For Ion 
We rode in over the Black Spur, prim hillbillies on a new adventure, but in a battered holden station-wagon, down into the promised land of Healesville, through the glorious mountain ash and glittering glades of Fernshaw.
1974.
None of us were ever the same again.
- - - - - - - - - -
I'd been too young to remember Dad the builder of our house in Dandenong, but here I watched him build, conjure.
Those big hands grabbed challenges and worked them into shape, they shook those of strangers and made them friends and Rotarians; they shaped a career and a family; hands of care and responsibility, hands that caressed and nurtured his loved ones; never-idle hands that built canoes, gardens, houses, darkrooms; callused hands hammering visions into reality: a community centre, a swimming pool, a high school that was no longer Hicksville, and more.
All it took was dedication seven days a week, prodigious talent, savant memory, endless integrity, organisational skills, huge appetite for thin-thank community service, sensible shoes, thick skin, sense of fair play and willingness to put on the Santa suit when required. Just for starters.
Perks? None, really. And so we forgave Dad self-medicating with tubs of ice-cream.
But yeah. He sometimes cribbed that Sunday wasn't a work day by taking mum out for lunch...after he'd spent a few hours in the office 'tidying up'.
Work was the air he breathed, and he always had a suddenly-available emergency supply of the stuff, a bit like astronauts and oxygen.
Then school holidays would pop out of the ground and suddently we were off, camping in Wyperfeld where we toasted marshmallows over mallee roots, discovering that the beach in Merimbula is over-rated, traversing the Great Ocean Road in search of uncles and dead volcanoes and fishing spots, doing Canberra and Sunraysia and ticking them and their obligatory postcards off; surviving vacations with decaying relatives now etched in books as polaroid memories.
Memories.
There's a photo of you holding me aloft at Ocean Grove, a flying cherub set against a sea as wavy as your Brylcreemed hair.
What are memories, but ways for a hesitant finger of longing to trace the map of love that defines you?
I have too many memories, if there's such a thing, in the way that my father had too many lives.
A fearsome advocate for those in need.
A lay magician, if you will, a Houdini of common sense.
A lion tamer of numbers that would otherwise have been the end of the circus.
A genius of the practical, preacher of the possible. Preacher and teacher.
And in the end, a dad and grand-dad you could find yourself playing with in a cardboard box on the lounge-room floor. Down to earth, literally, where it counts.
A man of routines: You know, he played Tattslotto for as long as I can remember, up until the end. Dreamed of being a wealthy man one day.
No, he just loved numbers. Unconditionally, endlessly.
And he never won much on the lotto, but the truth is, Ion Whykes was a lucky number for just about anyone who knew him.
Maybe Dad – and surely he appreciated the irony of a cat-hater having 9 lives – used up all his luck warding off the effects of that infamous high dive into the unfinished pool, the Jeff Kennett purge, the fairly unplanned move to the unknown quantity of Healesville. the lung-eating scourge of psittacosis, the multiple uncertainties of growing up in war-time, three children like ourselves, a bout of bowel cancer, and literally generations of ungracious grey-green wretches passing through Healesville High.
Yes, you people. No wonder he got so many medals.
They said I have limited time to speak and so the countdown starts.
Five
It was dark, cold. The kind of rude, unembossed cold that simply makes you want to cry, especially when you're five.
And my father put us in little sleds and dragged us behind him through the snowy streets of Engelberg, and how we laughed in the cold's face until it fled into the night.
Four
Around four in the afternoon in the summer months, on the way home from golf, you'd drop in to cheer me on at the Healesville Cricket Ground when we were playing at home.
You'd always stand a bit away from the clubhouse - perhaps to be better heard in the way of great Whykes cat-callers - and as I came in to bowl you'd yell out into the long shadows thick with dust and young hope and galahs, Go get 'em Al!
Three
Three children; not too many, not too few. Enough to hug and to mentor, to challenge and to support, indeed to drag around the world on a Churchill Fellowship.
And thus we learned, early, that the world might as well be ours: a postcard to scribble home to the rellies, a correspondence school lesson despatched from a rubbishy London winter, a wiener roast in the Algonquin fall, a long long way from home.
It's a small world after all, they sang at Disneyland.
But where was home? I don't think you really knew until you made a home, in the way you made everything.
Plan, effort, build. Result.
You made Healesville your home. And you gave it all your love. Thank you.
Two
You became a man of two lives: educator first, then financial planner. You found the yin and yang of your good arm and your painful one.
You embraced the dualities life presented you:
country town boy living on a city fringe;
a lover of instant in a world of boutique coffee brewed by beards and man-buns;
old-school financial counselling, grounded and ungussied, in an industry tending to hard-sell;
a convert to artisan ciabatta, but only to be consumed with Wilma's home-made strawberry jam.
Then...
One
One wife, one love. One couple as one, now and forever, a dizzying partnership of care, courage and compassion for sixty-five years.
My mother is not speaking at this service today. Everything you and Wilma needed to say to each other was not words, but life itself.
It's rained recently I know but come the flood massive enough to wash Mount St Leonard into the sea, and Ion and Wilma will still be holding each other's hands. And trying to decide which baseball match to watch tomorrow night. This I know. This I attest.
Zero
There's a silence here.
The silence.
Like the patient silence of those stands of mountain ash that first welcomed us.
You, Dad, you took Healesville literally, you became a giant of a forest town: we flourished in your filtered light, we felt safe in your shade and shelter come heatwave or tempest. We absorbed lessons and wisdom, and recycled them as nutrients in our lives.
And so, my friends. My Dad would want you to go well. Go out into the forests, feel watched over by those honourable giants of ever-loving grace. And look up, at something incredible.
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