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Acknowledgement of Country
I speak to you today from the lands of the Awabakal people, north of Sydney and I pay my deep respects to the leaders of this beautiful life enriching country for caring so well for its lands and waters. I am a beneficiary of their care and am deeply appreciative. 

Trish was without doubt a woman of her time. She was born in the early 1930s to a well-known and well-off family, and benefitted from good schooling and university. In her life, she made great use of these opportunities. Her family lived in Sydney but also had farms land in the southwest of NSW not that far from the Snowy Mountains region and she grew up with a great love for this land and a deep understanding of the power of belonging to it.

The unfolding of modernity in 20th century Australia, provided expanded opportunities for young women and they were ones she did not squander. She attended a girls convent school in Sydney - Kincoppal Rose Bay - run by the Sacred Heart sisters and she maintained a life-long love of the sisters and the school contributing to restoration projects and the alumni community which she gave her time and leadership to. She never lost her strong Catholic faith, although the patriarchal culture of Catholicism would in her later years, draw her to the women’s reform movements in and around the Christian churches, particularly in Sydney where she was a member of WATAC from the 1980s. Trish supported the feminist reform projects, including the ordination of Catholic women, something which at that time, was considered quite radical. She read ferociously and her library attests to her great interest in feminist theology and Church analysis. She donated many of her books to WATAC and I remember visiting her apartment after she had died and feeling like I had fallen back in time to the great debates and analysis of the feminist Christian movement of that time.

Trish attended Sydney University and studied architecture where she met many other young women and men who had lived through and whom many had participated in WW2. 

At Sancta Sophia college for women, she met my mother Prudence McLachlan, who was studying medicine. The two women became lifelong friends, bolstered by the marriage of Trish’s older sister Mary to Prue’s cousin Harding Burns, also a doctor. Prue, who was slightly older than Trish, had had a slightly different upbringing to Patricia, which while middle class, was hampered by the fact that her father (my grandfather) did not believe in the education of girls, and she was forced to leave school at 16 for secretarial school. After working in the Women’s auxiliary Air Force Unit during WW2, she was given the opportunity to study at University by the federal government which she pounced upon and promptly enrolled in medicine. I remember as a child and later as a young woman pondering my mother’s women friends who all met at Sancta Sophia college and appreciating the new opportunities that the upheaval of the world war had brought to their lives. 

Many years later, in the mid 1980s and independently of each other, Trisha and Prue joined WATAC and rekindled their friendship. They could see how the Catholic Church and other faith traditions were holding women back and pressing them into stereotyped versions of Christianized womanhood. They wanted change and were prepared to stand up for it. Patricia, who didn’t marry or have children, had a freedom borne from living in a time of great social change and personal privilege which she fully engaged. She travelled widely, often to places that were risky and unusual such as Mao’s China and particularly South America which in the middle to late decades of the 20th century were a ferment of political disruption and revolution. Patricia’s nephew, Nicholas Burns, tells of how she was caught up in a political protest in the streets of Buenos Aires during the dictatorship of Peron, and rather than being terrified, had been uplifted and excited to witness the class struggles for justice.

She was at the central places of social action long before many of us. I remember as a young academic, beginning my membership of the American Academy of Religion in the mid-1990s and attending my first conference in Boston. I remember feeling slightly isolated and concerned that so few Australian women were attending and participating in what felt like very powerful opportunities for learning and networking with women scholars in religion. Of course, I ran into Patricia early on as she was attending the WATER meetings held at the beginning of every AAR conference, and I was surprised when Mary and Diann casually mentioned that Trish was a great friend and would be joining them for Thanksgiving at their place in Washington. I saw then that Trish really was quite remarkable. She had the capacity to relate to many people in many places on different levels, and she had a deep commitment to the education of women everywhere, she understood the politics of feminism and gender inequality. She was not afraid to speak her mind and see the reality of the damage of gender inequality. 
She was one of the women who led the way for us younger feminists and scholars, and in that sense, we stand on the shoulders of this generation. 

Although I didn’t know Trish well, she has always been someone that I have held affection for, in her connection to my mother Prue and the amazing women of her post war generation, and her commitment to fighting gender inequality in the Churches. I am grateful for her insight, her individuality and independence, her deep intelligence, and her courage to live a different life and pass on her wisdom to her large and loving family and the women she came to know in the feminist space. These women strode forth, built networks, questioned power, and then handed on their knowledge and wisdom to the next generations with confidence and love. Long may she be remembered as a woman of courage, faith and strength.  
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