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OWN is a women’s network which connects women through a variety of 
activities and events which enhance feelings of belonging and well-being
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Always believe something wonderful is going to happen. 
Even with all the ups and downs,  

never take a day for granted.  
Smile, cherish the little things,  

and remember to hug the ones you really love.

Easter

OWN Festival 2018
Celebrating Wonderful Women

See inside for more details!

It’s 
Back!



Compiling Editor: Rosemarie Carr Proof-reader: Patricia Russell

Dear OWN members …
We live in interesting times – we are continually told how life has  
changed – the world has changed. We can hardly keep up with new  
inventions and new discoveries. Yet there are some things that should  
remain a constant – the values that we have put into our Mission  
Statement and that we aim to enhance feelings of belonging and well-being.

I am told that a survey carried out by some American universities proved 
that the secret to a longer, happier life was not exercise or diet, but how 
many people you spoke to and interacted with, and what activities you  
were involved in. So there you have it – we knew that all the time!

We have been busy with confirming  
arrangements for this year’s OWN Festival. 
The venue was not available when we needed 
it, therefore we had to compromise with the  
date (see page 3 for more details). Dame  
Rosemary Horton had said she would try 
to be available to open the Festival, but it 
depended on the date. Today, she told me  
that she would be available. Dame Rosemary  
is a noted philanthropist. She once asked me  
if I wanted a donation for OWN, but I said  
no. I preferred her to give us a talk should  
a proper occasion arise. It has now ‘arisen’.

I’d like to thank all who have helped with offering advice and  
information about workshops. The programme is now complete. This  
year’s theme is Celebrating Wonderful Women and that is each and  
every one of you. Because there has been much talk about sustainability, 
our workshops are focussed on: Maori Plants & Healing, Growing Food in 
Small Containers, and First Light Flower Essences. Carvin Knowles will also be  
introducing Wonderful Women Singers who made a difference. We will 
start with learning and doing a circle dance, before embarking on the  
workshops. Emma will once again provide our delicious lunch. I am sure  
that the usual spirit of camaraderie and enjoyment will prevail.

The OWN Theatre Group will be going to see Mrs Warren’s Profession 
by George Bernard Shaw at the Waterfront Theatre on Saturday, 12 May at  
2:00pm (see page 3 for more details). Please contact me (ph: 483-9671) if  
you would like to join us.

We would also love to hear from our members about activities they would 
like to take part in.

I really look forward to seeing many members at our OWN Festival and  
pray that the weather will be kind to us. Please invite your friends to join us.

Chairperson

Wanted #1

We would like to hear from  

other OWN Groups telling 

us what is happening in your 

Group so that we can  

share it with everyone. 

Also, if you have any item  

of interest that you would  
like to appear in  

OWN News&Views  
please send it to me.

Rosemarie Carr, Compiling 

Editor, email: rrcarr@xtra.co.nz 

or post to 5 Sandown Road, 

Rothesay Bay, Auckland 0630.

Interest has been shown  
in reviving a monthly  
OWN Coffee Group. 

Anybody interested  
in participating and / or  

helping to organise a 
new OWN Coffee Group,  

please contact  
Val, ph: 475-6601  

or email info@own.org.nz

Wanted #2



Remember to check out our website for news, pictures, events, etc.
www.own.org.nz
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Up-coming Events
OWN Theatre Group Trip
Mrs Warren’s Profession
2:00pm, Saturday, 12 May
ASB Waterfront Theatre, Wynyard Quarter
An updated version of George Bernard 
Shaw’s rarely-performed classic play  (originally 
banned by the censors in 1893) that takes a 
contemporary lens to centuries-old questions 
of sexuality and empowerment. A liberating 
evening of smart comedy, social commentary, 
and sophisticated scandal.

Register your interest now! 
There are limited tickets at the 
best price. For more details, 
please contact Joan Lardner-Rivlin, 
ph: 483-9671.

Book
Now!

DiariseNow!

Don’t Miss It!

OWN Festival 2018: Celebrating Wonderful Women
When:  9:00am – 3:00pm, Saturday, 26 May

Venue: Positive Ageing Centre,  The Strand, Takapuna
Guest Speaker: Dame Rosemary Horton DNZM, QSO, QSM
 Philanthropist and mentor for many different 
 New Zealand charities.
The charge for this is $25 which covers the workshops, 
entertainment, and lunch. This is a memorable day out for all
and is not to be missed. Three workshops will be offered: 

• Maori Plants & Healing
• Growing Food in Small Containers
• First Light Flower Essences

Watch the local papers and libraries for the full Festival programme, or 
contact Joan Lardner-Rivlin, ph: 483-9671, or Judy Brocherie, ph: 473-5016  

or (021)0039-4270, or visit the OWN website at www.own.org.nz

OWN AGM 2018
We need your attendance … 
and are always ready to welcome  
new people onto the Committee! 

When:  10:30am – 1:00pm, Saturday, 21 April

Venue: Positive Ageing Centre,
 The Strand, Takapuna

Guest Speaker: Sylvia Durrant
Known as The Bird Lady, 
Sylvia is a true local icon,  
and well known around 
Auckland’s northern shores. 
She has been tirelessly tending 
to hungry mouths, and nursing 
sick and injured birds for  
three decades.

We know that the word ‘AGM’ often puts  
people off, but this is an opportunity to socialise 
with everyone, listen to an interesting speaker, 
and enjoy light refreshments. Please come along. 

For more details, please contact  
Joan Lardner-Rivlin, ph: 483-9671,  
or Lennie Crawford, ph: 444-3320.
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OWN Theatre Group
Exploring more theatre visits and 
other activities For details, contact Joan  
Lardner-Rivlin, ph: 483-9671.

OWNs Alone Lunch
Meets on Sundays twice monthly at the Fairview 
Retirement Village, Albany. For details, contact Judith 
Sumich, ph: 478-6618.

OWN Discussion Group
Meets every second Tuesday of the month at 10:00am.  
We are looking for more people to join in with us.  
A range of subjects is discussed and it is a very 
interesting morning held in Room 3 (first floor) of 
the Bays Community Centre, Browns Bay. If you are  
interested, please contact Jeanne Ford ph: 410-4803.

Tai Chi for Older Women
Meets on Wednesdays at the Bays  
Community Centre, Browns Bay. For details, 
contact Susan Pichler, ph: 478-5569.

OWN Groups
Writing for Future Generations (WFFG)
Inform the Group Convenor prior  
to attending the Group.

Browns Bay Group meets on the second Saturday of  
each month at the Bays  Community Centre, Browns  
Bay. For details, contact Patricia Russell, ph: 479-7519.

Beach Haven Group meets on the fourth Saturday  
of  each month at the Cedar Centre, Beach Haven. For  
details, contact Anne Mutu, ph: 483-7704.

Heloisa’s Art Classes
Heloisa Barczak has resumed her classes this month at  
the Mary Thomas Centre, Takapuna on Tuesdays  
(2:00pm - 4:00pm). The classes are free, but a gold coin 
donation to cover materials is appreciated. Classes  
are limited to a maximum 10 people,  
therefore you must register for a class 
by contacting Sarah Thorne, Takapuna 
North Community Co-ordinator, ph: 486-2098  
or email: office@takapunatrust.org.nz

A message from the OWN Treasurer

Subs Are Due!*

We have not put the price up and 

have kept the annual subs at  

$15, as low as we can for 

everyone. Any extra donation 

would also be gratefully received.

You can pay online to our bank account: 

 ASB Birkenhead, 
 Account number: 12-3053-0401733-000

Don’t forget to put your name and what the 

payment is for.

Or, you can send a cheque to OWN, PO Box  

34-383, Birkenhead, Auckland 0746.

* Unless you have already paid – thank you!

Well Wishes
 OWN wishes to send a big bouquet of thanks 

and is very grateful to our Treasurer, Beate 
Matthies for her invaluable contribution to  
our organisation.

 All of us at OWN wish Anne Mutu a speedy  
and full recovery from her recent hip 
replacement surgery.  It is lovely that her  
sister, Elisabeth, from England is able to be  
here at this time.

 Judy Brocherie, OWN’s Deputy Chairman 
and our very own ‘Nigella’ who supplies us 
with the delicious recipes, is scheduled for  
hip replacement surgery on 28 March.  
We will be thinking of you and send  
our best wishes for the surgery  
and for a speedy recovery.
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Early in December 2017, we lost Enid Hillier, 
one of our OWN Writing for Future Generations  
Group members and long-time Almoner of 
the OWN writing group. The Group really 

cherished Enid and she was made a lifetime 
member shortly before she died. 

Born and raised in London, she shared with us her 
memories of being a young working girl in wartime 
London. She arrived in New Zealand in 1947 to join  
her first husband. For a ‘city slicker’ to set up home  
as a young wife and mother in the King Country  
was a huge challenge. Having survived two 
husbands and raising eight children, she had  
plenty of stories to tell, often told with great 
perception and dry humour. 

We shall remember her elegance, her wonderful 
intellect, humour, humanity, and the objective 
outlook she had on her own life. Her curiosity 

about what was going on in the world never flagged.  
She loved discussing world events, politics, and 
particularly loved history.

Although in her later years Enid was not able to drive 
from Auckland to the North Shore, she did join us  
from time to time, submitted stories, and was always 
ready to check up on any Writing Group members 
who had been unwell or needed support. Her 
own spells of ill health were instantly dismissed 
as just a passing phase. She became a popular  

member of her local U3A writing group,  
but confessed, “it is not the same as the 

OWN Group, they are special.”

The last time the Group was able to  
enjoy Enid’s company was for the 
launch of the second book of stories in  

November 2016 which included one 
of her stories.

Enid was an inspiration to us all.

Anne Briggs
Enid at her 90th birthday afternoon 

tea with friends in 2017.

Remember when  
you could refer  
to your knees  
as  right & left 
instead of  
good & bad?

Ah, good 
times, eh!

Paddy was coming through the Customs at  
the airport carrying a large bottle.

“What have you there?” said a suspicious 
customs officer.

“’Tis Lourdes Holy Water. I am bringing it  
home with me,” said Paddy.

The officer took the bottle and  
tried some. “Why, it’s Irish 
whiskey!” he spluttered.

“Lord bless me!” said Paddy. 
“’Tis another bloomin’ 
miracle.”

St Patrick’s Day



Hot Cross Buns, 
Hot Cross Buns.
One a penny, two a penny,
Hot Cross Buns.
If you have no daughters,
Give them to your sons

Growing up in England, hot cross 
buns were a firm favourite in 
our family and we had them on  
Good Friday morning with 
steaming cups of tea. At school  
and Sunday School we learned 
of Lent, of Palm Sunday, Pontius 
Pilate, and the significance of 
Easter. When I went to church 
on Good Friday with my mother, 
they always dedicated the  
collection to the local Jewish 
community. I questioned this with 
my Mother. “It does not seem 
right,” I said. “It is Christianity,”  
she replied.

Easter for my own children here 
in New Zealand began with a 
tradition given us by Auntie May, 
my husband’s Aunt who loved us 
to drive to Port Waikato on Good 
Friday. She and Uncle Frank had 
retired from the farm and lived in 
a small wooden house with a red 
tin roof way up on top of a hill 
overlooking the old wharf, with 
a magnificent panorama of the  
mouth of the Waikato River as it 
ended its long journey to the sea.

Once we left Pukekohe we made  
our way across the wide span of  
the Tuakau Bridge and from here  
on the road was unsealed. Much 
of the land along the river was 
swampy and we would look for 
the island in the middle with an 
old shack. It was probably used 

Hot Cross Buns
by duck shooters, but we would 
always discuss what kind of  
people might live there. Then the 
unfolding panorama of hills and 
cabbage trees, and, as we drew 
nearer the Port, the sand hills in 
the distance, and the dark green 
shadows of the pine forest on the 
other side of the river stretching 
north towards Waiuku. Pine  
forests which reminded me of a 
childhood living in the northern 
part of Germany when we were  
told the Easter Hare would 
be coming out of the forest to  
deliver eggs.

We followed the river as it snaked 
towards its ultimate destination. 
Farmhouses here and there, 
and old, half ruined houses, 
with flaking paint, and washing  
hanging outside. As we came 
nearer to the settlement, there 
were familiar old houses as our 
markers: an old barge, now  
rusting, a few derelict cottages,  
and the odd solitary fisherman 
trying his luck. Nearing the 
old wharf with the tin shed the  
children would shout, “We’re 
almost there, we’re almost there!”

We roared up the steep hill, to see 
Auntie May and Uncle Frank at the 
gate. They would have followed  
our arrival from their big bay 
window overlooking the road 
as we made our way on the last  
stretch along the river. Uncle Frank 
would have been reading the 
newspaper, smoking one 
of his carefully rolled 
cigarettes, while sitting 
on the window seat. 
A tall spare man in his 
old baggy grey overalls 
and checked shirt with an 
old patched hand knitted 

O
W

N Member

C
ontributio

n

O
W

N Member

C
ontributio

n

6 www.own.org.nz

jersey, the sleeves too short for  
his very long arms, revealing his 
long-sleeved pink woollen vest. 

Auntie May, her grey curls  
bobbing a little in the breeze, 
her sleeves rolled up, her small 
wrinkled hands resting on the  
gate, and her habitual gaily coloured 
apron. As we got out we would 
be greeted with welcoming hugs 
and the warm and spicy aroma of  
fresh, beautifully baked hot cross 
buns. 

The children would have their 
gifts for these lovable old people: 
liquorice allsorts for Auntie May 
and ‘hard jubes’ jellied sweets 
for Uncle Frank, which they  
would put in their respective lolly 
jars. Tea would be poured from 
an old brown teapot covered with 
a curly knitted cosy in several 
colours, the sugar bowl had its 
crocheted cover with beads on it, 
and more often than not the fire  
was lit because it had turned chilly. 

Then, the arrival of Auntie May’s 
very own, best you have ever  
tasted, freshly baked buns, straight 
from the oven. They glistened,  
shiny brown with their white 
crosses, steaming as you opened 
them, and the golden butter  
melting as it was spread over them.

Anne Briggs
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Modern Technology

Continues 

A few weeks ago, my laptop died 
of old age and I declared to all  
and sundry, “That’s it! I am not 
buying another one.” 

What do I need a laptop for  
anyway? I can live without one 
quite well, thank you. 

If anyone wants to contact 
me they can phone me on my  
landline. There is only one little 
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drawback to that, I don’t have a 
message app on it and it might be  
a bit of an inconvenience for 
anyone wanting to leave a  
message. I do have a mobile  
phone, but it is not a ‘smart’ one.  
I can take calls and place calls 
(not too often, as it costs too 
much money) and I can send text 
messages.

It was Easter 1967. We were living in Dunedin at the 
time and had shifted into our first home. Graeme’s 
parents, who lived in Christchurch, were keen to  
come and visit to check out our new purchase.

A few weeks later we met them at the railway  
station, and then toured around the City showing 
them the sights.

As the next day was Good Friday Graeme’s Mum, 
Eileen, suggested we make some hot cross buns. 
Being a fairly new bride and an inexperienced cook, 
I was keen to learn. All the ingredients were in 
the pantry which was great because in those days  
grocery shops were not open at the weekend,  
especially on Good Friday.

As an experienced cook Eileen knew the recipe. She 
assembled the dough and we started rolling out the 
spicy mixture. It smelt so good even before it was 
in the oven. I started rolling and shaping the buns 
finishing them with decorative crosses on top. We  
had made about a dozen and a half buns when  
Eileen said, “We have plenty now, so we will discard 
the remaining dough.” (We had no freezer back  
then.) Outside the back door was a large tall 

Mother-in-law’s Visit

O
W

N Member

C

ontributio
n

O
W

N Member

C

ontributio
n

silver galvanised rubbish tin with a fitted lid.  
I threw the dough in and placed the lid on top. 

The next morning I went out to put the ashes from  
the fire in the rubbish tin and received quite a  
shock. The dough had risen and the lid was now  
about six inches above the tin. Nothing wrong with  
that yeast! The buns we had cooked were light and 
fluffy and had a delicious spicy taste. 

Eileen had brought me some tulip bulbs, saying if  
I planted them they would make a lovely colourful 
display in spring. She gave me the bulbs, showed  
me how to plant the first one, and left me to it. 

When I had finished I went inside proudly saying  
that they were all planted and come spring we  
would have 13 tulips. Eileen said, “But there were  
only 12 in the packet. I will come and check maybe 
one has been broken in two.” She went into the  
garden and a wee while later came in laughing.  
She said, “I gently dug up the garden patch and  
the 12 bulbs were there along with a bit of hard cat 
poo! She dined on that story for ages. 

Judy Brocherie
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The Car Heater
We all owe our thanks to Margaret Wilcox who  
invented the car heater. In 1893! She also invented  
a combined clothes and dishwasher.

Fire Escape
The fire escape was invented by Anna Connelly in 
1887.

Life Raft
The life saving life raft was invented by Maria  
Beasely in 1882. She also invented a machine to  
make barrels.

Dishwasher
The dishwasher was invented by Josephine Cochrane  
in 1887. Born before her time, she even marketed 
her machine to hotel owners and even opened her  
own factory without the help of a man!

Medical Syringe
A medical syringe which could be operated with  
only one hand was invented by Letitia Geer in 1899.

Computer Programming
Ada Lovelace was essentially the first computer 
programmer due to her work with Charles Babbage  
at the University of London in 1842. In fact, her  
notes were an essential key in helping Alan Turing’s 
work on the first modern computers in the 1940s.

Inventions Created By Women

continued.

Necessity proved to be the mother of invention for the creators of these (among many others) …

But, I thought, ‘Oh well, who  
needs this technology anyway.’ So,  
I gave myself a pat on the back.

This lasted two weeks, then reality 
set in …

I get all my bills by email. I contact 
my overseas family and friends 
by email. I receive all my updates 
from OWN and the church, and 

all other bits and pieces by email.  
And of course, I type all my little  
stories on a laptop.

How on earth can I go back 
to handwriting? I most likely  
couldn’t read my own  
handwriting never mind the 
spelling mistakes I would make.  
It would probably take two  
weeks to write the thing.

So yes, I bought another laptop  
and a new phone. There you are  
you little smarty pants, you are 
going to have to stick to the 21st 
Century and get on with the 
technology.

But not the big stuff!

Anita Knape

Residential Solar Heating
Solar heating for residential housing was invented  
in 1947 by Dr Maria Telkes – a psychiatrist in  
addition to being a solar-power pioneer.

Telecommunications Technology
Some of the communication technology developed 
by Dr Shirley Jackson include the portable fax, touch 
tone telephone, solar cells, fibre optic cables, and  
the technology behind Caller ID and Call Waiting.
 
Closed-circuit Television Security (CCTV)
Marie van Brittan Brown invented CCTV to help 
people ensure their own security because of the 
slow response of police officers in 1969. This  
invention influenced modern CCTV systems used  
for home security and police work today.

Electric Refrigerator
The electric refrigerator 
was invented by Florence 
Parpart in 1914. She also 
invented an improved street 
cleaning machine.

Ice Cream Maker
Nancy Johnson invented the ice 
cream maker in 1843 and her 
patented design is still used today!
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Beef & Ginger Stir Fry with Cashews
Ingredients (serves 3 - 4 people)
 300 grams Rump Steak
 ½ green (not yellow) kiwifruit
 2 tablespoons Soy Sauce
 2 heaped teaspoons of Minced Ginger
 1 Carrot, peeled and sliced very finely
 400 grams Frozen Green Vegetables 
       (I use broccoli, sliced beans, and spinach)
 2 tablespoons Unsalted Cashews

Method
1. Rub the cut kiwifruit over both sides of the rump steak (kiwifruit is  

a meat tenderiser and it really makes a difference). Cover and place in the fridge for about an hour.2. Cut the steak in thin slices and set aside in a bowl.
3. Mix the soy sauce and minced ginger together and pour over the meat. Place in the fridge for about an hour.4. Slice the carrot to about twice the size of the thickness of a matchstick. Cut the green  vegetables into smaller pieces. Put into a steamer and cook for 8 minutes.5. While the vegetables are cooking heat the fry pan and spray with cooking oil. When the  veggies are almost ready put the marinated steak into the hot pan and cook for 1 minute on  each side (you don’t want to overcook the meat).
6. Add the steamed vegetables, toss together and plate. Sprinkle cashews over the top and serve.

Judy’s Kitchen

Enjoy!
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Dear Sir/Madam,

I have just received my latest 
account from you and find to my 
astonishment that there is a $1.50 
charge for a paper bill!!!

In the almost 50 years that I have 
been a customer of yours and 
your predecessors, I have always 
received a ‘paper bill’. This cost 
must surely have been included 
in my total bill. I must consider 
that this latest charge is a cost  
increase to my telephone charge. 
I pay my account by direct debit 
because I am unable to receive  
my account by email as I don’t  
own a computer, and am in any  
case computer illiterate.

I looked in the phone book for  
your phone number, so I could 

ring and speak to you in person. 
However, I couldn’t find it in  
there or anywhere on your  
account. That only had your email 
address. Hence, I have resorted to 
writing to you. Hope you know 
how to read handwriting!

The other thing I wanted to 
clarify is if I am still on the  
correct plan for me. I am on the 
Anytime Plan. I have nowhere to 
read up on your plans as I don’t 
receive information anymore 
about such things. As part of your 
Customer Service, could you  
please post me some information 
about your different plans.

Also, at your instigation I recently 
changed to Wireless Connection.  
I seem to recall the Spark person  
I spoke to said I would receive 

free National calls. However,  
I have received nothing in writing 
about that. Trusting that you can 
clarify these matters for me, by  
post.

I remain your loyal Customer.

Anne Mutu
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Jim and I were married in 1952 
and we purchased a house, or  
I should call it a bach, right at the  
top of the Waitakeres. It had an 
amazing view of Auckland from  
the Waitemata Harbour and 
Rangitoto right round to Pukekohe 
and the Manakau Harbour, a 
wonderful spot. 

As we both worked in Newmarket 
and transport was a bit of a  
problem, our number one priority 
was to buy a car. Funds were 
in short supply as we had just  
bought a house, so a visit to a 
friend who owned a car yard was 
our next step. We came home 
with a 1926 Plymouth Coupé 
which cost us £60. It had a long 
bench seat in the front and of  
course no back seat, only a ‘dicky 
seat’ in the boot. We spent the  
first weekend reupholstering the  
seat with feltex. We made an  
excellent job of it, but it was a bit 
scratchy to sit on. 

Eventually we were roadworthy 
and we would set off for work  
each morning very proud 
of our clean shiny car. 

Our First Car O
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We found that if we turned off  
the motor when we got to the 
Titirangi township we could coast 
downhill all the way to New 
Lynn, and so save on petrol. This 
trick however backfired when one 
morning we were pulled up by a 
cop for speeding and so it ended  
up more costly than the petrol we 
had saved. 

We used that car for many  
weekend trips to the beach with 
friends sitting in the boot holding 
the lid open with a stick. Can you 
imagine what the cops would say 
today!? 

Jim spent all Easter holidays 
working on the car until he had it  
in great running order, and then  
sold it and we bought an Austin 
Seven. 

We have had numerous cars since 
then, but none stands out in my 
memory as this one does. I wish  
I had it now. It would be worth  
a fortune!

Betty Faesen

Handy HintsHandy HintsHandy Hints

Scratches 
on Glasses
When you have scratches 
on your glasses, it’s very 
frustrating and as we do not 
want to pay for new glasses,  
we keep them, even if the  
vision is blurred. 

Here are a few simple  
solutions to try before buying 
new glasses!

Do NOT try any of 
these hints on  
coated lenses!

 1 White Vinegar  
& Baking Soda

 White vinegar can be used 
to clean many things, 
including glasses. Mix 
some baking soda and 
vinegar and wait until  
the foam disappears. Use a  
soft cloth to buff out the 
scratches with this mixture.

 2 Water & Baking Soda
 Create a paste of baking  

soda and water in a small 
bowl. Cover the entire lens 
with the paste and buff 
gently with a soft cloth. 
Rinse with plain water.NEVER  

ask Google for medical advice.
I’ve gone from ‘mild headache’  

to ‘clinically dead’  
in just three clicks!
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People’s Friend from 11 May, 1949

On his way home one 
night, Paddy dropped  
into the pub.

The barman poured him 
a beer and asked if he 
wanted to be in a raffle.

“What’s it for?” asked 
Paddy.

“It’s for a poor widow 
with thirteen kids,” said 
the barman.

Paddy shook 
his head, “No 
good for me.  
I’d never be 
able to keep 
them.”

St Patrick’s 
Day

Growing up in Glasgow, I remember my mother having the People’s 
Friend magazine which I enjoyed reading. For some time now I have had  
the magazine on order so that I can follow the serials. A few weeks ago,  
there was an article about a lady who collected Pass It On hints which 
were published each week in The Sunday Post newspaper. This started me  
thinking about my mother and her scrapbook, because Mum had also 
collected the Pass It On hints. I still have Mum’s scrapbook, which she  
started in 1935, 83 years ago!! This got me to thinking about other things  
that would be in the scrapbook.

There were several photos of the Dionne Quintuplets who were born 
in Ontario in 1935. One of the photos depicted the girls practicing their  
curtsey prior to meeting the King and Queen in Toronto. This meeting 
meant a train journey of some 230 miles from their home town. The  
children’s nurses were anxious in the days leading up to the meeting  
because Emille (the mischievous one) was standing on her head instead of 
curtseying. The last photo of the quintuplets was their graduation at age 18.

Do you remember suspender belts? One of the Pass It On hints was: 

Handy Fasteners 
Use the fasteners from old suspender belts on the shoulder straps of 
kiddies shorts. This does away with having to make buttonholes!

Another snippet, I found, was: 

Thought for the Day
The only man who makes a success of loafing is a baker!!!

Although not in Mum’s book, reading some of the bits and pieces made  
me think back and remember some of the War years and how it affected 
families in different ways. Ration books were one memory. We had to take 
our coupons to the local shop to get our little bag of Dolly Mixtures. Being 
only four years old when the War ended, I, fortunately, don’t have many  
actual memories of the War. I remember when Mum got bananas, shortly  
after the war, she peeled one and gave  
my sister and me a piece each. My  
sister took it and made a face saying,  
“Ugh! It’s wet, please dry it.”

I am sure that even these few titbits  
will be enough to set you thinking  
about your own memories.

Rita Webster

Maybe life  
isn’t about 
avoiding  

the bruises.

Maybe  
it’s about 
collecting  
the scars  
to prove  

we showed up  
for it.

Maybe life  
isn’t about 
avoiding  

the bruises.

Maybe  
it’s about 
collecting  
the scars  
to prove  

we showed up  
for it.
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I found out a couple of months ago, I have lost two inches. Just 
to make it clear, I’m not talking about horizontally, oh no, I mean  
vertically.

Now, for many people two inches doesn’t seem much, but when 
your original height was only 4ft 11in, taking two inches away is a  
bit significant. Take the percentage – I have lost 3.39% of my height,  
now if I had been say, 5ft 10in tall, losing two inches would be  
2.85% and maybe not quite as noticeable

You may be thinking, it can’t make much a difference to your life.  
Well, it would surprise you just how much it does. 

What first changes is your own centre of gravity. You are actually  
lower than you think you are. You don’t notice it at first because 
your brain still thinks you’re the same height you always were. It is 
only when you start noticing as you put things on top of the kitchen  
bench, especially cups – they are somewhat teetering on the edge 
and just about to drop off. Your stretch is not quite the same. Taking 
clothes out of the washing machine is also a bit of a stretch now,  
I quite often have to use tongs or anything I can get my hands on to  
get to the bottom of the machine to get the last of the clothes out.

A few years ago I had some of my slacks altered so they fit at the waist 
and not under my boobs. Today they are back under the boobs …  

I will refrain from demonstrating.

I now have to have a cushion on the seat in the car for driving,  
so I don’t need to look through the steering wheel, but over it  
like everyone else (slight exaggeration).

Supermarket shopping is another little problem. I will guarantee 
that every time I shop at least two items are on a shelf I cannot  

reach. I have to wait until some nice tall person comes  
along so I can ask them to get whatever I need down  

for me.

Not all is negative about being shorter. Most people 
are very happy to help in the supermarket and I get 

a lovely smile when they hand me what I have asked 
for. The other week I was having trouble getting a larger 
package out of the shopping trolley into the boot of the  
car when a lady stopped, helped, and then took the  
trolley away for me. 

So maybe the message is: to get a smile is worth much 
more than two inches.

Anita Knape
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The  
Keep Fit Class
She groaned and harrumphed,
As she t wisted and jumped,
She sighed and she moaned,
As her muscles she honed
To perfect ion.

She vowed that she must,
Get much slimmer or bust
She worked harder each session
It became an obsession,
To be slender.

She ate carrots and greens,
And hundreds of beans,
She ate boiled fish and li ver;
Though the taste made her shiver,
In her quest to be thin.

But try as she might
In a herculean fight
To her personal shame
Her shape stayed the same,
She lost not a gram.

If she’d tried a bit harder,
Stayed away from the larder,
If she’d shunned fish and chips,
She’d have had less on her hips.
Let this be a warning!

Helen Welsh
(poem & illustration)


