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Chapter 8 

Marriage and Family

You have a healthy little boy, and he already has more hair than you. 
Winston Smith, Obstetrician

Kaye Maylene Paterson and I were married at 
Christchurch Anglican Church, Melton, on 26th 

June 1969. Graham Diffen was the best man; Jimmy 
Hodder and Neville Mathieson were groomsmen. 
My sister Laurette, and Kaye’s sister Judith, were her 
bridesmaids. A reception followed in Essendon, which 
was a somewhat rowdy affair with a lot of my motor 
racing mates present.

Kaye had attended Lowther Hall, which is a private 
Anglican girls’ school in Essendon; she was a boarder. 
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She said her parents had sent her there because she was 
so difficult to control. She must have learned an awful 
lot because she became a house captain, as well as a top 
tennis player for the school. 

Kaye undertook nursing training at Prince Henry’s 
Hospital in St. Kilda Road, Melbourne. She graduated 
as a sister, and subsequently became a midwife after 
training at Footscray Hospital.

On our return from overseas, Kaye returned to work at 
Prince Henry’s in Radiology.

Not long after our wedding, we made the aforementioned 
trip to the UK, returning to Australia in 1971. Our 
first child, Bradley James Fogg, was born on 26th 
November 1972. My parents told me that they wanted 
my second name to be James, but for reasons that are 
unclear, it never happened for me, but I made up for 
it by handing it to my first born. Katrina Elizabeth 
followed three years later on October 11, 1975. 

Brad was a typically active little boy, and a story that 
sums him up is this one. We were going to a friend’s 
function, and I told him he wasn’t allowed to play with 
the children next door; he disobeyed me and went there 
anyway. 

When I went to get him, he ran away, probably thinking 
he was going to get a smack. After a while, he came back 
to our place, and as he ran down the drive, he lost his 
footing and landed on his chin, splitting it wide open. 
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I rang my doctor friend, Bernie Bignell, and he told 
me to bring him straight over to the surgery. This we 
did after rolling him up in a blanket. Bernie gave him 
an injection of local anaesthetic and stitched his chin 
up. We then went back to Bernie’s place for dinner,  
and Brad proclaimed he didn’t like Uncle Bernie 
anymore. Later in the night, Bernie asked him if they 
were friends again, and Brad said, “No.” Fortunately, 
these days they are.

Katrina was a typical daughter with a room like a bomb 
site. No matter what I said on the subject of the state 
of her room, the standard reply was, “Well, nobody’s 
perfect”. It’s pretty hard to argue with that. She always 
had girlfriends here, and when she left home I must say 
I really missed those girls coming and going. 

They both went to Kerrimuir Primary School, which 
was a well respected primary school, and very handily 
located within walking distance from our house. 
Katrina then went on to Blackburn High, while Brad 
went to Koonung Secondary College. Katrina went to 
Blackburn because it was a music school; unfortunately, 
while she was there the standard deteriorated. 

No matter how many times I went and spoke to the 
headmaster, there was no improvement in the standard 
of education. Katrina was suffering and we weren’t 
going anywhere. Thankfully, her grandparents very 
kindly agreed to pay part of the fees, and she was able 
to enrol at ‘Tintern Anglican Girls School’; it proved to 
be the right move, and Katrina hasn’t looked back.
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In Bradley’s case, Koonung Secondary College saw 
him mixing with some boys who weren’t exactly bad, 
but silly young fellows destined to go nowhere and 
taking him along for the ride. His mother became very 
concerned about the way things were progressing for 
him, and it came to a head when he was caught by  
the manageress of the canteen sorting out the school 
bully; he was suspended for a few days, which mortified 
his mother.

Kaye spoke to a friend of hers whose son went to 
Whitefriars Catholic College; she asked whether 
there was any possibility of getting Brad in there. As 
coincidences have it, the Bursar lived right across the 
road from our friend’s house, and they were already 
quite friendly. Unfortunately though, he couldn’t 
get him into Whitefriars College. He did make an 
appointment for Kaye to see Brother Wood, who was 
the head of St Leo’s College. Kaye went to see him, and 
she told him the whole sordid tale. 

He asked her to bring Bradley in for a chat.

When Kaye took Brad there the following week, 
Brother Wood sat him down and said, “You’re a loser, 
son, and we don’t back losers”. Brad was shocked and 
said that he wasn’t a loser. 

Brother Wood said, “I disagree, but I’m prepared to 
give you a go and do you know why?”

“No, why?” said Brad.
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“Because I feel sorry for your mother,” said Brother 
Wood.

Brad was enrolled at St Leo’s, and the deal was that he had 
to go and meet with Brother Wood every Wednesday 
night to review his work for the week. Brother Wood 
told him on the first meeting that if he couldn’t find 
him on any Wednesday night, to keep looking. He told 
him that he might be at the bus stop, or he might be in 
the Staff Room, or any other place, but it would be far 
better for Brad to find him on Wednesday night, than 
him to have to go looking for Bradley on Thursday 
morning. Sometime later Bradley announced that all 
that business with Brother Wood was a load of crap. 
When I asked him why, he replied, “There are loads of 
kids at that school worse than me!”

Brad did extremely well at St Leo’s; he became a good 
student, sat for, and was given his Higher School 
Certificate. He did a mature age apprenticeship in 
refrigeration and air-conditioning, and today he holds 
a very senior position in that industry. 

Katrina studied marketing and obtained a position with 
Michael Schildberger at Business Essentials. From there 
she made a move to the ‘Make a Wish Foundation’, and 
the not for profit sector. Other positions in this sector 
followed with World Vision and the Department of 
Sustainability and the Environment. She also worked 
with an organisation called M.I.N.D, (a charity 
supporting people with mental impairment).
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Currently Katrina is doing sub contract work through 
her own business.

I am very proud of my children’s achievements and like 
most parents, I do not tell them often enough.

At the tender age of 35, Kaye was diagnosed with 
breast cancer. The method of detection was somewhat 
unusual. We were in bed and skylarking; she went to 
get away from me, and I inadvertently grabbed her 
breast and felt a large lump. We rang our friend, Dr. 
Bernie Bignell, and he rang a specialist friend of his 
who agreed to see us the next day. A radical mastectomy 
at Mercy Private Hospital followed shortly after. To 
chronicle Kaye’s battle with this awful disease would 
take a book in itself, but suffice to say she made up her 
mind; she was going to see the children grow up, and 
she fought like hell for 18 long years to do so. 

Five years after the initial surgery a secondary tumour 
materialized on her lung. The treatment for this involved 
injection into the area with a hypodermic the size of a 
knitting needle. Poor Kaye was in agony, and although 
she didn’t complain, she said she would never have that 
procedure again. She remained stoic through all the 
years of treatment. When asked, she would always reply 
“We’re getting there.” 

It’s hard for me to put into words my love and 
admiration for my wife, as I am writing this the tears 
are flowing freely with the memory of this wonderful 
lady. It simply broke my heart then, as it breaks my 
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heart now, to talk about her in this way. She fought 
with every ounce of her being to stay alive and to see 
her children reach adulthood.

Towards the end, when she was very ill, we decided 
that we would take a trip to Port Douglas for some 
sunshine and quiet time together. Before we went, it 
was suggested she have some more radiotherapy to keep 
her comfortable; not that it was going to make any 
difference to the outcome. Unfortunately, they overdid 
the radiation and burnt her oesophagus. We arrived at 
Port Douglas, but she couldn’t drink or eat. She had to 
be admitted to Mossman Hospital, and she stayed there 
for most of the duration. I picked her up on the second 
last day and we drove down to the Cairns Wharf. She 
said she wanted a seafood meal, and we had a lovely 
intimate meal before flying home. 

Kaye subsequently died on 13th October 1996. The 
funeral was held at the Anglican Church in Box Hill, 
and was attended by about 300 people. The eulogies 
were given by her close friend, Vicki Simmonds, and 
our daughter Katrina. I don’t quite know how Katrina 
did it, but she did, and she did it very well. 

Kaye’s parents, Maury and Maude Paterson, were 
salt-of-the-earth people who accepted me from Day 1. 
Whenever there was any disagreement between Kaye 
and I, Maude always sided with me, and this cooled 
Kaye somewhat. 

Bradley met and married Julie Small and similarly, 
Katrina met and married Richard Wilkins. In both cases, 
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I’m blessed to have a daughter-in-law and son-in-law to 
with whom I relate well, and have great affection and 
admiration for. I now have five grandchildren. Brad 
and Julie have three girls, Georgia Kaye, Olivia Grace 
and Grace Elizabeth, who are all drop-dead gorgeous. 
Katrina and Richard have two boys, Lachlan Thomas, 
and Angus David. All of them are very special children, 
and I love them dearly.

My sister, Laurette, after the early debacle with the 
television presenter, met and married Conrad Hoúniet, 
which was a blessing. This all happened while Kaye  
and I were in the UK. They have two children, Georgina 
and Grant. 
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1966 – My first real racing car (no roll bar – no harness), at Hume Weir, Albury
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1968 – Chief of the Melbourne Metropolitan Fire Brigade,  
John Paterson (Kaye’s Uncle), Receiving the Queens Fire Medal  

for bravery from The Governor, Sir Rohan Delacombe   
KCMG, KBE,CB, DSO, KS+J  
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26th June 1969 – Our Wedding at Christ Church, Melton
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10th July 1970 – Letter from Th e Very Reverend G.W.O. Addelshaw, 
Dean of Chester
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Above: 23rd July 1970 – 
Letter from Chester Cathedral

Right: Memorial for Laurentius Fogg in 
Chester Cathedral, United Kingdom
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1976 – With my young co-pilot (son, Bradley) at Lilydale Aerodrome.  

The aircraft is a Cessna 172 Skyhawk
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1987 – With my wife Kaye at a Carrier Social Function

Mid 1980’s – Addressing a Carrier Conference in Melbourne



David Fogg Foggy Memories

98 99

1987 – Aboard The Cheetah, Amaroo Park, Sydney. Jack Brabham Trophy Race, 3rd In Class
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1988 – Leading my great friend and rival, Geoff Wieland at Winton Motor Raceway

1989 – On the start line of Australian Grand Prix – At the completion of  the Lucas  
Grand Prix Rally – Simmonds/Fogg Morris Cooper S, Second Place Teams Award
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1990 – Tour T’Adelaide Rally, MKII Jaguar,   
(L to R) Ron Simmonds, David Fogg, and Ian Thompson (owner)

1991 – Hamming it up – Official on the Tour T’Adelaide
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1992 – On the Heart To Heart Bash to Yulara – Oodnadatta Track

1992 – With my lovely sister at my 50th Birthady
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1994 – My Son Bradley’s Wedding (left to right), David Fogg, Julie Fogg, Bradley Fogg and Kaye Fogg
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1994 – My Son Bradley’s Wedding (left to right), David Fogg, Julie Fogg, Bradley Fogg and Kaye Fogg

Chapter 9

John Percy Jones

Read your own bloody itinerary! 
Why would I do that when I have you?

John Percy Jones, in New York

I would do everything for John. I would book and pay 
for the travel. John would reimburse me of course. 

He would just come along for the ride, and he referred 
to me among other things as his ‘Procurement Officer’. 
He bought his cars off me; I found him his television, 
his air-conditioning. Whatever he needed, I was always 
the one roped into finding it for him. He acknowledged 
my part in these major purchases by lending my name 
to them. The car would be called ‘The Foggmobile’, 
and the air-conditioning was, ‘The Fogg-Air’, and so 
it went.


