
Memories of Ruth Bennett 

Many of us in the bridge world knew Ruth Bennett as an older woman who was “dressed to the nines” – 
a woman with a welcoming smile for everyone who approached her table.  Ruth came on the duplicate 
bridge scene right around the turn of the 21st century - but that was not the first time that she held a 
bridge hand.  

I returned to the duplicate tables in 2001 and I had the joy of playing with Ruth.  I remember many of 
our early games.  Ruth would struggle through the complexities of duplicate bidding.  Then, whether 
defending or declaring, many an opponent would say, “I know you are new to the Bridge Center, but I 
don’t think you’re new to bridge.”  Ruth would grin. 

As Ruth and I developed our friendship, she told me many stories of her 50 years of bridge playing that 
preceded her entry into duplicate.  This is one of my favorites. 

 Ruth had four sons, and the third of them, Kevin, was undergoing a period of rebellion.  It was the 60’s; 
Kevin was bound for adventure.  According to Ruth, he chose to run away from home.  Her bridge 
friends had joined together for an afternoon game and were quite surprised that Ruth was willing to go 
ahead with her bridge game, rather than worry about Kevin.  Her response:  “He’ll be back.  It’s your 
deal.”   

Within the next 24-36 hours, Ruth was informed that Kevin was camping in back of Interlachen Country 
Club, dropping in for breakfast before he went to school.  Ruth was adamant that her boys attend 
school! 

Ruth and I became fast friends, both because we enjoyed playing bridge together and because I so 
admired her attitude.  From the earliest days of our friendship, I acknowledged that I wanted to learn 
from her how to grow old gracefully.   

Ruth was most vocal about having had a great life.  She married a wonderful husband (who died in 2001) 
and they had four excellent sons.  Instead of feeling outnumbered by males in the home, Ruth chose to 
join them.  She had been quite a tomboy before starting a family, evidenced by her leadership in starting 
the women’s rifle team at the University of Minnesota.  Hunting, U of M sports, and golf were all 
activities in which she participated with fervor. Nothing, however, stood in the way of enjoying a good 
bridge game!   

As Ruth aged, the rifle had to be put down and eventually, so too, the golf clubs.  There were no 
complaints; just a simple statement that it was time to move onto other things.  Her hours at the bridge 
table increased.  We went to tournaments, often to her condominium in Naples, where we enjoyed a 
beautiful living space and the chance to compete at the table.  But as Ruth aged, traveling to 
tournaments and playing twice a day became more than she chose to handle.  Again, there were no 
complaints, just a decision to play daytime bridge and increase the time she had to read.   

Ruth’s generosity was exceptional.  And, unlike some, it was quiet.  She had causes that she had 
supported for years and she was unlikely to say no to someone or an organization in need.  Ruth’s 
attitude about money was wonderfully pragmatic.  I remember breaking a dish at her home.  Her quick 
response: “Don’t worry.  When you get to be my age, you won’t even care if they break the good stuff.”  



Well, I didn’t need to worry.  The last time I visited her apartment I arrived armed with lunch.  I thought 
Ruth might enjoy my version of a pastrami Reuben, and sure enough, she would.  The problem?  Ruth 
had given away every pot and pan that would have been suitable for preparation!   Meanwhile, though, 
her generosity never waned.   I left that day with another armful of clothes that Ruth had either tired of 
wearing or was not sure just were still right for her.   

On March 9th, Ruth played her last game of bridge with her good friend, Nan Herman.  We went to the 
doctor together on March 27 in an attempt to resolve pain she had been experiencing.  Ruth continued 
to slip in the next weeks; her family judged to transfer her to hospice on April 12th.  

With the kindness and care of the hospice caregivers, Ruth peacefully died in her sleep on April 17th. Her 
strength, generosity and marvelous joie de vivre, however, shall live on. 

   Peg Mitchell 

 


