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EXTRACT FROM THE EULOGY GIVEN AT KEITH’S FUNERAL ON 6 OCTOBER 2021 

 
Officiated by Father Eke from St Ignatius Church at Norwood 

 
 
Keith was born 14 February, 1941, in a small hospital on Portrush Road to Kathleen and Keith 
on Saint Valentine’s Day. This was not of great importance to Keith as he regarded it as “just a 
marketing exercise to sell flowers”. Birthday cake was way better! 
 
He attended Cabra Convent in his early junior years and then Rostrevor College where (I am 
reliably informed) he excelled more at cricket and football than schoolwork; a “giant of this 
school” a colleague of his said to me not all that long ago. He enjoyed a lengthy attachment to 
the College given three generations of Hancocks (as well my son) were educated there and 
that we lived on the same road. He would proudly point out the white house to the 
grandchildren just about every time we passed by. 
 
After a year at university, he joined the Commonwealth Public Service and from there was 
recruited to ASIO spending time in the Adelaide, Melbourne and Darwin offices and continued 
to provide some training to junior officers after he returned to Adelaide. This job suited what 
his “cowboy personality” and many of his stories about work activities are verified in the ASIO 
official histories. 
 
After several sales jobs he moved into various security roles managing facilities including at 
Moomba Gas Fields, the now closed oil refinery in Sydney and the Grand Hotel at Glenelg. 
Going on to work for National Jet Systems he took on the role of Base Manager at Broome 
Airport establishing the infrastructure for the first Coast Watch program. Both the Broome and 
Sydney jobs took him away from home for some months each time; something with which he 
didn’t cope well. At 60, after a restructure at National Jet and without fulltime work, he 
decided that he was too old for anyone to employ him so he tried writing a book, discovering 
his family history and researching a fire retardant product now used interstate and in some 
overseas countries.  
 
He was a staunch supporter of the Port Adelaide Football Club and then Port Power – an 
original member and ticket holder going to the majority of the Power games even those held in 
the worst of Adelaide winter weather. The move from AAMI stadium to Adelaide Oval seats 



 

was too much for his bionic hips so he reluctantly resorted to watching the games from the 
comfort of the couch. 
 
Keith believed in God, and that God invented tradespeople so he didn’t have to fix anything 
and that the Power would win another premiership. He believed that a single malt scotch 
whiskey was way better pain management than Panadol and that the next lottery numbers 
would be his. He could cook a good BBQ probably best known those cooked during trips to 
outback music events. Keith was very definite in his views about politics, that a Ford was the 
only car to buy and that he could reverse the car with a trailer, camper trailer or, subsequent 
caravan, attached. The tree at the edge of our front garden is a constant reminder of the day 
he reversed a near-new caravan a bit too close to the branches! 
 
About seven years ago, it became evident that Keith was having some memory loss and as 
further evidence of this emerged, discrete investigations confirmed an early diagnosis of 
Alzheimer’s disease. He spent the last four years (to the day) at Clayton Church Homes at 
Magill where he was cared for with much love and support from some amazing carers and 
staff.  
 
Like every one of us, Keith’s life had its joys and its sadness; its ups and downs. But he met 
these challenges in his own way – often with silence and sometimes with his unique brand of 
assertiveness! 

 


