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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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Percy Bysshe Shelley (English poet)

Rosa ‘Fellowship’  
Rose Garden, Auckland Botanic Gardens



Dear OWN members …
We hope that you are all keeping safe and  
well. As you know, many things have changed 
due to COVID-19. OWN is no exception.

Due to our uncertain circumstances, the Committee  
has decided to re-schedule the OWN AGM and also  
cancel the OWN Festival until next year. These  
decisions were not made lightly, but we felt that it  
was for the best under the circumstances.

Next year will be the 30th anniversary of OWN so we  
will make our OWN Festival one to remember.

Compiling Editor: Chris Griffiths Proof-reader: Patricia Russell

The OWN AGM and High Tea (as a 
lunch) will be combined, commencing  
at 11:00am on Saturday, 7 November,  
2020 at the Positive Ageing Centre in 
Takapuna (see Up-coming Events on page 3 for details).

We looking forward to seeing you all.

With best wishes,

on behalf of Joan Lardner-Rivlin

OWN High Tea 2019OWN High Tea 2018 OWN High Tea 2019OWN High Tea 2018

Life Begins at 8008
The first 80 years are the hardest. The second 80 years are a succession of birthdays.

Once you reach 80 everyone wants to carry your baggage and help you up the steps.  
If you forget your name or anyone else’s name, or an appointment, or your own 
telephone number, or you can’t remember how many grandchildren you have, …  
no need to worry, you need only explain that you are 80.

Being 80 is a lot better than being 70. At 70 people get mad at you for just about 
anything. At 80 you have a perfect excuse no matter what you do. If you 
survive until you are 80 everyone is surprised you are still around. They  
treat you with respect for having lived so long.

So please folks, try to make it to 80. It is the best time of your life!

Extract from an article by Frank Laubach, American writer and Christian missionary



Up-coming Events
OWN AGM 2020 and High Tea 
We need your attendance at the Annual General Meeting and we are always ready  to welcome new people for the Committee! 

When: 11:00am, Where: Positive Ageing Centre,  Cost: High Tea Saturday, 7 November  The Strand, Takapuna  to be confirmed

We are happy to welcome new people onto the OWN Committee – don’t be shy as we don’t bite, our meetings are always light-hearted and interesting, and it also gives you an insight  into the workings of OWN. 

The High Tea is a really fun time so bring along your friends to join in with us!            No need to wear a hat and gloves, but dressing up would be great.

Further details will be sent out closer to the date.  
For more information, please contact  

Lennie Crawford, ph: 444-3320.

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.

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,   
Browns Bay. For details, contact Val Bird, ph: 475-6601 
or email: valbird51@hotmail.com
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Remember to check out our website for news, pictures, events, etc.
www.own.org.nz

OWN Theatre Group
Exploring more theatre visits and other 
activities. For further details, contact  
Joan Lardner-Rivlin, ph: 483-9671. 

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.

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

DiariseNow!
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American Dirt
by Jeanine Cummins
This is a very current story  
because it tells of a Mexican  
mother and her young son  
escaping from a murderous cartel  
in Acapulco to the US where they 
can live but have no rights.

The Stonehenge 
Legacy 
by Sam Christer
This fantasy fiction story is packed 
with codes, symbolism, and 
relentless suspense associated  
with this historic monument.

Chameleon
by Mark Burnell
This is book two in the Stephanie 
Fitzpatrick series. Book one, 
The Rhythm Section is soon 
to be a major film. This book is 
about two people caught in the  
turbulence of terrorism.

Me and White 
Supremacy
by Layla Saad
A schooling and examination 
of one’s role in upholding and 
benefiting from racist structures.

Quick Book Reviews

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

The Surgeon  
of Crowthorne
by Simon Winchester
Published in 1998, this an 
extraordinary tale of the 
correspondence of two men who 
were in fact writing the Oxford 
English Dictionary. It is described 
as a tale of murder, madness and  
the love of words. (Recently adapted 
into the movie The Professor and the Madman  
starring Mel Gibson and Sean Penn.) 

A Madness  
of Sunshine
by Nalini Singh
A New York Times Best-selling 
author, who chooses to live in New 
Zealand and has set this novel on 
the South Island’s rugged West 
Coast where the sunshine is unable 
to conceal the darkness created  
over one fateful summer.

Lucky You, 
Nature Girl,  
& Skinny Dip
by Carl Hiaasen
These are three 
titles from a 10 book 
set. The author was 
born and raised in 
Florida and all the 
novels are thrillers 
set in Florida.

E. E. Cummings (American poet, playwright, author, and painter)

The most wasted  
day is one  

without laughter.

It’s spring  
when the world  

is puddle-wonderful.
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This is a small part of the holiday  
that I had with my two friends:  
Katy, who was nursing in 
Hokitika, and Beatrice, who 
was with me at the Hutt 
Hospital. We had met up 
in Christchurch and were 
thumbing our way south  
to the Bluff.

At some point south of  
Dunedin we had seen the  
Gothic sailing her way down to  
Bluff where Queen Elizabeth would 
be boarding after her visit to New 
Zealand. Seeing the boat had  
given us the idea that we too  
would go to the Bluff and wave  
her off. After that we planned to 
visit Stewart Island.

We were rather a cumbersome 
number to be thumbing lifts.  
There were at least a couple of 
occasions when we were getting 
desperate when we made Katy  
hide until a car stopped. Katy was 
six feet tall, dressed in trousers, 
shirt, and peaked cap – she  
looked like a man, which Beatrice 
and I decided put people off. 
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Besides we thought, we looked 
more helpless without her!

This particular afternoon when  
we were aiming for Invercargill 
a car drew up and the three of us  
piled into the back seat with our 
three rather large backpacks. No 
sooner in than we began to think  
that we had made an error of 
judgement. The driver and front 
seat passenger had, as they say, 
‘taken the drink’. Indeed we 
were offered the whisky bottle, 
but graciously declined. At one 
point Beatrice grumbled that she  
couldn’t feel her knees because  
she was so squashed up, where 
upon the front seat passenger 

lent back, squeezed her knee, and  
said, “Don’t worry. I’ll feel them  
for you.”

We were delivered safely at 
our destination just as it was  
getting dark. We could see  
the Gothic already at her 
berth. Our first priority was  

to find a place to spend the 
night. We joined what seemed 

to be hundreds of others all 
trying to bed down in what  
I think must have been a  
community hall. There was very 
little space to lay out our sleeping 
bags, but we managed to squeeze 
ourselves in and presumably  
made ourselves some supper.

The next morning we were up 
early to try and find a good  
vantage point to watch the 
proceedings from, and here we 
had a real stroke of luck because 
someone gave us three tickets for 
the seating area. Just as well, it  
was quite a wait, but eventually  
the royal party arrived and  

Continues 

Riddle 3 with permission from Grace, Phoebe, and Georgia, Kristin School students’ autumn issue of When Life Gives You Lemons.
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boarded the boat. It was a very 
festive occasion with a band 
playing, flags being waved, and 
lots of cheering. The ship left and 
everyone melted away. The three 
of us collected our packs and  
went in search of the ferry to take  
us to Stewart Island.

The ferry ride over was very 
enjoyable, the sea was calm and 
the sun shining. What a beautiful 
place Stewart Island is. Hoisting  
our oh-so-heavy packs onto our 
backs once more we followed 
directions we were given to the 
camp site. This proved to be 
a paddock in which stood an  
empty dilapidated shed. Also, in  
the corner of the paddock was a 

continued. small ancient cast iron stove. As 
Katy remarked, “All mod cons.”  
I suppose there must have been  
a loo, but I don’t remember it.

We dumped our gear in the shed 
and set off to explore, but decided 
that it might be better to cook  
supper whilst it was still light. 
Having got the stove going we 
filled our billy can and threw in  
just about everything we had in  
the way of dried veg, soup, corned 
beef, and rice, and cooked it to a 
mush. 

Replete and domestic duties 
completed we walked down into 
the village where we discovered a 
film was about to be shown in the 
hall. Nothing daunted, we paid 
and went in. The film was Whisky  
Galore.
 

We were back at the camp site by 
9:00pm and well and truly ready  
to sleep, so we laid our bags out 
in the waterproof covers and lay 
gazing at the stars. 

We woke at dawn. The rain was 
bucketing down, a ring of very 
damp seagulls surrounding us. 

We must have spent another night 
there because I can remember 
washing my hair in a five gallon 
drum full of cold water. We also 
dutifully went to church on the 
Sunday morning by which time  
the sun was shining once more.

The following day we continued 
our travels making for the lakes at 
Wanaka and Hawea.

Helen Welsh
(story and picture)

The forest trees of New Zealand do not produce taproots,  
as forest trees elsewhere in the world do. Taproots are the 
long fleshy tapering root normally produced by trees in their 
juvenile stage to anchor a tree into the ground until it can 
support itself with its later developing main root systems. 
While this lack of taproots in New Zealand native forest  
trees could potentially mean juvenile trees are left without 
support, the opposite is actually true.

In a living demonstration of unity and co-operation, the  
larger established native New Zealand forest trees create 
a naturally supportive environment for their younger  
neighbours, helping them to stay upright until they reach 
maturity and can literally stand up for themselves. This 
inherent ability to grow alongside each other co-operatively 
means that the native trees quite literally depend on their 
whanau – their family or tree neighbours – for support at  
key times of growth. In turn they reciprocally support their 
tree neighbours when the need arises.

Trees in Aotearoa

Text from The Sacred Plant Medicine of Aotearoa by Franchelle Ofsoské-Wyber.
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lower path as there were hundreds of tourists in a  
never-ending trail up a steep climb to the top of 
the structure. He took four of us on a tour of the 
ruins and monuments such as the Main Square, the 
Circular Tower, the Sacred Solar Clock, the Royal 
Quarters, the Temple of the Three Windows, and the  
Cemeteries. Our tour began at 9:20am-ish and he  
told us about various sites. It is huge, with terraces,  
houses, parlours, temples, and lots of hairy rocky 
paths and steep steps to get around. It was not too  
hot, about 23 - 30°C. 

With pebbles, Sergio showed us how the Incas did  
their maths and calculations. There were hundreds of 
tourists, and it was low season! He stopped in shady  
spots to talk to us where possible and was very 
knowledgeable and informative. They are still 
discovering more ruins in the area. We spent about  
three and a half hours around the site, and then we  
were back to the frenetic bus site and delivered back  
to Aguas about 1:00pm. 

The four of us had lunch there. David and I shared 
a guinea pig pizza – guinea pig being a delicacy in  
Peru. We found the main square where there was a  
statue of the Inca king (I guess) and a church with a 
black Jesus and a black Mary on Calvary. Then back  
to the packed station and on to the train which took  
four hours to get to Poroy. The train followed the  
river along the bottom of the valley with great views  
of mountains and river. 

Pat Lythe

In May 2019, we travelled to South America. One of the 
highlights of that trip was Machu Picchu in Peru. 

Machu Picchu is a 15th century Incan site, located  
2,430 metres above sea level on a mountain ridge  
above the Sacred Valley. It is the most famous of 
all Incan sites, but it was not until 1911 that it was  
brought to the world’s attention by the American 
historian Hiram Bingham. 

The Incas abandoned the city just prior to Spanish 
colonisation, the city was never pillaged and as a  
result the ruins are still in fantastic condition. With  
its location on a dramatic ridgeline surrounded by  
sheer cliffs and the Urubamba River on three sides,  
the city of Machu Picchu is a remarkable place to  
visit. It was declared a UNESCO World Heritage 
Site in 1983, and in 2007 it was voted one of the new  
Seven Wonders of the World.

        

We spent the night before our visit in the village of  
Aguas Calientes at the foot of the mountain range. 
Sergio, our guide met us at 7:20am taking us to catch  
the little shuttle buses which run all day up a steep 
narrow zigzag road to the top. The road is so narrow 
the buses have to back up for descending buses to  
pass. There is an even steeper tramping route!

We were astonished at our first view of Machu Picchu 
– a stunning display of ancient architecture with  
incredible surroundings. Sergio took us on the 
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In 1997 I was working in an office in Poland Road, 
Glenfield. During the day I typed out quotes, letters, 
and invoices, etcetera. At the end of each day I would 
post the mail on my way home. I often posted the  
mail in a curb-side Post Office box in Belmont. The  
box was located in a one way lay-by that ran parallel  
to the main road. On the right was diagonal parking  
and on the left was a bus stop outside a dairy, and  
the post box.

On one particular day, I thought I could beat the 
rules. Instead of pulling into an allotted parking 
space near the post box I carelessly decided to  
double-park and quickly jump out of the car, pop 
the mail in the box, and be back in my car and 
away in a flash … BUT I had not figured that when  
I jumped out of the car and shut the door, leaving  
the keys in the ignition and engine running,  
I would lock myself out and block the roadway!

Panic ensued. I dashed into the dairy to use their 
telephone for help. Luckily I found Richard at home. 
“No,” I told him. “I cannot remember where the  
spare key is.” 

We only lived a few 
blocks away, so he quickly 
responded to my garbled 
message and rushed to my 
rescue.

While waiting for Richard 
to arrive a scheduled bus 
pulled into the lay-by. The 
road was too narrow for  
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the bus to pass my car and while the driver was 
deciding what to do, other vehicles drew up behind 
him, completely blocking any through traffic and also 
preventing parked cars from backing out. 

Richard soon arrived and in his calm, problem-
solving manner, took control of the situation. 
Seemingly disowning me, he explained to all the  
inconvenienced drivers that ‘this lady’ had locked 
herself out and she is waiting for the A.A., who  
could not come for half an hour. He said I should  
take his car and go home to find the spare key.  
I was pleased for the opportunity to leave the chaos  
that I had caused.

Richard and other helpers directed cars away from the 
lay-by entrance so that the stranded vehicles and the  
bus could reverse out into busy Lake Road. 
Once at home and feeling a little more relaxed  
I remembered where I kept the spare key and  
I sheepishly returned to the scene and unlocked  
my car. 

We cancelled the A.A. call-out and I drove home  
feeling somewhat embarrassed 

about the inconvenience  
I had caused all those people 
and slightly amused at the  
thought of Richard valiantly 
helping out ‘this Lady’ by 
directing the traffic and 
pacifying all the stranded 
drivers.

Cherrie Keane

The Farmer allows walkers to cross  the field for free,  but the bull charges

We can repair 

anything

BARGAIN STORE

Don’t go into 
another shop  

to be cheated, 
come in here
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Tuesday, 25 July, 1978, was a warm sunny day with  
a slight breeze. Two months into our living and  
working experience in the U.K., we had received our 
invitation via the Lord Chamberlain to attend the  
Queen’s Garden Party at Buckingham Palace.

The invitation instructed ‘morning dress, uniform, or 
lounge suit’, but gave no advice for women. I chose  
to wear the dusky pink dress and jacket I had packed 
and bought an inexpensive wide-brimmed hat from  
a chain store – I was not the only one to do this as  
I noted at least four other women in identical hats.  
John elected to maximise the occasion and arranged  
to hire a top-hat and morning suit from Moss Brothers.

Using the parking ticket sent with the invitation, we 
parked on Constitution Hill and walked down to the 
Grand Entrance from where we proceeded through 
the fore-court, past the Grenadier Guards, in the main 
entrance, and up red-carpeted stairs, on through 
beautifully furnished hall-ways and reception rooms, 
and out the other side into the lovely Palace gardens. 
These included a central lake with tiny islands and 
flamingos. Despite several recently built tall buildings 
which over-looked the Palace, this was an incredible 
sight in the heart of London.

One aspect which impressed me was the lack of  
obvious security arrangements, although I saw one  
or two men on the Palace roof. We hoped they would 
not detect the tiny camera John had concealed against  
the warning that cameras were not allowed. Due to 
the serious tension at that time with Northern Ireland,  

every venue we had visited in London had included  
thorough searches of bags and bodies, but not here.

Elegantly-gowned women and men in uniform, 
formal dress, or national costume, strolled around 
the magnificent grounds, chatting and smiling as they  
went. Two bands played throughout and a delicious 
afternoon tea was served by wait-staff in black with 
white aprons.
 
At precisely 4:00pm, the Queen and her royal party 
appeared, and the band played the National Anthem.  
They then walked separately among their guests, 
speaking with those who had been pre-selected.

Time passed quickly and it was 6:00pm. The National 
Anthem once more and the royal party departed,  
followed by their guests at a more reluctant pace. 
We retraced our steps back to the Main Entrance and 
watched as the cars were called separately – “the  
Lord Mayor of this”, “Lord and Lady of that”, and 
plain “Mr and Mrs”. It was fun to observe the variety 
of vehicles drive slowly up in a long queue. There  
seemingly was every variety of vehicle from the 
luxurious Mercedes and Rolls-Royces with uniformed 
chauffeurs to well-worn family cars driven by a son.

We simply walked out through the Grand Entrance  
back to our not-so-classy camper van, enjoying the 
novelty of curious glances directed our way.

Shirley Williams
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Orange SliceOrange SliceOrange Slice
Ingredients
1 x 250g packet of Plain Biscuits 
½ tin Condensed Milk
100g Butter 
1 cup Desiccated Coconut 
1 Orange (zested and juiced)

 Icing:
  2 cups Icing Sugar
  1 tablespoon melted Butter
  remaining Orange Juice and zest
  Coconut to sprinkle on top

Method
1. Spray a 23cm square tin.
2. Zest the orange using a fine grater 

and set aside.
3. Crush the biscuits.
4. Melt the butter and condensed milk. 
5. Combine the butter, condensed milk, 

coconut, 1 tablespoon of orange juice, 
and half the orange zest into the 
biscuits. Mix well.

6. Pour the mixture into the prepared 
tin, smooth out and refrigerate.

7. Icing: Combine the icing sugar, 
remaining orange zest, and melted 
butter. Gently stir.

8. Add the remaining orange juice a 
teaspoon at a time, mixing well until 
you have the desired consistency.

9. Pour the icing over the base and 
spread evenly.

10. Sprinkle with orange  
zest and a little coconut,  
and return to the fridge  
for at least 2 hours  
before slicing.

OWN’s Kitchen

Enjoy!

Laughter is described as a total physiological 
response to something funny. A hearty laugh 

involves contraction and relaxation of facial,  
chest, abdominal, and skeletal muscles. Within  

the first 15 seconds of laughter 15 facial muscles  
contract and relax, and the main muscle that lifts  
your upper lip is stimulated. 

It is true that laughter is a strong medicine. It draws people  
together in ways that trigger healthy and emotional changes in  
the body. Laughter strengthens your immune system, boosts  
mood, diminishes pain, and protects you from the damaging  
effects of stress. Nothing works faster or more dependably to  
bring your body back into balance than a good laugh. Humour 
lightens your burdens, inspires hope, connects you to others, 
and keeps you grounded, focused and alert. Best of all it is fun,  
free, and easy to use. 

As children we used to laugh hundreds of times a day, but as  
adults life tends to be more serious and laughter can be more 
infrequent. Seeking out more opportunities for humour and laughter 
can improve your emotional health, your relationships, and even 
add years to your life. 

Here are a few benefits of laughter and humour:

Physical Health Benefits
Boost immunity, lowers stress hormones, decreases  
pain, relaxes your muscles, prevents heart disease.

Mental Health Benefits
Eases tension and anxiety, relieves stress, improves  
mood, strengthens resilience, adds joy and zest to life.

Social Benefits
Strengthens relationships, enhances teamwork,  
attracts us to others, helps defuse conflict, promotes 
group bonding.

Now is a great time to have a laugh and it is okay to laugh as it 
helps both our physical and mental health. It is just another way 
that some people work their way through challenging times like  
the recent situation (Covid-19). Not everyone shares the same 
sort of humour, so again be respectful of others so as not to  
offend. 

We look forward to the fun times ahead.

Laughter

With thanks to Sue Smith, Head RN at Settlers Lifestyle Village, Albany.



OWN News&Views – Spring 2020 11

Being the first child in the 
family, my parents made a lot of 
fuss over me. Mother decided  
I should learn to read early in life.  
Therefore, by the time I started 
primary school at seven years of 
age, I could read well, but I had  
not learned to count and add 
numbers, nor had I learned the 
‘times tables’. I was a bit bored  
when the other children were 
learning to read, but that couldn’t 
be helped.

It was just a small village school 
with two rooms. The headmaster 
taught the older ones in the  
Senior Room and the lady teacher 
taught us younger ones in the 
Junior Room. 

∑
In 1945 the war ended. Father  
sold our home and we moved 
to a place closer to the city. Our  
Polish maid had to sit on the back 
of the truck amongst the furniture 
holding our cat in a sack. We 
children travelled inside the cab 
with Mother. Father drove the 
horses and cart with the rest of 
our belongings. I don’t remember 
knowing how many loads he 
moved with plants and bushes  
from the nursery. 

From then on, I was sent to the 
Catholic School in the city. Only  
the Catholic Sisters taught there  
and they were very well informed. 

Once in winter, there was a lot of 
snow and I was half an hour late  
for school. For once, I had an 
acceptable excuse for lateness;  
other times I didn’t have a good 
excuse and was told by the Sister, 
“You had better be careful you  
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are not late for heaven and miss 
out!”

We went to church a lot, and were 
encouraged to pop in and visit 
for prayer. The school was next 
door to the church. Sometimes the  
Priest came in to the school, and 
someone had to open the door  
for him and close it again behind 
him. I felt special when I got to 
be the ‘door person’. There were  
three Priests resident in the 
villa behind the church. They 
were Dutch or Belgian, and 
our vegetarian relatives were 
amazed to hear that they would  
sometimes eat pork for breakfast  
– how awful!

∑
When I was 13, I went to the 
state college for girls and began  
learning some languages, as well 
as other interesting subjects.  
There was just one girl in my class 

who had dark hair and brown  
eyes. I thought she was very 
beautiful. All the other students  
had blue eyes and lighter hair. 

My parents had to pay school fees 
for me there because we lived out 
of town. There was nothing to  
spare for extras. Several of the  
girls in my class would sometimes 
bring sweets to share, but I never 
had any to share. I was hurt when 
I was not offered a sweet like the 
other girls were. The girl offering 
said, “I’m not sharing with you 
because you never bring any to 
share!”

Mostly I enjoyed my years in the 
state school. Religious Studies 
was an optional subject. There 
were only two of us who did not 
share the session – a girl who was 
Jehovah’s Witness and myself, as  
I was a Catholic. We sat in an  

Continues 
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empty classroom and did some 
reading or just talked. 

There was great excitement when 
it was time for our first school  
ball because the boys’ college  
would be taking part. We didn’t 
normally get together with any 
boys, except our cousins. From 
memory I don’t recall getting a 
dance with a boy as a usual thing. 
There were probably more girls 
than boys.

Exams were important and we 
studied hard for them. After 
our last exam, our whole class 
had booked lunch together 
at a restaurant. We had open  
sandwiches – a Danish tradition 
– which were eaten with a knife 
and fork. There was a great 
variety of fillings and lots of it on 
each sandwich. Two vegetarian 
sandwiches, specially ordered for 
me, were arranged on a raised  
silver tray. 

We were all very excited at the 
thought of going to work from  
then on. There was much talk 
of keeping in touch and getting 
together again sometime. We had  
all shared many wonderful 
memories.

Betty Vaotogo

continued.

We are all the same, but weirdly treated differently, why? 

Today I am going to talk about why black lives matter and why we need to stand up for what is right. Black people all over the world are treated horribly. They are constantly being harassed and we  must change this.

In Minnesota, United States, George Floyd was tragically killed. An insensitive police officer put his knee on George Floyd’s neck for  eight minutes and 46 painful seconds. “I can’t breathe,” he said  until he gulped his last breath. But it’s not only George Floyd  being racially targeted, racism is all around the world but most  of it is not caught on camera.

George Floyd died because he was accused of having a fake $20  note. Then I heard about a white man that killed three people,  got a drink of water from a cop because he was thirsty, isn’t  that horrific?

People have been mistaken when they say that all lives matter,  they obviously do, but right now we are thinking about black  lives because of what they’re going through. So, if you have been mistaken by that, now you know.

Seven years ago, the Black Lives Matter Global Network started to organise. Their mission was to stop violence against black communities. Racism is when someone believes that another race  (or colour) can be treated or judged differently. Racism should  not be tolerated in New Zealand or anywhere else.

So, in conclusion I think that black lives matter everywhere and anywhere do you?

Ben Griffiths (age 12)

Black Lives Matter

blacklivesmatter.com




