
 

 

 

My Mom, Suzette Boutell McLeod, has passed away at the age of 92. She was living in 

Tucson near my brother Robert for the last 2 1/2 years and had become increasingly 

frail. A few years before my Dad died in 2005 she had expressed no interest in living 

without him, and while she was able to take care of herself for years after he died, and 

seemed to perk up considerably when we'd visit, she declared herself satisfied that 

she'd lived long enough and was ready to move on. 

My Mom was born and raised in Washington DC, graduated from Sweetbriar College 

magna cum laude, and as a sign of the times socially and economically, eventually got 

a job at Garfinkles selling handkerchiefs. She maintained lifelong interests in 

archeology, history and culture. Her ambition to be a research librarian was partially 

fulfilled when she earned her Masters of Library Science from the University of 

Southern California after she had successfully dispatched her sons off to college. We all 

got our degrees the same year, 1976. She was later an active member of the 

Independent Scholars in La Jolla and received the Oliphant award. 

She was a beauty who never thought of herself as one, and was married twice, first to 

Alfred Hopkins, and then for over 54 years to my Dad, John McLeod. She was a partner 

in my Dad's career developing and propagating the science of simulation as it evolved 

from aerospace modeling to physiological systems to the behavior of groups of people, 

both as a copy editor of the journal Simulation and publisher of the newsletter 

Simulation in the Service of Society. Together they travelled the country and world 

attending conferences, and at one time seemed to know just about everybody in the 

field. She also raised two fine boys, a point of continuing pride to her, and was pleased 

that they married and produced good looking grandchildren.  

Although she grew up in Washington and retained her mother's Maine accent, and 

lived in different parts of the country including in New York and Los Angeles, she loved 

La Jolla and was convinced people were crazy to live anywhere else. She enjoyed 

swimming in the ocean, even when it was cold, and used her little plywood bellyboard 

until it became physically impossible for her. In spite of being a thoroughly assimilated 



Southern Californian, she was always distrustful of the sun, and when surfing would 

wear a broad-brimmed hat, scarf and wrap-around dark glasses along with the wet suit 

my Dad gave her for her 60th birthday. She became a favorite of the bronzed surfers, 

and since she never pursued waves in water deeper than 3 feet, was no threat to poach 

their waves. 

She was personally rather conservative, but open-minded and tolerant, observing with 

laconic amusement the panorama of colorful characters she and my Dad, (and her 

sons) cultivated as friends. I may point out that my friends universally found my parents 

fascinating and often far more interesting and sane than their own. Indeed, at times 

they would come to the house and settle into long conversation with her, delaying my 

own eagerly anticipated departure. 

Now that she's gone, our world has lost a store of arcane knowledge of ancient 

cultures, word origins, quaint social customs and manners, and generally how to speak 

and behave. The world seems a little coarser and less civilized without her, a change it 

didn't need at all. 
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