As if complications of diabetes weren't enough, in September 1985 Karen fell and broke her knee cap.
Actually, this can probably be attributed to the diabetes in a way. With her loss of sight she hadn’t seen a
plastic bag on the floor at our local shopping mall and became tangled up in it.

Moving on, and in 1997 a toe on the other foot became infected and also ended up being amputated.
Three years later another toe also became infected but by now she was regularly seeing a podiatrist who
referred her to the diabetic advanced foot care clinic at RPAH who were able to save this one.
In late 2000 it was a family medical problem that devastated us when Karen's younger sister, Nan, twin
sister of Duncan, suddenly died. Nan had suffered from epilepsy for many years but it was under control.
For some reason on this day, while at home alone with her two very young children, Nan had a seizure,
collapsed, and died. Understandably the family was in shock, and to some extent has not really
recovered.

Then came an episode while we were in Victoria visiting family for the Christmas of 2001. Suddenly
Karen's upper lip became somewhat larger than usual. The people at Gippsland Hospital were so
concerned that they wanted her admitted – until she broke down in tears and we explained that we were
from New South Wales. Later, at my mother's place, she slept an entire day away and became so
dehydrated that she again saw an Emergency Ward, this time at Frankston Hospital. Eventually back
home it was diagnosed as an abscess and was successfully removed.

Even during her final illness the fates had not forgotten her diabetes. During an early stint in hospital she
got so cold that she banged her feet against the end of the bed and, you guessed it, got infected sores on
her toes. But, by now she was battling much bigger things.

Cancer

It was in September 2004 that Karen was first diagnosed with breast cancer. She had noticed the lump
herself during self examination under the shower. After the normal amount of shock and fear she reported
this to our doctor. After tests it was confirmed as cancer, but it was treatable. She had a mastectomy and
moved on to chemotherapy which she tolerated as well as could be expected of anyone. She didn't like
losing her hair, but she put up with it knowing the alternative. It really did seem that the cancer beast was
beaten.

Then, in late May, Karen began noticing stiffness and soreness in the ribs. At first she put it down to "a
bout of the flu" but it didn't go away and steadily got worse. Early tests were inconclusive and other
causes were put forward. But, in the end it was confirmed that the cancer was back and had spread to the
bones. Worse than that, it spread to the bone marrow. This meant it was able to move around the body
even quicker, eventually getting to the base of the brain and causing some facial paralysis that led to her
last admission to hospital.

By this stage she was having a great deal of difficulty getting around and was wheelchair bound outside
the home. Even so, there were prospects that radiation therapy might at least retard the cancer's growth.
That is until one night she started coughing up blood and the doctors realised that the blood transfusions
were not working and there was really nothing more that could be done.

All that was left now was to get her home, in familiar surroundings and as comfortable as possible. This
was done and the hope remained that she could go on for a while yet. It was not to be. A week after
getting home from the hospital for the last time, on Friday 9 September 2005 at about 4.30 in the
afternoon, she passed away in my arms.



The Woman I Knew

It is impossible for me to describe in words my love for Karen. If you have ever loved someone
unconditionally then you know what it is like. If you haven't then anything I say will be as if I were
describing colour to a blind man.

What I can describe is the absolutely remarkable resilience and strength that Karen possessed, as
exemplified by her reaction to the continual trials that afflicted her over that last decade or so. If you were
to take any of the dictionaries that Karen had from our copious bookshelves I would be surprised if the
word despair could be found anywhere in them. She had no use for such an idea. Life was to be lived and
a little medical problem wasn't going to change that.

For many people, to suddenly be unable to continue doing the only thing you ever wanted to do would be
so devastating it would be almost impossible to recover. Yet, when Karen was forced to give up teaching
because of her sudden blindness, she was able to put the disappointment behind her and move on in a
remarkably short time. It just wasn't in Karen's nature to wallow in self pity, and nor was it something she
abided easily in others.

In the years after losing her sight Karen was often asked how she coped. She had a very simple but very
true answer. You cope because you have to – what else is there. The unstated assumption is that the
"what else is there" is just something you don't ever contemplate.

Karen also had a quirky sense of humour. She described it as a sense of the absurd and the bizarre
rather than a genuine sense of humour. If it was just a little offbeat, a little left of centre, then it tended to
tickle her funny bone.

Above all else though, Karen had a wonderful sense of others. She genuinely loved people and was gifted
with that great knack of being able to judge them for who they were without prejudice. I had the greatest of
all fortunes to be the one that she loved the most. That is an honour for which I will always be grateful.

Rest in peace Darling. If ever anyone deserved to do so, it is you.
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The Day You Left
With tears we saw you suffer, he Day You Left
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As we watched you fade away.

Our hearts were almost broken

As you fought so hard to stay.

We knew you had to leave us,

But you never went alone,

For part of us went with you

The day you left your home.
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This is the text of the eulogy I delivered at Karen’s funeral and at the memorial service in Melbourne.

Cherished and very dear friends. Thank you all for coming here today to help me celebrate the life of the
person dearest to me in all the world, my wife Karen.

As I look around this room I see so many people who Karen loved and who loved her in return. It wasn’t
hard to love Karen. Indeed, I may be biased, but I don’t believe it was possible not to love her once you
came to know her. Karen was someone who gave of herself so freely, who cherished life and all that went
with it, especially the people she knew. She had an enthusiasm for life that was infectious. I know
because it infected me.

My first memory of Karen was at a science fiction convention room party, I don’t remember which one.
She had a bottle of gin (naturally) in one hand and a bottle of something else in her other hand as she
motioned to where the drink and nibblies were. Such an apt image.

But we first met properly at Faulcon, Jean Weber’s 40th birthday bash at Faulconbridge. There is another
very apt image here. At dinner another friend, Bob Ellis, arrived late and noted that he didn’t have a wine
glass. It magically appeared out of Karen’s handbag – she liked the glasses and it was her little protest at
the slowness of the service.

During the following year we were separated as I lived in Melbourne and she was in Sydney. We must
have written to each other three or four times each week. In some of her letters to me she quoted from the
poet John Donne, whose poetry she had come to love. I would like to quote from the very first of his
poems that she sent to me. It’s called The Sun Rising.

BUSY old fool, unruly Sun,
Why dost thou thus,
Through windows, and through curtains, call on us ?
Must to thy motions lovers' seasons run ?
Saucy pedantic wretch, go chide
Late school-boys and sour prentices,
Go tell court-huntsmen that the king will ride,
Call country ants to harvest offices ;
Love, all alike, no season knows nor clime,
Nor hours, days, months, which are the rags of time.

Once we were united in Sydney my life truly began. And especially after she agreed to do me the honour
of being my wife and we were married on the 4th of May 1985, a true red letter day.

I have said that Karen had an infectious enthusiasm for life. It is the wickedest of ironies that life wanted to
give her so many hard times. To have been diagnosed with diabetes at an early age was enough in itself.
But to also lose two loved sisters would, you might think, be enough of an added burden. But no, in the
last fifteen years it seems there has been one medical problem after another, including the almost
complete loss of her sight forcing her to give up teaching, the only thing she ever wanted to do. And it has
culminated in the breast cancer which has ultimately led to us being here today.

Many has been the time when I have wondered how she could get through all that life has thrown at her.
But her response was that you cope – you have to, what other choice is there. Or, to put it in the words of
another of her favourite poets:

Do not go gentle into that good night.
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.



And rage she did, a little illness was not going to defeat her. Not even blindness could stop her. She
learned to see the world in different ways. She even struggled through the course at UTS. She wondered
why she bothered, but it was more to prove to herself that she could do it. I was never more proud of her
than when she received her Diploma – and I can assure you that there were a great many times when I
was proud of her.

Even breast cancer was not going to beat her. She refused to call it an illness. If you will pardon the
French, she called it her “genetic fuckup”. And, for a while, we really thought she had won this battle as
well. But, alas, it was not to be. In the end the strongest person I have ever known found it all too much for
her. I will be forever thankful that we brought her home and that she died in my arms surrounded by the
things she loved.

It is said that everyone has a soulmate somewhere in the world but that not everyone finds theirs. I count
myself amongst the happy few for Karen and I most certainly each found our soulmate and were blessed
to have the company and love of each other for over twenty years. I consider myself lucky indeed to have
met and known her for so long, even as I rail against the fate that has taken her from me in such an
untimely manner.

I’m not sure what I think about the afterlife, other than that I believe there is one. There has to be one, for
people like Karen who have been through so much here on Earth. She is there now, with her sisters and
dear friends, and the cats she has had over the years. She is in no pain and sees more clearly than ever.
And she waits for me and for you, though she wants none of us to hurry. She can wait. And when we are
there with her there will be a party the likes of which has never been known.

I would like to finish by again quoting a little from John Donne as it sums up so much of how I feel.

Since she whom I lov'd hath paid her last debt
To nature, and to hers, and my good is dead,
And her soul early into heaven ravished,
Wholly in heavenly things my mind is set.

Farewell my love. I will love you forever.
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Do not stand at my bier and weep,
I am not there. I do not sleep,
I am a thousand winds that blow,
I am the diamond glints on snow,
I am the sunlight on ripened grain,
I am the gentle autumn's rain.
When you awaken in the morning's hush,
I am the swift, uplifting rush of
Quiet birds in circled flight.
I am the soft stars that shine at night.
Do not stand at my bier and cry;
I am not there, I did not die.
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I have only slipped away into the next room.

I am I, and you are you.

Whatever we were to each other, that we are still

Call me by my old familiar name,

Speak to me in the easy way you always used.

Put no difference into your tone

Wear no forced air of solemnity or sorrow.

Laugh as we always laughed 

at the little jokes we enjoyed together.

Play, smile, think of me, pray for me.

Let my name be ever the household word that it always was

Let it be spoken without effort, 

without the ghost of a shadow on it.

Life means all that it ever meant.

It is the same as it ever was; 

there is absolutely unbroken continuity....

Why should I be out of your mind because I am out of sight?

I am waiting for you for an interval,

Somewhere very near, just around the corner.

All is well

Cannon Henry Scott-Holland



Photo Gallery

On the next page are some of my favourite photographs of Karen. All were taken by me unless otherwise
stated.

A. A favourite photo of the two of us, taken at Aussiecon 3, the 1999 World Science Fiction Convention
(Worldcon) held in Melbourne. The photographer was Cath Ortlieb.

B. One of the earliest photos I have of her, from about 1982. She is in a typical pose - lying on the floor,
at a convention, reading. We hadn’t even met properly yet. I don’t know who took this photo.

C. I love this photo. It is taken at the dinner held during Jean Weber’s 40th birthday party, Faulcon, where
Karen and I met. Yes, she has a flower in her mouth.

D. Watching a panel at Syncon 83, the national convention of 1983 and often referred to as the Harlan
con because Harlan Ellison was Guest of Honour.

E. Preparing for the masquerade party at Syncon 84. Harry Harrison was Guest of Honour so Karen,
with Dea Matthews (nee O’Brien) entered the masquerade as a character from Make Room! Make
Room! – furniture. Later she was to discover that a student was there, when they said in a class that
they didn’t recognise her with clothes on.

F. As a bridesmaid at Dea’s wedding in 1985. This photo was taken by Jim Nomarhas and I like it so
much it is in a frame on my desk at work.

G. A toast! Preparing for her day of day’s – our wedding. With a glass of champagne in hand, of course.

H. As Matron of Honour at her sister Nan’s wedding in 1989. It was a windy and cold day and the
dresses were summer weight. But she still looked as lovely as ever.

I. Sometime in the late eighties. We took a trip on the Sydney Explorer tourist bus. This is Karen in front
of the El Alamein fountain in Kings Cross.
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