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Tribute to Frances and Roger Young – from Fiona Murdoch (NZ)

I was privileged to call  Frances and Roger my friends. We met in Perth Western Australia as 
members of the Perth International Folk Dance Group (PIFDG) where Frances was one of the main 
tutors. She became my folk dance teaching mentor as I began teaching folk dance myself -  both in  
the group, and also as part of exercise classes for groups of adults 55+yrs with disabilities in Perth. 

I admired many things about Frances and Roger, not least their commitment and support for one 
another. It was great to see Frances and Roger dancing together at the Perth International Folk 
Dance Group events and obviously enjoying each other.

I observed the selflessness in their marriage and the love they brought to the most domestic of  
tasks. Due to circumstance (Aussie immigration law) Frances could not work formally – however  
she  was extremely generous with  her  time in  a  voluntary  capacity  and often helped with  my 
exercise groups for people with disabilities. She taught me much about dance teaching, loaning and 
gifting several  useful  dance teaching resources.  I  was always impressed with the research and 
preparation she brought to her teaching sessions. Frances and Roger hired a small church hall near  
their apartment for an afternoon a week – Frances to practice her dancing and Roger to play the 
piano. Both Frances and Roger gave the best they could – all the time.

I remember that when teaching, Frances had a trick of wearing a scarf wrapped around one ankle, 
to help learners who were watching carefully discriminate between the two left feet they thought 
they had! She and Roger had an enviable wardrobe of folk ‘costumes’ and innovation for dance 
party nights was a specialty. 

I was a little perplexed when making a dinner invitation to the Youngs as to what I would actually 
cook, given the dietary limitations for Frances, and to this day think that a breakfast of cooked 
frozen vegetables is a little kooky. However Frances was a great teacher in the kitchen as well as 
on the dance floor and I learned to combine yummy gluten-free and dairy-free concoctions without 
too much trouble. I learned about almond milk!

We became 'long-distance' friends when we both moved home to countries far apart, me to New 
Zealand, and Frances and Roger to Oklahoma. We began a regular correspondence, exchange of 
music, phone calls and general sharing of the ups and downs in each other's lives. It seemed that 
we remained connected even though miles apart. We shared a love of music in many genres -  
world  music,  dance  music  'something  a  bit  different'  music  and  frequently  exchanged  CDs 
(initially cassettes) of our latest local 'find' when we knew that the other would enjoy listening to it. 

I was pleased I was able to visit them as part of a round-the-world-trip in 2002 and that they were  
able to return the visit to NZ in 2003. I was interested to see where Frances and Roger lived,  
worked, and played. They were excellent hosts and I came away from the trip with much more  
knowledge than I had had on my arrival. I note this because on traveling in and out of the States,  
customs and immigration officials were always most surprised to find the only state I had gone to  
was Oklahoma – I think they were somewhat embarrassed  – however I can say that the enthusiasm 
that Frances and Roger demonstrated for their homeland rubbed off on me. Likewise  I introduced 
them both to the WOMAD festival in NZ and ‘fed’ their passion for the cultural nuances of New 
Zealand while they were here. They did a tour of the NZ fault lines!

Latterly the health problems that persisted for both of them did creep into our phone calls and 
letters, with the evident frustration of not being able to pin the symptoms onto any one cause. As a  
physiotherapist  specialising in neuromuscular disorders during my years in Perth, once Frances’s 
disorder was finally diagnosed I well understood the path that her disease would take her and was 
very sad that such a vibrant woman who loved to dance was going to suffer the indignity and 
challenges of increasingly restricted voluntary movement. 

I am pleased that she did not have to suffer that for too long, especially without the support of 
Roger who had been adamant he would be her main caregiver.  I was grateful I was able to share 
some of my therapy knowledge with them and felt that our phone calls were the better for the 
shared understanding. I was unable to communicate directly with Frances after September of last  



year as her fine motor skills had deteriorated significantly and she and Roger were exploring voice-
activated  emailing  technology.  However  I  did  have  email  contact  through  Roger.  A  gap  in 
communication then followed which proved to be due to Roger’s unexpected death and family not 
knowing the extent of Frances and Roger’s network to ensure all were notified.

While the relationship I shared with Frances and Roger was but one amongst many in each of our  
lives, it had stood the test of time and distance. To use New Zealand imagery, a basket woven from 
flax (called a kete) begins from a spine plaited from 3 strong strands – I think of our friendship as  
being like a flax kete with Frances, Roger and myself as 3 strands from whence the relationship  
was built. Each connection between us, whether by phone, email, visit, photo or gift received by 
post, wove a stronger basket to hold many treasures.  Now even though two strands of the spine 
have passed over, the strength of the kete is sustained by those memories, and the treasures of 
friendship still remain within.

As a memorial to Frances and Roger, in the first semester of my dance classes for 2010, I will 
teach dances I learned from Frances over the years. As these dances go on to be shared and danced  
in many places, and on many happy occasions, each step will be a reminder that once Frances (and 
Roger) took pleasure in sharing their love of dance for others to enjoy. 

May they dance lightly together in the world we do not yet know.

I have enclosed some photos of happy times together over the years. 
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