
Catherine 'Kitty' Quinn
March 19, 1933 - March 18, 2020

A few weeks before she passed away, Kitty was in The Old Ground pub in Ballyglass, in the heart 
of Mayo. The turf fire was on and she was in great form. 

We spied a pack of cards and on impulse, I suggested a quick hand of bridge. As ever, Kitty was 
up for it. Her two grand-daughters looked at me quizzically as the game was unfamiliar to them.

“Just arrange the cards in suits, play in turn and you’ll be fine,” I said.

The cards were dealt and Kitty opened a heart. After some puzzled bidding, she was declarer in 
two hearts. 

I was defending, with a decent hand and there wasn’t a lot showing in dummy, but it didn’t matter. 
Kitty rattled off nine tricks and gave out to herself for not going higher into game. “I’d have made it 
too” she said. I didn’t doubt her.

Growing up in Margaret’s Road in Malahide, Bridge and Golf were the staple distractions. 

Mondays and Thursdays were Bridge nights, and Wednesdays too, for her beloved Maurice in the 
Regent in Waterloo Road.

I’m not quite sure who taught who to play bridge. Kitty taught Maurice to drive a car, which was a 
decidedly mixed blessing - but Bridge began for these “Life Partners” from Glasnevin, in the Grand 
Hotel in Malahide, where they settled after their marriage in 1955.

Through Malahide Bridge Club, North County Bridge Club and then the Malahide Regional Bridge 
Club, when it came along in the early 1980’s, Kitty loved the Cards, the Craic - as well as the Gin 
and Tonics !

Outside of club nights, there were the regular “rubber bridge” nights at home, and the annual May 
trip to the Killarney Congress with friends and family.

As an occasional “Kibitzer”, I suspected Kitty wasn’t the most analytical of players, unlike Maurice, 
but she loved to bid up her hand. If she had 10 points, that was often good enough to open. If she 
had 6 of a suit, she’d spoil for a scrap with a 3-something opening bid, no matter how few points.

If there was a sniff of game, she’d go for it. Not all her gambles came off, but she was a dangerous
opponent because her bidding was unorthodox, her play cavalier at times.

Kitty enjoyed the social side of Bridge as much as anyone, particularly when the ice clinked in the 
glass and stories were told. The many friendships she made along the way were lasting.

When she moved to Mayo in November 2016, she missed being in the Bridge loop. She always 
asked for any news from Malahide, and it mattered hugely to know the results of the Maurice 
Quinn Trophy. To my shame, I forgot to attend the presentation this year - but I didn’t let on to 
Kitty.
 
Kitty joined the local Bridge clubs, first in Claremorris, and then in Balla, where she became a 
“character”, a little aul wan from Dublin who didn’t always know what day of the week it was, but 
could play the spots of all-comers.



Kitty loved nothing more than to return home to Rachel clutching a prize - it didn’t matter what it 
was - a competitor to the last. 

In the three years, and more, she spent in the outstanding care of my sister Rachel, she was 
surrounded by happy photos of Bridge gatherings. There were always smiles and glasses to hand.

To those who played with, and against Kitty, heartfelt thanks. She is back now with her favourite 
partner, Maurice, taking on all-comers in the Congress of the skies.

Knowing Maurice, he’ll be calculating the odds, playing the percentages, and probably getting 
more tops than not. 

As for Kitty, she’ll be bidding high, going for broke. He’ll tut-tut at her adventurous approach and 
allow himself a chuckle, as if to say, “That’s my Kitty.”

Philip Quinn


