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HON LIZ BEHJAT (North Metropolitan) [6.29 pm]: This evening, as did my colleague Hon Nick Goiran in 
his budget speech earlier, I am rising to pay tribute to a very dear friend of mine who unfortunately died way too 
early. I am talking of course about Don Randall. Don was absolutely fantastic. He is one of my heroes. Don and 
I worked together; we were friends and our families were friends. On 21 July, at the age of 62, Don left this 
world, and his passing has left this world a much poorer place.  

I first met Don in 1998 when I was working for Senator Ian Campbell in Cannington. Don had been defeated as 
the member for Swan at the GST election. He used to come into Ian’s office and ask us to do things for him. 
“I need a letter typed, can you do this for me?” I would say, “Sure, not a problem; I can do that for you when 
there’s time to do it.” He would say, “No; you can do it now, can’t you?” I have to say that his manner was not 
always that pleasant, but I worked out this man very quickly and we became very friendly. Others who became 
friends of mine whom Don used to visit and ask for similar things, were not as accommodating as I had been. 
One thing about Don was that if we crossed him once, he kind of crossed us off his list. That was quite funny 
because he would say, “I’m never going to speak to that person again.” But, of course, being Don he would 
always capitulate and would speak to that person again. He had a very gruff exterior, but a very warm and fuzzy 
interior, which he probably did not like to show all that often.  

When he lost his seat, Don went through a very hard time. It was very much a case of him experiencing the 
scenario of yesterday’s rooster, tomorrow’s feather duster. He said, “When you suffer a defeat like that, the 
phone stops ringing and you find out who your friends are because when you ring them, you find that they are 
too busy to see you because you can’t do anything for them anymore, and they’re not really your friends.” At the 
time, one of the people he found to be a very good friend was Senator Ian Campbell. He worked with Ian in his 
office for a short time when he had no other work. At that time, he had no way of supporting his family. He had 
been a member for only a short time. He had come out of a teaching profession, had been a horse trainer and 
worked in a range of other professions. Don and I worked very closely together. 

When Don decided that he would try again to get back into Parliament because he had not finished the work he 
wanted to do, I was appointed to assist him in that role because Ian was the patron Senator for the seat of Canning. I 
thought at one stage Ian did not like me very much because he had made me work with this man, who had been 
quite rude to me over the time. Don and I then became incredibly close friends. I said to Ian, “Actually, Ian, I’m 
really enjoying working with this guy.” I took secondment from Ian’s office to work very closely with Don and 
became his campaign manager for the 2001 election. I remember looking for our first campaign headquarters. I 
found some quite nice offices that we could move into, but Don said, “No, I’ve found the perfect place; it’s the old 
bank building on Albany Highway in Kelmscott and we’re going to move in there.” I said, “You’ve got to be 
kidding. The place is run down and there is nothing there.” He said, “I don’t care; I want this to be my campaign 
office. The rent’s what we can afford. We’ll go there and do it together.”  

We used to trek out to this quite bereft bank building. We had two phones, one desk and a very large vault and that 
was about it. There was not much else in that office, but we ran an enormous campaign out of it. We would sit 
down and try to come up with slogans. What were we going to have for our slogan? Don’s slogan, which he kept 
for 15 years was, “You talk; I’ll listen”. That came about at the time because of my son, who was three, and whom I 
had picked up from day care after working for Don for a day. I was talking to my son about something that had 
happened at day care and he was recounting to me something that must have been said to him at day care and he 
said, “Mummy, mummy, mummy; shush; it’s my time to talk and it’s your turn to listen.” I thought about that for a 
while and thought it was an interesting slogan. I went to Don the next day and said, “This is what Ali said to me 
yesterday; what about we switch it to ‘you talk, I’ll listen’ and that could be your slogan?” We threw it around for a 
little while and we said, “We like it; that’s it; we’ll have that. That is how he got the slogan, “You talk, I’ll listen”. I 
am always incredibly proud when I see that slogan. In this past week since Don has passed away, people have 
talked about that slogan. Obviously, it is very dear to my heart because I know how it came about.  

Lots of stories were told at Don’s funeral and his wake in Parliament in Canberra on Monday. I was listening to 
some of the remarks. Lots of people said there were a lot of things about Don that they did not know. For 
example, they did not know he had been an amateur apiarist and that he provided honey, which was really good 
honey, to most of the staff in the office. I knew that about him because we had spent lots of nights talking when 
we were on campaign trails. He was a very accomplished violinist. I knew also that one thing Don was 
passionate about in his life was his family—his wife, Julie; his daughter, Tess and his son, Elliott. Everything 
was about the family. He would say, “I can’t do that because Jules needs me at home, so I’m going to be there to 
do that for Jules”, or “I need to do this and can you help Tess out with that”, and we need to sort this out for 
Elliott.” They always came first. That is something I always admired about Don and we need to always 
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remember in this game that our families come first. Although Don was not expecting to die on the day he did, his 
family certainly did not die wondering whether there was love between them all, because there certainly was and 
that was demonstrated between them all the time. 

One of the other funny things about Don was illustrated when I would say to another candidate once they were 
preselected, “You have to learn from the Don Randall school of door knocking. If anyone in the Liberal Party 
knows how to knock on doors, it’s Don Randall.” He had a pair of lucky shoes. He would not buy new shoes; 
when his shoes wore out, he took them to a boot maker in Manuka Arcade, Canberra, who, from memory, was 
Serbian or something like that. “He’s the best boot maker in Australia, Lizzie, so can you take my shoes there to 
be re-soled”. When I took the shoes there, the man said to me, “This is the eighth time I have re-soled these 
shoes.” I said, “I know, but they’re the boss’s lucky shoes and he’s not going to buy a new pair.” I do not know 
whether he had those shoes to this day or he had to eventually buy a new pair. Every Monday in Canberra we 
had to make sure there were fresh flowers in his office. He loved that. If we did not buy the right flowers, he 
would say, “No; they’re not right.” In the end, he said, “Do you know what? I’m going to get the flowers 
myself.” He would call into a florist every Monday and pick up the flowers. When we arrived in Canberra late 
on Sunday nights—Hon Donna Faragher knows this story very well because we were staffers at the same time—
it would be very cold and wet and we would be tired. Don was one of the few members who made sure all the 
staffers were looked after, that taxis were organised or that someone was picking them up. If we did not have 
a ride organised, he would say, “I’ll take you in my car.” He always made sure we got to our accommodation 
safely. He always looked after his staff incredibly well. He said to me once, “I do that because in 1998 when 
I was the member for Swan, I’m not sure I was a really good boss and that I looked after my staff the way 
I could have. When I lost my job and decided I was going to come back into this game, I made a promise. I’ve 
seen what it’s like to be a staffer. I’ve been on your side of the desk now; so I’ll be a different person and treat 
my staff with a lot more respect than I used to.” I think he did that. Certainly, his current staff spoke at his 
funeral in very glowing terms about a man they too had come to love. A lot of us in politics in Western Australia 
and in other parts of Australia, not necessarily in Parliaments, but in party offices and with members of 
Parliament have been through the Don Randall office and worked with Don. If Don recommended a former 
staffer as someone who should be looked at for someone else’s office, they would look at that person very 
closely because they would have been trained very well.  
Don was an amazing character. I will miss him greatly and I send my condolences to the family. 
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