
The OWN Committee wishes you all 
a wonderful festive season!

In Summer
In Summer

Pour on lotion,
Rub it in,

Perfect for
My summer skin.

On my bike
Or in the pool,
A sip of water,
Keeps me cool.

Shades are on,
Flip-flops too.

In summer there’s
So much to do!

Liana Mahoney
(US author and teacher)

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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OWN Membership Subs 2022 Due
Annual subscriptions of $20 are due 1st January, the 

start of our financial year. Even though our expenses 

have risen, we have kept the subscription at $20. 

Thank you to all the wonderful members who have 

added donations to their subscriptions this past  

year. We really appreciate your thoughtful generosity 
and support. Every donation helps us 

to continue our activities. Donations  
over $5 will receive a tax receipt and 
can be sent to you by request.

You can pay online or in-branch to our bank account

    Bank: ASB Birkenhead
    Account Nº–:  12-3053-0401733-000
Please put your name and what the payment is for  

as the deposit reference. 

If you are unable to access internet banking and wish 

to pay personally by cash (now that cheques are no 

longer usable), please contact Lennie, ph: 444-3320  

to arrange to have your subscription payment 

collected and banked for you.

This year for OWN Members some of our 
activities have once again been cancelled 
because of COVID-19. Having gone 
through lockdowns last year, who would 
have thought in 2021 we would be going through it all  
again? Events which were cancelled this year due 
to COVID-19 were, in August the musical show  
Operatunity, and in November, our much looked  
forward to annual High Tea. 

Due to the restrictions of the lockdown, this meant  
both the Beach Haven (11 members) and Browns Bay  
(21 members) Writing for Future Generations groups 
missed out on meetings for September, October, and 
November. Unfortunately, there will be no December 
meeting either – this is when we usually have our 
Christmas shared lunch. These are sad, tough times  
for our ladies many whom live alone, and who look 
forward to these “catch ups” with friends.

I would like to wish all our  
OWN members a happy 
Christmas and holiday time 
with family and friends, and  
I look forward to seeing you in 
2022.

Chairperson

Dear OWN members …

Compiling Editor: Jos Coburn Proof-reader: Patricia Russell

Thank You
• Many thanks to our hard-working 

Secretary, Lennie Crawford, who does 
the organising for our outings and 
events. Her monthly memos keep us informed 
and her great sense of humour leaves a smile on 
our faces. Thank you, Lennie. 

• Thank you also to Chris Griffiths, for your  
tireless work over the past few years as  
Compiling Editor of OWN News&Views, for 
which you should be very proud. Chris leads a  
very busy life and has decided it is now time to 
step aside. 

• Jos Coburn has kindly offered to take up the reins  
as the new Compiling Editor. Thank you, Jos.  
We look forward to the next edition of OWN 
News&Views.

• Emma’s Own Catering has supplied us with her  
usual high standard of delicious meals for our 
functions during the year. Thank you, Emma.

• We would like to thank Sarah 
Thorne, the Takapuna North 
Community Co-ordinator, 
and the Takapuna North 
Community Trust Board for 
their invaluable help which means so much to us.



Eye Yoga Exercises
Eye Yoga, introduced during lockdown by some British Yoga wellbeing experts, offers relief for eye strain. 

Exercising our eye muscles helps us to use the full range of our sight and may improve eye dryness.  

Here is a three minute Daily Eye Yoga Workout to try:

Remember to check out www.own.org.nz for news, pictures, events, etc. 
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OWN Groups

Writing for Future Generations
New members welcome - 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 or  
ph: 021-064-9522.

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. 

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

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

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

Heloisa’s Art Classes
New members welcome. 
Held in the St Anne's Room, 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

Hopefully for all to enjoy again, when circumstances allow.

Palming
Rub your hands together until 
they feel warm. Then cup your 
hands over your closed eyes  
for a few moments.

Fast Blinking
Blink as fast as you can for  
10-15 seconds. Close your eyes 
for 10-15 seconds. Repeat for one 
minute. However, stop if you 
feel tired.

Clock Face
Again, keeping your head still, 
imagine a giant clock face. Take 
your gaze up to look at 12, 
then 6, then 3, and then 9. Then 
roll your eyes right round the  
clock. Repeat three times.

Zooming
Look at an object close by, then 
focus on the furthest point you  
can see for a few seconds. Repeat 
for two minutes. 

Figure of Eight
Keeping your head completely  
still, use your eye gaze to trace 
the biggest figure of eight you 
can. Repeat three times, then 
change direction. 

Exercises by Phoebe Greenacre, phoebegreenacre.com  YouTube video: tinyurl.com/OWN-EyeYoga



Feelings are like waves …

At first it was strange to celebrate 
Christmas on the 25th December 
instead of Christmas Eve like we 
had always done in Denmark. 
Also, to see such lovely weather  
in December was rather special –  
just made for picnics. We have 
always gathered together as a 
family, like most people do at 
Christmas. 

I like to leave putting up  
Christmas decorations until near 
Christmas, also the nativity scene 
and the tree. Christmas cards both 
from friends in New Zealand 
and overseas start arriving early 
December or late November. 
They look festive on the walls or 
windows. Sending your own to 
relatives and friends can be done 
early as well.
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Mothers are the busiest people 
I know in December. There’s 
shopping for gifts and special 
food to be done, wrapping gifts, 
decorating the house, the tree, 
putting up the nativity scene (if  
you have one), and delegating  
some of the jobs to others. Also, 
baking, cooking extra, and 
remembering something for all 
those special friends who may be 
alone.

Nowadays our family meet with 
our children on Christmas Eve for 
a meal and to exchange gifts. The 
children are given too much, but 
have a lovely time unwrapping 
their parcels. I think the parents 
really enjoy buying all the gifts  
for their children.

We have a big family with 16 
grandchildren and we have a 
special arrangement for Christmas 
presents. All the children’s names 
are put in a hat in October/
November, then all the five mothers 
and Grandma take turns to pull  
out a name until there are no more 
left. The names in your hand are 
of those children you’ll buy a 
Christmas present for. 

Sometimes we’ve had a Father 
Christmas to come and give out 
the presents, but it’s really too hot 
to put extra clothes on at this time 
of the year – it’s a happy time. Our 
daughters drink wine and their 
spouses a few cans of beer. Photos 
are taken.

Next day is a picnic lunch in a  
park or at the beach. All those who 
don’t have in-laws to visit, gather 
to relax and lunch together. It  
seems to be mostly grandparents 
who turn up and bring something  
to share on Christmas Day. 
Sometimes someone will bring a 
friend or two, and it’s interesting  
to get to know someone new and 
learn a bit about their situation.
    

Betty Vaotoga

Christmas Tree Lights
The first Christmas tree lights 
were expensive, due to being 
hand-made. These electric lights 
first came into use three years 
after Thomas Edison’s first 
demonstration of electric 
lights.

  Christmas Traditions  Christmas Traditions
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we can’t stop them coming,  but we can choose which ones to surf!

Feelings are like waves …

we can’t stop them coming,  but we can choose which ones to surf!



Aroha, like many Maori words, comprises two words: Aro and hā.

Aro means to face, turn towards, take heed, take notice of, pay attention to, consider. Hā is breath, essence, taste.

So, the act of aroha is to take heed, notice or consider the breath, essence or taste of someone, something, an experience, a situation or occasion.

The closest English translation is “love”, but  aroha really is so much more.

It usually snowed before  
Christmas and Grandad used to 
take us tobogganing at Roundhay 
Park. It was thrilling, hours of  
fun on the steep slopes which we 
flew down. We would always  
have the hot drink Horlicks 
afterwards.

One Christmas, Candy, our  
Lakeland Terrier had puppies. 
My sister and I were with her 
throughout. It was one of the  
most memorable experiences.

Decorating the tree was 
magical. Presents were 
at the foot of the tree 
and we never peeped 
because we thought the 

Christmas Fairy would know. 
Many years later my own children 
told me they peeped at some of  
the presents on our Christmas 
tree and the fairy at the top of the  
tree turned her back on them!

White Christmas in YorkshireO
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We always went to my Aunt and 
Uncle’s on Christmas Eve. I can  
still remember the taste and 
rapture of biting into Aunty Helen’s 
legendary shortbread. Driving  
home in the dark with heavy 
snowfall and the fog was  
dangerous, but my sister and  
I were busy looking for Santa. 
One year I saw Santa and his  
reindeer in the sky. I remember it  
to this day.

The whole family were together on 
Christmas Day. Our cousins were 
all boys and we had a lot of fun. We 
used to watch Charlie Chaplin films.

Every year on Boxing Day we  
went to the Christmas Pantomime. 
One year was ruined for me as  
I had eaten pork and had food 
poisoning. I have never eaten pork 
since!

Chris Griffiths

Christmas Carols
The real meaning of the word “carol” is a dance 
or song of praise or joy. People used to sing 
them in all four seasons. However, only one 
tradition survived, wherein carols are only sung at 
Christmas.

  Christmas Traditions  Christmas Traditions
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Aroha
is so much more than love

Source: Text from Viva.co.nz / Stuff Limited

Tobogganing at Roundhay Park, Leeds, England (1950s)



Xmas was a very special time for children. Our 
mother was very good at including us in the Xmas  
preparations and creating a lovely atmosphere. And 
sometimes my grandmother would take me out to  
see all the Xmas decorations in the shop windows 
and the streets. It was lovely. Sometimes I would see 
a beautifully dressed doll in the shop window and  
I would gaze on it with wonder and longing. Oh, how  
I wished it was mine!

As it happened, it was actually 
a raffle, the proceeds going to 
a charity. My grandmother 
explained how a raffle 
worked and bought a 
ticket, saying if it wins 
it will be yours. Alas,  
I never won it.

One Xmas, wonders 
would never cease,  
I received a doll, not 
a beautifully dressed 
doll like the ones I had  
admired in the shop 
window, but my very own 
doll with a cloth body and 
limbs, but a beautiful china 
head with lovely hair and  
eyes. 

Oh, how I loved that doll! I was probably 4 years old  
at the time. But I was a bit of a boisterous child and,  
alas, one day the doll was dropped carelessly on the  
floor and the head broke. All was not lost, however, 
because it was possible to put a new head on the  
body and I had a doll again.

However, shortly after, the second head 
was broken and this time the head was 
not replaced as it was felt that I was not  
careful enough.

A Little Girl’s Christmas
A couple of years later, my grandmother arrived with 
two most beautiful pink teddy bears. It was wartime 
with shortages and you couldn’t find anything as  
nice as those teddy bears in the shops so she must  
have got them second-hand somewhere.

I looked longingly at the bears, wishing I could have  
one of them. But my grandmother said they were  

Xmas gifts for my cousins. I was green 
with envy. Xmas arrived and in 

one of my parcels was one of  
the teddy bears. Oh, how  

happy I was, what a super 
gift. I just loved my teddy 
…and of course, he was  
unbreakable.
 
Another special Xmas 
gift I received one year 
during the war. Clothing 
was rationed and our 
nightwear consisted of 
dresses that were too  
worn out to wear 
during the day. This year  

I received a real nightie! 
Imagine that! I felt really, 

really special. It had long 
sleeves and was lovely and soft to 

wear. It must have been a remnant 
left over after my grandmother had  

sewn her dress. It was dark blue with, I think, flowers,  
a pattern that was popular for older ladies at the time.  
But that didn’t bother me at all. I was absolutely  
ecstatic. Imagine having a real nightie!

Our Xmases were pretty modest by today’s 
standards. But my mother made them a lovely, much  
anticipated event, and I don’t think a millionaire’s 
children could be any happier than we were. 

Anne Mutu 

And in the end it’s not the years that count – it’s the life in  
the years. 

Abraham Lincoln (past US President)

6 www.own.org.nz
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Hic!

Christmas Truffles
OWN’s Kitchen Recipe supplied by Judy Brocherie

Christmas Truffles
Ingredients
   400gm Fruit Mince
   1 packet Nice biscuits (or similar)
   250gm Cream Cheese
   ½ cup Desiccated Coconut
   2 tablespoons Brandy (optional)
   375gm White Chocolate Bits (melted)
   1 desert spoon Vegetable Oil
   To decorate (optional): red and green Glacé Cherries, or Sprinkles

Method
1. Combine fruit mince, biscuit crumbs, cream cheese, and coconut (and brandy, if using) in a bowl. 
2. Roll the mixture into balls. Place on a tray. Refrigerate for about an hour until firm.
3. Combine melted white chocolate and vegetable oil. Dip each truffle into this mixture.
4. Place on a tray, decorate with the glacé cherries or sprinkles. Refrigerate to set.
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Enjoy!
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The Perils of Drinking  
Whilst on Duty

Pipsy the Christmas fairy,
Bored, at the top of the tree,
Climbed down to investigate,
To see what she could see.

She opened a few of the parcels;
Not feeling a shred of shame,
There was nothing there exciting,
And the children took the blame.

Flitting across to the stockings;
She rummaged about in each one, 
She  gobbled up all of the lollies,
This was a lot more fun!

Still feeling a little bit peckish,
She nibbled on Santa’s mince pie,
Then took a swig of his whisky,
And readied herself to fly.

A Cautionary Tale for Fairies …

She flew into the window,
She flew into the door,
And becoming even merrier,
She drank a little more.

She flew in dizzy circles,
She completely lost control;
She came to a very sad end,
In the dog’s blue water bowl.

Helen Welsh
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Someone asked me the other day, 
“What was your favourite fast 
food when you were little?”

“We didn’t have fast food when  
I was growing up,” I informed 
him. “All the food was slow.”

“Come on, seriously… where did 
you eat?” he said.

“It was a place called ‘home’,”  
I explained. “Mum cooked every 
day and, when Dad got home  

from work, we sat 
down together at the 

dining room table, and  
if I didn’t like  

what she put 
on my plate, 

I was 
allowed  
to sit 

there until 
I did like it.”

Fast Food
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Christmas Cards
When was the first Christmas card sent? In 1843, 
John Calcott Horsley sent the first commercially 
printed Christmas card to his friend, Sir Henry  
Cole. The card caused some controversy at the  
time because it depicted a small child drinking  
wine, but in spite of this, the idea of sending  
festive cards soon caught on. One of 12 of the 
original print-run, sent by Henry Cole to his 
grandmother, was sold for £20 in 2001. 

  Christmas Traditions  Christmas Traditions
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Rod and I had not spent time together in Hawaii 
since the 1970s, but in April 2014 we accepted a  
long-standing invitation to visit my cousin and his  
wife in Maui. 

After three nights in Waikiki, we flew to Maui, where 
they have their condo situated on a beautiful beach. 
Paradise – fabulous climate, continuous sunshine, yet  
not too hot. Better still, the sea was so warm. I swam  
for hours without feeling cold. Early every morning, 
armed with mask, snorkel, and flippers, I headed  
for the water’s edge to explore the underwater  
wonderland. Swimming over the beautiful coral and 
flora, amongst the spectacularly coloured tropical fish  
of every conceivable shape was magic. 

BUT, what intrigued me the most were the prehistoric 
looking turtles that swam so gracefully. For nine 
glorious days, I was up early and in the water. Never 
once was I disappointed, always seeing something  
new in the crystal-clear water and always finding  
one or two of my primal friends of various sizes to 
watch, and to swim with. It was amazing! After an  
hour or more, I reluctantly dragged myself out of the  
water to join the other three on the lanai for breakfast. 

On my last morning’s snorkel, I encountered five  
turtles. But then, whilst heading back to shore  
I spotted her – the “big mama” – some two or three  
meters below me with her head tucked beneath an 
outcrop of rock. Initially I thought it was a very big,  
beige rock on the ocean floor but then it moved. 

Big Mama & La Nieta1

Occasionally she turned her head and seemed to look  
up at me. I was mesmerized! She looked to be about  
three meters long and would have weighed at least  
250 kilos. 

Suddenly I was aware of another sensation.  
Swimming beside me was one of her babies, or 
grandchildren (nietas). It was maybe two feet (60cm) 
long with the most delicate, feather-like design on its 
back in different shades of green, yellow and orange.  
I just had to stroke it! It felt like velvet to touch  – not  
hard as an adult shell. 

It was an absolutely amazing experience and one that  
I will forever cherish. 

Rosemarie Carr

1.   La Nieta is Spanish for Granddaughter
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Lost Little Sister
the police station and explained 
my distress. They comforted me 
straight away and told me that 
they just had a phone call from the 
police station in the next village, 
Krommenie, where they had  
picked up a little girl, who was 
wandering around all by herself 
on the main road. So I was  
straight back on my bike to 
Krommenie – a 3km trip – to pick  
her up. 

The officers were ever so kind to 
me and told me to go upstairs, 
where I found the wife of the  
Chief was looking after her. What 
a relief! There she was, playing 
lovingly on the floor with some 
toys. I thanked the whole team 
and took her home. I put her in  
the child’s seat that was always  
on the back of my bike.

The neighbour was also very 
pleased to see me back with my 
little sister. Now I could start with 
her to get her properly dressed, 
because I was also embarrassed  
that she had escaped in her 
nightdress. This whole escape and 
finding her was resolved in about 
an hour. 

Sanny Leur

On a summer’s day in 1951, my 
parents made a plan to take some 
of the younger children on a  
day’s outing to the zoo in 
Amsterdam. At that time I was 
always at home to help Mam with  
the household duties and the 
children. My parents took off 
after breakfast, on the train to 
Amsterdam. The trip took about 
half an hour, and in the city they 
took the tram to the zoo. They 
arrived just when the zoo opened 
up the gates. 

I was at home to babysit my two 
youngest sisters, Elsje, who was 
one year old, and Truusje, who was 
two and a half. After clearing the 
breakfast table I started attending 
to the youngest one, by giving her  
a bath and getting her dressed. 
Then I put her in the playpen  
where she was safe to play, as she 
could not walk by herself at that 
age.

Truusje had all the time been  
around us, but when it was time 
for me to take care of her morning 
ceremonies, she was nowhere to  
be found. I searched the whole 
house, calling out her name, but 
there was no reply. I ran out on  
the street, no child, then around  
the corner to the other street …  
no little sister!

I did not panic, I just went over 
to the neighbour and explained 
the situation. She came in 
and looked after Elsje in 
the playpen. I grabbed 
my bike and started 
looking further afield 
and then went to 

Aphorisms are short, pointed 
sentences that express a wise or 
clever observation, or a general 

truth. Here are some examples …
 

 Seat belts are not as 
confining as wheelchairs.

 No one has more driving 
ambition than a teenage 
boy who wants to buy a 
car.

 Money will buy a fine 
dog, but only kindness 
will make him wag his 
tail.

 If you don't have a  
sense of humour you 
probably don't have any 
sense at all.

 A good time to keep 
your mouth shut is when 
you’re in deep water.

 
 How come it takes so 

little time for a child who 
is afraid of the dark to 
become a teenager who 
wants to stay out all 
night?

 Business conferences are 
important … because 
they demonstrate how 
many people a company 
can operate without.

 I’ve reached the age 
where ‘happy hour’  
is a nap.

Fun With
Aphorisms
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The Humble  
Tea Towel

When your problems are wearying and you need time to think,
Just take up a tea towel and go to the sink.
As you wipe up the dishes with this towel you employ,
You can sort out your future and dream with such joy.

Whether you do it together or do it alone,
Let your mind wander to any time zone.
While you polish the glasses that are left there draining,
You can work out your budget or holiday planning.

Laugh and be happy as you dry up the dishes,
Share with your partner your most secret wishes.
Flick it or flap it on a hot sunny day,
Throw it over your shoulder, any which way.

Then when the towel looks shabby, and the fabric’s worn thin,
Don’t discard it or throw it away in the bin.
There is still life left in the old tea towel yet,
There are still many uses … don’t you fret .

You could tear it in strips to hold up a plant,
Use it to create some rag roll art.
Strain out the juice of some seedy berries,
Tie up a pudding of fruit and sweet cherries.

Wipe down the dust on the window sill,
Or mop up the floor after a spill. 
It would make a good mask for blind man’s bluff,
Now you get the picture, I think that’s enough.

Then, when there are only holes and 
nasty stains left, 
It’s still not over, don’t feel bereft.
Put it out in the rag collection,
And it may be recycled to a new tea towel 
selection.

Cherrie Keane

Christmas, here again. Let us raise a loving cup;  
Peace on earth, goodwill to men, and make them do the washing up. 

Wendy Cope (UK poet)

Here are some more examples …
(see page 9)

 
 Stroke a cat and you will 

have a permanent job.

 The trouble with 
bucket seats is that not 
everybody has the same 
size bucket.

 Money can’t buy 
happiness, but some how 
it’s more comfortable to 
cry in a Jaguar than in a 
Ford.

 Why is it that at school 
reunions you feel younger 
than everyone else looks?

 After 60, if you don’t 
wake up aching in every 
joint, you’re probably 
dead. 

 
 There are worse things 

than getting a call for a 
wrong number at 4:00am; 
… for example, it could 
be the right number.

 There are no new sins … 
the old ones just  
get more  
publicity. 

Fun With
Aphorisms
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I am reluctantly an owner of a brand, new car. 15 years ago, I bought a  
second-hand Honda Jazz car mainly because of its revolutionary fold-up  
seat storage capacity. Jazz became my go to car. On retirement I bought a  
new bright blue model.

In December 2020, the Honda agents rang me and said they 
had a customer who wanted to buy a low mileage bright  
blue Jazz and would I trade it in? I laughed and said only 
when you come up with an electric car would I consider it.  
Six months later they offered me a great deal on a Hybrid Jazz.

So, I went for it. And it is bullying me. It automatically beeps whenever  
I don’t do what it wants me to do. It automatically locks when I walk  
away from it, folding the wing mirrors in as it beeps at me. If I get out  
and take more than 10 seconds to open the boot it locks again. It doesn’t 
have a handbrake only a button, which I am finding very hard to get  
used to. It has an automatic brake hold button which holds the car on a  
hill without you having to press the other button (Help!). It turns the  
lights on automatically when I start the car and at night it puts the lights on 
high beam also automatically, but dips them whenever a car is coming in  
the opposite direction. If I go across the median line, for example, when 
passing a bus at a bus stop, it flashes a message at me and growls.

There are pictures on my screen of power going up and down, from the  
petrol engine to the electric battery, but I don’t quite know what it is  
actually telling me. It is so quiet when running that I wonder is it going 
or has it stalled. You don’t need a key to turn it on, just a button to press, 
but you need to have your key with you to open the door or lock it. Talk 
about confusing. There are buttons on the steering wheel for adjusting  
the volume of the radio, which I do understand, but there are also other 
totally incomprehensible buttons on the steering wheel. When I get into  
the car it plays a little welcome tune at me. 

That’s all very well, but I don’t like being ordered around by my car.  
I haven’t had it a month yet and it is still bullying me. Hopefully in  
another month I’ll be in charge. Oh, by the way it is red, not a patch on  
my bright blue one.

Pat Lythe

My New Car

Beep
! Beep

!
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Quick Quiz
Do you remember any of the 
following list? Count them up.

	Candy cigarettes 
	Juke boxes in coffee shops
	Home-delivered milk in 
glass bottles
	Telephone party lines
	Newsreels before the movie
	TV test patterns that came 
on at night after the late 
show and were there until 
TV shows started again in 
the morning
	Having only one TV 
channel to watch
	Peashooters
	33rpm records
	45rpm records
	78rpm records
	Hi-fis
	Cassette tapes
	Metal ice trays with levers
	Wash tub wringers
	Charlie Chaplin movies
	Punched bus / train tickets
	Carbon copy paper
	Secretaries using 
typewriters
	Manual-winding car 
windows

How Did You Do?
If you remembered …

0 – 5...................You’re still young

6 – 10 .............You’re getting older

11 – 15 .........Don’t tell your age

16 – 20 ........Magnificently ancient, 
 having lived through 
 some of the best years
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ADULT 
A person who has 
stopped growing at 
both ends and is now 
growing in the middle.

EGOTIST
Somebody who is  
me-deep in 
conversation.

TOMORROW 
One of the greatest 
labour-saving devices 
of today.

YAWN 
An honest  
opinion,  
openly  
expressed.
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One week each year, while in my 
30s and 40s, I left Richard at home 
to look after our three boys while 
I went off tramping with a group 
of friends. In March 1989, our 
group spent five days canoeing the 
Whanganui River. We negotiated 
rapids by day and pitched tents by 
the river in late afternoon. Meals 
were cooked over a camp stove, 
where the shared responsibilities 
made meal time so much more  
fun than my usual routine at home.

On one of those evenings, relaxing 
around the camp fire, I told the 
story of my schooldays, and 
how I had become busty earlier 
than most of the other girls. This  
caused great hilarity amongst my 
tramping friends and henceforth  
I was dubbed “Double D” 
(signifying the bra cup size).

After we returned home and all  
got together around the barbecue 
with our partners, we regaled 
them with stories of our fun and 
adventures. Richard laughed along 
with us all about my “Double D” 
story. (I might add that by this  
time the story had become 
somewhat embellished.)

Personalised Number  PLATES
Richard was a generous man 
and he loved to give me gifts. 
Along with the occasional gift of  
jewellery and the “just for”  
flowers there is one gift that stands 
out in my mind. Several weeks 
after the Whanganui trip, Richard 
presented me with a special gift.  
I was excited to see he had  
ordered personalised number  
plates for me. He had chosen my 
tramping title … BUT instead 
of “Double D” he had ordered  
“BIG D”. Horror!

I took the plates in good grace as  
I knew his intention was well  
meant. But I could not bring  
myself to drive out in the car  
when those around me would 
expect a very large lady named 

OUR  WOMEN’S  NETWORKPLATES
Daisy or Dorothy to alight from 
my vehicle. I could not face the 
embarrassment of my new gift  
and spent the following week 
walking, instead of taking the car, 
or staying at home.

Finally, I had to confess to Richard 
that he had got it wrong. He had 
those plates off the car in no time 
and returned them for resale.

I have never had personalised  
plates again and I have never  
seen “BIG D” plates on another 
vehicle since. Perhaps the plates 
were gifted to a man named Dick, 
who was also too embarrassed to 
display them.

Cherrie Keane

You’ve got  
lots of letters  

from your 
friends.

They’re bills.   
They want 

money.

You need 
better 
friends!

O
W

N Member

C
ontributio

n

O
W

N Member

C
ontributio

n

OUR  WOMEN’S  NETWORK

BIG D




