
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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A little smile, a word of cheer,
A bit of love from someone near,
A little gift from one held dear,
Best wishes for the coming year.

Kanangra Walls, Kanangra Boyd National Park,  
New South Wales, Australia

Matariki
The Maori New Year

Read all about it on page 6Read all about it on page 6

John Greenleaf Whittier 
(American poet)



Dear OWN members …
This has been an unsettled time for all. I hope for a more productive  
year ahead.

I am sure that you all have ideas of how we can plan.  
I look forward to a meeting where we can start the process.  
A meeting will be arranged and I ask all of you to write  
down your thoughts of what projects we can undertake  
and what outcomes we would like. I hope you will all  

support us and we can once again have a thriving organisation. I want 
to thank Chris Griffiths for lighting this spark.

I will write again when we have picked a date for us all to meet.

With best wishes for a successful outcome.

Chairperson

Compiling Editor: Chris Griffiths Proof-reader: Patricia Russell

COVID-19

OWN Festival 2019

COVID-19
The roads were almost empty

People disappeared
In their bubbles … all in lockdown

Stay home, stay safe, stay well

Nature stands still and strong
Beautiful and whole

Without incessant overuse
By people … me and you.

I hear the singing of the birds
The sea upon the sand

Clear water flowing everywhere
Music to my ears

The air is fresh … no fumes here
Harmony prevailed

People quietly settle in
Stay home, stay safe, stay well

When risk is over and life resumes
Let's  do it differently

To value each and everyone
And nature's  harmony.

Allison Wheeler

New Zealand went into Coronavirus Alert Level 4 lockdown  
on 25 March, 2020, followed by Alert Level 3 on 28 April,  and  
Alert Level 2 on 14 May. The global pandemic caused by  
COVID-19 has created unprecedented opportunities for  
humanity to forge ahead with true values, unity and kindness.

What can OWN do to support the many people 
who will continue to have hardship, challenges, 
mental health issues, and domestic violence?

If you have any suggestions, let us know  
by email info@own.org.nz or contact  
Joan Lardner-Rivlin, ph: 483-9671.

Coronavirus
What Can OWN Do

With thanks to Allison Wheeler  
of Settlers Lifestyle Village, Albany.



Up-coming Events
OWN AGM 2020  & OWN Festival 2020
Due to COVID-19, these OWN  
events have had to be cancelled.  
Members will be advised of future event 
dates when they are confirmed.

OWN Groups

Writing for Future Generations
Please inform the appropriate  
Group Convenor prior to attending.

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
New members welcome. 
Held in the Channel View Lounge, Mary 
Thomas Centre, Takapuna on  Tuesdays 
(2:00pm – 4:00pm). The  classes are 
free, but a gold coin donation to cover material 
costs is appreciated. To register, contact Roanna,  
ph: 021-416-778 or email: roanna@takapunatrust.org.nz
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Remember to check out our website for news, pictures, events, etc.
www.own.org.nz

Due to COVID-19, all OWN Groups have 
been put on hold until further notice.  
Group Convenors will advise restart dates.

OWN Theatre Group
Exploring more theatre visits and other 
activities. For further 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 Browns Bay Coffee Group
Come and join us for a cuppa, or 
maybe lunch. Meets at 11:30am on the 
last Tuesday of each month at White Flower Café, in  
Browns Bay. For details, contact Val Bird, ph: 475-6601 
or email: valbird51@hotmail.com

OWN Discussion Group
Meets at 10:00am on every second Tuesday of the  
month. We are looking for more people to join us. 
A range of subjects is discussed and it is a very 
interesting morning. Held in Room 3 (1st floor) of 
the Bays Community Centre, Browns Bay. For details,  
contact Jeanne Ford, ph: 410-4803. 

Imagine  
My Delight

On Anzac Day, I received a phone call from 
my late-cousin’s son. He was enquiring how I was  

getting along in these COVID-19 times. During the 

conversation, he mentioned that he had read my 

story of My Gardening Guru in OWN News&Views  

(Autumn 2015). I asked where he got that from, as  

I certainly hadn’t sent it to him. He said he found 

it online. Ahhhh … the penny dropped!! He had read  

the stories online. I was thrilled! So, keep writing the  

stories fellow writers. You never know who might get 

pleasure from it. Anne Mutu

Thank you Anne for your lovely letter. Great encouragement 
for us all.
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Barbara Stanley, was a co-founder and the first Chairperson of the Older Women’s Network (now the Our Women's  
Network). Her husband Bernard Stanley was invited to the 21st AGM of the Older Women’s Network on 12 April,  
2014. Here are some of his reflections …

4 www.own.org.nz

Thank you, Madam Chair, for 
inviting me to this celebration of  
the coming of age of the Older 
Women’s Network and the 
opportunity to contribute to 
honouring the memory of my 
beloved partner of 52 years,  
to whose dedicated vision 
and energy the Older  
Women’s Network owes  
much in its origin and 
development over a span of 
11 years until her untimely 
death in 2004. 

She could not of course,  
have done it all on her own  
and we give honour to the  
close knit group of like-minded 
women who made it all happen 
and the succeeding committees 
that have maintained the 
momentum to this day.

Her work goes on and has been 
taken up by other women, equally 
keen and dedicated.

In her view and terminology, adult 
females of the human species  
were and are, women – the title 
‘ladies’ being an affectation with  
no place in New Zealand’s 

Barbara Stanley
Remembering …

egalitarian society. Even more 
heinous was the use of ‘girls’ in  
the adult sphere, which she 
considered a male chauvinist  
put-down. Both would have  
evoked a sharp correction or 
at least a sour look. Sounds  
formidable, but not really – just 
part of her comprehensive, strongly 
feminist philosophy. So, in her 

Bernard Stanley’s entire AGM speech was printed in the May and August 2014 issues  
of the OWN Older & Bolder newsletter.

politically correct terms, greetings 
to you women, members of  
OWN, and perhaps a crone or  

two among you. 

In our numerically male 
dominated household she 
would contend, I’m not  
quite sure how seriously,  
that in older times the 
crones were the repository 
of the collective wisdom 
of family, village and tribal 
communities.

With the arrival of the 
patriarchal church, this status 

was wrested from them by  
dint of persecution, witch-
hunt, and burnings at the stake. 
The rest, she would say, is  
‘his-story’, and men have made 
such a mess of things, that 

they should move aside and let  
women take control and so 
create ‘her-story’. With the rise of  
feminism in the last 100 years or 
so, we are perhaps seeing this 
happening, with certainly a more 
balanced gender approach in 
the halls of power, in which she  
played a part through OWN and 
other activities.

You will discover that you have two hands.  
One is for helping yourself and the other is for helping others. 

Audrey Hepburn (Belgian-born British actress)
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I joined the Glenfield Citizens Advice Bureau 25 years ago. After a couple of 
years as a volunteer, I saw that there was a gap in our service to clients  
who were wanting a Justice of the Peace (J.P.).

The long-involved process took two years, but I finally made it. First of all,  
I had to have an interview with the local M.P., with two references. 
This was Murray McCully at the time. If you passed muster, then your  
application was sent to Wellington to the Ministry of Justice. You then need 
a Police clearance and the Justice Department looks into your history to see 
if you would make a good J.P. What they look at primarily is how much 
volunteer work you have done – being a CAB volunteer is something 
that they look on favourably. When they are satisfied with you, they send  
your application to the Registrar of the Court and he then interviews  
you. Again, if you pass muster, then it is passed on to the J.P. Association  
for their approval. All going well you are then sworn in by a judge at 
the Court. The training in those days was a two hour video. Today it is  
much different and the training is much more intense.

What do J.P.s do? Certify copies, statutory declarations, witness  
signatures, affidavits, and witness papers that involve land from overseas. 
Some need a Notary Public instead of a J.P. A Notary will charge as they 
are lawyers, whereas a J.P. does not charge. The difference is that a J.P. is  
appointed by the Government and a Notary Public is appointed by the 
Archbishop of Canterbury. J.P.s are also not allowed to accept any sort of 
payment for what we do. We even have to pay for our own stamps.

I have been a J.P. now for 20 years and have met some wonderful and 
interesting people, and also some not quite so wonderful, but I have  
enjoyed it. At one stage we saw people in our homes and some J.P.s still  
do. I try not to unless it is an emergency of some kind. There are service  
desks all over the North Shore now which means there is a J.P. on duty 
every day at some location, except Sundays. When people say that,  
“I only live around the corner,” and they have to get in their car to come  
to my home, my reaction is then you go to a service desk which is not  
much further.

The most common query is certifying copies, especially passports.  
Immigration and new immigrant papers are other common ones as well as 
sponsorship.

Lennie Crawford J.P.
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J.P.s – A Brief History
In England and Wales, 
maintaining the peace had  
long been a concern of society 
and part of the Common 
Law, but that aspect of the  
Common Law was enshrined 
into statute by the enactment  
of the Justice of Peace Act, 1361. 

The role of Justices today has 
been altered over their long 
history. The first appointment 
of a J.P. in NZ was in 1814  
when Governor Macquarie of 
New South Wales appointed 
the Missionary Thomas Kendall 
as a Justice in the Bay of  
Islands. In 1840, after New 
Zealand became a British  
colony, the first regular 
appointments of Justices 
were made as it required the 
Government to include three 
senior Justices of the Peace in 
the Legislative Council.

The solemn and dignified  
words that form part of the 
judicial oath which all J.P.s  
swear or affirm upon 
appointment, should be kept 
firmly in mind:

I will do right to all manner 
of people after the laws 
and usages of New 
Zealand, without fear or 
favour, affection, or ill will.

Find out more about J.P.s  
at justiceofthepeace.org.nz



6 www.own.org.nz

In the final days of May each year, 
a cluster of tiny stars intermittently 
twinkles as it starts to rise on the  
north east horizon. To astronomers 
this constellation is known as 
Pleiades, but to the tangata whenua 
of New Zealand it is Matariki – a 
celestial signal of the end of one 
year and the beginning of the next.

Matariki has two common English 
translations:
 “mata riki” tiny eyes
and  “mata ariki” eyes of god.
 
Although there are two  
translations, to the Maori there is 
one universal theme of Matariki – 
the beginning of a new life cycle  
and the celebration of the  
traditional Maori new year. The 
new year is marked by the next 
new moon after the appearance of 
Matariki.

In days gone by, Matariki was a  
time to prepare for the year ahead,  
a time to learn and a time to 
celebrate the future. Matariki was 
also a time of ceremonial offering  
to the land gods Rongo and  
Uenuku in the hope of a good 
harvest.

Because Matariki appears in the 
middle of the winter, a time when 
all the crops have already been 
harvested, it was important to  

Matariki – The Maori New Year

Whia te iti kahurangi – ke te tohu koe,  
me he maunga teitei.

Pursue excellence –  should you stumble,  
let it be to a lofty mountain.

have preserved sufficient food  
stocks to last until the next  
harvest, before the constellation 
appeared in the pre-dawn sky. 
Having completed this important 
task, the people were free to focus 
their attentions on other things 
– learning, sharing, family and 
celebration.

The end of the harvest was a 
plentiful time for all, and with the 
village food stocks replenished to 
the brim, it was time to feast on  
and to share what was left of 
the harvest. Guests and visitors 
were showered with gifts during  

Matariki and great hakari  
(banquets) were held in celebration 
of the New Year and the future.

The tradition of Matariki continues 
and is very much alive in modern 
day Aotearoa. Exhibitions, lively 
festivals, concerts and cultural 
performances are among a  
growing myriad of entertaining 
events that take place throughout 
the country during the celebration 
of Matariki.

Matariki celebrations will vary 
in style and timing from region 
to region, but the underlying  
principle of sharing, learning, 
feasting and festivity is constant 
throughout. It is a celebration 
unique to Aotearoa and a chance 
for everyone to forget the worries 
of winter and embrace the  
warming spirit of Matariki ahunga 
nui – Matariki provider of plentiful 
food.

Matariki is a set of seven stars which appears in the sky in the shortest 
days of the year, marking the beginning of traditional Maori New Year.  

This year Matariki will be celebrated on 13 - 16 July, 2020
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Quick Book Reviews

With thanks to Dorothy Meyer of Settlers Lifestyle Village, Albany.

The Axe Factor
by Colin Cotterill
This is the third book in the Jim  
Juree mystery series set in  
Thailand.

An Inch of Time 
by Peter Helton
Private investigator Chris Honeysell 
must unlock the secrets of a Greek 
island paradise if he is to find a 
missing woman. 

My Lady Deceiver
by Freda Lightfoot
A tale of secrets, deception, and 
cruelty, set in Cornwall, U.K. 

Confessions  
of a Good Girl
by Andrea McLean
This is an autobiography about a 
girl who becomes a weather girl 
on GMTV, the tough lessons she 
had to learn to survive in TV and 
her hilarious – and sometimes 
disastrous – encounters with the 
celebrities as a showbiz reporter.

The Big Fiddle
by Roger Silverwood
This book falls into the genre 
mystery crime fiction. It is the 20th 
novel in the D.I. Angel series set in 
the U.K.

The 18th Abduction
by James Paterson & Maxine Paetro
This is the 18th book in the  
Women’s Murder Club series. 
This involves Detective Lindsay 
Boxer’s investigation into the  
disappearance of three teachers.

The Testaments
by Margaret Atwood
Winner of the 2019 Booker Prize,  
this is a pacey sequel to  
The Handmaid's Tale.

Flight Behaviour 
by Barbara Kingsolver
A suspenseful novel set in present 
day Appalachia, a breath taking 
parable of catastrophe and denial 
of climate change, illustrated by 
the behaviour of the monarch 
butterflies, and the inadequacies  
of public school education 
especially in the sciences.

My Living WillMy Living Will

Last night my kids and I were sitting in the living room, and I said to them  

“I never want to live in a vegetative state, dependent on some machine  

and fluids from a bottle. If that ever happens, just pull the plug.”

So they got up, unplugged the computer, and threw out my wine!
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Easy Magic 
Lemon Pudding
Ingredients
 Cake Batter:
  ½ cup Self-rising Flour
  50g Sugar 
  ½ Lemon Zest 
  60ml Milk (warmed)
  1 tbsp Butter

 Self-saucing Sauce:
  25g Sugar
  125ml Water (boiling)
  60ml Lemon Juice

Method
1. Preheat oven 180°C and grease 

a soufflé dish with butter.
2. In a small bowl, melt butter 

and mix with warm milk.
3. In a medium bowl, mix flour, 

sugar, and lemon zest.
4. Pour milk / butter mixture into 

dry ingredients and stir well.
5. Empty batter into soufflé dish.
6. Mix sauce ingredients then 

carefully pour over batter into 
baking dish.

7. Bake for 35 minutes until top 
is golden brown and sauce 
bubbling around sides.

8. Take out of oven,  
leave 15 minutes  
to allow sauce to  
thicken slightly  
before serving.

OWN’s Kitchen

Enjoy!
Source: Scrummy Lane, 
 tinyurl.com/OWN-LemonPud

INHALE deeply … EXHALE slowly

Basically, it involves:

Did you know you can monitor your breathing style without doing 
yoga or meditation? The benefit of knowing how to use the breath  
in a situation of stress or pain can be very reassuring. Some of you  
may recall being guided by a nurse or doctor to focus on your  
breathing to help you relax during a medical procedure which was 
causing both pain and anxiety. Deeper slower breaths impact on 
the autonomic nervous system, by decreasing the stress hormone 
cortisol, which reduces the heart rate and regulates the blood  
pressure. I have seen this used very successfully to manage pain and  
a difficult situation.

If you are interested in learning how to more easily relax by using  
your breath, try the following: 

Find a comfortable position either sitting or lying down.  
Take your attention to your breathing. Make sure to take  
slow natural breaths and gently focus on each time the 
air flow changes from in to out. You may be distracted by  
thinking or worrying, but if you can refocus on the breath a  
little longer each time you may begin to appreciate how the 
breath can relax you. If it starts to work for you, practising 

regularly for short periods of time can 
help you create a sense of ‘calm’ which  

increases your energy. 

The Healthline website has information on 
diaphragmatic breathing (it is also called  

Belly or Abdominal breathing):
tinyurl.com/OWN-Breathing

The Importance of 
Breathing Correctly

With thanks to Lyn Godsell, Registered Nurse  
at Settlers Lifestyle Village, Albany.

Inhalation
The intake of air into  

the lungs through expansion  
of the chest volume.

Exhalation
Expulsion of air from  

the lungs through contraction  
of the chest volume.
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Life without generosity and 
reciprocity is like pavlova 
without eggs!

Acts of giving and receiving 
bind us to others. They add 
body, substance and strength to 
the communities we belong to.  
Giving and receiving can also 
bring a great deal of pleasure, 
as long as we are acting of our  
own free will and in good faith. 

We’re not talking about gifts 
of money here, but things of 
much greater 
value such as 
k n o w l e d g e , 
experience, skills, 
attitudes, tikanga, 
memories, stories 
… so don’t leave out  
the eggs!

 Recognise and value what you 
have to give – your time, your 
love, your memories, your 
skills, your knowledge, your 
attributes.

 Give as much as you can, but no 
more than you feel comfortable 
with.

 Wisdom gained through life 
experience is a special gift you 
can offer others.

 
 Allowing others to help you is 

a form of generosity – you give 
others a gift by allowing them  
to do a good deed.

 Learning to receive is just as 
important as learning to give.

Generosity

Source: Age Concern, 
 Ageing is Living: Recipes for Life

A friend shares her story …

It was eye opening when my brain was injured 20 years ago, and  
I found things could come out of my mouth without my permission. 
Regardless of what I knew or wanted to happen or say, I couldn’t  
express myself in the same way. I had been a carer too, for a father  
with a brain tumour. I wish I knew then what I knew now. 

Brain damage, temporary or long-lasting, can happen to anyone of 
us, through a fall, accident, degenerative diseases, a stroke, alcohol  
overuse, and many other conditions. One in five New Zealanders  
will suffer from a brain disorder in their lifetime1 with a new brain  
injury occurring every 15 minutes. Neurological diseases are the  
leading cause of disability2.

We need a ‘beginners mind’ for something we are not brought up 
knowing how to understand. To know what you are really seeing.  
It’s important not to assume the usual advice works for people with 
injured brains. 

‘Rudeness’ can be caused by difficulties of expression, less words,  
e.g. when things are sudden. ‘Not listening’ can be because they  
can’t use that particular pathway. A blank expression doesn’t always 
mean what you think – the person might respond tomorrow or next 
week! The wife of a man with a tumour and blank face once told me  
she just wished he would react and appreciate her. I suggested she 
ask for what she needed. She told him, “I need a hug about now” – 
she received one! Sometimes we need to get over the idea that others,  
who are struggling with complexity should read our minds. Before 
you laugh at someone’s ‘silly’ question or don’t reply ‘because it is 
unnecessary’, consider that when you can’t use the same pathways,  
you might just need the answer to that question to progress to the  
next step and have the same access as other people. There is no  
‘them’ only us.

Try not to judge. Understand this is something you don’t yet  
understand. Think of the person as having a bandage on their head.  
Slow down a bit. Try and cut people some slack if they behave a 
bit differently, when we don’t know what is  
happening – this is a vulnerable age group. Try  
to avoid the temptation to make people a joke  
or a story. Try and treat people with these 
problems as you would like to be treated if it 
happened to you, including how you speak  
of them in their absence.

When It’s the Brain 
That Needs a Leg-up

1. Neurological Foundation of NZ          2. The Lancet Medical Journal
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One of my first stories for the 
Writers Group was about Cooper 
(alias Houdini) our daughter’s 
dog. The story was printed in 
the OWN News&Views Autumn 
2017 issue and told how Cooper  
escaped from our property no 
matter what deterrents we put  
in place. At the end of the piece  
I said … 

“Wow it worked! Well, at  
least for the moment it is 
working, but who knows  
what the little Houdini will 
come up with next!”

As you probably guessed, here 
we are two years on and Houdini  
has returned. About two months 
ago we were out for approximately 
two hours only to come home to  
find only one dog in the yard.  
Shortly after we got home, Sandra 
got a call from the Auckland  
Council to tell her that a lady 
in Seaview Road had Cooper.  
Seaview Road is about 2.5km  
from Ivy Place, so he was well 
travelled. 

That day happened to be very  
stormy and as he is scared of the 
thunder and wind, Sandra said he 
would have jumped any height  
to get out. This being the case 
we assumed it was a one off  
incident. How wrong we were. 

Two weeks later we were out for 
about 45 minutes and on  
return, no Cooper. I was  
just going to send Sandra 
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a text when I looked out the  
window and saw a lady coming 
up our drive with a very familiar  
little dog on a leash. The lady  
lived a few doors down the 
street at 14 Ivy Place and told us  
he was very interested in her 
rabbit. On searching the fenced 
backyard we discovered that he 
was able to get himself through 
a six inch gap between our fence  
and the one behind. Ian soon  
had that gap closed off. So, when  
we had to go out, about a week  
or so later, we felt quite confident  
that all would be well. 

BUT Houdini had different ideas. 
As our son owns the property 
behind us, we had a gate between 
the properties. Smarty (Houdini) 
dug under the gate. Once again  
Ian was out with timber, hammer 
and nails, and so closed off that 
means of escape. 

Unfortunately, we had to drive 
to Kaikohe for a family funeral. 
This meant the dogs had to be on  
their own for about nine hours.  
We went off feeling quite  
confident that he couldn’t get out. 
But I guess we just didn’t think  
the same as Houdini. 

When we arrived home 
we were greeted by a 
neighbour telling us that 
Houdini had escaped 

three times while we 
were away. 

First he just trotted 
across the road to  
say hello to the 

neighbour who, knowing the dog, 
just brought him back and put  
him in the backyard. 

Second escape he went to check 
on the rabbit at number 14 again. 
Having seen them, he managed 
to get into our son’s property, but 
couldn’t get back into our yard.  
The neighbour came to the rescue 
again. Thinking that was it, the 
neighbour went home. 

Houdini’s last trick was to get 
himself out (no, we haven’t found 
out yet how). This time he got 
himself up to Verrans Road about 
2.6km away. The kind lady who 
found him on her property put a 
notice on Facebook with a photo 
of Cooper. By some mere fluke,  
the neighbour, who had saved him 
a couple of times, saw the notice  
on Facebook and contacted the  
lady. He very kindly went and 
picked him up and brought him 
home again.

This weekend once again the  
electric fence is going up and 
hopefully it will keep him at  
home. However we are not taking 
any risks … the collar will remain 
on until we are positive he is  
cured! Well, as positive as we  
can be.

I will just finish by saying, he is a 
very loveable little dog and we 
would hate anything happening  
to him.

Rita Webster 
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I expect I had been having a good 
old moan about the ironing, a 
chore I disliked and still dislike 
intensely. The ironing was  
executed using a cumbersome 
charcoal iron. A bed of hot ash  
was put into the iron and topped 
up with charcoal, however we  
had no charcoal so the embers  
were used on their own. I never 
did get the hang of this monster  
of an iron. There was a certain 
knack required in keeping the 
embers hot; the iron periodically 
had to be swung round in 
circles to keep it going. Almost  
everything the family owned was 
peppered with pinhole burns  
from flying cinders. 

It was common practice to iron  
all the linen, even nappies and 
towels, because of a nasty little 
insect, the putsi fly. This insect 
laid eggs on the damp linen. These  
could be destroyed by the heat  
from the iron – failure to do 
this resulted in the eggs being 
transferred onto the skin, where 
they became embedded under the 
skin causing horrible boils. Rather 
disgustingly when the boil burst 
and a large maggot popped out.

Well, I moaned on about the 
iron and this gave George the 
wonderful idea of giving me a Tilly 
iron as a Christmas present! The 

square, quite nicely wrapped box  
appeared on the breakfast table.  
I sat guessing what it could  
possibly be, various ideas flitted 
through my mind, none of which 
were anywhere remotely near 
the truth. I hope I put on a happy 
pleased face!

I soon quite warmed to the idea  
of my modern new pressure iron. 
That, however, was before I tried 
using it! The principle of the iron  
was exactly the same as for a  
pressure lamp. Methylated Spirits 
has to be dribbled into the well 
provided in the iron, the liquid 
is ignited. Then you wait, and 
after a minute or two pumping 
commences, slowly at first and  
then more vigorously. Soon, hey 
presto, the liquid kerosene turns  
to vapour and you are ready 
to iron. Stage one I completed  
without disaster – I was used to 
pressure lamps and this was no 
different.

I was ready to start ironing,  
having put up my wobbly 
homemade ironing board, the 
mountainous basket of clothes 
beside me, and spray bottle to 
hand to help get the creases out  
of the cotton shirts. 

The new iron was good. Instead 
of the swinging, it did need the 

occasional pump, but did not  
leave holes in the garments and  
it gave a much better finish. 

But, and there is always a but,  
the snag was that when the damp 
fabric cooled the iron (due to my 
overzealous use of the spray no 
doubt) the vapour would become 
liquid again. Suddenly there was  
a whoosh and a sheet of flame  
shot ceiling-ward, taking some of 
my eyebrows and a lump of my 
fringe with it. I panicked, almost 
dropped the iron, screamed for 
George, who was away, and then 
had the presence of mind to  
release the pressure knob, my 
moment of terror was over.

I never did manage to cure the  
iron of this nasty habit. I just 
got better at managing it. Just as  
well, because it was several more 
years before we moved to a house 
with electricity.

Helen Welsh
(story and picture)
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The police came round last night  
and told me my dogs  

were chasing people on bikes.

My dogs don’t  
even have bikes!!



Before my marriage, I had four aunts. The sister of  
my mother was okay. My father’s sisters, all three 
unmarried, were always highly critical of their  
nephews and nieces. They forever found something 
to niggle about us kids like, “You should work  
harder at school”, “I think that dress is far too short”, 
that sort of thing.

When I arrived Down Under, in Sydney, the sister of  
my husband’s dad welcomed us at the port and  
hosted us for a few days. She was so friendly. Once  
in New Zealand, the welcome could not have been 
greater. My mother-in-law gave up her bedroom for  
her new daughter-in-law and left an exquisite sexy 
nightie on the bed, plus handed her a bottle of skin  
tonic to help with the new climate. For the baby, she 
had a cot ready. Not just any cot, but a most lovingly 
outfitted one. 

My mother-in-law was the youngest of eight children 
and her whole family had emigrated from Scotland 
to New Zealand years earlier. When I arrived, three 
of her siblings still lived in Auckland – a brother and  
two sisters. The sisters shared a small pretty house 
together in their old age. 

Sally, the younger of the two sisters, and I got on  
well from the moment we met. She was in her early 
seventies. After we had a second baby and moved to  
our house in Torbay, she drove in her yellow Mini 
over the bridge to visit us almost every week. On her 
way she would buy pink buns and liver sausage for  
lunch, a favourite with the children. After lunch,  
I was told to go off and have a good 
time on my own. I could go to  
a friend, the hairdresser, the  
library, or down to the beach 
to sunbathe with a book. 
Meanwhile, she made the 
girls have a rest and read 
them a story. Then she played 
with them, sitting on the floor N
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building castles for princesses and the highest towers 
ever. They, in turn, drew endless pictures for her,  
which she treasured.

Never would she bribe the children with silly 
things like lollies, ice creams, or money. If they were  
naughty she made them acknowledge their misdeed 
and, if appropriate, apologise. She was also always 
prepared for all weathers – raincoat and bathing gear  
in the car’s boot. 

She never talked much about herself. Once she told  
me that in her position as a Housemother at the  
Nurses’ Home in Greenlane she would often turn a  
blind eye when it was time to shut the door at night  
when a nurse had not quite finished kissing and  
cuddling their boyfriend. 

She was apparently born a bit prematurely and had 
spent the first few weeks in a drawer of a chest in 
the kitchen, the warmest place in the house. She was  
en route with a friend to England when war broke  
out, so she was stranded in Kenya and there helped  
out in a pig farm. She made it to the Coronation. 

She had trained as Karitane nurse, married late, and 
was widowed early (her husband being a sickly man 
apparently). She was petite, smoked the odd cigarette, 
and treated herself to a glass of sherry once in a while. 

She died suddenly at Auckland Hospital without  
having been ill before. The hospital phoned 
me to come quickly as she had asked for me. 

Unfortunately my colleague forgot to pass 
the message on and she passed away  

alone. 

In our hearts she is  
remembered with great 
affection.

Irene Knowles
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